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This is the stubborn germ you must kill if you want

Pityrosporum ovale

The germ which causes dandruff, mag-
nified many times. In cases of dan-
druff it is always present on the scalp
and hair and in dandruff scales.

F you have any evidence of dan-
druff, don’t waste time on un-
tried ointments, salves or solutions
that merely strike at symptoms and
relieve only temporarily.

Use the new treatment that really
gets at the cause . . . the only treat-
ment so far as we know that has
proved itself repeatedly in labora-
tory and clinie . . . the treatment
that is getting results for countless
people who try it . .. Listerine Anti-
septic once or twice a day, accom-
panied by massage.

Listerine surrounds the hair and
scalp and penetrates infected hair
follicles, and kills the germ Pityros-
porum ovale, which, research now
shows, causes dandruff.

See Improvement
at Once

After the first few treatments you
will notice how Listerine Antiseptic
dirninishes the number of unsightly
crusts and scales. How it allays irri-
tating itch and burning which so
often accompany a dandruff condi-
tion. How it cleanses and freshens
the scalp so that it feels lively and
youthful. How it brings new vigor
to the hair, itself,

For your own satisfaction, exam-
ine Listerine’s brilliant results in the
most searching clinical study of dan-
druff undertaken in years.

Curing Rabbits
of Dandruff

Rabbits given dandruff by inocula-

WOMEN SAY THE BEST waAY
TO APPLY LISTERINE IS BY
MEDICINE DROPPER APPLIED
TO THE PART IN THE HAIR

tion of Pityrosporum ovale were
ireated on one side, only, with Lis-
terine Antiseptic once a day. The
other side was untreated.

Within four days improvement
was noted, and at the end of four-
teen days, on the average, a complete
cure was effected. No scales, no
crusts. The sides not treated with
Listerine showed evidence of dan-
druff nearly a month later.

Relief in Two
Weeks

In a noted midwestern skin clinie,
men and women dandruff patients
were chosen for the Listerine treut-
ment. A majority were instructed to
massage the scalp once a day with
Listerine Antiseptic. The rest of the
group used a non-antiseptic solu-
tion. We ask you to carefully note the
convincing results again achieved:
A substantial number of the users
of Listerine Antiseptic obtained

REAL RELIEF
FROM DANDRUFF

Discovery that Strange Bottle-Shaped Germ Causes
Dandruff Leads to New Kind of "herapy, Antiseptic
in Character. Listerine Treatment Brings Quick
Relief to 76% of Patients in New Jersey Dandruff
Clinic. Thousands Report Remarkable Results

marked 1clief in the first two weeks
on the average. In many other cases,
scalps were found to be clear and
free of candruff in from three to
eight werks—itching stopped, dan-
druff sca'es were eliminated, and in
some cases falling hair was termi-
nated, Virtually none of the persons
ustng @ non-anliseptic solution showed
any improvement,

75% Got Relief

Meanwhile in a New Jersey clinie,
other dcrmatologists were  eross-
checking the results of the mid-
western clinic. Fifty men and
women, all with definitely established
cases of landruff, were undergoing
treatment twice a day with Listerine
Antiseptiz. At the end of three
weeks, 7( ¢, showed either complete
disappeatance of, or marked im-
provemer:t in, the symptoms of
dandruff, i.e., itching, scaling. Only
three fuiled 1o respond to the Lister-
ine treat nent, possibly due, as a
research -eport suggests, to irregu-
larity in upplying the treatment.

Keep it Up

If you have the slightest evfdence of
dandruff, start now with Listerine
and massage, once a day at least.
Twice a day is better. Caution:
Don’t expect overnight miracles. Re-
member, landruff is a germ disease,
requiring persistent and systematic
treatment, which should be antiseptic.
Remembcr, also, that Listerine’s re-
sults against dandruff are a matter
of luboratory and eclinical record.
LAMBEET PHARMACAL COMPANY
St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE cevs RESULTS
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* No I. C.S. student ever became
a millionaire overnight! But hun-
dreds of thousands have taken
advantage of 1. C. S. #raining to
fit themselves for bigger jobs —
bigger incomes — bigger positions
in the world in which they live.
Ask yourself these questions,
and answer them honestly: “"What
are my prospects for the future?
Will #raining improve those pros-
pects?” The coupon above is the
key that may open the door to a
brighter, more prosperous future.
Check the subjects you're inter-
ested in—and mail it today!
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HETHOUSHT HE A TIP GOT BILL A GOOD JOB!

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK
START TO SUCCESS iIN RADIO.
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

MY RAISE DIDN'T COME THROUGH
MARY+| MIGHT AS WELL GI'/E UP,
T ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

1T ISN'T HOPEL!ISS EITHER
_ BlLL. WHY CON'T YOU
TRY A NEW FIELD
LIKE RADIO!

"TOM GREEN WENT
INTO RADIO AND HE'S
2. MAKING GOOD MONEY,

TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND I'M
GETTING ALONG FAST~>
(o GET A JOB SERVICING s¢7g |

TOM'S RIGHT = AN UNTRAINED

MAN HASN'T A CHANCE, ViA

GOING TO TRAIN FOR

. RADIO TOO: ITS

Ty TODAY'S FIELD
OF GOOD PAY

OPPORTUNITILS

MADE THIS WEEK
IN SPARE TIME

"\
OR INSYALLJNG ‘O

S
THERE'S NO END TO THE <62 .
GOOD JOBS FOR THE 2%
TRAINED RADIC MAN

1 HAVE A GOOD FULL TINE RADIO
JOB NOWe=~-AND A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO

OH BiLL, 1¥3 WONDERFUL ,
YOUVE GONE AHEAD
0 FAST IN RADIO.

FLL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

In Your Spare Time For A
GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Woeek
Do ycu want to make more money? Broadmstinz stations employ
engineers, operators, station managers and pay up to $5,000 a yvear,
Spare time Radio-set servicing pays as much as SZOO tg $500 a year
—full time gervicing pays as much ai $30, $75 a week.
Many Radio Experts operate full or part time Radlo businesses.
Radio manufacturers and jobbers employ testers, inspectors, fore-
men, engineers, servicemen, paying up to $6,000 a year. Radio
operators on ships get good pay, see the world, Automobile, police,
aviation, commercial Radlo, loud speaker Bystems offer good oppor-
tunities now and for the future, Television promises many good jobs
soon. Men I trained bave good jobs in these branches of Radio.

Many Make $5, 510, $15, a Week Extra
in Spare Tlmo While Learning B
Almost every nelghberhood needs a good spare time serviceman. The  J. E. SMITH, President
day you enroll I start sending Extra Money Job Sheets showing how  National Radio Institute
to do Radio repair jobs, Throughout your training X send plans sne Estabiished 1914
ideas that made good spare time money for hundreds. I send Special The man who has di-
Equipment to conduct experiments, build circut! etNyuctzcu 03- "C“‘;i the ‘hm W"B
pecience, 1 OIVE TOU & COMPLETE, MO Tor Radio ‘im @ sny other
F) AY, ALL WAVE ALL PURPOSE RAD 0 SET SERVICE\G man in Ame;
INhTBUMEN 0 HELP SERVICE SETS QUICKER--SAVE
TIME, MAKE MORE MONEY.
Mail th Find ou: w";:ithnn.dl°dof‘.gldyiw It's 1
- 3 v " e to
1 am making from oret 0 O O e o1d. Tt points oot Radie's pare {ime
. . A 5 pointy out Radio’s spare time and
When I bad com $10 to 825 @ week in g7 i opportunities, also those coming in Television; tells about

pleted the firat twenty pare time while still .

b my Training in Radio and Television: shows you letters from men 1
m’mzelmh:d.;’b%:%g "‘;’gdi:‘f am):'na:tfﬁxuilslt! trained, telling what they are doing and esrning; showa my Money
broadeagt operator and owe fny, success to ack Agreement, MAXIL COUPON in an envelope, or paste on a
lmmedhtely jolned the R. L'—wM,. F, postcard—NOW{ )
staff of WMPC, where !UPP 203 W, J. E, SMITH, President, Dept. MK

am nowc ef opera- opt | (L} ationa o Institute, as) on, D. C.
T hiel Front i3t., West National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C

tor.’”" — HOLLIS F. Comho!ocken.
HAYES, 85 Madison 2.

. h. (]
& Lageer, e 4. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7MK , H
00 atvs National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C. ]
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838 n Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send *‘Rich Rewsrds in Radio.” =
Own Business © which points out the opportunities in Radio and explains your 50-50 method of T
training men at home to become Radio Experts. (Please Write Plalnly.) H
;'hM;?r l{:o?nlcetinr H
ourse
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Ofier!
VISIBLE BLEMISHES GONE!

YOU WiLL BE ASTONISHED!
in a new free treatise called "BEAUT!I‘UL NEW

DAYS >’ lt is being mailed absolutely free to readers
paper. Bo nOo More over your humllhtmz tkln _And eom-
‘lﬂl.ﬂn or llmu ol nglng it your outer skin has pimples,

1t 5 all expisined
Nman

$100 a Month Sick Benefit
Policy at Special Low Cost

When sick you don’t want Dity, you want pay. You can
now be independent . . . safe . , . secure . . . well provided
for though disabled.

A sick benefit policy p-yln% ip to $100 & month, at special
low cost, is now issued by Nutional Protective Insuranee
Co., nationally famous for their $3.65 accident policy.

National Protective is the only company issuing a
Realth policy covering any ard every disedss and paying
such large benefits at its low cost.

Send No Money

They will mail you this sick beaefit ?ollcy eovering sny sad all
@iseases, free for Inspection withoat ebligation, No spplication to,
out and no medical exsmination. Men ages 18 to 69 snd
women 18 to 59—in_all occupations-—who are now in good hulth are
ble. Just send your name, age, address and sex the
National Protective lmunnco Co.. 8002 Pickwick Bldg.. llnun
City. Mo., todsy, Write them while thelr specisl low ecost ofter
s still in effect.

ln, mlru J)Onl :nd loolu solled and worn, Write to Marvo
&N 1700 Broadway, New Yo
wit’ nc.lvo thll new treatise by turn

re
you a cent! If pl..ud tell friend

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged, inflamed or faully Prostete
Gland very often causes Lameback. Prequent
Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic Pains, Lost
Vigor, Insomnis. etc. Many physicisns endnuo

IT'S FUN TO WRITE!

n'- hm to write short stories, articles, novels, pl
e, too, as vltncu the lecomplllhmonu ul ollr ltudcnh.
you h- the urge {0 write—anc want to start—you will be in.
rested in onr book CAREERS IN WRITING—absolutely
CAREERS IN TING deals exhaustively with every ph-u of
fiela, and the 'y 8 in
each, Send a p d today, rec your free copy. vmm

promptivt V. 8. SCHOOL OF WRITING
20 West 80th 8t. Dept. 28

New York City

massage as & safe effective {Be
Reference Book of the Medlcn.l Sefences, 'Vvl
VII, 3rd editlon), Use ‘“PROSAGER,” s
new Invention which enables any man
masesge his Prostate Gland in the 'Frl

of his home. It often brlnu relief with the
first treatment and must help or it coat you
nothing, No Drugs or FElectricity.

FREE BOOKLET

Dl W D, SMITH
ENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. 'ADDRESS
IIDWE‘T PRODUCTS CO., B-1423 KALAMAZ00, MICH.

FALSE TEETH

Klutch holds em tight—all day

KLUTCH forms a comfort cushion, holds the plate
so snug it can’t rock, drop, chafe or be !ayed with,
You can eat and talk as well as you with yoar
own teeth. Why endure loose plates? Klutch ends the
trouble, 25¢ and 60c at druggists’. If your druggist
hasn’t it, don’t wasle money on substitutes but send
us 100 and we will mail you a generous trial box.
HART 4 CO, Box 2544-K, ELMIRA, N, VY,

Y2Prlce

setual

hines
prices. Send ot onoss

$n tyoing fncludeds
INTER TYPEWRITER EXCNANGE
an w"m'-m':" $t., Dept. 1136, Chicago

BECOME AN EXPERT

ACCOUNTANT

u'. h tho LA ‘;’r u.og:lhe accounting posi . 'E»';':mu. ox;

1 , Persotal training under supervision of staff of .1’*4 ‘s,
American lnnﬂcuu of Accoantants, Write
‘%"P‘” of the i

LsSalle Exiension Ilmmlly. Dopl. 1150-H, Chisago
The Sehool That Has Trained Over 1,400 C.P.A.'

Old Leg Trouble

Easy to use Viscose Home Mothod, Heale
many old leg sores caused by log mm-
tion, varicose voins, swollen less

Juriez or no -tost for trisl &f n mu to
show results in 10 days. be the
cause of youl' trouble and gt & FBED

00K,
Dr. M. 8. Clasen Viscose Co.*
140 N. Dearlers 8t, Chlonge, I

ORIGINAL

POEMS
SONGS

For Immediate Consideraiion . . . Send poems to

COLUMBIAN MUSIC PUBLISHERS, Ltd.
Dept. 160, Toronta, Can.

MEN 40 GAIN YOUTH

Vigor—or Ne
Now science has ‘comblned the w%lve strength of

animal glands in Vitagland. This treatment rejuve-
nates nfe prostate so that you have the strength
and desires of youth.
FREE TRI AL—{‘ry medical science’s newest contrl-
bution. Send $1.0§ (balance §1.00 collect C. O. D.) on
absolute guarantee that you regsin virile manhood
or money refunded.

Physicians Supply Labs., Bz, 367 Pak Ave, New York Oty

PILE S DONTBECUT
Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in any
form write for a FREE sample of Page’s
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that youn
read this. Write today to the E. R. Page Co.,
Dept. 404-C4, Marshall, Mich. or Toronto, Ont.
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FOR PROFIT! ' STREAMIJNE

START AT HOME. MAREET WAITING. Gersge, barn or back-
THE BIGGEST THRILL IN CYCUNG

yard oll that is veeded. Learn Intest metliods from our Home Study
Coures nnd put oash in your pocket every day. We irain you, help
you. Get feots about .;ur uaususl offer NOWI Moen and women
meking money in every state—town end country. Fend for illue-

ted FREE BOOK tolay! .
INATIONAL POULTRY INSTITUTE America’s
CDoapt. 470-a Adams Center, N. Y. Finest

MEN WANTED FOR STORE ROUTES
Handle Naitionally Advertised line Drug
Sundries To let Good: Cosmetics, Novelties
Notions—including Laymon's Asmrln—-'l‘ene&
and Aprroved by Good Housekeeping Bureat,
All so0l1 from Self-Help Counter Dlsplvn.
Meprchints make DOUBLE ofits. You
to . No 'lnvesuneat to
Y

4 make up 11 0
@ start. Facts Free. WORLD'S PRODUCTS
COMP.ANY, Dept. 11832, Spencer, Indiana

fver Johnson quality assures yoars of aloimen g
be proud to ride the handunzlest and 'ﬁ'f:lt 0 d'!gil.v‘u "

Send for celor folder 20-B showing ma ; N
up and foider 20-A on Shotvum.' .zz'%.ﬁ&w'@'s% ‘m

and Revolvers.

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYOLE WORKS
TIME COUNTS-don't risk delay in patenting Established 68 years

your idess. Write for new FREE book, “Pstent €3 River St. Pitchburg, Mass
Guide for the Tnventor” and **Reeord of Invention™ ' g
form. No charge for preliminary juformation. I New York Branch 85 Chambars St.

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN &
HYMAN BERMAN
Registered Patent Attorneys
537.K Adams Buildina. ¥/ashington, D. C.

SIMULATED nmmun : -} Qf VI

NCOTHING MORE
TO PAY 25¢ ON HAMILTON FL. * *-f .1 Ove

To introfuce our Beautiful Blue-White Rain-
bow-Flash Btones, we will send & 1 Kt. Im-
ported 8imulaled Diamond, mounted in Exquisite L
Ring, for this Coupon and 25c¢ expense in coinm. ey * AND HICH CRACE %

‘Whte “"Luck’’ Elephant, Imported from ;
FREE o 0rient. included FREE! Order NOW! D | AM ONDRI N GS
Slmulated Diamen! Co, Dept, 51, Wheeling, W. Va, :
BY USING OUR LOW MONTHLY PAV.:
MENT PLAN AT NO EXTRA COSYI:
For over 40 years we've sold highest quality watches, dlatnond’
Fasei- rings, silverware, and jewelry to thrifty people on dignified

‘1 l{mlnzl hgokt on Bc_iien- credit. You can buy the watch or dismord you
usut se:ta aybsn‘;ate'l; lr:e“.toc‘;h% . want from us for only a few cents 2 dsy.

over 17 _Also _tells how to get into

Scientific Crimo Detection. Home Study.

New opportun:tios, Travel, Steady Employment.
Experience not netessary. Very easy terms.

SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION INSTITUTE OF AMERICA{_ mc.

Lo

C & 0 Bidg, 1. T. Burdette, Pres., Dapl. 2417, Hunlington, West

VHico for &
or B
Y. ‘also %
ness,

‘THIE WAY COMPANY -
738 McKerche: Blag. Detrolt. Michigm 2 Don't pay extra for credit—at the Santa Fe you
pay only the low nationally advertised cawh ~
price, in small monthly payrments,

o . Send tor FREE Catalog

41 Get this Beautiful Book of Values—sent FREE
A to aduits. Leading brands of waiches, dtimond
! SPxsq] rings, silverware, and jewelry are shown—prices

Anyone suffering from Fistuls, Piles or Non-Malignant and low payments plainl_y muieq_ Dom's s
Rectal trouble is urged to write for our FREE Book, de- this opportunity by delaying—WRYITE ROW(
scribing the McCleary Tros ment for these insidious recta!

i
batterles. {
?nug:sn'ron

o We Buy Oid Gold and Sterling Bidver
troubles. The McCleary Trestment has been aucces \ SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY

shousands of casss. Let us send you our reference list of
former patients living in ¢very State in the Uniocn. The Dept. B-57, Thomas Bidg., Topeks, Kanons.
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CHAPTER 1

MEN OF THE RIVER

OUR naked youngsters crouched
at the end of a dock that jutted
into the FEast River. They
watched the slow-moving water and its
cargo of boxes, planks, oil-soaked rags
and the waste of factories crowding
the Brooklyn river front. Early June
sun painted a wavering pattern in the
rainbow oil that filmed the surface. It
touched the dried planking of the
dock. It made pleasant smells. Summer
smells,
“Think it’s warm?” asked a spindle-
legged towhead.
“Yeah—like ice,” said a darker boy.
“Aw, it’s warm,” said another. “Go
ahead in, Whitey.”
“Nothin’ doin’. I ain’t first.”

6

Sandhog

By BORDEN CHASE

Author of “Blue-White ard Perfect,” ‘Midnight

Taxi,” otc.

“You said to come swimmin'. It’s
your turn to go first.”

“In a pig’s eye!” protested Whitey.
“We chose for it.”

There was argument, Four voices
lifted against the constant noise that
is part of the Brooklyn waterfront.
Dirty hands waved. The voices became
shrill, high. Robert Saxon—general
superintendent of the Touchet Con-
struction Company leaned against a
heavy iron bitt halfway to the dock-end
and grinned. He hooked his thumbs
into the waistband of his khaki trou-
sers and walked farther out onto the
pier.

For a time his eyes held to a froth-
ing geyser of white water that boiled
and bubbled near the middle of the
river. Compressed air. Leakage from
the tunnel driving “oward New York.
There was a pressure of forty pounds
in the tube building beneath the river.
And a gang of sandhogs was working
down there. Breathing it. Soaking it
into their blood streams. Fighting a
river and a wall of slimy mud. Bert
Saxon studied the “boil” and gauged
its height. Then he glanced at the naked
youngsters and saw two pairs of hands
had been doubled into fists.

Whitey was throagh with verbal ar-



Come with us below Manhattan’s
mighty river. Watch the men whose
daily toil is daily risk; whose struggle
against the forces of Mother Earth is
doubled by the ravages of industrial
racketeers. A novel they dared us to

print. . . .

gument. He cocked a right fist at shoul-
der height and squinted at his pal’s
chin. His feet scuffed against the wood
planking. His left moved forward ten-
tatively as Saxon laughed aloud and
pointed to the river,

“Last one in is a rotten egg!” called
Bert. “Anyone can fight. It takes a good
man to swim.”

Whitey’s fists came down and he
turned a freckled face toward the
tunnel superintencent.

“Rory says I'm yeller,” he said.
“I'm goin’ to break his snoot.”

“That’s what ycu think,” cried Rory.
“I'll clout you one on the ear that’ll
moider you.”

“Yeah?” said Whitey. And the fists
came up again.

Bert took a half dollar from his
pocket and flipped it into the air. Bright
sunlight flashed on the silver. He
caught it and held it between thumb and

7

forefinger. When Whitey and his pals
moved toward him expectantly, he spun
the coin out over the water. There was
a thump of bare heels against planking.
Four youngsters hit the water as one
and wiggled under the surface. A mo-
ment later Whitey was swimming
toward the dock with the coin between
his teeth.

“How’s the water?” laughed Bert.

“Warm—Ilike ice!” yelled Whitey
between gasps. “Come on in, Bert.”

“For two cents I'd do that.”

“It’s a bet. Remind me and I'll give
you two cents after.”

“But no owings,” Bert laughed.

He reached over his shoulder and
hauled at the back of a mud-stained
work-shirt. The tail had just come free
of the belt when a man hurried across
the dock and touched his shoulder.

“They want vou at the shaft,” he
said quickly.
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“Not a chance!” Bert pulled the
shirt clear of his head. “I finish at
four and it’s four-thirty now. Besides,
P've got to win a bet, Harry.”

“This is important, Bert. Dan Han-
nagan is down with a crushed chest,
Young McLane has a broken ankle and
some of the others are in bad shape.”

“What#”

“They were blasting,” said Harry.
“Hannagan didn’t take his gang far
enough up tunnel when the shot was
fired and—"

BERT SAXON was running across

the dock. His high-laced boots
pounded against the planking and his
long arms swung. He was a big man.
Thick-chested and well muscled across
the shoulders. As he ran he drew deep
breaths through nostrils that flared

slightly. His lips were drawn back as
though he could feel in his own chest

the sharp bite of broken ribs that were
cutting into the lungs of Dan Han-
nagan.

A good man, Hannagan, but reck-
less. Bert had warned him less than a
week past. The tunnel-head had driven
into a nest of boulders—huge round
stones that weighed up to ten tons and
had to be blasted and broken. At such
times the heading boss was supposed to
take his gang far up-tunnel. But Han-
nagan was a hound for work. Speed
and more speed. He was never satis-
fied. And now a jagged piece of rock
had caught up with him.

““Has the doctor seen him?” asked
Bert. He turned his head but did not
slacken his pace.

“He was calling an ambulance when
I left.”

“Has he got a chance?”

“I think so. About one in a hun-
dred.”

One in a hundred! Bert turned into

a narrow street that led from the river.
Two blocks distant he could see the tall
mast of a derrick as it swung slowly
across the shaft, Work was still going
on. The tunnel was driving. It always
drove. Day and night—twenty-four
hours on end the sandhogs fought the
river. And if a man was crushed or
mangled or killed the derrick-boom
kept swinging.

One chance in a hundred. And Dan
Hannagan was past forty. There was
a wife with blue ey2s and wide smile.
As he ran, Bert thought of Mary Han-
nagan’s hands. They were red and
cracked from hours at the wash tubs.
But above the wrists the skin was white
and smooth. It frecled when the sun
touched it, and Bert remembered how
she had laughed when he called them
Irish beauty-marks. Yes, there was
good sandhog stock in the Hannagans.
And Dan’s boy at seventeen would
soon have the strorg back and wide
shoulders of his father.

“Was he conscious when you left?”

“Cursing like a trcuper,” said Harry.
“And spitting blood with every word.”

“Ah, the fool! The big, ugly—"

Bert’s throat was tight. As he
pounded past a row of low, brick tene-
ments near the shaft he caught sight of
two young Hannagans standing with
a group of youngsters about a spouting
fire hydrant. One waved a hand and
called him by name. He waved back
and increased his speed. One chance
in a hundred. And Dan was never a
man to save money. No more than Tom
Wilson whose kids vsere playing at the
hydrant, too.

“How about Wilson?” cried Bert.
“Did he get it?”

“No. He and the miners got clear.
Young McLane stuck with Dan and
stopped a piece of rock with his leg.
The others—”
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Bert was close to the gate that led
through the high board fence about the
shaft. His fist knocked it open and he
leaped inside. He wasrt’t worried about
Tom McLane. A nice enough youngster
and a good mucker. But there were no
children or wife to wait for his pay
envelope. A few weeks in the hospital
meant little or nothing to a sandhog.
The rest would do hiin good.

A half-dozen mud-grimed men
crowded the door of a small émergency-
hospital near the shait. They stepped
aside when Bert called. He hurried
through the open c(oorway. White
tables and white chairs were set near
the wall in a room thzt had been lined
with tin sheeting and painted white.
There was a strong smell of disinfec-
tants. To one side thke rounded head
of the medical-lock showed a single
glass bull’s-eye and a glittering array of
polished valves. It was here sandhogs
afflicted with the bends and other com-
pressed air ailments were taken for
hours of slow decompression.

Near it was a doorway leading into
another white painted office—the oper-
ating room. Bert heard Hannagan
cursing. The heading boss wanted his
pipe. He wanted it in a hurry. He
didn’t think much of a doctor who
would keep a pipe from a man. He
rolled his eyes toward Bert.

“Hi, there, Bert,” he said. “Tell this
ape I want me pipe.”

“It sounds as though you’ve been
telling him,” said Bert. “How’s the
chest?”

“’Tis only a scratch. I'll be back
down the hole in a day or two.”

ERT looked at Dcctor Carruthers.

The unspoken question in his eyes
was answered by a slow shake of the
doctor’s head. He motioned to Bert
and walked away from the table.

“His chest is smashed to pieces,” he
whispered. “I doubt if he can make it.”

“In that case-—can it hurt if he has
a pipe?”’

“Nothing can hurt him very much,
now.”

Bert fumbled in his pocket and found
a stained brier. He filled it and held a
flame above the tobacco. When it was
drawing well he stepped to the table
and put it in Dan Hannagan’s mouth.

“Here—smoke a good pipe for a
change,” he said. “That dudeen of
yours smells like a dirty stove.”

Blue clouds drifted above the in-
jured sandhog’s head. He dragged one
hand toward his face. The thumb rested
for a2 moment against his nose and he
waggled the fingers at the doctor. Then
the pipe slipped from his teeth and his
eyes closed. The doctor caught his
wrist. Held it a moment, and his teeth
worried his lower lip.

“Tough as hell,” he said quietly.
“He’s unconscious but his pulse is good.
He may make the grade, Bert.”

“He’s got to,” said the super.

An ambulance-bell sounded in the
street and the doctor motioned the men
away from the door. Bert turned to-
ward a young, white-faced mucker
who sat upright in a nearby chair, one
leg propped upon a stool. There were
splints and a hasty bandage below the
knee. The mucker grinned and drew
steadily at a cigarette. Bert rested a
hand on his shoulder.

“Your first crackup, isn’t it, Mc-
Lane?” he asked.

“Aw, this is nothing. Doesn’t hurt
at all.”

“That’s the stuff. Don’t let it worry
you.”

Bert turned to three other sandhogs
who were seated in the room. Each
was bandaged and each smoked silently
as he watched Dan Hannagan being
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carried to the ambulance. When Bert
questioned them about their injuries
they dismissed them with a wave of the
hand. One drew a crushed pipe from
his pocket and showed it to Bert.

“Tell Touchet I'm going to sue him,”
he said lightly. “I just had this broken
in good. And it cost two dollars.”

“We'll settle that out of court,”
laughed Bert. “I’'ll get another and
break it in for you.”

He bent down and put an arm be-
neath McLane’s knees. His other went
around the mucker’s shoulders and he
lifted gently. A grimace of pain touched
McLane’s face. But he grinned it away
and waved cheerfully to the others as
Bert carried him to the street. Hanna-
gan was not yet in the ambulance and
Bert waited, cradling the mucker as
lightly as though he were a child.

“What hospital are we going to?”’
asked McLane.

“The Riverside,” said Bert. ‘“Pretty
soft for you.”

“Would you do me a favor?”

“Sure. What is it?”

“Stop in and tell Kay I'm all right,

If she hears about this she’ll think I'm

dead or something.”

“Kay?” said Bert. “That your girl?”

“No,” said McLane. “You must re-
member her, Bert. She’s my sister,
Used to live with us when Dad worked
the Detroit job.”

“You mean that gangly kid with the
long black braids?”

“Yeah. That’s her,” laughed Mec-
Lane. “Only, she isn't gangly any
more.”

“Where did she get to?”

“Oh, Kay went out for herself when
Dad got killed on the Holland job.
Said she was fed up.”

“That’s too bad,” said Bert. “Let’s
see—only the two of you, isn’t there?”’

“Us, and Joe Treadwell, our uncle,

He's working for Gus Blaucher on the
Fulton Street job.”

The interne was motioning to Bert
and he carried McLane to the ambu-
lance. When the young mucker was
seated next to Hannagan, Bert took a
pencil stub and small piece of paper
from the lining of his hat.

“Where will I find her?” he asked.

“T don’t remember the number, hut
it’s on East Fifty-first Street near Mad-
ison Avenue. St.e’s got a dress shop and
lives in the apa-tment over it. Tell her
I'm all right, eand not to worry.”

“Sure T will, Mac,” said Bert. “T’ll
tell her to send you cigarettes and a
fancy nightgown.”

“Nix!” called McLane as the door
closed.

BERT waved and stepped to the
curb to make a note of the ad-
dress. Kay McLane—he remembered
her as a skinny kid with elbows and
knees that were large and knobby. Her
hair had been Jark and Bert recalled
she was very proud of it. She had kept
it braided and wore wide bows at the
end of the braids. As he walked to-
ward the construction office he thought
of the morning when he had gone into
a heading for the first time. That had
been a proud day. The day when the
last of the Saxons was given a pay
check and sent into the compressed air.

Kay Mclane had waved to him as
he went down on the cage with the
gang. The men had laughed and poked
fun at him. And he had decided to
speak to Kay—tell her he was no longer
a kid and she must stop staring at him
with those big ¢yes. And above all, she
must stop telling other kids he was her
sweetheart.

There had bzen a bad five minutes
that evening. They walked down to
the river front and Bert tried to ex-
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plain that sandhogs were men. Even a
young mucker who had spent his first
day on a shovel could not be expected
to share candy with a girl who was still
in short dresses. And Kay looked at
him. Those big eyes had been steady
as they filled with tears. Bert remem-
bered wiping the end of her nose while
she stood there and said nothing. Then
she turned away and walked back to
the tenement where aer father and
brother lived near the tunnel shaft.

The Holland Tunnel had started not
long after and Bert went with his
father to New York. The McLanes
had come, too. Old Anyrus McLane had
been the first man killed beneath the
Hudson River. After that Bert had
never seen Kay again. And now her
brother had asked hinm to go to her—
tell her he had been hurt in another
tunnel,

Bert walked to the tenement that had
been converted into a field office for
the- Touchet Construction Company.
The second floor was given over to of-
fices of the shift superintendents, show-
ers and a front office where a broken
sign read: R. Saroi—General Su-
perintendent. He tossed his battered hat
to the top of an iron ocker after first
putting Kay’s address on his desk.
Then he stripped and stepped under a

steaming shower. He was rubbing a.

coarse-grained towel icross his wide
shoulders when the phone on his desk
rang. He lifted the receiver.

“Yes? Bert Saxon talking,” he said.

“Mr. Touchet wants you to come to
the New York office,” said the voice
of the company operator. “It’s rather
unportant and he’d like you here in a
half hour.”

“Tell him to get a good book and
read it,” laughed Bert. “I'll be there in
an hour. Maybe two hours.”

He dropped the receiver onto the

hook and started to dress. When he
had pulled on a pair of well-pressed
blue serge trousers he glanced into a
small mirror near the shower and
rubbed a hand across his chin. For a
moment he studied the wide-jawed re-
flection and debated as to whether that
chin stubble would hold until morning.
When he had shaved he took a fresh
blue shirt from a laundry box on his
desk, matched it with a blue tie from
his locker and finished dressing.

In a sheet-iron garage near the shaft
he found his car had been washed and
polished by the handy-man who kept
the office clean. He settled himself be-
hind the wheel and headed toward New
York.

The construction game had treated
him well. As the last of a long line of
tunnel-builders he had started on a
shovel before his high school days were
over. First as mucker, then a few years
on the iron, next he had crouched in
the tunnel heading with the miners and
learned a trade as natural to Bert
Saxon as the compressed air he
breathed. He was in his early twenties
when he was given his first gang. After
that he had come fast. Now, as general
superintendent on a subway-tunnel he
was drawing down four hundred dol-
lars a week. And spending all of it.

There was a small suite of rooms
in a midtown hotel that served as his
home while this tunnel was building.
The head waiters of the city’s best res-
taurants knew him and accepted his
five-dollar tips. Theater-ticket brokers,
night-club managers, the Times Square
crowd and the bookmakers at the race-
tracks grinned and waved a cheery hello
when they saw Bert Saxon.

Yes, he decided, there were a great
many other ways to make a living that
were less pleasant than that of tunnel
superintendent.
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CHAPTER II
SONATAS AND STEEL

TRAF FIC was heavy in the Grand
Central district and Bert drove his
car to a parking station on Vanderbilt
Avenue. He crossed Forty-second
Street and rode an express elevator to
the offices of the Touchet Construction
Company. They were on the thirty-
fifth floor and as Bert crossed the outer
office he could see through one of the
windows the flat gray surface of the
East River winding in an irregular line
toward the Upper Bay. He paused for
a moment and tried to locate the arm of
the tall hoist. But low mists blocked his
vision and he turned away. The office
force had left for the day and he
walked without interruption to a door
marked Private.

“’Lo, Paul,” he said as he stepped
into a wide, carefully furnished office.
“Dig up a bottle of Scotch. I need a
drink.”

Paul Touchet looked up from a sheet
of penciled manuscript paper and
smiled. It was a pleasant smile—warm,
inviting and cordial. But there was
nothing soft about it. In spite of a care-
fully clipped mustache, slender face
and large brown eyes, Paul Touchet
had the look of a man who could hold
up his end in an argument. Not a fist-
fight, perhaps. Paul's strength was
more on the order of a man who might
parry and thrust with a rapier.

“Help yourself, Bert,” he said. “You
know your way to the bar.”

He bent again over the manuscript
and Bert crossed to a small folding bar
near the windows. It was bleached ma-
hogany like the desk, tables, chairs and
beautifully upholstered lounge. Paul
Touchet’s office furniture was an indi-
cation of the man who had purchased
it. Not far from the small bar, and

placed in such a way the player could
glance out over the East River, was
a grand piano with a bleached mahog-
any case. Well-worn scores of Grieg,
Tschaikowsky, Rimsky-Korsakoff, De-
bussy and dozens of other composers
littered the flat piano-top. Manuscript
paper was scattered across a nearby
table. And in a bookcase near the door
the shelves were lined with histories
and textbooks on music—wide volumes
and thin that hal crowded a score of
engineering tomes and construction
handbooks to the bottom of the case.

Bert opened the front of the folding
bar and selectec a bottle of liqueur
Scotch. He poured a drink for him-
self, looked inquiringly at Paul and
shrugged when the tunnel contractor
shook his head. He carried his drink
to the desk and glanced doubtfully at
a stainless steel :hair,

“Those darn things look better than
they feel,” he said. “Remind me of the
work Jeff Towlev did."

“Towley ?”

“Yes,” laughed Bert. “He was a
drunken pipe-fitter used to work for
me.”

Paul smiled and motioned to the
chair. “Sit down,” he said. “I've got
about five minutzs on this chord pro-
gression, then I'll be with you. I'm
having trouble vith the adagio.”

“Why don’t vou fire him and hire
an Irishman?”

“Fire who?"

“Adagio.”

“Adagio is a movement in this score,
vou egg,” said Paul. “T want Pilsudskv
to try it over for me this evening.”

“One of us is talking Chinese,” said
Bert. “I've buili a lot of tunnels but
I've never seen an adagio. And if Pil-
sudsky works for us he must be onc
of the Polacks in the concrete gang.
But vou're talking Greek.” '
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Paul rested his elbows on the manu-
script, cupped his chin in his hands and
stared at Bert. For 2 moment their eyes
held. Then Paul reached across the
desk, took the half-emptied glass from
Bert’s hand and drained it.

“It’s a good thing I know you, Bert,”
he said. “If I thought you were dumb
as you pretend, I'd find a new construc-

tion superintendent to finish that
tunnel.”
“One who could play a piano?”
“Perhaps.”

“Might be a good idea,” said Bert.
“Then he could sit here with you and
write music while the tunnel built it-
self. That’s one of the nice things about
tunnels—they don’t need much atten-
tion.”

“That’s hardly fair, Bert,” said Paul.
“I’'m the contractor. You can’t expect
me to go down with a gang and yell
for more speed on the shovels.”

Paul stood up and walked slowly
toward the window. He stood for a mo-
ment looking out across the flat reaches
of Long Island. At length he turned,
crossed to the desk and hooked one leg
over the corner.

“Yes. I know wha: you mean,” he
said. “I’ve bid in another tunnel job
and made a mess of it. As a contractor,
I'm a fairly good pianist. Incidentally
—I'm broke. If we finish the job before
the end of the month I won’t be more
than two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars to the bad. When I deduct that
from my capital there should be some-
thing like twelve dollars and fifty cents
left. If I spend that for a new copy of
the Tschaikowsky Concerto, I'll be even
with the world.”

Bert went to the bar and brought
the bottle to the table, He poured an-
other drink and set :he bottle firmly
before him.

“Sometimes I feel like socking you

right between the eyes,” he said evenly.
“And this is one of the times.”

“Why ? Because I don’t know how to
build a tunnel ?”

“No—because you do!” Bert
snapped. “You and everyone else in
the construction-trade knows Paul
Touchet is miles ahead of his nearest
competitor. You're an expert drafts-
man, a fine engineer, you're a wizard at
figures and you know how to handle
men. There isn’t a contractor in the
country who can figure a bid more
exactly. But every third tunnel you
build wipes out the profits on the first
two.”

“Thanks for the case history,” said
Paul. “In return, let me say you're a
darn good general superintendent. And
when I go broke—as I will in a few
weeks—1I’ll recommend you highly to
the trade in general.”

“Thanks for nothing,” Bert snapped.
“If you'd stop fiddling with that piano
vou wouldn’t go broke.”

“Sorry—it’s too late to worry now.
The job is a washout.”

BERT helped himself to a cigarette
from the silver box on Paul’s
desk. He lit it and studied the flame
of the match. His lips were thin when
he looked again at the contractor.

“You should spend more time under
the river,” he said. “If you did, you’d
see a gang of men working like hell
to speed up the job. You'd see miners
risking their necks, muckers loading
sand as though their lives depended
upon a moment lost—iron men, con-
crete-workers, the whole gang of them
fighting to save a minute. And to make
money for their contractor.”

“Don’t you think I know, Bert?”

“Do you?”

“Let me answer that with another
question,” said Paul quietly. “Have I
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ever complained about the work ? Have
I ever asked for more speed?”

“No,” Bert said thoughtfully. “You
haven't.”

“Have I complained about the wage
scale? Have I refused a single demand
of the sandhogs?”

“Of course not, but—""

Paul stopped Bert with a wave of
his hand. “You know what I think of
the hogs, Bert. There’s never been any
quarrel between us.” He smiled and
crossed to the piano. For a moment
his hands rippled the keys in a series
of light runs. “Listen—maybe this will
tell you. It’s part of the score I've just
finished. One I'm going to play for
Pilsudsky this evening.”

His long fingers raced up the key-
board. Sound came from the piano.
Soft, pulsing, a monotonous flow like
the sweep of compressed air through
the long black pipes leading down the
shaft at the job. As Bert listened he
caught the whine of leaking pressure,
the clank of hoisting machinery and
the rumble of cages that carried the
men to the tunnel mouth, It was as
though he had stepped aboard one of
these small elevators and was standing
crowded and silent with the men of the
gang going to work. Unconscious of
the music he saw the wet gray walls of
the shaft slip past. Deep below the sur-
face of the ground were the blunted
ends of long iron cylinders facing him
from the tunnel bulkhead. A rushing
crescendo told of pressure blasting
from the man-lock valves. The gang
crouched and walked into the lock,
took their places on the rough board
seats and waited for the pressure. It
came—rippling through the upper reg-
isters of the keyboard, growing to a
howling blast that made Bert gulp and
swallow to clear the air passages in
his head.

The tempo changed. Bert’s mind
told him of a heavy iron door that
swung back. He walked with the gang
into the tunnel and looked ahead into
misty darkness. A string of lights, like
a bright necklace on the throat of some
African princess, curved in a gentle
slope toward the center of the river
bed. Muck cars rattled and clanked
along a set of narrow-gauge tracks.
He heard the shouts of the gang work-
ing in the distant heading. The clang
of tools and the swish of sand loading
into cars. While over and through all
other sounds canie the dull thunder of
compressed air roaring into the tubes.

His hands gripped the desk edge and
he leaned forward. His eyes were fixed
on the gathering darkness that crept
in from the horizon and surrounded
the tall office building. But they were
sightless eyes. Bert Saxon was seeing
with his mind—vith his ears. A tall,
thin man sat at a piano and told him
the story of the tunnel. Crashing chordx
spoke of a fight waged by giants against
a mighty enemy—the river. He saw
miners stripped to their waists, sweat
running in twisted dirty streams across
their shoulders as they dug cunningly
into the sand. Near them were their
helpers, young, eager-faced workers
who stood ready with sledge or shovel.
And farther back, under the curving
shell of the long tube Bert saw the
iron men. Monstrous blacks—Senegal-
ese and Jamaicans with bulging arms
and backs that glistened with moisture.
They swung rhythmically above long
heavy wrenches, tightening the bolts
that held the tunnel segments.

As the music swept on, Bert caught
the rhythm of the work. A constant,
pulsing, breathing rhythm that told of
hard men workirg at a hard trade. A
threat hung like a sword in the swirl-
ing mists of fog that wrapped the
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tunnel and the workers as a shroud.
The voice of the river. A distant,
muffled voice that warned constantly.
“Some day,” it said. “Some day T’ll
come through. Some day.” And the
laughs of the sandhogs answered.

All this the music told. As he lis-
tened, Bert Saxon’s hands closed about
the desk edge until the <nuckles showed
white, He saw the river break through
and pour like a Niagara into the head-
ing. Miners and muckers fought,
screamed at it, cursed and shouted like
men gone mad. It caught them up and
whirled them into maelstrom. Black
mud, slimy, foul-smelling ooze of the
river bed crept in and filled the tube.
And again Bert was at the shaft-head.
Women were there. Sandhogs’ wives
and sandhogs’ children. They stood
dry-eyed and silent aad watched the
men who came from the tunnel. At
times a woman turned her head and
covered her eyes with a shaking arm.
Bert remembered when his father had
not come up with the gang—when old
Martin Hogan had led him away from
the shaft and taken him home to cry
alone through a long night.

Others were in the picture. White-
taced women and hard-jawed men.
Angus McLane and the men of the
Talbot family. Then he saw Dan Han-
nagan calling for his pipe as the blood
bubbled from his crushed lips. He saw
young Mcl.ane grin to keep the tears
from his eyes. And as he listened the
music changed. It told of a derrick
boom that swung and swung. Drib-
bling loads of river-bed spewed from
the tunnel. New men went in. The work
kept on. The tunnel drove.

The rhythm held as the last faint
notes drifted off inio nothingness.
Silence came to the ofiice that was lit
only by a golden moon that hung over
the dark horizon. For a time neither

man moved. A breeze came through the
open window and rustled the sheets of
manuscript. Paul lifted his head.

“Like it?” he asked quietly.

Bert Saxon kicked back his chair
and walked to a light-switch. He
touched it and brilliance flooded the

ce. It routed the moonlight and
splashed upon the window sill.

“Cute little thing,” said Bert cas-
ually. “What do you call it—Moonlight
on the Bathtub?”

“T’hell with you,” laughed Paul and
pushed back the piano stool. “I saw
your face while I was playing.”

“Was 1 asleep?”

Paul grinned and reached for a cig-
arette. “Not quite,” I'm calling it River
Tunnel. Like the name?”

Bert nodded but said nothing. He
wondered about this tall man who stood
before him. Paul Touchet was an ar-
tist. A dreamer. Chance had thrown
him into the construction line and dur-
ing the past ten years his record of
success and failure had been without
equal. Likeable, easy-going yet entirely
competent when the whim seized him,
he had found a place in the affections
of the tunnel builders. The sandhogs
liked him. And liking him, they worked
for the Touchet Construction Company

as though it were their own.
A STRONG friendship had grown
between Paul and Bert Saxon. It
was Paul who had given Bert his first
job as tunnel superintendent. Bert had
finished the work ahead of contract
and netted a half-million profit for
Touchet. There had been other jobs.
All of them completed ahead of sched-
ule but not all of them financial suc-
cesses.
“How long have you been working

on that sonata?’ Bert asked.
“Aha!” cried Paul. “So my unmusi-
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cal tunnel-boss knows a sonata when
he hears one.”

“Never mind that,” persisted Bert.
“How long has it taken you to write
it?”

“About six months.”

“You were working on it when you
handed out the contract to Anderson
& Company for the steel ?”

“Of course.”

“And when vou made the deal for
the cement?”

“Yes. But—"

“And when vou sublet the work at
the shaft?”

“What the devil are you getting at?”
asked Paul.

“Simply this,” said Bert slowly.
“You bid in this job at a good figure.
The men gave you a fair day’s work
for a fair day’s wage. We’ve had pretty
good luck on the job. But—you're
broke.”

“Are you going to rub it in

“Plenty!”

“Why ?”

“Because you're a fool,” said Bert.
“You've been clowning around with
sonatas while your subordinates have
been handing out contracts that broke
you. Anderson & Company were paid
double the right price. The concrete
deal was plain robbery and the work
at the shaft should go down as
Touchet’s Folly.”

“Strangely enough, my hard-headed
friend,” laughed Paul, “I'm inclined to
believe you're right.”

“And now,” said Bert hotly, “the
largest and best East-River job ever
proposed is coming up for bids. But
because you’ve been a fool-—you can’t
build it.”

Paul laughed. “Don’t let it worry
you, Bert,” he said. “T'll bid on that
job and you'll build it for me. I'm
taking in a new partner.”

599

“Yeah? Who is he?”

“A man with plentv of money—=Gus
Blaucher.”

“What?” cried Bert.

“Yes. Gus wans to build a tunnel.
And he’s got both money and credit.”

Bert stared at ~he contractor for a
full minute. He stood up. brushed the
palms of his hands together as though
clearing them of dirt and walked to-
ward the door.

“Count me out.” he said. “1 don't
work for Gus Blaucher. And I didn’t
think Paul Touctiet was the man to
hook up with a lcuse.”

“Wait a minute,” said Paul quick-
ly. “Do you mea1 vou won’t handle
the job if I tie up with Gus?”

“Naturally. You know that heel as
well as I do. He's not fit to build tun-
nels—not fit to ride through one. For
twenty years he's been bribing, swin-
dling, stealing conracts and rolling up
a fortune. There isn’t a man in the
trade who will ta'k to him if he can
possibly help it. T v;on't work for him.”

“What have vou actually got
against Gus?” askad Paul.

“Don’t start thet, Paul,” said Bert.
“The man is a heel and you know it.”

“I know the biggest river-tunnel
ever proposed is about to be built. And
with Gus Blaucher as partner I can
build it.”

“There isn’t anyone else?”

“No one,” said Paul. He crossed to
the window and pointed to the river.
“Look at it, Bert. The toughest river
in the world to trnnel. We've done it
twice and we’ll do it again. But this
time we'll drive a thirty-two foot tube
under it. Think of it—five years ago
they swore it couldn't be done. But
we'll do it!”

“It's a tough one, Paul,” agreed
Bert. “One mistake and the East River
will prove they were right.”
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“Mistakes?” Tlaughed Paul. “T’ve
got a superintendent who doesn't make
mistakes. He drives tunnel, mister.”

“Sorry, Paul—it’s no deal. Not with
Gus Blaucher.”

“Oh, don’t be an old woman,”
laughed Paul. He caught Bert’s arm
and led him to the bar. “Come up to
my place tonight and talk it over.
You'll hear some good music and meet
some swell people. Then a few drinks
and we'll talk salary. 1f you ask more
than five hundred dollars a week I'll
stuff my latest sonata down your
throat.”

“Nothing doing,” said Bert. “You're
not going to get me tangled up with a
bunch of long-haired men and short
haired-women. I've been ducking those
affairs for years.”

“Nice-looking girls,” said Paul
wisely. “You might find one to interest
vou.”

“Thanks, but I'll stick to night
clubs,” said Bert, ‘“Besides, I've got
a job to do.”

“What is it?”

Bert helped himsclf to another
drink and stared thoughtfully at the
glass. “We had a mean one at the
job today,” he said. “Dan Hannagan
got caught in a blast. Crushed his
chest.”

“Oh, Lord, that’s a shame,” said
Paul. Thin lines webbed his eyes and
he drew at his mustache. “Is he very
bad, Bert?”

“There’s a chance ir. a hundred he’ll
make it. But Dan’s a tough one.”

“Four youngsters, hasn’t he?”

“Five, now.”

Paul walked to the desk and drew
out a large checkbook. He reached for
a pen and wrote quickly. Tearing away
the check he folded and tucked it into
Bert’s coat pocket.

“No need of them knowing where

that came from,” he said. “Were there
any others?”

“A few. But they didn't get it bad,”
said Bert. “Young McLane has a
broken ankle and I've got to drop in
and tell his sister.”

“McLane?”’ said Paul thoughtfully.
“Is that Angus McLane’s boy?”

“Yes. But I didn’t think you'd re-
member Angus.”

“Sure I do,” said Paul. “I met him
in Detroit when I came out of college.
You were working your first job. But
I don’t recall any girl in the family.”

“You wouldn’t,” laughed Bert. “She
was a scrawny kid—about thirteen
years old then. We used to hold hands
on the end of the dock.”

“Have you seen her since?”

“Not since the Holland job.”

“Then take my advice and forget you
ever held hands,” laughed Paul. “I
came across an old sweetheart not long
ago. She used to be the pride of the
campus. Now she’s fat, forty, fluffy
and foolish.”

“Kay is more apt to be tall, thin
and thirty,” said Bert. “She was the
type who would wear horn-rimmed
spectacles.”

E finished his drink and crossed

"to the door. Paul gathered to-
gether a few pieces of manuscript
paper, took a gray felt hat from the
rack, picked up a malacca cane and
followed Bert to the elevator.,

“Sure you won’t join us tonight?”
he asked. “There’ll be plenty of peo-
ple there you don’t know. Some that
I don’t know. One of them might be
interesting. A blonde, perhaps?”’

“No sale,” said Bert. “Musicales
are out of my line. I'll drop in to see
Kay.”

They separated at the entrance and
Bert walked to the parkine station He
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glanced at his watch, decided to see
Kay McLane before he ate supper and
drove north on Madison Avenue. At
Fifty-first he stopped and parked near
the corner. There were a few fashion-
able dress-shops, each striving to outdo
its neighbor in conservatism. A small
hronze-plate on the door of one told
that Madame Sylvia’s gowns were ex-
clusive models. Bert wondered if Kay
McLane had become Madame Svlvia.
He glanced at another marked Axn-
tonette—Paris. Perhaps Kay had de-
cided to go Parisian. He laughed and
walked farther toward Park Avenue.

A wrought-iron gate at the entrance
nf one shop caught his attention.
There was a sign on it—rvery small and
made of polished brass. A single let-
ter K was engraved upon it and Bert
decided old Angus MclLane’s daughter
had out-swanked the whole crowd. He
stepped into the apartment entrance
to the right and found a bell above
which was Kay's name. He pressed the
hutton and straightened his tie.

In the hall was a small self-service
elevator that took him to an entrance
on the fourth floor. When he again
pressed a button a uniformed maid
opened the door and looked at him in-
quiringly. .

“Is Miss McLane at home?” asked
Bert.

“Who wishes to see her?”

“Bert Saxon.”

“One moment, Mr. Saxon. I'll see
if Miss McLane is at home.”

“Of course you wouldn't know
that now,” laughed Bert.

“One moment, if you please.”

Bert heard voices in the apartment
and he waited patiently. When the
maid returned she told him Miss Mec-
L.ane was not at home. Would there
be any message he wanted to leave?

“Yes,” said Bert sharply. “Tell that

freckled-faced brat her brother was
caught in an explosion. And if she's
not too high and mighty to admit she's
got a sandhog for a brother, tell her
he'd like to see her.”

He jabbed ar the button of the ele-
vator that had returned to the ground
floor. There was a flurrv of quick
footsteps in thz hall behind him and
a girl caught his arm and swung him
about. Her eves were wide and her
lips drawn back in fright. She was tall,
gracefully moulded and her black hair
was brushed severely away from her
forehead to loop in twin braids at the
back of her head. As he stared, Bert
caught a fleeiing resemblance — &
ghost of the Kay McLane he had
known as a youngster. But those long
arms and legs had filled out. The
freckles were gone and the mature
lines of her facz were softly beautiful.

“Bert—what did you say?” she
cried. “What’s aappened to Tom?”

“Oh, hello, Kay,” said Bert slowly.
“I thought you weren’t home.”

“Don’t stanc. there talking like -
fool,” she said quickly. “What have
you done to Tom?”

“What have I done?” he said.

“Yes—you! You and that dammn
tunnel ”

“Such language,” he laughed. “Is
that the way a Madison Avenue dress-
maker talks? Sounds more like the
tunnel.” .

Her hands lifted and caught his
shoulders. Bert Saxon was a tall man
but Kay’s eyes were almost on a level
with his. They were brown eves—largc
and soft. Whea Kay was not angry,
Bert thought, they must be beautiful.
Now they were narrowed.

“Is he badly hurt?” she asked.

“Tust a broken leg,” said Bert. “He's
at Riverside ldospital—in the com-
pany ward.”
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“How did it happen?” she asked.
And then, hurriedly, “Afe you sure
that’s all? Nothing worse?”

“That, and a bit o lonesonieness
for a snobbish sister,” said Bert.

The elevator door opened and he
turned away. He bowed slightly and
started to step into the car. Kay’s hand
was firm on his arm.

“Please come in,” she said. “I—I
want to hear about Tom.”

“Are you sure you can stand me?”
asked Bert. “I may smell a little of the
tunnel.”

CHAPTER III
GIRL WITH BLACX BRAIDS

QHE didn't answer Instead, she

turned and walked into the apart-
ment. Bert watched ter start down
the hall. He grinned and followed. The
maid closed the door tehind him and
he glanced about at the antique tables,
Renaissance mirrors and soft-toned
rugs of the passage leading to a large
drawing room. Kay was standing near
a Georgian cabinet where a cut-glass
decanter and glasses reflected the
lights of the wall fixtures.

Bert seated himself in an easy chair
and studied the room that was part of
Kay McLane’s home. It was tastefully
furnished with expensive and appar-
ently genuine antiques. The lighting
was soft and there was a general air
of quiet comfort. Ber: fought for a
word that would describe it. At length
he smiled. Good taste-—yes. Class. A
peculiar something that set it apart
irom other homes. Bert had recognized
this same feeling of refined luxury in
Paul Touchet’s apartment on Riverside
Drive.

And the girl who stood near the
Georgian cabinet was a perfect match
for her <etting. Rich, mellow and

dressed in perfect taste. Bert realized
she was the type of woman a man
would like to parade. He could picture
himself walking down the aisle at an
important first night — a crowded
theater—well-dressed men and women
turning to stare at this tall dark girl.
He knew there would be jealousy in
the women’s eyes. And during the in-
termission casual male acquaintances
would slap him on the back and angle
for an introduction. For Kay was a
woman of whom any man could be
proud.

“May I pour you a drink?’ she
asked.

“Scotch, please. Not much water.”

There was a clink of crystal and in
a moment Kay handed Bert his drink.
She set her own on a small end-table
and seated herself to face him. When
he had touched the glass to his lips
Bert grinned and motioned toward the
surrounding room.

*Very nice, Miss McLane. I hardly
blame you for not wanting a sandhog
to drag mud across your rugs.”

“We were talking about Tom,” she
said quietly. “Is he badly hurt?”

“Not for a sandhog,” said Bert.
“We don’t count broken legs as seri-
ous business.”

“Can I see him tonight ?”

“No, I don’t think so. But any time
after nine in the morning—if you can
spare the time.”

“Does he need anything? Money
or—"

*“The company pays for his injuries.
And the men chip in a few dollars for
extras. I don’t suppose you remember
that, but it’s the custom of the clan.”

“Yes,” she said. “I remember. They
collected almost a thousand dollars
when—when Dad was killed. Dan
Hannagan gave me part of it and held
the rest for Tom.”
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“Dan will be needing his own collec-
tion now,” said Bert. “He’s in the hos-
pital with your brother.”

Kay's hand shook as she put down
her glass. She stood up and walked to
a tall draped window. For a time she
looked out into the night, then she
turned and faced Bert.

“Is there anything else to tell me?”
she asked stiffly. “If not, I have an
appointment.”

“Thanks for the hint,” said Bert.
“Sorry if I've stayed too long. Your
whisky is terrible and your manners
are worse. If your father were here
he’d take great pleasure in fanning
you, Miss McLane.”

“But he’s not here!” cried Kay.
“He’s gone. And so are Bill and
Terry! You and your rotten tunnels
have taken every man in the family
but one. And now he’s hurt. Soon
there’ll be a strike, or an accident un-
der the river. Then Tom will be gone,
too!” ’

“Yes,” said Bert
“You're right, but—"

“There’s ain’t any ‘buts,” ” she said
more quietly. “It’s the same old story.
Over and over again. When I was a
kid I stood at a tunnel-shaft with my
nmother and watched them bring out
what was left of my oldest brother.
Then Terry went on strike in De-
troit. There was a fight or a riot or
some such thing—and we buried him.”
Her eyes were bright and she paeed
back and forth across the room. Bert
watched her silently. A flush had
come into her cheeks and her fingers
opened and closed nervously. “When
Dad was killed and mother died—I
ouit. Quit cold! I ran away from it.
Hid from it. And now—"

“I'm sorry to have brought it back
to you,” said Bert. “If you’ll excuse
me, I'll be going now.”

thoughtfully.

JE bowed and started toward the
hall. But Kay’s fingers closed on
his coat sleeve ind she stopped him.

“Don’t you understand, Bert?” she
said. “Don’t ycu know what the tun-
nel has done to me?”

“Perhaps,” he answered.

“] wonder if you do.” Her arm was
linked in his and she walked with him
the window. “l know what you're
thinking. You're saying to yourself,
‘Kay McLane has grown too big for
her boots. She’s got money and snob-
bish friends. She doesn’t want any of
the old crowd around. Not even the boy
with whom she used to hold hands on
the river front’” That’s what you're
thinking, Bert.”

“You're not quite right,” he said.
“I understand how you feel. But I also
know there’s been a McLane working
in every tunnel that has ever been
driven under a river. And there’s also
been a Saxon. I'm proud of that—very
proud. And I hope there’ll be more
Saxons working at the trade when I'm
gone.”

“Then hurry and get married,” she
cried. Her arm left his and pounded
the window sill. “Find some fool who
wants to see har sons brought home
with broken lezs, twisted backs and
eyes torn out of their sockets. Find
some idiot who will stand at a tunnel-
shaft and wait and wait and wait!”

“Do you really believe it’s as bad
as all that?” he asked.

“Yes, I do.”

“In that case, there isn’t much for
me to say.”

“Oh, Bert—why don’t you get out
of it? Why don’t you find something
else to do?”

“Because I like it. It’s my trade.”

Her shoulders lifted slightly and
she smiled. “Silly, aren’t we ?” she said.
“We haven’t seen each other for over
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ten years, and when we meet we stand
and argue.”

He grinned, too. “That’s something
vou've learned recently,” he said. “The
little girl with the long black braids
was never much on argument, Miss
McLane.”

“But you never called her Miss Me-
Lane,” she said. ”I think she was
christened Kay for the convenience of
her friends.”

“Does she
friend?”

“She does,” said Kay simply. “And
she remembers how she cried when a
young sandhog told her she was no
longer his sweetheart.”

“He was a fool.”

“No,” smiled Kay. “Just a little boy
grown tall—a little bov sent into a tun-
nel to do a man’s work.”

“T did it well.”

“Of course you did. You're a
Saxon.”

She walked with hira to a low divan
and seated herself. She touched the
empty space heside her invitingly and
handed him his glass. Bert grinned
and sat beside her.

“You're a beautiful woman, Kay,”
he said at length. “Yoi’ve come a long
way and I suppose yot've made a good
deal of money. But honestly—I don’t
think you’'re nearly so attractive as that
lanky-legged kid with the black
braids.”

“I still wear braids,” she said ‘“But
I remember a young raucker with dirt
in his ears that was much nicer than
a general superintendent who’s been
building so many turnels lately.”

“How do you know I'm a general
super ?”

“None of your business.”

Bert’s hand found her slim fingers
and he held them locsely. He leaned
toward her and rested an arm across

still consider me a

the back of the divan. For a time
neither spoke. He was conscious of
the perfume of her hair, the nearness
of her lips and the soft large eyes that
looked up toward his. The constant
hum of traffic in the street sounded
a dull monontone that was very far
away. His eyes left hers and traveled
over the rounded lines of her shoul-
ders, her breasts and thin, straight
waist. He leaned closer and his arm
closed about her shoulders. He drew
her toward him. She lifted her head
and her lips found his. Suddenly she
stiffened. Her hands beat at his chest
and forced him away. She sprang to
her feet and walked quickly to the
window,

“No!” she said. “We're acting like
fools — kids — crazy, empty-headed
kids!”

“Sure we are,” laughed Bert. “And
I think it’s great.”

“I don’t,” she said evenly. “And if
you're wise, Bert, you'll mark that kiss
off to old times. Forget it. There won’t
be any more.”

“I'm afraid we’re going to argue
about that.”

“No. There isn’t any argument,” she
said. “We're not going to see each
other again, Bert.”

“Why not?”

“Because you and the work you do
represent the most miserable years in
my life. I'm through with them—and
I'm not going to let you remind me of
them.”

*“Frightened ?”

“Perhaps.”

“Of me—or the tunnels?”

“A little of both.”

“You were a fool to admit that,”
he laughed. “Now you'll never get rid
of me.”

“Oh, yes I will. You’re going right
now, Bert.”
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“Sorry. I'm just getting comfort-
able.”

“In that case, you'll have to provide
vour own entertainment. I'm going to
dinner.”

HE crossed the room to a small

closet in the hall and reached for
a pair of silver foxes. Then she walked
to the door of another room and
opened it. For an instant she turned
and waved lightly to Bert. Then the
door closed behind her.

Bert drew a cigarette-case from his
pocket, lit one and blew smoke rings
at the ceiling. He refilled his glass,
seated himself comfortably in an arm-
chair and reached for a magazine. For
a time he tried to read but thoughts
chased his eyes in unseeing lines across
the printed page. At length he con-
tented himself glancing at the pictures
and whistling a tune from a musical
comedy he had seen the previous night,
He had repeated the tune for the tenth
vime when Kay walked into the room.

She was dressed in an evening gown
of black Chantilly lace. Narrow neg-
ligée straps formed thin lines across
her shoulders. The dress was short,
ankle length to meet the current mode.
Over her arm were the silver foxes and
she stared at Bert in evident surprise.

“Still here?” she said.

“Oh, you didn’t take long,” he said
lightty. “Is that gown a sample of the
work you do?”

“Yes. Do you like it?”

“Very much. Sorry I'm not wearing
tails this evening but it won’t make
much difference, Every one will be so
busy staring at you they won’t notice
me.”

“Didn’t you hear me say I had an
appointment this evening ?”’

“Break it,” said Bert. “I'm much
more important.”

“In your owr: estimation, perhaps,”
she laughed. “But I'd rather be with
Pulsudsky.”

“With which>”

“Ivan Pulsudsky, a friend of mine.
He’s a concert pianist. But you
wouldn’t know about that.”

“No,” said Bert gravely. “I wouldn't
know.”

“Then suppose we ride down to the
street together and and say goodbye?*

“Not a bhad idea,” said Bert and
walked to the door.

He was silent while they waited for
the elevator and he caught Kay star-
ing at him strangely. When they
reached the street she extended a slim
hand which he ook and held only for
an instant.

“Goodbye, Bert,” she said. “And
promise me you won’t come here
again.”

“I promise,” said Bert. “In fact, I
won’t speak to you again—unless you
speak first.”

He saw bewilderment in her eves
as he turned aad walked toward his
car. Through the mirror he watched
her standing at the curb waiting for
an approaching taxi. Once she lifted
her hand and opened her mouth as
though to call to him. But then she
turned and Be-t grinned as he saw
her beckon impatiently to the hack-
man.

Traffic was light on Madison Ave-
nue and Bert hurried to the midtown
hotel where he lived during the con-
struction of the Brooklyn tunnel. The
starter took his car and he went to his
rooms. An hour later, carefully
dressed in a double-breasted dinner-
jacket, he taxied to Paul Touchet’s
apartment on Riverside Drive and was
admitted by the butler.

Paul’s guests had not yet arrived.
Bert walked into a well-lighted room



SANDHOG 23

that overlooked the river and found
the contractor seated at the piano.
When he caught sight of Bert he
laughed and jumped tc his feet.

“I knew it!” he cried. “It was only
a matter of time before you’d decide
to hear some good music. Have a drink
—pick a comfortable chair and make
vourself at home. Later we’ll talk
about that contract.”

“Nuts!” laughed Bert. “I didn’t
come here to listen to music. But
I want to be sure abcut the name of
your guest of honor.”

“Pilsudsky,” said Faul. “Ivan Pil-
sudsky, one of the greatest living
pianists.”

“And he’s not coming alone?”

“Of course not. He'll bring a few
friends.”

“Do you know any of them?”

“I don’t think so. Why?”

““Oh, nothing,” laughed Bert. “Noth-
ing at all. But if you don’t want me
to put a twist in the tail of your tun-
nel, you’d better be sure I meet them.”

“Pilsudsky’s friends?”

“Yes, One in particular. She’s tall
and dark and very beautiful. I'll be on
the terrace and I'd like you to bring
her out to meet me. Is it a bet?”

“Wait a minute,” laughed Paul
“What’s going on here ?”

“That’s my business,” said Bert.
“I’'ve come to your putrid musical—
vou be a sport and dc as I ask.”

“You say she’s tall, dark and beau-
tiful ?”

“Right.”

“Have you seen her recently?’

“A few hours ago.’

“Could her name be Kay McLane?”

“That,” said Bert, “is something for
vou to worry about.”

“I see,” said Paul. “I can’t say 1
hlame you.”

“You haven’t any reason to—yet.”

PAUL laughed and walked with
Bert to the terrace. They had been
there a few moments when the first
of the guests arrived. For the next
half hour Bert was busy acknowledg-
ing introductions to the rarest collec-
tion of humans he had ever seen. Some
were tall and thin and female. Some
were short and stout and male. All
were interested in only one theme—
music. Bert grinned, murmured polite
agreement to anything said and at
length found a seat at the end of the
terrace where he could be alone.

Soon there was a lively hum of con-
versation in the next room and Bert
judged Pilsudsky had arrived. Light-
ing a cigarette he leaned over the wide
stone balcony-rail and watched lights
moving on the Hudson River. Min-
utes past and at length he heard Paul’s
voice.

“We’ll probably find him hiding,”
Paul was saying. “He’s very shy but
easily the most interesting man here
this evening.”

“Is he a pianist?”

“Oh, no. Something much more im-
portant.”

“A conductor of one of the large
orchestras?”’ '

“Even more important than that,”
said Paul. He brushed aside one of
the palms and pointed to Bert. “Ah—
here he is. May I present Mr. Robert
Saxon?”

Bert turned and looked at Kay
gravely. He bowed over the hand she
had extended automatically but said
nothing. For a moment there was si-
lence. Paul grinned and turned to look
out over the river. Kay’s lips twitched
slightly and she bit back the smile.

“Bert Saxon!” she said sharply.
“Why did you follow me here?”

“Follow you?” said Bert in pre-
tended surprise. “Why, Kay — I
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wouldn’t think of doing such a thing.
I’m here only because my boss insisted
upon it.”

“Your boss?”

“Yes,” said Bert pointing to Paul.
“Mr. Touchet — president of the
Touchet Construction Company. Didn’t
you know ?”’

“Of course not. If 1 had, you can
be sure I'd not—"

“Sorry to 'interrupt,” said Paul
“But I seem to have been the cause of
some misunderstanding. Is there any-
thing I can do?”

“Yes,” said Kay. “You can tell your
superintendent 1 don’t appreciate his
humor. Nor yours either, I'm afraid.”

She turned and left the terrace. Bert
laughed and caught Paul by the arm.
Paul shook his head slowly.

“What’s gone wrong?” he asked.
“What’s happened?”

Bert explained. Paul listened quiet-
ly, nodding his head slowly while he
twisted the tips of his mustache.

Bert’s stubborn refusal to see Kay’s
point of view—his insistence that a
man or woman born of a sandhog
family must treat the tunnel as a
thing to be reverenced—this, and his
utter lack of understanding of fear,
puzzled Paul. He looked at his friend’s
hands—wide fingered and strong, but
in spite of the callous and tool scars
Paul knew them to be the hands of a
dreamer. An idealist. His head was
well formed with high forehead and
wide set eyes. And in these eyes Paul
had often seen the sharp far look of
one who thought not as other men.
But always there was a veil—an in-
tangible something that drifted out of
nowhere to cloud them or bring the
lights of laughter dancing into their
corneérs. '

And for this reason Bert had been
a constant puzzle to his friend. An

intriguing enigraa to which Paul one
day hoped to find the answer. Tonight,
as he listened to Bert's story, he real-
ized the distance of the chasm hetween
them. As though to bridge it with
physical motior he stepped closer to
his friend and rested a hand upon his
shoulder.

“Wait a minute, Bert,” he said. “Do
you think you're giving Kay an even
break?”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t you iraagine she’s justified in
wanting to forg:t the tunnel and every-
one connected with it?”

“Of course I don’t. She’s a Mec-
Lane.”

“That in itself is a good reason.

Her brother’s gone—her father
killed—"
“Now don’t start that, Paul”

snapped Bert. “I'll admit her family
hit a run of hard luck. But so have
others. Mine, for instance. There used
to be a half dozzn Saxons in the trade.
Now there’s one. But does that mean
the trade is bad ?”

“Doesn’t it?"

“Not at all. I means men have made
mistakes and paid for them. It would
have been the same in any trade.”

“1 wonder if that’s true,” said Paul
slowly. He turned to look across the
silver river to tae tall cliffs of the Jer-
sey shore. “I wonder if anything takes
the toll of the dragon.”

“Another sorata?”’ laughed Bert.

AUL said nothing. He was think-

ing of a serious-faced youngster
that watched while a tunnel had stolen
her brothers and father. Perhaps to her
also, it was an iron-ribbed monster—
a living thing that crawled in the muck
and slime of the river beds and
reached out clews for an offering of
sacrifice. It had often seemed as such



SANDHOG 25

to Paul. Always tte dreamer he had
stood on a river pier and watched the
white froth of the boil. When pres-
sure from the tunnel broke through
the water he envisaged a clanking
dragon below that crept slowly for-
ward, opening its jaws to breathe. A
horrible monster made by men that
would turn often and devour them.

Such thoughts had come to Paul at
the piano. Sometimes he tried to give
them voice—put them into notes. He
wondered if Kay McLane would un-
derstand. Would she know that he,
too, hated the river tunnels? FEven
though he planned them, built them—
still he hated them. But it was a
twisted hate. Each time a job was fin-
ished Paul swore it would be his last.
Then some intricate engineering prob-
lem would call him back. A longer
tunnel—a larger tunnel—one to be
driven through a treacherous river
bed. There would come a call from
Bert and together the men  would
spend long nights over a table strewn
with figures and charts. Soon the tun-
nel would become a problem, a game
to be played and won if possible. And
later Paul’s bid would go in. The con-
tract would be awarded and once again
Bert would be calling the sandhogs to
work.

His thoughts turaed to this new job
under the East River, the most dan-
gerous tunnel ever to be attempted.
Into his mind’s eye came a picture of a
twisted, jagged river-bed where men
would work in blue slime, quicksand,
running earth and Drittle rock. And as
he thought of the work to be done he
heard Bert’s laugh.

“Dreaming agair.?”

Paul smiled. “I suppose s0,” he said,
and turned away from the river. “Let’s
go inside. My guests will think I've
deserted them.” :

“T’'ll listen from out here,” said Bert.
“This is close enough. But if you see
Kay, be a pal and send her out.”

“The devil T will!” laughed Paul.
“If you want her, you'll find her right
next to the piano. In fact, we may play
a duet. 1 understand she’s a very ca-
pable pianist.”

“Hold it!” said Bert. His hand went
out and caught Paul’s wrist. “I'm not
joking, Paul, Kay is a McLane—she’s
one of the clan.”

Paul’s eyes were steady. “That’s
something out of the past, Bert,” he
said slowly. “I’ve heard stories of the
clan—know that sandhogs’ women find
their husbands among men of the
trade. But—Kay is different.”

“In other words, you want Kay?"”

Bert had moved in. His arms half
lifted and his fingers doubled and
flexed. He was flat-footed, shoulders
moving slowly as he swayed from the
waist. Paul leaned easily against the
terrace wall. There was a tautness
about his body hidden by the smooth
lines of his evening clothes. He drew
a silver case from his pocket and se-
lected a cigarette with steady thumb
and forefinger.

“Got a match, Bert?” he asked cas-
ually.

“I asked a question. You do want
her?”

“Any objections? Or are you afraid
of competition ?”’

“Afraid—p”

Paul laughed and put an arm across
Bert’s shoulders. He jabbed him lightly
in the ribs and stepped away.

“Personally, I think we’re taking a
lot for granted,” he said. “Kay is prob-
ably engaged to a Parisian designer.
And after him there may be at least
fifty on the waiting list. Let’s grow
up and pretend we’re not kids.”

“But T still—"
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“But you still don’t want to hear me
play,” laughed Paul. “All right, stay
here and look at the river. I'll send a
drink out to you.”

The butler stepped onto the terrace
and crossed to Paul.

“Pardon, sir,” he said. “Mr.
Blaucher and some friends have just
arrived. I thought you might like to
know.”

“Thank you,” said Paul and turned
to Bert. “I asked Gus to stop in for
a few minutes and talk over the deal
Want to join us?”

“No thanks,” said Bert. “You know
where 1 stand on that.”

“Pig-head,” said Paul, and went
into the music room,

CHAPTER 1V
MEET GUS BLAUCHER
WHEN he had gone Bert won-

dered about that moment when
he had questioned Paul. He had never
known Paul to spend much time with
any of his conquests. He was a bach-
elor and intended to remain one. As
for Bert—he had simply never thought
of marriage.

Bert puzzled over his quick resent-
ment when Kay’s name had been men-
tioned. He was trying to align his
thoughts when Gus Blaucher and two
men stepped onto the terrace. The con-
tractor saw Bert, waved a heavy arm
and started toward him. His com-
panions walked to the terrace rail and
leaned against it, facing Bert. Gus
rested a heavy hand upon Bert’s shoul-
der and smiled expansively. .

“Why hello, Bert,” he said in a thick
guttural voice. “Paul tells me you're
going to build us a tunnel. Glad to
hear it, pal.”

“Paul’'s kidding you,” said Bert
shortly.

Gus lifted his other hand and
dropped it upon Bert’s shoulder. Bert
turned his head. The man’s breath was
sour. His good nature was false as the
teeth that lined his jaw. Born a peas-
ant, Gus Blaucher had grown soft
through years of easy living and rich
food. Layers of loose flesh sagged his
custom-made clothes and pulled them
from shape. His eyes were weak and
watery. Perspiration dampened the
palms of his hands and at times beaded
upon his loose upper-lip. But in spite
of a general appearance of slovenly
softness, Bert knew the man was pow-
erful in body as well as in influence.
Years of work in his youth had built
a web of muscles about his frame that
liquor and easy living had not yet torn
down. Gus Blaucher was not the man
you would want in your home. But he
was a personality. Different from the
crowd. And people turned to look when
he passed.

“How much are you going to make
us pay you?” he asked. “Come on—
tell me the price and I’ll meet it. Five
hundred—six—"

Bert shrugged his shoulders to dis-
lodge the moist hands. “How much
did the Manhattan Sportsmen’s Club
ask you to pay as 2 membership fee?”
he said evenly. “I'll take the same
amount to work s general super on
your job.”

A dull flush liftsd along Blaucher’s
jowls. He hunched those heavy shoul-
ders and thrust both hands into his
trouser pockets.

“Don’t talk to :me about the dirty
bunch of rats!” le growled. “Those
stuffed shirts told me—"

“I know what they told you,”
laughed Bert. “I’'m on the membership
committee. I drafied the letter.”

“You’re the guy said I hadn’t enough

money ?”’
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“Yes.”

“Why, you fool! I'm worth mil-
lions !”

“So what?” Bert laughed. “It’s still
not enough.”

He turned and looked into the night.
Someone at the grand piano inside was
playing the solo from Greig’s A Minor
Concerto. Bert leaned against the ter-
race rail and whistled the theme
quietly. For a time Gus stared at him.
The contractor’s face was a pattern of
changing emotions. At length he forced
a smile. He nudged Bert’s ribs.

“Well, I'll be damned,” he said. “It
took a sandhog to keep Gus Blaucher
out of the Sportsmen’s Club. That’s
one for the book!” The comedy of the
situation seemed to please him. Soon
his arm was across; Bert’s shoulders
again and the tunnel-man felt the hot
breath against his neck. He turned
and put a hand on 3laucher’s chest.

“Don’t crowd me, Gus,” he said.
“I'm not one of your political pals.
Save that stuff for the mayor.”

“Ah, come on,” said Gus jovially.
“No hard feelings, Bert. I'm not sore
—not a bit. And the offer of a job still
goes. Let’s call it six hundred a week
and the usual honus for speed.”

“Let’s call it spin..ch!” snapped Bert.
“And if Paul Touchet hooks up with
vou, Gus—he does it alone. I won't
work for a rat!”

“You can’t pull that stuff,” Blaucher
cried. He lifted a heavy fist and
stepped forward. “No lousy ditch-
digger can—"

“Put your hands down,” said Bert
quietly. “This is Paul’s party and I
don’t want to spoil it. But if you don’t
shut up, you're asking to get hit.”

THERE was a light step on the ter-
race and Bert saw one of the men
who had come witl: Blaucher. He was

thin and slightly stooped, well dressed,
and under one arm was a large leather
bound book. He wore horn-rimmed
spectacles and through them his eyes
looked like round black stones. Cold
and smooth. The lids were fixed and
nmotionless. In fact, when he spoke
there was no perceptible movement of
his face muscles.

“Having trouble, boss?” he said.

“Keep out of this, Specks,” said
Blaucher. -

“Well, I was thinking that—"

“Keep out of it!”

Bert laughed and started toward the
tall French windows leading in from
the terrace. He turned, glanced at
Specks and flipped his cigarette toward
the rail. The glowing tip left a red
trail that arched past the man’s chin.
Speck’s right hand drifted toward the
lapels of his dinner-jacket. Gus
Blaucher stepped forward and pushed
him. There were a few low words and
Bert’s smile broadened.

“You ought to park those dogs with
the doorman when you come to a musi-
cal,” he said. “One of them might chew
a piece out of the piano leg.”

He left the terrace and walked
across a well-lighted room where a
number of guests were seated in silent
groups as they listened to the music.
Bert saw Paul Touchet near the piano.
The contractor was turning the pages
of a score but Bert could not see who
was playing. He walked toward the
instrument and as the last crashing
chords of the concerto signaled its
end, he saw Kay leaning above the key-
board. Her face was lifted toward Paul
and she was smiling. Applause filled
the room and there was a polite mur-
mur of approval.

“Not bad at all,” said Bert lightly.
“Can you play Tiger Rag?”

Kay looked up at him and then
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glanced at the music. Paul rested a
hand lightly on her shoulder and bent
above the dark sheen of her hair. He
smiled down at her,

“Ignore him, Kay,” he said. “You
played that beautifully. I've never
heard it played better.”

“But 1 still like Tiger Rag,” said
Bert.

Kay’s back stiffened and her hands
dropped to the keys. There was a short
run in the treble and then a few
chords. And suddenly she started to
play Tiger Rag. The music laughed
and raced. There were hot licks, a
double bass and breaks that set toes
tapping as the guests laughed and sang
what words they knew. When she had
finished she looked gravely at Bert and
nonchalantly lifted a thumb to her
nose.

“The sandhog’s salute,” grinned
Bert. He bowed and caught the hand
in one of his. He lifted it to his lips
and kissed it. Then he pushed Paul
aside and seated himself beside Kay
on the piano bench. “I know lots more
tunes. Suppose you try Memphis Blues
and make Paul’s party a success. It’s
been pretty stuffy so far.”

“Quit it,” Paul laughed. He turned
to Kay. “This fellow is a fraud. He’s
a sucker for good music but won’t ad-
mit it.”

‘“He’s rather a pest, too,” said Kay
gravely. “Let’s hope he gets drunk
quickly and goes to sleep under the
piano.”

Bert looked down at the shapely
legs extended toward the pedals. He
nodded and stood up. There was a pil-
low on a nearby divan and he placed
it carefully on the floor beneath the
piano.

“With your permission,” he said and
bent as though to stretch out on the
foor.

Paul laughed and grabbed his shoul-
ders, “Get out of that,” he said. “You
and I are going to have a talk with
Gus. We want your advice on some
figures.”

“Sorry,” said Bert. “I'd be happier
under the piano.”

“Very well,” szid Paul. He nudged
Kay and turned toward one of the
guests. “Miss Hawkley—won’t you
favor us with your latest composition?
I've heard some very good reports on
it.”

An angular creature with thin wrists
and heavy fingers stepped away from a
buffet where the butler was serving
drinks. Bert thought he had never
seen so many stra:ght sides and so few
curves in a womszn before. The sand-
hog expected to hear her clank as she
crossed the room.

“You win,” he said quietly to Paul.
“I'll find a quiet corner in the library.
But no talk with Gus.”

“Too bad,” said Paul. “Kay is going
to join us.”

“Oh, no she’s not,” said Bert. “Kay
is going to the library with me. You
stick to Gus.” -

“You're both wrong,” said Kay.
“I'm going to have a drink — alone!
Just me.”

She walked across the room and
Paul linked an arm through Bert’s.
Miss Hawkley hed already started to
play and the two men walked quietly
to the adjoining room. It was a small
study, comfortably furnished, and when
Paul closed the cloor the music came
to them lightly as though from a great
distance. He offeced. Bert a cigarette,
took one for himself and stretched out
in a chair.

“Let’s get organized, Bert,” he said.
“Gus and I can »id on that job. It’s
the greatest thing of its kind ever at-
tempted. Talbot, Wilson, Montgomery
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—every super that ever drove a tunnel
will be anxious to take charge. They
all want the job. Bu: we want you. It’s
vours for the asking and you’ll be the
envy of every man in the trade. Now—
how about it?”

“Not with Blaucher,” said Bert.
“And if you're wise, you won't take
him in as your partner.”

“Why not?”

“The hogs don’t like him. They
wouldn’t work right for him.”

“But he’s never built a tunnel,” said
Paul. “This will be his first.”

“I know it,” said Bert. “But he uses
a few sandhogs or his construction
work here in town. I worked for him
once—for two days and quit. I know
what I'm talking atout.”

“Oh, give him a chance, Bert. The
man is a success in the construction
world. He's built suhwayvs, office build-
ings, bridges—every hing but a tunnel.
Now he wants to top off his career
with this East River job. And I don't
blame him.”

“He’s not good enough to build a
tunnel,” said Bert flaily. “He’s not clean
enough to handle men who are the
cream of the construction world—the
tops. He doesn’t belong! And that set-
tles it as far as I'm concerned, Paul.
If you build that tunnel with Gus
Blaucher, you build it without me. I'll
go to Detroit and do the railroad tunnel
for Martin & Ranger.”

HERE was silence for a time

broken only by the soft music of
the distant piano. Paul studied his
friend as though trying to determine
what heavy prejudice could make him
toss away the opportunity of a life-
time. Bert walked to a case and glanced
idly at one of the engineering volumes.
He was ruffling a calloused thumb
across the pages when the butler

stepped into the room, hesitated and
started to back out. Paul stopped him.
The butler was carrying a portable
phone and placed it on a table.

“Someone is calling Mr. Blaucher,”
he said. “I didn’t know this room was
occupied, sir.”

“That’s all right, Thomas,” said
Paul. “Leave the phone here and call
Mr. Blaucher. You'll find him out on
the terrace.”

The butler plugged in the cord and
left the room. He had been gone but a
moment when Blaucher walked in and
closed the door noisely behind him. He
waved to Paul and reached for the in-
strument.

“Just a moment, Gus,” said Paul
“We’ll step outside while you make
your call.”

“Stay where you are,” called Gus.
“Probably some dame that wants a
date.” .

He laughed and lifted the receiver.
When he had shouted his name into
the mouthpiece Bert got up and started
toward the door. Blaucher’s first words
stopped him.

“A cave-in?” shouted Gus. “Did it
do much damage?”

There was a' pause while Gus lis-
tened. Bert turned to Paul and there
was anxiety in his eves. Paul, too, was
listening. He motioned Bert away from
the door.

“Ah, t'hell with that,” said Blaucher
gruffly. He held the instrument as
though it were a club. “I want to know
how much it’ll cost. . . . You're sure?
. ... Then get busy and clean up the
mess as soon as they get ’em out. Go
on!”

He hung up, pushed the instrument
across the table and helped himself to
a cigar from a nearby humidor, When
he had bit the end and blue smoke
was curling about his head he turned
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to Paul and waved his hand as though
to dismiss the call indifferently as a
trivial incident.

“That Fulton Street job,” he said.
“It’s been a pain in the neck ever since
I started it. Now the fools have
dropped one of the foundation walls.
Lost the whole thing. The clumsy mutts
aren’t worth half what I pay ’em.”

“A cave-in?” said Bert quickly.

“Yeah. One that’'ll cost me a few
thousand. Half of Fulton Street slid
into the excavation.”

“But what about the men?” asked
Bert. “If you can stop thinking about
money for a minute—what about the
men in there?”

“They’re still digging them out.
Some of your pets are there, too. Sand-
hogs—that’s a laugh. I put 'em to work
and they don’t even know how to build
a retaining wall.”

“That’s a lie!” cried Bert. “No
sandhog ever lost a face in that
ground.”

“Hold on a moment,” said Paul
quickly. “Do you mean they haven't
got the men out, Gus?”

“Ah, they're still after a few. T’hell
with ’em. It’s their own fault. They
were doing the job. I'm the guy that
gets it in the neck—not them.”

“Don’t pull that stuff, Blaucher,”
cried Bert. “You've got about six
sandhogs working as miners. But half
the men on the late shift are green.
They’re laborers—shovel men. They’ve
never been below ground before. You
know that.”

“That’s my business,” said Blaucher.

“And a lousy one!” snapped Bert.
“You run a bunch of cheap labor in
with a few experienced men. You save
a dollar and kill a dozen. We know
you, Blaucher! You're the cheapest,
slimiest heel that ever—"

“Quit it, Bert!” said Paul evenly.

“Gus Blaucher is my guest tonight
remember.”

“You're welcome to him,” Bert said
sharply.

Paul had stepped between the two
men. He turned to face Blaucher.
“Who is in charge at Fulton Street,
Gus?” he asked.

“Jack McGraw. He’s boss on the
night shift.”

“Did he get clear?”

“How do I know?”

“But you should,” insisted Paul.
“You need a good man in charge of
the rescue work. There’s just a chance
those men are still alive. We’ve got to
get to them fast.”

Blaucher puffed cigar smoke toward
the ceiling. ‘“Oh, don’t bother about
it, Paul. T hire superintendents to take
care of the work and I pay ’em to
handle things like vhis. If I got excited
every time there was an accident on
one of my jobs I'd be nuts in a year.
I do the brain work—they do the back
work. I put out the dough and if they
get hurt it’s their Jookout.”

THE door opened and Kay stepped
into the room. She looked at the
three men uncertainly and then crossed
to Paul.

“T don’t mean to interrupt,” she said.
“But Mr. Pilsudsky would like to hear
your sonata. We’ve been looking for
you.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,”” said Paul. “I didn’t
realize I was neglecting my guests.
But Mr. Blaucher has just told us some
bad news and—"

“Go right alead, Paul,” said
Blaucher. “Go out and play for them.
Don’t let this bother you” He
laughed and turned to stare at Kay.
“Say—I don’t think I've met this
young lady. How about an introduc-
tion? T like her looks. She’s my tvpe.”
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Paul’s lips were tight when he faced
Kay. “Allow me to present Mr.
Blaucher,” he said. He turned slightly
toward Gus. “Miss McLane is the
voung lady who was playing the Grieg
Concerto earlier in the evening.”

“Oh, 1 don't know one tune from
the other,” laughed Gus. He caught
Kay’s firm hand in his soft one. “But
when you play T'll bet they’re all great.
You'll have to come to one of my par-
ties sometime. I’ve got a room with
three pianos in it—two of ’em for ar-
tists only.” .

“How interesting,” said Kay. “I
don’t believe I could play two pianos
at one time.”

She turned and started toward the
door. Gus laughed ard pushed an elbow
against Paul's ribs. He winked and
lifted an arm as tiough blocking a
blow. Paul pretended not to see the
pantomime but walked to the door and
held it open.

“Coming, Bert?” he asked, though
lie knew that Lert was not.

“No thanks,” said Bert. “I'm going
to Fulton Street and see how many

of our men this pig has killed to-

: b2l
night.

“What did you say, Bert?” asked
Kay quickly.

“There’s been an accident on
Blaucher’s job downtown. Some of the
men are still trapped. Sorry I can’t
stay to hear you play again, Kay.”

“Did you say the Fulton Street
job?” said Kay.

“Yes. Why?”

*“Joe Treadwell is there. He’s been
there two weeks.”

Bert turned away as Paul caught
Kay’s arm.

“Somebody you know ?”’ asked Paul.

“Her uncle,” said Bert. “But I don’t
think he’s on this shift.” He patted
Kay's shoulder and started toward the
hall. “T"ll phone you when I get there.
Stay here with Paul”

He found his hat and hurried along
the hall to the door leading to the ele-
vators, Paul went with him, pushed the
button and waited until the car door
had opened.

“I'd come along, Bert,” he said.
“But 1 don’t suppose I'd be much
help.”

Bert stepped into the car. “You'd
better stay here with your new part-

* he said shortly.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

SCIENTIFICALLY IMPROVED EX-LAX WINS

NATION-WIDE PRAISE!

World - famous laxative now better than ever!

EX~-LAX NOW TASTES
BETTER THAN EVER!
Ex-Lax now has a smoother,

The new Scientifically Im-
proved Ex-Lax is winning
friends by the thousands!
People all over the country
are praising this remarkable
laxative—writing enthusias-
tic letters to tell of their own
personal experiences with it.

“My children like the taste

of Ex-Lax better than ever
now,” mothers write . . . “It
cleans you out in almost no
time!” is a popular com-
ment of men ... “So yentle
you scarcely know yow've
taken it,” say old and young.

No greater mass apyroval,
no more glowing en dorse-
ment has ever, to our knowl-

edge, been given any laxa-
tive! And for good reason!
... Always pleasant—always
effective-—always kind to
sensitive gystems— Ex-Lax
today possesses all of these
advantages to an even
greater degree,

If you suffer from head-
aches, biliousness, gassy
stomach or lack of energy,
due to constipation—iry
Ex-Lax and see how quickly
it brings you relief.

Your druggist has the new
Scientifically Improved Ex-
Lax in 10c and 25¢ sizes. The
boz is the same as always—
but the contents are better
than ever! Get a box today!

richer chocolate flavor—tastes
like a choice confection!
You'll like it even better than
you did before.

EX-LAX NOW ACTS
BETTER THAN EVER!

Ex-Lax is now even more
effective than it used to be.
Empties the bowels more thor-
oughly, more smoothly, in less
time than before,

EX-LAX NOW MORE
GENTLE THAN EVER!

Ex-Lax now has a milder and
more comfortable action.

Kind to sensitive systems. No

shock, no violence, no nausea !




A Cargo

of Coffins

By L. RON HUBBARD

Author of ““Nine Lives,” etc¢.

A Complete Short Novel
I

HE tattered giant saw Destiny
standing against a blindingly
white wall. But he did not rec-
ognize Paco Corvino as Destiny. Paco
Corvino was the last man Lars Marlin
had expected to see in Rio de Janeiro.

The first reaction was surprise but
it quickly gave way to a surge of stolid
hate which made Lars Marlin clutch
the butt of the .38 inside his sun-
bleached, wind-ripped shirt.

Paco Corvino deserved to die, had
merited death for years, but now, as
always, he stood in too obvious a posi-
tion to be killed. Thinking of killing
Paco was pleasant, and Lars stood
N where he was in the blue depths
AN of a shadowy entrance

; considering it gravely.
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Across the street a dusky, booted
policeman stood vigilantly under an
awning. Lars saw him and drew back
instinctively. Again the giant’s chill
gaze, bitter as aa1 Arctic sea, turned
to the all unknowing Paco.

The butt of the .38 was sweaty in
Marlin’s palm. The temptation was
great, Did the rick warrant the pleas-
ure of revenge? One well-placed shot
at this range of forty feet and Paco
would drop off tae curb and into the
gutter. His confident, insinuating smile
would be frozen forever upon his too-
handsome face.

Lars drew the .38 up a little, still
keeping it out of sight. How he had
prayed for his chance! For years with-
out end he had waited patiently to




even up a long-standing
score.

But with the mud of
the swamps of Frerch
Guiana hardly dry upon
his bare feet, Lars was
running a double risk. Any suspicious
move from him would bring investiga-
tion from the Rio polize, and that in-
vestigation would send Lars Marlin
back to Devil’s Island.

His grip tightened upon the .38 and
he drew it closer to th: torn front of
his shirt,

Paco was elegantly dressed as al-
ways. Even in French Guiana he had
managed to find excellent clothes but
now he surpassed himself, His coat
was of the best linen a1d the best cut.
His trousers were pr:ssed until the
creases were sharp as bayonet blades.
His shoes were so whire they hurt the
eyes on this brilliant, tiopical day. His
cap would have heen the envy of a
British Naval officer, so rakish was its
slant, so shiny its braid.

The insignia was strange to Lars.

Hate Holds the Helm
and Fate Rides Below
Decks on the Strang-
est Cruise the Carib-
bean Ever Knew . ..

But it did not matter
Paco was a steward on a
yacht, he supposed. But
Lars wasted no thought
upon Paco Corvino's
present. His past was 3
dull throb in Lars Marlin’s brain.
There, jaunty and well-fed and rea-

. sonably safe, stood Paco, pleased with

himself because the law had just tipped
its cap courteously to him. If that
officer only knew Paco . .

Murderer, contraband runner, es-
caped convict. A man with no more
conscience than a bullet, cool and
deadly, masking a cunning brain with
a winning smile.

Oh, yes, Lars Marlin knew all about
Paco. It had been Paco who had
changed Captain Lars Marlin into
Convict 3827645, Paco had done that
out of vengeance and now, thought
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Lars, the tables were turned. One
bullet . . .

Lars looked again at the Law under
the awning. His gaze went back to
Paco and then beyond him, down the
vool avenue to tall green and tan palms.
Red roofs and white walls. Rugged,
pleasant hillsides rising.

Once more his hand clenched on the .

.38. This revenge was sweet enough
to repay any consequences. Too long
he had dreamed of this moment. He
pulled the .38 clear of his shirt, press-
ing back against the cold, harsh wall.
Carefully he leveled the gun. He had
no compunctions now. Paco knew that
some day Lars Marlin would find him.

The finger began to squeeze down
on the trigger.

LAUGHTER nearby jarred Lars
Marlin’s nerves. The world was
ugly to him and this laughter was too
gay. Two American girls and a youth
had come into the range, approaching
the shadowy place where Lars stood.

As the group passed Paco, the blithe
Spaniard saluted the man and swept
off his cap in a low bow to the ladies.

“Good afternoon all. Good after-
noon, Miss Norton,” said the smiling
Paco.

Lars looked at Miss Norton. He did
not take his eyes away. He could not.
It had been long since this homeless
American had seen a woman of his
own race. And this woman was no
usual girl. Her hair was as yellow as

the sun. Straight and clean and beau-
tiful, she gave back to the spellbound
Marlin something he had lost in the
swelter of heat and the ungodly cruelty
of an alien prizon-camp.

Almost ashamed, he slid the .38
back into his shirt.

Her voice wis low and clear. “We
sail at midnight, Paco. Make certain
you're with us.”

“¥Yes. Miss Norton.”

The group pessed on. They were al-
most abreast o7 Lars now. In a no-
ment they would pass within two fect
of him. He sensed the presence of her
companions but he had eves only for
Miss Norton. Fie had not heard laugh-
ter for vears except for the wild
laughter of madness.

Involuntarily he took off his cap as
she passed. A supercilious patronizing
voice brought him back.

“Here, my ran.”

Silver clinked in Lars Marlin’s cap.
Blankly he glanced up at the donor.
The youth was back between the girls,
walking awav. Lars looked at the fel-
low wonderingly. The man had been
drinking: his walk was exaggeratedlv
straight. Neat and flabby, he had no
more character than a dummy outside
a clothing store.

Lars Marlin took the milreis out of
his cap and locked at it. His big, hard
mouth curled with contempt. He threw
the coin across the walk where an an-
cient, scabby beggar scooped it up
avidly.
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Lars looked back at Paco.

Not here. There were other ways.
But meanwhile he mus: not lose the
man whom fortune had placed so
kindly in his way. A

Hesitantly, Lars stepped forward.
The hot sun struck his half-bare back
and showed the play of muscles
through the shredded rag he wore.
Bevond him Paco stood looking across
the street, jingling coins in his pocket.
In profile his face was hz wklike and his
tvory white teeth flashed like fangs.
But, even so, he was pleasant to look
upon.

He had been raised on the wharfs
of world ports without rumber, forag-
ing with the rats, keeping the society of
the drifting flotsam, appearing and dis-
appearing, untraceable. fe had devel-
oped a smile as armor and it was no
deeper than the metal of a salade. And
though he did not know his real name
he had carefully developed the manners
of an aristocrat. It was like Paco to
stand in plain sight of the Law, smil-
ing, secure and confident.

Lars came to a heavy stop on Paco’s
right. They were the same height but
there the similarity ended. Lars was
built strongly, hewed massively from
granite. Paco looked down at his feet
and saw a blue shadow lying there.
He saw the breadth of that shadow,
how motionless it was, F.ow broad the
shoulders were. He saw the outlined
tip of an officer’s cap.

Paco knew without turning that Lars
Marlin, whom he thought to be two
thousand miles away in safe confine-
nent, stood with him ia the blazing
ight of the Brazilian sun.

T WAS not part of Paco’s code to
show shock. For all he knew the
sullet he so well deserved might be on
he verge of an eager trigger. Fear

made Paco curl up like burning paper
—but only inside. He was sick with
nausea and his heart lurched heavily
and began to pound in his throat.
Across the street stcod the Law, be-
yond call. Paco must stand there and
give no sign.

Only slightly congealed, only a little
more false than before, Paco’s smile
was slowly turned to Lars. Their eyes
clashed. Dark orbs recoiled before the
baleful certainty of Norse blue.

Lars did not move, but Paco sensed
that he did. Lars was holding himself
enchained and his hands, the thumbs
hooked into rawhide belt, were shaking
slightly. Shaking, Paco knew, because
they could already feel a man’s breath
dammed up in his contracted throat.

But Paco smiled. He had no ace in
his sleeve but he had a knife, strapped
to his wrist in a sheath. He had only
to jerk his arm and the knife would
glitter in his palm, ready to strike.

Paco’s voice was easily mocking. “So
you came to Rio for me. If you had
arrived tomorrow, I would have been
gone. You always were lucky, Lars.”

“I was lucky until I met you, Paco.”

“How did you escape?”

“The same way you did.” Lars Mar-
lin’s tones were heavy, monotonous,
eating into Paco with far more effect
than if they had been the ranting harsh-
ness of rage.

Congratulations,”
“You're very clever.”

“If you have a few minutes,” said
Lars, “I’d like to see you alone.” Paco
knew he meant the Law across the
street. It seemed funny to Paco to be
standing here, actually under the pro-
tection of the police.

“I don’t think we have anything to
talk over, Lars. If you need money . ..”

“Silver won’t buy your life.”

Paco was amused. “In the numerous

said Paco.
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times we have met, Lars, you have yet
to come out a winner.”

“That was yesterday. This is today.
Shall we go to some quiet place,
Paco?”

Paco shrugged. “I can understand
that you might be angry about that
Casablanca deal, but after all, Lars,
you were the one who turned me over.
Wasn’t I entitled to take you along
to French Guiana with me?”

“If you were, then I have some
rights now.”

“Rights! Does an escaped convict
habble about rights? See here, Lars. If
you . . . wait. You’re branded now.
You can’t live inside the law. I've just
had an idea.”

“I am not interested in your ideas.
Will you come or do 1 have to . . .”

MAN in brass-buttoned whites

stepped between them, facing
Paco. Lars was annoyed at himself.
At the first flash of gold he had re-
coiled in fear of police. But this was
not police. The man was elderly. His
rum-reddened face was flabby, filled
v ith small, broken veins. His hair was
white as a bleached bone. He wore a
captain’s stripes and the insignia upon
his cap matched Paco’s.

“Sorry 1 kept you waiting,” said the
strange captain to Paco. “They won't
take less than—"

Paco shot a triumphant glance over
the old man’s shoulder to Lars. “Just
a minute, Captain. I wish to present
one of my old friends. A man who
might be expected to help us.” When
the officer faced around, Paco, with a
mocking wave of his hand, said, “Cap-
tain Simpson, this is Captain Lars
Marlin.”

Simpson’s weak eyes showed his dis-
trust. His freckled hand in Marlin’s
was cold and moist and weak.

‘Paco swept on. “Marlin is an old
friend of mine, Simpson. We were to-
gether years ago on the Moroccan
Queen. You re:all the incident?”

Simpson was startled. He looked
swiftly from Lars to Paco, and in an
incredulous veice, cried, “You mean
he’s—"

Paco’s smile was amused. “Yes. He
just managed his escape from Devil's
Island.”

Simpson gasped and stared at Lars.
The tattered giant’s glare was hot
enough on Paco to wither him. The
mighty fists were drawn up in steel
mauls,

But Paco’s quietly laughing voice
surged on. “l see you remember, Cap-
tain. It was all very interesting. You
recall when the French authorities
searched the Queen for contraband
dope? They found it on me, of course.
Marlin here, gave them the first clue
which fastened it upon me. And you
remember what happened after that.
It was discovered that quantities of it
were in his cabin. He swore he did
not know how they got there, those
little tins. Naturally they packed him
off with me. Lars here is a very per-
sistent fellow. He tried three times to
kill me in the Penal Colony. That scar
you can see on his chest was given
him by my knife on the third try. And
now he is with us again. Good, kind
Lars.”

Simpson was opening and closing
his mouth like a red snapper. He was
struggling for air.

“And since,” continued Paco, “we
have use for such a man. it might
be well to include him in the Valignt's
crew. I shall draw up a paper and leave
it in the bank here, to be opened in case
of my death and the authorities will
know exactly where to find him. Is that
agreeable, Siripson?”
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“Good grief—no!” Simpson cried.

“You're mad! You are telling him a
thing no one should know except
ourselves!”

“Nonsense,” said Paco, grinning
easily. “He knows that where he would
find me, he would fine contrabrand.
He knows that is my weakness. And
besides, Simpson, it will keep you from
getting a notion to :rid yourself of
me.”

Lars glanced across the street. The
Law was still standing there, com-
pletely unaware of anything wrong in
that quiet group across the pavement.
It was all so lazily peaceful in this hot
afternoon sunshine. No man—or at
least no sane man—would take the
siesta hour to plan death.

ARS studied Paco. He knew

what to expect from the man,
Paco was so plausible, so merciless, so
much at his ease that he was safe in
any society. He classed murder with
picking pockets.

And Lars knew another thing. Paco
would find some way to direct the
police to him if he failed to follow
Paco’s course. But in following that
course, Lars knew that he could at last
even up the mounting score. He could
wait. He had learned to wait.

Lars knew that Simpson was a fool.
Paco had duped Simp:on into playing
a criminal role, using the man’s nat-
ural weakness and greed. Lars also
knew that Paco no longer needed
Simpson. He sensed that because he
knew the ways of Paco all too well.

“I ... I shall have to consult Miss
Norton,” gasped Simpson. “After all,
I am only her captain. Perhaps,” he
added hopefully with an uneasy glance
at Lars, “perhaps she will not consent
to another crew member when there
are no vacancies.”

“She’ll consent to anything I pro-
pose,” smiled Paco.

“Some day she’ll discover how wrong
she is,” said Simpson. “We won’t be
able to get away with this forever.”

“But while we can get away with it,
we can make our fortunes. What better
means of transportation is there than
the Valiant? Who would dare suspect
Teresa Norton of smuggling? You are
getting shaky, Simpson.”

“What if I am?” said the captain,
abruptly belligerent.

Paco shrugged. “Let it pass. Sup-
pose you catch up with Miss Norton—
she just went toward the quay—and
ask her.”

“I don’t think I shall,” said Simp-
son. Suddenly he began to whine. “You
can’t make me do this, Paco. After all,
we know this man is an escaped con-
vict.”

“So am I,” said Paco. “And so will

"you be some day. Get along and make

the request.”

“And if T refuse?”

Lars knew how dangerous was the
ground on which Simpson stood. A
soft, purring note had come into Paco’s
voice.

Again Paco shrugged that fatalistic
Latin shrug. “Refuse then. Come, we
grow too serious. Let us go somewhere
and have a drink and after that I'll
file this paper at the bank.” He looked
at Lars and the smile was uncertain
for an instant. “No. I'll file that paper
now, across the street. Wait here.”

Lars was helpless to stop this with
the Law beneath that awning. Sullenly
he watched Paco cross the pavement
and enter the bank. He knew now
he should not have delayed that bullet.
He should have taken his chance when
he had it, despite the risk.

Lars and Simpson were uncomfort-
able together. Simpson considered Lars
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far beneath him and Lars considered
Simpson a very low form of insect
life. Simpson was a man who would
betray an employer like the girl Lars
had seen. He would sell out a trust for
a pittance. He was weak and unintel-
ligent. And though Lars might have
warned Simpson, he did not. Simpson
would not have taken the warning and
the crime merited the punishment.

Paco came back, breezily jingling the
coins in his pocket, smiling with good
humor, walking elastically. “And now,
my uneasy companions,” he said. “let
us partake of refreshment.”

“Sorry,” said Lars slowly. “I'm
afraid I'm not drinking with either of
vou.”

Paco laughed merrily. “Still the
same Lars! At least let us find you a
good bed before we leave you. This
afternoon I'll bring you news. No. 1
have a better plan. Too bad you do
not possess a strategic mind, Lars. I
might have been dead by now if you
had. Simpson, meet me in an hour at
the Café of the Captains.”

Simpson grumbled about it but it
was easily seen that he was glad to get
away from the company he was in.
In mutual disgust and distrust they
parted.

PACO and Lars walked up the ave-
nue between the palms and the
white building-fronts, proceeding si-
lently for three blocks. As they turned
down a side street toward a sailors’
hotel, Paco grinned suddenly. “Per-
haps I wrong you, Lars.”

“Perhaps.”

“You seem to be falling into this
with suspicious ease.”

“Am I?”

“But I know you too well to sup-
pose that you have changed your mind.
You saw Miss Norton, didn't you?”

“Certainly.”

“You always were a romantic fool,
Lars. And there’s the difference be-
tween us.”

“I am not interested,” said Lars.

“But I am.” Paco smiled as thev
paced along toward a gaudy sign.
“That is the difference. You are a ro-
mantic fool and I am merely romantic.
You allow scruples to stand in your
way and thereby hamper vourself. Un-
doubtedly you were on the verge of
potting me from cover this afternoon.
But vou didn’t. 'Why ? Because it would
not have been sportsmanlike to shoot
an enemy in the back, no matter one’s
opinions about “hat enemy. You prob-
ably thought you would go through
with it, but you didn’t. You never
would have, no matter how close you
came.

“Now I am cifferent, Lars. I would
have fired from cover and made my
escape, sparing myself unpleasant en-
tanglements such as those in which
you now find yourself. You saw Miss
Norton—I saw your face light up
when I mentionzd her name—and now
you know that she is in danger from
me. And that is making you walk
ahead, wonderiag if you can help the
first decent woman you've seen in
years. The temptation to be near her in
any capacity is “0o much to resist. You
hope vou can somehow kill me for
what you think I have done to vou
and so you are willing to carry on and
wait. You can wait, Lars. It is a good
trick. One that I never learned. Here
we are. We shall go in together. Your
name is Lowenskold and you have
ben shipwrecked from the S. S. Ta-
toosh which sank off Cape Frio some
days ago.”

They passed through the lobby and
the smiling, plcusible Paco engaged a
room for them hoth. There was noth-
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ing said about it. The clerk was of the
opinion that Paco was a pleasant fel-
low,

They climbed the rausty staircase
and came to a room wich overlooked
i muddy patio. The place was as bare
as a cell, and Lars dwarfed everything
in it.

Lars sat down on the bed; Paco
threw some bills on the table and
grinned at him.

“Go right ahead,” said Lars. “But
don’t be under any delusions about
this. I’'m with you only so long as I
can keep myself under cover. And
paper or no paper, I'm telling you
uwow, Paco, that your number is up.”

Paco shrugged that Latin shrug of
his. “We know each other, Lars. That
makes it better. You know that I will
kill you as soon as you are no longer
useful to me. 1 know that you wish to
kill me. We hate each other with great
cordiality. We can work together,
Lars.”

Paco walked out and closed the door
hehind him. Lars stretched his tattered
iength on the bed and stared up at the
ceiling, hands clasped under his neck.

A brown lizard, upside down against
the plaster, was walking with vacuum-
cup tread. The lizard stopped and
began to circle an unwv/ary black bug.
The tongue flicked and the bug was
gone.

’ n

ARS MARLIN dozed but it was

an uneasy twilight into which he
entered. The white room was uncom-
fortably like a prison cell, though far
better than those of French Guiana.
The plaster walls were cracked jag-
gedly, suggesting non-existent rivers
of a non-existent world peopled with
moths, roaches, and wandering, hungry
hzards,

At each approach of footsteps, Lars
would start up, realize where he was
and then lie back. There was high
danger in his being in Rio, but that
danger was as nothing compared to
the recent perils of flight. Even so,
recognition would send him back to
the mire of swamps and the living,
fevrish death of oblivion.

Lars was too tall for the bed—built
for smaller Spaniards. He was lying
cornerwise, bare heels on a chair, In
repose his face was handsome in its
way, more because of the strength it
indicated than because of the regular-
ity of features. His mane of yellow
hair had grown long and tangled, and
his jaw was unshaven. Had it not been
for the clear intelligence of his eyes
and the hardness of his body, he might
have passed for a beachcomber.

Footsteps sounded in the corridor
outside and he started up. But the
sound died away and he lay back,
wondering where Paco was. He
doubted that Paco had gone to the
Cafe of the Captains. Hle suspected
Paco’s errand.

He considered his position without
any great concern. He was in a strange
place, living under strange circum-
stances. Six years before, as master
on the bridge of the Moroccan Queen
he would have mocked any soothsayer
who had tried to tell him that at the
end of these six years he would be
lying in a sailor’s flophouse in Rio, con-
sidering the ways and means of killing
a man and dozing intermittently to
dream of a girl with a free swing to
her walk and a pleasant, slightly im-
perious smile.

But then his whole life had been a
checkerboard of odd occurrence.

His father had died in the Grand
Banks fleet, leaving a nine-year-old
hov to support his mother and two



40 ARGOSY

sisters. Lars had looked out for them
as handsomely as a New England fish-
ing town and the pay of a sailor before
the mast would allow.

At the age of fifteen he had begun
to pound out a reputation for himself
with his sledgehammer fists. He had
risen to the mateship of a coasting
steamer. He had sent three-quarters
of his pay home and had invested
the remaining pittance in extension
courses. He rose from mere trig to
theory of equations. He slugged a
course in maritime law until it flat-
tened out into a diploma. He read until
his Arctic blue eyes ached, burning the
daylight with labor and the darkness
with study.

At eighteen, Lars Marlin had his
master’s papers. At twenty-one he had
his first command—a wallowing old
tub running on a thin-profit margin
with sighing boilers and weary screw.
With insight and left hooks he had
made that tramp pay, and men began
to know that Lars Marlin was carving
a place for himself in the watery
world.

One determined characteristic car-
ried him through, gave him a name.
Once he made a decision he never
changed it. Vacillation to Lars was
the worst crime on earth. He drove
straight ahead making his own des-
tiny, afraid of nothing. He had a re-
tentive mind, an observing eye and
knowledge which came from the entire
ladder of knowledge—from the wharfs
to the universities.

At twenty-four he had been given
a Mediterranean command and from
the bridge of the Moregcan Queen he
had dreamed he would graduate to a
swift transatlantic liner.

At twenty-five he had taken Paco
Corvino on as chief steward; and three
months later the officials of Casablanca

had discovered contraband on the
Queen. Lars had pointed the finger at
Paco and Paco, in retaliation, had
pointed back to the bridge.

And now at thirty-one, with six
years of hell hehind him, he found
himself in a third-rate hotel wonder-
ing about the Jest and quickest way
to commit a murder. ‘

T WAS dusk when Paco came back.
He slid through the half-opened
door and closed it as silently as he had
opened it. He stood listening for an
instant, breathir.g hard. Then he turned
and sat down on the other bed. He
grinned at Lars. “Anybody call when
I was gone?”

“NO,”

Paco’s smile widened and his white
teeth flashed. He got up and walked
to the washstand and began to sluice
the grime from his hands. The water
turned a faint pink color.

“You're sure nobody, not even a
chamber boy, called?” he asked with-
out turning.

“I’'m sure. What have you been
doing?”’

“Fixing things up. Simpson was

‘turning yellow. 1 can read men, Lars.

You won't deny that. I had pushed
him as far as I could make him go.
He was about to go mewling to Miss
Norton. You saw it.”

“What kind of contrabrand?” said
Lars, lying on his side. He could feel
the hard ridges of the .38 under him
and his eyes ware examining the pos-
sible target.

“Heroin,” said Paco promptly.
“They're deathi on it in the States
Can’t even get it through a doctor
Never take it myself but I hear it's
good for the nerves—or bad for them.
Prices are rocketing up north. But
heroin is small stuff. Listen. Lars,
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would it surprise ycu to know that I
have a way of maxing four million
francs all in a lump? Within a month
and with hardly any risk.”

“I'm not interested in your plans,”
Lars said.

Paco laughed aloud.

“What's so funny ?”’ Lars demanded.

Paco shrugged. He had evidently
forgotten that he had already washed
his hands as he again approached the
stand and repeated the process.

“This Miss Norton owns
I"aliant?” said Lars.

“No. Her father does. He’s Tom
Norton, president of the Equatorial
Trading Company. He can sign his
name to a ten-millioa-dollar check and
still stayv on Easy Street. The Valiant
is a good little ship. Eighteen hundred
tons, Diesel-engined Pretty swank.”

“Is Norton aboardi?”

“No. He turned it over to his daugh-
ter and her friends and told them to
have a good time. He probably wanted
to get rid of Miss Norton—Terry,
everybody calls her. She’s hot-headed
and, boy! can she gzt mad?”

“So you're operating against a girl.
That's worthy of you, Paco.”

“Of course it is,” :ried Paco. “What
use have I got for these people with
money and position? I hate them! And
what 2 fine time I have laughing at
them. They think I'r1 something pretty
special because I’ve got better manners
than they have, heca1se I can wear my
clothes better than their men can. They
wonder about it just as though they
were God’s chosen children, the only
graceful people on ecarth. They order
me around now Lut one of these
days—"

Paco was not smi.ing. He was bitter
and the black jung'e-cat in him was
plainly visible in his displayed fangs
and hot black eyes. But he passed it

the

over with a shrug and began to smile
again. He was rubbing his hands very
thoroughly with a towel as though to
rid them of something.

FINALLY he perched himself ner-

vously on the edge of the bunk and
began to manicure his nails with a little
silver set he carried. He was very par-
ticular about his hands, more particular
than ever on this day. They were the
hands of an artist, and Paco, in his
way, was an artist.

“I suppose the police will be here
soon enough,” Lars said quietly.

Paco jumped and again the smile
was gone. “How did you know?”

“I suppose you thought I'd miss the
case of nerves you brought back. I
hope they swing you for it.”

“For what?” demanded Paco.

“For the murder of Captain Simp-
son.”

Paco was up, shaking with fear and
anger, glaring down at Lars who re-
mained casually sprawled on the bed.

“I'm not pleased,” Lars said.
“Watching you hang would have its
points, but 1 would find it unsatisfac-
tory. You plan very carefully, Paco,
but this time you missed a trick.”

Paco did not move.

“You went out of here and down
the hall to the rear of the building,”
said Lars. “Nobody saw you leave this
hotel. You came back and nobody saw
you enter.”

“You spied on me!”

“No. I'm guessing. But I know that
you intend to use me for a perfect
alibi. Perhaps you even wanted to hang
this extra millstone on my neck. I don't
know about that. You have committed
a crime which is perfect from the angle
of the police. But you forget that I
am badly wanted in French Guiana. 1f
they send me back, I'm taking you with
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me. You felt too secure to remember
that you are also badly wanted.”

“You're a fool,” said Paco, sitting
down again. “As big a fool as always.
We understand each other, Lars. You
can’'t kill me, I would be foolish to kill
you—at the moment. You came oppor-
tunely. I was tired of masking facts to
Simpson. But you . .. You won’t even
talk out of turn. Soon as you do,
blowie, you're on your way back to
French Guiana. Simpson is dead. Cap-
tains—American captains—are scarce
in Rio. You are about to become the
captain of the yacht Valiant.”

Lars smiled slightly. “What will I
do for papers?”

Paco was not in the least perturbed.
Looking his contempt for Lars, he
reached into his spotless coat and
pulled out a sheaf of papers.

*“You think I would forget a detail
like that? You can buy all the forged
papers you want in Rio. I could get rec-
ords making you anything from a
French private to a Balkan king. In
this case I got papers and records
which show you are Lars Lowenskold.
You were wrecked on the Tatoosh, a
lumber steamer, which went down off
Cape Frio ten days ago.”

“Was there such a wreck?”

“There was. Give me credit, Lars.
I'm smart. The Tatoosh went down
with all hands including three un-
known passengers. You are one of
those passengers, on your way to take
over the command of another vessel.
Here are your papers.”

“You think Miss Norton would
swallow that?”

“She’ll swallow anything I tell her.”
Paco grinned. “I enjoy the absolute
trust of Miss Norton.”

“And when the police come charg-
ing in here—"

“Unless vou want to go back to

French Guiana, wou'll tell them T've
been here all aftcrnoon, sleeping.”

Lars raised himself on his elbow.
“Get me straight on this, Paco. I only
want one thing. A chance to kill you
and get away. It's fair to warn vou.
I'll take this job because I think [ can
queer your rotten scheme, whatever it
is, and do the thing I've waited to do
for so long. I don’t want to see you
swing. Your life is mine.”

Paco grinned Hroadly. He got up
and lit a cigarette and stood looking
down at the muddy patio. At last he
turned to Lars. “That’s fair enough.
If T thought for one minute you had
the brains to best me, I'd die of shame.
You won’t talk., You don’t want to rot
in the Colony. And you won’t kill me
as long as you know that my death will
cause those papers to be opened. I need
you to captain the Valiant. You'll cap-
tain it and follow my orders.”

Lars lay back and looked up at the
lizards on the coiling. “We’ll know
more about it later on, Paco.”

m

THE yacht Faliant plowed dia-
monds out of the turquoise
channel, sweeping swiftly and grace-
fully past Fort Lage, so low that the
waves broke ove- it in bad weather,
into the outer chaanel.

The flippant litle ship, picking up
knots, slapped th: waves of its wake
against the frowning walls of Fort
Santa Cruz on one side and Fort Sao
Joao on the other. It refused to be
dwarfed by the heights to port and
starboard, sailing impertinently out to
sea with the Suzar Loaf rearing to
the west and the Pico soaring all green
and tan to the east.

Ahead lay the broad immensities of
the Sonth Atlantic.

I:‘ﬂ(‘fl with Lo
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green swells and washed by a hot,
damp wind. The starboard almost
touched the Tropic of Capricorn and
then the spinning wheel pointed the
clipper bow northeast.

Captain Lars Marlin stood solidly on
the bridge, the st.rred wind cool
against his shaven c1ieeks, The excel-
lent drill of his white uniform felt like
sitk as it was pushed against him. Out-
hoard bound, in cominand of a beauti-
ful vessel, he reverently watched the
wide-ranged pattern of clouds and
waves. He knew he did not deserve this
but, for the moment, the thought was
submerged. He felt strong, able to con-
tend with anything,

“Northeast by east,” Lars said.

“Northeast by eas:. Aye-aye, sir.”

The helmsman brought the wheel
down a spoke and steadied it there. He
was a good sailor and he had already
given his respect to this tall, strong
gentleman who had boarded the Val-
iant under such strange circumstances.

Lars turned and looked back toward
Rio. It was all gone now except for
the heights of the Carioca Range,
growing dim and blue with distance.
He could see the Hunchback and high,
fAat-topped Gavea—ramed because of
its resemblance to a ortuguese square
sail—and the outline of the “sleeping
giant” as made by the entire range.

Lars smiled and fazed away from it,
looking again at the 'imitless horizons.
He heard footsteps behind him on the
iron ladder. The sound broke into his
thoughts and annoyed him. But he did
not turn, hoping whoever it was would
not come into the -wind-swept wing.
Lars did not want company.

The footsteps were light and care-
free and suddenly all irritation
dropped away and tecame a kind of
electric thrill. He did not have to use
his eves to confirm the fact that this

was Teresa Norton. During the past
two weeks he had more than once ex-
perienced this feeling of unexplainable
elation which came over him and
blanked out everything sordid when-
ever he was with her.

When he knew she was within an
arm’s length of him he pivoted and sa-
luted her. “We'’re off to a fair breeze,
Miss Norton,”

She smiled at him and placed her
back against the rail. Her yellow hair
was blowing about her face and her
eyes were as quick and pleasant and
changing as the South Atlantic.

“How do you like the Valiant?” she
said.

“She’s a thoroughbred, Miss Nor-
ton.”

“Of course you're used to bigger
ships.”

He wished she had not said that. It
reminded him of this enforced mas-
querade. He managed a smile in re-
turn. “But not better.”

SHE seemed to be studying him and
he felt uneasy under her clear
scrutiny. He knew she was interested
in him but he supposed that it was the
same interest a child would show to a
piece of driftwood of odd design found
upon the shore.

“You seem to be very happy about
getting away from Rio,” she said.

This jolted him. Could it be that
she knew more about him than he sus-
pected? Could Paco ... No, she was
just being polite.

She saved him his answer. “But
then I suppose the loss of that prom-
ised job and he enforced stav in a dull
town wasn’t pleasant to a man of ac-
tion like yourself,”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“What for?” she asked in surprise.

He faltered and swiftly recovered.



“Thank you for getting me out of that
scrape. It’s no joke to be stranded. A
seaman who has been wrecked can get
transportation to his ship’s home port
merely by asking the consul, but a cap-
tain cannot.”

“I am glad I had the luck to find
you after . . .” She was remembering
Simpson and the short, pointless police
investigation which had followed.

“I hope I'm not bringing you bad
luck, Miss Norton.”

“No. That’s silly. Of course you
aren’t. You didn’'t know anything
about me until after—after it hap-
pened. I doubt you knew the Valiant
existed.”

She was looking at the receding
blueness of the ranges of Brazil and
Lars watched her, glad to be able to
do so without having to meet her eyes.
It was hard to face that frank ap-
praisal. He hated himself for not be-
ing able to tell her about this deceit.

“I have an uneasy feeling,” she said
at last, “that there was something more
than personal enmity or robbery behind
—Simpson acted strangely that day.
He seemed to know something was
coming. Two or three times he started
to tell me something and then
wouldn’t. And now, although we’re
free of Rio, I can’t help but . . . But
this is all nonsense. There’s no reason
to worry you—indeed there isn’t any
reason anything will happen. This
world is too well policed for piracy
and we carry nothing valuable. Out-
side of yourself we have no new mem-
bers in the ship’s company and I have
perfect faith in those who have been
with me. Still .. .”

She shivered a little as though she
was cold. The gesture had a strange
effect upon Lars. He wanted to step
close to her and put his arms around
her and tell her that she needn’t worry

an instant about anything. He was
there to see that nothing occurred. He
was learning about this girl. She ruled
those about her hut she was kind. She
trusted her friends and now she seemeci
inclined to rely npon Lars. She had a
rare virtue in that she could talk to
a man and make him feel at ease, Lars
wished she wer:n’t so beautiful—so
nice to him,

She was worldly but not wise. She
spoke of Paris and Moscow and Shang-
hai as carelessly as most girls talk
about a party tliey have recently at-
tended. Her knowledge of far lands
seemed to be limited, however, to a
strict upper stratum. There was some-
thing engagingly childish about her
enthusiasms.

“Nothin’s going to happen,” said
Lars, almost gruffly.

She faced him again. Yes, he was
right. She did rely upon him. That sim-
ple statement of his had momentarily
wiped away her gloomy apprehen-
siong,

ARS was in conflict with himself.

He wanted hadly to tell her exact-

lv how he knevws nothing was going

to happen. He wanted to tell her that

Paco Corvino wculd one night be miss-

ing from the after deck of the Valiant,
never to be seen again.

But you can": talk to a beautiful
woman about co d-blooded murder, no
matter how certainly it concerns her.

He wanted to talk to her more, but
he heard voices :oming up the ladder.
With a twinge of annoyance he
watched two young women and the
supercilious young man come out of
the companionway.

“Aunt Agatha,” said the brunette
they called Alice, giggling, “refused
to make a fourth at bridge after Ken-
neth redoubled <ix spades and set her
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last night. She says sae has a headache.
Won’t you come down, Terry?”

“If our doughty mariner can run
this ship without you,” said Kenneth,
“you’d save us all from dying of
ennut.”

Terry did not want to leave very
much, “Where’s Ralph?”

“He’s reading a hook on big-game
hunting,” said Alice. “He says he’s go-
ing to Africa, just as though anybody
ever goes to Africa. He says he’s go-
ing to shoot a . .. What was it, Ken-
neth,”

“A wamphohitadile,” said Kenneth.

Rosey, the second girl, laughed and
looked adoringly at Kenneth. Alice
shrieked. Terry suddenly looked side-
ward at Lars and saw that he was not
smiling. He was vsatching Kenneth
with amazement.

A quiet, unobtrusive laugh was
heard behind them and Paco edged
through.

“How was that one?” demanded
Kenneth of Paco.

“A rare animal,” said Paco, smil-
ing. “Is it the one which drinks oysters
and eats beer?”

Everyone laughed except Lars and
the helmsman who concentrated upon
his job. Lars noted carefully that
Paco’s air took all the freshness out
of his remark. He was being flattering
to Kenneth. Paco shot Lars a trium
phant glance which clearly said, “See,
they think me most amusing. 1 can
wrap them around my finger without
half trying.”

Paco touched his cap to Terry. ‘“Miss
Norton, I have set up the table and
made ready the carcs. In Rio I picked
up a new kind of sandwich which I
would like you to try.”

“Did you remember the
pagne?” demanded Kenneth.
must have champagne.”

cham-
“We

Paco smiled and made an obsequi-
ous gesture.

The group moved toward the com-
panionway and Paco carefully and po-
litely aided Terry to descend the steep
steps. But he did not follow them be-
low. He came back to Lars, glanced at
the helmsman to make certain the man
was far enough away and then relaxed
into his easy, confident grin.

“We're on our way,” said Paco,
waving his hand gracefully back to-
ward the Sleeping Giant. “By this
time you've probably changed your
opinion of me. It’s not everybody who
could keep the center of the stage
around here. They don’t brush their
teeth without asking me first. Aunt
Agatha makes me choose her books
for her and Ralph makes me tell him
about strange ports where I've never
been and . . .”

“I'm not interested,” said Lars.

“No?” smiled Paco. “But you will
be. Next time you're around Miss Nor-
ton, get her started on the subject of
titles.”

“What titles?”

“Dukes and princes and earls. Alice
and Rosey both have peerages in their
cabins—or did until yesterday. They've
got money but they haven’t social
position. Get it?”

“Get off the bridge.”

“You will soon enough. I'm deep,
Lars. You ought to know that by this
time. Napoleon was a half-wit com-
pared to me.”

“Listen here, Paco,” said Lars very
quietly. “This is my bridge, no mat-
ter how I got here. And stewards walk
lightly aboard my ships. Now get be-
low.” .

Paco rocked on his heels and his
grin grew more impertinent. Then he
laughed aloud and turned toward the
ladder. He stopped at the top and
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looked back. He laughed again and
clattered down out of sight.

Lars faced the wind again and
watched the changing hues of the sea.
But the elation was gone from him
now. A nagging, bitter wrath, which
had been with him these many years,
was blown into its full force. . . .

Something was about to happen.
Something was happening this very
instant. But Lars knew his best chance
lay in waiting. As yet he knew noth-
ing except that Paco had a way to
make four million francs. He vowed
the grinning Spaniard would never
live long enough to spend them.

Lars hit the rail with a clenched fist.
If he could only think of some way
to destroy Paco without destroying
himself !

AT eight bells in the evening, Lars
was again on duty, relieving
First-officer Johnson. Johnson and the
other two mates were efficient enough,
very average mariners, but it was in-
dicative of their lack of ambition that
there was not another master’s ticket
aboard the Valiant. They all had lt-
tle enough to say to Lars. He was a
stranger to them and though they
could easily see that his seamanship
was good, they reserved judgment.

Lars Marlin’s state of mind was not
a calm one and his natural silence,
added to this, gave him a taciturn air
which they mistook for austerity.

Johnson gave over the bridge with
a salute and the single statement of
the course and left. The quartermaster
was relieved by the same man who had
been steering on Lars’ first trick.

Lars looked into the binnacle, con-
tacted his lookouts and then went into
the wing to lean against the rail and
look forward into the velvet warmth
of the night.

Lars had wanted this trick because
the Valiant was still close in, crossing
the steamer lanes which led to Rio
from the north.

He felt the strangeness of his re-
sponsibility. He hed, in this command,
the lives of these people to protect. But
more than that he could not be cer-
tain just how or where Paco would
strike.

He felt very uncertain about Paco
in several ways. The amazingly deb-
onair cutthroat had worked himself
into the confidence of this entire party.
They suspected nothing of his past
operations and had no inkling of his
present plans, whetever they were,

Paco’s luck was wonderful. With
the utmost carelessness he had com-
mitted a ‘“‘perfect” crime. He would
never be brought to hook by the Rio
authorities for that murder. The audac-
ity of the crime was quite in keeping
with Paco’s past operations. He was
always swift and smooth.

Simpson had been found in an alley
with three inches of steel through his
heart. No knife, no clues, no visible
reason why Simpson had been killed.

Facing the police, Paco had been
wide-eyed and innocent. Miss Norton’s
solid recommenda:ion about Paco had
completely blocked any effort on the
part of the police to investigate Paco’s
past. It was the furtherest thing from
anyone’s mind that Paco had done the
murder. He had grieved realistically,
had told Miss Norton gallantly that he
would help her.

Lars writhed when he remembered
how he had been introduced to Teresa
Norton for the first time. Paco had
made him buy clothes suitable for the
occasion. Paco had presented him with
an air, saying he had good reason to
know that Lars Lowenskold was an
excellent officer. And Terry Norton,
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shaking his hand, had said, “Anyone
Paco recommends is acceptable to me.”

How could they be so blind to this
Spaniard’s deceit? Were his perfect
manners the only things they judged
him by ?

Plowing through the dark seas and
thinking his dark thoughts, Lars got
through his watch. Brighton, the third,
relieved him at midnight.

LARS had worked himself up to a
high pitch of rerves. He knew
he could not sleep. He wandered down
the deck, past the salon. An automatic
phonograph was plaving dance tunes
and the voices which rose above the
music were gayv and laughing.

Standing beside a bulkhead, Lars
looked through the silon window, the
vellow light showing up the hard lines
of concern on his sturdy face,

Aunt Agatha, thin and sharp, was
knitting, looking up from her place
against the opposite window and peer-
ing at the card players over the top
of her gold-rimmed glasses. Ralph
Norton was sunk deep into a soft
chair, sitting on his spine, watery eves
devouring the open hook he held. He
was pale, loosely bui't. Lars could see
the title of the volume even from this
distance, the print was so large. Ralph
Norton was reading: Tigers I Have
Faced and his shock of yellow hair
was standing straight up. He was in
Burma while the jungle-depths of
Brazil flowed silently by on their port.

Kenneth Michaelson was laughing
over his bridge hand. Rosey Laugh-
ton’s eyes sparkled in inane apprecia-
tion. ]

The heavy hand of worry clutched
at Lars again. If he only knew what
Paco had in mind! But he did not
know. The blow might fall tonight,
tomorrow, next month., And what

would Paco do? Would he try to pi-
rate this yacht? Who were his con-
federates and where were they?

Lars had not misspent his afternoon.
Under the blind of wanting to in-
spect his ship he had cruised through
the holds and quarters, probing into
bails and cans and tanks. His fruitless
investigation satisfied him that Paco’s
present plans did not include contra-
band. What devilish undertaking could
net a man four million francs? Lars
felt in his pocket and the keys he car-
ried jingled faintly.

The trap-outfits, including shotguns,
were in his possession, at least. So
were three riot-guns and six rifles—
standard equipment for a yacht used
to cruising in the remotest of the Seven
Seas.

He heard Kenneth say, “Kings will
take tricks,” as he snapped one down
on the board. “Six. Doubled and re-
doubled. Rubber.”

“Kings,” said Rosey with a sigh.
“Terry, some day you'll have to fix it
so we can meet a king.”

“l met one in Paris,” cried Alice.

‘Rosey snickered. “For heaven’s sake,
Alice—not that one all over again—!"

Alice made a face. “I don't care. He
was a king although he had never been
on a throne. Georgia Austin married
a prince, didn’t she?”

The conversation took a turn upon
the entrance of Paco. The Spaniard,
with deep courtesy, entered from an-
other passageway carrying a tray of
drinks. Lars looked sharply at Paco.
There was something wrong with his
face. And then Lars knew. Paco was
not smiling.

“Oh, Paco,” said Alice, “have you
ever met an earl or a king or some-
thing ?”

Paco set the tray down. He did not
answer but he smiled as though he
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knew a great deal he was not saying.
Then his smile faded away and he
went on serving.

“Why, Paco, what’s the matter?”
said Rosey. “You look so pale!”

Paco did look pale. His cheeks were
sunken and there were weary lines
about his eyes.

“Aren’t you feeling well, Paco?’
said Terry.

“A little out of sorts,” said Paco,
half apologetically. “Sometimes a jun-
gle fever I contracted in Indo-China
returns. It is said that one gets it and
never wholly recovers from it. After
five attacks . . .”” He stopped and went
on serving the drinks.

“After five attacks,” Ralph urged.

“They say one dies,” said Paco. “It’s
just a silly native superstitution of
course.”

“How many does this
gasped Rosey, very interested.

Paco did not answer her immedi-
ately. He finished serving and then
picked up his tray and came toward
the door near Lars. He paused with
his hand on the knob and gave them
all a very tired smile.

“Five,” said Paco, and left.

make?”

PACO bumped into Lars and was
startled. He saw who it was and
gave Lars his customary triumphant
grin. “Taking in the scenery, eh?”

“Let’s get a look at you,” said Lars
abruptly. He turned Paco’s face around
to the light and touched a finger to
Paco’s cheek. Lars snorted. “Ciga-
rette ashes and a lead pencil, huh?”

“Well?” said Paco. “Effective if
nothing else.”

“That’s a cheap way to gain sym-
pathy.”

Paco grinned insolently, and ‘went
on down the deck to his stateroom.

Lars looked into the window again

and heard Aunt Agatha saying. “Poor
boy. He did Jook tired.”

Lars went to his own room. He
was puzzled as he took off his cap and
jacket. He threw them on the bunk
and then sat down in a wicker chair
beside the open door and stayed there
watching the horizon tip up and down.
It was a faint horizon, the sea ceas-
ing only where the brilliant stars
began.

He sat there pondering for hours,
knowing well endugh that he should
be getting some sleep. But he could
not sleep. Death was hovering cver this
vacht. He could sense the beat of its
black wings.

At four-thirty a sailor came to his
door and started to knock. Then he
saw Lars sitting just inside.

“Sir, Miss Norton says for you 1o
come quick.”

Lars reached for his jacket and cap.
“What’s the matter?”’

“It’s Paco, sir. They're in a terrible
stew below,”

“What'’s wrong with Paco?”’

“Looks like Fke’s going to weigh

‘anchor for the next world, Captain.”

Lars snorted. He went down the
ladder to the lower deck and saw that
the salon was brilliantly illuminated.
Terry, in a silken negligée, was waiting
for him at the door.

“Come quickly,” said Terry. “It’s
Paco.”

She led him down the deck to

- Paco’s room. All the others were there,

standing nervously around. Paco was
lying listlessly in his bunk, staring
straight up at an I-beam above as
though unaware of anything that was
happening.
“Do something,” pleaded, Terry.
Lars stepped to Paco’s side and took
the Spaniard’s wrist, feeling the pulse.
He received a siock. That pulse was
3 A—r12
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very slow, almost stopped. Could it be
that Paco was actually dying?

Lars felt cheated as hz2 scowled down
at the patient. Dying quietly in bed,
was he?

Paco turned his head slightly. His
eves were glazed and his blue lips were
clenched tightly as thcugh in agony.
But he managed a word. “Lars,” whis-
pered Paco. He tried again. “I'm glad
... you camne, Lars.”

Lars frowned. There was some-
thing wrong about all this, slow pulse
or not. “What’s the matter with you?”

“Don’t be so harsh,” Terry pro-
tested. “He’s dying.”

Paco touched Lars’ hand feebly and
tried to smile. “Goodbye, shipmate.”

“I don’t believe it,” Lars muttered.

“Miss Norton,” whispered Paco.

She came to his side. “Yes, Paco.”

“You’re so dim,” wispered Paco.
“T... 1T can’t see”

Terry’s eyes were bright with tears.

*“Aiss Norton,” said Paco, “I am
a Catholic and there is no priest. To-
night . . . tonight I knew I was going.
I wrote my confession and . . . and
several letters, 1 want you to take
care of them for me. All . . . all my
papers are under my pillow. Take . ..
them.”

With a trembling hand she sought
out the packet and held it. Paco col-
lapsed. His eyes, wide open, staring at
the ceiling. Something rattled in his
throat.

Ralph, who knew what to do in such
cases, pulled the sheet up over Paco’s
face.

They turned out the light and si-
lently filed from the room.

Lars followed the others into the
salon. He looked ilong at them, marvel-
ing at the way they carried on in
memory of the little blackguard.

Finally he went up to his cabin,

4 A—13

v

T eight bells that morning,. Lars

was again on duty, by choice.
He wanted to be busy. He felt angry
with the world at large after what he
had witnessed in the dawn. But his
woes were not yet complete. He had
not been on watch a bell before Terry
and Aunt Agatha came up on the
bridge to see him.

“Captain,” said Terry, almost re-
provingly. “Why didn’t you tell us?”

“Tell you what ma'm?” said Lars.

“About Paco. You were his friend.
You must have known who he was.
Or did he swear you to secrecy?”

“I don’t know what it’s all about,”
said Lars.

“Young man,” sniffed Aunt Agatha,
“you certainly must have known. Such
a dear sensitive boy as Paco . . .” She
wept,

“We will have to put in to the near-
est port,” said Terry.

“What’s  happened?”  demanded
Lars. “Can’t we bury him at sea?”

“At sea!” said Aunt Agatha in
amazement. “Bury a prince at sea?”

Lars scowled. “I'm sorry, ma’'m. I
don’t understand.”

“It was not right of us, of course,”
said Terry. “But Ralph and Alice kept
insisting and we finally looked at his
papers to find out whom he wished to
notify. And this is what we found.”

She handed Lars a packet and he
opened up the first sheet. It was an
ornate birth certificate which pro-
claimed to the world that Enrique
Mendoza Jose Jesus Jorge Christofo
de Mayal, of the House of Habshurg-
Bourbon, had been born to the world.

Lars blinked at it. He took another
and found that it was not yet opened,
but was sealed with the arms of Ara-
gon. Another was addressed to Al-
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phonse XIII. Other sealed packets,
with directions for despatch followed.
They were most imposing.

But the pay-off, to Lars, was the
note to Miss Norton which read, in
part, “I regret this necessary deception
after vour great kindness and wish
you to have some part of the monies
I have hidden in French Guiana.
(Signed) Enrique Mendoza Jose Jesus
Jorge Christofo de Mayal, Prince of
Aragon.”

“You see,” said Terry, “we must
take him to the nearest port so that he
can be buried with fitting honors. The
poor fellow was driven out of his own
countrv and had to take refuge among
us and it is enough that he died un-
known without burying him in that
fashion. 1"

“Have vou looked this up in a peer-
age?”’ demanded Lars. “There’s some
mistake! He’s Paco Corvino, a—"" He
stopped himself in time. To confess
Paco’s complete identity would be to
ruin himself,

Aunt Agatha was wholly hostile on
the instant. “The idea!” she sniffed
and tottered down the ladder to the
main deck.

Lars was left to his amazement.
What was this all about? And with
Paco dead . . . What could he do to
anyone now?

He moodily saw his watch through
and at noon he finished his shots and
went down to see if there were any
further orders. He had already
changed the course and speeded up for
Pernambuco.

N his commodious cabin, at one,
he sat down to eat his luncheon in
solitary gloom. His appeite was small,
completely taken away by the knowl-
edge that Paco, ex-convict, dope-smug-
gler and multi-murderer would be

buried as he had lived, in complcte
deceit.

He could nct dispel the lowering
cloud of apprchension which closed
gradually in upon him. Something was
wrong with all this. The danger had
not ceased. He felt it had just begun.
A nameless premonition of disaster
hung around him. Paco, certainly, was
not through with this ship and Terry
Norton. But thzre was no arguing the
slowness of that wavering pulse and
the death rattle he had heard in Paco's
throat.

Bleakly, he hunched over his laden
board and stared unseeing at the shin-
ing riot guns and rifles in locked racks
on his walnut wall.

Had Paco made some rendezvous
with criminals at sea?

Lars reproacied himself for not act-
ing in Rio. But how could he have done
anything withcut bringing about his
own return to the penal colony? Cer-
tainly a man owed himself some pro-
tection.

Shock - haired Ralph Norton
knocked on the door and Lars bade
him enter. Ralph Norton would have
been handsome had he thought more
about his perscnal appearance and less
about his dreams. e was vounger
than Terry — Lars judged about
eighteen.

“This is a pretty awful thing,” said
Ralph, lving hick in the captain’s easy
chair and shoving his long legs out
before him. “I Il bet vou're pretty cut
up about losing your friend.”

Lars thought it better not to answer
that.

“The whole ship is in an uproar,”
said Ralph. “Nobody had the least idea
Paco was a real prince. Aunt Agatha
will never get over making him wait
upon her. Thirk of it! A real prince all
the time, The girls feel prettv sillv and
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pretty sad over the way they talked
about wanting to meet princes when
they had one right there.”

“Ever think that might be a fake?”

“A fake!” cried Ralph “Why should
it be a fake? Good Ciod, the man
wouldn’t own up to it u1il he was dy-
ing, would he? And a man on his
deathbed wouldn’t tell.a lie. There’d be
no point in it.”

“That’s what is worrving me,” said
Lars.

“What ?”’

“Nothing. T suppose Terry will
radio the news this afternoon.”

“She can’t,” said Ralph. “Those
documents are a sacred trust. She isn’t
supposed to let anybody know about
it until those letters he wrote have been
placed in the right hands. Terry keeps
her word. You don’t seemn very excited
about it.”

Lars speared a potato with his fork
and ate it.

“Wasn’t he your best friend?” per-
sisted Ralph. “He said he was.”

“Sure,” said Lars. “My very best
friend.”

Ralph missed the irony. “I get it.
You're taking it big. Stre you would.
A dellow like you who’s been all
around wouldn’t break down or get
excited, Say, this ship is sure getting
its share of dead men. First Simpson
and then Paco. Wonder who'll be next?
These things run in threzs, you know.”

“Do they?” said Lars.

“Sure. Everything I read say they
do. Railroad wrecks and drownings
and things. Of course there’ll be
three.”

Ralph found it very unsatisfactory
w0 try to talk to this biz blond fellow
who had come into the Norton em-
ploy. For the space of a minute he scru-
tinized Lars. Here was & man, thought
Ralph, who had seen things and been

places. He was toughened and could
be expected to put up a mean fight
against anything from a lion to a pi-
rate crew. He ended up by respecting
Lars’ reticence. Ralph got up.

“Gee, 1 sure wish you'd told us
Paco was a prince, Skipper. You'd had
saved the ladies a lot of worry about
the things they didn’t do. Well, see

vou later.”

HE did not get out of the door.

. Kenneth charged through the
opening and collided with him. Ken-
neth was too excited to launch into
any preliminaries. He threw his news
into the room as though it were a hand
grenade.

“He’s alive! A couple sailors just
went in to dress him up before we
made port and they found his heart
was still beating! Now what do vou
know about that!” '

Lars put down his fork and looked
at the racked riot-guns. The keys were
sharp against his thigh.

“Paco’s alive?” cried Ralph excited-
ly as he came up recovering from the
collision. .

Kenneth was already on his way
out. He was babbling to Ralph: “His
pulse was clear stopped last night. I
felt it myself! And now he’s breath-
ing and he’s got some color in his
cheeks. Ralph, do you realize we've got
a real, live prince aboard the Valigns#"

Lars went over to his desk and sat
down. He opened a series of drawers
until he found the cartridges which
fitted his guns. He checked them and
then locked them up. He examined hjs
.38 and found it in good order. He
slid it into his waistband and smoothed
his crisp white jacket over the bulge
it made.

He went to the racks and made cer-
tain that he had the right kevs. He
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locked them securely and then placed
his keys in the pocket nearest his .38.

He went back to his desk and sat
down facing the door, cap pulled down
hard, mouth tight with anger.

“Damn him,” said Lars venomously.
“I might have known. Arabian benj!
He dared take the risk of dying from
it just to.slow down his black heart.
God knows what he’ll do with this
new power.”

LL day the glass had been falling.
The sea calmed until it was a
stiffly bending sheet of gray iron. The
only wind which stirred was that
made by the Valiant, and this wind
was a sluggish thing as though the ship
struggled through a vast area of in-
visible glue.

From horizon to ominous horizon,
no cloud stood alone, but the blue had
become discolored until it was no color
at all. And millimeter by millimeter,
the glass continued its inexorable
course down past the false markings of
Storm.

There was no storm here. Only a
vast, crouching space of quiet sea and
unmarked sky. But there would be a
storm. Lars Marlin could feel it as
certainly as he could feel the slow roll
of the deck beneath his solidly planted
feet.

Johnson, corpulent and common,
came at eight bells in the afternoon to
relieve Lars. He looked at the chart
which lay with stubbornly curled edges
upon the charting table and placed a
pudgy finger near the cross which Lars
had just made. ,

“South latitude thirteen,” said John-
son, as near as he ever came to a joke.
“We won’t find any luck around here.
Lord, I can’t even breathe, it’s so hot.”

“When the first blast hits, I'll be on
the bridge. If I'm not, call me.”

There was something in Lars’ gran-
itelike expression and something in his
voice which caused Johnson to salute
and say no more.

Lars stepped out of the chartroom
and into the bridge wing. He stared
out over the immense sameness of wind
and water which blended into a sullen
murk. His wundershirt, beneath his
stiffty starched exterior, was pasted
hotly to his lean ribs,

He was wsziting for something; he
seemed to know that the something
was coming. Inactivity had worn his
nerves paper thin and even his great
stolid calm wes on the verge of crack-
ing,

He would 'welcome the coming vio-
lence of this blow. But now the sea
was dead and the air was too thick to
breathe.

He heard footsteps coming up to
the bridge, careless, confident steps.
He turned ard saw Paco rise to the
level of the bridge deck.

Paco was grinning. He had changed
completely. There was less of furtive-
ness about him, more of command. He
was dressed to his part as Prince of
Spain. He wore Kenneth'’s clothes and
looked better in them than Kenneth
ever could. Rakish yachting cap, silk
shirt, muffler of silk with small fig-
ured anchors of blue in it, correct
trousers and spotless shoes. The white-
ness of his attire set off the swarthiness
of his features.

Lars stood solidly and watched Pacc
approach, face impassive but thoughts
all focused on Paco’s heart. The blue
patch-pocket made an excellent target

“Well, am I good or am I good?
said Paco. Fe came to a halt, it :
monogramed cigarette and flipped th
match down into the dead sea. He¢
faced Lars, grin widening. “For twc
days Uve raised hell about them open
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ing those letters before they were sure
I'd passed to the Great Beyond and
now I got them eating cut of my hand.
Did I tell you I was a genius?”

Lars looked his contempt.

"Don’t you believe it even yet?”
said Paco in mock surprise. “Why,
Lars, that’s ungrateful of you. After
all T've done! And yvou know, of
course, that T’ll sec you get entirely
free of French officers. Oh, yes, of
course, Lars. And haven’t I built you
up to Terry?”

“It’s Terry now, is it ?”” said Lars.

“Sure,” said Paco. “She fell for
this Prince gag like a ton of bricks.
I'm on easy street. As soon as she
carries out my orders—-"

“Your orders? Are you ordering
this ship now too?”

“Certainly I am!”

“And where are we going?”’

Paco grinned. “You’ll know soon
enough. Terry and the rest are
‘thrilled to death’ about it. Quite an
adventure for them.”

“You've still got me on the bridge,
Paco.”

“Is that a threat?”’ smiled Paco. “I
think you'll go along with me—unless
vou want to land back in the swamps.
It'll be Madame Guillotine next time.
And, by the way, Lars, it’s not Paco
now, After this address me as ‘Your
Highness.” I think I stall have to re-
quire that of you.”

Lars clenched his fist and Paco saw
it without any change of countenance.

“T wouldn't,” said Paco.

“You're taking this yacht to do your
dirty business for your” said Lars.

“Of course. I might add, Lars, that
vou would be wise to follow orders.
Fverything and everyhody is on my
side now. Even you!” He laughed
amusedly at this and turned and went
down the ladder and ot of sight.

ARS looked back at the sea again.
The key to the gun-racks were
hard and sharp against his thigh, But
he knew too well that any move he
made would result in his sacrificing his
own life.

He stood there for an hour, though
he was off watch and would need a
short sleep to take his night trick. And
at the end of that hour his reverie was
cut short by a white swirl of skirt to
his right. He had not heard Terry Nor-
ton approach.

He whirled about, startled for an
instant. He saluted gravely. And then
he saw something in her expression
which alarmed him a little. She was
very cold and formal—and could that
be distrust in her beautiful face?

“Yes, ma’'m?” said Lars.

“I have orders for you, Captain
Lowenskold. Since discovering the real
identity of Prince Enrique, we have
made a change of plans. As we are a
yacht we can enter ports at random.”

Lars hesitated. He knew this was
far from the right time to tell her any-
thing but he thought that if he could
give her some slight warning . . .

“Miss Norton, are you sure ahout
Paco?”

Her tones were ice. “You mean His
Highness?”

“I mean Paco Corvino. Miss Nor-
ton, I’ve got a hunch—"

“Are you, by any chance, trying to
discredit him after seeing those cer-
tificates? Really, Captain Lowenskold,
His Highness was right.”

“About what?” demanded Lars.

“About you. I think it only right
to tell you that he has discovered some
things about you which are not very
flattering to your character and if he
had known them he never would have
recommended you as captain after poor
Simpson’s death. If you are trying to
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undermine my faith in His Highness,
save your breath. I came to give you
orders.”

The wav she said that cut Lars
deeply, gave him clearly to under-
stand the tact that he was presuming
when he considered himself highet
than a butler aboard the Valiant.

“As you can navigate and as you are
the only man with a master’s license
here and as Johnson long ago refused
command because he neither wants it
nor has a ticket, you shall remain in
your present status. However—”

Stiffly, shivering with rage, his face
white, Lars said, “You came with
orders.”

“Yes. You are to proceed to Cay-
enne.”

“Where?”

“Cayenne, French Guiana.”

“But, Miss Norton—"

“Are you going to obey my orders?”

Lars saw the futility of trying to
interfere and the question blazed like
lightning through his brain. What
devilish scheme had Paco thought up?
Why did Paco, ex-convict, want to

place himself in the jaws of the penal’

colony once more.
“Are you going to obey?”’

Lars turned on his heel, jaw set, eyes .

stubborn, He entered the chartroom.

“Mr. Johnson. We are changing our
course for Cayenne. What is our po-
sition?”

“Latitude thirteen, sir. You saw it
vourself an hour ago.”

“Yes,” said Lars in a voice as dead
as the calm. “I saw it myself.”

He picked up the dividers and stood
tooking at the widely spread chart and
then, with a vicious snap of his hand
he speared the dot which was Cayenne.
The dividers stuck there, quivering.

In all the world he had to go there,
the most fateful spot on the globe,

v

T CAYENNE, Lars Marlin re-
fused to cross the entrance to the
harbor, dropping hook in the deep-
water anchorayge, six miles from the
oys. The shallow entrance would
only take fourteen feet but the Ialiant,
with the tide, could have managed
that.

Swinging at her chain, bathed in the
steaming sunlight of morning, then, the
Valiant awaite¢ the return of the shore
party which had left in a swift speed-
boat with the coming of the sun.

Lars nervously paced his cabin. He
could not bring himself to spend too
long a time upon the bridge. Every
scraggly tree in the water seemed to
possess eyves and every wave which
slapped the Veliant’s white hull cried
out that the shore knew he was there.

He stopped yrom time to time at the
wide port of his big cabin to stare
out through the harbor mouth, over the
blue surface of the quiet bay and at
the white and red town. Sight of Mt.
Cépéron filled him with nausea. On it
perched Fort St. Michel. They could
see the Paliant from up there.

He could plice the governor’s house
even at this distance and could see the
black rectangle which was the Place
d’Armes.

Every landmark of the port shouted
death to Lars Marlin. His body cringed
as it remembered the raw weight of
irons and the oozing slime of the
swamps. Past his eyes slouched a line
of men in chains. One of them fell, to
be dragged along by the rest—until
the guards fouad that he was dead and
cut him loose to throw the body into
the sluggish, cayman-infested river.

A boat, still far off, was coming to-
ward the Valiant, flying the tricolor,
It was an official boat. T.ars grinped the
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sill, watching. A sound made him
whirl. It was Ralph, and Lars had a
difficult time trying to mask his terror.

“I guess they aren’t ever coming
back,” Ralph complained, scratching
his shock of upstanding hair. “They’ve
been gone for hours!”

“You -didn’t go with them?” said
Lars.

“No. They said I was one too many
for the speedboat. They just didn’t
want me, that’s all. All my life I've
wanted to see the penal colony and they
wouldn't let me go.”

“Maybe you can make it tomorrow.”

“No. We won’t be here tomorrow. 1
wish they hadn’t been so mysterious
about it. His Highness was going
around as if he was wearing gum shoes
and a false mustache. He’s up to some-
thing pretty smart, the prince.”

From the first Lars had not been
able to believe that Paco would dare
set foot again upon this shore. Cer-
tainly, it had been years since he had
escaped. There had been no chase, even
then. They had found a corpse and
had namd it Paco Corvino and the in-
cident was closed. They would not be
expecting a guest of Miss Terry Nor-
ton’s to be Paco Corvino. He looked
different, too, now that he was well
dressed and well fed. Still . . .

“What were they going to do?” said
Lars.

“That’s what makes me mad. The
only chance for some cxcitement and
they won’t let me in on it. They've
got a good plan. His Highness is get-
ting Terry to tell the authorities that
she has come to request the removal of
the bodies of four Americans who
have been buried down here. A na-

tional gesture, y'understand. They'll

make it pretty touching. And then
somehow, His Highness says he is
going to put his jewels and money into

those coffins and bring them aboard
that way.”

“They can’t get away with it!”

“Sure they can. These four Amer-
icans were flyers on an expedition-and
they died down here. Paco knows all
about it. They weren’t convicts. So
Terry is going to remove the bodies
and take them home in state. It’s pretty
nifty, isn’t it?” _

“Sure,” said Lars, faintly. “Pretty
nifty.”

E TURNED back to watch the

- approach of the government
launch. If only some official would rec-
ognize Paco. But then, that was too
much to hope for. And if Paco was
recognized, would he squeal on Lars?
Surely he would. Hadn’t he told Miss

Norton lies to discredit the captain
already? l

“Why did she listen to the idea in
the first place?” said Lars.

" “Why not? It’s lots of fun and, be-
sides, isn’t he a prince? Say, what’d
you say about His Highness to Terry
last Thursday that made her so mad?”

“Was she angry ?”

“And how!”

“She’s foolish to try to go through
with this.”

Ralph had not missed Lars’ tense-
ness. “What are you so jumpy about ?”

“I didn’t get much sleep during that
blow.”

“Oh. About time they were coming
back. There’s a boat. What is it?”

“You'd better go below, Ralph,”
said Lars, “and tell the gentleman in
it that 'm on the bridge. Would you?”

“Sure,” said Ralph. “But what is
he?”

“Port captain, that’s all. Captain

Delal.”

“You know him?”
Lars quickly shook his head and
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Ralph went out, puzzled. He turned.
“How do you know his name?”

“It’s in the Coast Pilot,” said Lars
cvasively,

Ralph closed the door, and soon
after Lars heard the small motorboat
putting at the gangway. He went to his
mirror and looked at himself. He put
on his cap and straightened up his
blouse. Nervously he wiped the sweat
from the palms of his hands.

Captain Delal came in without
knocking. He was a short little French-
man, proud of his small mustache and
his debonair manner. “Captain Lowen-
skold? I've got a few clearance papers
for you to sign. If you weren’t a
vacht, there’d be plenty of red tape,
but Norton’s a power down here.” He
spoke in slangy, Colonial French. He
had his black interpreter with him but
before he could put the words into
Barbados English, Lars, unwittingly,
had almost answered in prison French!

“Merci, Captain Delal, je . . .” Lars
stopped himself. Swiftly, he added: “I
speak a little French. Served on French
boats once. You said some clearance
papers?”’

But Captain Delal was looking
strangely at Lars. “Pardon me, m’sien,
but haven’t you called at this port be-
fore? Your face is familiar somehow.”

Lars knew his face had been before
Captain Delal in the past. He had been
detailed to a harbor-survey once. “You
must be mistaken,” said Lars.

“But one is not likely to forget a
fellow with shoulders so big and hair
so very light. Yes, I have seen you
somewhere.” He puckered his brows,
trving to recall. ’

“I am sure the captain must be mis-
taken unless he once lived in Mar-
seilles.”

“No, never saw the place. Let me
see. I swear, Captain Lowenskold, 1

even remember your voice. But that's
silly, isn’t it? My memory is playing
me tricks. Her:, the papers.”

Lars sat down at his desk, after
offering the captain a chair. A steward
came in with glasses and bottles and set
them down, carefully withdrawing.
Delal poured himself a drink and sipped
it slowly.

“Quite in lkeeping with Norton’s
reputation,” sa.d Delal. “It isn’t every
day— Say, are you certain you’ve never
been here before?”

Lars had been speaking in as cor-
rect French as he could muster, even
injecting an American accent into it.
“No. At times the memory is very odd,
isn’t it. But perhaps some other man
looks something like me.”

“Yes, that’s possible. Yes.” He
watched Lars for several minutes until
Lars had finished with the papers. And
then Lars handed the sheets across and
got up to show that the interview was
over. Delal did not rise.

“I think I know,” said Delal with a
relieved smile, pleased that he had re-
called. “You lcok something like—par-
don me, no offense, you know—a fel-
low named—Ilet me see . . . Oh yes, Of
course! Marlin. Lars Marlin. And
that’s a coincidence, He had the first
name of Lars, too.”

ARS could not trust his voice. He

saw Delal’'s gaze wander until it
discovered the framed master-mariner’s
license on the wall. He thought he saw
the glance narrow and fasten upon the
license with more than a cursory in-
terest.

“Well,” smiled Captain Delal, rising,
“I shan’t clutter up your cabin longer.
I have lots of ships to inspect.”

He put the papers in his valise and
handed it to the interpreter. They
stepped out to the deck and the black
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raised an umbrella over the captain’s
head.

Delal’s handshake was flabby and his
smile insincere. ‘“Hope to see you again
sometime, Captain.”

“Of course,” said Lars, “Glad vou
came.”

The pair went down the ladder and
soon Lars heard the motorboat putting
as it put off. He watched it cross a
space of water to a nearby freighter
which was unloading to lighters in the
stream.

Exhausted by tke nervous strain,
T.ars sat down in his chair. He knew
too well that when Delal got ashore he
would mention this strange coincidence.
The officials would think it best to check
this master-mariner’s license on the
wall just as a matter of form. Delal
had made a meuntal note of those num-
bers and signatures, all false,

And shortly the whole French world
would know that nd such license had
even been issued. They would know
that the captain of the Valiant was
Lars Marlin, escaped convict, con-
victed smuggler of contrabrand.

In a short space cf time he had hold
of himself again. He took a drink from
the tray and followed it with another.
He could only hope that the check-up
would be made wceks hence, though
he knew that radios speeded such
things.

At dusk he heard a tug bumping the
side of the Faliant. He went into a
wing and looked dcwn.

The speedboat streaked in a wide
white curve to the gangway and the
party came aboard, Paco smiling and
confident in their raidst.

Lars transferred his attention to the
lighter. Johnson was already taking
orders for the loading. Four American
flags were draped over four coffins.

Paco paused on the main deck and

saw Lars above. Paco grinned and
passed on,

Shortly, as the first coffin came
swinging up over the rail and down
into the hold, Miss Norton came to the
bridge.

“Captain,” she said coldly, “you will
please proceed immediately for Lis-
bon.”

“We did not clear for Lishon but
New York.”

“I will fix that. You will please pay
attention to your duties only. Lisbon.”

Lars saluted stifflv and went into the
chartroom. He whistled down the tube
to his engineer and gave him his
orders.

The last coffin was swinging high
into the air, inboard and down. The
tug was putting off, black smoke rising
in a cloud about the Valiant.

HE Canary Islands lay low on the

horizon, far to starboard. The
bows of the Valiant rose regularly to
knife Lack into the easy swell. The
throbbing Diesels drove tirelessly. All
was well, to all appearances, aboard the
yacht.

And vet, day by day, Lars Marlin’s
tension had grown. He had no slightest
inkling of the contents of those mvs-
terious coffins and Paco had volun-
teered no information to anyone about
them. The contents were gold and
jewels. The ship believed that. But just
because Paco said so, Lars did not.

Lars stayed with his bridge. He was
plainly non persona grata on the lower
deck. Silence fell whenever he went
down—and he had soon stopped going.

Only young Ralph, with his dreams
of adventure, came to see him. A deep
dark past added to Lars Marlin’s at-
tractions as far as Ralph was con-
cerned.

Lars was standing a watch, looking
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toward the Canary group to check his
bearings, when Ralph came up that
afternoon.

“Captain,” said Ralph complain-
ingly, “there’s a sneak-thief on board
this ship. How do I go about catching
him?”

Lars turned slowly. “A sneak-thief?
What’s gone?”

“Well, I've had an idea for a long
time I was going to go to Africa and
shoot me a couple lions and I been col-
lecting guns.”

“Guns?” And from Lars the word
sounded like an exploding cartridge.

“Sure. I had three good rifles. A
twenty-five-twenty. A. Soho, a nine-
mm. Mannlicher and a couple auto-
matics and some shells. Sis didn’t know
I'd been buying them here and there
so I don’t dare tell her about it. You
know how women are. Aunt Agatha
wouldn't like it either. But I had them
hidden away and now they’ve disap-
peared.” .

“How long has it been since you
~aw them?”

“That’s it. Just this morning. And
when I went back just now to clean
up my Schoenauer, the locker was
empty. Every bandolier was gone!”

“I'll take care of this,” said Lars.
‘Do me a favor, Ralph, and don’t say
w word to anybody about this.”

“Sure, but . . .”

“Our lives may depend upon your
silence.”

This statement sent Ralph back off
the bridge, gaping and blinking. It
sounded harsh and real, as though
something was going to happen very
shortly.

But nothing happened for the rest
of the watch or during the eight-to-
midnight. And then Paco stepped out
of his cabin with a swift glance about
him.

Far down the moonlit deck, Lars
was standing in the shadow of a life-
hoat. He had been there for three
hours, certain tha: Paco would come
forth sooner or later. And now that
Paco had appeared, Lars knew there
was something wrong.

Paco walked down the deck, passing
from shadow to shadow, away from
Lars, continually on the watch.

No one appeared to block Paco’s fur-
tive way. Lars weited until Paco had
rounded a bulkhead and then started
forward with swiit stride to overtake
him.,

When Lars reached the corner, Paco
had vanished into the emptiness of the
forward well. But a companionway
was open. . . .

Lars reached the top and started
down, silently and carefully. The black-
ness of the hold engulfed him. The
coffins were down here. The place was
not large as it was needed only for
ship’s-stores. But again Paco had van-
ished.

Lars slid behind a tall pile of
hawser and crouched there, listening.
At first he could hear nothing except
the ordinary ship sounds but at last
he could sort out the pulsating engines
and the waves and the familiar creaks
and groans of a moving vessel. There
was another sound here in this hemp
and tar-laden interior. The buzz of
whispering voices-—

UICKLY, Lars crept closer. He
could see a yellow aura of light
as he approached. A lantern was
masked by a barricade of bales. An
inch at a time, Lars crept up the in-
cline of stacked “oxes until he could
peer over the upper rim and down.
Four coffins, side by side, were open.
Four bearded men and Paco were
crouched ahout the lantern. The ravs
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of the uncertain, yellow flame made
the faces of those below hollow and
wolfish.

Lars studied them intently as he lis-
tened.

“You're armed ncw,” said Paco in
prison French. “Stop being nervous.”

“We're not nervous,” said a gaunt
devil with hypnotic eyes. “We're rest-
less, that’s all.”

“Play it right,” sail Paco, “and we’ll
have this ship in our control before
dawn. You sure Flaubert will meet us
off the Straits?”

“Certainly,” grunted another.

“He’d better have my francs with
him,” tlhireatened Paco.

“He'll have them. But why worry
about francs when we've got a set-up
like this?” growled a third. “I don’t
see why we can’t pu'l the trick in Lis-
hon.”

“And let her get a chance to find out
I'm nobody?” scoffed Paco. “No, my
friends. 1 collect my pay for releasing
vou and then we go partners on what
we can get out of this ship.”

“She ought to be worth plenty,”
said the man with hypnotic eyes. “The
Norton woman, I mean.”

“I'm not worried about what she’ll
bring in cash,” sad Paco. “I was
hoping I could find a way to play this
thing through with her but she’d get
next to me and they’d trace me. I
won’t run that chance.”

“What about Lars?” said a burly,
shaggy-haired gian: who had not
spoken before. “Are you sure of him?”

“You know about him,” said Paco.

“Sure,” said the thin one, “Too
good for the rest of us. I was hoping
we wouldn’t have to trust him. Flaubert
is as good as Lars Marlin with a sex-
tant. Look, Paco. Have we got all the
guns aboard?”

“Lars has a rackful. T sweet-tatked

Terry into getting them away.” Paco
laughed as silently as he could. “She
thinks he’s a pretty desperate char-
acter. But he’s stuck so close to the
bridge we wouldn’t chance it before.
Johnson is supposed to get the guns
and deliver them to Terry as soon as
he can. He’s got another set of keys.”

“Then when do we act?” said the
man with the wild stare. “I’'m sick of
this damned hold.”

“I'll give you the signal. We’ll be
off the Straits soon enough and we can
run her somehow until Flaubert boards
us.”

Lars had drawn his .38. He weighed
his chances of getting them all and
found his chances very bad. Perhaps
he could get one, even two, but by that
time the others, guns at their sides,
would have fired. If he could get to
the bridge before they took his guns
and if he could arm the crew . . .

He knew these men. Knew them as
the hardest-bitten lot of the Colony.
Jacques Patou was the fellow with the
strange eyes—a jewel-thief who had
amassed a fortune before he was sent
down under. Auberville was the wasted
one, a man with two French and four
Colony murders to his discredit. The
big shaggy man was Tallien, a brood-
ing, vicious devil, who could crack a
man’s spine with his two hands—and
had. The last was fat Renoir, a man
of small caste in the Colony but of great
importance to France. Renoir had been
a politician in his time and his records
were many. People wanted to be sure
that Renoir’s records were never
opened.

Four million francs had been a small.
price for the release of these from
French Guiana!

Lars knew that his debt was to Terry
Norton. In spite of the pleasure drill-
ing Paco would have given him, he
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was forced to forego it. Of the whole
company, Lars was the only man who
stood a chance of blocking these men.
To have asked them to hold up their
hands would have been requesting that
they shoot instantly.

The hold could not be
against exit.

Lars slid back down the incline of
hoxes. He had to keep his riot-guns and
after that. . . .

Quickly he made his way out of the
hold and up the ladder. He strode across
to the bridge and mounted swiftly.

Johnson, on watch, gave him a guilty
glance as he passed. Lars, with sink-
ing heart, swung into his cabin.

The racks were blank!

blocked

E WHIRLED and entered the

bridge again. Johnson was
crouched back defensively but Lars
wasted no talk on him. He went, in-
stead, to the charting table and snatched
up a pencil. With a hard, violent hand
he flung a black line straight east of
their course. He read the compass.

Back on the bridge, he grabbed the
wheel from the startled helmsman,
Then, in contrast to his stormy mood,
he gently passed the spokes through
his capable fingers. So gently did the
Valiant swing that only a slight change
in the motion of the waves under her
gave a clue to the fact that she had been
shifted on her course.

Lars stepped back and shoved the
helmsman to his post. “Hold on sixty-
one until further orders.”

He turned. Johnson, seeing Lars
did not blast him, had gained some-
thing of courage. “Look here, Captain.
I've got orders—"

“Yowve got orders,” said Lars.
“Look here, mister, as leng as I can
walk I’m master of this vessel. See that
ne holds that course or you'll answer

for it at the first port we touch. Have
you got that?”

“Y—y—yes.”

Lars turned on his heel and clattered
down the ladder to the main deck. As
he had supposec, Aunt Agatha and
Terry, Rosey and Alice, Kenneth and
Ralph were all ir the salon.

Lars entered and slammed the door
behind him,

Startled by the noise and by his truc-
ulent manner, Terry stared at him.

“Miss Norton,” said Lars. “You
have had the guns removed from my
cabin. You will please tell me imme-
diately where I can find them. I know
now why Paco—"

“Captain Lowenskold,” said Terry.
“It would seem that your tone is rather
harsh for a man n such precarious cir-
cumstances.”

“I am not interested in my circum-
stances, I am cnly concerned about
vours. Miss Norton, unless I have full
command of this situation, you will re-
gret it.”

“I do not like your tone,” said
Terry, standing. “If I saw fit to remove
those weapons from your reach, that
is what my judgment demanded.”

“You mean that is what Paco de-
manded,” said Lers bitterly. “Here and
now, Miss Nortcn, I've got to tell you
something which I haven’t told vou
before. 1 have been thinking of my
own—"

“l am afraid I already know what
vou have to tell me, Captain. His
Highness has apologized many times
for recommending you but of course
he could not have known that your past
is not all it is supnosed to be. His High-
ness received a l:tter which he did not

open until we were at sea and then it

was too late. He told me over a week
ago—"
“He’s lving!”’

cried Tars. “You're
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being made a fool of ! Paco Corvino is
no more His Highness than I am the
Prince of Wales! He's a murdering
devil! He killed—"

“Go on,” purred Paco, behind Lars.
““Make a fool of yourself Lars.”

Lars whirled to ieet Paco’s con-
temptuous smile—and the gun ifl
Paco’s hand.

“I told you,” sai¢ Paco to Terry,
“that Lars is sometinies unmanageable.
I am sorry that this outbreak had to
occur, ladies. It grieves me that it was
my word which subjected you to this.
If Johnson is at all competent to sail
the Valiant on into Lisbon, I think we
would be safer if we placed poor Lars
in a locked cabin and stood a guard
over him.”

The others were cn their feet, star-
ing blankly at this sudden tableau.
“Paco,” said Lars, carefully. “Tell
them what you brought aboard in those
coffins.”

Paco smiled. “My money, naturally,
If Miss Norton would like, I could
show her the contents either now or in
the morning. I did not think it im-
portant.”

“Don’t be foolish,” said Terry, “We
trust vou, Your Highness.”

“Of course,” said Aunt Agatha with
an indignant sniff.

“Tell them vyou've got Auberville
and Patou and Renoir and Taillien
down there, Tell them you’re about to
seize this ship. Tell them you received
four million francs for this deal.”

Paco laughed amusedly. He gave
Terry a broad, humorous wink. “Of
course, Lars. That is just what I have
planned. Come now, old fellow, quiet
vourself while we place you in safe
keeping. This madness will pass, Miss
Norton. I am desolated. If T had
known—""

[.ars made a lunge for Paco’s gun

but Paco had read the intention in
Lars’ eyes. Paco leaped agilely back
and fired.

Lightning seared through Lars’
shoulder. He was turned by the bullet.
Falling, he crashed into the bulkhead.

Paco stood with curling smoke about
him, still smiling, apologizing to the
ladies. Sailors were coming from the
deck. Four men took Lars in custody.

Lars tried vainly to fight them off
but their hands gripped him tight.
Bright pain flared from his shoulder,
and his heart went suddenly cold.

“Miss Norton!” shouted Lars.
“You've got to believe me! Paco is
going to attack before dawn! In pity’s
name, arm the crew!”

“Terry,” said Paco, as they hustled
Lars away, “if I had known this . . .”
Paco was very sad.

VI

THE brig was dimly lit by the blue
bulb outside the bars in the cor-
ridor. Lars, sitting hunched on the
bunk, was still too big for the place,
dwarfing it to the size of a hat box.
Ralph was nervously giving Lars’
arm medical attention. Ralph had read
a great deal about first aid, but even
so it was fortunate for Lars that the
bullet had passed through the flesh of
his muscular shoulder. And Lars was
watching impassively while Ralph
sweated and felt green when he touched

_ the sticky blood.

“You've got to do it,” said Lars.

“I—1 can't,” whispered Ralph,
plastering down the adhesive tape. “Sis
would murder me!”

“Paco is going to murder all of us.
I've tald you where you could find
your rifles and ammunition and pis-
tols. Why do you think Paco wants
those : You're a sensible fellow, Ralph.
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You know that I couldn’t do anything
to this whole ship all by myself.”

“I don’t dare,” said Ralph.

“You call that a trial ?’

“No, but—"

“All right. It’s Paco’s word against
mine. And it’s your life unless you get
this straight here and now. I tell you
they’re going to attack. You won’t
need any more proof than that.”

“No, but—"

“All right, The minute they strike,
you be ready. You get those keys and
sneak the riot-guns up to the bridge.
You take my revolver out of Terry’s
keeping. And then, when they strike,
vou hot-foot it down here.”

“But how’ll we get to the bridge?”

“We go forward on this deck to the
engine room. We go up through the
fiddly. You leave that to me. They
won’t try to hit at the bridge because
they don’t think anybody there is
armed. And another thing. Keep watch
by Miss Norton’s door. At dawn, tell
her that I'm dying. Tell her anything.
But get her down here so she’ll be on
her way ‘when Paco and the rest crack
down. Understand?”

“Sure, but—"

“It’s your life and Miss Norton’s
I'm thinking about Ralph. You need
do nothing if Paco fails to take over
the ship.”

Ralph got up. His eyes were fever-
ishly bright as he began to understand
that there might be excitement in the
offing.

“Maybe—maybe I’ll do it.”

Lars watched him out, heard the
door lock. And then, wearily, he lay
back upon his bunk.

In spite of the tension within him
he knew he must have slept. A far-off
shout came to him. He sat up and
swung his legs down.

A shot sounded somewhere forward

and Lars was on his feet, hands grip-
ping the bars of the door. He shook
them. His every thought was concen-
trated upon Ralph. If the boy suc-
ceeded in getting Terry down here, if
he succeeded in fringing the keys, if
he had placed thte riot-guns on the
bridge . .

Lars knew too well what he him-
self was doing. How easy it would
have been to swing in with Paco. But
there were other elements involved be-
sides revenge which had chosen his
course for him. Terry Norton’s safety
was now paramount. Since his play
last night he had known that he had
been fighting to choose between two
paths—his own safety and that of
Terry Norton. The girl had won. For
Lars, now, there viould only be French
Guiana or Madame Guillotine, even if
he won against Paco. He saw that
clearly. Until midnight when he had
swung that wheel, he had tried to pre-
serve his hard-won freedom. But all
question of doing that was gone.

HURRIED fcotsteps were sound-
ing in the passageway. By the
blue light, Lars saw Ralph coming.
And with him Ralph dragged Terry.
She was protesting, glancing back.
anxious about the violent sounds which
came from the m:in deck, the repeated
shots.

Ralph inserted the keys in the lock,
opened the door and slapped a .45 into
J.ars’ big hand.

“What madness is this?”’ cried Terry.
“I thought you said . . . It's a trick!
Ralph, you’re crazy! Can’t you .. .?”

“Shut up,” said Lars roughly. “Paco
is taking over the Valiant. We can get
to the bridge from the engine room.”

Terry stared at him. Shots were
more frequent now on deck.

“Are you comig?” demanded Lars.
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She did not move ad he scooped her
up in his arms and bore her swiftly
up the passageway. Ralph, panting ex-
citedly, strove to kecp up with Lars’
long, anxious strides. Terry’s negligée
floated behind Lars like a ship’s wake.
The back of the .45 was hard and
bruising in Terry’s side but, staring
at Lars’ face in worder, she did not
even feel it.

They reached the engine room, skirt-
ing the big Diesels and the shining
rails, brushing past an astounded en-
gineer, mounting the iron ladders which
led upward.

At the top of the last stage, Lars
set Terry down. “Yoi'll have to climb.
I'lt go first.”

Lars mounted the precarious rungs
up the sheer side. In . moment reached
the open fiddly. He stopped there, look-
ing toward the bridge on the same
level. Dawn faintly lit the world.

Johnson was leaning over the bridge
rail, shouting down at the forward
deck. A bullet snapped beside his head
and he drew back almost somersaulting
in his rush.

Heavy feet thundered on the bridge
Jadder. Lars slid out of cover and
stepped quickly to a position com-
manding the forward part of the
bridge.

Tallien, shaggy hair streaming like
black smoke behind him, charged into
sight. The light wzs faint but the
range was short. Hz saw Lars and
threw the Mannlicher rifle to his
shoulder.

Lars shot from the hip.

Tallien’s great bulk stood immobile.
He took an uncertain step back.
Abruptly the rifle clattered to the deck
and Tallien shot ou: of sight, back-
ward down the bridg: ladder.

Lars raced to the rifle and scooped
n up, darting back in time to dodge a

random shot from below. Ralph came
up on all fours and Terry stood shiv-
ering, pressed against the door to the
radio room. It opened against her and
the sleepy operator stuck out his head.

“What the hell’s the shooting. . . .?
Oh, beg pardon, Miss Norton, how—"

Lars was at his side. “Get a radio
to Casablanca, French Morocco. Tell
them Renior and Patou are attacking
the Valiant. Tell them to get a cruiser
or anything out here instantly.”

“Where are we?”

“About fifty miles straight west of
Casablanca.” Lars turned to the bridge.
“T'll give you the position exactly in
a minute.”

Terry was swept along by Lars. He
thrust her into the protection of the
chartroom. “Get down out of sight!”

Ralph was digging the riot-guns
from beneath a transom. A bullet shat-
tered the glass over his head and he
ducked. Lars crouched and fired for-
ward at the fo’csle head.

“This is going to be hot,” said Lars.
He looked up as Johnson came in on
hands and knees and grabbed a riot-
gun from Ralph, shoving it into John-
son’s hands. “If you want to live, don't
be afraid to use this.”

Lars had no time to explain fur-
ther, going swiftly in a crouch he got
to the wheel. The helmsman was lying
on his stomach, afraid to reach up as
high as the lowest spoke. Lars took a
quick glance at the binnacle. A bullet
greeted his rising, shrieking as it
struck an inch from his face. But he
had what he wanted. The compass still
read sixty-one,

Johnson was lying beside him.

“You didn’t change the course?”

“I—I was scared to. I thought I
better put into Casablanca because you
threw us off and with all these is-
lands—"
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“Good! Ralph! Take this to sparks!”’

Lars scribbled their position, as
swiftly as he could figure it, and gave
it to Ralph who scuttled away.

Above the short cracks of pistol and
rifle below, the whine of a dynamo
began to rise. The message was on its
way.

The sniper on the fo’c’sle head was
getting close, firing at random through
the dodger. Splinters plowed up be-
side Ralph’s hand and he quickly stuck
his fingers in his mouth to suck the
blood from the cuts.

“Won’t they attack from the boat
deck?” said Johnson.

“I’'m going to cover that. You keep
these two forward ladders clear.”

S LARS crawled past the chart
room he saw Terry shivering
against the legs of the table. But, no
matter how much he wanted to speak
to her before the French came, he could

not stop. Lugging a riot-gun, he crept |

toward the boat deck. He heard Terry’s
scream:

“Look out!”

He spun about. Patou’s wild eyes
were staring down the sights of a
heavy rifle. Lars fired while still in
motion. The two shots roared together.
Glass showered down upon Lars.

Clumsy Jacques Patou fell forward.

Lars was motionless for an instant.
He had hoped it was Paco. But Paco
would hardly take part in such an at-
tack unless it was from the fo'c’sle.

Shots were coming from that direc-
tion now with greater regularity. Lars
glanced up at a searchlight platform
over the bridge.

Then, using Patou for a shield, he
sent five shots from the riot-gun to-
‘ward the fo'c’sle head. He saw Paco
bob back and knew that all five had
missed.

But his object was accomplished.
Quickly, Lars swarmed up the ladder
to the searchlight stage. He threw him-
self down behind the narrow base.
Three swift shots bit steel around him.

Something changed about the ship
and then Lars knew. The engines had
stopped. Paco, in the protection of the
steel bulkheads jorward, also knew it.

Paco’s voice 'was thin but jeering.
“Now what are you going to do? We'll
starve you out! We'll make you sur-
render.”

“Ever hear cf a radio?” shouted
Lars.

An incredulous silence followed this.
For a space of minutes no shots were
fired, no voice ‘vas raised. And then
a wail came from forward. “You
wouldn’t! You Haven’t got the nerve
to send that radio!”

“A gunboat’s on its way from Casa-
blanca!” shouted Lars.

“Curse you!” screamed Paco. “It’s
that woman! You fool, let us have the
bridge and we’ll get out of here before
they come! They’ll get you too!”

“Sure they wlil!”’ cried Lars, jubi-
lant. “Sure they will but it’s worth the
price. You and I started out from
Casablanca. It’s fitting that we've
come back. Bu: it’s not the Penal
Colony now. It's the guillotine! The
guillotine for the lot of us! If it’s the
station ship, it'll be Captain Renard.
There’s no greasing out of this, He
knows us. Both of us!”

A bullet shricked away from the
searchlight stanchion. Paco and Renoir
and Auberville were firing wildly now.
But they knew what had happened to
Tallien and Patou and they did not

"have the courage for another charge.

For two sweating, grimy hours thev
nailed the bridge-defenders and then,
in the east, a smoke plume could be
seen, The battle was over.

4 A—r12



A CARGO OF COFFINS 65

HE station ship stood off a few
vards from the l7aliant and both
vessels rolled gently upon the quiet sea.
A boatload of Frencli marines led by
Captain Renard apprcached the yacht.
But they need not have felt concern.
Paco and Auberville :nd Renoir could
no longer fight. The narines came up
a Jacob’s ladder to th: deck and stood
there in two stiff rows.

Captain Renard was small and effi-
cient and dapper. But in spite of his
size his voice could carry a good sea-
mile. In loud French he bawled, “Do
vou come out or do we come in?”

Paco came out, head down, shuffling.
He looked deflated. Auberville and
Renoir were fatalistic about it.

Captain Renard saw Paco but he did
not immediately recognize him. In-
stead he turned his attention on the
hridge. Terry Norton was coming
down the ladder.

“M’selle!” said Captain Renard,
doffing his hat and bowing. “You are
Miss Norton. Oh, ves, once I have seen
vou in Paris! So sorry you have trouble
with these convicts. But, no matter, |
have arrived. These, of course, are the
nen.”

“Yes,” said Terry. “This is Paco
Corvino.”

Members of the ship's company
straggled out of the 'old and the com-
panionways.

Lars came slowly down from the
searchlight platform His face was
nleeding where chips of steel had cut
him. He stopped on the bridge to look
down.

Terry and Captain Renard were
still talking. She was trying to tell him
what she knew abou: it.

“You say Paco Co-vino?" said Cap-
tain Renard. “Wait. [ know that name
somehow. Ah . . " He faced Paco.
roughly squared him around, looking

at him as though he inspected some
particularly slimy type of spider. “Of
course! Paco! But I thought. ... There
was a record of your death when you
tried to escape. . . . Ah, certainly. You
had to lie even about your dying. Miss
Norton, 1 am so sorree, this fellow
is the worst blackguard who ever be-
fouled French soil. He is too low to
be considered for an instant—except
perhaps by the executioner who con-
siders all things for a certain price. I
could not express how badly a feel that
you have had this trouble from such a
worthless, lying miscreant, Miss Nor-
ton. I once put it away in the penal
colony for contrabrand but it persists
in living. Bah, we should squash such
things beneath our heel.”

He gave Paco a contemptuous thrust
and sent him reeling back into the
ranks of marines. Then he carefully
took out a handkerchief and as care-
fully wiped his fingers.

Lars watched the Frenchman and
Terry come up toward the bridge. He
braced himself. He had seen how
Renard had treated Paco and it had
pleased him. But Lars knew his own
turn was coming down,

“If it had not been for a captain
we were fortunate enough to procure
in Rio,” Terry was saying as they
came up the ladder, Paco might have
succeeded. But as it was Captain Low-
enskold acted so bravely that he kept
them at bay. I was verv foolish. 1
would not listen—"

“I should like to meet this brave
captain.”

“He was very anxious to meet you,”
said Terry. “He sent that radio as fast
as sparks could throw'in a switch.”

“So?” said Renard. “Then he knew
we French were always on the alerte’”

Lars was waiting beside the wheel
when they reached the top of the lad-
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der. He was watching Renard. Renard
could not help but recognize Lars
Marlin, the man he had sent up with
Paco now that Paco had been called
to Renard’s mind. And besides, by this
time, all French vessels knew that
Lars Marlin, escaped convict, was cap-
taining the Valiant. Delal would have
traced it by now.

“Captain Renard,” said Terry, “may
I present Captain Lowenskold?”

Renard’s smile suddenly froze on
his face. His half-extended hand stayed
motionless. Lars read recognition in
those eyes. Renard knew him. Lars
wished fervently that it did not have
to come before Terry.

Renard scowled a little and with-
drew his hand. “You say, Miss Nor-
ton, that this man defended you against
Paco Corvino?”

“Of course!”

Renard looked at Lars with a
studious eye. “Captain Lowenskold?”’
He saw the wounded shoulder and the
cut face.

“Yes,” said Terry. “It was only his’

quick thinking which spared us. I
doubt if any of us would have thought
to send for you until it was too late.”

“You sent for me?” said Renard
carefully.

Lars neither spoke nor moved.

Terry could feel the tension but she
could not understand it.

Renard was trying to think.

A sergeant of marines came to the
top of the ladder. “Captain, sir, that
jackal Paco Corvino says Lars Marlin
is up there and you better bring him
down with the others.”

“Lars Marlin,” said Renard, nod-
ding. He looked around at the shambles
of the bridge and looked back at Lars’
wounded arm and cut face. Again he
looked around him. He could see

the dead Tallien’s left foot sticking
through one ladder. He could see Jean
Patou crumpled up in the companion-
way, blond hair matted with blood.

“Is anything wrong?” said Terry.

Renard shrugged. “Wrong? Wrong?
No, it is I who have been wrong. Be-
fore when . . . hefore I thought there
might be a doubt, but now I am sure.”

“l don’t understand,” said Terry.

“Sir,” said the sergeant, “Paco Cor-
vino keeps tellinz me that Lars Marlin
is up there. I remember he was sent
up with Paco.”

“Your memory does you credit,
Sergeant,” said Renard. “Go back and
tell that ugly lovse Paco Corvino to be
still. Miss Norton, I am so sorry I
have troubled y>u about this, so glad
to have been of help.”

He suddenly extended his hand to
Lars. “I am so glad to have met such
a brave man, Captain . . . Lowenskold.”

Lars took the hand, too stunned to
say a word.

“But what is this about another one
being up here?” said Terry.

Captain  Renard  smiled and
shrugged. “He is talking about another
convict named Marlin. And anybody
with half an eye”’—and here he turned
dead Jean Patou over with his foot—
“could see that there lies Marlin, dead
as an anchovy.”

Captain Renard, very pleased with
himself and the world, trotted jauntily
down the bridge ladder. He stopped
and roared commands at his men and
the sergeant, kicking Paco along be-
fore him, cursed Paco all the way
down into the motorboat.

Lar$ Lowenskold leaned weakly
against the binnacle, listening to the
departing engine,

Quickly and solicitously, Terry put
her small hand on his arm,

-
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UD was in th: dreams of Mase
McKay; and when he woke a
little, mud was in his hair, his

ears, his teeth—thin oozy mud past
which he finally got his eyes open. He
was just where he had been when he
lost consciousness, hanging with a
death grip to the hurricane-skinned
tops of mangroves slanted in a fierce
tide. .

Mase gripped tighter. The Florida
blow was lessening fast but the hurri-
cane water was now outpouring to the
Mexican Gulf and everything loose
would go with it. Something brushed
his shoulder and he shoved back
from it.

“Oh, man!” he choked. “Ain’t no
dream—it’s a mule! Here’s his ears,

then up comes his tail. Dead mule
tryin’ to push me outa his way and
go on. Have it, mule. Least I'm tryin’
to better myself and you ain’t.”

But the wet hairy belly of the mule
came up under him. Mase let go to
grab a fresh hold on the brush. A hoof
came up, then another; maybe a dead
mule couldn’t kick but it looked that
way. Mase dodged, his eyes clearing
better to a wild scuddy dawn and a
brown flood pounding through the man-
groves of the key.

“Here comes another mule. There's
two mules.,” Mase tried to grin with
swollen, salt-cracked lips. Lucky to
live! Thankful for anything this morn-
ing. He wondered what had become of
the Key West sponger after a sea had
swept him from her deck. The Greek
skipper and the four black boys seemed
in bad shape the last Mase saw. The

67
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sponger was on her beam and if she
struck in among the Ten Thousand
Isles or drifting on past Cape Sable
her chance was about the same—pretty
bad when a hundred-mile wind held
for ten hours.

Mase was no sponger; he had been
hitch-hiking with Captain Stefan from
Key West to Tampa when this thing
hit. The weather men had pointed the
storm up the East Coast but it was
contrary—ijust like a mule. Mase saw
another one, belly up, headed seaward.

“Where they come from? No mules
up Shark River; none back on these
mangrove keys. Mules just boilin’ out
on the tide from a jungle don’t make
sense,”

The hurricane tide was running
swiftly from the lower glades. The
water fell so fast that presently Mase’s
bruised body was lying out on the
slatted, skinned mangroves, and their
ghastly roots showed below. When a
pale sun straggled above the beaten
jungle Mase saw one defiant cabbage
palm beyond, its top gouged off and
hanging low. Mase was swamp-born
and hurricane-wise. That palm meant
higher land, a hammock though the
impenetrable mangroves hemmed its
hidden shores. He beat his numb legs
and arms and began to crawl, Soon he
could have touched the muddy bottom
if he could have put a foot down
through the mangrove roots. That palm
top meant something to a swamp
cracker. The heart of it was food, a
salad big as a bushel, and a hurricane
castaway must get food. And water.
He would die very soon in the man-
groves.

Mase crawled slowly, having to push
broken limbs and débris from his head.
He thought he knew pretty well where
he was. Somewhere among the Ten
Thousand Isles, up one of the twisting

chartless channels among the man-
grove keys eack one looking exactly
like another. No fresh water, nothing
to eat; you had to find a hammock
where you might put foot to the earth.
You couldn’t travel mangrove, wading,
walking, swimming; you crawled over
root-tangle, and a man wouldn’t crawl
very long. Mase was weak when he
made a hundred feet to what looked
like a lighter spot in the crushed green
stuff. So he rested, closed his eyes and
waited for the sun to clear the storm
rack. Mase had a piece of a shirt, one
shoe, and no hat or pants. Hanging
to a bamboo crate after he went off
the sponger, the seas had neatly husked

him in that all-night drift over the

flooded jungle. He slept again and
started up with the horrors.

MULES again! Mules in the dark.
Ears laid back, teeth bared and
grinning, eyes popped out wickedly as
they charged him! Mase fought de-
lirium. He heard a long dismal “hee-
haw,” and shock his head. Even at
twenty-two there are limits to a man’s
strength and reason. Mase started
crawling again, and halted.

The long shvddery wail broke out
again. It joined with another and the
melancholy blas:: became a dirge. Not
just ordinary “ee-haws with which
mules protest living, but croaks of
doom.

Mase tottered up. “Dead mules don’t
sing. Unless I'm gone clean fitified in
the head I hear mules.”

He crawled again. the sun was
warming his skinned legs and back.
His throat swollen with thirst, he
butted on through frothy twigs and
leaves toward that more open spot.
He rested again and when he opened
his eyes a mule was looking at him.
A mule that seemed way up in the air
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above him. A sure-cnough wet mule,
shining like an angel in the sun but a
bit thin in the ribs.

Mase moved hi: head to peer
through the mangroves. It didn’t make
sense, a mule up there. Then he saw
a dark bulk below, and presently it be-
came the end of a scow, shoved up
high on the ancien: shellbank of a
hammock. The mule was surveying the
scene calmly, moving his tail against
the deerflies. Then Mase saw mules’
heads sticking above the barge side
among broken pine s:alls, and one dead
mule was overside hanging by a
twisted halter. The mules were quiet
until the big brown one on the barge
end must have signaled and then they
all broke out in a terrific wail, hee-haws
mingled with sobs of woe and evil.

Mase got to his feet and tottered
under the overhang of the scow. “How
come you here, mules? Don’t make
sense. Glad to meet yeh but you're in
a hell of a fix up Shark River. You
can’t shake a hoof anywhere in forty
miles ’less it’s on tke hammock.”

Seven mule heads were over the
barge side looking at him, Then, at the
down end of the scow Mase saw a
round moon face. A black hoy so black
that after looking a- him the sun hurt
vour eyes. Midnight 'vas fireworks com-
pared to this boy. JHe got up on the
barge and gazed at the mules. Mase
velled:

“Hey, there! How’d them mules
get in here?”

The boy’s face showed complete
fright. He seemed to shrink up in his
muddy denim dungarees, and he
couldn’t answer. But he came closer,
making signs for silence. His eyes stuck
out in panic and finally his lips moved.
Just a low mutter,

“Man, yo' hesh! Won't do talkin’
hivah!”

“What you mean, no talkin’?”

The boy came along the narrow
barge deck and squatted down where
he could peer over at the storm victim
and muttered:

“Misteh, you’ better git. Yo' an’ yo'
mewls.”

“Ain’t my mules,” said Mase, watch-
ing the boy’s scared eyes.

“Man, yo’ outen yo’ brains, Yo’ an’
dem mewls come togeddeh last night
on de bawge.”

“No, we didn’t. I just found ’em.”
Mase started to climb up the barge
end and the boy whispered with panic.
“Yo’ stay down. Man, yo’ know whe’
yo’s at?”

“Somewhere off Shark River in*the
mangrove. Hey, what’s the matter,
boy?” Mase looked at the line of mule
heads and the mules looked at him
wearily but with new hope in their
eyes. “What you mean? I been hurri-
cane-drifted, and you ain’t goin’ to help
me?”’

“Nosseh! Yo’ know whe’ yo’ landed ?
Dis hammock is Jim Slade’s hideout!"”

Young Mason McKay stuttered
hoarsely. The hurricane faded in his
mind—just another blow. But Jim
Slade was something else. Slade, the
killing outlaw of the Glades, the last
of the gang that the sheriffs of four
West-Florida counties had tracked in
vain; Slade who'd slain deputies and
cattlemen in fence wars, and then van-
ished completely eight months ago!
People said he must have died in the
swamps to which he had been driven
below Tamiami Trail. Jim Slade!

MASE looked up dumbly. “Guess
I get you, boy. Slade’s killed
every one who got near him. He covers
his tracks that way.”
“Yassuh. He sho’ shoot yo’ on sight
efn vo’ come to camp.”
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“Then what I goin’ to do? Half-
dead anyhow. Like them mules.”

“Dem mewls kilt Misteh Slade a’most
half daid hissef. Come a rarin’ an’
chawgin’ into camp on top de stawm
tide. Wes” on highest land and dem
mewls wanted it. Mewls run oveh us
in de dark an’ Misteh Slade cussin’ an’
shootin’. Den one mew! step on his foot.
He hung to de cook-pot post twell de
sea run down. Mewls all daid except
whut’s hyah.”

Mase looked at the mules saved by
their headstalls on the swamped scow.
Standing to their bellies in water but
alive—seven wet mules with harness
galls, and bridle marks on their muz-
zles, bruised and hungry but listening
hopefully to this human talk. Mase was
the discouraged one now. He grunted.

“Where was you when all that fight-
in’ was on?”

“T’'se up a tree an’ climhin’ hicher.
Come daylight Misteh Slade finds his
shotgun and meks me come down. Sets
me to wuk cleanin’ up camp. She sho’
is a mess.”

“You work for Slade, hey? Boy,
what’s vore name?”’

“I was hot dice boy up to a turpen-
tine camp when Misteh Slade come
through a shootin’. Nigga Gin, dey
calls me, but jes’ Gin fo’ short.” Nigga
Gin smiled at last. “Hot dice hoy—"

Mase was thinking, “Say, Gin. you
ain’t goin’ to let a man die in this man-
grove are you? No grub, no fresh
water—"

“Mebbe I git yo’ some grits and sow-
belly till yo’ gits goin’. Man, de hurri-
cane done got vo' pants,”

“Yeh. Land here in a gunman’s jun-
gle with one shoe and piece of shirt-
tail. If that ain’t hell—just like the
feller in the book. That there Robert-
son Crusoe, but he made himself some
pants out of goatskins.”

“Ain’t no goats on dis hammock.
Mebbe you’ can mek yo’ some mewl
pants. Plenty daid mewls in de bresh.
Efn Misteh Slade could walk he’d
shoot ’em all. He say de coast guarders
fly oveh dis hammock an’ spot mewls.
An’ a relief bout come in, an’ den
we-all blowed up. But no boat git hyah
except on a stawm tide. Man, dis is
'way in back. Dese mewls neve’ git
away fum dis hammock. Noossuh! Dey
can pick a livin’ off bresh an’ doan’
have to wuk no mo’. Jest lak mule
heaven.”

“Yeh, until Slade guns ’em down.”

“He can’t walk on his foot when de
mew] tromp it. Me, I got to do all de
wuk.”

“Gin,” said Mase and he grinned
from his swollen lips. “If Slade can’t
get around anyway soon, I can build
me a shack up the hammock. 1f T had
an axe and a coon trap and a skeeter
bar I can lick the world. Don’t say no
to a swamp cat like me.”

“Misteh Slade kill yo’ jest lak wild-
cat. Man, I seen him kill men an’ bury
em. He kill me quick efn I doan’ wuk
fo’ him.”

One soaked shoe is no good to a
man so Mase took it off. He wrapped
his shirt tail around his waist and
looked up at the raules. “Gin, you help
me and I'll help you git away too.”

“I'se skeered to git away. Sheriff
done grab me so . betteh stick to Mis-
teh Slade. Once z. month I go out in
de dugout down to the fish-camp trade
boat and gits coffee and sugar. And
cawnmeal fo’ Misieh Slade to mek his-
self some shine. I trades his shine down
deh, an’ dey think I'se got a still in
back. Doan know I'm hot dice boy
whut Misteh Slade run off to de glades.
Hot dice gits me in little cuttin’ fight
up home.”

“But yeh work like a slave, All right,
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all right! I got to cat and got to git
me some pants. What vou aim to do
about these mules? Let ‘em starve tied
up in this scow?”

“Nosseh, Goin’ to cut ’em loose. Dey
find brack water back on de ridge an’
a hongry mewl’ll eat whut he find.
Dese mewls sho’ lucky. Land hyah jes’
lak dey died an’ gore to heaven.”

“Yeh, and look at me. Boy, you git
me some grub, hear "

IN was cautiously working the
swollen halters from a near mule.
Some straps he cut and some he saved
and all the time he talked soothingly,
lovingly, and the gaunt, wet, red-eyed
mules listened. Their drooped ears
came up. One reached to nibble a storm
drift of young cane when Gin urged
him over the lowe: barge end. Gin
stroked the others and tried to get them
onto the muddy bark without making
noise.

“Mewl, ain’t seear nobody lak yo’
since I come past de Trail. O’ sugar
Jand mewl-——yassuh’ Harness marks
on yo’ back and galls on yo’ neck. Yas-
suh, yo’ land 1 in meal heaven, nothin’
to do but eat.”

Mase picked up a soaked halter. It
had a mark that he'd seen up in the
glades plantations. Likely this barge
load of old work mules had been
shipped from Fort N yers or some West
Coast landing where a ship couldn’t
embark them. Cuba-bound, maybe, to
work on other sugsr lands, and now
they’'d just died, as far as the world
knew, and gone to Heaven.

“Hey,” said Mase, “tell you what
let's do, Gin. Run them mules into the
deep jungle where Slade can’t find 'em.
You git me some grub and clothes and
I'll take care of yore mules.”

Gin got all steamed up again with
fright. He got the last mule freed and

one by one they stole into the seagrape
tangle which began where the man-
grove ended. But a black boy can love
a mule even if he has to wuk along-
side, and Gin didn’t. No wuk for a
mule on this lost swamp:island. Gin
looked the castaway over uncertainly
and muttered as he went away.

“Misteh, yo’ stay back in the ham-
mock. Efn any fish left in de box 1
fetch you’ some. Misteh Slade knowed
I hid you out on his key he buckshot
me daid.”

“Keeps you workin' under the gun
and when he’s through with you that’s
what he’ll do. Gin, me and the mules
are the only friends you got—hear
me?”’

Gin {faded under the hurricane-
tangle where the big red mangroves
gave way to the hammock growth. A
good swamper could find food even
if the storm had ruined much of it.
There’d be seagrapes and wild guavas,
grass nuts and swamp cabbage. And
at low tide a man would find coon
oysters on the mangrove roots. Not
first-class chow but Mase wouldn’t
expect it. Lucky to live!

The castaway went back to a broken
spot in the mangrove where he could
reach open water and washed his shoe
and shirt-tail free of mud, hung them
on the brush and stretched in the sun.
He even found one pool of brackish
water half fit to drmk

“Mule heaven,” Mase thought as he
dozed. “Pretty soft for mules but I
got to get some pants afore the deer-
flies and skeeters start workin’ again.
Skin a dead mule, hey? No, thanks.”

Slade was a bad man with a gun,
but Mase figured that he was smarter
than Slade in the deep swamp. He
could cut circles around a man from
the pinelands up state. Slade had to
get a sprained ankle well before he
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could go hunting the castaway. Gin
had said that their dugout was lost
and there was no way to the coast ex-
cept by the maddening channels of the
Ten Thousand Isles. The glades inland
were full of water. Slade sure had a
good hideout. Mase fell into uneasy

slumber till mid-afternoon.

A SOFT voice awoke him. Nigga
Gin was standing at the open

space of the seagrape jungle, talking

to a little gray mule.

A little sorry old mule looking too
weak to forage after the others.
Skinned and battered; and gazing at
the black boy as if maybe this was St.
Peter opening the gates for mules. Gin
rubbed down her legs and gave her
a hunk of tender palm heart.

“Enjoy you’ self, mewl. Keep yo’
pants too. Dat white man ain’ goin’
tek any hide off’'n go’ fo’ pants. Nos-
suh!”

“Hey,” Mase called, “gimme some
of that palm cabbage too, Yore mule
can wait, can’t she? I wouldn’t skin
pants off a lady mule.”

“Yo’ hesh,” said Gin, “Misteh Slade
is techy on de gun. He had me wukkin’
all day to build up his still. Start de
mash fo’ his shine befo’ wese builds
de camp. So techy fo’ likker.”

Mase grabbed the old demijohn of
brackish water and drank swiftly. Gin
had three little fried grunts and some
cold corn grits, and Mase went at that
with sore teeth and lips. But it’s won-
derful what grits and grunts do for
a swamp man. All the time Gin soothed
the little gray mule Mase was getting
strength, He got half the palm heart
cabbage away from the mule also.

“Boy,” hé grinned, “I ain’t goin’ to
forget you.”

“Yo' better fo'get you’ eve’ see me,
man. Yo’ gits off dis key quick befo’

b

you’ an’ Misteh Slade has a run-in.

“How am I goin’ to get off this
key?”

“Dunno. How dat Misteh Crusoe,
whut wore goat pants, git off ?”

“Pants?” Mase grinned .“How many
pants has this gun-feller, Slade got?
Why can’t you sneak me his pants outa
camp ?”’

“Man,” whispered Gin, “Yo’ done
got mental insanity in de haid! No-
body steal pants off'n Misteh Jim
Slade!”

“Then we gotta skin a damn mule.
Gonna be bad for skeeters after the
blow. I got to ted down somewhere
and figure a way out. You help me and
I help you. Gin, if we got these mules
outa this you’d make some money on
’em‘l!

The hot dice boy shook his head.
Fear of the law ard of Jim Slade would
keep him here under Slade’s gun. Mase
gave up the idea of winning Gin from
the outlaw’s side. Gin said he might
find an old axe and a blanket and a
frying pan, and the castaway could
soon put up a palm-thatch shelter deep
in the hammock. But Gin feared even
that. When Slade’s foot was better
he’d scout the mile-long hammock on
a mule hunt.

“Boy,” said Mase, “you goin’ to let
that feller kill them pore dumb crit-
ters? Ain’t they had trouble enough
gittin’ here?”

Gin looked trcubled. But shook his
head again. More mules browsed out
of the jungle. Poor old work stock that
had been destinec. in the end for a glue
factory likely. Mase was all sympathy
as he watched Cin and the little gray
mule. He tried 1o scratch one mule’s
thin neck but th's one was on no pet-
ting-party. An old slab-sided black
runt, and he la:d his ears back and
bared his teeth and Mase backed awayv.
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‘“Boy, here’s a mean one. Got a
rebel eye, and what 1 mean he ain’t
goin’ to stand foolin’. VWatch him now.”

The rebel swung to bite a brother
on the flank. The victim squealed
feebly and all the mules broke into
croaks of lamentation Mase grinned.
This fightin’ mule wes boss mule in
heaven.

“You see, boy? Ycu gotta have a
partner in this business to get any-
where. When this old rebel gets his
strength back he’s gcnna make war,
Knock him in the head with the axe
and I'll get me some pants mebbe. Them
dead mules is gettin’ tco strong to han-
dle.”

Gin went up and rubbed the old
rebel’s nose. “Baby,” he soothed, “doan
listen to dis white man talkin’ about
axes. Nosseh!”

“All right,” said Mase, “you stake
me to some grits an a hunk o’ sow-
belly and I'll stay up in my end o’ the
hammock. Swipe a coon trap for me,
too.”

“Yasseh. An’ den yo’ stay out o’
sight—yo’ an’ de mewls. Me, I got to
wuk. Got to find Misteh Slade’s copper
coil an’ set up his still. Got to mek a
canoe so’s to git outside fo’ cawnmeal.
Misteh Slade got it casy, an’ yo’ got
it easy. De mewls doan do nothin’ but
rest an’ eat. I’'m de wukkines’ man on
de island.” :

“Go ’long,” said Mase. “‘Don’t pester
me. I got troubles.”

GIN slipped out in the narrow open
glade along the hammock ridge
and presently Mase heard a faint shout
somewhere in the jungle. The seven
mules answered Jim Slade’s wrath
with a long shuddery wail, like prophets
of evil. Mase went deep in the sea-
grape thickets. Beyond them were some
storm-slanted sago palms, and even

one or two cocoanuts, and Mase went
to searching the drifts for something
more to eat. Then he saw that outlaw
mule with the rebel eye, peering at him
suspiciously under the brush. Mase
hurled an empty cocoanut at him.

“Lemme alone, damn you. Foller me
around and you'll turn up in pants.
Sho’ will, mule. Now git!”

Mase sat down and brushed mos-
quitoes off his legs when they came
out of the swamp at sundown. Dusk
brought the small creeping life of the
glades out all about him. A ring-tailed
coon paddled in the mud for crawfish,
Plovers waded in the pools and a wild-
cat sneaked along under the cocoaplums
stalking unseen prey.

It was nearly dark when Nigga Gin
came back noiselessly. He had an old
rusty axe, a damp torn mosquito bar
and a worn blanket along with the
meal, bacon and frying pan.

“Misteh, T had a time gittin’ dis.
But camp stuff is scattered so dat
Misteh Slade thought I was pickin’ up
fo’ him. He’s rarin’ an’ ragin’ about
dem mewls. Man, I hope he’s got a
broke laig.”

“I'm goin’ to break a damn mule’s
head if he don’t let me alone. That ol’
black jughead I mean. Yore little gray’s
all right, and the two browns are peace-
able, and the rest of ’em just shys
away and minds their business. But that
jughead means war.”

Gin crawled out of the seagrape
tangle and went to the big black.
“Baby,” he said. “Doan you min’ dis
white man. Yo lissen to pappa an’ no-
body’s goin’ to ha’'m yo’.” .

Mase was bedding himself down in
the dusk. He had the mosquito net
hung and a couple of palmetto tops tied
over it for a roof and a hole gouged
in the shells for a fireplace in no time.
A good swamper can get a cosy home



74 ARGOSY

in ten minutes, and have sowbelly in
the pan. And all the time Mase heard
a soft voice out there talking mule talk,
and when Gin went away seven mules
broke out in grief and lonesomeness.
Then he heard Jim Slade roaring
curses from the other side of the ham-
mock. Mules were getting upon Slade’s
nerves and he promised evil to them
soon as he could hobble about and had
some shine cooked up.

Mase crawled under his bar, feeling
fit as a fiddle. He could fool Jim Slade
anywhere in this jungle and maybe
wrap the axe around his ears when
Jim ventured out. Mase woke at first
dawn and made a can of coffee. The
coffee, like the grub, had been soaked
in salt water but you got used to that.
Let a hurricane slap you around for
a couple of days, and heigh-ho! What
do you care for anything else except
being alive?

BEAUTIFUL dawn. Egrets,
white as snow, ibis and gulls
sailed and glittered over the mangroves

standing on their snaky roots in calm .

swamp water. The hammock would dry
aut today. Mase ducked out from his
seagrape screen and went along the
low ridge watching carefully, but the
mules had browsed past Slade’s camp
in the night for up to the north end
of the hammock., Mase saw the little
clearing under some moss-plumed oaks
facing the narrow run of water
through the mangroves on the far sidec.
He crept up, Indian still, from tree to
tree and bush to bush until he could
spy out Jim Slade’s establishment. It
sure wasn’t much.

Gin had rebuilt the thatched lean-to
of poles and palm fronds and under
the mosquito bar Mase saw a bearded
man flat on his back and snoring. The
black boy slept behind him upon some

gunny sacks on the shell dirt floor.
Some bales and boxes, a mass of rusty
traps and cook nots were heaped about,
but right along Slade’s pole bunk, under
the netting was a good pump-gun.

“If,” grunted Mase, “that feller'd
get good soused some night I might
jump him, But that skeeter bar’d fool
me. No time Slade’d roll up with the
buckshot flyin’. Sleeps like a cat, Gin
said. I ain’t so crazy as all that.”

He worked around the oak clump,
sizing up the land. You couldn’t come
to the lean-to -inder cover. Slade had
seen to that. Slade’s thin wolfish face
was plain to Mase in the growing light.
his grizzled beard working up and
down as he snored. It was a tempta-
tion but Mase couldn’t think what to
do about it. Then somewhere behind
him he heard a solitary hee-haw. The
jughead mule was leading his army
down the hamiock past Slade’s camp.

Mase got up and sneaked away. A
chorus of mulz voices now would be
too bad for him. He was swinging
around a cocoaplum tangle when some-
thing stared him right in the face.
Right on the hushes were some damp
blankets, sacks and socks. But right
in Mase's path hung some pants. Big
checked, black-and-gray pants. Faded
and torn, but pants, Pants with the
other stuff huig out to dry.

“Well, in all my born days,” chuckled
the castaway, “if them ain’t Slade’s
pants. Wait for me, mules, I'm com-
in’!”

He loped along the ridge waving
Jim Slade’s pants and when he passed
the little gray mule he whacked it glee-
fully over the rump but went on. The
jughead gave him a bad eye but Mase
was back uncler his seagrape refuge
when the mule procession arrived, The
sun was over the mangroves now, a
warm calm morning, peaceful as coulc
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be. But Mase was going through
Slade’s pockets.

Not a thing in the outlaw’s pants
except sand and hurriczne grime. They
were heavy and damp but Mase put
them on. Mighty big but Mase slewed
them around his waist and crawled out.

“Mules,” he chuckled, “thanks for
the pants. I wouldn’t seen 'em if you
hadn’t scared me right into that there
washin’. Why didn’t I take Slade’s
socks too? But I only got one shoe
anyhow.”

He made breakfast with a small
smoke and doused the fire. Then he
crawled out again to where the mules
switched their tails in the open. Belly-
full and happy, not a lick of work for
anybody. Nigga Gin had to wuk; Mase
heard his axe ringing zcross the ham-
mock beyond the camp. Gin had to
make a dugout before his boss ran out
of cornmeal and couldn’i: cook any more
shine. Mase walked around rubbing
his red scratched ribs hoping that Gin
would show up early. But all morning
that axe rang and the mules slept in
the shade. Tt was high white noon
when the black boy came along the
ragged trail with some cold corn flap-
jacks and a rusty coon trap that he’d
found in the hurricane wash among the
trees. Gin’s idea was tc set this white
man up in business so that he'd keep
out of Slade’s notice. The boy stopped
among the mules and crooned to them
all so that he didn’t see Mase until
Mase ambled out in the clearing. The
white man swaggered 1 ke an admiral.

Gin saw him then, His eyes went
white and he couldn’t talk. He writhed
around in horror before he got speech.

“Misteh Slade’s pamis!”

“Ain’t it the trewth?”

“Stole dem pants! Hung Misteh
Slade’s clo’es on er bush an’ you git

IR

’em his mawnin’!

“Doggone right. Ain’t he found out
yet?”

Gin moaned slightly. “He doan git
ont his bunk vit on account his foot.
Man, you wait! Whut I tell him now ?”

“Tell him the mules done it. He
can’t start no war anyhow. Boy, I cer-
tainly am pleased this mornin’. Got
some pants an’ grub. Say, you hackin’
out a dugout ain’t you? Where's it
at?”

“Misteh, O’ Lady Trouble’s hangin’
oveh yo’ haid. Yo’ is gittin’ all or-
ganized fo’ grief. All I want is fo’
you to git.”

“All T want is gittin’. Boy, you done
turn pale.”

“Yasseh. I feels pale. Ef Misteh
Slade eveh see yo’ in dem pants—"
Gin moaned slightly and leaned on the
gray mule. Seven mules switching tails,
happy and peaceful; and he had to
wuk and worry. Seven mules died and
gone to Heaven, and this white man
turned up like the devil himself among
them to grin and jeer and offer tor-
ment.

GIN went back to his job among the

cypress across the hammock, and
Mase heard the axe all the sultry after-
noon. Before sunset the mules headed
off on the trails they had made
through the jungle to find what feed
they could and Mase was alone. He
hoped they’d stay away but they
wouldn’t,

“Makin’ a regular stompin’ ground
right in front of my shack,” Mase
thought. “And when Slade can hobble
he’ll head right here after 'em. I don’t
aim to be lingerin’ when that gun-
shooter starts. Hide full o’ buckshot
won’'t do me no more good then it
will a damn mule. That Crusoe feller
in the book didn’t have a bunch of ol'
plantation mules tailin’ him about when
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he was tryin’ to figger a way to git
home.”

His folks up near Glades City must
have given him up. Just another hur-
ricane victim who'd never be found.
Mase cooked his supper and sat in Jim
Slade’s pants and with the blanket
over his back waiting for the mosquito
hour. The pests came in from the pools
about sunset. But it was dusk, and Jim
was about ready to crawl under his
netting when he heard a shot. Then
another; a pump-gun was pouring lead
out of Slade’s camp. Then the voice
of the boss roaring above a chorus of
mules. Presently Mase heard the clatter
of hoofs and seven mules came thun-
dering down into his clearing before
the seagrape jungle. They halted and
slapped their rails about and gazed at
the castaway.

“That’s right, damn you,” said Mase,
‘“Slade throws some slugs and you run
to me for help. Git out of here!”

The old jughead flattened his ears
and bared his teeth when Mase waved
the axe. Mase got back to his palm
lean-to. Then he heard some one loping
in the brush and Gin showed up
panting.

“Any o’ dem mewls wounded?”

“Naw. But you keep ’em away, boy.
That boss mule’s gittin’ too sassy. He’s
thinkin’ of runnin’ over my camp.”

“Mewls doan listen to advice. Misteh
Slade hobbles up an’ shoots ’em away.
He says dey done gittin’ on his nerves,
He says I got to make him a crutch an’
he’ll go crack ’em down. Man, I doan
like dat, But no use arguin’ wid a
buckshot man. He wild. Tomorry he’ll
want to put on his clo’es. Yo' betteh
gimme back Misteh Slade’s pants.”

“Yeh, I would. A feller gits pants
down here he better hang to ’em. Go
‘way, boy, and let me sleep. I'm ner-
vous too.”

“So'm 1. Mewls done gittin® wor-
ried, all dis skootin’ an’ cussin’. T ask
ask yo’ agin, “omorry, gimme Mesteh
Slade’s pants.”

Mase crawled under his netting and
wouldn’t discuss pants. Nigga Gin went
away grumbling. The mules milled
about in the brush and Mase couldnt
sleep. He kicked around on his blanket
until the light of a late distorted moon
began to thin the jungle shadows.
Crickets and night birds shrilled and
called and peace should have reigned
on this lost hammock of the Florida
coast, but it didn’t. Mase got up,
scratched his mosquito-bitten legs, put
on Jim Slade’s pants and sneaked out
around the mules bunched in his front
yard. Mase had begun to clamp down
on an idea that had been in his head
ever since he’d heard Gin’s axe ves-
terday.

“Hate to git that boy into any more
trouble but I wonder how far he’s got
with that cypress dugout he was work-
in’ on? Goin’ to look it over, an’ see
where he keeps it.”

He reached the hammock ridge and
went along silently. Jim Slade’s camyp
was a half-mile down and across the
istand, so Mase had no trouble pass-
ing it unseen and unheard. Then he
heard a sound behind him. The seven
mules were coming in the soft earth.
When Mase stopped to scan Slade’:
clearing they stopped. When he went
on, they went on. Mase was full of
choked wrath. He didn’t dare bawl
them out or run them back. So when
he reached the cypress clump at the
edge of the black water his escor
stopped and watched him. The bul-
bous moon shione down on the chip:
and chunks where Gin had worked
with axe and adze to hollow a split
log. He’d cut and burned out the middle
fairlv well but to make a good swamy
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canoe takes time and carcful measur-
ing when you get to the finishing
touches.

“Boy,” Mase grinned to himself. “I
give you two more days on the job.
Mcantime I’ll hack me out a paddle at
camp and git some grub together; and
then goodby, ol’ jughead.”

Old Jughead show=d his teeth in
the moonlight, but Mase felt so good
about that dugout that he just grinned
back. When he started up the jungle
path the cavalcade caine on. Mase got
cautious again when he had to pass
the dark camp on the opposite shore
of the key. You could see open water
there, just a glimpse through the man-
grove clearing. Gin had cut brush all
about, save where Slade’s thatched hut
was hidden under the storm-scarred
oaks. Mase scouted out the lay of the
land. He would have to get the canoce
before Gin completely finished it and
paddled it out from the cypress point
and around to Slade’s landing. It would
be beached not ten yards from the
shack after that.

MASE forgot everything except
his getaway. A good swamper
would find a channel out of these lost
mangrove islets. He vould watch the
tide run, turn by turn, and figure a
route to the open Gulf. Might take
him days to do it but he’d make it. The
blind waterways and intricate sloughs
of the Ten Thousand sles were a maze
that even a guide had to guess at, but
a swamp man took his time and
watched the way the slow water moved.
Mase turned back to the trail and met
the mules all bunch:d up as usual
watching him. Maybe they were lone-
some and Mase felt so peaceful that
he grinned again at the jughead.
The little old gray :mule was nearest
and Mase scratched her neck. She loved

it and rubbed her mangy shoulder
against the white man. Mase scratched
her back and tickled her ears.

“Yo're all actin’ so doggone decent
tonight, how about a ride, ol’ gal? If
it’s all right with you we can shuffle
along to camp and mebbe find you a
chunk of swamp cabbage. Easy, now.”

He leaned over the little gray and
got a leg over. She was no easy rider
but what would you expect from an
old field mule that should have retired
years before? Mase kicked his bare
heel into her bones and the old gray
ambled on, ears going flip-flap, and
little hoofs hitting the soft sand. In
a way Mase felt she was proud and all
swelled up to be heading up the ham-
mock with a rider softly talking baby
talk to her. This white man couldn’t
be as soothing as Nigga Gin, but white
folks just don’t know how with mules.

“Lift yore feet, baby,” chuckled
Mase. “You and me ought to got
friendly before. Now you know where
to come when you want yore back
scratched. Just keep that jughead boy
friend o’ yours away, that’s all. Gotta
bad eye an’ no manners. Before I say
goodbye him and me are goin’ to mix
if he sticks his nose into my beddin’
again. But you—baby—"

The little gray mule stopped. Her
ears pointed straight towards Slade’s
dark camp. The other mules all stopped
and pointed. The jughead was sniffing,
his nose out and teeth bare.

“Hey, you,” whispered Mase, “git
goin’. I mean you, you damn fool—git

3 s

goin’.

The jughead raised his muzzle and
roared. All the other mules joined in,
and amidst the ghastly clamor Mase
heard a man’s voice. He saw Jim Slade
hobbling to lean against a post of his
shack, and Jim was waving his shot-
gun and shouting vengeance. Some
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damn mule had crippled him up and he
would wipe them all out.

Mase ducked low on the little gray.
He watched that shotgun, wondering
if Slade could see him in the moon-
light. It was no place to be. He had
got his left leg over the gray’s spine
and he felt her belly quiver with emo-
tion as she joined the jughead’'s de-
fiance.

Then that shotgun went off—I ham!
Wham! Wham!

Mase ducked lower when he heard
lead passing. He tried to slide off but
a big mule crowded his leg and he
couldn’t. His mule was in a gallop and
so was the other. Mules on both sides
of him and the jughead leading. Mase
hung to the gray’s mane and yelled.
Secrecy and guile were no good now;
the mule army was charging Jim
Slade’s camp and a shotgun at that
distance just raked their hides and
aroused their tempers.

“Hey,” grunted Mase, “let me git
off. It ain’t my battle—"

But he couldn’t get off without
being run over. His gray mule was
right behind the jughead when they
hit camp. The shotgun roared twice
again, and then Jim Slade turned
hopping for an oak tree. He didn't
make it. One mule rode over his palm
thatch and it came down on Nigga Gin
sleeping at the far end. Another mule
swept between Jim Slade and his tree,
so Jim turned and went hop-legging for
the water. He didn’t reach that either.
Old Jughead was not a yard behind
when Slade went down and he no more
than got one glimpse of a rider pass-
ing him when some other mule knocked
his brains crooked.

MASE slid off the gray at last and
turned back. The thatch lean-to
was down, and Nigga Gin was yelling

in a mess of poles, bedding and boxes.
Gin kept on yelling and made for a
tree. He was half up when Mase found
Slade’s pump-gun. Mase came back in
the rear of the mule cavalry hunting
for Slade. They had all passed now,
circling back t> the hammock with a
last dismal hoot at Jim Slade and his
vengeance,

“Git down, boy,” said Mase. “Mebbe
he peppered ’en: some, but I got nothin’
against you. Cnly I got the gun, un-
derstand.”

-Gin was pop-eyed with terror, He
got down and moaned.

“Yesseh! I hears yo’. How dem
mewls git organized lak dis?”

“Now, don’t ask me what a mule's
thinkin’ about. Slade heard ’em passin’
and starts war. That jughead, mebbe,
he’d heard plenty a’ loud talk. Any-
how he climbs vore camp, an’ just look
at it now?”

“Whe’ Misteh Slade?” said Gin, eve-
ing the shotgun in Mase’s hands.

“Down there by the shore and his
brains knocked sideways. He ain't
dead and I'm goin’ to tie him up. Git
busy, boy—find me some rope. Slade's
goin’ out o’ here in that dugout, and
yore goin’ to be paddle boy. Under-
stand ?”’

The black boy went to look down
at his boss. Oll Slade’s whiskers were
moving but his eyes were closed. Mase
rolled him over and made a pass about
his arms with the fish cord Gin
brought. Gin 1roved about dumbly like
a black phantom, and when Mase had
done the job he went to sit on the fish-
box with the white man grinning at
him.

“Cheer up, boy. When we git ou
and old John Law hears how we’rc
landin’ Jim Slade where he’s wanted,
nobody’s goin’ to worry you about hot
dice nor knife cuttin’, T reckon. There’s
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been reward money out for this feller
and you an’ me split it. You git all set
to travel tomorrow til. we hit big salt
water.”

Nigga Gin was lister ing in the moon-
light. The outlaw’s key was quiet again.
A ringtailed coon paddled a fishhead
in a pool, and a loon called from the
open water. Iiven the mosquitoes
seemed subdued in their singing, and
the black boy grinned at last. Anx-
iously, but hopeful he looked at
Slade’s shotgun resting across Slade’s
pants. Slade’s pants on Mase McKay
and not on Jim Slade.

“Whut all dem mewls do now?”

“They ain’t gonna do nothin’. Can’t
be got off here any way you figure it.
Git fat an’ enjoy life, no work to do
or nothin’.”

The black boy looked a bit more anx-
ious:

“Misteh,
find ’em.”

“Nobody goin’ to find ’em. If they
did tliey couldn’t get ’em outa here.
Couldn’t get a scow in except on a big
storm tide. Boy, they're lucky;'you an’
me got to git home and git to work.
But them mules, nobody ever see 'em
again, They just died and gone to
heaven.”

I'se skeered somebody

Hollywood Comes to School

AS 20-Century streamlined education encases itself in sere monoliths and
colossal stadia, McGuffey’s readers and hickory sticks moulder in little
red schoolhouses. A few months ago, during an epidemic of infantile paralysis,
Chicago children—ircarcerated in their homes—were instructed successfully
by their teachers ove- the radio. And now, an inevitable step in the march of

* education, comes news from Hollywood. The pedagogues of celluloid are plan-
ning to invade the clessroom. The Motion Picture Producers and Distributors
of America are planning a series of educational films. They have not as
yet made plans for the teaching of the three R’s, but ready for release are
instructive films bearing such titles as “Aesthetic Appreciation” and “Human
Relations.” Movie moguls envision a cinema curriculum in all our schools and
colleges. For instancs, the grade-school pupil may be instructed in geometry
visually, and it’s a c¢ nch that the proper film and a 16-mm projector would
save a teacher a lot of trouble with French—or Greek. The entrepreneurs of
this new educationa; medium particularly stress the advantage of cinema-
teaching in the smaller colleges. Students at isolated, under-endowed Nonesuch
College may, for instance, see and hear Einstein lecture on Astro-physics. But,
when the day of the cinema-school kas arrived, one wonders what the movie-
satiated pupils will do for relaxation. Will they go to the movies?

—Peter Kelly
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JULIAN BENEDICT

Pacific Passage

By ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTON

TIS POPE, handsome, internationally
known mining engineer, boarded the
liner Monterey at Honolulu, bound for
Pago Pago. When Pope entered his suite
with his Chinese secretary, Dr. Mingo, he
found that mail, forwarded to him at the
ship, was missing. As the ship steamed out
toward sea the room steward for Pope’s
suite was found murdered. Under his body
was one of Pope’s missing letters, Police
came aboard in a launch and Sergeant
Honuapo, Hawaiian detective, is detailed
to remain and find the murderer as the
Monterey continues toward Pago Pago.
Clues to the crime are scarce. About the
only thing that seems to be established is
that the murderer wanted to learn the
contents of Pope’s mail. That evening,
during the moving picture show in the
ship’s lounge, a ship’s officer requests that
any passenger who may have information
concerning Pope’s mail to report to Mr.
Pope and Sergeant Honuapo in the library.

MONG the passengers is Miss Gilman,
a spinsterish Mid-Westerner. She is
seated in the movie next to her shiphoard
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friend, an English girl, June Darrow. She
remembers that while standing on deck she
saw a hand reach from a port hole and
throw torn letters into the sea. She tells
Miss Darrow ard her escort, Ladislaw, an
actor, of this. Then she goes to her cabin
to change her clothes, preparatory to going
to the library and telling Pope of what she
has seen. But she never does. She is mur-
dered as she sits at her dressing table. And,
later that night while Pope is strolling on
the sun deck with June Darrow, someone
takes a shot at him.

As news of the murderer-at-large seeps
among the passengers, near panic reins
aboard the Moxterey. . . .

CIAPTER VI

A FRIEND OF MINGO'S

R. MINGO came along with 1
D handful of radiograms. Otis Pope
read them carefully.

“One is from Hellman in Chile,” he told
Mingo. “Says he wired me the grade of ore
on Bench C is turning out better than ex-

5 A-13
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pected; asks if I recom-
mend concentrating ste:m
shovels on B or C. Seaxd
him a radiogram, Dr. Min-
go, and suggest that le concentrate on
Bench C.”

“It is done,” Mingo :said, and made a
notation.

“The other messages say nothing impor-
tant was sent me in care of the Monterey
at Honolulu. Have you heard from Suva,
Dr. Mingo?"

*No, Mr. Pope.”

As Mingo in his long black robe moved
off down the deck, Pope saw that June
looked after him with a suggestion of dis-
approval in her expressicn.

“You don’t like my secretary, Miss Dar-
row?’’ he asked.

“Something about hir1,” she admitted,
“disturbs me. His eyes . . .”

“All eyes of the East are mysterious,”
Pope conceded. “Hello, here comes Honu-
apo.”

Sergeant Honuapo came along with
Archie Shaw, the boy who had been on
duty in the elevator before six o’clock the
day before,

“We search for the green sport dress,”
Honuapo said. “We find many like that
already, but Archie looks at them and says
no, they are not the one.”

“Might try the tennis :ourts,” Pope sug-
zested. “1'll look you uf later,” he added
as Honuapo moved away.

June was gazing thoughtfully at two
iarge birds, an albatross and a frigate bird,
as they wheeled over the sea.

“You're thinking,” Pope guessed, “about
passing the Mariposa. Each turn of its
screw brings us nearer to it now, and so
vou’ll be glad when it’s »ast us.”

“No,” she surprised him by answering,
“T'll be glad when you pet another secre-
tary.” Pope saw that she was looking
through half closed eyes at the strip of
adhesive on his temple.

He laughed. “Come now. You wouldn’t
suspect Dr, Mingo, woul¢ you, just because
he's mysterious.”

“I don’t like mysterious men, I like them

6 A—I3

Begin now this thrilling
mystery novel of the South
Seas

open, frank, without any
secret motives.”

“And 1,” Pope rejoined,
“like girls who cry on my
shoulder.”

They both laughed then, and in a mo-
ment Honuapo and Archie came back to
report that the tennis courts had yielded
nothing in the way of a green sport dress.

“Can Archie amplify his description
any?” Pope asked.

The boy answered for himself. “Yes sir,
Mr. Pope, I remember that the back of
this green dress has crossed straps, kinda
like a halter. And this woman was very
dark, and her back’s sunburned. a deep
brown,”

June spoke up quickly: “Why, that
sounds like Mrs. Rossmore.”

“You know her, please?”

“T’ve talked with her once or twice. Her
back isn’t sunburned, though, It’s just
naturally that color. She’s half Hawaiian
and half Chinese. Quite modern and aw-
fully good looking. She was educated in
California, I think. She got on at San
Francisco and her husband came aboard
yesterday at Honolulu.”

“Shall we find her, please?” Honuapo
said,

Otis Pope arose and went along with
him. With no difficulty at all they located
Mrs. Rossmore, who was at the B-deck
rail with her husband. In that stance her
back was conveniently exposed to the in-
spection of Archie Shaw.

RS. ROSSMORE had the amber skin

of an Oriental. She wore a green
sports dress, was stockingless, and her
back was quite bare except for crossed
halter straps.

“That’s her,” Archie announced posi-
tively.

Honuapo went to her and bowed cour-
teously. “I am officer of Honolulu police,”
he said. “You are Mrs Rossmore, please?”

“What’s this?” It was Mr. Rossmore
who spoke and his face showed annoyance.
“Yes, I'm George Rossmore, and this is
my wife.”



82 ARGOSY

Honuapo said: “The lady is knocking at
door of gentleman’s cabin near five o’clock
yesterday, at about which hour there is
mail disappearing from inside. Can the
lady explain this, please?”

“Of course she wasn’t,” Rossmore
snapped with indignation. “She doesn’t
know anything about it. You don’t, do you,
Karen?”

“I know nothing. I was not there. It is
all a mistake,” the woman said,

Pope stood by, watching her. She seemed
frightened, he thought, and more fright-
ened of her husband than of Honuapo.
Rossmore was a square-cut, pugnacious
man with sandy hair and a bulldog jaw.
He stuck the jaw out toward Honuapo.

“You see?”

But the elevator boy was positive in his
identification. And Archie could hardly be
wrong, Pope thought. Mrs. Rossmore was
distinctly half-caste, quite unlike any other
woman on the ship. Pope felt sure that she
had been at his door, and that she was now
lying unskillfully,

Honuapo spread his hands in a depreciat-
ing gesture. “It is too bad you say you are
not there. It means now we must go tell
the captain, so that he shall ask why you
are there.”

This threat of taking the matter to the
captain made Rossmore lose his temper
completely. “That’s pure insolence!” he
raged. “I won’t stand for it. I'll sue the
line for slandering my wife’s character.
How dare you say she was trying to crash
into a man’s cabin?”

First Officer Corliss at that moment ap-
proached with something in the palm of his
hand. “I found the gun,” he announced,
and exposed a white cloth on which lay
a .32 caliber pistol.

“If the fellow used a silencer, there isn’t
one on it now,” Corliss said. “Found it in
a life boat on the upper deck.”

Karen Rossmore stood staring uneasily
at the gun. Honuapo took advantage of
her agitation to renew his attack. “In this
there is a murder, lady. Two murders, You
prefer talk to Captain Jansenn, or to my-
gelf?”

She appealed 1o her husband. “Don’t let
them bully me, please.”

Otis Pope stepped up and said in a kind
voice: “No one will bully you, Mrs. Ross-
more, We don’t want to offend you, but the
elevator boy says he saw you at my door.
Why not tell us why you were there?”

She looked up at Pope’s strong face and
seemed to recogiize his expression as one
of sympathy and reassurance. For a mo-
ment his brown eyes held hers. Otis Pope
could generally enlist the confidence of
women.

This one dropped her eyes and said:
“Yes, I was there. No one answered my
knock and I went away.”

Pope doubted her. According to Archie
her hand had bezn on the doorknob as she
stood in a pose f listening,

“Why,” Pope prompted, “did you call
there?”’

“Because you are a celebrity, Mr, Pope,”
she said. “I keep a book of autographs,
and I wanted you to sign it.”

ONUAPO looked at Pope and gave

a slight shake of his head. Nor could
Pope himself credit the motive just offered.
Archie hadn’t se2n her with a book in her
hand. The autograph book might have
been held in front of her, out of Archie’s
vision, but all ir all the thing seemed im-
plausible.

Yet there was no way to disprove it.
Karen Rossmore’s long-lashed eyes looked
up with a hint cf coquetry at Pope. When
his own did not respond, her carmine lips
drooped stubbornly. Her manner said:
“That’s my storv and I stick to it.”

“Thank you,” Pope said gravely, “for
being so frank.”

They were at the B-deck rail. At a shut-
tered window not five yards away the slop-
ing eyes of Dr Mingo were gazing out
upon the group. Mingo was in his own
room, number 127, and was puffing at a
Chinese cigarette,

The telephone rang back of him, He
crossed to answer it and heard a voice on
the other end of the line say, “Dr. Mingo?"”

“It i1s I,” Mingo said.
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The voice continued: ‘‘Please come
quietly to cabin three two five. This is
Julian Benedict speaking.”

As Dr. Mingo had never heard of Julian
Benedict, the call mystified him completely.
And yet he felt immediately inclined to
obey the summons.

Consulting a chart o’ the Monterey he
discovered that 325 was one of the small,
one-bed, inside cabins fyrward on D deck.
Mingo, gliding softly down two flights of
stairs in his felt slippers, proceeded there
without delay.

He knocked at 325,

A voice called, “Comre in.”

Dr. Mingo entered.

“Close the door, please, Dr. Mingo.”

Mingo obeyed. The 10st he confronted
was apparently quite elderly and feeble.
There was a hump between his shoulders
that gave him a grotesque, if not a sinister,
aspect as he sat there cn the bed. He was
bent far forward, his hiands and chin sup-
ported on the head of a cane, The man’s
cheeks were shrunken, his chin shriveled
and the parted lips expcsed only one tooth,
His hair was quite gray. Dark glasses ob-
scured his eyes.

“Do you know me, Dr. Mingo?” The
inquiry came in a color’ess monotone. Nor
did the speaker elevate his chin and folded
hands {rom the cane.

“I do not know you,” Mingo replied with
complete sincerity.

“It is well. Because if you do not know
me, then no one else will.”

The hunchback gave a shriveled smile.
Then for a moment he sat up straighter,
removing his glasses to stare fixedly at
Mingo. After staring, 1e put the glasses
back on and resumed & posture with chin
resting on cane.

Dr. Mingo came of ¢ race which rarely
gives external evidence of shock, Mingo’s
face, however, was anything but impassive
as he exclaimed;, “You?”’

“Yes, it is 1.”

“But why do you call me here? Our
business is finished—"

“On the contrary our business has just
begun, Dr. Mingo.”

Mingo’s face was again impassive. In his
voice, though, was disdain. “I wash my
hands of you, Mr.—"

“Call me Julian Benedict, And speak
softly, please, There may be people in the
next cabin.”

INGO remained standing. The black

robe, fitted tightly about his slight
figure, made him look paper thin. “Our
business is finished,” he repeated coldly.
“I wish never to see you again.”

“Huge profits are in sight, if we carry
it on. We must carry it on, Dr. Mingo.”

“I desire no profit, Mr.—Julian Bene-
dict.”

“Granted. You are out for no personal
profit. What you did in Indo-China you
did only for your people. You are a
Chinese patriot, Dr. Mingo. A Nationalist
who for a long time has bitterly resented
the exploitation of Chinese resources by
the white races.”

“That much is true,” Mingo admitted.

“You have seen the white men take much
out of China, and bring in little. From
your viewpoint the whites have squeezed
China like a sponge, enriching themselves
without giving adequate return. So, in one
instance at least, you dreamed of reversing
that process. It would be equitable, you
reasoned, and serve as some slight repara-
tion for past exploitation, if, in one instance
at least, wealth of the West should pour
into China and remain stranded there, like
a wrecked ship.”

“That is also true,” Mingo said,

“And it was I,” Benedict continued,
“who showed you the way. You are a
native of Indo-China, particularly inter-
ested in the welfare of the lower classes
there. You are also secretary to the great
Otis Pope. Vast interests of capital in New
York were awaiting a report from Mr.
Pope. If unfavorable, a stupendous mining
project would be abandoned at its outset.
But if favorable, the report would unleash
millions, tens of millions, for the building
of a gigantic plant, a railroad—”

“Expended mainly for the hire of Coolie
laborers,” Mingo finished for him, “A sub-
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sidy from the West to the East. When the
West finds its mistake, it will be too late.
Millions will already have been spent for
rice to feed workers of China.”

“ T explained all that to you,” Benedict
said. “Explained that you need only side-
track Mr. Pope’s unfavorable report, which
he would dictate to you as his confidential
secretary, You did that, forwarding to
New York instead a forged report with all
the assay figures tripled, and enthusiasti-
cally recommending an immediate exploita-
tion, on a huge scale, of the project.”

“The exploitation is assured, Mr. Bene-
dict.”

“It hangs by a thread,” contradicted
Benedict. “Any exchange of remarks be-
tween Mr. Pope and his New York prin-
cipals will expose the deception. So his
mail must be watched. Fortunately it will
be a year before he returns to America.
He goes now to Tasmanian tin mines,
thence to the gold country of South Africa.
After that to Rhodesia for relaxation, in
the hunting of big game. Long before that
I will have cashed in on the stock.”

“You bought stock?”

“At its lowest ebb. Then, when the board
of directors of Indo-China S. and L. Com-
pany read and acted upon Mr, Pope’s
highly favorable report, recommending de-
velopment and expansion, each board mem-
ber naturally rushed out to buy more of the
stock for himself. That created a demand,
and the stock skyrocketed. I can already
sell out for a pleasing profit, Dr. Mingo.”

“In that case,” Mingo said coldly, ‘‘why
do you not do so and be done? Why do
you say our business is not ended?”

“Because what I have done once, Dr.
Mingo, I must do twice more. I must re-
peat the process with the Tasmanian Tin
report, which goes to an anxiously waiting
board in London, and with a third report
which Mr. Pope will make on the gold
property in South Africa. You must forge
those reports also, Dr. Mingo.”

“T will not do so,” Mingo said. Rebel-
lion glinted like black coals in his eyes., “I
am not concerned with the welfare of Tas-
mania or South Africa. I will not—"

“You will do as 1 say, Dr, Mingo!”

“I decline,” Mlingo said stubbornly.

“You will obey me,” Benedict insisted.
All the while he spoke in a low monotone,
and yet with the confidence of one who
holds an upper hand. “Reflect, Dr. Mingo.
My stake in the Indo-China deception is
already gained. Yours is not. Money and
credit now beinz placed in the banks of
China has not yet been spent. If this
bubble is burst, it will never be spent. It
will be recalled. Tens of millions will not
flow from the 'West to buy rice for the
workers of China.”

R. MINGUC considered this stoically.

Benedict was right. A single anony-
mous word to Otis Pope would expose the
deception. Instintly the air would ring
with messages. Riches of the West, now
crossing the Pacific to hire Chinese coolies,
would be recalled.

“You will be left holding the bag, Dr.
Mingo. It is you who forged the report.
My name will not be even remotely con-
nected. I will have profited, while your own
maneuver will have been futile.”

“But it is you ”” Mingo pointed out, “who
have committed murder. They will catch
you and you will be hanged.”

“No,” corrected the other, “if they sus-
pect anyone, it will be Julian Benedict.
But I am not Benedict. When they reach
out for Benedict, Benedict will not exist.”

Mingo gave 1 slight inclination of his
head. He was just beginning to plumb the
depths of this raan who, for the moment,
called himself Julian Benedict.

“At Los Angzeles,” the man said, “I
bought a ticket for Australia. I came
aboard with my baggage, and with a proper
passport. I wa; taken to my stateroom.
It is not this one, Dr. Mingo. Then I went
ashore again. I became Julian Benedict and
as such bought a ticket for Pago Pago.
Pago Pago being an American colony,
Benedict did not need a passport. He was
ushered with an entirely different set of
baggage to this stateroom. He will never
arrive at Pago Pago. His work done by
then, Julian Benedict will vanish.”
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“But you have flesh,” Mingo insisted.
“You cannot be two men.”

“Can’t I? Consider how simple! Julian
Benedict eats breakfast. but never lunch.
I myself eat lunch, but skip breakfast.
Benedict, a shabby and unsociable hunch-
back, is first in the dining room at dinner
time. He is relegated 0 a small corner
table because he wears 10 dinner suit. He
eats quickly, leaves the dining room, and
in a little while I enter myself. I wear
proper clothes, am much younger than
Benedict, and am seated at quite a different
table.

“You are a fool,” Mingo said. “They
will solve your masquerade.”

“Given time, yes. But they will not be
given time. Soon there will be no Bene-
dict. And who will be shrewd enough to
observe that when I ari in public, Bene-
dict is not? Or that when Benedict is vis-
ible in the flesh, I myself am never to be
seen?”

Mingo saw the genius of it, With seven
hundred passengers aboard, it would be
impossible to line them all up in one group.
Among that great numoer, no one would
ever notice that a certain two were never
in evidence at once.

“And what purpose,” Mingo asked,
“does Benedict serve? e is stupid to in-
tercept mail of Mr. Pope.”

“Because you yourse f can do that?”

Mingo gave a slight nod of assent.

“Usually you can,” admitted Benedict.
“But in this case I had to be sure. There
might be suspicions in New York result-
ing in specific inquiries addressed to Pope
at Honolulu. If so, I cotldn’t risk his walk-
ing in on them. He might pick up a letter
marked personal without giving you a
chance at it. Also, if things had blown up,
[ wanted to know it before we left port.”

“There was no letter of suspicion, none
warning Mr. Pope?”

“None.”

“You are awkward and stupid,” Mingo
said. His gaze fixed upon the globular head
of Benedict’s cane, as though wondering if
this were the bludgeon which had struck
down Steward Wilkins,

“Awkward?’' the other challenged.

“To create Benedict merely to steal
mail.” _

“Benedict is not created for that pur-
pose, Dr. Mingo. He is here to make you
toe the mark. To instruct you, and to warn
you of penalties.”

The hunchback’s hand reached for a
pillow on the bed and drew it aside. The
movement exposed a .45 Colt’s revolver
which lay there. Mingo stared at it, but
before he could speak the other continued:

“Since I came aboard, Dr. Mingo, an-
other hazard has arisen. It gives another
role to Benedict—that of saving Otis
Pope’s life.”

“You speak in riddles, Mr. Benedict.”

Benedict's mouth twisted in a smile. “It
is strange,” he admitted, “that Mr. Pope’s
most dangerous enemy should conspire to
save his life. Yet that is true. For me, Otis
Pope is more than an expert on gold mines.
He is a gold mine himself. Or we might
call him a goose which has already laid
one golden egg, and who must be preserved
to produce two others.”

Mingo stared at him. “It was not you
who shot at him, last night, on deck?”

“Of course not,”” Benedict assured him.
“If Mr. Pope is killed on the Monterey, he
cannot be exploited further, If he does not
reach Tasmania alive, how can he send
in recommendations on a mine there? So he
must be protected. I shall protect him, Dr.
Mingo.”

CHAPTER VIIL
A GAME OF STUD

PUF FING at his pipe, Otis Pope stood
in the sitting room of his suite. Jan-
senn, Honuapo and Corliss confronted him.

“What,” Pope inquired between puffs,
“have we got so far?”

“A thorough search of cabin 250, where
the steward was killed,” Corliss said, “gave
us only the Dow-Spragg wedding invitation
from Melbourne. Cabin 340, where Miss
Gilman was throttled, gave us nothing but
this.”” He indicated a yellow silk bathrobe
cord held by Honuapo.
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Honuapo said: “Search of sun deck
brings this gun. That is all.” He offered in
evidence a .32 caliber revolver.

“Except,” Pope amended, “the Ross-
more woman’s reason for trying to get in
here. And that’s not believable.”

“I have all room stewards looking for
yellow bathrobe,” Honuapo said. “Most
always cord matches robe.”

Pope smiled. “You disappoint me, ser-
geant. Why should a man clever enough
to avoid fingerprints, leave the cord of his
own bathrobe around a victim’s throat?”

“It is not likely,” Honuapo conceded.
“But perhaps he is rushed for time.”

“Every cabin should be searched,” Pope
advised, “and every passenger.”

“And start a panic?” protested Jansenn,
“We've almost got one now. They’re get-
ting the jitters. Look at ’em out there!”

Through a window the captain scowled
at the company on B-deck promenade.
Passengers were out there in groups, whis-
pering, some of them excited, all of them
more or less agitated over a crime wave
which was sweeping the Monterey.

“Every time I even ask anyone a ques-
tion,” Jansenn grumbled, “he gets insulted.
Wants to sue the line for defamation. We
can search cabins, of course. It’s being
done now. But to frisk seven hundred pas-
sengers, all of them innocent but one, is
a tough job. And what would we look for,
anyway?”

“Frisking people won’t get us any-
where,” Corliss agreed. “Anything incrimi-
nating is tossed overboard by this time.”

“We don't know,” Pope objected, “that
all incriminating evidence has been tossed
overboard.”

“What, for instancep”

“For one thing, a passkey taken from
Wilkins. The murderer didn’t take that
key before stealing the mail, but after-
wards. Because one of the letters was found
under the body.”

“How,” Corliss ventured puzzledly, “did
the man get in here without a key?”

“Don’t start me guessing,” Pope said.
“But suppose he saw the room steward
enter with towels, followed unobserved,

then hid in the bathroom till the steward
went out. Maybe the steward saw him
getting away with the mail and trailed him
down to C deck. My point is that since the
murderer took the pass key after hitting
Wilkins, and a'ter getting the mail, he
probably wants to keep it for future uce.
In that case he hasn’t thrown it over-
board.”

“You want to treat seven hundred re-
spectable passengers,” decried Jansenn,
“just like a gallery of rogues?”

“Not necessarily,” Pope said. “But pas-
sengers take baths. Why not let bath stew-
ards search pockets, while their patrons are
taking baths?”

“Who will search bath stewards?” asked
Honuapo. “Crirrinal might be member of
crew.”

Jansenn retorted acidly: “Mr, Corliss
will take care of the crew.” He added more
tolerantly: “Anc I like Mr. Pope’s sugges-
tion. Mr. Corliss, instruct the bath stew-
ards. You, Mr. Honuapo, had better con-
tinue lining up slibis.”

“Time he ge:s seven hundred alibis,”
Corliss grinned, “he’ll be an old man.”

Jansenn, Corliss and Honuapo went out,

LONE, Otis Pope knocked out his
pipe. A passenger list on the table
caught his eye. He picked it up uncer-
tainly. Last evening he had gone through
the list, but only in search of someone with
a motive for stealing his mail.

This time he went through it with other
motives in mind. Was anyone aboard with
a personal grucge against himself, Otis
Pope?

He read studiously through the A’s, B's,
C’s, D’s. Then Lis eye fell upon the name
of Maurice Engle. Pope took a pencil and
made a question mark after Engle’s name.

He laid the list down, then, and called
for Dr. Mingo. There was no response.
Pope looked into the next room, but Mingo
was not there.

Mingo was still in room 325 with Julian
Benedict and was, at that moment, saying:
“Have you destroyed stolen letters?”
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Benedict shrugged his hunched shoul-
ders. “I wouldn’t post them on the bulletin
board, would 1?”

“How do you know someone desires to
kill Mr. Pope?”

“He was shot at last night, wasn’t he?”

“And not by Julian Benedict?”

“Don’t be stupid, Dr. Mingo. Can't you
understand that if Pope is killed it will
cost me a fortune? Pope must survive to
report from his next two jobs.”

“And if I do not forge those reports?”

“You will lose your own objective in
Indo-China, Also I wll be forced to use
this on you, Dr. Mingo.” Benedict mo-
tioned toward the .45 Zolt’s which still lay
exposed on the bed. “I will not be stopped,”
Benedict added with & hard stare through
his dark glasses. “What I start, I finish.”

“They will search your cabin,” Mingo
predicted, “and find revolver.”

“I shall hide it safely,” Benedict said.

“It will be found,” Mingo insisted,

“Not where it can incriminate me. I
hope I do not have to use it, Dr. Mingo.”

“Why did you kill two people?”

“I do not admit those crimes,” Benedict
said.

“Will you also kill person who fired shot
at Mr, Pope?” '

“I shall protect Pope’s life, by one means
or another.”

“Why do you not inform on this per-
son, so that he will be held in custody by
captain?”’

“I do not yet know who he is,” Bene-
dict said. “And even when I do know, I
cannot prove his murderous intent to the
captain’s satisfaction.”

“So you must deal with him yourself?”

“Yes. And T will deal with you, too, Dr.
Mingo, if you do not toe the line.” The
stare Benedict gave Mingo was deadly.

Mingo met it for a noment, then turned
toward the door, but, sefore he reached it,
Benedict rose and, gaining the door first,
opened it a bare crack. He peered each way
along the corridor ard saw that it was
deserted.

“You may go now, he said.

Dr. Mingo withdrew silently.

N a little while Julian Benedict picked

. up the gun and put it under his coat.
With it he left the cabin. The gun must
be concealed, and for that purpose Bene-
dict went tapping with his cane along the
D-deck corridor toward the elevator. He
proceeded as a feeble man of years, his in-
firmity drawing sympathy from all who
saw him.

He ascended one deck in the left. Then,
again tapping with his cane, he moved
along the port side C-deck hallway. Arriv-
ing before cabin 250 he looked carefully
to make sure no one was in sight.

The coast being clear, Julian Benedict
unscrewed the spherical head of his cane
and produced a pass key. With this he let
himself into 250. This was the scene of
Wilkin’s death, Therefore he was sure the
cabin had already been searched. Such
being the case, there should be no reason
for authorities to search here again,

Benedict now concealed his Colt’s .43
under the mattress of bed A. It should be
safe here, since the cabin was unoccupied.
Nor could there logically be an occupant
until the next port, Pago Pago. And even
if found, the evidence would not point to-
ward himself,

If he wanted it, he could come and re-
claim the gun at will.

Withdrawing from cabin 250, Benedict
locked it and went tapping back to 325. As
he entered there, the sound of chimes an-
nounced the first call for lunch. This re-
minded him that for the next several hours,
Julian Benedict must cease to exist.

Dr. Mingo entered the dining room hall
an hour later. He went to his assigned
place, which was a large round table pre-
sided over by the chief purser.

From here the Chinese secretary of Otis
Pope could see all over the salon. He saw
Pope himself, seated at a small side table
with June Darrow. Mingo’s eyes moved
from table to table. Passengers entered,
one by one and in pairs, Mingo saw the
Rossmore couple take seats nearby. The
man, he thought, had been scolding his
wife. ,
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He saw Boris Getman, pale and thin,
at a table with Asa Ashurst and Mrs.
Royer. The actor, Ladislaw, came in, threw
a look of annoyance toward Otis Pope and
Miss Darrow, then moved on to his own
place.

Kimberton Lennox was seated opposite
Madam Garaud, the singer. Beyond them,
Mingo could see the shining bald head of
Maurice Engle. But no one resembling
Benedict was in the room.

For dessert Otis Pope ordered pie,

June said quickly to the waiter, “The
gentleman’s American and he means
‘tart’.” -

Pope stood corrected. To a Britisher, he
knew, “pie” is something with meat be-
tween crusts. If it contains fruit, it’s a tart.

“Which reminds me,” June added
thoughtfully, “that your murderer simply
must be an American.”

Pope glanced keenly over the menu.
‘twhy?”

“Because he asked for your ‘mail’ at
General Delivery. An Englishman, an
Australian, a New Zealander—and Brit-
isher—would have said ‘post.’”’

Pope conceded the distinction. “T'll men-
tion it to Honuapo,” he promised. ‘“Rather
shrewd of you to think of it.”

“I majored,” the girl said with faint
irony, “in foreign languages.”

Pope’s eyes were following Maurice
Engle as he left the dining room. His nod
directed June’s attention toward the exit.
“Do you see that bald man just getting
into the elevator?”

“You mean ‘lift,” she corrected se-
verely.

“His name’s Engle. He’s an American,
and therefore still uneliminated.”

“What else?”

“He’s a disappointed inventor. Mining
machinery, principally, and processes of
chemical treatment. Engle had a clash once
with my attorneys in New York.”

&How does he feel about it now?”

“Under the circumstances, I really
should find out,” Pope said. “So if you'l
excuse me—7?"

He arose and followed Engle. Engle was
in the midship A-deck foyer looking som-
berly at the bulletin board when Pope
caught up with him. The noon-to-noon
mileage had just been posted there.

Pope touched he man's arm and- said
amiably: “You're M. J. Engle of Cripple
Creek, aren’t you*”

“That’s my narae.” Engle did not return
the smile.

“I'm Otis Pope of New York.”

Pope extended a hand but Engle did
not accept it. Instead he said bitterly: “‘1
know you’re Pope. I know someone took a
shot at you last night. What’s more, I'm
sorry he missed.”

Pope’s smile fided, “You haven’t,” he
said, “any idea v/ho it was?”

“I haven't,” lingle snapped. “It hap-
pens that at the moment I was playing
poker in the smoking room.”

Openly hostile, the man turned away.
Just then a deck steward came by and
said, “Oh, here vou are, Mr. Engle.” He
handed Engle ten silver dollars. ‘“You drew
the lIucky number, Mr. Engle, on the day’s
run.”

Something of & gambler, Pope reflected.
A patron of poker games as well as the
daily lottery on the ship’s run.

The elevator gate clanged and Karen
Rossmore disembarked in the foyer. In her
hands she held « large black book which
might have been a photo album.

The woman came to Pope with an in-
gratiating smile, handing him both the
book and a fourtain pen.

“T really do want your autograph, Mr.
Pope,” she said. “You'll sign your name,
please?”’

It was a book containing nothing but
signatures. Pope looked shrewdly at the
woman and conc uded that, having made a
bluff, she was now determined to make it
good.

However, as he autographed his name,
Otis Pope saw that Mrs. Rossmore really
had been collecting signatures, Quite a
number of the }onterey’s passengers had
signed here. Two signatures above his own,
Pope noted the name of Madam Garand.
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“Thank you so much, Mr, Pope.” With
a smile that could only be described as
seductive Karen Rossmore took her book
and moved away.

Pope went into the smoking room and
again encountered Muurice Engle. This
time the man was seated alone with a deck
of cards, dealing himsclf solitaire,

“You mentioned a poker game last night,
Engle,” Pope said. “How long did it last?”

“From ten to elever.” The answer was
prompt.

“And from nine to ten you were—p”

“In the lounge with a man named
Ashurst,” Engle said.

“Thank you.” Pope went down to his
suite and found Honiapo waiting there
with Corliss,

Honuapo was regarding with bland in-
terest a passenger list on which Pope had
marked an interrogation point after Engle’s
name.

“Who, please, is Mr. Engle?” the Hawi-
ian inquired.

“A gambler and a poor loser,” Pope said.
“He filed suit against me one time, and
lost.”

“Is the matter perscnal, please?”

“No. Strictly business, He claimed my
patent on what is known as the Pope De-
chlorinization Process for treating copper
ore, infringes on one of his own. The court
adjudged otherwise and Engle, so my at-
torneys say, has been bitter about it ever
since.”

Corliss asked quick’y, “Where was he
at ten minutes to eleven last night?”

“Says he was playinz poker. Might be a
good idea to check with the other players,”
Pope suggested.

“We do so without delay,” Honuapo
said. He left the room with Corliss.

A boy from the ship’s wireless came in.
*“More mesages for you, Mr. Pope.”

He handed over three radiograms. Pope
read two of them, find ng them to be from
clients who reported that no mail had been
cent to Honolulu. Pope was reading the
third message when Dr. Mingo came in
from lunch.

“It’s from Suva, Dr. Mingo.”

“It has importance?” Mingo asked.
“Rather. You’d better get hold of Honu-
apo at once.”

CHAPTER VIII
A SON AT SUVA

N THE smoking room, Honuapo and
Corliss stood by a large round table.

Honuapo held a list of seven names and
was checking them off one by one as men
appeared and took seats about the table,
Maurice Engle was already seated.

Kimberton Lennox hurried in from the
direction of the lounge with a puzzled ex-
pression. The puzzlement changed to a
degree of nervousness when he saw
Honuapo.

“What’s up? You sent for me?”

Corliss took the reins with the deference
of a ship’s officer bound above all else not
to offend passengers.

“Yes, gentlemen,” he explained con-
siderately, “we had seven of you paged.
You’re the last one, Mr. Lennox. Won't
you sit down?”

Lennox took the seventh seat at the
table. The other chairs were occupied by
Maurice Engle, George Rossmore, Ray-
mond Ladislaw, Asa Ashurst and two
Worldwide News cameramen by the names
of Smullet and Piper.

“This is simply a routine check-up on
alibis,” Corliss announced. “We’re doing
the same all over the ship, so do not take
offense. You seven men occupied these same
seven seats in a poker game last night?”

Rossmore flared angrily. “Yes, we were
here. What about it? If you’re accusing
me, I can—"

“I'm not accusing anyone. When did the
game begin?”

“At ten o’clock,” Lennox offered
quickly, “and didn’t break up until eleven.”

The two cameramen nodded affirmation.

“What broke it up?”

The oldest man at the table answered
precisely and courteously: “An excitement
in the pavilion. Then, when Mrs. Royer
came by and said that Mr. Pope had been
shot. we quit playing and joined the crowd
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there.” Ashurst, the speaker, looked to-
ward Ladislaw for support.

“All seven of you?” asked Corliss.

Ladislaw said: “All of us were here, I'm
sure of that.”

This man, Corliss knew, was a profes-
sional actor. He was the tallest man of the
group. The others, with the exception of
Piper, who was quite short, were men of
average height,

Only Rossmore took offense at the in-
quisition, “Look here,” he protested with
rising indignation. “Maybe you can buliy
my wife but you can’t bully me. Somebody
had the nerve to search my cabin during
lunch. It’s got to stop, I tell you!”

Ashurst put a placating hand on his
arm. “I wouldn’t take it that way, Ross-
more. There have been two murders, [
understand. So of course they have to
search cabins.”

“What we wish to know,” Corliss said,
“is this: A shot was fired at ten minutes
to eleven. Were you all here at that time?”

He asked the question individually of
each, and in each case received an affirma-
tive response,

Honuapo was politely disappointed. “It
is proof,” he admitted, “that none of you
fired shot at Mr. Pope.”

Rossmore glared truculently.

“If you want further proof,” one of the
cameramen suggested, “you might ask Mrs.
Royer and a man named Getman, They
were standing back of my chair, looking
on.”

Corliss said: “That is right. I've already
questioned them. They said they watched
a poker game in here until ten-forty, then
they went in the pavilion to dance. They
were dancing together when the shot was
fired. They went to see what the distur-
bance was about, then Mrs, Royer came
here to tell the poker players. She found
them all seated just as she had left them.”

“Then why call us on the carpet?” de-
manded Rossmore.

Corliss pointed out that Mrs, Royer’s
testimony had only covered the game until
ten-forty.

Honuapo was making notes.

"NOW, while you’re all here,” Corliss
suggested, “let’s move back to eight
o’clock. From eight to nine there was a
picture show in the lounge. Between nine
and ten Miss Gilman was murdered in her
cabin, The killer probably sat by or near
her, or perhaps in the row back of her, at
the picture.”

“l didn’t see the picture,” Lennox said.

With a challenging outthrust of his jaw
Rossmore said: “T did. T sat with my wife
in the back row.”

“Just back of Miss Gilman?”

Rossmore flushed to the roots of his
sandy hair, “How would I know? Didn't
even know anyor.e by that name.”

Ashurst’s quiet, cultured voice broke in:
“Mr. Rossmore only joined us at Honolulu.
To me it seems quite reasonable that he
hadn’t met Miss Gilman.”

“Did you know her?”

“Yes,” Ashurst admitted readily, “She
was on my left a: the rail, about five in the
afternoon when Mr. Pope came aboard.
Mrs. Royer was on my right.”

He made the statement so precisely that
Corliss exchanged glances with Honuapo.
Clearly its purpse might be to establish
an alibi against a theft of mail and an
assault upon a steward.

Of the others, only Engle admitted being
at the picture show,

“I sat in the third row.” Engle did not
flinch under Honuapo’s stare. “When
lights came on, I saw Ashurst enter from
the writing room at the rear, He asked me
if T felt like poker. Six of us had been
playing stud cach evening since Los
Angeles.”

“Rossmore,” Lennox inserted, “last night
made it seven-handed.”

Corliss concentrated on Engle. “Ashurst
asked if you felt like poker, You said
‘}"es’?”

“I said I didr.’t mind. We parted, he to
bunt up Lennox and Ladislaw, I to hunt
up Smullet and Piper. I found Smullet and
Piper at the bar. They agreed to play.
Rossmore was d-inking with them and said
he’d take a hand himself. So we arranged
to meet here at :en o’clock.”
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“You left them?”

“Yes, to join Ashusst in the lounge. 1
waited maybe twenty minutes and Ashurst
came in. He said he’d found Lennox on
deck but couldn’t finc Ladislaw.”

“As you know,” Ladislaw explained, “I
was in the library with Mr. Pope and Miss
Darrow. They sent me to the pavilion to
see if Miss Gilman was dancing. She
wasn’t. When I returned to the library,
Pope and Miss Darrow had gone down to
her room. I hung around a little while, then
joined the poker game here.”

Dr. Mingo came up and touched Honu-
apa’s arm. “Mr. Pope has received radio-
gram from Suva,” he announced. “He asks
please will you speak with him?”

ONUAPO pausec only long enough to

gaze at a startled expression which
appeared on Ashurst’s face. Then he fol-
lowed Mingo to Pope’s suite on B deck.

He found the mining engineer with a
radiogram in his hands.

“Mr. Engle has not taken shot at you,”
Honuapo said. “He s proprietor of six
alibis, The same alibi gives whitewash to
six other men.”

Pope looked up from the radiogram.
“Do the six include a cocoa-bean buyer
named Ashurst?”

The question started Honuapo. “Yes,
Mr. Pope. You have something new?”

Pope nodded. “I'm on my way from
Indo-China to Tasmania,” he explained,
“with a brief conference sct for Suva dur-
ing the eight hours our ship stops there.
Otherwise I could have hopped from Singa-
pore to Brisbane, ard missed Honolulu
altogether.”

“The Suva conference? Does it connect
us with motive?”

“No. I'm simply to make the third man
on an arbitration committee to decide one
way or another about a land grant dispute.
Not a mineral matter. The Governor of
Fiji simply appointed me because he thinks
I'm fair, and he wants one American to sit
in with a Britisher and a Fiji chief.”

“But if this has no connection, please,
why is it important?”

“When my mail was stolen yesterday,”
Pope said, “I told Mingo to wire all cur-
rent clients. The Governor of Fiji was in-
cluded because we're going toward Fiji,
with this arbitration the first thing on the
card. We merely asked him if he’d written
me at Honolulu.”

“He wrote you?”

“He had not written me. But it says
here,” Pope motioned with the radiogram,
“that his chief of police did write me at
Honolulu on another and urgent matter.
And this matter connects us with a
motive.”

“Motive is much needed,” Honuapo
said.

His dark eyes reflected the activity of
his mind.

“Last time I was at Suva,” Pope went
on, “I was held up on a dark street at
night. My taxicab driver was killed. I had
a good look at the crook, who escaped.
No one but me can identify him. The police
there have now picked up a man and are
holding him on suspicion of the crime.
Hearing from the governor that I was due
through on the Monterey, they wrote me
at Honolulu asking me to come directly to
the police station, when I reach Suva, to
make this identification.”

Honuapo’s broad brown face lighted up.
“Solution stares at us,” he said. “You
reach Suva alive, they hang this man. You
fail to reach there, they let suspect go for
lack of evidence.”

“And the suspect’s name,” Pope told
him, “is Jack Ashurst.”

Honuapo jumped to his feet. “I have
just talked with man by name Ashurst!”
he exclaimed.

. “It is not a common name,” Pope agreed.
“The Asa Ashurst aboard with us now is
a cocoa-bean buyer who travels a lot in
these seas. I met him once on a P. and O.
boat out of Java. A harmless old chap, I
always thought, and quite respectable. But
I heard once that he has a ne’er-do-well
son in the South Seas.”

Honuapo said to Dr. Mingo: “Will you
please ask Mr. Ashurst to come in? And
Mr. Corliss?”
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INGO went out and presently re-

turned with Ashurst and the first
officer. Ashurst, gray at the temples and
with rather a chubby face, indeed seemed
quite harmless. He faced Otis Pope quite
unabashed, asking, “Anything I can do to
help along?”

“You can tell me,” Pope said bluntly,
“if you have a son in Suva.” He handed
the Suva radiogram to Corliss.

Ashurst’s face fell and a wince of pain
came to his eyes. But he answered readily:
“You mean Jack? Yes, I have a son down
that way. Right now he’s in a bit of
trouble, and I’'m on my way to see if I can
help him out.”

Corliss had read the radiogram and now
turned sternly upon Ashurst. “Did you
fire at Mr. Pope last night? Are you riding
this ship to make sure Mr, Pope does not
reach Suva?”

Ashurst threw a hurt look at him. “Make
sure Mr. Pope doesn’t reach Suva? That’s
ridiculous! I didn’t even know that Mr.
Pope had anything to do with it.”

“You don’t know that he’s the one and
only witness?”

“No. Is he?” Ashurst seemed genuinely
surprised and shocked, ‘

“Frankness is a virtue,” advised Honu-
apo, “so let us not beat the bush. You do
not know this son of yours is held for
murder?”’

“I know he isn’t guilty,” protested
Ashurst. ““He wrote me, though, that he’s
been accused, and that he’s innocent. As
his father, naturally I immediately raised
funds for his defense and am on my way
to do what I can.”

Pope watched him shrewdly. If Ashurst
was not sincere he was very clever.

Corliss handed the radiogram to Ashurst,
who read it. The message gave all kriown
facts about the murder of a taxicab driver
three years ago, in Suva, and stated that
Jack Ashurst had been picked up and was
being held for identification by Otis Pope.

“He can’t be guilty.” Tears formed in
Ashurst’s eyes, “Jack’s always been a little
wild—but he wouldn’t do a thing like
that!”

“I hope, for your sake, that he didn’t,”
Pope said considerately.

Ashurst gave hm a grateful look. Thex
he pulled himself together and faced Cor-
liss with a brave, pathetic smile. “I'm sure
he’s innocent. But if not, of course he must
meet justice.”

Corliss drew Pope aside, “What T can’t
make up my mind about,” he said, “is
whether or not we're justified in locking
Ashurst up. He’s got a motive, all right-—
his son’s neck. But he’s also got an alibi
against that shot at ten to eleven.”

Pope puffed his pipe thoughtfully. “You
can’t fairly lock rim up without more evi-
dence than a motive. Engle also has a
motive—although it’s only a grudge. There
may be others.”

Ashurst, catching a word or two, pro-
tested desperately: “Of course you can’t
lock me up. Lock up a poor old man like
me, while a murderer runs loose on the
ship! That would be stupid, wouldn't it,
Mr. Pope?”

The room, now in the heat of mid-day,
was sweltering. Beads of sweat stood out
on Ashurst’s forehead. Pope crossed to open
a window and permit a breeze from the sea.

“I rather agree,” he said. “We have four
crimes—a theft, two murders and an at-
tempted murder. Ashurst has no known
motive for anything but the last.”

“Why hasn’t he?” Corliss objected. “The
murders might b: cover-ups for the mail
theft, and—"

“But Ashurst,” Pope argued, “has nc
obvious motive jor the mail theft. True
one of the stolen letters asked me to
identify his son. But intercepting the let-
ter wouldn’t keep me from going to Suva.
Arriving, T would still be met by police and
asked to identify a suspect.”

“For that mat:er,” Ashurst pleaded, “1
can prove by Mre. Royer that I was at the
rail when Mr, Pope came aboard.”

“T will discuss with Mrs. Royer,” Honu-
apo said.

Again tears came to Ashurst’s eyes. “This
is a great shock to me, Mr. Pope. Please
believe me, I'm a1 man of peace. I'm just
an old man with a son in trouble, and I'm
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on my way to stand by him just as you
would stand by yours.”

In spite of himself Pope couldn’t help
feeling sympathetic.

Corliss said stiffly: ‘You may go now,
Mr, Ashurst. But under the circumstances
we’ll have to keep an eye on you from here
to Suva.”

CHAPTER IX
THE OCTOPUS

ATER on Pope le’t his suite and de-
scended two flights. The novelty shop
was in the forward fcyer of D deck. It
carried an extensive line of cosmetics,
tobaccos and sportswezr, as well as books
and magazines. Pope was out of tobacco.
The attendant finished waiting on a
fussily dressed lady, vho couldn’t decide
between a string of coral beads and a
flower-enamei pin anc ended by taking
neither. He turned to Pope, grinning.

“A tin of Virginia Blend,” Pope said to
the attendant. As his eye caught the rack
of periodicals he addec, “And a Honolulu
Star-Bulletin.”

Bringing forth the :n of tobacco, the
attendant made a g:sture of apology.
“Sorry, Mr. Pope. But I don’t have any
Honolulu papers.”

Pope was surprised, ‘You didn’t pick up
any in port yesterday:”

“Oh, yes. We always take on about thirty
copies, and we did yesterday. But—"

“You sold out?”

“No, we didn’t sell out, Mr. Pope, We
only sold one copy. The: other copies simply
disappeared.”

“Disappeared? When?”

“Just after the ship left the dock. I re-
member distinctly selling one copy, to a
passenger, just before we left. It was several
hours before anyone called for another
Star-Bulletin. 1 reached to get one—I'd
put them right here under the counter—
but the whole pile of them was gone.”

Pope scowled.

“Have you reported this?”

“Not yet. After all tae loss only amounts
to about a dollar and a half.”

“Do you remember who bought the one
paper?”

“Why yes. It was a Mr. Getman.”

“Getman didn’t go in back of the coun-
ter?”

“Not when he bought the paper.”

“Did he buy anything else?”

“Yes. A package of cigarettes, but I
handed it over the counter.”

“Was anyone back of the counter later,”
Pope persisted. “I mean in the next couple
of hours?”

“Oh, yes. I had quite a brisk trade about
that time. The foyer was crowded, you
know. Always is around sailing time. Half
a dozen ladies were back here looking at
sun suits and bathing caps. Some people
were at the magazine and book rack. I had
my hands full. Couldn’t watch everyone,
of course.”

“Of course not.”

“Seemed like the whole ship was in here
at once,” the attendant went on.

“Can you name any particular passen-
ger,” Pope urged, “who were back of the
counter about that time?”

The attendant thought studiously. “Well,
a Mr. Ladislaw bought a fountain pen. I
know that because he signed a chit for it.
Took him quite a while, and he might have
been back of the counter. And a Mr, Ross-
more, who just came on at Honoluly,
wanted to buy a gift for his wife. He looked
over a line of perfumes and beads and
things, while I waited on someone else.”

Pope frowned. It was clear that anyone
of a large number could have picked up
that pile of Star-Bulletins and strolled away
with it. If it had been a man, he might
have slipped the papers under his coat. Or
anyone might have covered the pile with
wrapping paper, and moved off with it
without arousing suspicion.

Pope noticed the attendant’s hands. They
were red and flabby looking and something
about them made the term: furtive pop
into Pope’s mind.

“What in the paper was important?”’ the
attendant asked.

“That’s exactly the question,” Pope an-
swered.
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He went to a typed list posted in the
foyer, which gave the names of passengers
in alphabetical order. From this he found
the number of Boris Getman’s cabin.

Otis Pope went directly there and
knocked on the door.

“Come in,” a voice said.

ORIS GETMAN was shaving. He was

a lean man of something over average
height. His sparse hair was reddish and
parted far down on one side. About forty
years old, Pope judged. Baggage and suit-~
ings in evidence indicated a fastidious taste,

“Well?”” he asked as Pope entered.

“Sorry to intrude,” Pope said. “But I'm
looking for yesterday’s Honolulu Star-
Bulletin. They're sold out at the shop. They
mentioned that you bought one, and I won-
dered if you’re through with it.”

“Yes, I read it,” Getman said. “Probably
threw it in the waste basket and the
steward took it out. But no, wait a minute.
It's a wonder I haven’t thrown it away,
but here it is.”

He picked up from a corner of the room
a rumpled newspaper and handed it to
Pope. Then, turning his back, he resumed
shaving,

Pope began rearranging the paper to
make sure it was all there. It was,

Somehow this surprised him, Had he
really expected Getman to hold out on him?

“May I borrow it?”

“Take it and keep it,” Getman said.

“Thank you.”

Otis Pope took the paper up to his deck
chair, He sat down there beside June
Darrow,

“‘Feel like doing a bit of research?” he
asked,

~Research?” The girl looked at him
curiously as he handed ber half the paper.

Pope smiled. Somehow all the weariness
and tautness seemed to have ebbed out of
him.

“Profound research,” Pope said. “I've an
odd hunch the answer to our mystery is
in this paper—in black and white. If we
read every word, carefully, and miss no
bets, we should learn the truth.”

Her eyes widened, “Do you mean it?
Why?”

“Because someone took pains to take
away the entire supply of these papers
from the store—except this one copy, which
had already beea purchased, There must
be a reason, dor’t you think?'’

“Really?”" she asked, “When did it hap-
pen?”’

“About the tirie my mail—1 mean posf
—was taken. But suppose you read those
sheets while { recd these.”

Pope’s portion of the paper contained
the page which listed the names of im-
portant arrivals and departures of the
Monterey.

Special items were given to passengers
of note, In Otis Pope’s case there was half
a column, Pope read it, finding nothing
which wasn’t generally known. The account
stated correctly that he had flown via the
Clina Clipper irom Indo-China, where he
had been makirg a professional survey,
and that the Monterey would be held for
him to make connection.

Two full columns were devoted to the
opera singer, Malam Garaud, who was en
rotite to Sydney on the M onterey, and who
had been accorded a reception by music
lovers during her day in Honolulu. There
was also a picture of Madam Garaud.

A Driefer note mentioned that Mr.
George Rossmor: was boarding the boat
to join his wife, Karen. The Rossmores
were going to Auckland.

Raymond Ladislaw was spoken of as a
stage and vaudeville actor of some note,
now on his way to fulfill an Australian en-
gagement. Anothzr paragraph mentioned a
Bernard Dixon as one of those disembark-
ing at Honolulu. after a business trip to
the mairland.

There was no 1eference to Boriz Getman,
to Maurice Engl:, or to Asa Ashurst,

Otis Pope read the sheet thoroughly,
then turned to the next, Patiently he de-
voured paragraph after paragraph of in-
consequential nevs,

He waded through the sports page and
stock-market reports, as well as all about
shipping and trading in the South Seas.
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But there was nothing—nothing at all
to shed even the briefest and sketchiest
light on the problem at hand.

“It might be worse,” June said lazily.
“I drew the society page. But of course
I don’t know anyone there. Just what
should I look for?”

“Something,” Pope suggested, “which
might connect with my stolen letters. Some-
thing a person might want to suppress from
my knowledge.” ;

“You think the reason for stealing let-
ters was the same as th: reason for stealing
newspapers?”’

“I do now. At first I thought someone
stole the letters and cablegrams to gain
knowledge for himself. Now I suspect he
took them to suppres; information from
me. Something he already knew, but didn’t
want me to know, Information that’s in
this daily paper, if we could only iind it.”

Her puzzlement augmented. “But you
read the papers every day, don’t you?”

He shook his head.

“Not in the last several months. I've been
isolated, working hard. in the interior of
Indo-China, When I finished, I went for
a much needed rest at the estate of a
Mandarin there, a kinsman of Dr.
Mingo’s.”

“There you go—Dr. Mingo again!” ex-
claimed June. “He’s at the bottom of it,
I'm sure.”

“So it’s been months,” Pope went on,
“since I've seen a pape: written in English,
They furnished me wita none on the Clip-
per, of course. And I made such a close
connection there was no time to buy one in
Honolulu.”

He continued to reai, and so did June.

Neither of them spoke for a long
time.

“I can’t find a thing,” she admitted
nnally.

“Neither can 1. Let’s trade.”

They exchanged sections of the paper
and each perused careiully what the other
had already seen.

“Nothing extraordinary which concerns
you,” June said, “but here’s something not
without interest. T alreadv knew it. of

course,” she added with a nervous laugh.

Her hands had tightened on the paper.
It crackled in her fingers.

“You mean the item which says that
Ellery Crotchet, oi the Crotchet South
Seas Trading Company, is coming north
on the Mariposa?”

“Yes.” June Darrow settled in her deck
chair and smiled comfortably, “I hope he
keeps on going all the way to the north
pole—and never comes back!”

ORE than a thousand miles south-
ward at that moment, the Mariposa,
sister ship to the Monterey, was steaming
north at a twenty-one knot clip. Captain
Franks of the Mariposa had just finished
afternoon tea in his quarters when a deck
officer announced that one of the pas-
sengers wanted to see him.

“What about?”

The deck officer didn’t know.,

“Can’t you take care of it, Davis?”

“He wants to see you personally, Cap-
tain.”

“Who is he?”

“Mr. Ellery Crotchet.”

Captain Franks delivered himself oi a
brief but entirely heartfelt sigh.

That made a difference. Ellery Crotchet
was no ordinary passenger. He was an
important shipper of trade goods, and an
individual of tremendous influence in the
Antipodes.

“Why didn't you say
snapped. “Send him up.”

In a few minutes Crotchet came in, a
big, ruddy man, sure of himself now as
always. Except for a hawk nose and eyes
which were as cold as blue beach pebbles,
Ellery Crotchet could have been called
handsome. A smug arrogant egotism stared
from those eyes. His career in the South
Seas had been meteoric, Franks knew.
Starting as a copra buyer with one small
boat, the man had built up that vast chain
often spoken of, all the way from the
Tongas to the Solomons, as “The Octopus
of the Pacific.” Crotchet was overbearing,
a grasper who took what he wanted. He
admitted it. He took pride in his reputa-

50?”  Franks
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tion as an exploiter, Vanity was in his eyes
and ruthlessness in the hard line of his
mouth.

Franks, knowing him as a white man
who had ridden roughshod to many con-
quests in the islands, had never liked him.
Yet the head of Crotchet (S.S.) Trading
Company, Ltd., could hardly be treated
with anything but deference,

“What may I do for you, Mr. Crotchet?”

Franks did not entirely succeed in keep-
ing a certain coldness out of his voice.

Crotchet lighted a cigar. It was like him
not to offer one to Franks.

“I should have gotten off at Pago Pago,”
Crotchet said.

“We passed Pago yesterday.”

“Right, And the next port’s Honolulu.”
Crotchet blew rings of smoke toward a
map on the wall.

“You’re booked to Frisco, I believe,”
Franks said. ’

“Yes. I'm on my way to New York to
consult with a mining engineer named Otis
Pope. About a mineral concession I picked
up down New Guinea way.”

“Well?”

“And now,” Crotchet said, “I learn that
Pope’s on the Monterey, We're due to pass
nim at sea tomorrow night.”

“How,” Franks asked, “do you know
Pope’s on the Monterey?”

“It was in your ship’s news-bulletin this
morning. A mention that the Monterey was
held at Honolulu to let Otis Pope make a
connection.”

“Yes, I believe it was,” the captain ad-
mitted. “Well, it’s too bad you're going to
miss Pope.”

“But I'm not.”

Crotchet grinned a crooked grin and his
hawk’s eyes turned harder and colder than
ever.

“If he’s on the Monterey, you're bound
to miss him.”

Raising his large, stubby-fingered hand
in an impatient gesture, Crotchet barked:

“Not if you stop this ship and transfer
me to the Monterey as we pass.”

The proposition astounded Franks, “Im-
possible, Mr. Crotchet.”
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“Not impossible, Just unusual. You can
contact your owners by wireless. Receiving
permission, you cin contact the Monterey.
Both ships can slow to a stop as we pass,”
Crotchet argued, “and I can be taken over
to the Monterey in a small boat.”

Franks drummed his fingers on the table.
The thing was possible but unprecedented.
Certainly it was impractical from the
standpoint of eccnomy. “It would cost,”
he protested, “pe-haps five thousand dol-
lars in loss of fuel and time, to stop two
ships of this size in mid-ocean.”

Crotchet answered by whipping out a
check book. He wrote a check for a thou-
sand guineas, on .is bank at Sydney, and
handed it with a gesture of command to
Captain Franks.

Franks stared ¢t the check. He knew it
was perfectly good.

He also knew that Crotchet was a man
of grand gestures.

“Revenue is revenue,” challenged Crot-
chet, “That’s what your line’s in business
for isn’t it?”

Franks had never known that a human
being could be quite so doggedly dis-
agreeable as this one was being.

“I’ll put it up o the owners,” the cap-
tain said,

He went directly to the radio room and
asked for a contact with San Francisco
headquarters.

Later he looked up Crotchet and re-
ported: “Very well, if the sea is reasonably
calm when we pass the Monterey tomorrow
night, we’ll take you ove