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    INTRODUCTION


  




  I first heard of Reckless shortly after joining the 1st Marine Division in Korea in June of 1953. I was told she was a beautiful little mare with the head of a thoroughbred, but my first reaction was that this was probably an exaggeration, as I had seen many of the horses from past service in the Far East and knew them to be the Mongolian type of pony. I was also told of her heroic behavior in the battle of Vegas. Some of the tales I heard were difficult to believe.




  I first saw this little lady, however, when the Division was in reserve for a brief period. After many, many months of close and bloody contact with the Chinese enemy, the Marines were given a respite from war. There was time to relax. A carnival was organized and a vast field was converted to an area where games of chance were operated. The profits from this venture were to go to Navy Relief.




  It was then that I first saw Reckless. I was surprised at her beauty and intelligence, and believe it or not, her esprit de corps. Like any other Marine, she was enjoying a bottle of beer with her comrades. She was constantly the center of attraction and was fully aware of her importance. If she failed to receive the attention she felt her due, she would deliberately walk into a group of Marines and, in effect, enter the conversation. It was obvious the Marines loved her.




  Within a few days of the carnival the 1st Marine Division went back into the line and once again Reckless performed with a courage and spirit that was difficult to understand or believe. Later, after the fighting had stopped, I was invited to attend a formal ceremony where Reckless was cited for bravery and I had the pleasure of promoting her to the rank of sergeant. Still later, there was another fundraising campaign in connection with the Iwo Jima Memorial. Many ideas were initiated to promote competition among units to see which could raise the most money. Suddenly Reckless was “kidnapped” and held for considerable ransom. The news swept the Division like wildfire. Needless to say, her ransom was quickly forthcoming and the fund over-subscribed.




  In my career I have seen many animals that have been adopted by Marines, but never in all my experience have I seen one which won the hearts of so many as did this lovely little lady known as Reckless.




   




  RANDOLPH McC. PATE, Lieutenant General, USMC




  Assistant Commandant of the Marine Corps




  Washington, D. C




  

    FOREWORD


  




  When I first heard about Reckless, it was shortly after she was purchased in October 1952. I thought it was an excellent idea. Sometimes Marines do weird things and adopt unusual pets. This time it was a horse, but when she was purchased the thought never occurred to Lt. Eric Pedersen that he was thereby establishing another great tradition for the Marine Corps. Nor did he realize the fame and publicity that this little horse would get. (She had once been a race horse destined for the track at Seoul.) Everywhere the Recoilless Rifle Platoon, 5th Marines, went, Reckless went along, even on maneuvers.




  Pedersen paid $250 for the animal and the investment was returned in one battle. It would be difficult to say which side was more surprised, the Chinese or Marines, to see that horse charging up Outpost Vegas carrying ammunition. It was in this battle that she became a heroine and earned the love and respect of all Marines in the 5th and 7th Marines, and mine too. She carried more than 150 rounds of 75mm recoilless ammunition for the company from the dump to firing positions on Hill 120, and once served as a shield for four Marines working their way up the slope. Since it was after dark Reckless also earned the title of “Nightmare.” She made most of her races after dark.




  When I first saw Reckless she was behind the 5th Marines line in Panmunjom — Hill 229 — Bunker Hill Sector. This was sometime during the latter part of October or November 1952. She was not doing anything exceptional beyond receiving praise, food, and adoration from a group of Marines.




  Naturally at this time I did not visualize the extent of her fame and fortune. I did realize, however, that any little morale factor would be a help and I considered the purchase of Reckless such a factor. This was at the time that we were being hit hard and regularly by the Chinese. Anything to maintain the already high morale was most welcome.




  It was reported in the Division that Reckless, winner of the Paddy Derby at Vegas, challenged Native Dancer, victor in the Preakness at Pimlico, to a run. As a further indication of the morale value I understand that the men of the Special Weapons Company chipped in to buy Reckless for the entire unit.




  Lt. Pedersen deserves full credit for the purchase of Reckless, the attending fame, and the good publicity for the Marine Corps. But more than that, when he obtained this horse, he was thinking only of his men, trying to save them from the back-breaking loads over extremely rugged and difficult terrain. I am sure also, that he was thinking of saving the lives of his weary ammunition carriers. This is all a part of good leadership. Reckless no doubt was imbued with this same spirit, because she became a true Marine.




   




  EDWARD A, POLLOCK, Major General, USMC




  Commanding General Marine Corps Recruit Depot




  Parris Island, South Carolina




  

    AUTHOR’S NOTE


  




  From the day Reckless joined the Marine Corps, her story was bound to be written and I am happy the task fell to me. A great deal of luck was involved. With Korea well covered by writers, it is strange one of them did not seize upon her. Several times, when the fighting was slack, I attempted to steer visiting journalists her way, but never raised more than a flicker of interest. To nomadic newsmen, looking for a spot story before moving to another sector, Reckless was not news.




  To the casual observer, she was just another horse. To me, who had been born into a horse-loving family and who had owned his first at the age of nine, she displayed attributes and intelligence never before seen in an animal. From the day I joined the 5th Marines to command the Second Battalion, I knew I would one day write about this little red horse. It would take time, however, for I had made it a policy not to write while fighting, though I will admit to taking a few notes along the way. Some war stories become dated, but in the case of Reckless there was no such worry. Her story is as timeless as that of Black Beauty.




  In Part II of the story is the account of my having lunch with Ben Hibbs of the Saturday Evening Post and his Instant recognition of her story value. The Post carried the article in April, 1954, and in May Elliott Macrae, president of Button, cabled from Europe asking that I do a book, on the same subject. Subsequently, three other publishers sought similar books. Reckless was becoming known.




  Three tours of duty in the Korean war theater had given me a deep compassion for the people of Chosen, which will become obvious to the reader. In the months following the truce, while with my regiment on the Kimpo Peninsula, there was time to search out the story. Except for stray bits of information which could be gotten by mail, most of the research had been done when Elliott Macrae asked for a book.




  The life of the Korean people under Japanese domination is as true as long hours of digging would uncover. It was slow going over the language barrier and the bridge built by unskilled interpreters was ofttimes weak. Certain shadings and alterations to the story have been made at the request of the youth I call Kim Huk Moon.




  In the writing of a book of this kind there are many deserving of thanks. These are due Ernest Gibson and Stan Coppel for making Reckless’ sea trip from Yokohama to San Francisco possible without its being a financial burden. Gordon Jones, Pacific Transport Lines representative in Yokohama, saw to the details of hay, grain and a salt lick, while Captain Kenneth Shannon, master of the vessel, afforded his passenger every kindness. These are the men who provided the book with a happy ending.




  Particular thanks are due Lew Walt for the completeness with which he answered many questions on the Battle for Vegas and the cooperation given by Brute Krulak and Pete Stephan. A debt is owed Al Gentleman and Ed Wheeler for reporting several unusual stories about Reckless, and to Prank Garretson and Harry Edwards at Headquarters Marine Corps, who were called on many times and never failed.




  There will always be a warm spot at my hearth for Jim Michener, who kept me informed as to Reckless’ welfare after my departure from Korea; and for Walter Pickerell who journeyed to the Seoul race track and took snapshots and reported on current conditions at the new track; and Edna Clem, of the Historical Section at Headquarters Marine Corps, who was always prompt in checking the records on personnel queries.




  And now we come to the Marines who were closest to Reckless: Eric Pedersen, Bill Riley, Joe Latham and Elmer Lively. Without them the story could not have been written and I hope they are pleased with the result.




   




  ANDREW GEER




  San Francisco




  Feb. 22, 1955




  RECKLESS




  Pride of the marines




  PART ONE




  

    CHAPTER I


  




  THE STORY OF RECKLESS begins with a young Korean boy, Kim Huk Moon, who loved horses. Ever since Kim was eight years old he had wanted to own a horse. Night after night he put himself to sleep dreaming of the horse he would one day own. Kim’s dream did not spring on him from the darkness like a tiger from a thicket. It came to him on the day of his grandfather’s funeral. Word reached the family in the middle of the night that Grandfather Kim had died, and early the next morning they started out to make the journey across the city of Seoul. Father Kim, silent and sad-faced, led the way, followed by Mother Kim and Nam Soon, and last were Chung Soon and Kim.




  At the corner of the five streets, tall, stern Schoolmaster Yu was waiting and he fell in stride with Father Kim. With their backs to the sun and the Han River, they walked through the village. A shrill-voiced old woman, sitting with her back to a cracked mud and wattle hut, cried out at them. Father Kim and Yu bowed and walked on. Then they were free of the buildings and the road lost itself among the hills. It was not long before the hills fell away into the flat lands of the rice paddies and mulberry orchards, and everywhere there was motion with serpentine lines of people and horse carts, workers in the paddy fields and orchards and the morning wind in the young rice.




  By the roadside sat a Buddhist monk, bathing his feet in a paddy stream. When he saw Father Kim approaching he dried his feet and rose to greet him. His face was leathery, seamed and ugly, but his eyes were calm and kind and he let his cool hand rest on Kim’s head. Three abreast, the men led the way and in a half mile came to the streetcar line.




  Kim sat beside the tram window while Chung Soon pointed out the sights. There was the Kyongsong Athletic Field with Japanese boys in white uniforms at play, and closer to the tracks there was a Buddhist temple. The holy man leaned far out the window and stared while Chung Soon alerted Kim to watch for the riding academy so that he might see the cavalry squadron drilling with sabers flashing in the sun.




  Kim’s father spat, as he always did when he saw Japanese troops.




  The city grew heavy with buildings and thick with people. There was a halt, a wait, and then an imperious Japanese policeman with white sleeves waved them on. The tramcar turned north and Chung Soon told Kim, “Now we come to Chong-Ro. If you are quick you can see the Big Bell at the corner.”




  Shortly after, the car passed through West Gate and came to the end of the line where friends were waiting. The party walked toward the prison. The guards shouted at them, but after a time the body of Grandfather Kim was released and the procession moved back through the West Gate, past the police station on the corner and into the churchyard. Ever after that, death to Kim meant the burning of incense and the Buddhist priest chanting the Sutras and the fluttering of the prayer wheel in the wind.




  Schoolmaster Yu and the holy man stayed behind at the temple when Father Kim led his family onto the city streets to catch a streetcar back to the village. The day was now hot and the streets crowded. In the confusion they boarded the wrong tram, but it went unnoticed until it failed to turn off Chong-Ro. It took a long time to work his way through the crowd to speak to the conductor while the car sped them farther and farther out of their way. Father Kim began shouting and shoving his way through the pack. In the midst of all this, sparks flew from the metal box near the motorman and the car screeched to a halt.




  The motorman looked into the box and shrugged and the conductor seemed to hold Father Kim responsible for the power failure and ordered him off, but Kim’s father argued that he should be repaid the fares. A Japanese official arrived and was angry with everyone. When Father Kim was pointed out as the troublemaker, the Japanese beat him over the shoulders with a cane. All Koreans were ordered to leave the area.




  Because it was so hot, they sought the shade of the nearby grandstand of the Seoul race track. For the first time in his life Kim saw a race horse. He forgot the heat and his thirst as he stared at the horses galloping, their trim feet kicking up small puffballs of dust. He began to tremble and Chung Soon, seeing his agitation, spoke to Mother Kim. Fearing the boy had a fever, she wiped his face with a damp cloth and gave him a drink of water purchased from a vender.




  One rider brought his horse close to the outer rail and called for water. The horse was a red sorrel with white stockings and a broad blaze down its nose. Hypnotized, Kim watched the animal.




  Kim had to dogtrot to follow the resolute pace set by his angry father. As he trotted along he saw and heard a train moving north from the Yongdongpo Bridge. The train whistled in a petulant wail and a banner of smoke rose like a black ribbon in the still afternoon air. Always before such a sight had thrilled Kim, but today he scarcely saw it as his mind’s eye was filled with the image of the horse.




  At last they reached the shabby old mud and wattle hut. It was twin to a hundred others that lay side to side or back to back along the narrow, crooked streets that were red soil thrown over rocks. As the surface eroded, the rocks protruded like ugly moles and wracked the wheels of the night soil cart.




  The Kim house formed an L. The roof was of rice straw, dark with mildew, and the walls were baked mud. Inside the house, beyond the flimsy, sagging door, was a platform of raised flooring which covered two-thirds of one wing. The baked mud stove with its elbow-jointed chimney was surprisingly efficient. Adjoining it was the sleeping kong, also of baked mud, with tunnels underneath in which fires could be built to warm the sleeping surface in winter. The shorter end of the L was without flooring or platform and was used for storage of wood and charcoal and the hanging of meat or fowl or fish, when the Kims were fortunate enough to come by such food. In each arm of the L there was one window opening, without frame or glass. In the winters these openings were covered over with rice straw matting.




  Mother Kim hurried to the task of cheering her husband by serving him a fine meal. Because it was quick and soothing, she made soup from powdered soya beans. Then she would surprise everyone by serving Kimchee and, as an added fillip, she cooked rice to pack the unfilled corners of their stomachs. With a recklessness she had not shown before, she brewed tea from the hoarded pinches of China leaves. It was against the law to possess Chinese tea, but it was much tastier than the bitter, low-grade stuff forced on them by the Japanese. A Korean family was considered fortunate indeed to come by some. Mother Kim had a brother who worked on the docks at Inchon and had stolen several tins while unloading a Russian ship and he had given one to his sister. This occurred a year before Kim was born and now the metal container was about empty.




  Mother Kim guardedly watched her husband as he squatted in the shade smoking his bamboo-stemmed pipe, coughing now and again with a sepulchral sound. He had not spoken since the train official beat him with the cane.




  She knew there were welts across his shoulders, but these did not worry her; it was her concern to salve the hurt to his pride. The sipping of contraband Chinese tea would be an act of independence which would ease his hurt — not that a man could ever wholly forget such a thing.




  “How long must we wait? How long can we wait?” he asked. She glanced fearfully toward the door as though she expected a Japanese policeman to be standing there listening.




  “At each meeting they tell us to wait, that the League of Nations will do for us what we will not do for ourselves. Hah!” His voice grew angry, “While we wait, my father dies in prison. His crime was preaching freedom for the people of this land of Morning Calm. While we wait, our children go without schooling and are scrawny from empty stomachs.”




  Father Kim sucked on a dying pipe because he had only enough tobacco for an after-dinner smoke. “You and I work the fields the daylight hours and for our labors we receive less than enough to buy the rice to feed us and cotton cloth to cover our bodies. Today’s tram ride cost us one yen twenty sen. I must work three days from dawn to dark for that amount, and with rice seventy sen a kilo, we have but enough for life. How long can we wait?” he repeated hopelessly. Further protest was smothered in a fit of coughing.




  Shortly after they went to bed a wind went whistling through the streets, blowing clouds of dust before it and drawing in its wake a soft, gray rain. Kim heard the rain on the roof and turned its patter into the beat of a horse’s hoofs. That night he had his first of ten thousand dreams about a horse that he would someday own. It was just such a horse as he had seen over the rail at the track. The dream was so vivid that he began to tremble in his sleep and Chung Soon held him tightly in her arms.




  At the first hint of light in the sky to the east, Mother Kim was feeding twigs and small wood into the stove so that just enough fire was made to prepare the morning rice and heat water to drink.




  When the sisters stepped outside with Kim, they saw their father already standing in the small triangle of land embraced by the two arms of the L. Wearing only a fundoshi, the muscles and bones of his thin body were rigidly defined through his taut, parchment-like skin. His spindly, muscle-knotted legs were braced against the hacking and spewing he must do to relieve his congested lungs. Before he was through he was sweating and exhausted.




  Once he got his breath, he recited the Four Truths: “Birth is pain, old age is pain, sickness is pain and death is pain.”




  The morning meal consisted of a bowl of rice and many cups of hot water. As the rim of sun came over the hill the mother and father hurried to the fields. Chung Soon was left in charge. While Kim did small chores in the yard the two sisters aired the sleeping pads and cleaned the house and rinsed the rice bowls.




  Kim wandered onto the street and his eyes turned in the direction of the race track as though drawn by a magnet. He began to run. From time to time he fell and his knees became scraped and bleeding. There were many people and carts on the road, but he pressed through and around them. At one time, far behind, he heard Chung Soon calling, but this he ignored and pressed on to his goal.




  The morning sun was hot and he began to pant. He was nearly exhausted when the high wooden shell of the grandstand came into view. Completely done in, he reached the shadows of the vast structure and crawled into a shallow ditch by the outer rail and, sitting in the cool grass, watched the horses. His lips were stiff and his tongue thick from want of water, but he clung to his post. Many horses came onto the track and finally Kim was rewarded when he saw his dream horse circling toward him.




  He was oblivious to a group of well-dressed Japanese men who came to the rail. The flame-colored horse with the white stockings and white ribbon down its face came to the outer rail while the rider talked with the man. If there was a single detail of the animal he had missed the previous day, it was burnt into his memory now.




  The horse turned away and, circling into position in front of the group, spun off down the track at a run. To Kim it was the fastest movement he had ever seen, even faster than the Yongdongpo train. He held his breath for fear the horse might fall as he himself had fallen on the road. From the ditch all Kim could see was the rider’s red cap bobbing along the rail at a fierce speed until the horse came into view at the upper end of the straight stretch. The horse passed by and slowed and came back to the rail while the men clustered around the one who held a shining metal disc in his hand. There was shouting and laughter at what they saw and the rider laughed with them. Sweating freely and with a rim of white lather under the leather reins, the horse was eager for more. She snorted and let out a deep sigh and Kim thought of his father when he went to the sleeping pad at night.




  When the rider took the horse away toward the buildings on the far side of the track, the men called to a water vender and all drank thirstily. Kim watched and momentarily forgot about the horse and thought of the long walk home. He was badly frightened when he realized one of the Japanese was speaking to him. The man, taller than the others, was in uniform and his high, leather boots shone in the sun. Kim scrambled to his feet and stood stiffly at attention with his eyes to the ground as his father had taught him. Though Kim listened carefully, it was difficult to understand the man.




  “Are you lost?”




  Slowly Kim formed his reply, “No, Honored One, I live over there.” He pointed.




  “What are you doing in a ditch beside the track?”




  “Watching, Honorable One.”




  “Watching what?”




  “The horses.” Kim lifted his eyes for a fleeting moment. “Watching the flame horse with the white legs, Honored One.”




  “Why that horse?” The voice was not so curt.




  “It is the horse I sleep with.” Kim had meant to say “dream of.” The men laughed and he ducked his head lower in embarrassment.




  “Why do you sleep with my horse?” The voice was nearly gentle now.




  “It is the number one, Honorable One.”




  The Japanese was pleased and his gloved hand patted the top of Kim’s head.




  “You have a good eye for horses, little one.” He called the water vender and ordered the man to serve the boy. Kim drank thirstily. When he was finally through, he took a deep, gasping breath and looked up at the man. He smiled briefly. The gloved hand came from a pocket and between the thumb and forefinger was a yen note. Kim looked into the face of his new friend before he could believe the money was to be his. He took it and bowed stiffly. When he straightened, the man and his group had turned away and were walking toward a long, black automobile waiting near the gate, Kim watched them until they had entered the machine and it moved out of sight.




  Refreshed by the water and stunned by his good fortune, Kim turned his attention to the track again. There were few animals in sight now and his Flame was nowhere to be seen. He sat in the ditch and waited patiently, but as the sun grew warmer, fewer horses remained on the track. He wanted to go to the stables where the horses had disappeared, but was afraid. After a time, when he was certain no more horses would appear, he tucked the yen note in the toe of his rubber slipper and began the long walk home. Every now and again he would stop and look into his slipper to see that the yen note was safe.




  In an open field he saw an ox walking a circle as it drew water from a well. He crossed to it and gaining permission from the boy tending the ox, knelt by the sluiceway and washed his face and the blood from his knees. As he reached the rim of the road again he heard the Yongdongpo train whistle and it was not long before he saw familiar faces. The old woman called to him in an angry voice.




  “Are you not Kim Huk Moon?”




  Kim stopped. With his big toe rubbing against the yen note he bowed to the old woman. “I am Kim Huk Moon.”




  “Your sisters have been looking for you. You ran away, you should be whipped. You are a bad one!”




  Kim turned away, embarrassed with so many people staring at him as the old woman’s shrill voice followed him down the crowded street. Then Chung Soon, red-faced from running, was beside him. She gave him a thoughtful look and taking his hand, they walked together along the street. They found Nam Soon waiting for them and she began to scold, but Chung Soon silenced her.




  With reluctance and considerable care, Kim stepped out of his slippers at the door and wondered how he could claim the yen note without being seen. Chung Soon gave him a bowl of cold rice and while eating he sat where he could watch his slippers. When he was through, she unrolled a sleeping pad for him on the kong.




  He fought to stay awake in the cool dimness of the room and forced his ears to follow the voices of his sisters. When he heard them playing hopscotch in the street he slipped from the sleeping pad and retrieved the money from his slipper. He went to sleep with it clutched tightly in his hand.




  He was still tired when Chung Soon awakened him, but knew he must be up before his mother and father returned from the fields. While Chung Soon built up a small fire and began to heat water, Kim rolled the pad and put it against the wall. With the yen note still clutched in his hand, he went into the yard to look for a place to hide his fortune. He could see no place to his liking and the bill began to burn in his sweating palm. He went back inside. Nam Soon had gone to the riverbank to fish for stray bits of firewood and Chung Soon was busy with her chores. She squatted on her hunkers blowing life into the fire and smiled at him over her shoulder.




  “Do you feel better, Little One?” she asked.




  “I am still tired.”




  Chung Soon took a deep breath and poured it onto the smoldering fire. It came to life flaming. She said, “You play too hard; you run too much and fall down too often. That is why you are tired and your knees are raw.”




  Kim knew she was telling him no mention would be made of his absence. He held out his hand and opened it. She took the damp paper, straightened it and her eyes widened as she worked the creases from it carefully.




  “I will put it in a safe place for you.”




  Kim followed as she hurried into the storeroom wing of the L. From a shelf she took a glass jar the Han River had brought them some days before. Removing the top, she dropped the money into it and then replaced the cover tightly. Together they placed the glass in a hole underneath the mud sill and covered it over.




  When their parents entered the house they carried fagot bundles scavenged along the way and were slow-moving and weak from fatigue. As they were washing in the yard Nam Soon arrived with a timber she had found near the river’s edge. It weighed nearly as much as she did and to get it home she almost had to crawl with it. It was a stroke of fortune that could not often happen with thousands of people searching the turgid water from its source to where it married up with the Yellow Sea. Such a piece of fuel would cook the rice, boil the water and heat the sleeping kong for a week during the winter.




  Nam Soon had gone into the water up to her armpits to reach the timber and Father Kim cautioned her about going so far into the river.




  The meal of rice and hot water was soon over. Because of their hard work in the fields, the mother and father shared a small portion of pickled fish from the stone crock in the storeroom. Father Kim also had a cup of Japanese tea to salve his tired muscles and ease his cough, which usually started up with the cool, moist air rising from the river. While Mother Kim and the two girls cleaned away after the meal and rolled out the sleeping pads, Father Kim went to the street side of the house and lighted his bamboo-stemmed pipe. Kim joined him with a kickball of cloth tightly bound around a cork stuck with four chicken tail feathers. He was clever with the ball and by striking it with his toe, heel or palm could keep the feathered thing in the air for long periods.




  The agility of his son pleased but saddened Father Kim and he groaned as he faced up to the hopelessness of life. How could a man whose life savings were less than fifteen yen, send a son to school which cost fifty sen a month? His body would not stand longer hours in the fields and he thought of investing his small savings in rubber shoes and other wearing apparel and opening a little shop; the girls were old enough to tend it during the day. This idea was discarded when he looked along the street and realized that almost every neighbor had some sort of wares counter.




  Father Kim knocked the ash from his pipe and rose to go to bed. Unless a man owned land, at least six tun, there was no future. He had told himself this every day since he was a young man about to marry, yet after fourteen years of hard work and thrift, he had but enough for rice and would never own land.




  Two hours after the sun settled into the Yellow Sea, the hard-working Korean villagers were abed. The district was an assignment coveted by the Japanese police for there was no trouble and night patrols could go slack. In the station building adjoining the railway house the police could play cards or sleep the night through with ease of mind, for they knew their charges lacked the energy or spirit to foment trouble.




  Tired as he was, Kim thought of the horse. Once again he lived through every moment of the day. When he finally slept it was to have a vivid dream of the red sorrel.




  

    CHAPTER II


  




  IN THE MORNING Kim was seized with an irresistible desire to return to the track and his eyes kept seeking the direction toward the high wooden stands. He tried to get excited over a game of kickball with a playmate from across the street, but his attention was so divided that he was beaten many times. He left the game and entered the house to find his sisters in the triangle of beaten earth washing the field clothes worn by their parents. Chung Soon’s eyes lifted to meet his as she slap-slapped a wet garment on a rock. Kim turned away, passed through the house and onto the street. Without pause, he struck off for the track.




  Chung Soon knew he was leaving and her heart was clutched with fear. Where was he going? What did he do? How had he come by the yen note?




  “I must know where he goes, what he does.”




  Nam Soon answered shortly, “And I will be left with all the work.”




  “I will hurry. I will go into the hills searching for wood for you when I come back.”




  With Nam Soon’s grumbling in her ears, Chung Soon hurried out and began to run toward the shrill-voiced woman’s house near the intersection. She slackened her pace to a fast walk when she saw a policeman and lowered her eyes and walked stiffly by the man. Then she began to run again. She was at the five-street intersection before she saw Kim and slackened her pace to allow a discreet distance to remain between them.




  Kim walked with assurance. Though the day was hot, it did not worry him and it was not long before he saw the grandstand looming in the distance, and then he was in its shade and at the track rail. There were many horses circling the oval, but a glance told him his horse was not out yet. He climbed to the top of the wooden rail and with his toes curled about the vertical pole he was secure and happy with the better view.




  Chung Soon arrived at the track a few minutes after Kim and, clinging to the shadow of the structure, she gained a view of the track. She saw Kim perched on the railing, hunched over in a comfortable position with elbows on his knees and his chin cupped in his hands. She remembered how strangely affected he had been on the first day; she had thought it was fever, but it had been only the sight of the horses. He had been hypnotized by them.




  Chung Soon turned to make her way home. All her questions had been answered save one. How had he come by the yen note? It could not have been in dishonest manner or he would not have returned. She sighed over her problem and hurried along the dusty road.




  Kim waited patiently and he began to sec things that he had missed before. Some of the horses wore cloth wraps around their legs, others ran free of bandages. There were riders who appeared to float on the backs of their mounts like feathers while others jolted along like rocks. Once in a while the scene would become exciting as two riders challenged one another and let their mounts run full out for a short space.




  Then his horse came onto the track! Instantly all the others were lost to view as he saw it come through the gate on the far side, and he gripped the pole tightly with his toes to keep from falling. The filly minced along the outside rail with her white stockings twinkling in the sunlight. Kim drank in every movement, every gesture and was happy when he saw the rider floating along with the horse, not seeming to touch it but as much a part of it as the neck or head.




  Following the outside rail, the horse came within a few feet of him and he could smell the sweet grass fragrance and hear the rider soft-talking to it.




  The Japanese rider saw the ragged little Korean on the fence and remembered him. When he nodded and spoke politely Kim nearly fell from his perch.




  The horse circled the track at a slow pace and then was let out in a gallop. Twice around at this easy pace and then the rider took her to the middle of the track where he pulled his cap down and, crouching lower, let the eager animal out to a fast gallop. Once around at this speed and they left the track through the rear gateway. Kim was bereft at this sudden loss and looked longingly across the track. The temptation was too much.




  His pace slowed as he crossed the track and his heart pounded the closer he approached, but his curiosity drove him on. He came to the rear gate and followed a road through the line of stalls until he saw his horse being rubbed vigorously. When the grooms were finished the flame-red coat shone like the sun in the early morning. A gnarled old man stood nearby with the rider, watching. The two carefully inspected the horse. A youth of twelve or thirteen came from the stable and, taking the lead rope in hand, began to walk the horse in a circle. His manner was bored, nonchalant and Kim was instantly filled with a venomous hatred. He twisted and squirmed as he fought the urge to rush out and tear the rope from his hands.




  All along the area between the mud-walled stables other horses were being saddled, rubbed or walked. A fiery stallion was brought from a stall. It reared high in the air lifting the man on the lead strap from the ground. Kim wished the rider would not get on this one. While one groom tried to quiet the wild horse, a second cupped his hands and the rider stepped into them and lifted himself easily, fearlessly onto the horse. Once he was in the saddle the stallion quieted somewhat and Kim breathed again. As the rider turned toward the track he noticed Kim, who braced himself stiffly and bowed formally.




  He turned his attention to the flame-colored horse as the old man ran his hand under the blanket, feeling the neck, the shoulder and barrel. The filly nuzzled against him and Kim was happy that the horse had not shown such affection for the lead boy. The old man spoke in Japanese, which Kim could barely understand, and the boy led the horse into the stall.




  Kim returned to the grandstand and paused in the shade; home seemed a long way off at the moment he noticed a small hole leading into the dark, cavernous section under the seats. With difficulty he squeezed through and when his eyes became accustomed to the darkness, he saw that the ground was littered with a confusion of things thrown down by the people who sat overhead. He began to paw about in this scavenger’s delight. There were papers, bottles, age-hardened orange peels, apple cores and, find of finds, many saw ends of wood! Obviously, it was virgin territory.
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