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- A New Dan Brice Adventure

by SINCLAIR GLUCK



Black Swirling Water Swept Her Out of

Sight s mEBBER
Girl Leaps for Ferryboat and

Misses: C. C.C. Rescuers
Plunge Among Ice Floes

Harold Watson of 64 Scholes St. and his
pal Joseph Flanagan of 717 Madison
St.,Brooklyn, N. Y., who were rewarded
with C.C.C. Certificates of Valor signed
by President Roosevelt.

“A girl came running down the dock as the boat
pulled away. She jumped... and missed,” writes
Harold Watson, “falling into the icy swirling water.
Standing as I was on the deck of the ferryboat
with my buddy Joe Flanagan, I saw her swept under
the pier while those on the dock couldn’t tell where
she was.

“One tnan had a flashlight but he didn’t know
where to shine it...] had to have it so ] jumped
back on the dock and dove after the girl with the
flashlight in my mouth. | found her easy enough,
but it was so cold in there amongst cakes of floating

“EVEREADY’” BATTERIES
ARE FRESH BATTERIES ‘

The DATE-LINE Guarantees FRESHNESS

ice | couldn’t do more than just
hold her tvp. It looked like we
both woulc. drown ...1 was ready
to give up...when | realized Joe
was shouting at me, saw him
swimming toward us towing a Life
preserver. Thanks to him we got
the life pieserver under the girl
and brougt her out from under
the dock where soldiers in a life boat pulled us out.

«But if it hadn't been for that flashlight and those
fresh DATED ‘Eveready’ batteries that kept the
light burning in that icy salt
water, there couldn’t hava
been any rescueat all, forwe
never could have found ths
girl under that dock.
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YOU SAY THERE'S
LIQUID IN THIS
BATTERY THAT
| MAKES IT WORK ?

YES. ABOUT FOUR TEASPOONFULS
GO INTO EVERY BATTERY WHEN
TS MADE. BUT IF IT STANDS FOR
MONTHS ON A DEALERS SHELF,
THE MOISTURE DRIES OUT, THE
PATTERY LOSES LIFE. THATS WhY
\T PAYS TO GET DATED"EVEREAIY" |
BATTERIES. THE DATE-LINE GUARAN-
TEES LONG LIFE.

Ry




. “I was sTuck. A wife and three kiddies — and the same old pay envelope.
"I couldn’t see a thing ahead except the same old grind. Then one day I read
an I. C. S. ad. The coupon fascinated me. A new idea struck me — it was
a light in a wilderness of darkness to me! Today, because I mailed that

22
coupon two years azo, I am a trained man—making a trained man’s pay!

Does this suggest something to you? Then mail the coupon today!
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: ”0- NOT ME.

. IM NOT GOING TO WASTE
My TIME. SUCCESS /S
JUST A MATTER OF
LUCK AND | WASN'T
BORN LUCKY,

WS" 1} CONVINGED

THAT ! CAN MAKE GO0D

‘B MONEY IV RADIO. |
1M GOING TO START
TRAINING FOR RADIO
RIGHT NOW,

YES! I'VE GOT A
6000 JOB NOW AND
A REAL FUTURE.
THANKS TO
N.R. L TRAINING

IVE BEEN STUOYING RADIO &
ONLY A FEW MONTHS AND
M ALREADY MAKING

GOOD MONEY, IN

OH BiL! I'M
50 PROUD OF
You. You've

GONE AHEAD

THIS N.R.1, TRAINING

15 GREAT. AND THEY
SENT REAL RADIO

PARTS TO HELP
ME LEARN!
QUICKLY

NOU'LL ALWAYS BE
A FAILURE, TOM,
UNLESS YOU Do SaME+
THING ABGUT IT.
WISHING AND WAITING
WON'T GET YOU
ANYWHERE

GUESS VM A
FAILURE .
LooKS LIKE
Vib NEVER
GET ANYWHERE

SAME OLD GRIND -~
o SAME SKINNY PAY
) ENVELOPE-~ I'M

JUST WHERE 1

HiS TIME STUDYING
RADIO A" HOME

£ { D
Sparne Tirree

;
1
L S

I}
1 WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME /-

rora GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Ex-
perts Mahe $30,
$50, $75 a Week

Do you want to make
more moneyi Broad-
easting stations em-
ploy engineers, opera-
tors, station nanagers
and pay up ‘o $5,000
a Yyear, Spire time
Radio set servicing
pays as muel. as $260
to $500 a year—full
time servtein,i jobs pay
as much as $30, $50,
75 a_ weel. Many
adio Experts operate
full time or sart time
Rad o businesses.
Redio mannfacturers and jobbers employ testers,
inspectors, foremen, engineers, gervicen en, pay-
ing up to $6,000 a year. Radio operators on ships
1 i‘ood pay, see the world besides. Auto-
m s, police, aviation, commerci:
Radle, and loud speaker sys-
tems offer zood opportunities &g
wow and for the future, Tele-
wislon promises many gocd jobs
. Men 1 trained at home

ave good -johs in all these W
Pranches of Radio.

Many Make $5, $10, 515\
» Woek Extra in Their
. ‘Ppare,TimeWhile Learning \
_-Almost every nelghborhood needs &
& good spare time serviceman. The

¢. E. SMITH, President
tional Radio Institute

_ - Established 1914

day you enroll I start sending you Extra
Money Job Sheets. They shew you how to do
Radio repair jobs, how to cash in quickly.
Throughout your training I send you plans and
ideas that have made good spare time money
for hundreds of fellows. I send you special
Radio equipment, give you practical Radlo ex-
perience—show you how te eonduct experi-
ments, build ecircuits illustrating important
rinciples used in modern Radio sets, My Free
ook tells more about this.

Find Out What Radioc Offers You

Mail the coupon now for *‘Rich Rewards in
Radio.”” It’s free to any fellow over 16 years
old, It points out Radio’s spare time and full
time opportunities, also those coming in Tele-
vision; tells about my training in dio and
Television; shows you letters from men I
trained, telling what they are doing, earning:
shows my Money Back Agreement, MAIL Tﬂ%

J. E, SMITH, President
Washington, D. C.

Radi

National Radio Institute, Dept, 7KK )

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “Rich Rewards in Radio,”
B\ which points out the spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and
1 emla%nssmywr 50-30 method of training men at home in spare time to beceme
sperts. (Please Write Plainly.)

€0UPON in an envel% o paste it on
8 penny posteard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. TKK
Washington, D. C.

IT'S NOT TOO LATE,
TAKE MY TIP AND MAIL
THAT COUPON To
N.R. 1, TONIGHT

In ing adverti
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ADVERTISING SECTION

Prostate Sufferers
inflamed or faulty Prostate

An enlarged,

Gland very often causes Lameback, Frequent
Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvie Pains, Lost
Vigor, Insomnia, ete, Many physiclans endorse
massage as a_ safe effective treatment. (See
Reference Book of the Medical Sciences, Vol
VII, 3rd edition), Use ‘‘PROSAGER,” a
new Invention which enables any man to
massage his Prostate Gland in the privacy
of his home. It often brings rellef with the
first treatment and must help or it cost you
nothing, No Drugs or Electricity.

i FREE BOOKLET

DR. W.D. SMITH
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER, ADDRESS

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-1421, KALAMAZ00, MICH.

z Prico

Easy Terms
Only 10c a Day

Bave over 3{ Mig.’s Origl. Price on all
standard up-to-date offics modela.

SEND NO MONEY
vmf on sil Inte modela com-
leliuﬁmllud like now. FULLY GUAR-
Catalog Imw-nllm knh =

full cclors. d post-oard for lowset prioes; y
SPECIAL POR‘I‘MLI BARGAINS —
Brand New FEATHERWEIGHT—Latest Modal Porublt—uvlodlh
-‘mmlhu featurea——now offered at m low pi ull{
#00d~=10 day trial—only 100 » lﬁl dlhill seat rul

Free course In typing Indu 31 W. M
International Typewriter Exch., 2 Bant. Yo Ehrears

ARTHRITIS

If you want to really try to get at your Rheumatism—
Neuritis—Arthritis—Sciatica—Lumbago you must first get
rid of some of the old and false beliefs about them !

Read the Book that is helping thousands—*The Inner
Mysteries of Rheumatism-—Arthritis.” In simple words this
helpful Book reveals startling, proven facts that every
sufferer should know !

The 9th edition is just off the press and a free copy will
be mailed without obligation to any sufferer sending their
address promptly to the author, H. P. Clearwater, Ph.D.,
1954-A Street, Hallowell, Maine.

ACCOUNTAN

xmﬁva Accountants and C. P, A.’a $15,000 & year.
ugands of ﬁx‘m neod tham Only 16 000 rtiﬁed Pnbllc Accounb-

Peo ex

'ersonal trainin; ﬁﬂ or unperv{non of Ie’fz‘r’% P, A. 8,
l.nclndmg membm of ths Argerican Institute of Accountuxta Write
for free book, **Accoun ofession that Pays.’

I.ASALI.E EXTENSION, Dept. 1058-H, Chicago
The School That Has Trained Over 1,400 C. P, A% ¢

EN WANTED FOR STORE IOUTES
1 Nationally Advertised line
Goods, Cosmetics, Novelties

andle
Sundries Toilet
Notnons—mcludmg Laymon’s Aspirin—'resbed
od Bureau.

®AT1“soaa fromm ySelt Heltmcuunter biaph{ys

to 1120/ investment to
Free, WORLD'S PRODU CTS

F ISTULA

Anyone suffering from Fistuls, Plles or Non-Malignant
Rectal trouble i3 urged to write for our FREE Book, de-
scribing the MeCleary Treatment for these insidious rectal
' troubles, The McCleary Tr t has been ful in
thousands of cases, Let us send you our reference list of
former patients living in every State in the Union. The
MecCleary Clinic, D- 1007 Elms Blvd., Exeelsior Springs, Mo,

o you feel you have a valuable mventlon? A
novel invention muy produce something.salable
if patented. Are you groping in the dark—getting
nowhere? Learn hcw other men with inventions
attained success. Write for our FREE Book )
“Patent Guide for the Inventor” which tells
of fields where inventions bring profits it ey
are food gatented mes.

CE A. O'SB8RIEN & HYMAN BERMAN
Registered Patent Attorneys
537-H ADAMS BLDG. WASHINGTON, D. €.

(lassified Advertisements

The Purpose of this Department is to put the
reader in touch immediately with the newest need
fuls for the HOME, OFFICE, FARM, or PERSON
to offer, or seek, ar. unusuaf BUSINESS OPPOR-

'UNT T& or to sugxzest a service that may be per-
formed satxsfactonly through correspongence. It
will pay a housewife or business man equaily well
to read these advertisements carefully,

fied Forms Close Two Months in Advades,

AGENTS AND SALESMEN

BIG MONEY taking ord:rs; Bhirts, Ties, Hosiery, Underwear,
Raincoats, Dresses, etc. Sales Fquipment FREE! Experionce
unnecessary, Write NIMRGD COMPANY, Department 222, 4922-28
Linceln Avenue, Chicago.

BE YOUR OWN BOSS! Operate used-new clothing business
from store, home, auto. 210%-800% profit. Everything furnished.
Catalog FREE! ROOSEVELT MERCANTILE, 550-AC Roosevelt,

Chicago, 1.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

WANTED, by old established firm, men to cast 5 and 10¢ novelties,
metal ashtrays, toy autos, etc. Can be done in any spare reom and
no experience necessary as we furnish full instructions with mouids.
A rare opportunity, so if cver 21 and want to devote your spare of .
full time to profitable work, write at once as busy season is now
starting. Metal Cast Procucts Co., Dept. B, 1696 Boston Read,
New York City. ;

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES

USED CORRESPONDENCE COUR
and educational books sold or rented. 4,000 bargnins Catnlog Fres
(lourses bougl )

MOUNTAIN, PISGAH, ALA. &
500,000 USED CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and Educations}.
Bocks. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfaction guar-
anteed. Cash paid for used courses. Complete details and bargsin -
catalog FREE. Send namo. NELSON COMPANY, 3037 Wrigley
Building, Chicago.

INSTRUCTION

REAL JOBS OPEN-—Auo, Diesel, A\'intion mechanies,
Fender repair, Palnting. Welding. Leam th few weeks pncucai
training. Write for FREI BOOK, low tuition rate, and course
interested in. McSWEENY SCHOOLS, Dept. 68-46, Detroit,
Mich., or Kansas City, Mo.

PATENT:3 OR INVENTIONS

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. Patented or Unpatented.
Bend sketch and description of model, or write for informstion.
In business 30 years. Complete facilities. Adam Fisher Com-
pany, 249 Enright, 8t. L<uis, Mo,

SONG ’0EMS WANTED

SONG POEMS WANTED AT ONCE. MOTHER, HOME,
PATRIOTIC, SACRED, (‘OM C B ANY SUBJECT
DELAY—SEND BEST P!

RICHARD BROS., 61 WDODS BUILDING, GHICAGO.

LOVE,
DON’T
ILL.

RAILRCAD STORIES
MAGAZINE

A great big magazine. Devoted to a great big sub-
Jject. It has as many departments as an engine hsas
bolts, but its backbo:e is fiction-~good, live stories
of the road, that will set your imagination tingling
as it has not for many a day. Look over a copy
at your newsstand.

15 Cenis on all Newsstands
or from
The FRANK 2. MUNSEY COMPANY
280 Broadvray, New York City

In answering advertisements it s desirable that you mention ARGOSY.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

Paged-

pating bock en Seiem-

tifiesily selved true crims

cases sent absolutely free to those
over 17. Also tells how to get into

Scientific Crime Detection. Home Study.
New opportunities. Trivel. Steady Employment.

C Experience not necessary. Very easy terms.

E SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC.
W C&0Bldg, J. T. Budelte, Pres., Dept. 24K7, Huntington, West Virginia

SILK MUFFLER -TIE
-ann HANDKERCHIEF

SET TO MATCH.....- SET
m manufacturer. Com- ‘m

11 _men’s ties,
hosiery, fast-selling holiday e
ift. novelties. Patented Read¥‘-'1‘i
Genuine Le: Ties, Make over 10005 profit,
own business—instructions freé. Send today B A
O e Wholorale . Catalog of 42 Money Waluldid]
gnkers and Free Sample Materials.

ROULEVARD CRAVATS, 22 West 2Ist St., Dept. M-52, New York

'S FUN 10 WRITE!|

- {t's fun to write short stories, articles, novels, ;;lays, ete.—and
y too, as witness the accomplinzhments o

19
-2
Z
"

ble,
you have the urge to write—and want to start—you will be in-
terested in wrwé)?()%{ CAREERS IN WRITING—absolutely FREE.

i

;
C, R s exhaustively with every phase of
the.writing feld, and 1
each; Send a post-card

ndicates the mone7-making opportiuities in
et rd today, requestirg your free i
promptly!

copy. Write
R U. §. SCHOOL OF WRITING
20 West 80th St. Dept. 28

Rew York City

E A PAS

FIC INSPECTOR

Your Opportunity—Get the Facts NOW
Good Positions sre ready for active men—19 to 50—
Srainod ae fiaiiway and Bus Passenger Trafic Inapectors.

3 s course qualifies you quickly and
upon completion we pliace you: at up to $135 per month,

ploe exvenses to stirt, or refund tuition, Advance with
exoerience. Write for Free Booklet.
TANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING ms‘mxﬁ
iv. 5010 Buifalo, N.Ye
~oU BRIV E —
. gl . : ~
< A
Yo '
OTHER M EN have read and prefited by our free bodks, “Patend
Frotestion” and “solhn,ulnvontmns-."
tecesting points to inventors and 1llustrate ortant mechsanical
i Bﬂmlples. With books we aiso send free *'Evidenco of tnven-
on’ Prompt service, reasonablo fees, deferred payments,
thirty: experience, Avoid ritk of delay. Write immedi-
_ ately to: Vietor J. Evans & Co., Registered Patent Attorneys,
217-L, Victor Building, Washington, D. C.
: n=Every deat ion Kknows thate
o hlmseluﬂ \ear hiswatch tickafter
for twenty-live. al withhis Arti~
ms. He wore ! ight.
hey stopped his besd &%
icynoises, Theyareinvisib e
and ortsbl&nowims
or_batferies. Write for
'nmg STORY. Alio §
Deatness,

Drues

THE WAY COMPANY

N2 7120 MeRorchey Bldg. . Detrolt, Michigan
! DONT BE CUT
' Until You Try This
; Wonderful Treatment
for pile suffering.  you have piles in

any form write for a FREE sample of
' Page’s Pile Tablets and yo1 will bless the day

MANY NEVER
SUSPECT CAUSE
OF BACKACHES

This Old Treatment Often Brings Happy Relief

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickl
onee they discover that the real cause of thei.rqtroublyé
may be tired kidneys.

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the
excess aeids and waste out of the bleod. Most people
pass about 3 pints a day or about 3 pounds oi waste.
Frequent or scauty passages with smarting and
burning shows there may be something wrong with
your Ekidneys or bladder.

An exeess of acids or polisons in your blood, when
due to functional kidne; disorders, may be the cause
of nagging backache, T eumatic pains, lumbago, leg
pains, Joss of pep and energy, getting up nights,
swellinty, pufiiness under the eyes, headaches and
dizziness.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills,
used suecessfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy retef and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood.
Get Deoan’s Pills,

WATCHox DIAMON D?
Thousands have found it easy
America’s finest diamond rings,
silverware or jewelry by the Santa e
Plan, Bulova, Hamilton, or Elgin watehes
—brilliant blueawhlte diamonds-—silver~

to own

a1 Hberal credit terms.

A Few Cents a Day

is the Santa Fe Way

Iways wanted, longed
A ot 1o Tho

%" PIN MONEY
INTO DIAMONDS

Don't Pay Extra For Credit!

on should pay extra to have someone

3 % Santa Fetrust: it
to be uéusteg—strnigh{. m;m e sheuld
extra charges, exira 068, .

:r% the low advertized cashpricein small monthly

payments. Send for 1937 Catalog NOW !‘ X

this beautiful bool
SoLon FREE to

1o Adulte—~Send
FREE today. Sent ABSOLUTELY
adults. Send your name and address, and the
peauntttel eatalog will come to yiotu by mail,

" Do it néw while you think o

SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY
Bldg., Topeks, Kans.

hat you read this. Write today., E. R. Page
Co., 404-C3 Page Bldg, Marshall, Mich.
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” {8 desirable that you mention ARGOSY.

In ansuering advertisements it

5




City, unusually quiet so soon after

nightfall. Dan Brice paused to tap
down a cigarette, hard eyes roving,
senses alert as a hunting animal. Be-
fore the match flared he was satisfied
that he was not being followed. Yet he
was not entirely satisfied. Knowing the
Chinese as few white men did, the ex-
marine sergeant understood their

IT was quiet tonight in the Chinese

grapevine quickness in spreading news
and thereby avoiding danger. He had
learned to smel. trouble from the way
they behaved, and he could smell it now
in this ominous quiet.

Whether it threatened himself was
another question. He used Shanghai as
a base. In a sense he was at home here,
In another sens: he was still on the fir-
ing-line. Years of adventuring up and
down China had left him with power-
ful enemies as vsell as powerful friends. -




With no official position, with only
wits and cool courage to make him for-
midable, his enemies could seek him out
as readily in Shanghai as elsewhere.
That hate has a longer memory than
friendship was an axiom not confined
to the Chinese.

Abruptly the trend of his thoughts
‘changed and he quickened his stride
toward the home of his friend, Ling
Ch’i-wu. At noor. today the merchant
had sent him a chit inviting him to the
evening meal. Heretofore, Ling had
" been punctilious in asking him well in
advance. His failure to do so this noon
conveyed a hint of urgency that most
white men would have missed. High-
bred Chinese would have understood,
because such devious subtleties are al-
most a part of their language.

At the time, Brice had not even no-

By SINCLAIR
GLUCK

Author of “The White Flower,”
*Little Green Buddha,” etc.

ticed the slight breach of etiquette.
Now, in face of the deserted street, it
made him uneasy. He and Ling were
good friends. Each had befriended the
other in the past. And, though a lone
wolf by choice, Brice was really fond
of little Lien-tzu, daughter and only
child of his host. Her name meant Lily-
bud. During his last absence she had
blossomed into slim loveliness as
healthy as it was delicate. He felt that
she returned his affection, although
with a quaint young reserve now that
amused him. ‘

If her regard for the tall, bronzed
soldier of fortune was less impersonal
than his for her, Brice never guessed
it. And the wakening girl would rather
have died than betray it.

He was thinking of her with part of
his alert mind as he came in sight of




8 ARGOSY

her home. It was set well back from the
street and guarded by a high wall.
Over this he could see the graceful,
sweeping eaves of the house and, more
dimly, the fanciful creatures of stone
bestriding the ridge tiles.

A moment later he turned in at the
open gate. Two young deodars flanked
the path. Through their branches
lighted windows gleamed quietly.
There was no sound.

The crunch of his feet on the path
seemed unsually loud. He had almost
reached the house before he could see
the vertical line of light at the front
door. He checked, probing the dim,
formal garden with his eyes. The
houseboys of Ling Ch’i-wu were far
too well trained to leave that door ajar.

Stone lanterns, clumps of bamboo,
tiny bell-fringed pagodas rose like
ghosts in the shadows where paths
meandered. The little bridge that
arched the lily pond seemed frozen in
mid-leap. A dozen men could be hid-
ing there, crouched and concealed.
Nothing stirred.

RICE knocked on the door, waited,
thrust it open a little. The hall was
in perfect order, but deserted. Advanc-
ing silently he entered the living room.
Under- rather than over-furnished in
blue and gold, with a tasteful blend of
East and West, the long, airy room
was undisturbed, unoccupied.

He wheeled and stood listening. For
a moment there was not even the tiniest
sound in the house. Then a rustle and
a sharp, harsh voice startled him. It
spoke in Chinese.

“Revere the dead!”

With a tingle down his spine, Brice
remembered and located the speaker,
It was a miyah bird in a beautiful cage,
a pet of Ling Ch'i-wu. It was staring
at him with bright, yellow-rimmed eyes,

its sleek, black plumage ruffled, its yel-
low beak open a little. As he looked
at it, the beak opened wider, the eyes
rolled up and the bird tumbled from
its perch. The upthrust claws twitched
for an instant. Then it lay still.

Brice choked off a curse in g
throat and made for Ling’s sanctfm.
Here, too, the furniture was undis-
turbed, the pleasant room unoccupied.
Only the desk had been swept clean of
papers that Brice remembered seeing
there.

On swift, silent feet he explored the
kitchens, found them deserted and
raced upstairs. Nothing on the second
floor seemed dis:urbed until he came
to the dainty, emerald-green bedroom
of little Lien-tzu. In the doorway he
checked and stared, his lean face set
and dark with anger.

On the floor near the window lay a
square of unfinished embroidery. He
had seen that embroidery. It showed
the great gold vase in which the gods
had imprisoned the waters of the earth,
and the rebel human who had smashed
his way out and loosed the ancient
deluge upon the world. Now the frame
was smashed, the silken threads of gotd
and deep blue were soiled and tram-
pled.

His hard eyes roved and checked
again in mountirg fury. Against the
wall lay the royal Pekinese dog he had
given to Lien-tzu. Its small body was
crushed and twisted. Blood not yet con-
gealed had ceased to flow from its
mouth,

Brice spent ten minutes of black
anger seeking a note or even the tiniest
clue to the fate which had overtaken
his friends. There was nothing on the
second floor, not even a hint. At length
he went softly downstairs to call the
police.

He had left the front door ajar.
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Now it was closed. Framed against it
stood two members of the Chinese po-
lice, for Ling Ch'i-wu lived outside the
zone patrolled by the Sikhs. Thex were
simply watching him with bland, in-
scrutable eyes. One of them he knew
slightly, but the man gave no sign of
recognition. His companion spoke in a
sing-song voice.

“Foreign person has leave to enter
this house?”

Brice studied them. “This person
comes to eat by invitation,” he replied
softly. “The home of Ling Ch’i-wu is
ravished, its people gone. It is well that
you are come.”

A very slight moveament betrayed the
man’s amazement that Brice spoke per-
fect Chinese. He continued to stare.

“Has the intruding foreigner dis-
covered signs of a siruggle?” he asked
in the same toneless voice.

“Are the feet of the police so heavy
that they cannot sec for themselves?”
Brice retorted.

“The police ask—-and must be an-
swered.”

On his guard, Brice told them quiet-
ly what he had found.

“A vicious dog slain, a bird un-
watered — in the haste of departure,”
the Chinese droned. “What of these
things ?”’

“The police have been through the
house?”” asked Brice.

The man gave a gesture of assent.
“Because of the open door. It is clear
that the honorable Ling Ch’i-wu has
gone on a journey. The police remain,
to guard against the intrusion.”

Brice hesitated. These men were not
fools. They were willfully blind, and
he was skating on thin ice. He
shrugged.

“Being here by irvitation,” he said,
“this person is naturally surprised at
the sudden departure of his host—sur-

prised and curious. The departure was
voluntary ?”

The Chinese merely stared. His com-
panion, whom Brice knew slightly,
elected to answer. “How else would
Ling Ch'i-wu depart?” he asked bland-
ly. “Perhaps the ways of the Chinese
are clear only to the Chinese.” He
paused. “It is said that too much curi-
iosity may overheat the mind—causing
death.”

Brice studied the man, his own eyes
veiled. The words seemed rather a
warning than a threat. He shrugged
again.

“If the police are incurious,” he
said, “who is this person to ask ques-
tions? Ling Ch'i-wu is my {riend, but
is not answerable to me for his com-
ings and goings.”

“Wisdom is a rare jewel and deserv-
ing of respect,” the policeman bowed.
“Let us go forth and lock the door un-"
til the auspicious return of Ling Ch’i-
wu.” he stood aside.

Brice went out. They followed,
closed the door, and escorted him to
the street. There they paused.

WITH a casual good night, Brice

strolled away toward the Foreign
Concession. Though he did not look
back, he could sense their eyes on him
until he turned the first corner. Full of
dread for his friends, he was equally
puzzled. The police knew what had
happened. Yet he had the impression
that they were not directly responsible
for it. They merely acquiesced.

Wits racing in search of a clue,
Brice had quickened his pace and cov-
ered some distance before he realized
that he was being followed. He turned
a corner and paused at the zigzag
bridge that ran out to the water pa-
vilion, one hand rising absently to
loosen the gun in his shoulder holster.
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- The reflection of lights trembled in
the quiet water. He stared at them, lis-
tening intently, then wheeled.

There was no one in sight. At the
same instant, he heard a stifled cry
from around the corner.

Brice ran lightly back the way he
had come. The shadow might be a per-
sonal enemy, the cry a trap. The
shadow might be someone who feared
or desired his intervention on behalf of
Ling Ch'i-wu and his daughter—

He swung wide in a crouching run
and almost fell over the body of a man
writhing on the grbjund. It was a Chi-
nese, his face twisted with desperate
agony, both hands to his stomach.

A quick glance showed Brice the rest
of the street deserted as before. He
looked down, then kneeled swiftly. The
man on the ground was Ling’s house-

.boy, Ch’ang. He had been all but dis-

emhoweled.

“Ch’ang!” said Brice sharply. “What
of your master?”

The rolling eyes met his for an in-
stant. “Lien-tzu!” whispered Ch’ang.
“Felicitous nights. Be swift—" With
a shuddering groan, the houseboy
stiffened and relaxed in death.

Brice rose in cold fury, his hard
eyes searching for the murderer. The
street remained deserted. And that fact
restored his wits and his caution to-
gether. If the enemies of Ling Ch'i-wu
were powerful enough to clear the
whole neighborhood, there was noth-
ing he could do here except throw away
his life.

Certain that he was being watched,
he shook his head, glanced about nerv-
ously and hurried on toward the bund.
After a second turn he saw a ricksha,
hailed it and was carried at jog-trot
to the Astor House. If anything was
to be done for Ling Ch'i-wu and his
daughter it must be done warily, by

craft rather than by force. The words
of Ch’ang had meant little to him, but
they had meant something.

At the hotel he strolled through the
lobby and went to his room. After
twenty minutes of swift, ahsorbed ac-
tion he wheeled and studied himself in
the mirror. A yellow-brown dye had
changed the color of his face, especial-
ly his lips, and made his eyelashes al-
most invisible. The merest touch of
black had slanted his eyes and brows.
In sandals, blue trousers and long,
black coat, and a tlack sateen skull-cap
with a red button, he could: easily pass
in the street as a tall, gaunt Chinese
of the type bred ir the north. Such are
often employed as guides by foreigners
wishing to visit Peiping. Even if he
were seen leaving the hotel it should
not arouse comment, )

Five minutes later a ricksha-coolie
trotted into a side street near the Astor
House in*answer to a harsh call. A tall’
Chinese drew one hand from his sleeve
and climbed into the ricksha. The di-
rections he gave were in the Peiping
dialect, but the coolie understood and
trotted off resignedly. From one of his
own countrymen his tip would be small
indeed.

11

N the ornate horse of Li Nan-wang
on Bubbling Well Road the first
and second houseboys had departed,
leaving Hop See, their sulky junior to
put away the dishes and tidy up.

He had almost finished when a curi-
ous, slow knock at the back door star-
tled him. Though Flop See belonged to
no political party, secret or otherwise,
he knew that the head houseboy did.
Intrigued by that knock and alarmed -
for his skin, he hastened to answer. No
sooner had he unlocked the door than
it opened slowly in his face.
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A tall Chinese stallked in, closed and
locked the door, then wheeled, his
hands in his sleeves. Hop See re-
treated, dull apprehension showing the
muddy whites of his eyes. The black
eyes that glittered into his were hard
and threatening.

The intruder spoke in the dialect of
distant Shensi.

“This person seeks your master,” he
said in a deep voice. “Tell the way,
creature of no importance.”

Hop See stammered out where his
master was to be found.

“Remain here, low one,” ordered the
intruder and moved with noiseless dig-
nity into the front pa:t of the house.

The fat little me:chant, Li Nan-
wang, looked up from his private ac-
counts to see a tall f:llow-countryman
in the doorway. His smirk of satisfac-
tion vanished in amazement. As he
stared, uneasiness and then dismay
widened his small, coal-black eyes. His
mouth opened like that of a stranded
fish.

“Who are you?” he faltered, clutch-
ing his low desk. )

Aware that a good fright loosei s the
tongue, Brice advanced and spoke in
a threatening voice: “You are a friend
of the merchant, Ling Ch’i-wu! Would
you deny it?”

“The thing is not clear,” gasped the
little merchant.

“It is clear. Ling Ch’i-wu was of-
fended. If you had a part in his down-
fall tonight you will no doubt be re-
warded.”

“His downfall! Tonight? We-—we
are friends. If he has offended, this
person knows nothing of it-—"

Brice lost his threatening scowl, sat-
isfied that Li Nan-wang had no part in
the disappearance of the Ling family.

“You do not know me?” he asked.
“We met at his house.”

The merchant stared. “Now, yes!
It is the. American who captured Ling
Chang, the bandit. How clever the dis-
guise I”’

“It is also the friend of Ling Ch'i-
wu,” nodded Brice, unsmiling. “Listen,
friend of my friend.” Carefully he de-
scribed what he had found at the home
of Ling Ch’i-wu, mentioning the dead
pets and the attitude of the police.

“Can you guess what has hap-
pened?” he concluded.

Li Nan-wang looked badly scared.
He replied huskily, his eyes avoiding
Brice: “Some evil fate has overtaken

my friend and his daughter. Possibly

he has—offended the gods.”

“It is possible,” said Brice dryly. “It
is also possible that he has enemies on
earth. Can you tell who those enmies
are, friend of Ling Ch'i-wu?”

The merchant hesitated. “Who
should know better his _ master’s
enemies than Ch’ang, -the head house-
boy?” he evaded.

Brice scowled. “Unfortunately, the
introduction of a knife has caused
Ch’ang to cease breathing.”

“A knife!” Li Nan-wang was shak-
ing. “Perhaps Ch’ang breathed words
that were—indiscreet.”

“That is why this person comes to
the friend of Ling Ch’'i-wu in disguise,
seeking discreet knowledge.” Brice
spoke with an edge of contempt in his
voice.

I NAN-WANG stiffened. Then he

beckoned Brice nearer. “It is
said,” he whispered, “that an arrow
loosed in the air blindly may return
and wound the foolish marksman.” He
glanced nervously at the door which
Brice had closed. “While this person
wishes to help you to help his friend,

he cannot be sure who the enemies may
be.!)




g SRS s

% z«.:\*){?r‘:&h.;;‘ o

12 ARGOSY

“A guess would be sufficient, and
remain a secret.” Brice nodded. “You
will not be drawn into this affair.”

“This, then, shall be told you,” whis-
pered Li Nan-wang reluctantly. “There
is a certain highly placed government
official whose son wished to marry the
daughter of Ling Ch’i-wu. The official
himself made the request, which should
have been taken as a great honor to
our friend. It is rumored that, while so
regarding it, Ling Ch’i-wu did not ac-
cept.”

“Why?” muttered Brice.

“In defhance of all tradition, uniike
a Chinese father, Ling Ch'i-wu con-
sulted the wishes of his daughter, the
Lily-bud. And Lien-tzu pleaded against
it with tears.”

“Why ?” repeated Brice softly.

Li Nan-wang’s uneasiness increased.
“Because,” he whispered, ‘“‘she has other
than liking for the son of that official.
It is rumored that he sleeps through
the hours of day and spends the hours
of night with sing-song girls. He is
not a person blessed with gentleness.”
The merchant looked up slyly. “Is the
white friend of China a very warm
friend of Lien-tzu?”

Brice ignored this. “Some words

were spoken before Ch’ang died. Do
the words: ‘Felicitous nights’ convey
a meaning to the loyal friend of Ling
Ch’i-wu and his daughter?”

“The white friend of Lien-tzu
knows China,” said Li Nan-wang
suavely. “Does he not also guess the
possible meaning of those words?”

Brice frowned, watching him. “In
some such manner are named the sing-
song hoats?” he suggested.

Lt Nan-wang had regained his com-
posure. He bowed. “It comes to me
from my youth,” he murmured, “that
a vessel so named brightens the lake
at Soochow with light and tinkling

laughter. Yet that boat especially
might not welcome even so distin-
guished a forcigner as my guest to-
night.” :

“Your guest tonight is Chinese, as
you see. And now what are the names
of this official and his son?”

“Of what use to lay aside life for a
friend,” murmured Lji Nan-wang
piously, “when it cannot help that
friend ?”

“Tell me their names,” said Brice
harshly. “Ther: is no danger to your
life, Ii Nan-wang. The danger is to
me, and to our friends.”

“It is said that one who names
names invites death. This person has
small sons who will need their father.”

Brice shrugged. “It might also be
said that half a friend is better than
none, Li Nan-wang. Have no fear that
what you hawve said will reach the large
ear of gossip.”

He wheeled and stalked out of the
room,

AFTER one of his perilous inland

trips Brice usually stayed at the
Astor House. Respected and liked- by
the really big men of the foreign col-
ony, he had been first ignored by the
snobbish element, then admired by the
women and finally pursued by them.
Snubs and pursuit left him equally de-
tached, though sometimes their eager
maneuvers amused him, The best hotel
was just good advertising for a trust-
worthy adventurer. From the guests, as
such, he remaiped quietly aloof.

The previous year, he had hired and
armed a tug for the capture by guile
of a certain war-lord bandit called
Ling Chang. With the reward for that
feat he had bovgit the tug and chris-
tened her the Idary Jame. The name
suited her becatse she was sturdy and
competent, but nothing much to look at.
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Now his first care was to make cer-
tain that nobody saw him leave the
house of Li Nan-wang. That accom-
plished, he hired a ricksha and was
carried through small, dark ways to-
ward Soochow Crezk. He dismissed
the ricksha near the creek and watched
it out of sight. Ther. he walked to the
cheap dock where the Mary Jane was
moored. The neighborhood was a quiet
one, but instinct made him use the long,
ground-eating strice of northeast
China, where men were tall and lean
like himself.

The Mary Jane lay rubbing and
whining softly against the dock as
though anxious to be off. Brice stole
aboard, unlocked her and made for the
engine room. She was an oil-burner,
but would eat inflammable at a pinch.
He checked the gauges and, lighting
the burners, set them to get steam up
-moderately fast. Then he locked her
and slipped ashore unseen,

Wherever waterways permitted, he
used the armed tug for his inland voy-
ages. He had a twc-man crew of ex-
marines who had left the army when
he did, and had been his faithful bud-
dies ever since. Huge, slow-witted
“Tiny” Huckle acted as engineer. Sam
Placer was second :n command.

Shanghai was “hcme” to them, also.
During their usually brief periods of
idleness, Sam and Tiny relaxed in ways
that were frankly simple and primi-
tive. Yet each had learned to stop with
the drink that left them exhilerated,
and drink again when that wore off.
Since their lives might depend on their
wits, they never got fuddled. All three
shared the same enemies, carried their
lives in their hands, and never lost
touch with each other.

It did not take Brice long to dis-
cover them. They were quietly enjoy-
ing themselves in surroundings that

would have turned a reformer purple
with shame—or envy. Huckle was rum-
bling a most indecent song, off key.
Sam was in a teasing mood. Tall and
blond, with cool gray eyes, Sam was
forty and looked about twenty-eight.

Still in his Chinese costume, Brice
entered the dive with an air of sullen
calm. He found a seat and ordered
cheap rice wine. His pals spotted him
at once, but paid no attention to him.
After a moment, however, they tum-
bled their squealing, pouting girls from
their laps, tossed them some money and
strolled out.

When Brice emerged a minute later,
they followed him, overtaking him as
soon as they were out of sight of the
dive. Slightly drunk or sober, all three
could steal along darkened byways as
silently as cats—when they chose.

“What’s up?” Tiny asked at last in
a hoarse whisper.

“Steam’s getting up. We're off as
soon as possible.”

“Good enough! What about our
duffle?”

“You won’t need it,”

said Brice,
“Not going far.” g

THEY walked on in silence. Just be-
fore they reached the tug, Sam
eased into a doorway to make sure they
were not being followed. He rejoined
them aboard a few minutes later.
While Tiny set the jets on full and
watched the pressure gauge, Brice told
them what had happened to his friends.
Neither of them had met Lien-tzu, but
they swore softly at the news of her

-abduction because it made a difference

to Brice. He told them Ch’ang’s dying
words and Li Nan-wang’s interpreta-
tion of them.

“So,” he concluded, “my guess is
they’ve taken her to that sing-song boat
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on Lake Taihu near Soochow. And
the sooner I get her out of it the bet-
ter. I'll need you guys to get me there,
After that you’re out of this.”

“Know any more funny cracks?”
rumbled Tiny, peering at the gauge.
“How you gonna get her back here?
Swim ?”

Brice hesitated. “Well, you can tie
up the Mary Jane out of sight, on the
chance I can get away with the girl and
get her aboard. We'll steam part way
back here to Shanghai. But after that
I don’t want you guys mixed up in
this.”

“Why not?” asked Sam, “if it ain’t
a rude question?”

“Because we’re not making a dash
into trouble and back to safety this
time. We're up against the Nanking
Government, at least I am. That means
cutting the ground from under me, and
cutting the water from under the M. ary
Jane, if she’s mixed up in it.”

“So what’s that got to do with us?”
asked Sam. '

Brice eyed him thoughtfully. “Noth-
ing. You're out.”

“Yeah?” Sam looked at Tiny and
they burst out laughing.

Tiny wiped the sweat from his grin-
ning face. “Yeah, we're kinda delicate,
huh? Gimme enough shells for the
‘Barkin’ Dog’ and we'll lick the whole
Chinese navy.”

“Which reminds me,” nodded Sam,
“to get the hatch open.” He thumbed
his nose at Brice and stalked out.

“Swell discipline aboard this ship,”
Brice grumbled to hide his feelings.
“How’s the gauge, Tiny?”

“She’ll turn over now, Dan.”

“Okay. Go on out and tell Sam to
cast off. I'll take the wheel. Don’t want
to show on deck in this outfit.”

“She won’t much more’n turn over,”

warned Tiny.

“Half-speed’ll do. When we hit: the
canal she’d pile up a bow wave and be
climbing a hill at more’n half-speed.”

Tiny nodded and went out.

Brice climbed to the pilot-house. In
a few minutes the tug was nosing
quietly upstream. After coiling down,
Sam made for the special forward
hatch. Brice called him into the pilot-
house and told him to lay off.

“I don’t want the Mary Jane -to
show in this if I can help it,” he ex-
plained. “Leave the guns where they
are.”

“What's the idea getting caught flat-
footed?” asked Sam reasonably. “We
don’t have to wce the guns,”

“Here’s why,” said Brice. “I was
caught at the hcuse right after the ab-
duction. A higt official pulled it and
the police are in on it—or condoning
it. If we get the girl back they’ll put
two and two together and look up the
Mary Jane. By that time I want her
moored at her dock as before, not
armed and cleared for action. And
that’s why I wanat to pull it alone, as
an unknown Chiaese. Malusm #”

“You could be right,” nodded Sam
evasively.

nm

WHEN cleared for action, the
Mary Jane had a shining, one-
pound quick-firer on a swivel base,
bolted to her fcredeck, and a first- -
class, modern machine gun holted aft.
On perilous missions both guns were
protected by makeshift breastworks—
cases of canned corned beef that would
stop a steel bullet. When at Shanghai,
guns and cases were stored in the hold -
under a forehatch, with the ammun;-
tion. The fuel-oil tanks were aft.
Tiny called the one-pounder the
Barkin” Dog and the machine-gun the
Spittin’ Cat. He was almost 2 magician




THE DREAMING DEATH 15

with the quick-firer. $Sam claimed that
Tiny could drop a shell on a dime at a
thousand feet, after straddling it with
two shots. And he did not greatly ex-
ageerate.

Also, since his capture of Ling
Chang and the battle preceding it, Brice
and his crew had spent days of hard
labor armor-plating the deckhouse to a
height of three feet. It was done .by
permission of the friendly Nanking
Government.

Chugging warily up Soochow Cre'ek
in the dark, Brice summed up the sit-
uation aloud.

“This looks tricky Sam,” he com-
mented. “Ling Ch'i-wu’s made a
powerful enemy. Wkoever the official
is, he swings a lot of weight. That
probably means he’s a government (?fﬁ-
cial. We've got friends at Nanking,
but they can’t help us much if some-
body big goes out for our blood. At
the best, we couldn’t operate in China
any more. At the worst, théy could sink
the Mary Jane and shoot us for pirates
before the U. S. Consul heard about it.
Of course. it wouldn’t be official, but
we’d be just as dead. That’s why I
want to keep the tug out of it if possi-
ble, and why I don't want you and
Tiny mixed up in it at any price. Ling
isn’t your friend.”

“We gotta die sometime,” Sam
chuckled, unconvinced. “Anyhow, no-
body saw us leave the dock.”

Brice turned his head, black eyes
glimmering in the binnacle lights, his
lean mouth smiling “You'll do as
you're told, the way vou always have,”
he said -evenly.

Sam stiffened, then relaxed. “Yeah?”
He looked out ahead. “I'm wonder-
ing how they got her up here, Dan.”

Brice nodded. “I'ra1 wondering that
myself. Maybe I can’t help dragging
you in. Maybhe—you’d better get a case

of corned willy on deck. They're
heavy. Let Tiny know what to do with
it, if necessary. Get the idea?”

“I catch,” muttered Sam. “But no
guns?”’

“No. Anyhow, not yet. But I'm go-
going to snatch that youngster out of
trouble if the job can be done.”

“Fair enough,” purred Sam, and slid
out on the fore deck. Though watching
the channel, Brice could see his deft
second-in-command  strip the hatch,
raise two boards and swing below. A
heavy case thumped on deck. Sam mus-
cled out, replaced the boards and bat-
tened down the tarpaulin. He loped aft
to come to an understanding with
Tiny. Brice knew it, but did not know
how complete that understanding was
to bhe.

After a while Sam returned with
two rifles. He stood them in a handy
corner and rejoined Brice. “Free the
girlit is,” he said. “What’s your plan?”

Brice told him. Sam grumbled a ljt-

tle, but let it go, as he said, for the
time being.

WITH increasing pressure, Brice
signaled for all the speed he

dared in the narrow channel. Present-
ly, astern, the full moon lifted a pale
orange rim on the eastern horizon,
They cursed it absently, in unison. The
job ahead would be tricky enough in
the dark. By moonlight it would be ten
times riskier and more difficult.

The moon rose higher, brightening
as it paled, glinting on patches of
marsh as the creek twisted and wound,
Above the steady, muffled beat of their
engine came a sound of a million
frogs and, occasionally, the wild cry
of a bird. :

Suddenly Brice jerked erect. At the
same instant, Sam darted out of the
pilot house and tumbled below. Moon-
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fight had caught the white bow-wave .

of a launch speeding down on them.

Brice signaled for quarter speed. A
moment later the bow-wave of the
launch subsided to thin ribbons of
foam as it slowed and veered toward
the tug’s port bow. Brice shifted his
helm to starboard a little, switched on
his searchlight and trained it.

The faces and bodies of the three
men in the launch flashed brilliantly
distinct. They were Chinese. Two
looked like deckhands. A third, half
rising from the helm to shield his eyes,
was older, wore a dark uniform and a
vachting cap.

Brice switched off the light. The
launch might be an innocent pleasure-
craft belonging to some wealthy mer-
chant.

It was close now, almost alongside.
As it slid past, the man at the helm
shouted at Brice in Chinese. He caught
the word “Stop!” but the rest was in-
distinct.

He regained the center of the chan-
nel and looked aft. The shallow-draft
launch had veered shoreward and was
backing, maneuvering for a turn,
Brice smiled. Their interest in the pres-
ence of the tug argued their own guilt.

The lumbering bulk of Tiny Huckle
clumped out on the {fore-deck. He
picked up the case of corned-beef tins
as though it were empty, and carried
it aft. Brice heard the case thump on
the roof of the deckhouse behind him.

Sam darted into the pilot-house,
caught up a rifle and oozed out on deck.
The Mary Jane chugged on at quarter
speed.

Again Brice looked astern. The
launch had turned and was overhaul-
ing them fast, coming up to port. Sam’s
guarded voice reached - Brice: “I got
‘em covered. Tell ’em so, Dan.”

The launch drew level, slowed and

scraped their trailing, wooden buffers.
The two deckhands grabbed their rail.

“Who are you? What do you do
here?” called the man at the helm in
Chinese. His voice was high-pitched,
but held a not2 of authority. “Stop your
engine !”

Brice answered in Chinese, without
showing himeself.

“By whose order?” he yelled. “Are
you piratesr”

The Chinese hesitated. “It may be!
Where are vou hound? Stop your
engine, low-born, water-rat!”

“We are tound on pleasure only,
great noble!” Brice whined. “To the
vessel of Felicitous Nights.”

“Ha!” The man drew a revolver,
“Stop, son of filth!”

“Alas!” howled Brice. “Can the
noble lord and his men swim? It is vital
to their safety!” o

The man pecred upward. “Certainly,
we can swim!"' He raised the revolver.
“For the last time, stop your engine!”

“Look aft and drop your gun!”
called Brice in a hard voice. “You are
staring at death, foolish pirate !’

The man looked, saw the muzzle of
Sam’s rifle and let his weapon fall, his
mouth a dark cavity of amazement.

“Now swim!” called Brice with a
note of grim laughter, and jerked the
whistle-cord. .

WITH the short blast he glanced
aft. On the deckhouse towered
the giant Huckle, the case above his
head. The deczhands yelled with ter-
ror and tried to scramble out of the
way. Their Jeader clawed for his gun,
but missed it. ‘The case rose in the air
lazily and fell in the cockpit of the
launch with a rending crash, just miss-
ing the deckhands. Two corners of it
ripped through the light bottom like
tissue paper.,
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founiain of water

Instantly a
gushed up in the cockpit. The launch
began to settle in the water with ap-

palling quickness. DBrice heard a
chuckle in his ear but did not turn.

The two deckhands stared for an in-
“stant as though frozen, then whirled
and plunged overboard with howls of

fear.

Their leader tried to cover the hole

with the case of corned beef, but could

. not even lift it. The launch was sink-
ing under him when he, too, dove over-
board and struck out for the marshy
fringe of the creek. The launch went
down with an amused gurgle, leaving
a tiny whirlpool on the surface. An oar
and two seat cushions popped up and
floated forlornly.

“And that’s that,”
“Tiny’s gone below.”

Brice watched the dark, bobbing
heads of the swimmers for a minute
or two, then signaled for half-speed
ahead.

“Take ’em all night to get anvwhere
in that marsh,” he observed. “Tiny’s
the cat’s pants.”

“Youw've said it,” agreed Sam
placidly. He stacked his rifle in the cor-
ner and strolled out. The tug surged
forward.

Half a mile farther on, Brice
slowed again and turned a little to port.
Warily the tug enterec a branch of the
Grand Canal which ran due west to
Soochow. Sam reappeared.

“Tiny thinks he siould’ve bopped
the bird with the gun,” he confided
lazily. “Bloodthirsty guy, ain’t he!
Wha'd you find out from them Chinks,
Dan?”

“Plenty,” said Brice with a hard
laugh. “He drew on us when I men-
tioned that sing-song boat—Felicitous
Nights.”

“Then we're on the right track.”

2 A—2

laughed Sam.

“You've said it,” echoed Brice,
watching the channel.
“Wish I could talk the lingo,”

mourned Sam. He waited, got. no re-
ply and eased out again, realizing that
Brice wanted to think.

An hour later the Mary Jane had
circled Soochow and nosed cautiously
into a small inlet to the south. Sam
dropped a light anchor, then rowed
Brice ashore in the dinghy. Hands in
his sleeves, Brice bowed a mock fare-
well and started north toward Soo-
chow. His comrades watched him al-
most out of sight.

N the smaller, darker streets of Soo-
chow, the tall, striding, Chinese fig-
ure aroused some interest but no sus-
picion. Brice waited until he saw a
well-dressed merchant whose expres-
sion looked intelligent. He checked the
man courteously. .

“Is it known where lies the boat of
Felicitous Nights?”

“It 1s known,” the merchant stared
uneasily, “but the vessel in question is
not for—such as we.”

“For the noble and wealthy, per-
haps?” Brice inquired.

“That is so, courteous stranger.”

“It is said that not all the noble and
wealthy can be known by their attire,”
Brice suggested in a silken murmur.

“That also is true, respected sir,” re-
plied the merchant nervously. “The
vessel known as Felicitous Nights lies
anchored in Hsi Kou Bay to the south
of Kwang Foong.”

“And may be reached in what man-
ner, unimportant one?”

The merchant grew still more nerv-
ous and respectful. “By launch from
close at hand. Is it permitted to guide,
noble sir? This person would make
amends for his lack of respect.”

“It is permitted,” said Brice.
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The merchant led him to the foot of
the next street. There he hailed a
launch which lay alongside a small
dock, bidding the man hurry for a dis-
tinguished passenger. The boatman
started his engine at once. Plainly visi-
ble in the moonlight, the launch looked
swift and sturdy. It was roomy, too.

Brice thumped off the safety catch
on the automatic in his sleeve, He and
the merchant had been followed from
the last street, followed with a silent
skill rare even for the Chinese. I,ook-
ing down at the launch, he thanked the
merchant pointedly.

His guide murmured something re-
spectful and hurried away. Brice
stepped into the launch, wheeled swift-
by and drew his gun. Two figures raced
out on the dock, bringing a cry of
alarm from the boatman. With a snort,
Brice put his gun away.

Wreathed in placid smiles, Sam and
Tiny stepped down into the cockpit and
made themselves comfortable.

“Thought you’d go it alone, huh?”
asked Sam.

“Home, James,” said Tiny in a com-
fortable growl. _

For a second Brice was angry. Then
his mouth twitched. The boatman was
staring in scared amazement. Brice
nodded.

“To Hsi Kou Bay on Lake Taihu,
and the sing-song boat known as Felic-
itous Nights,” he ordered in imperious
Chinese.

The boatman’s eyes widened ner-
vously, but he cast off, put his engine
in gear and jumped to the helm.

“And don’t spare the hosses,”
chuckled Tiny.

It was a long trip—about fifteen
miles—south on the Grand Canal to an
arm of Lake Taihu, then southwest
until they saw the lights of Tai Ku
Ting, then northwest between the is-

lands into Hsi Kou Bay. Luckily the
launch was swift and covered the dis-
tance in half an hour.

They saw the vessel almost as soon
as they rounded the point. It lay on the
water like z gorgeous dragon-fly,
lighted fore and aft by softly swaying,
colored lanterns. But it lay silent, with
no tinkle of music or laughter.

Sam and Tiny had a good look at
it, then lay down in the cockpit and
spread its canvas cover over them-
selves. :

Brice showed the boatman his auto-
matic once more. v

“A quiet tongue,” he said, “leads to
venerable age.”

“High-born, this one sees nothing-—
knows nothing !”

Five minutes later the launch brushed
alongside the pleasure harge. Brice
whispered to the boatman to draw off
a little but remain within hearing. Then
he stepped up on the Sing-song boat’s
deck of polished, richly inlaid boards,

“and into the scent of perfumed candles.

v

THE afterdeck was entirely de-
serted. His sandals made the slight-
est whisper on the smooth boards, vet
almost at once the carved, teakwood
door into the deckhouse swung open.
Two little sing-song girls appeared in
the doorway. They were verv young,
their piquant, rice-powdered faces ex-
quisitely pretty. Their trousers and
tunics were of thin silk, revealing their
slim contours. Young lips pouted while
almond eyes swriled at him. In twitter-
ing chorus, they bowed him into the
dim and scented main cabin of the
sing-song boat.
Brice entered with grave dignity,
aware of their birdlike glances at his
cheap attire. When he halted, one of




“them lifted a smiling, flowerlike face.
“Great Lord,” she trilled mockingly,
_ “that pretty one is ca led Su Su. This
humble slave is Ying Ying.”

As though at a signal, thev pirouetted
before him in
gravely over their heads.

“Men know,” he intoned on a deep
note, “that some few great ones do
not wear their honors upon their
sleeves. Women are as peacocks, know-
ing nothing except to be admired.”

The girls bowed low. When they
looked up, all mockery was gone. Their
- smooth, almond eves were bright with

fear. “The Great One would have us
go?” asked Su Su timidly.
: It cost Brice an effort to keep his
~ eyes coldly remote. To frighten voung
girls was a new role fcr him.

“This one who comes as a low-
born,” he said pointedly, “desires
speech with the girl who came tonight,
and none other.”

They looked startled and even more
frightened. ‘

- “This—this worthless thing will in-
quire,” faltered Ying Ying. At his nod
of permission, she ran gracefully to-
ward the front of the vabin and slipped
out through a narrow door.

Su Su stood before him with bowed
head, clasping and unclasping her soft
little hands. Moments passed. but Ying
Ying did not return. Then, like some-
thing that creeps in the night, the con-
sciousness stole over Brice that he was
being watched. An instant later, Su Su
clapped a hand over her mouth and
ran out of the cabin with a stifled wail
of terror.

Brice stood motionless while his
hlack eyes roved over the huge dim
cabin and his hand tightened on the
automatic. A faint sound made him
wheel swiftly. Two enormous, soft-
footed Chinese stood in the main door-

uniscn. Brice stared .

THE DREAMING DEATH 19

way, watching him in silence. He
turned his head sharply. Two other
doors, one on each side of the cabin,
had opened to admit two more men
each.

Trying to watch them all with nar-
rowed eyes, Brice drew his automatic
and thumbed off the safety catch., At
sight of it all six of them closed in
on him in swift silence.

Brice shot two of them with cool
accuracy, one through the lungs, an-
other between the eyes. While the
sharp explosions still echoed, the other
four were upon him with their bare
hands,

One of them staggered back with
a broken jaw, out on his feet. Another
took a fist in the stomach that sat him
down with a breathless snarl. But under

‘the rush of the other two, Brice meas-

ured his length on the cabin floor.

Used to the art of rough and tumble,
he was up like a cat. He had lost the
automatic, but was swinging a hard
fist when the seated man tackled his
legs. Down he went again, and this
time the other two swarmed all over
him. Prone on his face, Brice was still
making a fight of it when a silken noose
was slipped about his neck from behind
and tightened savagely. At the same in-
stant his left arm was twisted and
locked on his back.

Gasping for breath, the blood roar-
ing in his ears, Brice was losing con-
sciousness. Under his iron will, his
body gathered itself in a final effort.
He twisted half over, felt the silk
loosen and gulped a lungful of air.
Again the noose tightened and his arm
was twisted savagely. He sensed a blow
descending but could not see jt—

ROM the doorway came a good
American curse. Dimly Brice heard
the clump of quick, shod feet and the
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clean smack of blows. The noose fell
away. His arm was free. Gasping a
little, he rolled over weakly and sat
up in time to see Huckle land an up-
percut on the last Chinese. Tt whipped
the man’s head back and snapped his
neck. He was dying when he hit the
floor.

Brice got up unsteadily. “Good lads,”
he muttered.

Sam had moved to help. “You
okay?” he growled.

Brice stooped for his automatic and
straightened dizzily, panting a little.
“Okay by a small margin. What about
our launch? If that boatman decides
to beat it—"

“Don’t worry. He’s tied up and we
got his keys. We made her fast along-
side.”

“Watch her, Sam! Somehody aboard
could shove her off. Let Tiny keep an
eyve on these birds.”

Sam chuckled. Tiny was moving
from Chink to prone Chink, method-
ically rapping their heads with the
muzzle of his long .45. Three were
dead. The other three were out cold
now.

“Tiny’s watching ’em now,” Sam
pointed out. “Kind of a cute joint this,
ain’t it?”

“You get out there and watch that
launch!” Brice made for the door
where Ying Ying had vanished. It was
unlocked. He opened it wide and
stepped through, his automatic poised
to chop down.

Beyond the door, a passage led for-
ward and then down a narrow com-
panionway. There was no one in sight.
Brice crept along the passage and stole
downward, his narrow eyes alert and
savage, his throat still aching from the
noose.

At the foot of the companionway,
open doors to left and right revealed

gorgeously furnished but unoccupie
cabins.

A third door, facing Brice, wa
closed. He L'stened intently, but coul
not hear a sound.

At length he tried the handle. T
door yieldec, opening a few- inche
silently. After a quick glance behin
him, he lookad into the cabin.

It was luxurious and well lightec
He saw Lien-tzu at once. The girl ha
backed into a corner. Her heavy sil
tunic was ripped in a dozen places
One sleeve had been torn away, barin;
a pale shoulder and arm. She was hold
ing the point of a knife against he
young hosom, her petal-face grave an
composed.

Facing the girl, with his back t
the door, stocd a slim Chinese. He wor:
emerald silk “rousers and a green tuni
with a great, zolden dragon emblazonec
on the back.

As Brice cized up the cabin befor
entering, a panel opened silently jus:
behind Lien-tzu’s shoulder. A long, yel
low arm shot through and clamped he:
wrist, twisting it as she cried out. Thy
knife fell. The arm hurled her stum
bling forwarc toward the slim Chinese.

BRICE fired. There was a cough be-

hind the panel and the sound of
fingernails clawing wood. The richly
clad Chinese wheeled sharply, reveal-
ing a young face, dark and narrow,
cruel, ravaged by dissipation. As he
turned, Lien-izu swerved lithely past
him and ran to Brice with a little
murmur of relief.

After one snarling, incredulous
glance, the ycung Chinese clapped his
hands sharply together. Then, with
lightning quickness, he drew a knife
from his sleeve and sprang at Brice.

The girl tried to thrust her body be-
tween them to shield Brice. He swept

‘..
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- her aside and fired at the upraised arm.
The knife fell. The young Chinese
howled with fury, clutching his
wounded arm. Then he stooped for
the knife and sprang ap with it in his
left hand. Brice shifted his gun to his
own left hand, dodged the knife and
struck, the weight of his shoulder be-
hind the lifting blow. It caught the
slim Chinese under the jaw and hurled
him back head first against the wall.
His head was on one side a little. The
impact broke his neck with a dull snap.
He sprawled limply on the floor like a
gorgeous China doll.

A cry from Lien-tzu made Brice
wheel swiftly. A hidden door in the
paneling had opened. admitting two
‘huge, cat-footed Chinese armed with
knives. They sprang at him as he
turned,

Through the open door Tiny charged
like a great wind. Brice fired, drop-
ping one of the Chinese in a plunging
dive. Tiny closed with the other, caught
his knife-arm, wheeled and stooped
with a savage heave. The Chinese pin-
wheeled over his head and struck the
cabin wall, both feet crushing through
the thin panel. One of them caught in
the hole it had made. The man hung
there head down, groaning with the
agony of a dislocated shoulder.

Tiny swept the room with little red
eves. There were no more opponents.
He wiped his mouth and jerked his
thumb at the hanging Chinese. “Should
I finish the guy, Dan?”

Brice shook his head. “Lift him
down and we'll get out of here.” His
hand closed on Lieu-tzu’s trembling
fingers.

Tiny vanked the man’s foot out and
laid him on the rug without interest
or comment. They guided and guarded
Lien-tzu up to the main cabin and
thence out on deck. Sam stood on guard

beside the launch and grinned his relief
when he saw them.

“Heard you shoot,” he said and
stepped down into the cockpit. He had
released the frightened boatman, who
was crouching over his engine. Tiny
handed Lien-tzu aboard and followed.

Brice was casting off when a patter
of feet checked him. Ying Ying and
Su Su came running out on deck, wild-
eved.

“Take us with you!” Ying Ying
gasped, “or we die! We shall be
blamed ! They will kill us slowly!” Both
the sing-song girls were shaking with
terror. ’

“Please take them,” begged Lien-tzu.
“It is the truth.”

“As you will.” Brice changed to
English. “They’ll be killed if we leave
’em here, Tiny. Here. Grab ’em—"

As he waved the girls forward, Tiny
rose with a roar of laughter. His two
hands went out and grabbed the fright-
ened girls by the slack of their little
waists. He lifted them high in air, then

_sat down with them one on each knee.

At first they shrank from him in
alarm. When he patted their backs and
grinned, they took heart, looked up
into his big face, and relaxed. Tiny
encircled two armfuls of pretty girl
and looked liked a pleased Saint Ber-
nard. Su Su and Ying Ying lowered
their eyes shyly. ‘

“Sweet cats!” Sam muttered.

Brice flung the painter aboard and
dropped lightly into the cockpit. “De-
part—the way we came,” he told the
boatman.

The engine caught and roared. The
launch swept north, then east, then
south, in a tight curve. Brice looked
shoreward. The firing aboard the sing-
song hoat had been heard on the beach.
Lanterns bobbed along the shore and
voices hailed them.
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Between Sam’s gun at his back and

threats from shore, the boatman was

shaking so badly that he could hardly
steer. In a moment Brice slid a hand-
ful of Mex notes into his fingers. These
seemed to encourage him, for the
launch steadied on her course, gath-
ered speed. Though Brice half expected
pursuit, none developed. The quiet, evil
loveliness of the sing-song boat faded
and dwindled astern.

Tiny kidded the girls in his best
pidgin English. Instinctively guessing
his soft 'spot, they twittered and
laughed at him in a more universal ton-
gue. Lien-tzu looked modestly else-
where as the launch throbbed over the
moonlit water,

When they saw the lights of Tai Ku
Ting off the starboard beam, the boat-
man veered eastward into the moon’s
eye, then gradually northeast, the way
they had come. Presently Brice spoke
to him in Chinese. He shifted the helm
more to starboard, approaching the end
of the lake. The launch entered a more
easterly channel leading to Soochow
and slowed down.

Ten minutes later, passing an inlet,
Brice saw the dark bulk of the Mary
Jane for an instant. The others had
not seen it. He waited a moment, then
told the hoatman to pull in and let them
off here, on the right bank.

The man promptly obeyed, glad to be
rid of such dangerous passengers.
Brice, Sam and Tiny waded ashore,
each with a clinging, half-frightened
girl in his arms. They stood on the low,
marshy bank and watched the launch
stutter off toward Soochow like an
agitated water beetle. Then Brice
pointed out the distant pilot-house of
the Mary Jane diagonally across the
marsh and they started back along the

shore toward it.
“How you found # from the other

direction beats me,” Sam muttered, “I
was lost like a dime overboard.”

“Let’s get a move on,” said Brice
absently.

The dinghy lay scraping the rushes
where Sam had tied it. The tug was
undisturbed. Five minutes saw them
all aboard and the dinghy shipped. Tiny
made for the engine room. Brice en-
tered the pilot-house. Sam went to the
bows and raised anchor. With the silent
precision of a lattleship, the tug was
under way.

The girls had been left in the cabin.
Presently Sam “ound them regarding
each other with uncertain politeness.
The feeling of caste in China is very
strong. -

Lien-tzu asked in broken English
whether she might speak to “Mistah
Blice, please?” Sam led her to the pilot-
house. Brice invited her to stay there
with him.

When Sam returned to the cabin,
Ying Ying had ventured to find her
way to the engineroom. Su Su re-
mained to flutter her eyelids and make
friends in the orly way she knew.

For ten minutes Brice was intent on
guiding the Mary Jane northward into
Soochow Creek. The winding creek
was longer but less used than the
branch of the Grand Canal near Soo-
chow.

v

T LENGTH Brice was sure that
he had found the creek in that
network of waterways. He signaled for
more speed and, turning smiled at
Lien-tzu, his dark face like a hawk in
the moonlight. “Now, little friend, tell
me what you know of this.”
Lieu-tzu lowered her eyes. “How did
you—find me?” .
“Ch’ang  mentioned  Felicitous
Nights,” said Brice. “This person
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sought your father’s {riend, Li Nan-
wang. He told where to find the sing-
song boat.”

“And you came!” breathed Lien-
tzu. - “The—courteous Li Nan-wang
told you nothing mcre, inestimable
friend?”

“There was talk of i certain official
who desired vou to marry his son.
Their names were not spoken.”

The girl shuddered, and then sighed.
*“The name of the official is Chew Men-
sang. He approached myv revered father
on behalf of his son, Chew Kin-chong.
Lien-tzu was afraid. Chew Kin-chong
is not good, or kind. You saw. That
was he in green and gzold, who tried
to stab you. My well-beloved father
vielded to my tears. Oh, vncked faith-

less daughter that he has—
- Lien-tzu was crying softly, her pretty’

head bowed.
“TIt i1s said that even the darkest
cloud passes in time,” muttered Brice.

 ““What took place at your home to-

night ?”’

“Men came in numbers, suddenly.
They drove forth our houseboys. They
seized my father without courtesy.
They laid hands upon me in my room
and tore my clothing—-"

“Was Chew Men-sar g or Chew Kin-
chong among them?”

“Not so. Yet it is rumored that Chew
Men-Sang is high offic-al of secret po-
lice. These men were not in uniform,
but clad as citizens. They tore me from
my father—" Lien-tzu broke down in
tears.

Brice waited and let her crv. After a
mement she controlled herself and went
on in a low voice: “They rolled me up,
sightless, in a great rug and bore me
to the waterfront. There waited a swift
launch which carried me to the sing-

- song boat. When they loosed me upon

the floor, without dignity, Chew Kin-

23

Chong stood gazing down. It was in
that cabin. He dismissed them. He said
the lowly house of Ling had affronted
the noble house of Chew. He said he

‘would make the daughter of the house

of Ling unsuitable for—honorable mar-
riage with anyone—"

“Yet this person arrived in time?”
asked Brice quietly. '

Lien-tzu bowed her shamed head.
“Due to your swift and gallant friend-
ship, this person is—as yesterday,” she
murmured. “Kin-chong drew knives,
saying that—afterward, if this person
resisted, the knives would be used upon
my face. He dropped one. This grate-
ful person seized it and fled to the cor-
ner. Then you came——and thrust the
face of death away from mine.”

“You would have killed yourseli?”
muttered Brice.

“What else?” asked Lien-tzu in faint
surprise. “Nor is it over. He will not
forgive. He will seek a dreadful re-
venge on you—and me. He is very cruel
—and wicked.”

Brice smiled. “It is wrong to speak
ill of the dead.”

“Chew Kin-chong is—dead?”’ she
gasped.

“He most unwisely broke his neck
against the wall.”

“Oh-h!” moaned the girl. “Then very
surely and horribly will his father de-
stroy- us—all of us!”

“Perhaps. Yet he who rides death
may be trampled by death.” Brice
touched her arm. “What of your
father ?”

Lien-tzu shivered and drew closer,
looking up at him like a child. “Alas,”
she cried pleadingly, “this person does
not understand! They told my father
with cruel mirth that—the great honor
awaited him! He has been chosen by
the high command to—die for his coun--
try. This undutiful daughter heard no
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more, and did not believe. Surely, he is
there, at home?”

“Perhaps he has returned,” said
Brice, and fell silent.

“Life is sweet,” murmured Llen tzu
pitifully. “Yet this unworthy daughter
is not afraid to meet death.”

“You are safe now, little friend.”

The girl tried to cover her neck and
shoulder with her tattered clothing. “If
my father were slain because he yielded
to my tears, life would seem more bitter
than death,” she gasped.

“That is foolish,” said Brice al-
most roughly. “Were all your house-
boys driven forth?” He turned away
and shouted to Sam to bring him a
coat.

“Perhaps not all,” faltered Lien-tzu.
“This unhappy person did not see little
Foo-yin. It is my recollection that he
was in the house. He may have fled
when they first came.”

“Do you know where he lives, Lien-
tzu?”’

“All three houseboys sleep in our
home, always. They are from Tientsin,
where my father was born.”

“They may have returned,”
Brice half to himself.

Sam appeared with a coat. Brice took
it and draped it about the girl’s shoul-
ders. Then he watched the channel,
thinking ahead in grim silence. The
cards were badly stacked against him,
but Ling Ch’i-wu had proved himself
a good friend.

Miles nearer Shanghai, Lien-tzu
spoke again timidly. “The launch that
brought me, valued friend! Will it be-
tray us?”’

“Not s0,” Brice smiled absently. “We
sank it. The crew of three men will not
quickly reach Shanghai, wading like
cranes through the marshes.”

As though in answer to his words,
something glanced from the searchlight

said

sl

overhead and whined into the sky. A
split second latzr he heard the flat re-
port from the reeds near the bank, a
hundred feet or so distant.

BRICE flung the girl prone with a

sweep of his arm. Another bullet
struck the outside of the pilot house.
Then Sam darted in and caught up a
rifle, thrust it at Brice and reached for
the wheel. “You take him, Dan,” he
said easily.

As the best rifle shot, Brice kneeled
in the pilot-house door, put the rifle to
his shoulder and waited. A wink of
light from the reeds, a thud on their
armor plate, and then he fired. Water
spouted briefly in the moonlight, close
to the flash. Taree men got up from
the reeds like startled ducks, and ran
splashing across the marshy ground.
Two were bare-headed. The other wore
a cap. Brice ficed again.

The man with the cap spun half
around and fell on his side. The others
ran on, their howls of terror drifting
back faintly. The man with the cap lay
a motionless blob on the marsh.

Brice turned back to the wheel and
held out the rifle.

“Thanks,” he said. “Better clean and
reload it, Sam. That’ll delay ’em some
more—if those deckhands talk at all.”

“Nice shooting, guy.” Sam took the
rifle and went out.

Lien-tzu ros: and drew close to
Brice. She was trembling. “Did you—
kill him?” she murmured unsteadily.

He looked down at her. “It is im-
probable,” he lied. “The man would
naturally remain quiet, fearing another
shot. Yet he will not reach Shanghai
and report us for many hours,”

“Oh,” sighec Lien-tzu. And Brice
could not tell v/hether or not she be-
lieved him. “It was the man of the
launch ?”
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. “Without doubt. Would you like to
rest in the cabin?” ' ‘

“No-0,” she breathed. “This person
would rather remain here with her ut-
terly self-sacrificing friend—"

An hour later they steamed quietly
past the British jail, entered the

‘Whangpoo and turned south along the
sleeping Shanghai bund. Opposite the
Chinese city, Sam drcpped a light an-
chor. Then Brice summoned them all
to the cabin.

“I brought the Mary Jane all the
way back here,” he cxplained to his
pals, “partly on account of these two
girls, partly because we're close to Lien-
tzu's home in the Chinese City. Lien-
tzu and I are going ashore. If the
girls—"

He turned abruptly and spoke to
Ying Ying: “Where are your homes?
In the Chinese City here? This is
Shanghai.”

“Our parents live here,” the girl fal-
tered in alarm, “but we cannot return!
We have been sold to the sing-song
boat. In any case we would be caught
and beaten. Now they will kill us, if
vou send us to our homes!”

“Can’t send ’em hotne,” Brice trans-
lated. “Maybe—"

“Wait a minute,” chuckled Tiny, “I
got an idea. You know Madame Fleuri,
Dan! Runs the board:ng house where
me and Sam hang out. She’s a regular
guy—she’ll look after 'em. And it ain’t
far, just north of Chinatown in the
French settlement. How’s about it?”

Without waiting for an answer, he
grinned at Su Su.

Both girls shrank in horrified alarm.
Ying Ying held out he: hands to Brice:
“Please do not let him eat us up,” she
wailed. “We have donz you no harm!”

Brice laughed and Lien-tzu smiled in
spite of herself.

“She thinks you want to eat her, you

cannibal!” Brice told Tiny. Then he
answered Ying Ying in Chinese: ‘“The
large man is your friend, only invit-
ing you both to sleep and eat at the
house where he lives—and where you
will be safe.”

After a little uncertainty, the girls
smiled their relief and grateful accept-
ance. They reminded Brice of a pair
of lost kittens. If they all got out of
this alive he guessed that Sam and Tiny
would look after the girls.

“All right, that’s settled,” he agreed.
“The five of us’ll go ashore. Tiny’ll
take the girls home, come back here,
and help you dock the Mary Jane, Sam.
Let’s go, Tiny.”

“So Tiny and I dock the Mary Jane,
while you go it alone,” snarled Sam.
“Listen, Dan, for the last time—that’s
out! We're in this up to our necks and
we stay in it. Those Chinese cops knew
you—and know we share the tug.
Those guys on the marsh’ll identify
her, and she’s bullet-marked. I'm going
ashore with you. The tug’ll be safe
here, and we might need her in a hurry.
If not, we can dock her later. Either
way, Tiny c¢’n take the girls home and
meet us here. He’s sitting pretty with
our landlady. So that’s that.”

“And it goes double,” growled Tiny,
slightly confused:

“You crazy fools,”
“You'll get bumped.”

“Nuts!” said Tiny and Sam in
chorus.

Brice tried to stare them down with
narrowed eyes. For once they stared
back, as determined as he. At length
he gave it up with a shrug—and a
warm sensation in his lean middle.

said DBrice.

IVE minutes later all six were on
the Bund. Brice and Sam and Lien-
tzu entered the Chinese City. Tiny
marched off to the northwest between
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the sing-song girls, their slim arms un-
resisting in his big paws.
As they neared the home of Ling

Ch’i-wu, Brice left Sam with Lien-tzu

and went ahead to reconnoiter. His
Chinese costume had suffered in that
battle in the main cabin. So he wove
in his walk and turned in at Ling’s
gate as though drunk and off his
course. Nothing happened. By the time
he reached the front door, he was satis-
fied that the Chinese police had de-
parted. He turned back and called
softly to the others.

The front door was locked. Sam
offered to get in through a window,
but Lien-tzu checked him rather piti-
fully, understanding his gesture if not
his words. She knocked several times,
then stood back. Suddenly, she gasped
and pointed.

“Look! The vision-hole! There is
someone—" She ran to the door and
called, her heart in her soft voice. “Ah,
please open! It is Lien-tzu! Truly, it {s
Lien-tzu!”

The door began to open. Brice eased
forward. Eyes showed at the crack,
widened as thev met his: The door
closed, but on his foot. A moment later
they were in the house.

A young Chinese boy lay :prawled
on the floor, where the door had flung
him. He saw Lien-tzu and scrambled
arect. :

“Foo-vin!” she gasped. “Where is
my father?” Seeing his terrified stare,
she added: “These are friends!”

“Daughter of Ling, he is gone!”’ the
hoy gestured miserably. “This worth-
less creature hid when they came, and
stole out of the back door when they
went. They took him, unbound, to the
thunder-horse’s stable. He disappeared
in the—the train that rushes, bellow-

ing all the way to Nanking. This worm

"i

could not follow, though he loves!
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“Did he hear anything said?” mur-
mured Brice quietly.

“Did you?” pleaded Lien-tzu. “Did
you, Foo-yin?”

“Only that he must go to Nanking—
and other words so worthless a crea-
ture was unable to comprehend. Oh,
low thing!”

“Not so! Yon followed! What were
the words, Foo-yin?”

“One said in a voice like butter, that
the noble Ling should be happy, because
he was to have the—the Mung tcha sai.
But that does not mean—anything that
s real.”

The girl turnad to Brice, her young
eyes despairing.

“The dreaming death,” she whis-
pered. “What does it mean? Oh, if this
person can die in his place—"

“Never mind what it means,” said
Brice sharply. “He is at Nanking. We
follow. Come! You are unsafe here,
unsafe anywhere, perhaps, except with
us. Come, little friend.”

For an instan: Lien-tzu gazed about
her ravished home as though to fix it
in her memory. Then, lips set and
lovely face cornposed, she preceded
them out of the house.

THE streets of the sleeping city
were deserted, the moon almost
overhead, as they hurried softly back
to the river. A huge figure rose from
a go-down entrance and joined them,
so that Lien-tzu almost screamed with
fright. It was Tiny.

“I'd "a’ got stzam up,” he explained
reasonably, in a hoarse whisper, “only
I couldn’t row out there an’ leave the
dinghy for yvou. Couldn't be done.”

Sam chuckled. “Well, get going now,
Einstein.”

Though the dinghy was small, they
managed it in one trip and without
shipping a drop of water. Once aboard,
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Tiny made for the engineroom. “Steam
up in five ticks, Skippzr!”

“Right,” nodded Brice and led the
way to the cabin. He stood back for
the girl to enter, and pointed to a berth.
“Lie down and rest, and chase away
your fears, Lien-tzu. It is said that
courage and hope enlist the gods,” he
smiled.

The girl smiled wanly in return as
she obeyed,

“Now gimme the dope,” urged Sam.
“That was Greek to me.”

Brice told him what they had learned
from Foo-yin.

“Dreaming death, huh? I give up.

 What's your plan?”

Brice sat and cracked his knuckles
thoughtfully, while Lien-tzu watched

_him under her lashes. Finally he looked

up and outlined what he intended to do.
Sam whistled under his breath,

- nodded and went out. “T’Il make coffee

for us,” he called back from the door-

 way. “She might tear off a few
winks—"'

Brice followed. “Mzke some—weak

- —for her,” he said.

In the pilot-house, a few minutes

- later, Brice warily rnaneuvered the
- Mary Jane about in mid-stream and
' signaled full speed ahead. The tug
- lifted her blunt nose on her course
down the Whangpoo river, heading

for the Yangtze Kiang and distant

* Nanking. Left alone below, Lien-tzu
. permitted herself to weep, very quietly,
~ her blurred eyes trying to watch the
- door.

Before they swung out into the

Yangtze Kiang, Sam and Tiny had
- downed scalding coffee almost strong
* enough to stand without the cups. Once

they were heading up the great river,

- Sam took the helm. Brice went below
* for his own coffee and made a weak

cup for Lien-tzu. He dissolved a fairly
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strong sedative in it. She was exhausted
and needed sleep. Nor would she guess,
the taste being unfamiliar anyway. She
drank it, unsuspecting.

Later, when he tiptoed in and cov-
ered her with a blanket, she was sound
asleep.

For an hour Sam labored to mount
and bolt the Barking Dog on the fore-
deck. Tiny left the engineroom long
enot;gh to help him bring up the cases
and build the breastwork that protected
the gun. They left the Spitting Cat
below.

At three in the morning, prowling
the afterdeck, Sam noticed a steam
launch astern. It carried no lights, but
his sea-wise eyes detected the glow
from the ports on the water. He
watched it for a while. It neither drew
closer nor fell away.

He reported to Brice: “Steam launch
trailing us, sir.”

“Aye, aye, Mister. I noticed it,”
Brice smiled.

“Lemme take over an’ you get some
sleep.”

“Go to sleep yourself,” Brice sug-
gested.

“Nuts to you,” grumbled Sam an
wandered out again, -

AT DAWN, the launch had fallen
farther astern, but was still vis-
ible. At sunrise, Sam ran up the Amer-
ican Flag on the stumpy mast, came
to attention and saluted it gravely.
The table was set and breakfast
ready before they woke Lien-tzu. She
rubbed her eyes, then swung her toes
to the floor with a half-choked sob.
Brice showed her where to wash and
they left her awhile. When she called
them, she was composed again,
Brice and Lien-tzu breakfasted to-
gether. The other two ate separately as
Brice relieved one and then the other.
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Lien-tzu wanted to wash the dishes.
Sam let her do it, to keep her from
thinking. After that she wandered
down to the engineroom.

Tiny was sweating and naked to the
waist, but she did not seem to care. He
was a little afraid of her, and liked her.
They could not talk, but he understood
her restlessness, and he would have
turned the drive-shaft faster with his
hands, if that had been possible. She
knew this by instinct and was a little
comforted. For some reason she
avoided the pilot-house.

While Lien-tzu was in the engine-
room, Brice turned the helm over to
Sam, went below and washed off his
Chinese make-up. He got into his fight-
ing kit ; boots, riding breeches and tunic
without insignia. Though he left his
holster and his well-greased .45 in the
locker, he stowed the small, flat auto-
matic in a front breeches-pocket where
it did not show.

They reached Nanking just at noon.
Long before that, Brice had peered up-
stream and called down to Sam. When
he appeared, he gazed upstream—and
whistled softly. There was an American
destroyer anchored off the Nanking
waterfront. »

“Get out that big tarp and cover the
gun. Breastworks, too,” Brice told him.
“Make the whole thing look like cargo.
Make it stick, Sam, or we won't get to
first base.” ’

Sam stumbled below and lugged the
big tarpaulin out on the foredeck. By
upending four cases between breast-
works and gun, and covering the whole
with the carelessly lashed down tar-
paulin, he made their armament look
exactly like a slovenly river cargo of
this and that and the other.

They anchored off the main street.
The pursuing launch gathered speed
and came up hand over hand. Before it

reached them, it veered and eased intc
a slip, downstream.

Brice met Tiny looming out of the
engineroon, and pushed him in again.
“Listen, guy. I'm leaving you in
charge. Not that I won't need vou
ashore,” he added, as Tiny scowled,
“but we'll need you worse, here. Keep
your eyes and ears open and stay near
the Barking Dog. We may come back
in a hurry, and under fire—that is, if
we come back at all.”

Tiny’s scow! changed to a smile.
“You'll come back.”

“Sure. Now wait a minute. Don't
uncover the gun until you have to;
say, until you hear a shot, and know
we're playing target. That's a U. S.
destroyer. We're an armed vessel, fly-
ing the American flag without a com-
mission. That makes us pirates, if we
shoot up the town—even with a darned
good reason tc.”

“Yeah,” said Tiny. “I'll get half a
dozen shells handy.”

Brice grinned and turned away, and
ran into Sam.

“You're goiag all out, ain’t you?”
asked Sam mildly.

“Sure,” nodded Brice. “You would
stick aboard. Might as well get hung
for a sheep as a lamb.”

“We'll get kung, all right.”

“Maybe. Anvhow, we don’t want an
international incident if”—Brice closed
one eye—"“if we can help it.”

Sam stared, and nodded slowly.
“Let’s go,” he said.

IEN-TZU, Brice and Sam went

ashore in the dinghy and made it
fast to a go-down cdock. Brice got the
owner’s permission to leave it there,
and hired a lig porter to guard it
They took rickshas to the largest hotel.
In the lobby, Brice engaged a room for
Lien-tzu. Then he led the girl aside.
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“You are to stay here, little friend,
until one sends for you, or we come
for you. We go to visit friends in the
government. Be courageous and do not
lose hope. Rest in your room.”

Lien-tzu murmured agreement. They
watched her into the lift. Then Brice
drew Sam outdoors by the arm.

“That launch means trouble,” he ex-
plained. “I think they’ll try to get Lien-
tzu. Stick around and watch, but don't
let her see you. If she leaves, follow
her and see where she goes. Then meet
me at the dinghy. You'll have to be
careful that nobody sees what you're
up to. It’s the best plan 1 can think
of right now. You might down a few
highballs and play drunk—if it comes
to following her.”

“Right,” nodded Sam. “When’ll you
be at the dinghy?”

“Half an hour, if T can make it. Not
much longer.”

They shook hands end parted. Brice
hired a ricksha and was hauled at a
jog-trot to the goverament buildings.
There he asked for an interview with
the official with whecm he had con-
tracted to capture Ling Chang. They
were on the hest of terms, and the
official had a great deal of power.

By good luck, the man was in his
office and granted the interview almost
at once. When DBrice entered, the of-
ficial rose from behind an empty desk
and held out his hand He wore Euro-
“pean clothes and spoke English per-
fectly.

“Well, my buccaneering friend, this
is a pleasure,” he smiled. “What can 1
do for vou, Mr. Brice?”

The adjective was too close for com-
fort. Brice shook hancs and accepted a
chair, conscious that shrewd, bland eyes
were appraising him, above the official
smile.

“I came to ask questions,” he said

lazily, disarmingly, “if your time per-
mits, sir ?” Without waiting, he plunged
on: “Is a gentleman named Chew Men-
sang connected with officialdom ?”

“He is, I believe, a—person unwise
to offend.”

“Is he the head of your secret po-
lice?”

The official lips tightened very
slightly at the blunt question. “Let us
agree that it is a fine morning, Mr.
Brice.”

“Thank you, sir. Now another mat-
ter. Do you know of a—mission, let
us say, upon which a blameless Chinese
n ~rchant has been selected to die for
b -ountry?”

1 know of no such mission, Mr.
Brice. Is it permitted to inquire' why
you ask?” The question was faintly
ironical.

“To do so,” Brice bowed gravely,
“might lead me to rely too much upon
our mutual friendship.”

The official smiled, with his lips. “I
see that I am entertaining a diplomat.
What else, Mr. Brice?”

“Another and widely different ques-
tion,” said Brice, to imply the opposite.
“The world knows there is a movement
in China to liquidate opium-addicts.
No doubt, this is being carried out
here, in Nanking, sir?”

“These are curious, perhaps dan-
gerous, questions, eh?”

“The answers,” said Brice, “will not
escape my lips. Nor would I borrow
your valuable time except on a matter
of life and death—innocent life and
shameful death.”

“My hearing is poor today, Mr.
Brice, as an official. As your friend,
what is best for China is being enforced
here.”

“May I ask when the liquidations
take place, sir?”

“Often at once—or when the per-




30 ARGOSY

son in charge sees fit.” The word per-
son was very slightly accented. And the
official had used it in reference to Chew
Men-sang.

Brice inhaled deeply, and sighed.
“May I ask where these enemies of
China are detained in Nanking?”

The official stared for an instant.
Then he rose,

“l fear that vour time is up, Mr.
Brice,” he said regretfullv. “You see
how my work has accumulated?” He
gestured blandly toward his empty desk
and held out his hand. “I regret that 1
cannot help vou. In parting, as friends,
let me suggest that vou inspect our
beautiful bund. The section down-
stream a little way is perhaps the most
—interesting.”

RICE shook hands and bowed
himself out, trving to look dole-
ful. He had been answered. Nanking
is a manufacturing citv. Its central
waterfront is not beautiful. His host
had meant that doomed opium-addicts
were detained a little way downstream,
until thev were led out and executed.
On his long night trick at the helm,
Brice had guessed the probable mean-
ing of dreaming death. He was almost
sure of it because of the taunt that
Ling had been chosen to die for his
country. Only in sleep, or under the
influence of opium, could a man die
while dreaming. And the former had
no significance.

It was likely that Chew Men-sang
had come up river ahoard that launch.
Therefore, Brice hoped that Ling Ch’i-
wu was still alive. He had brought
Lien-tzu ashore so that Chew Men-sang
would see her. Great danger demanded
great risk. He hoped that Chew Men-
sang would spare Ling until he had
captured Lien-tzu. It would be a more
cruel satisfaction to slay father and

daughter at the same time and before
each other’s eves,

Not being sure that he could learn
from his official friend where the ad-
dicts were bheing detained, he had
brought Lien-tzu ashore partly as bait.
He hoped that her capture would lead
him to her father. Because she would
gladly die for her father, he had let
her take what seemed a necessary risk.

Now, jogging toward the hotel in
another ricksha, he regretted that risk.
At the same time he was haunted by a
curious, dull sense of finality. For once
he had burned his boats behind him,
not only for hiraself but for his loyal
buddies. In many ventures he had un-
dertaken, failure had meant death. But
in this one, success might easily prove
as deadly as failure.

Brice shook himself and smiled. It
was all in the game. A moment later
he had himself set down at the hotel.

Sam was not visible outdoors—nor
indoors when Brice entered the lobby. .
He went to the desk and inquired.

“Miss Ling has gone out,” the clerk
told him politely. ““She received a tele-
phone talking not five minutes gone
past. So did she "~alk at once with speed
out from this nice hotel.”

Brice thanked himi and went out to
the doorman. Yes, the voung Chinese
ladv had emploved ricksha and de-
parted in generally northward direction
of bund.

Since he dared not attract attention
by running, Brice hopped into another
ricksha, It dropped him close to the
go-down. Sam came striding to meet
him.

“She came out and took a ricksha,”
he said swiftlv. “1 followed. She came
to a place on the bund. Sentries in
front. She went in. I heard her scream
once. They’'ve got her, Dan.”

“Downstream, eh? How far?”

N
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“Two streets. You can see it from
here. Converted go-down. Entrance on
back street. Come on, Dan!”

“For the last time, will you keep out
of this?” Brice snarled. “It’s ten to one
on death and it’s not your funeral.”

“We've faced longer odds. I'm in/
Let’s go.” Sam drew a gun, thumbed
off the safety catch and pocketed it.

“Right.” Brice smiled grimly and
led the way east.

HEY followed the bund past the

converted go-down and turned in-
land, into a short block. The ware-
house ran through to the next cross
street, which lay not more than sixty
yards ahead.

Reaching the corner, they looked
west., There were two sentries at the
warehouse entrance. Brice crossed, fol-
lowing the street they were on. Once
out of sight of the sentr-es, he and Sam
turned back. The gruesome neighbor-

“hood was deserted.

“They won't kill ’em 'n there,” Brice
stated harshly. “They’ll bring 'em out
in the open to shoot 'em. T think they’ll
come toward us, away from the main
street. And if Chew Men-sang is in
there, it won't be long. Flere’s the idea.”

Brice kept glancing around the cor-
ner as he talked. He had just finished
when the sentries came 10 attention and
saluted. A richly-dressed Chinese of
middle age appeared. Fle carried him-
self haughtily, but his dark face had
the look of a triumphant bird of prey,
the black eyes quick and savage.

“Chew Men-sang for a nickel,” mut-
tered Brice.

Behind the official came an officer
wearing a holstered revolver, and two
soldiers with rifles. A miserable scare-
crow shuffled in their wake. The sol-
diers faced him east, toward Sam and
Brice, and halted him. Another addict

drifted out, and another. Then Brice
saw Ling Ch’i-wu.

The merchant walked firmly and did
not appear drugged, but there was
a fixed horror on his round, kindly
face. A slim boy moved unsteadily at
his heels. Brice stared. The boy was
Lien-tzu. She had been changed into
male clothing, her long hair concealed
under a turban of rags. On her calm
young face was a numbed and tearless
despair.

One by one, four more addicts
shambled out of the building and took
their places in single file. Two sol-
diers emerged last to bring up the rear.
Then, at a shrill command {from the
officer, the procession of death began
to move.

As the head of it marched slowly
past their corner, Sam and Brice flat-
tened themselves against the wall. The
first addict appeared. Ling and his
daughter were almost opposite.

“Now I” muttered Brice.

WIFT and silent as wolves, the two

ex-marines charged the line, paused
for an instant and raced on. Brice
caught up Ling bodily and flung him
over his shoulder. Sam carried Lien-tzu
in his arms. They had run thirty feet
with cracking muscles before anyone
in the procession realized what had
happened. Then a confused uproar
broke out behind them.

Brice was in the lead with Sam at
his heels. Gradually Sam overtook and
passed him, for the merchant out-
weighed Lien-tzu by fifty pounds. Brice
checked and set Ling on his feet.

“Run, for your life and your daugh-
ter!” he panted in Chinese. As he gave
Ling a savage push toward the water
front a revolver cracked behind them,
followed by a shrill command.

Brice wheeled and drew his auto-
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matic. Soldiers and addicts were mill-
ing at the corner. Chew Men-sang and
the officer had started in pursuit of
their escaped victims, but only just
started. As Brice wheeled, the officer
fired again.

Unhurt, Brice chopped down his au-
tomatic steadily in a quick shot. The
officer dropped his weapon, clapped
both hands high on his chest and fell
with a bubbling scream. Brice turned
and raced on. Sam had steadied ILien-
tzu on her feet. They were almost at
the corner, Ling a few paces behind.
Now the girl and Sam vanished on the
bund. Brice glanced back.

Chew Men-sang was laboring in
pursuit, two of the soldiers at his heels
now. They were passing him—

Brice tore on. Ling had disappeared.
Brice gained the corner and wheeled
sharp left. Sam and Lien-tzu were well
ahead, running their best for the
dinghy, but the merchant was nearer
and slower.

As Brice overtook him and thrust
him into more speed, merchants, por-
ters and idlers along the Bund first
stared after them, then began to run.

Again Brice looked back. The sol-
diers had run into view and plunged
into the crowd. Enough pursuers inter-
vened to prevent them from shooting.

Chew Men-sang had rounded the
corner and was shouting at the crowd
in his way. The soldiers had broken
through. _

Brice stared ahead. Sam and Lien-
tzu were out on the dock. The girl
stumbled into the dinghy. Sam freed
the painter and wheeled with his gun
drawn. Out on the tug, the tarpaulin
had sailed to the deck and Tiny was
pivoting the quick-firer.

Men intervened between Ling and
the dock, now close at hand. Brice
raced ahead, his gun raised. The men

scattered with howls of fear. As the
merchant Jumbered up, Brice thrust
him out on the dock and wheeled. The
soldiers were fifty feet away, running
with their rifles at the slope. At sight
of his raised automatic they checked
and halted. Chew Men-sang howled at
them from the rear. They came on
slowly, Brice turned and ran out on
the dock. Ling was stepping into the
dinghy.

When Brice reached the boat, Ling
and his daughter had crowded into
the sternsheets and Sam was at the
oars. Brice dropped lightly into the
bows and pushzd off, just as the sol-
diers gained the dock with Chew Men-
sang at their heels.

Though Sam bent his back to it, the
dinghy seemed to crawl away from
the dock. Facing the stern Brice
watched the soldiers drop on one knee
and lift their rifles. He fired at the
same instant they did. One of them
toppled sideward. Brice grunted and
caught the gunwale, pain searing his
arm,

THE pursuing idlers had not ven-
tured out on the dock, but the
furious Chew Men-sang caught up the
fallen rifle and steadied it clumsily.
Something whizzed over the dinghy
with a vicious report. The shell dropped
at the feet of Chew Men-sang, blow-
ing him to a crimson horror. The re-
maining soldier screamed and tottered
away toward the Bund.

The dinghy bumped against the
Mary Jane.

They all cdimbed safely aboard.
Brice and Sam leaned to ship the
dinghy. A bullet clanged on the tug’s
armorplate. Two soldiers had run out
on the dock and kneeled to shoot.

Brice yelled at Tiny to hold his fire
and ordered Sam below with their
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charges. Before the rifles cracked again,
he had dropped flat on the deck and
turned his head.

A whistle had blown aboard the de-
stroyer. Men were busy at the gun on
her foredeck. The {four-inch rifle
swung venomously, not on the bund,
but on the tug. Brice could see the
muzzle only, see it depressed to the
pointblank range.

The soldiers on the cock hesitated,
then melted into the crowd. A small
pinnace veered around the destroyer’s
bows and came leaping for the tug, an
officer half-erect in her sternsheets.
Brice stood up, a hand on his arm,
blood oozing between his fingers.

“What'll T do now?” yelled Tiny in
a plaintive roar.

Brice smiled. eyes on the naval of-
ficer. “Stand up and salute, you fool!”
he called back. .

The pinnace slowed alongside. The
officer leaped aboard the Mary Jane.
His keen face was set, his bright blue
eyes swordlike with anger. “You're
under arrest!” he snapped. Then he
checked, staring. “Brice! Sergeant
Brice! What the devil, Sergeant!”

Brice saluted stiffly. “I have to re-
port, sir, that Chinese murderers just
fired on our flag.”

“Our flag! Those were soldiers! Are
vou commissioned ?”

“No, sir. But those ware—"

“Then you're no better than pirates,
Brice—"

“Wait, sir. It's not as bad as that.
“We're armed with the knowledge and
consent of the Chinese Government.
We've fought for them—"

“So you start shelling their capital
“city! Pull down that flag, Sergeant!
You're under arrest.”

- “Wait a minute, Lieutenant,” Brice
~ persisted. “There’s more to this than
you realize. They fired on our ship. We
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returned a shell in self-defense.
were saving innocent—"

“There’s an international incident in
this!”” the lieutenant barked. *‘Sur-
render your ship to me or we'll sink
you! Hand me your automatic, and
pull down that flag!”

Tiny had come up. “Will T take him,
Dan?” he growled.

Brice shook his head. “No. Lower
our flag and run up the Chinese flag.
We'll look elsewhere for justice.”

“What do you mean?” the lieutenant
demanded. He had been checkmated
and he knew it. Tiny had lumbered to
obey. Brice remained at attention.

“Just this, sir,” he said. “Those men
were soldiers, but under the command
of a murderer. This ship is practically
attached to the Chinese Government.
We have—friends. If you want to
help, come with me to the government
buildings. If not, well—it's been a
pleasure to see you, Lieutenant.”

“You mean I have no authority to
arrest von?”

“Nor to seize this vessel, sir.” Brice
looked up at the Chinese flag, now at
the masthead.

Lieutenant Bolton swore. “I knew
you were slick, but this beats the
Dutch! All right. Keep your weapon
and step into the pinnace. I'll see that
you go there.”

“You know me, sir. I don’t lie. Let
me handle this, and back me up. I'm
in a position to smooth this over per-
haps better than even you could. Will
you do it, Lieutenant?”

“And if I don’t?”

. “T’ll ask you to step off my ship, and
T'll go alone.”

“By gad, I believe you would.”

“And could, sir,” nodded Brice
gravely.

“All right. I'll back you up, as far
as 1 can.”

We
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AT THE government buildings they
' were admitted to the same of-
ficial’s office. Brice stepped forward
and spoke stiffly. “Sorry, sir, but I
have to report that men disguised as
Chinese soldiers, under the command
of Chew Men-sang, fired on our ves-
sel. We were flying the American flag
at the time. We lowered our flag to
avoid complications. Let me present
Lieutenant Bolton of the U. S. S. Fury,
who saw the incident.”

The official rose hurriedly, shook
hands with Bolton and stared at Brice.
“Where is Chew Meng-sang now ?” he
asked.

“T regret to report, sir, that during
the excitement our forward gun went
off. The shell happened to strike Chew
Men-sang. Unhappily he was blown to
rags.”

Something almost like a smile flitted
across the official features, and van-
ished. “This is a terrible thing, Mr.
Brice. Was anyone else hurt?”

“Two of the men dressed as sol-
liers were hurt, sir.”

“And you were wounded, I see.” The
official touched a bell. “What of—Lieu-
tenant Bolton?”

“He came ahoard to arrest me, sir,
not understanding the situation. By
that time we were flying the Chinese
flag. He was kind enough to come
along and verify my statements.”

The official smiled openly. “I rather
wish we had a portfolio to offer you,
Mr. Brice—"

The door opened and a smart-look-
ing Chinese aide-de-camp appeared.
The official turned. “Go to the opium-
addict detention-barracks off the water-
front. Tell the ranking officer to clear
all soldiers from the waterfront at
once. On your way out, order my car
and ask them to send a doctor here to
me immediately. Go.”

The man saluted and went out. The
official turned.

“Now, Mr. Brice, suppose you tell
me what lies back of all this. Wait.
Be seated, plezse, both of you.”

Brice slumped into a chair, but
straightened again. Leaning forward,
he detailed everything that had hap-
pened since he had found Ling Ch'i-
wu's house empty and guarded by
police.

When he finished, the official nodded
slowly. “It is clear, Mr. Brice, if what
you say is true, that Chew Men-sang
attempted to use his authority for per-
sonal motives and a great miscarriage
of justice. This affair is dangerous and
must be thoroughly sifted—so dan-
gerous that L will investigate it myself.
Perhaps you will take me down river
to Shanghai on your—er—battleship.
Meanwhile, no doubt, you will wish to
return to your own battleship, Lieuten-
ant Bolton?”

The lieutenant flushed and rose, but
he was game. “As I have no authority
over a ship flying the Chinese flag, sir,
I feel quite unnecessary in this-confer-
ence.” He held out his hand.

The official shook it and bowed.
Brice shook it. The lieutenant saluted
and went out, smiling.

The doctor arrived and Brice had
his arm dressed and bandaged. The of-
ficial car drove them to the bund. Sam
picked them up in the dinghy. There
were no soldiers on the bund.

During the swifter voyage down-
stream, the official had talks with Ling
Ch’i-wu and 1is daughter, and grad-
ually unbent. The Lings were charm-
ing and so palpably harmless. More-
over, they had very narrowly escaped
a shameful death.

In Shanghai, next morning, a gather-
ing of Ling Cl'i-wu’s many friends as-
St L 2 N
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v never used opium. Friends of the
Chew family called on the official, but
were coldly received and quickly dis-
missed. Later he summcned the head
»f the Chinese City police and talked to
iim in private. Afterwards, he assured
Ling Ch'i-wu that there would be no
more trouble for him or his daughter
from anyone.

Still later, Brice accompanied the
official to the noon train for Nanking.
Sam and Tiny had remained aboard
he Mary Jane, by order. They were
mguarded, under open a‘rest.

At the door of his compartment, the
sfficial turned and shook hands. “You
are a clever man, Mr. Brice,” he said.
“You and your friends are cleared or
will be. You are also a brave man. Yet
[ feel that we may have a tropical
storm here in Shanghai and your ship
s—vulnerable. Perhaps you and your
men would enjoy a little vacation at
Hong Kong, for examble, until the
storm blows over?” He howed and en-
tered the train.

L ING CH'I-WU and his happy
4 daughter waited in vain for Brice
to return and be thanked. He tele-
phoned instead, wishing ~hem well and
announcing his early departure on a’
vacation.

The head of the house of Ling re-
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placed the receiver slowly and turned
to the waiting Lily-bud.

“My daughter,” he said, “it is unfor-
tunate that you are not the son whom
this merchant desired.”

“It is indeed wunfortunate,
father,” she murmured.

“If you had been a dutiful daughter,
would any of this have occurred?” he
persisted gently.

“No, my father.” Lien-tzu bowed
her head in shame.

“Nevertheless,” mused Ling Ch’i-
wu, ‘““you are the fragrance of the
Wind of Dawn to your father, and the
Peace of Twilight. So therefore it is
my prayer that you will be happy in the
friendship of this gallant and honor-
able gentleman who has saved us—but
who is, alas, not of our race.”

“It shall be so—my father,” mur-
mured Lien-tzu.

Ling Ch'i-wu touched the bowed
head with his fingertips. Wheeling with
dignity, he left his daughter alone.

Lien-tzu observed his departure as a
respectful girl child should. A moment
later, she mounted quietly to her room.
She caressed the soiled embroidery,
which had been intended as a gift to
Brice. 1t dropped from her fingers,

She turned in silence and lay down
upon her emerald bed, her flower-face
hidden in her hands.

my
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Readjustment At Kirby

By CHARLES GREEN :

Author of ‘“Playing Safe,!” “Listen Pal,” et:.

I

HE Kirby Prison did not permit
its visitor even the merciful
softening of distance. You went

down a dirt road, flanked on the left
hy the naked red clay of a mountain-
side. Two miles of it, the wall grad-
ually leveling off, then you reached a
sharp left turn. You swung around it—
and you ran smack into the shock of
seeing Kirby a hundred yards away.
Mr. Peter Fleming, driving a small
‘dusty coupé, made that last turn to
Kirby. He hadn’t meant to jam on his
brakes, for there was still some dis-
tance to the gate. But people seeing
Kirby for the first time generally did
that—if they
still had the
right to their
initiative.

The walls of Kirby were of grayish-
black stone, taken right out from the
neighboring quarries. No attempt had
been made at architectural softening:
simply stone piled on stone, mortar
holding them, until the walls reached
the desired height. A steel gate pierced
one wall. That was all.

Nothing outside those walls. Not a
blade of grass. not a speck of color.
Four black walls, on a gray-black
plateau, broiling in the merciless sun.
Primitive, harsh—savage in its forti-
fied isolation.

“In character,” said Mr. Fleming.

He removed his hands from the
steering wheel and wiped off the sweat
on his palms. Then he made the mis-
take of using the same handkerchicf
to wipe his steel-rimmed glasses. He
put them on again anyway.




A buzzard hung suspended in the
sky. Mr. Fleming waiched it a few
seconds, unconsciously touching his
oil-filmed glasses. He nad a habit of
blinking, slightly twitching his facial
muscles at the same time, and there was
a nondescript vagueness about his
elongated, bony face.

“Yes, in character,” he repeated, and,
throwing in the gear, drove carefully
up to the prison gate.

Getting out, he looked much taller
‘than one would have supposed, seeing
him behind the wheel. Mr. Fleming’s
height was in his legs, stilt-like legs,
supporting a gaunt, stoop-shouldered
torso. As if aware and sensitive of
his abnormally long legs, there was an
~apologetic awkwardness in his walk as
he approached the grilled wicket in the
- gate,

A face already watchzd him through
the wicker, smoke of the guard’s cig-
arette drifting out lazil-.

“What do you wantr”

Mr. Fleming stooped so that his face
was on the level with the guard’s. He
blinked, again unconsciously touched
his glasses and said:

“I'm Fleming, the new warden.”

FOR perhaps ten seconds, the
guard’s face remained motionless
in the steel frame of the wicket. His
cigarette was drooping now, supported
oaly by heing glued precariously to his
lower lip.

“Yes, sir,” he said.

The great steel bolts clanged back,
and the gate swung inward, the guard’s
face now peering around its edge. His
eyes followed Mr. Fleming as he en-

“tered with his awkward shamble, then

noved to meet the eyes of the guard
who stood with a sub-machine gun in
the open door of the steel booth on the
left.

“Where’s Warden Kane's office?”
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asked Mr. Fleming after another brief
pause.

The guard pointed diagonally across
the courtyard to one of the buildings.

“The door on the right there—see
it, sir?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Fleming. “Thanks.”

In his detached, blinking fashion, he
appraised what the black walls of
Kirby embraced. A grim square tower,
built of the same stone as the walls,
stood in each corner. The square holes
cut in the stone for ventilation were
heavily barred ; obviously each of these
towers was a cell block.

The other buildings, unconnected
with the towers, had been erected shed-
like against the walls, and the drab
monotony of them, the absolute ab-
sence of any color, of anything even
faintly decorative, had the uncompro-
mising, terrible loneliness of a skull
bleaching on the desert.

“In character,” said Mr. Fleming.
“Quite!” .

Unhurriedly, he crossed the rough
cobbles of the courtyard to the door the
guard had indicated. Entering, he
found himself in a long, narrow ante-
office. It was quite dark here, for the
shades had been drawn to keep out the
sun glare. The communicating door on
the left was ajar, and from the office
beyond it, a voice was saying:

“You ought to know me better than
that, Malloy. I can make you talk—
and I will. So why not save yourself a
lot of trouble?”

The voice was mild, soft, its tone
only casually persuasive. Mr. Fleming
walked to the communicating door. He
placed his hand on the knob, but he was
checked from opening the door by what
he saw through the two-inch space be-
tween the door edge and the jamb.

Men crowded the inner office. A
half-dozen or so were guards, dressed

in blue shirts and denim trousers, guns
strapped around their waists, clubs in
their hands. Another man, lounging
against the wall, wore a rather amaz-
ingly-filthy linen suit. They all watched
the two men facing each other across
a desk.

Mr. Fleming had an unobstructed
view of the man sitting behind the
desk. He was stripped to the waist, and
his blubbery, heavy-breasted body had
the unhealthy grayish-white color of a
shark’s belly. Purple blotches spotted
it. Purple blotches also disfigured his
face—a heavy-jowled, unshaven,
sweat-dripping face,

Reclining far back in the swivel
chair, hands folded in a curiously pious
attitude on his stomach, he was beam-
ing at the man who faced him. A man
wearing the striped gray of a convict.
Mr. Fleming cculd see only the back of
the convict’s sun-blackened neck, and
his squat, beain-shouldered body. He
had unusually long, gorilla-like arms
that dangled limply.

“Well, Malloy?” the beaming man
behind the desk prompted softly.

The convict scratched beneath his
armpit with the casual indifference of
an animal. “You're makin’ a mistake,
Warden,” he szid coolly. “I don’t know
of nobody planiin’ to crash outa here.”

The warder kept beaming. “No,
Malloy, I'm no: making a mistake. I’ve
been running this prison long enough
to know when something is up. There
is a little barorieter in here”’—he
grinned and tapped his chest—“that
never fails. Never, Malloy—get it? So
don’t try to kid me. I know further
that no prisoner at Kirby would try a
crash-out without getting your okay
and advice first. So—how about it,
Malloy ?”

“I reckon,” said Malloy, “you’d
better tell your gorilias to start swingin’




’Cause I sure as hell don’t
you're talkin’ about,

‘their clubs.

know what
‘Warden.”

R. FLEMING'S hand tightened

on the knob, but he still refrained
‘from opening the door when Warden
Kane threw back his head and began
Haughing. It was very soft laughter,
and Mr. Fleming saw the convict’s
neck suddenly begin glistening with
sweat.

“Clubs, Malloy?” the warden
drawled. “Really, you ought to know
me better than that. You ought to
credit me with a bit mcre imagination
than that. Look, what do you think this
is?7i

His right hand lazily reached to a
desk drawer. It came up holding a
‘three-foot section of what looked to
Mr. Fleming like ordinary steel wire.

“What do you think this Iis,
Malloy?” Warden Kane repeated
“softly.

“Wire,” said Malloy.

“Right. But you'll notice that little
hits of solder have been dropped on it
here and there. See ’em? Now why do
you suppose I've had that done,
Malloy ?”

The convict remained silent.

“T'll tell you why,” Warden Kane
shouted abruptly, jerking forward.
“I’'m going to have you strapped down
to that table. Then I'll run one end of
.the wire under your hide, and let it
‘come out again six inches away. I'll
puil it back and forth, back and forth,
-and wherever those bits of solder have
“thickened the wire, it'll tear your flesh
“and scrape your bones, and file all those
little nerves under your skin. And
‘you’ll scream and you'll scream, and
“you'll faint, and you’ll come-to scream-
‘ing again. Now, damn you, what’s
“hatching at Kirby? Who's going to
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make a break? How? When? Your last
chance to start talking, Malloy!”

Mr. Fleming’s hand was very tight
on the doorknob now.

“I ain’t got nothin’ to say, Warden!”

Warden Kane glanced at the hard-
mouthed, red-headed giant standing
nearest to him.

“The men in the mess hall yet,
McCrea?”

“No, sir.”

“Have ’em all lined up outside these
windows. Bring Chris Hurley in here.
Hurley is Malloy’s cellmate. Anything
Malloy knows, Hurley knows too. Let
Hurley see what’s happening to Malloy
—Ilet Hurley hear him scream a while
—and Hurley will talk his head off
when I'll threaten him with the same
medicine.”

The blotched, unshaven face beamed
up at the convict again.

“Hear that, Malloy? If you won't:
talk, Hurley will. So you'll lose any-
way. Are you thinking, Malloy?”

“Yeah, I'm thinkin’, Warden,” the
convict replied slowly. “I'm thinkin’
of what would happen if I was alone
with you for five minutes. I'd hold
that bald head of yours down with my
foot, and I'd rip out your lower jaw.
Then I'd gouge your eyes out with the
bone. And then I'd slit your fat
stomach open, and stuff sand in it,
and—"

The red-headed giant called McCrea
hit him first—with a club. Malloy
lurched into another guard, who
promptly smashed him in the face. Still
another guard hit him with the club
again, and Malloy went sprawling to
the floor. At no time did he attempt to
raise his gorilla-like arms.

McCrea kicked him twice now—
once to the side of the head, once in
the stomach. As the convict rolled over,
Mr. Fleming saw for the first time his
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face. It was a sun-blackened, brutal
face, the blue eyes in sharp contrast
with his black skin. Blood trickled down
one corner of his mouth, but there was
a grin on his lips.

“Yeah,” he said very distinctly,
“stuff sand in your fat stomach, and—"

Three guards began kicking at him
with their heavy, square-toed shoes,
and Warden Kane shouted:

“Cut it, boys! I don’t want him
knocked out!”

“Nor I,” said Mr. Fleming, opening
the door. '

T WAS a dramatic appearance,
Every man in that office froze in
the precise same position he had been
before Mr. Fleming spoke, and the
scene looked like a suddenly-arrested
motion-picture film. Warden Kane had
raised his hand when he’d shouted his
command to the guards; his hand was
still up. One of the guards had his foot
drawn back for a kick at Malloy; his
foot was still in mid-air. And Malloy’s
grin still remained fixed on his lips.
" The only sound was the shuffling of
Mr. Fleming’s shoes as he entered fur-
ther into the office. He paused, blinked,
touched his glasses and said apologeti-
cally:

“I'm Peter Fleming, Warden Kane.
I suppose you've been notified I was
due to arrive today?”

Kane’s hand remained lifted. He
looked like someone burlesquing a
traffic cop. His mouth sagged a bit,
and there was fascination in his blood-
shot eyes. And the silence lived on. In-
cluding Mr. Fleming, they were all
still so many figures of stone.

Mr. Fleming cleared his throat. His
stilt-like legs moved toward the desk.
He deposited a long manila envelope
before Kane.

“My credentials and official appoint-

ment,” he said. “I'm to take charge of
this prison immediately upon my ar-
rival.”

Kane seemed to have become aware
for the first timz of his up-raised hand.
He lowered it to pick up the envelope,
but his eves temained on Fleming.
They were slow'ly moving up and down
now, beginning with the crown of Mr.
Fleming’s dusty Panama, moving down
to the bespectacled, long-boned face,
the gaunt torso, the stilt-like legs—
and then back to Mr. Fleming’s face.

“Well, T'll he damned!” he whis-
pered.

Mr. Fleming turned to the convict,
who was now up on one elbow. He
blinked down at him a little while, then
motioned with his left hand.

“Get up!”

The convict got up off the floor.

“Are you hurt?” asked Mr. Flem-
ing.

Malloy wiped his nose with the back
of his hand. His blue eyes, appraising
Mr. Fleming, were inscrutable.

“No, sir, I ain’t hurt.”

“Return him to his quarters,” said
Mr. Fleming, addressing no one in
particular.” “Is the headkeeper here
now ?”’

The red-headed giant took a hesitant
half-step forward. He glanced first at
Warden Kane, then said:

“I'm the headkeeper—sir.” The
salutation of respect was obviously an
afterthought cf which McCrea was
still not quite certain.

“You will remain here, please,” said
Mr. Fleming. He pivoted his gaunt

torso to the man in the dirty linen suit
slouching against the wall. “Who are
you, sir?”

The man edyed slightly away from
the wall. He was small, thin, sallow-
faced, and had the look in his eyes of
a dog which has been brutally beaten
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‘when a pup. His trembling hands and
constantly-twitching facial muscles be-
trayed dipsomania.

“I'm Dr. Lasher, the prison physi-
cian,” he replied.

“I'd like you to remiin too, Doctor.
The rest of you may—-go. I shall ad-
dress the entire prison “Hersonnel in the
morning.”

No one moved. Warden Kane was
now the focus of those incredulous
eyes. Kane, his hands gripping the edge
of the desk, was tetering back and
forth in the swivel chair. Without paus-
ing, he said:

“No, boys, this isn’t: a pipe dream.
That’s your new boss-—the new war-
den of Kirby Prison. Believe it or
not!” ,

There were a few more seconds of
silence, then feet began scraping. One
by one, the guards filed out. Malloy
paused in the communicating donor,
turned and stood there looking at Mr.
Fleming, who blinked back at him from
behind his spectacles. There was no ex-
pression in the convict's eyes; and no
one could have guessed what Mr. Flem-
ing was thinking.

They just stood there looking at each
other, until one of the guards still in
the inner office growled : “Come on, get
goin’, Malloy!”

He nudged the convic:t with the club,
and Malloy turned and passed through
the door. There was a slight swagger
in his walk.

o« ELL,” McCrea said tonelessly,
“he’s had what you might call
a last-minute reprieve, eh? That wire
would have done the trick, all right,
all right!”
- “But,” said Kane, still teetering in
the swivel chair, “our new master at
Kirby apparently objects to such tactics
~—don’t you, Fleming?”’

Mr. Fleming walked to a chair, sat
down and placed his hands on his bony
shanks.

“Yes,” he admitted, “I do.”

“You would rather,” said Kane, his
blotches darkening, “have a break on
your hands, eh? Guards murdered, a
dozen convicts machine-gunned, have
maybe some of ’em escape on you:
bloody hell that would make nice black
headlines in every newspaper in the
country.” His voice lifted: “You'd pre-
fer that, eh?”

“How,” asked Mr. Fleming, “do you
know a break is being planned now ?”

Kane softly banged his fist on the
desk top. “A break is always being
planned here! That’s all they live for;
that’s all they think of, every minute,
every hour, every day of their lives. Do
you know the caliber of men who are
sent to Kirby? No short-term prison-
ers here; no men for whom there is
any hope of redemption. Killers—"

He paused, suddenly gasping for
breath, and Mr. Fleming noticed the
doctor leaning forward, a terrible and
curious eagerness in his eyes.

“You still,” Mr. Fleming persisted,
blinking apologetically, “haven’t told
me what specific evidence you have of
an impending break.”

Kane glared at him with his blood-
shot little eyes. “I don’t need any spe-
cific evidence. I've been warden here
long enough to be able to read their
minds. Sit on a bomb long enough, as I
have been for the past ten years, and
you acquire a peculiar sort of sensi-
tivity. I know that some hell will pop
here soon, and Malloy would have told
me all about it if you hadn’t barged
in. Because, on his side of the fence,
Malloy is boss of this prison.”

“Thanks for tipping me off,” Mr.
Fleming said quietly. “I shall try to
take adequate precautions.”
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“Adequate precautions!” Kane
placed his hands over his face and held
them that way a few seconds. He
looked up and said: “Tell me, Flem-
ing, what were you before your ap-
pointment here as warden?”

“I taught in a University.”

Kane shook his head. “Pour me a
drink, McCrea. . . . And so, Fleming,
that gave the gang of old women, who
shoved through this State reform
sweep, the quaint idea that you might
be able to run a hellhole prison like
Kirby, eh? A college professor—oh
my! How about that drink, McCrea?”

Mr. Fleming glanced at the back of
his long, bony hands. “Penology has
been my life’s study,” he said. “I'm
considered—er—an authority. Why are
you under the impression that I am in-
capable of running this prison?”

Kane took the drink from McCrea,
tossed it down, then with a swiftly-sav-
age gesture smashed the glass against
the wall. He grabbed the far edge of
the desk and lurched upward, support-
ing his blubbery bulk on his arms.

“Why?” he shouted. “Because you
have trapped here some three-hundred-
odd human wolves who'll retreat only
before superior cunning and superior

hatred. They've the courage of desper--

ation, and hatred—such as a fool like
you could never imagine—gives them
patience. They're always waiting, wait-
ing, waiting to tear you apart the mo-
ment your back is turned. Now ask me
* why I've had so little trouble at Kirby!
Ask me how 1 was able to hold them at
hay! Dcmn you, you long-legged fool
—ask me!”

E lurched around the desk and

began weaving toward Mr. Flem-
ing, a half-nude, shapeless mass of
man, panting, sweating, bestial in the
fury that now possessed him.

“Ask me!” he half screamed.

“Very well,” said Mr. Fleming,
“—how?”

“Ah!” Kane panted. “T'll tell you
how. Because they know my hatred for
them is as great as theirs for me, and
my will greater. They know I've an
imagination—and, oh, how they fear
my imagination! How they fear the
thousand and one little tricks they
know me capable of ! That’s why there
has been little trouble at Kirby, the
toughest prison in America.

“Can you pit your will against
theirs? Can you pit your will against
a man like Pat Malloy, who spent

. three months in solitary—three months

of silence and darkness—and when
anyone else would have been dragged
out a raving maniac, Malloy staggered
out sane and cursed me. Can you break
the will of a man.like that? Can you
find anything in vour penology books
that will enable you to convince Malloy
that you're stronger that he? Because
when—when yott'll do that, then you'll
be able to control Kirby. And you'll
never do that, you poor fool!”

He was whispering now, his face
purplish black. “No, only one man can
run the Kirby Prison. Only one man
who can convince them that he is
stronger. Only one man who can instill
the fear of the devil in them. I am that
man! You hear me? I, Roger Kane,
Warden Kane of Kirby Prison— 1,
Warden Kane of—"

He broke off. his mouth open, and
began making pawing motions with his
hands. Then they darted to his chest,
crossed and slowly began sliding up-
ward to his throat.

“Warden!” McCrea shouted.

Kane's tongue protruded from his
mouth. His teeta clamped down on it.
His head titted back, back, and the
prison doctor screamed suddenly:
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“He’s dying! As I szid he would. As
I hoped he would. Dying, dying, dying
—damn his black soil—the sadistic
beast—"'

McCrea hit him, and Dr. Lasher
went sliding over a leather chair. He
was still screaming hysterically when
he fell at the foot of a filing cabinet.
Mr. Fleming sat perfectly motionless,
only his hands were now gripping his
knees.

And so was Kane motionless, feet
planted far apart, a terrible arch in his
back. Quite without warning, the great
bulk of him suddenly toppled forward.
It brushed Mr. Fleming’s knees. A dust
spurt shot up and the room trembled as
the body struck the floor. Kane’s hip
pinned down Mr. Fleming’s right shoe.

“Dead!” Dr. Lasher screamed. “At
last, it’s happened. At last—"

“Another word out of you,” McCrea
cut in, “and I'll kill you, you no-good
drunk!”

Mr. Pleming extricated his shoe
from beneath Kane’s hip. “In the
future,” he said, “you will control
vourself, Mr. McCrea. No one em-
ploved by this prison shall strike a
blow—unless it is in self-defense. The
penalty will be immediate dismissal.
Dr. Lasher, will you p.ease see what’s
wrong with Mr. Kane?”

The doctor pulled himself up by
grabbing at the side of tae leather chair.
There was an ugly bluz bruise on the
side of his jaw. He suddenly began to
tremble and said, his teeth chattering:

“I know what’s wrong with him.
He’s dead. Heart. I warned him. T was
a fool for warning him, but, thank
God, he kept up his drirking. Nights—
oh, so many nights I lay up awake, hop-
ing, hoping that it might happen to-
morrow—""

“I asked you to take a look at Mr,
Kane, Dr. Lasher!” :

THE prison physician began to sob,

his throat muscles working con-
vulsively. But he staggered to where
Kane lay. Mr. Fleming watched him
try to roll over Kane’s bulk. He hadn’t
the strength to do it, merely clawing at
Kane’s naked shoulder.

“Help him, Mr. McCrea,” Mr. Flem-
ing said quietly.

The head keeper, in spite of his
name, had broad Slavic features: they
were grimly impassive as he looked
steadily back at Mr. Fleming. Without
a word, he joined the doctor and rolled
Kane over on his back. Kane's eyes
were open. His lower jaw sagged. The
blotches on his face and body were al-
most black now.

“Yes—dead!” whispered Dr. Lasher.

*McCrea said hoarsely: “I'm a dumb
mug, but sometimes I kinda feel things.
There never was—and never will be—
another guy like him. He'll tell the devil
to shove over, and he’ll run the works
in hell. And we’ll have hell right here
in Kirby, once they find out he’s dead.”

Dr. Lasher, on his knees*and looking
up, repeated : “Dead ! He 75 dead ! War-
den Kane is dead! Know what it
means, McCrea—to you and me and
the convicts here: we're firee now. Yes,
even the convicts are free now.” He be-
gan trembling again. “McCrea, we're
free, get it? He's dead”

From outside somewhere, a sound
began to seep in. It started as a metal-
lic clatter, faint, defying identification.
And it mounted, mounted, strangely
rhythmic, having the weird, spine-tin-
gling effect of distant tom-toms,

“It’s—it’s uncanny!” Dr. Lagher
gasped. “They couldn’t possibly know
yet. They—couldn’t 1

“Who?” asked Mr. Fleming.

“The convicts. Banging their cups

in the mess hall, Celebrating his
death—"

i itk
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“Don’t be a fool!” McCrea cut in

curtly. He swung to Mr. Fleming. -

“This is for you, sir. They’re goin’ tc
test out the new warden. Malloy’s in
back of that.”

“Test me out?” echoed Mr. Fleming.
“What do you mean?”

“Well, they ain’t wastin’ any time
to find out if they can get you buffa-
loed. To see just how much they can
get away with. Once you give in to
them, they’ll never stop. Theyll keep
askin’ for more and more things.
You've got to put your foot down right
now—and put it down hard. Believe
me, sir, I'm givin’ you good advice.”

“Thank you, Mr. McCrea,” Mr.
Fleming said mildly. He blinked and
rubbed the stubble of beard on his long,
bony chin. “And how would you sug-
gest I went about this business of—er
—putting my foot down—hard?”

McCrea’s face lost some of its grim-
ness. ““Well, that’s easy,” he replied
eagerly. “They’ll probably bellyache
about the food. All right, you put them
on bread and water for a week. Give
’em an extra hour at the quarries. Cut
out their tobacco rations. Threaten two
weeks in solitary to the next man who
“ complains. Get the idea, sir? Theyll
think twice before they do any more
bellyachin’. That's the way Warden
Kane would have handled it.”

“Undoubtedly,” agreed Mr. Flem-
ing. “All right, let’s get over to the

mess hall.”
II

THE rhythmic banging was louder
when Mr. Fleming followed
McCrea into the courtyard. It kept up
- with a savage insistence, terrifying in
its very strangeness: three-hundred-
odd men banging their cups against the
tables to voice a protest.

“Just bear in mind what I told you,

sir,” McCrea said with a kind of con-
temptuous diffidence when they neared
a long, shed-like building. “‘Bread and
water, another hour at the quarries,
no tobacco rations—for one week.
That'll cure ’em for a while. Tt won't
take you long to—well—to learn the
ropes, sort of.”

“Oh, sure,” said Mr. Fleming.

They crossed a short hallway. A
guard with a sub-machine gun stood
at the door terminating it. He stepped
aside, and Mr. Fleming trailed McCrea
into the mess hall of the Kirby Prison.

The din died out with the abrupt-
ness of a blaring radio suddenly turned
off. The silence was absolute, tense,
spine-tingling after the bedlam a second
ago. The low-ceilinged room reeked
with the stench of unwashed bodies
and old grease The prisoners faced
each other at a dozen long, greasy
tables, and Mr. Fleming felt the almost
physical impact of the three hundred
pairs of eyes watching him.*

Watching him thus, in absolute
silence, second after second: fat men,
thin men; young and old; men of a
dozen different nationalities. But all
were seen—blackened from their daily
grind in the cuarries. And all had
the common stamp of Kirby in the
twist of their mouths, in the trapped
predatory-beast expression of their
eyes.

Hatred swirled like something tangi-
ble in the grease-laden atmosphere of
that mess hall; Mr. Fleming, standing
in his awkward, self-conscious manner
just inside the doorway, could feel the
poison of it.

“I’'m the new warden here,” he said
quietly. “What’s the trouble?”

Still silence—-and the impact of those
three-hundred-cdd pairs of eyes. A
man stood up at the table on Mr. Flem-
ing’s right. It was Malloy.




“Warden,” he said, neither respect
nor defiance in his voice, “we won-
dered if you'd care to make what we
thought is a fair test. We think that a
pig could turn up its snout at the slop
we're served here. Maybe we’re wrong.
Maybe we're too fas-fastijous. If you
can take a couple swallows of this stuff
they call stew without vomitin' it right
out again—well—we'll know that we
was wrong.”

Mr. Fleming shuffled over to Mal-
loy’s table. He picked up one of the
plates. It contained soraething grayish,
with little islands of grease floating on
top of it. Mr. Fleming did not have to
taste it; the odor was enough to turn
his stomach over.

He lowered the plate and turned to
the head keeper, glowering near the
door. .

“Mr. McCrea, will you ask the cook
to come here immediately ?”

“The cook?”

“The cook,” said Mr. Fleming.

McCrea looked dazed. Then his face
reddened to match his tair, and he sav-
agely relayed the command to one of
the guards. Mr. Fleming was aware of
the breathing of those three hundred
men—and their eyes. No one made a
sound vyet.

Malloy remained standing.

The enormous, fat cook came in
presently, looked around, bewilderment
on his sweat-glistening face.

“The warden would like to see you,”
McCrea growled. “There!” He jerked
a thumb toward Mr. Fleming.

“The warden?” the cook repeated.

“The new warden,” McCrea said
savagely.
~ The cook went waddl: ng between the
tables toward Mr. Fleming.

“Do you like your job here?” Mr.
Fleming asked him.

The cook stared, speechless for a
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few seconds. “Why—why, sure, sir,”
he stammered.

“L,” said Mr. Fleming, “will eat the
same food as the prisoners do. I hope
I won’t have to obtain a new cook for
Kirby. Get yourself a clean apron and
try washing your hands once in a while.
That’ll be all !’

He turned awkwardly, and - that
spine-tingling silence trailed him as he
crab-legged out of the mess hall.
McCrea caught up with him when he
was crossing the courtyard.

“Well, you’ve done it, sir,” the red-
headed giant said ominously. “I tried
my best to tip you off—"

“Let’s wait,” interrupted Mr. Flem-
ing, “until we get back to the office.”

HIRTY seconds later, Mr. Flem-

ing sat down in the straight-
backed chair he’d occupied earlier. He
glanced at Kane’s bedy, at Dr. Lasher,
the brightness of whose eyes indicated
that he’d been nursing the bottle while
they were gone, then blinked up at
McCrea towering over him.

“Now, Mr. McCrea. You said I've
done it. What did you imply by that ?”

The head keeper, thumbs hooked in
his gun belt, rocked slowly on his heels.
Apparently he did not dare to say what
he wanted to say. There was something
disturbing about Mr. Fleming’s vague
calmness.

“Well, Mr. McCrea?” Mr. Fleming
prompted gently.

“All right,” said McCrea, “Tll tell
you what they think now. They think
you're soft. They think you're yellow.
They’re laughin’ at you. They think
Malloy made you back down—and that
makes him the tin god at Kirby.
There’s goin’ to be hell to pay here, be-
cause they’re convinced they can get
away with anything they want, This
complainin’ about the food is only the
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beginnin’—and I know what I'm talkin’
about, sir.”

“T see,” Mr. Fleming murmured.
“Perhaps then, under the circum-
stances, you would like to resign, Mr.
McCrea?”

The head keeper jerked forward, his
hands releasing the gun belt and slid-
ing to his thighs. Stupefaction suddenly
gaped his mouth, bulged his eyes. He
shook his head and said incredulously :

“Resign? Me resign from Kirby?”

“Well,” said Mr. Fleming, “since
you are so convinced that there will be
hell to pay here because of my attitude
toward the prisoners—since you are so
convinced that I am incapable of con-
trolling them—I thought perhaps you
would prefer to leave Kirby. You see,
Mr. McCrea, I’ve certain theories of
my own on how a prison should be run.
You, as my head keeper, must either
accept them and back me up or—clear
out. It’s perfectly simple, isn’t it?”

McCrea straightened and brushed his
hand across his thick throat, leaving
distinct trails in the grime-caked sweat
there.

“T’ve been here ten years, sir,” he
said. “I guess my life is all kind of tied
up with this prison. There ain’t nothin’
else that I'd rather do. I'm stickin’, sir
—and I'm taking orders.”

They shook hands with a kind of em-
barrassed gravity, and Mr. Fleming
said: '

“Have Mr. Kane’s body removed
somewhere until arrangements can be
made for its further disposition. Then
I want to examine the prison records,
and the system used in keeping them.
Who kept those records, incidentally ?”

Dr. Lasher spoke up unexpectedly.
“T did—which was another little extem-
poraneous duty that Kane had imposed
on me. I’ve done it, of course, with my
customary inefficiency.”

“The hottle and efficiency,” said Mr.
Fleming, *‘seldont join hands.”

“T can lick it,” Dr. Lasher said, “now
that Warden Kane is dead.”

“I hope so,” said Mr. Fleming.
“Now as soon as the body is removed
from here, we’ll get down to work,
gentlemen. We've a busy evening ahead
of us!”

fFHEY did! Neglect and indifference
had made a bewildering chaos of
the prison records. There was orderly
efficiency in the way Mr. Fleming went
about straightening it out. The ques-
tions he asked, in his mildly-insistent,
unhurried manne-, were always to the
point. It wasn’t long before respect
crept into Dr. Lasher’s eyes.

“Mr. Fleming,”’ he said impulsively,
“if theoretical knowledge were all that’s
necessary to run a prison, you should
do great things with Kirby. Only—"

“Only what?”

The physiciar dropped his eyes.
“Forget it!” he mumbled. “Now in the
bottom drawer—"

“Only what, Dr. Lasher?”

The prison doctor shrugged his thin
shoulders, “I believe one must be a
merciless, devilish, cunning brute to
control the devils imprisoned here. And
I'm afraid you'l'! never be that, War-
den Fleming. Kane, undoubtedly, was
the right man for Kirby.”

“Would you,” Mr. Fleming said
quietly, “turn on the light switch, Doc-
tor? It's getting dark.” -

Dr. Lasher switched on the glaring,
unshaded overhead light, and they
worked on. McCrea, pausing only when
Mr. Fleming asked a question, tireless-
ly paced the office. He moved his big
body with an eTortless, catlike grace.

The next time Mr. Fleming looked
up, he saw McCrea peering out of the
window. The giant shoulders were
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hunched, and there was a curious strain
in his attitude. Mr. Fleming stared at
him a while, then asked:

“Is anything the
McCrea?”

The head keeper whitled away from
the window.

“Not yet,” he replied curtly, and
gave a vicious hitch to his gun belt.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Warden Kane was sure that the
cons were up to sometain’. He could
always tell somehow. 1 feel like I'm
sittin’ on top of a homb that’s liable to
go off any second.”

And it was in that psychological mo-
ment, dramatic to the “Hoint of being
stagey, that a guard burst through the
communicating door.

“Riotin” in Tower C, sir,” he re-
ported tersely. “It sounds like they've
all gone crazy.”

“Tower C?” McCrea
“That’s where Malloy’s cell is.”

“How,” Mr. Fleming asked calmly,
“would Warden Kane have handled
this?”

“There wouldn’t be any riotin’—if he
was still warden,” McCrea clipped
back. “He gave 'em a lesson four years
ago that they’ll never forget.”

“What had he done tien?”

“You really wanna know, sir?” Mec-
Crea said with tense eagz=rness. “You'll
do the same—"

“What had he done then?”
Fleming repeated.

“There’s only one entrance or exit
into them towers—a stzel-plate door.
You open it, you drop a couple of tear
gas bombs inside, you close the door
again, The gas spreads, and them win-
dows are small, and the gas stays there
a pretty long time. It dor’t kill ’em, but
they won’t spend what you might call a
comfortable night. An’ they’ll never try
it again.” He took three swift steps

matter, Mr.

Mr.

forward and crouched over Mr. Flem-
ing. “Take my word for it, sir, it'll
work !”

“I've no doubt but that it will—
work,” said Mr. Fleming, getting up.
“Well, let’s go over and see what they
want.”

“The bombs—"

“No, I don’t think we’ll bother with
bombs, Mr. McCrea.”
~“Yes, sir,” McCrea panted, and
brought down his feet too heavily as he
led to the door.

ALL spotlights, naked and glar-

ing, bathed from three focus
points the gray stone of Tower C.
Guards with sub-machine guns on top
of the walls crouched behind the spot-
lights, gnomelike and sinister against
the sky. Other guards were grouped

. before the open door of the tower.
snarled. *

Inside, a monster gone berserk roared
its defiance. For there was little human
in the howls of the eighty men caged
there. Eighty madmen, yelling at the
top of their lungs, banging their bars—
and Mr. Fleming, approaching the
tower door, was again aware of hatred
as something isolated and tangible.
Hatred—fierce, brutal and primitive;
wild beasts, chained and helpless,
throwing themselves, snarling, the
length of their chains. . . .

“Take me directly to Malloy’s cell,”
he told McCrea.

Still a dozen feet from the tower
door, Mr. Fleming smelled the stench
emanating from it. It grabbed him by
the throat, and he thought for a mo-
ment that he was going to be ill, when
he crossed the threshhold. There were
no sanitation facilities in those old
towers, and Warden Kane apparently
had never encouraged the convicts to
wash their bodies. The stench was an
undisturbed accumulation of years.
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The howling maniacs on the ground
tier became dumb and motionless the
moment Mr. Fleming entered with
McCrea. And this strange silent curse,
radiating from Mr. Fleming, spread
swiftly to the tiers above. Within three
seconds, there wasn’'t a sound in the
tower, although the echo, the memory
of that bestial roar still lived and
shrieked on.

A single red electric bulb illuminated
the ground tier of cells. It threw a
plood-like cast on Mr. Fleming’s bony
face as he stood, blinking, just inside
the steel door. There were cells all
around him—six-by-six cubicles, tim-
Yer partitioned, fronted with bars. Each
was a cage for two men, whose faces
Mr. Fleming could not see as clearly as
he could feel their eyes: faces pressed
to the bars, fists gripping the bars—
eves glaring at him.

By lifting himself on his toes, Mr.
Fleming could have touched with his
head the heavy weathered timbers com-
prising the ceiling of this tier and the
floor of the tier above. They reminded
him of the dug-outs he’d seen in
France. On the left, stairs led to a trap-
door-like rectangle cut in the timbered
ceiling. McCrea stood at the foot of
these stairs, motioning impatiently to
Mr. Fleming.

“Malloy’s cell is on the top tier,” he
explained.

Mr. Fleming climbed the stairs be-
hind McCrea. He did not think the
stench could conceivably get worse, but
it did, and he was glad he'd forgotten
to eat dinner. The second tier was pre-
cisely like the first: same cubicles—
faces and fists and eyes. On up behind
McCrea—another flight of stairs, an-
other trapdoor opening. And still on up
—to the fourth and top tier.

Here Mr. Fleming allowed himself
a moment to debate which was more

unbearable—the stifling, lung-tearing
heat on the top tier or the horrible
stench. McCrea's big body moved on
in the narrow corridor between the
cells. It jerked to a stop, and Mr. Flem-

“in heard him snarl:

“What the hell are you up to now,
Malloy? So help me, one of these days
rn—"

Mr. Fleming interrupted mildly:
“That'll be enough, Mr. McCrea.”

He walked up to the cell McCrea
faced. Malloy’s gorilla-like arms
spanned its width as he gripped the two
outside bars. He was stripped to the
waist, and his deep-chested, heavily-
muscled torso siggested terrific brute
strength.

“What do you want, Malloy ?” asked
Mr. Fleming.

The simple directness of the ques-
tion startled the convict. His hard blue
eyes flickered, lost for an instant their
inscrutability. %

i ELL, here’s how it is, War-

¥ den,” szid Malloy, his voice
again neither -espectful nor defhant.
“We ain’t got rauch rights left. T ain't
arguin’ whose fault it is. We're payin’
for what we did to get us sent up here
—an’ we're payin’ plenty. But is it too
much to ask fo- the right to be able to
sleep nights?”

“What, specifically,” asked Mr.
Fleming, “is preventing you from
sleeping ?”’

And, having said it, he felt like a
fool. For Mr. Fleming could think of
a number of reasons why he himself
would find it difficult to sleep in those
black, hot, stinking cubicles.

“Lice,” replied Malloy. “And bed-
bugs. Warden, I've been here six years
now. My mattress was lousy when 1 got
it. Tt’s still the same mattress, and the
lice and bugs had plenty of time to mul-

\ 3 A—2
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tiplv. The straw in that mattress o’
mine is alive with 'em. So is the mat-
tress of every other man here. Them
mattresses oughta be burned. We want
new mattresses, Warden. Like I said,
we got a right to be able to sleep
nights.”

A voice from a neighboring cell
echoed savagely: “They oughta be
burned!”

Another voice picked it up. And an-
other. And still another. It spread to
the other cells, to the tiers below, swift-
Iy gaining in volume, a savage chant:

“They oughta be burned!”

Faces pressed against the bars. Open
mouths, howling. Fists tarust through,
terrifying, though impotent, by the
very savage intensity of their fury.

“They oughta be burned!”

McCrea smashed out at a fist that
got too close to him. Mr. Fleming stood
perfectly still, blinking behind his spec-
tacles. And so was Malloy motionless,
arms still ontstretched across the bars,
the one prisoner who wasn’t yelling. A
suggestion of a smile hovered on his
lips.

The shouting died out with the same
abruptness that it had started. Mr.
Fleming said :

“Mallov, the men will get new mat-
tresses just as soon as 1 can put
through the requisition.”

McCrea cursed under ais breath and
turned away. Malloy said lazily:

“Maybe you mean it, Warden, but—
I think you're stallin’. Maybe we'll kind
of make it necessary for you to get us
new mattresses. You know—kinda
force things along a little bit maybe.”

McCrea lost control of himself. He
swerved back to the cell, and his big
hairy paw darted between the bars. It

fastened itself to Malloy’s throat, while
his other hand reached back for the
butt of his gun.

4 A—2

“What did you mean by that?”

Malloy neither moved nor answered.
He was grinning openly now, and
McCrea, his eyes going bloodshot, for-
got the gun and clamped both hands to
Malloy’s throat. Then Mr. Fleming
lightly placed his arm across the head
keeper’s forearms.

“No, Mr. McCrea,” he said quietly.
“Let’s get out of here. You hear me,
Mr. McCrea?”

McCrea’s hands slid off—and
scraped across Malloy’s chest. Nail
scratches, instantly oozing blood, now
showed on the convict’s skin. He still
hadn’t moved—nor stopped grinning.
Without a single word, McCrea turned
jerkily and walked to the stairs’ trap.

And then a voice in one of the neigh-
boring cells shouted again :

. “They oughta be burned!”

7 Again it started that savage chant.
It hounded Mr. Fleming and McCrea
during their descent to the ground tier,
pursued them when they walked out
into the courtyard.

“They oughta be burned!”

McCrea clutched Mr. Fleming’s arm.,
His face twitched, and he looked as if
he were ready to grovel on the ground
for the favor he meant to ask.

“A couple bombs, sir,” he pleaded.
“Just two, sir. I tell you it won’t hurt
‘em. Surely you ain’t gonna let em get
away with that!”

Mr. Fleming waved to one of the
guards.

“Close and lock the door,” he said,
and added to McCrea: “No, Mr. Mc-
Crea, I don’t think I want to use gas.”

McCrea breathed heavily through his
nose. His hand still clutched Mr. Flem-
ing’s biceps.

“At least punish Malloy,” he panted.
“Slap him in solitary, and let him rot
there a few weeks. He started that
riot.”’
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“We’'ve no proof that he started it.
He was simply spokesman for the rest
of them.”

“But his open threat sayin’ that
he’lt force—"

“That,” Mr. Fleming interrupted
thoughtfully, “is precisely what I am
thinking of now. There was some rea-
son why he made that unnecessary
threat. It seems to me that the entire
scene had been carefully rehearsed in
advance. I wonder, Mr. McCrea—I
wonder !”’

It was quiet inside the tower now.
The group of guards near the door
were dispersing. One by one, the
searchlights withdrew their white fin-
gers. Mr. Fleming could hear on top
of the wall above him the heavy, meas-
ured footsteps of the guard patrolling
that section with a sub-machine gun.
The night was hot and black, and there
was a threat of storm in the air.
~MeCrea said: “Why should that
scene be rehearsed? They want new
mattresses, and Malloy thought if they
raised hell about it—"

“I'm thinking of Warden Kane,”
said Mr. Fleming. “His psychic ability
to sense trouble brewing. I, too, haven’t
forgotten it, Mr. McCrea.”

Fleming moved away. More awk-
ward than ever on the rough cobbles,
he slowly encircled the grim gray
tower. On two sides, six feet or so
separated it from the prison walls
which met there. Looking up, Mr.
Fleming saw that the top of the tower
was just about level with the top of the
wall.

McCrea, following him, said an-
grily : “But what can they do, Warden?
Them tower walls are three feet thick.
They’re locked in their cells and the one
exit out of the tower is locked too.
There are guards with Tommy guns on
top of the walls; there are guards al-

ways patroling ‘he court yard. How
could any of them crash out?”

“It is just,” said Mr. Fleming, “that
I don’t like the way Malloy had made
a fuss about the mattresses. It's—" He
shrugged his gaunt shoulders. “Well,
good night, Mr. McCrea. 'm going to
fool around in the office a while longer.
See you in the morning.”

“Good night, Warden.”

Mr. Fleming paused to take a last
long, thoughtful look at the top of the
tower. He touched his glasses, sighed
and shambled back to the office.

Dr. Lasher sat on the edge of the
desk, the squat hottle of Scotch along-
side of him. His hands were in his
pockets, and sweat beaded his face. He
looked like someone in high fever.

“I was alone with him,” he jerked
out when Mr. Fleming entered. “Five,
ten minutes of 1ooking at it, of antici-
pating what it would feel like going
down my gullet—I hadn’t taken a
drink. Yes, 1 can lick it, sir, now that
Warden Kane is dead.”

“Why do you say that?” asked Mr.
Fleming. “Whzt hold had Warden
Kane on you?”

Dr. Lasher tried to light a cigarette,
and Mr. Fleming understood now
why he’d held his hands in his pocket.
The physician’s hands had a quivering,
violent life of their own.

“T hated him. That was the bond be-
tween us—hatred. For the mild, weak
person that I know myself to be, the
very intensity of my hatred for him
used to amaze me. He knew I hated
him. He knew I would awaken, shriek-
ing, in the dead of night, haunted by
the frightful things I'd seen him do to
the prisoners heve. It—it amused him!”

“Why did you stay on here? You
might have resigned, you know.”

“As a medical man,” said Dr.
Lasher, “I could see that he was
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loomed. 1T wanted to watch him die be-
ore I left. It became an obssession with
ne. But he lingered on, year after vear,
ind every day I hoped it would hap-
ven. I had to drink—or g insane. And
Il the time he knew zv/iy I was staying
n here! He knew it, and he would
augh at me—"

“Steady!” said Mr. F eming, when
he little physician began to tremble
gain. “Suppose you tuke a couple
Irinks and go to bed. I would like you
o help me finish straightening out the
ecords in the morning.”

“Take a couple drinks:” Dr. Lasher
epeated, his eyes glitteriag. “You ad-
rise that?”

“Certainly. You must sleep, and, as
[ said, I'll need you in the morning.”

Dr. Lasher reached a trembling hand
o the bottle, then jerked it away and
lid off the table. A

“No,” he said hoarsely. “T don’t
vant him to go on laughirg at me from
ell. 'm through with it—if it kills
ne. Good night, Warden ”

“Good night,” said Mr. Fleming, and
juietly watched Dr. Lasher stagger out
f the office.

FLY-SPLATTERED, yellow-

faced clock on the desk showed a
ew minutes after nine. Mr. Fleming
valked over to it and wound the spring.
Je stood near the desk a while, then
ently flipped off the half-chewed cigar
dhering to one edge of it. It joined the
Ith already littering the floor.

He looked around the office, and his
yes returned several times to a calen-
ar hanging on one of the walls, It was
hree years old, and the dirty litho-
raph above it showed an Indian
aiden propelling a green canoe over
purple lake. Mr. Flemingz approached
, detached it carefully from the wall,
nd tore it into neat squares.

It took him some time to find the
wastepaper basket, but it was already
overflowing with rubbish. Mr. Fleming
sighed and let the torn bits of the calen-
dar drift to the floor. Then he sat down
in the swivel chair behind the desk, and
began teetering in it until the scraping
of the swivel bolt suddenly reminded
him of the silence.

And the silence, in turn, reminded
him of Tower C, and Pat Mallov, and
Warden Kane's ability to sense trouble
brewing. From then on minutes passed

~very slowly. Mr. Fleming did not know

where his sleeping quarters were, and
he’d forgotten until now his luggage
in the back of the coupé; both seemed
nnimportant now. He kept thinking of
Pat Malloy, and Tower C, and Warden
Kane’s warning—and the fact that ke
was now the warden of the Kirby
prison, ;

At ten o'clock, Mr. Fleming resolute-
ly took off his coat, rolled up his sleeves
and went to work emptying the six
drawers of that huge desk. He found
such curious items as a crumpled
tuxedo shirt, an empty beer bottle, a
mouse trap and a deadly-looking hand-
grenade. Apparently Warden Kane had
believed in stuffing a drawer until it
could not hold another single thing,
then forgetting about it.

The pile grew to an impressive pyra-
mid on top of the desk when all the
drawers were finally empty. Mr. Flem-
ing looked at it helplessly, then frowned
as he suddenly caught himself listening.
He could only hear the silence. Dogged-
ly, he began sorting the pyramid, re-
placing some of the things.

By midnight, he had to face the fact
that there was nothing else he could
do with the desk. It was as neat and
orderly now as a druggist’s showcase.
He pushed back the swivel chair, stood
up and said very distinctly:
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“I am tired now. T have driven many
miles. I've a busy day ahead of me to-
morrow. I'm going to sleep. 1 will
sleep!”

He stepped around the desk and ap-
proached a narrow cot near the left
wall. Dust clouded from its plush cover
when he sat down to remove his shoes.
Mr. Fleming sneezed and went on tak-
ing off his shoes. Then he walked in
his stocking feet to the electric switch,
turned off the lights, returned to the
cot. Fumbling in the darkness, he found
one of his shoes. He carefully placed
his glasses inside of it, and stretched
out on the cot. It was about six inches
too short for him.

“I will sleep!” he said.

Three minutes later, he was asleep.

III

R. FLEMING had a nerve-quiv-

ering awakening. The prison
siren was on the wall just above the ad-
ministration building. It was a huge
thing, designed to be heard for miles.
Someone set it off now, and the tre-
mendous volume of sound poured in
through the open windows like a flood
of angry water. It almost hurled Mr.
Fleming off the cot.

He jerked up to a sitting position
and yelled out his housekeeper’s. name.
Then he remembered where he was. He
jumped off the bed and began groping
in the unfamiliar room for the light
switch. He found it finally, snapped it
on, ran clumsily back for his shoes.

The glasses, without which Mr.
Fleming was utterly helpless, fell out
of the left shoe when he lifted it. They
did not break. He put them on, and
winced as the scream of the siren lifted
again to its brain-numbing, incredible
peak. Stooping, he put on his shoes,
double knotting the laces as he always
did. '

The siren died out reluctantly, and
Mr. Fleming could now hear men
shouting in the courtyard. But the gun-
fire he expected did not follow.

“Strange,” he muttered, and ran to
the desk.

His right hand scooped up Warden
Kane’s heavy, blue-barreled revolver;
his left, as an afterthought, grabbed a
flashlight he’d also salvaged from one
of the desk drawers. Stumbling in the
blackness of the ante-office, it didn’t
occur to him that he might use the
flashlight. He found the outside door,
jerked it open, and, a second later, was
out on the cobbles of the courtyard.

Tower C, diagonally on Mr. Flem-
ing’s right and perhaps a hundred feet
away, again stood stark and exposed as
three spotlights focused on it. The
heavy steel door was open. Black smoke
billowed from it, diffusing the glare of
the lights. And like rats escaping a
burning ship, losing individuality in
their number and compacthess, a
screaming horde of convicts poured out
into the courtyard.

In those first few stunning seconds,
Mr. Fleming was just aware of vio-
lent motion—waving arms, bodies run-
ning from the pursuing smoke: human
lava disgorged from some freak vol-
cano.

Four guards, standing shoulder to
shoulder with drawn guns, checked the
howling horde twenty feet from the
tower door. Other guards flanked them
on the left, and here Mr. Fleming saw
McCrea. The giant head keeper was
barefooted, aid wore only pajama
bottoms. His hairy arms brandished a
sub-machine gun. Even above that
howling bedlam, Mr. Fleming heard
him shout :

“Against the wall—! I'll blast the
first man who hesitates. Agatust the
wall—"
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The human stream deflected, rolled
to the prison wall. A spotlight pursued
and pinned them there.

Mr. Fleming began rinning toward
the tower. As bright as were the glares
of the spotlights, equal'y intense was
the darkness outside their influence. A
low-ceilinged, pitch-black night; and it
still hadn’t occurred to Mr. Fleming, as
he stumbled over the cobbles, that he
might have used his flashlight. He
could now smell burning wood.

McCrea was yelling : “Anybody gone
for the fire extinguishers?”

“Schmidt and Keller,” a guard re-
plied.

“Chances are a thousand to one they
won’t work anyway. Ain't been looked
at in five years, I guess. . ..

“So you rats think you're smart,
eh? If Warden Kane was still here,
he’d let you stay there ard fry. Malloy,
this is one little stunt—-say, where is
Malloy ?”

The hoarse shout checked Mr. Flem-
ing, now only a dozen feet from the
tower, and three feet from the nearest
spotlight rim. He stared, as McCrea
and the guards were doing, at the
cringing row light-pinned against the
wall. There was a deac silence for a
few seconds, then a voice, shrill with
incredulity, from one of the uniformed
guards:

“He ain’t here, Mr. McCrea! Think
maybe the smoke got him?”

Another guard said: “I opened the
cells on his tier. Seen him come ou
with Hurley.” :

MCCREA’S big, half-nude body

dropped to a crouch with the sub-
machine gun. Mr. Flening saw the
angle of his jaw, and he anticipated a
massacre at the wall where the convicts
cringed. He opened his mouth to yell
something, but McCrea spoke first.

Spoke in a kind of slow, panting whis-
per:

“Smoke didn’t get him. Not a guy
like Malloy. He wouldn’t hang back
there to be cooked alive. So he’s out
here somewhere. Sneaked off some-
where. Hiding somewhere. And this
gives me the break I want. Just what
I want, boys—to blast Malloy all over
this coutryard. To pump more lead in
him—"

He straightened jerkily, and his
panting whisper rose to a savage shout :

“Wall guards! Stevens—hold your
spot on these rats at the wall. Machine-
gun the whole lot of ’em at the first
funny move anybody makes. Carney,
Brill, Henderson—stay here and back
up Stevens. Same orders, get it?

“You, Zimmerman—start swinging
your spot along the east wall. You take
the west wall, Hennessy. Ronson—
hold your spot on the gate. You okay at
the gate there, Miller ?”

A voice drifted back from the gate
booth: “Right. Got a message ready
for him if he shows up around here !”

“Okay! You guys whose names I
haven’t called come with me. He’s in-
side these walls somewhere, and T'll get
him. Get him before our chicken-
hearted warden comes blinkin’ out to
gum up the works. To hell with fightin’
the fire. The loss will be worth it—if
we get Malloy. Come on, men!”

The wall spotlights moved, sweep-
ing the darkness ahead of them. One
just barely missed Mr. Fleming. A red-
dish glow began to outline the black
cavity which marked the open door of
the tower. Mr. Fleming could now see,
as well as smell, the smoke. The actual
burning wood was still out of his line
of vision, but he could hear it crackling
inside.

. He took a deep breath and plunged
to the tower door.,
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The heat breasted him, like an ocean
wave meeting someone wading out
from a beach, when he crossed the
raised threshold. He saw tongues of
flame licking partitions between the
cells, eating under the stairs, swiftly
victorious in the old dry timber. Here
and there, flames spurted gaily as one
of the straw mattresses would--c=tch
fire. Only a matter of a few minutes

before the inner wooden structure of

the tower would be a roaring inferno.

The first two steps of the stairs were
already burning; Mr. Fleming’s long
legs straddled the flames to the step
above. And continued moving, consum-
ing three steps at a time. Emerging on
the second tier through the square
opening, a hot spark from somewhere

flicked his throat. He rubbed his left
forearm across the burn, and kept go-
ing.

There were no open flames on the
third tier. Tt was a smoke-choked dark-
ness—and only now did Mr. Fleming
recall the flashlight in his left hand. He
pressed the button. The smoke became
visual as a ghastly, swirling fog.

Only one flight was left—to the top
tier. Mr. Fleming climbed it warily,
holding down the flashlight beam. He
removed his finger off the button alto-
gether just before his head came above
the edge of the stair-opening.

He stood in smoke-choked darkness
again—listening. He could hear the
crackling of fire below, faint shouts
outside ; if another man shared this tier
with him now, Mr. Fleming could not
hear him. He pressed the flashlight
button.

The vyellow beam fought its way
through the smoke. Directly ahead of
him was one of the barred windows.
Or, rather, what had been a barred
window. Only two-inch stumps of the
bars remained in the lower sill; the bars

had been cut and torn loose from the
top. Six feet beyond the window, the
flashlight exposed the gray stone of
the prison wall.

Mr. Fleming flicked his wrist to the
left, directing the beam at the cell
where he'd seen Malloy a half-dozen
hours ago. He saw him again now. . ..

HE convict stood with his back to

the wall, his long arms out-
stretched. Perfectly still, without mov-
ing a muscle even when the flashlight
beam settled on him, he looked as if
he were crucifiec there. He held club-
like a three-foot section of a window
bar in his left hand; in his right, was
a crude, tri-pronged hook. A rope
dangled from the end of that hook.

“So nice of you to drop around,
Warden,” he drawled, and closed his
eyes.

They remained closed a few seconds.
his head tilted back. Then he opened
his eyes and began cursing, softly but
with a terrible intensity.

Mr. Fleming walked the dozen feet
to the cell, sidled in through the open
door. He held the heavy .38 close to his
right hip, the Dlue barrel steady on
Malloy’s chest.

“Without moving your arms—just
by opening your fists—drop what
you're holding, Malloy,” Mr. Fleming
said quietly. “Do it noze!”

The convict glanced down at the
gun. His big cnest heaved as if he'd
been running. Fe opened his left hand,
and the bar clattered to the cell floor.
The hook and rope followed. Malloy
wiped his palms on his trousers, spat,
and said out of the corner of his
mouth :

“You're dyin’ o’ thirst. You find
water, an’ raise the cup to drink. Then
—wham! The cup is slapped right outa
your hand!”




“That water wasn’t good for you,”

Malloy. Poison in it—-and it would
have got you, sooner or later!”

“The hell it would!” said Malloy.

Mr. Fleming shrugged.

“We've little time to waste, if we
want to get-out of here alive. Walk on
ahead of me!”

Malloy lurched to the door, then
turned jerkily. His eyes narrowed, and
he crouched forward a tit.

“Say, Warden, you came up here
alone! How come? How come McCrea
‘or none of the screws are with you?”

“Malloy, we’d better get moving!”

The convict crouched lower. His fin-
gers were now hooked talon-like.

“Look, Warden! Maybe I've sud-
denly gone nuts. You gzotta humor a
guy who's nuts. Everybcdy knows that.
You answer my question, and I'll go
along with you peaceful. But until you
do, I ain’t budgin’ from this spot. How
come you’re alone?”

“There’s something on your mind,
Malloy,” Mr. Fleming said quietly.

“Maybe. But I'm stickin’ to what I
just said. How come you're alone,
Warden?”

“All right! McCrea snd the guards
are under the impression that you've
sneaked off somewhere after leaving
the tower. They're searching for you
now. I reasoned that you must be up
here. No one noticed me enter the
tower, consequently no one followed
me in. Does this satisfy you?”

“And how!” Malloy panted. “
how {”

Mr. Fleming gesturec. with the gun
toward the cell door. “Walk on ahead
of mel”

“Sure!” said Malloy. He laughed
and repeated with a kind of savage
gaiety : “Sure!”

Mr. Fleming drew farther back
against the wall. The blue barrel of the

And
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.38 slowly followed Malloy as the con-
vict swaggered to the cell door. But
Malloy never passed through it. His
gorilla-like right arm darted out. He
caught one of the bars and jerked the
door toward him. There was a loud
metallic click as the lock snapped in
place. '

ALLOY turned lazily, leaned

back against the bars and grinned
up at Mr. Fleming. “Maybe you
get the idea now, Warden?”

There was a brief pause. “Not
exactly,” confessed Mr. Fleming.

“I'll explain,” said Malloy, mockery
in his voice, in his eyes. “This cell is
locked now. There’s a fire under us. It’s
a pretty swell fire, so far as fires go;
McCrea ain’t got the equipment to put
it out. Besides, McCrea is too busy
lookin’ for me. And nobody knows that
we're up here now. So, unless some-
thin’ is done about it, yor an’ me will
be cooked alive. You follow me so far,
Warden?”

“Perfectly,” said Mr, Fleming.

“Now you're holdin’ that gat on me.
It ain’t gonna do you any good to plug
me, ‘cause you'll still .burn anyway.
From the way those flames are roarin’
downstairs now, I don't think they’ll
hear Yhe shots. They wouldn’t hear
you if you yelled your lungs out. Even
if somebody did, by the time they get
it through their thick skulls that it's
comin’ from here, we'll be dead any-
way. Within five minutes, the smoke
and heat will kill us, if the Alames don't.
You still follow me, Warden ?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Fleming.

Malloy grinned again. “Okay, here’s
what I'm buildin’ up to. I've got a key
that'll open that door. That’s how I was
able to come out nights and file them
bars. That's how [ was able to go
downstairs and start the fire in such
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way that the men wouldn’t burn to
death before anybody could get to 'em.
I've got a key that'll let us outa here,
see?”

“I see,” said Mr. Fleming.

“No, you don’t—yet! This key ain’t
on me now, so it won’t do you a bit of
good to plug me. I've got it hidden in
this cell somewhere. Give you a day to
look for it, give you enough time to rip
this cell apart—and maybe you'll find
it then. But in the five or ten minutes
that you have, you won’t find it—and
I guarantee you that, Warden!”

“What, precisely,” asked Mr. Flem-
ing, “are you driving at, Malloy?”

“Ain’t you figgered it yet, Warden?
It’s simple. You're holdin’ the gat; I've
got the key that’ll let us outa here. Give
me that gun—and out we go. Hold on
to it—and we’ll both croak here. That’s
the set-up, Warden—how about it?”

Smoke raced like a torrent from the
stairwell, along the passageway be-
tween the cells, to the natural vent of
the open window. Tentacles of it came
in to investigate the cell, swirling about
Malloy’s legs, creeping over to Mr.
Fleming. The flashlight was losing its
battle with the murky haze.

“No, Malloy,” said Mr. Fleming.

“You'd rather be burned alive, eh?”

“I want you to show me where you
hid that key.”

ALLOY laughed harshly and
moved away from the cell door.
The barrel of Mr. Fleming’s gun, still
held at his hip, followed the convict as
he crossed to one of the cots. Malloy
sat down on the edge of it. Muscles
rippled and rolled beneatd his sun-
blackened skin.
“YVou're a fool, Warden!” he said.
“You know you'll crack before I do.”
“Oh, yes?” murmured Mr. Fleming.
“Why do you think so, Malloy?”

“Because 1 ain't got nothin’ to lose
anyway. If I croak up here, T'll just be
transferrin’ from one hell to another.
The hell below can’t be much worse
than the one right here at Kirby.”

“Kirby,” said Mr. Fleming, “has
been made the place it is. It needn’t—
and won’t—continue to be so. I've
looked up your record, Malloy. You've
four years left o your minimum sen-
tence. Why not wait—and walk out a
free man four years from now?”

“Oh, can it, Warden!” Malloy
sneered, “I'm crashin’ out tonight—or
I'm croakin’ here.”

“As you please,” said Mr. Fleming.

Malloy leaned forward on the cot.
“Look!” he said. “You threw out a
hook before; I'll try one now. Maybe
you think I'll double-cross you. Maybe
you think I'll pump a couple slugs in
you the second you hand me that gat.
Well, T won’t! T always keep my word,
Warden, Gimme that gun, and I'll give
you every break to save your hide—if
you can. Is that what was holdin’ you
back?”’

“No, Malloy.”

“What, then, ypu fool?”

“You wouldn’t understand if 1 told
you.”

“Try it, anyway.”

“Well,” said Mr. Fleming, “all my
life T've had a certain ambition. I've
realized it finallv, only to find that I
must jump a difficult hurdle before I
can attain what I really want. I'll risk
my life to clear that hurdle, Malloy.”

“That don’t rake no sense to me.”

“No,” agreel Mr. Fleming, “I
guess it wouldn’=.”

“Just one quastion, Warden,” said
Malloy, “before we cut this dizzy rag-
chewin’. How did you figger out I was
up here?”

“That wasn’t difficult, Malloy,” Mr.
Fleming replied mildly. “You planted
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cleverly enough an excuse for a fire,
but I reasoned that men locked in here,
as the prisoners were, would not risk
a horrible death just tc get new mat-
tresses. They would risk their lives
only for one purpose——escape!

“Since you were missing, naturally,
then, you must have been the one upon
whom they banked to help them escape.
With several machine guns.up on the
walls, with a score of guards in the
yard—what could you have done had
you sneaked off after leaving the
tower ?”’

“Not a thing,” Melloy answered
promptly.

“Right! But with the window on
this tier only a few fee: below the top
of the wall—with the possibility of
cutting the bars and reaching the top
of the wall somehow—of being able,
under the concealment of smoke, to
sneak up on the nearest wall guard
and gain possession of his machine
gun—of sweeping the other wall
guards off with a single blast and turn-
ing the machine gun or. the guards in
the courtyard—" .

“Okay, Warden,” said -Malloy,
“You've got it. 1 guess you can’t al-
ways judge how much brains a guy
has got by what he looks like. You
looked like a long-legged old fool to
me!”

“Yes,” agreed Mr. Fleming,
pearances are deceptive at times.”

v ¥

(

ap-

HE investigating tentacles of

smoke lengthened, and became avid
in their writhing search. The murk
thickened ; it was difficult now for Mr.
Fleming—though the flashlight was
pointblank on Malloy—-to see clearly
the convict’s face. His eyes watered.
The heat was beginning in earnest to
exert its torture.

He felt as if there were a steel band
around his skull, just above the eyes,
and someone was turning the adjust-
ing screw on it, slowly tightening the
pressure of the band. A steel mesh
seemed to imprison his lungs, giving
them, as seconds went on, less and less
room to expand.

The fire below, still an invisible
threat, made itself heard with a pro-
gressively sinister swishing and crack-
ling. It was easy enough to visualize
it eating the timbers, extending its de-
structive arms higher and higher, gain-
ing momentum toward the inevitable
collapse of the inner structure of the
tower,

Malloy said: “I just figgered out
that the breaks are still on my side,
Warden.”

“How it that?” asked Mr. Fleming.

“If you pass out first, I get outa
here. If it gets me first—well, you’'ll
stay on to burn alive.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Fleming, “that’s
quite true. Only I do not think I will
lose consciousness before you do.”

“That’'s a dumb crack,” Malloy
snarled. “How can you think that?
You don’t know—"

“I do know—somehow,” Mr. Flem-
ing interrupted firmly. “It is just that
I will not allow myself to lose con-
sciousness.”

“And that,” said Malloy, ““is another
dumb crack. Suppose you keep quiet!”
“Cheerfully,” said Mr. Fleming.

Hot seconds dragged. Malloy kept
rubbing his throat. Mr. Fleming could
hear him panting like a spent animal.
He himself tried to breathe as spar-
ingly as he could. The steel band on
his skull, the steel mesh imprisoning
his lungs, still continued to constrict
mercilessly,

Something crashed far below. Mal-
loy leaped off the cot.
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“There it goes!” he yelled. “There
goes the whole works!”

“Oh, no!” said Mr. Fleming. “Not
quite yet. T judged it would take a little
while longer—"

Malloy, fingers hooked and shoulder
high, suddenly came weaving toward
him. Mr. Fleming moved the blue bar-
rel of the .38. He said nothing. Malloy
stopped, lowered his arms and re-
treated to the cot.

“You long-legged fool!” he panted.
“Ain’t you even goin’ to look for the
key? Will you just stand there like a
statue, knowin’ what’s happenin’ under
you, knowin’ that your flesh will be
sizzlin’ soon, skin crackin’, .turnin’
black—"

“I am waiting,” Mr. Fleming said
quietly, “for you to tell me where the
key is.”

“T'Il see you burn first!” Malloy
screamed.

Then he suddenly seemed ashamed
of his outburst. He sank back on the
cot. Sat there, crouching forward,
clenched fists softly hammering his
thighs.

“Tet’s talk about somethin’.” he
said. “Anything—until them floors
crash. You married, Warden?”

“I'm a widower,” replied Mr. Flem-
ing.
“Got any kids?”

“Two. They’re in a private school
wow.”

“Nice kids?”

“Yes, Malloy, they are very nice
children.” ~

Something else crashed below, and
Malloy jerked. “How—how old are
they ?” he asked hoarsely.

“Well, Janet is thirteen. Albert is
eight.”

“You carry insurance?”

“Certainly. Quite a heavy policy.
They'll be well provided for.”

“T've always liked kids, too,” said
Malloy. “Always wanted to have a
couple of ’em. But I could never get
hooked up with one dame long
enough.”

“THE smoke is rolling in heavier,”
said Mr. Fleming. “Won't be
long now. I shou'd say three minutes,
on the outside, then—"

“Then down we go,” Malloy panted.
“Down to feed the furnace under us.
Down to sear and sizzle and burn—
Do you like pigeons, Warden? When
I was a kid, T was crazy about pigeons.
Used to have onz little white one—a
little white pigeon with pink eyes. . . .’

He jumped off the cot again.

“You’re standin’ on it "’ he screamed.
“Standin’ on the sqware I cut in the
floor. The key is under it. Get it, and
let's get outa:here! Let's get ouia
here!” f

“Thanks,” said Mr. Fleming. “But
—we won't bother with your key,
Malloy. Because .’ve a key that’ll open
that cell—in my pocket. Got it from
McCrea—earlier.”

He wedged thz flashlight under his
arm, reached in his left trouser pocket
and threw something that made a
metallic clang on the cell floor at Mal-
loy’s feet.

“I'm always particular—very partic-
ular—about keys-—whenever I move in
somewhere. Open the door, Malloy!”

The convict stood motionless a mo-
ment. Mr. Fleming could not see his
face. Could only see vaguely the squat
bulk of him five feet away. Then Mal-
loy’s bulk changed shape. Stooping
now, groping on the floor. Lurching,
a second later, toward the door.

Mr. Fleming saw Malloy at the door,
right hand thrust through the bars so
that he might insert the key from the
outside. The convict’s left hand held
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his tri-pronged hook with its attach-
ment of rope. He seemed much larger
to Mr. Fleming now—a swaying, shad-
owy giant.

Malloy almost fell on his face when
the cell door swung out abruptly. He
caught himself by grabbing at the bars.
Then he moved to the left.

Mr. Fleming followed, saying to
himself :

“I must not lose consciousness. Not
now! I must not lose——what I have
risked so much to gain. . .."”

Malloy stopped, and Mr. Fleming
lurched into him. He recoiled instinc-
tively. They were at the window
now, Malloy securing one end of the
rope to the stumps of the bars in
the lower sill. Mr. Fleming could not
accept now the evidence of his own
eyes—that his clothes were not on fire.
For he felt his tfesh burning. Invisible
fire shriveled his skin.

With a kind of startled amazement,
he suddenly realized that Malloy was
gone. He still held the revolver in his
right hand, the flashlight in the left.
He stared at both stupidly, then thrust
the revolver in his belt. He did not
know what to do with the flashlight.
Finally, very carefully, he deposited
it on the floor.

Approaching the window, he strad-
iled the sill, then brought his other leg
over so that he was sitting on the
stumps of the bars. He saw the rope
between his thighs. The -oaring dragon
now living inside the tower breathed
flames from the lower windows.

“Malloy must have made it,” he
thought. “But I won’t The rope is
burning !”

He raised himself on his hands,

turned and slid over the far edge on-

his stomach. Then he grabbed the rope,
closed his eves, hung on a moment. Be-
fore he knew he was actually doing it,

the rope was burning his palms as his
fingers relaxed.

HREE times, the dragon inside

panted its malediction of fire.
Three times, Mr. Fleming felt the sear-
ing, savage embrace of the flames as he
shot through them. Then his feet struck
the cobbles of the courtyard, and he
went sprawling away from the livid
arn s that were reaching for him from
the ground-tier window.

He picked himself up and sagged
against the prison wall and said in-
credulously :

“I'm alive! The rope hadn’t burned
through and—I'm alive!”

Then he felt himself jerked away
from the support of the wall. A mus-
cular, naked arm crossed his left
shoulder. It clamped viselike across his
chest. A hand shot around his hip and
yanked the revolver out of his belt.
Malloy’s voice said:

“You pulled a swell gag, Warden,
and I know now why you done it,
and you deserve to win. But there’s
life outside them walls that I'm still
crazy to claw into. Sorry, Warden, but
I'm still tryin’ to crash outa here!”

Mr. Fleming made no attempt to
struggle with Malloy. He could no
more have got out of Malloy’s grip-
ping arm than he could have broken
the embrace of a grizzly bear.

“What are you planning to do, Mal-
loy?” he asked.

“We're going to edge along the wall
toward the gate. You’ll be between me
and the wall. Maybe that'll hold ’em
from firin’ when they spot us. It's a
long shot gamble, but I'm takin’ it
Warden.”

Mr. Fleming said: “You can’t make
it, Malloy.”

“I'm goin’ to try it, Warden.”

“You can’t make it, Malloy—be-

»
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cause the gun you're holding isn’t
loaded!”

“Warden, you're pullin’ a dumb gag
that—"

“See for yourself, Malloy! I emptied
that revolver when I found it in Kane’s
desk. A loaded gun makes me—er—
nervous!”

“It’s true!” Malloy whispered three
seconds later. “It's true!”

The convict's arm released Mr.
Fleming. Malloy, standing against the
wall, sat down abruptly. He began to
laugh, hands on his stomach, his body
rocking gently. The glare of the flames
a dozen feet away showed tears run-
ning down his face.

“The hell of it,” he said, looking up,
“is that nobody will believe this yarn!”

Mr. Fleming thought he’d better sit
down too. And so they sat peacefully
side by side, Malloy still laughing and
rocking his body, Mr. Fleming care-
fully polishing his glasses with the hem
of his shirt.

A sharp voice hailed from the top
of the wall: “Who’s down there?”

A whistle shrilled. Malloy said:

“You made me crack, Warden—and
I thought I was a pretty tough hombre.
And you had the key in your pocket
all the time. And you held me off with
an empty gun. You may be a little
screwy, Warden—but you're a man!”

“Thank you, Malloy,” said Mr.
Fleming.

Malloy impulsively stuck out his
hand. Mr. Fleming met it wincing at
the convict’s grip.

“] want to shake your hand again,”
he said, “four years from now. When
that gate is opened for you and you

walk out a free man. You can still

e

have those kids you want. And there
are some men who have what it takes
to lick a prison record and start all
“Gver again. 1 think you can do it.”

“You've taught me a lesson in what
it takes,” Mallov said, “that I'll never
forget. T'll take my punishment for
tryin’ this break, then I'm toein’ the
chalk line, Warden. And that goes for
the rest of the cons here. I kinda want
that handshake with you—four years
from now.”

Mr. Fleming sighed and put on his
glasses.

“Punishment, Malloy? Oh, I don't
know. Any readjustment must entail
a bit of confusion. I believe we under-
stand each other now. That’s all I really
want, Malloy. For it will help the birth
of the new Kirby Prison!”

McCrea, charging with a group of
guards around the angle of the tower,
found them thus, sitting peacefully side
by side against the~grim gray wall of
Kirby.
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OLLYWOOD is the Baghdad of

America—the place of fabled dreams
where anything can haopen, and nothing
is entirely surprising. Take Dexter Hath-
away, for instance. Three years ago, you
hadn’t heard of him, He was a nobody,
hanging around the ccrners of Wilshire
Boulevard. And then—like that—he be-
came a star. One of the biggest.

But in mounting the lizzy ladder of his
success, Hathaway couldn’t quite manage
to shake the mud of his alley-background
from his dapper heels. As a matter of fact,
the mud on those famous heels was worth
twenty-five thousand dollars a month to
a ring of blackmailers; until finally, des-
perate, Hathaway decided to pay the hush
money no longer.

Since, every time a star like Hathaway
is called upon to risk his expensive neck,
the first thing he thirks of is “Get a
double!”—in his hour of need, Hathaway
calls upon Jerry Banning (who is telling
the story) to take his place.

A plastic surgeon vworks upon Ban-
ning’s face. Erl Gorley, Hathaway’s

“ hasn’t—officially—met

smooth secretary and man-of-all work,
does likewise on Banning’s personality.
And between the two of them they manage
te turn Jerry Banning into a fairly good
imitation-Hathaway. And Hathaway, un-
der the name of Philip Rogers, heads for
the South Seas, obscurity, and safety. If
the thwarted blackmailers are going to
pour acid into anyone’s face, it might as
well be Banning’s. Isn’t Banning being
paid five thousand a month for that very
purpose?

And Banning, becoming more like Hath-
away every minute, manages to fool
Clifford Furber, Hathaway’s best friend.
In a rough-and-tumble fight, he sends the
blackmailers’ collecting agents running
out into the night, screaming for help. He
Maida Watking,
Hathaway’s co-star, yet. And the fact that
Banning is a little in love with the lovely
Watkins may give him a little trouble
there. But all in all, Banning is doing very
nicely. "

There’s just one force in this precarious
equation that Banning hasn’t been pre-
pared for. He didn’t know about Florida

This story began in last week’s Argosy
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Craig. Gorley hadn’t mentioned her, be-
cause she and Hathaway were supposed to
be washed up. But when Banning returns
from the Lake Arrowhead hideout where
the Hathaway-dress rehearsals have been
held, he finds Florida Craig in Hathaway’s
house waiting for him.

No one had told him that Florida Craig
had a key to the house. Or that when he
came in, Florida would come and throw
her arms around him and kiss him. Not
having been warned, and being only hu-
man after all, what does Banning do?
What would you do? Well, so did he. He
kissed Florida Craig right back, and en-
joyed it very much. . ..

CHAPTER VI
NOT FROM YOUR PAST

WOULDN’T have any idea how
I long it was that Florida Craig and

T stood there in a clinch that would
have closed up Joe Breen’s office for a
month. With my lips pressed flat
against hers, 1 had no thought that
this kiss was not meant for me, no
thought that in the eyes of my mind I
had seen only one girl who set my
senses afire, Maida Watkins, and she
as far out of my reach as—as the moon
itself.

But then she turned her face away
and pushed me back with gentle force.

“That,” she said, a little unsteadily,
«was nice. You're improving, Dex.
Have you forgiven me?”’

It was difficult, at a time liké this, to
remember my role, to remember to
pitch my voice to Hathaway’s timbre.
“Forgive you?” 1 echoed, trying to get
a grip on myself. “Sure, I've forgiven
you., Why not "

“Before you went away,” she said,
her voice very ragged, “I thought you
were off me for life. When I speak my
mind, I speak my mind. And you didn’t
seem to like it so well.”

“Miss Craig,” Erl Gorley said, as
nervous as a flea on a hot stove-lid,
“Mr. Hathaway isn’t well. Would you
mind—" ‘

“Tsn’t well?” she said, her big dark
eyes slanting up at me. “When he gets
well, Gorley, warn me. I'll put on a
catcher’s mask. I think I've developed
a case of cauliflower lips already.”

The impact of this girl's personality
had caught me *way off base. My heart
was pounding with an uneven rkythm.
I was conscious of the faint taste of
her lipstick on my mouth. It had been a
long -time since I had been kissed like
that. .

Behind Florida's back I could pee
Erl Gorley making frantic gestures at
me, signalling for me to get away from
her and to go upstairs. I looked him
straight in the eve and Zdn't move;
right this minute, 1 felt, was as good
a time as any to let him know he
couldn’t tell me t> go here and to go
there like a ten-year-old. I realized, of
course, that T ought to be safely away
from a girl who knew Dexter Hath-
away—me—well enough to catapult
herself into his arms and to give him a
welcoming kiss that would have made a
brass Buddha burst into flames.

It was as if this Florida Craig were
reading my thoughts. Lighting a cig-
arette, she looked up at me, amusedly,
from beneath the longest and heaviest
lashes I have ever seen. She jerked her
dark, glossy head toward Gorley.

“What’s bothering Little Nemo?”
she asked. “Afraid you'll swoon, may-
be? Tell him to rin along and you and
I'll have a little -alk.”

Gorley’s face lamed crimson, then
all the color ran out of it, leaving his
dead pan as white as milk. It was clear
to me that there was some long-stand-
ing feud between these two and I won-
dered if, perhaps, it had any bearing
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on the mysteries which surrounded me
—now Dexter Hathawayv.

Rather to my own surprise, I heard
myself say, “Don’t let me keep you,
Gorley. I'm feeling fine now.”

His furious eyes cut toward me. I
made no effort to avoid rthem. I waited
to see if he wanted an argument. May-
be my face warned him ot to say any-
thing. He hesitated just an instant,
gave a jerky little bow and disappeared
in the direction of the living room.

I glunced down at Florida. She was
doing a curious thing. She was sniffing
the air. “I don’t smell it, Dex,” she said
in that stirring voice of hers. “Are you
off it, or have I a cold?”’

“Am I off what?” I asked, stalling
for time. )

She lifted her gaze to mine. For the
first time I noticed there were tiny
gold—or were they crimson?—flecks
scattered in the inky pool of her eyes.

“Your line isn’t durabness, Dex.”
she said, reproachfully. “Not with me,
it isn't. You know what I mean. Are
vou off the weed?”

“I've been off it for a while,” I said,
carefully.

“Think you can stay 0:¥?” she asked,
eagerly.

“I'm hoping,” T said.

She was pushing me pretty fast and
the first thing I knew I was going to be
out ever my depth. What I needed now,
as I had needed it when those black-
mailers invaded the Arrowhead cot-
tage, was time.

O 1 turned away rrom her and

tramped toward the library. She
was right behind me wth a calm as-
sumption that she was welcome. I
promised myself that I'd give Erl Gor-
ley a going-over when I got him alone.
If he had neglected to .nform me, in
detail, about a girl who had the run of

the house as Florida Craig had, and
who was so obviously a part of Hath-
away’s life, how many more shocks
was I going to get? My réle seemed,
suddenly, far less secure, far less
simple, than a few moments before
when all I had to worry about was
blackmailers, and nitric acid—and per-
haps a bullet or two!

I was halfway across the dim, high-
ceilinged library when the telephone
buzzed like the warning rattle of a
diamondback. I wheeled, trying to
place the instrument. But Florida knew
where it was. Her unfathomable eyes
were upon me as she lifted the instru-
ment and spoke into it.

“Yes?” she said. “Yes, this is the
Hathaway residence.” Then her voice
changed. It became so smooth and
sweet that I knew the person on the
other end of the line was a girl—and
that it was a girl Florida Craig did not
like. “Why, yes, Maida, darling, he
just this minute came home. . . . He
looks just worlds better. You have no
idea!” Her sloe-eyed gaze touched me,
reminding me, caressingly, of the fer-
vor of that kiss. “Yes, Maida, anything
I can do for you?”

I had an instant’s vision of Maida
Watkins, cool, sweet and virginal-
looking, with her suny head attracting
all the light there was, listening to
Florida’s possessive voice. I jumped
for the phone, but it was too late.

“She hung up,” Florida said, coolly.

1 was sore and for a moment I for-

got my part. “Is that a habit of yours, -

answering other people’s phones?”

“If anybody should know that,” she
said in a purring tone, “you should.”

That snapped me back to attention.
The safest answer was none at all. I
was just turning away from her when
the phone whirred again. This time I
beat her to the instrument.

L T
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“Yes,” T said, eagerly, while she
lounged close behind me, quite frankly
listening.

But this voice was not Maida’s, low

and husky Tt was crisp and curt, a -

man’s voice. “Hathaway?” it said with
the exact intonation of a business man
ringing up for a conference.

“Right.”

“You have until noon tomorrow,
exactly, to put that suitcase with
twenty-five thousand dollars in it at
the spot where it was put before.”

“Save your breath, sweetheart,” I
retorted. “And I’'m saving my money.
Remember what happened to your
buddies? How’s the mug with the sore
face?”

“In much better health than you’ll
be unless you put out that money,”
the man answered in a voice so thick
with restrained anger that it shook me
up a little. “Listen, you ham sweet-
scented scenery-chewer,” 1t went omn,
“it won’t be a pleasant feeling to won-
der if the next man you meet on the
street, or the one who opens your car
door, or the man standing in the ele-
vator with you on the way up to your
agent s office, is the one who is going
to give you the works. Think that over
while you're trying to get to sleep to-
night!”

“I've already thought it over,” I an-
swered. “And—

“Just a minute,” the voice cut in.
“Haven’t you brains enough to know
you can't break away from your past? ’

“T’ve already broken away from it,”

I said, wishing there were some way I
could trace this call. But I couldn’t ask
Florida—who would probably know—
if there was another trunk-line leading
into the house. And the call couldn’t be
traced from an extension. “I'm hang-
ing up on you and you can take a long
running jump at the moon!”

AIT a minute!” the voice said,

and it was only curiosity
which held the receiver to my ear.
Florida Craig was standing so close to
me I could feel the brush of her shoul-
der against my back. I knew she was
hearing both encs of the conversation.
You know how sometimes the other
voice carries well beyond the receiver?
Tt was doing ttat now. And Florida
was hardly breathing.

“Maybe you t1ink,” the man said in
a brittle voice, “that you've broken
away from your past, but you haven’t..
When you’re dying, Dexter, when
you're falling forward into darkness
with the salt taste of blood in your
mouth, the last thing for you to re-
member is that you broke your promise
to your old partners. So hang up i
you want to and enjoy life while you
can—"

I did hang up. Thoughtfully I put
the instrument back on its laquered
stand. T turned and there was Florida,
her mobile face all pinched with worry.

“I suspected something like this,”
she began, “but I never—"

She .topped saddenly and pulled her
slim body around. She looked steadily
at the he;y ve vet drapes which kept
the late afterncon sun from shatter-
ing the cool dirmess of the library. I
followed the line of her wide-eyed
gaze.

“Keep talking!” I whispered.

On the balls of my feet I moved
toward that window. Vaguely I heard
Florida’s voice gomg on and on, but
what she was saying didn't register at
all.

With my left hand I grabbed a hand-
ful of that heavy drape and swung it
aside. With my right T went in after
the bulk of the man whose vague sil-
houette Florida first, then I, had seen
hidden there.

[
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. My fingers found his throat and
they dug in good and hard. And even
as I saw his face, I knew that I was
looking at Louis, who had been masked
last night. Brown eyes, with a cast in
one of them. A predatory nose—
1atin perhaps. This I saw before I let
him have a backhand slap on his big
nose—and that made the second time
I had hit it. The first time was last
night, with my elbow. I slapped it
again with my open palm and the stac-
cato sound of that slap was echoed by
a gasp from Florida.

-1 heard footsteps running into the
room. I swung just long enough 4o see
if it was the big lug who had pushed
me around last night. But it was only
Erl Gorley and he had his cannon in
his hand.

“I'm taking this bird,” T said to
Gorley. “Keep away.”

The man reached irto his pocket
with a hand that was as fast as a
striking snake. I pushed my right hand
against his elbow, pinning it against
his side. Quickly, then, I ran my hand
down his sleeve and felt the outline of
an automatic there.

I stopped slapping him then. I gave
him a quick jolt to the jaw that made
his knees sag. I held him up as the
strength went out of h'm.

“Gorley,” I said. “Go in after that
gat.”

But it wasn't Gorley’s hand that
raced into my field of vision. It was
Florida’s hand that darted into that
pocket, Florida’s that came up with the
gun. Then she stepped hack.

“Attagirl,” T said.

OW the man was waking up. His

eyes looked like two tiny peep-
holes into hell. I wrestled him back
against the edge of a reading table. I
‘braced my left hip against his two legs
5 A—2
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and began to bend him backward over
the sharp edge, pushing harder and
harder against his throat. His face was
getting pretty purple, so I loosened up
my clinch on his windpipe.

“All right, rat, talk,” I said. “Who
planted you here? Tell me before I
crack your spine!”

He wrenched one knee loose and did
his best to gouge me, but I had seen
that one before. I caught it on my hip
and gave him a shove backward across
the table that brought a scream of
agony from him. By the muscular re-
sistance of his body I knew a couple
of inches more would do the trick.
No spine could stand being bent across
a thin edge like that.

“Mr. Hathaway!” Gorley bleated.

“Going to talk?” I snarled at my
visitor, and I gave him another good
backward inch.

“Yes,” the man said in a strangled
sob. “I’ll talk.”

Still holding him by the neck I
hauled him up. But I kept him jammed
against the table edge just to remind
him what he was there for. His face
was not pretty to look at. Under his
olive skin it was suffused and mottled
with purple and his popped eyes were
bloodshot. They darted this way and
that in panicky search for some way
of escape.

“You said you were going to talk,”
I snapped at him. “So talk before I get
tired of waiting. Who sent you here?”’

“If I tell you” he whlspered

“they’ll kill me. They'll put me into
a sack—alive—and drop me into San
Pedro Harbor.”

Beside me I could hear Florida’s
slow, steady breathing. She was stand-
ing at my right shoulder, gazing at
my prisoner with calm appraisal. Erl
Gorley had ranged around to the left.
His icy blue eyes were full upon the
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quivering Louis. He had his lower lip
between his teeth as if to keep himself
quiet and there was one tiny drop of
blood on his lower lip to show the
pressure of that unconscious clamp.

“If you don’t tell me,” I said to
Louis, “I'll kill you myself, here and
now.” )

Both Florida and Gorley stared at
the grim sound of my voice. I forced
myself to remember that I was not
Jerry Banning, who had to be hard in
a hard profession; I was Dexter Hath-
away, who had no reputation at all for
hardness. \

“It was the syndicate!” the man
screamed at me. ‘“The syndicate you

used to be in yourself, blast you! And’

now—"

I was careless. I let the tension run
out of my muscles. So when, suddenly,
he threw his body against me, it stag-
gered me. He went away from that
table in a frantic rush. He was run-
ning at the second step he took. His
voice loated hack to me, shrill with
the terror of desperation.

“_and now they’ll kill me!”

To this dayv I'm not sure he knew
what was bevond that great picture
window of plate glass. But knowing
what I do now, I think he didn’t care.
Before 1 was halfway across the room
he had reached that immense sheet of
glass. He left his feet in an awkward
dive. There was a crash. Bright splin-
ters of glass rained to the floor, catch-
ing and breaking the afternoon light
as they fell. I saw his body make a
slow arc out into the sunlight and start
heading down.

He was still falling when I reached
the shattered window and looked out.
Far, far below were the pink-tiled
roofs of a clump of houses at the bot-
tom of the cliff. For a while I thought
that slowly-twisting, rapidly-shrinking

figure was going to hit them. But he
didn’t. He hit an outcropping shoulder
of the mountain some distance above
them. He rolled through a clump of
bushes and then stopped.

RL GORLEY was beside me,

looking down. Florida Craig, her
straight, slim body outlined vividly
against the dark background of the
bookcases beyond, had not come to the
window. She stood by the table, just
staring at me through eves as round
as silver quarters.

“Gorley,” T snapped. “Telephone the
police.”

He closed his eyes and took a long
breath. “Yes, si-,” he said after a mo-
ment. “That will bring trouble.”

“Not at all,” I said. “Tell them he
was probably & second-story worker
and when he was cornered he jumped
through the window to get away.
Reasonable enough, isn't it? True
enough, isn’t it? Are you sure he knew
he was committing suicide?”

The old discipline had come back
to Gorley’s pale face. And something
new had come into his expression. It
might have been respect. But from
where I stood, studying him, it looked
very much like hatred.

“Any questions, Gorley?” T said.

“Of course not, sir,” he said, pulling
his inscrutable eves away from mine.

He hurried over to the 'phone and
T could hear him giving the police a
carefully expurgated account of the
mtruder. I watched him, bothered by
obscure impressions that I could not
sort out and identify, even in my mind.

“What syndicate did you belong to,
Dex?” Florida asked me, coming very
close and pitching her voice so that
Gorley could not possibly overhear.

I looked at her fully. “Did you ever
hear me talk about what I did before




STUNT MAN , 67

~ —before I got into pictures?’ I de-
~ manded, wanting very much to know,
myself.

She shrugged faintly and disappoint-
ment came into her dark eyes. “No,”
she said. “But you'd be surprised how
much I might be able to help if you’d
only let me. I'm—I'm not Mdida, you
know.”

And with that she wheeled away and
walked over to the window. Erl Gorley
came from the phone.

“The police will be here soon,” he
said, levelly. “I suggest you let me
handle them. On account of your—
your illness, you should not be sub-
jected to the strain of an interview.
If they insist, I'll have them call Dr.
Flanders. He’ll stop them.”

“Dr. Flanders must be very accom-
modating,” I murmured.

And from the window, Florida said
in a slurred voice, “He is, at a price.”
She looked over the edge of the broken
window, glancing down at that preci-
pice below. She shuddered. “Would
you really have broken that man’s
back, Dex?”

“Certainly,” I said, grimly.

She turned abruptly and came to-
ward me, her almond-shaped eyes
enigmatic.

“Somebody has been feeding you
red meat, Dex,” she said. She came to
a stop directly before me. The golden
flecks in her eyes were more noticeable
than ever. The highlights from the
window slid across her smooth cheeks,
accentuating her prominent cheek-
bones, seeming almost to lift them and
to make her look Oriental. She was
very beautiful. “A few more days on
that diet, Dex,” she said, “and you
certainly will be a difierent man. I’ll
be inching along now. I never did like
cops.”

Without another word she moved

gracefully out of the room, not even
looking hack as she turned into the
hall.

Erl Gorley came over to me with
his strange catlike tread. Behind his
expressionless face an inner storm was
raging. I could tell by the color of his
eyes. They had changed from a cold
blue to the shade of black you see on
the under-side of a midsummer thun-
der-squall.

‘ E'VE got to do something
about that woman!” he raged.
“She’s dangerous! If she put her mind
to getting something—or somebody—
there isn’t anything she’d stop at!”

“That’s all right,” I said, watching
him carefully. “I like people who know
what they want and go after it. What
are you so worried about? What is
she making up her mind to go after
that you don’t want her to get?”

I could see him fighting for control.
He almost won it, but not quite. “She
wants to get Dexter Hathaway—you!”

“And that, of course, wouldn’t fit
in with your plans?” I said, softly.

“It—it would spoil everything?” he

cried.

“Exactly what would it spoil?” I
asked him.

He swallowed hard. With a visible
effort he steadied himself. “There was
nothing in the contract,” he said,
“covering your getting—getting mar-
ried in Dexter Hathaway’s name.”

“So?” I purred. “Who spoke of get-
ting married?” And when he made no
answer I put my face down close to
his. “Listen, Gorley, there are two
strikes on you now. You've been hold-
ing back on me. There are too many
things you didn’t tell me. I think you
might do some talking.”

“I told you,” he flamed, “that it was
a dangerous job you were taking!”
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“I'm not talking about that kind of
danger,” T retorted. “You must have
known that Florida Craig was an es-
sential part of the picture. Why didn’t
you warn me about her—tell me about
her?”

“I told you I thought—"

“Don’t repeat,” I snapped. “You
thought they’d had a fight. But you
didn’t tell me she had the run of the
house, or that she knew Hathaway well
enough to know he was on the mari-
juana, or that she was out to get him.”

His eyes became uneasy. I thought
it was a pretty good time to make my-
self clear. I put up my hand and
grabbed both his coat lapels, gathered
them together and yanked him toward
me.
“Tisten, Gorley,” I said, “there’s
nothing in the contract, either, about
keeping a secretary who forgets—or
holds back—too many things he ought
to remember and give out. Watch
your step, Gorley, or out you go, and
with a footprint on you that you'll
wear until the day you die!”

He stood there, his face bright crim-
son, his icy eyes big and round, trying
to get his breath. From the broken win-
dow came the thin screech of a police
siren. A prowl car was climbing the
switchback road from Laurel Canyon.
The flunkey who had let us into the
house came hurrying in. I let go Gor-
ley’s lapels just in time.

“The reporters, Mr. Hathaway!”
the servant bleated. “They have heard
that someone died here and they insist
upon coming in.” He looked at Gor-
ley’s face and swallowed hard. “Is—
is there anything wrong?”

“Gorley,” 1 said, softly. “I feel a

nervous breakdown coming on. Please

take me to my room. Then I'm sure
you can carry on with the police force
alone.”
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CHAPTER VII
PAYABLE ON DEMAND

ORLEY was pretty slick, all

right. He worked the cops into a
lather of indignation about the house-
breaker. He practically had them send-
ing flowers up to my room, so cof-
vincingly did he describe my deplorable
state of health. And if the reporters
were any less convinced, their stories
in the papers gave no reflection of their
doubt. Or so Gorley said. I didn’t
bother to read them. I had too much on
my mind as it was. '

“From rags to riches in a week,” I
told the mirror as I was dressing the
next morning.

Oh, not from rags, really. The fact
of the matter was that Sleepy Smith
and T were the two top stunt-men in
Hollywood, and had been for nearly
three years. We made plenty of money
but we never seemed to hang on to
any of it. What as the use of saving
money when torrorrow you might be
dead? But no professional stunt man
in the world has money in the sense
that Dexter Hatbaway had it.

These things I had been thinking
about in the night. And the more I
thought things over, the lower I got in
my mind. It looked to me as if the man
who had been Dexter Hathaway had
slipped me a pretty hot potato to
handle.

I didn’t feel any too merry about
this syndicate to which I was supposed
to have belonged. T knew they were
efficient enough. It had been just my
good luck, and the fact that my muscu-
lar reactions were trained down pretty
fine, that they hadn’t doused my bare
ribs and belly with nitric acid up there
at the Arrowhezd cottage. And their
liaison was goodi, too. On top of the
fact that they had discovered the moun-




“tain cottage when Gorley had rented
it with all secrecy, they knew just when
I was coming home to Hollywood and

they managed to get their man Louis
_into the house.

Here was another thing that wor-
ried me. Louis had preferred to com-
mit suicide—and I was sure that was

_just what he had done—rather than
face the vengeance of the gang for
the very little information I had forced
out of him. That proved they were
plenty tough. And if rhey were that
tough, they wouldn’t exactly be play-
ing ring-around-the-rosy with me for
refusing to pay them. Iispecially since
-they apparently considered that I had
once been one of them and had double-
crossed them by pulling out. For which
double-crossing—the ore unforgivable
sin in extra-legal circles, there would be
a double penalty. Money—then death.

The whole set-up 'was a phoney.
Hathaway and Gorley had held back
too much essential information. Of
that T was entirely sure.

From where I sat the chances of
carrying on this impersonation with
any kind of success didin’t look so hot.
Even though I had passed the critical
inspection of Florida and of Clifford
Furber, it still looked doubtful. Things
were beginning to jam up already.

All yesterday afternoon after Louis’
death a stream of people had invaded
the house. Reporters, studio executives,
actors and actresses, the police, “my”
agent—they had all rushed in and out.
Only the tact and firmness of Erl Gor-
ley had kept them away from me. He
told them I was worn out, exhausted,
abed under the doctor’s orders, and he
had refused to permit even Cliff Fur-
ber, who had just returned from the
mountains, to come up to my room. So
I remained up there alone, with a car-
ton of cigarettes and a hottle of Hath-
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away’s excellent scotch. The more 1
smoked and drank, the more I thought.
By six o’clock, I'd emptied the big
brass ashtray twice —and it was piled
high again.

Sitting in a great modernistic chair
at the window which overlooked the
lights of Hollywood and Los Angeles,
I tried to figure things out. Even those
lights looked hard and unfriendly.
Mocking. The dangers which pressed
in on me were nothing you could get
set for with crash pads and helmets,
with stand-by squads of doctors and
firemen. You just had to take the falls
as they came along, one at a time, just
hoping your head was bright enough
and your muscles strong enough, to
lick them before they licked you. But
no muscles, however good, could ward
off the drive of a steel bullet; no skin,
however toughened by tropic suns and
out-of-doors living, could withstand
the corrosive etching of nitric acid,
which could eat its way through chilled
steel. I was out of my depth and I knew
it. I was mad. And—ryes, scared.

Two other things rode my brain dur-
ing the long watches of that night.
Two faces—girls’ faces. One not really
beautiful, but with some elusive qual-
ity to it that made you wish your life
had turned out differently, and that
you hadn’t fumbled things so, and that
you hadn’t been such a fool when you
were younger—at the marrying age.
Even from the screen you could see
that; practically every man who saw
Maida Watkins go through a love
scene made up his mind then and there
that he would marry a girl like that
some day-—or wished he would have
the chance to. That was Maida—the
sweetheart every man wants, and is
proud of wanting.

And the other—Florida Craig.
Beautiful, with a dark and deeply dis-
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turbing beauty almost Oriental in its
glamour. That made you think of in-
cense in a room, and made you hear
temple bells on a scented night-wind.
An insolent, wicked, pulse-stirring
beauty recalling the wild, dreams of
youth when life and love and laughter
and adventures were the only things
that counted. And that was Florida—
siren, Lilith—the luring call of un-
certainty and shadow.

There they were, the two women
who were already in Dexter Hath-
away's—my—Tlife, as different one
from the other as day is from night.
What incredible dangers had the man
seen, or foreseen, that would make
him run away from two girls like that?
And what was going to happen to me,
who never had had sense enough to
run away from anything?

“PFPVHE coroner’s jury returned a

verdict of accidental death,”
Gorley told me late in the afternoon.
“So the affair of Louis is out of the
way.”

“Yeah,” I said, somberly, “it is.
That makes two of the blackmailing
syndicate put on ice. One with half his
face burned off by acid. The other as
dead as a salt mackerel. How many
more of them are there, do you sup-
pose?”’

“Once 1 asked Mr. Hatha—pardon

me . . . Mr. Rogers—that question,
and all he said was, ‘Enough!”
“If the supply is inexhaustible,” I

said, gloomily, “I'm going to get tired

of this. It might be easier to turn the
whole thing over to the police.”

“If it had been possible to do that,”
Erl Gorley answered, setting his lips,
“Mr. Rogers would have done so be-
fore he made that first payment of
twenty-five thousand dollars. Don't
forget that in return for a salary of

five thousand a month you gave him
your word of honor to—"

“To be a targzt for them to shoot
at?”

“The words you used when you were
employed were ‘. sitting bird,” so you
knew what you were up against. You
knew it in plenty of time to back out
before the—"

“That’ll be enough,” I snapped, ir-
ritably. “I’'m not backing out of any-
thing. I—"

The telephone bell rang. Automati-
cally Gorley answered it. He listened
for a moment, his face devoid of all
expression. He covered the transmit-
ter with the palm of his hand and
turned to me.

“It's the man who says he repre-
sents the syndicate,” he said.

“T’ll take it,” I said, quickly. Then,
into the receiver: “Hi, sweetheart,” I
called. “Can I send flowers for the
dear departed buddy who left here by
the wrong exit yesterday?”

“Don’t bother,” said the remembered
voice, smoothly, “He was awkward
and can be spared without any wasted
sympathy.”

“And how is my old pal, Pete?” I
said, solicitously. “Does his dear little
face bother him this morning?”

“Yes, but he, too, was awkward,”
came the reply, unruffled. “I think very
soon I shall have to see to this thing
personally, but I should hate to do that
because I can use twenty-five thousand
a month, and of course my attending
to you would ead that forever. And,
if you'll pardon me for reminding
you—it would end you, too.”

“T faint with alarm,” I cooed into
the receiver.

Now his voice hardened. “Dexter,”
he said, crisply. “T’ll give you one more
chance with that money. This is the
last warning.”
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“A sign of weakness,” I said to my-
-self, and felt better at once.

But his voice was going on again.
“If you'll put that suitcase with the
twenty-five thousand in it at the usual
place in the desert, we won’t call on
you again for at least sixty days, per-
haps never.”

“How could I be sure of that?” I
asked, my brain spinning with ideas
like a dervish dancer.

“You can’t,” he said, crisply. “You'll
just have to take my word for it.”

“I’ll take a chance,” 1 said. “I’ll have
the suitcase there.”

“This time,” he saild, “you’ll go
alone. I don’t trust Erl Gorley. You'll
proceed to the place in your roadster,
and arrive there exactly at midnight.
You’'ll put the suitcase under the clump
of sagebrush, and go away.”

“How'll T know you've got it?” I
asked.

“Don’t worry,” the voice said with
a thin laugh that bit irto me like the
sharp edge of the knife “You'll know
it. That is, you'll be alive tomorrow
night; that’'s how you’ll be able to
tell.”

“Right,” I said, anc. remembering
Dexter Hathaway’s character, I con-
trived to put a thin ripple of fear into
my voice. “I'll put the suitcase there.”

There was a click at the other end
of the wire. I turned to Gorley. Anger
was blazing in his eyes and his fingers
were working on the edge of the table.

“You haven’t twenty-five thousand
at your disposal,” he said in a nasty
voice. “The bank account you can draw
against has only ten thkousand, as we
told you. The reason ycu were hired
was to save us from—"

“Cool down, Gorley,” I said, angrily.
He took one look at my face and did
three quick steps to the rear. “The
next time you start talking to me like

7

that,” T went on, “I’ll attend to you—
in person. Now, shut up and draw me
a sketch map of the place on that
desert.”

His face white, his hands shaking
with pent-up anger, or fear—I
wouldn’t know which, nor care—he
drew me a sketch of the Wickenburg
Road to a point several miles beyond
Indio.

“That’s Imperial Valley,” he said,
his voice desperately controlled. “Go
through Indio, and Coachella. At the
Danger—Curve sign here”—his pencil
jabbed a tiny hole in the paper—*‘stop.
Walk straight into the desert at right
angles to the road. At one hundred and
ten fairly long steps you'll find a large
clump of sagebrush. Put the suitcase
under that and go away. That’s all
there is to it.” ,

“Fair enough,” I said. “Now get a
suitcase, fill it full of paper, or old
rags, and fix it up the way you fixed
up the other ones. How many miles
is it out there?”

“About one hundred and thirty-
eight from Los Angeles, but—"

“Never mind the buts,” I snapped.
“I don’t know the answers to them
yet, myself. I'm tired of having these
mugs bothering me and I'm going to
do something about it.”

“If they find a suitcase without
money in it,” he said, coldly, “they’ll
bother you one last time; and that’ll
be all. And then where will Dexter
Hathaway be? It wasn’t a part of your
bargain to try and get killed.”

“Are we playing riddles?” 1 said,
impatiently. “I’'m going to get this
turkey, or at least have a crack at
him and—"

From the doorway came a girl’s
voice, cool and insolent. “How about
letting me have a crack at him, too?”
Florida Craig asked.
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CHAPTER VIII
SCENE PLAYED BY MOONLIGHT

ESIDE, Florida stood the butler,

as itchy as a dog full of fleas. “I
was about to announce her, sir,” he
said, apologetically, “but she walked
right in behind me.”

I gave him the old eye. “Next time
anybody does that,” I said, grimly,
“out you go on your ear.”

“Eyven if it’s I?” Florida asked,
calmly, coming into the library.

“Even if it’s the Queen of Sheba and
all her little princesses,” I answered.
“One of my weaknesses is a positive
thirst for privacy—for not having peo-
ple come trooping in on me in large,
unsolicited quantities. I'm likely to
smack them down first and ask who
they are later.”

“I’d love to have you smack me
down,” Florida said, pulling out a tiny
mirror and lipsticking her very red
mouth.

“Stick around, darling,” I snapped
at her. “Anything can happen.” I
turned away from her. Gorley was
standing very still. “On your way,
Gorley,” 1 commanded. “Get those
things ready for me just as soon as
you can.”

He disappeared and even the set of
his retreating back was unhappy.
Quietly Florida watched him go. Then,
she said to me: “You're planning
things,” she said. “You're going to
get yourself into a jam. So count me
in.”

She took off her tiny hat and flung
it at the great chromium-and-scarlet
leather divan. She gave a shake to her
dark head, causing her inky hair some-
how to settle smoothly into place. I
stared at her, my mind working busily.
I remembered how swiftly she had
gone in after Louis’ gun—whole

seconds before Eirl Gorley got around
to answering my command. This girl
had plenty of what it took, and, after
all, somebody had to be in the car, no
matter what my mysterious enemy had
said about goirg out to the desert
alone. But still, [ hated to bring a girl
into a jackpot like this.

I picked up the telephone and called
my business agent, who was likewise
agent for most of the stunt men I
knew. Carefully I pitched my voice
to Hathaway’s timbre.

“I want to ge: in touch with Sleepy
Smith,” I said, and even as the name
left my lips, my heart warmed to it.
With Sleepy Smith sitting beside me,
we could chase the devil himself into
the seventh pit of hell. I couldn’t tell
Sleepy who I was, but I knew ways to
get him interested. Just tell him the as-
signment was tough, and that there
might be a fight. That would bring him
running like a greyhound after the
mechanical rabbit.

“Sorry,” Jim Logan said, briskly.
“Sleepy is on location. He’s doubling
for Wyndham Leroy at Catalina.
Climbing masts or yardarms, or some-
thing. Anyone else do?”

Briefly I thought of Ted Hamilton,
and Kid Burton, case-hardened bud-
dies, both, and with guts enough to tie
a lover’s knot in a tiger’s tail. But they
wouldn’t quite do.

“When'll Smith be back?” I said,
disappointedly.

“Tomorrow afternoon,
What studio is this?”

But I hung up, my thoughtful eyes
on Florida, who was standing there
with her dark head cocked on one side,
her wide eyes glowing with excitement.

“If you want Sleepy Smith, it must
be good,” she said.

“You know Sleepy?” I asked, sur-
prised.

I guess.
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“I've met him. Maybe you've for-
gotten. In the old davs I used to take
the falls for Daysie Macklyn, in horse
operas. That was before they discov-
ered that even if I couldn’t act, I could
chase people into a theater in droves by
smouldering at the camera.”

“So you,” I murmured, “were a
stunt girl, eh?”

“It’s strange to me that some of my
well-meaning  friends—Maida Wat-
kins, for instance—hasn’t reminded
you of it.”

I made up my mind suddenly. It
might puzzle them if I drove out into
the desert with a girl, but I didn’t
think it would do more than that. If
they watched the rozds, and saw me
driving out with a man, it might tip
over the vegetable broth,

“I'm driving out beyond Indio
pretty soon. Leaving a suitcase for
my little brothers of the syndicate.
Want to come?”

Something came into her eyes. The
corners of her lips twisted down. “So
vou’re paying them off, are you?” she
said, in a clipped voice.

“I'm leaving a suitcase,” I repeated.
“Want to come?”

“So much for illusion,” she sighed.
“I had begun to think that you were
really a changed man.”

“You can run czlong, now,” I
snapped. “It was a mistake to ask
vou.”

“Oh, I'm going with you,” she said,
carelessly, “but I was just hoping—"

I made an unpleasa1t noise with my
lips and tongue. _

She looked straight at me. “I'm go-
ing with you,” she said, “or else I tip
the cops off to a blackmail racket. Just
beyond Indio, you said ?”

“Nerts.”

“When do we leave?”

“In half an hour,” I shouted at her,

i

Then I knew I was making a chump
of myself, and cooled off. “Sit down
and have a drink. I've got to get ready.
And if you fall over a chair and break
your beautiful neck, it'll be all right
with me.” I grinned at her.

“Always the great lover,” she purred
as I stormed out of the room.,

UPSTAIRS I had too many things

to think about to worry about
Florida. I put on one of Hathaway’s
dark brown polo-shirts, brown slacks
to match, tan socks and a pair of brown
buckskin shoes with crepe rubber soles.
They weren’t hard to find in that ward-
robe. If T had wanted to dress in bright
purple, I have no doubt I could have
found a complete outfit. I strapped on
the armpit holster Erl Gorley had
bought for me. In it T put the revolver
Florida and I had taken from the hap-
pily-defunct Louis, in preference to

- my automatic. If a grain of sand got

into the automatic it might jam, and
where T was going to be there would
be plenty of sand. And one more thing;
when I pull a cannon, it’s to use then
and there. I don’t want to waste time,
and hands, charging a gun when I'm
all ready to go into action. I examined
the revolver carefully, spun the cylin-
der, and slipped it into the holster.
Hathaway had a suéde leather hunt-
ing jacket; what for, I don’t know, for
all the hunting that lug did was for
girls. But it fitted me, and was dark. I
found a dark cap and a dark handker-
chief, then T was ready.

So, it appeared, was Gorley. He
knocked at my door.

“Everything is in order, sir. The
suitcase is packed and covered with
oilcloth, like the others. And the rifle—
it's a gun Mr. Hathaway bought to
shoot mountain lions, and never used,
sir. But it's aiways been kept clean
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and oiled, and I have plenty of am-
munition.”

“Okay,” I said. “Put it in the car,
And give me some bullets for this re-
volver, if you have them. And a few
clips for my automatic.”

Upon sudden impulse T had just de-
cided to take the automatic, too. I
could leave it in the side pocket of the
car. So now I was loaded for bear and
the rest was up to me. It felt good, get-
ting started. Better than sitting still.
Anything was better than that.

Florida and I climbed into the road-
ster. The motor purred powerfully and
we rolled down the driveway. I caught
myself wondering if the syndicate had
men posted around the house; and then
I felt Florida’s gaze on my face and
tried to quit worrying. It was funny
how I wanted to show off in front of
her. . ..

They were watching me, all right.
We had just pulled out of the gate,
when I heard the popping of a motor-
cycle behind us. I took the automatic
out of the door pocket and laid it
ready to hand on the seat beside us.
The rifle and the suitcase were stowed
away in the rumble. I slowed down.
The motorcycle went by, not fast, and
the man on the saddle turned for a
lingering look at us, pinning most of
his hard-eyed scrutiny upon Florida.

Then he was off at full speed, drag-
ging a funnel of dust behind him as
he careened around the corners of the
snakelike road down the mountains.

“In a few minutes,” I said, “my
friend of the telephone will know that
you're with me.”

“I¢'s a good thing,” she said, com-
fortably, “that you didn’t take Sleepy.”

1 stared at her in astonishment.
There was no sign of trepidation in her
voice. She seemed actually to be en-
joying this show. A side of her, that

'was, which T-had never imagined. But

then, all I knew about Florida Craig
was that she was the gal on the screen
whom all the other women hated. But
now I remembered what she had told
me about doing stunts—doubling—
for the girl stars in Westerns. The
two didn’t fit. Bu: nothing seemed to
make sense these days. The whole thing
was as crazy as a cubist painting.

In silence we slid down Laurel Can-
yon, cut across the boulevards and zig-
zagged through los Angeles traffic.
Darkness began to close in as we
straightened out on the Pomona high-
way and the tires whined at a higher
pitch on the smocth concrete. Florida
stretched like a cleepy Kkitten in the
soft upholstery of the big British car.
She didn't try to talk. She was just
there, and it was nice having her be-
side me.

E ATE a quick dinner at a joint

along the road. Over steaming
mugs of coffee, Florida said, quietly,
“Over there near the door. The man
who is playing the slot-machines. Do
you know him ?”’

I looked at the man through the mir-
ror. His back was toward us, but the
mirror allowed me to get a side view
of him as he ben: over the slot-mach-
ine. He was big and there was some-
thing about his posture that tugged
hard at the strings of my memory.
He had a small -mouth. And mean. I
had seen that mcuth before.

“Dexter!” Florida whispered, press-
ing her slim hand hard on my arm. “Sit
still 1”

With an effort I made my muscles
go loose. I pulled my feet back up to
the rest on the stool. I hadn’t realized
how close I had been to marching over
to that turkey and letting him have it.

“That guy,” 1 whispered to Florida,
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“brought two men up to the Arrow-
head cottage and tried to pour nitric
acid over me.”

I heard Florida’s brezth gasp inward
through her red lips. But she kept her
eyes down. “I could tell he knew you,”
she murmured. “He carae in just after
we did and kept glancing at us through
the mirror.”

My muscles were quivering, I was
so eager to go over there and smack
him. But what I needed now was

brains, not muscle. If he was tailing-

us, my plan was completely ruined. I
had to get rid of him somehow. Feel-
ing the way I did, I wented to get rid
of him by marching up to him, pulling
my gun and giving him the business. I
had only to remember the way he had
lain across my legs while Pete dripped
that nitric acid on my bare ribs, and I
saw everything through a red haze of
fury

“Let’s go,” I said in a strangled
voice. “If T don’t, I'm going to start
something I'll be sorry for.”

Without protest Florida slipped off
her stool and followed me to the door.
The big lug dropped another nickel
in the machine and pulled the handle,
not looking up. Walking across the
sidewalk toward the Sunbeam road-
ster, I saw a small sedan parked direct-
ly behind it. Small but, I knew, fast.
If that was his car, we could outspeed
him in the Sunbeam, but not enough to
give me the additional margin of time
I needed.

Picking up the Indio -oute-signs and
heading down the street, T watched
through the rear-view mirror. Just be-
fore traffic closed around us I saw him
hurry to the curb, pop into the sedan
and start after us.

“That’s it,” I said, in a dry voice,
and stepped on the gas.

The Sunbeam purred louder.

There was a three-quarter moon. It

. washed the bleak, black mountains with

a silver patina, painted a sort of snow
cap on the great jagged crest of San
Jacinto Mountain. We settled down at
a steady seventy-an-hour pace, passing
car after car, mostly Palm Springs-
bound. After we passed the right turn
toward Palm Springs and headed out
into the desert, we lifted the speed to
eighty.

Now it was hot. We were driving

through an invisible river of hot air - .

which felt like the heat from the open
door of a baker’s oven. And it was
lonely. The scattered lights of Palm
Springs at the base of San Jacinto
were feeble pinpricks on the desert far
beyond our right mudguard. And
ahead there was nothing. Just the
blackness of the super-heated desert,
with ragged mountains like a picket
fence to our left.

“I can’t see his headlights,” Florida
said, just before we stopped.

“He could run without them,” I told
her. “With this moon and this white
concrete, he could get along all right.”
I took one final look around me. We
had lost every light now. Indio was a
good dozen miles ahead. We hadn’t
passed a car since we had run through
White Water.

“This,” I said, “is as good a place as
any.”

I pulled over to the side of the road
and stopped, leaving my headlights on.
I cut my engine and stillness fowed
over us. :

“Wh-what’s the matter?” Florida
gasped.

“Sit still,” I commanded. “That
automatic is right beside you on the
seat. Remember where it is, but don’t
use it unless there’s nothing else to do.”

“Dexter!” she protested. “Don’t be
a fool!”
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DIDN’T bother to answer her. I

unbuttoned my suéde jacket and
loosened the revolver in my shoulder
holster. Then, walking forward along
the car, I lifted the hood of the engine.
Having done that, there was nothing
to do but to wait. In that desert quiet I
could hear Florida breathing. I could
hear my own heart beating in anticipa-
tion.

And pretty soon I could hear a car
coming. :

Tt seemed strange, hearing that car
without seeing its headlights. It
sounded as stealthy as bare feet pad-
ding across an inky-black room. And
then, suddenly, a pair of headlights
burst into incandescence and that
small, fast sedan was almost upon us.
I stepped out into the middle of the
road and held out my hand. The car
coasted to a stop some twenty feet
away but the man sat still in his seat.

His face was a shaded white blur—
motionless and dangerous.

“Sorry, stranger,” I called, politely,
“put I'm in trouble here. Could you
take a message up to Indio for us?”

“What kind of a message?” came a
voice which went through me like an
electric shock. Last time I had heard
that voice it was ordering Pete to pour
a drop of nitric acid on me.

But T held myself still. “I guess I
busted a wire, partner,” I said, earnest-
ly. “And we've just got to be in Indio
by eleven o’clock. I could fix it if a
had even a pair of pliers, but I guess
my chauffeur left the whole tool-kit in
the garage at home. So if you could tell
a garage man to bring out some tools,
T’d be obliged.”

I could almost hear that man think.
I could almost read his mind as he
wondered whether or not this was a
trap, whether or not it would be safe
to stop and havea look—or what to do.

I could almost feel the heavy weight of

‘his gaze upon me, looking me over as

T stood there silhouetted in the bright
gleam of his headlights. And suddenly
I had a hunch that he wasn’t going to
get out of that car at all. He was re-
membering—and I knew it almost as
well as if 1 were remembering it miy-
self—how I had managed to drive
three of them out of that cabin at
Arrowhead.

I heard his gears click. “All right,”
he said, coldly. “I'll send somebody
back.” ~

And I knew who that somebody
would be. He wouldn’t send them
back; he’d bring them. Three or four
plug-uglies who would get the suitcase
out of the rumble seat—and then do
with Florida and me whatever they
happened to feel like at the moment.

But Florida’s voice struck through
that silence. It was an uneven voice,
shaking with anger. “Mister,” she
called, “would vou mind taking me
with you? I've had enough of this ride.
I don’t want to sit here all night with
this—this—"

Her voice broke off in a choked sob.
I squinted at her through the blinding
radiance. Her face was in her hands
and her shoulders were hunched over.
She looked the picture of desolation.

The man in the car didn’'t say a
word. But when he came ahead, 1 could
see the dim white oval of his face,
turning from me to Florida. And he
came along slowly, speeding his engine
and throwing his clutch, cautiously,
ready to give her the gun at any mo-
ment.

“YOU’LL stay here!” I shouted at
Florida. “You came with me and
you'll go home with me.” The car was
coasting slowly up to me, but I had
my back turned toward it, not paying
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any attention. “You think,” T snarled
at the girl, “just because I'm nuts
about you you can give me the bird,
do you?” Every nerve in my whole
body was quivering as I listened to the
sound of that car. It was ten feet from
me now. Five feet. Thz fadiator and
mudguards were sliding slowly past
my back. But still I shotted at Florida.
“If you get out of thet roadster,” I
yelled, “you’ll have to—-"

I chopped my words off short. I spun
around. My whole body lanced itself
toward the runningboard of that car.
The man saw me coming. Instinctively
he fed his engine the gas. The car
leaped like a kicked cat.

But I was ready for that—and for
him,

My body slammed against the car
door. I got my right foot on the run-
ning board. I wriggled through the
open window like a snalke, both hands
reaching straight towarc. him.

I went after his throat, but the car,
gathering speed, swerved wildly and I
missed. My open hands slid past his
face, slid past his ears. I got a double-
handful of his hair and leaned back-
ward with. it, pulling him sidewise
down against the seat.

Our bodies strained together. My
arms ached. His mouth was pulled back,
hard. He grunted.

I felt the car careen. I felt it go over
the shoulder of the road into the gul-
ley. I threw myself away from it as it
heeled wildly and wen: over on the
right side—the side upon which I had
been standing.

T heard Florida scream as the car
tipped over. But I was running swiftly
around the rear end to the other side—
to the left side, which was now up-
turned toward the moor. I could hear
the man scrambling around in there. It
was a job clambering up over that up-
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tilted running board, but I made it.

And just as I flopped on the door, his

“head and shoulders followed his gun

arm up through that window. He was
holding an ugly black automatic and
was trying to crawl through the win-
dow.

I got both hands on that gun arm.

“Remember the nitric acid, rat?” 1
snarled at him.

He swung the gun—almost got me
covered. But almost wasn’t enough.

I put my weight behind my two
hands and brought that gun-arm down
against the window sill. There was a
sharp crackling sound. He screamed
and the gun slid down across the slop-
ing steel of the body.

I grabbed it just before it skittered
to the black ground. I reversed it and
smacked him just once over the head.
That once was plenty. He didn’t even
grunt.

He just slid back through the win-
dow and brought up with a dull thud
at the lower window. I didn’t know
whether I had hit him too hard or not.
And what was more, T didn’t care.

Brushing my clothes off and carry-
ing my captured gun, I walked back
to the Sunbeam. Florida was out of it
and just starting toward me, the auto-
matic which had once belonged to
Louis in her hand.

“Back to the car,” I snapped at her.
“This’ll hold him up at least an hour.
Maybe all night. But what we need is
that one hour.”

“Is—is he dead?” she whispered.

“I wouldn’t know,” I said, follow-
ing her and getting into the car.

I started the engine and we went.
away from there, following the endless
ribbon of white concrete which led
through hot air and moon-painted
darkness into Indio—and beyond into
the desert again.
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CHAPTER IX
SAND-SHADOWS

“ ERE,” 1 said, stopping the car,
“would be the place.” 1 have
been in many of the lonely places of
the world—the fetid jungles of the
Malaysian Peninsula, the deserted
wastes of the South Pacific, the Ever-
glades. But never did I feel the com-
plete emptiness of any spot as T felt it
now.
There was the road, with only our
car upon it. And far over to the left

were the ragged peaks of the Coachel- .

las. Except for these, there was just
the silver-tinted desert, hot with a
biting heat that baked into your very
bones.

The road sign was gleaming bright-
ly hefore our headlights. I got the suit-
case out of the rumble seat and glanced
at the sketch map that Erl Gorley had
made.

I took exactly one hundred and ten
steps straight out into the desert and
there, perhaps two more steps from
where I had come to a stop, was a large
and scrubby clump of sage brush. It
was all just as Gorley had said. Under
this T placed the suitcase.

Then 1 marched back to the car,
making sure that my feet planted them-
selves solidly, to leave adequate foot-
prints.

“All right, Florida,” 1 said, climb-
ing on the runningboard. “Drive, slow-
ly, for about fifty feet. Make it
seventy-five.”

Without question she did as she was
told.

Then came to a stop.

I got the rifle out of the rumble seat,
inspected the oily rag that was around
the breach. 1 filled my pockets with
cartridges.

I grinned at her.

“Fifty or sixty miles straight
ahead,” I said, “is an oasis in the desert
called Desert Center. There’s an eating-
place there and a big swimming pool.
Some overnight cottages, too, I think.
Check along for there. There’s a gar-
age there, just behind the gas station.
Run the car in there, get it out of sight
of the road and let them oil and grease
it. You take a cottage and turn in for
the night. Maybe you can use a swim
first. You—"

“Dexter!” she cried, putting her
hand on my arm. “What are you going
to do here?”

Her stare was insistent.

“I'm going to hide behind one of
those clumps of sage,” I said grimly.
“Yéu come back about ten in the morn-
ing. Tf I get th-ough before then, I'll
wait beside the road here and sooner
or later a tourist car’ll come through.
I'll thumb my way in to Desert
Center.”

“I'm going to stay right here with
you,” she declated. “You couldn’t pay
me to leave now.”

“Now wouldn’t that be fine?” 1
laughed. “You'd expect them to come
and pick up the suitcase with this car
parked here by the road? Pull in your
neck, darling. You're leading with
your chin!”’

Her dark and lovely face stirred un-
happily. She slipped the gear into low,
hesitated, and threw it again into
neutral.

“T won't leave you here!” she cried.

“Oh yes, you will, darling. You'll do
just exactly what papa tells you to. Be
nice now.”

I leaned forward and kissed her
fragrant lips. She turned, quickly, and
her arms came out, but I sidestepped
quickly. After all, I was only human
—and she was the most desirable
woman I had ever known.
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“Scram!” I told her. And turned my
back deliberately upon aer and walked
out into the hot desert.

This time I walked lightly, trying to
make as slight a trail as possible. I
passed two clumps of sagebrush, but
still kept on. I was pretty choosy about
my cover. I had a hunch it would make
1 lot of difference to me before very
long.

Then I found a piece which suited
me. It was not more “han sixty feet
from the one under which I had hidden
the suitcase. It was thick enough so I
could be entirely hidden from the road.
I stopped there. I looked back over my
shoulder. T hadn’t heard the Sunbeam’s
engine-purr.

“Are you going?” I called back to
Florida, “or not? Go away, will you!
Are you going to gum the works?”’

She did not answer. The motor did
that for her. It roared and the tires
squealed as she let in the clutch with a
vicious jerk. The fan-shaped lights
moved ahead, pulling the opal tail-
light with them. And the car rounded
the curve in the road, leaving me all
alone.

PROPPED the ritle against the
shrubbery branches of the sage-
brush and lay down. For a long time
I lay there, all keyed up, reaching for

the gun every time a pair of headlights
came into view. One car slowed up
almost abreast of me, and I quickly
unwrapped the oily rag from the breach
of the gun. But the car went on.

Things began to stir around me.
There were occasional rustlings and
squeakings as the savage business of
life and death went on in this wilder-
ness of heat and sand and scrub.

And after a while I dozed off, wak-
ing every time the approaching hum of
a motor car knifed into my subcon-
scious mind.

Then I snapped to attention at a
familiar sound. ‘

It was no longer dark. It was dawn
and the entire desert was painted pink,
and the summits of the Coachellas were
bright with sunlight. And from Los
Angeles-way an airplane was coming
low and fast, straight toward the spot
where I lay, tense as a, taut wire, be-
hind the sagebrush.

From the road they couldn’t have
seen me, but I knew that from the air
I, in my dark clothes against the light
sand, would be as sharply visible as a
black cat against a white carpet.

Now, looking back, it seems funny
that I, a flyer myself, should have for-
gotten the possibility that they might
be coming in a plane. Yeah, it’s funny
now. But it wasn’t funny then.
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E WAS a big man with fea-
tures burned the color of ma-
hogany. His eyes were pale—

pale gray or blue; and when he shoved
the ragged felt back from his eyes, it
left a band of white skin across his
forehead. Not that he would ever have
been taken for a mestizo otherwise; no,
there was a look about this man that
dirty whites and a sticky, sweat-wet
shirt did not disguise. His voice was
somehow raw and hoarse, as though it
was hard to speak.

“Manning ?”’ he had asked.

I looked at him again, and nodded.
“That’s right.”

He was standing on the piling above,
legs spread under him. His pale gray or
pale blue eyes studied the half-mile
width of muddy river here and the
green pack of jungle growth beyond.
His big-boned hands kept working,
opening and closing; and he didn’t

speak again for so long that I went
back to tinkering with the launch’s dirty
little engine. The carburetor line had
fouled.

“They told me over on the beach
where I would find you,” he said in his
raw, slow voice, as though it was a
struggle to get each word out. “I'm
going to need a boat and a man. Three
weeks or a montt.”

“Sure, I'm for hire.” I wet my lips.
“But that don’t mean much. What’s
the rest of it? F'instance, I don’t run
guns anywhere.”

He said, “I'm Hugh McCain. It
won’t be guns.”

McCain! Hugh McCain! I know I
stared at him like something come back
from the dead, while I climbed over
the side of the lzunch and up a ladder
to the piling.

There can be too much secrecy sur-
rounding an expedition such as Hugh
McCain and a tramp driller named Joe
Foelick had taken into the steaming,
low-country jungle back from the coast

5 A—2
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4 nearly a year and a aalf before. Six
" months ago Siddons Oil had spread a
wad of money across the monte, try-

~ ing to find some trace of McCain or his

~ equipment, without success; and so
wherever white men gathered from the

~ Guatemalan border south, there had
been talk and rumor. Rumor of some
great oil-deposit that Hugh McCain
had found in there, which the Siddons
people would have liked to stake out
for themselves against the future. My
own hunch had Dbeen that eighteen
months was simply too long a while
for a white man to be lost in that coun-
try and still be alive.

“How long now?” I asked him.

The straight line of his mouth
twitched, and his pale eyes studied the
tangled, dank walls of living green that
edged the river.

“I made it into Puerto Bolivar early
two weeks ago, and wired word north
from there,” he said in his rasping
voice. “Young Siddons will be in here

~ tonight to go back in with me. Star
Line boat. This is all in the strictest
confidence.”

“Siddons. Young Siddons,” I mut-
tered the name over, aad knew what it
meant.

AFTER twenty years in the tropics,
doing this and that, I wanted to
get in on something big—even though
it was only a look. NcCain was still

~ seeing something back in that dank,
sweating interior lowlaad, still living it.
He couldn’t rid himself of the thought
of it, no more than he could speak
smoothly like other men from throat-
muscles grown stiff through disuse.
And now, after two weeks outside, he
was going back in again. Add the name
of young Siddons to it, and any fool
would have realized how big this thing
was.

6 A—2
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No, I hadn’t yet heard of a girl
named Mary Vaille.

But young Siddons—that’s Tommy
Siddons—came off a Star Line fruit
boat late that afternoon. He was a
clean-cut youngster, tall himself and
big-shouldered as McCain. I was stand-
ing with McCain on the cargo-dock
when a hoist lifted him in a swinging-
chair from the boarding boat below and
set him down on the dock-planks. Sid-
dons looked around him, and then came
over to us. He turned from McCain to
me.

“I'm McCain,” McCain said then.
“Howdy. Have a good trip?”

“Yes,” Said Tommy Siddons.
“Splendid!” He flushed a little and
pulled back his hand, fussing with a
button and trying to make it look less
conspicuous that McCain had refused
to shake hands with him. But his voice
remained even enough. “I'm mighty
proud to meet you, Mr. McCain,” he
said. “Gosh, what they’re saying about
you up at the home office!”

“Skip it,” said McCain, and nodded
to me. “This is Ben Manning. He’s
going in with us.”

Young Siddons waited a moment.
“I'm glad you got Mary’s cable,” he
said to McCain. “That makes it a little
easier.” ‘

Then he turned to me. Once I’d seen
old “Yank” Siddons, the power behind
the throne, and this boy of his had the
same kind of look about the eyes and
mouth. Hugh McCain had heen too
long back in that green hell, I thought,
whatever he had found. He d had too
much time to nurse small grudges,
imagined or otherwise, against Siddons
Oil as now personified by the boss’s
son. Plainly the two had never met be-
fore, and I figured it would wear off.

A native boy that I could trust had
been putting stores aboard the launch—
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mostly gasoline; and I got up at three
the next morning to check things over.
At daylight Hugh McCain dropped
down the ladder from the piling and
stood aboard gaunt and big, and hol-
low-eyed, as though he hadn’t slept
much that night. He stopped and jerked
a thumb suddenly toward the native
hoy.

“Who's that?” he asked.

“Pete,” T told him. “Best all-'round
work boy in the Central Americas. Only
don’t tell him I said that.”

McCain shook his head. “We won’t
need him.”

1 explained, “I'm not much of a
cook. Not much of a hand to hunt dry
firewood, especially after dark; or cut
jungle; or even pick a sleeping spot
that won’t be swarming with ants. But
Pete savvies all such things, and his
price is included along with the launch.
He won’t cost you a cent extra.”

Neither of us had heard young Sid-
dons, till he threw down a bag of gear.
He grinned.

“The boy’s okay, Manning,” he said.
“And the company pays your bill.”

I’ll swear that up until then it hadn’t
struck me strange that old Yank Sid-
dons would have sent his own boy
down here to go back into that fever-
reeking country with Hugh McCain.
But now, suddenly, I didn’t understand
at all. Siddons Oil might better have
sent any one of a dozen, seasoned and
experienced geologists of McCain's
own tough stripe.

THERE was a rising band of sun-
light over the jungle wall when we
chugged out into the oily-brown muddy
stream. Here was civilization on the
coast, a strip of beach and a ram-
shackle white man’s hotel, a street of
native shacks and a cargo dock with
a few miles of narrow-gauge rails be-
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hind and a decrepit toy train that
hauled produce out. The first turn in
the river hid it; the green walls of
jungle closed. . . . And beyond?

Beyond, somewhere, Hugh McCain
had sweated and labored and pros-
pected oil-ground, but the secret was
still as much McCain’s as it had ever
been. He had turred up at Puerto Bol-
ivar, and that was all I knew. But how
long had McCain hbeen working his way
out afoot to Bolivar, months or weeks?
What had happened to the other white
man who had gone in with him, a
tramp driller named Joe Foelick?
Where had McCain left him?

The launch had been tied up to shore
and Pete had scrambled together an
edible meal, that night, when Siddons
turned to McCain quietly. We were sit-
ting around the blaze of a dry wood
fire, under the black overhung foliage.

“This is one of Mary’s latest,”
Tommy Siddons said. “I thought you
might like to see it.”

He held out a small snapshot which
he had drawn from pocket, and I saw
McCain stiffen. McCain’s face had
turned hard as stone; suddenly every
muscle in the man had become taut,
but the look of him was immobile as
rock. Then wordlzss, McCain took the
snapshot ; his fingers trembling slightly,
he turned the picture of a girl toward
the blaze.

She was a rather small, slim girl,
I could see; golden-haired and smiling.
Not an especially beautiful girl by any
classic standards, ] thought, but the kind
of a girl that grows on you, whose voice
and mannerisms are full of a charm
only hers. You cculd guess that much.
And different—she was different as day
and night from the girls down here.
In the picture she stood under the shade
of a wide old elr. with a clipped lawn
at her feet and the beginning of a




formal little garden hedge behind, as
if only to accent the difference.

For a long, long -moment McCain
stared at her. And Huagh McCain had
been in the jungle a year and a half,
never seeing any woman, living
through what hell only McCain knew.

“Yes, Mary looks well,” he said.

He stood up unsteadily, his face set
like stone, and we hLeard him going
off into the darkness, stumbling. Sud-
denly I understood the meaning of
Tommy Siddons’ words on the dock,
when he had said, “I'm glad you got
Mary’s cable. That makes it a little
easier.”” This girl up home, Mary, had
been McCain’s girl a year and a half
ago, when he had gone into the jungle.
And now—she wasn™! Now she was
Tommy Siddons’ girl.

I looked across the fire at Tommy
Siddons.

“I know the way it looks to you,
Manning,” he said. “I: looks as though
I stole McCain’s girl from him while
he didn’t have a chance, when he was
lost down here.”

“Well, what did ycu do?” I asked.

“It didn’t happen that way. I mean,
I didn’t try to steal her,” he said. He
stared into the fire, biting his lips.
“McCain had been gone a year, and
everything showed he wouldn’t turn up
again. You know the money the com-
pany spent down here, searching for
him. I'd just come home myself—I’d
been in the Texas field—and somebody
had to see this girl of his and explain
the truth to her, gently as possible. She
—Mary loved McCain. They’d planned
to be married as soon as he got home
from this trip, and M:Cain was going
to settle down in the States. I don’t
know how it happened, Manning. But
I loved her from the first moment I
saw her. I arranged it so I would see
her again, and then again. I'd never

DARK TRAIL 83

known McCain, never seen him, and
everybody thought he was dead.”

“Uh-huh,” T said. “But it didn’t turn
out that way. And now his girl is going
to marry you. Well, that’s pretty tough
on McCain—or were you figuring some
other way?”

“I—I don’t know,” he said. “But if
Mary would be happier with him—
then I'd pull out without a word. I
love her that much, Manning.”

Deliberately, he had come down here
to match himself against McCain. I
understood that much; and this was
out first camp in the jungle, the mo-
notony hadn’t yet closed in. A matter
of twelve hours’ travel in the launch
would still have carried us back to that
strip of beach on the coast and a ram-
shackle white-man’s hotel.

“Suppose,” I said, “that you try to
forget it. Try very hard! And hope
that McCain can do the same.”

BEFORE next daylight it was Mc-

Cain, not Pete, who started the
fire; and I woke up to see him hunched
over the rising blaze, big and gaunt,
his pale blue or pale gray eyes fixed
on young Siddons who was still asleep.
I shouted to rouse Pete out, and Mc-
Cain stirred, turning away. But I won-
dered how long he had been sitting,
squatting there, staring at Tommy Sid-
dons. I wondered how much he had
slept that night, and I wondered what
kind of thoughts were going on behind
his pale impassive eyes. I wondered
. . . but no matter! It was tough.

The muddy stretch of river water
narrowed perceptibly that second day;
the next McCain swung the nose of the
launch into a tributary that flowed in
from the east. Tommy Siddons forgot
to shave that morning, and he let his
beard grow after that. It changed the
clean-cut, hovish look of him; after




84 : ARGOSY

all, he was only five yvears younger than
McCain. The difference lay in the hard-
ship, what McCain had been through.
We fell into the habit of silence.

One morning McCain disappeared
on the bank and was gone half the day.
He came back to say that he had found
a certain landmark left there. We went
on up-stream. We spent hours working
the shallow-draft launch over a series
of sandbars, carrying every ounce of
provision and the spare gasoline ashore
to lighten the load, then dragging the
launch up current, tilting her and work-
ing her through. Siddons was ashore,
chopping a trail along the bank over
which to pack on the provision. I re-
member the way he screamed when he

_reached to shove a limb aside, and the

limb wriggled and pulled itself from his
fingers. It was the first time I had seen
McCain smile.”

“Work your way out to the coast
afoot,” he said, “and you'll forget to
even notice snakes. Except the poison-
ous ones.” .

Tommy Siddons shook off a shudder
of repulsion and went on chopping
trail, his jaw stiff. But it was plain that
McCain hadn’t forgotten a detail of
what he had been through for Siddons
Oil—to find, in the end, that Tommy
Siddons had taken his girl. The jungle
was finally closing in.

After that we spent as much time on
the banks, hauling the launch through
shallows or chopping out some tree-
growth that lay, still living, fallen
across the channel. It was hard to keep
track of time; every day was the same.
Sweat dripped from every pore and
sour clothes stuck to our bodies, day
and night. Finally McCain gave up the
boat.

“I figured the water would be
higher,” he explained. “We go on
afoot.”

B s

Pete and I found a shallow side
creek, where we tied up the launch with
a couple of two-inch lines, doing a job
of it, in case the rainy season broke
before we got out again. Siddons and
McCain were both on the boat, making
up shoulder-packs. My back was turned
when a gun went off, startling as a blast
of dynamite agaiast the green silence.
I whirled.

MCCAIN was standing in the stern,
the flat black automatic he car-
ried at hip in his hand. Before him,
young Siddons crouched on his hands
and knees over some duffle—a white,
terrible expression on his face. I
jumped the distance from bank to the
hoat in a stride. ot till then did I see
the rifle that lay under Tommy Sid-
dons’ hands amor g the duffle, and real-
ized that it was the rifle that had been
fired. McCain’s eyes were pale points
of flame.

“Why so fast?’ he asked mockingly.
“If you killed me now, Siddons, there’s
a fortune in oil that would go to waste.
Foelick died in here for Siddons Oil,
but somehow I lived through to reach
the coast. You might as well wait till
I show it to you.”

“Something in the duffle caught the
trigger,” Tommy Siddons said. “I
didn’t—I don’t krow how it happened.”

“Skip it,” said McCain. “But get
this! I'm bringing you in here because
1 want you to see the ground and write
your report. I waat that report to reach
the company. Then I can sell my share.
Maybe I won’t de so wealthy as the
heir to Siddons Oil, but it will be
enough. Siddons do you think Mary
has entirely forgotten me?”

For answer, Tommy Siddons rose
on shaking legs, and before I could yell
to stop him, he had flung his rifle at
the water. It hit with a splash and was




gone. That was our only rifle, although
both McCain and I carried sidearms.

McCain shrugged, and turned away.
There was something about McCain, in
the swing of his bony, powerful shoul-
ders, in the look of his mahogany-
brown features with that band of white
like a scar across his brows where the
brim of a hat had shielded his eyes.
It occurred to me that his sort of men
have always had a fascination for a
certain sheltered type of women.

I found myself watching the two
men after that, contrasting them and
wondering. I recalled some yarns about
old Yank Siddons in his younger days;
like all his stripe, old Yank had fought
hard—to win—and ot1er men had gone
down. The boy had the same look about
the features, and this wasn’t the coast.
How hard would Tommy Siddons fight
before he was through, and by what
means in the end?

This was the jungle, pressing in. It
did something to a man; and we went
on afoot, packing fifty-pound loads.
Our shoulders galled before the day
was out, and it was agony to shoulder
a load after that. We took turns cut-
ting, hacking, our way on—I doubt if
we made three miles a. day. When dusk
fell we dropped the loads and Pete
opened tins and we ate; then slept in
our same sweated clothes. I lost track
of time altogether ; there was old fever
in my blood and it was bothering me.
But I kept wondering about that gun.

“What'’s oil mean?”’ I heard Tommy
Siddons whispering once, over and
over. “Curse the oil!'"

It was Hugh McCain and the girl
up home that had brought Tommy
Siddons into this, not oil. I don’t think
he knew he was talking aloud, but
McCain heard. He turned and smiled
for the second time I had seen, mock-
ingly. One day was like the next.
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HEN late one afternoon, we

walked out into what had once
been a sort of clearing. But now it only
seemed to mean that we could walk on
a space without chopping our way
through with a machete every step. It
was Tommy Siddons who stumbled
and, slowly climbing to his knees.
stopped and bent over again. He had
tripped over a rusty oil-tool, hidden
under ground-creepeis. Looking up, I
realized that I was staring at a sort of
shack beyond.

We had reached the ground. But
that’s about all I remember of it. That -
night fever took me again. . . .

Next dawn I was lying under the
shack, staring up at the roof of rusty
tin, with Pete crouched beside me. “It
was an accident. Something in the
duffle caught the trigger of the gun,” I
was trying to explain to a girl with
golden-yellow hair. I could see her face
plain against the tin roof of the shack.
But she didn’t seem to believe me.

Then again, McCain and young Sid-
dons had just come in, boots smeared
with mud and something else that
dripped black, and Pete was cooking
food for them. I turned over and tried
to point them out to the girl, to show
her both were standing there alive,
talking.

“I don’t understand it,” Tommy Sid-
dons was saying to McCain. “I can’t
understand how you did it!”

“We came in the other way,” Mc-
Cain answered, in his rasping slow
voice. “There was high water, and we'd
picked up a tribe of jungle Indios to
help us. We got the whole outfit across
before the bunch deserted. The test-rig
had been made special, and once it was
on the ground two men could manage.
I'd found oil-seepage on the surface,
and Joe Foelick was a driller. After

that nothing could stop him!”

- g,




86 ARGOSY

“There must be a million barrels col-
lected in that one natural pool,” Sid-
dons said, awe in his voice.

“When she blew in, we couldn’t hold
her,” McCain explained wearily. “We
didn’t have equipment for that. But
Foelick estimated five thousand barrels
a day, and she’s been flowing here, day
in and out. In another fifty years the
pressure will give out and stop, I sup-
pose.”

“Equipment!” Siddons said. “We've
got to have it in here in another month,
before the rains get really started. I'm
on the ground; the company will back
my order to the limit. Any amount of
money. Men—"

But then I saw the girl again. She
wanted to know about the gun once
more, and how the accident had hap-
pened. She couldn’t understand why
Tommy Siddons had come down here
in the first place. I tried to tell her:
to match himself against Hugh Mc-
Cain and prove to himself that he was
worths=&t her, as good a man. It was
the only thing he could do.

“Hush,” said Pete, in his guttural
Spanish. “Eat some of this. Food,
sefier.”

Young Siddons was still talking.
“How did Joe Foelick die?” he asked.
“I want to set down all the facts in
this report.” :

“We'd both started for the coast,”
McCain explained. “But Foelick wasn’t
strong. He’d been down with the fever
for days before we started. One morn-
ing, out in the jungle, he couldn’t get
up. He died there on the trail. Hard-
ship and exposure.”

“T can understand it,” Siddons said.
“But we'll leave Manning here with
Pete. If we go back light, they’ll have
food enough to last till help comes in.
It’s men and equipment we've got to
get in now. . . .

HAT’S the last I remember for the

time, that and a rusty tin roof and
the face of the girl in the picture, real
as life. She was pleading with me to
do something, to s:op them, and not let
McCain and Tommy Siddons head
back for the coast ilone for any reason.
I promised a thousand times, I'd do
something. But it was eleven days later
that T sat up and faced Pete, clear-
eyed.

He grinned like a wizened little mon-
key and told me it had been eleven days.
A freak, sudden storm had lashed over
the jungle; water had streamed through
every depression and collected in the
hollows. Fresh green tendrils were
starting everywhere. McCain and
Tommy Siddons 1ad been gone since
then, nine days. )

I tried to get up and fell back. It
was four more days before I could
travel. Pete carried a pack of two
blankets and what grub was left.

Following the rrail hacked through
the thickets, thres days took us out
to where the launch had been tied. Sign
of high water had flooded everywhere,
and the launch was gone, of course. 1
told Pete to look around. There was
a fire-blackened spot on the bark where
camp had been made, and quite plain
on the soft earth I found two sets of
tracks, McCain’s hobnailed heels and
Siddons’ plain boot soles.

“Both of them were all right here,”
I said.

T’d explained to Pete that we could
better wait here on the river for the
men and equipment Siddons intended
sending in, especially if the rains shut
down. Then I heard Pete whistle be-
hind.

He was holdirg up a long end of
rope, ten feet or more of the two-inch
line with which we had tied up the
launch. The line 1ad been chopped off




square with a knife. Pete waded along
through the shallows and pointed to a
gnarled end of root above waterline,
where a patch of pain: had been scraped
loose from the side of the launch. I
walked back to the spot where the fire
had been and thought it over.

“Pete, did that boat drift loose?” 1
said. “Or did they pole it out?”

Pete shook his head. “Who knows?
But drift maybe.”

“I think so, too. Orie man cut it loose
and let the launch drift away—after
night maybe. Withour a boat, both men
walked on from here.”

“Si—but why?” asked Pete. His
wizened cheeks shook,

“You wouldn’t understand,” I said.
“But there’s a girl up home. One of
these men wants to prove to himself
that he’s as much a man as the other.
Or maybe—maybe only one went on
from here.”

Pete scoured the brush. “Aqui!” he
called. “The tracks of both.”

“Could one be hur:?”

“Not yet, sefior!”

At dusk we came to their next camp
—another fire-blackened spot on the
ground, bits of old ash and the stub-
ends of limbs that hadn’t burned, and
tracks. Siddons’ smooth-worn soles,
and McCain’s hobnails. We were two
weeks and more behind, but the tracks
and the cutting of the two men led on.
For five days. Six . . . How long now
had it been since we had left the coast?
1 didn’t know.

FOR two days I 1ad had to stop,
racked and weak with fever-chills.
Anytime now the rains would start;
the skyv one morning was leaden black,
but not enough moisture fell to wash
out tracks, We had to follow; there
was nothing else left to do, except
watch the banks for tke launch that had
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been cut adrift, hoping. But Pete still
carried food, rations cut in half, and
half again—and I knew that the man
who had cut the launch adrift had not
first taken spare stores off.

Again we stopped over the fire-black
mark of a camp. Pete bent over sud-
denly; his hand swooped to earth and
came up with something. He held it out
in his brown, withered palm-—the brass
shell of an exploded cartridge that had
not yet had time to corrode. A shot
had been fired here, two or three weeks
ago. It was nearly dark.

Next dawn we searched. Pete found
the track where one man had gone off
alone, hacking his way on toward the
coast. The track was that of smooth-
worn boots. Young Siddons then!
Something cracked in me, and the face
of the girl came back before my eyes.

“No, this wasn’t an accident,” I ex-
plained. “No, this couldn’t have
been—"

Pete had been scouring ahead. He
turned and came back; I realized that
he was shaking me.

“See! Look there—"

“What is it?”

“A man—what was once a man!”

He lay pitched into the jungle
growth, what was left of him—a few
bleached white bones and a shred or
two of cloth. A stem of vine grew up
through the bones of his chest. I re-
coiled from the spot.

“But this was long ago. Too long
ago—that vine!”

“Still here is the mark of another
camp long ago,” Pete said. “And this
man was white. Por cierto, no native
would have golden fillings in his teeth!
Here a white man was shot! But long
ago, months ago.”

“Shot ?”

“S1, sefior—through the back of the
skull. A gun did that. Look closer.”
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I remembered about Joe Foelick
then; vague, feverishly-heard words
swam through my brain. “We’d both
started for the coast,” McCain had ex-
plained to Siddons, for his report. “But
Foelick wasn't strong. He’d been down
with the fever. . . . He died there on
the trail. Hardship and exposure.”

“Died with a bullet through his
skull!” T echoed hollowly. “While Mc-
Cain was with him. McCain killed Joe
Foelick here!”

Whoever had purposely cut loose the
launch, McCain had been leading the
way toward the coast since then. Mc-
Cain knew the jungle and the ground.
He tracked along the narrow bank of
the river, following old landmarks of
that other trek toward the coast with
Joe Foelick. The trail we followed after
him and McCain had brought us here.

And now, within yards of the spot
where Foelick had been killed long ago,
Pete had picked up the bright brass of
a new cartridge shell. From this place,
only young Siddons’ boot-track led on.

We followed Siddons’ smooth-soled
track once more. Pete pointed. Here
he had run, hacking his way blindly
through the growth. He had turned the
other way. Again, he had stopped and
waited, hours perhaps, for the mark
of his boots had trampled the ground,
turning this way and that, all in one
spot. .
“Like something hunted and at bay,”
Pete said. His black beady eyes fas-
tened on something else. It was a strip
of rag, stained with discolored blood;
and Pete added simply, “He was hurt!”

Fifty yards on, we stopped and
stared. There, suddenly, on the ground
we saw Hugh McCain’s hobnailed track
once more. McCain’s track came from
the deep undergrowth aside, halted and
then went on, following Siddons’ trail.
20 finally we knew the truth. From the

camp behind, we had been trailing the
wrong man. McCain had been alive off
in the brush, stelking, hunting down
the younger man and closing in.

But this thing had happened two,
three weeks, or more ago. . . .

THAT night is rained. Rain fell in
steady-torrents, leaving the ground
puddled, running with rivulets of
muddy water. Rain dripped from every
branch and twig overhead ; it descended
in little streams from the leaves. The
dank growth steamed and grew. Finally
the rains had set in.

I don’t remember much of it; there
isn’t much to tell. Five days later, Pete
caught sight of & dugout on the river
and two dripping, brown-skinned na-
tives like himself. Nine weeks from the
day when Hugh McCain had stood on
the piling, the man I thought he was,
and asked to hire the launch, the dugout
came in sight o the beach. But the
thing T remember best is a dry, clean
bed somewhere.

Neither McCain or Tommy Siddons
had come out, of course.

There were questions, yes. But no-
body on the beach had recognized
young Siddons, or guessed McCain’s
identity. Nobody knew about that mil-
lion-barrel pool cf oil collecting in the
jungle, and a prospect gusher struck
at a few hundred feet flowing day in
and out, one year to the next.

After that last thing Pete and I had
seen on the trail, I figured that Mec-
Cain would make it out again—alone.
He’d done it once; he knew the jungle,
following his old landmarks. Sure, the
thing was big, bigger than I could cal-
culate ; and Hugh McCain wanted more
than a hired geologist’s share of it. So
he’d killed Joe Foelick on the way out,
months ago, because the driller would
have hampered him—and he’d gone
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back in with Siddons, Pete, and me
. only to get Tommy Siddons’ report on
the ground. McCain had cut the launch
loose, so that no trace would be left;
none of us was intended to reach out-
side again, except McCain. But there
were markets in the world where Hugh
McCain could reappear with his infor-
mation, backed and verified by the re-
port that Tommy Siddons, of Siddons
Oil, had written on the ground, and
collect himself a fortune.

I didn’t intend to talk to anybody—
except one man. That man was old
Yank Siddons. Yank Siddons would
know how to handle it, and it was up
to him. Accordingly, I planned to catch
the first boat down to Puerto Bolivar
and get in connection with him there,
where it all wouldn’t be so conspicuous.
A Star Line fruit bcat came in one
afternoon,

I WAS standing on the cargo-dock,
waiting my turn to go aboard. The
swinging chair on the end of a hoist
lifted two passengers come ashore by
the boarding launch. One was old Yank
Siddons. The chair swung around in
mid-air. The other was a girl, rather
small and slim and golden-haired—not
a particularly beautiful girl to look at
by any classic standards, but the kind
that held your eyes and made you look
again, a lump of something growing
big in your throat, the sweet way she
smiled. . . .

I turned and left the dock, breaking
into a shuffled run as quick as I was
out of sight. Anything to get away,
right then. Yank Siddons was the man
1 wanted to see all right. But not the
girl—not this girl! Not with Tommy
Siddons left back in the jungle some-
where, and the other man she had loved
—a murderer! I didn’t want to see her
now, and have to tell Ler.

Pete brought me word just before
dark. Yank Siddons had been talking,
asking questions along the beach, and
they wanted to see me right away. I
sent Pete back saying I was sick. Then
I got out. Tomorrow I'd see them, the
next day. Anything to put it off. After
all. T had come out alive, and two
others hadn’t. Oh, T could prove my
story through Pete and make old Yank
Siddons believe it. But just how was I
going to answer that other question in
her eyes? ... . I didn’t sleep.

Next daylight 1 was walking along
the river bank, dreading more than
ever to go up to that white-man’s hotel
on the beach and tell my story. The
rain was a steady downpour that
sopped through clothing and ran in riv-
ulets next your skin. It beat on the
leaves and growth and dripped with
an incessant drumming roar across the
jungle,

I remember I had turned, finally. The
only sound was the roar of beating,
dripping rain; the steamy mist of it
hid everything beyond ten yards. It
was through this mist that I saw two
men coming along the jungle trail.

Two men? . .. No, two human
scarecrows! Two emaciated figures that
shambled along and looked like men,
walking, plodding one foot before the
other along the trail. Tommy Siddons
must have weighed a hundred eighty-
five or ninety when he went in: now
you wondered what held his bones to-
gether. Pads of leather cut from the
uppers of worn-out boots tied to his
feet. A few rags of clothing. The bones
of his face stuck out through sagging,
loose skin.

Hugh McCain walked ahead. He
passed me on the trail without noticing,
while I stared. I was séeing ghosts. I
looked into Tommy Siddons’ face,
while he went by. His lips moved.
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“It’s all right, Manning,” he mut-
tered unsteadily. “I’ll get help in, de-
spite anything. Just hold on!”

McCain was going on ahead, his
shambling figure misty in the rain, his
two arms bound behind him with the
leather of what had once been a belt.
Tommy Siddons turned and followed
after him. Then suddenly, Siddons
stopped and stared back at me again,
rubbing one arm across his eyes.

“Manning, it’s you in the flesh!” he
cried. “But how could that have hap-
pened? How did you get out?”

“Never mind, it'll keep,” I said.

Y WHAT iron will had Tommy
Siddons made it, bringing out
Hugh McCain? By what steel fiber of
character and purpose stronger than
his own weak, exhausted body? Here
was something hig—Digger than a mil-
lion-harrel pool of oil there in the
jungle, a gusher flowing eternally.
The last Pete and I knew, Siddons
had been hurt and McCain was hunting
him through the jungle like an animal.
I could see the mark a bullet-wound
had left, scarred in the flesh across Sid-
dons’ shoulder. Through all the incred-
ible, tangled miles from there, in the
end he had brought out a murderer.

But not till we reached the gravel

up to the ramshackle hotel on the beach
did I realize what the rest of it meant.
A group of men had come swarming
out onto the veranda, Yank Siddons
among them and the girl with golden-
vellow hair and sweet, trusting eyes.
Then it came home to me, utterly grim.
This girl had once loved McCain;
maybe she still did. And now the other
man she loved was bringing him out,
a murderer ! McCain had failed to kill
young Siddons, true enough; but the
bones of that other white man lay back
in the jungle—a bullet through his
skull! He woulcd have to pay the bill
for that.

I watched the girl coming down the
rickety steps of the hotel—but she
didn’t seem to recognize McCain. Then
old Yank Siddons, who had hired Mc-
Cain and knew him well enough, passed
with only a sidewise glance. The truth
broke in a sudden flash.

This man wasn’t McCain, and never
had been! He had used McCain’s name
and gone back with us, to get Siddons’
report on the ground, so that he could
sell his knowledge. Otherwise, no one
would have believed his story. This
man had killed Flugh McCain long ago,
on trail.

Joe Foelick, tramp driller, was the
murderer Siddons had brought back!
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A Gold-Camp
Tale of No-Shirt
McGee and the
Old Beaver
Game

Diamond Daisy’s Fur Coat

across the dance floor to where me

and Diamond Daisy was enjoyin’
a snort of square-face, which is another
name for a certain kind of rum in the
North. I could see he held a glass of
whisky in his right hand and a gun in the
left. And there was blood in his eye. I
knew he weren’t in no killin’ mood because
when he was out to kill he packed his
whisky in his left hand, bein’ a right-
handed shooter. He stopped about ten feet
away and his Adam’s apple worked up and
down his throat for several seconds. “No-
Shirt McGee,” he says, “don’t perfane one
o’ heaven’s noblewomen with the touch o’
yore arm.”

“Do you mean I should unhand this
woman?” I asks. “And why should I? I'm
buyin’ her the drinks, ain’t I?” And I
tightens my arm around Diamond Daisy.

BEDROCK JOHNSON came sneakin’

“Run along, Bedrock,” Daisy says, “and
Tl see you later. Don’t you realize Im
shaking this sucker down for his poke?
And that rates him a squeeze or two.”

That sounded . reasonable to Bedrock.
He gave her a knowin’ wink, holstered his
gun, tossed the whisky down his throat
without hittin’ a tooth and ambled away.
I looked around the Aurora saloon with its
miners, gals, smells, smokes and hell-
raisin’ and then I looked into Daisy’s eyes.
Brother, 1 tell you I was stirred to the -
depths of my bein’! Her eyes are deep
blue and trustfu. One look and a miner
wants to bust right out into poetry. T swal-
lowed a lump of :motion in my throat and
says, “Little giri, marry me and let me
take you out of “his sink of iniquity?”

“Why, No-Shirt!” she answered. “You
leave me breathlsss. I never thought you
cared. I never dreamed—"
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She stopped and mechanically picked
up the ten-dollar gold-piece the bartender
gave me in change, and dropped it into
her stocking. “I never thought you cared
for me in fhat way,” she said softly.
“Really, No-Shirt, you must give me time
to think it over.”

“Don’t think too long or you’ll say no,”
I argued. “I've learned riy type of man
has to rush a girl off'n aer feet, or—no
dice. I'm six feet six inches tall. Lots of
work on a windlass has given me wide
shoulders and plently of chest, my hair is
blacker’n sin and five minutes after I shave
I look as if T needed another. A bullet once
parted my hair on the left side—a part
that ain’t exactly straight; and a miner’s
fist left a dent on the bridge of my nose.
I've got a hand as big as a T-bone steak
and I wear number thirteen shoes. Now
maybe you see why it is I have to rush my
women off’n their feet. I simply ain’t the
sort of a man whose features can be took
apart and considered separately.

Well, Diamond Daisy slips her arm
through mine and we walkk away from the
bar. She’s got slim legs and little feet and
each time she steps forward I can get a
flash of trim ankles. And even the bumps
on her shinbone where my ten-dollar gold-
piece and a couple of nugg:ts have stopped,
don’t spoil the effect none. That is, not
much.

HE leads me into a booth where girls
not in love with miners roll ’em for
their pokes. I have presence of mind
enough to set down quick and kinda draw
her to my knees. She slips her arm around
my neck and her cheek toiches mine. “Are
you sure you want to marry a little nobody
like me?” she asks softly.

“I’ll marry you right now. Get one of
the swampers to go for Holy Joe over at
the church and we’ll be made one,” 1 says.

At that moment the curtains part and
Bedrock Johnson is standin’ there. This
time his gun’s in the right hand and the
whisky’s in his left. He means business.
“Daisy,” he snarls, “you’re nursin’ a adder
at your breast, as the poet says.”

She leans over and sticks her finger into
the gun barrel. “Bedrock,” she says sharp-
ly, “none of your pranks. I told you once
I'm trimming this sucker.”

“Well how do you suppose it makes me
feel—ulp?” His whisky backed up on him
at that moment and he burped. “Lovin’
you as I do. Can’t you do your trimmin’
in public.”

“Now run along and let a girl earn her
living,” she said, pushing the gun aside
and brushing his cheek with her lips. ’

He went away, pattin’ the spot where
she kissed him, then Daisy comes back
and sets on my lap again. “That cuss is in
an ugly mood,” I says, “don’t think you
can handle him that way when he’s cold
sober. He’s liable to smoke you up.”

“What do we care about him?” she an-
swers. “Let’s talk about us. Listen, No-
Shirt, honey . . .” I liked the feelin’ she
put into the koney. Though T'll admit I
hoped none of the boys dancin’ the other
side of the curtain heard her call me No-
Shirt, honey. “Listen, No-Shirt, honey,
your little girl is always cold up here
in the North.”

“Why don’t you buy yourself a fur
coat?” I asks. “Or better still, I'll buy you
one for a weddin’ present.”

“No-Shirt doesn’t understand,” she
purrs. “There isn’t a fur coat to be had in
camp. Some day, when we are both older
and Alaska has railroads and faster steam-
ships, the stores won’t always be running
out of things, but this is nineteen five
and—"

“Is it? I thought it was nineteen four,”
I answers. “I must’ve lost a year.”

“I was wonderin’ if you wouldn’t go out
and trap your little girl, your cold little
girl, a fur coat to keep her warm.”

“I know where a brown bear is hangin’
out,” I says, “I'll go out tomorrow and
knock him over. We'll get some squaws to
fix up the pelt and—"

She pressed the point of her finger gent-
ly against the tip of my nose and pouted.
Little moments TiRe that stay in a man’s
memory. It was the way she snuggled up,
as if she belonged to me forever.
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“Does No-Shirt think his little Daisy
will look well in a bear skin?”

I could tell by her voice she didn’t think
so. “The woods, mountains, rivers and
lakes are full of fur,” I answers. “What do
you want?”’

“] was thinking I could be comiy in
beaver,” she answers. “Skunk Holman was
in camp last week and bought me a couple
of drinks,” she explains, “and he says
there’s a beaver colony on Money Creek
where a good man could easily get a girl
a fur coat.”

“I know all about the beaver dam on
Money Creek,” I tells her. “There’s a big
old beaver called Bloody Pete that’s been
matchin’ wits with trappers for several
years. He springs their traps and won’t
even touch the poison they puts out.”

“Will No-Shirt get Bloody Pete’s pelt
to keep his little girl’s shoulders warm
this Winter?”’ she asks.

“You're darned tootin’ he will,” I an-
swers. “Then we’re engaged and well be
married as soon as I trap you a fur coat
so you can keep warm when we’re mushin’
over the trail?”

“Yes, No-Shirt, honey,” she says, and
taps me on the point of the nose with the
tip of her finger. ,

The only thing I had in the way of a
ring was a horseshoe nail a blacksmith had
fixed up for me. I pulls it off and puts it
on her finger. “You're so sweet to me, No-
Shirt, honey,” she says, kissing me smack
on the lips. Then she slips away to dance
with a miner. :

I came out and there was Bedrock John-
son scowlin’ at her as she trips lightly
across the floor. He turns and glares at
me and never says a word. He ain’t got
neither a glass of whisky nor a six-gun in
his hands and it looks bad.

1 spent the next forty-eight hours out-
fittin’ for this fur-coat trappin’ expedition,
buyin’ drinks and passin’ out the cigars
because me and Diamond Daisy were goin’
to get spliced. Most of the miners drank
my whisky, smoked my cigars, then went
away, shakin’ their heads, wonderin’ what
she could see in me. It didn’t make me

sore. T wondered myself and finally fig-
gered it was my heart of gold.

I had a month’s grub and some traps
on my back when T pulled my freight for
Money Creek. Some sarcastic cuss must've .
named the creek. Nobody ever took any
money out of it. You could get color and
now and again a ten-cent nugget, but even
a Chinese couldn't make wages.

T TOOK me ten days to get there and

I sure found myself in wild country.

The brush had grown up plenty since I

was there five yeers before. You could find

a trapper’s brush-camp pow and again,
but that was all. 7

I cached my pack on the bank above
the stream, and clumb down for a look at
the big pond. The beavers has built a swell
dam, with the cu-ve upstream so the pres-
sure again it would sorta push the ends of
the dam into the bank. Human engineers
do the same thing. I could see the top of a
beaver house fifty yards off'n shore. A
game trail ran along the water’s edge and
T started along it, kinda duckin’ my head
under a mossy log that crossed the trail
slantwise.

The next thing I knowed, I knowed
nothin’ at all. I was on the ground, pinned
down by the mossy log and there was a
pain in my head I tried to heave up and
shift the log. It weren’t no go. “Deadfall!”
I says to myself. “This didn’t just happen.
I was trapped by a deadfall, and I know
the name of the cuss that done it—Bed-
rock Johnson.”

Thinkin’ back I remembered I hadn’t
seen hide nor hair of Bedrock while T was

" gettin’ my outfit together and celebratin

my betrothal to Daisy., The cuss must’ve
heard her ask me to get Bloody Pete’s pelt
and acted accordin’.

I settles down and thinks of the future.
It looks as if Diamond Daisy is goin’ to
be a widder womnan before she’s even a
wife. My legs lcses their feelin’ and I'm
gettin’ thirstier ‘'n Old Nick hisself. The
air’s spittin’ snow and there’s signs it’s
goin’ to get colder. Maybe blow up a
blizzard. T reaches as far as | can and dips
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- up a handful of pond water. T sees a trout,
. too, but there ain’t no wey of catchin’ the
cuss.
. The water near the beaver dam sudden-
ly breaks and I sees the biggest beaver
head I ever did see. It’s Bloody Pete. He’s
got a big gob of mud held again his chest
and he’s swimmin’ with his tail. He plugs
up a leak in the dam and vanishes. “You're
goin’ to look fine keepin’ my girl’s back
warm,” T says, then hunts for a stick to
- dig a hole under myself and maybe squirm
free.

I can’t find a stick. Ard while I'm still
tryin’ I hears a sound that turns my blood
to ice. A wolf has let out a yelp and an
answer comes from across the canyon. I
don’t hear a thing for five minutes, then
suddenly there’s a big tiraber-wolf lookin’
me over. He’s a good six feet from tip to
tip and weighs around a hundred and
eighty pounds. And that’s a lot of wolf to
come in one package.

It’s plain he’s seen tradped critters be-
fore and his special business is to help
hisself, but I'm the first man he’s ever
seen caught in a deadfal and it puzzles
him. He squats down on his haunches and
I can see his red tongue, and the gleam
of his white, drippin’ fangs. He comes
closer and sniffs. T lets out a yell and he
tumbles over backward, le’s that scared.
It would’ve been funny, only he comes
back, and there’s a couple more with him.

1 yells"again and this time they just
kinda jerk like their nerves is jumpy, but
they don’t back up rione. A couple more
shows up, makin’ about as much noise as
smoke driftin’ through the brush.

They forms a ring, licks their chops and
looks at the leader. This old dog wolf
has plenty of scars made from fangs and
bullets. There’s a toe missin’ provin’ he’s
been trapped sometime ard got away. It’s
easy to see he’s wise and hates everything
in human form. He bares his fangs, vapor
billows from his throat anc. it looks like he’s
laughin’ at me.

I waves my arm and yells and I thinks
if T get out of this alive I'll be plenty
chawed up. Prob’ly T won’t get out alive.

In which case I promises myself to haunt
Bedrock Johnson as long as he lives, and
then get even when his ghost shows up on
my side of the great divide. The leader
just laughs again and three of ’em dis-
appears into the brush. “Comin’ at me
from behind,” I says. It weren’t very pleas-
ant to think about. They’d just start
chewin’ on my legs.

RAKES up all the dry leaves I can

reach, puts them into my hat and gets
out my match box. I hears a snarl behind
me and goes through the motion of liftin’
up my left foot. It don’t feel so numb as
the right. I.can tell by the thud it kicked
back an ~°“"ropped I lights the leaves in
®’and waits a minute. Suddenly
n’ grabs my left boot and shakes
it-s"shakes it like a dog worryin’ meat.
Them wolves have jumped me from be-
hind. I slips my right hand under the hat-
ful of blazin’ leaves, steadies myself on my
left elbow and throws that hat back over
the deadfall.

There’s a howl and the smell of burnin’
hair and the blamedest scatterin’ of wolves
you ever heard tell of. I waited several
long minutes, wonderin’ if the burnin’
leaves has set fire to my pants-legs. Nothin’
happens except a nervous wolf shows up
with a singed back and joins the leader.
I gathers more leaves and starts a little
fire in front of me. These are damp and I
have to blow my breath on ’em to make
‘’em burn. It’s a good thing—they burns
slower, and makes more smudge. The
wolves back away——they don’t like smoke.

After awhile out they comes, near the
beaver dam, then I see something T hadn’t
noticed before—paw marks on the muck
near where Bloody Pete has fixed a leak.
The leader starts diggin’ away and water
pours through the break.

It becomes a regular torrent, with big
chunks of dam goin’ out. Bloody Pete
comes out for a look and gets almost to
the break before he spots the wolves. He
flips his tail and starts back and the wolf
leader takes a run and jump and lands
almost belly deep in the pond. The others
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swim to the beaver house and commence
pawin’ away. It’s made of poles about six
feet long and the spaces between are filled
with sticks and mud-—as neat a piece of
masonry as you'll find in a lot of cities.

Finally one of the wolves breaks through
and there’s beavers going’ in every direc-
tion. One wolf grabs a young beaver and
two of the others commence tryin’ to tear
it from his fangs. My blood runs cold
hearin’ their snarls. And all the while the
lead wolf’s watchin’ Bloody Pete. Sudden-
ly he gets his chance. He bounds a good
six feet and sinks his fangs into the back
of the beaver’s neck, and it looks as if it’s
all up with Pete,

Bloody Pete is, roughly, thirty-three
inches long and he’s got thirteen inches of
tail besides that. It’s flat and around four
inches wide. The wolf tries to push him
hard against the ground, the way he does
anything he kills on land when he wants
to bury his fangs deeper and really get
down to business,

His head goes under, and stays there a
few seconds, then comes up. I see Bloody
Pete kinda twist in the water and his front
teeth gleam, his tail slaps hard and them
teeth go into the wolf’s throat quick as a
flash. ‘

Them teeth could cut chips out of a tree
and you can figger what happened when
they hits wolf meat—they meets. And that
ain’t no pun, either. The wolf sets his feet
and tries to rare back and shake the beaver
loose. But there’s nearly sixty pounds of
beaver hangin’ on his throat. He loses his
balance and goes under and that spade-
like tail fans the water to beat all git-out.
The wolf goes almost out of sight, then he
comes to the surface again and he ain’t
hangin’ on to any beaver. His fangs is
drippin’ water and his head’s pointed
straight up gaspin’ for air,

It only stays there a second then beaver
paws come out of the water and catch.
Down goes the head and the wolf’s hind-
quarters kinda lift a little bit and begin to
go round and round in a circle. I can see
the muscles twitchin’ and pretty soon they
don’t twitch, and the wolf floats away.

LOODY PETE’S head comes to the

surface, wet and gleaming, leavin’ a
crimson streak Lehind it, then he goes
straight for a wolf that’s got a female .
beaver by the neck. I can’t see what hap-
pens, but I hear the wolf howl and the
female swims aviay, then suddenly the
wolf goes under. A third wolf piles into
the fight and it looks bad for Pete until
he gets ’em into deep water. He’s on his
own home-ground there. .

One of the wolves breaks free and swims
toward me. His head’s held high and he’s
leavin’ a trail of red water behind him.
I watch that heac. It gets lower and lower,
goes under, lifts, goes under again and
stays there. All T can see of the third wolf
is his hind-quarters goin’ round and round
and pretty soon he drifts away.

There’s two wolves left—the ones that
got singed when I threw my hatful of
burnin’ leaves over the log. One of ’em’s
bleedin’ from a gash in the shoulder and
the other keeps circlin’ him and sniffin’ at
the fresh blood. The bleedin’ wolf stands
it about so long. then he turns and dis-
appears on the dead run with the other
slashin’ at his heels. ‘

I relax and try to catch my breath. The
pond’s drained low and I can see enough
beavers to furnish fur coats for all the
girls in the Aurora. This pond’s a trapper’s
paradise if ever there was one. There’s
only one thing standin’ between a trapper
and several bales of pelts—Bloody Pete
who springs traps and knows all the tricks.

He’s pretty well used-up, but the others
swim arcund him and there’s a lot of ex-
citement, One of the ladies remembers she’s
got a family in the beaver house and swims
over. I can see the entrance now. By rights
it should be well under water.

After awhile they disappear and I begin
to think about No-Shirt McGee once more.
I know danged well Bedrock Johnson
learned they was wolves workin’ on that
beaver dam. He figgered the deadfall would
put me out of business and the wolves
would finish the job. My only hope was
he might have conscience enough to come
back and get me out of the mess. "

6 A—2
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Night comes and T begins to stiffen up
‘with the cold. It’s pretty dark and I can
hear things movin’ in the brush—small
things like porcupines and such. An owl
swoops over the pond, drops down on
somethin’ -on the other side—somethin’
that screams just once; then the owl moves
on and there’s a squirmir’ shadow in its
claws.

A full moon rolls over the mountain
peaks and turns the pond to silver. I can
see ripples on the water and pretty soon
out comes a beaver. He looks at me a long
time. It ain’t Bloody Pete. ] can see that.
He smells human scent and don’t like it,
but on the other hand the human ain’t
movin’ and he knows somethin’s got to
be done about the pond. The water’s got
to be raised for protection. He passes with-
in three feet of me, turns towards the log
and begins gnawin’. A couple more come
and somethin’ is goin’ cn at the bank
where I can’t see.

T get to thinkin’ about my pack up on
the high part of the bank. Did the wolves
get it and tear everything apart? Or is it
hunky-dory with plenty of grub, six-gun,
rifle, ammunition and traps?

UDDENLY the beavers stop workin’

and the smaller animals quiet down.
I haven’t heard a thing, but they have. I
can see two beavers and a pile of chips
they’ve cut from the log. Neither of ‘em’s
movin’, They've froze.

Then all at once T heer what they’ve
heard—wolves. The cry floats eerily down
the canyon, grows louder, then weaker and
finally dies. Still they dor’t move. Fin'ly
I hear sounds in-the pond. The beavers
down there are workin’ sgain. Then the
beavers on the log start gnawin’. I can hear
each bite. It makes log viorate.

My mind’s on them wolves. I know there
ain’t any caribou or moose in the country
—only beaver. I know they’ll quarter the
whole region like setter dogs in an alfafa
patch durin’ bird season. It’s only time
until they're here, and there ain’t no deep
‘water for Bloody Pete to fight in. I've run
out of dry leaves, too.

7 A—2

" The moon goes down and still them
beavers don’t let up. You'd think they was
Cheechako prospectors shovelin’ their first
gold-bearin’ dirt into a sluice box the way
they kept at it.

Sun comes up fin'ly and I takes a look-
see. Beavers have fixed up the hole in the
house. They’s new sticks and new mud. A
whole flock of 'em are doing somethin’ to
the bank I can’t see. I can only see ’em
comin’ away from it, with gobs of mud
held against their bosoms. Trout, caught
in the shallows when the wolves tore out
the dam, are floppin’ round, their sides
flashin’ like silver in the sunlight. The
snow-capped mountains are clear and
sharp again’ the blue sky. It’s a pretty fine
world to live in. But no insurance com-
pany would write a life policy on No-Shirt
McGee I thinks.

It’s nearly noon and still them beavers
are at it. The two that have been workin’
on my log, knock off and commence to
drag brush down to the pond. Beavers
and brush tumbles over the bank regular
and at any other time I’d’ve split my sides
laughin’,

Suddenly I hears the brush crackle and
the end of the log farthest from the
bank slowly tilts up. I digs in my hands
and pushes hard, like a walrus haulin’
itself onto the ice. My legs drag and in a
few seconds I'm clear of the deadfall. I
roll over on my side, wonderin’ if it’s really
true I'm free. And wonderin’ too, how it
happened.

It’s all clear enough. The log used in the
deadfall was just what them beavers
needed for their dam. They'd learned if
they dig the dirt from under a log it’s
bound to slide into the water, so they dug.
It was a channel eighteen inches wide and
extendin’ under the surface. By kinda un-
derminin’ the dirt supportin’ the log it
caved in and could be swum away with.
When they’d gone more’n half way up the
log, the stream-end tilted down and the
whole thing slid.

I set up and begings rubbin’ the circula-
tion into my legs and all the while them
beavers are workin’ the dirt from the lower
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end of the log and it keeps slippin’ deeper
and deeper until it slides in like a ship
that’s launched.

LOODY PETE comes to the surface

and begins to swim it into place.
Slowly it hits the bank and dam and the
water commences to back up. Then it was
that them beavers really speeded up. They
was a steady stream of ’em swimmin’ with
sticks and mud. When the water covered
the door in the beaver house all hands
knocked off. The trout flips from the
shallows into deeper water and the pond
grows quiet.

I’ve got the circulation goin’ in my right
leg, but the left is dead-like and hasn’t
much feelin’. It acts wooden and almost
lets me down when I put my weight on
it. I grabs a stick for a cane and climbs
back to my pack. First off I gets my rifle
and six-gun handy. Next I gets a fire goin’.
1 thaws myself out and eats a big feed,
after which my thoughts turn to Diamond
Daisy’s fur coat. Any way I figger my
job’s cut out.

ARLY the next morning I builds me

a brush camp and sets up house-
keepin’ and overhauls my traps. When a
man’s in love with a girl like Diamond
Daisy, he hates to be away from her too
long. And it seemed like fate was again’
me from the start. Fate, as you might say,
kept steppin’ in and tryin’ to play out my
hand.

Only the finest fur would do for Daisy’s
coat and it takes me longer than I figgers
to get it. The limp and the headache I
picks up when the deadfall lays me low
disappears and I'm myself again when I
heads for home.

It takes a day longer because I'm pack-
in’ in a heavier load of fur than I figgered.
I'm danged near bow-legged when I hits
the main street early one morning. And the
first cuss I lay eyes on is Bedrock Johnson.

Youw’d have thought I was a ghost the
way he looks at me. I’'m reachin’ for my
gun when he lifts his hands high and
comes towards me.

“Listen, No-Shirt,” he says, “I done it
all right. When a man loves a girl as I
loved Daisy he’ll stop at nothin’ to put a
rival out of business. But she was only
trifiin’ with our hearts, No-Shirt. While
I was comin’ back thinkin’ I'd left your
dead body unde: a deadfall she ups and
runs off with a whisky-drummer.”

I leans weakly again’ the nearest build-
in’ refusin’ to believe my own ears. “How'd
you escape?” he asks me.

I spills the whole business from start to
finish, and he shakes his head from time
to time. He ain’t a bad sort, Bedrock ain't,
when you come 1o know him. “Golly,” he
says when I'd finished, “it musta hurt your
conscience to have to trap them beavers
for Daisy’s back. after them savin’ your
life. It was just like doublecrossin’ a
friend.” ‘

“Yeah, I thought of that,” I confesses.

“And you what have always been square
with your friends,” he says, shakin’ his
head sadly. “Then to have it turn out this
way. The whole camp’s goin’ to give you
a horse laugh, No-Shirt. The boys have
been tryin’ to get somethin’ on you for
years. And now they've got it. Well, you
might as well show your face and get it
over.”

I shoulders the pack and plods down
the main street. Man-and-a-Half Stewart
was the first cuss to show up. “Well, T see
you got Daisy’s fur coat,” he says. “Haw!
Haw! Haaaaw! I never thought a girl
would put anytling over on a curly wolf
like you.”

I scorns his jeerin’ and walks on ten feet
and when another cuss drops a few words
he figgers will bring blushes to my cheeks.
Well, sir, the crowd grows, with all kinds
of digs at my love affair with Daisy.
Finally we’re opposite the Aurora and
somebody yells. “Here comes the groom,
marchin’ to his doom!”

“Hey,” says another, “are you goin’ to
send the beaver voat to Daisy as a weddin’
present?”

I says nothin’ and danged little of that.
“The drinks are¢ on you, No-Shirt,” an-
other cuss chirps and with that the crowd
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roars, and another woull-be wit starts
singin’, “And there was No-Shirt, waitin’
at the church. Waitin’ at the church.”

“Just what are you wolves howlin’
about?” I asks. “Who said I ever was en-
gaged to marry Daisy? Listen, gents, I
might have made a crack or two when I
‘was likkered up, but it didn’t mean
nothin’!”

You should've heard the laughter. “You
was sober enough when you bought an
outfit and went after themn beavers,” one
of them jeered. “Open up your pack, No-
Shirt, and let’s see Daisy's beaver coat.”

“Sure,” I says, and then I spills the pelts

on the barroom floor. They was wolf pelts.
Some of ’em had teeth marks on the throat
where Bloody Pete had done his work, but
most of ’em had trap marks on the legs.
There wasn’t a beaver in the lot.

And right then and there it proved we
do a lot of worryin’ for nothin’. I'd spent.
every day on the trail wonderin’ how I was
goin’ to talk Daisy into wearin’ wolf in-
stead of beaver. And right then and there,
too, No-Shirt McGee’s lifelong slogan was
borned. It's this: “When it looks like
Dame Fortune was stackin’ the cards
again’ you, maybe she’s only helpin’ you
play out a bad hand.”

-

Too Many Chinese

HEN the Reverend T. R. Malthus died in 1834, Japan was still a dark,
feudal empire, as yet unexplored by Lafcadio Hearn, and not yet set to
music by Gilbert and Sullivan. It was the Reverend Malthus who, brooding
over the turgid humarity of China, postulated that a population multiplies
faster than its means of subsistence can be made to; and that when this occurs,
the weaker classes must suffer from famine. Unless an increase of population
can be checked by “prudential restraint,” poverty is inevitable, and the increase
will be automatically counterbalanced by deaths from starvation and disease.
For three quarters of a century Malthusianism worked very nicely in China;
Chinese were born; Chinese starved. But there came a tim‘ when the pat
Malthus theory broke down beneath the sheer volume of Chinese breeding. The
Chinese just didn’t die fast enough. Starvation and famine were softies, and
the Chinese were both tough and prolific.

Then the trend of events stepped in. China became a republic, and there
began a period of internecine slaughter that proved a lively substitute for
starvation in helping to balance birth- and death-rates. But civil war finally
ceased—or almost ceased—in the face of China’s new determination for unity‘

Now, according to Dr. Frank W. Notestein in an address before the Inter-
national Congress on Population, in Paris, Japan has stepped into the breach.
Millions of Chinese may now fall victims to the bullets of war, instead of
dying under the auspicas of the Reverend Malthus. Is it, perhaps, that there
are too many Spaniards, too?
—Evric Sharpe
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THIS FEAT MADE RAY A HOME-
TOWN BRODIE . THEN HE WENT EAST
TO DUPLIGATE BRODIE AND DIVE FROM—
BROOKLYN BRIDGE. THE POLIGE HOW-
EVER FORBADE HIM TO RISK HIS NECK AND
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! LIVED.
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LOOKS SAN FRANGISCO BAY. WAVING
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HE CAME TO, PARALYZED FROM THE
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§W000S SAID REFLECTIVELY 1 ARGHED Too MUC!

Coming: Dr. George Washington Crile—Adventurous Savant
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Blue-White
and Perfect

By BORDEN CHASE

ROADWAY-BRED and wise in the
ways of men, especially of those who
people that shady mid-town Manhattan half-
world and wrest a living by their wits,
Smooth Kyle is the ace agent for the Treas-
ury Department. It is his job to run down
smugglers and he has done so with amazing
success, earning himself a reputation for
being fast on the trigger. Smooth is in love
with a girl who speaks his own language—
tall, blonde, clever Gilda Garland, who once
worked for Rod Martell, international crook.
Martell, returned from Europe, tells Gilda
to get Smooth out of the Federal racket. If
she will, Rod Martell will give Smooth a
job at five-hundred a week. Martell, it seems,
is heading a huge combine that is flooding
the country with smuggled diamonds; he is
afraid of Smooth and wants him out of the
way. He tells Gilda that if Smooth continues
as a federal agent it will, sooner or later,
mean curtains for him, Gilda, fearing for
Smooth’s safety, tries to persuade him to
leave the service, but Smooth refuses.

OLLOWING Rod Martell to a Cuba-
bound liner, Smooth overhears him talk-
ing to a lovely girl named Sonia Clonet.

Martell leaves the boat, but Smooth, con-
vinced that Miss Clonet is-a member of the
smuggling group, sails for Cuba. Aboard the
Princess Nola several attempts are made on
his life. When they dock in Cuba Sonia
Clonet promises Smooth that she is going to
get out of the racket she is in. Smooth does
not believe her. He promises his steward,
Tibbs, that he will go with him a day or two
later to see the sights of the island and then
he takes a cab for his hotel.

ATER, with the wise Latin who drives
his cab, he visits the Havana headquar-
ters of the gang. Posing as a friend of Mar-
tell’s he talks with Emilio Falero who at first
welcomes him as an accomplice and then
grows suspicious of him. Smooth leaves to
go to the establishment of Gonzales and-
Company, a store where Sonia Clonet has
been employed.
He approaches a taxi and shouts to the
driver: “Gonzales and Company. And don’t
spare the horses!”

This story began in the Argosy for September 18
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CHAPTER IX
SURPRISE

HEY walked to the car and Gerry sent

it spinning through the crowded streets,
He turned onto the Prado and stopped
near a fair-sized shop where summer
dresses were displayed ir. the window. He
pointed and Smooth got out. It was_eve-
ning and the lights of the Prado were on
but the store was still open. A narrow
doorway led into the shop and Smooth
stood there for a moment before entering.
Apparently Gonzales and Company were
not doing a very large business. There
were no customers in the store and only
two saleswomen. One of them came toward
Smooth and smiled questioningly.

“Can I help you, seiior?”

“Sure you can,” said Smooth, “Tell Mr.
Gonzales a friend of his would like to talk
with him.”

The girl nodded and hurried toward the
rear of the shop. A moment later an elderly
gentleman came toward Smooth. He was
short and inclined to stoutness. His
white linen suit was neatly laundered and
pressed. His shirt was fresh and stiff in
spite of the warmth of the day. He smiled
and bowed to Smooth.

“I am Mr. Gonzales,” he said. “You
asked for me?”

“I said I was a friend of yours,” cor-
rected Smooth. “Where can we talk?”

“Talk? What is it about, if you please?”

“Diamonds,” said Smooth quietly.

Juan Gonzales drew a deep breath and
a troubled look came to his eyes. He mo-
tioned toward a small room at the rear
of the store where Smooth could see a
wide desk and swivel chair. They walked
silently past the racks of dresses and Gon-
zales closed the door behind them. He
pointed to a chair and seated himself at
the desk.

“Yes?” he said. “What is it?”

“Have you seen Sonia Clonet today?”
asked Smooth.

“No. Not today.”

“Does the name Kyle mean anything te
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you?” He watched her carefully.

Smooth thought he had never seen a
man grow old so quickly. Gonzales’ shoul-
ders drooped. The lids of his eyes lowered
and ke leaned weakly against the back of
his chair,

“Then ‘you've spoken with Sonia on the
phone?” asked Smooth.

Gonzales nodded. “Yes. A few minutes
ago.”

“She told you about me?”

“Yes. And now I suppose you have come
to take me to jail.”

Smooth was amused at the old gentle-
man’s trend of reasoning. It proved mote
surely than any words that Juan Gonzales
was In a business of which he wanted no
part. Smooth knew now that he was no
more than a pawn. Gonzales and his store
were being used as a front for the diamond
smugglers. Sonia, of course, was a different
matter. She was an important meémber of
the mob. .

“Why should I take you to jail?” asked
Smooth.

“I don’t know,” said Gonzales. “I don’t
know anything. I can’t tell you anything.
No matter what you do to me—I—I won't
say anything.”

“You've had your orders,” laughed
Smooth. “I understand.”

“There is nothing T will say—nothing.”

“Even if I take you to jail?”

“Nothing!”

Smooth wondered what hold the mob
had on Gonzales. The man was frightened
~—terrified. His hands shook and he stared
at Smooth as though expecting him to take
a pair of handcuffs from his pocket and
lead him away. Smooth suddenly felt a
great pity for the old Cuban.

“I'm not going to hurt you, Mr. Gon-
zales,” he said. “I know you're mixed up
with a bad crowd and I'm afraid you de-
serve to go to prison. But I don’t intend
to send you there—if I can possibly avoid
it.”

“No?77

“All you have to do is answer a few
questions, What is the name of—”

The question was never finished. Smooth
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heard the latch snap in the doer. He
stepped aside and his hand lifted to the
gun beneath his armpit. None of the sales-
girls would venture to come into the store-
owner’s office without knocking. Smooth
knew that. And whoever was opening the
door was trying to do it quietly. It swung
forward and a man stepped into the room.
It was Smooth’s acquaintance of a few
moments past—Emilio Falero. He looked
first from Gonzales to Smooth, then smiled
and drew a small tissue-paper package
from his pocket.

SHOULD have known you would

come here, Mr. Cameron,” Falero said
to Smooth. “You seem to be acquainted
with all of our centers.”

“Why not?” said Smooth.

“Quite true. And perhaps you would
like to see some of the stones that are
going through in the next shipment?”

“Very much.”

Falero put the package on the desk and
opened it. He pointed to the stones.

“Nice, aren’t they?”

Smooth crossed to the desk and leaned
forward to look at the diamonds. His hand
was still on the butt of his gun beneath

his coat. Something was coming. He didn’t

know just what it would be. But Falero
was going to make the first move. Smooth
knew he could beat the dapper Cuban to
the draw, and he waited. Meanwhile he
pretended to examine the stones.

Gonzales’ face was white, The old gen-
tleman opened his mouth as though about
to say something but Smooth noticed
Falero motion to him to be quiet. A still-
ness held the room. And suddenly Smooth
remembered that Falero had not been
alone when he had last seen him. Gerry
had said Falero’s companion was a knife
thrower. The thought turned Smooth’s
eyes to the door. A man was there—a man
who held the tip of a heavy knife loosely
between thumb and forefinger. The knife
went up and back as Smooth’s gun came
clear of the leather.

Falero’s hand moved out and caught
Smooth’s elbow blocking the draw. In an
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instant Smooth had knocked the hand clear
and was bringing the gun into line. But
that instant would have been enough for
the man with the knife. It was being
whipped across his shoulder when a blow
from behind knocked him sprawling into
the room. And at that moment Smooth
fired. The slug spun the knife-thrower and
dropped him face downward on the ficer.

“Gerry!” cried Smooth. “Nice work,
pal!”

The hackman was standing in the door-
way looking at the man on the floor. It
had been his fist that spoiled the knife
work. And now he watched as Smooth
swung the gun toward Falero and backed
him against the dssk. There was a sharp-
ness in Smooth’s words that matched the
crack of the shot that had dropped the
knife man,

“I ought to give it to you, Falero,” he
said. “But this time you get away with
it.” He turned to Gonzales and his voice
was still hard. “Remember what you've
seen, Pop. And take my advice—get out
of Cuba.” .

He slipped the gun into its leather and
walked out of the room. Gerry followed
him past the staring salesgirls and into
the street. He headed for his taxi but
Smooth shook his head.

“Leave it there,” he said. “Take a walk
around the block and pick it up later.
Don’t get mixed up in this.”

“Mixed up in it?” said Gerry. “I'm in
up to my neck. “The best thing I can do
is make a report to the police.”

“String along with me,” said Smooth.
“The police don’t have to know every-
thing—yet.”

“I'm not looking for twenty years in
a cell.”

“You won’t get it,” said Smooth. “Take
my word for it until I can prove I'm right.”

“But what about that guy in there with
a bullet in his chest? Won’t the police ask
questions?”’

“I’ll bet you a hundred to a dime Gon-
zales reports this as an attempted rob-
bery. Falero will back him up and say
he killed the mar. The police won’t even




know T've been
either.”

“Personally, I think I'm crazy,” laughed
Gerry. “But T'll play it through.”

“That’s great!” said Smooth and handed
him a few bills. “Call me in the morning
and we'll go places.”

“What places?”

“How do I know?” said Smooth. “I'll
have to think them up tonight.”

in the store—or you

FTER a late dinrer in the hotel res-
taurant Smooth walked about the
narrow streets wondering what his next
move would be. He had mailed a detailed
report of his activitizs to his District
Supervisor and in it he had included a
request for more funds. If Gerry Portela
was going to work with him here in Cuba,
it would be well to bave enough money
to pay him for his time. And Smooth
knew the best friend he could possibly
have would be a close-mouthed hackman.
As he walked, Smooth smiled, remem-
bering the letter he had just written to
Gilda. In it he had attempted to justify
his actions. And he had asked her to be
a good girl until he returned to New York.
He could picture Gilda’s face when she
read the note and he vas just as well sat-
isfied he would not he within sound of
her voice at the time.

There was a movie on one of the side
streets and Smooth decided it might be a
good place to reflect on the next move
against Rod Martell and his crowd. He
tossed a coin to the cashier and went in-
side. For the next twec hours he watched
a succession of pictures in which suave
villains vied in Spanish with bold heroes
for the love of a dark-haired senorita, and
when he came out of the theatre he was
still in doubt about his next step.

He stopped at the hotel desk and asked
if there were any mzssages. The clerk
handed him a sealed erwvelope and Smooth
stuffed it into his pocket. He took the
elevator to his room and stretched out on
the bed. Then he opened the envelope and
a low whistle came from his lips. It was
a note from Sonia.
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“Please come io my room”—the note
read—“when you get back to the hotel.
The number is 724, just down the hall
from you. P'm sure you will be interested
in what I have to teil you.”’

Smooth reached for the telephone and
asked for Sonia’s room. There was a short
wait and a woman’s voice answered.

“This you, Sonia?” asked Smooth.

- “Yes. Please hurry.”

There was the click of a receiver being
replaced on the hook and Smooth stared
at the phone while a puzzled frown
touched the corners of his eyes. The voice
might have been Sonia’s—but it had
sounded slightly lower. He wasn’t sure.
However, there had been an urgency in
the voice that lifted him from the bed
and started him toward the door. As he
passed the mirror of the dresser he stopped.

His coat was rumpled and his shirt was
slightly the worse for wear. He walked to
the dresser and selected another. Then he
combed his hair carefully and changed
into a light suit that had been returned
by the valet.

Even as he dressed Smooth smiled at
himself in the mirror. Sonia Clonet was
a beautiful woman—no argument about
that. She was also a woman who had tried
to kill him. But Smooth was 2 man. And
because of this he wanted to look his best
when he saw her.

“Just a sucker for a big pair of eyes,”
he said aloud. “If Gilda knew I was drop-
ping in to see that dame tonight there
would be fireworks. Case, or no case, Gilda
would raise Cain.”

E walked quickly along the hall and

wondered just what Sonia would
have to say this evening. It was late—
hardly the hour for a social call—but she
had insisted he hurry. Perhaps, thought
Smooth, she had added the whole thing
up and decided to play ball. There would
be a nice amount of money awarded to
the person who turned these smugglers
in. That is, if the person were a civilian.
Treasury Agents shared no part of these
awards. And in addition, Sonia bhad been
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badly frightened aboard the Princess Nola.
Smooth knew she had not expected mur-
der to be a part of her work. And when
Captain Sutherland had been swept over
the side the shock had-been a great one.

Yes, there was a good chance Sonia had
decided to cross the mob and get out from
under while she could. And it would wind
the case up in a hurry for Smooth. She
could tell him the names of every man
in on the deal—how they operated—where
the stones came from—how they were
brought into the country. As he thought
of these things Smooth hurried his steps.
At the end of the hall he found number
724 and knocked gently.

“Come in,” said a quiet voice.

Smooth swung back the door. The room
was larger than his, but it was of the same
general plan. The ceiling was high. At the
far side of the room was a tall window
that looked out on a star-filled sky. The
lamps had not been lit and the only light
in the room came from the bright Havana
moon that rode lazily over the sleeping
city. Smooth caught the heady odor of
perfume. And something registered in his
mind. Something—he could not tell what
it was—but something was different. Some-
thing was changed. He closed the door be-
hind him and walked a few paces into
the room.

A woman was standing at the window
looking out into the night and her negligee
revealed a figure that raised Smooth’s eye-
brows. In her right hand she held a Span-
ish fan that was opened, blocking any view
Smooth might have had of her face and
neck, and it moved slowly as though beck-
oning him closer.

“T’ye seen pretty pictures,” said Smooth,
“put this wins the prize.”

There was no answer and he started
across the room. A light breeze drifted in
through the window and touched the lace
of the negligee. Smooth wondered if he
had ever before seen anything quite so
beautiful as this figure that was silhouetted
~ against the stars. He lifted his hands and
put them on her shoulders. He laughed
lightly.
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“Is this all for me?” he asked. And
there was a touch of mockery in his tone.

“All for you, Hardsome!”

Smooth stepped back at the sound of
the voice. But quick as he was it was
not fast enough to avoid a hand that
swung toward his chin as the girl turned.

“Gilda!” he cried.

“Surprised, darling?” said Gilda and
stepped closer.

The fan was tossed to the floor and her
hand flattened against Smooth’s cheek.
He ducked and grabbed at her wrists.

“Take it easy, Beautiful!” he cried.
“Give a guy a chance to explain!”

ILDA reached for a robe that was
draped across the back of a nearby
chair. She slipped her arms irito the sleeves
and drew the folds of it about her. Then
she seated herself and crossed her legs.
One toe tapped impatiently on the tiled
floor as she stared it Smooth.

“Think fast, Smooth,” she said. “If you
can talk your way out of this, you're a
magician.”

“But what are you doing in Havana?”
asked Smooth. “I only arrived today
and—"

“You thought little Gilda was walking
tearfully along Broadway looking for her
missing Smoothie,” finished Gilda. “Well,
always remember—I]iandsome—where you
go, Gilda follows.” ’

“It doesn’t make sense,” protested
Smooth. “What ar: you doing here in
Cuba?”

“Playing Juliet on the balcony for a
chump who ought to have a nurse.”

“Where’s Sonia?”

“We’ll take that up later. Just now, it’s
your turn to answer questions.” '

({But___n

“Just what did vou expect to happen
here in Sonia’s roorn?”

“Not this,” said Smooth ruefully.

“I’ll agree on that, But keep talking.”

“Well, I thought perhaps Sonia had de-
cided to tell me sowething about the mob.
You know—play ball and—"

“Is that what they call it in Havana?”
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“Ah, be nice,” said Smooth. “Sonia is
an important part of this case. The mob
trusts her. I'm sure they do.”

“So do I,” said Glda. “About as far
as I could throw a steamshovel.”

“I know how you feel, Gilda. But on
the level I was only working at my trade.
That dame doesn’t mean a thing to me.
Not a thing.”

“No—not a thing,” said Gilda. Her toe
tapped faster on the floor. “You're just a
Boy Scout doing your good turn for the
day.”

“You win,” said Sraooth and lifted his
hands as though in surrender. “But would
you mind telling me how you happen to
be in Sonia Clonet’s room? And will you
tell me how you got her to write that
note?”

“That was her idea,” said Gilda shortly.

“I give up. The more you talk the less
I learn.”

“That goes doubls,” snapped Gilda.
“Pm still waiting to hear why you de-
cided to play Romeo at this hour of the
night.” ’

Smooth looked out of the window. “I
wasn’t playing Romeo. It was a business
call.”

“Business, eh? With your hair all
combed, your pants pressed, a clean
shirt—"

“Do you expect me to walk around look-
ing like a tramp?”

“T expect an explanation.”

“So do 1,” said Smooth. “I want to know
why you’re in Havana.”

Gilda locked at Srnooth and a sudden
moisture touched her eyes. She lifted her
hand and beckoned him. He crossed the
room and sat on the foor beside her chair.
When she moved her hand toward him
he ducked and grinned. Her fingers rested
on his shoulder and Gilda looked down
into his eyes. For a moment she did not
speak.

“Why are you here?” Smooth repeated.

“Because I love you, Smooth,” she said.
“Because I'd die if—if you were killed.”

“What makes you think I'm going to
be killed?”
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“What makes me think there’s a moon
in the sky?”

“It’s a swell moon, Gilda,” said Smooth.
“But that doesn’t answer my question.”

ILDA’S fingers played with the tip
of Smooth’s ear. She pinched it
lightly. For a time her eyes held steadily
to his. Then they moved slowly, taking
in one feature after another and there was
no hardness in them. They weren't the
cold, wise eyes that Broadway knew so
well. Gilda had taken off her armor, now.
“Do you think she is very beautiful?”
she asked. “Do you, Smooth?”

“Beautiful?” said Smooth, “Who’s beau-
tiful?”

“Sonia Clonet.”

“Oh—her! She’s not a bad-looking
dame but I can’t get excited about her.”

“Faker!” said Gilda. “She was twisting
you around her little finger.”

“Don’t be a kid. That gal thought she
had a sucker and tried to kick me around.
A few days ago she put me on a spot—
and you think I fell for her?”

“On a spot? What happened?”

Smooth told about the sailor who had
tried to kill him with the falling boom.
Then he told of the night when Sonia had
left him at the rail of the ship where Pedro
Blanco could stun him and toss him over
the side. Gilda sat quietly through the
story but as Smooth told of his trip to
Sonia’s home and the affair with the knife-
thrower, her eyes lost their softness. And
slowly that all-wise expression came to her
face. When Smooth looked up to her he
saw the Gilda Garland who had matched
wits with the fastest thinkers of Broadway
the wise-money crowd. And he knew be-
hind that white forehead a lightning mind
was matching the pieces of his story with
what Gilda already knew.

“Why don’t you open up, Gilda?” he
asked. “You know the answers. Ever since
I started on this case you've known more
about it than I do. Why don’t you help
me?”

“I told you not to take the case,” she
said. “When we were in New York I
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warned you it would be a tough oné. But
you didn’t take my advice.”

“I can’t pick my cases. Whatever the
Department hands out—that’s what I
take. But I did think the girl I intend to
marry would give me a hand instead of
working on the other side.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Why shouldn’t 1? You tried to hook
me up with Rod Martell. And now you're
here in Cuba—in Sonia’s room. And I
know she’s one of the mob. Don’t you
think that needs a little explaining?”

Gilda smiled and looked through the
open window to the moon that was big and
round and heavy with gold. Sometimes
when Smooth talked to her it was difficult
to remember he was a Treasury Agent
with a dangerous reputation. He didn’t
seem like a man acknowledged by every
smart crook in the country as the fastest-
thinking Federal in the business—a man
who looked for and enjoyed a gun fight.
Instead, he seemed a whimsical youngster
with a smile that instilled confidence and
affection—someone to protect and shelter
from any harm that might come to him.

CHAPTER X

GILDA TAKES A HAND

ILDA had known many men before

she met Smooth. But she had never
been in love. When it came, it tossed all
her hard-learned rules into the discard.
* She forgot that men—all men—were ene-
mies. She forgot she had promised herself
that she would use them, hurt them, laugh
at them and forget them. All that was
gone and one thought was uppermost in
her mind. Regardless of what might hap-
pen to her, she must take care of Smooth.
Nothing must hurt him.

When Rod Martell had warned her the
mob would kill Smooth if necessary, her
one idea had been to prevent this. She
had tried to keep Smooth from taking the
case—and she had failed. When Rod told
her Smooth was on the Princess Nola
bound for Havana, she had asked Martell
for another chance. The gambler had been
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noncommital. He told Gilda there was
someone running the mob who gave the
orders. What would happen on the ship
was out of his control. But he agreed to
speak with the boss and stall for time
if Smooth should reach Cuba alive.

Gilda had been forced to play along.
She promised Martell she would meet
Smooth in Cuba and lead him off on a
dozen wrong chases. In effect, she had be-
come part of Ma-tell's crowd. Her job
was to keep Smooth from learning too
much. In return Martell promised that
Smooth would not be killed. It was a
peculiar arrangement made possible only
by Gilda’s reputation. Martell knew Gilda
would even the score if Smooth were hurt.
He also knew the Treasury Department
would tear things wide open to find the
ones responsible if Smooth Kyle were
killed. For these reasons Martell was giad
to have Gilda help in any way possible.
But he had admitted that someone bigger
than he gave the fnal orders.

As for Gilda—years of association with
the fast-moving crcwd that made a living
over gambling tables had taught her to
respect them as dangerous enemies. Her
confidence in Smoo:h’s ability to take care
of himself was less2ned when she thought
of his willingness to take chances. And it
wasn’t wise to take chances with Rod Mar-
tell. If it were possible, Gilda would gladly
tell Smooth and the other agents of the
Department all she knew. She would like
nothing better than to see Martell and his
mob dropped quickly into a Federal jail.
But Gilda realized she did not have
enough information to secure a conviction.
She had no idea who this “boss” might be
—the man from whom Martell took orders.
By telling Smooth what little she knew she
would be simply sending him into trouble.
By stringing along with Martell she might
stall things until another agent was as-
signed to the job. Anything was better
than nothing. And Gilda took what the
gods offered.

“Do you want me to help you, Smooth?”
she asked at lengtk.

“You know I do.”
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“If we break this case will you quit the
Department?” ,

“Perhaps. But why bring that up now?”

“Oh—just thinking. If I’'m ever going
to be Mrs. Kyle T'd like it to happen be-
fore my ninety-first birthday.”

“They marry peop.e in Cuba,” Smooth
laughed. “How’s about it?” 3

“Act your age. I want a Broadway wed-
ding.”

“Then yowll get one just as soon as I
catch up with Martell and his heels. And
that shouldn’t take long.”

“How much have you learned in Ha-
vana?”

“Very little,” Smooth admitted. “But if
vou'll npen up and tell me what you know,
I might get to first base.”

“There isn’t much I can tell you,” said
Gilda. “Martell knows you’re on this case
and he was willing 0 do business with
you.”

“And you told him—?”

“That I didn’t think you would,” said
Gilda. “I’ll admit I tried to make you act
sensible and take his offer. But—"

“What else do you know?”

“That’s about all,” said Gilda. “Martell
told me you had come to Havana and I
followed along.”

MOOTH lifted Gilda’s hands and stud-
NJ jed the long slender fingers. Her
story was direct but it didn’t make sense.
He knew Gilda was telling him only part
of the truth. But he could not understand
why she hid things from him.

“How did you happen to find Sonia?”
he asked cautiously.

“Through Martell. He told me you'd
probably be with her.”

“Nice guy!” snapped Smooth,

“He was almost right, wasn’t he?”

“Now don’t start that again,” said
Smooth. “We’re talkirg business.”

“All right. What’s next?”

“I don’t know,” said Smooth. “Any
ideas?”

“A few. But first, suppose you tell me
just how much you've learned.”

“T've told you.”
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Smooth looked closely at Gilda as he
spoke. He sensed the evasion in her an-
swers—knew she was stalling. He’d seen
Gilda in this role before when she was
matching wits with a man, The more he
realized she was on guard, the more he
was determined to be cautious. Gilda had
always liked money. She made no pre-
tense to the contrary. Perhaps her desire
for big money had caused her to throw
in with Martell and his mob. Perhaps she
expected to make a quick take and claim
the money as some she had always had in
the bank. Smooth didn’t know. And he was
worried. As a result he decided to tell
Gilda nothing.

“I’ve told you all I know,” he repeated.
“But I still don’t know what happened to
Sonia.”

“It’s a long story,” laughed Gilda.

“Let’s hear it. I've got lots of time.”

“Well—after you left I flew to Miami
and then took another plane across to
Havana. I knew Sonia Clonet was stopping
at the Sevilla—so here I am.”

Smooth said nothing. There was some-
thing wrong with Gilda’s story. It didn’t
quite add up. And when he started check-
ing the timing, he realized what was
wrong. Smooth had not decided to live at
the Sevilla until the Princess Nola was
ready to dock. He remembered Tibbs had
made the suggestion while the bags were
being packed. That was early this morn-
ing. And he was sure Sonia had come to
the Sevilla to be close to him. How then
could Martell have told Gilda where he
was? How could Martell have known
about it two days previous? It didn’t make
sense.

“Martell told you where to find Sonia?”

“Yes,” said Gilda. “Don’t you believe
me?” I

“Any reason why I shouldn’t?”

“None at all.”

“Then suppose you tell me what hap-
pened to Sonia?”

Gilda laughed. “She invited me to her
room. When I arrived she was writing that
cute little note to you. I happened to see
it—and see the envelope, too. So—"
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“So what?”

“I socked her.”

“What?”

“Yes. And I hurt the back of my hand,”
said Gilda. She pointed to a bruise on her
knuckles, then held the hand close to
Smooth’s lips. “Kiss it, and make it all
better.”

“Of all the wacky dames in the world,
you take the prize!”’ cried Smooth. “What
made you sock her?”

“What's your guess?”

“I haven’t got one!” he snapped. “But
it’s dollars to dimes Sonia was going to
tell me all she knew—and you spoiled it.”

“Tell you—or show you?”

“Don’t be a chump!”

“Well, it’s not too late. Maybe she’ll
still tell you.”

“Yeah—by carrier pigeon. That dame
is probably on her way to China. T'll
never see her again.”

“Oh, go powder your nose,” said Gilda.
“You look silly when you're excited.”

“A great help you turned out to be,” he
said. “I spend time and trouble working
on a dame that can tell me all the things
I want to know, and you sock her in the
nose and chase her.”

“Who chased her?”

“You did!”

“Don’t be a baby,” laughed Gilda. “I
told you to powder your nose. Maybe
she’ll help you.”

A SUDDEN thought came to Smooth.
He jumped to his feet and hurried
to the door leading to the bath. He
opened it and snapped on the light. Sonia
was there—seated on a bath stool. Her
position was not at all dignified and the
eyes that met Smooth’s were harder than
glass. A towel was wrapped about her
mouth and knotted tightly behind her
head. Another, torn into strips and fash-
ioned into a rude binding was circled
about her waist, pinning her arms to her
sides. Her ankles were tied and there was
a binding about her knees. The whole af-
fair had been done with thoroughness and
the knote were tied efficiently although

- back of a2 hand that trembled.
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they were hardly models of neatness. The
final touch, and one that would have told
Smooth the job was done by a woman if
he had not already known, was the man-
ner in which Sonia was held in place. Her
head had been forced through the shoul-
der straps of a silk slip and this strong but
lace-trimmed garment was knotted to a
hook in the wall. Sonia Clonet would have
hanged herself if she tried to wriggle

. toward the door.

“Well, T'll be daraned!” cried Smooth,
trying not to laugh.

He fumbled at the knots. Secondr passed,
then minutes. Gildz* had dampened the
knotted towels and Smooth could make
little headway. While he worked Gilda
stood in the doorway and watched. At
length he decided to use his knife and
slipped the blade uader the lashings.

“Her eyes are beautiful,” said Gilda
when Smooth took the towel from Sonia’s
face. “Too bad one of them is closed.”

“Is that nice?” asied Smooth. “Gilda—
why don’t you learn to act like a lady?”

“Nuts, darling,” said Gilda quietly.
“Rub Sonia’s wrists. She’s been here for a
few hours and I'm afraid she hasn’t been
very comfortable.” g

“Comfortable?” said Smooth. “She’s
ready to faint.”

“There’s water handy. Sprinkle some on
her face. In fact, it might be better if you
filled the tub and dropped her into it.”

“Never—mind—tte tub,” stammered
Sonia.

“She says never m'nd the tub,” repeated
Gilda sweetly.

“I heard her,” saic. Smooth.,

He helped Sonia to her feet and walked
with her to the other room. Here he ar-
ranged some cushions in an easy chair and
Sonia seated herself. She was dressed in a
white flannel sport suit that had been
very smart before the towels had creased
it and crushed the material out of shape.
There was a run in one stocking that
started at the ankle and her white shoes
were scuffed. Her har was in disarray and
she brushed it from her forehead with the
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“Shall T get you a brandy?” asked
Smooth anxiously.

“Always the gentleman,” snapped Gilda.
“Get two, while you're at it.”

“T don’t want anything,” said Sonia.
“And the sooner both of you get out of
this room the better I'll like it.”

“Now fancy that,” said Gilda. “I come
all the way from New York to pay the
girl a friendly visit, and she orders me
out of the room.”

“Lay off, Gilda!” said Smooth. “You’ve
caused enough trouble for one evening.”

“In that case I'll look at the moon while
you children talk,” said Gilda. “The room
is so large it won’t seem crowded with
three of us here.”

“Havana isn’t large enough to suit me,
with you in town,” said Sonia.

“Hold everything!” said Smooth. “There
are a few questions I’d like to ask you,
Sonia. And the first one is about your note
to me. Why did you write it?”

“She was waiting for a street car,” said
Gilda, “and she thought you might like
to wait with her.”

“I'm talking to Sonia,” said Smooth.
“She’ll give the answers.”

“That’s what you think!”
Sonia.

“Now don’t let this get you off on the
wrong track,” said Smooth. “Gilda is a
swell gal but sometimes she goes a bit
nutty. I think she was cropped on her head
when she was young.”

“But not hard enough,” said Sonia.

Gilda smiled. “You say the sweetest
things.”

“Be quiet!” yelled Smooth. “I'm talking
to Sonia.”

“I wouldn’t think of interrupting.”

“Then please stop talking.”

“T haven’t said a word, darling,” said
Gilda. She turned to Sonia and smiled.
“You don’t mind if I call him darling?”

“Call him anything you want. But get it
over and get out.”

“Quaint, isn’t she?” said Gilda lightly.
“You meet the strangest people in your
line, Smooth. So very, very interesting.”

“Now listen, Gilda,” said Smooth. “Fun
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is fun—but this happens to be business.”

“Of course, dear. Go right ahead.”

“Save yourself a lot of trouble and for-
get it,” said Sonia. “I’ve got nothing to
say to you, Smooth.”

“TI think youre making a mistake,
Sonia,” said Smooth.

“So do I,” agreed Gilda. “Smooth is a
delightful boy to talk with. So sympathetic
—so understanding.”

“I give up!” cried Smooth. “For two
cents I'd toss you into the hall, Gilda.”

“See?” said Gilda. She smiled at Sonia.
“He loves me.”

“This may all be very funny to you,”
said Sonia. “But I'm not enjoying it. Sup-
pose you both clear out of here.”

“We might just as well,” said Smooth
disgustedly. “Little Gilda has certainly
jammed the works tonight.” He crossed to
the door and motioned to Gilda. “Come on
—let’s go!”

“But I’'m not going anywhere,” said
Gilda. “I’'m hardly dressed for the street.
Besides—this negligee belongs to Sonia.”

“Keep it,” said Sonia. “It’s worth it to
get rid of you.”

“Aren’t you the darling,” said Gilda
sweetly. “But I wouldn’t think of such a
thing.”

“Oh, go take a jump in the lake—both
of you,” said Smooth. “Give me a ring in
the morning, Gilda. We’'ll have breakfast
in the hotel.”

He slammed the door as Gilda threw
him a kiss. Sonia said nothing but looked
inquiringly at Gilda. The tall blonde
walked to a mirror and stared at her
reflection  thoughtfully. Sonia laughed
shortly.

“If you’re trying to think of a few cute
remarks,” she said, “don’t bother on my
account. I've heard all I want tonight.”

ILDA swung to face her, There was

no lightness nor laughter in her eyes

now. They were cold. Hard. A masklike

firmness settled about her lips. She moved
closer to Sonia.

“Skip it!” she snapped. “What you

want doesn’t count, Bright Eyes. Now
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you’re going to hear a few things I didn’t
have time to say before.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will before I'm finished,” said
Gilda, She seated herself on the edge of
the bed and tapped an insistent forefinger
against Sonia’s elbow. “You and I are due
for a showdown. You’re a nice kid but
you're out of your class. When you tied
up with Rod Martell you walked right in
over your head. And unless you're smarter
than I think you are, youre due to get
drowned.”

“Thanks for nothing,” snapped Sonia.
“I’ve managed to take care of my affairs
very nicely without your help. I think I
can still do that little thing.”

“Sure you can. But you’re not going to.”

“Why not?”

“Because I've met sweet-faced dames
like you before and most of them spelled
trouble. But if you think you can put
Smooth Kyle on a spot and get away with
it~—you’re crazy.”

“Just where do you fit into this deal?”
asked Sonia.

“That’s something for you to worry
about. But I'll tell you this much—from
now on you leave Smooth Kyle alone.
And those orders come from Rod Mar-
tell.” ’

“Do you work for him?”

“Send him a cable and find out,”
snapped Gilda.

“Maybe I will.,”

“Suit yourself. And as for the rest of
the deal, you can keep right on with your
work and smuggle diamonds until you're
fifty. It doesn’t mean a thing to me. But
leave Smooth alone if you don’t want
trouble in large helpings.”

“You said that before. If you’ve noth-
ing else to say I wish you'd get out of
my room.”

“Sorry,” said Gilda. “This is my room
tonight. You can have it back tomorrow.”

“What do you mean?”

“Simply that I'm not going to bother
climbing into my clothes. I'm going to
bed. Help yourself to a comfortable chair
if you like.”
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“You mean you'r: going to—"

“Good night!” said Gilda.

She threw back the covers and pounded
a dent in the pillow. Next she tossed the
dressing gown over a chair and kicked
off the slippers. She stretched, yawned,
climbed into the bed and closed her eyes.

“You've certainly got plenty of nerve,”
said Sonia angrily. “If this is your idea
Of____)’

The telephone hell rang and Gilda
stretched an arm toward the instrument.

“Hello,” she saic. “Yes, this is Miss
Clonet’s room. ... . No, this isn’t Sonia.
It’s Gilda. . . . Oh, hello, Rod. I thought
I recognized your voice. . . . Yes, she’s
bere. . . . Well, T suppose I can. ... All
right. Goodhye.”

She hung up and swung her feet to the
floor. Again she strztched and rubbed at
her eyes.

“No rest for thz wicked,” she said.
“That was Rod Martell. He wants to see
me, so I guess you get your bed after all.”

“Where is he?’” asked Sonia. ‘

“Downstairs in the lobby. He’ll see you
in the morning.”

“But I thought he was in New York.”

“So did I. But 1 suppose he followed
me here.” ;

Gilda dressed as cuickly as possible and
Sonia watched her in silence. She was
wearing a white sharkskin outfit that
suited her blonde heauty perfectly. The
dress was well cut with a sun-back and
narrow shoulder straps. Over it Gilda
slipped a short Eton jacket of the same
material. The sandals were of white linen
and her initials were embroidered in the
corner of her linen handbag. A few dabs
with her powder puf and a last glance in
the mirror sent her to the door. She turned
and looked at Sonia.

“Thanks for the use of your room,

. Honey,” she said. “And I'd advise you to

put a cold compress on that eye.”

ARTELL was waiting in the lobby

and he got up from his chair as

Gilda approached. His cheeks were drawn

and he looked tired but there was a neat-
7 A—2
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ness about the man that was characteristic
of Rod Martell, the garrbler. He lifted
Gilda’s hand to his lips and nodded ap-
proval of her dress.

“Sorry to bother you at this late hour,”
he said. “But I thought you might be glad
to see me.”

“T am,” said Gilda quickly. “Where can
we talk?”

“There’s a café just a few blocks away,”
said Martell. “A nice little place on Calle
Villegas. Shall we go there?”

“That suits me,” said Gilda and fol-
lowed Martell to the street.

A car was waiting anc Martell spoke
quietly to the driver. They rolled east and
Martell turned to smile a: Gilda.

“I notice you located SHonia,” he said.
“Was she surprised to see you?”

“Very,” said Gilda. “But I can’t under-
stand how you arrived in Cuba so quickly.
I received a cable from you this morning
telling me to get in touch with Sonia
Clonet at the Sevilla. It’s only a few hours
after midnight and—here you are. How
did you do it?”

“I used one of the regular passenger
planes to Miami and ther hired an inde-
pendent to bring me across. The whole
trip took less than ten hours.”

“Any special reason for the speed?”

“A very good one,” said Martell, “T had
to see someone to keep Sirooth from being
killed.”

“And did you?”

“We'll talk about that later.”

The car stopped near a small café and
Martell helped Gilda to the sidewalk. He
found a table in a corner and gave an
order to a deferential waiter. When glasses
had been put on the table he lifted his
in salute to Gilda and touched it to his
lips. Then he leaned forward.

“How did you get along with Sonia?”
he asked.

“Great,” said Gilda. “I blacked her eye.”

Martell laughed. “I thought something
iike that might happen. But I'd advise you
to be careful, Gilda. Sona isn’t a fool.”

“The devil with Sonia,” said Gilda, “I
want to know why your raob tried to kill
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Smooth Kyle aboard the Princess Nola.”

Martell shrugged. “I couldn’t help that.
I asked the boss to lay off but evidently
Smooth was learning too much. There was
a chance to make it look like an accident
50—

“The boss?” said Gilda sharply. “Who
is he?”

“As T told you before—that’s my busi-
ness.”

“But I thought you agreed to give me
a chance? You told me Smooth wouldn’t
be hurt if I kept him from learning too
much. And today he walked into a knife
man here in Cuba. Is that the way you're
going to run this deal?”

“That’s why I’'m here, Gilda. The boss
told me Smooth walked into Sonia’s house
and learned more than was healthy. He
made a fool of a fellow named Falero—
kidded him into thinking Smooth was one
of the boys. Then he backed old Gonzales
into a corner.”

“Gonzales?” *

“The fellow who owns the shop where
Sonia works. He's a nice old chap but
stupid. I'm afraid he won’t be with us
long.” ‘

“Nice people!” said Gilda. “And what
about Falero?”

“He may be missing, too. The boss
doesn’t like fools.”

“Maybe not. But he’s acting like one.”

{(YeSP’7

“You know he is,” said Gilda evenly.
“I've got a few friends, Rod. And so has
Smooth. If he gets hurt they won’t stop
until you and the rest' of the boys are
sitting in a sack in the river.”

“I believe you, Gilda.”

“Then why don’t you do something
about it?”

“I'm trying to. Please believe me.”

“How about Sonia Clonet? Is she going
to be among the missing, too?”

“I'm not sure. The boss may decide to
make a change and put in a new girl.”
Martell grinned. “Would you like the
job?”

“I might surprise you and take it,” said
Gilda.
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“And the boss might surprise you—and
accept.”

“In the meanwhile, what happens here
in Cuba?”

“That depends upon Smooth,”
Martell. “If he learns too much—”

“Suppose T show you a way to take
him off the case?”

“Great! That’s all we want. And we’ll
pay to get it.”

“You’re darn right you will,” said Gilda.
She leaned closer to Martell. “Here’s an
idea that may work. Smooth knows that
Sonia, Gonzales, Falero and a sailor named
Blanco are part of your crowd. I think
he imagines you are the boss. Now if you
can spare one or two more men and a few
diamonds, I think I can wind things up
in a hurry.”

“We can spare those things very nicely,”
said Martell. “But keep talking.”

“Suppose Sonia were caught smuggling
diamonds into the States. And suppose she
confessed that Blanco was helping her.
Then in her confession she could implicate
Gonzales and Falero. If one or two more
men were implicated, it would appear as
though the whole ring had been caught.
You could disappear for a while and the
case would be marked closed.”

“You mean let Sonia and the others go
to jail?”

“Why not? It’s better than getting
killed. And that’s what you intend to do
with them.”

Martell smiled thoughtfully. “You're
clever, Gilda. I'm glad you’re working with
me instead of against me.”

“Don’t kid yourself that I like it,”
snapped Gilda. “I'm doing it for just one
reason—and you know his name.”

“T like that idea,” said Martell. “I think
I can improve upon it, though. If Smooth
thought I were dead—"

“You will be if you try to cross me.”

“As I said—if Smooth thought I were
dead he might be convinced the ring was
broken. He’d have six or seven convictions,
a few stones, and that would be the end
of it.”

‘(“7611—)’
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“T'm going to submit that idea to the
boss, If he likes it, I'll get in touch with
you and we can work out the details. In
the meanwhile, t:y to keep Smooth busy.
Keep him out of trouble.”

“That’s like trying to keep a duck out
of water,” said Gilda. “Sometimes 1 can’t
understand why [ love that guy.”

“T can,” said Martell. “It would be one
of the greatest pleasures of my life to toss
him over the walls of Morro Castle. I'd
enjoy watching the sharks make a break-
fast of him. But— T can’t help respect-
ing the fool.”

CHAPTER XI

TI3BS’ TOUR

MOOTH was digging heartily into a
grapefruit when Gilda joined him in

the patio of the hotel. He waved his spoon
at her and pointed to the opposite chair
which was vacan:. She seated herself and
looked with interest at the appointments
of this breakfast nook. A fountain splashed
over a nearby rock garden and two huge
green pottery frogs stared at it in glazed-
eyed wonder. A wide, striped awning was
hung from Moorish lances and at times
birds swooped beneath it to drink at the
small pool. In reed cages that hung in pro-
fusion about the walls bright-colored song-
sters vied with their wild mates and put
them to shame. A breeze drifted down
from the tops of the adjoining walls and
crackled the palm fronds. A compelling
scent came from the scarlet flowers near
the water and it mingled pleasingly with
the aromatic tang of freshly-brewed
coffee.

“Something like Agua Caliente, isn’t it
Smooth,” said Gilda.

“Very much,” he agreed.

“Remember what happened there?”

“Sure. You kisszd me for the first time.”

“I did not. You did the kissing.”

“What’s the diference?”

“Plenty. But I wasn’t thinking of that.”

“No? What, then?”

“I was thinking of the fellow who al-
most shot the top of your head off.”

e b ol
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“Nice subject for the breakfast table,”
- -laughed Smooth. “Can’t you think of any-
thing more pleasant?”

" “Not while you go chasing smugglers.”

“I'm not chasing thera today.”

“How come?”’

“I'm going 51ghtseem
~ to show me the town.’

“Tibhs? Who's he?” asked Gilda.

“He was my steward on the Princess
Nola. Funny little fellow.”

“But how is he going to show you Ha-
vana?”’

“He lives here. This trip he got a leave
of absence and is going t) spend some time
at home. Today he’s going to show me
some of the interesting s>ots here.”

“I didn't know you went in for sight-
seeing.”

“Oh, I like to get a general idea of the
layout of the city when I expect to spend
any time in a place.”

“How long do you expect to be in Ha-
vana?”’ .

“Quien sabe?”

“Quien who?”

Tibbs is going

“That’s Spanish. [t means, ‘who
knows?”
“Cute,” said Gilda. ‘I let you out of

my sight for a week and you go Spanish
on me.”

“T'm just a gypsy at heart.”

“Yes—with a fondness for brunettes.”

“Nix! Don’t start thbat again. And by
the way-—where did you sleep last night?”

“In a very pleasant room on the sixth
floor. Come down and see me some time,
The view from the window is lovely.”

“Go jump in the foun:ain,” said Smooth.

“When do we star: this sightseeing
business?”

“We?” said Smooth. ¢
going?”

“No. It was my idea. Don’t you want
me?”

“Glad to have you,” said Smooth. “But
1 thought you might be busy.”

“Doing what?”

“That'’s just what I'd like to know.”

“Listen, Handsome——my job in Cuba is
to keep vou out of trovble.”

Did I say we were

115

“Really? Does it pay well?”
“I'm satisfied.”

WAITER came to take Gilda’s order.

She asked for fruit juice, rolls and
coffee. Smooth grinned and started on his
bacon and eggs.

“On a diet?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “I notice you pre-
fer thin girls.”

“Let’s talk about something else,” he
said quickly. “Have you any ideas how
I can catch up with Martell and his pals?”

“Well, you might ask Martell. He’s in
town this week.”

t{What?))

“Surprised?”

“Naturally. When did you see him?”

“Last night. He still wants you to work
for him.”

“And what did you tell him?”

“I said you would drop in to see him
in a day or two,” lied Gilda.

“Day or two?” What’s the matter with
today?”

“He’'ll be busy until Monday.”

“What's his address?”

“T1 tell you Monday.”

“Be nice, Gilda,” said Smooth. “We
aren’t going to break this case if you clown
around. Just give me a lead and I know
something will happen.”

“So do I,” laughed Gilda. “And you'll
be on the receiving end.”

When the meal was over Smooth walked
with Gilda to the lobby. Here he found
Tibbs waiting near the desk. The usual
aroma of good tobacco hung like a mantle
about the steward. The little Englishman
was carefully dressed in whites and he
bowed deferentially when Smooth intro-
duced him to Gilda. They talked ‘casually
for a few moments and then Tibbs sug-
gested they get started. He wanted to show
them the more beautiful spots of the city
proper and then drive out of town. He
suggested a taxi that could be hired for
the day and Smooth agreed.

In front of the hotel Tibbs motioned
to a driver who stood near a fairly-modern
car. There was a short conversation and
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Tibbs announced the car couid be hired
for six pesos for the day. This was a bat-
gain and Gilda complimented Tibbs for his
shrewdness. But Smooth objected. He
claimed he could hire a car for five pesos.

He motioned to Gerry Portela who was
parked near the entrance. When the taxi
driver crossed toward Smooth the other
driver objected violently. He shouted at
Gerry and waved his arms. Gerry did not
answer but looked inquiringly at Smooth.

“Say, driver,” said Smooth quickly,
“would you drive us around Havana today
for about five pesos?”

“Si, senor,” said Gerry with a perfectly
serious nod. “Com mucho gusto. Cinco
pesos es bueno!”

“Oh, I say—his car is much too old,”
said Tibbs. “The other is really worth an
additional dollar.”

“ think so, too,” said Gilda. “Let’s use
the big car, Smooth.”

“Nothing doing,” said Smooth. “These
hack drivers can’t clip an old-timer like
me. The job is only worth five pesos and
that’s what I’'m paying. Get in, Gilda.”

Gilda looked sharply at Smooth. He had
never been the type who argues to save a
doltar. In fact, Gilda had often wondered
how much of his pay was left when he
finished handing out tips. And this sudden
display of shrewdness puzzled her. But
Smooth was already helping her into
Gerry’s car and waving away the other
driver. Tibbs looked helplessly at Gilda
and was boosted into the back seat by
Smooth. Gerry stepped on the starter, cut
the wheels sharply and drove off to the
tune of the other driver’s curses.

“To the Malecon,” said Tibbs. “Then
out toward the Miramar district.”

Gerry nodded and stepped on the gas.
Gilda looked questioningly at Tibbs.

“Don’t you speak Spanish?” she asked.

“QOh, yes, madam. Quite fluently. But
all of these drivers understand a little
English.”

“Syre,” said Smooth. “I’ll bet this guy
is a Harvard graduate. That right, driver?”

“Me spik good Anglais,” said Gerry as
he all but killed a hurrying pedestrian.
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MOOTH smothered a laugh. Gerry was

quick enough on the uptake, but his
attempt at dialect almost threw Smooth.
He remembered thz fast-thinking, quick-
talking companion of the night previous
and the contrast was great. Gerry had
realized Smooth did not want to make
their acquaintance nown. Taking his cue
from Smooth’s first remarks he had played
dumb.

And this was as Smooth wanted it. If
Gilda intended to play her cards from the
bottom of the deck, Smooth decided it
it might be well to hold an ace or two
of his own in reserve. He had liked Gerry
at their first meeting. " To a degree he
trusted him. And that affair in Gonzales’
shop had made this trust stronger. It might
possibly be that Gerry could help Smooth
again, He might even learn some of the
things Gilda was keeping hidden. For that
reason Smooth con:inued to treat him as
a stranger as they rolled along the beauti-
ful Havana waterfront.

Gilda leaned back comfortably in the
tonneau as if she hadn’t & care in the
whole wide world.

Tibbs pointed léft and right, describing
the points of inter:st. Across the harbor
was Morro Castle, built in the year 1597
to protect Cuba from the pirates. Near
it the Cabanas Fortress where political
prisoners were lodged with their retinues
of servants. They passed the huge Hotel
Nacional, the Bafios Publicos and stopped
for a moment near Castillo de la Chorrera
—an old fort that was now used as a nau-
tical club. They crossed the Rio Almen-
dares and rode ouvt toward the Casino.
When they came to an open stretch of
country where a fine building looked out
over wide fields, Tibbs lowered his voice
and leaned closer to Smooth.

“There is quite a joke about this place,”
he said cautiously. “A very fine joke.”

“Why whisper?” said Smooth.

“The driver,” said. Tibbs wisely. “Dur-
ing the present regime it isn’t well to ex-
press opinions.”

“You mean the taxi drivers like this
fellow Batista?”




“They think he is a god.”

“Then he must be a regular guy,” said
Smooth. “Hackmen don’t usually guess
wrong.”

“But he has done sone terrible things,”

 said Tibbs quietly.

“What, for instance’”

“That building over there,” said Tibbs.
“It used to be a very fashionable hotel.
Oh, very fashionable.”

“Yes,” said Gilda. “I't looks very nice.”

“It was perfection,’ breathed Tibbs.
“But when Batista came into power he
decided to use this section for a training
ground for the army officers. Every morn-
ing there were cavalry exercises—trumpets
sounded—men shouted as they charged
across the fields. Thea there would be
target practice—guns going off—hour after
hour. Oh, it was quite terrible.”

“What's wrong with that?” asked
Smooth. “Isn’t the army expected to drill?”

“Oh, yes. But not in a fashionable
neighborhood. It drove all the customers
away. The hotel was emptied in no time
at all.”

“Then what happenad?” asked Gilda.

“When the paying g iests moved out—
the officers moved in,” said Tibbs. “It’s
really quite terrible.”

Smooth laughed loud and long. Gilda
joined him and Tibbs Icoked at them both
in astonishment. Gerry drove steadily on
without comment. Whan he came to a
side road leading off to the left Tibbs
told him to stop. The lit:le steward pointed
to a group of officers riding across the
fields.

“There they are,” he said, “—the new
soldiers of Cuba.”

“Can we drive in there?” asked Smooth,
“I'd like to watch those fellows drill.”

“Well—I wouldn’t advise that,” said
Tibbs. “Of course, if vou would like to
watch them I know of a side road that
leads closer to the grounds.”

“Let’s go,” said Smooth, “This looks
interesting.”

“Oh, why look for trouble?” said Gilda.
“If we're not supposed to go in, let’s keep
driving.”
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“It’s quite interesting,” said Tibbs.

“Come on, Gilda. Be a sport,” said
Smooth,

Gilda shrugged a shoulder and grinned.
Smooth nudged Tibbs in the ribs and the
steward gave some rapid directions to
Gerry in Spanish.

HE car followed the main road for a
short distance and then swung off
on a little-used side road. Ten minutes of
driving took them to the crest of a hill
where it was possible to watch the maneu-
vers of the government troops. It was an
exciting spectacle and Smooth stood up
in the car to see it. He was pointing out
a particularly intricate cavalry movement
to Gilda when a car drew up directly be-
hind them,

Two men leaped out and hurried for-
ward. Each wore a blue uniform crossed
with heavy leather belts from which hung
a gun and club. Smooth recognized them as
members of the Policia National—an effi-
cient and well-trained organization of po-
lice that kept order in Havana. He looked
questioningly at Tibbs and found the lit-
tle steward crouching low in the car. His
face was drawn into an expression of fear
and his hands twitched nervously.

“What’s wrong?” asked Smooth.,

“The police,” said Tibbs. “They’ve
found us.”

“So what?”

“This is very serious. We shouldn’t be
here.”

“Such fun!” snapped Gilda. “Now I
suppose we spend the night in jail.”

She laughed—but she didn’t sound at all
amused.

The officers had reached the car and
were looking severely at the occupants,
Tibbs answered a sharp question in Span-
ish and one of the officers reached into
the car and grabbed him roughly by the
collar.

“Hey! There’s no need to get rough,”
cried Smooth. “We’re just looking around.
We're tourists—get it?” ’

“You are arrest!” said the officer .
shortly. “We go to Juzgado de Guardiat”
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“Did he say something about the hoose-
gow?” asked Gilda.

“Yes, Beautiful,” said Smooth. “That’s
exactly what the gentleman said. We are
now about to be tossed into the can.”

“Isn’t that nice,” said Gilda.

“It’s nothing serious. Well be able to
explain.”

There was a lengthy discussion between
one of the officers and the steward. Tibbs
waved his thin arms, pointed to Smooth,
pointed to Gilda, jabbered in Spanish and
finally turned to Smooth.

“I’'m afraid we're in for it,” he said.
“T’ve told the officers we meant no harm.
But they insist upon taking us to a po-
lice station.”

“Why not take us to the American
Consul?” asked Smooth. “I can get things
straightened out there.”

Tibbs turned to speak with the officers
and Smooth saw Gerry looking at him
meaningly, It was evident the hackman
wanted to say something but for some
reason had decided not to talk. When one
of the officers questioned him, Gerry
showed his credentials and said nothing.
Again he turned to Smooth and there was
warning in his direct stare. Smooth nodded
slightly,

Tibbs had finished his conversation and
now looked helplessly at Smooth.

“He says the American Consul’s office
is too far away. It is in the Plaza des
Armas—at the other end of town. He in-
sists we go to the nearest police station.”

Kyle glanced at the officer’s face and
saw that he wasn’t fooling—any. Gilda
noticed that, too.

“Well, that seems to settle the argu-
ment,” said Smooth. “Tell him to lead
the way and we’ll follow.”

“But he says we are under arrest,” said
Tibbs anxiously. “We must go in their
car with them.”

“I don’t get that,” said Gilda shortly.

“Neither do I,” added Smooth.

“Oh, it's quite regular,” said Tibbs.
“Qur driver can pick us up when we are
released—that is, if we are released.”

He frowned and looked upset.
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“Is that the way these things are done,
driver?” said Smooth.

Gerry’s shoulders moved slightly. “Quien
sabe?”

N officer had opened the car door
and now directed Gilda and Smooth
to get out. He walked with them to the
police car and motioned them into the
rear. Tibbs followed along and squeezed
in with them. The other officer snapped
a few words at Gerry and swung his arm.
Gerry turned his car and rolled off.
“Will he know where to find us?” asked
Smooth.
“Oh, yes. He kriows,” said Tibbs.
“Why didn’t he follow along?” said

-Gilda.

“The officers won’t allow that,” said
Tibbs. “They are very strict.”

One of the blue-uniformed men seated
himself behind the wheel and drove the
car out to the main road. His companion
in the rear seat askzed Smooth a question
and tapped the gun at his side.

“What’s he want, Tibbs?”
Smooth.

“He asked if ycu were armed—if you
carried a gun.”

Smooth caught Gilda’s eye. Something
was not quite right about this setup. It
had the feel of ar. affair that had been
staged and rehearsed. The officers had
been very anxious to get the whole thing
over in a hurry. “This trip to the police
station could have been made in two cars.
There was no necessity for Smooth, Gilda
and Tibbs to crowd into the small police
car. And that question about his gun—
it didn’t seem right. However, Smooth
lifted his hand and took the gun from his
shoulder holster. The officer grunted and
snatched it.

Tibbs’ eyes widened and he shook nerv-
ously.

“Oh, Mr. Kyle-~that’s bad,” he said.
“It’s against the law to carry gums in
Cuba.”

“Don’t let it worry you,” said Smooth.

His tone was brusk, assured.

“But it does worry me, sir,” said Tibbs.

asked
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“It means we shall all be considered crimi-
nals.”

Smooth didn’t answer. He was watching
the route the officer was following into
town. It was a road that took them
through the outlying and poorer section
of Havana. The streefs narrowed and the
houses took on a look of drabness and
decay. Smooth felt Gilda’s elbow against
his ribs and he turned toward her. She
was glancing down at her initialed hand-
bag that rested upon her knees. For a
moment Smooth did not catch the signifi-
cance of the gesture. He shook his head
slowly.

“This reminds me of a road in Mexico,”
said Gilda casually. “A quiet little road
on the way to Ensenada.”

Then Smooth knew. He grinned and
nodded in agreement. “"he road Gilda men-
tioned had been the scene of a shooting
scrape a few years previous. Smooth had
been cornered by a gunslinger. For a time
it appeared his number was up. He had
no gun. But Gilda had taken one from
her purse—a small, ivory-handled auto-
matic—and she had used it with good
effect.

Now she was reminding Smooth the
same gun was resting upon her knees. It
was a pleasant thought.

“How far is this station house?” Smooth
asked Tibbs.

“I really couldn’t say,” answered the
steward. -

Smooth looked at the officer beside him
who sat staring straight ahead. And as he
looked he realized the man’s uniform
needed pressing. This was a little thing
but it brought to Smooth’s mind a num-
ber of facts. He had noticed the Policia
National were an unisually smart body
of men. They apparently took great pride
in their position and were always in spot-
less attire. This may have been due to
the fact that Batista had been a hard-
boiled army sergeant before his rise to
power. The Cuban army was no longer a
collection of shiftless individuals who pa-
raded about in any uniform that might
suit their fancy. Now they were neat, well-
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dressed, well-paid soldiers. And the police
were also models of efficiency. Smooth re-
called the starched and pressed blue uni-
forms he had seen the previous night. The
men’s equipment had been perfect. And
there was a military snap to their car-
riage that spoke of hard drilling and tough
officers.

But as he looked at these two he noticed
they were sloven. Their caps did not fit.
Their leather holsters needed attention.
And Smooth noticed their brass buttons
had not been polished for weeks.

Smooth was always noticing small and
seemingly unimportant details that way.

HE car swung into a narrow street

and stopped before a dilapidated
building. The officers stepped out and mo-
tioned to Smooth,

“Is this the police station?” he asked
Tibbs.

“Evidently, sir. They want us to get
out here.”

“Nice-looking dump,” said Gilda. “It
smells like a varnish factory.”

Smooth motioned Tibbs toward the car
door. As the steward climbed to the street
Smooth realized they had been tricked.
One of the improvements Gerry had
pointed out the previous day was a new
police station. At the time he had told
Smooth there was not an old station house
in Havana. New buildings had been erected
and they were conspicuous by their neat-
ness. But this place reeked of age. There
was a tall but narrow door leading in from
the street and now one of the officers had
pushed it open. He beckoned to Smooth
and pointed to the hall.

“Don’t get away from my side,” said
Smooth quietly. “I think the boys want
to play games.” ;

“That’s my guess, too,” Gilda whispered.
“Do you want my purse?”’

“Open it and hold it in your left hand
as we go into this joint. And be careful
how you talk. I think these birds under-
stand English.”

“I haven’t found anyone in this place
who doesn’t,” said Gilda.
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She followed Tibbs toward the doorway
and turned there to wait for Smooth. One
officer walked ahead and the other brought
up the rear. He was close to Smooth and
once put his hand on Smooth’s shoulder
and pushed lightly.

“All right, Professor,” said Smooth.
“I’'m going.”

Tibbs had stepped into the hall as
Smooth moved up beside Gilda. The purse
was opened and near to Smooth’s right
hand. He reached in and his fingers closed
about the butt of the small gun. A warm
feeling of security came to him. With a
gun Smooth figured that the odds were
evened.

He slipped it into his coat pocket and
stepped slightly ahead of Gilda.

Apparently there was no one else in the
house but the group that had left the car.
Tibbs was walking toward an open door
that led into a large unlighted room.
Smooth noticed all the shutters were
drawn. His fingers tightened around the

‘butt of the gun.

- When the first officer turned toward him,
he tensed.

“Behind you, Smooth!” cried Gilda.

Smooth spun and the gun lifted. The
second blue-coated figure fired and the re-
port from the heavy gun slammed against
the nearby walls. Smooth felt something
tug at his side. There was no pain but
that did not mean he had not been hit.
He crouched and his left arm swept Gilda
aside. The little automatic chattered an
answer and the officer dropped to his
knees. Even as Smooth turned he caught
a glimpse of the Cuban’s eyes. They were
wide with astonishment. Then Smooth was
firing at the other. The man’s gua had
come clear of the holster but Smooth’s
first slug stopped the pressure of his fin-
ger on the trigger. He, too, dropped to
his knees as though in supplication. As
he bowed forward a thin figure dashed
wildly toward Smooth. It was Tibbs.

“Kill him!” he cried. “Shoot him again!
Again!”

The steward’s voice was high and hys-

terically shrill, His eyes—well, his eyes
were queer. But Smooth Kyle didn’t see
him.

“Take it easy,” said Smooth. “It’s all
over.”

“They tried to murder us!” yelled
Tibbs. “They’re 1obbers—thieves. They
aren’t police—"’

“I wouldn’t be a bit surprised,” said
Gilda.

She had reached down and picked up
Smooth’s gun. She handed it to him and
took the little automatic. Quickly, she
glanced at the clip, snapped it back into
place and dropped the gun into her purse.
“You look silly with that popgun, Smooth.
Let’s check out of this place before the
neighbors complain. I've had enough po-
licemen for one day.”

“These guys area’t cops,” said Smooth.

“You're telling me?” Gilda said. Her
voice shook just a little,

“No!” cried Tibbs. “They’re thieves.
They want to kill us.”

“Not any more,” said Smooth. “They’re
just two sick guys with pains in the chest.”
He turned to Gilda and laughed shortly.
“That peashooter of yours couldn’t kill
a rabbit unless you hit him between the
eyes.”

“That’s where I usually hit them,” said
Gilda. “Now let’s zet out of here.”

“Are those phories through?”

“No. But theyre not exactly healthy.
Now, will you get out of here?”

“Let’s go,” said Smooth.

Smooth stared cown at them, a frown
bitten into his face, his eyes hard and
suspicious and brooding.

He caught Gilda’s arm and started
toward the door. She drew back and mo-
tioned to Tibbs who was staring open-
mouthed at the two men sprawled out on
the floor.

“You first, Little Man,” she said. “Trot
along.”

Smooth
Tibbs?”

“About everyouve,” said Gilda. “And
especially—about you.”

laughed. “Worried about

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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is cold rather than heat that makes

a sentry drowsy. Anyone who has
soldiered in India, the place par excellence
to encounter extremes of climate, can tes-
tify to that. Visit your sentries on a July
night at Kohat when the mercury stands
at over a hundred, the world is a dusty
crucible throwing back the heat absorbed
during the day, and the moonlight seems
to make you perspire, and you will find
severy man alert. Almost too alert for
your personal peace of mind. Every man
will be irritably wid= awake and, especially
if he suffers from prickly heat, eager to let
off his rifle on the smallest provocation.

But visit them on a winter’s night in the
same station and it deesn’t matter if you
stutter when you give the password. They
will—unless, of course, they happen to be-
long to the Unslezping Regiment, with
which regiment and its record this story
deals—be huddled and sleepy like hiber-
nating bears in their poskiteens—sheepskin
coats. And if there happens to be an ice-
laden gale from the Pamirs,—and there
often does happen to be such a gale—you
can walk up to your sentry and slap his
face before his blue fingers can draw the
bolt.

Which facts, needless to say, are in-
cluded in the book of wisdom of the rifle-
thieves. What the experienced stealer of
rifles likes, and what he will wait for for
months if need be, is a bitter night, a hail
storm and a regiment in an exposed posi-

C ONTRARY 0 the general notion it

tion. Given these conditions he can elude
any save the most alert of sentries.
Raisul Makmud, Mohmand Pathan and
most celebrated rifle-thief in the Gomal
territory, knew practically all there was to
be known about his profession, which was
accounted at least as honorable as any
other in those parts. But when he swore in
open durbar gathering that he would break
the record of the Fifty-second Kuttuck
Rifles—better known as the Unsleeping
Regiment—by taking one of their rifles he
did not stipulate a suitable night. For, he
said, throwing out his chest and swaggering
as only a Mohmand Pathan can, he could
get past their sentries any night he chose.
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It would be child’s play for him, Raisul
Makmud the Fox.

It was in open durbar in his own village,
a village that was about as accessible to
the forces of the British Raj as a vulture’s
nest to a herd of elephants, that he made
that boast. All the village elders and many
others were present, and heard. And that
his words were not greeted with open
shouts of derision was purely due to the
fact that the rifie-thief was a hot-tempered
person and almost as good with a knife as
he was at creeping through barbed wire.

For there was a proverb in that village
to the effect that when Raisul Makmud
secured one of the Unsleeping Regiment’s
rifles the sky would rain gold. That regi-
ment was the one blot on his reputation;
the solitary peak he had failed to climb.
He had tried three times and had failed,
on the last occasion sustaining a wound
that would have incapacitated anyone save
a wiry Mohmand. And on that occasion,
more than a year previous, he had saved
his face by proclaiming that the Fifty-
second Kuttuck Rifles were in league with
the devil and therefore to be shunned by
every honest Mohmand rifle-thief.

ND now this sudden volte face! Not

in his cups and bragging to confid-

ants, but in public durbar where men talk

seriously! Tt seemed to his hearers he must

suddenly have gone mad. They glanced at

one another across the fire and hid their
smiles in their beards.

Raisul Makmud was smiling for a differ-
ent reason. His nickname for obvious
reasons was the Fox, and he looked like a
fox that night. Picking up a handful of
sand he tossed it in the air.

«So much for the Unsleeping Regiment!
They’re only water-carriers dressed to look
like soldiers. The legend of their cunning
and vigilance has existed too long. If
they’ve never lost a rifle, as the legend runs,
they’re going to lose one shortly. I, Raisul
Makmud, can stroll past their so-called
sentries as if they were so many piles of
bhoosa (hay) and take one any time I

like.”
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It was the village headman who an-
swered. He was an o.d man now, but in
his youth had been alrnost as noted a rifle-
thief as Raisul. And he too had met his
Waterloo in the Unslezping Regiment.

He spoke thoughtfuly.

“In future methinks Raisul the Fox will
have to be known as Raisul the Grasshop-
per. You remember the tale, brothers? The
grasshopper going to visit his sick mother
had to cross a moantain whose peak
touched the sky. ‘One day when I've got
time,” he chirped, ‘I will sweep this little
heap of dust into the sea.””

There was a roar cf laughter in which
Raisul Makmud joinec as heartily as any.

“And a flea to whom what was really
a little dust loomed like a mountain called
him a boaster!” he said.

“Meaning that I arr a flea?” the village
headman asked sharply.

“Nay, lambadar sahib, for I am a man.
But were I Raisul the Grasshopper T might
not be able to judge so clearly.”

That was too involved for the village
headman and he tried another tack.

“So you are Raisul the Man! Then why
does Raisul the Man ‘wish to rob the Un-
sleeping Regiment for a second time? It is
but a year since he visited them—and
brought back a goverament bujlet in his
chest.” :

The durbar rocked, >ut Raisul remained
imperturbable.

“True, lambadar sakib. Last year 1 took
a bullet, this year I will take a rifle. A
Brutten rifle with dial sights such as have
been lately issued to tae Unsleeping Regi-
ment alone of all the regiments on the
Frontier. It was an honor paid by the
government of the British Raj to that
regiment because they alone have never
had a rifle stolen.”

“And you will take one of those rifles!”
the headman cried incredulously.

“Certainly,” Raisul smiled. “A few
weeks hence the Unsleeping Regiment will
be leaving Girgat, waere they are now
stationed, to return to their depot. They
will spend one night on the camping-
ground at the mouth of the Gilgat ravine.




On that night, no matter whether it be
cold or warm and no matter whether there
be a moon or not, I will take the rifle.
Shall we have a weger on the matter? If
I fail T will give you a quarter of my hold-
ing of tilled ground, and if I bring back
the rifle you will give me—what?”

“The weight of every mountain you can
see from here in solid gold,” the lambadar
said promptly. “You are talking like a
fool, Raisul. In my youth it was said that
the Kuttucks of the Unsleeping Regiment
could see through rccks and hear scorpions
like galloping horses, and they tell me they
are now as they were then.”

“Doubly since the government has en-
trusted them with the Brutten rifles,” a
younger man put in, speaking from sad
experience,

“Then all the more reason for making .

the wager,” Raisul cried. “Come, lambadar
sahib, are you so averse from gaining a
piece of good ground? Or can it be that
though you say I speak foolishly, you
think otherwise in your heart?”

The headman stzred at him. This was
Raisul the Fox and he seemed utterly con-
fident. On the other hand there was the
reputation of the Unsleeping Regiment.
The headman thought of all the legends
he had heard about the uncanny vigilance
of the Kuttucks and took heart.

“All right, Raisul,” he said. “Far be it
from me to stand hetween a fool and his
folly. I will make a wager. If you return
alive bringing with you a Brutten rifle
stolen from the Unsleeping Regiment I will
give you four camels, a year’s store of feed
and—and all my wife’s gold ornaments.”

“Four dying cemels, the hay that
poisoned them and two toe-rings!” Raisul
Makmud sneered. “Am I to risk my life for
those?”

“And what of your land?” the headman
screamed. “There’s not space to bury a
dead mule on its side even if it were pos-
sible to remove the rocks. But since I am
anxious to prove you a liar and a boaster,
1 will also offer—”

A Mohmand enjoys bargaining as much
as a Donegal peasant. To a stranger it
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would have appeared that bloodshed was
imminent. In reality custom was being
observed. The headman, who was wealthy,
increased his offer by fractions of a camel
at a time; other village worthies (gambling
ranks second only to rifle stealing as a
Mohmand pastime) joined in with smaller
offers, and after about three hours Raisul
Makmud stood to win what would make
him a wealthy man for life. Being too
hoarse to bargain any longer he raised his
hand in token of assent.

“So be it,” he said. “In return for what
is offered I will secure the Brutten rifle
from the Unsleeping Regiment on the
night T named.”

The headman had never heard of the
expression “Sez you!” but his grunt was
its precise equivalent in Pushtu.

HERE is a saying to the effect that

no man can keep either his wife or a
secret on the Northwest Frontier., What-
ever truth there be in the former asser-
tion, the latter is undeniable. And Raisul
had spoken in open durbar before many
witnesses. Within twenty-four hours of his
boast it was being discussed and laughed
about from Chaman to Abbotabad, and
those who laughed most heartily of all
were the men of the Unsleeping Regiment
themselves.

A political officer brought the tale in
the first instance. He had had it from a
traveling Baluch peddler and he recounted
it to the colonel of the Unsleepmg Regi-
ment as a good joke.

The colonel roared as the P.O. had
known he would. He had unlimited confi-
dence in the ability of his hawk-eyed, cat-
eared Kuttucks to protect their rifles.

“Kind of him to give us notice before-
hand,” he said. “How long has he been
mad?”’

At mess that evening the colonel re-
peated the story to his second-in-command
as an example of the stupidity and boast-
fulness of Mohmand rifle-thieves. The
second-in-command repeated it to the
adjutant who in his turn told the company
commanders. After that the story perco-
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lated down through the ranks of the Un-
sleeping Regiment like spilled water
through sand. From subaltern to subadar,
from subadar to jemidar and from the
jemidars to the N.C.O’s and sepoys it sank
down, down, down until it reached rock-
bottom, which was Sepoy Fazal Ali.

At Fazal Ali the story stopped, since it
could sink no lower. He was the opposite
pole of the Unsleeping Regiment to the
colonel. He was the youngest, the smallest,
the rawest member of the Unsleeping Regi-
- ment. Indeed, he shouldn’t have been in
it at all, but his prayers and lamentations
had over-persuaded a recruiting officer into
passing him as fit for the army.

Had the officer done his official duty and
rejected him, Fazil Ali’s little heart must
have broken. He was the son of an ex-
havildar; he had imbibed tales of the
glorious traditions of the Unsleeping Regi-
ment with his mother’s milk. He believed
it to be the greatest regiment in the world
and to belong to it to be the greatest honor
any man could win,

The day he first donned the uniform
of the Unsleeping Regiment—a distinctive
uniform with blue puttees and silver but-
tons—he had almost wept with pride. That
the other sepoys had laughed at him, say-
ing that his Kuttuck turban was larger
than himself, had worried him not at all.
And another even more splendid moment
had been when the armorer-kavildar had
issued to him the brand-new Brutten rifle
that was to be his comrade throughout his
service.

“Here you are, hop-o’-my-thumb,” said
the burly armorer-Zavilder. “You can
crawl down the barrel instead of using a
pull-through.”

But Fazil Ali, clinging to the rifle as if
he feared that it might be snatched from
his hands, was too happy to mind what he
said.

When the story about Raisul Makmud’s
boast reached him he laughed” much
louder and longer than the colonel had
done. A Mohmand rob the Unsleeping
Regiment!. New boys and newly joined
soldiers alike should be seen and not

heard, and his mirth earned him the rebuke
of an older sepoy called Amir Din, who was
a year his senior.

“Be silent, little fool,” Amir Din
snarled. “What do you know about Moh-
mand rifle-thieves that you should laugh?
They say that Raisul Makmud the IFox
would take, the puppies from a jackal’s den
without disturbing the dam.”

“Then Allah must heve protected you in
your youth,” Fazil Ali said rudely, and
then dodged a kick.

He disliked Amir Din, who bullied him
more than any other man in the platoon.
Amir Din, he considercd, was not worthy
of the Unsleeping Regiment. He was only
a low-caste Kuttuck who had enlisted to
escape the consequences of a knife-brawl.

Amir Din glared at him.

“You that could protect a rifle no better
than a gnat!” he sneered. “You'll sing a
different tune if the Mohmand steals it
from you!” '

OME weeks passec. and the story of
Raisul Makmud was forgotten. The
expected orders for the Fifty-second Kut-
tuck Rifles F.F. to return from Gilgat to
the winter depot at Siran Khot had arrived
and everyone was busy. It was a fortnight’s
trek across rough, shale-strewn country
where water was scarce and enemies
abounded. They had to march in fighting
formation with pickets on the hilltops and
their advance guard in open order, for it
was a land that had witnessed the ambush-
ing and cutting up of many a fine regiment.
But the Fifty-second knew the game.
Also, their reputation for alertness saved
them a lot of trouble. 1t’s no fun ambush-
ing a regiment that strikes back hard and
quickly, and the Mohmrands watched their
passing with sullen eyes and from a safe
distance, leaving the Unsleeping Regiment
to swing its way proudly across a cowed
land.

Vigilance was not relaxed. Especially at
night when the robbers from the outlaw
villages were on the prowl, were their pre-
cautions stringent, They had more to lose
than their rifles. In thei- trust was a record




unique on the Northwest Frontier—one
that had stood for seventy odd years.

Never in its annals had the Unsleeping
Regiment had a rif'e stolen. Through the
long night-hours, picked men stood guard
upon that record. It was a family tradi-
tion as much as a regimental one, and the
Kuttucks, men wh> held izzat (honor)
dearer than life, needed no orders to up-
hold what their fathers had won.

They relied on odatrols more than on
posted sentries. A Mohmand can spot and
avoid a sentry as easily as he can a tree,
but a patrol that drifts from spot to spot
as noiselessly as ghosts is another matter.
And even if a thief avoided both the
patrols and the sentries there were still
barbed wire and cunningly placed alarms
to be negotiated

In the tents within the perimeter, the
sepoys slept like the spokes of a wheel,
their feet to the center-pole. Some regi-
ments chain their rifles, but the Unsleeping
Regiment scorned that clumsy device which
in the event of an alarm is apt to cause
delay and confusion. Each man had his
rifle by his side ready to his hand. The
ultra-cautious and those who were. un-
usually sound sleepers took the precaution
of fastening the sliag round their wrists
as an additional safeguard.

Sepoy Fazal Ali was one who did so.
He was excused frora all guard duties, not
on account of his tender years but because
of his inexperience, but the long marches
were as much as his strength could manage
and at night he sleat like the proverbial
log.

¢ \N the tenth night of the march when

even the old ‘hands were beginning
to feel stiff and the neophytes to limp, they
arrived thankfully at the Gilgat camping-
ground. It was a spot that had both ad-
vantages and disadvantages. On one hand
it was sandy and level, with a well, but
on the other it was close to the mouth of
the Gilgat Ravine and ringed about by
rough mullak where camel-bush and scat-
tered boulders afforded excellent cover for
a rifle-thief. For, say, Raisul Makmud, if
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the fox were rash enough to attempt to
fulfill his threat.

Betting in the Unsleeping Regiment was
that he would not be rash enough. In case,
however, that he might be lurking in the
vicinity a patrol went out at dusk with
orders to make a search. They came back
at the end of the prescribed two hours
empty-handed and in a bad temper. They
had neither caught nor seen the Mohmand,
but they had heard him.

He’d mocked them like a safely hidden
fox barking at the hounds. From the dark-
ness of the ravine he had shouted queries
about their ancestry and the virtue of their
mothers. And he’d advised them to go
back and have a rifle-inspection, for at
dawn there would be one missing.

For a long time after the return of that
patrol with its tale of insult the camp
seethed like a nest of angry bees. Kuttuck
Pathans have their own brand of humor,
but they don’t like jibes from a Mohmand
rifle-thief. A deputation to the colonel
sahib requested that another patrol—this
time composed of the best trackers in the
regiment, might go out and avenge their
izzat. And the colonel sakib, who thought
even more highly of the izzat of the regi-
ment than did the Kuttucks, sent them
with his blessing.

That patrol had no better fortune than
its predecessor, Raisul Makmud told them
they were spindle-legged sons of basely-
born camels. He shouted to them to take
his salaams to the colonel sakib and tell
him the fox’d be visiting the camp that
night.

To catch or shoot him in the rocky fast-
ness of the Gilgat Ravine was beyond the
powers of even the Kuttucks. The kavildar
in command of the patrol called a halt.

“Useless to pursue the cur further,” he
said. “Anyway, he’s only yelping out of
spite. He will not dare to come within a
koss of our camp this night.”

The patrol returned with its report.
Most of the regiment agreed with the
havildar—that the Mohmand had realized
the impossibility of taking a rifle and was
only venting his baffled spite. But the
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colonel sakib was an old hand and -wiser
in the ways of Mohmands than the Kut-
tucks themselves. By his advice, or orders
rather, the sentries were doubled, the
barbed-wire perimeter intensified and the
roaming patrols warned to be vigilant.

But the rank and file were quite decided
that the Mohmand was only bluffing. To
add to their feeling of security a brilliant
moon arose making the maiden and the
heights above the ravine appear as if
coated with snow. It was an intensely quiet
night,

The patrols, picked men every one,
scattered soundlessly across the moonlit
maidan. The sentries stood with every
sense strained to the uttermost, In the
eighty-pounders the excited Kuttucks
boasted of what they would do if they
caught Raisul Makmud, and in the big
E.P. that was the British Officers’ mess,
subalterns laid odds of fifty to one against
the Mohmand.

The hours passed. The “lights out”
sounded and silence fell upon the camp of
the Unsleeping Regiment. In the tents the
dog-weary men slept, but ceaselessly and
noiselessly as circling owls the picked men
patrolled a perimeter where scarce a lizard
could have moved unnoticed.

ARLY to bed and early to rise is the
rule when marching on the N.W.F.
Half an hour before dawn the shrill crow-
ing of the bugles aroused the camp. Some
men were already astir. Cooking-fires had
been lighted and in the transport lines
cold, hungry sepoys fought with protesting
mules and camels in the gray half-light.

All was orderly and usual. No sign of
Raisul the Fox had been seen; no shot had
been fired at a suspicious shadow. Sud-
denly peace was shattered. A half-dressed
havildar rushed howling from one of the
B Company tents.

He was shouting in his excitement as he
raced for the guard-tent.

“Look to your rifles! One has been taken
from our tent. That of Fazal Ali is gone!
The sling was cut while he slept and the
rifle taken!”

And then there was an uproar that
might have heralded a mutiny.

The Unsleeping Regiment left the
camping-ground three hours later than they
should have done. All tae gear and in par-
ticular the ammunition had had to be
checked; also there had been the rifle-
inspection Raisul Makmud had kindly
recommended. But all that could be es-
tablished was that only Fazal Ali’s rifle
had been taken, as mysteriously as if it
had evaporated into air.

No one could cast any light on the mys-
tery; least of all Fazal Ali himself. He
wept when giving evideace to his company
commander. He had gone to sleep as usual
with the rifle at his side. The sling had
been fastened securely round his wrist. All
he knew was that in the morning the sling
had been cut by a knife and the rifle was
nowhere to be seen.

His company commaader was excusably
angry. He promised Vazal Ali a court-
martial directly they had reached the de-
pot. For the remainder of the march he
was to walk rifleless among the camp-
followers, a keen disgrace for a Kuttuck
of a fighting clan.

“There was some carclessness or else the
rifle could not have been taken. When we
reach the depot the matter will be probed
thoroughly and your lies exposed. You have
blackened the izzat of your regiment and
shown yourself unfit to serve the Raj.”

To himself he thought, “Poor little beg-
gar! He looks heartbroken,” and he was
sorry.

To recover the rifle was impossible. At
last the angry, disgruntled regiment left
the scene of its disgrace.

The colonel, his face like thunder, gave
the word for the main hody to form fours.
As he did so, a low mutter that could not
be repressed ran dowrn the sullen ranks.
He turned and saw what they had seen.
From a hilltop, clearly silhouetted against
the sky, a figure in Mohmand dress was
waving farewell with a rifle.

He was too far for his words to be heard,
but his impolite gestures needed no
explanation.




HEN the repgiment had gone and to
wave longer ‘would have been point-
_ less, Raisul Makinud dropped the old
Martini Henry he had been waving, rolled
on the ground and laughed till his sides
were sore. :

What tickled his Mobhmand sense of
humour was that tte rifle had not yet been
stolen. It was still in the camping-ground,
hidden beneath a few inches of sand.

For there was a traitor in the ranks of
the Unsleeping Regiment. Sepoy Amir Din,
that low-caste Ku:tuck, was a friend of
Raisul Makmud. For a bribe he had con-
sented to help him to get a rifle.

He had selected Fazal Ali, as the
youngest and rawest, to be his victim. They
were in the same section; that night Amir
Din had lain on his left-hand side. While
all slept he had cut the sling, pulled the
rifle off Fazal Ali’s yround sheet and buried
it a foot deep in the soft sand. He had
done it all without sound and without even
moving his body.

Eager as he was to handle the rifle
Raisul the Fox waited until evening be-
fore descending to the open ground. When
the Indian night rolled across the hills and
plains as if the setting sun were pulling
a blanket over the world, the rifle-thief
arose and swung himself down the rocks.
He knew he could find the rifle without
difficulty. Amir Dir. had promised to leave,
as if by accident, an empty tin that would
mark the exact spot where it lay.

But Raisul Makmud was not the only
person in the vicnity of the camping-
ground that night. In a cave close by the
mouth of the ravine there was a deserter.
Fazal Ali had not gone with the camp-
followers. In the bustle of departure he
had slipped away and hidden in a cave.

When evening came he would make ex-
piation. A Kuttuck is a proud man, and
he belonged to the proudest clan of all
Now that he had lost his izzat there was
only one honorable path to go.

All day he had been praying in the
cave. He watched the sun set for the last
time. Then he rose and went out. He had
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his knife. When men found him in the
open with his throat kallal’d men would
know that a Kuttuck had kept the Law.

Just as he reached the edge of the
camping-ground a cloud passed from the
face of the moon and the sand became like
silver. Fazal Ali stopped and gasped. For
a moment he thought the tall figure in
Mohmand dress must be some evil djinn.

It was moving about, peering at the
sand. Then he saw it stop, go down on its
knees and begin to burrow in the sand with
its hands. Now it was lifting something
out. A rifle! And at the same instant a very
human laugh of triumph came to the
watcher’s ears,

And than Fazal Ali understood all. The
rifle-thief had taken the rifle from the spot
where he had slept; he remembered Amir
Din, whom he distrusted, had been beside
him. And he no longer thought about the
expiation of disgrace.

His knife would kallal a throat other
than his own! There was a path by which
the Mohmand must return to the ravine.
He had time to cut him off and lie in wait.
In a flash he became a black serpent creep-
ing among the moonlit rocks.

Perhaps it was the coldness of the night
that had rendered Raisul Makmud less
alert than wusual; perhaps it was his joy at
the possession of the rifle. He hurried up
the path like a fox with a chicken in its
jaws. And when he reached the appointed
spot the Kuttuck sprang and struck with
all his strength, and his knife sped true.

* ok ok

Hours later a sentry of the Unsleeping
Regiment heard approaching footsteps.
They were tired feet that stumbled. He
whipped up his rifle; his stentorian chal-
lenge startled the night.

“Halt! Who goes there?”

Sepoy Fazal Ali answered in a voice
choked by emotion and weariness.

“It is Fazal Ali who has brought back
the ézzat of the regiment.”

Then he staggered forward holding the
rifle proudly like a flag.

o
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Kingdom Come

By MARTIN McCALL

CHAPTER XX

REUNION ON FORTY-EIGHTH

( jORCORAN went back to the flying
field with Dominick. Both men
were trembling with excitement.

“It’s a tremendous idea, Corky! Mag-
nificent! But I'm afraid he’s almost cer-
tain to be killed!” Dominick said.

“There’s a chance he won’t,’ said Cor-
coran grimly. “We’ve got to see to that.
You still might get your hands on those
contracts if they exist now. But if you
can’t, it’s vital you have Jaxon and Miss
Dawson there to speak their piece. Those
contracts—or witnesses to the fact that
they once existed—are vital.”

“I know,” said Dominick.

“Guard those kids with your life, Nick,”
said Corcoran. “The chances are a thou-
sand to one the contracts were destroyed
after you escaped from that place in West-
chester.”

Dominick’s hand went out and gripped
Corcoran’s arm tightly. “Can you picture
it, Corky! Can you picture that grand guy
back there, willing to step up there in the
face of almost certain death! Can you
picture what will happen when the people
hear him and realize what he’s risked for
them?”

Corcoran laughed shortly. “Hell, 1 did\

picture it, didn’t 1?”

Pilot and plane were waiting for Domi-
rick at the field. Corcoran shook his hand
warmly just before he climbed into his
seat.

“Barrett and Hewitt and T will arrange
getting the President there; and for our
bunch in the crowd. All you have to do,
Nick, is produce either the contracts or the
kids or both! That ought to be easy after
what you've been through.”

“Count on it!” Dominick shouted over
the roar of the motor.

“Utmost secrecy,” Corcoran was yelling
as Dominick climbed into the plane. “If a
word of it leaks out our goose is cooked.”

Dominick’s spirits were high on the trip
back to New York. He vwas proud of his
friend Corcoran; proud of that great
man in the White House who had quickly
seized the chance offered him, despite its
danger. And he had hope—great hope—
for the success of the scheme. American
people are easily moved, and tremendously
stirred by courage. Well, tomorrow night
they’d be stirred to their boot tops. And
they’d learn the real truth, they’d hear of
the type of men behind the revolution.

It was nearly five in the morning when
the plane dropped lightly on the deck of
the airplane carrier. The commander of
the ship was there to greet him.

“Successful trip?”

“Very,” said Dominick.

The commander looked over toward the
city. For the first time Dominick noticed
that there were strange red flares dotting
the sky line all over the town . . . fires!

“Some sort of terrorist business going
on there,” said the corimander grimly.
“We’ve only got vague reports.”

Dominick scowled. “Terrorist?”

“I don’t know what’s up,” said the com-
mander, “but it seems the Red Sleeves
have squads out putting the bee on all
public men who are known to be against
them. Politicians, lawyets, doctors, even
priests, our men hear. Anyone who has
any influence with crowds of people. I
gather they have some big propaganda
stunt in mind and are silencing the boys
WI}:) might do ’em harm tefore they spring
it.

Dominick felt a premonition of danger.
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Even priests! “Caa
you get me a boat to
take me ashore quickly?”

LMOST the first thing Dominick saw
when he got ashore turned his stom-
ach and left him weak and dizzy. A corner
saloon, lights blazing, was full of men,
loud, drunken, crazy. They were singing
and waving their glasses at a grisly object
that hung from the chandelier in the
center of the place.
It was the body of a man, a rope tight
around his neck, dead.
Dominick plunged on across town. In the
space of ten blocks 1e saw three more vic-
tims of cold-blooded murder. A doctor, a

9 A—2

?M! The first instaliment of this six-

M part serial, herein concluded,
was published in the Argosy
for August 28

lawyer, a politician whom Dominick had
once known—shot to death on their door-
steps. They had been shot because Ellison
was going to speak! And men who were
loyalists, who had influence with the people
would do everything they could to discredit
him before his speech came off! The Red
Sleeves were taking no chances.

As he got nearer to Doctor Pancote’s
house Dominick found himself almost run-
ning. Doctor Pancote was a rabid loyalist.
If they knew that—a man with two or
three thousand people in his church!

Dominick was running now—down the

129
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last block toward the rectory. And then, as
he swung around toward the front door he
stopped dead in his tracks. His fingers
reached up to loosen his collar which was
suddenly choking him. He tried to move,
but for a moment his muscles were dough
that he could not control.

The door to the rectory was open. Lying
across the doorsill was Doctor Pancote.
The silvery white hair had an ugly crim-
son stain at the base of the skull. Domi-
nick knew, by the grotesque way one arm
was twisted under the body, that the old
rector was dead.

Then energy came pounding back into
Dominick’s body. He leaped over the doc-
tor’s body, through the door, into the
house.

“Angela! Philip! Angela!”

Dead silence—and then a groan. Domi-
nick spun around. That sound had come
from the next room. He wrenched open
the door, stepped across the threshold.

“Philip!”

Philip Jaxon lay face down on the floor.
His fingers were clutching at the carpet
as if he had been trying to pull himself
forward. Quickly Dominick lifted him to
a couch in the corner. There was a bullet
wound in his shoulder. Another grazing
wound on the side of his head. Neither was
particularly serious but the boy had lost
much blood.

“Philip!! Where’s Angela?”

Philip’s eyelids fluttered open and he
locked up into Dominick’s face. “Doml-
nick,” he muttered.

“Where s Angela?” Dominick demanded
harshly.

Philip’s lips trembled and there was a
look of terror in his heavy-lidded eyes.

“Mozxelli!” he whispered.

OMETHING snapped in Dominick’s
head as Philip whispered the name of

the Red Sleeve terrorist. He sprang up
from beside the couch and started for the
door. He could hear the sound of his own
voice in a sort of frenzied cry—meaning-
less—full of anguish and hate and insane
murderous fury. At the door some last
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vestige of sanity checked him, like a tiny
steel wire holding Lack a load ten times
too big. He couldn’t leave Philip here to
bleed to death! He must take care of him
first.

For a minute he stood, looking about
him helplessly, as if he expected the room
to offer up the solution to his problem.
Then he was running again, upstairs, along
a corridor, opening cloors,

At last! He wrenched open the door of
the medicine cabinet in the bathroom, His
fingers were stiff, they refused to function
for him. Bottles toppled off the shelf to
smash in the porcelain basin in front of
him. Was there nothing here? No ban-
dages? No disinfectant?

At last he found something—cotton,
towels, mercurochrome. Then he leaped
down the stairs to the room where
Philip lay.

“Easy . . . easy,” he heard himself say-
ing to Philip as he poured the red liquid
into the shoulder wound. He knew his
hands were rough as he staunched the flow
of blood with cottor. and wrapped towels
around it. But he had to be rough. His
muscles were like bats of iron, unpliable.

“Philip! Philip—do you hear me?” he
was shouting. “I’ve got to leave you here.
Do you understand? They won’t come
back! They think they’ve finished here.
Philip!” His fingers bit savagely into the
unwounded shoulder. Open your eyes and
listen to me!”

Philip had fainted.

Once more Dominick ran. He couldn’t
seem to avoid furniture. He smashed into
chairs, kicked them aside. Like a horrible
caricature the vision of Moxelli’s thick-
lipped, sensuous, leering face was before .
him. He was in the kitchen of the rectory
now, pulling open the doors in front of
shelves. At last he found what he had
been looking for. A bottle of brandy, al-
most empty, but enough. In the icebox was
food—a cold roast of lamb, milk. He
snatched them out. He stumbled back to
Philip. The food he put on a little table
beside the couch. The brandy he forced
between his lips.

g
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And then he was out on the street—
running,

“Stop, you damn fool, and think!” he
shouted at himself. Where was he going?
For a moment he stood in the middle of
the sidewalk, his hands pressed to throb-
bing temples. “Get hold, Vane! You’re

- acting like a madman! Where would he
" take her? Where would he take her?”

Not back to West End Avenue. That ad-
dress was known and Moxelli would have
abandoned it! So where? Where, in the
midst of ten millions of people, was he to
start looking? It was six o’clock—daylight.
He couldnt run around the streets yelling
like a maniac. “Think! There has to be
some logical course of action. Use your
head!”

And then it came t» him. Not two blocks
away was the Mordaunt Hotel. Lefty
Brace’s hangout. He might be there now,
in his room. If he was, Dominick knew he
had a chance. And cnce more he was off.
Part of his cunning had returned as the
outline of a plan suggested itself. He
walked now, calmly, leisurely; he mustn’t
attract attention. The Mordaunt was a
Red Sleeve establishment. He couldn’t
walk into the lobby and hope to get to
Brace without the Red Sleeves being
warned. At least one of the clerks there
knew Dominick from a previous call. But
he remembered the number of Brace’s
room—i511. He remembered that it was
a corner room at the back of the building.
There was a chance, a good chance, he
told himself.

FEW minutes later he was climbing

up the fire escape through the gray
morning light. He ‘counted the floors as he
climbed. He couldn’t remember whether
the Mordaunt had a thirteenth floor. Many
hotels skipped that number. Was fifteen
eleven really the fifteenth floor or actually
only the fourteenth? Once he looked down
and felt a faint sense of nauseating dizzi-
ness sweep over him. Well, he was taking
a chance that there was no thirteenth! He
was crouching on the little platform out-
side the window that must be Brace’s. The

window was closed and locked. He edged
a little closer and peered in. The window
across the way was open—there was an in-
distinguishable figure asleep on the bed.

Dominick’s teeth were clamped tight to-
gether. If this wasn’t the room he was done
for. He looked once more, and this time
his heart beat a little faster. Hanging from
the bedpost near the sleeper’s pillow was
a leather holster containing a gun. This
was it!

For a single moment Dominick crouched
where he was. Then he covered his face
with the crook of his left arm, lowered his
shoulders, braced himself, and dove like a
plunging fullback through the window.
Dominick stumbed blindly toward the bed.
He had fixed his course and even the
momentum of that drive through the win-
dow did not alter it. There was a cry from
the bed and Brace sat up. But already
Dominick had his gun, and with his own
gun in one hand and Brace’s in the other
he covered the startled Red Sleeve leader.

“And now, Mr. Brace, it's my turn,”
said Dominick, in a voice that had a note
of doom in it.

For a moment Brace stared at him, rest-
ing rigidly on his elbows, and then very
slowly lowered himself back against the
pillow. A very faint smile flickered on his
lips.

“Damned if I don’t think it is,” he
said softly.

“Where
manded.

‘Brace’s smile broadened. “Ah, so you
want something, Mr. Vane. That makes
this all terribly interesting. I was afraid
you might just shoot me and be on your
way.”

“I haven’t any time for chatter, Brace,”
Dominick said, his voice shakmg “Im
giving you just about thirty seconds to
make up your mind to tell me where I can
find Moxelli.”

Brace laughed, and Dominick’s nerves
tore at him. But he stood, steady as a
rock. “You couldn’t kill me if you wanted
to, Vane,” said Brace. “It wouldn’t be
cricket! And I'm sure you're a sportsman.

is Moxelli?” Dominick de-
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I remember being very touched by your
remark that I’d only take a poke at you
if your hands were tied. Why don’t you
drop those guns and see what happens?”

“FIRACE,” said Dominick, and his

voice was chilling as cold steel in
flesh, “I'm not kidding. I've seen my
friends shot down by your men; I've seen
an innocent minister of the gospel lying
dead on his doorstep; I’ve seen enoughb
brutality in the last few days to knock any
notions of sportsmanship or chivalry I
may ever have had out of my head. You've
got ten seconds left to tell me where
Moxelli is!”

Brace moistened his lips. “You wouldn’t
dare shoot. You’d have the whole hotel
down on your neck.”

“No one’s paying any attention to gun-
shots this morning, Brace. They’ve heard
too many of ’em in the last few hours! I'm
giving you a chance, Brace. Tell me where
Moszelli is and I'll see to it that you live
to stand a fair trial. That’s all I'm prom-
ising.”

“Nuts!” said Lefty Brace, grinning.

The gun in Dominick’s right hand
flashed. Brace screamed and sat bolt up-
right in bed, clutching a shattered knee.

«Talk!” rapped Dominick. “Where’s
Moxzxelli!”

Brace clutched his leg, sweat running off
his face, calling Dominick every foul name
in the vocabulary of a gutter rat. Grim as
an avenging angel Dominick’s gun spat
flame again. Brace fell back on the pillow,
his left arm hanging useless at his side.

«Will you talk?” Dominick asked
sharply.

“You've gone mad!” Brace cried. “You
can’t get away with this!”

“Why not?” Dominick snarled. “You
and Moxelli and your lads bave. You've
no mercy on anyone. An hour ago Moxelli
killed one friend of mine, gravely wounded
another, and kidnapped Miss Dawson.
What makes you think I can’t pay my
debts in kind, Brace . . . or that I won’t.
It’s your other leg next—then your other
arm. And then if you haven’t talked I'm
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going to drill you straight between the
eyes. Look at me Brace! Look into my
eyes and you’ll see tha: I am not bluffing.”

Brace’s breath was whistling between his
teeth and his face was twisted in an agony
of pain.

“There’s not a shadow of doubt about
it,” Dominick went on. “And in about fif-
teen seconds I'll prove it. You've got just
one chance to live, Brace. It may go easy
with you if I find Mise Dawson unharmed.
But your game is up! In twenty-four
hours the whole Red Sleeve cause is going
to be smashed to hell . ”

But Brace wasn’t thinking of causes.
He was looking at the unwavering muzzles
of Dominick’s two guns. In a second one
of them would stab at him with flame and
agony. His teeth weve gritted hard to-
gether.

“I don’t know where Moxelli is,” he said
slowly. “But I do know where you'll find
him if he’s with a woman.”

“Hurry!” said Dominick grimly.

“Studio apartment — top floor — nine-
ninety-one East Forty-eighth Street.”

For a second Dominick stared into
Brace’s sweating face. He was satisfied.
The Red Sleeve’s nerve was broken. He
was telling the truth. Dominick stepped
over to the telephone on the bedside table
and ripped out the cord. He stepped into .
the bathroom and came back with two
towels. One of them he tore into strips and
with it he lashed Brace’s good hand to
the head of the bed. The other he tied
tightly across the gangster’s mouth.

“T want you to be here if I come back,”
said Dominick. “And T’ll be back, Brace,
if you haven’t told me the truth!”

MOXELLI lay aalf sprawling on a
couch, his fat stomach jiggling as’
he laughed. His small pig eyes were looking
at the girl who stood with her back to the
door of the apartment, panic in her eyes.
“And you can yell your pretty head off,
my sweet,” Moxelli drawled. “No one is
going to pay any attention to you-—be-
cause there isn’t anyone else in the build-
ing. And there arer’t any windows you
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can throw yourself out of. Only that sky-
light, which you ca’t reach.”

Angela stood where she was, motionless.
“Why have you brought me here?” she
asked.

“Now that’s a sily question,” Moxelli
drawled. “But I’ll tell you some of the
reascns, One of thera is that we are mighty
anxious to lay our hands on Mr. Dominick
Vane. When he finds you’re gone I've got
a hunch he might give himself up if—it
meant your safety. Another is that Vane
got my girl killed. I don’t know why I
shouldn’t get even by taking you for my-
self. Another is that I like you. And an-
other—but what the hell! It all seems quite
simple.”

“And you’re going to hold me here?”

“And how,” said Moxelli, with a broad
grin.

“My uncle—"" Angela began, “Mr. Daw-
son—"

“Mr, Dawson is in a funny spot,” Mox-
elli chuckled. “Right: now he’s in the Union
Club pretending with all his might that
he’s a loyalist. Thet’s just in case there
are any rumors floating around. After to-
night—well—after tonight he’ll be out on
the limb with us. He won’t dare lift a
finger to do anything about you, my sweet.
So why don’t you scttle down and take it
easy. You're going to be here for a long
time.”

Those were the last words that Moxelli,
the Red Sleeve terrcrist, ever spoke. There
was a crash of breaking glass and a great
section of the skylight came smashing
down into the room. At the same moment
there were stabbing flashes of flame. Mox-
elli never drew his own gun. He may never
have known that it was Dominick Vane
who poured three bullets into his heart.

Dominick dropped down through the
hole he had kicked in the skylight. Angela
still stood at the cloor, the back of her
hand pressed against her mouth. When she
recognized Dominick she began to slide
very slowly down toward the floor. He
caught her before she fell.

Dominick held ter very close in his
arms. For the first time he could remem-

ber since he had been a small child he was
crying. Angela opened her eyes and looked
up into his face.

“Dominick!” she whispered.

“It’s all right, darling. Everything is
going to be all right,” he said. “Pm not
going to let you out of my sight again—
ever.”

“Philip?” she asked.

“I think he’ll be all right,” said Domi-
nick. “You and I are going to him now.
And darling—in a few hours I think, I
believe, these terrible days are coming to
an end.”

And Dominick felt that he himself was
weak and trembling. The mad fury that
had lashed him to the frenzied action of
the last hour had sapped his strength to
the limit.

CHAPTER XXI

“PEOPLE OF AMERICA!”

HE pressure was on the Red Sleeve

High Command. Dominick would not
have found Lefty Brace had he gone back
to the Mordaunt after him. General Elli-
son, unable to reach his chief of intelli-
gence at this critical time, had sent men
to the hotel and found him wounded,
bound, gagged. They had gotten a doctor
for him, and though he was in terrible pain

he refused any kind of drug,

“I've got to have the old bean working
in the next few hours, doc,” he said, be-
tween his teeth, as the doctor dressed his
wounds. About an hour later he was
brought to the Red Sleeve headquarters
on Fifth Avenue on a stretcher.

The business of paving the way for the
Red Sleeve Broadcast that night was al-
ready under way. It was being announced
over radio all over the country that Gen-
eral Ellison would speak at exactly ten-
thirty that night. Newspapers carried
streamers about it. Radio engineers were
busy setting up amplifiers on an impro-
vised bandstand in the park and arrang-
ing for the radio hookup.

The appearance of Brace, his leg broken,
his left arm useless threw the headquar-
ters into a high state of excitement.
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“What’s happened to you?” Ellison de-
manded.

“Vane!” said Brace dryly. A cigarette
dangled between his lips. He was propped
up on pillows.

“How did he find you?”

“Stupidity on my part,” said Brace
grimly. “Before things started he knew I
lived at the Mordaunt. I figured it was
safe enough to stay there in spite of that.
Everybody in the hotel is in our pay. He
came up the fire escape and—well—you
see what happened!”

Ellison glared at him from under his
shaggy eyebrows. “But why this crippling?
That’s not like him. If he’d killed you
outright . . .

Brace studied the end of his cigarette.
“He wanted me to talk?”

The general’s fist was clenched. “Did

you?”

Brace inhaled smoke deep into his lungs.
“I have to report, general, that it is ex-
tremely doubtful if you will ever see our
friend Moxelli alive again.”

“You mean . . .?”

“I mean that I told Vane where he could
find Moxelli. Moxelli is—or perhaps I
should say ‘was’—a fool, general. We sent
him out last night to quietly eliminate a
few undesirables. He makes a bloody
massacre of it. He stumbles across the
Dawson girl. Does he bring her here to
headquarters? No, he takes her to a hide-
out of his. Vane wanted to know where
that hideout was. In the end I decided
T’d better tell him because otherwise he
would have killed me. I thought you needed
me more than you needed Moxelli.”

For a moment Ellison was silent. “You
did the right thing,” he said finally. “You
should have told him sooner. I can’t afford
to lose you now.”

“Don’t worry,” said Brace. “From now
on I stay right here with plenty of guards
around me. About tonight—is everything
under way?”

«It is.)’ Ellison was scowling darkly.
“T’ve been wondering what move the gov-
ernment will make when they learn what'’s
coming. It’s occurred to me the President
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may give the order to attack before our
broadcasting time. I tave ordered patrols
out on the roads to report any sign of
troop movements. I aave redoubled the
number of our chemical stations. If there
is the slightest movement against us I've
given orders for the raen to commence a
gas attack at once.”

Brace nodded and winced as pain shot
along his arm, “About your own personal
bodyguard, General. Moxelli’s tough guys
are good, but they are not impressive. I
suggest our best-drilled regiment, done up
as smartly as possible. This is a show,
General, and don’t forget it. We're out to
impress.”

“You're right, of covrse,” said Ellison.

“T’ll have four or five hundred of our
best strong-arm boys circulating in the
crowd,” Brace went on. “but the uni-
formed men, I think, must be our best-
drilled unit.” He chuckled. “I've got a
hunch when you get through playing the
great white father tonight, the country is
going to fall plop into your lap, General.
My only disappointment is that I won’t
be able to be on hand.”

T WAS a strange, tense day all over

America. The news that Ellison was to
make a nationwide apoeal seemed to have
put a stop to all sporadic outbursts of the
loyalists. They were waiting to hear what
the Red Sleeve leader had to say. And in
the background was the menace of a ter-
rible and bloody conflict to come. At any
moment after midnight the government
forces, waiting ominously quiet outside the
limits of many of the big cities, might
attack. The greatest panic centers were
New York, St. Louis, and Los Angeles.
Here the greatest concentration of govern-
ment forces lay in wait. Citizens found
themselves unable to lzave because of Red
Sleeve blockades. They could do nothing
but wait for the explosion. And it seemed
that it must come. The Red Sleeves were
riding the crest of success. If the govern-
ment failed to strike now after this three-
day wait, they were done for. Everyone
knew that. And evervone knew that the
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man in the White 1{ouse was not going to
give up without a fierce struggle!

Citizens stayed indoors. Mothers hovered
over their children. Families clung together
as if they realized that this was the last
moment of peace before a tornado.

As early as six o’clock that night people
began crowding around radios. In rural
centers country stores were jammed. Out-
side New York men foregathered in bars
and restaurants to listen; families waited
tensely in their homes. There might be
some change in the time schedule. It was
rumored that Ellison would offer terms of
peace with the Federal Government; it
was rumored that he would agree to let
people leave the storm centers before the
hour of attack; it was rumored that the
President was deac—that this broadcast
would really be the announcement that
Ellison had taken over the reins of control,

There were other places where the ten-
sion was even greater, In the battered rec-
tory near Fifth Avenue Dominick and
Angela had spent the day tending to Philip.
Philip was going to be all right, but Phil-
ip was not going to be able to attend that
broadcast in the park. If testimony about
the contracts was to be given, Angela must
give it alone. And she was willing. But
cold fear gripped Dominick’s heart. If
anything happened to her again, if she
were shot as she stood up on the platform
to speak . . . He had given up all hope of
getting the contracts themselves even if
they still existed. He dared not leave
Angela. And so they must wait—wait for
_ hours until that moment when she would
step forward to tell what she knew.,

And there was tension in the mess of
oue of the battleships in the harbor.

At the head of the table sat the Presi-
dent of the United States. He had been
whisked up from Washington in a plane
and hidden on this boat. He seemed alone
. . . terribly alone. Corcoran, Barrett and
Hewitt, his chief aices had slipped ashore.
They were arranging for the evening’s
events. The officers «t the table knew what
was to take place. Somehow they could not
talk.
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Calmly the President ate. From time to
time he tried to stir the others into some
kind of conversation. Always it died down
as it began—with the President himself.
In a little more than three hours he
would go before the American people—
would probably sacrifice his life—in an at-
tempt to reach them with the truth. He
was quite calm. There were high spots of
color in his cheeks. Somehow, with action
at hand, he seemed to have thrown off his
weariness and dispair. ‘

He took a stroll on deck with the com-
mander after dinner. Their cigars glowed
red in the darkness. From time to time the
President looked across the black waters
at the lights of the Manhattan, where
presently he must face his destiny.

Once he spoke. “I have only one hope,”
he said very gently. “That they will listen
to me before they kill me!”

“You mustn’t talk that way, sir!”

The President paused, listening. “I think
I hear the launch coming, Commander.
That means I'll be going ashore presently.
I—TI should like to have a few minutes
alone in my stateroom before we go.”

BY SIX o’clock that night people had
begun to gather in the Park. There
were thousands upon thousands who
wanted a glimpse of Ellison in the flesh;
the man who seemed destined, by force of
arms, to be the next ruler of their country.
A barbed-wire pen had been built around
the platform on which the General would
stand to make his speech, and already,
inside this barrier, Red Sleeve soldiers
waited, machine guns set up and pointing
out toward the crowd.

Men, women, even children were taking
up points of vantage near the front of the
platform. Great amplifiers towered over
the platform; engineers were still working
on the radio hookup, testing microphones,
making certain that everything would be
perfect for the Red Sleeve leader when his
moment came,

And as the crowd grew in size, its citi-
zen body was perhaps unaware that hun-
dreds of Red Sleeve shock troops were
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present, dressed in civilian clothes, adroitly
bunping and shoving people around for
the purpose of discovering anyone who
might be armed. Now and then some man
was discovered carrying a revolver. Action
was quick. His gun was taken away from
him; a fist was jammed in his face, and he
was hustled out of the throng to be taken
into custody by waiting squads of uni-
formed men. So smoothly did they work,
so quickly and sharply, that there was
very little disturbance in the crowd.

And still the thousands kept pouring into
the great open grass space. By nine-thirty
there were probably a half a million people
jammed around that platform . .. a roar-
ing hum of voices . . . a high-pitched, hys-
terical laugh here and there . . . a cry of
pain as one of the Red Sleeve undercover
men slugged some poor unfortunate and
took away his gun.

And in that crowd, close to the speaker’s
stand, were Dominick and Angela, clinging
tightly to each other, nerves keyed almost
to the breaking point. Dominick had been
unable to get in touch with Corcoran or
any of the government men. He had no
idea how their plans were progressing. And
as he, with his trained eyes, saw the effi-
ciency with which the Red Sleeve under-
cover men were working his hope waned.
Corcoran was going to get no five thou-
sand men in this crowd without the alarm
being spread. But he and Angela were
there, waiting to answer the call for their
services, when and if it came.

“Theyll never manage it, Dominick,
never!” Angela whispered tensely.

“Hush, darling!” His hand gripped her
arm tightly. “You must not even think
about it. Everywhere in this crowd are
enemy ears and eyes. We must simply wait
—and trust Corcoran!”

And then suddenly his muscles went
tense. Not five feet away from him was a
man whom he had already spotted as one
of the Red Sleeve undercover men. He had
jostled into a bulky-looking fellow, wearing
an overcoat. He started to draw back his
fist to slug the man, Then an extraordinary
thing happened. The overcoated man’s

right hand went up . . . there was a gun
in it . . . and he brought the butt down in
a savage blow on the Red Sleeve’s head.
Then quite calmly he took the unconscious
man by the collar and dragged him out
through the crowd!

“Look!” Dominick whispered excitedly.
“The G-men are here! They’re working on
the Red Sleeve spies and nobody knows
the difference!”

It was true. All through that crowd the

" Red Sleeves strong-arm men were suddenly

having the tables turned on them; one by
one. They were being slugged into insensi-
bility; The crowd had seen this weeding-
out process going on for hours and there
was no outcry. 3

EN minutes past ten! From out on

Broadway the strains of martial music
reached the multitude. Ellison was coming!
He sat in the back seat of an open touring
car, his chin sunk forward on his chest,
his burning eyes looking out at the people
who lined the streets, cheering and yelling.
It was the triumphal jrocession of a con-
queror.

In front and beaind Ellison’s car
marched the crack reg ment of Red Sleeve
troops, smart, jaunty, precise, bayonets
glistening on the end of rifles. Into the
entrance of the park “hey swept. A great
avenue was broken open in the waiting
throng and the troops marched proudly
through to the platicrm. Here they de-
ployed tround it in a luge circle, ten deep.
Ellison stood up in the back of the car, his
hand outstretched in a salute to the crowd
who greeted him with a wild ovation—an
ovation overtoned with hysteria. And then
he got down, surrounded by guards, and
made his way through a gap in the wire
barricade to the platform.

And at that moment Dominick felt a
hand on his arm and he looked up into

the face of General Barrett, dressed in’

civilian clothes.

“Get in as close to the platform as you
can,” said Barrett grimly. “The minute we
take over you and Miss Dawson are to
make for the platform.” And before Domi-

Py ST i s e W 7




nick could speak, Barrett was gone in the
crowd again.

A man was coming across the platform
toward the microphones. Dominick recog-
nized him as a former labor agitator. He
held his hands high above his head for
silence. The result was extraordinary.

A half a million people were suddenly
standing dead still—listening. Dominick
felt suffocated by that strange quiet. He
knew that at tha: moment millions apd
millions of people all over the land were
sitting tensely at their radios—waiting.

“People of America!” The words boomed
out loud and clear over the vast throng.
There was a little murmur of satisfaction
as people on the outskirts of the crowd
realized that they were going to be able
to hear satisfactorily. “In the last week,”
the speaker said slowly, clearly, “history
has been made! A great people have risen
up in face of a system that has been crush-
ing out their life blood, and have tossed it
aside and trampled it under foot! In these
times, my friends, there have been hard-
ships. Many of ycu have lost friends and
relatives! There has been bloodshed! But
there can be no great social upheaval with-
out loss of life. The leaders of this great
cause have been forced to strike quickly,
sharply, and without wavering from their
objective. And now, with victory in their
grasp, with the tyranny of a corrupt and
bureaucratic government at an end, we are
faced with a terrible catastrophe brought
about by the selfish determination of that
government to wreak its vengeance on the
people of America.

“Qutside this city troops and battleships
wait to strike! For what? To keep one man
in office—a man who is the representative
of capitalism, of corrupt politics, of graft,
of oppression. In &« vain effort to maintain
the old inefficient status-quo, the old rulers
are prepared to srill the blood of millions
of innocent citizens.”

There was a bocming roar of anger from
the crowd. The sp:aker held up his hands.

“You have not come here to listen to
me! On this platform is a man whose cour-
age, whose ideals, whose great love for his
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country—these United States which were
conceived by our forefathers that their
descendants might have a place to live in
liberty and freedom—this man, I say, in-
spired by these ideals, has had the courage
to strike a blow for America. It is he who
will talk to you now. He will tell you of
his dreams and hopes for his country, and
of his plans for the future. He will tell
you what he intends to do to protect you
from the murderous plans of the govern-
ment! People of America, I give you...”

He didn’t finish. Ellison had already
risen from his chair when the storm broke.

CHAPTER XXII

ATTEMPT

UDDENLY the front of that great

crowd that encircled the speakers’
stand seemed to sweep forward like a great
sighing wave. From under hundreds of
overcoats appeared hundreds of rapid-fire
guns. A solid phalanx of them were leveled
at the troops around the stand. And back
to back with these men were an equal num-
ber with rapid fire guns leveled at the
crowd. It had been done with the speed
and precision of a magician’s sleight-of-
hand trick. Out into the open, between the
soldiers and the government men limped
Corcoran. A soft-brimmed hat was pulled
down over his eyes, and he carried a rapid-
fire gun.

“You will drop your rifles in ten sec-
onds or we open fire!” His voice rang
clear and steady over the crowd.

Even as he spoke a rapid fire gun
belched death from one sector of that grim
circle—at Red Sleeve soldiers who had
raised rifles to their shoulders. Sudden ter-
ror gripped the crowd. People were shout-
ing, screaming, cursing and cheering! On
the platform the speaker had reached for
a revolver, but there were men swarming
up the steps to seize him—to seize Ellison
who was tugging at his own gun. Some-
where else from the circle a rapid fire gun
raked the ranks of soldiers. A Red Sleeve
officer shouted an order to attack and fell
as the top of his head was bliwn off by
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a government agent. Another rapid-fire gun
spoke! It was enough. Rifles clattered to
the ground. Red Sleeve soldiers held their
hands aloft.

Someone seized Dominick by the arm.
It was Barrett again. He and Angela were
whisked through that grim circle to the
steps of the platform. Barrett and Admiral
Hewitt followed them up. John Dewar,
famous liberal senator from the West, was
shouting into the microphones for quiet.
He was to be the first speaker for the
government. Somewhere in the crowd a
pistol flashed. Dewar fell, clutching at a
wound in his stomach,

Barrett gave Dominick a quick look.
“Speak to them, Vane! We're got to hold
this crowd until we can get the President
up on the platform!”

“But General, I'm not qualified to-—"

“Speak to them!” Barrett rasped.

And so it was that the first loyalist voice
that went over the microphone to that
hysterical crowd and into a million homes
was that of Dominick Vane—a man of
whom none of them had ever heard—yet
a man who had risked his life ten times
over for all of them.

Dominick was not an orator. His voice
was harsh; yet there was a passionate in-
tensity as he shouted: “Listen! Listen, all
of you!”

It was a strange picture. That seething
crowd, raised to an insane pitch of excite-
ment by the sudden turn of events; the
Red Sleeve soldiers with their hands raised;
that grim double circle of death covering
the platform and the crowd.

“Youve been tricked!” Dominick was
shouting. “All of you have been tricked.
You, who have been followers of General
Ellison, have been led to believe that you
are fighting for a great cause. That is a
lie!”

A thunder of disapproval from the
crowd.

“Listen! T'm a government agent—I
don’t deny that! But I'm an American
like any of the rest of you. I fought over-
seas alongside many of you! I'm not hold-
ing any brief for our government. 'm here

ARGOSY

to tell you facts abou: Ellison and the
revolution. They say they are fighting
capitalism! Fine! But how have they
financed this revolution? I’ll tell you how!
The men who are paying for this are H. R.
Dawsin, Paul Frampton, John Corbett
and other Wall Street powers!”

There was another roar of derision and
disapproval.

“¥ ISTEN!” Dominick stormed. “This

is not propaganda! For five days
T’ve been fighting to get the proof of this.
Would you believe Ellison and the other
Red Sleeve leaders were on the level if
you knew that they had signed contracts
with Dawson and his friends, promising
them control of all our natural resources
once he is in power? Would you still be-
lieve in their high-sounding phrases if I
told you that your love for your country
is being exploited so that your country can
be torn from the hands of those who gov-
ern constitutionally and given over to a
group of robber barons. I'm going to give
you the proof of that. S:anding beside me
here is a girl—the ward of H. R. Dawson
himself. She saw those contracts with her
own eyes! You are being sold down the
river, People of America! Listen to what
this girl has to say!”

Angela was white and trembling. Dom-
inick stood close to her, holding her hand
as she spoke. “It is true,” she said. “Every
word that you have heard is true! Mr.
Dawson and his friends ave financed this
rebellion. They are behind it for their own
personal greed. After you have fought and
died you will find yowrselves the slaves
and dupes of these men. There were con-
tracts between Ellison and Mr. Dawson
and his friends! I saw them! I read them
with my own eyes.”

The crowd was muttering. There was a
curious low angry buzz. And then Domin-
ick saw a little body of men pushing their
way toward the platform.. They were per-
mitted to pass through the ranks of the
G-men. Dominick seizel Angela’s hand
and pulled her quickly back from the

microphone.




“People of Amsarica,” he shouted, “the
first speaker tonight promised to present
to you a man wio loved his country, a
man of high ideals, a man who has the
courage to strike a blow, a man with
dreams for the future of his country! Well,
I am going to present that man to you!
He has come her: at the risk of his life
. to tell you the truth about America! Ladies
and gentlemen”—Dominick’s voice shook
with emotion—“I give you the President
of the United Sta:es.”

He raised his hand slowly, like a figure
in a dream, to brush sweat from his brow.
Until he straightened it by a suddenly
conscious effort, ais body slumped with
aching fatigue. Fle hadn’t realized how
boneweary he had become.

Dominick stooc. back from the micro-
phone and lookec out toward the Presi-
dent. The President wore a heavy overcoat
but he held his lat in his hand and his
head was thrown back, the light from the
platform glistening on his gray hair and
lighting his broad calm forehead. There
was a dignity about him that did not arise
merely from his erect carriage or the
habitual poise of the man: it came, not
from the man, but from those ideals the
man stood for. And the crowd seemed to
feel this. For a moment in the vast quad
of the Park none seemed to breathe; there
was no sound but the sound of the Presi-
dent’s, and his followers’, footsteps on the
trampled grass. .And then there was a
rustle, like a wind in a forest, and the
crowd stirred and muttered and some
shouted out taunts and some faintly
cheered.

The President came slowly forward to-
ward the microptone. He was pale, but
very steady on his feet.

Then bursting out to the front of the
crowd came a man, It was all so quick. . . .
Foul abusive.surses came from his twisted,
lips. He fired. . . .

Before he could pull the trigger a sec-
ond time he was huried under a stampede
of clubbing, frenzied listeners.

On the platform the President staggered.
Dominick caught him before he fell. And
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for a moment he clung to Dominick, bent,
shaking. Then very slowly he stood erect.
Dominick saw the sweat on his forehead—
saw the dark wet stain spreading on his
coat.

Dominick turned quickly to Barrett.

“We've got to get him out of here, Gen-
eral. He’s badly hurt.”

“No, no!” It was the President speak-
ing. “I came here to speak. I'm going to
speak!”

CHAPTER XXIII

“I AM YOUR SERVANT. ., ..”

URY swept over Dominick. He

shouted into the loudspeakers: “Listen,
all of you! The President is badly hurt! He
insists on speaking to you in spite of that.
And you’re going to listen if we have to
turn loose these guns on the whole lot of
you.”

The President took several unsteady
steps toward the microphone and stood
there, leaning heavily on Dominick’s arm.
Even out front it was clear that he was
hurt—severely hurt.

And suddenly that great crowd was still
again.

“People of the United States of Amer-
ical” The President’s voice was steady,
clear as crystal, as it winged its way out
over the length and breadth of a nation.
“One of the first rights for which our fore-
fathers fought was the right to speak freely.
I haven’t come here tonight to plead for
your support. I have come here because,
as your President, I have the right to speak
to you.

“You have heard a great deal of talk
in the last few days. Talk about rights;
about causes; about capitalism and op-
pression. I haven’t come here to talk about
those things. I have come to talk to you
about the one thing that we all have in
common—our love for this country in
which we live.”

Dominick felt the President’s fingers
biting into his arm. “You can’t go on, sir,”
he whispered. “We’ve got to get you to a
hospital!”
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Very gently the President shook his
head and continued: “Tonight this great
city faces a crisis. It is in the hands of
a revolutionary group. Outside the city are
government forces ready to fight if neces-
sary to put down that revolution. But be-
fore any more blood is shed, you must
know the truth. What you have heard here
tonight about the leaders of that revolution
is true. I swear that to you. But I do not
ask you to take my word, or the word of
Mr, Vane, who has risked his life to get
that proof for you, or the word of this
courageous gitl who has stood here before
you. I ask you to demand of this revolu-
tionary party to prove to you that it is nof
s0. I know that in your hearts is a dread
of what may happen in the next few hours.
I want to relieve you of that anxiety now.
The government forces will not attack to-
night or tomorrow!”

A mighty, full-throated murmur went
up from the crowd. The President silenced
them with raised hand. Dominick’s throat
was choked.

He could feel the strength waning in the
frantic clutch the President had on his
arm. :

g E are going to withhold that attack

until you can prove to your
own satisfaction that we are telling you
the truth about the revolutionary leaders.
Ask them where the money came from to
arm and equip thousands of troops? Ask
them who paid for the ammunition and
poison gas and food and uniforms—mil-
lions and millions of dollars it must have
cost. You know and I know it did not come
out of the pockets of workers or any other
group of society. And when you have
realized that these men have spilled the
blood of your friends, your families; that
they have wrecked your homes for the sole
purpose of getting into power, will you still
shout for their warriors? The troops out-
side this city are not your enemies. They
are your troops! The ships in the harbor
are your ships! They are here to protect
you. We, who have been put into power
by wyou, believe that the Red Sleeve or-

ARGOSY

ganization is a treacherous, an evil, a
vicious ring which has led thousands of
citizens astray by false promises, false bat-
tle cries. And because that army and navy
is yours, organized for your protection, we
must fight this enemy-—the Red Sleeves—
who are your enemies.

“And what do they bring you—? The
meaningless waving of a flag that is de-
filed by their very touch. The ranting,
high-sounding phrases of a patriotism they
have dishonored, Vague romises of purely
imaginary benefits to all of you which a
knowledge of their purpose proves they
have no intention of fulfilling.”

The President paused. He was weaken-
ing rapidly. His face was paper-white; he
trembled visibly. But he went on.

“Y am not here because 1 wish power or
glory. I am your servant. You elected me
to office and I am swora to serve you. If
I could have averted these terrible days by
giving my life I would have done so. But
that would not serve. And so I have stuck
to my guns in the face of your abuse and
hatred, because that was the job I prom-
ised to do when I took the oath of office
to which you elected me.” He swayed on
his feet and Dominick had to slip an arm
around his waist to ke2p him erect. He
knew it was useless to plead with the Presi-
dent to stop until he had finished.

And this was the man his people had
so nearly betrayed. This was he who the
Red Sleeves said was not fit to govern his
country. A tool, they called him . . . a
puppet!

“And I would tell you this—all you
Americans!”—Dominick felt the President
draw himself up for one last effort—“The
men who built the structure of our gov-
ernment were wise men. They made it so
that no man can hold office without the
complete appreval of the people. There is
no royal dynasty here, They made it sc
that revolutions would never be necessary.
They gave their lives tc set us free from
tyranny and they saw a way to avoid the
necessity of that sacrifice being made again.
You do not have to revolt against the men
who rule you with gurs and death, my




friends. There is no political machine in
the world that can exist in the face of
defeat at the polls. The reason for political
corruption in America today is not because
there is a flaw in our scheme of govern-
ment, but because you do not interest
yourselves in government machinery. If
there are dishonast and corrupt men in
o positions of power it is becamse you put
f them there!

“1 pray that ‘hese dreadful days will
awaken you to your responsibilities as
citizens of the greatest of all nations!

“I have promised you that for a time
we will stay our hand until you have in-
vestigated the truth about the revolution-
ary leaders. I am sure that thousands of
yvou who have fought for their cause will
see that you have been misled and be-
trayed. I pray that you will then see that
what we do to exterminate them we do

for you.”
“And now”—his whole weight was sag-
ging in Dominick’s arms—*I . . . I leave

you. And remember, the soil of your coun-
try will never grow rich if it is fertilized
by the blood of your brothers. You have
been provided with a way of peace to get
what you want. I pray that you will choose
that way!”

There was a tense silence at the end
of that speech. A murmur ran over the
crowd as they saw that Dominick and
General Barrett Fad literally to carry the
President down from the speakers’ stand.
And then sudden'y, as he was borne out
through the crowd, a great cheer went up,
to be repeated and repeated, like the roar-
ing of a mighty wave thundering on a
rocky shore. The President looked up at
Dominick, and there was a smile on his
lips.

“Well, Mr. Vane?”

Dominick choked, and his eyes were hot
: and smarting. “I think you turned the
trick, sir.”

Throughout America, it was a wild night.
The President had pleaded for a way of
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peace, but those early hours were bloody.
The chief cause lay in the sudden rebellion
of thousands of the revolutionists them-
selves. General Ellison who had come to
Central Park so proudly, did not leave the
speakers’ stand alive. Dawsor, Frampton
and Corbett were on the high seas in Daw-
son’s yacht headed for Europe. And while
the Red Sleeves snarled at each other’s
throats the government forces waited
calmly outside the city.

But the night, hideous and unbelievable
as it was, drew at last to a weary end. Its
blackness paled before the light.

At dawn Dominick, Corcoran, Barrett
and others waited tensely outside the op-
erating room of a great hospital. Angela
sat by a window looking down at the
street. Crowds still milled about. Qutside
the hospital thousands stood waiting for
news.

Presently the door of the operating reom
opened. One of America’s greatest surgeons
came out, his face gray and tired. He still
wore his white operating robe and cap. He
looked at the anxious faces and his lips
were compressed, tight and thin.

“Gentlemen,” he said very quietly, “the
President is dead.”

There was a tragic silence for a moment,
broken by the sound of Angela’s sob. A’
wave of passionate anger swept over Dom-
inick.

“Damn them!” he cried.

Corcoran’s hand was on his arm, Cor-
coran, whose face was rudely lined and set
now in a granite-hard mask. He was look-
ing past Dominick . . . out the window
over the rooftops of the city.

“We have fought for a country, not a
man,” he said. “The President has died for
that country, and his death will insure the
victory for which he prayed.”

The door to the operating room opened
and very slowly two internes wheeled out
a stretcher. The body of the President
rested on it, completely covered by a white
sheet.

There was a sharp click as General Bar-
rett’s heels snapped together and he raised
his hand in stiff salute.

THE END
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time again, During October (which

really doesn’t have much to it ex-
cept Columbus Day and the usual number
of week-ends) you Argonauts can look
forward to a batch of fiction which even
in our most blushing moments we wouldn’t
hesitate to label superlative.

Celebrating the annual gridiron doings
is Judson P. Philips’ new football novel:
Tiger on Parade, which does for the tri-
umphant, autumnal pigskin what the same
author’s Grand National did for the hedge-
hopping thoroughbreds of England and
America. It really is a grand yarn, as crisp
as an October afternoon at Palmer Sta-
dium, as exciting as a swooping, fifty-yard
run to last-minute victory. Mr. Philips’
story is nice, too, because you don’t have
to know the difference between a touch-
back and a quarterback’s shoulder-pads
to have a good time with it.

You've been enjoying the adventures of
that Galabad of the Yukon, No-Shirt
McGee, in Frank Richardson Pierce’s short
stories. So have we. So much so that we
thought No-Shirt was ready for bigger and
better things. After an interchange of tele-
grams, Mr. Pierce sent us, by special dog-
team right out of Alaska, the manuscript
of Sable, a two-part serial depicting the
somewhat harebrained doings of Mr.
McGee as he leads a movie troupe to loca-
tion and almost certain destruction in the
Far, Far North. To appear in a mid-
October issue.

We're pretty well stocked up on novelets,
too, including three blue-ribbon winners
in George Surdez’ fine Legion tale, The
Junkman Calls; Theodore Roscoe’s I Was
the Kid with the Drum; and Frederick

l VIRST of the ‘month—and fanfare
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C. Painton’s sequel to Reswrrection in
Paris, entitled Coronation Interlude. To be
strewn with typical Arcosv prodigality
throughout the month.

And finally, a third serial, by Allan
Vaughan Elston, Pacific Passage, which
tells in gripping fashion of unexpected ad-
venture and sudden death on a cruise in
the South Seas. Coming late in the month.

The postman has been a frequent and
welcome visitor lately, and.if this depart-
ment is ever going to get the top of its
desk cleaned off (You realy should see it;
1 don’t see how he ever finds anything)
we’d better get to the mail without further
delay. '

ELOW (or approximately; you never

can tell where the printer is going
to put it) a letter from an old friend who,
though he points out sorae of our short-
comings, isn’t mean to us at all.

L. M. BUTTON

I began reading the Arcosy thirty-three years
ago and have followed it through its many
transformations.

After that it shouldn’t be necessary to say I
like the magazine; I would hardly have read
it for that length of time if I had not. I find a
story now and then which I don’t care for espe-
cially but buying the Arcosy has become such a
habit now that I fear 1 couldn't break myself
of it. As to the authors: Karl W. Detzer is of
course popular. That shouldn't need any ex-
plaining either.

I notice that several Arcosy fans are asking
for a reprint of the “Ship of Ishtar” and I
think it's a good idea. But how about “Uunder
The Andes,” “The Devil and Dr. Foster,” and
a lot more? I think there zré quite a few of
the old stories which would stand reprinting.

Now for the kind of sfories I like best:
Interplanetary; science-fiction; sport stories

T T




(especially boxing); any of the so-called “im-
possible” stories; storics of the East, West,
North, South or any place in between, I have
one kick to make: The magazine is too small.

Now the reason for this letter. I have kept
still all these years while the Arcosy took me
through school, and out into the world of hard
knocks. No matter if things went wrong,
Arcosy was always there to help me forget,
and the front cover of my old friend, with the
broad red stripe across the top, appeared regu-
larly to cheer me up. But those days, it ap-
pears, are gone forever. ArGosy has a new face
now and while I may become accustomed to
its changed appearince in time, I fear me it

- will never be quite the same. This isn’t a kick,
I'm just mourning, and you shouldn’t pay too
much attention to e,

The current serial, “The Smoking Land,” is
a daisy and I am eagerly awaiting the next
instalment.

Just a word about the kickers: Constructive
criticism is all very well but a lot of the letters
I read sound like just plain kicks for the sake
of kicking. Personally, I think the Arcosy is
0.K. I get notions about it now and then but
they soon pass away and are forgotten. On the
whole, I think it is probably the finest maga-
zine of its type on the newsstands today.

Hoping I live to read the Arcosy another
thirty-three years.

Fort Lewis, Wash.
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EXT a complaint about the radio-
playing in The Big Wind Blows.
Upon receipt of Mr, Jaffie’s communica-
tion, we scampered around, worrying, and
asked people—some experts, some not—
what they thought. Concensus of opinion
was that, while the music wouldn’t come
through with so little electric interference
as Mr. Adams pictured, it would still be
possible for a radio to carry on until
smashed or otherwise discombobulated (a
word we picked up somewhere in our un-
happy childhood) by the storm. Perhaps
it was remiss of the author not to include
a few splutters in his radio passages, but
who wants to read a lot of static? We have
a confession to make though, Mr. Jaffie.
Even if we had thought the scene only re-
motely possible, we are afraid that we
would have let it go through as was, claim-
ing an artistic justification. The jazz pour-
ing through the loudspeaker, as a purely
dramatic device, certainly added the punch
of contrast to the roar and thud and shriek
of the storm.
Now that we’ve had our say first, let’s

HENRY PLAYS A HUNCH

Astride his trusty swivel-chair, breathing terror into the hearts of all male-

factors far and near, that doughty arm of the law, Sherif Henry Harrison

Conroy, comes gallopin’ down out of the Tonto hills onto the pages of ARGOSY

once more. Bespatted, cane-toting and puffing just a little, Sheriff Henry gaily

obstructs justice and sends an innocent man on the way to Tonto’s rickety
gallows. Beginning a four-part novel, by

W. C. TUTTLE

THE IMPERFECT GENTLEMAN

The story of @ New York racketeer who embarked for Paris—to fulfill a
cherished ambition to learn the social arts and graces from a dapper French-
man. An unusual novelet, by

L. G. BLOCHMAN

COMING IN NEXT WEEK’S ARGOSY—OCTOBER 9TH
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TRU SSEs offer the very last word to radio expert:

ROBERT JAFFIE 2N

I am not a radio man, nor have I ever stud-
ied radio, but there are a few things that com-

By Beastey’s Wonderful New Air Cushlon mon sense can tell me about a radio, and one
ENDORSED BY THE MEDICAL PROFESSION of those things is since when can a radio keep
Thousands of ruptured pecple have found right on going during a hurricane? It seems
im“m‘g;ﬁifﬂ?m%ﬁ:‘! by g‘;‘: that the radio in the story “The Big Wind
fortable and cannot slip. Holds rupture gently Blows” is really a wonderiul thing as during "
ﬁrnd)::.:fm‘]?fm Hees incres i:tolprees u‘r’g the fiercest part of a storm it played dance ;

music from New York. This happened in the
last installment. I may be wrong, but it does

‘y:)u desire. A wonderfully simple but 100
effective device] Doctors recommend it: 1

Ixf:ﬁn:ue:e Bft wg 3&'222'3‘3’ es and seem quite strange, doesn’t it? Or maybe after
Send for Free Trial Particulars all the fantastic stories published this one is
BEASLEY’S LIMITED, Dept.32 0. K.
Times Building, New York City Maywood, Ill.

POET'S CORNER

' a
Help Kidneys | - oy s

Herewith is a poem. It. is one which was

D“n’t Ta ke nrastie nr“gs written some time ago but inasmuch as it

was slightly verbose, I have cut out all

Your Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes or filters ised
vhich may be endangered by neglect or drastic, irritating sup?rﬂuou,s WOI‘dS a'nd genera]ly rev
irugs. Be careful. If functional disorders of the Kidneys or until I believe that it is one of the greatest
siadder make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nervous- . " oo . .
wess, Leg Pains, Circles Under Eyes, Dizzlness, Backache, epic poems ever writen. ()ngmally it was:
Swollen Joints, Excess Acidity, or Burning Passages, don’t
rely on ordinary medicines. Fight such troubles with the . - s
doctor's prescription Cystex. Cystex starts working in 3 Listen to the huraming bird
hours and must prove entirely satisfactory in 1 week, and
be exactly the medicine you need or money back is guar- ENE T
anteed, Telephone your druggist for Cystex (Siss-tex) | (Cu'le, isn’t it?)

today. The guarantee protects you. Copr. 1937 The Knox Co. On going over it carefully, 1 reached the
decision that the word “bird” was entirely

E" LAR GE“E“T unnecessary. Any fool can see it’s a bird.

Just to get acquainted with Next, the word “humming” is useless since

new customers, we will beautifully enlarge one it is rather obvious, if you do “listen,”
snapshot negative (film) to 8x10 inches— that the bird is humming. The article tthe”

FREE—if you enclose this ad with 10c for . . . .
return mailing. Information on hand tinting is fully implied and can therefore be dis-

in natu_rl?l bcolors sent, itmmﬁdiately-f Your nega- || pensed with, The word ‘listen” is a rather
tive will be retu i - .
e Gard it toJ;;. with your free enlarge foolish command or request to normal per-

GEPPERT STUDIOS ,,%%:3% s sons since they are not apt to stop their
ears and even more foolish if the person

BSTUDY AT HOME happens to be deaf. (Silly, don’t you
Logally teaioed men gt think?) This brings the poem to the re-
tite. They command respect. vised state:

it goormities e T

by men with ls aint

4 ing. ;
More Ability: More Prestige: More Money To.

We_gaide you step bmﬁep. ‘Yon c¢an train at home
0.

* quring spare tim gree of LL.B. conferred.
i States. We

o fotoncvolume Law oy Please note the rhythmic resonance of

S P Eona o thotn OW. his. Tt i iallv adapted inei
EXTENSION, Dot 1058-L, Ghicago, liiinols this. It 1s especially adap to singing or
recitation and if rendered with the proper

MEN PAST 40 inflections and feeling will produce great

Impaired vigor, caused by tired, sluggish glands or' . . .
ggntsg g2od"physical Tr:ltgilg‘}gz%sisf often s}:&gx}%tﬁened emotion and awe in the listeners. Thank
er taking - or —or L4 : 4
money (b;au,ckc.1 Zot-iaktco)ntams %ggéybdiscovereg nor- | you for considering it.

mone (gland activator), prescr: y many doctors ; .

e L A B s uise, Boid xa] York City. Lo Lawson Rogegs.
recommended by all good druggists. Booklet by reg-
istered physician free. Z0-AK CO., 56B W. 45th St., —
New York. Ask for Economy Size and save §l.

—
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 WHY THE BOSS PICKED JIM
TO Wn ﬂb_ﬂmgbz

.___s. _\<m wmmz

WATCHING YOU AND |
I'M PROMOTING YOU |
10 mox;;z

HOW COME HE GOT
PROMOTED OVER ME?

... And Tough Jelt Denim Gives You EXTRA
Money-Saving Wear...0r Your Money Back!

You can’t lose on this rigid guarantee! If Lee
overalls don’t look better, fit better, last longer
than any other overall you’ve ever worn...you
get your money back or a new pair FREE!

Lee makesyou this startling guarantee because
only Lee uses genuine, tough, rugged
Jelt Denim! You too will be amazed
how this super-material stands up
% month after month...no matter how

tough-on-overalls your job mayv be!

And that’s not all.

Lee
Shirts

Lee Color-Matched Lee Waist-
Shirts and Pants band Overalls

Lee Lee Breeches
Union-Alls and Blouses

- JELIT DEN
S\msstm

Lee Overalls

Tailored sizes

FREE..

ME, 100/

Name

mmm HOW CLEAN CUT AND EFFICIENT HE
LOOKS, | LIKE THAT. JIM'S GOING PLACES

_.mm o<m_~>_._.m _<_>=m <c= LOOK LIKE A no_smw

;_zw LEE OVERALLS HELP THAT HIGH CLASS
LOOK~ THEY SAVE HIM M Y BESIDES

mean perfectfitfor every build...give you always
the right leg-length, bib-height, waist-measure-
ment, and crotch-fit. Sanforized-shrunk, guar-
anteed not to shrink. They’ll always fit like the
day you bought them! 45 big Lee money-saving
and comfort features guarantee you extra wear,
extra comfort, extra good looks.

See the full Leeline at your Lee dealer’s. See
for yourself why Lee is the fastest selling line
coast-to-coast. Every Lee garment is a winner!

Don’t miss the coupon below. Mail it today!

THE H. D. LEE MERC. COMPANY

Kansas City,Mo. Trenton, N.J. San Francisco, Cal.
Minneapolis, Minn. South Bend, Ind. Salina, Kans.

MAIL THIS MONEY-SAVING COUPON NOW!

’

THE H. D. LEE MERC. COMFANY
Dept. AF-10, Kansas City, Mo.

Please send me mmanwo of Jelt Denim, as used only in
Lee Overalls .

. also name of my nearest Lee dealer.

Town

Lee Playsuits

Street__
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SPRINGBOARD ACE. Jane Fauntz
Manske says: “When I smoke
Camels at mealtimes and after, I
find that my digestion runs more
smoothly.” The best meal digests
easier when you smoke Camels.

e andadie e o i

THREE-TIME OLYMPIC
WINNER in the high
dive. Dorothy Poyn-
ton Hill says: “I pre-
fer Camels because
they don’t get on my
nerves. And, like so
many other women,
Ilike Camel'sflavor.”

AT SOME OF AMERICAS AQUS
i STARS SAY ABOUT

(Left) LENORE KIGHT WIN-
GARD. She has broken 7
World’s Records—16Nat’l
Records—in speed swim-
ming. Lenore comments
on smoking: “Camels are
certainly mild. They never
jangle my nerves.”

(Right) HAROLD ““DUTCH"
SMITH, who holds Olympic
diving championships, says:
“I've found great pleasure
in Camels. I long ago found
Camels restore my energy
after a strenuous meet.”

MISS GLORIA WHEEDEN
says: “I always think of
smoking Camels and eat-
ing as going together.”

3

MILLIONS MORE
FOR
COSTL/ER
(Left) PETE DESJARDINS TUBAC'CUS

— internationally famous Camels are made from
diver —speaking: “Divers finer, MORE EXPENSIVE

like a mild cigarette thz'n TOBACCOS — Turkish
doesn’tupsetnerves. That’s

why I prefer Camels.” and Domestic — thanany
other popular brand

Copyright, 1987, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

FOR DIGESTIONS SAKE — SMOKE CAMEIS
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