


FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY

LIFE INSURANCE POLICY
INSURES THEM ALL!

LOOK AT THE AMAZING

LOW GOST

tHis Guarantee Reserue poLiCY INSURES FROM TWO TO
SIX MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY . . . FOR AS MUCH AS . . .

"1,422%° °2,844%° °4,266°

For Natural or Ordinary Accidental Death

For Auto Accidental Death

For Travel Accidental Death

(Theabove figures represent t he amount of insurance provided by the policy on a typical average family of five persons)

Insures Men, Women, Children—Ages 1-75
If aching hearts and unbearable grief were all that accompanied
death . . . the burden would still be great. But added to that
~ grief and despair are the huge expenses that always follow the
footsteps of tragedy. You'll need ready cash to see you through,
and unless you carry. insurance on each member of vour family,
some time you're going to have to face these financial burdens.

Computed on Legal Reserve Basis

The Guarantee Reserve Policy is brand new .. .itis ctuarily sound

. figured out by leading insuranc ithout using the many
mlslmuimg or confusing “trick ela “hidden phrases” that
are contained in so many low cost pn icics, Seeing is believing .
that's why we want you to see the policy before you decide to k(‘ep
it. We want to prove that this is the Policy you should have for your
family’s protection.

Parents, Children (Married or Unmarried), Brothers,
Sisters, Grandparents, In-Laws, Included

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

high pressure you . . . without embar-
rassment or obligation.

Send the coupon below for details of this
sound insurance offer made by the re-

QUESTIONS YOU WILL
WANT ANSWERED!

1. Q. Does the death of one or more mem-

Selling by mail saves agents’ commissions,™
branch offices, expenses, collection ex-
penses . . . that's why from 2 to 6 mem-
bers of your family, including relatives,

bers of the insured family cancel the
Policy?

A. No., The policy remains in effect,
insuring the balance of the insured

may be included in your Guarantee Re-
serve l'amily Poliey for a total cost of
only $1.00 a month, You be the judge
. . . decide for yourself without agents to

linhle Guarantee Reserve Life Insurance
Company. Don’'t delay . . . do it now,
while you and your family are in good
health,

family, as long as premiums are
paid.

2. Q. How are premiums paid?

A. Pay your $1.00 premium monthly.
You will receive a reccipt and
premium notice each month. NO §g
collectors will ever call on or bother
you.

3. Q. Inwhai States are policles 1ssued by
Guarantee [eserve Lifc Insurance
Company?

A. Guarantee Reserve Life Insurance
Company is legally entitled to do

pldnon D¥ Il (D evey ALl NAME........cvvnnn... s 8
the Union. If is incorporated un- S E N D N o I3 -
der Indiana insurance laws. M o N E Y A TR

4. Q. Is a Medical Ezamination required?

A. No. But any members of your

family who are not in good health
cannot be insured.

NO . -AGENT
SWILL CALL

10-DAY FREE
[NSPECTI?N OFFER

MAIL COUPON TODAY!

GUARANTEE RESERVE L!FE INSURANCE CO.
Guarantee Reserve Bidg., Dept. 56-C
Indianapolis, Indiana
( ) Please send me your

FREE 10-DAY INSPECTION OFFER

CITY & STATE ............




I/ TRAINED
THESE MEII L

SIO T0 320 A WEEK
IN SPARE TIME
I repaired some Radio
sets when I was on my
tenth lesson. I really
don’t see how you can
give so much for such a
small amount of money.
I made $600 in a year
and a half, and I have made an aver-
age of $10 to $20 a week—just spare

time.
JOHN JERRY
1629 Arapahoe St., Denver, Colerado

WORKS FOR STATE
OF ILLINOIS
If T had not taken your
Course I might still be
doing odd jobs or dig-
ging ditches. 1 am work-
ing for the State of Illi-
nois operating the 1,000
watt transmitter. If any-
one wants to write me nbout your
Course, [ shall be glad to answer.
R. 8. LEWIS
1901 S. Pasfield, Springfield, Ill

$200 TO $300 A MONTH
IN OWN BUSINESS
For the last two years I
have been in business for
myself making between
$200 to $300 a month,
Business has steadily in-
creased. I have N. R. L.
to thank for my start in

ARLIE J. FROEHNER

this fleld.
300 W.Texas Ave., Goose Creek, Texas

Draft Registrants!

If you ARE called, and are then a
Radio Technician, you’ll be eligible
for a communications branch of the
service; in line for technical ratings
with extra pay.

If you ARE NOT called, you now have
an opportunity to get into Radio at
a time when the Government is pour-
ing millions of dollars into the Radio
industry to buy Defense equipment,
on top of boom civilian Radio busi-
ness.

Either way—it's smart to train for
RADIO NOW!

. Servicemen,

ADVENTURE

T,
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THAT ) CAN 'I'RAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

e

Clip the coupon and mail it, I'm cer-

tain I can train you at home in your ¢§

spare time to be a Radio Technician.
I will send you a sample lesson free.
Examine it, read it, see how clear and
easy it is to understand. See how my
courge is planned to help you get a
good job in Radio, a young growing
field with a future. You needn't give
up your present job or spend a lot of
money to become a Radio Technician.
I train you at home nights in your
spare time.

Why Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio Broadcasting stations employ
Radio Technicians as operators, main-
tenance men, etc. Radio manufactur-
ers employ testers, inspectors, service-
men in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers
and dealers employ installation and
Many Radio Technicians
open their own Radio sales and re-
pair businesses and make $30, $40, $50
a week. Others hold their regular jobs
and make $5 to $10 a week fixing
Radios in spare time. Automobile, po-
lice, aviation, commercial Radio; loud-
speaker systems, electronic devices, are
other fields offering opportunities for
which N. R. I. gives the required
knowledge of Radio. Television prom-
ises to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5to0 $10a Week Extra

in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll, in addition to my regular
Course, I start sending you Extra Money Job
Sheets—start showing you how to do Radio re-

GOOD FOR BOTH

page book ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio’

Write Plainly.)

AQArSAS e Tl s evin s s'nssiaa gy g gl taiie

1 Ity coeinncinaresnsasraserasensoncs

64 PAGE. BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE without obligation, Sample Lesson and 64-
(No salesman will call.

NAMP: civsnssaisesnsssiosonincsssssnsnctasvessnessssssses

veessesessvssnnrnrrann

State. .

pair jobs. Throughout your Course I send plans
and directions which have helped many make $5
to $10 a week in spare time while learning. I
send special Radio equipment to conduct experi-
ments and build circuits. This 50-50 training
method makes learning at home interesting, fas-
cinating, practical YOU ALSO GET A MODERN,
PROF IONAL ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE
SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to help you
make more money fixing Radios while learning and
equip you for full time work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio, Television Offer

Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson
and my 64-page Book “‘Rich Rewards in Radio.””
They point out Radio’s spare time and full time
opportunities and those coming in Television; tell
about my Course in Radio und Pelevision: show
more than 100 letters from men I trained telling
what they are doing and earning. Read my
money back agreement. Find out what Radio and
Television offer you. MAIL COUPON in an en-
velope, or paste on a postcard—NOWI!
J. E. SMITH, President

National Radio

Institute,

Dept. 1CS9
Washington, D. C.

FREE |
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Vol. 104, No. 5 for : Best of New Stories
March, 1941
The Night the Clocks Stopped (novelette) . . . . TALBOT MUNDY 8

“Catch, if you can, the living spirit of ancient India, before modernity
swamps it. Give me the guts of India!” That was the commission
Thwaite Adrian, the artist, had from his wealthy patron. He caught
it all right—with the help of Hari and Hydar, the togaed twins—and
almost lost his life in the catching the night he invaded the sacred
precincts of the rajah’s garden.

Never Despair . .

Sea Power Belongs at Sea. g
Which are Lessons No. 3 and No. 4, respectlvely, in the martial education
of young Mr. Peter Dickoe, Lieutenant in His Majesty’s Marines, on
the Channel Station for the blockade of the French ports.

Without Convoy . . . WALTER HAVIGHURST 50
In time of emergency First Officer March held that no one but a young
man had any business running a ship. But when the Cumberland found
herself between a German sub and 500 pounds of TNT in a floating mine,
it was old Captain Pollack’s quick nerve that conjured up a miracle to

save the ship.

Dally Man (novelette) . . . . WALT. COBURN 60
The Block K outfit were bred 1n-the-bone, tle hard and fast cowhands,
to a man. One and all they were damned if any die-hard dally roper—
and a drunk at that—could tell them anything about cattle. How-
somever—sotted or sober—there’s more than one way to rope a steer,
as Jack Prouty was determined to prove—even if it cost him a finger.

Freeze and Be Damned! (2nd part of 4) . . . ROBERT ORMOND CASE 84
“To hell with it!” said Ravenhill. His whiskey was gone and there
wasn’t any chance of finding the survivors of the wrecked schooner,
Kathleen, anyhow. So he dipped his wings in tribute to Connolly’s
stubborn courage and winged south with the storm leaving the other—
weaponless, without food, snowshoes or dogs—to battle the arctic
wastes alone on his grim pilgrimage north across the Endicotts.

R. W. DALY 33 & 41

The Camp-Fire . . . . . Where readers, writers and adventurers meet 111
Ask Adventure . . . . . . . . Information you can’t get elsewhere 119
The Trail Ahead . . . . . . . . . . .News of next month’s issue 126
Lost-Traila = = e o e e Whereveld pathisicross 4

Cover by Malvin Singer
Headmgs by John Richard Flanagan, John Clymer, Gordon Grant, Hamilton Greene
and I. B. Hazelton
Kenneth S. White, Editor

Published once a month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois. Editorial and
executive offices, 205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary;
Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice President and Treasurer. Entered as Second Class Matter, October 2, 1935, at the
Post Office at Chicago, Illinois, under the act of March 8, 1879. Yearly subscription $1.50 in advance. Single
copy, 15 cents. Foreign postage, $1.00 additional. Subscription Dept., 205 East 42nd St., New York, N. Y.
Trade Mark registered. Copyright, 1941, by Popular Publications, Inc. All rights reserved under Pan
American Copyright Convention. Printed in U.S.A.




ADVENTURE 3

VE WERE ENTOMBED IN A

MUI/IVM//V LABYRINTH! 4

A true experience of W. B, BOLTON, Mmetl, Mo,

/A MYSTERIOUS ‘MANHOLE’
in the roof of an Ozark
mountain cavern we were
exploring one day in-
trigued us,” writes Mr.
Bolton. “With no sense of
danger, we wriggled
through the hole and into
the inky darkness of a
cave beyond. For hours,
we explored.

“THEN TO OUR HORROR,
we found that we were
lost! Visions of searching
parties finding our bones,
months afterward, flashed
in my mind as we searched
for the exit. The candles
flickered out as the hours
passed. Only the flashlight
was left.

““AFTER SEVEN HOURS and a half of hideous searchmg, we came upon the exit
to safety. We had found our way back to life again, thanks to our flashlight
and its dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries!

(Signed) 9/5 ﬁo‘&?m

The word “Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... (of fo #c DATE-LIN®

NATIONAI. CARBON COMPANY, INC,SO EAST 42nd STREET NEW YORK N Y

Unit nj Cnion Carbide [T[48 and Carbou Corporation



LOST TRAILS

NOTE: We offer this department to readers who wish to get in touch again with friends
or acquaintances separated by years or chance.
Please notify Adventure immediately should you establish contact with the person you are
seeking. Space permitting, each inquiry addressed to Lost Trails will be run in three
consecutive issues. Requests by and for women are declined, as not considered effective
in a magazine published for men. Adveniure also will decline any notice that may not seem
a sincere effort to recover an old friendship, or for any other reason in the judgment of
the editorial staff. No charge is made for publication of notices

Give your own name and full address

Some few years ago ADVENTURE pub-
lished an account of our unit, The 97th Bat-
talion, American Legion, of the Canadian Ex-
peditionary Force (Later the B. E. F.) which
was formed in the fall of 1915 at Toronto,
Canada, of Americans who had enlisted in the
Canadian army prior to the U. S. entering the
World War, and was known as the American
Legion (long before the present American
Legion was founded in Paris in 1919.)

We have organized an association of former
members of that long forgotten battalion and
are trying to get in touch with those chaps
who served with it. Would request that they
get in touch with our Adjutant: Thos. Me-
Laughlin, 2111 McKinley St., Berkeley, Cal.

My brother, Arthur Coleman, was adopted
out of an orphans’ home in Rochester about
1895 by a family who .ived across the street.
I do not know the name of the home or the
name of the people, but do know the or-
phanage stood on the southeast corner of the
street, and the family’s house stood on the
southwest corner, in a large yard with three
stone lions in the front yard.

My mother worked for someone up the
street several doors to the north, but I do not
know their name. My maternal grandfather’s
name was Harvey Johnson, but as I was quite
young when my parents died, I do not know
their names. My brother was born about 1888
in either Hunts Corners, N. Y. or Groveland,
N. Y. Any information whatsoever about him
will be appreciated by George F. Coleman,
862 Marshall Drive, Erie, Pa.

Have lost track of my brother and sister.
Brother, George Schutter, last heard from at
North Franklin, Conn., about 1919. Sister,
Mary McGrath, née Schutter, last heard from
in 1918, lived in Norwich, Conn. If anyone
has heard of, or knows either, please write to
Fred Schutter, 328 East 38 St., N. Y. C.

My twin brother, Donald J. Smith 24 yrs.

old, disappeared in August 1940. He is 5 -

ft. 11 in. tall, weighs 135 lbs., light brown
hair, very crooked teeth, neither drinks nor

4

smokes, disappeared wearing dark suit, white
shirt, tie, black shoes, no hat or topcoat, no
rings, wears glasses constantlv—has since he’
was seven. Makes friends with everyone, is
a jack-of-all-trades—carpenter, tractor and
auto mechanic, male nursing, typing, ete.
Please get in touch with Pvt. David E. Smith,
Co. E, 19th Engineers, Fort Ord, Calif.

Would like to hear from the descendants
or acquaintances of the family, of Hugh and
Elizabeth Davis who lived in Clayton, Craw-
ford Co., Wisc. in 1860. All or part of the
family was known to have lived in Red Wing,
and later, Stillwater, Minn. (between 1870
and 1884). One daughter, Ida Davis, married
a man named Hunt; her second husband’s
name was Baker. She had three children:
Minnie Hunt, and Joe and Laura DBaker.
Communicate with Mrs. H. M. Clerk, 236
River Lane, Rockford, Ill.

Would like to hear from any descendants
of Dr. Christian Seahousen Friis or Fries.
Native of Denmark. Died about twenty years
ago. He was my uncle. He lived in Texas
somewhere near E]l Paso. Write T. M. Meyers,
c¢c/o ADVENTURE.

Would like to contact some of my old ship-
mates in regard to getting a claim through
for a pension. I served on the U.S. destroyer
Burrows #29, all through the World War, was
based at Queenstown, Ireland and DBrest,
France. I was ship’s cook, 1st class. I am -
at present in the Veterans’ Hospital, Bronx,
N.Y., and do not know how long I will be
here. My mail address: Charles A. Miller,
847—4 Ave., Allegheny County, Verona, Pa.

Oscar Staiber, gvm instructor, last seen in
Qakland, early part of 1935. Please write
Geier, 1065 Aileen, Oakland, Calif., or, F. P.
Soen, 144 Congress St., Jersey City, N. J.

Frank J. Molan, formerly of Minneapolis
and Cass Lake, Minnesota, a Locomotive
Fireman by occupation or probably working

(Continued on page-6)
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I'M “trading-in” old bodies for
new! I’m taking men who know
that the condition of their arms,
shoulders, chests and legs—their
strength, “wind,” and endurance—
is not 100%. And I'm making NEW
MEN of them. Right now I’'m even
training hundreds of soldiers and
sailors who KNOW they’ve got to
get into shape FAST!

How do YOU measure up for the defense
of your country? Have YOU the strong
shoulders and back that can haul for miles
Uncle Sam’s standard 61 pounds of Army
man’s equipment? Or if home defense presses
you into service, have you the he-man
strength and tireless energy that double-
shifts of working and watching may call for?

Now as Never Before You Need a
Body That’s Ready for ANY Job in
National Emergency !

Are you ALL MAN-—tough-muscled, on
your toes every minute, with all the up-and-
at-'em that ean lick your weight in wildcats?
Or do you want the help I can give you—the
help that has already worked such -wonders
for other fellows, everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE a skinny,
97-1b. weakling. And NOW it knows I won
the title, “The World’s Most Perfectly Devel -
oped Man.” Against all comers! How did I
do it? How do I work miracles in the bodies
of other men in such quick time? The answer
18 Dynamic Tension!

In just 15 minutes a day, right in the privacy
of your own home, I'm ready to prove that
Dynomic Tension can lay a new outfit of solid
muscle over every inch of your body. Let me put
new, smashing power into your arms and shoul-
ders—give you an armor-shield of stomach muscle
that laughs at punches—strengthen your legs into
real columns of surging stamina. If lack of exer-
cise or wrong living has weakened you inside, I'll
get after that condition, too, and show you how it
feels to LIVE!

inutes a Day

Give me
and Il prove I can

A NEW MAN!

—lctull pho-

to of the
who holds, che
title he
Ptlv_l;l%;ll,llost
e

veloped M QQ

Charles Atlas---
America’s Greatest
“Builder of Men"’

Among all the physical instrue-
tors and ‘‘conditioners of men’*
STANDS

THAT is the name immediately
thought of by men who WANT to
attain a physique that will with-
stand hardship and strain, ready
for any possible emergency, per-
wnal or national.

In every part of the ocountry
Charies Atlas Is recognized as
‘“‘America’s Greatest Builder of
Men.” Almost two million men
have written to him. Thousands
upon thousands- have put thelr
physical davolupment into his
capahle hands!

And now that the call is for
men capable of helping America
meet and conquer any national
emergency, many thousands of
others even those already in thelr
country’'s Army and Navy are call-
ing upon Charles Atlas to build
the kind of men America
vitally needs!

MAIL THIS
COUPON NOW!

i
4

This Famous Book that Tells You How to Get
a Body that Men Respect and Women Admire

“

FREE

Almost two million men have sent for and"read my book, “Fuver-
lasting Health and Strength.” It tells you exactly what Dynamzc
Tension can do. And it’s packed with pictures that SHOW you
what it does. RESULTS it has produced for other men. RESULTS
I want to prove it can get for YOU! If you are satisfied to take a
back seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-in, week-out,
you don’t want this book. But if you want to learn how you ecan
actually become a NEW MAN, right in the privacy of your own
home and in only 15 minutes a day, then man!—get this coupon
into the mail to me as fast as your legs can get to the letterbox!
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83C, 115 East 23rd 8t., New York City.

r

CHARLES ATLAS, pept. 83C.
115 East 23rd St., New York City

system of
an of m

“p
ody and hlg muscular development.

namic
ve me

1 want the proof that your
Tension’” will help make a New
a healthy, husky

your free book, ¢‘Everlastin Heallh and
slrenqth"—and full detalls’ of your TRI 1 'ER.

(Please print or write plainly)
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6 ADVENTURE

(Continued from page 4)

as an engineer on some Northwest railroad.
He would be about 52 years of age now—
height about five feet 11 inches and weight
about 170 pounds. Last heard of as having
enlisted in the Canadian Forces in 1916. Any
information as to his whereabouts will be
more than appreciated by his two sisters and
two brothers. Write F. S. Kavanaugh, Box
5176, Memphis, Tenn.

Want definite information of R. E. or
Ralph Emerson O’Quinn who left his home
on September 15, 1939, to enter college at
Atlanta, Ga. Failed to do so, and his parents
have never heard from him. He is 29 years
old, 6 feet tall, medium brown hair, medium
complexion. Weight, 180 to 185. Has small
mustache. May be employed in machine shop,
or some mechanical work. Had 3 years naval
R.O.T.C. training. Any word of him—or if
he sees this—please write home to allay the
anxiety of distressed parents. Dr. A. E.
O’Quinn, 1109 South Park Ave., Tifton, Ga.

Any information leading to the where-
abouts -of Lawrence Tanner, age 34, height,
5 feet, 10 inches, brown hair and eyes, scars
on feet and scars on hands from skinning
beeves—fastest meat cutter in the world—-
would be appreciated by C. G. Hancock, 139
N.E. 15 Street, Oklahoma City, Okla.

1 want to re-contact members of Co. A—
106th Engineers, who were in Camp Harris
and Wheeler, at Macon, Georgia, June 12th
to Sept. 25th, 1917. D. F. Arthur, Ward 4,
V.A.F., Lake City, Fla.

J. M. (Joseph Marchand) Hall was a foot-
ball star and engineering student at South
Dakota State College in 1907-08. Owned a
machine shop in Fort Morgan, Colorado, in
1909 and was a construction superintendent
for a contractor in 1910. He was my friend,
partner, and hero during these years and I
will reward the reader who gives me his pres-
ent address.—W. H. McCullough, 916 Larson
Building, Yakima, Washington.

Arthur Garfield Coake, last seen in Roches-
ter, N. Y., 1915. Any word of him, dead or
alive, contact at once his son, Arthur Fred-
erick Coake, 213 FEast 4 Street, Erie, Pa.
(Dad, if you are living, please come home to
me. I need you.)

St. Sgt. A. Praisnar, H & 3 Troop, 8th
Engineer Squadron, Ft. MclIntosh, Texas, de-
sires information as to the whereabouts of
Verne G. Moldt, Ex-Cpl. Co. B. 8rd En-
gineers, Schofield Barracks, Oahu, T. H. He
left Schofield in June, 1936.

Wanted information concerning one Ra-
phael Belluri who was last seen in Baltimore,
Md., in 1920. He may be going under the as-
sumed name of Ralph Norman. Write to
Private Norman L. Belluri, Elgin Field, Val-
paraiso, Florida.

Albert D. Rounds, lost since about 1914,
was born in Sioux Falls, So. Dakota, on Sept.
23, about 1893. Last heard from by his
voungest brother, Don, in 1914, from Deca-
tur, Jowa. If Mr. Rounds is living, he will
learn something to his material advantage by
immediately communicating with Julian C.
Hammack, Counsellor at Law, Munsey Bldg.,
Washington, D. C.

Wanted information of J. C. Johnson, born
in Cairo, Ill.,, July 24, 1902; attended Elm-
wood School. Father was a steamboat man,
Christian or Crispen Johnson. Write H. L.
Beasley, mgr., The Hobby Shop, Centralia,
111

About eleven years ago I knew Ned Dixie
in Belmont, Mass. Anyone having any knowl-
edge of his whereabouts kindly contact
Robert G. Lindsay, 133 Fenno St., Revere,
Mass.

Clayton Isabel and Red Lewis, write me at
once—DBill LLaRue, Parrottsville, Tenn.

In 1914, I located a long lost brother
through “Lost Trails.” Will you run the fol-
lowing for me?—Roscoe I. Smith born in
Nickerson, Kansas, March 12, 1889. Some-
times known as Art Smith or Frank Smith.
Please write your brother Harry C. Smith,
3820 Flower St., Bell, Calif. My father is
very old now and while we did find one
brother through your magazine in 1914 and
have stayed in touch ever since, the one lost
sheep means more to my father than the
others.

David Delauie, pronounced De-law-ya—
was in Marines at Great Lakes in 1923-24;
discharged in Quantico, Va.; worked as
bridge riveter; was going to Utica, N. Y.
when discharged. Would like to hear from
him. L. A. Pratt, 8512 l.ake Park Av., Chi-
cago, Il

I should like to contact any of the trans-
lators who served with me in the Bureau of
Naval Intelligence (Cable Censorship) at 20
Broad St., New York City, during the first
World War.—G. M. Patison, P. O. Box 128,

% Hollywood, Cal.



. MFRS.
- ORIG.

PRICE:

NO MONEY DOWN

10 DAYS TRIAL
Easy Terms-9¢ a Day

No obligation. Send no money. See before you buy
on wide-open 10 day Trial. Pay on easiest terms
—only 8¢ a day. You get this genuine late office
model L. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with all
standard improvements—basket shift, standard
84 character, 4-row keyboard, shift lock key,
back spacer, 2 color ribbon, ribbon reverse, sten-
cil cutting device, tabulator, etc. Ball Bearing
throughout — quiet operation. THOUSANDS
PAID $102.50—IT’'S YOURS FOR ONLY $31.85
(CASH PRICE). No risk, money back guarantee,

2 YEAR GUARANTEE

Our 2 year ironclad guarantee is your assurance
of satisfaction and long servicel Our 30 years
of Fair Dealing Backs This Guarantee.

WIDE CARRIAGE MODELS

The L. C. Smith with basket shift is the ma-
chine used by schools, large corporations, and
business houses the country over. A perfect all
purpose typewriter for office work, correspondence,
manifold work, etc. The wide carriage machine
contains all modern improvements same as the
regular carriage (illustrated) but it takes paper
14 inches wide and has a writing line of 12
inches. The wide carriage machine is the model
you need for making government reports, large
office forms, billing, etc. And it can be yours at
No Extra Cost for a limited time—only $31.85
cash—an extremely low price for a wide carriage
machine—or you can buy on easy terms of only
$2.50 a month—less than the cost of renting an
inferior modell

ST

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE
231 West Monroe Street

GENUINE faleModebNo. &

Dept. 339, Chicago, lllinois

ADVENTURE i

While 297 Last!

NO EXTRA CHARGE! 14/~ CARRIAGES
While 43 Last!

Special price. Same as machine shown but equipped
with 14 inch carriage. Beautifully rebuilt and uncon-
ditional 2 year guarantee.

SECRETARIAL
TYPEWRITER STAND

For those who have no type- Mounted on

writer stand or handy place casters, can
to use a typewriter I make be um'\:u:l’1 by
this special offer. This at- h;lm“_

tractive stand that ordinarily
sells for $4.85 can be yours
for only $2.00 extra added to
your account. Quality built.
Just note all its convenient fea-
tures. (See coupon.)

Big working
surface, all :
metal, compact,
strong, quiet.
rigid, attractive.
Two metal wings.
Correct working
height,

COMPLETE TOUCH TYPING COURSE
We give FREE with your L. C. Smith a complete
9 lesson Home Study course of Famous Van Zandt
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folio under his arm, went through
a ddor in a high wall. That is to
say that, for him, he behaved quite nor-
mally. Everybody knows his pictures,
but. because of his trick of elusiveness,
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few know Adrian. Something—perhaps
curiosity—stirs him and he vanishes un-
noticed. He turns up again unheralded
in New York, Paris, Chicago or San
Francisco with a portfolio under his arm,
full of astonishing drawings. Then the
likeliest place to find him is at the arch-
ery, fencing, or squash club, not improb-
ably sketching the cat on the garbage
can behind the back door. He almost
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never tells where he is going. Except in-
sofar as his pictures tell the story, he al-
most never says where he has been.

At the moment he had a roving com-
mission to illustrate India. A very
wealthy enthusiast had said: “Catch, if
you can, the living spirit of ancient In-
dia, before modernity swamps it. Give
me the guts of India. I'll hire a man to
write a book around your drawings.
Magybe I'll hire a poet.”

So a door in a high wall opened. A
man with dyed mutton-chop whiskers, in
a dull gold turban and a blue sash, beck-
oned. Adrian went through, into a gar-
den where the sun cast purple shadows
amid greenery splashed with scarlet
flame. There were kites in a blue sky.
Facing him was a long pool lined with
stone steps, gray-green with age. Its
water was ultramarine, in which a stone
goddess stared at her rather obscene re-
flection amid lotus leaves. The reflection
was a bit distorted by that of a tame
toucan, who sat on her shoulder, mov-
ing his grotesque beak from side to side.

The man with dyed whiskers and dull
gold turban spoke better English than
an English butler.

“Sir, I hope you do not feel embar-
rassed.”

“Why should I?” asked Adrian.

It was the Hindu who felt embar-
rassed. Adrian made an almost surgical
mental note of the man’s facial ex-
pression.

“Sir, this garden is a thousand years
old. No one not of our religion has ever
set foot within these walls.”

“That so? Where’s the rajah?”

“In a moment, sahib. It is proper to
instruct you, who are unfamiliar with our
observances. Outside these walls, in
public, His Highness more or less adopts
the European manner, but within them
he cherishes ancient custom. It is not
permitted to approach the Presence un-
less suitably robed.”

He snapped lean fingers with a noise
like breaking bone. A servant, with a
red carpet-bag, appeared suddenly from
behind a dense clump of bougainvillea.
He was a speechless, obsequious, tur-
baned question-mark, obedient because
he liked servility. He knelt in self-hu-
miliation. He produced a cloak of em-

broidered crimson velvet. It was slightly
shabby but as eloquent as the poinsettias
in a nearby flower-bed, and it recked of
sandalwood.

Adrian submitted to be draped, but
felt silly in a cloak and terai hat, so he
removed the hat and gave it to the serv-
ant to hold. He raised his eyebrows
when the servant handed him an opened
red silk umbrella. It had a fringe of
gilded tassels and a handle of rhinoceros
horn. It was very heavy. Adrian en-
dured it with a smile like that of a Ma-
chiavelli reading the text of a treaty.

The man with mutton-chop whiskers
accepted, with apparently ritual dignity,
a richly ornamented silver bell. The
servant knelt to hand it to him, and he
carried it breast-high, with the clapper
in his right hand, holding his right elbow
rigidly extended.

“Follow me now, sahib.”

At every seventh step he rang the bell
once. Adrian suspected he would have
rung it oftener for a more important
visitor. Very likely a more important
visitor would have been supplied with
a couple of men to carry the umbrella.
If so, a little importance would have
been endurable, because the cloak was
hot and he needed both hands to keep
the damned umbrella upright. It hadn’t
occurred to him to give his sketching
materials to the servant to carry. He
had to hold them under one arm. They
kept slipping.

IT was a glorious garden. The
walls were built of masonry
plundered from ancient build-
ings, all mixed up with broken
arms and legs of statuary, that looked
like fossils in a gray chalk cliff. The
paved path wound amid beds of blazing
flowers and passed through walls a yard
thick, with hand-forged brass gates, from
enclosure to enclosure, until 1t reached
a paved courtyard of half an acre. Fac-
ing him as dramatically as a stage set,
a stone pavilion formed three sides of
the enclosure. It looked like a place
where ancient games were played, or per-
haps cockfights held, or even deadlier
amusements. Both long wings of the
pavilion were blank except for a beau-
tifully perforated stone grille, like a
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band of lace a yard wide, that extended
their full length. There was a sensation,
impossible to confirm, of being watched
through that grille by women, who were
fascinating because imagined and neither
seen nor heard.

Artists are perhaps more sensitive than
other people to the psychic feeling of a
place. Adrian recognized the macabre
vibrance of the sacrificial courts of Yu-
catan, the Roman Tullianum, and the
secret stairways of the Louvre. People
had been done to death here. There was
no explaining or denying that sensation.
It was. One felt it. But in the January
sun there was not even a hint of somber-
ness on the surface. Adrian’s eyes
detected nothing except time-worn
masonry, ears heard nothing but the
bell, their two footfalls and the cooing
of doves. There was a faint smell of
perfume and an atmosphere of calm.
The feeling of impending, gloating
cruelty was psychic, whatever that
means. It had no logical explanation.

The pavilion curved forward between
its wings, forming a graceful portico be-
hind a row of columns that had probably
adorned an almost prehistoric temple.
In the exact center was an unglazed win-
dow about fifteen feet wide, and through
that something that might be a motion-
less human figure was dimly discernible.

The guide rang the bell a last time.

“It is customary now to give a pres-
ent,” he said, turning to stare at Adrian.
His manner was no longer ingratiating.
He seemed conscious of being watched.
He behaved like a soldier with the top-
sergeant’s eyes in the small of his back.

“To you?”

“No, sir. To His Highness.”

Adrian thought swiftly. “Here,” he
said, “give him this.”

He laid the umbrella, handle upward,
on the pavement, took a finished draw-
ing of a tiger from his portfolio and put
it carefully between two sheets of blank
paper. He hated to part with it—he had
sat in a tree, amid stinging insects, to
draw that strength-conscious beauty ly-
ing in the morning sun. But he had noth-
ing else at the moment to offer. The
guide’s contemptuous expression seemed
to imply that such a gift should have a
frame to make it valuable. He picked up

the umbrella and returned it to Adrian
with the air of reproving an ignorant
child.

“Remain standing.”

Adrian mentally noted the play of the
light on the man’s back as he passed
into the shadow between the columns.
Then he tried to close the umbrella. It
was a bore to hold it. But the thing
wouldn’t close, so he let it hang over his
shoulder and stared about him. There
were faces on the courtyard wall behind
him well worth sketching—they would
make swell doodads for the margins of a
big book—but before he could attempt
that indiscretion the guide returned,
holding a cushion of cloth-of-gold in both
hands. On it lay an ancient-looking dag-
ger in a heavily embossed brass sheath.

“For me?”

“Yes. From the Presence. It signifies
that your gift is found acceptable and
you may enter.”

Adrian examined the knife. It had
been made in Birmingham or somewhere
—perhaps in Bridgeport. The maker’s
name on the blade was illegible, but it
looked like a good blade with a very
sharp edge. The handle was slightly
sticky with gum-oil or some such lubri-
cant.

“Follow me.”

THE guide led the way be-
tween two columns toward a
door sunk deep in the pavilion
masonry. Adrian put the
damned umbrella down, wiped the sweat
off his face and obeyed, staring about
him. Inside, it was too dark to see much,
except a big, bold-faced American clock
at the shadowy end of a passage. The
clock said fifteen minutes to five, so he
was a trifle late for his appointment. He
only got a glimpse of deep carvings in
the gloom beyond the clock before he
was ushered into a room on the left of
the passage and found himself standing
“in the Presence.” There was only one
thing then worth looking at. He bowed.
The Presence grunted. The guide re-
tired backwards into the passage and
closed the door with a subdued slam that
suggested anger.

In the light from the unglazed window,
on the floor—it was too spacious to be
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called a seat—of an enormous cushioned
chair inlaid with ivory, sat a man whose
weight was beyond guessing. He wore a
turban of cloth-of-gold with a jeweled
aigrette. Huge, dark jowls, swollen by
rolls of fat, lay on his shoulders as if
he lacked a neck. Fat lay in folds around
his eyes. He had a nose like old Abdul
Hamid’s, so enormous and bulbous that
it awoke the whole face to forcefulness.
His eyes, though they looked small be-
cause his head was so big. were as bright
as a rat’s. He had a heavy black mous-
tache, a coarse mouth, and innumerable
chins that cascaded above his belly.
There were rings on all the fingers of his
fat hands, but the hands looked strong
and capable. He was dressed in shell-
pink silk, hand-woven and embroidered.
Tt revealed the huge bulk of his thighs.
He had kicked off a pair of coral-colored
slippers, jeweled with turquoise. His bare
feet were pudgy and stained with henna,
but looked quite capable of carrying his
weight.

“Mr. Adrian,” he said in English, “pray
be seated.”

When he spoke his lips protruded
greedily, revealing pan-stain on his beau-
tiful teeth. He had a good accent and a
mellifluous voice, fruity with self-approv-
al. He picked up Adrian’s tiger-drawing
from a small table beside him and ex-
amined it, thrusting out his lower lip.
There was a cushioned stool almost fac-
ing him. Adrian sat, dropping the brass
knife to the floor beside him. Its clatter
drew the rajah’s attention—his big, fat
face moved jelly-like with mixed emo-
tions that hesitated between doubt and
indignation.

“Do you like brass-work?”

“When it’s good,” said Adrian.

The rajah held up the drawing. “Is
this good?”

Adrian knew it was.

“Rotten,” he answered. “Give it back.
I will do you another.”

“You will paint my portrait?”

The rajah laid the tiger-drawing on
the table. Clearly, he was not addicted
to parting with anything, once he had
it. " The drawing might be valuable. He
pursed his lips, rolling a little from side
to side.

“Depends,” said Adrian.

“On what?”

The thick lips pouted. The ratty eyes
glittered. The rajah looked ready to
burst with astonishment.

“Why are you here, if not to paint my
portrait?”

“Curiosity,” said Adrian. “I'm told
you own, or control, or fell heir to or
whatever it is, the oldest nautch in the
world. I want to see, draw, paint it, and
take my time.” .

“Others have been equally inquisi-
tive.”

“No doubt,” said Adrian.

“Miss Lowell said you are eager to
paint my portrait.”

“Oh, well, she’s a missionary. Earnest-
ness creates a gift for overstatement.
She wouldn’t approve of nautches, so she
and I didn’t discuss that. But she’s
kind. She knows that many artists have
to paint portraits to get money to do
what really interests them. So she gen-
erously introduced me. Do you want
vour portrait?”

HE looked at the rajah with
the embarrassing artist’s eyes
that see through bluster to the
L character, or lack of it, be-
neath. An impersonal stare. His fat
victim’s self-importance began to ache
for recognition.

“Could you do a good one of me?”

“Depends what you call good. Some
of your planes are interesting. I'll need
a full-length mirror in here.”

“For me to see myself?”

“No. I'll see you. I'd like to see you
looking at a woman.”

The rajah’s fat face stole a guarded
smile, but he clouded it under a frown.

“Young man, you must remember—"

“Sure, I know all that stuffi—purdah,
custom, traditional sanctity, privilege.
Let me tell you something. Never try
to keep a secret from your doctor, your
lawyer, or the man who paints your por-
trait. I won't steal your woman. Put her,
if you like, behind a screen where only
you can see her. You don’t have to look
at her all the time, but pick a woman
you're not tired of.”

“You are an astonishing person. How
much will you charge me for the por-
trait?”
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*“That tiger-drawing, and all I care
to see of the nautch, as often as I want
to see it.”

“But you have given me this tiger-
drawing.”

“You can give it back, can’t you?”

“I prefer to pay you money for my
portrait.”

“Would the money buy admission to
the nautch?”

“No. You should not speak of it. Do
you know you ask to flirt with danger?”

The rajah illustrated a flirtation of
that sort with an upward gesture of his
right hand. His fat lips pouted a round,
warning zero. His eyebrows were up.
His eyes glared with scandalized incre-

dulity.
“Oh, that’s only your view of it,” said
Adrian. “Priests, doctors, artists can

run all kinds of risks that other people
shouldn’t.”

“No one, except those who should, has
ever seen the—what you ask to see. It
is very sacred.”

“Doubtless. All art is sacred,” said
Adrian. “I’'m one who ought to see it.”

i“Vh}r?!’

“I can paint it. No conscientious ar-
tist would know how to be sacrilegious.
I will study its beauty, its—”

The rajah interrupted. “Paint my por-
~ trait. If it meets with my approval, 1

will consider what can be done.”

He looked like a big, fat politician
promising a voter to be honest, if elect-
ed.

“Sorry. I don’t know you well enough
to take that chance,” said Adrian.

“It 1 s surely no trouble to paint a por-
trait.”

“None whatever. Pleasure, I assure
you. Get a local man to do it. He
would paint to orders. You'd get a
good one that way ™

“I wish you to do it. [ will pay you

to do it.”
“All right. Shall we start tomorrow
morning? Ten o’clock too early? Tl

work all day, but you’ll only have to sit
for an occasional half-hour. Then you
trot out the nautch. After that, we’ll
paint, nautch, paint, nautch, day after
day until the portrait’s finished. You
keep your portrait. I keep the nautch
drawings. That a bargain?”

“Come at ten tomorrow,” said the

rajah.

He looked avaricious and sucked in his
breath. His big, fat fingers curved toward
his palms, as if he took what he wished.
But his mouth and his bulbous nose
were as sly as a Marseille money-chang-
er’s.

“All right,” said Adrian. “Set a screen
here. Hang a full-length mirror on the
wall, there. Don’t forget the woman.”

He got up and calmly recovered his
tiger-drawing. The only other object
on the table was a beautifully bound
copy of Frazier’s Golden Bough.

“Getting an education, are you?”

The rajah gasped. Adrian slipped the
tiger-drawing into his portfolio, bowed,
and had reached the door before the
rajah could recover from the shock of
being patronized in his own palace. The
brass- sheathed knife lay on the floor
in the stool’s shadow, forgotten

The door opened with suspicious sud-
denness and the man with the mutton-
chop whiskers bowed him out into the
passage. Adrian glanced at the bold-
faced American clock. It had stopped,
at eleven minutes to five o’clock. He
compared it with his wrist-watch. The
man in mutton-chop whiskers clucked
exaggerated concern.

“Such a big clock. So expensive. What
is the right time, sahib?” He looked
angry, muttered, opened the clock-face
and pushed the big hand forward. The
clock resumed business.

“It is not a good omen.” He shook
his head. “It is bad to forget the an-
cient observances.”

“The same gate?” asked Adrian.

“Yes, the same gate. This way.”
The man trembled with anger.

CHAPTER TWO
HARI AND HYDAR GOVIND

A BLIND, not too literal
Homer might do justice to the
past of the Model T Ford that
Adrian had parked at a re-
spectful distance from the palace. It
went, that was the main mystery. Adri-
an had to drive now through the city,
past the fort-like temple in which one
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of the Lord Buddha’s hairs is enshrined
in drill-proof steel to protect it from
souvenir hunters and sectarian icono-
clasts. The hair is said to work miracles.
So did Adrian’s car. It stubbornly re-
fused to fall to pieces, even when a
much more modern car, deliriously driv-
en by a gentleman from Bangalore,
crashed into it, close to the Memorial—
a work of art whereon Queen Victoria,
crowned and sceptred, sits above a four-
faced clock. A man was entering the
door_in the masonry base of the statue
to start the clock going. It had stopped
at eleven minutes to five—the same time
that the clock in the rajah’s pavilion
went off duty.

He of Bangalore wore spectacles, a
tight-fitting dull red turban and a frock-
coat of raw silk. His eyes were bloodshot,
his whiskers gray, his fountain pen gold-
plated. He was an important person.

“You will indemnify me,” he said
prophetically, getting out to read the
number on Adrian’s license plate. It
would have been a gross understatement
to call him vindictive. All the bitter
passion of a thousand years of human
resentment against other people’s luck
swelled the veins of his temples. He
shook from the shock of his own hate.

Adrian, with a camera, got out too,
and took a dozen photographs of both
cars. 6 :

“How dare you photograph me? 1
will have you mulcted for it!”

Then came the “constabeel,” like a
cat to a picnic, cautiously self-assertive,
with a crowd behind him eager for the
fun of seeing a white man get the worst
of something. There was a babel of
tongues, and a yell from a boy who
cut his naked foot on glass from the
. broken windshield of the gentleman from
Bangalore. Then someone threw a
stone at Adrian. While the constable
looked to see who did it. someone else
knocked off his hat with a long stick.
He picked up the hat, and three stones
hit him, one 1 the face.

The gentleman from Bangalore seized
the constable’s sleeve and explained at
the top of his lungs. He screeched like
a parrot. Adrian had steered straight
into him, at more than sixty miles an
hour, “taking photographs—spy photo-

graphs! Who knows he is not a Fascist,
or a comimunist, or else an imperialist,
pretending to be a tourist and —"

Adrian had wiped some blood from
his face, and was feeling in his inner
pocket for a little police document that
all wise men carry on their travels, when
interruption came. It resembled the
sudden burst-away of welshing bookies
when a favorite wins a race by a nose,
only that this was directed toward the
center of the crowd instead of outward.

Two big Mark Antonys, in togas,
with beautiful old-ivory faces and the
figures of heroic statues, crashed the
crowd—exploded into it—and made a
clearing around Adrian as suddenly as if
a bomb had burst. Even the constable
stepped backward.

“Money-lender!” bellowed one of
them, in the vernacular, pointing an
accusing hand straight at the heart of
the man from Bangalore. No attorney
ever shot a more effective challenge at
a startled witness.

“One hundred per cent!” roared the
other instantly. “Robber of orphans!
Widow-cheater! Heart’s blood-sucker!”

They looked like twins—acted and
spoke as if one brain governed both.
The first one frowned down on the con-
stable, then flattered him unsubtly.

“Honest fellow, giving even such a
robber as this a hearing! There should
be a limit even to your patience. I and
my brother saw this accident. Arrest
that money-lender. Look at the blood
on the gentleman’s face!” He threw a
gesture to the crowd, with the uplifted
arm of a practiced orator. “From Ban-
galore, good people! Now you know what
kind of money-lenders come from Ban-
galore!”

The crowd laughed, almost drowning
an exasperated screech: “But I am not
a money-lender!”

Adrian’s ear shrank from a vehement
whisper: “Glories of a moment can be-
come too easily the ashes of delay! Will
your car still go? Then get in. We will
lend you countenance.”

The Hindu climbed to the back seat.
His companion followed, standing to
harangue the crowd about the wicked-
ness of usury, while Adrian cranked
the engine. The constable used his
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truncheon, a bit discreetly, prodding un-
important people and using frank de-
scriptive epithets. He cleared the way
in no time.

ADRIAN drove forward
through the heart of the poly-
glot city, with two white-robed
“=~ Hindus beaming like cherubs
behind him. There was no conversation
while he steered through the narrow
streets, where temples alternated with
iron roofs and brick-built open-fronted
shops. Speed was impossible, only ‘mir-
acles kept children from under the
wheels. There were two small boys on
the running-board, and three more
clinging on behind. Another ran in front
with a rag on the end of a stick—a self-
appointed advance guard, yelling insults
at his betters and inventing privilege
on the strength of it to snatch fruit
from shop-fronts. He and the horn be-
tween them made a grand hullabaloo.

Adrian’s portfolio was on the front
seat beside him—one of the Hindus
reached for it.

“May 1 look?”

There is a middle zone somewhere be-
tween amateur exhibitionism and the
reserve of professional pride. Impudence
imaginably masked some nobler motive,
and anyhow these were Adrian’s rescu-
ers. So he nodded. The Hindus laid
the opened portfolio on their laps. The
tiger-drawing lay face upward on a pile
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thoughts. They were too good-looking
to be trusted. Nature has a way of
beautifying guile, to teach the guileless
wisdom.

“Sahib, if you would visit us—"

He mentally counted his cash and
decided he was not worth robbing. Any-
how, he could easily afford to lose a
few hundred rupees. Almost any ad-

venture might be worth that risk.
“Why not?” he said. “One of you get
on the front seat.”
“No, no. Straight on, sahib. Straight
on.”

WHEN he came to a lane,
both of them shouted at once,
and laughed and apologized to
each other. He followed the
lane between high hedges, until they
told him to make a big noise on his
horn at a high wooden gate in an arch
in a stone wall nearly hidden by trumpet-
flowered vines. Nobody opened the gate
until one of the Hindus got out and
kicked it. Then there was a sudden
flurry of chickens and Adrian drove into
the littered courtyard of an unexpectedly
spacious stucco-and-thatch house. It
was decidedly not a peasant’s—it had an
air of comfort and moderate affluence.
There were clean, striped curtains hang-
ing in open windows. A caged green
parrot squawked a blessing from the
porch, in Hindustani.

“We are honored.”

“We are deeply, highly, broadly hon-
ored.”

“This is our parents’ house, but we be-
seech you to be welcome. In the guest-
house we may set aside the caste ob-
servances and behave with western free-
dom from restraint.”

There were already six servants re-
spectfully but firmly lined up to pro-
tect the house from profane approach.
Curtains that swayed in the evening
wind were being drawn tight.

“This way, sahib.”

One led and the other followed Adrian
along a path between flowering shrubs
to a small bungalow with a long, deep
verandah, in a high-walled garden. There
were cane chairs, small tables, and an
obsequious servant, who fussed until
they were seated and then hurried away

for drinks, properly cooled, in long clear
glass tumblers.

“Hello, your clock has stopped, too,”
said Adrian.

He could see it through an open bed-
room window. Quite a European bed-
room. Eleven minutes to five.

“All the clocks in the city seem to have
stopped.”

“Magic probably,’
hosts.

“Yes,” said the other, “it’s nicé to be
back where one can be unashamedly
superstitious.”

“I suppose you're twins?” asked Adri-
an.

“Yes. No one knows which is the elder,
because the midwife got us mixed. We
are professional actors.”

“Just now we’re resting.”

“We can double for each other!”

“They paid us five hundred a week
in Hollywood.”

They spoke alternately, without a
second’s interval.

“We were signed for an ancient Roman
picture.”

“But the quota—"

“We discovered it is not a ticker
quotation.”

“It stays put.”

“We had to get out.” .

“Or be put out.”

“But we had a wonderful time.”

“And now?” asked Adrian.

“We are looking for a better time.
Sahib, wé happen to know you visited
the rajah.”

“He is our uncle.”

“And we know you were admitted to a
part of the palace that never before was
visited by anyone of your race and sex.
How do you do it?”

“And why do you do it?”

“He won’t receive even us, his neph-
ews!”

“He wants his portrait painted,” said
Adrian. “Why do you ask?”

“If we should tell you—"

“Would you betray our confidence?”

“Why tell me?” Adrian retorted.

“We want your—"

“Help.7’

“It might be dangerous.”

“It might be very dangerous.”

“For whom?” asked Adrian.

?

sald one of his
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A, BOTH twins wiped their faces
) simultaneously. They nudged
i _each other. One spoke. “Sa-
e=Llid®® hib, have you heard of Mary
Mornay?”

“Of Los Angeles,” said the other.

“And of Washington, D. C., and New
York.”

“If you mean the ex-senator’s daugh-
ter, yes,” said Adrian. “I did her por-
trait several years ago, shortly after her
father died. She had studied dancing, if
I remember, under Isadora Duncan and
Ruth St. Denis.” He had a sudden very
vivid mental picture of Mary Mornay.

“That is the lady. Did the portrait
do her justice?”

“No,” said Adrian. “It was one of
my worst. You either had to do her
like a goo-goo cigarette ad, or else get
lost in a maze of mystic soulfulness that
would baffle a Leonardo. She would
look best as a stained glass window—hair
down and a halo—gold and rose and
deep blue. But she wanted a straight
portrait. I did a bad mess.”

“Sahib, you have heard her speak in
public?”

“Have you watched her with chil-
dren?”

“Have you seen her on a truck ad-
dressing strikers at a meeting where
deputy sheriffs are ready to shoot and
no one gives a damn for anything but
anger?”’

“Have you heard her at the piano play-
ing Cesar Franck or Debussy, and cry-
ing wordless poems that mean everything
that is too wonderful to be said in
words?”

“No,” said Adrian, “I haven’t. She
ieemed keen on oriental art when I knew

er.”

Both spoke together. “She came to
India.”

Then one of them. “She visited Gand-
hi, Adyar, Benares, lots of places.”

“She learned our language—she speaks
it beautifully.”

“Then, it was said, she went mad.”

“But she didn't go mad. She was
only sorry, and compassionate and eager
to be helpful.”

“All of which made her outrageous.”

“Until she saw a way to do what she
saw is needed.”

“How do you two know all this?”
asked Adrian.

“We have shadowed her like blood-
hounds—"

“Most innocuously.”

“We will fight for her views.”

“What are they?” asked Adrian.

“We don’t know.”

“We don’t care.”

“But we adore her.
experts. Look!”

They stood up together, as if in the
Roman Forum, magnificently graceful
in toga and flowing tunic, heroic, bright-
eyed with a high ideal. They stepped
apart, bowed to each other and then
toward an imagined somebody who
stepped between them. Wordless, and
yet eloquent, they introduced an unseen
speaker to an invisible crowd that their
gestures conjured almost into being.
“She will need an impresario.”

“And we are impresarios.”

“We are enthusiasts.”

“And we know India.”

“We know crowds.”

“We know her.”

“We will put her over, as they call
kb

“Well, where is she now?” asked
Adrian.

They faced him. They created sus-
pense by the sheer magic of loaded
silence.

“In the court—"

“Of the nautch—”

“Behind our uncle the rajah’s pal-
ace!”

“Are you interested, sahib?”

Adrian glanced at his wrist-watch. He
was not to be caught quite so simply
as that. -Mary Mornay, yes. These
mountebanks—they were obvious con-
men.

“Well,” he said, “I’ll tell you. Work
takes all my time. As a matter of
practical necessity—"

“Necessity is never practical!”

“It is a liar—a deceiver.”

“A hoodwinker—a perverter of intel-
ligence.”

“A fraud!”

“Do not be practical, sahib! It would
ruin your art!”

“For instance, there is no necessity
for pictures of a woman at a cock-fight.”

And we are

it
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“Or a tiger on a January morning.”

“Life itself is unnecessary. It has
absolutely no logical explanation.”

“So don’t be logical.”

“And all we want is sympathy.”

“That’s all. We will do the dirty
work.”

“What do you mean by sympathy?”
asked Adrian.

They fell silent, stared at each other,
then straight at him. It was sixty sec-
onds before one of them spoke, very
earnestly.

“Sahib, we ask your permission to spy
on you!”

Adrian laughed. “Go to it.”

“And we ask this little latitude—that
you will not mistrust us until you know
us better.”

“I shall be busy painting,” Adrian
answered.

“Will you save us the trouble of dis-
covering where to look for you?”

“I'm Miss Lowell’s guest, at the mis-
sion.”

“Oh, we know that. She would not
approve of us.”

“I get you. Well—tonight I intend
to sketch the burning-ghat.”

“Enough!”

“Enough!”

“A savage picture! What a subject!
Death, in the midst of life! Incomparable
beauty on the fangs of fate!”

“0 death! O vanity! O dividends!”

“So T’ll be seeing you again? So long,”
said Adrian.

He was used to incongruous masquer-
ades. All portrait painters are. But all
secrets are revealed to the artist who
bides his time, and asks few questions.
There was work to be done.

He cranked the Ford and drove away
with his mind already on the coming,
exciting problem—the art and mystery
of painting darkness, luminous on can-
vas .

He almost forgot the conversation un-
til he noticed he was mentally painting
Mary Mornay’s remembered profile
against a somber fire-lit night. Why?
She was one of at least a hundred women
who had sat to him for portraits. He
dismissed her and paid attention to the
flow of sunset’s shadow toward the tide-
line of departing day.

TreRaLess

ADVENTURE

CHAPTER THREE
LIKE CRUELTY CARVED IN FROZEN SLUSH

NOT even her mission con-
verts find fault with Miss
Lowell. Descended from a line
of clipper captains, in late-ish
middle age she inherited a fortune invest-
ed in Indian Government bonds. A quirk
of conscience and a passion of energy,
humor and certain philosophic doubts,
decided her to spend all that money in
India. Its source was India, whose tax-
payers paid the interest. So she learned
the language. Several villages began
to get clean and prosperous, and to
have plenty to eat. A lot of shyster
money-lenders went out of business. The
suspicious but grimly opportunist In-
dian Government observed that a prod
in the ribs from Miss Lowell’s umbrella
was equal to the efforts of a magistrate
and three policemen, besides being much
less expensive. So her entirely unoffi-
cial but respected authority increases
with the years and with her own in-
creasing interest in life.

She occupies a cottage that is peasant-
plain outside and New England-tidy in-
side. Nearby there is a large barn await-
ing conversion into a schoolhouse. It
makes an almost perfect studio, and she
had invited Adrian to stay there as long
as he pleased. It enormously tickled
her sense of humor (or was it vanity?)
that ninety per cent of the countryside
believed she was living in sin with
Adrian.

Adrian dined with her, after he had
set the old banjo clock and re-started
it. It had stopped at eleven minutes to
five and she had waited for his wrist-
watch rather than trust the servant’s
dollar timepiece.

“How did you like the rajah?” she
asked during dmner.

“Do I have to like or dislike him?
He will know what he looks like to me
when I've done his portrait.”

“Do you know why he wants it?”

“Tell me.”

“Power! Someone told him there is
magic in a painted portrait. He intends
to have it reproduced in thousands and
dlstrlbuted all over the world.”

A LEEETIR AR




THE NIGHT THE CLOCKS STOPPED 19

“Why?”

“Propaganda! He is envious—of the
Nizam of Hyderabad for instance. (Did
you know the Nizam even sells his used
bath-water to his pious subjects?) He
regards Mahatma Gandhi as a sort of
revivalist too stupid to cash the profits
of notoriety. He hates and envies Gand-
hi, Abdal Baha, Hitler, Stalin, Hirohito,
Mussolini—all of them, even President
Roosevelt. He thinks a mystery cou-
pled with propaganda will make him
more influential than any of them. But
what he really hungers for is United
States dollars.”

“So you introduced me! Swell! New
England conscience gnawing you?”

“Of course it isn’t. Could I invade
his palace? You're a godsend. He may
tell you too much for his health, if you
let him.”

“Perhaps he’ll tell you, if you let him.
He must know you well or he wouldn’t
have accepted your introduction. I was
dolled up like an archbishop and taken
straight to a place the attendant said
no white man had ever been.”

“Did. he mention white women? One
hears tales of incredible orgies.”

“But he’s on your calling list?”

“He is my landlord. I have to see
him to ask favors for his wretched ten-
ants. I wondered why he was so reason-
able—I had even begun to doubt the
gossip—when one day he invited me to
find him a beautiful, gifted girl in the
United States who could be schooled
here in what he called his mystic cere-
monies, and then be sent back to the
United States to start a new religion.
Buncombe! A new sensuality! Money
is what he’s after.”

“Did he get a girl?”

“I don’t know. I have heard rumors.
Find out for me.”

“Spying isn’t my forte,” said Adrian,
“but if secrets should insist on being
told to me, I'll tell you.”

It was on the tip of his tongue to
mention the twins and Mary Mornay,
but habit prevented. It was not his
business, and the twins had mentioned
Miss Lowell’s prejudice against them. It
seemed wise to change the subject.

You glide through whiskers like a breeze—

And find new comfort, speed and ease
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PRESENTLY he drove off,
taking no one with him. He
had sacked his servant, he was
- such a liar. He could always
find someone to take care of his things
and 'keep the over-curious at a decent
distance. He drove in a hurry toward
the river, in darkness made pungent with
dust, between enormous overhanging
trees.

Almost on the exact spot where he
had planned to set up his drawing-board
there was an elephant, chained by the
leg to a root of the overhanging tree.
The elephant was welcome, not in the
picture but to provide a guiding men-
tal keynote.

A small boy who appeared to belong
to the elephant was proud to hold the
acetylene lamp. There was a gorgeous
“problem.” The elephant was bulk, mass,
gloom with red eyes, beside a camp-fire
under a tree that shut off starlight. That
was the key to the mood. Then the
river—a liquid mirror splashed with
ruby flame reflected from the burning
pyres on the far bank. Stars above
that, on a purple sky. It was Adrian’s
secret ambition to paint sound, as the
‘Chinese used to—the flow of a river so
faithfully seen and painted that it might
be heard by hushed observers.

Like flames on the foreheads of smoky
gods, the pyres on the far bank glowed
and waned. At intervals lean burners
of the dead, like devils painted by El
Greco, entered the light to prod the fires

and vanish. Rhythm was suggested by~

the gurgle of the dam higher up, and by
the squeak of the oars of an unseen
barge with a load of fuel. The elephant
swayed and tossed his trunk, bat-dark,
and was admonished by a voice from no-
where.

“Whistler used soot for his nocturnes.
He’d have used soot for these shadows.
He’d have prettied it up. He didn’t have
guts enough to fight it out with color!”

Nothing better than a prejudice to
make a man work. Adrian labored for
the mystic simpleness that is art’s great
magic. He scored up sheet after sheet
of paper with smudges and flicks of
charcoal. He would have to paint that
scene by brilliant daylight and suggest

the chromatic gloom. His memory be-
came a wolf. It gorged, rejected, tore
away strips of useless detail, savagely
worrying for strength of line amid a
melody of dimness. He was startled
so that he swore through set teeth when
a voice intruded, close behind him.
“Mysteries of mysteries! A devil could
not do that! Mind creates and matter
imitates! A devil is a substituter!”
“Come and see a devil, sahib.”

The twins loomed, rose-red where the
firelight tinted their loose tunics. Tur-
bans shading away into darkness were
like the smudged-in background of a
partly finished sketch. They seemed so
pleased to be there that they could not
imagine themselves unwelcome.

The elephant swayed, his throat be-
came a heart-shaped horror beneath a
trunk that flailed at darkness. A voice
rebuked him, in time to check the
scream that looses instinct and sends
tons of terror headlong in stampede.

There was something wrong with the
night. The cool air felt magnetic, irri-
tating. Adrian put his notes away. He
gave them with the camp-stool to the
small boy, who thrilled with importance
and stowed them away in the Ford.

One of the twins said “Ha!” very
suddenly, sharp, on a high note. He
jumped and struck. His stick writhed in
violent coils on which his brother’s stick
descended, thwacking until a cobra lay
dead at their feet. Adrian turned the
acetylene light along the path. Scores
of snakes were hurrying toward the
river. A buck and three does, terrified,
on tip-toe, hesitated in the dazzling light,
then turned and fled into the jungle.

“Magic!” said one of the twins.

“Whose?” Adrian was still angry at
the interruption. He wanted to make
the twins feel ridiculous.

“Probably the devil’s. Come and see
him, sahib. Only fools fear magic. Let
me carry the light.”

Adrian preferred to carry his own
light. He cast its rays along the path
between jungle and river. One twin
led, the other followed. There were
snakes, but not so many now, and rus-
tlings in the black-dark undergrowth.
The darkness was awake. It was full of
fear.
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““They are more afraid than we are,”
remarked the leading twin, encouraging
himself.

“They should be,” said the other. “If
they are obedient to magic they must
be timid indeed.”

Adrian sensed the speaker’s shudder.

THEY walked a quarter of a
mile in silence, until a flat rock,
half an acre of it, at a bend
in the river, gurgled blue-black
against a sheen of starlit water. Two
small fires on the rock glowed smokily.
Between them, on a big uneven boulder,
sat the shadowy shape of a man. His
eyes shone like a cat’s when Adrian’s
lantern made a pool of light around
him. He writhed like a wvulture dis-
turbed, then sat motionless until the
three drew nearer.

He looked hardly human. Ash-
smeared, crawling with large lice, thin-
bearded to his navel, long-haired and
naked, lewdly insolent of eye and lip,
he sat with twisted legs and folded arms,
breast-high to Adrian, staring like Cruel-
ty carved in frozen slush. It was thought-
ful cruelty—no mere dread of inaction
such as reduces thousands to inertness.
Nor was he an instinctive alligator type,
of belly and eyes and jaws awaiting
plunder to be dropped into his lazy con-
sciousness by fate or accident. He had
plenty of scorn for fate and accident. He
was a thinker—an impassioned lover of
evil for the sake of evil, self-exalted
by self-torture, gloating on universal an-
guish,

“Hold this.” Adrian gave the lantern
to one of the twins. He pulled out
his pocket sketchbook and a stub of
pencil. His impersonal stare made the
fakir restless, and that spoiled the ex-
pression. What Adrian wanted was a
note of how malice expresses itself—
hate destroying personality—faith’s op-
pc_)lslite. Self-interest impaled on self-
will.

“An artist—gone wrong,” said the twin
who held the lantern.

Adrian returned the sketchbook to his
pocket. He could have used that note
for his illustration of Nero awaiting
death, but the twin kept moving the
lantern, so he lost it. Anyhow, the spell

of concentration had snapped. The
twins’ excitement diverted attention—
they were trying to suppress a secret im-
pulse to go somewhere and do some-
thing.

The fakir’s lips moved, writhing like
carrion to the impulse of some corrupt-
ing ferment., But his astonishing voice
rang forth with the challenging clangor
of iron—blow on blow. It made the
twins jump backward.

“What does he say? Is he cursing?”

“You bet!”

“Cursing competently, if it comes off!”

“He is prophesying an eclipse of Life
Force causing ultimate annihilation to
descend upon us—"

“—and convert us into conscious agony
of nothingness, in darkness, screaming
to be something!”

“Can you imagine it?”

“He says our end is now upon us!”

“Why?” asked Adrian. “Does he give
any reasons?”

“Yes. He says the airmen flew above
Mount Everest. The gods, who may
not die until all hope is dead, will over-
whelm the world for that impertinence!”

“Does he say when?”

“He is waiting to see it happen!”

“Optimist!” said Adrian.

The elephant screamed in the distance
—antediluvian horror, herd-memory, in-
stinct, imitating the chaotic agony of
nature in the throes of upheaval. The
fakir laughed, a staccato yelp. Adrian
gazed beyond him at the funeral pyres,
where the burners moved amid rolling
smoke, phantoms at home in torment.
The sky was an impenetrable purple,
powdered with starlight. The river
looked like molten melancholy, and the
spillway of the dam made music. Sud-
denly a panther, blacker than his shad-
ow, with eyes like flaming opals, stared
at the lantern and fled.

“Black magic!” said one of the twins.
His shudder spurred Adrian to assert
a not quite genuine self-control. Artists
are magicians in their own line—he could
laugh at magic, but not at black pan-
thers.

“Do you know who this man is?” he
asked. He remembered tales of fakirs
who abandoned wealth, and lost the
world, to gain an unimaginable view of
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life and death. He had no sympathy.

with such impatience to become un-
human, and not much curiosity, but he
felt he had to say something.

Ay BOTH twins exploded, like
auctioneers selling a booming
market. They raised their
C#oLa® right fists, crashed them into
thelr left palms, pomted at the fakir
with outstretched arms. and turned
toward Adrian.

“There, but for a few more births and
deaths, behold our uncle!”

“Such is his destiny!”

“Such is the end of all who trifle with
divine mysteries!”

“Study him!”

“QObserve him!”

The fakir’s glare was like a caged
beast’s, almost solid. He exuded hatred
frozen by its vibrance.

“Such is the end of trespassers who
sell a sacrilegious mockery of spiritual
truth.”

“For money!”

“And for power!”

“Rebirth after rebirth sees him hope-
less—"

“Faithless—"

“Loveless—"

“Sick of knowledge—"

“Sick of speculation—"

“Pickled 1n the acid of his own self-
loathing!”

“Such is our uncle—"

“In embryo!”

“At his beginnings!”

“Taking the early steps toward this
vacuum of virtue!”

“Taking others with him.”

“Sahib, we confer upon you oppor-
tunity.”

“For what?” asked Adrian. He could
not pretend he was not interested. They
believed what they were saying. They
aroused his talent for perceiving values
and for memorizing outward shapes of
inward feelings.

“Let us show you.”

“It is not for us to tell you what to
do about it.”

“If we knew that, we would do 1it.”

“Only let us show you.”

“Go ahead then.” Adrian liked them,
perhaps because they were so ridiculous.

Such passion as theirs seemed unlikely
to end in boredom. They were hot-
mouthed, but even rhapsodists have
reasons—theirs might be worth discov-
ery.

He had neglected to refill the lan-
tern. It dimmed and failed amid a
stench of carbide. He set it in the
shadow of the fakir’s rock-throne and
followed the twins, pursued by a mock-
ing ding-dong cataract of curses from
the fakir. He could hardly see the twins’
white clothing, they hurried so, along
the gloom of a path that threaded
breathless jungle. He felt nervous, be-
cause he had no light now to scare away
snakes. Heavy and swift, some animal
crashed across the path in front of him
and almost knocked him backward.
Then a bat struck his face. It hurt,
stank—made him angry. His common
sense warned him not to follow almost
total strangers into unknown danger.
They had spoken of danger, he remem-
bered. But curiosity was stronger, and
he could not see himself running away
from anything that those comedians
were willing to attack.

He ran, overtook them and fell in
step behind one of the twins, who was
nasally humming a Hindu mantram to
preserve his élan. They walked very
fast, the leader giving low-voiced warn-
ings of roots, stones, branches in the way.
Adrian wondered whether anyone was
plundering the Ford car.

CHAPTER FOUR
OVER THE GARDEN WALL

A NEARLY full moon rose.
It was near eleven o’clock
when they stepped, like ghosts
w=22a  from the jungle, into mysterl-
ous light that seemed to steal the river’s
wetness and make all air liquid.
Adrian had lost sense of direction.
The view of the rajah’s palace was un-
expected. It lay at right angles to the
river, beyond a field of tufty grazing
land—a long panorama of roofs, trees,
domes and towers, within a high wall,
looking fabulous against the northern
sky. It was like a Maxfield Parrish il-
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lustration. Adrian recognized the tree
where he had parked the Ford, and the
narrow gate in the garden wall that he
had used that afternoon. Beyond the
wall apparently suspended amid tree-
tops on nothing, was a deep-roofed
balcony on which imagination located
the rajah being ogled by sloe-eyed
women. Habit deserted Adrian then
—his normally accurate mind accepted
an imagined premise and contemptu-
ously wondered how some women can
compel themselves to flatter the fat
buyers of their self-humiliation.

The palace wall put an end to that
profitless train of thought. A path ran
right and left below it, silvered by moon-
light. The twins stood listening. Their
three shadows on the ageing stone made
monstrous silhouettes. One of the twins
pointed toward the river on their right,
the other pointed over the wall to a
dome, on the left. Adrian, hands on
hips, awaited explanations. The shad-
ows were an ominous, macabre likeness
to three crosses, on which three figures
hung.

“Under that dome is his library,” said

one twin. “There he sits at a desk in-
venting propaganda, infamously vi-
cious—"

“Studiously legal!” said the other.

“Heartless, hateful!”

It was a weird place for a symposium
on propaganda. Adrian’s attention wan-
dered. The twins thrust their faces
close to his and forced him to listen.

“Governments that suppress religion
arouse undying enmity. They know it.”

“And he knows it. So he baits ob-
scenity with pious mysticism—"

“To entrap the good and guileless, the
satyristic, the erotic, and the sorrowful
and trustful—"

“He exploits a sacred mystery for
money!”

“And he is our uncle! At his death
we shall inherit his devil’s leavings and
his ignominy!”

Adrian interrupted them with sud-
den vehemence as explosive as theirs.
“Get on my shoulders! Look sharp! Come
on—you first!”

He set his hands against the wall
and bent his knees. The twins glanced
wildly to right and left—saw what he

had seen—lost seconds trying to give
each other precedence, and then scram-
bled, pulling up Adrian after them with
but half a second to spare. A herd of
water-buffalos in panic, flowing like
spilled dark mercury and weirdly silent,
shot past, swooped like the shape of
a cloud across the moonlit field, and
were gone in shadow. Their sound
seemed swallowed by the mystery that
had set them moving. Terror survived,
suspended in the dust raised by a hun-
dred hoofs. Dimly visible again, they
ghosted to and fro about the field, then
vanished headlong into the jungle on
the far side. Dogs howled.

“Magic!” One of the twins’ teeth were
chattering. “They did not touch the
wall. They shook the wall. T felt it.”

The wall was four feet thick, its sum-
mit a trough to carry river-water for
the palace gardens. It was buttressed
on the inside by a terrace loaded with
earth on which bamboos and other tall
shrubbery grew in a dense green. A
thousand buffalos could not have shak-
en it. )

The other twin challenged dread with
brave words. “Courage! We had to
climb the wall in any case. Here we
are! I take it for an omen! We were
wasting moments. Forward!”
TRESPASSING on garden
walls is not a civilized indis-
cretion. Adrian knew enough

i Indian poetry and legend to
be able to imagine he was hardly safer
on top of the wall than below in the buf-
falos’ way. That would have been a
swift death. Reputedly, if not demon-
strably less merciful than western,
eastern ways of discouraging midnight
trespass do disturb poise, if contem-
plated.

Action, preferably a fight, was the
proper offset to the creepy sensation
that chilled Adrian’s spine. But there
was no one within reach whom he want-
ed to fight. He was frank with himself.
His business was art. The rajah’s ob-
scenities, even if truly reported, were
none of his affair. He didn’t care what
the rajah did, or why he did it. His
trespass was inexcusable,

Yet here he was, like a cat on a rajah’s
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wall, enjoying masochistic thrills, feeling
his blood curdle, following two mounte-
banks whose improbable story was un-
important, and whose probable motive
was robbery or something worse! All
three of them were sharply silhouetted
by moonlight, plain marks for a watch-
man’s gun. Adrian didn’t even know
what he was expected to do after reach-
ing an unknown destination!

Nevertheless, an impulse stronger than
curiosity urged him forward. He felt
a weird premonition. It was followed
by a sensation of triumph about fifty
vards farther along the wall, when the
pulsing sound of sistra and muted snake-
skin drums stole into his consciousness.
It gave the lie to the slaves of sterile
art, and it confirmed the Chinese. This
was a picture. He was in it, part of it. It
held all music, poetry, line, color,
rhythm, mass—a microcosm of the in-
finite, lacking nothing but the hand of a
master painter to select and recreate a
statement as doubtless as “Thus saith
the Lord.”

He was in a fine mood when they
drew near the end of the wall. There was
a marble balustrade between them and
the river, glimpsed between trees and
the roof of the pavilion in which the
rajah had received him that afternoon.
On the left, the courtyard lay unseen
beneath a dimness of bluish light that
made the shrubbery resemble brush-
strokes on luminous egg-shell. Muted
drumbeat and the swish of sistra shook
the silence into rhythm. One of the
twins clutched him by the jacket.

“Are you afraid of women?”

“No,” he answered.

“We are! If she sees us, she will be
indignant. She will say we have no
right to try to influence her. Her an-
noyance always saddens us. It makes
us stupid, and in turn that makes her
supercilious. It is better that you, her

countryman, persuade her.”
“What of?”

The other twin more naively confessed
a real reason. “Should our uncle catch
us, torture would precede preliminaries
to a long and complicated vengeance!”

“Whereas you,” said the other, “run
no risk at all. He would not dare to
torture you. So we will wait here for

‘a terrier after rats.

you. Should you be detected, we will
hurry and tell the police, who will come
and rescue you. We guarantee it. No-
body will blame you afterwards for
having tried to take a countrywoman
from the clutches of a scoundrel. Where-
as we—are we her countrymen? Would
anybody ecredit ws with genuine mo-
tives?”

“Will you do it?”

“Yes,” said Adrian, not hesitating
now to examine motives, or to weigh
risks. Mary Mornay was an excuse, if
he needed one. But he was peering
between the trees. He had seen a glimpse
of what brought him to India. He was
as keen as a surgeon probing nature’s
secrets—keen and careful.

“Give me a hand, quick!”

“Silence, sahib! Above all, silence untii
you find her! Bring her out of there!
Persuade her there are grossnesses
too turgid for her spirit to prevail
against!”

He hardly heard. He was as excited as
Within the walls
the palace garden sloped toward the
river, so it was a long drop from wall to
terrace, but the twins took his hands and
lowered him. His feet fell on soft earth.
The thud was smothered by the swell-
ing drumbeat. He took omne glance
backward at the twins’ heads against
the sky above the rim of the irrigation-
trough, so as to remember the exact
position, then plunged amid the shrub-
bery and groped his way toward sound
and the dim blue light. He had to
crawl and go slowly to avoid the snap
of twigs and the tug of branches on his
clothing. But he broke through at last
to a brink of masonry and lay still, peer-
ing downward at the stone-paved court-
yard that he had crossed that afternoon.
He was in black shadow. Close beside
him was the stone wall of what might
be a guardroom, blank on his side—but
he could see it had a window that faced
the courtyard.

BELOW, he could see almost
nothing except strong light
pouring through the pierced
stone lattices of the pavilion
wing. It was broken into whirling clouds
of color. Incense. He could smell it.
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The earth where he lay was damp from
gardeners’ water-skins. There was a very
real risk of cobras. Both impulses en-
couraged the idea that from the window
he might get a better view, as well as
run less chance of detection. All gen-
uine artists are men of action. He got
up and felt his way toward the corner,
peered around it, saw a door in the rear
and had started for that, when the door
opened suddenly. Adrian hugged the
wall and held his breath.

Forth into the moonlight, with a sword
in his hand, came the same mutton-
chop-whiskered person who had guided
him that afternoon into the rajah’s pres-
ence. There was a truculent and yet
half-furtive air about him. It appeared
he had heard something. He stared in
Adrian’s direction, listening, struck his
sword against the wall, perhaps to en-
courage himself, and then came slowly
toward the corner. He peered around it.

Adrian spoke: “Don’t mind me,
I'm—”

The man struck at the voice. It was
over in less than a second. The air
whistled. The point of the sword struck
the wall three inches from where Adri-
an’s face had been. The sword broke.
Adrian hit out. There was no weight
behind his fist—he felt too guilty of
trespass, too keen on getting out of it
with the least possible trouble for any-
one. But he was a fencer, a boxer, an
archer, a handball player. He had not
stood still to await a sword-thrust. By
the time it struck the wall he was on
the swordsman’s flank. His fist caught
the man off-balance, crashed his head
against the wall and stunned him. He

fell like a dead man. Adrian squandered
sixty seconds making sure he lived and
that the fall had not broken his neck.
Then he felt a little blood on his hand,
but he could find no blood on his op-
ponent. He supposed he had scratched
himself.

Drum and sistra continued, with
quickening beat. He craved to see what
was going on in the courtyard. Crav-
ing overcame prudence. But he could
not leave that man lying there, to re-
cover and give the alarm. He dragged
him by the heels toward the door,
glanced in, saw no one, pulled the man
in after him, quietly shut the door and
shot the bolt. Inside, it was not quite
dark. Moonlight, and the weird-colored
light from the courtyard, entered
through the unglazed long window. Adri-
an knelt and, not to forego advantage
when the stunned man should come to
his senses, trussed him hand and foot
with his own turban, hesitating whether
or not to gag him with a handkerchief.
He decided he could gag him later if
he started yelling.

He glanced at the window, wiping his
right hand clean on the man’s clothing.
Suddenly every nerve in his body flashed
alarm to sinews strained already like
a cat’s, within three creeping quivers
of a bird. There was someone standing,
or perhaps seated, at the right-hand end
of the window, silhouetted shadow-black
against the weird dim light. Silent. Still.
Back half-turned. Someone in a small,
tight turban. Hadn’t he been heard?

Adrian felt in the stunned man’s
clothing for a weapon—drew blank—
wished he had brought the broken
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sword. He at the window moved, as if
to see better what was passing below.
Swift, cat-silent, Adrian made for the
darkness at the other corner of the win-
dow. That way he could see across
the light, from a corner where he couldn’t
be hit from behind. He stared hard
and then suddenly let out his breath.
For about a minute he stood still, until
his breath came more evenly. Then
he walked forward.

The silent figure moved—not startled
—uninterested—suddenly grew rigid.

“You ?”

“Sure.”

“Thwaite Adrian?”

“Why not?”

CHAPTER FIVE
BLIND ALLEY

HE HAD come to see. So he
looked. Besides, it gave him
time to recover his self-posses-
sion.

Grotesque, tall braziers poured forth
clouds of incense into the colored light
beneath him. The scent was hyacinth.
The glow of the braziers touched the
underbody of the smoke with blood-
red. Figures like phantoms moved with-
in the smoke, a pattern of motion
threaded through the unseen warp of the
sound of drums and sistra. Suddenly
the lights behind the pavilion lattice-
work went off. The drums and sistra
gradually muttered away to dead si-
lence in which the ears yearned for
their rhythm. There remained eight
glowing bowls of blood-red, splurging
in the darkness, and above that, moon-
light.

Then at last he turned toward Mary
Mornay. He had made up his mind.
He would offer to take her away and
she could please herself about it. She
looked like a pencil-drawing, moonlit
against gray, smooth stone. He remem-
bered every feature. Older than when
he painted her portrait, but not in ap-
parent years. It was that almost un-
drawable mystic quality that had made
him want to put her in a stained-glass
window. The shell-fitting turban total-
ly concealed her hair. She might be a

portrait of Krishna—an Irish Krishna,
impulsive as well as spiritual. Her si-
lence obliged him to speak first.

“What are you doing here?”

“Thinking. You?”

“Staying here?”

“Yes, in the guest house.”

“Am I unwelcome?”

“No, Thwaite Adrian, only unexpect-
ed. I have got myself into a blind al-
ley. You're rather a shock. I don’t know
what to say to you.”

“Need help?”

“No-o. I want to see this through.”

“See what through?”

“I have burned my bridges. How did
you avoid the watchman? He—"

“Your watchman had an accident,”
said Adrian. “Didn’t you hear me drag
him in here?”

“I suppose I did. I wasn’t listening.
I thought he came in alone.”

Adrian listened. “I’d better gag him,”
he said. “He’s coming to. Listen. There
are two men waiting for me on the wall.
If they haven’t waited, no matter, we’ll
manage. You may have to scramble
a bit. I've an old Ford car about a
mile away. T can take you to Miss
Lowell’s.”

She shook her head slowly. “You
don’t ever turn back when you have
started something, do you?”

“It depends on what I started,” said
Adrian. “Time! My line of retreat, I
think, is open, but— Do you w1sh to
be dragged away?”

“No, no, please! That isn’t like you.”

“Isn’t it? Can you imagine me leav-
ing you here?”

“Why not? You are not my keeper.
It is no fault of yours if I choose to
follow your example.”

“Mine?”

“I am here because you said, when 1
sat to you in California for my portrait,
that the way to learn life is to look
right at it. That is true. I am looking
at life.”

“Why here?”

“Why are you here?” she retorted.

“I'm a spy,” he said angrily. “A tres-
passer, chancing my neck like a damned
fool.”

“T also. You said, art is for the spir-
itual, daring, ruthless few, who willing-
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ly lose the world to gain one grain of
truth.”
“I lied,” lied Adrian.

SOMEBODY knocked on the
door — twice — three times —
X’ then thundered on the panel.
Adrian crossed the room and
rammed his handkerchief into his pris-
oner’s mouth. He tore a strip off the
man’s own clothing and bound the gag
fast. He was in for it now. No longer
a line of retreat, so no hurry. He felt
his way around the wall and found an-
other door in the darkest corner. It
gave on a dark stairway, he could feel
the up-draft of air. He bolted that door,
too. No weapon, he reflected. Last call?
Pity to get killed like a rat in a hole.
The time to die is when you’ve finished
living. He hadn’t. He leaned out of the
window. Smoke still hung layered
around the braziers, glowing blood-red.
The moonlit pavilion roof was like the
roofs of Philae, shoulder-deep in a Nile
of opal-tinted mist.

“What were you planning to do?” he
demanded.

There was scorn in his voice, so she
answered that, not his question. “You
said, art is a state of consciousness, and
no one’s opinion is worth a nickel until
he has faced it and examined it and

tested it on life’s touch-stone. T believed
you. I still believe you.”
Adrian grinned savagely. “So do L

But I shouldn’t have said it.”

“I intend to have opinions as well-
based as yours,” she answered.

“Why mine?” He knew why. He
swore at himself. Tell truth to a cow-
ard, and watch him stab you with it—
to a brave idealist, and watch him burn
himself—to a good woman, and she’ll
love you forever. No wonder the wise
are silent! v

The door trembled to blows from a
heavy weapon. There were voices, dead-
ened by the door’s thickness, unintelli-

gible. To hell with them. Let them
yammer. What should he say to Mary
Mornay? He should have known bet-

ter in the first place than to talk in
terms of spiritual values to a girl with
the eyes of a mystic, a poet’s forehead
and the lips of a lover of all mankind.

He remembered his last evening with
her in Los Angeles. They talked of
Shakespeare—and then Beethoven. She
was good to talk to.

“Do you understand what I mean?”
asked Mary Mornay.

“Probably. They’ll have that door
down in a minute. What’s at the foot
of the stairs?”

“A man with a gun. He might shoot.
You’l better wait and see what happens.”

Adrian went over to his prisoner and
undid the gag. “Who’s at the door?”
he demanded.

The man wetted his mouth, croaked
an attempt at a yell for help, then
squawked like a wretch on a rack: “I
don’t know!”

Adrian regagged him. Noises on the
door ceased. He returned to the window,
thinking of the little animals that bolt
from their holes and get caught in nets.

“Perhaps the twins have heard the
noise,” he said. “If so, they’ll come and
rescue us.” He didn’t believe that. He
felt no confidence in those two specimens.

“Twins?”

“Hari and Hydar Govind.”

“I might have known they’d turn up!
I suppose they told you where to find
me. They will make matters worse.
They're sure to. They go off like explo-
sions, and then lament the damage. It
was they, in California, who told me
about this. Ever since, they have offered
almost their souls if T will only keep
away from here.”

“They see money in you,” said
Adrian. “If they saw you in that cos-
tume they’d see still more money.”

She smiled, at memories. “They’re
dears, and quite genuine. They don’t
need money. They believe T could talk
the world back to its senses.”

“Have you tried?”

“Yes. But first I must understand
life, as you do.”

“Nobody understands it.”

“It was you who made me wish to
understand,” she answered.

“Do you imagine that fat rajah under-
stands?” he snorted.

“I'm not so silly. Does a dog under-
stand the secret he guards?”

“He is a dog,” said Adrian. “But his
ignorance won’t make his bite less
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vicious. Come away, Mary. That brute
will humiliate you to the—"

She interrupted. “I don’t mind any
more than you do, what I pay, in humili-
ation, for something that I can really
tell the world. There is a secret here
worth knowing. I will know it. I have
no faith. I will have faith, before I try
to teach anyone else.”

“And you look for faith in this in-
ferno? Let’s go! If we take those stairs,
and if I’'m lucky—if I get the drop on
the man with a gun—do you know a
way out? Quick!”

But she was not to be hurried.
“Thwaite,” she answered, “whoever
wrote the Twenty-third Psalm, and the
Mahabarata, and built the Great Pyra-
mid, and taught Lao Tse, knew what
the ancients knew who founded these
mysteries here. I intend to see them
whatever it costs.”

“Rot! Read the Twenty-third Psalm,”
he retorted. “Or go see the Great
Pyramid.”

The thumping resumed on the door—
peremptory—rviolent.

“Let’s go,” said Adrian. “Where’s
your rajah? I can manage that brute.
It’s only his men I'm scared of. They
might be honest watch-dogs.”

HE unbolted the dark door,

and found matches in his pock-

et, but the draught blew out

the match before he had more
than glimpsed a stair between stone
walls.

“Come on, Mary. Take my hand while
I feel the way down.”

He discovered he could bolt the door
behind them. That made him feel bet-
ter, it would at least delay pursuit. But
there ensued another sensation. He
was alone now in total darkness with
a girl, some memories, and his own
savage delight in naked truth. Was her
talk nonsense? He knew it was not.
When a mystic sees a spiritual value and
offers to lose the world to gain it, only
common-sense is nonsense.

But there was something else—subtler,
and at the moment more arresting be-
cause he had never until that moment
thought of it. Was Mary Mornay in love
with him?

Her perfume reached him—vague, un-
assertive eastern stuff that stole on
memory, awakening long-forgotten
thoughts. In one instantaneous mind-
picture, he remembered all that he had
thought about her when he had found
her so d*fficult to paint on canvas. She
had grow since then. Perhaps he had.
Perhaps h : understood her better.

“What’s your deal with the rajah,
Mary Mornay?”’

“I can cross the threshold whenever
I please. He tried to persuade me to
adapt this ancient rite into a sort of
orgy for the eyes of people who are sick
of stereotyped religion. He wanted what
he called a modern interpretation—like
putting the Mahabarata to jazz. They
were trying to jazz it just now. I have
insisted on seeing the genuine mystery
exactly as they have performed it for
thousands of years. He said yes, if I will
cross the threshold, meaning there is
no way out afterwards. I must be bound
to the temple forever. But there is al-
ways a way out, isn’t there?”

Adrian laughed. “You a nautch-girl?
Well, I didn’t nominate myself for
nautch-boy. Come on, let’s beard the
rajah. God, what a night!”

He put his arm around her. That way,
it was easier to grope down the stairway
in darkness.

So he said to himself.

CHAPTER SIX

EARTHQUAKE

IN pitch - darkness Adrian

stumbled on a gun at the foot

of the stairs. He unloaded it

and smashed it against a stone
step. That made a prodigious noise.
But the gun’s owner had shut the door
to the courtyard—he was over on the far
side, by an incense brazier, watching vul-
tures. Vultures that fly by the light of
the moon are an unholy spectacle. Ten
of them soared like evil messengers in
wan light over the pavilion roof. Most
of the Incense smoke had vanished, ex-
cept on the near side, where it hung in
fragrant layers. There were no lights
anywhere. Someone continued thunder-
ing on the door of the chamber upstairs.
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“Is the rajah in the pavilion?”

‘GYeS-”

There was an exciting sensation of be-
ing in the right place at the right time.
But it was a hell of a tight place. Why
was the rajah’s window dark? Where
were his servants? In the passage where
the big clock was? If so, that passage
would be deadly unsafe. The rajah
himself was the only possible solution—
go straight to him, warn him there was
help within hail, bluff him and demand a
showdown. Only recently a rajah lost
his throne for laying unlawful hands on
a girl of his own race. Probably no need
to threaten. Walk in and ask for Mary
Mornay’s luggage and an escort to the
main gate.

But how to get to the rajah? It isn’t
easy to act like a roughneck without
previous training. Adrian blessed the
vultures that held the watchman’s at-
tention. They gave him time to think
—ten—twenty seconds—some such frac-
tion of eternity. Or did time stand
still? It felt like it.

There was no glass in the big rectangu-
lar pavilion window. It seemed the best
plan to follow the line of the lingering
smoke to the farthest brazier, then make
a dash for the dark portico behind the
columns, slip past the door to the corri-
dor, and— But would Mary do it?
She was active enough, he knew. But
would she obey him? He gave her no
chance to do anything else, took her arm
above the elbow and led her forward.
She fell in step. Good, because unexpect-
ed. He let her tuck her arm inside his.
In the deep black shadow beyond the
brazier, where he paused for a moment
to make sure of his bearings, he decided
he had better tell her the plan.

“In through the rajah’s window!”

“Anything,” she answered. A surpris-
ing answer. He couldn’t see her. She
was a perfumed shadow close beside him.

A curious but quite definite emotion
almost unnerved him. He was re-nerved
instantly by a kind of sixth sense threat-
ening undefinable danger. The unde-
finable made him alert. He took her arm
and hurried her toward the window—
leaned through—saw nothing—vaulted.
As he turned to help her follow he saw
the owner of the smashed gun cross the

courtyard. Why? The man was staring
upward. There was someone on the
courtyard wall—some stranger. The
guard was after his gun.

“Ready!” said Mary Mornay.

He had to lift her—she was dressed
in a sort of “interpreted Persian” cos-
tume that did not lend itself to acro-
batics. Taking her into his arms shat-
tered once and for all the reserve in
which he had hitherto confined his ego.
She was his woman. Why the hell hadn’t
he known that in California? He set
her down abruptly inside the window,
found his matches, struck one, and
peered into the darkness. He extin-
guished the match with his fingers sud-
denly.

“Did you see?” he asked in a forced
voice,.

“No. What?”

“Look the other way! Look out of
the window!” Then a thought. “Watch
for the palace servants!”

She obeyed. He struck another match.

THERE was no change in the
48 room. The rajah was there,
4= on the big cushioned seat, sit-

&8 ting almost upright, with his
head tilted a little backward against the
cushions. Someone must have propped
him there. His throat was cut. There
was a chasm from ear to ear. The entire
front of his shell-pink silk tunic was
dyed dull crimson. His chins hung like
a blubbery bag. One eye was open, the
other closed. His tongue protruded. The
brass-handled knife that he had given to
Adrian stuck out from below his left ear,
hilt-deep.

The dying match burned Adrian’s fin-
gers. He hardly felt it. That knife had
been given to him. It was his—his—his.
There was a witness, who couldn’t es-
cape, he was tied and gagged, who would
swear whose knife it was.

Darkness, crowded with the chain of
evidence. The planted knife. The twins,
the rajah’s heirs, hating him. The psy-
chic, exciting atmosphere built up by the
visit to the fakir. Expert stuff, that, cal-
culated to weaken judgment. Mary Mor-
nay, unconscious decoy. Thunder on the
door to drive the two of them into the
trap. Motive? The rescue of Mary
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Mornay, naturally—fellow-countryman,
saving a girl from shame. Fingerprints.
He had handled that knife. It had been
oiled on purpose. Whoever had touched
it since, would have thought about fin-
gerprints. The accusers were due—over-
due. He heard them coming. Voices.
Footsteps.

He turned slowly toward the window,
wondering what to say to Mary Mor-
nay. A cat shot past him, sprang
through the window and crouched,
growling, in the shadow of a column. A
sudden stab of light from an electric
torch searched the courtyard gloom.
Adrian put his arm around Mary, to
prevent her from turning and seeing
what he had seen, if the torchlight should
flash through the open window. He re-
membered there was blood on his right
hand and began scratching his palm
against the window-sill. The swooping
beam of torchlight found, passed, re-
turned to and framed a man’s figure in
mid-courtyard—ashen, ogreish, with eyes
that shone green. The fakir! He was
dancing like a madman.

Bedlam broke loose. There was an
awful howling of dogs in the near-dis-
tance. Ten or a dozen voices shouted
at each other in the darkness behind the
electric torch.

“They are saying,” said Mary, “that
you killed—"

Two shouts interrupted her, big-lunged
voices bellowing in English.

“We know!”

“We heard!”

“We saw!”

“We swear!”

“Come then with us. We will prove
it to you!”

There was a struggle. The electric
torch went out. A swaying mass of fig-
ures, yelling at each other, mobbed, like
fighting shadows.

“Stand still,” said Adrian. “It’s our one
chance. They would kill us if they caught
us running.”

“T won’t run,” she answered.

45, THERE was a din. The floor
swayed. All northern India
was swaying, but how could
#° they know that? A section of
ourtyard. like the floor of a huge

Gl
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drawbridge, slowly rose in front of them,
incredible, its upper edge in moonlight.
Columns cracked like cannon and tum-
bled headlong. The cat screeched. The
whole world seemed to shudder again,
three times. A courtyard wall fell for-
ward, thundering like a wave on a dark
beach. The pavilion floor cracked and
split apart. A wall fell inward. Dust—
pungent, like pepper. The cat ceased
screaming. Seconds of dreadful silence,
then another earth-shudder and an in-
stant avalanche of falling masonry, thun-
derous—and amid that din the fakir’s
hideous laughter.

The raised part of the courtyard floor
tipped, swayed, broke and crashed, in a
thousand pieces, into an echoing base-
ment. The long window-frame tilted
slowly sideways and stopped, unbroken,
at an angle of forty-five degrees. A
blast of wind whirled the dust. It blew
all ways at once, then ceased as suddenly.
After that voices, and again the beam
of an electric torch.

“Kill that fakir!”

“Who dares?”

“First let us do this!”

“Jaldee, jaldee! Hurry up!”

Adrian’s lips met Mary’s. “That,” he
said, “perhaps is good-bye. Here comes
destiny!”

Figures resembling specters pouring
from an opened tomb crawled from the
gap in the courtyard floor. Some were
sobbing. One screamed. Three dragged
another who hung limp. Phantoms at a
midnight resurrection. Three figures
bulked in the gloom and the flashlight
shot full into Adrian’s face.

“Found them!”

“Both together!”

“Look out! Look out!
escape!”

“I have him!”

A twin loomed in the window and
vaulted through, turned swiftly and
grabbed at the mutton-chop-whiskered
man whom Adrian had gagged. His
wrists were still fast in the coils of his
turban behind his back. The other twin
hustled the man through the window
and followed, passing the flashlight to
the first twin.

“Ha-ha!”

“Now the evidence!”

Don’t let them
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Like specters pouring from an opened
tomb, they crawled from the gap in the

courtyard floor.

“See, he has blood on him!”
E‘Ilook!’7

“Say nothing,”
He held Mary Mornay fast in his

Adrian whispered.
arms. The flashlight framed the rajah
—glinted on the handle of the knife in his
neck—Ilimned the bulbous coarseness of
his nose—shone on his open eye and
made it glitter. Even the twins were
speechless for a dozen seconds.

“Dead!” said one of them throatily.

“By God, dead!” said the other.

Then they turned on Adrian. “You
are here! You are both here! Why are
you here?”

“Why ask?
said the other.
He dragged the mutton-chop-whis-
kered man toward the rajah’s chair.

We have the culprit,”

“Look!” he commanded. “Look! Now
tell your story!”
The wretch faced Adrian. He stam-

mered. They—they did it! It is his knife!
I would have slain her for it, but he—"
“Liar!” roared the first twin.
“PDamned liar!”’ roared the other. “You
did it because the rajah was betraying
secrets—" =
“To a foreigner!”
“Speak or I will kill you!”
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The other twin struck the man. He
staggered backward toward the rajah’s
chair. A beam dropped suddenly at one
end and hung, jammed by the other, in
loose masonry. It struck him. He fell.

“Quick!” yelled Adrian. “Pull this!”

They laid their united weight against
the beam. Down came the ceiling—
beams, roof, tons of cut stone. Then the
rear wall fell inward. The accuser’s foot
protruded, motionless.

“Dead!”

“And be damned to him!”

“Evidence!”

“Circumstantial

“Murderer and victim!”

“Gods, if there are any, did that!”

The twins spoke.

“Well done, sahib!”

“Good job, sahib!”

“We congratulate you!”

“Nobody shall ever know you did it!”

“Count on us to alibi you!”

“Oh, Miss Mornay, tell him he may
trust us!”

“Sahib, we were waiting for you—"

“When we saw the fakir.”

“He had cursed you. He was angry
with you.”

“We felt cowardly—we held a con-
ference.”

“And we pursued him.”

“Lest he should pursue you!”

“Nevertheless, he came because an
earthquake—"

“He could feel it coming.”

“Like the animals!”

“He s an animal!”

“He dances—he yells—he gloats!”
“The whole palace is down!”
“Probably the city is in ruins!”
“And we are the rajah!”

“Good. To your job!” said Adrian.
“Round up rescuers and start in.”

',’

MARY slipped off her Persian
overrobe and laid it in the dust
beside Adrian’s coat. He had
already rolled up his shirt-

sleeves.

“Ready,” she remarked in a low voice.
“What first?”

Maniacal laughter from the fakir rose
and fell like a high-pitched devil’s paean,
ululating upon chaos. The crashed palace
was in flames. Plunderers were busy.
The twins seemed helpless.

“He mocks!”

“He boasts!”

“He says his curses did it all!”

“He says the world is at an end!”

“Such superstition—"

Adrian interrupted: “Which of you is
rajah?”

“Who knows?”

“None knows.”

“Nobody is rajah until—”

“Come on, Mary—careful—walk be-
hind me.”

Like a cat avoiding mud-holes, he
approached the fakir, who began a storm
of brass-lunged rhetoric. Both twins
shouted a warning.

“He curses!”

“He says you next!”

Adrian swung for the fakir’s jaw. He
cracked his knuckles. But the fakir
reeled backward and fell, yelling, down
a chasm between tumbled blocks of pav-
ing.
“That for magic! Now then, Mary,
take hold. Here’s a nautch worth study-
ing! You take one rajah and manage

the women. Round ’em up, lick ’em, and
get first-aid going. I'll take the other
and gang the males into a rescue party.
Wade in!”

She laughed and went off singing into
dreadful shadows, hell-lit by the glare
of the palace flames.
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WHICH IS LESSON NO. 3 IN THE
MARTIAL EDUCATION OF LIEU-
TENANT PETER DICKOE OF HIS
MAJESTY’S MARINES
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HE SHORE was blessed by fog
that made Captain Neely frown
anxiously at a little Frenchman
who placidly stood by the hulking quar-
termasters spoking the helm of H. M.
frigate Pegasus. The coast loomed vapor-
ishly on the larboard. Seamen of the
watch clung to braces and bowlines, eyes
on their silent lieutenants, ready instant-
ly to trim yards. Only two men aboard
the ship knew their destination, and one
was apprehensive that they might not
" be taking the right route to get there.
“Ye’re sure of this channel?” Captain
Neely demanded in a low voice.
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+ s+« went forward to supervise the hack-
ing away of the wreckage,
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“But of course, Monsieur le Capi-
taine!” protested the Frenchman. “Be-
fore the Revolution, I was pilot of the
harbor.” He murmured below his breath:
he did not approve the Revolution. That
was why he was guiding thirty-six hostile
guns and two hundred and sixty English-
men through a mud-bottomed waterway
that made a worried leadsman in the
bows sorry that the Pegasus had a full
load of ammunition in her hold. “Voyez
la—we are rounding Fort Duballe.”

Captain Neely tried to pick a hundred-
gun fort out of the mass of mist-smirched
coast, could see nothing, and wished
there was not a war going on so that
buoys and lights could give him some
measure of confidence in a doubtful pilot.
He instinctively disliked all Frenchmen,
and especially a man who would willing-
ly do harm to his countrymen because of
a divergence of political views. “Damn
the Lords of the Admiralty!” he mut-
tered.

Nearby, Lieutenant Herrin had a
cheerful word. “Never despair, sir.”

Neely snapped to him to be quiet.

Close to the captain on the quarter-
deck, Lieutenant Peter Dickoe strained
his eyes into the darkness of the night
and bitterly thought Herrin was down-
right facetious. His youthful face was as
gaunt as Captain Neely’s, for Peter was
in command of the marines. Major Mar-
low, his superior, had succumbed either
to West Indian fever or the lures of Lon-
don during summer, leaving his junior to
enjoy the responsibility of leading the
marines wherever Fate and Captain Nee-
ly ordained. And Captain Neely had
some strange notions of a marine’s capa-
bility, as well as a fondness for secrecy
that kept his officers mystified until he
felt the psychological moment had ar-
rived to enlighten them. In that manner
the captain generously hoped to shield
them from worry, but succeeded solely
in making them older than their years
warranted.

Peter was approached by a midship-
man. “The captain wishes to speak to
you, sir,” the lad said.

Going to a group of officers gathering
about Neely near the taffrail, Peter was
in time to hear an announcement that
explained the unusual presence of sev-

eral shot-stoves below on the gun-deck.
“Gentlemen,” said Neely blandly, “we
are going to raid St. Bon.”

The officers looked at each other,
fondly thought of the last time they had
seen England, and hoped they wouldn’t
disgrace the crosses flapping over their
heads. They knew St. Bon, haven of
swift Channel privateers, which was pro-
tected by intricately rocky shoals and
powerful, heavy batteries from the wrath
of pursuing cruisers. St. Bon was a pois-
onous cancer bloating on the trade of
Great Britain, and the Admiralty had
long been desirous to operate upon the
growth before Lloyds raised insurance
much higher and merchants belligerent-
ly demanded action or a change in ad-
ministration.

“And this, gentlemen,” Captain Neely
continued, indicating the Frenchman by
his side, “is Monsieur Blanc, who has
been so kind as to offer his services for
our guidance.”

The officers were of the opinion that
the Frenchman had taken a suitable
name for anonymity, since it was an apt
description of his face’s pallor. He did
not meet their eyes, but stared over the
bulwark towards the shrouded -coast.
Perhaps, they thought, he was beginning
to appreciate the insanity of the venture
and regretted the Royalist impulse for
revenge which had induced him to offer
his help, at a price, to the British. A ship
could get into St. Bon all right, but only
God and a favorable wind could get her
out again, which itself might not be any-
thing to gloat about, for Fort Duballe
stoppered the exit like a cork a bottle.

“We will use red-hot shot,” Neely con-
cluded. “Say a prayer for the Admiralty.

That is all, thank you.”
é Pegasus bemoaned a govern-
ment which could send a soli-
tary frigate on such a rash enterprise.
Peter, a soldier, less aware of the naviga-
tional hazards involved, took his marines
below to prepare them for the impending
bombardment. Sergeant Anderson, while
the men were counting out paper cart-
ridges, casually approached him about
the frigate’s lack of running lights.

RETURNING to their posts,
the lieutenants of H. M. S
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Peter glanced at the old veteran, who
was respectfully erect in the gloom of a
lanthorn-lit gundeck. “St. Bon,” he whis-
pered.

“My God, sir!” Anderson blurted.

Startled, the marines forsook their
tasks. Seamen, loafing by their tompion-
ed guns, likewise took an interest in in-
formation that could make hard-shelled
Anderson lose his customary aplomb.
Peter was angry with himself for confid-
ing the Pegasus’ mission to a person who
couldn’t control a natural alarm, and
forced himself to say, consolingly: “It is
not that bad, Sergeant. The surgeon be-
lieves he will live.”

Persuaded that the conversation con-
cerned a wounded individual, the men
restored their attention to their work.
Warning Anderson to be discreet, Peter
returned to the quarterdeck.

The weather was thinning slightly,
and he was able to see that the Pegasus
was entering what seemed to be a broad
river, high bluffs on either side blending
indistinguishably with the Stygian night.
He went to the wheel. Captain Neely,
head cocked to one side, was listening to
the chant of the leadsman.

“There’s barely a fathom beneath the
keel,” Neely said to M. Blanc. “Ye're
certain of your landmarks? Dashed if T
can see a thing!”

“Mais oui,” said the Frenchman. “We
are now within a mile of the batteries.”

“I hope ye're right,” Neely growled,
and studied the murky cliffs, about a
quarter-mile distant on either side.

Frantically, the leadsman shrilled a
warning. “Water shoaling!”

Neely wheeled on the master. “Put up

your helm!” he cried, and cursed beneath
his breath.

Gigantic spokes flew about their axis,
rudder groaned to starboard, and the
Pegasus half-turned from her track be-
fore her keel struck into a mudbank. The
abrupt halt flung men forward. The
leadsman gracefully splashed into the
water. The shock shivered up the masts,
and the maintop mast splintered with a
report under the strain.

In every mind was the sorry knowl-
edge that the bottom planking of the
Pegasus was scarcely three inches thick.

Head ringing from an unanticipated
contact with the deck, Peter picked him-
self up and looked to see how his marines
had fared. They were slowly regaining
their feet. He was thankful their bayo-
nets had been in scabbards, rather than
on musket muzzles.

Captain Neely scowled at M. Blanc,
and addressed to him a few pertinent re-
marks about parentage, intelligence, and
destiny. before investigating the extent
of the Pegasus’ trouble. First Lieuten-
ant Herrin had seamen already busy
clearing away the wreckage aloft, and
furling sail before the frigate was pressed
over flat on her side. Recovering the
leadsman, who gave personal testimony
as to the nature of the shoal, Captain
Neely was outraged to discover that his
keel was encased by no less than four
feet of affectionate clay. To add to his
misery, a shot-furnace below had spilled
coals onto the gundeck, burning a score
of bare-footed gunners, and starting a
blaze that blew sparks up through an
open hatchway before being extinguish-
ed by watertubs.
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“Well,” he said to the mortified French
pilot, “for your sake I hope the forts are
a mile away.” If he didn’t have control
of the situation, Captain Neely at least
had control of himself. First ordering
Herrin to fish the split maintopmast, he
lowered the ship’s jollyboat to carry an
officer and leadsman to sound the nearby
waters.

Suddenly, they heard the echo of a dis-
tant gun, The sound came from behind
them.

“Fort Duballe,” M. Blanc stammered
in reply to Neely’s unspoken question.
“Firing at a cruiser, peut-étre.”

“Or signalling, peut-étre,” Neely sug-
gested. “Now, tell me, monsieur—where
are we?”

The terrified Royalist did not have to
answer, for with blithesomeness charac-
teristic of the coast, the fog lifted, and
revealed the position of the stranded
Pegasus. It was not the most felicitous.
A series of flashes illumined the hills on
either side of the channel, explosion beat
a thunderous tattoo, and the lieutenant
in the jollyboat almost caught a cannon-
ball in his lap.

THE Pegasus was within eight
hundred yards of two batter-
ies, traced on the cliffs by the

e light from their flaring guns.
And further upstream, beneath their
covering fire, the little town of St. Bon
snuggled contemptuously. Captain Nee-
ly dispassionately trained his night-glass
on the harbor ahead, gauged the range,
and lowered his telescope.

“Mr. Herrin,” he said, “you will sink
me those ships.”

“Aye aye, sir,” Healy replied matter-
of-factly, and imperturbably went below,
while fifty guns hammered at the forlorn
frigate, which, due to her diagonal posi-
tion thwart-wise in the channel, was able
to retort with only bow and stern
chasers. Her broadside, with the tra-
verse of gunports, could bear on the
score of privateers, whose masts were
silhouetted against the vari-hued roofs
of the slanting town.

Peter was surprised that the French
gunners in the barricades had not yet hit
the frigate, and realized uncomfortably
that they weren’t obliged to hurry, hav-

ing adequate leisure to pummel the Peg-
asus if her captain didn’t follow the path
of wisdom and surrender.

The moon, enlisted in the cause of
France, dropped a delicate mantle of
light over the estuary.

A lone eighteen-pounder boomed in
the Pegasus. Peter was fascinated by a
curving ball of fire that arched up into
the darkness and curved down onto the
docks of St. Bon. Another gun boomed
almost as the shot struck. The pyro-
technic display was entertaining to the
eye, but each represented a mass of red-
hot iron, and, Peter thought, it wouldn’t
be long before the French duplicated the
trick and with heavier shot.

The lieutenant in the jollyboat report-
ed back to the captain, who quietly re-
ceived the information that the main
stream was less than fifty yards to star-
board. He thoughtfully stepped his deck,
ignored the first hit made by the enemy
gunners, and pondered his difficulty. In
St. Bon, a rosy glow indicated that the
frigate’s guns were enjoying partial suc-
cess. Every man who watched him be-
lieved in his heart that Captain Neely
should abandon resistance before the
batteries got the Pegasus afloat through
the simple device of beating her to kind-
ling wood. If they were under weigh,
surrender was another thing entirely,
but they were virtually helpless, and
the sensible man tries to live to fight
another day. Captain Neely, however,
was peculiarly averse to lowering his
flag while he was still able to shout for
his marines.

“Mr. Dickoe!” he called imperiously.

Peter ran quickly to the doughty little
fighter, who spoke to him out of earshot
of the rest of the quarterdeck.

“I can find only one course open to me,”
Neely said. “Lead out a bower and cap-
stan to it.”

Except for one objection, Peter agreed
that the captain’s solution was practical.
“But the launch couldn’t carry an
anchor like that, sir,” he said. The launch
was the largest boat the Pegasus had, a
miniature ship, yet quite inadequate to
the task of transporting one of the mas-
sive weights of iron seized up to the cat-
heads at the bows.

“Quite right, Mr. Dickoe,” said the
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captain, and Peter could have sworn
that he smiled. “The launch couldn’t.”
He pointed over the bulwark towards
flaming St. Bon, a half-mile away. “I’ll
wager you could find something there
that could, however.”

“Aye aye, sir,” Peter tried to say as
calmly as Major Marlow would have.
“What size boat, sir?”

“At least fifty tons, Mr. Dickoe,” the
captain replied.

Peter saluted. “Anderson!” he bawled.
“Muster the men at the launch!”

Captain Neely coughed. “Mr. Die-
koe—"

“Sir?” Peter asked, having wheeled to
2o to the longboat.

“Unfortunately, we can not withhold
our fire, y’ know. We’re here to do a job.
Secondarily, to escape.”

“Righto,” Peter said cheerfully. “At
least have Herrin stop shooting until we
are in the water, will you, sir?”

A sixty-four pound mortar shot drop-
ped onto the quarterdeck, punching
through the heavy planks and into the
ship’s batteries. “The fools are trying to
sink us,” Neely laughed. “Good luck,
Mr. Dickoe.”

~X A FEW minutes later, with
@- thirty men and a three-pound-
<~ er on the bow, the longboat
was cast off from her parent
ship. Almost instantly, a sheet of flame
sprouted from the impatient broadside.
Peter was knocked over by a hard thump
in the back. Sergeant Anderson fearfully
set him upright.

“Hurt, sir?”

“What the devil hit me?” Peter gasp-
ed.

Phlegmatically, the marines and sea-
men tugged at their oars while Anderson
silently handed Peter a rounded block of
green wood used to separate the red-hot
shot from the powder which was to pro-
pel it. A fountain of spray spurted by
their side.

“I think,” Peter said meditatively,
“we had better not steer a straight
course.”

His decision was well taken. The long-
boat ran a gantlet of fire that rocked the
small craft and made many of her occu-
pants wish they had been more devout

during the chaplain’s Sunday services.
As the longboat twisted towards St. Bon,
Peter prayed that the moon would go
and shine somewhere else, though it
kindly helped him to select a vessel to
attack. Approaching the blazing priva-
teers, he could observe that most were
doomed to destruction, but could not
appreciate the splendor of the spectacle,
because each pull of the sweeps brought
him closer to the deadly accuracy of
Lieutenant Herrin’s guns, methodically
combing the saucer of the harbor and
hammering the little ships into pyres.

““We want a vessel of fifty tons,” Peter
said to Anderson. “What d’ye think that
one is?”

The sergeant peered at the lugger
which Peter pointed out, and replied:
“Just right, sir.”

“Good,” Peter said. “Coxswain, fetch
us that sloop.”

They were within a hundred yards
when Herrin’s gunners took an interest
in the same ship. Peter was forward by
the three-pounder, when he was startled
to hear a hissing scream over his head.
Before he could look up to investigate,
he saw a red streak plunge into the water
scant yards before the longboat and ob-
served steam seething up prior to an en-
suing cascade of spray.

To add to his discomfort, the lugger
was prepared to resist. Her crew, instead
of being ashore like those of all the other
ships, were aboard because they were
contemplating a raid on English com-
merce. Since her guns couldn’t reach the
distance to the frigate, they intelligently
kept quiet, in the forlorn chance that the
Pegasus might be silenced before she
damaged the little ship.

At almost pointblank range, the lug-
ger’s side spat roses of fire, and Peter was
compelled to hear the always unpleasant
whine of cannon balls passing close to
him. Thanking his ancestors that the
privateersmen hadn’t used canister, he
shouted his men to a maximum effort,
discharged his three-pounder, thought-
fully charged with musket balls, into the
side of the sloop, and was the first man
to spring up onto her rail when the two
vessels collided. A pistol blossomed in
his face, he felt the impact of the slug on
his head, and tottered faintly onto the
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deck, after a glimpse into a score of ma-
levolent, swarthy countenances. He was
happy to note the surprise on the face of
the man who had shot him, for Peter,
in falling, dropped with the point of his
hanger directly at the chest of the
Frenchman.

Flat on the deck, he was weakly con-
scious of the short fight that stormed
about him, before Anderson propped him
onto a knee and bound up his bleeding
head. Someone shoved a canteen of rum
into his hand, he drank, and took
strength from the raw spirits.

“She’s ours, sir!” Anderson reported
jubilantly.

“Well, get the bloody blazes out of
here!” Peter growled. “Call those idiots
away from the guns!”

“And the prisoners, sir?”

“They probably wouldn’t like Eng-
land,” Peter replied. “Put ’em over the
side in their own boats.”

Leaving him by the helm, Anderson
persuaded the zealous marines and sea-
men to cease firing the lugger’s ridiculous
broadside of five three-pounders into the
nearby ships, and drove them to the
sails.

PETER was never fully aware
of the return journey, of the
necessity of towing the lugger
Loy out against a wind that per-
versely shifted as the sails were hoisted.

To the straining Englishmen, it seem-
ed as though every gun in France was
trying to hit the lugger and longboat,
and then suddenly there was the Peg-
asus, and Lieutenant Peter Dickoe was
climbing her ladder and reporting to
Captain Neely.

“Mission completed, sir. Eight men
wounded.”

Neely for once let his emotions get the
better of him and engaged in the dis-
graceful demonstration of warmly shak-
ing a subordinate’s hand, and slapping
him on the shoulder before bellowing to
a lieutenant to get down into the sloop.

Dazed, Peter clutched the taffrail,
while cannon thudded, iron slammed
into the Pegasus, men were maimed or
}Iiilled, and his knees loosened beneath

im.
The lgger was skillfully brought

under the starboard bow of the frigate,
a huge anchor was lowered tenderly onto
her stern, and the launch dragged the
laden vessel obliquely away towards the
center of the water way. Seventy yards
distant, with the cannonade from the
batteries threatening momentarily to
sink them, the seamen dropped the an-
chor down into the mud, where its flukes
sank deep.

“Now,” sighed Captain Neely con-
tentedly, when the capstan was manned
and the hawser to the cable tautened,
“that’s better.” He beckoned to a mid-
shipman. “My compliments to Mr.
Herrin,” he said, “and tell him I'd appre-
ciate it greatly if he would expedite his
firing.”

Deafened by the concussion of the
heavy guns, Lieutenant Herrin’s smoke-
blackened face was distorted by a spasm
of anger as he ordered the midshipman
to return his compliments to the captain
and tell him he could come below himself
if he thought he could shoot any faster.
As for Lieutenant Herrin, he was satis-
fied the crews were doing more than their
best. Incautiously, the midshipman re-
peated the conversation to Captain Nee-
ly, who surprised his listeners by laugh-
ing amiably, and remarking that Herrin
had a quick temper and could have all
the time he wanted, just so the Pegasus
didn’t have to land her marines and
storm the batteries.

So, for fully a half-hour longer, the
Pegasus blasted at the privateers, until
each one was either sunk or aflame, and
then and only then, Licutenant Herrin
forced his slim body to mount the quar-
terdeck where he announced the execu-
tion of his orders.

“It’s time to be going,” Captain Neely
announced jovially. He had good reason
to be pleased, having accomplished the
impossible mission he had been sent to
do, and being granted the boon of a
chance to escape.

The waisters tugged on the bars of the
capstan, but a nine hundred ton ship is
not precisely a toy when it comes to
moving her. The hawser lifted in a
straight line, stretched, but the Pegasus
did not budge. Without waiting for the
command, Peter flung his marines onto
the levers, where their strength and
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weight helped to push the bars inch by
inch around the mighty column of the
capstan, and, correspondingly, inch by
inch, the keel of the Pegasus dredged
through the mud, until, after a few eons,
she broke loose from the bottom and
floated free in the channel.

The wind was against the frigate’s big
square sails, the two boats which had
remained on her deck were smashed by
cannonballs, and a lucky hit had sent
the launch to the bottom with the loss of
a man. Captain Neely was, therefore,
overwhelmed to discover that the lug-
ger’s fore and aft rig was able to take the
wind, and the lugger, in turn, able to
take the frigate in tow.

“Mr. Herrin,” the captain remarked,
looking at the two batteries which were
harassing them, “what are you think-
ing?”

The grim little first lieutenant silently
went back to his divisions, each of which
was now able to train on the batteries.
His accurate gunfire sent rocky splinters
flying through embrasures and brought
the benefits of peace to many a turbulent

.Gallic heart. Gun after gun in the
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French barricades ceased operating,
their volume of fire slackened off, and
the Pegasus enjoyed the comparative
security of having only a score of cannon
throwing iron after her slowly retreating
hull.

Then the forts dropped out of range,
and the skies were quiet.

AS the last echoes died away,
the crew aboard the frigate
licked wounds, briefly com-
mented on the virtues of their
deceased comrades, and stoically tried to
get their ship into a semblance of sailing
condition. It was a pathetic attempt.
All the topmasts were down, every mast
and spar was struck, what was left of the
rigging hung in confused webs. The hull
had housed a dozen balls between wind
and water, while only one pump was suf-
ficiently intact to compete with the
water that swilled into the hold.

Their condition would have been des-
perate had it not been for Fort Duballe,
which made their condition hopeless. As
they looked at the puny lugger dragging
the frigate, and thought of the mighty
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guns in casemates of the fortress that
dominated the entrance of the channel
to St. Bon, the men of the Pegasus were
willing to admit they had fought the
good fight, and desired to surrender ami-
cably where there was still opportunity.

Lieutenant Herrin had much the same
trepidations, and ventured to broach the
matter to his captain. “Sir, hadn’t we
better consider—”

“Why, Mr. Herrin!” the captain inter-
rupted majestically. “I believe it was
you who earlier this evening advised me
to ‘never despair.””

Herrin unobtrusively went forward to
supervise the hacking away of wreckage,
The crew was aware of the inflexible
character of their skipper. So long as he
had a plank under him, he’d fight. Cap-
tain Neely was proud of his ship and his
flag, and his pride had filtered into the
hearts of his men, but they knew when
to quit, and he did not, which was possi-
bly the reason he held the King’s com-
mission, while they manned the braces.

Crawling to the opening of the chan-
nel, where Fort Duballe was unquestion-
ably preparing a reception, the Pegasus
was like a wounded lion seeking sanctu-
ary and ready to tear whomever would
seek to molest it, even though the effort
took its final spurt of energy. Peter was
indifferent to their future, because he felt
that the open sea would sink the ship if
the French didn’t, and he resigned him-
self with the captain to placid waiting
for the first sounds of gunfire.

It was nearly dawn, when they heard
the uproar of heavy cannon. The fort
was hidden by a neck of land. Ten min-
utes would bring both the frigate and the
lugger beneath its batteries. Peter saw
the captain incline his head, listen earn-

Mﬁf///

s

Iy

ADVENTURE

estly, look up at the sky for a moment,
move his lips as though in prayer, and
then summon his first officer.

Herrin ran up quickly, hopeful that
the captain had reconsidered his deter-
mination to see the adventure to the end.

“Mr. Herrin,” said the captain, “dis-
miss the larboard watch to breakfast.”

“Sir?” gasped the first lieutenant.

“Dismiss the larboard watch to break-
fast,” Neely roared. “And be quick
about it!”

Positive that the captain had gone
mad, and yet well-disciplined, Herrin
shrugged and sent the baffled larboard
watch below, where they disconsolately
ate cold food and hoped that cannonballs
wouldn’t pulp them before they knew it.
The starboard watch, remaining on
duty, envied their mates who had the
chance to put something into their stom-
achs before dying. The officers hoped
that the enemy would be considerate
enough to transmit the last letters each
had written home. Captain Neely won-
dered if anyone would break. Peter re-
called dully that he was the last of the
Dickoes—

No one need have worried, for as the
Pegasus rounded the neck of land that
would betray her to Fort Duballe, they
found that the Frenchmen were too busy
replying to the concerted cannonfire of
four British ships-of-the-line to concern
themselves with a medium-sized frigate
and an under-sized lugger.

Before going to his breakfast, Captain
Neely said in a loud voice, that all hands
on deck could hear: “Bless the Lords of
the Admiralty!”

Lieutenant Peter Dickoe was too
weary to join in the three cheers that
saluted the benediction.




SEA POWER
BELONGS AT SEA

By R. W. DALY

WHICH IS LESSON NO. 4 IN THE MATERIAL EDUCATION OF YOUNG
LIEUTENANT PETER DICKOE OF HIS MAJESTY’S MARINES

ERGEANT ANDERSON whis-

pered imperiously into Peter

Dickoe’s ear. “Lieutenant!” Peter
was instantly awake, sitting up from
the sandbag on which he had been rest-
ing his head for a few moments of sleep
during the early hours of the morning.

“What is it?” he asked in a low voice.

“Listen,” Anderson replied, and held
a finger to his lips.

Peter strained his ears. The ships off-
shore were still bombarding Pointe St.
Clement. Flashes of gunfire lit the wa-
ter about them. Then he heard it, north-
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Under Snape’s competent direction the
English seamen gleefully aimed at a
French battalion.

ward on the ridged beach—the rollick-
some, laughing songs of the Republicans.

“It’s a scouting patrol, sir,” Anderson
whispered incredulously. In his days of
soldiering, a patrol didn’t advertise it-
self to the enemy.

“They’re damned slow in pressing an
advantage,” Peter remarked. He was on
his feet, moving among the fifty seamen
and marines who were with him in the
little redoubt they had carved out of the
sand of Quiberon peninsula. He looked
towards Fort Penthiévre, six hundred
yards away, the nail on the thumb of
land which had been the scene of a
week’s fierce fighting between the
Comte d’'Hervilly’s Royalist émigrés and
General Lazare Hoche’s mad revolution-
aries.
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“Ten men,” he ordered. “Draw flints.
Bayonets only.”

While Anderson selected his marines,
Peter went over to his subordinate offi-
cer, the Honorable Roger Snape. “Wake
up!” he whispered, and clasped a hand
over Snape’s mouth as he struggled out
of a heavy sleep. When his eyes were
wide open, Peter released his grip.
“They’re prowling,” he said. “Anderson
and I are going to see what can be
done.”

“Don’t be a fool!
won’t spot us.”

Peter studied the masterpiece that re-
presented a canvas-sack breastworks,
cunningly concealed in a hump of land,
so that a pair of three-pounder field
guns could fire along the beach as well
as across the peninsula or towards the
fort. “We've got to be sure,” he said.
“Y’ know the orders.”

“Aye aye, sir,” Snape growled.

Peter did not like the fellow, who had
wealth and a good chance for a title.
Snape was third lieutenant of the Fide-
lité, and as arrogant as a lad in the last
formm of grammar school, insisting upon
a recognition of his superiority in rank,
intelligence and ideas, which Peter was
unwilling to grant, because Peter was
not a hypocrite. It was unfortunate as
well as inexplicable that Snape had
volunteered to accompany Peter ashore
when Captain Neely requested one of
his lieutenants to put himself under
Peter’s orders during a secret mission.
Peter experienced difficulty in keeping
the fellow in place. “If anything hap-
pens,” he said, “hold off till the last in-
stant.”

“Aye aye, sir,” Snape replied, touch-
ing his cocked hat.

There was a touch of patronage in his
voice that, another time, would have
called for hot resentment, but Peter did
not feel in a position to offer a challenge.
He stifled his anger with the recollection
that they would soon be back on the
Fidelité, where he could have a slight
conversation with his companion. In
general, Snape wasn’t well thought of
aboard the seventy-four gun ship-of-the-
line that had been given to Captain
Neely for his outstanding services on
the Jamaica station and the Brittany.

Sit tight—they

At first, Peter had been amused by the
fellow’s sententiousness, which took an
airing in ruthless criticism of the Ad-
miralty, then the novelty of listening to
treasonous tirades wore off, and Peter
considered him a bore. He wouldn’t
have minded so much if Snape’s ideas
had been original, yet everyone knew
that his mind was an avaricious sponge
that absorbed platitudes. Almost every
wardroom officer had been present when
Major Marlow stamped through with
the exclamation, “Sea power belongs at
sea!” but Snape had made the remark
his own, and for the last week annoyed
Peter with embroiderings upon that
theme.

Peter didn’t believe in the axiom, pre-
ferring to deem sea power omnipotent.

“Remember,” he warned, “we want
this position concealed until the last
possible second.”

Snape nodded disdainfully, to indicate
that he did not have to have ideas re-
peated interminably before he grasped
their meaning.

“Ready, sir,” Anderson said.

“Good,” Peter muttered, mounted the
barricade, and slipped into the thistle-
patched sand. Eleven forms followed
his, and crouched beside him. He looked
back. The breastworks was hardly an
arm’s length above the level of the
ground, and seemed to be an indigenous
part of the ridge. Only by stumbling
into it, would a careful patrol discover
its existence. He had chosen well.

THE three ships-of-the-line
and six frigates under Sir
John Warren’s command con-
tinued to pound at the heights
of Sainte Barbe, which had repulsed
d’Hervilly’s desperate attacks. Solely
by that covering barrage had the dis-
heartened Royalists been able to strag-
gle back into Fort Penthiévre. The Re-
publicans were slow to pursue, sensibly
waiting for night partially to screen
their movements from the deadly Brit-
ish gunners.
“D’ ye see ’em?” Peter asked.

Anderson pointed. Less than a hun-
dred yards down the peninsula, which
was barely a half-mile wide, Peter saw
the figures of men in the moonlight.
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“Fine,” he said. “Let’s get behind

em.”

Silently, the British marines snaked
in little rushes that brought them closer
and closer to a roistering band of five-
score revolutionaries. When they came
within pistol shot, Peter gathered his
men into a compact group, scabbarded
bayonets fixed on muzzles, so that the
polished steel wouldn’t catch the slight
light. They were sheltered in a thatch
of spiney grass that scratched their ex-
posed flesh.

Holding his breath, Peter watched the
foremost cluster of men pass by to his
left. Others headed directly for his
cover, turned aside to avoid the thick
growth, and left him to encounter a re-
maining dozen who were acting as a
rearguard.

The fort thundered into activity,
throwing a blast of solid shot aimlessly
over the peninsula. Peter could hear the
laughs and comments of the Frenchmen,
as they blithely ignored the firing. Then
they were past the Englishmen.

“What were they saying?” he whis-
pered to Anderson.

“Gor,” Anderson replied, “I don’t
know, sir.”

Disappointed in his sergeant, whom
he had considered to be an encyclopedia
of knowledge, Peter motioned his men
to turn about and trail the patrol. With
the blast and echoes of cannon to obli-
terate the sound of their feet, the mar-
ines, undetected, tracked after the
French.

Peter’s chief concern was that his re-
doubt should remain unnoticed. It had
been made while the Royalists had con-
trol of the peninsula, and was then too
insignificant to excite attention, but in
the reversal of fortune—anticipated by
Sir John Warren— his breastworks
would serve to cover the flank of an
embarking movement from the fort, and
thus assumed an importance beyond
proportion to its size.

To his surprise, the patrol halted.
Peter’s tongue slipped down his throat.
If the French had seen his redoubt, they
would attempt to take it, and Snape
was the man to stop them, as long as
there was canister rammed down the
cylinders of two field-guns.

“Halt!” he said to his men, and mo-
tioned them to spread out on their
it‘omachs. Anderson sprawled beside

im.

“What is it, sir?” he asked. He should
have been excited, but Sergeant Ander-
son had seen the thread of his life in
jeopardy too many times to be worried
about a hundred Frenchmen.

The patrol was scarcely twenty yards
away. “Damme!” Peter whispered.
“Keep quiet!” In the darkness, he
couldn’t distinguish their commander,
which would have relieved him greatly.
The French were lost without an officer
to direct them, and Peter would have
liked to deprive them of leadership if he
could. The patrol gabbled for a few
minutes, during each second giving
Peter a right to nervous prostration as
he wondered if Snape would have the
patience to refrain from cutting loose at
such a magnificent target.

Then, for no apparent reason, they
turned to the right and started off to-
wards the other side of the peninsula.
Their strength was abruptly augmented
by another hundred men who appeared
from the direction of the fort. They all
stood still again.

“What the hell?” Anderson muttered.

PETER rose to a knee to

study the changed situation.

His little barricade was prac-

tically out of danger, but he
was puzzled. “Sergeant,” he asked, “did
those other chaps get past while I
slept?”

Anderson was grieved to think that
his officer could consider him so derelict
in duty and hearing. “No, sir,” he said
decidedly.

“Maybe they’re
mused dubiously.

“They could have come from the
other side,” Anderson suggested.

Peter admitted the possibility, but
couldn’t afford to guess. “We’ll bag one
of ’em,” he said. “Then we’ll know.”

Anderson peered up at his young,
broad-backed lieutenant, wanted to say
something, didn’t, and resigned himself
to a task which he correctly deemed to
be gutside the pale of prudence. “Right,
sir.

deserters,” Peter
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“Send the men back,” Peter directed.
“This is a show for you and me.”

Crawling towards the voluble French-
men, who sputtered in close competition
with the incessant booming of guns,
Peter was fully aware that his impulse
would possibly put him on the casualty
lists of the Times Gazette. But the
knowledge didn’t swerve him. He was
genuinely curious.

Again he drew close enough to the
Frenchmen to hear what they were say-
ing, had he understood their language.
Anderson hugged the sand, and listened
to whispered instructions. “We’'ll wait
until they go back to their lines, and get
the last one. T'll take the chap’s legs;
you take his head and shoulders. If he
makes a sound, you may expect fifty
lashes.”

Anderson grinned. Peter was one offi-
cer who had never sent an enlisted man
to the gangway to be flogged, and the
sergeant appreciated the warning as an
indication of the gravity with which his
lieutenant regarded their plight, realiz-
ing as awell as Peter, that if their victim
made outery or struggle, neither marine
would again tread the planks of the
Fidelité. “Aye aye, sir,” he murmured.
“How ’bout ’im?”

Peter squinted at the potential cap-
tive, a stocky individual in a white coat,
who, if the group turned directly
around, would be rearmost. He frowned.
Many of the Comte d’Hervilly’s troops
wore the white uniforms of the Bour-
bons, but this was the first he had ever
beheld on a revolutionary. So far as he
was concerned, it confirmed his conjec-
ture that deserters from the fort were
coming to the Republicans. “That’s the
beggar,” he agreed. “Hole in.”

They waited tedious minutes, while
the Frenchmen apparently discussed
everything, including the next election
of Deputies. Peter cursed himself for
never having mastered the language of
France, being able to sort out only a
few words from the torrent. Finally,
their differences settled, the Frenchmen
started up the peninsula.

“Up anchor,” Peter whispered.

Like hawks, the marines darted at the
white-coated Frenchman who was near-
est them. Peter plucked the man’s feet

off the ground in the same instant that
Anderson’s brown hands throttled his
windpipe. In unison, they brought him
to the ground, silenced his wriggling
protests, and kept him motionless while
the patrol leisurely retreated in casual
disdain of the fort’s bombardment,
which gradually slackened and stopped.

When the patrol was out of sight, An-
d'el;son beamed at his officer. “Well,
sir?”

“Let him up,” Peter said, rising and
dusting his clothes.

The Frenchman did not take advan-
tage of his liberty. He remained stub-
bornly on the ground. Bending down to
investigate the prisoner’s obstinacy,
Peter discovered that their victim’s eyes
were blissfully shut. “Sergeant,” he
said grimly, “if you've killed him, I’ll
tear your hide off myself.”

“Let’s get him back to the redoubt,
sir,” Anderson advised worriedly.

When they dropped over the rim of
their barricade with the captive, Snape
was vociferously happy to see them.
“Another minute and I'd have gone aft-
er you.”

“Thanks,” Peter replied wryly. “D’
ye sling their lingo?”

“Yes,” Snape said. “Why?”

“If this chap ever wakes up, find out
who he is and why he was wandering
around,” Peter replied. “I'm curious.”

g ii the prisoner ultimately open-

ed his eyes. Snape commenced
an interrogation that apparently was
not French, for the examination was a
monologue on his part.

“I thought y’ spoke the language,”
Peter said mildly after a while.

Snape glared at him. “He’s a stub-

born dog,” he vowed. “I’ve lived in
Paris and never had trouble before.”

Anderson prevented a quarrel. “Lieu-
tenant,” he said to Peter, “if you'd go
to the beach and back, this lark would
be so happy to see you again, he’d burst
with talkin’.”

Peter rested a thumb in his swordbelt
and considered the proposal. He didn’t
know why the prisoner would become
talkative, but Anderson unquestionably

REVIVED by Anderson’s
frantically rough measures,
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Throug the night Peter watched the
southeast gate.

had his methods. The ethics of the prob-
lem disturbed him, until he recalled that
he wasn’t in a position to scruple.

“Come along,” he said to Snape.

“I say, now” Snape objected.

“Mister Snape,” Peter said coldly, “if
you please.”

The officers strolled down to the
beach below the breastworks and re-
turned. As Anderson had predicted, the
Frenchman bubbled with information.
Snape’s examination was lengthy, and
when he finished, his face was white.
“You were right, Dickoe,” he said. “The
fort will be betrayed.”

“When?” Peter demanded.

Snape dazedly looked across the pen-
insula, wordlessly expressive. Peter
went to the parapet, and wished that
he had his father’s vocabulary to voice
the bitter rage that was in his heart.
On the other side, he could make out a
huge column of men marching on the
fort.

“Sergeant!” he cried. “Take two men
and warn the Count!”

Anderson was gone in a second,
sprinting the short distance to the
mighty bastions of Penthievre. Peter
watched the three marines gain admis-
sion and counted the space of four min-
utes, while General Hoche’s column pon-
derously moved upon the place. Then
the marines were out of the fort, and
panting in the redoubt.

Anderson seemed comatose.

“Well?” Peter demanded.

“They didn’t believe us, sir!” Ander-
son gasped.

Peter stared up at the dark clouds
which were creeping through the sky,
counted slowly, and then turned to
Snape. “Did you write your letters?”
he asked.

Snape nodded. His letters home were
safe aboard the Fidelité.

“Will you go to the fort or shall 1?”
he asked.

“Sir,” Anderson interjected, “it
wouldn’t do any good. I spoke to the
officer of the guard myself.”

Reflectively, Peter surveyed his
breastworks. “Turn our guns on the
fort,” he said at last.

Snape was alarmed. “Ye’re not fir-
ing?” he cried.

Peter shook his head. “Not unless we
have to,” he said. “There’s going to be
an embarkation in the morning.” He
looked out into the bay, where the
might of the Royal Navy was powerless
to frustrate the treachery which was
about to destroy the fruit of all the
weeks of fighting. ‘“Fortunately,” he
said, “they’re coming from the seaward
side. Maybe our ships can get them in
the dawn.”

“Sea power—" Snape began, and did
not finish, because Peter curtly threat-
ened to turn him over to Sergeant An-
derson if he did.

HISTORY has recorded the
butchery perpetrated by Gen-
eral Hoche at Fort Pen-
thievre, which the Royalists
defended against the onslaughts of over-
whelming numbers and traitors in their
own ranks who suddenly cried out for
the Revolution and cut down the com-
rades beside whom they had been fight-
ing. The horrors of civil strife stalked
through the grim old fortress, as the
Comte d’Hervilly fought from wall to
wall, desperately awaiting the dawn
which could bring him succor from his
English allies.

Through the night, Peter kept his
eyes on the south-east gate, which had
not fallen, but was watched by a vul-
ture-like brigade of grenadiers. He kept
his men calm as they crouched hidden

1
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within shouting distance of the enemy,
and kept their minds from their trouble
by diverting them with the manufacture
of grenades. He wondered if his gunners
would be able to get their matches lit
in time, should an enemy force blunder
onto their breastworks, and abandoned
the speculation as a defeatist attitude.

He welcomed the leaden shades of
dawn with the realization that it was
probably his last, was amazed to dis-
cover that he didn’t care, and welcomed
the approach of the longboats of the
flotilla, heading towards the beleagured
fort. As the boats drew near, the French
opened up from a hastily constructed
battery of light guns near the gate, to
which the British tartly replied with
bow-mounted carronades.

“Light your matches,” Peter ordered,
and the gunners set to work with flint
and steel. “Thirty marines on this side,
the others watch the main column.” He
frowned momentarily. “Take off your
hats and wigs.”

The marines were delighted to be rid
of the cumbersome headgear and masses
of powdered hair, blessing Peter for his
commiseration in their last moments.
As the sun mounted behind them, they
saw formation after formation of French
troops drawn up in prepartion to dis-
perse the foray.

“Hoche is no fool,” Peter muttered
approvingly.

Seamen gripped the coffee-stained
sand-bags that obstructed the embras-
ures of the guns, longing for the word to
clear for action. Neglected and gagged,
the prisoner disconsolately sat on a box
of canister and meditated his fate. Peter
wondered what the Revolutionists
would do to the fellow if they caught
him alive in the breastworks. As the
matches sputtered, they sent twin
streams of smoke into the air. Peter
prayed that their presence wouldn’t be
detected before the Royalists sallied,
and his piety was rewarded by the open-
ing of Fort Penthiévre’s south-east gate.
The grenadiers eagerly presented their
bayonets for the charge.

“Open ports!” Peter commanded.

Under Snape’s competent direction,
the English seamen gleefully snatched
screening bags away from the muzzles

of the two field-pieces. Expert eyes had
the guns aimed at a battalion just rais-
ing their muskets.

“Fire!” Peter said.

Canister is composed of musket-balls
packed into tubes. Each of the guns
was loaded with a pair of cases, there-
fore twelve pounds of flying lead
sprayed the after ranks of Colonel Joy-
net’s regiment, depriving that gallant
officer of the services of some three-score
men, and persuading him to turn his at-
tention away from the hateful émigrés.

Peter laughed as the French, in con-
fusion, dropped to the ground to confer
about the unexpected and unwitnessed
attack. The Royalists came out of the
gate with muskets at the ready. The
French battery was directed to ignore
the gunboats, and knock out the strange
redoubt, whose location, thanks to
Peter’s thoughtfulness in keeping the
heads of his men down, was not precise-
ly known, though the fuming linstocks
raised a thin vapor that dispersed in the
breeze.

A regiment from the other side of the
peninsula, summoned by courier, re-
solutely trotted on a diagonal towards
Peter’s position. Thanks to his fore-
sight in arranging embrasures, he was
ready for them, and Snape smashed the
head of their column. The remainder
awkwardly deployed as skirmishers.

“Good, what?” Snape said.

“They haven’t stopped,” Peter curtly
reminded him.

Their little success involved giving
away their location, and Peter was dis-
tressed to hear the familiar sound of
cannonballs winging scant feet above
the lip of his barricade. “Tut,” he mur-
mured.

As the seamen reloaded their guns,
Peter peeped through an embrasure at
the fort. He had often heard of the fury
of French soldiers, and was given a per-
sonal demonstration. “Stations!” he
shouted in alarm.

The marines popped their bared
heads above the breastworks in time to
look into the frenzied faces of a wave of
attackers. “Aim!” Peter roared. Stoical-
ly, the well-trained marines leveled their
muskets at men charging less than for-
ty yards distant. “Fire!” Peter com-
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manded. Every shot from the sheet of
flame took effect. The two field-guns
contributed their quota of musketballs,
and reduced the remnant of the first
wave to heaps of kicking flesh.

A TRIO of longboats per-

#%, ccived Peter’s dilemma, and

- momentarily spared him the

trouble of hand to hand com-

bat with the rest of the attackers by

raking the beach with blasts of canister

from their carronades. Unfortunately,

their volume of fire encompassed Peter’s

breastworks, and wounded a marine sev-
erely in the head.

The attackers on the other side were
within striking distance, and trotted
with sullen ferocity upon the miniscular
English fortification. It was an assault
Peter had to beat off as best he could.
The longboats couldn’t do anything to
help him.

“Steady,” he cautioned his men, while
Snape spurred the reloading of the field-
guns. He had half the marines fire a
volley, which made an impression on the
assailants, held his fire of the second

half until the French were within ten
yards, and crumpled the headmost with
another volley. He glanced at Snape,
who shrugged. The field-guns weren’t
reloaded, the enemy was too close for
grenades to stop them. There was only
one course open to Peter. “Boarders
away!” he shouted, climbed the parapet,
and, hanger in hand, lunged at the near-
est French officer, who, astounded by
the apparition, fell an easy victim.

The marines closed with the first
rank. Their bayonets struck with the
rapidity and control of practice, and
only one of their number lost his per-
sonal contest. The second rank went
down before the superior bayonet-work
of the veteran marines, attesting the
age-old truth that the professional is
more competent than the enthusiastic
amateur. A third wave grappled, and
was vanquished.

Looking at the shricking horde that
continued to pour at them, Peter was
wondering how he could stop them with
the bayonet alone, superbly tooled as it
was, when small clouds of dust flared
up in the midst of the French, men
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screamed in anguish, and the regiment
hesitated in uncertainty.

“Hallo,” Snape shouted from the
breastworks, where he was calmly lob-
bing hand grenades as they were passed
up to him by his gunner’s mate. “Fall
back!” He tossed another bomb over
the heads of the marines into the French.

“Back!” Peter shouted, as zealots in
the enemy’s files dropped to knees and
discharged a ragged volley that pitched
four of his men into the sand. Picking
up their wounded, the marines regained
the breastworks, and helped Snape to
throw more grenades. But the bombs
had fuses, which could not be too short,
else they might tear off the thrower’s
arm, and they could not contro}l the
sand immediately ahead of the barri-
cade, where, with renewed vigor, the
French threatened to arrive.

“Ready, sir!” shouted the gunner’s
mate.

“Fire one!” Peter bellowed, marveling
at the rigid formality of the Navy.

A gun slammed its spadetail into the
sand and coughed out a cargo of lead.
“Fire two!” Peter commanded, and the
second field-piece blasted musket-balls
at the enemy. The combined hail
crushed one of the most zealous regi-
ments of the Republic. Despite the flat-
swording of their officers, the French-
men turned and ran.

“Close, sir,” Anderson sighed.

Peter was nauseated by the sight di-
rectly ahead of his guns. “They’ll be
back,” he said dully.

“Sir!” shouted a corporal. “The
gate!”

Peter looked. The grenadiers had
fallen vengefully upon the Royalists
trying to reach the sanctuary of the
longboats, now within pistol range of
the shore and ready to receive the de-
feated Comte d’Hervilly. The burly
Republicans bore down their adversar-
ies, who had been exhausted by the tedi-
ous battling in the fort.

He readily made up his mind. It was
senseless to try and fire cannon into that
melee from his position and hope that
his bullets would miss the Royalists.
“Spike the guns,” he said, and testily
overrode Snape’s objections.

When the works was rendered useless

through the destruction of its field-
pieces, Peter dismissed Snape to the
shore with the wounded and seamen. A
longboat would be able to pick them up.
“And you?” Snape asked.

Peter shrugged. “Orders are to create
a divertissement,” he said. “Nice to
have known you.”

Anderson saluted. “Ready, sir.”

“Double file,” Peter said. “March!”

\
@’ paced resolutely through the
sand until Peter halted them
a hundred yards away from the combat
at the gate, forming them into a wedge
which could handle assaul*s from the
grenadiers or from the other side.

“Pick off their officers,” he said.

He did not want to give that order,
but felt he had no choice. It was the
only way his band could make an im-
pression before the numbers of the
French lashed out and overwhelmed
them. The marines knelt in the sand
and stoically went to work. Their ac-
curate independent musketry crumpled
officer after officer, and the fighting of
the grenadiers correspondingly suffered,
groups of Royalists being able to close
fronts for mutual defence.

Occasionally, a marine groaned and
toppled into the sand.

“Sir,” Anderson said, coming to Peter
where he stood at the angle of the
wedge, “hadn’t ye—"

“Sergeant,” he replied, “I'm giving
them the same chance at me. Makes
things even.”

Now, there are times when an en-
listed man forgets the penalties involved
in touching an officer. Whether or not
Anderson was guilty of this lapse of
memory or merely remembering an in-
cident in the West Indies when the lieu-
tenant had saved his life, Peter never
knew. Nevertheless, Peter’s foot slipped
beneath him, and he awkwardly
dropped to a knee, Anderson solemnly
asking if he had been hit.

“Not by a bullet,” Peter replied sober-

HIS thirty-odd marines, still
minus their hats and wigs,

ly.
Anderson indicated a rise of land
some three hundred yards away. A
group of French officers sat on horses,
and observed the grenadiers at slaugh-
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ter. Anderson wordlessly sighted a mus-
ket. Peter pushed up the barrel.

“Your lead’s better spent there,” he
remarked, pointing to the gate.

He was happy to see that the long-
boats had beached, and were taking off
frantic Royalists. His unselfish pleas-
ure was disrupted by the sudden recoil
of the grenadiers away from the grape-
shot fired by a group of gunboats and
sloops standing offshore, because the
grenadiers, deprived of one prey, flailed
out at another.

“Steady,” he murmured to his mar-
ines, and wished he could say the same
to his heart.

Death raced at them with all the
speed of blood-lusting Frenchmen. Peter
resigned himself to permanent residence
in the soil of France. He glanced at the
stolid faces of his men. They were un-
afraid, deadly. It was some consolation
to realize they would fight with him to
the last.

“Dickoe!” he heard a voice trumpet-
ing. “Lie flat!”

Looking out to sea, he saw Snape
standing on the gunwale of a sloop, des-

perately waving his arms. Peter got his
men down in time to avoid being doused
by the storm of grape which the sloop
flicked over the shore. From the prone
position, his men sniped the nearest
grenadiers.

Checked by the menace of the guns
in the sloop, the grenadiers passed Peter,
permitting him and his men to wade
out into the water under a continuous
rattle of musketry that struck three
marines.

As he was dragged over the side of the
doughty little sloop, Peter restrained an
impulse to kiss her sturdy strakes.
Snape stood waiting for him. “We were
able to get at least seventy per cent of
the Royalists off,” he said. “Not bad,
considering—" He raised his handsome
brows.

Peter, having arrived at a new con-
viction, stated the thought uppermost
in both their minds. “Righto,” he mur-
mured. “Considering that sea power be-
longs at sea.”

Snape grinned, slapped him on the
shoulder, and they went below to the
commander’s cabin for some hot cocoa.
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“Holy prophets!” breathed
the chief engineer. “He’s
going to fire. ...’

VERY sixty seconds the fog siren

sent its prolonged shuddering

moan through the thick night.
The whole ship trembled beneath that
great voice crying out against darkness,
peril, and war. The sound faded. There
was the rush of water under the bows,
the angry rhythm of seas smashing
against her quarter, and then, muffled

50

out of the blind night, the glooming of
another whistle. Again the sea’s pon-
derous washing before the abysmal cry
broke out from the Cumberland’s fun-
nel.

In the master’s cabin, under the light-
less bridge, three men bent over the bed
where Captain Nevers tossed and
writhed. The siren shivered through the
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ship and his voice rose, broken and fran-
tic. “Mines—magnetic mines. We're
over a mine field!”

He struggled against the pillows, his
face fired with fever, his eyes glassy.
“Hard a-starb’rd. Hard over!”

At the bed’s foot the steward mut-
tered unecasily and the chief engineer
chewed his lip. It is not easy to see a
ship’s commander in delirium.

When he sank down, the sweat stood
out on his tortured face. It gleamed in
the lamplight while Mr. Pollack, first
officer, wrung out a cloth.

“More cold water, steward.”

The steward, a little, worried man
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with restless fingers, bobbed into the
lavatory. The captain moaned again.
Abruptly the cabin door flew open and
a swirl of wet air crossed the room.

“That curtain—"

Mr. Pollack’s voice was tired aud low,
but there was a tenseness in it that
startled the cadet officer in his fog-wet
oilskins. He fitted the blown shade
tightly over the window. Above him
the whistle roared.

“Fog’s thickening, sir. Convoy orders
half speed.”

“Tell Mr. March. Half speed.”

“Yes, sir.” The boy stood in the half
light, his face white under the gleaming
brim of his sou’wester. “The captain,
sir—how is he?”

At that moment Captain Nevers sat
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up rigid. His eyes stared in a sudden
glassy terror. “Lights out! Lights out,
Mr. Pollack!”

“Yes, sir,” Mr. Pollack said patiently.
He was a tall, stooped man with gray-
ing hair and deep lines creasing his face.
He turned the lampshade and the bed
lay in shadow.

The beads gleamed again on that
fevered face. “Lights out!” The broken
voice rose in command. A desperate
voice with twenty years’ authority ring-
ing through delirium. “Lights out, I
tell you! We're in submarine waters.”

“Yes, sir.” Mr. Pollack turned the
switch and there was only the captain’s
breath, panting in the dark.

Overhead the siren moaned. When it
stopped, in the sudden yawning quiet, a
new sound came from the dark bed—a
rattle, dry and husky, in the captain’s
throat.

“Mr. Ransom.” The mate’s voice was
gentle and sad, like a hand reaching out
in the darkness. “Tell Mr. March to
stay on till four bells. And call Mr.
Waters then. They'll share the watch.”

“Yes, sir.” The cadet stumbled out
on deck.

9_ AS THE wall clock chimed

" three bells: Mr. Pollack was

- ,— bent over the green-shaded
% light at the captain’s desk.
The lamp caught the lines in his face
and the dark stubble, patched with
gray, of a three-day beard. He dipped
the pen and wrote in his cramped, care-
ful up-and-down hand: Fog thickened
after midnight. Slowed to half speed on

convoy’s orders. Captain Nevers died
at 4:35 A. M.

As he put the smooth log away the
Jamp gleamed on the revolver at the
back of the drawer. He stared at it like
a man seeing a memory. His shoulders
sagged and his eyes grew desolate. He
didn’t hear the door open and he didn’t
see the shadow over his shoulder till the
tray stood before him. He closed the
drawer so hard that the thermos jug
spilled over.

“Black coffee, sir.
wiches.”

“Thank you, steward.”

He drank two cups of coffee and

And some sand-

pulled on his oilskin coat. Outside, the
fog struck his fatigued face with a
grateful freshness. He climbed the com-
panion ladder and found the bridge wing
deserted—the lookout was on the lee
side. Through the glass door of the
wheelhouse he saw the moving ruby tip
of Mr. March’s cigarette. But Mr. Pol-
lack stood outside, above the weather
cloth, with the fog blowing on him. For
ten seconds his ears were sealed with
the cry of the siren. In the interval he
waited for the call, ghostly and an-
guished, out of the muffled night. And
slowly an exultation braced his shoul-
ders and squared his unshaven jaw.

Command. Mr. Pollack was fifty-
nine years old and he could pass for
sixty-five. A man can’t go to sea for
forty years and not want his own ship.
Even if he has long ago given up ex-
pecting it, and never made a syllable of
complaint while a procession of young-
er men went over his head. Command
—if only for two days at the end of a
run. A man could remember that while
he served out his time under some
younger captain. He would have one
landfall to enter in his own log, one
docking while he stood in the bridge
wing and ordered the lines made fast,
one evening in the cuddy with the pilot
and the port captain and a bottle of
Scotch while the tension slipped off like
a harness.

The next voyage—some younger man
over him again. But now his feet were
planted on his own deck, and the faint
throbbing of the engines passed through
him like a purpose. The Cumberland
was his ship from here to Liverpool.
Six thousand tons of Canadian wheat
in her holds and two thousand tons of
frozen beef in her tween decks. Cargoes
like that meant more than air raids and
bomber squadrons. He stared at the
swirling fog. Somewhere ahead lay the
groping finger of the Fastnet Light, and
beyond that, two hundred miles of
perilous water before the docks of Liver-

pool.

“Well—” it was Mr. March’s voice
rumbling from the wheelhouse, *“he’s
got a ship at last.”

Mr. Waters spoke up avidly. “You

mean he’s glad the Old Man died?”
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“How else would he get a ship? At
his age?”

“And times like this,” Mr. Waters
said, after a wail of the siren.

“Times like this,” Mr. March said
emphatically, “it takes a young man to
run a ship. Nerve, authority, a quick
head. No job for a shabby old man who
was never good enough—"

THE whistle blasted, but
fiercer than the siren was the
blood pounding in Mr. Pol-
lack’s ears. He took two
steps toward the pilothouse and then
he sagged against the rail. He was too
tired to face these mates who had al-
ways been jealous and critical of him,
these young men with their nerve, their
confidence, their authority. His eyes
ached for sleep, his mind and body
ached for rest. “Times like this”—the
never-slackening tension, the terrible
concentration of war. Maybe they were
right—a younger man. But his jaw
squared again. He had to bring her in
this time. Unconsciously he listened for
the hoarse and disembodied cry, sound-
ing out of blankness, between the Cum-
berland’s blasts.

In the wheelhouse the voices went on,
and Mr. Pollack tried not to hear them.
Younger men, jealous of their superiors.
Unwilling to serve their time. Restless
to climb up, and to climb over. He had
known before this how they felt about
him. A young man, ambitious, on the
way up, disdains a man who hasn’t
reached the top.

“I’'ve been thinking, Mr. March. All
that medicine in the chest and still the
Old Man went out like a light. Less
than three days—"

When the whistle ceased, Mr. Pollack
was inside the glassed door. He was too
tired to care for criticism or contempt,
but something had set the muscles curl-
ing under that three-day beard along
his jaw.

“Mr. March.”

The faint brassy glow from the bin-
nacle showed the big square figure
turning.

“Mr. March, do you have something
to say to me?”

“Why_no"l

“All right. We've got a ship to take
through the zone. It may not need
nerve but it will need alertness. You
and Mr. Waters will share the watches.
Now go below and get some sleep.”

“Mr. Waters.”

The third mate’s face showed sharp
above the match to his cigarette.

“Did you ever see a man with double
pneumonia?”

‘GNO.”

“Go down and look at the captain.”

“I don't—"

Mr. Pollack’s voice cracked like an
electrode. “Go down and look at the
captain!”

Mr. Waters went out the lee door,
and Mr. Pollack, staring into blankness,
had a picture of that frantic gasping
mouth, the glazed eyes open, the
wretched stillness under the twisted
sheets.

Mr. Waters climbed up the ladder
slowly and followed Mr. Pollack into
the shelter. Behind them the siren
shuddered.

“That’s double pneumonia.” Mr. Pol-
lack’s voice sagged. “There’s no medi-
cine that will touch it. All you can do
is keep the heart going. Even if we had
a doctor—"

“All right,” Mr. Waters snapped.

When the siren moaned again, his
cigarette jumped in the dark.

A young man, thought Mr. Pollack,
harried by war. We're all harried by
war. Month after month of it. He shuf-
fled outside and down to the captain’s
cabin. He pulled the sheet up smoothly
and drew the lampshade down. The
ways a man has to go. Not so bad to
feel the water closing over. But in
frenzy and delirium. In war.

The thermos jug was still warm. He
carried it up to the chart-room and
switched on the dim blue bracket-light.

“Have some coffee, Mr. Waters.”

AT breakfast in the saloon,
with the fog’s gray flannel
pressed against the portholes,
the chief engineer pushed
back his plate and rubbed his bald head
wearily. “Seems like it’s no time to eat,
with the Old Man being sewed up this
minute.”
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The steward leaned on the table and
nodded anxiously. “If you’d seen Mr.
Pollack, last night—" ;

“Takes a young man, times like this.”
Mr. March opened his third egg.
“Nerve, and a good stomach.”

“Young man—" The chief looked him
over slowly while Mr. March salted his
egg and dropped a pat of butter on it.
“How old are you, Mr. March?”

“Thirty-seven.”

“How many times have you been
shipwrecked?”’

Mr. March gave him an indulgent
smile. “I don’t go to sea for adventure,
Chief.”

“How many times torpedoed?”

“None.”

“Where were you in 1917?”

“T was in school.”

“Well, look here, son. There’s a man
on your bridge this minute that has for-
got more seamanship than you’ll ever
Jcarn. When is he going to get his break-
fast?®

“He didn’t want any. That’s what
I'm saying—you old fellows can’t even
keep up an appetite.”

“Old fellows—" the chief sputtered.

“Hold on, Chief. You can run your
engines. I don’t doubt that. But it
takes a man with some nerve and a
quick head, on the topside.”

“Nerve—there’s a man up there that
hasn’t had his clothes off for fifty-six
hours. If that ain’t nerve—"

The siren blasted his words.

“Here, steward,” said Mr. March,
“bring us some fresh toast. This is cold
as a herring. And some more marma-
lade.”

The steward leaned closer over the
table and stuck out his worried narrow
face. “If you’d seen him up there at the
Old Man’s desk, staring at a revolver
like a man in a blooming trance.”

Mr. March looked up.

“Revolver,” the chief said. His eyes
narrowed. “Well, no wonder. He shot
a man once.”

Mr. March stopped spreading mar-
malade. “Mr. Pollack—that old fish—
shot a man?”

“Fifteen, twenty years ago. The St.
Tves, I think it was. I heard it from
Jem Alderson—he was second engineer

in her at the time. They’d left the cap-
tain behind in Halifax with a heart spell,
and Mr. Pollack was bringing her home,
cattle in her tween decks and iron ore
below. They ran into weather five days
out and the ship heeled over soon as
that iron ore shifted. When the steers
got to trampling each other the cattle
crew went crazy—a lot of riff-raff from
the States, they were. Well, Mr. Pollack
went down there and when one of them
raised a pitchfork he shot him. Wasn’t
a thing else to do.”

“Lost his head,” Mr. March said un-
easily.

“Maybe he did and maybe he didn’t.
Easy enough to do, I'd say, with the
ship on her beam ends and the cattle
piling up on the bulkheads. But the
people ashore couldn’t understand it,
or wouldn’t try to. Chap was an Amer-
ican and they were afraid of complica-
tions. So they got out of it by revoking
his master’s license for a year. Might
as well have been forever. A man gets
out of line in this business and they
never find him again.”

The steward’s fingers twitched on the

table. “That revolver—cost him his
ship.”
“Yes. They wouldn’t even let him

bring her home. Put the second mate
over him.”

“Well, why not?” Mr. March poured
another cup of coffee. “He lost his head.
You’ve got to have a quick head—"

“Thick head,” muttered the chief,
swinging in his chair.

Mr. March waved his hand. “And I
wouldn’t sail under him—”"

He looked up startled at a tall,
stooped figure in the doorway.

“Burial service on the poop,” said
Mr. Pollack.

THEY gathered at the stern
rail, a double half-circle, offic-
ers and men, staring at the
canvas bundle laid out on a
hatch cover.

Fog dripped off the iron stanchions
and blurred the sea. It softened the
Cumberland’s superstructure, where Mr.
Waters was left with a quartermaster
to keep the course. They couldn’t stop
the way on her for a decent burial. Not




WITHOUT CONVOY 55

in convoy. But there was iron enough
in that gray bundle to keep the propel-
lers from dragging at it.

Mr. Pollack took off his cap and the
fog ran down the tarnished gold em-
blem and dripped from the visor. A
wet mist edged his matted hair and
faintly silvered his gaunt unshaven
face. The others bared their heads, the
cadet staring straight at the gray fog
that wrapped them, the steward with
a creased brow and the chief with his
mouth drawn, Mr. March scowling and
erect with his uniform coat tight across
his chest. Behind them the sailors
stood, uneasy in their paint-spattered
dungarees, and old Chips stared hard at
the stitches he had laced in that canvas
shroud.

Mr. Pollack’s words were barely audi-
ble above the little black book in his
hands. In the midst of life we are in
death. The siren raised its abysmal cry.
Mr. Pollack’s lips kept moving. Looking
for the resurrection in the last day—
a sea slapped the fantail noisily—at
whose coming the earth and the sea
shall give up their dead.

The whistle wailed again.

It took three men to tilt that weight-
ed hatch cover. The canvas bundle slid
into the sea.

Mr. March got out a cigarette and
the chief covered his bald head with an
oil-stained cap. But Mr. Pollack stood
staring at the fog with the book still
open in his hand. Something kept the
rest of them waiting. Something in Mr.
Pollack’s grim expression.

The chief spoke. “Anything wrong,
Mr. Pollack?”

He turned his gaunt unshaven face.
“We've lost the convoy.”

Silently they stared at the thick veils
of gauze swirling about them. From
the funnel the siren roared. They lis-
tened, with eyes fixed blankly and lips
parted. The long call, muffled, out of
nowhere, did not answer. Above them
the siren bellowed again. And again the
menacing silence.

Usually Mr. Pollack was a man of
slow movements. But in thirty seconds
he was on the bridge, throwing out the
automatic whistle control. He rang the
engines to Dead Slow, and while the
ship slid softly through the shrouded
sea he stood on the bridge wing, strain-
ing to hear a deep bass voice, ghostly
and prolonged. He turned to the cadet
at his heels.

“Tell Sparks to radio the Vigilant
we've lost contact.”

At the bridge dial he rang the en-
gines back to Half Speed. Two lookout-
men went forward to the foc’sle head
and two others climbed into the crow’s-
nest. The cadet raced breathlessly up
the ladder.

“Sparks says the Vigilant doesn’t
answer, sir.”

Mr. Pollack’s ragged jaw tightened.
“Tell him to try again. And to keep
on trying.”

They didn’t even know the other call
numbers in the convoy. War is a time of
secrecy.

At noon Mr. Waters came up to take
over. His nervous face and red-rimmed
eyes told that he had not slept.

“Have we heard anything from the
Vigilant?”
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“No,” said Mr. March. “They can’t
raise her.”

“Where’s”—he rolled his head—“the
old fish?”

“He’s looking for the code books.”
Mr. March’s mouth twisted. “And what
good are code books when he can’t even
keep in convoy?”

Mr. Waters looked up sharply. He
had been on the bridge when the con-
voy was lost. “Anybody ca  stray away
in a pea-souper like this,” he said, with
emphasis.

Mr. Pollack, stooping at the door,
turned to the cadet on the companion
ladder.

“Mr. Pollack—"

“Yes, son.”

He took the message while the boy
blurted out: “The Vigilant was sub-
marined this morning.”

MR. POLLACK stared at the
report. He looked up at his
mates. “We're ordered in
o= > without convoy.”

Mr. March’s mouth was opening
when a clangor broke out from the
foc’sle head. The phone jangled. The
receiver shook in Mr. March’s nervous
hand.

“Mine on the port bow! Right helm.
Hard over!”

While the spokes spun under the quar-
termaster’s wrists, they raced to the
bridge wing. From the foc’sle head the
bell still clanged, and now the men in
the crow’s-nest made out that darkness
floating on the shrouded sea.

Mr. Pollack put down his glasses.
“Resume your course,” he said to Mr.
March. “We won’t blow up on a patch
of seaweed.”

Seaweed—they were that nervous.
They were that near panic. A shadow
through the swirl of gray and every man
aboard felt the cords tighten in his
throat. Seaweed—

“Well,” said Mr. Pollack, “we’re
drawing closer.” Somewhere off there
the Bull and the Cow and the low-lying
Calves were humped up out of the
Atlantic, and beyond rose the rocky
coasts of Ireland. “Can you get a posi-
tion, Mr. March?”

Mr. March was a good navigation

officer. Mr. Pollack had never served
with a better man in the chart-room.
These young fellows knew something,
beyond argument. They were bright
and they were confident.

But now Mr. March shook his head
angrily. “I can’t be sure. Not with
these currents, and no horizon for three
da;:’s. And zig-zagging till fog thickened
up.

“Better swing south and be sure of
sea room?”

“I don’t know, I can’t—" His voice
was growing shrill.

“Ten degrees south,” Mr. Pollack
said to the quartermaster. -

When the wall clock chimed, Mr.
March tensed as though a hand had
touched him.

Young men, thought Mr. Pollack.
It's harder on the young men. They
have more to lose. Their life is still full
of promise.

Through the shrouded seas the Cum-
berland lunged on, with her foghorn
blasting like a death ery. The men made
their movements in a dogged silence,
with nerves ready to jump and ears
waiting for the clangor of alarm. But
perhaps there would be no alarm. Only
a sudden agitation, an instant’s tremor
before disaster. With set mouths and
sullen eyes they made their routine,
and if they looked up at the bridge wing
they saw, above the shelter cloth, a fig-
ure stooped and patient, facing the gray
fog while the night came on.

“Seventy hours he hasn’t had his eyes
closed,” the steward muttered at sup-
per. “What’s he made of, I'd like to
know?”

At dark Mr. Pollack breathed a little
easier. Submarines or no submarines,
that foghorn had to sound. But now
they were sealed up in blackness. Mines
—that was another thing. You took
your chances in war.

In the long slow hours toward mid-
night he stood in the weather, fighting
weariness, fighting fear, fighting mem-
ory. His ship under his feet. Tension,
uncertainty, hazard—but his ship. He
hung on to that grimly.

There would be pride and exultation
in it if the men were with him. But he
was alone. They disowned him every
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time he stepped into the pilot-room.
Nothing you could make a point of,
but things a seaman understands. In
their voices, in their eyes. In the way
they talked over his head and turned
their backs. Mr. Pollack was a lonely
man. A lonely man at sea, sailing with
young officers from the navigation
schools who didn’t talk his language,
and with captains who could not forget
that his ticket was once revoked. A
lonely man ashore, in his infrequent
visits to his little home at Bideford
where his wife talked to him from across
a distance.

At midnight he went down to the
captain’s desk and wrote up the log over
a smoking jug of coffee. Barometer
29.46. Wind, Southeast, force 2. Quer-
cast. Dense fog. For a moment he sat
back in the swivel chair and rubbed
his salt-stung eyes.

When his eyes opened, the revolver
glinted at him. Instantly that scene
flashed—the cattle crew, grim with fear,
their faces frantic, one of them raising
a pitchfork— Buried under twenty years
it still had power to leap up, nearer than
the present and more terribly clear. For
disaster burns the memory like an etch-
er’s acid. The mind wears its images
forever.

DAYLIGHT brought a clear-
ing horizon. The whistle
stopped. The engines droned
at Full Speed. By seven bells
the Irish coast lay low and dark on
the north. And as Mr. March came up
from breakfast his slack sleepless face
showed what they all were thinking.
No fog, but clear vision through a per-
iscope. And twelve more hours to Liv-
erpool.

It was the afternoon watch, with the
course changed, swinging north over the
slate-colored swell of St. George’s Chan-
nel, when the alarm broke out from the
crow’s-nest.

“Mine! Mine on the starb’rd bow!”

It was no seaweed this time. It was
no mistake. It was a sullen black turtle,
broken loose from its anchor, bobbing
sluggishly in the sea. Through the glass-
es Mr. Pollack could make out the dou-
ble horns of the antenna. An old drifter,

contact type. Harmless if they kept
clear.

They swung to give it ample berth.
And while the steering engine raced,
word went through the ship. Out of
the pantry the stewards hurried and up
from the fire-room came the oilers with
sweat rags knotted at their throats.
They all stared at that black and slug-
gish float.

Up in the bridge wing Mr. Pollack’s
mind was making a curious, quiet re-
flection. The old struggle was men
against the sea. The peril of wind and
water, of reefs and floating ice and the
fog’s blindness. How simple all that
seemed, in war. The honest hard haz-
ards of nature. A fair fight you could
prepare for. But now the seaways were
fouled with man’s destruction, sinister,
lurking missiles, disaster deliberately
planted—

His thought was never finished. Again
the crow’s-nest clamor, and this time
there was no ringing telephone but a
raised and fearful cry.

“Submarine! Submarine coming up to
starb’rd!”

It came up quickly and surprisingly
close. For there, cutting the water like
a shark’s fin, was a periscope, not four
hundred feet away, drawing abreast of
the Cumberland.

Already in the radio room Sparks was
keying out the frantic triple dots—
888 .. 888 .. . 888,

Up in the crow’s-nest the lookout-
men, helpless, hammered their gong.
Down on the midships deck the pantry-
men and the oilers stared in a hypnotic
spell and the chief engineer slowly wiped
his bald head with a ragged piece of
of oily waste.

“Look,” he said quietly. “Take a good
look. You might never see a sight like
that again. Two of them together. A
turtle and a devil fish, and both wearing
Hitler’s trademark.”

In the pilothouse Mr. Pollack’s voice
was sharp as a bosun’s whistle. “Right
helm! Put her over!”

Mr. March threw a chalky look over
his shoulder. His head shook and his
hands were knotted. “No! No! It’s too
late to zig-zag. He's too close—"

“Hard over!”
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THERE was something in
Mr. Pollack’s voice that
stretched the strings in the
quartermaster’s wrists. The
spokes spun over. The Cumberland be-
gan to swing.

White-faced, Mr. March sprang to
the wheel.

“Not broadside, you fool! Not broad-
side!”

Mr. Pollack’s arm shot out. A lean
hand, with the tension of eighty sleep-
less hours, bit like a vise into Mr.
March’s shoulder, and the tired eyes
blazed in that ragged face.

Mr. March went slack. A mine off
there, and a submarine waiting to
launch disaster, and the Cumberland
swinging broadside, like a target in a
war game. But his gaze dropped from
Mr. Pollack’s.

“Swing her!” Mr. Pollack said. He
rang the dial to Full Speed Astern. The
Cumberland shook and shuddered. She
rocked and rolled. She began to swing
like an engine on a turntable.

Mr. Pollack raced outside and down
the companion ladder. Mr. March
threw a frightened look at the boiling
wake and his hand shot to the bridge
dial. For a moment he struggled. Few
men realize that their confidence, their
character, is only the faith they rest in
their surroundings. Take that belief
away and the walls are down. In that
instant Mr. March had a terrible rev-
elation. Too late. Too late for any-
thing. It was not reason but a frantic
fear that was about to jerk the handle
to Full Speed Ahead.

Then Mr. Pollack was in the room
with a revolver pointing. Mr. March
went rigid. His hand dropped like a
dead bird. And he opened his mouth to
cry out.

But Mr. Pollack had not raised that
gleaming barrel, and already he was on
the bridge wing.

Swinging so shortly the Cumberland
had put the submarine out of position
for a moment. Now the periscope
showed abaft the ship’s beam, with the
boiling wake washing over it. Boldly
the long spout rose into clear vision,
until the dark whale-shape showed dim-
ly, streaming through a collar of froth.

And already she was circling, swinging
broadside. Any instant her torpedo
tubes would spout white water.

But Mr. Pollack was looking at a
black sullen turtle bobbing sluggishly
a hundred feet ahead of the emerging
periscope. He raised his revolver. His
hand shook. For a moment his face was
bared—tired, lonely, fearful, haunted
by memory. Then his jaw tightened
and the dark barrel held firm in his hand
again.

From the deck the men watched in
hypnotic helplessness. “Holy prophets!”
breathed the chief engineer. “He’s go-
ing to fire the mine.”

Four shots rang, thin and flat in the
open air. The sea sprayed around the
sleeping turtle. Then there was a roar,
a volcano of fire and a shattering col-
umn of water.

A wave lifted the Cumberland and set
her down. She rocked back and forth
like a cradle.

Mr. Pollack, the smoking barrel in
his hand, stared at a bubbling in the
sea, a sudden little fury of white water,
and then a patch of oil spreading like
a shadow.

Down on deck the chief swore softly.
“Five hundred pounds of TNT. Good
as a depth charge any day. And it was
made in Germany.”

In the radio-room the blue sparks
were leaping. Submarine sunk. Pro-
ceeding on course.

WHEN Mr. Waters came on
at four in the afternoon, rub-
bing his sharp chin and blink-

ing sleep out of his eyes, the
sun was streaming over the Irish Sea
and the Cumberland was logging a
steady eleven knots with her smoke ly-
ing flat on the wind. Down on the for-
ward deck the sailors were rigging cargo
booms and old Chips was lugubriously
knocking wedges from the hatch-comb-
ing. Ahead, where Holyhead raised its
grand dome in the sunlight, three huge
gray ships lay spaced out evenly along
the horizon,

“Where’s the old fish?” Mr. Waters
asked when he had a cigarette feather-
ing in his fingers.

Mr. March gave him an incredulous
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stare. “Where have you been for the
past two hours?”

“Asleep. There’s little sleep on this
packet, but with that siren stopped I
really got some. That cadet had to
stand me on my feet to wake me up.”
He took down the glasses from the
chart-room door. “Old Holyhead looks
just the same, but I never was any glad-
der to see it. And Lime Street will look
good tonight. Even blacked out. Ever
been to that cafe in the Adelphi base-
ment, Mr. March?”

Mr. March was staring as though he
didn’t hear him.

“That cafe’s a good place to forget
about a voyage like this. And next trip
maybe we’ll have somebody in charge
with proper nerve.”

“Nerve,” Mr. March said in a hollow
voice. He gave over the course and
went below.

An hour later they rounded Holyhead
and the three spaced ships were three
gray destroyers riding under the paling
sky. One of them steamed up beside
the Cumberland and dipped her ensign.
On her observation wing a midshipman
broke out a set of signal flags. Mr.
Waters watched with a dawning realiza-
tion. We're heroes, he thought, with a
good deal of personal pride. We came
through, without convoy.

When Mr. Pollack finished the cap-
tain’s log and stepped out on deck the
day was almost gone, but enough light
still held to show the sure dark shores
framing the tidemouth. He stood at the
rail under the bridge and slowly packed

tobacco in his pipe. He waited there
while they swept up the Mersey under
the dark mass of Liverpool and past the
long dimly lighted piers of Birkenhead.
He was tired. His eyes were leaden, his
face was haggard with fatigue—but the
harness was slipping off and the taste
of tobacco was soothing on his tongue.
Soon he would climb the bridge to bring
her in. But it was good to stand here
a little longer with the shores of Eng-
land around him, the fog and delirium
and the lookout’s clangor one more
chapter ended, and a ship brought
through.

He didn’t hear the step behind him.

“Captain Pollack—"

“Yes, Mr. March.”

“I want—I want to say, sir—" It was
not easy for a second mate to speak a
piece like this.

“You don’t need to.”

“Yes, I do, sir. T want to say you’ll
likely want a new set of mates aboard
here next trip. But maybe—another
time—another ship—" He took a breath
and finished. “If ever I can sail under

you, sir, I'll be proud.”

His eyes met Mr. Pollack’s squarely,
and it was Mr. Pollack’s gaze that fell.
His pipe was out.

“Got a match, Mr. March?”

When he had the bowl glowing he
breathed out a fragrant blue haze. “Re-
mind me, Mr. March, when we're in
Montreal next time, to get a big tin of
Canada Club tobacco. I found this in
the Old Man’s desk, and it makes a
damned good smoke.”
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Twisting, yanking the animal’s head back,
Dusty bulldogged the outlaw steer.
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OM DUGGAN, ramrod of the

Block K outfit, watched Old Man

Bill riding towards camp with a
stranger. This was it, Tom told him-
self. This was the big wind-up. The
Arizona Bank that held Old Man Bill’s
paper, was really clamping down this
time. The Arizona Bank was taking
over the Block K outfit and was sending
their man out with Old Man Bill to get
some kind of a range count on the cattle
and to size up the outfit and fetch back
a report.

Tom Duggan had a lot of hard names
for the Arizona Bank. For the white
collared dudes that sat behind polished
mahogany desks with cigars in their
faces and used a mortgage instead of a
rope and running-iron to steal a cow
outfit from as square a cowman as ever
forked a horse. An old time cowman
who wasn’t young enough to start all
over again. The damned lily-fingered
cow thieves. The lowdown gutless sons.

Old Man Bill’s face looked grayish
and tired. There was a hardness to the
deep-set gray eyes under ragged bushy
iron-gray brows. His mouth was a grim
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line and there was a rocky set to his jaw.

“Shake hands with Jack Prouty,
Tom.”

Old Man Bill’s voice was too quiet
as he and the stranger got off their
horses. This was it. No two ways about
it. And Old Man Bill was scared to
death for fear Tom Duggan or some
of the brush-popper cowhands would
show him some kind of pity.

“You two had oughta get along to-
gether,” grinned Old Man Bill. “You
come from the same part of the cow
country.”

Jack Prouty was a big man whose
hard muscles were getting soft from not
enough hard work. He wore a heavy
gold ring set with a big Montana sap-
phire on his left hand. His face had the
red broken-veined look of a hard drink-
er. The grin he gave Tom Duggan was
no more than an upward twist to one
side of his mouth. His pale gray eyes
stayed hard and sharp and scrutinizing.

“You from Montana?” Jack Prouty’s
voice was flat-toned like a gambler’s.

“Born there.” Tom Duggan’s voice
was none too friendly. “The Little Rock-
ies country.”

“Never been there,” said Jack Prouty.
“I’'ve got a big spread down on the
Tongue River.”

“Never been there,” said Tom Dug-
gan.

Dusty Rhodes grinned faintly and
rubbed the grin off with the horny palm
of a brush-scabbed hand when he saw
Old Man Bill glaring at him. Dusty
rode the Block K rough string.

“I bought the remnants of the Block
K outfit up there.” Jack Prouty, his
face a little redder, turned to Old Man
Bill to finish what he had to say. “That’s
how I happened to get hooked by Croz-
ier, there at the bank. I'd gone in to
cash a check and while I was identify-
ing myself he began talking cows. Said
he was about to foreclose on the Block
K outfit. It kinda clicked like a hunch.
You know how a man can’t help but
play a hunch.”

“Yeah.” Old Man Bill’s grin was
stiff-lipped. He turned away from the
big Montana cowman and began un-
saddling.

“Might as well peel your hull off,

Prouty,” he said, unbuckling the rear
strap-cinch of his double-rigged saddle.
“Supper’s about ready.” He spoke to
Tom Duggan without looking at him,
motioning with a buckskin-gloved hand
at the pack mule he had been leading.
The mule was loaded with the Montana
man’s tarp-covered bed. “Have one of
the boys slip Prouty’s bed off the mule,
Tom.”

“And handle it easy, Tom.” Jack
Prouty jerked loose the latigo of his
single three-quarter rigged Miles City
saddle. “There’s a couple of bottles in
it

“Then you better 'tend to your own
bed-mule, mister,” said Tom Duggan
bluntly. “There ain’t a man in the out-
fit I'd trust to git the job done without
lettin’ the cork of a bottle come un-
done.”

The Mexican horse wrangler was
throwing his remuda into the rope cor-
ral. Tom Duggan walked over to where
his saddle lay on the ground and undid
his coiled catch-rope. Dusty Rhodes
and the other cowpunchers followed
suit.

OLD MAN BILL didn’t say
& a word. Down inside his cow-
ZXFLH man’s heart he must have
=55+ been feeling a sort of warm
glow. Tom Duggan and the Block K
cowpunchers were loyal. Loyal as hell.
This big Montanan had broken his own
pick when he spilled it that he was here
to look over the outfit, and if he liked
it he’d take up the mortgage on it and
claim the Block K. Like he’d gotten
that Block K iron in Montana. Tom
Duggan and every cowpuncher in the
outfit knew that the Arizona Bank had
a morigage on the layout. But when
Jack Prouty had blatted it out that way
he was talking out of turn and these
brush-poppers resented it. It was like
rubbing rock-salt in a raw wound.
Back in town before they had pulled
out for the round-up, Old Man Bill had
told Jack Prouty that he had better ride
on down with him to Charlie Collins’
saddle shop and get a breast-strap rig-
ging to hold that single-rigged saddle in
place, because the Block K range was
stood on end. Steep slants that shifted
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any kind of a saddle on a horse’s
back. And if he aimed to do any roping
at all he’d better fix a breast-strap rig-
ging to hold his saddle from slipping.
That even a double-rigged saddle had
to have a rigging like that for roping
steers in the rough country.

Jack Prouty had given Old Man Bill
that one-sided grin that was almost
something like a sneer. He had told the
Arizona cowman that he couldn’t show
him any rougher country than the Wolf
Mountains west of Tongue River in
Montana. That he roped heavy stuff
in the Wolf Mountains and never
slipped his saddle blanket or lost his
rope when he dallied. He had called
Old Man Bill’'s double-rigged saddle
with its breast-strap rigging a “buck-
board” and said that a good roper in
any country could wind his dallies
around a saddle horn and get the
job done prettier than these Arizona
brush-hands who had a tie-loop on the
end of their catch-rope that held it hard
and fast to the saddle horn.

Old Man Bill hadn’t argued the point.
., Prouty had been half drunk. The little
old grizzled Arizona cowman never
touched whiskey any more, because he
was getting past his prime and couldn’t
handle the stuff like he could twenty
yvears ago. He always side-stepped
drunken arguments. Anyhow he had
been almighty sick inside that morning
when they left town.

Old Man Bill had gone to the bank
the day before to get a renewal on that
mortgage at the Arizona Bank.

“Sorry, Bill,” John Crozier had told
him, “but the bank directors won’t let
me take a renewal. Personally, I'd like
to help you out. But the president of
a bank has to take his orders from a
board of directors. They’re not making
any extensions or renewals on notes or
mortgages against cow outfits. You're
not the only cowman I’ve had to turn
down. I hope you understand my posi-
tion, Bill. I’'m sorry.”

“Yeah. Sorry. Like the cat that’s
licked the cream jug clean. You know
damn well that I'll gather enough steers
in the next two months to pay off that
raper. It’s taken three years of drouth
andl poor prices and a lot of general hard

luck to put me in the shape I'm in. Now
I got plenty of feed and water and fat
beef and the market is tops. Yeah, you
must be sure sorry. I bet you got a
cryin’ towel hid in that mahogany desk.
But I ain’t askin’ the loan of it.”

Old Man Bill had walked out of the
bank on his saddle-warped legs. For the
first time in twenty years he had wanted
to get drunk. But when he met this big
Jack Prouty at the hotel bar he had
taken the glass of soda water the bar-
tender had shoved at him without ask-
ing what he wanted. And when Prouty
said he’d taken a thirty-day option on
the Block K outfit and wanted to work
with the outfit for a couple of weeks,
Old Man Bill agreed to take him out the
next day. He hadn’t liked the big, hard-
drinking Montana cowman but you
couldn’t insult a man because you didn’t
like flashy sapphire rings or the loud-
mouthed way he talked or the color of
his pale gray eyes.

“I got a couple of horses at the feed
barn,” Old Man Bill had told Jack
Prouty. “The outfit should be camped
at Hackberry Springs. We can reach
the round-up before dark if we get an
early start.”

OLD MAN BILL hadn’t been
exactly happy when Prouty
’ stowed twelve quarts of rye

ool whiskey in his tarp-covered
blankets and soogans. Whiskey was
forbidden at the Tin Cup ranch or on
the round-up. Whiskey and any kind
of gambling were barred. Hard liquor
and a deck of cards don’t mix with
punching cows. Town was the place for
that.

But Prouty told Old Man Bill that
whiskey was his medicine. That he was
a quart-a-day man and that when he
was down to his last bottle he would
head back for town. And for Bill not to
worry about him giving the boys a drink.
That this wasn’t give-away liquor.

Old Man Bill helped Jack Prouty un-
load his bed. Prouty made sure that his
dozen bottles were intact and pulled the
cork on one with a folding silver-han-
dled corkscrew. He tipped up the bottle
and let the raw whiskey go down his
throat in thirsty gulps. Then he put the
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opened bottle back with the others un-
der the cover of his tarp.

“Slant a look at Dick Smith,” said the
tall, rawboned, easy-grinning sandy-
haired Dusty Rhodes. “And that ain’t
no belly-wash he’s garglin’.”

Dick Smith is the name applied with
more or less good-natured contempt to

a man who drinks alone.

Dusty was a top bronc rider and
the wildest wild cowhand in that part of
the country. The one man in the outfit
who consistently won real money at the
Prescott and Tucson rodeos. Brone rid-
ing, bulldogging, calf and steer roping.
But he was also the big worry of Tom
Duggan’s job as ramrod. Because
Dusty, always riding a half-broken
brone, was forever roping something
that he couldn’t turn loose. No steer
was too big or salty, no slant too steep
and dangerous for Dusty Rhodes. With
his catch-rope looped hard and fast over
his saddle horn he would give chase.
Bronc and man and steer would some-
times pile up at the foot of a steep slant
and when the dust had cleared away the
steer would be tied down. Dusty would
like as not be skinned up some. He
might have a cracked rib or that bad
right shoulder of his might be thrown
out again. But nothing could wipe away
his grin. And most of the time he rode
with his right shoulder strapped in a
harness he had Charlie Collins make for
him. The cow country didn’t i ake ’em
any wilder than Dusty Rhod:s. His
name was a byword in the Southwest.
“As wild as Dusty Rhodes,” cowpunch-
ers would describe something that was
beyond any other description.

“He fetched a whole saloon along,”
said another cowpuncher. “And us with
our tongues drier'n jerky. Up till now
I never been called a whiskey thief
but—"

“Mebbeso, boys,” said Tom Duggan,
“Old Man Bill’s got a deal on with the
big whiskey-guzzlin’ ox. Don’t do noth-
in’ to spoil the batter. I'll knock the
ears down on any man that swipes so
much as a swaller of yonder Dick
Smith’s rot-gut booze. And get that
straight.”

“We was just a-hoorawin’. There ain’t
a man in the outfit that’d touch a drop

of his damn ligquor. With him or behind
his back. And you can tie onto that
and hogtie it, Tom.” Dusty Rhodes’
grin had lost its humor and his sky-
blue eyes were frosty.

They caught their night horses and
staked them out at the end of picket
ropes. The cook called to them to come
and get it or he’d throw it away. They
piled tin plates and filled tin cups with
strong black coffee. Old Man Bill and
Jack Prouty sat off to one side together.
The cowpunchers wolfed their grub and
washed it down with hot coffee. There
was none of the usual joshing and hoo-
rawing back and forth that usually went
with their round-up supper.

They dropped empty plates and cups
and eating tools in the big dishpan and
rolled cigarettes. Old Man Bill called
Tom Duggan over to where he and the
big Montanan sat cross-legged on the
ground with tally books and stubby
pencils.

“Prouty and me will work on through
with you boys, Tom,” said Old Man
Bill. “Give him a good string of horses
and show him the country and how it’s
worked.”

“I'll catch on quick enough,” said
Prouty, his mouth twisted in the one-
sided grin that was already rubbing on
the nerves of the Block K ramrod. “But
don’t try to mount me on a string of
pack-horses.”

“You'll get a string of horses, mister.”
Tom Duggan turned to Old Man Bill.
“I'm givin’ him Jess Walker’s string.
Jess bein’ crippled up and in the hospital
from that fall he picked up over on the
Cibicu. They’re all steel-dust horses
and Dusty learned ’em to foller a wild
steer anywhere that ain’t tilted plumb
straight up and down. Any horse in
that string will put you right up on top
of the wildest outlaw renegade steer in
these mountains, mister. It’ll be up to
you to do the loopin’ though. Dusty
ain’t had time to learn his bronecs to
throw a rope.”

4, JACK PROUTY’S thick

W black brows knitted in a scowl

and his beefy face reddened.
He might have come back at
the tow-headed Block K ramrod with
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some ugly crack if Old Man Bill had
not cut in quickly.

“Prouty has an option on the outfit,
Tom. If it shapes up anywhere near like
Crozier represented it to be, he’s buyin’
the Block K. I been tellin’ him that
he’d be makin’ a mistake not to keep all
you boys on. Instead of fetchin’ Mon-
tana cowpunchers down here to do the
work.”

“I don’t reckon,” said Tom Duggan
stiffly, “that any man in this outfit
would starve to death for a job if he
got fired right now. There ain’t a faster
bunch of brush-poppers in Arizona.”

“That’s what I was just tellin’
Prouty.”

Then Old Man Bill took another di-
rection with his talk. He fixed his ram-
rod with what was meant to be a hard
and icy eye. “We come past the herd
you got gathered. Some of them steers
looks like Dusty has been practisin’ for
the Prescott rodeo. Either that wild-
eyed bronc stomper keeps his rope on
his saddle or he’ll go down the trail
a-talkin’ to himself. This is a cow outfit,
not a practice ground for two-bit rodeo
contestants. I’ve told you to fire him
if he crippled another steer or lamed
another bronc in a pile-up. Damn it all,
Tom, take his rope away from him if
vou can’t break him no other way.”

“I fired Dusty day before yesterday,”
said Tom Duggan.

“Then why ain’t he gone?”

“He wouldn’t quit.” Tom Duggan’s
leathery face grinned. “He’s got eight
half-broke brones in his string. He says
if he turned them steel-dust brones loose
now they’d all be spoiled for keeps. That

there ain’t a man in the outfit can take
’em where he left off. And the hell of
it is, he’s dead right. I’ve fired Dusty
Rhodes so many times I lost count.”

“Then take away his catch-rope.”

“Just as you say, Bill. I might have
to whip him to get ’er.”

i‘Then whip 'im,” snapped Old Man
Bill.

Tom Duggan got stiffly to his feet. He
stood six feet two inches without the
added couple of inches given him by his
high-heeled boots. Wide-shouldered,
lean-flanked, long-armed, long-legged,
Tom Duggan was all tough bone and
hard meat. All man. All cowpuncher.
His overalls and blue denim brush-
jumper were weather-faded. His hat
was battered and shapeless and pulled
down at an angle on his head.

He walked over to where Dusty
Rhodes’ saddle lay on the ground near
the now empty rope corral. He took
the hard-twist catch-rope from the
brone rider’s saddle and walked with
it in his hand over to where Dusty and
the other cowpunchers were lazing
around the campfire. There was a