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FANTASTI

MYSTERIES

NOW PUBLISHED MONTHLY!

JUST LOOK AT THE "CLASSICS OF FANTASY"”
IN THE NOV. ISSUE . . . NOW ON SALE!!!

The Moon Metdl....... by....... GARRETT SERVISS
'World in the Balance...... by......J. P. MARSHALL

The Conquest of the Moon Pool
by A. MERRITT

The Man with the Glass Heart
by GEORGE ALLAN ENGLAND

Almost Immortal......... by......... AUSTIN HALL

The Radiant Enemies. ....... by........ R. F. STARZL

Fruit of the Forbidden Tree
by LESLIE BURTON BLADES

By all means get a copy of FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES to-
day! Enjoy these unusual epics of imagination that have thrilled
thousands of readers. .

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES
280 BROADWAY, N. Y. C.

15¢ per copy . .« « « o s s s = e s oeoe $1.50 per year
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How Big Is YOUR PAY-CHE

If you earn under $3,000,
Higher Accountancy may
be the answer for you

* HE size of my pay-ct eck? What business is it
of yours?”” Perhaps that’s the first reply that
comes to your mind.

But—stop a moment. It really és our business—to
help men just like you. In fact, it’s been our business
here at LaSalle for 30 years.

If your pay-check isn’t all that you’d like it to be,
why not consider accountancy? Why not become
a member of this well-paid and respected field?
Why not, in short, prepare yourself to earn real
money—insure a good home for your family—a new
car—an education for the growing youngsters—a
bank account for a rainy diy . . . these and many
more of the precious things in life?

Maybe you're one of those 2ver hoping for “breaks”
that will give you a higher standard of living. Yet
that’s precisely what most of 30,000,000 other em-
ployees in this country are cloing.

Not all of them, of course. Here and there you
find ambitious men who aran’t depending on luck
to carry them ahead. They’re following a tested
path to increased earnings—leaving nothing to mere
chance. They’re training themselves for better jobs
—every week spending a few hours in serious but
interesting study at home.

Some day, as expert bookkeepers and later as
accountants, these determinzd men will have stand-
ing and a considerably larg:r income—in a profes-
sion that pays and pays well.

Why don’t you do as they are doing—take ad-
vantage of LaSalle training? Even though you do
not know the fundamentals of bookkeeping now—
vou nevertheless may have zn excellent opportunity
to master accountancy. Maay others have done it.

Perhaps you’re asking yourself, “But don’t these
others possess natural ability that I lack? Don’t I
need a special talent for all t 2is?”

Ask rather, “If I do my part, won’t I get results,
too?”

You will! For all it takes is in-
telligence, serious study and work 1
—not genius. Under the LaSalle |}
system you solve problems by sim-
ple steps . . . from day to day, as 1
an expert accountant does. You :
use the same basic principles. And
when these problems become diffi- 8
cultand puzzle you, you get counsel :
thatcouldbematchedonlyth-ough
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ing, Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law,
Organization, Management and Finance. The train-
ing—complete and intensive all the way—takes you
right into C.P.A. coaching if you desire.

Later, when you're an accountant, it may be
possible to go into business for yourself as a public
accountant and be independent. Or, if you choose to
work for someone else as an executive accountant, it
well may be for a salary several times that which
you draw now.

Write for this FREE book
If you're tired of pinching pennies, investigate ac-
countancy and LaSalle training. There isn’t a faster,
less expensive or more convenient method to master
accountancy. Fill in the coupon and mail. We’ll
send you our 64-page book, “Accountancy, The
Profession That Pays.”

Then, when youread all the facts, you yourself will
be able to judge best whether you have the will to
study and apply your best efforts—toward a more
secure future.
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LaSalle Extension University

A Correspondence Institution
Dept. 1058-HR

I want to earn a bigger salary —through accountancy training.
Send me, without cost or obligation, your 64-page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.”

Chicago, Iil.

personal coaching by a battery of Name. ... e e e e e s coea
experts in a big accounting house.

In a comparatively short time, Present Position. ... ... o e o g o e G £ S 0 8 8 Age RS
you train yourself in Elements of )
Accounting, Principles of Account- Address. .. ... City......... —
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'WILL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE
I Shows How [/ Train You

at Home in YourSpare lirne for a

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm certain I can train you
at home in your spare time to be a Radio Technician.
T will s:nd you my first lesson free. Examine it, read if.
see how clear and easy it is to understand. Judge for
yourself whether my course is planned to help you get
a good job in Radio, a young, growing field with a
future. You don’t need to give up your present job, or
spend a lot of money to become a Radio Technician, ¥
train you at home in your spare time.

Jobs Like These go

.
to Men who Know Radio
Radio broadcasting stations employ enginecers, operators,
station managers and pay well for trained men. Radio
manufacturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, serv-
icemen n good-pay jobs with opportunities for advance-
ment. Radio jobbers and dealers employ instillation and
service men. Many Radio Technicians open their own
Radio si:les and repair businesses and make $30, $40, $50
a week. Others hold their regular jobs and make $5 to
$10 a veek fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
police, :viation, commercial Radio; loudspeaker systems,

J. E. SMITH, President

National Radio Institute
Established 25 years

He has directed the train-
ing_of move men for the

Radio Industry than anyone
else.

Service electronic devices, are newer fields offering good op-
Manager portunit es to qualified men. And my Course includes
for Four Television, which promises to open many good jobs soom.
Stores

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

Radio i; already one of the country’s large fndustries
even though it is still young and growing. The arrival
of Television, the use of Radio priuciples in industry,
are but a few of many recent Radio developments. More
than 28 000,000 homes have one or more Radios. Theve
are mor: Radios than telephones. Hvery year millions of
Radios ret out of date and are replaced. Millions more
reed new tubes, repairs, ete. Over 5.000,000 auto Radios
are in use and thousands more are being sold every day.
In every branch Radio is offering more opportunities—

“Y was working
in a_gavage
when I eurolled
with N.R.I. In a few months
I made enough to pay for
the course three or four
iimes. 1 am now Radio serv-
jee manager for the M - - -
Furniture Co. for their four
sinres.”’—JAMES E. RYAN,
1343 Slade St., Fall River,

Mass. opportut ities for whieh I give you the required knowledge
f)f Illadliv* at 311406‘]03;36’ yourksnure timg. Yes, the few
- undred $30, , $50 a week jobs of 20 years ago have
$10 "°k$‘.5 grown tc thousands.
a Week in
Spare Time Many Make $5 to $10 a3 Week Extra
T am in Spare Time While Learning
making The diy you enroll, in addition to my regular course,
§10 1o # 1 start sending you Istra Money Job Sheets which start
week in spare time while showing you how to do actual Rudio repair jobs. Through-

out your training, X send plans and directions which have
helped n.any make from $200 to $500 a year in spare time
while leirning.

still holding my regular job
as a machinist, I owe my
speeess to N.R.L7—WM, ¥,

RUPP, 611 Green Street, . . .
Bridgeport, Pe. You Get Practical Experience
While Learning
Owns Shop, I send rou special Radio eyuipment; show you how to
Makes conduct 2xperiments, build cireuits illustrating important
$3,000 principles used in modern Radio and Television receivers,
a Year

“Before taking
your Course I
earned about
171% cents per hour as &
truck driver. When 1 had
compleied 20 lessons I
started service work. During
‘he last year I have made
about $3,008 in Radio. T
new own_my own shop.”’—
KARL KELLY, 306 W.
Czlhoun 8t., Magnolia, Ark,

0D FOR BOTH

: J. 13, SMITH, President, Dept. 9KK,

Techiicians. (Write Plainly).

NAME

GOOD JOB IN RA|

® National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C.

Dea: Mr. Smith: Send me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and
64-rage book ‘““Rich Rewards in Radio’” which tells about Radio’s spare time and full-
fime opportunities and explains your 50-50 method of training men at home to be Radio

broadcasting station and loudspeaker installations. My
50-50 method of training gives you both printed instrue-
tion and actual work with Radio parts—makes learning
at home interesting, fascinating, practical. I ALSO GIVE
YOU A MODERN, PROFESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE
RADIO SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to help you
make more money fixing Radio sets while learning and
to equip you with a professional instrument for full time
work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson and my
64-page Book, ‘“‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”” They point
out Radio’s spare time and full time opportunities and
those coming in Televigion; tell about my course in Radio
and Television; show letters from men I have trained
telling what they are doing and earning. Read my money
back acreement. Find out what Radio offers YOU! MAIL
COUPON in an envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9KK,
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C,

MAIL
COUPON
Now /

Sheas 2008 FREE |

AGE.

AL'DRESS.

CITY.

2FR
STATE
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BIG PAY

WRITING, EASY. ORDERS
SPARE OR FULL TIME

No experience or investment required.
Simply show costly self-selling money
making outfit (furnished you FREE)
and write orders. We deliver and col-
lect. Big advance cash commissions and
33% cash bonus. Gigantic line cus-
tomized shirts sold factory to wearer.

Amazing ONE YEAR guarantee. Sen-
sational half price offer makes easy
sales.” Write today for your free outfit.

ROSECLIEF- QUAKER CORPORATION: '
1239 Broddway; Dept. FIE] New York':"

JOBS ARE READY—YOU CAN QUALIFY !
Easy, home-study course in Rail MI
way and Bus Trafic Inspection \".
traing you in a few months and pre- .

pares you to earn up to $135 per month,
% plus expenses, to start, We place graduates or refund
a/ tuition. Interesting work; plenty of opportunities for

=% ambitious men—19 to 50. Write for facts.

Standard Business Training Institute, Div. 5010, Buffalo, N. Y.

Here's today’s biggest radio value—
the 1940 TELEVISION-ADAPTED
Midwest — at sensationally low DAYS
¥ factory - to - you - price. Exciting | TRIAL
world - wide reception.  Absolute ®
satisfaction guaranteed on money- EASY
back basis. ®Send 1c postcard for] =222
FREE 1940 catalog. (User-agents JTERMS
make easy extra money!) 1@

4TUBE

PUT THIS[040.

DE ’
ANY BOOK IN PRINT!
Delivered at your door. We pay postage. Standard
authors, new books, popular editions, flction, ref-
erence, medical, mechanical, children’s books, ete.—
all at guaranteed savings. Send card now for Clarkson’s
1940 Catalog.

Write for our great illustrated book cata-
4 FREE log, A short course in literature. The
o buying guide of 300,000 bock lovers. The answer fo
B vour Christmas gifi problem. FREE if you write
2 NOW—TODAY!

CLARKSON PUBLISHING COMPANY

Dept. MS9—1255 So. Wabash Ave.. Chicago, Lliinois.

WHAT WOULDN'T YOU GIVE to live & more»
no:mal 134, $tactod by 'h 4, PR Y”
can live more happily, more comfortably —inf
spite of your affliction—if you have Dr. R. Schiff-
mann’'s ASTHMADOR handy. Its aromatic fumes
reduce the severity of the attack — promote nor-

b mal breathing. Get ASTHMADOR to-
by~ W day at your druggist’s — powdaer, cigar-
“wgy I otte, or pipe mixture form. For a free
sample, write: R. SCHIFFMANN CO.

Los Angeles, Calif., Dept. A-12

Increase your income at home by new,
simple Wentworth Tempera Colormethod.
‘We instruct you and supply you with
worlc. Write today for FREE BOOKLET.

You never saw

[ ] ® [}
anything like it!
RAILROAD MAGAZINE is alone in its
field—the only one of its kind!!
Every issue is crammed with inferesting,
highly entertaining true articles—ex-
citing fiction—unusual hard-to-get pic-
tures—informative hobby news—and
1001 out-of-the-ordinary facts about
the great railway systems of the
world. Good recading—you bet it is!
Buy a copy of the November issue fon
sale September 29th at all good
newsstands). Prove to yourself that
you have never seen, or read, a more
interesting magazine,

RAILROAD

MAGAZINE
NOVEMBER ..............15¢

$1.50 per year
280 Broadway, New York City

In answering advertisements it is desirable that yow mention ARGOSY



ADVERTISING SECTION

RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with russes that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fafl to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps
or cutting belts, Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—Tfollows every body movement with instant in-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at.
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath.
Send for amazing FREE book, “Advice To Ruptured’” and
details of liberal truthful 60-day irial offer. Also endorse-
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 28, Bl field, New Jersey.

$

Onl;

10-Day Trial—Easy Terms

uaranteed Brand New latest REM-
INGTONCADETmodelonly$19.95

uring this sensational eale. Also

yal, Corona and famous Feather

weight Portables at real money-
saving prices. Also standard fullsize office
SED FOR BIG FREE CATALOS 1N GOl ORE ™
3
231 W. Monros St

International Typewriter Exch., bept: jo56. Chicans

In appearance, dead-accuracy and hitting pow-
er, the “"Champion’'is as sweet a single gun as
sportsmen ever laid on game or target. America’s
most popular gun. Only $9.00, yet performs like
an expensive arm. Beautifully finished — walnut
trap-style forend and. full pistol-grip stock —
full choke — automatic ejector — 3-piece take-
down — all standard "gauges. Own this all-
round gun — write today for Booklet A0 of
complete line Single and Double Shotguns,
Skeet-ers, Rifles, Revolvers.

EARN BIG COMMISSIONS AND

YOUR OWN SHOES FREE

o AS BONUS WITHOUT EXTRA COST
Steady income all year showing outstanding
new Fall line—Men’s, Women® Children’s Shoes. 200
styles, including wonderful Cushion Sole shoes and amaz-
ing Groflex shoes that necd no breaking in! $10,000 Bond
ruarantees satisfaction. Free shirts, ties, hosiery offers to customers,

e stage. No experience needed‘v: o
a st e i "
TODAY for full information, money-maiing
plan and FREE Selling Kit,
TANNERS SHCE CO., 415 BOSTON, MASS.

Legally trained men win high-
er posiiions and bigger suc-
cess in business and publie

lifa. Grea er opportunitics now than o
; ever before. Big corporations sre i l ]
headed by men with legal training.
ility: More Prestige: More Moj v s n

We_guide you step by sted. Yong can train at m, ] 'I' ') ‘ 'T' ) F EE '

=

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
63 RIVER ST, FITCHBURG, MASS New York, 85 Chamber

during spare time, Degree of LL.B. Successful i
dustes in every section of the U. S.” We furnish ! &
luding 14-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy lAN T ERN
laak e'‘Law Training for Leadership”’ and 2 : ] Hara 1 P sy
. Wiih Every

d_for them NOW- 5

rsity, Dept. 1058-L  Chicago World's Lowest |2 Tires ordered
TIRE PRICES :

Tire users by the
(§] thousands all over
the U.S.A. vouch for
the Long Hard Serv-
b Iaco o‘fl %gr Standag;l
7 ran ires recondi-
tioned with high grade | Complete with bat.
materials and Iatest § (o008 and newest
methods by our tire Reudg for instant
enar o ST L hs, ey, stends
years experience A -
" makes It possible to .M’
offer tires at lowest prices, with legal
.agreement to replace at 14 price any
tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service.

YOU CAN influence others with
your thinking! Learn to impress
others favorably—get across your
ddecs. Let the Rosicrucians show
you how to use the power of mind.
For free book write Scribe §.D.H.
The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose, California

g

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED!
BALLOON TIRES| REGULAR CORD TIRES
Size Rim  Tires Tul 1ze Tires TubesiSize Tires Tubes
20:4.40-21 $2.15 31.05507836 $2.35  $0.95[331436 $3.45 §1.45
i 29x4.50-20 2.35 Loofilx4  2.95 '1.25134x43¢ 3.45 ¥1.45
Genuine Marble also Granite. 30x4.50-21 2.40 1.1 gXt §'3§ 1.25030:5" 3.65 1.65
Low Prices. Free letiering. 28247519 2.45 i 2:23 1% 375 17s
Satisfactlon guaranteed. Erected 2uaba0 2,490 2:43% 3.35 145l 3l95 175
in cemetery if desired. Write 30250020 2.85 HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES
us now for FREE Catalog of .25-17 2.90 . . [High Pressure)
beautiful designs, slso samples 28x5.25-18 2.90 Size Tires Tubes|Size Tires Tubes
of stone. Zxborid 2.3 p0x8 ggs 8195417 $10.95 $4.85
25 I - 7 :
U. 5. MARBLE & GRANITE CO. sipards 328 lipes g8 2zl 1038 4%
R __OMECO, A-45, FLORIDA =~~~ 28x550-18 3.35 14003616 9.95 44540:8 213.25 4.95
vﬂ . 20a5.00-19 3.38 L4o] 'I'I;UCKTB#LIEOON?TIRETS” .
g - & iZ i s|Si i e
SufferVarico,, it ls 348 LRSSy I e U Tue -
T 2 32x6.00.20 3.45 1550-50-20 ~4.45 105183520 ~8.95 4.95
36,0051 3.68 1507-0020 5.98 2i5f.0020 10.95 563
~ 3216.50.20 375 173ALL OTHER :75-20 13.95 6.45
U A [ g WL 1 5 DEALERS WANTED

(83,00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C, 0. D.
Deduct S per cent if cash 1s sent in full with order. To

IF you suffer pain and miscry of Varicose Ulcers,

fill order promptly we may substitute brands if necea-
Bookidt I L P S T O ARl E HRek sary. ALL TOBES ERAND NEW — GUARANTERD~
Tells éallbabotl;lt this t‘ito-y«;-zp--old me: ;n‘oc‘l’, pria’ised anlg = PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
3284 N, o g:;imes.; Mlllv:g:keo.%vis:v:'sin. ept: K-32, 202030 S, Michigan Av., Dept.4001-A, Chicago, L,
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White Robes of Rebellion

By C. K. SHAW

Author of ““The Wagon Whelip"’

There’s law at Austin—soldiers at Galveston; but down along the lower Brazos,
with swamps and forests and rebels between two Yankees ard the world, the
hooded riders don’t wait for law. An exciting novelet

I

trailed into the small town of Estacado

on the lower Brazos. The wheels of
the light wagon rattled, the flanks of the
mules caved in until you could hang a
hat on their hip bones, and the two men
on the seat were as gaunt as their mules.
Dr. Jerry Dalton looked at the town
with eyes that sternly questioned the wis-
dom of their arrival; but Oliver Marsh,
a boy scarcely turned twenty, took in the

IT WAS an unprepossessing outfit that

squatty parched lines of Estacado with
simmering triumph. He ran an antagonistic
glance out over the ears of the mules down
the deserted street of the town.

“It looks ugly enough to foster rebel-
lion,” he said.

“It isn’t in rebellion,” Dr, Dalton said
wearily, as one who repeated a remark he
had voiced many times.

“Killing two agents of the Freedman’s
Bureau is open rebellion! The South
fought us and lost; now the North is the
law here. Loyal Union men are being



placed in all important offices. We are not
going to tolerate rebellion.” ]

“The two agents before you probably
held the same viewpoint,” Dr. Dalton said,
driving down the street toward a sign that
announced the office of the probate judge
of the county. “But after a noose presses
hard enough on a man’s windpipe, what
he thinks doesn’t cut much ice. Even your
ideas will die after you're planted six feet
under the sod.”

Oliver Marsh turned in a burst of anger.
“Dalton, I have listered too long to your
pacific talk. 1 did not come to Estacado
to humor these rebels, My word is going
to be the law. T shall not forget that my
father died in the 'War against these—
these-—— It's maddening, I tell you!”

The tired mules drcpped their heads and
stopped when Dr. Dalton guided them
from the dusty road. Oliver Marsh leaped
over the wheel and walked up the path
toward the office of the probate judge.
Jerry Dalton followec him into the small,
hot office, although the stony eyes of
young Marsh tried t¢ drive him back.

They stood waiting for

death as the horsemen

advanced at a meas-
ured watk

Judge Bailey had a nervous eye and a
sweaty palm. He had the habit of watching
the street, and twice while they talked
he went to the door and searched the road
both ways.

“Estacado is close to exploding.” he said.

Oliver Marsh pierced him with resent-
ful eyes. “You have said that three times.
Possibly you have not been stern enough.
There is the law at Austin and soldiers
in the garrison at Galveston.”

“And Austin is Austin and Galveston
is Galveston and this is Estacado,” the
judge snapped. “There are swamps and
Indian-infested forests and rebels between
us and the world. Hooded riders don’t
wait for the arrival of the law.”

“The Ku Klux Klan isn’t strong in
Texas.” Oliver Marsh’s tones were tense.

“Outgrowths of it are on every hand.
Whether you call them Klan, Knights of
the White Camellia, or Brotherhood of
the South, the end is the same. A noose
is a noose in any language.”

Oliver rose. “Dr, Dalton and 1 will
find rooms, wash up and get some decent

)
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food; then you and I, Judge Bailey, will
formulate plans to bring this section to
its knees. We'll handle men like Solomon
Vadder.”

“Vadder! He’s the most powerful man
on the Brazos!” The judge’s brows carried
beads of perspiration due to the hot morn-
ing, but they seemed to grow more profuse
and dew-like when he mentioned Solomon
Vadder. “TI hope you find lodging,” he said
as Oliver was marching away. “Men from
the North find a poor welcome here.”

Back at the wagon, Dr., Dalton took
up the lines and headed the mules toward
the Jabez Pike Hotel. It was a thick-walled
place, part sod, part heavy timbers. It
seemed the only building on the street to
offer protection: from the heat.

ABEZ PIKE and his son Ward watched
with straight-lipped faces and un-
friendly eyes as the wagon drew into the
shade of an oak tree near the hotel. Jabez
and his son did not need to speak. They
knew the men climbing over the wheels
were Northerners, probably had fought in
Yank armies, and were not in Estacado as
victors.

Jabez drew his son back into the hotel
to await the coming of the strangers. His
nostrils were thin with hate. When he
spoke, his voice held a haughty fire and
stately draw! of the deep South. “One is
just a boy, not dry behind the ears yet.
I reckon he’s the new agent. The taller
one with the muscles sittin’ tight against
his bones is likely the doctor. He’ll be the
one to watch.”

Ward Pike’s eyes raced over the ap-
proaching pair. “That young squirt better
come with his guns spittin’ if he expects
to take any taxes off Sol Vadder,” he said.
He spoke with the flat, nasal drawl of
the native Texan.

Jabez Pike looked steadily at his son.
Ward was a younger, more reckless addi-
tion of his father. Where Jabez simmered,
Ward flared.

“Don’t forget,“ the older man said soft-
ly, “the new policy of the South. She ain’t
marching to the tune of Dixie, but she’s

marchin’ just the same. Don’t forget you
now serve your country in a different way
There’ll be no war talk; there’ll be no
talk at all!”

Ward Pike clamped his thin lips tight-
ly. “I won’t forget. T can hold my tongue.”

A girl came runniag down the open
stairway. Nan Pike. He" eyes were an angry
brown, her face amber except for the rich-
ness of her lips. She fastened slim fingers
on her father’s arm.

“They’ve come, the doctor and the
agent! In an old wagon drawn by a pair
of rattlebone mules. The Yanks!”

Dr. Jerry Dalton and Oliver Marsh
stepped onto the deep porch sheltering
the front of the hotel. The day was sultry,
the hour near to noon. The close, heavy
air fostered slow movement. Dr. Dalton
paused in the doorway, inspecting the
shadowy interior, noting the desk and
beyond that the tables of the dining room.

He was dusty and gaunt from his trip,
but his inner strength had not been
touched. His hands were brown and hard-
looking as iron, his eyes were locked in
a gray haze. They awaited the signal from
Estacado.

Oliver Marsh brushed past Jerry Dal-
ton and up to the desk. He wore better
tailored clothes than his companion, and
the watch chain across the front of his
vest was of large gold links.

“Show us two of your best rooms,” he
ordered Ward Pike. His voice echoed in
the stillness.

“We have no rooms in this building,”
young Pike answered. '‘We have rooms in
the tent addition at the rear.”

Marsh flushed. “That one-floored oven
with canvas walls!”

“It is all we have.”

Jerry Dalton recalled the judge’s words.
A Northerner had trouble finding lodging.
To go about town and be constantly re-
fused would dig into a man’s pride. He
considered swiftly.

“T’ll take one of the rooms in the tent
building,” he said to Ward Pike.

Nan Pike’s fiery glarce swept the gaunt,
dusty figure of the doctor triumphantly.
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She met his eyes long enough to let him
read her disdain.

Marsh swung on Jerry Dalton. “As you
like! I intend to have a decent room.”
He tramped out of the hotel and struck
across the street toward a store building
that had rooms to let above.

Jerry drove the mules around to the
low-roofed building with canvas walls and
partitions. Young Pike gave him a room
in the southwest correr. Jerry carried in
his instruments and boxes of drugs.

The hot air was like a slap in the face.
The floor was wide boards not too closely
laid together, and nc¢ window had been
cut in the canvas. A bed took three-fourths
of the room, and beside it stood a com-
mode with a white granite pitcher and
bowl, Jerry set down his boxes.

“You can leave the door open for air,”
Ward Pike said softly.

“Thank you, T never use air.”

Ward Pike’s eyes blazed, but he spoke
‘n the same slow drav/l. “I hope you find
your room comfortable.”

“Tt will do. T ghall probably use it as
an office, also. 1 understand Estacado has
no business space available.”

“T've heard office space is scarce.
There’ll be an extra caarge if you practice
here.”

“We will consider that later. This room
might be some better than hanging my
shingle on the tailgate of my wagon. T am
a doctor, Mr. Pike.”

They returned to the hotel where Jabez
Pike and his daughter still waited.

“This is Estacado’s new doctor,” Ward
«aid to his father anc sister.
Nan Pike arched her

“Horse doctor, perhaps?”

Jerry Dalton bowec. “T wouldn’t object
to doctoring horses. Ir fact 1 would rather
doctor horses than some human beings I
have known.”

Dalton left the hotel, his gray eyes shed-
ding dangerous lights. The Pikes had not
been willing to give him a north room,
even in the tent house. Estacado was going
to be harder than he’c thought. The South
was more bitter now than at the close of

dark brows.
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the war, and with good cause. The reign
of the carpetbaggers was denuding it of
every shred of human kindness. Anything
that came from the North was something
to be suspected and despised.

ERRY DALTON had not wanted to

come to the South, but Oliver Marsh
had been adamant; and where Oliver went,
Jerry went. The kid was determined to
have a part in the pressing down of the
iron heel upon these conquered states, for
his father had died in a Northern charge.
Because these states had torn themselves
from the Union, war had come; and war
had taken Oliver’s father.

Jerry had promised the dying man that
he would stick close to his son, and he was
living up to the pledge. There was lots of
good in the hard-eyed youth, if the bitter-
ness over his dad’s death could be washed
away.

Oliver came from the store building
across the street, his eyes triumphant. “I
have a room on a cool side of the house,”
he announced. I arrived just as a guest
was giving up the room. The storekeeper
tried to tell me he had it promised to an-
other fellow, but T let him know I meant
business.”

Oliver took two pieces of baggage from
the wagon and carried it into the store.
When he again appeared in the street, an
angry voice followed him.

“The room is not yours, I refuse to rent
it to you!”’

“Be glad I don’t take more severe
measures,” Oliver retorted. “I shall in-
vestigate your store tomorrow to see if
you are paying enough tax.”

Oliver and Jerry finished unloading the
wagon.

“You're a fool to take a room in that
tent bake-oven,” the kid snapped.

Jerry Dalton smiled, and it did much
for his square-jawed angular face, It was
like throwing a light on a granite cube.
“1f you get a bullet in the liver,” he said,
“T’Il doctor you free. I have a feeling I'm
not going to be popular, and shall prob-
ably get rusty for want of practice. Do

"4
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try and furnish me a little something just
to keep my hand in.”

Oliver saw no humor in the remark.
“I'm not living in Negro quarters after
my dad died to put these fellows in their
places. I'm riding the top wave!”

“The other agent rode the top wave—
for a few weeks.”

“Jerry, at times you talk like you're
afraid. Sometimes I'd like to call you a
coward!”

“Maybe this is one of the times.”

The level tones drove the flush of anger
from the kid’s face. “You are not a cow-
ard,” he said. “You fought beside my
dad in the war; beside all the men. You
didn’t stay back in a safe spot like some
of the docs.”

“I picked up a shell on one of the battle-
fields,” Dalton said. “Your dad came back
for me. He saved me from a Southern
prison. I promised him if I came out of
the war and he did not, I'd do what I
could for you. I will, Oliver, but if you
ever call me a coward, I'll lay off my coat
and damn near strip the flesh off your
bones. I’'m staying with you, but I warn
you never go beyond a certain limit with
me.”

Ugly black anger stained the young
man’s forehead. “Sometimes I think you
hate me, Dalton.”

“l don’t hate you, but I realize you
are a conceited pup. You have come into
a little power through this appointment,
and you are swollen to the bursting point.
You forget the South is not helpless. You
forget her army still marches, only it is
invisible. It rides at night behind masks.

“There is nothing cool or reflective about
these hooded riders; they arrive and depart
swiftly, administering their lop-sided jus-
tice. They are fighting a deadly fight
against this brand of highway robbery the
North calls law. That storekeeper over
whom you just rode roughshod is prob-
ably one of the Brotherhood.”

Oliver Marsh’s eyes were lines of shim-
mering anger. “I'll ask the sheriff for pro-
tection.”

“If he isn’t a Yankee appointee of the

judge, he’ll most certainly bhe one of the
hooded Brothers.”

“I will send to Galveston for soldiers.”

“And they should arrive in from ten
to twelve days.”

Oliver Marsh wiped the perspiration
from his brow. His anger against Jerry
Dalton seemed to have vanished. He
glanced up the dusty road that lost itself
in a grove of oaks, 1 good spot to hide
a group of horsemen.

“Doc,” he asked, “how will I go about
stamping out this curse?”

N

I

HAT evening Jerry and Oliver ate in

the hotel dining room and were the
last men to be served. Jerry was sur-
prised to see Nan Pike waiting on tables;
then he recalled tha: these Texans had
lost heavily in the war. Families were
striving together, to “uild up from what
was left.

Oliver pushed aside the plate she
brought him and demanded specially pre-
pared food. The girl’s calm face showed
no change. She walk:d away and Jabez
Pike came to say thev did not serve food
other than that alreacly prepared.

“It will do for tonight,” Oliver snapped.
“Tomorrow Tll expect potatoes that are
not swimming in grease. Grease in this
devilish hot climate tiurns the stomach.”

“Tomorrow is anotler day,” Jabez Pike
said. “The night is not yet over. Here in
Estacado we think cnly of the passing
hour.”

After Pike had leit the table, Oliver
turned sharply to Dalton.

“Why didn’t you speak up with me
about the food?”

“It isn’t really bad.”

Oliver ate a few bites and left for his
room across the street. Dr, Dalton firished
slowly and went out beside the tent build-
ing to smoke his pipe. The evening wore
away, the streets quieted for the night.
Not a third of the windows in the hotel
had shown a light, bu. Jerry was not sur-
prised. A
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The tent room was sweltering. He ripped
away a portion of the canvas and sub-
stituted mosquito bar. The heat was still
too great to do more than doze. He came
from a light sleep to hear a muffled thud-
ding sound. As it grew louder, he knew it
for horses walking. He pulled on his
trousers, and taking his rifle stepped out-
side the tent house.

The atmosphere of the town was
charged. Dead quiet reigned, but under-
neath the silence was . tenseness that lifted
the hair. A body of ‘1orsemen came from
the oak grove at the head of the street.
They advanced at a measured walk, a soft
creaking of leather tke only sound beside
the clopping of hoofs in the powdery dust.

Still there was no stir among townsfolk,
no window- closing, ro quick steps across
floors. It was as if ~he town were dead
and this were an army of ghosts.

Their march from the grove was .un-
hurried. They drew rzin in the street op-
posite the hotel, and one white-robed figure
majestically dismountzd, Every man wore
a high white hood ard a white cape and
every horse was draped in white. Two
more men dismounted, and the trio turned
to approach the store where Oliver Marsh
had taken a room.

Jerry Dalton’s fingers closed on his rifle
and he dropped back, thinking to get
closer by rounding the hotel.

Oliver Marsh appe:ured suddenly at the
corner of the tent house.

“They are after us!” he whispered.

Dalton answered in an undertone, “They
are well drilled. Their horses move as if
they were stepping o the strains of a
band. I didn’t expect a bunch of night
riders to show such “orm.”

“Do you realize ~hat is our funeral
cortege?”

“At least it will bz well ordered. The
three are returning from the store— Ah,
they are reporting the bird has flown!”

No audible order was given, yet the
body of white-robed figures swung from
their horses as one man. They fell into
form for an advance, and now they faced
the tent building.

“They come four abreast,” Dalton whis-
pered, “Nice turn they executed.”

“I'm not as steeped in admiration as
vou!” Oliver snapped; and his hand shot
across for the rifle Jerry had leaned against
the canvas wall.

Jerry Dalton was ahead of ‘him and
hugged the gun to his body, waist-high.

“When the time comes, I'll man this
firepiece,” he said. “In case you left your
room without arming yourself, there is a
belt and pistol hanging on the corner of
my washstand.”

Oliver Marsh swung about to go for
the weapon and bumped into Jabez Pike
and his son. The keeper of the store from
across the street was also there. Jerry
Dalton recalled that it was a law with the
hooded riders that no Brother should
demonstrate in his home town. The towns-
people were to show themselves and there-
by prove to the world they had no con-
nection with the night riders.

“You better leave the pistol hang where
it is,” Jabez Pike said in his soft drawl.
“There are times the Brothers ride only in
demonstration; at such times a stray shot
would force them to authority.”

Oliver Marsh had stopped dead still;
he had expected these men to be wearing
hoods. His breathing grew easier and he
did not go for the pistol.

“You better lay aside your rifle,” Jabez
advised Jerry Dalton.

“If it is a demonstration only,” Dr.
Dalton answered him, “T’ll hold fire. If,
on the other hand, the Brothers are in a
frisky mood and want action, I'll be ready
to pass it out.”

Jabez Pike evidenced his disapproval by
a heavy silence.

HE band of hooded nien were advanc-

ing now directly toward the tent house,
their rifles gleaming in their hands. At the
corner of the hotel they halted, though no
order was given. They stood for several
seconds, then spun and returned to their
horses. They mounted as one man, and
four abreast, clopped up the dusty road
toward the oak grove.

*
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Their going left the town empty. Then
as if recovering from a breath-taking blow,
Entacado shuddered and came to life.
Quick steps crossed floors, echoing out
through the open doors and windows,
Lamps were lighted.

Oliver Marsh swung on Jabez Pike.
“Does this town tolerate a thing like that?
Men who ride at night with eyes prying
from behind masks!”

“The Brotherhood rides in many towns,”
the elder man answered with haughty
levelness in his tones. “They do not spy.
They know.”

“They will not continue to ride in Esta-
cado!” snapped Marsh.

“Remember the Brotherhood has long
ears,” Jerry Dalton said quietly.

Oliver started and looked about. Ward
Pike laughed and he and Jabez and the
storekeeper moved away. Their steps
echoed in the silence that lay between
Oliver and Jerry. The youth tried to shake
the evilness of the hour.

“At least Pike and the storekeeper are
not night riders,” he said.

“The Brothers do not demonstrate at
home,” Jerry replied; and the silence again
built up between them.

... Next morning Oliver came to Jerry’s
room before breakfast. His face was lined
from a sleepless night and his lips were
gripped against his teeth. He held out a
paper marked with a skull and a cross.

“A token left me by the cutthroats last
night,” he said. “I have been to Judge
Bailey already and find he also received
one, He says it means to get out. He is
packing his bags now.”

“T’ve heard a paper so decorated meant
to move on,” Dalton said. “The agent be-
fore you received one, but he didn’t move
on.”

“And he was hanged from that oak by
the river. Judge Bailey is taking no chanceg
on such a dry-limb death.”

“Are you?”

Oliver Marsh straightened, “I’d stay if
I knew they’d swing me up! Judge Bailey
is a coward; I told him so. He appointed
me to the office of judge in his place, and

said to enjoy the honor while I might. He
was gray as putty.”

“You're looking some blue around the
gills yourself.”

Oliver’s anger flared. “I'm not resting
easy! Only a fool would disregard this
warning and the appearance of those riders
last night. But 'm staying!”

Jerry  Dalton’s air of disinterest
vanished. “I'm glad to see you have the
nerve to set your toes square into a fight,
kid. Not that I doubted you, after know-
ing your dad.” One of his rare smiles
lighted his face. “The Brothers left me
one of those papers too, Oliver. Must have
slipped it in while 1 was watching the
show. I think I used it to light my pipe
with.”

Oliver Marsh stared, then he too smiled.
“Are you moving camp, Doc?”

“Not this morning, kid. I always do
my moving in the cool of the evening.
Let’s eat.”

Oliver busied himself through the day
in the judge’s office, getting the hang of
his new position; and he ate his meals
without complaint, That evening he moved
into a room in the tent house, offering no
explanation for the act.

During the night Jerry Dalton had his
first patient. Ward Pike came to the lifted
corner of the canvas and told him a Mex-
ican was outside wit1 his son. He said
the boy had been carved up with a knife
and would die, but the old man was mak-
ing a row to see the Jdoctor. Did he care
to be disturbed with the mess?

Jerry Dalton helped the aged man carry
a youth of seventeen or eighteen from an
old packsaddle to the tent room. They
placed him on the bed and Jerry went to
work, Ward Pike brought a big black iron
teakettle of hot water and set it on the
floor.

“I'll lend you a shovel for digging the
grave in the morning.” he said. “Or do
you give that service?”

Jerry was too occupied to answer, and
Pike turned back to the hotel and his
bed. Mexicans were not popular with
Texans. It hadn’t been twenty vears since
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they fought Sania Anna for their inde-
pendence, and relatives of the men who
had died at the Alamo still carried hate
in their hearts.

The old father told Dalton the boy had
been slashed up when he had pastured
sheep on some land Solomon Vadder had
said was not for sheep. A Negro with a
long knife had done the job——a Negro that
worked for Vadder.

HE lad was still alive in the morning

and stubbornly clung to life through
the hot day. Jerry Dalton encased him
in mosquito bar and did the few things
left to do. The leg had been gashed at
the thigh, the wound carrying around to
the front. Muscles had been severed.

For two days and nights the lad groaned
and tossed, then the third day he lay
still, The old man reiurned to the sheep
each day and in the evening sat with his
son.

“He will live,” Jerry said the third eve-
ning.

Tears rolled down the weathered cheeks.
“Will he walk?” he whispered.

Jerry nodded. “He will walk.”

The old Mexican’s gratitude shook his
slight frame. He slid :lose to where Jerry
sat smoking. “Some day Bernardo might
be able to help you,” he said. “My house
is east at the end of the dim trail. It
is dug into the low h1l with the trees. A
safe place if—" He hesitated, his black
eyes burning into the early twilight, “If
vou should need to hide,” he finished in
a whisper.

Jerry glanced arourd; they were alone.
“I am glad to knew,’ he said. He won-
dered what whispers the old Mexican had
caught that had made him Dbelieve the two
Northerners were going to need a place of
refuge. “I will remember.”

Jabez Pike walked oy on the trail from
the tent building to the hotel, and the
old Mexican glanced at him with lusterless
eyes, face as blank as saddle-leather. He
whispered again when DPike was safely
gone.

“When you walk some day, look for the

house of Bernardo dug into the low, brushy
hill.”

Jerry nodded, “I'll be careful not to
bring you trouble,” he said.

The old man smiled. “You make my
son live—you make him walk.”

The boy was moved home in a week.
Jabez Pike and Ward came to see for
themselves that the youth could move his
leg. The boy helped himself some as he
was loaded onto the mule. He demon-
strated he could use the leg Ward Pike
had said was almost cut from his body.

The old Mexican bowed and murmured
a blessing on Jerry Dalton. Mexicans, and
even the Texans themselves, had always
died of such wounds as this boy had had.

Jabez Pike watched the pair disappear-
ing down the dusty road. He turned to
Dalton. “I didn’t reckon you as much of
a doctor, coming to a small town like
Lstacado. I reckoned, sir, a dose of castor
oil or a horse liniment would be all you'd
be good for. I was wrong.”

His eyes burned from beneath his broad-
brimmed felt hat. ¢ "Pon my word, Dalton,
why did you come to Estacado?”

Jerry Dalton returned the gaze for a
second before he answered. “I came be-
cause I thought Oliver Marsh might need
me.”

Jabez Pike’s lips tightened. “One man
will be small assistance if Marsh con-
tinues in the path he is treading. An army
of men wouldn’t be enough.”

“But one man would help,” Jerry said
quietly.

Pike’s nostrils thinned. “Perhaps. They
say death is easier for having company.”

“They say it is,” Dr. Dalton replied.

III

R. DALTON and Oliver Marsh
clashed more {requently as the
sweltering days dragged into weeks. The
taunting eyes and sneering lips of Estacado
were pushing young Marsh to the explod-
ing point. He talked less and less to Dal-
ton, being unable to stand the older man’s
cautious doctrine.

*
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One evening as he and the doctor were
eating a wordless supper in the hotel, two
men rode up to the door and ordered their
horses taken to the stable, They had come
from the West and wore guns and knives
and carried rifles in the crooks of their
arms.

They steamed into the dining room with
demands for a quick meal. Their hats were
dust-coated and one had two round bullet
holes burned through the crown. They
leaned their rifles against their chairs while
they waited for food.

Ward Pike came to bring their supper
from the kitchen and his lips were pressed
tight against his teeth as he nodded to
their curt orders, Oliver Marsh was lean-
ing from his chair, not missing a move of
the strangers, nor a word. They were from
Arizona and were on their way north. It
came out during their loud talk that they
had done a job of tax collecting in south-
western Texas,

Oliver turned to Dr. Dalton. “I could
use those two men!”

Jerry Dalton continued with his sup-
per; and not until Oliver was rising to
follow the two men from the room did he
speak, “Nothing can be gained by hiring
men like those. Let them go on north.”

A cunning smile framed Oliver’s lips.
“With that pair, I wouldn’t have to be
continually listening to your pacifist doc-
trine; I could crack down on men like
Solomon Vadder. Vadder has ignored me
as an official and refuses to have his cotton
taxed. He also has cattle that are untaxed.
I believe I see a way to bring that arro-
gant devil to his knees.”

At the desk, Oliver overtook the two
strangers and introduced himself. He said
he was baving trouble collecting taxes and
asked them to come to his office for a talk.
Jabez Pike impassively counted out
change.

The taller of the two ran cool eyes over
the youthful form of Marsh. “I calculate
they’re puttin’ up the same squawk in
these parts as around San Antonio. They
say they’re busted and ain’t got nothin’
to pay with.” He patted his rifle. “I got

an answer right here o that argument. My
name is Dan Deeds and my friend here is
Charley Jones. When we go after taxes, we
come back with plenty of dough.”

Charley Jones hitched at the gun belt
on his thick thighs. “We don’t listen to
no argufyin’ by these rebels,” he said
darkly.

“We'll continue th's talk at my office,”
Oliver Marsh said, and his tightening lips
showed he was feeling the steady gaze of
Jabez Pike.

Dan Deeds shifted his lanky body until
he blocked Oliver’s path, “Me and Jones
is in a hurry. 'Fore we waste any time
talkin’, we’ll settle one thing. My pard
and me don’t work fer no dinky wages; we
ain’t two-by-four men. We collect taxes
on a fifty-fifty basis.”

Color climbed to Oliver’s
“That is most unusual.”

“We is most unusuval men. You see the
probate judge of these paits and find out
if them terms suit.”

“I am the judge cs well as the agent
for the Freedman’s Buareau.”

Dan Deeds eyed the youth before him
to be sure he had not missed any hidden
point, and closed an eye at Charley Jones.
“I calculate we better help this kid col-
lect his taxes, Charley.”

Jones hitched at the guns about his
middle. “Cussed if T don’t agree with you,
Dan,” he said.

The two men and Oliver Marsh walked
across the street and on to the sign that
said Probate Judge. Dr. Dalton had been
close enough to hear the conversation,
but he did not follow them. Considering
the terms he and Oliver were on, the kid
would probably shut “he door in his face.

forehead.

HE early evening passed to -thick
twilight and the town settled to a
strange hush. Dr. Dalton felt men were
talking but he heard no voices. When he
approached a gatheringz, no lips were mov-
ing. He met Nan Pike on the trail between
the tent building and the hotel, and lifted
his hat.
He always did that, but he had long
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since given over attempts at conversation.
She scarcely recognized him. The one ex-
ception had been the morning the Mexican
bov had been take: home. For a few
moments she had been almost friendly.

Dr. Dalton’s patients had so far all
been Mexicans. He wondered whether
Texans were ever sho: up or stabbed, taken
sick. He wondered a lot of things as he
_drew on his pipe, locking into the settling
night.

As he walked to the porch of the hotel
a team galloped up the road drawing a
fancily fringed carriage. This must be an-
other patient.

A big, thick-shouldered man leaped over
the wheel and stamped into the hotel.
“Where is that damn Yank doctor?” he
asked of Ward Pike.

The man was Solemon Vadder. Dalton
knew him by sight. The Vadders had come
to Texas with Stephen Austin and had
fought against Santa Anna and against
U. S. Grant. They owned the largest
estates on the Brazos, but war had
trimmed the family down to two men:
Solomon Vadder, the thickly-built oldest
son, and Bruin Vadder, a boy in his teens.

Jerry Dalton walked up to Vadder. “I
am a Yank, and damn glad of it. 'm also
a doctor.”

Vadder’s eyes gleemed wickedly under
the light from the hanging lamp, but he
held back the words that rose to his
tongue. He jerked his thumb toward the
hack. “My brother has blood poisoning.
Ward and I will bring him in.” He spoke
in a nasal key, twisting his vowels and
hanging on to his words as if loath to
part with them.

Young Bruin Vadder was carried to a
cool room in the hotel and Dr, Dalton
followed with his instruments and drugs.

“It is fortunate that there was a room
vacant in the main building,” he said to
Ward Pike. It was the first time he had
ever mentioned the rooms in the hotel. He
examined the leg. It was a deep, ugly gun
wound just below the knee, swollen and
red. The youth was groaning in half-con-
sciousness. Dr, Dalton turned to Vadder.

“The wound is at least three days old.
That’s bad in this heat.”

Solomon Vadder’s face was stoic. “You
will have to amputate,” he said.

Dalton made no answer. He bent over
the bed, his hands moving with sureness.
At last he straightened. “I will try to save
his leg.”

Vadder shoved up close as if the words
had been an insult. “He will die if you
don’t amputate! If you are thinking to
let him die, you better reconsider. Nothing
this side of hell will save you if—"

Dalton faced him. “Vadder, shut up!
You may bully the country, but it won’t
go with me. Your brother may die; no
doctor can say a thing for sure. This is
terrible heat and he has been neglected.
He might have a shade better chance to
live if I amputated, but he would go
through life with one leg. I'm not amputat-
ing!”

He turned back to the bed; and in the
dead quiet which followed he could hear
the heavy breathing of Solomon Vadder.
The stocky rancher said no more. His
burning eyes followed every move of Dr.
Dalton’s long, brown fingers. Nan Pike was
assisting. Dalton’s face had lost the fire
of anger; it was expressionless. He worked
swiftly, cleaning the wound.

When be had finished, he rested a mo-
ment. Perspiration glistened on his fore-
head. He put on a medicated dressing,
and drew up a chair to watch out the
night. Solomon Vadder drew up a chair
also, and the two men began their word-
less vigil.

Nan Pike came and went, always having
hot water when it was needed. She paused
once in the shadow of the hall and stood
looking into the silent room. Ward Pike
came softly and joined her.

“If Bruin should die,” she whispered,
“Solomon would kill Dalton.”

“And he’d deserve it!” Ward Pike an-
swered. “If Bruin dies, it will be through
his mistake.”

“And if he lives and is not a cripple?”
the girl whispered.

“Accursed Yankee luck!”

-
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Morning found the boy sleeping. He was
better. Solomon Vadder rose stiffly from
his chair and went down to breakfast. Dr.
Dalton gave Nan some instructions and
went to his hot tent room for some sleep.

N THE afternoon, Oliver Marsh and

Dan Deeds came to the hotel and asked

for Solomon Vadder. Vadder had been a

hard man to find, and this was an oppor-

tunity to serve him with notice of his over-
due taxes.

Dan Deeds kept his rifle at an easy
angle while they talked. Vadder tore the
paper that was handed him and told them
they would never collect the money. He
had paid all he intended to pay; he did
not acknowledge the exorbitant rates im-
posed by a carpetbag set of lawmen. He
laughed when they threatened jail and
said it would not be easy for a Northerner
to arrest Sol Vadder.

Dan Deeds shot a last arrow as they
withdrew. “Me and Jones will be after that
three thousand dollars, Vadder; and when
we come for a thing we get it. Better
have it out of the bank and save trouble.”

Vadder turned to Jabez Pike as they
left. “Three thousand dollars! That is
fifty percent more than the thieves at
Austin demanded. T couldn’t sell my entire
crop for that.”

His laugh was dangerous. As he and
Pike passed close to Jerry Dalton, the
doctor saw fire blazing in Vadder’s eyes.
Thereafter Vadder did not appear on the
street without his belt-gun, and two men
always walked with him, The third eve-
ning Solomon asked whether it was safe to
take Bruin home. The doctor said the boy
must stay another day.

That evening Oliver Marsh and his
two gunmen called on Dr, Dalton. Since
the coming of Deeds and Jones, Oliver
bhad moved from the ten room to a thick-
walled building in the lower end of town.
He and his two men shared the house,
which they had taken from the owner be-
cause he had been unable to pay his taxes.

“I hear you are sending the Vadder kid
home tomorrow evening,” Oliver greeted

Jerry. It was the first time they had
spoken in two days, for Marsh now shared
a table in the hotel with his new friends.

Dr. Dalton’s eyes narrowed and he drew
on his pipe. It was evening and a few
lights were already burning over the town.
Deeds and Jones were standing beside the
door, their rifles cradlad and ready. “Why
are you interested in the Vadder boy?”
Jerry asked.

“The Vadder estatz owes the govern-
ment three thousand dollars. That kid is
as much a part of the 2state as his brother,
He isn’t leaving Estacado.”

Jerry Dalton rose, his face stony in the
dim light of the lamp by which he had
been reading. “Get out,” he said. “Get out
of my place.”

“You can do me a favor by telling
Solomon Vadder that the kid can’t go
home tomorrow eveninz,” Oliver said crisp-
ly. “After Vadder rides home, I will take
the kid to jail.”

“Have you by any chance usurped the
job of sheriff since I last talked to you?”

“I released the sheriff and appointed Dan
Deeds to the office. Ir. times of stress the
probate judge has to take strenuous meas-
ures. Will you do me “his favor T ask?”

“I will not. Pitching that kid into a
filthy jail might kill him. It takes a strong-
stomached Negro to stand the Estacado
jail.

“Vadder will realize that. He will be
quick to get that three thousand tax
money.”

“Oliver, get out of my room and take
your two hired killers with you. In the
morning T shall tell Sol Vadder to throw
a guard around his brother.”

The thin face of young Marsh twisted
with rage. “You would side with a dirty
rebel? From now on I'll know how to
treat you!”

Dan Deeds shiftec his rifle, leaned
toward Dr. Dalton. “So you low to help
Sol Vadder, huh? Help him to rob us?
Moves like them is sure to come home to
roost.”

“I'm not afraid of you, Deeds. Get out
and stay out!”
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The three men left. ferry blew out the
lamp and walked down toward the Brazos.

Oliver Marsh was heading for bad
trouble. Estacado had slapped him back
on every turn and his anger was blazing.
Jerry couldn’t blame tte kid for wanting
to wipe the sneers fron the faces of men
like Ward Pike and Sol Vadder. After all.
the North had won the war and these two
sullen-eyed rebels should know it.

Yesterday Vadder had shot a hole
through the Union flag hanging from the
office of the probate judge. Jerry would
have been glad to help Oliver get at Vad-
der and Ward Pike in any legitimate way;
but risking a boy’s life by putting him in
a filthy jail wasn’t »layng the game
fairly. :

Dr. Dalton returned to his room, and
at the corner of the building Jabez Pike
met him.

“A sorry deal you'v: made, Dalton,”
he said, his voice hot with inner turmoil.
“You saved Bruin Vadcler’s leg and folks
were beginning to say ~hat even a Yank
could shoot straight. You’d have taken less
chance to have amputatzad, but you didn’t
choose the easy way. It’s a sorry deal
you've pulled turning young Vadder over
to the law.”

Jerry Dalton stood dead still, his mind
moving swiftly. “Did Oliver Marsh take
him to jail?”” he asked.

“Marsh and his new sheriff. You told
Sol Vadder not two hours ago the boy
could not be moved tonight. Then you
gave Oliver Marsh leave to take him.”

Pike’s voice shook with rage. His big
hands half reached out toward the still
form of the medico, then drew back.
“You’re worse than a cnake, Dalton! A
doctor that sells out his patients is worse
than a snake!” He turned and walked up
the path.

Jerry Dalton shook hmself to life, He
took a step in the wake of Jabez Pike, then
stopped. The face of a dying man rose
before him. He had prorised to stand by
Oliver Marsh, had promised it solemnly as
the light died from a stern face.

* It wasn’t going to be easy to help the

kid now, but neither had it been easy the
time Oliver’s dad came back through the
shells to pack him, Jerry Dalton, from a
battlefield. He remembered something
Colonel Bowie had said in reprimanding
a friend who had failed him in a crisis.

“But you were wrong,” the friend had
said.

“If 1 had been right T would have had
plenty of friends,” the old fighter had shot
back.

v

R. DALTON carried his rifle ag he

walked toward the building occupied

by Oliver Marsh and the two gunmen. The

jail was in the neighborhood, making it

handy for the new sheriff. A light burned

in the front of the house; but even with
the heat, the blinds were tightly drawn.

Dalton moved up to the back door. It
stood wide open and he could see through
to the lighted room at the front. Oliver and
Charley Jones were talking. Dan Deeds
was not in sight—probably at the jail
guarding young Vadder.

Dalton stepped to the doorway of the
lighted room. Jones was sitting on a bunk-
like bed, his gun resting beside him. Oliver
was tipped back against the wall, only
two of the legs of his chair touching the
floor. Jones saw Dalton first and reached
for his gun.

“Don’t,” Dr. Dalton uttered the single
word, and the square-fingered hand of
Jones paused. Dalton’s rifle was covering
him. Oliver’s chair hit the floor and he
sprang up,

“Messing into my business are you,
Jerry?” he snapped. ‘““That’s dangerous!”

“Don’t bother to swell up to-me,” Jerry
Dalton replied. “Hand over the key to
that jail.”

A stir came at Dalton’s back, but he
dared not take his eyes from Charley
Jones. He weaved to the side, but a rifle
jammed into his back and the voice of
Dan Deeds cracked in his ear.

“Drop that gun, Doc. So you want the
jail key, huh? Ain’t that funny.”

Jones tried again to reach his rifle, but

%
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the voice of Jerry Dalton halted him.
“Stay as you are, Jones. I'm not lowering
my gun and I'm still having that key.”

Anger swept Dan Deeds. “Drop that
gun, damn you! You ain’t no better than
a reb to me, and that’s nothin’ at all. Drop
that gun or I'll let daylight through vou!”

Oliver Marsh stepped forward. “Jerry,
this man means business.”

“So do I, If Deeds gets me, I'll take
Jones with me. You are going to find
yourself short-handed, kid.”

“Stand aside, Marsh,” Dan Deeds or-
dered as Oliver moved closer. “Puttin’ this
gent where he won’t cause no more trouble
is goin’ to be a pleasure.”

“Don’t try knocking my gun, Oliver,”
Jerry said quietly. “Just leave this play
to Deeds and me and-—Jones.”

Charley Jones went gray. He no longer
tried to reach for his gun. His eyes were
on Dalton’s face and he read there his
fate should Dan Deeds pull trigger.

“Don’t shoot, Dan!” he begged.

“T’ll get him ’fore he plugs you.”

Jones flared. “You know that’s a lie. You
ain’t carin’ if he does get me—it’ll mean
that three thousand won’t have to be split
S0 many ways.”

“You never did have much nerve in
a squeeze, Charley,” Deeds growled.

Oliver Marsh bored into Deeds with
hard eyes, but Deeds was centering his
attention on Jerry Dalton. The kid
reached into his pocket and drew out the
key to the jail. He held it in his palm.

Dan Deeds saw it and swore: “Goin’
yeller, are you? Well, you ain’t handin’
over no key. Remember that’s part my
money you’re monkeyin’ with.”

“Jerry Dalton won’t back down,” Oliver
said slowly. “Three thousand dollars isn’t
worth a man’s life, Deeds.”

A snarl was the answer, Oliver took a
quick step toward the wall and his hand
came up holding a pistol. He jammed it
into Deeds’ side with a threat. “I'll blow
you to Kingdom Come if you pull that
trigger.”

Deeds’ anger exploded like a blast;
but slowly he lowered his gun.

Charley Jones laughed. “How about
your nerve in a squeeze?” he asked.

Jerry Dalton stepped to a position com-
manding all three men. His rifle was still
steady as a mounted cannon, ‘I'm having
that key, Oliver,” he said. “I appreciate
the move you just made, but T must have
the key.”

LIVER MAEKSH kept his pistol on

Dan Deeds and with his free hand
extended the key. His eves were glittery.
“Don’t think I went chicken-hearted over
seeing you cash in, Jerry. This is be-
cause I couldn’t afford to lose Charley
Jones.”

Dalton took the key and moved a step
toward the outside door. “1 figured as
much,” he replied.

He moved cautiously, still watching
both Deeds and Jones, The room was still
and tense when a horse pounded up to the
front of the builcing and a man threw
himself from the :addle to come running
up the trail to the house. A heavy fist
banged on the door.

Then Solomon Vadder landed inside, his
eyes crazed with anger. Fury had robbed
him of caution. .\ shotgun was in his
hands, but he had taken no survey of the
room before entering. The gun wavered
from point to poini. as too late he realized
his danger. He shouted for everyone to
throw up hands.

For 4 second he blocked Dan Deeds
from the steady -ifle in Jerry Dalton’s
hands. A second was all the killer needed.
He whipped his gun to line and fired at
Solomon Vadder. The big man tottered,
half of his head gning a terrible crimson.
He swayed and fell dead.

As his heavy body thudded to the floor,
realization of what this killing would mean
flooded the room. Faces went gray. Dan
Deeds whispered a curse and banged the
door shut,

“It was him or as!” he cried. “He was
crazy mad and ready to slaughter every
one of us!”

“But will a jury think so?” Dr. Dalton
asked the question.
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Deeds swung on him. “Marsh is the
judge! T'm the sheriff! We won’t have no
jury!”

Oliver’s face was white as he listened to
running feet coming toward the house to
investigate that shot. '“We will have to
get out of Estacado tonight,” he said.
“Galveston! We'll stand trial there.”

Deeds blustered. “Declare it self-de-
fense, Youre the judge.”

“A judge doesn’t conduct his own trial,
and we will all be held alike for this, Well
start for Galveston tonizht.”

Men were now at the door. “Open up!”
Jabez Pike ordered.

Jerry stepped close to Oliver, “Get out
the back way.”

Oliver thrust him aside and walked to
the door. He jerked i: open and faced
Jabez Pike. “Gentlemen, a very unfor-
tunate thing has happered. Solomon Vad-
der just charged us likz a mad bull. He
is dead now.”

Ward Pike and two others surged to
the doorway, but Jabe: spread his arms
to keep them from entering. Dan Deeds
was standing with ready rifle and Charley
Jones was crouched at the foot of the
bed, his gun menacing the door.

“Get back from the light!” Jabez or-
dered his men. The old rman stepped inside,
moving so the room wes visible to those
eyes in the yard. “I know Vadder came
here for the key to the jail,” he said
heavily. “His brother had been moved to
a filthy jail. He had be¢en sold out by a
Yankee doctor!”

Jabez Pike’s voice was harsh with rage.
“Splomon Vadder came here demanding
the key and you killed him. Now 7 de-
mand the key to that jail! Before you try
to fight, remember there are guns enough
in the yard to blast an army to death.”

Deeds’ face creased to cunning lines.
“Doc Dalton is holdin’ the key, Pike. He
won't trust none of us with it!”

Jabez turned stormy eyes on Dalton.
“It would be better if you turned it over
peaceably,” he said.

Dalton extended the key, his lips tight-
ly pressed. He looked at Oliver Marsh,
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but the youth was staring straight ahead.
Pike dropped the key to his pocket and
stooped over Solomon Vadder.

“T’ll take him away,” he said. “We will
consider punishment for this murder later.”
He strained under his load. At the door,
other hands came to his assistance and a
slow march was begun toward town. Sound
died out. The dragging steps of men carry-
ing a heavy burden remained, then it too
died away.

LIVER closed the front door and

faced his companions. “I could have
set Pike right about the key, Jerry,” he
said, “but with Vadder killed, four of us
are none to many to stand against the
town. T thought it best to keep you welded
to us.”

“You succeeded very well, Oliver, If I
were to show on the street, I'd collect
enough lead to sink a battleship. But we
can’t waste time on idle talk; we must
plan on getting out of here. Deeds is the
man who killed Vadder; but as you say,
we’ll all be held.”

Deeds scowled. “None of you better try
shiftin’ the blame all onto me. I saved
your lives with that shot.” He turned to
Jones. “Let’s take a look out the back
way, Charley.” He was gray and his
hands shook as he picked up his gun. Jones
made a move to follow,

Oliver blocked their path. “Thinking
of saddling up and riding north?”

“Don’t get gabby, kid,” Deeds growled.
“The four of us is stickin’ together.” But
his rifle tilted to a dead aim and he sig-
naled Jones to follow.

“Let them go,” Jerry said, and Oliver
stepped aside.

“They’ll ride off and leave us holding
the sack,” the youth prophesied.

“Not with the guard that’s around this
house. While Jabez Pike was talking, men
were swarming like flies. Only a few left
with the body. We're bottled up tight.”

Oliver breathed thickly. Suddenly a rifle
spat from the back yard and the kitchen
door slammed. Deeds and Jones bounded
into the room.

-
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“We're surrounded!” Charley Jones
cried. “But they don’t dare attack us,” he
blustered. “Not four Northern men. The
soldiers from Galveston would wipe them
off the map!”

“T don’t believe they plan on attacking
us,” Dr. Dalton said evenly. “The South
no longer fights the North in open battle.
These townspeople will keep us to this
building until the Brothers of the white
sheets have time to come from a neigh-
boring town. Then every Estacado man
will be on the streets without disguise
while we are taken out and hanged. They
have managed it that way in other places.”

v

SMOTHERED, rhythmical sound

crept through the room where the
four men waited. It was like the pulsing
of a great heart, Dan Deeds rose from
the bed, his face ghastly. He let the sound
establish itself for another second before
he walked to the lamp.

“It’s them!” he whispered, and blew
out the light,

They rolled the blinds and watched a
cloud of white advancing from the oak
grove. There must be fifty in the silent
army. When they were vet some distance
from the house, they fell into four com-
panies, and the ones going to positions at
the rear of the house broke into a trot.

This was no mere demonstration; the
hooded riders intended to blast in on their
prey from four sides at once. When they
came for work, it was known they sounded
no warning. No quarter was ever offered.

Deeds and Jones had spent much of the
time that had passed in low conversation
in the back room. Dalton and Oliver had
made no attempt to interrupt their conver-
sation. Now as Deeds drew back from the
window, he spoke.

“Me and Charley will take the kitchen.
You fellows cut loose to front as soon as
anything comes into your range. We'll do
likewise at the back.”

Oliver stepped close to Jerry Dalton. It
wouldn’t be many seconds now before the

fireworks started. “[ didn’t figure T was
letting you in for sure death,” he said.
“When I kept stil before Jabez Pike
about that key, I thought we had only
Estacado to buck.”

“It’s the same either way,” Dalton an-
swered. “I didn’t iatend to run out on
you, Oliver.” He lifted his rifle. “Get over
to the window. Be ready to do what I say.
I think Jones and Deeds have planned
for us to draw attention to the front of
the house so they :an escape under the
confusion. That can work two ways.” -

Oliver was kneelirg at the window with
his gun leveled. The sheeted riders were
coming closer, “Hedn’t we better stop
them?” he whispered.

“Give them one rcund,” Jerry answered.
“Now/!”

With the crack of their rifles, the horses
of the hooded riders plunged. From their
solid lines, a stream of fire poured at the
front of the house.

Jerry stripped two sheets from the bed
and thrust one at Cliver. Wrapping these
around them, they slid behind the door
leading to the kitchen and waited.

Bullets hailed on the front room; and
when no answer was forthcoming, men
began to appear. They came cautiously
at first, then they poured in. Not a single
shot had been fired by Charley Jones or
Dan Deeds.

Suddenly a clamor rose in back.

“They’re breaking from the kitchen!”
went up the cry. It rattled above a new
burst of firing.

The men in the {ront room leaped for
the door leading to the kitchen. Oliver
and Jerry stepped out among them, the
darkness of the roon hiding the fact that
their garb was not the same. The white
sheets were enough. Jones and Deeds had
made it to the corner of the porch, and
were there making a desperate stand. At-
tention centered on the spot.

Oliver and Jerry cleared the house and
crowded in among dismounting men. To
try for a horse would bring instant death,
for every animal was held by a hooded
owner,
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Shouts rose from the porch that two of
the wanted men had escaped. Oliver and
Jerry threw off their sheets and ran for
the thicket of timber thrusting up from
the river. The noise of their going was
swallowed by the last of the gunfire at the
porch.

They slid rapidly th-ough the thicket
until the quieting of the guns behind them
brought more caution.

“Deeds and Jones are done for,” Jerry
whispered. “Caught in a trap they laid
for us.”

Horses began galloping through alleys
and around buildings searching for the two
men who had escaped. Jerry led Oliver in
a circle and headed through the brush for
the Mexican quarters.

He knew when to leave the river and
cut down an alley, for he had made himself
familiar with the location of Bernardo’s
house. As they approached the door, the
old Mexican came toward them and spoke.

“I saw the white hoods and heard the
firing. Come fast!”

He guided them through the pitch-black
interior to the back of the single room
and shoved aside a piece of furniture.

“The tunnel,” he said. “She Ileads
through the hill and comes up in thick
brush and boulders. She safe. Nobody
knows but me and my son.”

Oliver and Jerry had to crawl on hands
and knees; and behind them they heard
the piece of furniture being restored to its
place. At no spot was the tunnel high
enough for them to stard. As they came
to the opening on the opposite side of the
hill, it grew so small that they were forced
to slide along on their stomachs. They
came out in thick brush and boulders.

(‘ N THE Estacado side of the hill,

horses were still galloping up and
down the streets. A glow appeared in the
sky showing that the hooded Brothers
were keeping stubbornly to their job.
Blazes had been started to make their
search more thorough.

The commotion at last died away and
the sky settled to blackness. For an hour

Oliver and Jerry waited; then it was de-
cided that Jerry would try for the mules.
If they could get their two mules from the
stable back of the Pike Hotel, they stood
a fair chance of getting to Galveston.
Jerry put down Oliver’s suggestion that
they both go for the animals.

“You can’t go with me, kid,” Dr. Dal-
ton said firmly. “One man moves more
silently than two. You be down at the twin
oaks on the bank of the river. If T don’t
come, go back to the tunnel and wait for
another night. If you have to make it out
on foot, you will need all the hours of
datkness to carry you from the danger
zone. There isn’t much time left until
morning.”

Oliver Marsh gripped his arm. “I'd
rather we stayed together, Jerry.”

“But we have a better chance this way.
If they get me, you hit on for Galveston
and the soldiers. Listen, kid. Something
has got to be done against this night
violence. One of us must reach Galveston
and tell the story. The South is getting a
raw deal from Congress right now, but
she’s got to learn she can’t take the law
into her own hands.”

The doctor paused. “If I don’t come
back, wait in the tunnel for another night
and strike out. That is your part, Oliver.
When men are fighting a life-and-death
fight, they can’t pick their jobs. Your dad
and I learned that in the army.”

Oliver Marsh stiffened at the mention
of his father’s name. “I'll wait for you,
Jerry. If you don’t come back—I'll get
through somehow tomorrow night.”

They shook hands and Jerry Dalton
vanished in the shadows.

He took advantage of every scrap of
shadow as he moved up to the barn where
he kept his pair of mules. Thé night riders
seemed at last to have given over the
search. The town was quiet as a tomb.

The barn seemed safe enough as he
moved inside toward a peg where the
bridles hung. Then a gun reached out
from the depth of a stall and settled in
his ribs. E

“Don’t move,” came a command. “I

*
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thought you might want these mules.”

Jerry obeyed the order to march back
fo the open. The whistle of his captor
brought four men leaping from shelter.
They took his rifle and his waist gun, and
there was no ohjection he could make.
Threats bristled all around him and the
weapon in his back was steady.

The men were not wearing hoods; and
from that Jerry gained some comfort. At
last the townspeople were striking in the
open. They walked him down the alley
running back of the Pike Hotel.

Jabez Pike came from the shadow of
the building. “Is it the docter or the kid?”
he asked.

“The doc.”

“Then T'l use him for a spell. We
can’t get that bullet lodged inside of Ward.
Tetch the skunk up, Pat.” Jabez Pike’s
voice was torn with anger and worry.

Pat Kelly, one of Solomon Vadder’s
gunmen, urged Jerry Dalton up to the
door, The fact that these men were so
open with identities showed that they in-
tended to seal all lips before the night
was over.

“Get movin’ up them stairs,” ordered
Pat Kelly. “Don’t make me clip an ear
off just for a lesson.”

ARD PIKE was lying on a long

table in a big front room on the
second floor of the Pike Hotel. His lips
were stained with blood, though Nan
Pike kept wiping at them with a damp
cloth, The smell of antiseptics was in the
room. Young Pike had evidently taken
lead in the fight with Deeds and Jones.
Someone had been trying to locate the bul-
let.

Nan Pike started from her chair beside
the bed when she saw Jerry Dalton. Re-
lief swept her face. “You!” she cried.
“I'm glad.” The last words came despite
her efforts to stem them.

He smiled at her from the corner of his
lips. “I always aim to oblige, Miss Pike.
When this gunman takes his weapon out
of my back, we'll see about your brother.”

Jabez Pike had followed them into the

room. He nodded for Pat Kelly to take a
stand by the door, then drew his own
gun and rested it on his knee. “Get to
work,” he ordered Dr. Dalton.

Jerry washed his hands slowly and
thoroughly; then approached the table

with narrowed eyes. A bullet had entered
Ward’s body to the right of the heart and
angled down along the spine. Ie examined
the man carefully, then turned to Jjabez
Pike.

“It's always dangerous going after a
bullet ledged benea:h the spine; but if the
lead isn’t removed, he'll die.”

“I didn’t fetch you here to tell me that.
I've seen lots of bullet wounds and know
this is bad. But you can do the job!” Old
Pike’s nostrils quivered. “Get busy!”

Jerry’s eyes grayed until they were as
lifeless as ashes. “And when I am finished,
what?”

Pat Kelly gave 1 short laugh.

Jabez Pike said, “You'll hang like you
deserve. A man that sells his patients out
can expect no mercy.”

Jerry stepped away from the table. “In
that case, on with the hanging. I don’t
owe you Pikes anything.”

Nan’s breath burst in a sob and old
Jabez shook with anger. “There’s lots
worse ways to die than hanging, Dalton!”
he cried.

“Not to me. Death is death.” Jerry
turned to Pat Kelly. “Get on with the
dance.”

Pat Kelly had his long finger wrapped
around the trigger. “I'll start him to work
fast enough,” he said to Jabez. “With your
leave, I'll have him beggin’ to do the job.”

“It’s a delicate piece of work, Kelly. If
my nerves were put on edge, I should not
be able to do the operation.”

Dalton stood between them, cool and
hard. “I will remove the bullet aiter you
have written out and signed a pass that
guarantees a safe passage from the Brazos,
Pike. All the time you spend trying to
change me is lost; and time is valuable.”

He glanced coldly at the form of Ward
Pike.

Jabez straightenzd, eyes flaming. “A
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Pike is not afraid to die for the South!”
he rumbled.

“Nor a Dalton for the North,” the doc-
tor returned.

Nan Pike sprang up. “This is useless!”
she cried. “The war is over! It is murder
for you to let Ward die, Father—murder!”
She met the old man’s eyes unflinchingly.
“Give Dr. Dalton his sa’ety pass. He’d be
a fool if he didn’t demand an eye for an
eye.”

Pat Kelly stepped up. “This man killed
Solomon Vadder. He can’t go free!”

“The man who killed Solomon Vadder
has already paid the price,” Jerry said.
“Dan Deeds shot Vaddar.”

“Easy enough to lay the blame on a
dead man,” Kelly charged.

“I'm telling you the truth.”

Jabez Pike turned from his daughter’s
eyes. “Get to work, Dalton,” he ordered.
“Tl give you the pass.”

Dr. Dalton took a small notebook from
his pocket and handed .t and his pen to
Jabez Pike. “Word it so the bearer won’t
have any trouble,” he said.

“Anything 1 give you will be worded
correctly,” the old man shot at him, “See
that your knife doesn’t slip when you go
after that bullet.”

“T shall do my best. It is a delicate
operation.”

VI

LIVER MARSH grasped the small

sheet of notepaper that Jerry Dalton
handed him and folded it to a handy size
for his vest pocket. He reached for the
reins of the saddled mule.

He and Jerry were stending on the far
side of the hill lying beside the Mexican
quarters of Estacado and the Brazos River,
It had just turned night,

“T still say I'd better wait for you,
Jerry,” the youth said vsorriedly.

“My patient might keep me in town
several days yet. It would be dangerous
for you to hang around.”

“T'Il wait for you at Portville.”

“Yes, Portville will be safe.”

Oliver mounted and rode away. Jerry
hadn’t lied in actual word to the kid—just
misled him. He had said Jabez Pike had
given him protection because of his having
saved his son’s life. Oliver didn’t know the
protection was wrapped up in that safety
pass he carried in his vest pocket. The
pass merely said the bearer was to ad-
vance unmolested.

Dr. Dalton sat and smoked and watched
the stars come out. In a few hours he
would try to slip away. The second mule
was saddled and waiting in a brush patch
a short distance south. He knew the roads
were watched, for it was expected that
Oliver Marsh would try to break through
to Galveston.

Tempers would boil when the kid pro-
duced the safety pass. The pass would be
honored; but it would make the going
mighty tough for one Dr. Dalton.

It was midnight before Jerry went for
the mule. He had wanted to be sure that
Oliver was well on his way. He heard no
stir as he moved cautiously through the
trees; and he had a sudden fear that the
mule was gone. He flattened against a tree
trunk and listened. Gnats and mosquitos
swarmed about his face. He was certain
that the clump ahead was where he had
tied the mule. Seeing nothing to be gained
by waiting, he took a step forward.

It seemed the night was suddenly full
of lunging bodies and clubbed guns. He
landed two blows before a club from be-
hind folded him to the earth., Searchers
had found the mule and waited for him.
He was coming back to a realization of
things as they dragged him from the
thicket and into the road.

“So you didn’t leave early this mornin’
as you planned, Dalton?” Jabez Pike
growled at him when they were in the
starlight.

“I was delayed.”

“You tricked me out of a safety pass
for that snaky Marsh kid.”

“I asked you for a pass guaranteeing
the bearer safety. There was no trick.”

“There’ll be no trick this time. You'll
hang sure as willows wave!”

4
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They were walking by one of the Mex-
ican huts, the path almost within arm’s
length of the solid mud wall.

Jerry Dalton gathered his muscles for

a leap. He whipped an iron fist to the jaw
of the man between him and the hut, and
took a leap that put the solid adobe at
his back. As the men moved to swarm
over him, his hand flashed to his inner
pocket and a slim blade of silver leaped
to the starlight.

“Stand back! You missed this when you
disarmed me.” -His voice cut through the
maddened brains; the snarling men
crouched dead in their tracks. Dalton
laughed softly.

“This blade is sharper than any razor
that ever slashed a throat,” he said. “It’ll
lay any flesh it touches open to the bone.”

He worked his feet to balance in the
hard earth. Jabez Pike was edging for-
ward, gun lifted.

“r 11 blow vour head clean off your
shoulders, Dalton!” he roared.

“Go ahead,” came the cool invitation.
“You see, gentlemen, I have a pet obses-
sion against being hanged. I have never
wanted to dangle from a limb. If you all
hope to return to your families this night,
don’t attempt to hang me. Cut loose your
rifles, but don’t step into range of this
blade.”

Stillness ate into the group. There were
five men with rifles in hand; still they
hesitated. Jabez Pike began slowly to
lower his gun.

“Shooting is too good for this man,” he
said. “He’s goin’ to hang!”

“Get your hands up!” The command
snapped from the end of the adobe, and
with the words, something slithered to the
dirt at Jerry Dalton’s feet.

LIVER MARSH stepped into the

starlight. “When 1 open the pot,”
he said to Jerry Dalton, “drop down and
get that gun. I thought you were slicker-
ing me on that pass so I hung around to
see what your game was. I couldn’t believe
old Pike would allow both of us to get
away alive.”

His slim body was stiff and his gun
steady, With his left hand he drew a piece
of folded notepaper from his vest pocket
and tossed it toward Jabez Pike.

“There’s your safety pass. Dr. Dalton
meant well by ge:ting it for me, but I
couldn’t use it. This trouble in Kstacado
is of my making, not his. He told me to
lay off the Vadder kid, but I didn’t listen!”

“Oliver, we haven't time for talking,”
Dr. Dalton cut in.

“Dalton was at my house after the jail
key when Solomor. Vadder came roaring
in,” Oliver Marsh went on. “Dan Deeds
killed Vadder. If Vadder had waited a
half hour longer, Dalton would have had
his kid brother out of jail and back in
bed.”

Oliver's words were stinging and un-
chosen. There was 1o hesitation, no thought
or plan in them. He wasn’t asking for
mercy; he was stating a fact. While he
talked his gun was ready. He wasn’t trying
to avoid the fight ahead.

Jabez Pike moved out a step. “So it was
you, Marsh, that Erought about the death
of Solomon Vadder! You took Bruin
Vadder off to jail without the permission
of the doctor!”

“Dalton threatened to warn Vadder, sc
I moved fast on the kid. I didn't kil
Vadder. Dan Deeds did that.”

Jabez Pike held up a hand. “I believe
Oliver Marsh has told the truth. Dalton,
lay down that blade. We do not want
death where death is not due.”

“And what of O'iver Marsh?” Dr. Dal-
ton asked.

“He'll get justice!™

“Justice!” Jerry Dalton struck at them
with the word.

“Estacado is a lawless town, and tonight
is as good a time as any for the festering
in her heart to come to a head. Tonight
this man and I can die without facing
murdering riders behind white sheets. A
handful of you have been brought to an
open fight and that is what will sound your
funeral knell. '

“There will be an investigation,” the
doctor concluded slowly, “and a few neu-
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trals in this town will speak up and swear
to this night’s work.”

He paused a second, then spoke to
Oliver Marsh.

“Pm going to reach fo the gun at my
feet. If a man makes a move to stop me,
let him have it between the eyes.”

Young Marsh stiffenel. “Go ahead,”
he ordered.

“Stop!” rumbled Jabe: Pike; and the
command was for both sides. His men,
welded to a solid wall at his back, stemmed
the ripple of action that had stirred them.
Jerry paused in his slow movement down
for the gun.

“We've had enough bloodshed,” Jabez
Pike said. “If you open this fight, Dal-
ton, you and March will both die.”

“We won’t be taking the trip alone.”

Jabez was standing fcrward from his
men, his body a clean target. His fol-
lowers waited tensely, ready to move
against the cocked gun of Oliver Marsh
if he gave the word. But he did not give
the word. He lifted a palm toward them
as if to hold them back.

“It is better to let both these men go
than to have more murder,” he said. “Let
us order them out of Estacado—never to
return.”

A sullen silence met him. When they
voiced no open objection, Pike turned to
Jerry Dalton.

“Get out of town! Never come back!”

Oliver Marsh waited for Dalton to an-
swer. The kid’s gun was steady, but his
breath was lifting his chest more rapidly.
Dalton was cool and decided when he an-
swered.

“We will return, and we will have sol-
diers enough at our backs to stand this
tewn on its ear. Oliver Marsh made a
mistake allowing gunmen to work for him;
but Estacado was allowing hooded devils
o ride her streets, hanging men without
a court. Both sides have heen wrong.”

Jabez Pike was more sobered than en-
ranged by the words, but defiance was
still hot in his voice as le replied. “Vio-
lence always begets violence. There is never
an end to murder. If we were to kill you

both tonight, it would mean that Austin
would send another agent. Soldiers per-
haps. More bloodshed would follow.”

He leaned toward the slender young
man holding the gun. “Marsh, if these men
at my back withdraw peaceably and allow
you to stay in Estacado, will you recall our
sheriff to office and suggest to the govern-
ment at Austin the name of a neutral man
for probate judge?”

He turned to still the mutterings of
disapproval at his back, “We have had
vengeance for the death of Solomon Vad-
der,” he said to his men. “Dalton is right
when he says both sides have made mis-
takes.” He turned back to Oliver for an
answer,

“I will recall your sheriff,” the youth
said distinctly, his gun still steady in his
hand. “And 1 will suggest the name of
Dr. Dalton for probate judge.”

SWIFT words passed among the Esta-
cado men. They forgot their rifles
and leaned their heads together. “I reckon
we could do worse,” someone said. “And
it’s handy to have a real doc in town.”

“He saved Bruin Vadder’s leg when he
could as well hacked it off,” another re-
minded.

Jabez Pike turned to Oliver. “Estacado
will accept Dr. Dalton. We will see you
in your office tomorrow.”

Marsh lowered his gun. “We will work
out a plan acceptable to—all,” he said.

Jabez Pike and his men withdrew. Their
steps grew more distant and at last died
away. Oliver Marsh broke the silence in
a shaky voice.

“I never expected to get out of that
without a pair of wings.”

Jerry Dalton fitted his scalpel into his
pocket. “Lucky I brought this along,” he
said. “Thanks, Oliver, for standing by.”

“Jerry, I can see why Dad asked you
to stick with me. He knew I was going to
need you. From now on you'll find me
different. Ten years of knowledge soaked
into my skin while T was standing waiting
for death.”

Dalton reached out for the kid’s hand.

-
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“It takes such moments to give us a real
perspective on life, Oliver. 1 received my
first baptism on the battlefield.”

Oliver and Jerry walked slowly back to
the tent house. A light was burning on the
second floor of the hotel. Dalton said he
would go up and see whether any of the
night’s excitement had filtered through to
his patieat.

He went up stairs to Ward Pike’s room
and found him sleeping. As he was leaving,
Nan Pike came quietly along the hall.

el

In the dim light her eyves were shadowed
and weary.

“I'm glad thev didn’t kill you,” she
said. “I'm—1'm glad you're staying in
Estacado.”

He took her hand.
friends, Nan.” )

She did not withdraw her hand. “Maybe
we can. The War is over. Good men fought
on both sides. Maybe some day the break
will heal. 1 feel tomUht that peace has
come to the Brazcs.”

“I wish we could be

g

Bonanza for Barkers

CIENCE has done a lot for science;

but in the process 1he experimenters have

turned out a by-product that may be of value to carnival concessionaires and

such.

Take the two-headed cow, or the cow with the bulldog face, which can be seen

cwrently at the New York World s Fair.

They're billed as nature’s mistakes; and so

they are. But if you could breed a two-headed cow, on order—

Well anyway, they’ve started breeding three-legged chickens. Not breeding, maybe,
but making them—putting them together. A good practicing zodlogist now can turn
out chickens with turkey legs, turkeys with duck legs, and so on, merely with a little
careful pre-natal carpentry. ’

Dr. Herbert L. Eastlick, of the University of Missouri, has worked out a very deli-
cate technique for graftin’ parts of one embryo to another. He clips off the leg-be-
ginnings of, say, a guinea hen; then takes a nick out of a cticken’s eggshell, grafts
the spare part onto the chlcken embryo in some more or less ippropriate place, then
seals up the shell again and lets nature take its course.

Pretty soon there’s a young fowl running around like an animated tripod, with one
leg leaning very strongly toward guinea hen.

Precisely what use Dr. Eastlick intends to make of this technique bas not been
made clear to the lay public. There are obvious commercial possibilities, however, in
preparing large-scale supplies to freak shows everywhere.

Crockett Cooper

Happy Relief From Painful Backache

Caused by Tired Kidneys

Many of those gnawing, nagging, painful
backaches people blame on colds or strains
are often caused by tired kidneys— and
may be relieved when treated in the right
way

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of
taking excess acids and poisonous waste out
of the blood. Most people pass about 3 pints
a day or about 3 pounds of waste.

If the 15 miles of k1dney tubes and filters
don’t work well, poisonous waste matter

stays in the blood. These poisons may start
nagging backaches, rheumatic pains, leg
pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up
nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes,
headaches and dizziness.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over
40 years. They give happy relief and will
help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out
poisonous waste frcm the blood. Get Doan’s
Pills, (Apv.}



The men on the tug stood
still. watching their captaln
—and the Xenia

Sea Road

By RICHARD HOWELLS WATKINS

Author of “Ticket at Twenty,” “Sailing Bum,” etc.

"Ware coral reefs, and keep a good right
fist ready; for things are too tough at
I man beside Barry Green himself
suspected that Bar-y lacked some-
thing important, Barry had come down too
far, with too much travail, to put up with
being driven further.
So Barry stood warily on guard, always,
when Captain Pete Anson came up over
the horizon as he had that day.

From his salvage tug, the Mary, Captain
Pete Anson hailed Barry Green. His voice

sea to lose good men

HERE among the Ilorida keys one
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carried in over hundreds of feet of light
green shoals to the deck on which Barry
was working,

“Green! Cap’n Barry Green! Captain!”
There was a harsh iron in that title that
approached derision. “Captain! Come out
here—and get me!”

Silently Barry Green dropped into the
rowboat and pushed off. He rowed among
half a dozen little keys that were no more
than mangrove morasses and out into the
deeper water. There Pete Anson’s chunky
salvage tug lay to with a curl of steam
over her funnel.

Pete Anson, with his watch cap over
his right eye and a cigar to balance it in

-
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the left corner of ‘his mouth, jumped as
that boat slid alongside. He sat down in
the sternsheets and jerked a thumb to
command Barry to get under way. As
Barry pulled the boat Pete Anson stared
at him with hard eyes. He always stared
like that, did Captain Pete Anson.

“What’s your trouble, brother?” Anson
asked suddenly. “Drink? Ladies? Or eight-
een feet o draft in sixteen feet o’ water?”

Barry Green took two long strokes with
the ash oars.

“] have no trouble,” he said.

Pete Anson laughed. “1 got an idea you
have, brother. Maybe my guesses are too
polite. How about it?”

Barry pulled the boat.

Again Pete Anson laughed. There was a
harsh note in that laughter that jangled
Barry’s nerves like the screech of a dry
block.

But now Pete Anson had {forgotten
Barry. The rowboat had threaded the
shallow channel among the keys and come
in sight of the anchored sponge fisherman
Xenia, from which Barry had come. Pete
Anson scrutinized the little craft intently.
The last time Pete Anson had seen her his
tug had been towing her—dismasted, leak-
ing, and swept toward the keys.

The aged Xenia had changed since Cap-
tain Anson had picked her up in such a
woeful state. Anson had taken her away
from her owners in lieu of salvage on boat
and cargo and turned her over to a hope-
ful speculator. Now she was gaudier in
her orange-and-white paint than the gaud-
jest Greek sponger that ever put out of
Tarpon Springs, up on the Florida main-
land.

Barry Green’s own job on her did not
show; he had made that wormy, nailsick
and dry-rotted little double-ender almost
tight below the waterline.

“Huh!" said Pete Anson. *Jesse Nagle's
spent some cash on her, huh?”

“Some,” Barry Green answered. He gave
the bow of the rowboat a dextrous twist
with one oar and glided alongside the star-
board quarter.

“You wait in the boat,” Pete Anson

commanded. “I won't be long. Stand by!
Hear?”

E LEAPED aboard the Xenia.

Though he was a thick-chested,
heavy-looking man he went over the rail
as easily as a flunz rope. Next instant he
was clapping Jesse Nagle most cordially
on his fat round shoulder.

“You Miami slicker, you, youre a
smart fellow,” Pete Anson said gaily. “So
damn smart your gag might work. I'm
throwin’ in with you after all.”

Big Jesse Nagle’s eye, deep-sunken in
fat, gleamed at tie salvage tug master.
He shook with sly, ill-controlled laughter.

“PI’m smarter even than that, Anson.”
he said. “You ain. throwing in with me.”

“What?”

“I don’t need you now—and I'm taking
that ten days’ grace vou offered on the
three hundred I still owe you,” Nagle
said coolly.

Anson’s good spirits vanished in a split
second. He scowled formidably.

“You told me when I let you have her
for nearly nothin’ ‘hat vou wanted her for
spongefishin’,” he said. “Why would I
want to buck that game? But when [
found out—"" His scowl intensified.

It amazes even me, how smart [ am,”
big Jesse Nagle said, still struggling with
poorly hidden ariusement. “You'll get
vour three hundred when it's due. Come
aboard and see us again, Pete, after we've
got her to Kev West for the sponging.”

Pete Anson went  white with quick
anger. He shook a fist as hard as a shackle
at Jesse Nagle’s cuivering assortment of
chins.

“Spongin’, hey!” Pete
“You're spongin’ ail right!
Spongin’ on tourists,”

“Well?" said Jesse Nagle. “That's what
tourists are for, ain't they?"”

Anson’s wrath soattered white-hot over
ship and crew. His eye raked Barry Green,
now the Xemia’s captain. Barry had been
a seaman of a sort, second mate of a coast-
ing freighter, and was therefore a special
target for Captain Anson’s contempt.

Anson raged.
I've heard!
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Anson’s gaze ranged on to silent,
hungry-looking Jim Murdock-—who, hav-
ing run a motor lawn mower, was to be
her engineer—and Nick Paulus, former
confectioner and restaurateur, who was
:0 become a sponge diver overnight.

“A fine crew you got, you double-
timing tipster,” said Pete Anson to Jesse
Nagle. “They match you right. Not one
of ’em could do a sponges” work. A crew
of phonies, like your garie and boat.”

“Us?” said fat Jesse. “Don’t hurt our
feelings, captain.”

Anson growled in his throat at the fat
man’s derision. “Youwll fird I throw quite
a bow-wave in Key West, Nagle,” he said.
“You may be looking me up.”

“Not me,” said Jesse Nagle.

Pete Anson, with an arm and leg over
the side, scowled at them all. “Phonies!”
he taunted. “I'll fix the lot of you—right!”

He jumped down into the boat with
enough force to drive the stern almost
under. He tested the tilt of his cap.

“Get going!”” he barked at Barry Green.
“Take me back to a real ship, you Coney
[sland captain, yvou!”

“Phonies!” said fat Jesse Nagle, and
winked, as if it were an amusing secret
he would keep for them. Jesse, Murdock,
and Paulus all ¢rinned down at Pete An-
son, unafraid, unimpressed.

Only Barry Green did not grin; only
he of that sorry little band of refugees
shifted his eyes from the glare of Pete
Anson. And he knew as he rowed Pete
Anson back to his tug that he, as a sea-
faring man, should have met this hard-
case skipper’s challenge. He did not an-
swer Pete Anson though things were said
that needed answers.

FEIHAT night at Pedro’s Cuban joint on

Duval Street, Key West’s Broadway,
fesse Nagle bought Barry Green a dinner,
it was on the cuff; Pedro had yielded to
Jesse’s promissory tongue. Although the
soup is always the best part of a Cuban
dinner, Jesse Nagle did not become ex-
pansive until he reached the rum and
coffee.

Then he said, “Never tell a man-eating
shark you ain’t in good health and spirits,
with a fat wallet. Anson won’t libel us
unless he knows I'm broke. But we've
got to find out what other kind of a
monkey wrench he’s going to throw in our
jam.”

“It will be a big monkey wrench,”
Barry Green said. “He’s hot all through.”

“Beyond Anson we're set,” Jesse Nagle
said. He beamed at the tourists lounging
at the other tables and wandering up and
down the narrow street outside.

“Look at ’em.” Nagle said. “Tourists!
Every winter they come rolling down the
highway-—good old U. S. One. That road
starts south way up at Calais, Maine. The
tourists an’ the road used to stop at Miami.
But now Number One runs out to sea on
the bridges and it carries the tourists on
south till they hit the last key in the
Florida chain. They keep comin’ till they
run out o’ concrete. And then they look
around for something to do besides drive.”

“Or drift,” Barry Green added in his
own mind. He had drifted, himself, look-
ing for a landsman’s job with a master
mariner’s ticket in his pocket. A lands-
man’s job!

He could still see as vividly as ever,
that moment that had told him that he
was not for the sea. The stoker was drunk
or crazy when he made that weird, howl-
ing rush for the welldeck rail and flung
himself into the sea. But the young third
mate had not hesitated. He had pushed
past Barry Green, climbed through the
window of the bridge’s starboard cab and
jumped.

Possibly the third had come to the sur-
face in spite of oilskins and boots. Neither
Barry nor the Old Man, busy with life-
belts, engineroom telegraphs and the
wheel, saw him. He had been no great
swimmer, had the third, not as good a
swimmer as Barry Green,

Almost at once, as soon as the three-
hour search had proved useless, Barry
Green had sensed the hostility of his
mates. He had even caught a snatch of
talk that the wind whipped his way. “Too

"
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soft,” the Old Man had said to the mate
with a glance his way. Too soft for the
sea!

Barry had admitted in his heart the
justice of those cutting words.

It had never occurred to him, good
swimmer that he was, to follow the third,
or precede him, over the side. In that bit-
ter winter sea coff the Virginia Capes, with
a gale blowing and night coming on, the
chances of being picked up were infinitesi-
mal. It looked like unjustified suicide to
Barry Green.

But to a man his fellows had condemned
him. And they weren’'t a bad lot. Barry
had accepted their verdict and quit. It
had started him thinking.

Thinking, he found, was a dismal busi-
ness. This harbor job was too close to the
sea to suit him. But he had reached the
end of U, S. 1 like Jesse Nagle, Jim Mur-
dock and Nick Paulus.

What had kept them moving south-
ward? Was it the pull of the mighty tour-
ist migration that had carried them like
dry leaves swirling aimlessly behind the
suction of the tourist cars?

“They get here—and what’s here?”

Big Jesse Nagle continued his lecture
on tourists. “The same old joints, gam-
bling houses, saloons, eating places and
movies there are everywhere else. Prac-
tically nothing to take the cash off them
in a local and picturesque way, like they
like it to be done. Nothing but the Xenia,
tied up to a dock, smothered in flags and
flaming with paint, with us yelling and a
diving suit showed off on deck.

“Sponge fishing! To see it means they’ve
been places; and two bucks spent educa-
tional, like this, will square that six bucks
they dropped on the slow-motion horse at
Hialeah. Sure they’ll bite.”

“But how do we show them sponge-
fishing?” Barry asked.

“We don’t,” said Jesse Nagle, working
his wink most confidentially. “But we give
‘em a little ride. We let ’em see a helmet
diver go down for sponges, modern style,
and he brings up what we’ve planted on
the bottom.”

Again he winked. “Sure it’s phony, like
Pete Anson said, but it’s the way tourists
like it and we’ll cash plenty.”

He levelled a finger at Barry Green.
“You can throw your sea chest into the
Gulf Stream and settle down, young fel-
low. This captain’s job will bring you
home in time for the movies every night
You don’t have to take it tough and risky
all your life. You don’t go out if it’s rain-
ing or there are any waves around.”

Was that what Barry Green wanted?
It was all he was good for. “It’s the life
for a lucky young——-"

I_] E STOPPED. Past the window, roll-
ing slightly, Nick Paulus was walk-
ing, caressing his straggling mustache. Be-
side him walked Captain Pete Anson.

Big Jesse Nagle heaved himself upright.

“T’ll be back,” he said and padded out
after them.

Barry Green s:ared at his hard square
hands. He had never thought his first
command would be a showboat. A bunch
of phonies, Anson had called them; and
he was right, Barry didn’t know anything
about sponging. Nick Paulus had never
dived into anythiag but pastry dough. Jim
Murdock had never laid a wrench to a
marine engine in his life.

And Jesse Nagle, as Barry had told
him that day, vould rather do a thing
crooked than straight. “Only suckers don't
cut the corners,” was what Jesse Nagle
had answered with great good humor.

Barry nodded slowly. “Phonies,” he
said.

Big Jesse came looming through the
crowd. He had Nick Paulus in tow and
pointed to a char,

The ex-confectioner sank into it, seized
his mustache, and smiled happily at them.
His face was shiiing with perspiration.

“Everything Anson ask me I tell him
wrong,” he said. “Not too wrong, boss.
like you said. But wrong.”

Big Jesse chuckled. ““That's it, Nick.
Always let a man pump you. And what
did you tell him about money, hey?"

“That time I told him all wreng,” Nick
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amended. “I told him you had lots of
money left-—lots, boss.”

“That’s the one we've got to make
stick,” Nagle said. “Anson must be fram-
ing something in town here, or I'm a
sponge fisherman. He’ll move faster if he
knows I’m cleaned.”

“What do you think he’s framing?”
Barry asked.

Jesse Nagle shook his head. “I never
tried the mind-reading gag.”

Nick Paulus sprang up. “I find out from
Anson,” he said, beaming. “I pump him.
Divers know about pumps. I do him to a
turn—a double turn.”

“A double cross, you baker,” Jesse
Nagle corrected. “Sit down. By this time
Cap’n Anson iz asking Jim Murdock ques-
tions. Jim’s got his orders too.”

A tinge of sadness came over big Jesse’s
face. “I've been—well, not crooked—wise
all my life,” he said. “But that guy An-
son———-" He shook his head. “He’s a
natural. Tt comes easy to him.”

Until after midnight they waited for
Jim Murdock, the amateur marine engi-
neer. Jesse consumed much rum and, un-
asked, gave Barry a glimpse of a strange
world wherein wits were trumps. When
Jim Murdock finally appeared he shook
his head.

“Nothing,” Jim said. “Anson didn’t try
to bribe me.”

“I'd be disappointed in him if he had,
the first night,” big Jesse said, “Tomorrow
will be different, maybe. Only don’t act
too honest. Tell him you swiped a lawn
mower once to go on a todt. Don’t make
things too hard for him to pull something
fast, any of you.”

HUDDERING with every shot out of
her heavy-duty moto: the gorgeous
Xenig, that whited sepulciire of the sea,
crept down the narrow channel among the
keys at the top of a spring tide with only
nches of water under her.

Barry Green had sounded every foot of
he twisting way in a rowboat; she
ouched neither sand nor coral as she left
the tiny basin.

ROAD 31

Only when she reached the deeper water
of Hawk Channel did he tell big Jesse
Nagle that the charts had been stolen
that morning.

“Well, that’s not much, but it's some-
thing,” Jesse Nagle said with relief. His
genial self-confidence was not so pro-
nounced out here on the water. “I was
afraid Pete Anson was pulling a deep one.
We got to go back, huh?”

Barry shook his head. “I’ve studied the
chart,” he said. “I’'m enough of a seaman
to get us to Key West without it.”

“There’s a lot of coral around here,”
Nagle said. He looked uneasily at the
light green water through which the bot-
tom showed so plainly.

“I have the pilot book,” Barry said.
“I can do it. We go on.”

“All right, cap’n.”

The Xenia went ploughing ponderously
down Hawk Channel. She left the basin
where she had been careened miles astern.
Key West crept nearer. Only seven miles
were left,

A southeasterly breeze, strong and in-
creasing, was rolling choppy seas against
her port quarter and humming through
the rigging above her furled, useless rags
of sails. That roll wasn’t doing the new
caulking between her old strakes much
good. The bottom had vanished from sight
as the seas stirred up the sand.

Occasionally along the line of keys to
starboard the windshields of hurrying
tourist cars flashed back the sun and the
long white bridges. Like them, Barry
Green would stop at Key West, the last
key, confronted by deep water beyond.
It was as much a barrier to him as to
those cars,

Of a sudden Barry Green surrendered
the wheel to Jesse Nagle, who gripped it
tightly with his fat white fingers. Barry
took a few steps forward to stare intently
at a craft lying offi Boca Chica, on the
starboard bow. Despite the glare of the
westering sun his sea-wise eyes picked her
up out of the background of green man-
groves.

“That’s Pete Anson’s Mary,” he told

-
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Jesse Nagle. “I thought we heard she had
a job to northward of—"

“Come and take back this damn wheel,”
big Jesse interrupted nervously. His hands
were sweating on the spokes. “Anson’s
about where I expected him to be, waiting
for us.”

Barry looked at him.

“Cap’n Anson finally worked himself
up to buying out Jim Murdock on us,”
Jesse Nagle explained. “Naturally I didn’t
spread it around that T knew.”

Barry Green glanced at their silent
amateur engineer, Jim Murdock’s head
projected out of the companionway into
the fresh air. He was somewhat green .in
the face but didn’t look guilty.

“For twenty bucks {rom Anson”—
Nagle patted his own pocket—“Murdock
agreed to let our engine go sour and stop
off Boca Chica. The anchor’d never hold
against a stiff wind. Having no chart would
make things worse.

“Anson was going to pass us a line just
as we drifted helplessly toward the rocks
on the edge of the channel. Then he’d
tow us into Key West. He would hang
onto the Xewie and file a salvage claim
that, with what I owe him now, would
wash me out. Then he’d start on the tour-
ists.”

He chuckled and poked at Barry's ribs.
“See? This way I give Anson something
to look forward to so he won't libel us.
We just hammer on past Boca Chica and
into Key West Harbor before he can work
up anything fast and dirty. And he’s lost
a lot of time.”

Jesse Nagle slipped out from behind the
wheel and pulled Barry toward it. In si-
lence Barry held the yawing sponger to
WSW 34.

HEY put Boca Chica and the little
salvage tug abeam. Almost impercep-
tibly Anson’s craft eased toward them.
Anson was figuring the breeze was stiff
enough to make quick work necessary
when the Xenia’s engine stopped with the
rocky Chica reef close under her lee.
But the motor thumped on. Jim Mur-

dock, that green-faced wraith, permitted
himself a dry smile as they passed the
island. Key West’s low eastern shore drew
nearer.

The salvage tuz lingered astern of them.
Barry picked up his glasses, braced the
wheel against his leg, and studied Anson’s
craft. Though the Xewia was plunging er-
ratically he made Pete Anson’s head out
at a window of the pilot house, looking
toward them.

Anson let them have a lead of half a
mile; then trailed along behind them. Big
Jesse Nagle gave way to a subterranean
shaking.

“Always let the customer you're work-
ing think he’s got vou fooled,” he con-
fided to Barry. “It keeps him satisfied
and it don’t cost you a nickel.”

Barry grunted. He hated all this con-
niving worse at s2a than he did ashore.

A big sea disturbed Jesse Nagle’s stance,
He grabbed at th: wheel for support, with
a landsman’s lack of reverence for the
helm. His Panama hat went flying to lee-
ward. Barry fended him off the spokes
and kept her on her course. Jesse Nagle
watched his hat alight on a foam-crested
wave and then turned a disapproving
glance on the sea to windward.

“Am 1 giving vou a break, captain!”
he exclaimed. *‘No more rough stuff for
you. We won't take the customers more™n
a hundred feet away from the dock when
it blows like this. We're going to get
there, aren’t we?” )

Barry nodded. “You and Nick might
throw some water out of her,” he sug-
gested, flicking a hand toward the pump
on the port quarter. “She'll be working a
bit of caulking out of those garboard
seams.”’

Jesse Nagle grunted. He glanced aft.
toward Anson’s tug, and then wavered
toward the companion ladder. His bellow-
ing brought Nick Paulus tottering up onto
the swaying deck. I‘or a deep-sea diver
Nick looked strange. Together thev rigged
the handle and heaved wearily up and
down. The pump poured seething white
water overside. It kept coming.

1 A—-14
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The Xenia waddled on. Barry brought
her close to the black and white turn buoy
and put her on WNW 34 W for White-
head buoy. The men at the pump, fat
men, soft white lancsmen, both, were
nanting hard now and looking at him.

Barry glanced at Jin Murdock, whose
job included keeping frack of the water
in the bilges. Jim Murdock indicated about
nine inches with his hands. Barry ignored
the entreating eyes of the men swaying
on the pump handle.

The salvage tug came up astern and
passed to starboard, not too close. “An-
son knows—he’s a sap—now,” Jesse Nagle
zasped.

Pete Anson had his head turned toward
them; other heads watched the sponger
from the galley and engineroom doors.
Long after the tug had swept ahead An-
son still looked back zt the Xenia,

“We'll be in the shelter of the land in
half an hour,” Barry called to the two
laboring fat men.

Their eyes tried hard to tell him they
were dying now but Barry refused to un-
derstand. Suddenly Jesse Nagle quit
pumping.

“That ought to hold her, huh?” he
panted; and Nick Paulus, after another
half hearted stroke, stopped too.

Barry shrugged his shoulders. This was
what happened when a man too soft for
the sea took command, even of a show-
boat.

“Get every shot you can out of her,”
he called to Murdock. The engineer
nodded. Barry turned again to the pilot
book. A startled yell from Nick Paulus
aroused him.

Nick was pointing alead, at the distant
salvage tug.

“Fire!” he yelled. “She’s afire, captain!
Look! Fire!”

ARRY caught up his glasses, mastered
an erratic lunge of the ship and lev-
elled them at the tug. Men were running
wildly about on her deck; and from her
engineroom hatch ani doorway dense
black smoke was pourirg. In a low billow-
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ing cloud it was swept away to leeward.

A succession of short blasts burst in
puffs of steam from her funnel.

There was no other craft but the sponger
within sight of her. Barry’s taut lips curled
a little derisively.

“A gag, huh?” Jesse Nagle queried, in-
stantly combining for deductive purposes
Barry’s expression and his own natural
skepticism. He had to raise his voice
against the wind. “The fire ain’t so hot?”

The tug had fallen into the trough and
lay rocking in the swells.

“Looks like a fake,” Barry said tersely.
“That hard-boiled salvage gang wouldn’t
lose their heads that fast. And there’s too
much smoke, too fast, anyhow.”

“What’s the idea, then?” Jesse Nagle
pressed. ‘“‘Ashore I could tell you; here
you got to tell me.”

“The wind’s coming up all the time,”
Barry answered. “Pete Anson must figure
that if he can get us to follow him that
far down to leeward among the reefs and
flats we’ll never be able to claw back to
Key West against the gale. That means
he could step in with a towline and get
you good for salvage.”

Nagle nodded and wrinkled up his fore-
head.

“Now how do we cash in on that
crosser?” he asked himself aloud.

“Stow that!” Barry Green commanded
sharply. His eyes left the smoking, wal-
lowing tug to fix on his own laboring craft.
“This is no place to pull smart answers.
My job’s to get this thing in under the
land before her seams—"

He stopped and caught up his glasses.
Then he dropped them onto the wheelbox.
He bent his knees and squinted across the
compass, getting a bearing on the drifting
salvage tug. “I wish T had a chart,” he
muttered. He knew where the deep water
was but not all the ground beyond the
channel.

Jesse Nagle stared. “Don’t let him kid
you,” he said. “That smoke looks like
tarpaper afire to me, too.”

“Anson’s mind is on us, not on the
chart,” Barry said. “And that smoke’s

>
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shut off his view to leeward. Maybe he’s
clear of the reef but not by the bearing
I get on him.”

He looked back at the compass.

A big sea flung its top on board, dous-
ing them to the hips.

“Maybe we better keep our minds on
us, too,” Nagle bawled, scowling at the
frothing whiteness astern.

Barry’s hands on the wheel were han-
dling her well enough but he still watched
the wallowing tug.

“The sooner we show him we’re not
biting the sooner he'll cut out the act,”
he decided and addressed the engineer.
“Jim, try to get her hitting a bit faster,
will you?”.

He turned his head away from the tug
and gave a spoke to straighten her out on
the course for the harbor.

“Baby!” said Jesse Nagle suddenly.
“The spray’s flying right over her now!”

Barry’s eyes jumped to the Mary. He
needed only a glance to see what was hap-
pening, The tug had drifted into the
rougher, hard breaking seas off the end of
a reef. The shoal churned up a terrific
turmoil of crashing water.

Promptly, as the seas warned him of
danger, Pete Anson abandoned his strata-
gem and his helpless drifting. He kicked
her head fast. The tug surged toward
deeper water. Then, next instant, she
reeled to port. For ten blasts of the Xenia’s
motor exhaust the tug stood rigidly still
in the midst of the leaping seas.

Barry knew what that meant. Pete An-
son had gotten under way a second too
late. She had hit one of the ugly coral
heads projecting upward off the end of
the reef. Coral! A tough, jagged tearing
rock, worse than granite on a ship’s bot-
tom.

BIG sea piled up against the tug

and knocked her clear of the coral
fang. She floundered into the veil of spray
to leeward. Barry, watching tautly, saw
that she was drifting again. She had no
power now. The coral had finished screw
or shaft.

He turned back to meet Jesse Nagle’s
deep-sunken eyes. “We can’t do them no
good in this thing,” Nagle said smoothly.
“We better hell-bead for harbor and send
them help.”

Barry’s eyes were swiveling to the two
other phonies, the sick Nick Paulus and
the silent Jim Murdock. They came edging
aft to the wheel, their eyes roving from
the stricken tug to Barry.

Barry had no feeling of fear; at least
he wasn’t that soft. It seemed to him that
he had a good chance of getting the people
on the tug out of this mess. But these
others on the Xenia-— I{ they had stuff in
them it wouldn’t come out with kicking.
They’d been kicked all their lives.

“It’s not a gag row,” he said. “They’re
in trouble.”

Despite the need for action he waited
precious seconds. No use in taking a bunch
of cravens downwind to destruction.

Jesse Nagle was unconvinced. But he
didn’t seem to be scared, either. “This is
no coast guard boat,” he said. “I don’t
mind grandstand plays when there’s a
grandstand to play to or some cash in
sight. But how can we—"

“Leave that to me,” said Barry. He was
looking at the other two. “Just think of
the publicity your boat would get, Jesse—
rescuing a salvage tug.”

Jesse Nagle got it—the twist in it. He
grinned.

“Now you’re saying something!” he
cried. “Come on—let’s get going!”

Fat Nick Paulus was twisting his mus-
tache and taking t»o much time about it.

“We rescue, and I kick that son-a-gun
Anson in the face”” he said, lashing out
with his foot and almost falling on the
heaving deck. “He called me a Greek—in
the wrong voice, I--"

He continued to talk. For a moment
Barry thought Jim Murdock was going to
say something. But the engineer changed
his mind. He gestured toward the tug
with a horny thumb and went back to his
motor.

“Right!” said Barry. He found that he
had already turned the wheel. The Xenia
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was plunging toward the reef that had
ensnared the tug. “Get back to that
pump,” he commanded the two fat men.
“Make it hum.”

Nick Paulus jumped :oward the handle.
He began to pump, with fine dramatic
fervor. Less rapidly Jesse Nagle followed,
but he put all the weight of his stomach
into the job. The water dragged up from
the bilges followed wavetops swashing
over the deck back intc the sea.

But for all their efforts Barry felt she
was none too buoyant when the crazier
seas, piled up in shoaling water, began
to hit her. The stolid reef maddened the
sea. More water and miore water swirled
over the low rails onto the deck. She was
heavy. She was heavier yet when Barry
began working her in to the Mary.

“Keep that cabin slide closed!” he
roared at Jim Murdock. The top of one
high sea, roaring into the cabin over that
narrow stern, would be enough to start
her to her finish.

The engineer nodded. Without hesita-
tion he ducked down the companionway
and drew the slide over im, like the cover
of a coffin. If she went to the bottom his
motor would be poor company but all Jim
Murdock would have below.

Jesse Nagle, with his big stomach and
rounded back bending rhythmically, was
thigh deep in water ag the seas swashed
over; but his voice, as he bellowed aft at
Barry, was full of jubilant life:

“ . . Miami papers . . . eat it up!
Sponger saves salvage ttg! Man bites dog
stuff! They’ll—”

A wave-crest overwielmed him, He
crawled up off his knees. “A big break.”
His voice was more subdued.

ARRY nodded, winking the salt out

of his streaming eyes. He found a
moment to wonder over what men will
risk their lives for. Jim Murdock, grass-
cutter, was set on keeping that heavy-duty
metor turning over and Jesse Nagle’s mind
was on publicity for his latest game, Nick
Paulus wanted to rescue a man to kick
bim—if his nerve held.

And he—Barry Green— A rescue, no
matter how tough, wouldn’t cure his
trouble. He still thought he was right
about following that man overboard.

The tug had been lost in flying spray
but now he saw her. Pete Anson had
dropped his anchor. There was visible
coral, jagged, tusk-like rock, within a hun-
dred feet of her stern.

The anchor didn’t help much in that
surging white water. The salvage tug was
fighting the chain, worrying and backing
away like a frantic dog. Time after time
she buried her bow; then heaved it high
out of the water till the chain tautened
with a wrench.

A couple of men were forward, dragging
a tarpaulin and struggling against the
green water that inundated the deck.
They were trying to sink the heavy tarp
under her and slide it aft along her bot-
tom. The idea was to plug the hole by the
pressure of the water gushing into her.

Barry surveyed the seas to leeward of
the tug, seas that were like tattered rags
flying in a breeze. Under her the water
looked deep enough—unless she was swept
downwind a couple of lengths. The spray
was flying high,

With a careful hand he turned the wheel
and sent the sponger nosing toward the
sandy yellow water.

Of a sudden Anson saw the Xemig as
he hurried from the foredeck after shout-
ing orders to the two men struggling with
the tarpaulin. He stopped dead to stare at
her. He raised a fist over his head in sav-
age wrath.

He had wanted to lure the sponger
downwind—but not like this. His con-
torted mouth framed words. He waved
them all to perdition. It was a magnificent
gesture. He disappeared into the engine-
room doorway.

Barry glanced at the men at the pump.
Both were still heaving mechanically at
the handle. Fat Jesse Nagle, bending, took
a hand off the bar to wave it toward
Anson.

“Quite a guy!” he bellowed, “Sticking
to her!”

*
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Barry did not answer. He looked hard
at the dwindling freeboard of the tug.
She was settling fast. He listened carefully
to the thud of the Xenmia’s motor. It
seemed to him that Jim Murdock, working
out of sight beneath that closed cabin
slide, had managed somehow to step her
up a bit.

He eased over his wheel a trifle and
kept the Xenia edging in closer to the tug.

The men on the forward deck of the Mary -

had managed to work the tarpaulin under
the anchor chain of the tug. They dragged
it down the stem and under her keel. As
they started to haul it aft the tug yawed
wildly.

A big sea hit the exposed edge of the
tarpaulin on the port side. The man there
flung a couple of quick turns on a cleat
with the line that held it. But the big
wave - snapped the rope. The tarpaulin
vanished under the tug. Next instant it
had ripped away on the other side as a
foaming breaker buried the bow.

The two seamen, who had thrown them-
selves flat to hold on to what they could,
retreated in a rush.

Pete Anson had come jumping up out
of the engineroom in time to witness the
loss of the tarp. He shifted his cap on his
head, planted his hands on his hips and
glared at the sponger ranging closer along-
side. Then he lifted his hands to cup his
mouth.

“Keep clear!” he roared. “I don’t need
. . . blasted help! Get out o’ here.”

Barry made a guess at the present wa-
terline of the tug. And {faintly through
the back of his mind drifted remembrance
of how his brother officers of the freighter
had looked at him after the search for
the young third mate had failed.

“Well—if he don’t want us—" Jesse
Nagle said.

Barry gave the boat another sheer in
toward the side of the tug.

“Keep clear, you!” Pete Anson shouted.

ARRY GREEN was conscious of the
heads of the crew of the salvage tug.
The men were standing by, at their sta-

tions, but they were looking toward the
Xenia. These men knew a gone ship when
they saw one, and they knew the tug was
doomed. But they stood still, watching
the Xenia, watching Pete Anson.

Barry Green was thinking hard, think-
ing of this jam and of that last good day
of his desperate life. Of a sudden he made
his decision. He cupped his hands.

“I’m coming aboard!” he shouted; then
gripped the wheel again. He beckoned to
Jesse Nagle.

“Come here,” he said. “Get set to grab
this wheel.”

“But—for—" Jesse
“You can’t leave us!”

Disregarding him, Barry Green was
easing the Xenia in closer to the tug. Seas
in between them slapped the sides and
spouted upward. Barry’s little ship bad a
pitch and descend different from the en-
chained and restricted plunging of the
tug.

Pete Anson stood on her deck amid-
ships, glowering at the sponger. “Keep her
off, you!” he shouted. “I'm not deserting
my ship. I’ll get her to port—or go under
with her!”

“I'm coming aboard!” Barry roared
back. He was watching Anson narrowly.
“T'Il give you a hand!”

This time Pete Anson understood. His
strained face contcrted in an angry snarl.
He lifted a threatening fist. Back of his
defiant figure Barry saw the set, miserable
faces of the crew.

The pitching sponger’s side touched the
rank of discarded truck tires that served
the salvage tug as fenders. The ships
sawed at each other, ground together.

“Keep that whesl steady!” Barry com-
manded Jesse Nagle. He darted away from
the helm, toward the rail of the Xenia.
On the tug raging Pete Anson moved to
meet him, with his fists ready. Anson
planted one foot on the low rail of the
tug and got ready to fling back the
boarder.

Barry leaned toward the tug and Pete
Anson leaned to meet him. But Barry did
not jump. Instead his arm shot out. His

Nagle protested.
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fingers clamped on the wrist of Pete An-
son. With all the might in his body he
jerked Anson toward the Xenia. His body
snapped back like a spring.

Pete Anson was pulled off balance. He
jumped for the sponger’s rail to save him-
self from dropping in between the two
boats. He landed sprawling on her deck.

Barry bent beside hira. He swung back
his right fist and sent it crashing against
Anson’s jaw. Pete flatiened out on the
deck.

“What the—!” Jesse Nagle cried.

Barry jumped back to the wheel.

“Come on, if you're coming!” he
shouted to the startled salvage men. “All
out o’ that engineroom! Pass the word!
Jump, you sons!”

The men on the tugboat’s deck clung
to what they could and shouted to the
engineroom. For perilous moments the two
ships ground the hapless tires to scraps of
hot rubber. When the tug’s crew came
they came in a bunch, jumping and scram-
bling too rapidly for the men on the
sponger to help them. The impetus of that
charge carried them across to the dubious
safety of the sponger’s deck.

The two ships split apart as Barry spun
the wheel. His hand on the throttle for
all the power in the motor. He shouted to
Murdock, still below. The sponger drifted
backward a few feet toward the coral
astern; then laboriously regained the dis-
tance. Barry babied the wheel. He coaxed
the pitching ship toward deeper water.

Swearing, swaying on his feet, Pete An-
son staggered backward toward the wheel.
Both his hands were cleriched.

“Put me back! Put me back!” he raged.
“Put me back on my ship!”

“What ship is that?” Barry asked.

Pete Anson looked over his shoulder.
Then he swung around, staring. He was
just in time to see her funnel go under
and white steam mix wih white spray.

Pete Anson flung up his hands over his
eyes.

“My ship! My ship!” he moaned.

“Well!” panted Jesse Nagle. “That’s
drama, that is!”

Barry Green looked down at his com-
pass. His hands were steady on the wheel.

ARRY had fresh meat to work the

insatiable pump and he used it in
frequent relays to keep the water under.
Even with Jim Murdock’s solicitous min-
istrations the power to drive her into that
living wind was not in the motor.

Barry managed to work her through
the shoals and held her in their lee. The
reefs broke the back of the seas. That was
well, for the wind alone was a match for
the hammering engine.

Barry hung on all night. Toward morn-
ing the gale eased off to a strong breeze.

As the Xenia passed Frankford Bank
on her way into Key West harbor Barry
nodded toward a shoal.

“Why don’t you stick this basket hard
aground on that sandbank with the deeper
water under her stern and do your edu-
cational exhibitioning that way?” he asked
Jesse Nagle. “You’d save a lot of money
on caulking.”

Jesse Nagle was impressed. “I could
bring ’em out in a motorboat,” he said.
He meditated affd chuckled at another
thought. “Most of ’em wouldn’t know she
was resting on sand.”

He slapped his knee. The idea pleased
him immensely. He would be putting
something over.

“Another thing,” Barry Green said.
“You wouldn’t be worried all the time
about your captain wanting to go down
with his ship.”

“What’s that crack mean?” Jesse de-
manded,

Barry nodded toward the foredeck,
where Pete Anson, cap askew on his head,
a lump on his jaw, arms akimbo and thick
legs wide apart, was standing. He was a
tough, imposing figure of a seagoing man.

“There’s your skipper,” Barry said with-
out bitterness. “He’s better qualified than
I am to command this exhibition ship.”

Jesse Nagle looked at him shrewdly.

“Pete’s got drama—and you ain’t,” he
agreed. “The way he wouldn’t quit his
ship—that was heroic, that was.”

"
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“Yeah,” said Barry. “Heroic—or some-
thing. That’s a word I'd use rather on
you and Murdock and Paulus.”

“Sure, Jesse said complacently. “We
were heroic as hell. We spattered the
drama around as good as Pete Anson
would on this sponger. But, Barry, I never
cross a fellow I work with. Not Jesse
Nagle. You can be skipper of the Xenia
as long as you want.”

Barry glanced astern to where the reefs
and shallows of the last of the land gave
place to the mighty Gulf Stream, hurrying
toward the Atlantic. He smiled slowly.
U. S. One had led him back to the sea.

“I’ve learned things in the last few

hours, Jesse,” he said. He touched his
bruised right fist gently. “I'm fit for deep
water. There’s a job for me on a freighter
somewhere and I'ta going back now to
get it.”

During that tough night off the reefs
he had come to understand fully that the
eyes of the crusty Old Man and the hard-
case mate of the freighter had not con-
demned him for failing to dive into the
sea after that stoker.

They had condemned him because he
had not knocked out the over-gallant,
over-young third Ltefore he threw away
his useful life in a useless gesture. Things
are too tough at sea to waste good men.

el

Young Mr. Echo

NINETEEN-year-old Francis Magner has one of the most extraordinary gifts
that science has ever come upon. He is a human echo. He duplicates someone
else’s speech, echoing the words at the same moment that the other person speaks them.
It’s not lip reading because young Magner does not need to see the other speaker, as
long as he can hear him.

Dr. Carleton F. Schofield, professor of psychology at the University of Buffalo,
admits that the Magner case completely baffles him. He has tested the boy with com-
plicated scientific terms, and they came as easily and as instantaneously from Mag-
ner’s lips as from his own. When Dr. Schofield began to recite Milton, Magner rattled
off the polysyllables right along with him. Finally, an assistant of Dr. Schofield’s
talked Polish, Russian and Italian from another room; the bcy echo joined in im-
mediately, though he knew none of the languages.

If the scientists are stuck, so is Francis Magner; he discovered his talent only a
couple of years ago, and he doesn’t understand it either. In fact, he’s probably getting
pretty sick of it.

—Charles Dorman
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I ducked as she threw the chair, and
it sailed straight for the senator

The Devil's Diary

By WILLIAM DU BOIS

PLENTY of people hac reason enough to

shove Owen Cary out a fifth-story win-
dow to his death. For Cary, the newspaper
tycoon who owned the Star, had stepped on
thousands of faces on his way up; and, even
more important, he was soon to publish the
confidential diary of Larry Ray, the column-
ist who at last was going to tell all. But now
Owen Cary is dead, and the only manu-
script of the diary—seen in his hands a few
hours before—has disappeared.

Jack Jordan, veteran reporter on the Star,
who is telling the story, finds himself too
closely tied up in the mystery for his own
liking. He’s as much at sea about it as any-
one, but he realizes that Hurlbut, the smooth,
shrewd lieutenant of detectives, suspects him

of concealing something. The day after the
murder Jordan and his wife, Trudy, are to
sail for Bermuda on a month’s vacation; and
that morning Jack, trailed by a police car,
rushes about Manhattan, trying to get some
clue out of the innumerable celebrities who
wished Owen Cary ill.

THERE are Cary’s two divorced wives—

Blanche Cary, half-crazy, now a priestess
of a wacky religious sect, and Anita Ames,
the glittering movie star. Jordan makes a
good feature story out of his interviews, but
he gets no light on the mystery.

Then there are the people who were ter-
rified over what Larry Ray might say about
them in his confidential diary. Rita Arden,
the ageless Broadway singer, was scared:
equally so was Senator Anthony Parsons.
The gin-soaked Hollywood Adonis, Mark
Evans, knew that Ray could wreck him. So

This story began in the Argosy for September 30
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did Mancy Janeway, another gossip column-
ist, now on the skids. As for Larry Ray him-
self, he’s in Florida, unreachable.

But the person Jack Jordan is most wor-
ried about is Dr. Joseph Piccari, Jordan's
best friend. Dr. Joe has bade a brilliant
record as a surgeon, and recently he has be-
come engaged to a wealthy society girl.
What he fears from Ray’s diary is the ex-
posure of his father, old Joe Piccari, who
made millions as a rum-king and has now
retired, still untouched by the law. Dr. Joe
fears, too, that Ray will reveal some of the
dubious exploits of his fiancee; and he begs
Jack Jordan to help him.

HE last minute that morning Jordan

jumps into a taxi to meet Trudy at the
pier. He is amazed to discover Nancy Jane-
way, the columnist, in the cab. Drunk, she
has trailed him, and now she mutters that
she knows the truth; she claims to have
something on Senator Parsons. But Jordan
can make nothing of her babble, and leaving
her at the pier, he dashes for the gangplank
where Trudy is waiting. He never boards
the boat. Two detectives grab him, saying:
“You might give us a hand with that girl in
the taxi. She was shot through the head
while you were running to make it.” .

CHAPTER XIII

FRIDAY AFTERNOON: 3:30

“ Y OU’LL admit that Trudy had a per-
fect right to faint on the spot; but
she bore up beautifully after those

first few hysterics. Even though T'd started
making notes while Hurlbut’s boys still
had me by the arms. You see, Trudy has
known me a long time, married or other-
wise. When I make that kind of nose-dive
into a story, she knows better than to
grab my coat-tails.

I saw her shudder, just a little, when the
Queen of Bermuda swung around in mid-
channel with one mournful, thrilling toot,
and churned away toward coral beaches
seven hundred miles from a deadline. But
she didn’t let out a peep, and her chin
stayved at the same angle throughout. Swell
girl, Trudy.

T'll let you imagine the kind of traffic
jam we found outside the Furness Pier.
Fven with the cops on my side, it was a
ficht to get through and make my identi-

fication of poor Nancy. T learned after-
ward that we weren’t the only people who
missed the boat that afternoon.

I was still interviewing the ambulance
doctor, when I fel: Mac’s hand on my arm.
Don’t ask me when he came into the pic-
ture, or how.

“Hello, boss,” 1 said. “Since when did
they make you a leg man?”

“Are you in any trouble, Jack?”

“I'm doing beautifully—why?”

“Youre needel at the office—that’s
why.”

I folded my taick wad of notes, and
clicked my heels. “Service, mon capitaine—
with a smile.”

We pushed out through the police
cordon, 1 saw Mac give the officer in charge
a high-sign, and et one in return. So my
own city editor had hurried to the spot
to make sure I wes in the clear. You might
almost call it the accolade. Enough to pull
any reporter back to his job, body and
soul, if I hadn’t been there already, on
my own. ;

“Where’s your wife?” asked Mac.

I led the way to the pier, and a cornet
of the empty waiting-room, where Trudy
sat, surrounded by our gay-striped holiday
bags. . . . Mac can be very gallant when
he tries. Too bad Trudy wasn’t having
any,
“After all, Mrs. Jordan, it’s November.
You’d have probably found icicles in Ber-
muda.”

“What does Jack have to do now?”

“Just a simple eyewitness story. You
begin your vacation within the hour, weord
of honor.”

Trudy just looked at him. I started to
put my oar in, and thought better of it.
There are times when a newspaperman
must let his wife suffer in silence. Mac had
already whistled for porters.

We made gooc time, going across town.
So would any taxi, with a cop beside the
driver, and a radio car opening 2 lane
ahead. “Start talking,” said Mac, “if you'’re
sure it won’t depress Mrs. Jordan.”

“First of all, I'm not writing you an
eyewitness story,” I said. “Thank God, the
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police know Trudy and I were running
for a gangplank when it happened.”

“Never mind, you can do the next best
thing. Nancy trailed vou to the Waldorf,
didn’t she, when I sent you to interview
Anita Ames?”

“You can help there,” T said. “Did any-
one see Nancy go after me?”

“The doorman put her in a taxi, five
minutes after you left the shop.”

“Was she tight ther:?”

“He said she could walk, after a fash-
ion.”

“Did anyone follow her from the door of
the Star to the Waldorf?”

“Not to our knowledge.” Mac shot me
one of his burning-bluz looks. “Who’s ask-
ing questions about this story—"

“Sorry, boss,” I said. “That’s all I need
for the jig-saw.”

“Check. Nancy met you at the Waldorf,
and came over to the pier in yowr taxi.”

“You mean, I rode over in kers. She’d
nosed into the hack-line, somehow, so she’d
be sure to spot me when I came out.”

“Why?”

“Ask Nancy.”

“You had lots of time to talk, driving
over.”

“Sorry-—she was
sense.”

too tight {o make

OT that that was strictly true, of
AN course; but I'd figured it was high
time to draw a red herring across my trail.
That cop up bheside our driver had ears,
didn’t he? Loyalty o: no loyalty, I was
writing my story my own way. I had the
future to think of, not to mention my own
skin,

Mac looked disappointed. “You were
half way down the dock when it hap-
pened?” he prompted.

“So were Hurlbut’s two shadows. It was
a traffic cop that followed them with the
news. Nancy was too blotto to even think
of getting out of that taxi. The driver was
moving in line, waitinz his chance to make
a left turn and bring her back to the shop.
Naturally, that was impossible, with cars
slamming past on bo'h sides—"

“Are they positive that the shot came
from one of those passing cars?”

“It’s about the only thing that taxi
driver can swear to. The ambulance doctor
says it was a heavy-caliber bullet, to go
through both windows and Nancy’s head.”

“Sure this isn’t bothering you, Mrs,
Jordan?”

Trudy lit a cigarette. “Doesn’t Mr. Mac-
Donald know 1 was a registered nurse
before you married me, dear?”

“My error,” said the city editor, “I
won’t interrupt you again, Jack.”

“With all that back-firing and gear
grinding,” T said, “the job could have been
done without a silencer. However, the
police are of the opinion that a silencer
was used. Obviously, the shot was fired
by a person who could handle a gun as
well as a car. When a taxi is doing forty
miles per hour, you don’t pass at a higher
speed and pot someone through a window
uniess—"’

“I've got that much on my own cuff,”
said Mac.

“All right—here’s my personal reaction.
1f it was a one-man job, the murderer was
a dead shot. Singular or plural, he picked
up Nanay’s trail at the Waldorf-—spotted
that police car—stayed on their tail-light
going over—"

“All right, Jack; you can write the rest.”
He turned to Trudy now, with an ingra-
tiating smile 1 knew all too well. “I said
T’d let him go in an lLour, Mrs. Jordan,
and I meant just that. Naturally, I'll see
to it that you get a refund on those boat
tickets. Just by way of amends—how
would you like the Star to pay for a pair
of seats on the night plane to Florida?”

“Why Florida?” said Trudy.

“The next boat for Bermuda doesn’t
leave until Tuesday. You want Jack to
get the most out of his vacation, don’t
you?”’

He gave me a lightning wink, which I
didn’t need by now, I sat tight with my
fingers crossed, watching Trudy.

“The last plane leaves around ten, Mrs.
Jordan—lots of time to catch your breath.
You could stop at Jacksonville, say, early

")
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tomorrow. Get a good rest at a hotel. Pick
up a jaloppy, loaf down the East Coast
to Miami—"

“And interview Mr. Ray en route?” said
Trudy.

Mac took it calmly. “Youve a smart
wife, Jack, She should be a reporter her-
self.”

“Since when does the Star hand out
free plane tickets, without a motive? But
why should you pick on Jack?”

“Because I promised him a vacation,
as soon as possible,” said Mac, virtuously.
“Besides, Ray has always liked him.”

“Not that that’s a compliment, dear,”
1 put in, gently.

Trudy didn’t give an inch. “Judging by
my copy of the Star this morning,” she
said, “Mr. Ray has retired from active
newspaper work and dropped out of sight
in the South. I’'m sure he’ll be overjoyed to
find a reporter on his doorstep tomorrow.”

“So am I,” said Mac. “Here, read this.”

The telegram he handed us had a St.
Augustine dateline, and had been filed less
than an hour ago:

YOUR WIRE RECEIVED STOP INCOGNITO NO
6O EVEN HERE STOP WILL TALK TO ANYONE
YOU SEND PEFERABLY JORDAN STOP MAKE IT
SOON

RAY

“Well,” I said, ‘it looks authentic.”
b b

HE taxi stopped at the main entrance

of the Star. Mac jumped out, then
put his head back through the open door.
“T’ve taken my job in my hands leaving
the phone this long,” he said. “Talk her
into it, will you, Jack? She’s a lucky girl,
and doesn’t know it.”

Trudy and I sat silently, watching Mac
disappear through the storm doors. Up
front, the cop and driver did likewise, I
took Trudy by the hand, and led her across

the sidewalk to the shelter of the door-

way, where we could talk in peace.

Peace! Funny word in that spot.

For a minute, I thought the cop would
follow us, but he stopped at the curb when
he saw we weren’t entering the building.
Not that it was the best place in the world
to thrash things out with your wife, with

people brushing by every third second.
But at least we were out of earshot of the
constabulary.

“What hurts me,” said Trudy, “is the
fact that you really want to go.”

“It’s a story that may make history,”
I said, “not to mention my reputation.”

“All the story seems to center in New
York, so far. Why should you want to
fly a thousand miles, just to interview a
nasty—"

“Grow up, sweetheart. The New York
angle of this case is washed up here and
now. Larry Ray has the key to what hap-
pens next. Even Mac knows that. I'm
sure the murderer knows it, too—"

“You mean, Ray's on the murder list?”

“I mean lots more than that, darling.
Columnist Nancy Janeway is out of circu-
lation, permanently. So is the original
manuscript belonging to Columnist Larry
Ray. So, for that matter, is the publisher.
Good work, as far as it goes—not a clean
sweep by any means. Not while Ray is
alive and kicking a typewriter.”

I put the telegram in my pocket. “It’s
one of those things only a newspaperman
can appreciate,” I said. “Just believe this.
I'll be heartbroken, if you don’t let me
follow through.”

“Of course, if you feel that strongly
about it—"’

See what I mean? We weren’t arguing
really, just stating the case again, from
my point of view. Remember, we’d missed
that gangplank by inches. Remember toc
that she had five valises full of Bermuda
wardrobe. Then show me another like
Trudy, if you can.

“Word of honor, Jack, you'll stop work-
ing for the Star, the moment that inter-
view’s filed tomorrow?”

“Word of honor,”’ 1 said, solemnly.

What’s more, I meant it, at the time.
Cop or no cop, I kissed her as I handed
her in that taxi door. “Get in a nice bath
and relax,” I said. “T’ll meet you in time
for dinner.”

Not that either ¢f us believed that one.
Has a reporter ever been home for dinner
on time, since time began?
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CHAPTER. XIV
FRIDAY AFTERNOON: 4:00

WHEN Trudy drove on east, the cop
stepped off our :axi running-board
and followed me politely into the lobby. He
was polite about getting in the elevator
too, and going past the information desk to
the city room. But there wasn’t the slight-
est doubt that he’d been sent along by
that precinct captain to keep me company.
I got the point when 1 pushed open the
gate to the bullpen, and saw Hurlbut sit-
ting in Mac’s private office, with his chin
on the floor,

“Cheer up, Lieutenant)” I
missed the boat, after all.”

“I'm sorry about that Jack--really.” He
moticned to the cop to leave us. “Mac-
Donald is deing some chores in the city
room. He thought this would be as good a
place for us to talk as any.”

“Why aren’t you over at the Furness
Pier?”

“Pll have my reports on that later.”
He smiled wanly. “Besides, it’s peaceful
here. It relaxes me.”

From force of habit, I sat down in Mac’s
witness chair, “You don’t look too re-
laxed, Lieutenant, if you don’t mind my
saying so.”

“1 don’t mind in the slightest. T've just
put in a bad half hour with the Com-
missioner just because of my naive as-
sumption that you were the only person
in this office likely to s:op a bullet. Too
bad I picked the wrong reporter to honor
with a police escort.”

“So that’s what you’ve been doing for
me, since last midnight?”’

“To the best of my ability, Jack. I'm
very fond of you, really. I wouldn’t want
to see you come to grief, for the sake of
a beat.”

“Haven’t we been over this once be-
fore?”

“Exactly. I shan’t repeat myself. Surely
you've a few words to add to our little
talk in my car—now?”

I settled back and dic my best to look
comfortable. “What really puzzles me,

said, “I

Lieutenant, is the way you keep insisting
on my importance in this case. Why won’t
you realize that I’'m just a dumb reporter,
who missed my boat?”

“I've been considering that possibility
from the beginning,” he said. “Of course,
I’d been hoping the murderer wasn’t so
clever.”

“In other words, you've been using me
as a decoy?”

“Why not?”

“Do you mind if I put down that win-
dow? It’s beginning to get a trifle chilly.”

It was Hurlbut’s turn to lean back, now.
“Yes, Jack, when I heard of Miss Jane-
ways’ murder, I thought at first that the
shot had been intended for you. That this
murderer suspected you of inside knowl-
edge which must be snuffed out with as
little delay as possible.”

He sounded frank, now, or as frank as
he could ever be. “It begins to look as
though I've been mistaken, all down the
line, doesn’t itP”

“This from you?”

“It begins to look as though Miss Jane-
way had the inside track.”

“Don’t tell me that’s a possibility you
overlooked?”

“Frankly, yes.” He waited for me to go
on talking, but I sat tight. “MacDonald
informs me that she was-—well, too drunk
to talk when she drove over from the Wal-
dorf with you.”

I leaned over steadily to accept a light
for a cigarette T didn’t want in the slight-
est. “Funny, isn’t it, that she should go
to all that trouble to trail me, and then
be too blotto to tell me why?”

“Perhaps she had a change of heart at
the last moment,” said Hurlbut. “Perhaps,
like her murderer and myself, she decided
that you were just a reporter who couldn’t
mind his business. That any confession on
her part would only thicken the air to no
purpose.”

O THAT red herring had turned the
trick for me—almost too well for
comfort, “Come out from ambush and tell
me what you want, Lieutenant,” T said.

*
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“Now I’'m not going to Bermuda, I'm only
too eager to serve.”

He flicked open his notebook, reading
through the entries a long time, as though
he ‘had forgotten my presence entirely.
“Would you like to run down the list
with me? People who might have com-
mitted one, or both of these crimes—”

“Don’t tell me you think they were
separate jobs?”

“It’s a thought we can’t discard, so far,”
he said, gloomily. “At any rate, here’s the
list, as it stands. You've interviewed sev-
eral of these names today, personally.
Others, you know at least as well as I,
if not better.”

“Read on. I'll react honestly.”

“Well, for a starter, there’s Dr. Joseph
Piccari.”

“Why Dr. Joe?”

“Because he had everything to lose, if
Ray should smear his old man in print.
Because he dropped out of sight around
noon today—"

“Don’t tell me that adds up to a war-
rant.”

“Not yet, but it does make a nice pat-
tern in geometry.”

“Who's next?”

“Ray’s secretary — Daphne Carter.
Know her?”

“Almost too well, Lieutenant.”

“Well, I've just learned that she didn’t
fly South with Ray last night, after all.”

“You don’t mean it?”

“According to present information, a
girl was seen putting him aboard the plane
at Newark. But there’s no positive proof
that this girl was Daphne Carter. For all
we know, Miss Carter could have stepped
out of his car on the next corner, whisked
back to that private elevator—"

“That doesn’t appeal to me, somehow.”

“Nor to me. But it is quite odd that
she should have returned to New York,
passed last night at her hotel, and disap-
peared just when we want her.”

“Ask me another,” I said.

“What about Blanche Carey? Could
she have killed her husband for the good
of her soul? Or take Anita Ames. Perhaps

she snatched that diary for the good of
her box-office. Or put Mark Evans up to
stealing it for her. Besides being worried
on his own account, he’s been sweet on
Anita for years.

“Or that Levantine husband of Anita’s
might have hired some gunman to de the
job—say, through Joe Piccari, Senior. Did
you know that old Joe has a tidy fortune
sunk in Green’s Hollywood unit? If Ray’s
mud-slinging puts two of Green’s stars on
the toboggan, Joe’s money toboggans.”

“You told me you were talking geometry
a minute ago,” 1 said. “Now vou're talking
Manhattan phone Look.”

“All right, Jack. Let’s have the Star’s
list.”

“Senator
entry.”

“Strangely enouga, he’s the only one in
the field who has an iron-clad alibi. At
twelve-thirty last evening, he was broad-
casting from Radio City. This afternoon at
three, he was addressing a thousand people
in Brooklyn.”

“Why should tha" let him out?”

“It doesn’t. As a matter of fact, I've
got him down myself. In a special cate-
gory labeled ‘dark torses.” It includes Mac
himself, Rita Arden, Ray—and you.”

“Speaking of the cause of it all, have
you tried to buzz him in his hideaway?”

“Twice. There’'s no way to reach him.
He’s living on some kind of island, and
won’t come off. Not that I blame him in
the circumstances.” Hurlbut made his near-
est approach to a grin that afternoon. “Do
you suppose he wonders if he’s gone too
far just this once?”

Parsors is our only new

HESITATED. After all, he was being
very fair about what he knew. So fair,
he was drawing me into helping him, de-
spite myself. I tossed my largest red herring
between us, before 1 weakened. “Would
it interest you to know what I really think,
Lieutenant?”
“Try me. It can’t make me feel worse.”
“Well, I think you’ve begun your snoop-
ing with a fundamertal fallacy. No wonder
you’re thrown for a loss.”
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“GO on"’

“I can say this with impunity, because
I've been floundering in the same morass
all day, myself. Only myv mistake was ex-
cusable. After all, I've lived, breathed, and
slept that damned diarv for weeks now.
You should have hesitated, coming in with
a fresh viewpoint—"

“D’you mean to say the diary wasn’t
a motive at all?”

“That’s exactly the thought I'm leaving
with you. Early this morning, we found
our boss dead in the aley. A manuscript
was missing from his desk. For the better
part of twenty-four hours, you've assumed
a connection. Why?”

“That’s a rhetorical quiestion?”

“Very. You contend that the person who
stole that diary could have done so for
two motives——self-protection, or black-
mail. Let’s break those motives down. All
the names we've mentioned so far—and a
few thousand others—had every right in
the world to be afraic of Larry Ray’s
manuscript. But how could any one of
them be sure of exposure? Or how really
damaging that exposure would be? That
diary was under lock and key until mid-
night, I'd stake my life on that. Would
you have Dr. Joe, or Zvans, or Duncan
Green, crashing into Carey’s office, throw-
ing the poor old man out of the window
on a hunch?

“The same criticism applies to the black-
mail motive. T’'d be the last to deny that
the diary wasn’t well worth stealing, if
you had a little poison pen technique in
mind. But murder for profit is always
committed with a definite focus. How
could the would-be blackmailer know he’d
find the right person libeled—-someone who

wouldn’t fight back? And how much value

would the diary manuscript have as black-
mail, anyhow? After tke blackmailer had
committed murder to get it in his pos-
session?”’

“Go on, damn you,” said Hurlbut.

“Sorry, Lieutenant, T'm afraid I've con-
fused you enough.”

“What would your next move be, if you
were 1?7
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“I'd face the fact that Carey could have
died for any of a dozen reasons I hadn't
even thought of, including suicide. I'd ad-
mit that the person involved might not
be a murderer at all, I’d even admit that
he could have taken the diary—and almost
certainly destroyed it——just to make me
waste a day barking on a hundred wrong
scents. Then, Lieutenant-—and only then—
I’d permit myself a change of air.

“Go straight to Florida, row out to a
certain island in a certain bay, and see
how a well-known columnist is enjoying
the simple life.”

1 got up as nonchalantly as I knew how,
edging toward the door without taking
my eyes off him for one minute. Just then,
he looked mad enough to throw the office
at me, including Mac’s unabridged
Rabelais.

“In fact, Lieutenant,” I said, airily,
“I’'ve just outlined my own modus
operandi, almost to the letter. If T can be
of any further assistance, just drop by my
desk. I'm doing a running story on why
the police waste time—asking reporters to
do their thinking.”

Let me tell you, that door closed behind
me just in time. Something heavy hit the
inside, hard enough to make the panels
rattle, accompanied by the sort of language
to remind you that Hurlbut had worked
his way up from harness, after all. I started
to answer back in the same vein, until 1
remembered I'd brought it on myself, Then
I turned up my collar against the breeze,
and dove for my desk as fast as I could
travel.

CHAPTER XV
FRIDAY AFTERNOON: 4:15

HE same sad-faced cop was perched
A4 on a stool just inside the gate that
led to the reception room, looking as much
out of place as a truck at a dog-race. All
the machines were going full blast now,
and no one gave him the slightest notice.
Cops aren’t exactly news in our city-room,
any more than libel lawyers, or blondes
with a secret to sell.

"
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As you may have gathered, my story
on Nancy Janeway’s murder really wrote
itself, with a few significant omissions,
as indicated. It was a relief to deal with
cold facts again, like Sergeant Condon’s
estimate of the size of the traffic jam, and
the Bronx address of the taxi driver who
had brought us over from the Waldorf. . ..

Jack Jordan, the last person to see
Miss Janeway alive, reports that she
seemed very depressed during the taxi
ride to the pier. She wept in snatches
and, on several occasions, seemed on the
point of confiding her troubles to him.
“Unfortunately,” Jordam added,
“Nancy’s confessional mood never got
beyond the hiccup stage.”

ELL, all I could do was pray that a
certain first-class gunman would
read the account of his handiwork in to-
morrow’s Star. That paragraph would im-
prove my own chances of survival, for
a while, at least.
Out of the corner of one eye, I saw Mac
go into his office just as I was putting on
the final cliché:

Lieutenant Hurlbut, whose vigorous
handling of the case has won praise at
headquarters, told reporters that he
hoped to announce an important develop-
ment in the next twenty-four hours.

I sent the copy to the desk by Ike, and
leaned back to comb the cobwebs out of
my beard. Not that I gave myself much
time to think constructively—with the calls
I planned to make before my plane left.

“Hi, Jack,” said Dan Crowell, deep in
work at my elbow, “Why aren’t you on
vacation?”

“Call me any name you like. But don’t
ask me that.”

“Sorry, my error,” he muttered, crossing
out a line. I saw he was talking with only
half his mind, as reporters will when
they’re really working. After all, there’s
no such thing as complete concentration in
the newspaper game. I went back among
my cobwebs.

“Funny about Parsons, wasn’t it?” said
Dan, through a chatter of typewriter keys,
as he inked out a line.

“He never got a laugh out of me, Colum-
bia.”

“I mean, it’s funny a senator up for
re-election wouldn’t talk to reporters.”

I pushed the cobwebs aside, and looked
at him in earnest, “Did Mac send you to
interview the senator?”

“He did that. Almost got me my first
wound-stripe.”

“And now, you're writing an interview
regardless?”’

“This isn’t on Parsons. When I came
back empty-handed, they sent me on to
cover Mr. Carey’s lawyer. He talked for-
ever, About the will.” Dan put the copy
into my hands, and got up with a long,
luxurious yawn. “It’s always nice, don’t
you think, having ven times more material
than you need?”

“Right now,” I sighed, “that would be
my idea of Heaven.” Then I began read-
ing and promptly forgot that Dan was still
at my elbow, phoning a girl at Barnard
and making a date for his night off.

Of course, that lawyer must have been
a lot more guarded in his statements than
you’d gather from what Dan had just said.
He had to be, un:il the will was offered
for probate. Still, a lot of facts about
Carey’s financial condition had been pub-
lic property since he signed over control
of his out-of-town interests to a board of
directors. So I supoose even a lawyer felt
justified in loosening up with a hint or
two,

AN had done one of those “it is un-
derstood” stcries, and a good job it
was, too—with millions looming behind
every comma. Carey had left a million to
the Metropolitan Museum of Art, in addi-
tion to his own collections. Another million
would probably establish a fund for de-
serving American painters, who wanted
to study French a“t in its native setting.
It was also understood that twenty mil-
lions were to be given outright to com-
plete the work of the New York Better
Living Association,
“More specifically, to purchase control
of the Galway Estates, for the purpose of
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erecting thereon a modern slum-clearance
project. The chairman of the Association,
who could not be reached for comment yes-
terday, is Senator Anthony Parsons.”

Dan looked over my shoulder. “How
does it read?”

“Smooth enough, Columbia—red-apple
stuff.”

“Looks like a red appl: for Parsons too,
doesn’t it?”

“What is this Association, anyhow? Did
you look it up in the morgue?”

“Of course I looked it up,” said Dan,
virtuously. “In its way, “he Better Living
is the antithesis of the F.H.A. and other
cures for chilblains,

“Translate. I'm very tired right now.”

“Why, it's really a pr.vate corporation,
made up of architects, realtors, and a few
practical  philanthropists,” said Dan,
smooth as an honor student telling off his
dean in a seminar. Its object is to abolish
slums, hy private initiative—"

“Shades of Herbert Hoover,” 1 said
piously.

“They’ve been trying to buy up the Gal-
way Estates for years. You know, those
blocks of old rookeries on the upper East
Side? It’s the only site in the city limits
where they can operate on a large scale
enough to show they mcan business.

“Unfortunately, the lawyers for the Gal-
way Estates are all gentlemen of the old
school, and believe in hard cash. This
contribution will just about swing the
balance. . . . Incidentally, did you know
that Parsons was an architect, before he
went into politics?”

Bells were ringing faintly, now. “Keep on
talking, Columbia, you've such a lovely
voice.”

“Tromical, isn’t it, that this little present
should be in Carey's will all along—and
Parsons cursing the boss only yesterday?”

“Who told vou he was cursing the
boss?”

“The boss himself,” said Dan, calmly.
“Less than a half-hour Lefore he died. In
fact, he called me upstars to explain his
quarrel with Parsons—"

“Say that again, slowly.”

“He had a statement to make for the
last edition, didn’t he? Well, that was it.
Of course, I hadn’t had time to take down
five words before we heard that tap from
the elevator——”" Dan had taken his copy
back from me, and was reading it over,
with breathless pride. “Do you think I
should have mentioned Mr, Carey’s cur-
rent protégée? The Jawyer was verv dis-
creet about her, of course. She’ll probably
be left a small sum. Two or three thousand
at the most—"

“That’s quite enough, Columbia.”

He was still staring after me open-
mouthed as I ran for the morgue.

The bells were ringing in earnest, now;
and it was Parsons’ name that had started
them, mentioned in the same breath with
Carey’s girl. Not that I gave a damn about
his last protégée. I'd just remembered that
his next-to-last favorite had been a young
actress named Doris Blake, and that Doris
Blake was the girl I'd noticed at the win-
dow of Senator Parsons’ limousine last
evening.

CHAPTER XVI
FRIDAY AFTERNOON: 4:40

WO of our rewrite men were at the

big table in the fileroom, throwing
together an obituary on Nancy Janeway
from the clippings in her folder. I let that
angle ride for the moment, and went
straight to the index to look up Doris
Blake’s number. Her foider was away off
in a dusty corner, so T could sit down on
an upended wastebasket all alone, and
remind myself who she was.

The folder contained just four clippings,
but they made a capsule biography in
themselves. The first was a two-year-old
squib from a drama column:

Doris Blake, a newcomer to Broadway,
will have a feature role in Sinners at
Sunrise, a satirical comedy-drama with
music, to be put into rehearsal immedi-
ately by Gotham Productions, Inec.
Rumor has it that the show’s principal
backer is none other than Owen Carey,
the publisher.

*



te

48 -

The second clipping was a feature story
from a rival tab, dealing with Carey’s
other protégées—all legs and nasty in-
nuendo. There was a big picture of Doris
Blake, surrounded by stars and question
marks, with the caption:

HOW LONG WILL SHE LAST?

Sinners at Sunrise was only a mild suc-
cess, and Miss Blake’s Hollywood recep-
tion seems to have been even milder. The
third clipping came from Variety, and an-
nounced that Doris Blake’s option had not
been lifted.

The last clip, dated two weeks ago,
came out of Miss Gossip’s column. I
opened it with a slightly clammy feeling
around the fingertips.

Doris Blake, who starred two years
ago in Sinners at Sunrise, but didn’t de
so well in pictures, is now rehearsing at
the Market Theatre, Brooklyn, for the
WPA - Federal Theatre’s forthcoming
production of Whirlwind. I wonder why
she gave up Social Register security for
the government brand—don’t you?

All right, I had something to chew on
now. A pretty problem in geometry, Hurl-
but would have said; even though a
Q.E.D. was conspicuously absent. I went
back to the index, and took out Parson’s
standing obit.

Two and a half columns, with cut. All
facts that any high school senior knew.
His humble beginning. His adoption. Gro-
ton, Harvard, and the Columbia School
of Architecture. A success in his own name,
long before the depression knocked the
bottom out of building. A flyer in munici-
pal politics, a session at Albany . . .

Of course, his real humanitarian phase
didn’t get under way until after 1929. I
don’t have to tell you how the semator
achieved results for his brave new world.
Now, with reélection just around the
corner of next week—and Carey’s mil-
lions ready to go to work for his pet
project—it looked as though Parsons was
about to come into his own.

Nancy Janeway had said she could stop
him in his tracks, five minutes before
Nancy’s own demise, But T was assembling

ARGOSY

facts now, not dissecting them. T read
grimly on to the end. His favorite sports
were swimming and duck-shooting, his
favorite hobby sitting on park benches
and talking over problems with people on
relief. Praise the Lord, here was the final
paragraph in the untidy galleys:

Senator Parsons never married, main-
taining bachelor apartments at the St.
James while in New York. His Washing-
ton hestess, of course, was always Aunt
Laura, the same Miss Laura Parsons
who gave him her name when she
adopted him in hoyhood.

So here I was, still on the ropes and
gasping for breath. At least, those rewrite
men had gone back to their typewriters at
last, which meant that I had the morgue
to myself, until Pop came in from lunch
and his afternoon nap in a movie. I went
down to the big center table, under the
drop-lights, to see what they’d left on
Nancy Janeway, deceased.

EWRITE is always in a hurry.

They’d left the contents of that
folder sprawled out over all the table. Hun-
dreds of clippings of her column—hun-
dreds of Miss Gossips, some yellow, some
new, with a smucdged cut of Nancy under
each by-line, wearing a page-boy bob that
had gone out yeers ago. I gathered them
in a pile, under & paper-weight. It wasn’t
exactly pleasant, having a hundred dead
faces smile back it me out of that sea of
print.

The rest was & melee of personal clip-
pings, all out of chronology. Various social
notes, with Nancy’s name ringed among
the list of guests. The story of her en-
gagement to the son of a British bigwig.
Another story, telling why Nancy broke
off same, The story of her coming out—
the date would have startled you, I hope.
One more paragraph, falling apart with
age:

Among those entertaining over the holi-

days was Mrs. Albert O. Janeway, who

gave a tea yesterday at her home in East
62nd Street in honor of her daughter,

Miss Nancy Jareway, who has recently
returned from abroad. Among those

2 A—14
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present were . .. Assemblyman Anthony
Parsons. . . . Rumor has it that the
young assemblyman’s appearance may
have been more than coincidental. Per-
haps the rift betweea our handsome law-
maker, and the equally handsome Miss
Janeway has no groat depth, after all.
Perhaps a name which is being groomed
for greater things in Washington will
vet be united with . . .

I put the clipping carefully back in the
folder, and opened Pop’s typewriter. After
I'd run in a sheet of copy paper, and
typed “Conclusions <o Date” across the
top, I decided to make a clean sweep. I
pulled out my own jolder. Every by-line
I'd written since I came to work for the
Star.

I stared for a long time at the yellowed
feature story on Rum-Row that had got-
ten me my first raise (Old Joe had helped
me to those facts—incognito, of course).
Then I read the story I'd done on young
Joe’s appointment to Putnam Hospital. I
even sifted through the fifty or sixty other
run-of-the-mill interviews and the proud
by-lines I’d signed to movie reviews, that
summer of 32 when the regular critic was
in Hollywood. Evans and Anita popped out
at-me—he in chaps and a rawhide vest,
she in a costume that looked like a cheese
dream of Pocohontas.

I slapped my stuff back in its folder.
This was getting me nowhere fast.

T GAVE me a jolt 0 note that both the
Piccari folders were in use by the City
Desk. Anita, Evans, and Duncan Green
had also been borrowed, by the movie de-
partment, for a Sunday story. Well, they
say scientists can put a dinosaur together
from two shin bones and a rib—why not
Jordan? I began typing, resolutely.

Conclusion 1: Senatior Parsons was the
one love of Nancy .Janeway’s life. Her
feeling was unreturned. She became
frantic when she noticed his interest in
Doris Blake. (Better verify interest;
Miss Blake may have been in his limou-
sine last night for the ride).

Conclusion 2: Doris Blake started
quarrel between Senator and Carey. The
senator feared Doris’ past would be ex-
posed in the diary, &s well as his own.

3 A—14

Conclusion 3: (very .sketchy): Nancy
Janeway saw the manuscript of diary,
after she quizzed me at Miramar.

I yanked the sheet out of the typewriter,
and folded it into my wallet, as Mac
opened the wire door of the morgue.

“Ike said you'd ducked back here, Jack.
What’s the matter?”

“Just trying to collect my wits, before
I go out into the world again.”

He tossed a fat envelope on the table.
“Here’s cash from the auditor for those
plane tickets. I put the order through my-
self. How’s that for Scotch generosity?”

“Did you square me with the law, too?
I wasn’t much help to Hurlbut just now.”

Mac held up two tightly-joined fingers.
“The Star and Hurlbut are like that, at
present. In fact, we've just made a gentle-
man’s agreement.”

“Both of you?”

“The Star is pledged to print straight
news, and leave him in peace on both
these cases. We are to keep him posted on
anything we pick up from now on. Includ-
ing whatever new light Ray may throw
on things, when you talk to him in Florida
tomorrow. In return, Hurlbut promises you
all the protection you need until your plane
leaves—and no more questions you don’t
care to answer.”

“Thanks, Santa Claus, but I’m not sure
I like your long white beard.”

“It’s all on the level—really. For ex-
ample, Hurlbut told me something I'm
burning to print. But I'm spiking it, until
he gives the word—"

“Now I'm sure I'm dreaming.”

“Do you know that poor Nancy tele-
phoned him around two, and said she had
a confession to make?”

I sat tight, and waited.

“She didn’t elaborate—just made her
announcement, and hung up.” Mac sighed
deeply. “No wonder she didn’t make sense,
by the time you got hold of her.”

“MAYBE she was being loyal to the
Star after all,” I said, slowly.
“Maybe she planned to give us an exclu-
sive and lost her nerve.”

5
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“On the other hand, she may have
snatched the diary herself. What d’you
think?”

“I think we’d both better stick to
straight news, MacDonald.”

“Well, that’s the bargain, from now on.”
He looked down at the snarl of clippings
that surrounded me. “What’s the idea, try-
ing to check on everyone at once?”

“Just want to make sure I ask Ray the
right questions tomorrow.” 1 got up to
put back the files, which took me out of the
penumbra of light around the big table.
“Incidentally, Mac—what became of the
clips on that movie crowd?”

“We're doing a Sunday feature of Green,
just to calm him down for the pushing
around you gave him. He was oiling mad,
when I called him up about it just now.
Said he’d bring charges for assault and bat-
tery, if he didn’t have to fly his wife and
Evans out to the Coast immediately—"

“Skip the rest,” I said., “Here’s some-
thing important. Does Hurlbut know about
the threats Parsons made to Carey last
midnight?”

“Of course he knows. Didn’t he work
on young Dan Crowell first of all? Dan,
I regret to say, hasn’t your inimitable tech-
nique with detectives.”

“No wonder Parsons wouldn’t see re-
porters this afternoon.”

“What are you getting at, Jack?”

“Nothing, so far. Just assembling, Sure
you’ve no more chores before I go?”

“Not one, my boy. Just hurry home and
make sure that nice wife of yours isn’t
worried.”

“Trudy stopped worrying about me
when she took up knitting,” T said. “One
more question, before you go back to your
groove. Supposing I don’t want protection
until plane time? Do I get it anyway?”

“I’'m afraid so, Jack. Hurlbut was very
touchy on that point. Says he’d surely be
put back in uniform, if anything happens
to you between now and ten.”

I put my head cautiously out of the file-
room door, “Does ‘protection’ mean that
cop in the city room, or are there more
outside?”

“I believe there’s a radio car in the
offing somewhere—he didn't say defi-
nitely.” Mac looked surprised, and mildly
pained. “Wouldn’t your wife like a motor-
cycle escort through the Tunnel to New-
ark? I’'m sure it’d th:ill me, if I were your
age.”

“Back to your desk, boss,” I said, shak-
ing hands. “I’'m going to sit and brood
a while longer.”

“Don’t tell me all those uniforms have
you buffaloed?”

“Not quite,” T said, “but I’ve never felt
so well arrested since my last visit to Ger-
many.”

CHAPTIER XVII
FRIDAY AFTERNOON: 5:30

AC is generally a busy man from one

to eleven, I played safe and gave
him five minutes to get back to his as-
signment sheet befor: I called Tke cn the
copy-boys’ phone.

“Keep your voice down when you an-
swer,” I said. “Does that cop at the re-
ception room door look wide awake?”

“As lively as he’ll ever be.”

“All right, Isaac Newton. I've got to
walk past him without being seen. Next
time you send out exchanges, be sure to
send them by way of the morgue. Do you
follow me?”

“Sure thing, Mr. Jordan, I'll come by
myself, in five minutes.”

“Better bring two stacks for me, just
to be sure.”

Next 1 asked for an outside wire and
started to call Trudy, until I remembered
that our phone was disconnected by now.
Poor kid, I thought-~a trifle tardily, per-
haps—it must have been glum for her,
bringing our luggage back to that locked-
up apartment. Well, in ten more minutes,
I could send her a wire, and flowers with
it.

There was just time to call the Federal
Theatre Press Depar:ment, and make sure
they were holding a rehearsal that after-
noon in Brooklyn,

Four tall, corded stacks of final extras
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were coming down the hall now, with two
copy boys under them. I shuffled into my
overcoat, and turned the collar well up
before I went to the door of the file room.
Tke was leading the way, balancing a
fifty-pound bundle of newsprint on each
shoulder like a veteren. The kid on his
heels was having trcuble with his two
stacks, and looked dumbly grateful when
I took over.

Ike and 1 walked past the mail boxes,
straight down the centre aisle of desks, and
into the reception rocm, without stirring
a flicker. Too bad I wzs so busy balancing
my paper blinders; we passed near enough
to that cop to kick his shins.

In the elevator, going down, I let my-
self breathe.

“Is the truck waiting, ITke?”

“You bet it’s waiting,” he said, around
his dead cigar. “Do I look strong enough
to play Atlas forever?”’

Perhaps that will give you an idea how
my own shoulders felt, when we dumped
those exchanges into the special delivery
truck at the mail-room door. Not that I
noticed until much later, There was just
time to jump in before the driver threw in
his clutch. We roared away for the Square,
missing mudguards by :he kind of margins
truck drivers pride themselves on the world
over.

I sat on the piled-up newsprint, glad it
was dark inside that truck. You see, I'd
been crouching in our file room for so long,
I'd forgotten there was still something
called daylight in the street. Enough, at
any rate, for that rado car at the curb
to remember me, if I’d been visible.

At the Sixth Avenu: light, I dropped
down to the street, crossed over to Forty-
second, and down to the telegraph office
near the corner of Seventh. Wiring Trudy
was harder than I'd thought, but I finally
managed.

VACATION BEGINS POSITIVELY AT TEN TO-

NIGHT NEWARK AIRPORT MEET ME THERE

WITH BAGS STOP WILL BE ON TIME BECAUSE
I LOVE YOU
JACK

Once that was filed, I stopped at a
florist’s to buy roses, changed my mind

and made them gardenias, put in a card
that said “That man is here again,” crossed
that out and wrote “From an old admirer.”
Then I boarded a Brooklyn subway, feel-
ing fairly virtuous.

HE Market Theater turned out to
be an ex grind-house in a damp street
behind Borough Hall, abandoned by bank
nights and burlesque alike. When you can’t
make burlesque pay in Brooklyn, some-
thing is really wrong with show business.
At least, that must have been the way
the government figured, when it moved in.
I found the stage door without too much
trouble, entered without being challenged,
and slipped out front to watch the re-
hearsal mumbled along on the big, bare
stage. There must have been eighty people
in that company, but I'd picked out Doris
Blake before I'd listened five minutes. She
was the one who had acted before. Really
acted, I mean, not just registered at
Equity.

Let me tell you, I'd reached that theater
without a moment to spare. You never saw
a group of people drop their work so fast
when the timekeeper’s whistle blew, not
even plumbers. In three minutes, that stage
was empty as Thespis’ tomb, except for
Doris and the director, who stayed in a
huddle for awhile under the pilot light.

When he put on his hat to leave, too,
I got up from my seat and climbed over
orchestra chairs to the stage. She didn’t
even raise her head as I came up. You
had to look closely to see the tears.

“I beg your pardon,” I said—and meant
it, for the first time today.

“Don’t mind me, please. You'd cry a
little too, if you’d been letter perfect for
a month, and still didn’t know when your
show would open.”

“Too bad I'm not your angel,” I said,

She blinked, and managed a smile. “Now
we're on the subject, who are you?”

“I'll be frank, Miss Blake—a reporter
from the Star.” '

Her smile faded. “But reporters stopped
bothering me long ago.”

“I'm not here to bother you—in fact,

*
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my visit isn’t even officlal. Do you mind
if T sit down?”

“Why not? This is government property,
and we're still calling ourselves a democ-
racy.”

“Will you have a cigarette?”

Doris Blake hesitated, as I held out the
pack. “You are going to ask me questions,
aren’t you?”

“A very few—all of them discreet.”

“All right.” She leaned over my match,
inhaling deeply. “Do you know that's my
first today?”’

Her tranquil acceptance of my intrusion
was making me more nervous by the min-
ute. Even in that merciless light, even
after the hard-scrabble, hopeless day she
must have put in with those seventy-nine
bad «ctors, her face had the relaxed inno-
cence of a child’s. . . . Well, you don’t
come all the way to Brooklyn just to feel
sorry for someone, 1 reached firmly for
my copy paper.

“Let me repeat, this is not for publica-
tion,” I said.

‘I believe you.”

“T'lIl begin with a simple question. Do
I look like a detective?”

“No, Mr. Jordan.”

“Be careful, then, Because I'm trying
to be one at this moment. Purely amateur,
of course.” 1 swallowed hard. “Last night,
around twelve, I saw you sitting in Sen-
ator Parsons’ limousine, when it was
parked outside the Star.”

“Y¥ SAW you too. You were rushing down

the sidewalk as though your life was
forfeit. Of course, Tony warned me to
keep away from the glass—”

“Might 1 ask how long you’ve known
the senator?”

“Nearly a year, now. We met at a
benefit, of all places. You see, I wasn’t
too down on my luck to go to parties,
then.”

“Might 1 also ask why this friendship
isn’t—in the open?”

“You're a newspaperman, aren’t you?”
she said, quite calmly, “You must know
what thev’ve been saying about poor Mr

Carey and me. Of course, a lot of it is
ancient history now-—and all of it happens
to be untrue. Still, I'm not exactly the
sort of person a senator should be seen
with when he’s campaigning for reclec
tion.”

“Then why did you drive up to the Star
in his limousine?”

“We had a night rehearsal yesterday.
and Tony was speaking on Long Island.
He insisted on meet:ng me afterward, and
taking me home. Unfortunately, we
stopped on the way for early editions of
the morning papers, including yours. You
know Tony’s quick temper. When he saw
himself spread over your front page in
red ink—"

“In other words, he decided to have it
out with Carey, then and there.”
~“I did all I couid to stop him, but he
simply wouldn’t lisien. You see, he felt
sure that Ray had p.cked up our secret—"

“That you're going to be married, the
moment Senator Parsons is returned to
Congress?”’

Doris Blake let out her breath in a long
sigh. “You’re a de:ective all right, Mr.
Jordan.”

“Let me see how rauch more I can guess.
Naturally, the senator got precisely no-
where with Mr, Carey—"

“You know wha: sort of man Owen
Carey could be, when his mind was made
up,” she said, quickly. “That’s why he
closed my show after eight weeks, when 1
refused to be—well, appropriately grateful.
Why he made things so difficult for me on
the Coast that I had to let them cancel
my contract. None of that matters now,
of course.”

“But it would matter a great deal if the
senator lost his charce to make the Better
Living Association pay dividends.”

“See? You do know everything.”

“Not quite, Miss Blake,” I replied,
modestly. “Let’s see how well 1 can fill in
the gaps. . . . Immediately after his inter-
view with Mr, Carey last night, the senator
left you to go on to a special radio broad-
cast. Thanks to the delay, he had just
time to make it. You insisted on getting
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out of his limousine at the corner, and
taking a taxi home. Once you were free
of your fiancé, you doubled back to the
Star, and took the private elevator to
Carey’s office, to make a separate plea, on
your own.

“When you arrived, Mr. Carey was
beginning to dictate a statement to one of
his reporters. You tapped a signal on the
elevator panel, which gained you ad-
mittance immediately, Unfortunately, your
ex-backer was just ¢s adamant to your
pleas as he had be:n to the senator’s
threats. You realized you had made a mis-
take, from the word go. You left, almost
immediately.

“Less than fifteen minutes after your
departure, Mr. Carey was found dead in
the alley below his windows—"

“Are you suggestirg I'm responsible?”
asked Doris Blake, quietly.

“On the contrary. Just tell me if I've
guessed right, so far.”

“So far—yes.”

“Can you prove that you were out of
that office by one o’clock?”

“No, Mr. Jordan, I took advantage of
the crowd on the sidewalk, walked to
Times Square and the subway, and—" At
that moment, she was as near to breaking
down as Doris Blake could ever be. “Do
you wonder I've been jumpy as an ingenue
all day—waiting for questions like that
to catch up with me?”’

“Did anyone notice you leaving the
building?”’

“I don’t think so. But how can I be
sure? You must have seen me go, for
one.”

“Not I, Miss Blake. I just have a talent
for working backwarc.” I got up politely.
“May I close thig irterview as it began
and assure you that not one word will go
beyond us?”

We shook hands on that, solemnly. “I
still don’t know what you're after,” she
said.

“The truth, Miss Elake. There’s always
a straight path in that direction, once you
get through the blind alleys.”

“So glad you feel sure I'm not lying.”

L

“That’s easy,” I said. “You see, I'm an
amateur psychologist, as well as a de-
tective—"

We both looked up sharply, as a door
slammed somewhere in the wings.

“Are you there, Doris?”

“Come on stage, darling.” She turned to
me quickly. “He always calls for me after
rehearsals, when he can—"

HAT’S all she had time for. The sen-

ator had kicked his way through the
flats in the empty wings. He carried a
briefcase and walking stick, both of which
he dropped en route. Then he slammed his
overcoat into the footlight trough, with a
gesture worthy of Booth, the Elder.

“So we meet again, Jordan.”

I remembered the feature stories de-
scribing his long runs in the park, his
private gym, the workouts with his per-
sonal trainer, who was once welterweight
champion of the navy. The senator was
taking off his coat now, with dreadful pre-
cision.

“This is going to be a positive pleasure.”

“Please, Tony!”

From the way he rushed me, I could
tell that navy man had done his job
thoroughly. And I could tell he’d outlast
me from the way he breathed, even if I
could spot him fourteen years instead of
seven. In other words, it had to be a short
fight, or none at all.

I stopped a left hook that made both
ears ring, as I went inside his guard,
smashing him over the heart with all I
had, to straighten him up. When he
wouldn’t straighten, I let him have a one-
two; and when he jabbed right back, I
backed out of the clinch to think things
over, This was the precise moment Doris
picked to throw the chair.

Not that I blame her in the slightest.
Women in love are like that, even when
it’s their man who starts the quarrel. How
could she know that Parsons would come
after me, throwing a right to my jaw,
which I ducked under, just as that chair
whizzed into the fight?

It came with lots of power behind it—

*
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and Parsons stopped it with his forehead.
I don’t know which of us was more sur-
prised when he slumped at my feet.

Doris calmed down in remarkably short
order. Remember, she was one of the
most sensible girls you're likely to meet
from now to the next war.

“Have I killed him?”

“Get me a glass of water, will you?
Senators don’'t die that easily.”

Propping him up comfortably in an old
armchair, I wiggled his jaw gently, to
make sure nothing was broken. His eye-
lids had begun to flutter even before we
dashed the water in his face.

“Why’d you have to join the battle?”
I asked. “I wanted to score that knockout
on my own, So far, I've never floored any-
one higher than an assistant district at-
torney.”

But Doris Blake didn’t seem to be
listening. She was on her knees beside poor
Parsons, applying a cold compress to his
forehead. “He could be president, you
know,” she said, to no one in particular,
“if only he’d learn to control his temper.”

“Let's make sure he’s returned to the
Senate first,” I said, holding out my hand
a second time.

“Ts that what you're working for—
really?”

“Why not—now I knéw you’re on his
side?”

Parsons sat up with a little moan. I
went out of there on tiptoe, just as he was
opening both eyes in earnest. Once I was
safely inside a taxi, I touched my ear
tenderly to see how badly it would swell.
Not that it didn’t deserve to buzz a little,
for being at so many keyholes since morn-

ing.
CHAPTER XVIII

FRIDAY NIGHT: 7:00

SAT in the back of a Long Island

smoker with a newspaper open in my
lap, drawing circles in the white space
around a beer-ad. After a while, I took my
original dope sheet out of my wallet, tore
it to bits, and started over:

Conclusion 1: Nancy Janeway saw
Doris Blake go into Carey's office,
shortly before ome. This would have
been the high point in Nancy’s bean-
spilling. This would have been the club
she’d have wielded sver Parsons, if she
had lived that long.

Conclusion 2: Nancy also intended to
pin the theft of that diary manuscript on
Doris. In J.J's opinion Doris Blake is
innocent (Don’t ask him why, he said
it was only an opinion, didn’t he?)

Conclusion 3: If you believe Doris’
story (and you do), Senator Parsons is
in the clear.

Conclusion 4: Nancy must have been
planning teo go into Carey’s office her-
self, if she was necar enough to spot
Doris doing same. The odds that Nancy
took the diary manuscript, after Doris
departed, (or had an accomplice who
did) are therefore much more favorable.

Conclusion 5: Nancy told Hurlbut on
the phone that she had a “confession”
to make. Nancy was drunk, and des-
perate enough to hide away in her office
all morning. Plenty of time for an ac-
complice to get jittery, wondering what
her next move would be.

Conclusion 6: Reogardless of where
Nancy’s murderer picked up her trail
this afternoon, he saw her with J.J. in
that taxi going over to the Furness Pier.
In other words, J.J. had better follow a
zigzag course from :iow on. Even if said
murderer reads J.J’s remarks in the
Star tomorrow, will he believe them?

After awhile, T tore up that dope-sheet
too, but it was no ase. The words kept
knocking about in the back of my memory,
as much a part of my cosmos as the
Gettysburg Address. [n fact, they knocked
so loudly I heard the conductor call Valley
Stream just in time. Crossing the tracks,
I got into my nth taxi of the day, trying
my best to look unconcerned as I gave
the address to the driver. It was the last
lead T could think of before I started my
marathon to Newark Airport.

We bored through twenty minutes of
pitch-black countryside before our head-
lights picked up old Joe’s gateposts. From
the road, it looked like the entrance to
any well-kept estate. That is, the neatly-
clipped hedge on =ither side hid the
barbed-wire perfectly. Of course, the gate-
keeper gave the show away, the minute he
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put his head out. You could tell he’d been
born with an armpit-holster, even before
you saw him in profile.

“Back up, till T see your fare.”

I put my head through the taxi win-
dow. “Hi, Angelo. Rem2mber me?”

He remembered, all right, but it didn’t
relax him one bit. “Where you leave Pud?”

“Pud? Haven’t laid eyes on him to-
day, Angelo.”

“You come out her: aloner”

“Of course I came a.one. What is this,
anyway?”

“Sit tight. T phone the house.”

Thirty-five seconds later, by my wrist-
watch, the gates eased open, just enough
to let our mud-guards through. The house,
which stood a good quarter-mile from the
gate, was an exact replica of a hundred
tycoon heavens, except that all the win-
dows had iron shutters, bolted on the
inside. Standing at the main entrance
while I waited for the peep-hole to open,
I felt exactly like a freshman of the class
of ’28, about to flash my first speakeasy
card.

“This won’'t take long,” I told my
driver. “Maybe you’d Dbetter park outside
the gate.”

“My sentiments exactly, brother.”

He must have had his clutch in all
the while. At least, I never heard a gear
shift as his tail-light whipped out of
sight around a curve ia the drive. When
I turned back to the door, old Joe him-
self was standing on the threshold, in
a flowered smoking-jacket and slippers—
paunchy, china-bald, end looking like a
composite picture of every contented grand-
father in the world.

LCATRAZ should have swallowed

him long ago; and here he was,
bouncing and faintly benign, looking as
though he’d live to he a hundred and
eighty. Time was a dream as he led me
by both hands through big, frostily-empty
rooms, to the little beck parlor he’d al-
ways used as a den. You know—fat plush,
and that hot, lived-in Latin smell of
gatlic and spilt wine,

“I expect you, Jack, but not so soon.
You make good time.”

“Who told you I was coming here?”

“Did I not send Pud all the way to
New York to bring you?”

“Pud is a smart retriever, Joe,” I said,
slowly. “But he must be barking up the
wrong trail for once.”

His eyes opened wide, as wide as those
balloon-cheeks would allow. “You mean—
you came here to see me because you
want tor”’

“If you don’t mind too much.”

“Sit down, Jack, sit down. What do
you drink these days?”

“What do you have?”

“What you like. Straight off the boat.”

“Stop it, Joe. You’re breaking my
heart.”

“You do not believe this., Must I show
you my cellar, uncut since repeal?”

When old Joe laughed, he made the
most of it. So would you, if you were a
Sicilian, and had all that gold to flash.

He pressed a buzzer. “Just for that,
I join you. Who cares for doctors, at my
age?”

Funny, how relaxed I felt, in that red-
plush armchair, knowing I was probably
being watched from all sides, knowing
that old Joe could bring a heater into
this room instead of forty-year-old brandy,
simply by pressing that buzzer twice,

“Now, Giuseppe, what’s this hocus-
pocus about Pud?”

“Since three, he is parked at your
doorstep in New York—with orders to
bring you to me.”

“Someone should keep you up to date,
Joe. I left for Bermuda today—almost.”

“Yet here you are.”

“The moral’'s obvious,” T said. “If
you want to call your soul your own,
stay out of newspaper work.”

“So you have come for interview?”

“You know me better than that, after
all these years.”

“Tell me what you want, Jack.”

I told him, with illustrations. In fact,
I went over all that had happened since
the Miramar opening, including my plans

"
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for the future. His eyes retired deeper
into their caves with every word.

“So you want I help you play detec-
tive?”

“Only I'm not playing. After all, this
is for the Ster, in the end.”

“T see, Jack.”

“Well, Giuseppe,” 1 said, slowly. “You'’re
still pretty well connected, aren’t you?”

His hand hovered over the buzzer, re-
turned to wrap around the bottle. “Have
another, my friend, your throat is dry.”

I got up. “Thanks. I know 'm intrud-
ing now.”

“You have never intrude on me, Jack.
Sometimes, you ask one question too
many, that is all.”

HAT was my sign-off, of course. I

ignored it. “You've heard all I know,
-and then some. D've told you my pet
theory—that Nancy Janeway had a hand
in Carey’s demise. Whoever helped her
in that little job rubbed her out this
afternoon because she—”

“Let me tell you why 1 send for you,”
said old Joe.

“High time,” 1 replied, politely. Some-
thing had fallen between us, as though
he’d dropped an iron screen just back
of his eyes.

“Tt is you who must do me the favor
tonight, Jack. I trust you in the past. Is
that not one reason you are still alive?”

“One very good reason.”

He poured a good four ounces of brandy
into my glass. “Listen then, a moment
more. Do not be the detective in your
friend’s house. Help to bring him and his
son together.”

“But Joe’s left for Florida—"

“Then bring us together tomorrow. 1
fly South with you.” He downed his
drink., “When 1 retire, my doctor say,
go to Florida. But I think no. Is too
much sunshine. Bad for my nervous. Now
my son is in Florida—in trouble. Is
now another story.”

Like most first-generation Sicilians, old
Joe's grammar never survived excitement.
“So 1 say to myself, Giuseppe Piccari,

perhaps you sit still too long, to forget
what trouble is. Is bad for a man, too
long sitting, with no fight—"

“Back up and Degin again,” I said.
“Why the sudden rush of paternal love?
I thought you’d crossed young Joe off
your list long ago.”

“When my son leave me to make his
own way in the world, T could give him
anything. Do you know how much I am
worth today? If I name figure, you will
not believe. . . . Joe could have what he
choose, be what he like. Instead, he go
in hospital, pound pills—"

“You should respect him for wanting
to succeed on his own,” T said. “Look at
the service he’s done the human race.”

“What I care for human race?”

“Doesn’t it give you a little glow of
pride, hatching a good egg in this nest?”

His brows knitted, and then, he flashed
me his golden smilz. “Thanks, Jack. As
always, you are my friend.”

“God forgive me-—yes.”

“The only friend who can help me, at
such a time as this. Because you are my
son’s friend, too.”

The iron shutter had come up between
us long ago. Old Joe’s eyes were liquid
now—a father’s eyes. I watched him flip
off another straigh: brandy, in one in-
stalment, Not that I blamed him. Poor
old pirate, he had to do something with
his evenings. Even Napoleon must have
poured himself a few at St. Helena—when
his biographers weren’t looking.

“Who says I can bring you and Dr.
Joe together?” 1 asked.

“You fly to Flosida tonight. You tell
me that.”

“Florida’s a big state. For all I know,
Joe’s destination and mine may be hun-
dreds of miles apart, From what he said
this morning, I surmised he was going
straight to Palm Beach, but—"

“He is going to talk to Ray,” said old
Joe. “This noon, he tell me so himself,
by telephone.”

I nodded then.

“Keep right on. For the first time to-
night, I'm following you.”
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& E TELLS me that he has a way

to find where Ray is hiding. He
says to me, do not worry. Then he hangs
up—my son, to which I do not speak one
word in almost ten years. So I think, Jack
Jordan work for Ray’s paper. Jack Jordan
also can find Ray’s hidinz place. That is
when I send Pud in car to bring you to
me.”

“Just what do you think you’ll ac-
complish, trailing Joe to Florida?”

The iron shutter clanged shut between
us. “If you are really my friend, Jack,
you help without questions.”

I stared at him for a long moment.
“Regardless of what young Joe’s after
in Florida—don’t you see you’ll only make
things worse if you—"

A phone buzzed in an alcove. Joe
pounced on it, for three minutes of
Ttalian. When he came back to me, he
was purring like a cat cver cream.

“I think we start for Newark at once,
Jack.”

‘““‘Honestly, Giuseppe—"

He smiled.

“Quite honestly. I go to help my son—
who could be more honest? On phone just
now was Pud, calling from New York.

He say your wife just come o1t of apart-
ment with bags. He hear her say Newark
airport to taxi driver., I have tell Pud
to follow her.”

He pressed the buzzer twice. “I also tell
Pud to make sure Mrs. Jordan do not
take any planes this night, unless we
come, t00.”

But I was on my feet long ago. So
would you have been, with a gorilla wait-
ing for orders at each side of your chair.
Another of the boys was already putting
Joe into an iron hat, a brown Chester-
field with a velvet collar.

“Well, Jack?”

I looked from one face to another; all
of them might have been born without
a smile. Then I glanced at my wrist-
watch. Two hours wasn’t too long a time
to reach that airport, even with the sort
of drivers Joe had at his disposal. I
thought of Trudy, sitting forlornly among
our bags for the second time that day;
I thought of Pud, hovering somewhere
in the background. 1 shrugged, and put
my arm through Joe's.

“Lead on, Machiaevelli,” I said. “For
your sake, I hope I haven’t guessed what
you're after.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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EUGENE
DE NOZIERES

UGENE CAME TO AMERICA AND CHANGED HIS LOOP~
THE-LOOP T0 LEAPING-THE-GAP THROUGH A FLAM-
ING HORSESHOE. RATHER THAN DISAPPOINT AN
AUDIENCE ONE RAINY NIGHT HE STARTED DOWN
THE SLIPPERY RUNWAY, SKIDDED, PLUNGED TO

THE GROUND AND WAS BADL‘/ INJURED.

1ODAY, AN AMERICAN CITIZEN,HEIS
STILL DRIVING — A TA X/ IN NEW
YORK. HE OFFERED To BE SHOT UPIN
. A ROCGKET FROM THE WORLDS FAIR,
PROPOSING TO RETURN TO EARTH '
VIA PARACHUTE,BUT NOTHING
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England,

Farewell

By PHILIP KETCHUM

Author of “The Long Journey,” “The Valiant Arm,” etc.

That mystic, invincible axe Bretwalda, maker and breaker of kings, makes her
last magnificent fight in the land which generations of Wiltons have honored.
A complete novelet

I

LL day the cannonading had con-
A tinued and toward dusk a small
breach appeared in the south wall
of the fortifications surrounding Drogheda.
Young David Wilton and John Arundel
who stood on the bank of the Boyne tide-
water, south of the town, heard a shout
go up form Cromwell’s camp and soon
noticed the breach.

“Another day will do it,” said Wilton
slowly. “Tomorrow we can make our as-
sault.”

Arundel nodded. “Tomorrow, David.
September the eleventh, 1649, It will be
a date which will go down in history.”

“Qliver Cromwell has marked many a
date for history.”

60

“There was never a man like him,
David.”

Wilton frowred. He was a tall young
man, broad of shoulder and long-armed.
His face was thin but square-jawed and
stubborn. There was usually a command-
ing sharpness to his glance but the look
now in his eye: was troubled.

“Aye, John,” he admitted. “You know
full well how I feel about Oliver, but—"

“But what, David?”

Wilton lifted his arm and pointed to-
ward the camp. “You heard that shout
which went up a moment ago when the
breach was made in the walls. There was
a savagery in it which I have never before
marked in Croraell’s men. It was like the
shouting of hungry wolves.”

“We will have to be wolves tomorrow,
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David. Drogheda will not fall easily.”

“True enough.”

“And of all men I know, none is more
savage in a battle than you. I recall how
men laughed at you for carrying that old
hattle-axe of yours into the fight at Mar-
ston Moor. Yet there were none who
langhed at you after the fight was over.
With that axe in any press of battle, you
are the equal of a score of men. That is
not my praise. "Tis Oliver's.”

Wilton shrugged. “Yet after the fight
at Marston Moor and more particularly
at Naseby, I did not pa-ticipate in the
slaughter that followed. T am no killer of
women or of camp followers.”

“You are thinking now of Colonel
Erand.”

“Aye, and of how men in the rage of
pattle can gorge themselves with a lust
o kill. T am thinking of the women and
children in Drogheda and of the tone of
‘hat shout we just heard.”

John Arundel touched Wilton’s arm.
~Look! Yonder is Oliver’

At a little distance from the camp but
quite near to where they stood was a short,
stocky figure with thick brown hair and
massive shoulders. The man’s hands were
clasped behind him and he was staring up
at the fortifications of the town.

“The TIrish leader, Ormonde,” Arundel
whispered, “boasted that Drogheda could
withstand a siege for a month: yet Oliver
Cromwell will take the place in two days.”

Wilton nodded, staring at the man so
ioved by many and so hated by as many
more.

He wondered whether the world would
ever know Cromwell as he knew him—
would ever understand the man who had
changed almost overnight from a gentle-
man farmer to ap outstanding military
senius, who in less than five years time
had overthrown a king and had made of
England a Commonwealth governed by a
committee of the people.

Puritanical in his beliefs, rigid in his
code of justice, the man still had a very
human side which but few people had
heen privileged to see
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“Oliver summoned the town yesterday,”
Arundel muttered. “He will offer the de-
fenders no quarter tomorrow.”

AVID WILTON drew a deep breath.

He tried to throw off the heavy feel-

ing of depression which had settled over

him. Cromwell had turned back to the

camp and the sun was down back of the
green hills to the west,

He touched Arundel on the shoulder.
“Come. We are summoned te a meeting
tonight at Oliver’s tent. Had you for-
gotten?”

“Nay, David.”

“And forget what I just said. Perhaps
I am growing a little tired of wars.”

John Arundel laughed. He was of
slighter build than Wilton, of a darker
complexion. His mouth was wide and gen-
erous, his eyes large. “Agreed,” he an-
swered. “And now a wager.”

“What wager?”

“My sword against yours that I am in
Drogheda before you.”

“Done,” said Wilton, “I have a fancy
to that blade you wear.”

A score of the troop leaders gathered
that night in the space before Oliver Crom-
well’s tent; and as they awaited their
leader, Wilton could sense an undercur-
rent of excitement in the group.

Here and there a few of them talked
of the Irish rebellion a few years before
and of the atrocities of that period. They
had little regard for the Irish, these men
of Cromwell’s. In general, they thought
of the Irish as a savage, backward race.
That much was clear by their talk.

And they had even less respect for the
English loyalists who had taken refuge
with them.

A great fire burned in the open space
before Cromwell’s tent and the men who
had come to meet with him had gathered
around it. Most of them wore steel-brim-
med helmets, light steel armor under long
cloaks, and boots of soft leather which
reached above the knees. Swords were
belted to their waists and many of them
carried braces of pistols.

*
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They were both old and young; but
without exception all were seasoned cam-
paigners. And Wilton, staring from side
to side, could read in the faces of these
men one measurement for Cromwell’s suc-
cess. They were a grim and stubborn
group.

To one side of the circle there was a
sudden excitement, the sound of shouting
voices, a heavy trample of feet.

“Bring him into the firelight,” ordered
a sharp, heavy voice. “He is a man I would
question.”

In common with the others, David Wil-
ton turned that way. Four soldiers drag-
ging the limp figure of a man had come
into view. They pulled the man near to
the fire, released him and stepped away.

- “Whom have you there, Colonel
Brand?” called a voice.

“A loyalist caught trying to escape from
Drogheda through swimming down the
Boyne tidewater,” was the answer.

Wilton’s eyes jerked toward the man
who had made that reply.

Tall and slender was Colonel Brand.
His skin was olive-tinted and coarse. A
Latin, Wilton thought him, though the
man insisted that he was not. His fea-
tures were heavy and irregular and a mock-
ing sneer was always close to his lips. It
broke through to the surface now as he
stared down at the crumpled figure near
the fire,

“What is this, Brand?” said the sharp
voice of Oliver Cromwell.

EN who had crowded near to the

figure backed away to make room
for Cromwell. Colonel Brand bowed. He
indicated the figure near the fire. “My
men caught this loyalist trying to escape
from Drogheda. I brought him here for
questioning.”

“To what purpose, Brand? We know
the defenses of Drogheda.”

Colonel Brand shrugged. “I was not
thinking of that, I was thinking of an-
other matter. A year ago a certain loyal-
ist escaped from gaol. I thought that this
man, who is his son, might be able to

tell us how the escape was accomplished.”

And as he spike, Colonel Brand’s eyes,
passing from face to face, came finally to
rest on David Wilton.

But Wilton was unaware of that look.
He edged forward, stared down at the
figure on the ground. He could not see
the face; but he was suddenly sure that
this man was Roger Huntley, son of Sir
George Huntley and brother of Barbara.

A strangely cold feeling ran over his
body and his thoughts turned back to the
days before Marston Moor and Parlia-
ment’s break with the king, back to the
days when he and Roger Huntley and
Barbara had played at childhood games
along the river Avon.

A hand clutched at his arm and he heard
John Arundel’s voice whispering, “Steady,
David! Steady.”

“You speak in riddles, Brand. What do
you mean?” Cronwell demanded.

Colonel Brand leaned forward. “I mean
just this. Sir George Huntley could never
have escaped from gaol had he not help
from some traitor. I think we can pry the
traitor’s name from this man’s lips.”

David Wilton lifted his head. He stared
at Brand and iato his eyes there came
all the loathing and disgust he had felt
for the man for many a month,

“Have him speak, then,”
ordered.

Colonel Brand drew his sword, bent
over the figure on the ground; but at the
same moment David Wilton stepped for-
ward, caught his arm, and jerked him
away. A cold anger was churning through
Wilton’s veins at that moment. It showed
in the tension of his body, sounded in his
voice as he addressed Cromwell.

“It is Colonel Brand’s hope,” Wilton
said bluntly, “that Roger Huntley will
give you my narre. Brand knew of my in-
terest in the Huntleys. He knew that I
went to this man and his sister a year
ago and offered to help them. They re-
fused my help. Flow Sir George escaped I
do not know.”

Oliver Cromwell’s face tightened. “Have
the prisoner speak,” he said again.

Cromwell
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The men around that fire were staring
at Wilton with puzzled or antagonistic
ooks but he gave scarcely a thought to
hem. Swinging around he bent over the
/oung man lying near thes fire. “Come,
Roger,” he said steadily. “Can you stand?”

With his help, the young man got slowly
o his feet. There was a dazed expression
n his eyes. His face was pale excepting
vhere blood from a cut in his head trickled
cross his cheek.

“Your name is Roger Huntley?” Crom-
vell demanded. “Your father is Sir George
Tuntley?”

At the sound of that voice, Wilton could
eel Roger’s body stiffen. He saw the
oung man’s head come up, saw him star-
ng at Cromwell. And thea, drawing on
ome hidden strength, Roger Huntley
ushed him aside and cried proudly, “Aye,
Roger Huntley is my name, and a good
ame, t00.”

Cromwell's scowl deepened and the glow
{ the fire made his cheeks seem more
uddy.

“Know you this man, David Wilton?”
‘romwell asked.

Young Huntley’s eyes :urned toward
Vilton but no sign of recognition came
ito them. “A Roundhead,” he said bit-
erly. “Had I ever known him I would
e ashamed to admit it.”

“He lies,” Colonel Brand whispered.

Roger Huntley’s eyes mcved from side
> side and in the stern faces of those who
tood around him he could easily have
cad what fate lay in store for him, Yet
hat seemed to bother him not at all; for
is eves were steady when they turned
ack to Cromwell. He lifted one arm,
ointed at the leader; and¢ as Cromwell
as about to speak, Huntey’s voice in-
srrupted him.

“You are Cromwell,” he cried. “Oliver
romwell, the betrayer of England, the
wrderer of your king! As God is my
1dge the day will come when all people
ill hate you, when none will dare breathe
our name above a whisper. Take care,
romwell, for the Stuarts are not dead
or is—"’

SWORD blade flashed through the

air and its edge struck against young
Huntley’s neck, just above the shoulder.
Blood choked his voice. He slumped over,
sprawled out on the ground. For a moment
one of his hands twitched, then it was
still

David Wilton glanced up from the
young man’s body. He saw Colonel Brand
wiping off the blade of his sword, heard
him making some apology to Cromwell
for what the young man had said.

Cromwell nodded but his eyes were not
on ‘Brand. They were watching David
Wilton. And others in that group, Wilton
suddenly realized, were watching him too.
Especially Brand who had not put away
his sword.

Wilton glanced at Brand, moved around
to face him. He felt very calm and very
sure of himself in that moment; and in
his voice, as he spoke, there was no trace
of any emotion.

“Colonel Brand,” he said clearly, “this

afternoon my thoughts went back to the
battle of Nasby. There was one man of
our troop who hung back in that fight,
who stayed always well to the rear, where
he was_ safe,
* “Yet when the enemy had been routed,
that same man charged forward and with
loud shouts led an attack on the camp
followers and women who were behind
the king’s lines. That afternoon he gorged
himself on blood-—not enemies’ blood, but
the blood of women and of half grown
youths. You were that man!”

Brand’s face had paled. He took a
step backwards, looked uncertainly from
side to side.

Wilton laughed and his laugh had a
grating sound.

“I hold not the death of Roger Huntley
against you,” he continued. “Death would
have been his lot, whatever the circum-
stances. Yet I do hold against you the
cowardly blow with which you toock his
life; for if any man be taken as you took
him, it is his right to a trial.

“And I promise you this, Brand, be-
cause I am proud of the name of the

*



Te

64

Ironsides. T promise you this in the name
of those men who have fallen in honest
battle. If you live through the assault on
Drogheda tomorrow, I will kill you with
my bare hands.”

Not a word was spoken in answer to
that challenge of Wilton’s. He swung
about, faced Cromwell, said bluntly, “I
will be in my quarters if you wish to see
me, Oliver.” And then looking neither to
right nor to left, he marched away.

1I

ROM in front of his tent, David

Wilton could hear the drone of Crom-
well’s voice as he addressed the leaders
of his army and he could easily imagine
what was happening.

Oliver Cromwell had talked to his men
before Marston Moor, before Newbury,
before Naseby, before every important
engagement in which they had taken part.
The man’s genius for leadership was not
limited to military strategy. He had the
power of firing those under him with a
zeal and an enthusiasm which was un-
quenchable, ‘

Cromwell’s Ironsides went into a battle,
not as an army of men but as crusadets
with a God-given mission. Therein lay
much of the secret of his success.

A shadow fell across the space in front
of Wilton and glancing up he saw John
Arundel standing near him. There was a
tight, worried frown on Arundel’s face.

“Well, John?” Wilton asked.

Arundel sank down on the ground. “You
need not have said what you did about
having wanted to help Sir George Hunt-
ley to escape,” he remarked slowly. “Men
will not understand that, David.”

“What matters it?” Wilton shrugged.
“Will my loyalty to Oliver be questioned
because I sought to help the man who was
one of my father’s closest friends?”

Arundel’s fingers drew a pattern in the
dust. He said after a while, “Oliver will
not question your loyalty but others may.
And as for Brand, you were over-rash. The
man has a following of sorts.”
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Wilton laughed. “Ar following of cov
ards. I am not worried by Colonel Bran
It is something else which bothers o
now.”

“What, David?”

“Roger Huntley was caught making a
effort to escape from Drogheda. I wond:
if that means that his father and sist
are within the town?”

Arundel shot him a quick look. “‘An
if it should?™

Loud cheers and shouting from the cer
ter of the carap told Wilton that Cron
well’s speech was over. He listened to th
sounds for a moment, then glanced ove
at Arundel and smiled. “I have a feelin
that Oliver will come to see me.”

Arundel stood up. “If Sir George is i
Drogheda, notaing you can do would sav
him, David. Cliver is more bitter towar
the English who have taken refuge her
than toward the Irish.”

“T know that, John.”

For a moment Arundel’s troubled eye
rested on Wilton’s face; then shruggin
his shoulders the young man turned awas

Hardly had he gone before Oliver Crom
well appeared. Cromwell was unattended
He looked tired and the half-light fror
the stars deepened the wrinkles on hi
face. David Wilton stood up. He sai
quietly, “I expected you, Oliver.” And the
he stood there waiting for Cromwell’
answer,

When it cane it surprised him for i
was not at all what he had expected.

“David,” siaid Oliver Cromwell, ©
would like to see the axe you carry int
battle.”

Wilton turned into his tent and a mo
ment later came back out with the axe
It was a long-handled weapon made en
tirely of steel. Curious engravings marke
the handle and above the curved, cuttin,
edge of the axe were deep letters spellin;
the name Bretwalda. Three blood-res
jewels were ser above that name.

“Bretwalda,' Cromwell muttered. “Yor
told me, 1 tkink, that the meaning o
that name was ‘Ruler of Britain.’”

“Aye, such is the meaning.”

3 A—14
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“The weapon has been in your family
for a long time?”
“Since the days of king Alfred.”

LIVER CROMWELL stretched out

his hand for the axe but he made no
attempt to lift it. Clasping the handle he
stared into Wilton'’s face. “T am thinking,
right now, David,” he said slowly, “of a
day in Cambridge when a young student
came to me and said that he had heard
that I considered raising a troop of cav-
alry. You recall that div, don’t vou?”

Wilton nodded.

“From that time on,” Oliver Cromwell
continued, “vou have be>n with me, David.
Men call me a great general;, vet at
Marston Moor when the day seemed lost
and 1 gave the order o wheel and ride
to the east, vou were i1 the vanguard of
the men when we struck Goring’s horse
and Newcastle's Whitecoats, There and in
every other battle you liave always found
vour way to the place where the fighting
was the thickest. In ycur hands this old
axe has well earned its name, Ruler of
Britain.”

Wilton shrugged. “I but followed you,
Oliver.”

“And tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow as always.”

Cromwell nodded. A Jaint smile touched
his lips and he said zbruptlv, “I knew
of your interest in Sir George Huntley, or
perhaps I should say in his daughter, I
knew that you did not help him to escape
from gaol. T asked his son to speak tonight,
knowing what his answer would be, but
also wanting to seem tc be dealing justly
in the matter of Braid’s accusation.

“After Drogheda is taken, David, T
want to talk to both you and Colonel
Brand. Until such time I charge you to
remember that we have the Irish to deal
with.”

Wilton’s lips tightened. “The trouble
between Colonel Brand and me is of
long standing, Oliver. It is a trouble which
cannot be settled by words.”

“You have heard my order, David.”

David Wilton made no answer and

4 A—14
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after a moment Oliver Cromwell passed
the handle of the axe back to him, turned
and stared toward the walls of Drogheda.

"“The breach should be widened encugh
by tomorrow noon for an assault,” he
muttered. “I cannot spend much time on
this Irish campaign. I must get back to
England.”

He looked around at Wilton. “They had
their chance to surrender. We will offer
them no quarter tomorrow. Here in Drog-
heda we can break the backbone of the
rebellion.”

FTER Cromwe!l had gone, David

Wilton sat for a long time before
his tent, staring now and thea toward
Drogheda. The thoughts which ran
through his mind were a curious mixture
of childhcod memories, of recollections of
his life with Cromwell, and of vague and
troublesome anticipations of what might
lie ahead.

He could realize how important it was
to the Commonwealth of England to crush
this rebellion in Ireland:; yet that order
of “No quarter” kept running through his
mind. It was not an order which applied
to the townspeople or to the women and
children who might be with the defenders
of Drogheda. He knew that.

Yet after Naseby, even the women and
children who had followed the king’s
march had been slain. And from the
temper of the men here in camp, he had
the feeling that they would not be too
particular tomorrow,

About Sir George Huntley he did not
concern himself. If Sir George was with
the defenders of Drogheda he had elected
to cast his lot with them. But if Barbara
were there—

Wilton got to his feet. He crossed over
to a blanket-wrapped figure which lay
near his tent; knelt at the man’s side and
woke him. The man sat up, rubbed the
sleep from his eyes, stared at Wilton and
then asked quickly, “What is it, sire?”

This man was Benjamin Mays. He was
past middle age; was short, stooped, al-
most entirely bald. He had long served the

*
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Wiltons and David knew that he could
trust him with his life,

“Lady Barbara Huntley is in Drog-
heda,” Wilton stated. “Just where, T do
not know. Yet I have the feeling that she
is there.”

Mays blinked. “What would you have
me do, sire?”

Wilton stared toward the town. Men
would be busy there, he guessed, throw-
ing up an embankment behind the open-
ing breach in the walls. If that were true,
they might not gain the town through their
first assault. There would be a desperate
battle beyond the breach.

Looking back at Mays, Wilton said
slowly, “Tomorrow, Benjamin, I want you
to find Aaron Whitlock and Thomas Blake,
Tell them what I have told you. These are
my orders. The three of you are to stay in
camp until after the first assault, until
after the second. If you think that the
third may succeed, join in it,

“And after you have gained the town,
try to find Lady Barbara. Where she will
be I do not know. Perhaps near her father
—any of the English loyalists there might
know. If you find her send word to me
and guard her until I come. You will
speak of this to no other men than those
I have mentioned. Is that understood?”

Benjamin Mays nodded. “Aye, sire. We
will find her.”

David Wilton clasped the man’s hand.
“You can do me no greater service, Ben-
jamin. And now sleep well. You will have
need of your strength tomorrow.”

HE cannonading of Drogheda was

started again at dawn and slowly the
breach in the wall was widened. Noon
came and the sun passed overhead and
started down the western sky,

Now and then puffs of dust from the
wall told of a direct hit and each hit
brought a cheer from Cromwell’s soldiers.
Most of them had donned their light
armor and had made ready their muskets
and pistols. They could not use their
horses in this attack, but Wilton could
sense a deep confidence in the men.

The wall proved stubborn; yet by late
afternoon Wilton felt that the breach was
deep enough to risk an assault. Others
must have thought that, too, for a quiet
fell over the soldiers and here and there
a few of the more devout dropped to their
knees for a moment of prayer. John Arun-
del, whose company was near to Wilton’s,
joined him for a while.

“You have not forgotten our wager,”
he challenged.

“Nay, I have not forgotten it,” Wilton
answered grimly. His hand reached up to
his shoulder, There, in a leather halter,
swung the axe Bretwalda. Pistols and
muskets, in an affair like this, were good
for only one discharge. After that, men
had to depend on pike and sword.

A sudden, wild shout went up from the
men; and staring over to one side, Wilton
caught a glimpse o’ Oliver Cromwell. He
did not hear the order for the assault hut
he saw Cromwell’s arm pointing toward
the town and the men back of him surged
forward.

The attack had tegun.

He started running over the ground to-
ward the breach. Little puffs of smoke
from the guns of the defending musketeers
stabbed out at them and here and there
a man went down. But those in the assault
did not fire in answer. They had been well
trained not to fire until they were almost
close enough to the enemy to touch them.

Then quite suddenly they were at the
wall and clambering through the breach. A
volley of pistol shots flung back the de-
fenders and through that breach came the
Ironsides, pike and sword ready.

Wilton reached a hand to his shoulder
and freed the axe Bretwalda. He threw
himself forward, slashing from side to side;
vet so great was the pressure of the de-
fenders that their progress was stopped
and they were forced back to the breach
and through it.

Screams, hoarse shouts, the slashing of
steel on steel and the rattle of musketry
told of another wave in the assault; but
this time, just as at first, the Ironsides
were beaten back.
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T WAS Cromwell himself who led the
third assault. Wilton heard his voice

while he, John Arundel and a score of
others still battled at the breach in the
walls. He had lost all ccunt of time.

Before him and outside of the wall,
bodies were piled high. Out of the cerner
of his eve he caught o glimpse of John
Arundel, Blood streamed across Arundel’s
face from a cut in his scalp. He had a
sword in one hand, a broken pike in the
other. He was shouting hut Wilton couldn’t
catch his words.

A huge figure loomed up in front of
Wilton but Bretwaelde smashed the man
aside. How many had fallen before that
axe Wilton couldn’t guess. Behind him
there was suddenly the pressure of those
charging to the third assault.

Pistol shots mowed cown a line of the
defenders and Wilton felt himself carried
forward. They reached the barricades be-
vond the breach, were over them and be-
vond them; and as the defenders fell back
David realized that the town had been
taken.

No charge could now stop Cromwell’s
men, They were pouring through the wall,
turning to left and right up the narrow
streets, rushing ahead toward the bridge
across the tideway which stretched through
the town.

For a moment, then, Wilton lowered his
axe to the ground. Ee drew a ragged
breath, stared from side to side. Not far
distant he saw four ’rish soldiers who
had thrown down their arms and crowded
hack in a corner made by two houses. They
were holding their hands over their heads,
crying for mercy. One of them was just
a boy.

A group of Cromwell’s soldiers ran
that way: swords flashed in the air and
the four Irish were cut down. Similar
scenes were betng enacted everywhere. At
some points the Irish had elected to fight;
and a good many of them, Wilton could
see, had fled across the bridge toward
the north part of the town,
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He thought suddenly of Barbara Hunt-
ley and he started running for the bridge.
Where he might find her, how he might
find her, he did not know; yet from the
way the slaughter had started he knew
that unless he found her before someone
else came across her, he might be too late.

He was unaware that he called Bar-
bara’s name as he ran through the streets
of Drogheda. Everywhere, it seemed, there
lay bodies of the dead. Most of them were
the bodies of soldiers; but here and there
were the crumpled figures of townspeople,
of women and of children.

A hand grasped his arm and jerking
around he saw Benjamin Mays. “This
way, sire,” Mays shouted. “Thomas has
found her.”

“Barbara! Barbara Huntley!”

Mays was drawing him toward one of
the thatch-roofed houses which lined the
narrow street. “Thomas saw Sir George,”
Mays was saying. “He followed him here.
At the door, Sir George was struck down.
Lady Barbara dragged his body inside.”

Wilton jerked open the door. On the
bare, earthen floor inside sprawled a man’s
figure. Lady Barbara crouched at its side.
She wore a light gown, gathered at the
waist by a red girdle. Her long brown
hair had been loosened and fell over her
shoulders.

At Wilton’s entrance she lcoked up, then
stood suddenly to her feet, straight and
slim and pale of face. Her dark brown
eyes stared at him with no trace of recog-
nition; her lips were pressed tight against
her teeth.

“Barbara!” Wilton cried.
Thank God you'’re safe!”

The girl seemed not to hear him. “Go
ahead,” she said huskily. “Finish your
work, murderer!”

Wilton glanced at Mays. “Fasten the
back door,” he ordered. “Then see how
badly Sir George is hurt.”

He moved out the front door, closed it
and leaned against it. Save for dead bodies
the street was almost deserted. Toward the
north there was the sound of battle. There
was a hillock that was known as Mill

“Barbara!

"
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Mount and there many of the defenders
were making a last stand. Near St. Peter’s
Church the fighting had stopped.

“It will soon be over,” Wilton muttered.

But he was wrong. The fighting was
soon to be over but not the slaughter.
Those who had taken refuge on Mill
Mount were to be killed to the last man,
Eighty persons who had thought to find
safety in the tower of St. Peter’s church
perished in the flames as its steeple was
fired.

All night long and throughout the next
day the killing was to be continued as
people were dragged from their hiding-
places and put to the sword. In all, fewer
than thirty persons were to escape alive,
and they only to be sold into slavery.

Such was the story of the taking of
Drogheda.

T WAS dark and cloudy the next morn-

ing. The sharp tang of fall was in the
air and rain fell intermittently. From the
doorway of the house in which he had
found Barbara and her father, David
Wilton stared out into the street.

A score of times during the night his
sharp command had ordered looting or
searching parties to pass on and skip this
house, It was here, he had sent word to
his command, that he would make his
headquarters. If any of the men thought
it strange, no such comments came to him.

Mays had gone off and secured food and
water; Blake and Whitlock had reported
to him and were inside. Whitlock, who
was a doctor of sorts, had done what he
could for Barbara’s father. With the girl,
Wilton had had no further word.

A body of horsemmen coming up the
street attracted Wilton’s attention and a
deep scowl came to his face as he recog-
nized that the leader of this group was
Colonel Brand., He had not seen Colonel
Brand during the assault on the town, had
almost forgotten him; but the sight of
him now stirred a slow, heavy anger in
his veins. Brand, he could guess, must
have spent a very busy night. Searching
out those who had sought to hide and

putting them to the sword was a task in
which the man specialized.

Colonel Brand’s eyes, shifting from side
to side, suddenly marked where he was
standing and as the man rode closer
Wilton could see that the muscles of his
face had tightened and that one hand
rested on his sword. He reined up his
horse, asked a question of one of the men
who was with him. That fellow looked
curiously at the house before which Wilton
stood, shrugged his shoulders and made
some answer.

Wilton stepped oit from the door. He
said bluntly, “I made you a certain
promise, Colonel Brand. I have not for-
gotten it.”

A twisted smile touched Brand's lips.
“Nor I,” he answered. Then without say-
ing more he touched his horse with his
spurs and rode on,

Wilton frowned, moved back to the
door. He had thougkt that by his stepping
out that way and reminding Brand of
their trouble, it mizht not occur to the
man to wonder why he had selected this
particular house. Yet he liked not the
memory of the way Brand had looked at
the house nor his whispered question to
one of those who rode with him.

An hour later 2 soldier rode up with
a summons from Oliver Cromwell. Wilton
acknowledged it. Such a summons he knew
he dared not ignore. He turned into the
house, called Mays aside. “I must go to
Oliver,” he told him, “but I will not bhe
gone long.”

Mays nodded. “1 will watch the door
None shall enter, site.’

“Sir George?”

Mays shrugged. “He is badly injured
I know not what chance he has.”

David Wilton felt a deep rush of grati-
tude for Mays and for Aaron Whitlock
and Thomas Blake. They all knew Sir
George for a loyalist and none of them
could have had any particular interest
in the man. They all knew of Cromwell’s
order that no quarter be given and what
it would mean to tham if what they were
doing was discovered. Yet without any
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question at all, they had obeyed his com-
mands.
Wilton said, “Thanks, Benajmin.”

E TURNED to the door, stepped

outside and hurriedly sought Crom-
well’s headquarters. A man at the bridge
directed him back to the north part of
the town. Wilton turned, and in a few
moments came again to the street which
he had watched all night.

Up in front of the house in which Bar-
hara and her father had been found there
was a crowd of soldiers. They were press-
ing forward, shouting, velling. Bared
swords flashed in the air and steel grated
against steel.

David Wilton ran swiftly up the street,
drawing his own sword. He struck that
group without any warning at all, struck
it with the fury of a nan cone mad. His
blade, cutting from left to right, mowed
a pathway through those men and to the
side of Benjamin Mays whose figure
swayed unsteadily fron. side to side and
who could now scarcely stand,

Wilton jerked aroundi, parried a blow
which was aimed at his head, and ran
the man through the throat. “What is
the meaning of this?” 1e demanded. “By
whose orders do you attack the residence
of one of Cromwell's men?”’

He was hoarse with anger.

Several of the soldiers backed away,
started rununing up the street. The others
stood a little way off for a while and then
cne of them answered, “We are but a
searching party. We were given orders to
moiss no house.”

“Who gave vou those orders?” Wilton
barked.

The man hesitated, then said, “Oliver
Cromwell.”

Wilton was sure that the man was lying.
He had a sudden conviction that the
summons from Cromwell had been false,
that it had been sent by Colonel Brand as
an excuse to get him away from this house,
that these men had been sent here by
Colonel Brand,

“I will answer for those in this house,”
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he said sharply. “Tell Cromwell that.”

The man laughed, said something under
his breath to the others, and they all
moved away.

Benjamin  Mays fell heavily against
Wilton’ shoulder and dropping his sword,
Wilton caught the man in his arms. He
carried him inside, lowered him to a straw
pallet. There was a deep gash in the man's
shoulder, another wound in his chest. A
red froth showed on his lips.

“I should never have left, Benjamin,”
Wilton said slowly. “I should have guessed
it was but a trick.”

“They did not get inside,” Mays
whispered. “I told you that I would watch
the door.”

Whitlock came across the room and
knelt at Mays’ side. A young man was
Aaron Whitlock, tall and thin and sharp-
featured. He made a swift examination of
Mays’ wounds, looked up at Wilten and
shook his head.

Wilton turned away. There was a mist
in his eyes which made it difficult for him
to see. Somecne stepped up to his side
and he heard Barbara's voice saving, “He
did that for us, David? Why?”

“Because I asked him to,” Wilton an-
swered.

He felt the girl’s hand on his arm but
did not look at her. Almost roughly he
moved on across the room. There was a
sag in his shoulders, bitterness in the tight
way that his lips pressed against his
teeth. He glanced over at Sir George
Huntley. The man lay as one dead. There
was no possible chance that he could
escape. He was not fit to travel. And
if Brand had not guessed it before, he
could be sure, now, who was hidden
here.

Wilton jerked around. He said to Whit-
lock, “There is nothing you can do for
him?”

“Nay, sire, He is dead.”

Wilton drew a ragged breath. “Then
you and Blake get out of here. Find a
place with others of our men. I ask only
this. Say nothing about what has happened
here.”

"
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Whitlock glanced at Blake, shook his
head. “I would stay here, sire.”
“And I, Blake said gruffly.

OR a moment a soft smile rested on
Wilton’s lips and his shoulders
straightened. Every line of his body
showed the pride that he took in those
answers. “You are good soldiers,” he said
quietly. “I have never known better. Yet
what I said to you was an order. Obey it.”

“But sire—"

Wilton pointed to the door. “Go—be-
fore it is too late.”

The two men hesitated for a moment,
then turned to the door. Wilton followed
them, stood there staring after them. Be-
hind him he could hear Barbara moving
about in the room, could hear Sir George’s
heavy breathing. It began to rain and it
seemed that the day had grown darker
though it was not yet noon.

He closed the door, turned around and
looked across the room at Barbara Hunt-
ley. He noticed things about her now that
he hadn’t seen before. He had thought of
her as a girl but she had become a woman.
The lines of her mouth had strengthened
and there was a fullness in the depth
of her breast. She was bending over her
father, bathing his head.

As suddenly aware of his regard she
looked up and for a moment her eyes met
his squarely.

“Why do you not follow them?” she
asked suddenly, And then when he did
not answer, “What can you think to ac-
complish by staying here?”

Wilton shrugged. He had no answer
ready. Oliver Cromwell, he knew, thought
a great deal of him. But Cromwell would
never condone his protection of a loyalist.
Those who had fled to Ireland, who had
been taken here among the defenders of
Drogheda, had been marked for death.
Sir George Huntley would be made no
exception.

Wilton leaned back against the door.
“Why did you come here, Barbara? Why
did you not flee to France or to the new
world across the sea?”

The girl stood vp; and as she spoke
Wilton could sense the same pride in her
voice that had been in the voice of her
brother the night before, when he had
faced Cromwell at the campfire.

“You forget, David, that we are Hunt-
leys. It is not in us to run away.”

“Your brother—"

“Last night he escaped from the town
to carry a message 0 Ormonde. Cromwell
has not conquered Ireland and his com-
monwealth will last only so long as his
army of murderers is undefeated.”

David Wilton frowned. He could see no
point in telling Barbara what had hap-
pened to her brother, It was better, he de-
cided, to let her think that he had escaped.

“I heard those men of yours talking
together,” the girl continued, “but I had
already guessed what had happened in
this town. Do you think the world will
ever forget Drogheda?”

Wilton made no reply. He sought in his
mind for some answer to the girl, for
words which woulc picture to her the
Cromwell he knew; a Cromwell who loved
England and the English people, who
sought for them a full measure of justice,
who dreamed of a nation ruled by the peo-
ple for the benefit of the people, and who
worked to that end.

Yet he knew that he could never make
Barbara see that man. This was an old
argument between -hem. They each saw
the man from a different side and neither
of them, he knew, would ever accept the
judgment of the other.

“Go. Follow your men,” said the girl

sharply. “Let others, if you will not do

it, finish the work here.”

Wilton shook’ his head. “I cannot go,
Barbara.”

“Tt is too late to change sides.”

“T have not changed sides.”

A strangely puzzled look came into the
girl’s eyes. He was aware of the way that
her eyes followed bim as he crossed the
room to drink from the pail of water and
as he then walked toward the back of
the house to make sure that the rear en-
trance was blocked. When he came back
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she was again bending over her father
and Wilton moved on to the front door
without speaking.

v

OHN ARUNDEL came riding up the
street that afternoo, swung from the
saddle of his horse and joined Wilton in
the doorway. He wore a thick bandage
around his head, no helmet. And though
he tried to make his greeting very casual,
Wilton could sense a vague uneasiness in
his {riend.

“Our men have finally cleared out the
towers in the wall,” h» said to Wilton.
“Those who were not slain, about thirty,
are being shipped to the Barbadoes. Brand
and others like him have searched every
corner of the town for refugees. You were
right in what you guessed might happen,
David. It was worse than after Naseby.”

“When do we march cn?” Wilton asked.

“Tomorrow, perhaps, though a garrison
will be left here.”

Wilton stared out acrass the street. The
rain had stopped for a while but it was
ztill damp and cold ard here and there
were puddles of water.

“A little while ago,” said Arundel, “I
was talking to a man named Whitlock. He
mentioned the fact that he had discovered
a small skiff tied up tc the shore of the
tideway. It is just at the foot of this
street.”

Wilton shot a swift rlance at the man
standing beside him. Arundel was not
looking his way. His eyes were fixed on
the ground.

“Quite a nice little skiff, to hear Whit-
lock talk about it,” he murmured. “And
as it happened I ran across Colonel Brand.
He’s been quite concerned that because
among the dead they have not found the
body of a certain lovalist, Sir George
Huntley. He's talked quite a bit about this
Sir George. It seems that he thinks the
man is still alive and in hiding somewhere
in the town.”

“Here, perhaps,”
bluntly.

Wilton suggested

Arundel looked around at him. “Aye,
Wilton. I think that he has mentioned
this house as one place which hasn’t been
searched. He has also hinted that it is
strange that you have withdrawn so from
the others. 1 heard him speak of that to
Oliver.”

Wilton scowled. He said slowly,
“Thanks, John. And now hadn’t you bet-
ter be getting back to your men?”

“You have not asked me why I came
to see you. Have you forgotten our wager?
My blade against yours that I would be
first into Drogheda?”

Wilton unbuckled his sword belt. “Here,
John.”

“Nay. You were before me. 'Tis my
blade you have won, yet 1 cannot undo
the buckle of my belt. I am afraid, David,
that you must accept me as well as my
sword.”

Arundel’'s words were light but the
meaning behind them brought a thickness
to Wilton’s throat. He lifted a hand to
John Arundel’s shoulder. “Nay, good
friend. There are some dark roads which
a man must travel alone.”

“I have a liking for dark roads.”

“But John—”

“And T am a very stubborn man,
David.”

HE clatter of hoofbeats came to them

from up the street. Wilton jerked
around, looked that way. A company of
men was riding toward them; and leading
those men was Oliver Cromwell. Wilton’s
hand dropped to his sword, fell away. He
watched in silence as the men drew nearer
and then stopped, and though his glance
took in others of the company he was
aware only of Cromwell.

There was a weary, almost a strained ex-
pression on Cromwell’s face and his usually
dark eyes were webbed with red lines.

“I have not seen you since the assault,
David,” Cromwell said slowly. “I had
thought surely to find you at my side last
night.”

Wilton’s lips tightened. He had never
lied to this man now facing him and de-

"
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ception came hard. “It was a confusing
night, Oliver.”

Cromwell’s eyes went to the door be-
yond Wilton. He frowned, rubbed his
hands together. Others in that group were
also looking at the closed door and Wilton
had the sudden conviction that every one
of them had guessed what lay beyond it.
That scere in the camp the night before
the assault and Brand’s clever innuendoes
had made them all suspicious.

“I have a mission for you, David,”
Cromwell said abruptly. “I would like
to have you report to me within an hour.”

“Within an hour?” Wilton repeated.

Cromwell nodded. For a moment his
eyes rested fairly on Wilton’s face and in
his look there was nothing soft or for-
giving. All of the sternness of the man
was there for Wilton to read.

“Within an hour,” said Cromwell again.
And then lifting the reins of his horse he
rode on and the others followed him.

“He has guessed,” Wilton muttered,
staring after Oliver Cromwell.

“Aye, David. He was never a dull man.”

“Yet he made no attempt to force his
way into the house. He did not order me
to stand aside.”

Arundel nodded. “He has done for you
what I doubt that he would do for any
other man. He has given you a chance
to return to him. David, if you go to
Oliver Cromwell within the hour he will
greet you with a smile, drop his arm
around your shoulder, and never will this
incident be mentioned between you.”

“But those in this house?”

Arundel did not seem to have heard
him. “David,” he said quietly, “there are
none of us who have served with Oliver
who stand higher in his regard than you,
on whom he counts more than you, who is
closer to him than you. Here in Drogheda
he has broken the backbone of the re-
bellion in Ireland. He will return to Eng-
land as a conquering hero. The Common-
wealth is well established and no man is
more powerful than he. There is no limit
to what lies ahead of you at Cromwell’s
side.”

“But those in this house?” said Wilton
again.

Arundel shrugged his shoulders and fell
silent,

“I told you, John,” Wilton said quietly,
“that it was a dark road that 1 followed.
Oliver’s task is we!l done. He has more
need now for diplomats at his side than

"he has for soldiers.”

“Men such as Colonel Brand?”

For a moment tke old anger stirred in
Wilton’s veins but he held it in check.
“Men such as Brand run a short course.”

Arundel glanced up at the sky. The
clouds had thickenzd, giving promise of
an early dusk. “It will be dark within
an hour,” he muttered.

“Aye, and you must be gone.”

“You are forgetting the blade you won
and my liking for dark roads. Besides,
David, I am a sailcr of sorts.”

“But John—"

Arundel laughed and there was an easy
naturalness to the sound. He dropped an
arm around Wilton’s shoulder and said,
“Come on. I would meet the lady. Surely
you will not deny me that.”

ARBARA was standing just inside

the door and as they entered her
eyes went from ore man to the other.
Wilton caught the impression that she
had heard all that taey had said. He men-
tioned Arundel’s name and then stood
watching the girl, wondering what she
thought.

John Arundel bcwed in as courtly a
manner as if he iwere meeting Barbara
at some ball. He cast Wilton a swift glance
and said, smiling. “Now I can understand
you better.”

Barbara’s face was a frozen mask. 1t
gave no indication of her feelings, and
when Wilton spoke of the boat her eyes
looked steadily at his. They were cool
and unblinking.

“T will carry Sir George,” he told her.
“It is swiftly growing dark. With luck we
should reach the boat without any
trouble.”

Barbara shook hor head. “No, David.
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Leave us here. My father cannot be
moved.”

Wilton shrugged. “ "T'is a risk we must
take.”

“NO_”

Wilton looked over at Arundel and
Arundel said, “Whitlock and one other
man will be at the boat. We should not
delay too long. When Brand hears Crom-
well’s order he may hope that you will
try something like this.”

The axe Bretwalda stood against the
wall. Wilton moved that way. He lifted
it and placed it in the sling over his shoul-
der, moved out to the back door and
opened it. A narrow passageway ran along
the rear of the house aud to a cross-street
below. From there it was not far to the
Boyne tideway.

He returned to the room, crossed to the
side of Sir George. Blood-soaked bandages
across the man’s chest told of the serious-
ness of his condition. H's face was flushed
with fever,

Barbara touched him on the arm. “No,
David. Please.” There was a catch in her
voice: for the first time, it seemed to him,
the giil's iron reserve had broken. He
looked around at her ind what he saw
in her eyes made him feel that all of the
past five years had been wiped away and
that nothing stood between them any
longer,

That swift impression gave a sudden
lift to his spirits. It was as if the warmth
of the sun had made its way through the
clouds. Something of that feeling sounded
in his voice as he looked over at Jjohn
Arundel and called, “Ready, John. We'll
2o the back way.”

“Ready, David,” said Arundel.

David Wilton slippec his arms under
the wounded man's bocy. He lifted him
casilv, stood up, turned to the back of
the house; and glancing over his shoulder
he saw that John Arundel and Barbara
were following him.

Though the shadows had thickened it
was not yet dark. Wilton could see easily
to the end of the passageway as he started
down it. He moved swiftly, almost run-
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ning; came to the side street and turned
up it to the crossing. Arundel caught him
there, grasped his shoulder and held him
back.

“Look,” he whispered huskily, pointing
straight ahead.

v

UT of the thick, gray, fog-like shad-

ows came a marching column of men.
They were not in orderly file and no
leader preceded them. Some carried bared
swords, a few had pikes. They seemed in
a hurry.

“Around the corner,” Arundel said
sharply. “The skiff is at the jetty at the
end of this street,”

“There they are!”
“Take them!”

A chorus of loud cries echoed that com-
mand and the men started running for-
ward. Wilton jerked around the corner,
raced down the street. He heard Barbara
and John Arundel following him: heard
the pounding footsieps of the soldiers.
They were close, terribly close.

A flung pike grazed his shoulder. He
was beginning now to feel the weight of
the man he carried. Just ahead lay the
jetty, a narrow structure of stone and
wood stretching out into the tideway; and
near the end of it he could make out the
skiff. Someone was raising its sail and the
figure of another man stood beside it lean-
ing forward and watching the chase.

Close they were, yet they would not
make the skiff. Wilton realized that as his
feet touched the jetty. Those who followed
them were too close. Before he and those
with him could get aboard and cast off,
they would be overtaken. Even now the
muscles of his back had stiffened against
the shock of a blow. Then, sharp and clear,
John Arundel’s voice came to him.

“Hurry, David! Hurry! I will enter-
tain these men for a while.”

The sudden clashing of steel, a loud,
piercing scream of agony, and Arundel’s
mocking laughter followed that cry.
Wilton didn’t stop though he knew what

shouted a voice.

"
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must have happened. Arundel, even as he,
had realized how narrow their chance;
and he had taken the one opportunity that
there was to improve it. At the point
where the jetty reached out into the tide-
way, he had stopped and was holding
back those who would have followed.

It was Whitlock who stood beside the
skiff. Coming up to him, David Wilten
called, “Here, take Sir George. Carry him
aboard and cast off.”

He forced the wounded man’s body into
Whitlock’s arms, turned and caught Bar-
bara’s wrist. “Into the skiff,” he said al-
most roughly. “You may trust these men.”

Thomas Blake was the man who had
raised the sail and now Blake reached out
and helped Barbara into the skiff.

“Look after them, Thomas,” Wilton
ordered. “And you, Whitlock. Lose no
time in getting away.”

“David!”

The cry was Barbara’s. She was standing
amidships looking back at him. One hand
was raised to her breast. Only a glance
did Wilton have at her face; but he could
see the fear that was written there, the
shocked and numb surprise,

“Cast off,” he said sharply to Whit-
lock; then lifting a hand to his shoulder
he grasped the axe Bretwalda, turned and
started running back along the jetty to-
ward the place where John Arundel still
held their pursuers at bay.

The jetty was wide enough so that three
men might stand abreast on it and still
have room for the movements of their
sword arms as they thrust and jabbed at
the one who blocked their progress.

As he ran toward Arundel, David Wilton
again heard the man’s mocking laughter
and caught the flash of his sword as it
jerked from side to side, now engaging the
blade of one man, now the blade of an-
other. He knew something of Arundel’s
skill with a sword but never had he seen
him fight as he was fighting now—grimly,
desperately, and yet with a recklessness
that surpassed all reason.

He was still a dozen paces away when
some man back of those in the front rank

suddenly pushed the center man forward.
He could see clearly what happened. Arun-
del’'s blade whipped over to stop that
man, pierced his body-—and before Arun-
del could draw it clear the two men on
each side struck swiftly with their swords.

Yet even then, John Arundel did not
fall. Staggering back he drew his blade
free, slashed to the right and then to the
left.

“Back, John! Buack!” Wilton shouted.
But whether or not John Arundel heard
those words, Wilton did not know. The
man stumbled to his knees at the edge of
the jetty, rolled over and then slid swiftly
into the waters of the tideway.

HE cry which jassed David Wilton’s

lips at that moment was a cry such
as he had never uttered before. It carried
in its tones all of the rage and anger and
all of the bitterness and sorrow he felt.

He was unaware of the shock of combat
when he came up tc the place where John
Arundel had stood and slashed his way
into those men crowded along the jetty.
Bretwalde had never felt lighter in his
hands, had never moved so swiftly or with
deadlier force.

Here and there he saw, momentarily,
faces which were familiar to him. These
men were not the comrades with whom
he had campaigned for five years. These
were the followers of Colonel Brand,
scavengers in the guise of soldiers,

As Arundel had guessed, Brand had
suspected that he might try to escape and
had gathered these rien to come and watch
the house.

Here and there men jumped from the
jetty to escape the flailing blows of his
axe. Suddenly, just before him, he caught
sight of Colonel Erand. The man was
trying to back away but the pressure of
those who were behind prevented it, for
more men had been drawn to the jetty by
the sounds of the struggle,

“Remember my promise, Brand,” Wil-
ton shouted. “I have not time to use my
bare hands on you but Bretwalda will
do as well.”
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Ahoarse scream tore from Brand’s throat,
He jerked his sword into the air, trying
still to back away, For an instant longer
David Wilton could sez the man’s fear-
twisted face, then as Fretwalde smashed
down it disappeared frcm his view.

A stabbing sword cavght Wilton in the
side and a pike-point lanced through his
shoulder. Hardly aware of it, he began
giving ground, backing up step by step.

A buzzing sound gathered in his ears
and the thickening shadows seemed to be
pressing against his eyetalls. He wondered
whether Benjamin Mays had felt this
way as he stood in the door of the house,
holding back those who had tried to break
in; whether John Arundel had known this
ieeling in the last few moments of his life.

Yet strangely enough, his arms were
not weary; and Bretwdlda, almost of it-
self, held back those who would have
rushed him. An ancient legend of the
axe as told to him by his father flashed
across his mind. The strength to wield
Bretwalda, so ran the story, came not
from a man’s arms and choulders but from
the axe itself. He had felt that before,
but never as clearly as he felt it now.

From the corner of his eyes, Wilton
suddenly made out the skiff. It was still
fast to the jetty, and tte sight of it there
was like a sudden, stunning blow. He tried
at first to make himself believe that it
was some other skiff; but even in that
moment he knew that it was not. Barbara
was standing at the mast, slim, erect, her
dark hair tumbled around her shoulders.

A slamming blow or the head drove
Wilton to his knees. He tried to get up
but could not. A sharp voice rang out,
ordering, “Back! Everyone! Stand back!”
And though Wilton could not see the man
who gave that commaad he recognized
the voice as Oliver Cromwell’s.

While thick shadows crowded around
him he heard Cromwell’s voice asking
questions, the murmsured replies of soldiers
on the jetty. Then he felt hands turning
him over and he lookec up into the face
of Oliver Cromwell, Cold and stern was
the expression in those dark eyes which

stared down at him; yet there was a
softness in the man’s voice when he spoke.

“A great soldier was David Wilton and
much do we owe him. One last thing can
I do. It was his wish to be buried at sea.”

Cromwell removed his helmet and stoop-
ing over, lifted David Wilton in his arms.
He stepped into the skiff, lowered his
body to a blanket, and then straightening
up, said bluntly, “I will trust you men
to see that it is done.”

David Walton had no doubt that he
was dying. He felt a moment’s gratitude
toward Oliver Cromwell and after that he
felt nothing for a long time.

HEN he woke to consciousness the

sun was shining brightly and he lay
wrapped in blankets on the deck of a boat
much larger than the skiff. For a while
he tried to puzzle out where he was; then,
turning his head, he saw Barbara at his
side. There was a calm and peaceful ex-
pression on her face and her eyes seemed
fixed on a point far in the distance.

“Barbara?” Wilton whispered.

The girl looked down at him and smiled.
“We are going to the new world, David.
You and I and Thomas Blake and Aaron
Whitlock. Three days out of Drogheda
this ship picked us up.”

Wilton considered that for a moment,
then asked, “Your father?”

A look of pain crossed the girl’s face.
She shook her head. “He died the second
day out in spite of all that Aaron could
do for him.”

Again Wilton was silent for a while,
He knew little of this new world across
the sea, had little desire to go there; yet
it was obviously impossible for him to re-
turn to England after what had happened
at Drogheda. And thinking of that his
mind turned to Oliver Cromwell and a
vague memory of that scene in the skiff
at the jetty’s edge.

“Barbara,” he said slowly, “I never in
my life told Cromwell that T wanted to be
buried at sea. He knew that I wasn’t dead,
that T wouldn’t die. Yet by all his stand-
ards, he himself should have finished me.”

3
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The girl frowned. “Let us not talk of
Cromwell, David.”

“Then tell me this,” Wilton asked.
“Why did you not cast off while John
Arundel and T held back those men?”

Barbara’s hand closed over his. “Had
you really thought, David, that I would
go away and leave you?”

Wilton stared up at the sky. Far over-
head a white gull was circling. He watched
it for a time and suddenly he was aware
again of Barbara’s voice.

“There is a loyalty, David, more im-
portant than loyalty to any king or any
cause. It is the loyaity of one soul to an-
other.”

“You are thinking of John Arundel.”

“Of John Aruncel and Benjamin Mays
and Thomas Blake and Aaron Whitlock
—and-—even Olive: Cromwell. T know that
he knew you were not dead by the way
he looked at you and by the fact that he
had your axe put into the boat. I should
not have asked you to keep silent about
him.”

David Wilton smiled. “We have left him
behind us, Barbara. Ahead is a new world
and a new life.”

A second gull joined the one in the sky
and together they circled the ship. David
Wilton watched them for a while and after
a time he slept.
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“Starboard the helm!"” Blades yelled, , . .
He heard a high-pitched command , . . a
blaze of guns, a crash

Dawn’s Early Light

By KENNETH B. ATKINSON

Author of “I1'll Bring You A General,” “Knight’'s Gambit,” etc,
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1812: Roar of cannon, ripping of sails,
crashing of proud masts—and the flag
was still there. How aa American cap-
His Navy eat
scrap-iron and chain shot

Majesty’s

tain made

HE U. S. FRIGATE INVINCIBLE

l 44 guns—rolled in the trough of

a running sea. Captain Blades,

standing in the shrouds, moved his tele-

scope a point studying an approaching sail,

his high-boned face in silhouette against a

pitiless blue sky. Aft, his men sweated with
a damaged rudder.

It was late afternoon, August 10, 1813.

1

Without question the stranger was
British, and a man-o’-war. The red-figured
ensign snaking from the main truck was
the Royal Cross of St. George. )

Grimly lowering his glass Blades de-
scended from the ratlines. In a dozen long
strides he was at the taffrail where his
sailing master, Hogan, bellowed orders at
the seamen in the boats below. Beside him
in silent contrast stood Mr. Adams, first
lieutenant, fresh-faced and twenty-two.

“She’s British,” said the captain tersely,
pointing with his chin toward the cloud of
sail.

Eyes met significantly.

Blades glanced toward the boats below.

s
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“When will you be done?” He betrayed no
illusions. The rudder had been wrenched
loose in a squall the night before.

“Another three hours, sir.” Under bushy
brows Hogan's pale eyes flashed venom.
“Let’s be fightin’ thim black haythens.”

Blades shook his head. “We can’t even
haul anchor. Anyhow, yonder’s no frigate,
She’s a ship-of-the-line, likely seventy
guns.”

The Irishman glowered, all his people’s
hate for the British in his wind-bitten face.
“An’ behould, a true-born Hogan o’ Dun-
dalk atwiddlin’ his thumbs.”

Blades turned, went below, trying to rid
his mind of stinking English prisons .
losing the Invincible. Something choked
him. He loved this trim cruiser. He could
make her give him anything. By the feel
of her deck he knew her moods.

In his cabin he turned over a letter in
his sinewy duelist’s hands. The water
flashed blue through the stern windows and
he paused. The envelope, containing his
orders, was unaddressed. But on the back,
pressed in red wax, was the Navy Depart-
ment’s eagle. It was not to be opened till
off Halifax, yet a day’s sail north. Again
he cursed Commodore Jacoby’s cautious
secrecy.

“We can't take chances,” the latter had
told him heavily, finger tips together. “No
one must know.”

He’d talked on . . . sedition in Massa-
chusetts ., . . enemy agents, while Blades
brooded on the devious minds of politicians
turned commodores.

Now, however, floundering before a
powerful enemy, the captain felt no scruple
in opening his orders—burning them be-
fore he was captured.

He winced. From the first the Invincible
had been a part of him. With his own
money he had bought better food for the
gun-decks, special sights for the long 24-
pounders, To him the war was personal.
He was furious when people didn’t care
whether Americans were pressed in sight of
their own shores.

Late sunlight glowed on the seal. He
wasn’t of a high-flown imagination; yet the

possibilities of his orders for an instant
brought a fleeting vision, foreign chancel-
leries, parliaments. . . .

Awed by a darirg inspiration he glanced
out toward the Diritish man-o’-war, She
was nearly within zunshot.

Abruptly he piclied up a quill, dipped it
and addressed the blank letter.

To His Britannic Majesty’s
Secretary.

A touch of humor in his deep-set eyes,
he drew the shadings and flourishes af-
fected by diplomat c secretaries. With close
scrutiny a sailor’s hand, but good enough.
He sanded the ink, put the letter in his
pocket.

Foreign

TOOPING ttrough the door he

bumped into Michael, the lame,
dwarfed cahin boy whom he’d plucked a
month before from the Boston constables.
The lad’s pinchec face was pale. “Sir,
they’re saying that’s a British man-o’-
war—"" His voice faltered, off key.

Blades gripped his shoulder, felt the
quivering muscles and recalled his own
midshipman days, running orders on
bloody decks. He'd grown fond of this
youngster who’d hidden on his frigate,
chased for a tavern pickpocket. None such
aboard, he’d sworn; later offered him the
sea—or jail.

“Do you think-—?” Michael went on
He had the wizened look of a gnome. “Do
you think we’ll be taken?”

Blades lowered his voice confidentially.
“Not if there’s another way.”

On deck, he was in time to see the Eng-
lishman come about and belch a fluff of
white, erased quickly by the wind. A
boom; a cannon ball screaming overhead.
To larboard spumed water.

“What orders, sir?” asked Adams, run-
ning up.

“Dip the colors.”

The lieutenant licked his lips. “You
mean haul 'em down?”

“Oh no. Half-way down and back
again.” He looked up at the star-circled
ensign, symbol of 21l he cared about. “And
hurry on that rudier.”
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Furtively his men watched him. Why
weren't the drums beat ng them to quar-
ters? Biades spread his rusty-booted legs,
staring calmly over the'r heads. His blue
coat was faded. A battered cocked hat
tilted over his intense eyes.

Covertly he knew they called him
~Black Dick,” not for his strictness, but
for a day off Guadeloupe. Face sooted with
oun smoke, cutlass slashing, he had led
them boarding. . . . He watched the flag
dipped.

No response. Blades smiled a little, pic-
turing the quandary aboard the enemy.
Presently her beakhead swung. A hail came
shouted down wind. ‘What frigate is
that?”

The captain knew how to make his voice
like battle bugles, or w.ieedling with flat-
tery. Now he made it insolent, bawling
through a speaking trumpet. “United
States Frigate Invincible, Captain Blades.”

The reply was instent and ominous.
“His Majesty's Ship Sphinx, Captain
Brydges. Do you surrepder?”

Tersely Blades contin'ied with his phan-
tasy. “Diplomatic dispatches for His
Majesty’s Foreign Secretary.”

Again the British seemed mystified.
finally came another chort hail. “We're
cending a boat.”

The captain watched calmly as a long-
hoat put out, oarblades ¢linting in the wan-
ing sunlight, Tt swarmed with armed men
and his eyebrows bent in surprise at sight
of a captain’s epaulets in the sternsheets.

Why he came in person was shortly ex-
plained by his curiosity and concern.
Sword clanking, a saturnine lieutenant at
his heels, Captain Brydges clambered to the
deck flushed and perspiring. His right
cleeve hung empty. Fol owed twenty red-
coated marines to line up along the rail
with bayoneted muskets,

In a hundred ports, B ades had seen this
%orid, gross-mouthed breed. More privilege
than intelligence; an apgetite for drink and
fogging sailors. He saluted, wooden faced.
~ T regret you felt the rieed to board us.”
3lades’ tone was silky, slightly injured.
“My mission is diplomatic.”

Ignoring the salute, the Englishman,
arrogant and supercilious, surveyed the
officers, the seamen at attention. His little
eyes, peering from twin areas of pouchy
flesh, returned to Blades whom he looked
up and down with curling lip. But the
anxiety which had brought him was ap-

_parent.

“There were rumors at Plymouth that
you Yankees would be suing for peace. You
had letters for all His Majesty’s men-of-
war, of course. Show me them.”

“I have the letter to your foreign min-
ister,” said Blades, fists tight knots behind
his back. Naturally this obnoxious captain
would expect the United States to apologize
for every ship at sea.

“No papers stating your mission?”
There was a muddy cruelty in the Briton’s
eyes, something in his voice like a cat-o’-
nine-tails.

“Why should I?” asked Blades, remem-
bering, as if yesterday, a British flogging
through the fleet he'd witnessed at Gibral-
tar—and that same muddy look of cruelty.
“I have the dispatch itself.”

“Highly irregular,” pronounced Brydges
through puffy lips, love of forms and for-
malities obvious in every thread of gold
braid. “Let me see it.”

AUGHTY as a Mohawk chieftain

Blades looked the Briton over from

his black half-boots and white pantaloons

to the roval anchor on his hat. Studiedly
deliberate he took out the envelope.

Brydges snatched it, peered at the in-
scription, the official seal. “I shall have to
open this.”

“You shall not.”

Blades’ tone was flat and deadly, and
the Briton’s eyes flamed as if an upstart
powder monkey had affronted him. They
met an agate gaze, fought for supremacy
and jerked away. Angrily he tapped the
letter on his rolled lapel, brows stormy. He
looked toward his own ship, and back.

Perhaps it was Blades’ stern self-assur-
ance, perhaps the suspected contents of the
letter, diplomatic uncertainties. Brydges
waxed more conciliating.

*:
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“Possibly you’re not lying.” He frowned
importantly. “But it’s all too irregular. My
duty to my king and country,” he went on
smugly, “demands that you accompany me
to Halifax, where Admiral Sawyer can de-
cide.”

Blades breathed easier. For the moment
ship and orders were safe. Now to rid him-
self of Brydges.

“That will delay you and parley between
our governments. We could never keep up
with you,” he improvised smoothly. “Our
rudder’s shattered and we're fouled with
barnacles.”

“T shall have to brook the delay. Do you
know anything of this letter? These
parlies?” Brydges’ china-blue eyes studied
Blades shrewdly.

“Nothing.”

“Well, you wouldn’t tell.” The English-
man shrugged his gold epaulets. “Consider
your frigate under, ah—detention, and set
sail as soon as possible.”

Blades burned with humiliation. “I ap-
pear to have no choice.” He held out his
hand for the letter.

Unpleasantly sure of himself Brydges
stepped back and put it in his inside
pocket. “This,” he announced, “I shall
keep as hostage of your good behavior.”

Raging behind a face stiff as porcelain
Richard Blades calculated swiftly. Brydges
turned away, paunch bulging into silhou-
ette, and all at once Blades smiled.

“Captain,” his flashing teeth courted
favor, “don’t think us poor losers. We must
come if you insist. Meantime let’s forget
our differences. I can’t sail till I rig a new
rudder. You and the lieutenant have din-
ner with me.”

He signaled to a seaman for chairs.
“While we’re waiting—a bottle of brandy.
Some very special Etoie.”

Alert with suspicion, Brydges mumbled
regrets, backing off awkwardly.

“Is the captain afraid?”
Blades.

Trapped, Brydges hesitated. Actually
he’d run little risk, his heavy batteries
covering the Invincible. Too, enemy com-
manders usually exchanged courtesies. In

insinuated

the end, perhaps the Etoile decided him.

“We shall be plessed,” he condescended.

Excusing himsel’, Blades went below
and called Michael. “Were you a good
pickpocket?”

At the twinkle in the captain’s eye
Michael squared his narrow shoulders.
“Pretty good, sir.”

Blades instructel swiftly—smoke the
lantern glasses in the forward cabin . . .
Presently he was back on deck with a
bottle and a case of silver cups.

ALF an hour later, mellowed by the

spirits, Captain Brydges and his
second, Mr. Sellers, followed Dlades to din-
ner, where Adams and the sailing master
joined them.

The British captain’s pudgy hand
seemed lost withou: a brandy glass. They
were no more thar seated when he lum-
bered to his feet, liquor slopping on his
fingers, “The King " he gestured belliger-
ently.

Blades stepped tard on Hogan’s toe as
he heard the latter’s sharp breath. “Your
kealth, sir,” he said courteously, stared the
Briton down and drank.

Dinner progressed. Brydges grew boast-
ful—his mighty shi», his service at Trafal-
gar. “Nelson gave his life,” he pronounced
pompously and hed up his glass, drank
some silent toast. Fe pointed to his empty
sleeve, “‘I gave this.”

“’Twas gin'rous of ye,” said Hogan,
brittlely sarcastic. Brydges glared and
Blades switched the topic, a little tipsily,
“I hear Bonaparte—" he hiccoughed—
“He’s won again a Liitzen.”

“That butcher!” sneered Brydges. But
under the yellow luntern, swinging slowly,
he peered at Blades as if speculating on his
knowledge of the <mperor. Mr. Sellers, a
languid-voiced fellow with narrow chin and
white protruding tzeth, mumbled of Aus-
tria’s joining the allies.

“Slow but sure is the just revenge of
Britain,” he repeated, apparently by for-
mula. Sleepily he Dhlinked.

“To shlow for INaplo—" Blades strug-
eled with his tongue, “~—for Napoleon.”
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Hogan twirled his glass by the stem.
“Your fine Wellington’ll e runnin’ for his
life by snowfall.”

Brydges, red-faced anc¢ coat undone, re-
vealing a corner of the letter, cursed in
angry profusion. Running? He had some
of the Duke’s veterans ahoard—to lead the
invasion of New York., And he had
muskets, munitions.

To Blades the boast seemed too hilarious
to be borne. He threw back his head and
his laughter filled the cebin, “Those red-
coats’ll be dead within a4 month.”

Bryvdges choked over tis brandy. “Your
filthy Yankee militia! They’ll be crushed
like reeds—that is if we’re still at war,”” he
added, as if suddenly thinking. But Blades
refused to let the subject drop. Michael
limped in with the pudding and he grew
even more boisterous.

“One filthy Yankee,” he announced
thickly, “can kill a hun-cer-erd filthy Eng-
lishmen.” His fist bangec. the table, upset-
ting his brandy with a crash.

Cursing, Brydges pushed back from the
glinting pool, while Blades tried to follow
Michael’s swiftness in tie dim light. He
merely saw a flash, a slight twitch of
Brydges’ coat.

Mumbling about the rudder, Blades rose,
ieaving Hogan and Mr. Adams to entertain
the guests. Tn his after cabin Michael, eyes
shining, waited with the letter. The cap-
tain broke the seal . . .

He was ordered, Jacoly had written, to
cruise off Nova Scotia—at all cost capture
or delay any British shi» he thought car-
ried soldiery or munitions. In a week Cap-
tain Tate with the Indebendence and two
sloops-of-war would follow to take com-
mand.

Idiot! To imagine he could know by
simply looking which British vessels bore
troops. As for delaying ships-of-the-line—

He shrugged, staring unseeingly at
Michael. No escaping 3rydges now; he
must stop those soldiers and munitions.
Few, but tough as iron, the regulars would
be the backbone of a larger Canadian
militia. New heart for the enemy, guns to
help Ojibway savages bun and scalp along

the border, storm down through New York.

Again his eyes returned to the letter,
caught a gleam. Swiftly he sought paper
and his pen began to scratch.

Finishing, he put the sheet in the envel-
ope and considered. How to seal the eagle?

A button glinted on his sleeve and he
turned it in his fingers. Then he moved
with decision. He patched the broken seal
and pressed the button deep in the hot
smear. . . . A sorry looking bird, but an
eagle.

“Michael”’—the boy was watching curi-
ously—*“can you put this back where you
got it?”

“T think so, sir.”

“Good. There’ll be an opportunity.”

ETURNING, he saw that Brydges
had had little chance to think ahout
the letter. Sailing Master Hogan was
taunting the guests wickedly with Irish
abuse. “. . . and 'tis the lucky haythens ye
are,” he was jibing as the captain sat down,
Haughtily the Briton cursed him for a
black papist.

Through a long evening glasses lifted,
tinkled and were endlessly replenished,
though Brydges showed only a spreading
net of tiny red lines across his eyeballs.

Blades marveled at his liquid capacity,
but when they rose to leave it was no sur-
prise that the Briton stumbled, falling
heavily—over his host’s foot. Helped up
by Mr. Adams and the cabin boy he
damned the [nvincible’s rough decks.

The captain saluted blandly as the Eng-
lish officers departed.

The night sky glittered and Captain
Blades awaited moonset, an hour after
they were under way, before showing that
the letter was insufficient security.

Sending ali who could be spared below
he ordered Hogan to draw away gradually
from the Spainx. He explained the content
of his orders, his plan to lure Brydges
south toward Tate’s squadron. “We
mustn’t gain on him. I said our bottom’s
fouled and he’ll hope to overtake us.”

At times the sailing master overstepped
his rank. “How do ve know he’ll follow us

-
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an’ not be headin’ straight for the St.
Lawrence?”

Blades considered him, listening to the
cheep and whine of the rigging. Properly
skilled at navigation, just the right rough-
ness and physique, but with all the ill-
judged impertinence of his race. He smiled.
“There’s bait in that letter Michael slipped
back in his pocket when I tripped him
after dinner.”

“But—" Hogan curbed his curiosity.
Saluting he turned on his heel to direct the
helmsman.

Shortly, Blades saw the lights of the
Sphinx drift slowly off to starboard as they
veered from the course. A challenge came
bellowed across the water. Where was he
going?

Blades lifted his speaking trumpet.
“Trouble with the rudder again,” he called
placatingly.

A pause, an evident consultation. Then:
“Get back on the course or we’ll put a prize
crew aboard.”

The captain’s lips tightened as he
studied the widening gap of dark water.
A good broadside could still leave him
broken-winged and sinking. From the
Sphinx he heard the high call of pipes and
his spine crawled cold.

Silently the two vessels rushed on, the
Sphinx veering south to draw closer, battle
lanterns sparking into life. Too slowly the
interval increased. As Blades stared against
the dark a red flash split the night, fol-
lowed by a heavy boom and scream of
roundshot overhead. Men swore softly.

His voice rang. “Royals! Lights out

The darkness was convulsed with dim
shapes, thudding feet, and shrilling boat-
swain’s whistles. Seamen swarmed aloft
and loosed the royal sails. Blocks creaked
and the great sheets snapped taut.

Overside the water swashed by; silence
from the Sphinx. Unconsciously Blades
braced himself, the frigate creaking slowly
to her roll. Then like magic came flame
and a stunning crash—shot tearing through
the rigging. Broken spars hurtled to the
deck. A shriek from the helmsman ended
in a gasp and men running.

1

Beneath the tinnacle blood welled
darkly. But there was no time, Blades
grabbed the spinning helm and bawled his
command.

“Wear full away!”

Safe now to bere the stern. Brydges
would need time to reload, couldn’t show
his starboard guns without losing distance.
Blades had his wounded carried to the
cockpit—five hit by flying splinters—and
took stock. Foretruck gone. Foreroyal and
topgallants hanging: useless. He had them
cut loose. Watching from the taffrail he
saw that they wer: out of range.

About now Brydges would be opening
a sealed letter. And the snare within.
Richard Blades told himself, was baited
well.

Yet he stood loaig, staring out beyona
the phosphorescert wake; later slept
brokenly, dreaminz of Brydges turning
back to send his redcoats wielding bloody
scalping knives. But at dawn the Sphiny
still plowed after ithem, sails pink in the
sun,

A day and a half the chase continued.
the Invincible now running in contempt or
faltering artfully 10 make Brydges blaze
away with his bow chaser, the balls splash-
Ing astern.

The second morning sails swam over the
horizon. Tate’s squadron? A brief scrutiny
through his glass ar.d Blades was reassured.
Brydges showed no sign of giving up.

The captain fac:d the wind. From the
west.

WO hours later, up to the squadron,

Blades, with Adams and the sailing
master, watched signal flags break out aloft
the Independence. Tate, senior officer, was
giving his comman]s.

“Anyhow,” obse-ved Blades, “we’ll have
the weather gauge.” Adams looked slightly
pale.

The little penrants, daubs of bright
color, fluttered upward. The Invincible to
take her place bekind the Independence.

Blades wore around and took his place
in the line. Behind came the sloops Firefly
and Yellowjacket. The Sphinx was trying
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to beat to windward, gzain the weather
gauge herself. “But w2 can sail closer
hauled,” Blades’ thoughts ran comfort-
ingly. “We’ll keep that advantage—offset
a little Brydges’ 36-pourders.” Then Tate
signaled again.

At wmy lead wear to starboard across
enemy’s course.

“He’s wantin’ to give Brydges a chance,”
observed Hogan acidly. “Divil a fine busi-
ness this!”

Blades frowned. “Obey orders!
Adams acknowledge that signal.”

Inwardly he boiled. Giving up the
weather gauge! Tate, he remembered, was
a political appointee, his experience in
fighting trivial and fAimsy. True, Brydges
must advance into raking fire, guns idle.
But theirs was infericr artillery, Tate
would gain a few raking broadsides at the
cost of doubling the S$phinx’s power to
maneuver.

He cursed with a gloomy precision. To
windward the ships couild lick past the
Briton like a scorpion, every barb dealing
noison, and curling back repeat the deadly
work, If only Bainbridge or Decatur, those
artists with the long guns, commanded the
Independence!

He shrugged, turned to the first lieute-
nant. “Mr. Adams, beat to quarters.”

To rattling drums partitions were re-
noved, furniture buried in the hold, ham-
mocks netted atop bulwarks—to stop
musket balls. Sand was sprinkled on the
decks, gunports lifted, guns unleashed and
tompions taken from tie muzzles. Aloft
they shortened sail, clewed up courses and
hung the yards with chains.

“To catch splinters they spread a net
from mainmast to mizzen. It made a slant-
ing sunlit pattern on the quarter-deck
where Blades waited alert and poised to
open fire,

Bearing down, the Spkinx came frown-
ing, long shadows unde- bellied-out sails,
still beating to windward.

She was but half a mile off, and Tate
hadn’t yet turned across her course. Blades
felt a rush of hope as the flagship ran up
new signal flags. But his lips compressed

Mr.

tight as he spelled out the command. Fire
at sails and riggings. The Independence
was finally turning, sails squaring.

“Depress your metal,” Blades yelled at
Adams, choking with exasperation. Tate
was leaving the Sphinx’s fighting men un-
touched; trying to cripple the ship herself.

The Invincible followed on around and
gun crews leaned on their pinch bars,
pulled out the quoins to lower the breeches.
Tate’s 24-pounders roared and holes dotted
the Sphinx’s sails, spars disengaged them-
selves, falling lazily. Adams was at the cap-
tain’s elbow. “Shall I fire?”’ Blades nodded.

Giving up the weather gauge had taken
Brydges full of surprise. Before he could
come about, bring his batteries to bear, in
her turn the Invincible was on him. _

“Blo-o-0-w your matches,” the cry
sounded down the decks.

“Take off your aprons.”

“Fire!”

The frigate jerked with a shattering
roar. Through the smoke Blades saw a
British yardarm fall, its sail crumpling like
paper. “Reload!” his voice was hoarse.
“Scrap-iron and chain shot.”

Ahead Tate turned south, showing star-
board guns and leading the squadron into
U-shape. Kicking white spray the Sphinx
rushed toward the bend scornful of the
sloops. The Invincible was quiet, save for
screeching blocks, guns rumbling back into
battery.

Blades turned to Adams. Unconsciously
his hand, on his sword hilt, was jerking out
the weapon, slamming it back in its scab-
bard. “Fire again when she overtakes us.”

Her figurehead showed-—an armored
Mars. Brydges, he knew, would not aim at
sails. His shoulders ached with waiting.
Fragments of the past came together in his
mind; climbing the shrouds on his first
man-of-war—the Phkiladelphia, it had later
burned at Tripoli—a day of battle on the
Constitution.

Firing handsomely, the two sloops
crossed the Briton’s bows and turned,
clearing Brydges’ guns. But the latter was
intent on the frigates which had lost
ground maneuvering,

s
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Blades, to ease his nerves, pulled the
plugs of wool from his ears, inspected them
and put them back. Then the Sphinx’s
towering sails were opposite, the captain
felt a sting of air against his cheek. Flame
and smoke leaped toward them with a roar,
instantly blotted out, answered, by his own
batteries.

HE Invincible shuddered. Screams rose

from hatchways. Searching human
targets, the Sphinx had fired on the down-
ward roll, her heavy balls smashing into
gun ports or through the hull along the
water line. Again he cursed Tate. Shooting
at sails! At windmills!

Squinting into acrid smoke he called
harshly, “Mr. Adams! The carpenter!
Have him plug those holes.”

Adams, boyish face startled, sped away,
leaping over corpses. . . .

Forty minutes and a standoff.

Hounds of Triton! How long could they
continue? Blades stepped up on a shat-
tered carronade, eyes raking about.
Crippled, Independence wobbled with a
shot through her rudder-post. Burning sul-
lenly, Fireflv and YVellowjacker pillared up
black smoke. The /nvincible was a bloody
abattoir—half her batteries out—only
hope now her sails, still standing, drawing
wind.

But if evil chance had maimed Tate,
he’d been incredibly successful in crippling
his enemy aloft instead of striking at his
men. Sphinx had lost her foremast, sky
gaped through riddled sails, masts tottered
unsupported. Only blazing guns showed the
life still in her. Blades stepped down un-
able to suppress a surge of admiration.

Playing for position now, he needed all
the genius of his sailing master.

If the Sphinx limped toward the floun-
dering Independence, Blades was on her
bows to pour in a few round shet, slipping
off before the LEnglishman could come
about and fire. -

Yet Brydges held the odds.

Sucking on a lemon to assuage his
throat, Blades paced the quarter-deck,
feverish with holding off the inevitable.

Parry as he would Brydges’ lunges, the
latter grilled him constantly at long range
mercilessly accurate.

Adams came up with a worried {ace.
pantaloons splashed red. “We're making
water, sir, despite the pumps. Do you
think—?” His voice ended dead and
Blades saw his eves widen.

“Look!” He pcinted with a shaking
hand. “*He’s signalig withdraw.”

The captain turred his haggard face to-
ward the /ndependcnce. 1f Tate was giving
up— He cursed silzntly, squinting against
the smoke, Through the rifts he saw the
signal flags. His heart raged.

Withdraw? When he wasn't throuch
with Brydges?

Wheeling, he clamped Adams™ arms as it
to beat him against the mast. “You lie!
You didn’t see any such signal. Do you
understand?”’

The terrified bo: nodded and abruptly
Blades was calm, patted Adams on the
shoulder. A cold purpose had invaded him.
Tate, the fool, had let the British gunner:
go, ordered him to fire at sails. Very well.
His jaw hardened. They'd shoot ever
stick from that heughty deck.

“Hogan! Quick, man'"

The sailing master hurried forward.

“Close in at once.”

Hogan’s eyes gleamed.

The air rang with
pounded the decks.

Under full canvas thev headed for the
Sphinx, slowly wallowing toward the Inde-
pendence with another load of flame and
iron. Through the yellow haze she loomed
grotesque and stark, foremast gone and
shreds of sail flapping.

There would be a short interval of wait-
ing. For a moment in the swirling smoke
Blades saw again the yelling Moslems at
Tripoli. That was long ago. Woodenly he
took ancther lemon from the box by the
mizzenmast, and cit off the end with his
dirk.

At their posts, watches flaring, the gun-
ners stood waiting. They had their orders.
Gun muzzles looked upward, gorged with
star-shell and chaia shot. Richard Blades

commands, feet
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spat out a seed, glanced toward the Sphinzx.
Beneath his feet groaned the pumps.
One could perhaps count to three. . ., .

ROM the Briton burst orange flame.

The air vibrated, rose to a screaming
crescendo and exploded as his own guns
roared back. There was a quick wild in-
stant of round shot fl'nging heads and
arms, smoke and shrieks of pain.

But above the Sphinx there was another
noise, a great cracking, and Americans for-
got shattered bodies to cheer as Brydges’
mainmast toppled like a falling pine, drag-
ging sails into the sea. Trenzied little dots
of figures cut with axes at the wreckage.
Then the scene was yellowed out in smoke.

“Starboard the helm!” bawled Blades,
eye measuring the Britor’s bows for a rak-
ing broadside. Remnants of gun crews
heaved with sponge and rammer. The
helmsman swung the wheel—and the wind
shifted again, quartering off the beakhead.
Brydges, who had dropped astern, began
to come ahead, wreckige now cleared,
drawing parallel with the Invincible.

Through the smoke sun filtered on the
shredded remnants of the Sphina’s sails.
Blades heard a high-pitched command, fol-
iowed by a blaze of guns, a crash. His
mind told him that the ships had fired to-
gether, and he felt stinging driven particles
like sharp glass against his cheeks—a
numb blow in the shoulder,

He was spinning, falling to the deck.

The sanded planks he felt first, then the
shocking pain above his armpit. He found
he could still curse. The face of a sailor
swam overhead. Hands lifted him. Hands
pulled a wooden splinter from his shoulder.

Shrilling throats below deck, the lazy roll
of the Invincible, told h'm what Brydges’
broadside had done.

Lieutenant Adams came running.

“We're sinking—" He gulped. “You’re
hurt, sirl—We can’t hold out ten min-
utes.”

“I know, I know, we're sinking, Keep
quiet!” Blades wasn’t locking at him. Hor-
ribly his shoulder ached. But the wind—it

was even stronger now—seemed a cooling
drug against his face. He was gazing at the
Sphinx. “Look!” ,

The enemy’s remaining mast, rigging
shot away, was tilting, strained by the
remnants of sail bellied out by the wind.
Tiny figures, like maggots crawling on a
skeleton, struggled to furl the tattered can-
vas. The wind blew harder.

The mast toppled—Ifell-—and the little
figures disengaging from the yards waved
puny arms falling, . . .

Blades whipped his men to final effort,
cast overboard all dismounted cannon.
Those they could fire were shifted to lar-
board, Overbalanced thus the frigate listed
sharply, but the gaping holes were lifted
above water; pumpmen checked the flood.

This done, Blades came about to occupy
position aft the Sphinx’s stern. Methodi-
cally he pumped shot through her poop
windows. Ten minutes and she struck her
flag.

ATER, the next week, Captain Blades
leaned against the rail listening
amiably to his sailing master.

Luck, Hogan labeled their recent suc-
cess. Brydges should have sunk them all.

The captain, his arm in a sling, stared
across blue water toward the Sphinx, roll-
ing in tow of the Independence. He pri-
vately agreed.

“Ye were lucky, too,” Hogan warmed to
his subject, “to have Brydges follow us
away from the St. Lawrence.”

“There was bait,” Blades reminded.

“Bait!” Hogan spat to leeward.

“The letter,” Blades went on, “intro-
duced me as an emissary to Napoleon, who
frightens Englishmen more than you do,
my firiend. There was reference to Ameri-
can codperation with France. It was me he
wanted when he read that.”

“Faith! But it was addressed to the
King’s minister,” objected Hogan.

“So I pointed out in the letter,” an-
swered Blades dryly, “I said it was to quell
suspicion should we fall into British
hands.”

~caf i
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Lords of Creation

By EANDO BINDER

OMER ELILORY, brilliant young twen-
tieth century scientist, slept for three
thousand years in a time-chamber, and awoke
in the year 5000. To his amazement he dis-
covered that the world had returned to the
Stone Age. The earth’s supply of ores had
been completely exhausted; the inhabitants
of North America lived a primitive existence.
Dwelling with a tribe called the Noraks,
Ellory becomes fast friends with John Darm,
the chief, with wise old Sem Onger and the
young warrior, Mal Radnor. They call him
Humrelly. Soon he realizes that his feeling
toward Sharina, lovely daughter of John
Darm, is something stronger than {friend-
ship. But Sharina is betrothed to Mal Radnor.

LLORY learns that all the tribes of
North America live in a kind of bond-
age. In the land of Antarka civilization still
flourishes, and the Antarkans, patrolling the

continent in their rocket ship, exact supplies
and tribute from the Noraks. Ellory sees the
Lords of Antarka seize certain Noraks for
slaves; he sces the beautiful, aloof Ermaine,
Lady of Lillamra, who commands the rocket
ship; and he is disgusted by his friends’ calm
submission to this ffticth century feudal
barbarismi.

In the ruins of New York Homer Ellory
discovers a bit of irtensely radioactive metal.
He finds ferrous oxide, too, and from this he
begins to fashion metal weapons. For now
the Noraks are at war with their enemy—
the Quoise. Armec with these strange new
swords and led by Ellory, the Noraks win a
magnificent victoryr — and Ellory is pro-
claimed Warlord ol Norak.

’I‘HIS victory suggests to Homer Ellory a
vast scheme for liberating all the tribes
from their bondage to Antarka. He persuades
the Noraks to extend their conquests, so
easily achieved with metal weapons; to en-
roll the captives in a huge army. At last he
manages to convin:e the various tribes that

This story began in the Argosy for September 23
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united they can defy the l.ords of Antarka,
With the war-cry “Freedom from Antarka”,
the juggernaut army sweeps triumphantly
across North America.

Once the Antarkan rocket ship descends
from the sky, and l.ady Ermaine, sensing
the danger of this conque:st, forbids the use
of metal weapons. She is intrigued by Homer
Ellory, realizing that he differs from the
Noraks; and she sces tha: he is struggling
against the fascination of her beauty. Crypt-
ically she warns him ag:inst dreaming of
revolt. But after the Anarkans return to
their land, Ellory continues to augment his
huge army of liberty. . . .

CHAPTER XVI

EMPIRE

LLORY stood in tie shadow of an-
E cient Chicago’s towering ruins, and
realized he was master of America.

Six months had gone 1y, since he had
left New York. The las. half of his in-
vasion had been carried on by riders, bear-
ing messages that were half ultimatum,
half lure, to all the stites west of the
Mississippi.

Join the Federation, or be attacked!
Secondly, the Federation weuld down the
might of Antarka!

ihe two factors were irresistible. Like
sheep they flocked to his banner. Fast
horsemen were already returning from the
distant tribes of former California, over-
looking the broad Pacific. They, too,
swore fealty to the cause, and to Humrelly,
the great Lord from the Past.

The assemblage grew as the days passed.
Ellory, rapidly formulatiag plans for the
future, had called a grand conclave of his
new empire, here beside the silvery waters
of Lake Michigan.

There was a sudden clatter of hooves
from the east and a party of horsemen
resolved itself into John Darm, Sharina
and Sem Onger, escorted by a metal-
armed troop.

Jon Darm, dismounting, grasped Ellory
by both shoulders.

“I can hardly believe it yet, Humrelly!”
he exclaimed. “We rode eight days, from
Norak, through the lands of ten other
tribal people. It would have been suicide,

before your coming. Now, everywhere we
went, we were greeted in friendship. They
do not simply fear your might. The cry
‘Freedom from Antarka’ has lodged in
their hearts. You have given us a single
mind. You have truly unified this great
state, of which T am—president/!”

Jon Darm glowed with pleasure at El-
lory’s start.

“President!” he echoed dazedly. “Where
did you—"

“Sem Onger told me of your twentieth-
century government, We will institute a
similar system. I am proud to be the
president of the reborn United States of
America!l”

Ellory turned away for a moment, tre-
mendously moved by this echo from the
dead past. Then he nodded eagerly,

“You've done exactly as I wished, Jon
Darm. We must look far ahead. After the
yoke of Antarka is shed, a greater task
remains of rebuilding civilization. We
will need a wise beneficent government,
over the whole world!”

“And you, Humrelly, will be its guiding
star!”

Sharina’s voice chimed softly.

Ellory turned to her, aware that he
had been avoiding her eyes. She had been
staring at him, half perplexed, after greet-
ing Mal Radnor. Ellory had noticed, out
of the corner of his eye, the young chief-
tan’s reserve with her. Now he stood with
a faint, resigned sadness in his eyes, a
look Ellory had seen more than once.
If only, Ellory reflected, the tyranny of
the heart could be attacked as directly as
the tyranny of Antarka!

“Thanks, angel,” Ellory murmured.

Angel! Another’s angelic beauty rose
in his mind, confusing him. He couldn’t
think of any more to say, though the girl
waited. To his relief, something else broke
the strained silence.

0Old Sem Onger had sidled up, groaning.
“Eight days upon a horse’s back is tyran-
ny, too. Ah, for the strength of youth
again!” At their smiles, he added bel-
ligerently: “Not that I'm getting old.
Why, a man’s in his prime at seventy!”

*
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“Some day,” mused Ellory, half to him-
self, ‘“there will be vehicles again—autos,
trains, aircraft.”

“I have stolen some of your thunder,
Humrelly,” interposed the garrulous old
scholar, “In my odd moments, between
the sword making at the ruins, T devised
an iron plow. What do you think of that,
Humrelly?”

He grinned delightedly, like a child who
had outwitted its parent.

Ellory simulated a jealous astonishment,
for the old man’s pleasure.

“Good!”" he exclaimed earnestly. “You
have both feet on the ground, Sem Onger.
At times I dream too much.”

Suddenly he looked into the clear, warm
sky.
“Sem Onger, tell me something. What’s
happened to the weather since my time?
I was taken out of the crypt in April. Here
it is January, and it feels like August!
And June, in the latitude of Norak, was
like Florida. Ten months of summer!
When does winter come?”’

“Winter?”

“Yes. Cold and whipping winds, and
snow.” ’

“Snow?” Sem Onger stared. “There is
no snow here, Humrelly. That occurs only
in the far north. You would have to travel
north on a fast horse for two weeks, to
find snow. And little of it there,”

Ellory was stunned. That would be
northernmost Canada and Alaska. No win-
ters, such as he knew, in the temperate
latitudes! New York, Chicago, Winnipeg,
enjoying Florida weather all the year
round! Had the Earth’s axis tilted, during
the age he had slept? Another mystery for
him to investigate, when he had the time.

“T’'ve been awaiting your arrival,” he
addressed them all. “This afternoon, after
you've rested, 1'll speak to the representa-
tives of our new nation.”

LLORY stood bareheaded before the

assemblage, his strong, tanned face
bathed in bright sunlight. Back of him
sounded the soft lap-lap of the lake’s
emerald green waters.

He suspected that the lip of land w0
the side, stone-heeped at its end, had once
held the Adler Planetarium. The twen-
tieth century peosle had viewed its arti-
ficial canopy of s ars, the same stars thar
the fiftieth century saw in its skies.

In this one thing, three thousand years
had meant nothing.

Before him, in an expectant semicircle.
stood the Noraks, elbow to ethow with the
envoys of most of the tribes inhabiting
central North America. Back of these, in
orderly columns, their veteran army of
one hundred thousand stood at ease, mar-
shaled by a staff cf officers. Back of them,
many perched on the ruin heaps for better
vision, were perheps a million citizens of
the middle west tribes, come to witness
this stupendous occasion.

All eyes rested on Homer Flory with
a look of awe, as peoples had always
looked on great leaders and liberators.
Moses, Mohammed, Charlemagne, Wash-
ington—Ellory fel: his kinship with them.
at this moment. Less than a year ago he
had crawled from the crypt, a bewildered
living fossil from 1 past age. Now this!

He was known f{rom the Atlantic to the
Pacific, through the grapevine of rumor,
as the Lord of the Past, Mast likely, he
decided, they looked on him as a semi-
divine visitant, sent by higher powers, So
much the better, for the present.

“Citizens and envoys of the United
States of America!” he began, his voice
slightly tremulous. “Though 1 achieved
my aim of unity through the sword, my
purpose has been more than military con-
quest.”

He came right to the point.

“Matters of government can come later,
United now in purpose, we can defy the
tyranny of Antarka. That will be the first
concern of this federation of vour tribes.
Freedom from Antarka!”

He had raised his voice. Taking the
cue, the mighty crowd hurled the three
words to the skies, with a thunder that
shook the grouni. Irrelevantly, Ellory
wondered how many decibels of sound-
energy had been released.
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That was all the orato:y Ellory wished
to use. He went on, in lower tones, speak-
ing directly to the envoys. The crowd
would hear later, and all the peoples
throughout the land, by repetition.

“The Antarkans are due in another
month, for their usual vicit. We'll declare
ourselves then. It won’t do to just ask for
freedom. We'll have to take it. Not one
youth, girl or shipload of supplies will be
yielded!”

He looked around slowly, “Any discus-
zion?”

The envoys looked at cne another. The
democratic institution of tae council cham-
ber, and free discussion with those in
power, was new to them. Ffinally an envoy
stepped forward, half sheepishly, but El-
‘ory nodded encouragingly.

“The result of that,” h» ventured, “will
simply be attack. Their airships and their
terrible weapons will destroy our cities.
Aany lives will be lost!”

“Cities can be evacuaied beforehand,”
returned Ellory, in accordance with the
carapaign he and Mal Radnor had dis-
cussed for long careful hours. “And cities
an be rebuilt. Besides, hcw many airships

have they?”
“Just a few dozen,” spoke up Sem
(nger.

“You see?” said Elory. “You have
many cities. They have a few ships. That
;s why unity among us will defeat them.”

“But they are cruel, heartless!” ob-
jected another envoy, bolder now. “They
~ill hound us till we relent—"

And then the council of rebellion waxed
in deadly earnest. Ellory and Mal Radnor
had an answer for everything. Gradually
the skeptical, fearful attitu.de of the envoys
vhanged to wholehearted accord.

5 YLLORY arose finally, as twilight
%_4 shadows descended, “Of course it will
not be easy,” he summed it up. “Nothing
worth while is won easily. When the first
Antarkan slaveships lanl, secret forces
must be ready in every capital, to capture
them. Do not kill the Lords. Take them
alive, as hostages.

“If the Antarkans begin a campaign of
aerial destruction, it would take them years
to finish it. In the meantime, they will
lack necessary food supplies. If they force
more food tribute from other tribes over
the world, they too will revolt, eventually.

“Our spark will light the fuse! It may
take years and years, yes. But sooner
or later, the Antarkans will be faced with
one glaring fact—that they must defeat
us, if they can, on the ground. And there,
we have won. All wars hinge on one fac-
tor, numbers. We can put millions of war-
riors in the field, to their thousands. Even
their superior weapons cannot overcome
our tremendous manpower!

“After the initial declaration of our
independence, a month from now, we will
see what they do. If they send a ground
army immediately, Mal Radnor and I
will face them a million strong. If that
is not enough, two million—three million
—ten million! The Lords of Antarka
cannot win!”

The first conclave of the reborn United
States of America was over. Ellory was
sure of himseli. Only one thing disturbed
him, as he walked with Jon Darm and
the others to a village for a night’s rest.
An Antarkan ship suddenly appeared over-
head, circling suspiciously. Ellory ground
his teeth. With millions of square miles
of land to soar over, on their idle cruises,
must they always accidentally spy out
these crucial gatherings? Would they land
to investigate the huge crowd? It would
be hard to explain that away.

But the Antarkan ship soared away
again, as though indifferent to the ant-
like doings of their thousand-year sub-
jects. Undoubtedly they had seen many
abortive revolts, and feared nothing, But
this time . . .

Ellory smiled grimly into the sky.

CHAPTER XVII

THE GLEAMING SHIP

HE Great Day dawned clear and
cool, a month later. Ellory was back
in the Norak capital, on the Hudson,

*
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awaiting the coming of the Antarkan slave-
ship. All over America, the other Stone-
Age people were waiting . . . waiting.

It was a tense, grim moment, with
the fate of two civilizations, one present
and one future, in the balance,

At last it appeared, at the appointed
hour of noon, soaring down grandly.
Ellory quailed suddenly. The gleaming
ship represented a great science. A science
of power. Pitted against it were the Stone-
Age people, with little more than their
lives and courage.

Could they hope to win this giants’
battle?

He looked at the fighting men back of
him, hiding in the shadows of buildings,
faces earnest, muscles tensed. As sud-
denly, courage oozed back into him. They
must win, with a thousand years of hatred
against the lordly Antarkans as their best
weapon.

The thundering craft rolled to a stop
in the city square. To their eyes, nothing
would seem amiss, They would step out,
expecting Jon Darm to yield his tribute
in lives, as before. They did not know
of the five thousand Norak troops con-
cealed in every building. The Antarkans
would be captured before they had a
chance to think. Theirsship too.

Ellory tried to picture the look of dis-
may that would come over the lovely
features of Ermaine, Lady of Lillamra.

“T hope she isn’t hurt,” he found him-
self thinking.

The ship had landed and the rocket
blasts died. Ellory waited, trembling as
with a fever., When would that hatch
open?

But it didn’t open, even after a minute.
An ominous wonder pierced Ellory’s mind.

“Jon Darm, listen to me!”

Ellory jumped. The Lady Ermaine’s
voice, rolling over the square in tones
amplified to stentorian volume.

“We are not stepping from our ship!
Your plans are known. We know of your
concealed troops, waiting to rush out to
seize us. We know the plot of revolt,
throughout the land!”

Ellory groaned. Beside him, Mal Rad-
not’s eyes were stanned, unbelieving. The
fighting men in back muttered bewil-
deredly.

The amplified ell-voice went on, her
tones reproachful as though she were
speaking to children.

“We offer you pardon, Jon Darm. You
will be wise to accept. Have vour troops
file away, in full view. Then deliver to
us ten youths, a¢ usual. Also, the man
known as Humrelly! We will then pretend
you never planned the revolt, and will not
take steps of retr bution.”

The voice hardeaed.

“Attack the ship, if you wish. Our
weapons will teach you better. Then, later,
we will raze vour city! All over the land,
the same will hap»en!”

Ellory tried to think rationally, in this
awful moment. Tried to weigh possibilities,
but his mind was an agonized blank. Jon
Darm, in the Royal House, was waiting
for Ellory’s decision—and Ellory had none,

Suddenly he rea ized that he had jumped
up, was running and shouting. Dimly he
was aware that h: had become what the
twentieth-century psychologists labeled a
maniac.

“Freedom from Antarka!” he was bel-
lowing, waving his sword and lunging
toward the ship.

Ellory was nevar to have a clear con-
ception, afterward, of the following min-
utes. Flashes of scenes came to his eyes.
like lightning stabs in a dark night. A
scene of thousands of armed Noraks con-
verging on the ship. Another of livid flames
shooting out among them like demon’s
tongues. Men dropping, screaming, skin
and flesh burned black. Bodies piling like
cement sacks, arcund the square,

Ellory lurched on drunkenly, half his
clothing burned away, his skin on fire.
His sword handle heated, hurned his
palm, but he gripped it tichter. He lurched
on. . .

He was down suddenly—his legs rubber.
his lungs breathing pure fire. His senses
faded, slowly, as though he were wrestling
against Death itself. Dimly, his swollen
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eyes saw an incredible vision—an angel’s
face bent over him. Two angel’s faces—
Sharina and Ermaine.

Strong arms lifted hira, a little later.
Motion. A muffled thiob under him,
smooth flight . . . utter darkuess, then,
like a curtain.

LLORY sat up on soft covers, groaned
with pain, then leaned back on his
elbow. His right leg, chest and head were
bandaged. He could feel the coolness of
salves under them, soothing his burns.
He looked around, his eyes clearing.
He was in a small cub:cle, plush-lined,
lying on a bunk. One person was in the
room with him—Ermain:, Lady of Lil-
lamra.

She looked across at him coolly, from
her seat, apparently having awaited his
return to consciousness. Slumbrous blue
eves, spun platinum hair, snow-white skin
——she was almost unreal, inhumanly per-
fect. A flawless gem, cold and untouchable.
And yet, somehow, she was alluringly
feminine.

Ellory fought off a spell of staring.

“Where—"" The one wcrd was a hoarse
croak,

“You're in our ship, on the way to
Antarka,” she answered him. “As a guest.”
Her eyes said “prisoner’”’. “You've been
unconscious for two hours, Your burns
are not serious, however. A few days and
the salves will heal them.”

“What happened? What happened?”
Memory, more painful than the burns,
came to Ellory.

“Your little revolt failed—utterly.” Her
voice held no anger or reproof, little
emotion of any sort. “You and your men
attacked foolishly. Bravely, I suppose
you'd call it. Our flame-guas must have cut
down a thousand before the rest saw the
better of it. You were the ringleader,
Humrelly?”

Ellory declined to answer that.

“How did you find out about the
revolt?” he queried, sunk in despair.

“We observed your lazeside gathering
a month ago. Suspicious, we caught an

outlander several days later, questioned
him., Under some persuasion, he told all
he knew. You see the futility of it now,
Humrelly?””

“I don’t!” he snapped, with returning
spirit. “How do you know your other
ships—"’

“They were all prepared, as we were.
When they report, in Antarka—”

Wild hope surged momentarily in El-
lory. “They haven’t communicated with
you yet, by radio? Then maybe—"

“Radio? What is that?” She was mildly
curious, “We have no long-range communi-
cation means.”

Ellory stared. No radio! Their science
went down a peg in his estimation, The
girl stared back.

“You were the leader, Humrelly. Tell
me, you're an Ancient, aren’t you? A man
from some past age. Lord from the Past,
the man called you.”

Ellory hesitated, then shrugged. The
secret could not be concealed further.

“If you must have me say it, I am,”
he grunted briefly. “Twentieth century.”

“0Old reckoning, of course. That's—um—
three thousand years ago.” She said it
calmly. “I suspected it from the first mo-
ment I saw you, almost a year ago, in
Norak. Your manner, your spirit, your
accent. Then, down in Thakal, I was al-
most sure of it. I also suspected your
plan, introducing metal weapons, feder-
ating the Outland people, defying us.
Defying our—tyranny?”

“Is that what you call it yourself?”
he snapped. “Why didn’t you investigate
sooner if you suspected?”

“For the excitement of it,” she drawled,
toying with the sparkling blue diamond
at her throat. “Sometimes life in Antarka
is dull. A breath of danger, even under our
indulgence, is a slight diversion.”

LLORY glared at her. Behind that

beautiful, haughty mask reposed a
mind queerly different from any he had
ever known. A mind that saw the Stone-
Age as a vast playground perhaps, a
stage set for her enjoyment.

*$
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“I suppose my fate, as arch- conspirator,
is—the ultimate?”

She shrugged. “There will be a trial.
If you hadn’t attacked like a madman, you
would have earned leniency. When the
attack came, 1 told the gunners to save
you.”

“For the hangman!™ muttered Ellory
bitterly. “What happens to the others?
Jon Darm—"

“Another chance for him. But his
city goes. There will be the usual hunt
after a revolt—a few cities burned down,
Outlanders chased to the hills, here and
there. The usual lesson. Down in our safe
little world, we will gossip about it for
a while.”

Her voice went to sheer boredom. “I
wish you had made it just a little more
interesting, Humreily. 1 gave you the
chance. I could have reported you to the
Qutland Council much soconer.”

Rage at her untroubled, superior tone
shook him.

“Pretty high and mighty, aren’t you?”
he blazed. “Well, I'm not so sure it’s over
yet!” He went on recklessly. ““Several
hundred tribal states, and I don’t know
how many millions of people, can’t be
downed so easily—united! They've been
aroused, They sing a chant of hate, a
thousand years of it. I've told them how
to down yvour power, even if it takes
vears and years. I've told them!”

The girl smiled.

“You told them. Yes, Humrelly. But
they forget easily, like children. It is
advanced reasoning, to them. Your spell
held them for a while. Without your
leadership, the federation will fall apart.
Each noisy, self-centered little state will
crawl into its own shell, to exist as it
did before you came.”

Ellory bit his lip. Devilish logic, and
sound. The whole sucess of the rebellion
had depended on Ellory, on the clear cold
reasoning and planning of a mind at least
equal to the Antarkans. The Stone-Age
people had followed Ellory as the twentieth
century might have followed a demi-god
from some mighty, forgotten civilization

that knew all things. Left to themselves,
now, the Outlanders would {forget his
clear-cut missior, drop back into the
tribal traditions of the past thousand
years,

The Outlanders! Eliory rebelled against
the term, as used by the Antarkans. It
meant ser{dom. Privileged lords speaking
contemptuously of their slaves,

“You know,” Ellory said bitingly,
“you’re tyrants. Worse than any in history.
You're part of the rottenest, vilest, cruel-
est, most vicious raishandling of the masses
known!”

He watched ~1er, hoping to disturb
her complacency in some slightest degree.
as revenge for his own hollow failure.

“Behind your beautiful mask, you're
a depraved creature. That's what T think
of you!”

Her azure eye: were level, amused.

“You de think I'm beautiful! You said
it down in Thakal. You said it with your
eyes, in Norak, when you first saw me.
You say it now.”

“Beautiful, yes—but vicicus!” Elory
replied.

FOR just a moment anger flicked from
her eves. But her voice remained
calm, without melice. “You have a wild
tongue,. Humrelly.”

“In my time, ve spoke our minds,” he
retorted. “As wel hang me for a sheep
as a lamb. Tl tell all your Lords down
there the same thing— tyranny in any
language under the sun!”

She laughed.

“I'm afraid you're an idealist, Humrelly,
We're realists. Those in power enjoy the
good things of life. It is their good fortune,
Why sacrifice it? Tt entails little real
hardship for the Outlanders to supply us
with servants ard food. They still eat
and live and love-—"

“Good God, hew can you be so smug
about it?” exploded Ellory. He paced the
narrow cabin, uimindful of his burns.
“Bad as your tribute-taking is, without
reciprocity, your sin of omission is still
greater—not lifting one little finger to
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better ther lives. Letting them go on in
Stone-Age backwardness. The privileged
have the responsibility of helping those
less fortunate. It’s the first law of civili-
zation. You could do something for
them—"

“Exactly what?”” The words, soft, never-
theless cut sharply.

“Give them something of your science,
your knowledge, your material things—"
He stopped, groping for expression.

“The material supplies of Antarka are
iimited, Humrelly. Barely enough for our
small world. Spread among the rest, they
would get useless bits of metal, coal,
machine-woven cloth. This is a thread-
bare time Humrelly, not like your lush
Twentieth century. If the fault lies any-
where, it rests upon your time and the
directly following age, with your tra-
ditions. What of your great senseless wars,
:avish was of nature’s bounty? We're what
we are because of that!”

Ellory avoided her eyes.

“All right,” he =aid more quietly. “But
you still can’t whitewash your social
:yranny over the world. Secondly, have you
ever tried to break the deadlock? The
gcean is full of metals, crammed with
them. Radioactivity, atomic power are
ossible sources of new piwer. Have you
inoked ahead? Have you iried anything?”

He faced her lidded eyes. A faint un-
futhomable smile rested >n her lips.

“You're a dreamer, Fumrelly, aren’t
vou?”

“Dreams are the stepping stones of
rrogress,” he said tritely,

She was still watching him.

“I like you for it, Humrelly!” she de-
clared candidly. “There hasn’'t been such
a one as you for a long time. You say
isturbing things. You are impractical,
=motional, foolishly optiristic. Yet you
aren’t a fool.”

“Thanks!” he grunted dryly. “Now that
{'ve been psycho-analyzed, would you mind
setting out? I'm tired.” Mis nerves were
iangling.

“I disturb you, Humrelly?” she queried,
with a meaning he ignored.

“When do we arrive at Antarka?”

She glanced at a crystalline time-piece
on her wrist.

“Three hours since we left Norak. We'll
be there in seven more.”

“A thousand miles an hour?” he gasped.

“In the stratosphere.”

HE opened a door to the rear, glanced

in. Turning, she said, “There’s a visi-

tor here I think you’d like to see. She’s
over her hysterics now.”

She beckoned to someone beyond the
doorway.

Sharina entered, her face tear-stained.
With a little cry, she darted to Ellory’s
arms, choking back sobs.

“Sharina!” Elory looked at her in
amazement. ‘“‘How—"

“When you had fallen and the firing
stopped in the square,” explained Ermaine
carelessly, “she ran to you. When we took
you in the ship, she struggled so violently
to get in that I permitted it.”

She looked at them, arms about one
another. Expressionlessly, she left,

“Sharina, you shouldn’t have come,”
Ellory murmured, patting her shoulder.
“Don’t you realize that I'm—7"

“Mal Radnor,” she whispered. “He’s
dead! T saw him die, burning—"

“Mal Radnor—good God!” Now El-
lory remembered seeing him crumple at
his side during that mad attack.

The young chieftan’s sturdy face rose
in his mind, his constant companion for
long months. Strong bonds of friendship
and mutual respect had grown between
them. Ellory looked at the girl. Even she
hadn’t been a separating force.

“He was a martyr, Sharina,” Ellory
said huskily.

She moved out of his arms. “I came
along, Humrelly, to be with you to the
last.”

“To the last!
asked gently.

She nodded. She was staring at him,
waiting for him to go on, it seemed. El-
lory found himself comparing her with
Ermaine. Sharina, sweet, simple, lovely

You know then?” he

"
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as a flower. Ermaine, alluring, exotic,
exquisitely fragile as rare porcelain. But
beneath that cold beauty was what? Was
there any feeling there?

In a sudden tide of feeling against the
arrogant girl of Antarka, Ellory tried to
shake off the confusion in his mind. He
took a step toward Sharina. Now, with
Mal Radnor gone, he could declare him-
self.

“Angel, 1"

And then, abruptly, he stopped. Con-
fusion again, with the patrician features
of Ermaine dancing before his eyes. The
past events overwhelmed him. Weakness
from his throbbing burns stole into his
body.

“It’s all such a mess, Sharina!” he
moaned, sinking to his couch. “P’ve failed
so miserably—"

He was only aware that her soft hand
stroked his forehead tenderly. Then he
passed into troubled sleep.

CHAPTER XVIII
LAND OF ANTARKA

IX hours later, again awake, Ellory

accepted Ermaine’s invitation to look
about the ship. She gave him a cape-like
silken garment to throw over his shoulders,
His burns had quieted. His mind was
dulled, somewhat, to the recent horror of
the massacre. He refused food, however.
Food could not fill the emptiness he felt
within him.

Sharina accompanied them. She clutched
his hand half fearfully as Ermaine led
them before a crystalline port. Sheer
nothingness lay below, till the eyes met
the atmospheric haze, and blankets of
clouds over Earth.

“Fifteen miles
Ermaine casually. :

The ship’s ovoid cabin, supported by its
wide triangular wings, was a sealed,
warmed pocket within its metal shell,
divided into a dozen small rooms. Fore
and aft were larger spaces, control room
and storage hold. The latter Ellory viewed
stonily—it had carried thousands of youths

said the Lady

2
up,

to Antarka—but the control room held
his interest.

A half dozen silken-clad men sat be-
fore a wide panel of dials, gauges and
levers. Tt was fzintly reminiscent of the
giant experimental trans-oceanic planes of
1940. But this represented their full de-
velopment, with stratosphere range ani
rocket motivation. This Ellory had so
eagerly looked forward to, when he had
crawled out of the crypt.

Ermaine was at his side.

“What fuel do you use?” queried El-
lory, watching the rhythmic spurting of
flame from the wings’ hind edges, pro-
pelling them forward smoothly,

“Gasoline and liquid air,” Ermaine in-
formed him. “More energy per weight
than any other chemical combination.”

Ellory was just a little startled, and dis-
appointed. He had expected it would be
some astounding new fuel. In 1940, gaso-
line-liquid-air rocket propulsion had been
in the near future. Again, curiously, the
science of Antarka fell in his estimation.

“Your weapon:” Ellory indicated one of
the numerous tubular devices clamped to
swivels that could swing them out through
open portholes.

“Yes. Little metal pellets of highly-vola-
tile gasoline are shot out by a spring
mechanism. Heat of air-friction causes the
liquid to expand, bursting the shell. The
vapors instantly ignite, in the air, forming
a ball of fire.”

Quite horrible and effective, as Ellory
had seen.

“It has a short range?” he guessed.

Ermaine nodded.

“A hundred yards. But it is all the
weapon we have—-or need. We do not need
the monstrous gms and bombs of your
time. We do not have wars in Antarka.”
She smiled at himn.

“In that, we zre truly civilized, aren't
we, Hurrelly?”” She went on: “As a matter
of fact, we can’t afford wars. One good
one would be our end. Antarka, whatever
else you may thirk it, is a land of peace.”

“And tyranny,” Ellory muttered.

“Look—Antarka approaches!”
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LLORY had felt the floor under them

pressing upward fcr some minutes,

and the forward thrust o! the ship dimin-

ished. They were gliding down toward

Earth, the tremendous pece of the strato-
sphere cut down by air rasistance.

Antarctica, land of the South Pole!

In Ellory’s day, it had been a cold,
frozen, bitter wilderness usurped by un-
broken ice. Now it was cpen brown land,
with only a crown of glistening ice about

the South Pole itself. It looked vaguely

like a vast doughnut Hoating over the
vaster seas.

“Earth’s axis hasn't til:ed,” Ellory said
thoughtfully. The sun was low on the
horizon. “But climate hes changed radi-
cally since my time, Lacy Ermaine.”

She nodded. “Emergence from the last
Tce Age.”

“Of course!” Ellory snzpped his fingers,
That theory had been geining ground in
1940, he recalled. Slowly but surely, the
average temperature was rising, from the
minimum of the Ice Age twenty-five thou-
sand years or so ago. Massachusetts had
heen a bitter land to the Puritans of 1700.
Boston had become comparatively balmy
in 1940. Now, in 5000 A. D., those lati-
tudes were Floridan.

And Antarctica, also the Arctic, after
these three thousand years, had finally won
free from their eon-long prison of ice.

Below the clouds now, the ship passed
over what Ellory surmised was Ross Sea,
the outjutting crags of Admiralty Range,
and the South Magnetic Pole area. A tall,
cratered peak must be lonely Mount Ere-
bus, Then over a mountain range and down
into little America, wher: Byrd, an age
before, had struggled against the elements.

The elements had beer. vanquished by
time, since then. There was a city now.

Ellory was again disappointed. He had
expected a forest of spires, skyscrapers,
row on row of buildings. He had been
yearning to see such, in this age that had
elsewhere leveled all man’s works to the
ground. Instead he saw only a dull, metal-
lic object, like a shield lying there. Vet
it was huge, perhaps a mile across.

“Our city is underground,” Ermaine ex-
plained, smiling at his rueful perplexity.
“That is its metal cap. Though the land
is clear of ice, the climate here is quite
bitter still. It snows often. Underground,
it is snug and warm. And down there,
easy to reach, are the coal and metal
veins.”

Landing on the broad metal plate, the
ship halted beside a huge drome and was
then wheeled in by little auto-tugs. El-
lory’s sense of hearing was titillated by a
familiar chug-chug, that of a gasoline
combustion motor. Surviving mark of the
20th century! He felt almost proud in tha
thought. =

The Lady Ermaine, wrapping a cloak
about her, stepped out toward a low hous-
ing. Following, Sharina and Ellory shiv-
ered in the bite of chill, polar air. Enter-
ing a heat-tight door, a smooth-dropping
elevator took them below the metal cap’s
level. They stepped out again into warmed
air that had the instant taint of city life
to Ellory.

He looked around eagerly.

A new world. Or rather, an old, old one
of three thousand years ago! For a mo-
ment, in broad detail, it was the twentieth
century again, the heart of New York,
or Chicago, or Paris, There were the clang,
bustle and murmurous undertone of an
active mechanical community, Ellory’s
senses dizzied, as if he had been shot
back in a time machine to the age he had
left.

But then, taking in detail, the heady
illusion left. It was a city such as had
not been known or dreamed of in 1940.
They were treading a metal bridge, from
the bank of elevators, that overhung a deep
well. Ermaine led them close to the rail-
ing, pointing down for them to look.
Ellory gasped.

OWN and down the sheer central pit
went, as if to the center of Earth.
Evenly spaced were the metal floors of
successive levels. They were pinned solidly
to columnar metal posts running from top
to bottom of the beehive city. Ellory gave
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silent tribute to the engineers who had
conceived this gigantic project, balancing
those tremendous weights between post and
pillar.

“Does it amaze even you, Humrelly, who
knew the colossus of ancient New York?”
The girl of Antarka showed the faintest
pleasure at his surprise. “There are twenty
levels, resting on bedrock a mile below.
The city is not wide, no more than a half-
mile. The levels are suspended between
rock, at the circumference, and these pil-
lars. The whole is built symmetrically
around the central elevator well, giving
us short, easy transporation down and up.
It is like, Humrelly, one building of vour
time on a grander scale, sunk into the
earth.”

Ellory had already made that compari-
son in his mind. A super Empire State
building, plumbing the depths instead of
piercing the sky.

“Our reasons were two,” Ermaine con-
tinued. ““One, the saving in building ma-
terial, Fifty percent of our wall-space is
furnished by mother earth. Secondly, the
easier access to deeply buried coal and
metal deposits. The rise of Antarka, out
of the Dark Time, is based wholly on
those deposits. But 1 will explain more
fully some other time. Come.”

They traversed the metal bridge.

Sharina clung fearfully to Ellory’s arm,
averting her eyes from the depths. To her,
this first glimpse of metal-and-power civili-
zation was pure shock. She tip-toed, as an
original Stone Age creature might have at
the top of a twentieth-century skyscraper,
fearing to shake apart the magically hung
structure beneath,

The metal bridge led to the true floor
of the first level, and beyond were receding
tiers of sub-levels, each like the floor of a
hotel. Steps, slanting ramps, and outside
elevators connected all with the “ground”
level. Walking lanes pierced back and back
to the limiting rock walls of the narrow
city. Living quarters of a variety of bunga-
low-like houses clustered about areas that
shone green with grass. The perfume of
flowers wafted in the air. Brilliant sun

lamps sprayed down their actinic rays on
these park-like spaces.

Ellory drew an admiring breath. The
Antarkans had fashioned a miniature
elysium, combining the best of mechanics
and imported nature.

“You think well of our city?” Ermaine
inquired, laughingly. “Humrelly, your face
is more eloquent than your tongue could
ever be!”

Ellory tried to frown.

“Exquisite ex:eriors often hide dark
things,” he retoirted meaningly.

Then he did frown, blackly.

A stream of Antarkans ahead, in their
resplendent silks, resolved in his eyes.
Most were walking leisurely, like lords in
some higher life. But sprinkled among
them were some in wheeled chairs, Pushing
their indolent, blond occupants were
darker-skinned men, dressed in drab cloth.

The Stone Age men, in one aspect of
their servile capa-ity to the Lords of Ant-
arka! The remincer tightened Ellory’s lips,
s0 that even the magnificent building they
approached a few minutes later failed to
stir him.

“My home,” Ermaine remarked,

LLORY star2d. The Taj Mahal in its
heydey could not have matched this
grandeur. Golden cornices, argent silver
eaves, gleaming white marble-—it was cre-
ative art frozen in stunning beauty.

“We have most of the gold and silver.
treasured by the iges, here in Antarka, for
ornament,” said Ermaine, slightly boast-
ful.

Ellory turned. This building stood out.
All the others faded by comparison. He
looked at the girl.

“Yours?” he rzpeated.

“Yes. I'm Lady of Lillamra, didn't you
know? First Lady of this city. Wait—what
would you call it? Queen, I think.”

“Queen?”

Ellory recalled then the deferential air
of the Antarkans who had passed. They
had nodded to her as respecfully as Sha-
rina’s people nodded to any of the Ant-
arkans.

4 A—14



LORDS OF

“And you would call this my palace,”
she resumed. “Come. You are my guests.
Understand, Humrelly, this is a great
honor. You deserve a orison cell!”

She searched his face for appreciation
that he stonily withheld.

Later, in a dining room hung with flow-
ing drapes, the three sat before a sumptu-
ous banquet table. Ellory smiled cynically.
In the twenticth century, criminals sen-
tenced to die had enjoyed a last meal of
their choice.

“Tell me of your interment, Humrelly,”
urged the Lady of Lillemra. “And of your
former life in that great, strange time of
which we know so little.”

Ellory talked mechanically, eating little.
The recent collapse of all his plans and
work for so many months weighed op-
pressively. And how f>w were the hours
remaining to him? This was all mockery,
refinement of torture. His golden fork
dropped from nervous fingers finally.

“When will the so-called trial be held?”
he demanded bluntly.

“Trial?” Ermaine, Lady of Lillamra,
smiled slowly. “You have been on trial
since we left Norak!”

Ellory stared.

“T am your judge and jury,” the girl of
Antarka continued. “The Outland Council
have agreed.” She looked at him and Ellory
felt like a puppet dangling on a string. “I
defer the final decision for the present.”

She arose.

“You are both tired and distraught. To-
morrow you will feel better. I'll show you
our city and our life.” She paused. “Well,
Humrelly? No thanks for the reprieve?
The others would have put you to death
summarily.”

“Thanks—for nothing,” Ellory went on,
watching her enigmatic eyes. “Does the
leopard change his spots?”

The shaft went home, as he could see
in the slight frown on her brow.

Sharina and Ellory were led to adjoin-
ing rooms in a long holl. A man came to
Ellory’s room, to dress his burns, apply-
ing fresh salve. He was an elderly Out-
lander, evidently trained by the Antarkans

5 A—14
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in the healing art. e was well-groomed,
sleek and well-fed, and had a certain urban
air that spoke of a calm, secure life.

“How long have you been here?” queried
Ellory.

“Thirty years, since I was twenty,” the
man responded without emotion.

“Do you like your life here? Speak
freely. I'm an Outlander, like yourself.
Are you treated well?”

“Yes, 1 am treated well.” He looked
around the room guardedly. “But I hate
it!” he said dully. “We all hate it. We
work only for them!”

“Have you tried to escape?” Ellory ven-
tured. )

“FEscape!” The tones were hopeless.
“There is none. After thirty years, I know
that, The metal cap of the city seals us
in. Lords guard the few exits, day and
night, with guns.”

He shook his head sadly, leaving.

Ellory lay on soft cushions, surrounded
by the luxury of Antarka, thinking. Er-
maine planned toying with him, that was
obvious. She would try to break his spirit.
Beneath her veneer of beauty she was cal-
culatingly cruel, He trembled with hate for
her, Hate? He wasn’t sure. He wasn’t sure
of anything any more, in this mad world
of the fiftieth century.

He sank into the unrestful sleep of men-
tal, physical and spiritual fatigue.

CHAPTER XIX

THE CAVERN CITY

AYS passed swiftly. Ermaine told first

of the rise of Antarka. “A thousand
years ago—eleven hundred to be exact—
civilization was at its lowest ebb. As you
may know in part, Humrelly, your age
ended about 3000 A.D. A thousand years
of that wasteful era left nothing for the
following. No ores, coal or oil. Mankind
dropped to the bottom.

“For nine hundred years—savagery.
Only a legend remained of a strange land
to the south, blessed with buried treasures.
Your age, luckily, could not brave the icy
breath of Antarka. We've found ruins,
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though, of abortive mining camps. They
tried and failed.”

Ellory nodded.

“They talked of exploiting Antarctica
in my time even.”

Ermaine resumed,

“A sailing vessel blew accidentally to
the coast of Antarka, eleven hundred years
ago. The Year One, by our calendar. Im-
proving climate. had at last driven away
the hoarding ice, they found. And they
found lumps of black matter that burned,
other lumps that melted and formed the
miraculous, almost mythical metal.”

“Just as in the original Stone Age,” mur-
mured Ellory. “Your ancestors, then, were
pure savages, like the rest.”

She nodded. ‘“They—"

Ellory interrupted. “They were just
lucky, in finding Antarka, Sharina’s an-
cestors might just as well have been the
ones. And you, today, would be in her
place, she in yours. By what divine right
do you Antarkans today lay absolute claim
to the last of Earth’s metal and coal?”

“In your time,” countered Ermaine
shrewdly, “did the rich yield their places
to the poor?” :

“Go on!” he snapped.

“The civilization of power and metal
sprang up again, in Antarka, naturally.
However, food could not be grown in the
wintry land. Two courses lay open. It was
wiser, those early Antarkans decided, to
build cities near the coal and metal and
import food, than to build cities near food
and import coal and metal.”

“A rule of economics we should have
applied more in our age,” confessed Ellory,
thinking of the cotton mills of New Eng-
land, remote from both coal and cotton.

“The cities were hollowed out and ex-
tended downward, level by level, through
many years, Ten such cities came into
being around the coastline of Antarka, at
the ten sites nearest the best deposits.
They were limited from the start. Another
problem arose—population. Birth-rate con-
trol was instituted. It might have been
wiser in your time, Humrelly—"

He conceded the point with a vexed nod.

“In one short century all this was ac-
complished,” Ermaine resumed. “All the
planning, building, inventing of legendary
machines, rebirth of science. It was a sud-
den renaissance, insgired by black coal and
hard metal. You ses, Humrelly, mankind
hadn’t really lost al. its knowledge. Much
of it was recorded ir. scattered monasteries
and forgotten temples. But his tools he had
lost. The uprise of Antarka was sudden,
swift, like a flower blooming in the desert.”

“And the same thing could happen over
the rest of Earth, given power and metal,”
Ellory’s eyes shone a little.

Ermaine arose.

“Well, that is all of the story.”

“All?” Ellory rose to his feet also. “But
you’ve left out one entire phase—the serf-
dom of the Outland, as you call it!”

“Oh that!” Ermamne waved airily. “It’s
such a minor thing.’

Ellory glared. Outside, for a thousand
years, the less bless:d people had had to
reshape their whole philosophy of life, to
conform to Antarkan standards.

“T weary of this talk,” Ermaine con-
tinued. “Some other time. By the way—"
She faced them both. “The reports have
come in. The rebellion failed everywhere in
your empire, Humrelly, The lesson is being
administered. Your Norak capital was
burned down.”

Sharina caught her breath,

“My father?” she asked timidly.

“He’s safe, little Outlander. We allowed
evacuation of the city. Come, I will show
you the lower levels.”

Ellory followed with a seething desire
to take Ermaine’s sim white neck in his
powerful hands and choke all the arrogance
out of her. Yet, could he blame her? A
thousand years of tradition ruled her mind.
Only blood and sword had ever changed
tradition, as with the unfederated tribes.

SWIFT descent in the yawning cen-

tral elevator pit took them down to
the eleventh level. “The lower ten levels,”
Ermaine explained, “hold our workshops,
machinery, metal refineries, laboratories,
etc.”
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On several successive days, she guided
them through the wonders of her city.

Ellory felt the breath of the twentieth
century in what he saw. The rumble of
machinery was music in his ears, after the
pastoral, unfulfilled siiences of the outer
world, Level after level was crammed with
the sonerous discord of laboring metal and
subservient power. Looms quite similar
to those of 1940 wove iine, patterned cloth.
Spinning, grinding lathes turned out me-
tallic paraphernalia, v

Ellory thrilled. Machines in the service
of man!

But then he frowned, seeing that fully
half of the personnel tending the machines
were ruddy-skinned Outlanders. The blond,
slim Lords, in their role as workers, moved
levers and watched zauges, their white
hands and clothing hardly soiled. The Out-
landers, grimed and active, fed the ma-
chines and ‘carried heavy materials.

Another level was quieter.

Here a chemical industry reigned. Raw
materials, also from Antarkan deposits,
furnished acids and important reagents.
Huge vats bubbled. .\ variety of plastic
products was known to the Antarkans.
Artificial silk trailed sndlessly from spin-
narets. Coal-tar extractions gave dyes,
medicines and the hundred-and-one other
variations of its comp exity.

At the mining levels, lower down, great
;averns led beyond the rock walls, to coal
ind metal veins. Litle trains pulled by
‘hugging engines emerged with their all-
.mportant cargoes.

Ermaine, a little distastefully, took them
on a ride into one wiading passage. Miles
beyond, in a beamed chamber, miners were
drilling out coal with compressed-air ham-
mers. They were all, Ellory noticed, Out-
landers, with a spotlessly clothed Antarkan
superintendent in charge.

Somehow, to Ellory, it was all quite
twentieth century, not much more ad-
vanced in technology or method. Except
for their rocket ships, only one thing struck
a unique note—a giant mechanical lung
for the subterranean city.

An enormous conduit led from the upper
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surface down to bedrock, with outlets at
each level. He could hear the low whine of
colossal fans, sucking down the fresh air,
thrusting it out for human lungs. At the
opposite side, another conduit reversed the
process, shoving used air out into the upper
world.

Ellory suspected that the average purity
of air was better, because of the steady
current, than it had been in the canyons
of New York.

& ELL, Humrelly,” Ermaine asked

when he had seen all, smiling at
him, “does it impress the man from the
mighty past that knew these things all
over the world?”

Ellory nodded grudgingly. But again,
something lurked in his mind, as it had
when he first viewed the metalless world
outside the crypt.

“Where are the generating plants? Do
you produce electricity by steam-engine,
steam-turbine, or what?”

“Electricity?” Ermaine stumbled over
the word a little. “You mean battery cur-
rent? We don’t use that. Gasoline motors
run all our machines. Gasoline is our power
staple. All crude oil is cracked down into
gasoline. All coal is hydrogenated to oil,
and similarly cracked down. Gasoline gives
us heat, light and power. What is the need
of electricity?”

“No electricity!” gasped Ellory. Ant-
arkan science dropped again in his esti-
mation, a great drop this time.

But then, he reflected, electricity was
really unnecessary, in this compact com-
munity. Gasoline could be piped to every
corner of the city with little effort. Elec-
tricity had become the dominant factor in
the twentieth century only because it was
the best way to ship power,

His thoughts rolled on.

“Now I see why you don’t have radio.
But you have mercury-arc lamps, for your
gardens. And how did you amplify your
voice, in the square at Norak?”

“Mercury vapor, highly heated by gaso-
line jets, shines with ultra-violet light. My
voice was amplified by sending it through
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a vibrating series of pipes delicately
pitched to the human voice.”

“Organ-pipe principle.” Ellory nodded.
He laughed suddenly. “Man, could I show
you some things, with electricity! You
don’t have telegraph, telephone?”

Ermaine shook her head, “No. Many of
your twentieth century secrets have escaped
us. Records are so incomplete.”

Ellory was more amazed each second.
Antarkan science was badly spotted with
blanks.

“But how do you communicate with the
other cities—only by going there?” He
laughed again, thinking of clumsily written
messages going back and forth.

“In other words,” he went on, “you have
twentieth-century machinery, with only
eighteenth-century modes of communica-
tion. Not what I expected after the won-
ders you've shown me” His tone was
mocking.

Ermaine however appeared only slightly
nettled.

“You still have much to learn, Hum-
relly. It’s true that we have no telegraph
or telephone. You must tell me about them
some time. But from the little we know of
them, I should say that we do quite well
with our own devices.” She smiled.

“We have something similar—sono-
phone, we call it. Solid matter transmits
sound-waves much more readily than air.
The rock stratum between cities carries
voice messages, We have developed a way
to speed them a hundred miles a second.
'l show you.”

She led them to a sound-proof chamber
and sat before a great hide drum, enclosed
in glass. Straight metal pipes pierced from
this sounding board deep into the rock wall
of the city.

“Lady Ermaine calling Queemarlan.
Connect me with Lady Tassan.”

“Queemarlan”-—Queen Mary Land, El-
lory surmised, the coast of Antarctica
about a quarter-circle away. Strange how
the past left its impress on the future, in
man’s language.

They waited; then—

“Yes? Is that you, Ermaine?”
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The voice came back, low but distinct,
after an interval of tairty seconds, through
the medium of fifteen hundred miles of
rock. Ermaine smiled at Ellory in triumph.
He, in turn, was wondering how thunder-
ously earthquakes must register at times,
in this rock-borne plhone system.

ORGETTING her companions for the

moment, Ermaine began an inter-
change of half-personal comment. Ellory
grinned. Just like two girls of his day chat-
ting over the phone. It was a little queer,
though, because of the thirty-second blank
intervals of transmission, Little of their
conversation meant anything, until sud-
denly the distant speaker said:

“Still heart-free, Lrmaine? Kalor didn’t
mean anything after all? Lillamra still
needs a Lord! There are little rumors here
that the rebel leade—Humrelly, is itP—
has been in your company long hours and
days. Tell me, Ermaine, what is he—"

The wvoice clippad off as Ermaine
snapped tight a voice-shutter, in vexation.
A scarlet flush had leaped into her marble-
white face. She regained her composure in-
stantly, but excused herself from further
touring of the city taat day.

As they walked back to the palace, Er-
maine turned her eyes from the strolling
crowd to Ellory.

“Notice how the pissing girls watch you,
Humrelly,” she obsecrved casually, “Mar-
ried ones, too, I’'m ifraid. You cut quite
a figure in our style. Be honest, Humrelly,
you like our clothirg?”

He looked down at his costume, ran fin-
gers over it. Like it?

He did. He had been given an Antarkar
costume the first day, to replace his half-
burned Norak outfit. The feel of silk and
trim cut lines had grown pleasant. The
colorful style was such that on a slight
man it was foppish, but on a sturdy, broad-
shouldered frame it looked well. Ellory’s
six feet topped tle average Antarkan
height by a half-head, He thought now of
the Norak broadcloth with a slight re-

~ pugnance.

“No,” he lied stubbornly, with her eyes
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on his. “This style is too lacy to suit me.
I like the simple Outland clothing better.”

“Even on me?”

Ellory was forced to make the com-
parison out of the corner of his eye. Sha-
rina, refusing Antarkan dress, in plain dull
white, covering her from neck to ankle.
Ermaine in creamy rose and regal purple,
contrasting vividly with her whiteness of
complexion. Rounded lines were accentu-
ated by a short, clinging skirt, and her legs
were silken-clad.

“Clothes are like beauty—skin deep,”
quoted Ellory, but he saw the mocking
glint in the Antarkan girl’s eyes, as she
teft them in the hall.

Sharina lingered before going to her
room, staring with a strange air at Ellory.

“Humrelly, you do like these clothes!”
she accused sadly. “Ycu are beginning to
like all the things of Antarka—"

“No,” muttered Ellory. “The clothes
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maybe, but not what’s underneath. Sha-
rina”—he grasped her shoulders fiercely—
“you don’t think I'd ever be disloyal to
Norak and all I’'ve fought for!”

Sharina averted her eyes.

“Ermaine is interested in you, Hum-
relly. I know; I'm a woman.”

Ellory laughed grimly.

“Nonsense, angel! Don’t you see her
game? Dangling me, enticing me with the
good things of Antarka-—cat and mouse.
Making me suffer. Then, when the trial is
over, when she tires of the sport—"

He smiled gently. “I’'m doomed, Sharina.
Never forget that. That’'s why I'm sorry
you’re here—"

Sharina ran for her room, but not be-
fore Ellory had seen the tears in her eyes.
He slept little that night, his thoughts a
squirrel-cage.

Doomed! Doomed! The word rever-
berated dully in his mind.
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Like animals they fied across the
rooftops, slipping and sliding in
the treacherous snow

Danger Flowers

Violets in a blizzard and pale primroses—these and the frightened eyes of a
flower-girl who was not at all what she seemed led John Court into proscribed
company and deadly peril . . .

By DOUGLAS NEWTON

‘ Y IOLETS in a blizzard . . . As the

blowsy woman offered her basket,

John Court laughed. “Weather for
snowdrops, surely?”

Startled, the woman’s eyes flicked to
his, and he realized that not only had
he spoken in English but that she, an
ignorant, East European peasant, had un-
derstood.

Her eyes, an unexpected clear gray, were
terrified, defiant—and young. Though her
ragged sheepskin coat, clumsy top boots
and hairy hat gave her a bulky, misshapen
look, she was not a woman but a girl

And she wasn’t blowsy. That was the
effect of deliberately untidy hair and
smudged cheeks., Beneath the sudden ter-
ror of her face h2 saw that there was
something else underneath, something—
well, very like her New England violets.

It was gone in a flash.

The face grew heavy and dull. Mutter-
ing in patois she drifted on so naturally
that John Court wondered if he had been
mistaken. Especialy as he had time to
note that she could have sold him snow-
drops—if she had really understood.
Behind the mass of violets she had a
bunch or two, yes, and primroses and
early orchids too—-quite a New England
posy. But did that mean anything?
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Tingling from the chock of those clear
eyes in so drab a getup, he watched from
his sheltering doorway as she wandered
away. In spite of the snow flurries that
were  whirling through Hochhausen’s
Square of Qur Iron l.eader, people were
still about., She accosted these in a way
so businesslike that John Court might
have decided that she was the flower girl
she seemed had it no: been for the man
shadowing her,

He was short, with a body like a bloated
pear on matchsticks, a cropped and jowled
head like a smaller pear on top. He was
following the girl with so much skill that
John Court would not have known it had
he not been struck by the unctuous self-
satisfaction of the man’s face and seen
by his fixed glance that the girl was the
reason for it.

That smirk was so nasty that John
Court in Hochhausen on an affair of in-
ternational re-insurance, with no business
to interfere, felt impelled by the fear and
appeal of the girl’s eyes to fall in behind.
So the three of themw, moving when the
girl moved, pausing when she tried to
sell her flowers, drified toward the east
side of the great square.

When they reached the shut-up Church
of St. Casper, by th: poor quarter, the
airl got her first customer.

Most of the hurrying people had shown
no desire to look at lowers in the snow.
Now a muffled-up, ollish man paused as
she thrust her basket at him; he hesitated,
peered, and after some bickering, bought
a bunch of primroses. That was odd, in a
land where people thought a primrose
was nothing but a weed.

DDER things followed. The girl went
on and the buyer of primroses fol-
lowed her. He tried to behave as casually
as the girl, but he advertised himself at
every step. He was o badly scared. He
kept darting frightenel glances about him,
yet was such a novice that he failed to
see the pear-shaped expert behind him.
The girl was cleverer, yet even she gave
herself away. Her pretense of accosting
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people was gradually abandoned, and when
she turned out of the square in the di-
rection of the river, she gave it up alto-
gether and went slouching at an increasing
pace into the poor quarter.

So the four of them plunged through
streets growing narrower and dirtier, be-
tween houses older, taller, and more fore-
boding until, abruptly, the girl stepped
aside into one .of those deep arches that
penetrate European buildings like caves
in a cliff.

It led into an ill-lit cobbled yard from
which a dozen doors gave admittance to
the houses around. The girl went straight
to a door on the left, the primrose buyer
following on hesitant feet. The pear-
shaped man paused under the last shadows
of the entrance to watch while John Court
crept just far enough under the long arch
to see what happened.

The girl opened her door with a key
and went inside. The primrose buyer had
an attack of fright. He hesitated, looking
wildly about as though fearing a trap, then
with an effort, nerved himself up and ap-
proached the door. It opened at once to
his touch.

The pear-shaped man waited several
minutes after the door had shut, then saun-
tered across the cobbled yard, pretended
to put a paper through the letter box
of a far door and, as idly, sauntered back
—but his sharp eyes took in everything.
As he came, John Court, his eyes now
accustomed to the gloom under the arch,
sought cover.

He had no intention of mixing himself
in any sort of trouble, he merely felt it
due to the girl with American eyes, to
warn her she had been followed; but here
he reckoned without Pear-shape.

True he entirely overlooked the deep
recess in which John Court hid, but in-
stead of leaving when he reached the
street, he halted. He stood for so long
staring this way and that that John Court
began to get nervous and upset. Presently’
he lifted an arm and beckoned, and a mo-
ment later a very big, and very stolid
policeman joined him.
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“YN HERE, quick,” Pear-shape rapped

out, and as the policeman began to
bristle as all officials in this land did at
any civilian affront to their dignity, the
other snarled: “Jump to it—vyou. It is an
order. I am Obertruppfiihrer Stitz of the
Iron Corps. See this? . . .”

He must have shown a badge for the
big policeman was at once all cringing
meekness.

“Who lives in number seven of this
block?” Stitz went on.

“Number seven—Herr Oberst? Why,
only Olga Braunter, the flower-seller.”

“Alone? What do you know of her?”

“Alone, yes. T know her to nod to, and,
of course, through the house supervision
regulations. There is nothing against her.
She is poor. She has valid papers from
her village in the North . , .”

“Yes. Yes she would. But how long
has she lived here?”

“Eight months, Herr Oberst. Lack of
money drove—7"

“Ha! Eight months!” Stitz said with
gusto, “And you have noticed nothing
questionable in those eight months?”

“Nothing. She has many men friends,
but that is not unusual with a girl of this
quarter ., . .”

“What sort of men? Well-dressed?”

“All sorts—but yes, as you say, many
well dressed. Yet that is—"

“And you have seen them come—and
go? Regularly?”

“Yes, Herr Oberst—or, maybe, not so
often leaving her. My beat is a long one
and—"

“She would know the length of it as well
as you.” Stitz’s voice was exultant. “What
streets back onto her house?”

“The Zillethalgasse,” the policeman was
anxious, “But she cannot get out that
way. A blank factory wall, twelve feet
high it is and without door or break bars
that way.”

“So, this door here is her only exit?
Be sure, it is important.”

“There is no other way out. I am sure,
Herr Oberst, have 1 not inspected her
abode as regulations . . .’
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“Good! Good!” Stitz was grimly satis-
fied. “Stand here then and watch her door
like a bulldog. No o1e must leave—neither
her nor her men friends. Understand? Fail,
and heaven help you.”

“Tll see to it, Herr Gberst . . . But—
what is her crime?”

“Dangerous enemies of the State, plot-
ters, rich men, Semites, ‘Black Moles’
(priests) and others have been escaping
from the country by way of this town . ..”

“‘The Non-Stop Service!’” gulped the
policeman,

“So, even you hive heard of it. But
note, it has been going on for seven
months, and you say this woman has been
here eight. . . . Even you may see the
connection.”

“Impossible! She is only an ignorant
country woman.”

“Who, strangely, always sells primroses
to those we have marked down just be-
fore they vanish from our grasp. She is
clever, but I, Stitz, have watched her at
it. She sold them to Sieber just now.
He is in that house with her.”

“The millionaire chemist!” gasped the
policeman,

“Whose factory and millions we mean to
sequester as soon as we are sure where he
keeps his secret formulas— Yes, that one,
no less. Guard him and that house well,
Wachtmeister, I go now to telephone for
men to surround and search the place.”

E WAS gone. ‘The policeman moved

to the edge of the courtyard and

stared at the flower-seller’s house with

scared eyes. John Court knew why he was
scared. He was himself,

Only last night an English insurance
man had told him about this Noxn-Stop
Service. It was the latest and cleverest of
the escape organizations for helping those
persecuted by the government to get across
the frontier. It worked so brilliantly, had
snatched so many of their choicest and
richest victims from under the very noses
of the police that wh spers of its reputation
had spread throughout the land.

The police were furious at their own
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helplessness to check or even trace the
organizers. They threatened the swiftest
vengeance on anyone cven remotely con-
nected with the organizition should he—or
she—-ever fall into their hands.

John Court, knowing all this, knew how
dangerous it would be even to seem linked
with the thing. The horrors of the third-
degree, of beatings in concentration camps,
of violent death, would be the lot of any-
one suspected as much as Stitz suspected
this girl,

He realized that the wisest thing would
be to slip away while this policeman’s
back was turned; indeed it was his duty
as the sober member of a reputable firm
helonging to a foreign country.

He saw that quite clearly. Nevertheless
he found himself ctrolling past the
<tartled policeman into the courtyard.
Foolhardy of him, ves, »ut being American,
he could not forget the terror of the girl’s
eyes when he had spoken her own
language . . .

He headed straigh: toward the last
house and tried to seem offhand. The
policeman  scowled and  hesitated, His
orders were to stop anyone coming oué of
the girl's house, and he feared to depart
from the letter of instructions. Only when
John Court swerved adruptly to the girl’s
door and knocked, did he take a step
forward: “What do you there?”

“Eh?” John Court pretended surprise.
~But—only paying a little visit to my
Olga.”

That made the man hesitate again, and,
hearing a click, John Court thought all
was well. But he reckoned without the
gitl's need of caution Not the door but
a barred Judas hole cpened at face level
and clear gray eyes stared into his. Con-
scious of the policeman he said softly in
Englisk: “1 want sorie snowdrops after
all”

“The American,” wasped an English
voice.

“Remember I am—and listen. They're
onto vou—you and the man who is with
you. They even know about the primroses.
Get away at once.”
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“Primroses,” she choked, “what do you
mean?”’

“If you don’t know, I don’t, but I'm
telling you you were trailed here by a man
named Stitz. I saw him and followed. He’s
collecting men now to raid your house,
s0 hurry . . .”

“But you . . . How do you . . .?”

I E GROANED seeing too long an

explanation ahead. But the police-
man saved that. At the sound of English
his suspicions quickened. At the name
Stitz he went into action. Drawing a
wicked rubber club he strode toward John
Court, shouting: “Here you! Silence and
turn about. You are arrested . . .” His
hand also came down on John Court’s
shoulder in a savage grip.

It was the grip of that hand that made
John Court forget he was a law-abiding
citizen. Something he could not control
rose within him, he wheeled like a flash,
his left fist chopping at the man’s jaw.
The policeman rocked on his heels and
John Court prepared to run.

But if stolid in mind the policeman was
quick in action. Even as he staggered his
rubber truncheon slashed and John Court
took a crack on the head that, but for
his hat, would have knocked him cold. As
it was he fetched up with a crash against
the door and the policeman stepped for-
ward to finish him.

As the club swung the door gave way
behind. He felt the whistle of air from the
club as he fell on his back. Then, before
the policeman could recover, a heavy
basket full of violets caught him in the
belly and while he staggered hands plucked
John Court inside and the door was
slammed.

A moment later John Court found him-
self looking up into the face not of a
blowsy woman, but of quite the loveliest
oirl he had ever seen, and she was asking
if he were hurt.

“Not so bad.” He managed to smile.
“Thank heaven for derbies.”

“Tf you can talk,” she said crisply, “tell
me what happened.”

*
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John Court felt it almost a pleasure to
lie there looking up at a face so attractive,
but he managed to give her a quick sketch
of what had happened. She listened stead-
ily, and if she was afraid she hid it well.

“Thank you,” she said at the end.
“You've done me a very great service, but”
—her eyes twinkled—“you must have
hated to mix yourself in this.”

“Most unprofessional—but aren’t we all
rather unexpected?” He smiled pointedly
at the very smart tweed walking suit she
now wore. “Yet will even that save the
flower girl?” :

“It’1l help.” She smiled back. “Can you
walk now?”

“Yes! Yes!” a shaky voice from the
front door cried in broken English. “It
is time we used your way through the
cellars, Miss Harven. Men have come into
the courtyard. Men of the Iron Corps.”

HERE was so much fear in the voice
that John Court turned to stare as

he got to his feet. He saw the man who
had bought the primroses, Sieber, the mag-
nate. The light of the Judas hole through
which he looked, shone on a face as hand-
some and dignified as an ancient prophet’s;
but it was not only pallid but working
with terror.

“Yes, Herr Sieber,” the girl said calmly.
“We start now. Come—Mr. Mr. . . .27

“Court. John Court, But wait a minute.
Does your way through the cellars lead
into the Zillethalgasse?” The girl nodded.
“T was afraid so. Stitz has thought of that.
He'll have men there.”

Sieber wailed with a strange abandon
and collapsed nervelessly into a chair.

“It is no good!” he cried through chat-
tering teeth. “We are caught like rats in
a trap. It is folly to attempt escape—it
will give them extra excuse for brutality. I
know them. Better if I open the door .. .”

“Pull yourself together,” John Court
snapped, sickened by the cowardice of the
man no less than anxiety for the girl.
“Being afraid only makes things worse.
We all are . ..”

“Oh, yes . , . I am sick with fear,”

ARGOSY

He smiled wanly at John yet with a strange
dignity. “Only you mistake me, sir. I was
trying to say that if I remain here to
confront them, even to parley with them
through this peephole, I might delay them
long enough for this young lady and you
to get away. I'm sire Miss Harven has
many resources—and there is no reason
why you should suffer, since I, alone, am
the one they seek.”

John Court could only blink at a courage
that could rise so startlingly above such a
fear. Miss Harven laughed softly: “No
need for any to stay, Herr Seiber,” she
said, “There is a way by the roofs. Come
quickly.”

“But can I reach them?” Herr Sieber
said with a wry doleiulness, finding it hard
to stand on his shaking legs. “This craven
flesh—it simply paralyzes me.”

“I wish I were half so good a coward.”
John Court laughec. “But anyhow, I'm
strong enough to hep.”

He hooked his arm round the old man
and they climbed up through all the floors
of the tall, dark housie. They went rapidly,
for though John Court had to half carry
Herr Sieber, his body was frail and light.
Nevertheless they heard the hammering of
the Iron Corps on tie street door as they
reached the attic.

“Is there really 1 way?” John Court
asked, as, producing a flashlight, the gitl
revealed the featur:less and windowless
loft. “That policemzn swore he examined
the place and found none.”

“The better for us,” the girl said and,
dropping to her knees where roof beams
and slates came down to the floor, she
worked with her hands. A moment later
they saw the gleam of snow as a section
of the slates swung hack.

CRAMBLING through they found
themselves in & valley between two
steep-pitched roofs. As the girl pushed the
slates back in place they heard, between
gusts of wind, crashes and splinterings
from below.
“They’re using axes,” the girl said.
“Thank goodness you warned us in time,
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Mr. Court, and we had this way of es-
cape.”

John Court wasn’t so sure of that. He
feared the snow would give them away—
the snow which had dropped from the roof
to the attic floor as the girl opened the
slates. Their footprints in the snow would
make a regular trail, too. Yet it was no
time to worry over such things. This was
plainly their only chance.

They shuffled along between the roofs,
turned right through a similar valley
across the end of the block, and, by mak-
ing use of the steep corbie steps of an
inner wall, climbed over a roof ridge into
a valley on the further side,

They were striking riverward, but were
soon so entangled ir a maze of roofs,
gables, parapets and dormers, that they
seemed utterly lost. Vet the girl, follow-
ing a route arranged long ago, went for-
ward calmly enough.

John Court was anything but calm. For
him every step was frizhtful. Heights made
him desperately sick, and these were worse
than any he had met—black, yawning,
fearsome and hellish with the wind and
blinding snow.

As they had climbed the corbie steps
the wind had seemed to leap at him over
the ridge, clawing at his body like a wild
beast, whipping snow into his eyes and
face to loosen his grip as it tried to tear
him off the slippery bricks.

The threat of falling into the roof val-
leys had been bad enough, but when a
turn of their way brought them to a broad
outer gutter, poised over a black and
terrible void, with n¢c more than a shin-
high parapet as guard, his nerve reached
breaking point.

The wind whirled and plucked at him,
the snow bewildered him, the sickening
nausea of the drop rcbbed him of all self
contrel. He knew tha- one 'slip on the icy
surface beneath his feet would pitch him
spinning into that sheer, black abyss . . .
And because he knew it, he slipped. Fear
acts that way. . . .

Unnerved he took too wide a step,
stubbed his foot against the parapet, his
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heel slid from under him, he began to fall.

He knew he was lost and must have
shouted, for Herr Sieber turned about and
in a way that seemed utterly reckless,
flung himself at Court’s falling body, bear-
ing it back against the slope of the roof.

“Sorry to be such a fool,” John Court
panted. “Heights play the devil with me—
I don’t think I can go on.”

“Can we help such things, my friend?”
Herr Sieber said. “It is the way our bodies
are made—only you should have told me.
See, stand up now, but take hold of my
coat. Shuffle forward rather than stride,
and keep your eyes fixed only on my
shoulder. That and the contact will make
you feel safer.”

He must have felt John Court’s puzzle-
ment, for he said:

“Strange creatures, aren’t we? Down
there my body was water at the thought
of physical blows from men you had no
fear of facing. But up here—I am as
brave as lions, simply because heights do
not affect me.”

As he grasped Herr Sieber’s coat John
Court realized that bravery is but a mat-
ter of chance and circumstance after all—
though that was not going to help him
much—for worse calls were to be made
upon him. And soon.

N THE wind and whirling snow the

gir! had not noticed his plight and
had gone straight ahead. She had done
it so quickly that, at the crucial point of
their rooftop flight, they might have lost
her, had she not left a deep trail between
roofs where the wind had piled an un-
usual thickness of snow. As it was she
had not only had to wait but had begun
to retrace her steps as they came up.

“This is the one dangerous bit,” she
cried, pointing to the parapet that barred
their path. “Dangerous, yet because of that
it makes things safer for us. There is a
narrow alley between this house and the
riverside warehouse ahead. It makes a
gap of about four feet.”

“What! We've got to cross that at this
height?” John Court groaned.

"
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“Yes, there’s no way down from these
roofs for hundreds of yards, and even then
we’d be a long way round from the river.
That’s why we’ll be really safe, once we're
over that gap.”

“But—but how can we cross?” John
Court gasped as he peered ahead. “That
warehouse is nothing but sheer wall and
it goes up ten feet higher than us. We
can’t possibly get over and up.”

“We can. Everything has been thought
out. A strong cord runs between the
houses. By pulling on it we bring down
the end of a rope ladder. There are hooks
on both parapets to hold it safe. And it’s
quite strong, for it is made of special
mountaineering rope. It’s only a matter
of keeping your head on the part that
sags over the alley.”

John Court’s knees seemed to give under
him as she spoke. He saw himself trying to
negotiate that sag over the alley. Even
then he could feel the gap yawning black
and terrifying, like a bottomless fissure,
feel his nerveless hands clinging to those
frail, icy cords that would sway and twist
in this horrible wind . . . feel the snow
dazing and numbing him. He said
hoarsely:

“I can’t do it. It is utterly beyond me.”

“You must,” the girl cried in surprise
at hearing the objection come from him

and not Herr Sieber. “It’s our only
chance.”
“Will it bear two?” Sieber asked

quickly. “Yes . . . Then I will come behind
you, Herr Court—hold you on, It will be
all right, a matter of moments only.”

“I daren’t. I'd lose my head, let go.
Then both of us—" began Jobhn Court,
and stopped. The girl and Sieber were
abruptly 1it by harsh, white light. They
heard a shout from the man behind the
torch.

OHN COURT had been right in fear-
ing that the snow would betray their
escape; several men had just turned inte
the roof valley behind and were flounder-
ing toward them, shouting in ugly triumph.
And yet it was almost a relief. Court cried:
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“Over that ladder both of you, I'll
hold ’em. Sharp now—it’s the best way
out after all.”

He didn’t wait for protest but dashed
back along the gutter between the roofs,
crouching, scooping up snow, swinging his
arms like a windmill. He was almost elated.
Miss Harven would see he wasn’t all
vellow.

A man shouted and the torch went out.
A moment later ther: was the blaze of a
pistol shot and a bullet went screeching
over. John Court answered it promptly—
with a snowball.

An absurd weapon, yet snow packed
tight and then swung through the air wind-
mill-quick, becomes as hard as stone, The
leading man felt it so, anyhow. He must
have got it in the face, for he let out
quite a screech as he flopped spread-eagled
against the snow-packed slates, He even
yelled that Court was throwing bombs.

The rest of the men scuttled back to
the turn of the roofs and waited for the
explosion—that gave the girl time to pull
down and fix the ladder. When no explo-
sion came, the men s:emed to grasp what
really had happened and came on again.

They fired over the first man still
crouching against the roof in fear of his
life. But Court had gathered several hard
balls into the crook of his elbow and he
let fly, so thoroughly flurrying their aim
that the shooting stopped.

The man on the roof sprang up again
and dived straight at Court, but John was
ready for him, he punched out quick and
straight as he flung forward, and the man
went down again and stayed down.

Then another, tcwering against the
snow, thrust his way forward crying out
to the others to leave this to him. They
had to, in fact, or shoot him in the back.
One of them, did scramble up the snow-
heavy slates and click on a torch to light
the field of battle.

Court tried to stoy this new assailant
with punches, but he was too big. He flung
himself onto John and both hit the slates
with a crash.

John scrabbled up a handful of snow
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and rammed it against the man’s face; he
spluttered and backed, and John got free.

But the other was a bear. He closed
again, grabbing and ilailing with knees
as well as arms—there seemed too many
cudgels of bone striking John to be just
one pair of fists.

For a mad minute or two they fought
and wrestled and slugged: slithering on the
icy surface, bumping now the steep rvoof
to the left, now that to the right, and
bouncing back to fight again. It was a
wild, threshing flurry of battle, and quite
carly Court knew that he hadn’t a chance
on such terms,

The man was stronger than smart, and
he knew it. His one idea was to get a
good grip and squeeze the fight out of
Court. He bored in sclely with this aim,
ignoring body punches, and gouging wildly.
John knew that by sheer weight and muscle
the other would murder him; but at the
same time such obvious tactics might give
Court a chance.

The other’s one air1 was to get John
at close quarters—so John went close. So
close that he was able to slip his toe
well behind the man’s heel. So close that
the man whooped with joy and flung out
his arms for the crushing grab.

And at that momerit John drove with
every ounce at the chir—and toe and blow
did the trick. The chap went over with so
resounding a crash on the slates that they
seemed to splinter under him.

OHN crouched in the torchlight ex-
pecting a fusillade of shots. Instead
he heard vells and, high above them, Sieber
crying, “Back, Herr Court. Jump . . .7
He jumped more by instinct than any-
thing, and as he did a wave of snow swept
by him, the fringe of it striking him and
filling eyes, ears and nose with its clammy
powder. Only as he jimped back did he
orasp what had happened, for, instead of
4 roof thick with snow he saw only a steep
slope of black slates to the left. The fight-
ing had so shaken th> roof at this point
that the snow had broken loose and come
down in a small avalaache,
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Not only that, the thud loosened the
snow from the roof on the right. A moment
later it surged down in a giant wave onto
the mass already in the gutter, so that in
a flash the valley between the roofs was
piled head high with snow.

Through the eddying particles John saw
shapes floundering and fighting to get clear
of the white mass. But already somebody
had gripped him from bebind, was drag-
ging him back. He felt ropes under each
hand, saw rungs. Automatically reacting
to the shouting in his ear he began, fran-
tically, to climb.

He didn’t have time to think of the
black drop beneath, or the swaying of that
spidery ladder in the gusts. Excitement
obliterated all other sensations, for a
voice was shouting and shouting from the
body pressed against his as he mounted:
“Quick! Quick! Quick! Theyll catch
us... Hurry . . .7

Before he realized it the girl’s hands
were under his shoulders, pulling him over
the parapet while Herr Sieber half-lifted
him from behind. Then he was sprawling
in the gutter beyond, watching Sieber
snatching a knife from the girl’s hands
and cutting the ropes of the ladder with
sure, quick strokes.

“All right . . . nobody hurt,” Sieber
cried as John Court stumbled to his feet.
“They are only just free from their snow-
bath. But some seem going back—Miss
Harven—Miss Harven, will they be wait-
ing for us . . .?7

Once again the voice that had been so
steady on the roofs, broke into frightened
quavering at the dread of human brutality
waiting for them below. A strange change,
but John Court who had broken down
before heights now understood. The girl
had understood all the time it seemed for
her voice came calmly:

“Tt’s all right. We'll be well away before
they can get down or round to this ware-
house—or even telephone . . . Come.”

Down a short roof valley they ran, onto
a wide leaded flat where a hooded door
stood up in the middle. She had the key
that opened that. She had keys for all

*
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doors. The Non-Stop Service deserved its
reputation for thoroughness.

Down through floor after floor of what
seemed a deserted building they ran: down
through even the ground floor. Reaching
the cellars they crossed to a door that let
in the sound of moving water even before
the girl unlocked it. Beyond, almost level
with the sill was the swift-flowing river.
Above them was the floor of a wharf, the
piers of which concealed them from the
stream beyond.

Again everything had been thought out.
The girl pulled on a rope and a skiff
floated into view. They got in after locking
the door and let the current carry them
silently down stream,

Now, for the first time in an eternity,
John Court could take a full, long
breath.

OR a long way their course was be-

neath the wharves, for, as on the
roofs, the girl was able to thread her way
through what seemed a forest of piers and
narrow openings even in the dark; until,
having gone at least a third of a mile, they
crept out under a high bushy bank with
the town of Hochhausen behind them.

They remained quiet in the boat until
they drifted round a bend, when the girl
bade them get out their oars. They pulled
down stream for an hour. John Court
asked:

“Are we to row all the way to the
frontier? It must be a full five miles away.
And, even then, they’ll be on the watch
for a small boat like this.”

“You can stop rowing then,” she said,
and he thought he heard a laugh in her
voice; and as she steered them close to the
bank, “Will you pass this flask to Herr
Sieber—and these sandwiches?”

“You think of everything,” Court said
after he and Herr Sieber had drunk the
reviving liquor and begun to eat.

“Yes, even to timing,” she answered, and
now her voice was exultant. “Here comes
our way through the frontier.”

Distantly, coming after them, Court saw
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the lights of a vessel moving on the river;
heard the thudding of a motor. “You're
sure?” he asked anxiously.

“By time-schedule—and the arrange-
ment of her lights” she laughed. “She’s
an ordinary motor barge—from a neutral
port. She was searched and cleared this
afternoon, in readiness to take Herr Sieber,
She’s unlikely to be searched again by the
frontier guard—but even if she is we'll be
safe, though I fear you must leave your
luggage and good reputation behind for
good, Mr. Court.”

“I will make that good,” Herr Sieber
said quietly.

“Thank you.” Court laughed. “But I
don’t think it will hurt me professionally
—and you’ve made me feel proud to do
what I've done Miss . . . but haven't you
another name before Harven?”

“Elizabeth,” she said. “I'm glad you
are glad, John Court. I owe you much.
Stitz and his Iron Corps would have been
very—ugly.”

The barge came on. It was a vessel with
a glass shed over the tiller—a river-barge.
The girl flashed her torch in a signal and
they rowed alongside. A rope was thrown,
a ladder. Without slackening speed they
clambered aboard.

A man with no more than a word to
Elizabeth Harven left the deck of the barge
for their boat, cast off and began to row
it back to Hochhausen. Not even the detail
of a missing skiff was neglected.

Beside the stoic man at the tiller there
was only one other on deck. Without a
word he led them down into the very
bowels of the barge, through a tunhel cun-
ningly left in the cargo, until they reached
a small chamber beautifully concealed by
a false bulkhead.

“I’m afraid I'll have to join you in here,”
the girl said softly.

“I was afraid you wouldn’t, Elizabeth,”
John Court said, and his hand closed over
hers as the door shut them in. So they
sat in darkness, until a knocking on the
bulkhead told them they had crossed the
frontier into freedom.

——




In that nightmare scene
Shepherd struggled with the
cripple

Remember Tomorrow

By THEODORE ROSCOE

TRANGE legends surround the Chateau
de Feuy, that crumbling monument stand-
ing in the Red Zone, where the fighting had
been bloodiest during the Battle of the
Somme. Here in this war-torn valley, the
natives whisper, the baried soldiers cannot
sleep at night; they must arise from beneath
their poppies to battle ceaselessly. Peasants
have been killed mysteriously in the Forét
de Feu, shot, mangled by hand grenades—
victims of an army of zhosts?

ILL SHEPHERD cannot believe this,

yet he himself has ‘ound a dead peasant,
strangled, apparently, by a German war gas.
When Bill first arrives at the chdtean he has
inherited, old Madam- Landru, the care-
taker, cries out, “The undead have returned !”
—mistaking him for his brother who died in

the chdtean during the Somme battle. By
queer chance a group collects at the chdtear,
refugees from a storm—an Englishman, a
German, an Italian doctor, a Russian pro-
fessor, a French girl and a French bus
driver. Madanie Landru mumbles, “Once
more they invade the chdteau.” And Shep-
herd finds himself wondering crazily whether
they are the living or the dead.

Then when he has managed to convince
himself that all this talk of the undead is
rank superstition, organ music rolls sud-
denly through the chateau. Strains of The
Watch on the Rhine, of the Marseillaise, of
the Italian national anthem, of God Save the
King! A strange broadcast, the group thinks
—and then the terrified caretaker tells them
that there is no radio in the Chateau de
Feu. . ..

This story began in the Argesy for September 16
1
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CHAPTER XXIII

VIGIL LIGHT

HEY stared at Madam Landru in

I a pall of silence. The hush that had

enveloped the chdtean after that
last booming pean of pipe-organ music was
ghastly. Thunder rumbling over the broken
roofs only emphasized the inner stillness.

Then Bill Shepherd said hoarsely: “You
say that wasn’t a radio in your rooms back
there? There’s no radio in the place?”

“Jove, Shepherd!” TFielding added.
“They wouldn’t broadcast that Russian
national anthem, anyway!”

“There is no radio,” Madame Landru
droned. “That organ you heard, messieurs,
is here in the chdtean.”

Archambaud made a clutch at his wife’s
elbow. “Name of God!” he said hoarsely.
“The organ in the chapel!” He broke off,
choking. His eyes were bulging with fear
under the salty sheaf of his forelock; his
dobbin’s face was lead gray.

Madame Landru was nodding, staring
straight ahead of her in a trance of mys-
tery. “Oui, that was the organ in the
chapel. The chapel that we have not en-
tered in twenty-three years. The organ that
we have not heard since 1916.”

“But who was playing it just now?”
Bill Shepherd cried. “Where is this chapel,
old woman! Who put on that organ con-
cert?” Tt couldn’t have been the wind, or
the dog. Or remote control from anyone in
the room, or an illusion on his hearing—
these others had heard it, too. “Where is
it, and who was playing on it—you?”

“Not I! The chapel is at the far end
of the ruined wing—on the ground floor.
T was in the kitchen with Archambaud.
Did you think he or I could play music
on a pipe-organ? Nomn, that was an instru-
ment for a master—an organ your father
had installed from an ancient monastery.
The last time I heard it played was when
a German general was here.”

“He had been a musician at Salzburg,”
Archambaud whispered. “I remember!
Sacré Bleu! he was drunk and went to the
chapel to play a military march. He was
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killed on the organ-tench by a sniper who
spied him from the forest.”

“Perhaps it was hz we heard just now,”
Madame Landru droned. “Returned from
the past to finish his interrupted concert.
One of the un-dead dead who roam the
Forét de Feu. One of the Forgotten of
God!”

Bill Shepherd couldn’t take that. Not
after the puzzles o’ midnight had been
solved so patly. This was no time for the
ghosts to come back; he couldn’t let his
reason go once more askew, There was an
answer to this organ music as there’d been
an answer to everything else. A jar
couldn’t start a pipe-organ as it had started
a long-silenced clock: someone had entered
the chapel and deiberately played the
thing—someone flesh and blood, with hu-
man hands.

The little group dy the fireplace were
looking at him in dumbfoundment; Bill
Shepherd walked to the big table and, firm-
handed, picked up a lamp. He was in no
mood for any more spectral visitations and
mediumistic capers.

“Archambaud! Get going! You're taking
me to the chapell”

The horse-faced :aretaker was having
difficulty with his leg:s. His knees had con-
tracted the ague, and he seemed afraid to
let go of his wife’s support for fear of fall-
ing down.

Bill Shepherd :napped, “You too,
Madame Landru! Quit the act! Somebody
played that organ, and it wasn't any
spook. We're going to end these stunts
around here right now.”

He had hoped, even expected, that the
crazy old woman might own up to having
started a Victrola—that she would explain
how some loud-speaker attachment, or
amplifiers installed in the chiteau during
the War, had magniied the sound. Or the
insane creature had sneaked to the chapel
and played the organ, herself-—a madcap
lunacy inspired by the haunts in her brain.

Instead, staring like a somnambulist, she
freed herself of her hushand’s clutch and
paddled off down the kitchen passage.
They followed her in an uneasy party, in-
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stinctively bunched together, Bill Shep-
herd shoving the reluctant Archambaud in
front of him, the others bringing such
lamps and candles as they could lay their
hands on.

ALFWAY down the passage, the old

woman opened a door—Biil Shep-
herd had not noticed it there—and led
them into the windy glooms of the great
main hall. There were exclamations from
the others who had not seen this vast
chamber before, muted murmurs of sur-
prise at the shadow-veiled scene of old de-
struction.

Bill Shepherd hurried the old woman
with a word, and they crossed the trash-
littered floor, skirted tae broken staircase
where the suit of armor stood in its somber
solitude, and passed through a portal
under the sagging mezzanine.

There was a long, empty corridor where
the cobwebs hung like Spanish moss and
their footsteps sank in carpets of stale dust.
Tn sharp suspicion, seeing no tracks in this
gray sediment, Bill Shepherd wondered if
the woozy-eyed old slattern was purposely
taking them the long way around. The
chétean was as complicated with corridors,
passages and halls as a rabbit warren.
They took a side pessage, and hurried
through rooms as bare and fusty as aban-
doned catacombs. Conceivably, if she were
trying to scare them, Madame Landru
would lead them on this tour. Again she
was mumbling about the phantoms of the
forest who left no visible track.

«Phantoms hell!” Bill Shepherd thought,
angering. Hallowe’en was over. The only
phantoms in this wretched manse were the
lady with the goitre ard her imbecilic hus-
band. Undoubtedly there was a direct con-
necting passage between this chapel and
the kitchen, and the tracks would be Arch-
ambaud’s wooden shoes or the old wom-
an’s cat-footed slippers.

“The chapel,” her voice droned back.
“There it is. That door ahead.”

The party jolted to a halt in the narrow
corridor. The doorway ahead was dimly
seen as a Gothic arch framing a church-
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like interior, the chancel rail of a shrine
visible in a blue dimness such as might
have been cast through a stained-glass
window. Bill Shepherd saw this blue shine
came from the altar of the shrine. The
subdued blue haze was crepuscular.

Archambaud gasped, “Somebody has lit
a vigil light, There has not been a candle
in that shrine since your father visited the
chitean before the War—Sacré Dieul”

Bill Shepherd thought it was a nice
effect. Whoever was staging this flummery
knew the tricks of theatrical lighting. He
wasn't fooled. He’d been behind the scen-
ery tonight; this setup was an anticlimax.

He snapped, “No you don’t, Madame
Landru. T'll go first!” Elbowing her aside
as she started forward. He didn’t want to
give her a chance to stir up the dust with
her skirts or whisk away any betraying
sign. Advancing to the dim-lit door with
swift, unhesitating strides, he thrust the
lamp through the shadowy portal and
stepped across the threshhold.

Then he stood quite still.

The others came up behind him; the
whole party jelled.

In the hush of blue dimness, the chapel
interior was as empty, as still, as a crypt.
The little vigil light on the altar burned
steadily in its cup of blue glass, lighting
the empty niche above it. The saints were
gone; the chapel was bare of furnishing;
only slivers of glass remained in the case-
ment of the Gothic window which was
boarded over. But the organ was there,
dominating the backwall with its wing-
spread of pipes, like a creature of fantasy
enthroned there in the shadows, the arms
of its mahogany console on its knees, its
tiers of yellow teeth dully gleaming, its
pinions reaching to the ceiling. It was
draped with cobwebs, and ghostly. Gilt
had peeled on the pipes; the woodwork
was tarnished; mice had nested in the
music rack; the organ-stops and keys had
warped crookedly.

But someone had been on the organ-
bench playing. Someone who had torn the
gauze of cobweb from the manuals, swept
the thick gray dust from the keys, kicked

4



e

114

the rat’s nest out of the foot bellows. Some-
one who had left a track!

There was a door at the back of the
chapel. The track came in, went to the
shrine at the sidewall, then to the organ
console, then out through the door the way
it had come. It was plainly stamped in the
heavy carpet of dust. To Bill Shepherd it
was worse than if there had been no track
at all. Tt was a very clear footprint. Made
by a left shoe!

“The man who played that organ had
only one leg!”

The cry had barely blurted from his lips
when from the room overhead there came
a muffled crash. The ceiling trembled, and
some flakes of plaster came down. There
was a dragging sound, and then—all in
the chapel heard it—the sound of someone
moving off, stamp, stamp, stamp.

CHAPTER XXIV

SKELETONS, ATTENTION

ACES at the chapel’s threshhold were

blue-complected in the light. Aghast,
they listened to that one- legged stamper
go crutching away.

Gabrielle Gervais sobbed, “Who’s that?”

One of the men behind her groaned,
“The organist!”

Madame Landru droned, “The Forgot-
ten of God! The Forgotten of God!”

Distant in the kitchen, the dog began to
howl. Bill Shepherd spun about, snarling.
“Keep your shirts on! This is a trick!
Someone’s trying to scare me out of here,
and I won’t scare! Madame Landru knows
who it is!”

Madame Landru made the sign of the
cross on her goitre. “I do know, cest ¢a!
On my faith! As God is my witness, I
have seen this maimed spirit in the forest.
It is one of those killed in the Battle of
the Somme. One of the dead who—"

Bill Shepherd cut her off furiously, “He’s
making for the east wing! Don’t let him
get away! T’ll take this back passageway.
The rest of you get back to the main hall.
Fielding! Take Putinov, and head him off
at the marble staircase!”
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But Fielding and the Russian had al-
ready gone. The Italian doctor, Herr Kull
and Marcel Tac we:e retreating with Arch-
ambaud down the corridor. Bill Shepherd,
racing for the little door at the chapel’s
rear, found Gabriel e Gervais at his side.

“Go back! Stay with the crowd!”

“Non! ’'m coming with you!”

They left Madame Landru, grimalkin-
eyed, in a swirl of dust. Charging through
the chapel’s back exit, Bill Shepherd saw
a short hallway, steos ascending into dark-
ness at its end. A one-footed track went
up the steps. He swerved, handing the girl
the oil lamp.

“Keep behind me! Mind your footing!
There’ll be holes in the floors and all sorts
of rubbish up there. That fellow may be
armed.”

He paused to snatch up a big spindle of
wood, a bannister spindle smashed out of
the stair-rail. Hefting this adequate club,
he mounted the narrow staircase three steps
at a time, halting at the top to cough his
lungs free of dust, wipe spiderweb from
his eyes and wait for the lamp. A girl in
this damned hide-and-seek was a nuisance.
He didn’t want her with him; couldn’t
leave her behind. Whatever was the motive
of this organ-playing stunt, it was some-
thing more than a practical Joke—someone
nuts or up to skulduggery-—and this four-
story ruin was a dangerous place to play
hare and hounds.

“Watch out for the flooring, and stick
close,” he advised snappishly. “I don’t
mind telling you, if 1 get my hands on this
organist there may be a scrap.”

She murmured, “Flease be careful.”

He grunted, gripping the bannister spin-
dle. Someone ough: to get their head
knocked off for trying to scare a lot of
storm-marooned people at half-past three
AM. He'd been through too much hazing
tonight to take this organ-playing stunt in
good humor.

“There’s the track. Looks like he stum-
bled over that heap of plaster and fell
down here. Must’ve leen up here listening
when we rushed into the chapel. Come on!”

The lamplight wavered on ahead of
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them, showing the way. The one-footed
track went through a series of empty bed
chambers, out into a rubbish-heaped hall,
then hopped up a flight of broken stairs to
the third floor. Bill Shepherd had hoped
it would go down instead of up. Voices
were calling, feet were running somewhere
on the floor below in the direction of the
main hall, a faint hre and cry in the
chéteaw’s catacombed stillness. Bill Shep-
herd saw where the one-legged man had
circled back, frightened by the chase be-
low, stopped to judge the location of his
pursuers, then gone up the stairs hippity-
hop.

Motioning to the girl, Bill Shepherd
mounted into the third-floor darkness. In
the blackness at the stair-top, he listened.
Stamp, stamp, stamp. There is was fading
off in the dark to the right, a number of
rooms away—the hump-thump of a man
on crutches—a sound immortalized for
nightmare terrors by F.obert Louis Steven-
son’s grisly Long John Silver. Bill Shep-
herd’s calloused nerves were not shaken by
it now.

He shouted down the stairwell, “Hey,
Fielding! Up here, everybody! He’s up
here on the third floor!”

HE faint stamping sounds quickened

in flight. Seizing Gabrielle Gervais
by the wrist, Bill Shepherd yanked her
after him, raced down the wreckage-
strewn corridor in hot pursuit. Through the
rooms where the ceilings had fallen and the
walls were shot full ¢f holes. Around the
trash piles of smashed furniture. In and out
through the heaps of tile and débris and
bathroom fixtures ancd uprooted plumbing
and crashed chandeliers.

Tt seemed a long time ago he had passed
through these ruins, pursuing the howls of
Theophile, the dog. He had been unnerved
by them then; he wasn’t afraid now.

He snapped at thz girl, “Steady that
lamp! Don’t be afrad here! This floor’s
all right! I've been over it before!”

Whoever that bird on crutches was, he
was moving fast anc knew this flooring,
too. The one-legged footprints were spaced
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about four feet apart. You could see inter-
jected marks where the ferrules of the
crutches had dug in. The crutches avoided
pitfalls, and the footprint hopped nimbly
over gaps in the floor. The one-legged man
knew the chdteau.

If he was a man with one leg. Bill Shep-
herd didn’t voice this thought to the girl.
He'd been tricked once too many tonight,
and he wasn’t going to fall again. The
idea could be quicker than the eye. He
wouldn’t lose his innate agnosticism this
time. Things were not what they some-
times seemed. He had written a murder
story one time about a killer who left
crutch-prints and the track of a single
shoe. Scotland Yard and the readers had
been baffled. But the killer had had his
right leg hitched up under his greatcoat,
and when he got back to Limehouse ke
threw away the crutches and walked off
like any biped.

“Tf T nail him,” Bill Shepherd panted,
“duck, and yell your head off.”

Gabrielle Gervais whispered breathless-
ly, “Who can it be?”

Bill Shepherd didn’t bother with that.
Time to wonder at the showdown. He had
his own ideas about some of this night’s
hocus-pocus now. This organ-playing was
too stagy. Madame Landru’s jitters too
jittery. And another angle—before that
organ-blast, everyone by the fire had made
a brief exit, at one time or another, from
the room. Easy enough to meet someone
who might be waiting for you in the pas-
sage. Who? Bill Shepherd, wanting to find
out, towed the girl so swiftly that she
stumbled. Luckily he caught the oil lamp.
As he ran on, he was certain of one thing.
The fellow ahead of them wasn’t any
wraith.

They could hear the footstep pounding
up a stair.

Bill Shepherd set his jaw. That top
fioor was a hazardous place. He told the
girl, “He’s trying to reach that stairway
at the end of the wing. The one that goes
down to that tunnel Fielding and Arnoldo
discovered—the tunnel under the forest!”

“Mon Dien,” the girl gasped.

*
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“We've got to stop him. I don’t want
to mix it under there!”

They raced past the room where the
great black arm of a tree reached in
through the window; Bill Shepherd fairly
vanked the girl’s arm loose on the stair-
flight. The track hopped off through the
maze of the shell-smashed mansards, and
Bill Shepherd had to follow more slowly
_for these undermined attics were as peril-
ous as scaffolding. Rain swept in through
great gaps in the roof, turning the plaster-
mounds to slippery cement and threatening
the lamp. A boom of thunder brought
down a shower of slates. The girl stifled
a cry of fear, dodging the slates and try-
ing to shelter the hissing lamp-chimney
with her elbow.

Bill Shepherd muttered, “You shouldn’t
have come.”

“Non, non.” She shook her head. “I was
afraid for the light. Are you going on?
Then I am with you.”

He found a second to privately admire
her gameness. Her lips were white, and
her eyes were scared to death, but she
didn’t hang back. They clawed through
the jungles of fallen roof timber, climbed
the bricks of shattered gables and wormed
between the pyramids of broken lumber
where the foot track hippity-hopped. They
came out into an enclosed aftic-like room
full of night and wind, a quarter of the
mansard where the roof and gables had
held and the floor remained secure.

Bill Shepherd did not remember this end
of the wing. The brick facings of a great,
flat chimney squared up in the center of
the chamber; in the darkness under the
eaves beyond he could see nothing. He
could see no footprint crossing the floor.
He signaled the girl to listen. Only the
downpour of the rain; gusts of wind. No
other sound.

Bill Shepherd hunted the floor with un-
easy eyes. Loss of tracks and the dark-
eaved silence warned him of ambush. He
gripped the heavy spindle in his fist, call-
ing, “Come on out of there! I know you're
back there!” peering at the darkness under
corner eaves,
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He said from the side of his mouth to
the girl, “He’s pu'led himself under the
eaves somewhere, careful to hide s fout-
print.” Squeezing rer arm with his left
hand, he edged her into the room, watch-
ing the corners, vigilant, wary. Under his
breath, “When we get there, stand with
your back against that chimney. Keep the
lamp high. If he makes a dash from any
corner, I'll get hir.. I'm going to scout
there at the back.”

He placed her against the chimney
bricks; stepped awiy from her, ready to
spring. What was that sound? Somewhere,
barely audible on his hearing, there was in
the room a queer, asthmatic whistling, as
of someone wheezing through clenched
teeth. He had not 1eard it at first. Now,
as his hearing sharpened, it became more
apparent. It wasn't like human breathing.
More like the thin, elfin whece of a whistle
on a peanut wagon.

A quick-moving floor-shadow warned
him. Head down, he spun.

Only in time to see the handle of a
crutch as it lashed out from behind the
brick chimney, shattered the oil lamp in
the girl's upraised hand and smashed the
attic into pitch darkness.

“ UCK! Duck!"” he cried at the girl.
He sprang at the chimney blindly in
the dark. The girl’s stifled scream was
smothered under a round of scuffling. The
queer wry whistling loudened in Bill
Shepherd’s ears. He was afraid to strike
out for fear of hitting the girl: couldn’t
seem to locate her in the blackness.

He never quite knew what happened.
Something cracked against his forchead
like a flying broomstick; flung backward
by the blow, he lost balance, sprawled un-
der the eaves. Sounds faded, and he lay
stunned. Through a haze of numbness he
sensed a fierce struggle going on in the
dark; tried to shout to the girl to run. The
queerish whistling added to the confusion
of his dazed senses: then be thought he
could hear a voice in guttural German, a
low sob from the girl, the sound of her
dragging feet and tie muffled one-legged
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stamp of the unseen assailant departing
from the room.

He strove three times to reach his feet
before he accomplished his balance. He
knew they were running, and he groped
across the floor in drunken pursuit. Some-
how his hands remembered his pocket
lichter and he lit the small flare and stum-
bled around the chimney toward a corri-
dor of shadows at the back,

Then, without realizing; how he had come
there, he discovered himself in the cham-
ber under the tower. Footsteps seemed to
be fading overhead. Elevating the tiny
light, he made out the back wall where
Fielding had seen the bat. The sealed wall
had been broken throuzh. Large chunks
of plaster were scattered before the aper-
ture which looked as if it had been
breached by a pick-ax. Dust rolled smokily
from this yawning portal and the light
gleams picked out an irmer stair.

Shepherd had no time for astonishment.
Lowering his shoulders he charged into
the tower; went up the stairway in head-
long chase after the scunds of climbing
feet and the eerie thump of crutches. His
head was clearing; the pain of the blow
sharpened his senses. Rage at this antag-
onist who had struck him from the dark
had burned through the (rst shock of fear;
be wanted only to get his hands on the
man and rescue the girl.

Sounds on the stairway above him had
quit. With no thought of caution for him-
self, he charged up at the waiting darkness.
Stumbling across the last step he sprawled
on the stone floor. He picked himself up,
panting, grabbing blindy into the black-
ness. He was at the top of the tower, he
ktnew. The air was stae and smelled of
bats. Then green lightniag flooded through
a barred window ;s he sa'w himself in a cir-
cular stone-walled room. The room was
empty!

Thunder seemed to he crashing about
his head. Lightning flared again into his
face. He rushed to the window, gripped the
mossy sill, thrust his head through the
rusty bars and looked down. A bright play
of aerial electricity revealed a sheer fifty-
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foot drop to the ground below, no hand-
holds where a climber might have de-
scended. The he saw something else.

In the forest below a file of small fig-
ures were running. He made out the Rus-
sian, Putinov, the little bus driver, Doctor
Arnoido and Fielding,

He shouted, “Help! Fielding! Up here!
Up here in the tower!”

Fielding looked up once, then dived into
the trees after the others. Thunder blacked
out that momentary glimpse, and whether
the Englishman heard him or whether his
cty was drowned in the rain, Bill Shepherd
could not tell. He turned and glared about
the tower room, cupping the lighter in his
palms, straining to see by the futile gleam.

No door apparent save the one at the
stair-top. The single window barred. The
dust-carpet on the floor had been swirled
by hurrying feet; gave no clue to the
egress of his assailant and the abducted
girl. Where could they have gone? They
might have been absorbed by the shadows
swimming under the high conical ceiling.

Peering up, he stumbled over something
sodden, heavy. A body—! No, a canvas
bag. A soldier’s kitbag left there in the
spider-webbing and dust. He bent with
the lighter. The bag was weather-beaten,
stained; some infantryman of 1916 might
have stowed his duffle up here for safe
keeping, Initials dimly printed on the can-
vas. S.H. Or-—he tensened in a crouch—
reading upside-down, H.S. He exhaled,
“Hugh’s—?” But there was no time to
speculate over an old canvas bag.

E BEGAN to explore the walls. His
groping hand tore loose curtains of
cobweb; encountered a nest of wires. A
dusty switchboard! A shelf of electrical
apparatus and dead batteries! The tangle
of forgotten wireless equipment? This long-
sealed turret had once been a wireless sta-
tion? He had no opportunity to wonder.
Clawing through the snarl of lifeless
wires, his fingers must have touched some
hidden mechanism; to his astonishment
the switchboard on the wall swung inward,
and, losing balance, he was nearly pre-

*
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cipitated down a black ladder of stairs. A
secret exit!

Without pausing, he stepped through the
trap, started in pitch darkness down a cir-
cular stair flight secreted in the tower wall.
Where could it lead? The ckdtean seemed
as honyecombed with escapes as the Tower
of London,

In black ambush below, that organist
might be waiting. A broken step might
plunge him three stories down to the
ground. But Bill Shepherd rushed on down
through the darkness, unhesitating.

He fell the last dozen steps, tumbling,
caroming off unseen walls, landing in a
smothery cloud of soot at the botton. A
dungeon? A wine-cellar? He glared into
blackness, cursing silently, clenching
empty hands. Loss of his cigarette-lighter
was a disaster that he had no time to re-
pair. In his precipitant descent, he had
gained in the chase and as he picked him-
self up, in what seemed to be a passage,
he thought he could hear sounds of run-
ning ahead of him.

He shouted into the blackness, “Ga-
rielle! Gabrielle!”

There was no answer. Hands in front of
him to fend any obstacle, he pursued the
sound of fleeing footsteps, banging into
sharp turns, bruising his elbows and shoul-
ders against smooth concrete walls.

He did not know how far he ran in this
unlighted corridor. He was aware, sud-
denly, of a freshening of the air, then wind
in his face, and the steady drumming of
rain. Rounding a turn, he plunged out
through a screen of underbrush, found the
storm in his face. A blaze of lightning sil-
houetted trees against the sky; he was in
a winding trench that zigzagged head of
him and burrowed off through thickets
and underbrush,

He, followed the trench, splashing
through deep channels of water; came to
his dismay to a fork where a shallow com-
munication ditch joined this larger earth-
work. In the swirling rain and dark, lit
only by blue flares overhead, he was unable
to discern any track. He ran on blindly
keeping to the deeper trench.

Could this be the old trench he had seen
earlier that evening when he, Fielding,
and the Italian coctor had followed a
dead man’s trail to a ghoul’s grave? He
didn’t know. He shouted Fielding’s name,
shouted to the girl, receiving no answering
echo.

Slowing to a walk, he moved on help-
lessly. Could not tell how far he was from
the chdteau, but he knew that he must be
in the forest well beyond the little German
burying ground. Then he stopped in quick
alarm. There was a figure at the trench-
turn directly ahead.

He could only see the dim outline, a man
standing motionless in the black rain. He
recoiled in a crouct, grabbed into the un-
seen weeds around him, hunting a weapon
or missle. His fingers closed on something
~—the broken hilt of a rusty sword. Inch-
ing forward, lifting his feet stealthily from
the mud, he advanced on the motionless
figure. Lightning flared across the sky,
witch-blue in the sheeting rain; trench and
forest leaped into view, and he saw the
man.

SCOTCHMAN! A Guard of the

Black Watch posted at the bend of
the trench. His posture was slovenly; his
uniform hung to his knees in blowing rags;
his rifle leaned against the trench wall be-
side him; in that flare of lightning Bill
Shepherd saw the sentry’s face was turned
toward him fixed in a grin. A Lady from
Hell to scare any (German raider all the
way back to Berlin. One of the dead of
the Red Zone, indeed. In uniform and up-
right, posted on sleepless guard, a human
skeleton.

Bill Shepherd weat by this bogle at a
leap, and the Scotchman collapsed with a
little clinkle of bones. Bill Shepherd did
not stop to aid him to his feet, but went
rushing down the french in a cloud of
water and mud. The trench turned abrupt-
ly; he was halted again. Not by any
skeletal guard this time. By a light.

It streamed like swamp-fire from the
wall of the trench ahead—lamplight shin-
ing through a dugou: door. He crept along
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the muddy wall, clutching the broken
sword. There was no sound {rom the dug-
out; the muddy mouth was curtained with
rags of canvas and the light came palely
through this moth-eater. drape of camou-
flage. He crawled up on the crumbled fir-
ing step, put his eyes to a rent in the moldy
canvas.

The dugout scene was a stage-set from
Journey’s End, revived for one night in the
Forét de Feu. The players were not there,
but the scenery awaited the overture. Can-
dies guttered on a table fashioned of planks
and wooden boxes. There were bunks piled
with tousled bedding; tunics, underwear,
khaki britches, cartridgs belts, even a gas
mask hung shabbily from a row of hooks
along the wall. Fire-coals smouldered in
the stove made of a black tar-barrel; the
air was dank with smoke and a smell that
might have been compounded of tobacco,
wet grass, and stale sccks. Bill Shepherd
found himself gulping at sight of an un-
wholesome pan of beans and a platter of
half-consumed hash on the table.

That skeletal Scot could not have heen
interrupted from his dinner! Bill Shep-
herd had lost some of the sang-froid which
had fortified his pursu.t of the one-legged
organist, but he was not to be panicked
as he had been in the middle of the night.
If there was food on that dugout table,
some flesh and blood diner had been eat-
ing it, someone who had been inhabiting
this trench in the fore:f.

He stumbled on in the rain, pausing
at intervals to shout fcr Fielding, Arnoldo,
Putinov and the others to follow him from
wherever they were. Then as suddenly as
he had found himself in it, e was out of
the trench, breasting through a thicket of
brambles on a path that led toward what
looked like, screened by tall saplings, an
abandoned stable.

Lightning blazed in the rain, and he
glimpsed the building clearly—a small
stone barn, roofless, vine-grown, isolated
here in the forest. A haze of yellow lan-
tern light outlined the barn window. Some-
one was there. Tightening his grip on the
rusty weapon he had picked up in the

trench, he scouted forward, aware now of

the murmur of voices. Voices in German!

Then a husky-throated protest in French!
He had found the girl! .

CHAPTER XXV
SECOND WORLD WAR

SWIFTLY he advanced up the path,
scouting the dim-seen barn with eyes
narrowed to the rain, nerves throbbing,
every sense alert. A voluble outburst of
German reached his ears; a harsh-spoken,
“Nein, nein, nein!” Then untranslatable
French from the girl. One word detached
itself from the low-voiced volley. Espionne!
Bill Shepherd halted in his stride. The word
stabbed into his brain, a verbal electric
shock. That word had to do with espion-
age—-spies!

“My God!” He had to grip his lips to
keep from crying out.

Spies! In this fantastic jabberwok to-
night, he had run the whole gamut of
mystery-plot possibilities from Arson to
Zombies; how the devil had he overlooked
Enemy Spies? Espionage! It might explain
every one of tonight’s incredible angles.
Might explain the recent murders in these
woods, the ineffectuality of the police, the
presence of these assorted and strangely
various foreigners.

He saw now that their reasons for arriv-
ing at the chdteaun, their glib definitions of
themselves might have been too pat. Sup-
pose Fielding . . . suppose the others? . . .
why had they scattered when he yelled for
help? . . . where were they now? All at
once the woods around him were full of
agents and counter-agents, secret service
men, foreign operators. ‘

The Forét de Feu was within cannon dis-
tance of Belgium, Europe on the edge of
the next war, precariously balanced be-
tween Hitler, Chamberlain, Daladier and
Mussolini, these old battlegrounds behind
the French frontier were probably crawl-
ing with spies.

He wondered, “The girl, too?”

Behind that wall, she was talking vehe-
mently, “I am not engaged in counter
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espionage! You are making a mistake! I
have never betrayed the Germans!”

The words came clearly, and ended on a
sob. Bi#l Shepherd glared at the faint-lit
window of the stable, swallowing lumpy
oaths, She had never betrayed the Ger-
mans? He gasped inwardly, “What the
hell?” She was in this, all right. There
were a couple of Germans behind that
stable-wall, and one was accusing her of
double-crossing. He could read angry ac-
cusation in the man’s guttural snarls. Was
it that fellow, Kull?

Another German was haranguing, “Nein,
Herr Leutnant! Nein! Gott in Himmel,
nein!” Bill Shepherd was able to translate
the answer to that. “Do not be a fool,
Fritz. T do not like to do this, either, but
duty is duty. This woman has been cheat-
ing us all along.”

Bill Shepherd’s throat-muscles tightened.
So that was it! A little game of spies.
Arriving unexpectedly at the Chéteau de
Feu, he had probably blundered into a
rendezvous of some kind. This forest,
tabooed by the local peasantry, was a nice
base for operations. The girl was in on
the game.

He had wondered, climbing the stairs
going up into the tower, why the girl hadn’t
put up more of a scrap. Probably knew
her one-legged abductor, He should have
suspected that, but the crack that fellow
had dealt him with the crutch had knocked
him almost senseless, and he’d been pretty
punch-drunk until he’d reached the open
air.

He reached up and touched the lump
over his temple. The lump throbbed vici-
ously. Bill Shepherd put his teeth to-
gether. He was almost up to the barn. His
assailant would pay for that crack on the
head. He'd give him a couple of extras,
compliments for Hitler and the Gestapo.

Clenching the broken sword, he
crouched under the window. Too high to
permit him a view of the stable within,
and he couldr’t risk chinning himself on
the sill. There were two of them in there;
his only chance would be a rush. He
thefted along the wall, tense with caution.
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The downpour had thinned suddenly to a
sifting brume; he coild hear the voices in
the stable clearly,

“You are making a mistake, Herr Leut-
nant. It will give us 2 bad name if you do
this thing, They will blame the Fatherland.
Let the woman go.” It did not sound like
the voice of Herr Kull.

The answer did 10t sound like Herr
Kull’s voice, either. Half gurgle, half
snarl, it came in a gt ttural passion. “Duty
is duty. I have my orders. The woman is
guilty. The sentence against her has been
passed.”

The voice choked out. To Bill Shep-
herd’s straining ears came that thin, eerie,
peanut-whistling sound he had heard in
the dark of the ctdtear mansard. The
wheezy whistle made his teeth grind like
the squeak of a rusty castor or the scrape
of a file. It stopped, and the guttural voice
repeated with finality, “There is nothing
you can do about it, Fritz. The sentence
has been passed.”

Gabrielle Gervais sobbed, “4h, mon
Diey, mon Dieu!”

There was a despairing cry of “Licher
Gott in Himmel! The man is going to
shoot!”

Going to shoot! leaping forward, Bill
Shepherd rounded the corner of the barn
in full career, raced around the wreckage
of an overturned wagon, charged madly
through the stable door. He skidded to a
dead-stop across wet straw.

“Good God!”

E WOULD never forget the scene
that paralyzed bim there. The roof-

less barn full of cloudy mist. The streaky
lack shadows; the hand lantern spraying
out yellow gleams from one corner. The
figures posed like people playving a char-
ade. Gabrielle Gervais standing against the
backwall, her face ir her hands. Five feet
off and directly facing her, the one-legged
man, his crutches braced to hold him up-
right, a rifle at shoulder-level, aimed to
shoot the girl through the head. And in the
corner opposite from the lantern, a man
Bill Shepherd thought was sitting upright
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on the floor straw, his hands on the floor
at either side, fingers spread flat as though
he were trying to push himself up on legs
that refused to stand.

These men were ir German uniform,
shabby tunics of field gray. The rifleman
on crutches wore the scuttle-shaped hel-
met of German infantrv; the soldier seated
on the floor wore the goblet-shaped helmet
of the Prussian cavalry Uhlan.

The girl backed against the wall—the
soldiers in German uniform were enough
to stun Bill Shepherc and rob him of
power to move. Then with another shock
of horror, he realized the German on the
floor was a man without legs—the half
of a man—head, arms and torso helpless-

ly fastened to a little wooden platform

which moved on roller skates.

This half-man wanted to get out of the
corner, but the wheels of his platform re-
fused to budge in the straw; he was pant-
ing heavily, face contorted with the effort

“to move himself, perspiration streaming
down his jaws. He was like a human bust
trying to throw itself from a shelf, and his
struggling chilled Bill Shepherd.

But the one-legged rifleman on crutches
was worse. As Bill Shepherd skidded almost
to the middle of the barn to a stop, the
one-legged man spun around with a hop
and a twist; throwing up the rifle to draw
a bead on Bill Shepheri’s heart.

Bill Shepherd’s heart was coated with
ice. Not from the rifle aimed to kill him,
Not from this Germar’s face which con-
torted with hate and scribbled from mouth
to ear by a livid, purole scar. Not from
the source of that faint, elfin whistling—
the little silvery butten above the collar
of his tunic—the peanut whistle imbedded
in the wattles of his throat.

Bill Shepherd’s heart was ice-coated be-
cause the rifle leveled at him was rusty-
harreled, dirt-choked, with a mossy stock.
Because the German tunic was a coat of
fragments, the tarnished buttons clinging
by threads. Because the coal-scuttle hel-
met was dented and fire-scorched, the
crown full of little holes.

Once more the words of Madame Lan-
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dru went tolling through his head. “The
dead have not yet died in the Red Zone.”
Again the night went flittergibbet and rea-
son was askew.

Aiming the rifle left-handed, the one-
legged man pressed a finger over the whis-
tle-hole in his throat, and addressed Bill
Shepherd in savage German gutturals.

“Halt! Wer’st da? How dare you inter-
rupt the execution of a spy!”

“She is not a spy,” the half-man in the
corner cried hoarsely. “You are making a
mistake Herr Leutnant! A terrible mis-
take!”

“She is a spy, and the death sentence
has been passed,” came the wheezy an-
swer. “You can see for yourself by looking
at her. I was there in Brussels when Von
Bissing passed the sentence. She is Edith
Cavell!”

ABRIELLE GERVAIS cried, “He
thinks I am a spy. He believes I am
a woman named Edith Cavell—!”

Bill Shepherd yelled at the one-legged
man, “Who are you, what are you doing
here?”

The half-man in the corner cried des-
perately, “Quiet, Mein Herr!”

The girl screamed, “Take me out of
here! I think I'm going mad!”

Bill Shepherd thought he was going mad
himself. He stared at the gloomy visitation
before him, at the moldy rifle, the scarred
face, the threadbare uniform, wondering
if it were possible to charge at a phan-
tom. The whistle-throated man was grin-
ning, the button in his neck creeing like
a bos'n’s pipe. He stifled the whistle with
his finger and leered.

From the side of his mouth he said,
“Regard this, Fritz. An American. So
they’re in the war at last.”

Yes, Bill Shepherd was in the war at
last. It was 1916. He was in a shell-torn
barn. An execution scene. But the soldiers
were dead; the trenches were dead; the
girl herself was a specter out of the past,
A nurse! On her own admission. And these
German soldiers were carrying out the
brutal orders of a General von Bissing long
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resting under his memorial monument.

Bill Shepherd clutched his eyes with his
left hand and grasping his rusty sword,
flung himself at the one-legged man. The
rifle took him a glancing blow across the
jaw; he went acrobating across the stable,
landing a-cropper on the human bust of
the Uhlan.

The half-man went over on his dread-
ful little platform. The girl screamed. The
one-legged man whistled like a peanut
wagon; grabbed his throat and gargled a
laugh. Then, sitting up, in a daze of hor-
ror, Bill Shepherd beheld a new phan-
tasm framed in the roofless stable door.

The man had arrived there like a con-
juration out of the weeping mist. Another
soldier. An officer in faded khaki. His
British tunic trim on square shoulders, a
Victoria Cross on his breast, the tabs of a
Captain marking his rank, visor of an offi-
cer’s cap aslant over his eye. He was bal-
anced there on crutches; his left leg gone
at the hip, his sleeves empty, both arms
amputated just below the shoulder. He had
no face! Merely a black mask with holes
slit for lips and eyes.

The voice from the mask was hoarse,
clipped, commanding in English, “Gustav!
Fritz! What’s going on here? Who is this
girl? Who is this man?”

The half-man cried, “Herr Kapitan!
Gustav believes he has captured a spy!
He believes this girl to be Edith Cavell!”

The black-masked officer started vio-
lently back on his crutches. Bill Shepherd
stared at this British specter stupified. He
now saw behind this incredible figure a
group of figures even more incredible—
four more apparitions from the past, de-
formed in the gloom, who had gathered
there as if at some wizard’s signal. The
noseless man in the Cossack’s astrakhban—
the one-eyed creature in the uniform of
the French Chasseurs—the hunchbacked
cripple who wore the feathered hat of the
Ttalian Bersaglierie—the poily with steel
hooks wing-like at his shoulders—this
group might have been the mutilated escort
of all the Unknown Soldiers killed in No
Man’s Land during the War.
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ABRIELLE GERVAIS lay on the
straw in a fainted huddle. Bill Shep-
herd’s constricted throat could not utter &
sound. His brain scemed to swell like an
empty balloon. e heard the black-
masked officer utter a harsh word of com-
mand. The one-legged man with the
whistle in his throat lowered his rifle
reluctantly.

The British officer was saying, “You
know you ought not to pick up those old
guns, Gustav; they are liable to go off.”

“I thought the girl was LEdith Cavell,”
the man said wheezily. “I had orders to
shoot Edith Cavell. The girl looks like
Edith Cavell.”

The black-masked British officer said to
Bill Shepherd, “Get. up young man.” Tap-
ping his forehead significantly, “Gustav
means no harm. The poor fellow has lapses.
Do not be afraid of him, the gun is use-
less, a relic he picked up somewhere. Do
not be afraid of us,” the voice sounded
ironic, bitterly humeorous, “you can see we
are unarmed.”

Bill Shepherd swayed dizzily to his feet.
He stared at the British officer, at the
mutilated figures frumed in the stable deor.
Could there be some reason behind this
fantastic charade after all? Was his vision
sane?

There seemed tc be sanity behind the
armiess captain’s black mask. The clipped
British voice was self-assured, in command
of this ghastly situation. The apparitions
behind the officer 1rade no menacing move.

The legless Uhlan beside him was mut-
tering in a relieved way, “Herr Gott, I'm
glad the captain hes come. On this cursed
platform of mine I am too helpless to cope
with Gustav when 1e has these spells.” He
apologized mournfully to Bill Shepherd,
“Gustav is as gooll a man as any of us
when he can forget the past. The thunder
tonight, that is what upset him. They left
me with him in the dugout. I could not
stop him when he decided to go to the
chiteau. He canno: forget the War. That
is the trouble with us Germans.” The man
brushed a sleeve across his forehead. “This
conscience we have about the War.”
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Gabrielle Gervais was pulling herself to
her feet, brushing straw from her face.
She grasped at and clung to Bill Shepherd,
gasping, “He forced rae to go up into the
tower, Made me come here with him. He
said he would return and shoot you if I
did not come. Then when we got here to
the barn he said I was Edith Cavell, that
I was a spy he had had orders to shoot
from his commanding general in Brussels.”

“That is right, Herr Kapitan,” the leg-
less Uhlan said. “Gustav brought the girl
here from the ckdteau. 1 had come here
to get my horse. I was going to ride into
the forest to your headquarters tent to
tell you Gustav had run off. My horse was
gone; it must have tecome frightened in
the storm and escaped from its tether,
Then Gustav came into the stable with the
French girl. I could do nothing with him,
Then the American civilian arrived.”

Bill Shepherd said Foarsely to the black-
masked officer, “I demand to know the
meaning of this. What are you doing here?
What are you and these miserable men
doing here in the Forét de Feu?”

But before he could get an answer to
that enigma there was an interruption from
the night, The one-eyed Chasseur in the
stable door cried, “Sornebody comes!” The
Punch-and-Judy Italian in the feathered
hat swerved clumsily around. The French
poilu gestured his steel-hook arms. The
Cossack rounded in a limpy about-face,
challenging, “Who goes there?”

HEN four more figures arrived in the

gloom. Fielding. Professor Putinov.
Doctor Arnoldo. Thz little Fiat-driver,
Tac. They were there on the stable’s
threshold as ghostly, white-faced, dumb-
founded as Bill Shepkerd had been on his
own arrival at this scene. Fielding cried,
glaring from the grouped deformities to
Shepherd, “Well, 'm damned! Who are
these men? What the devil—!”

The black-masked British officer rounded
smartly on his crutches. “Nothing is wrong
here. Everything will be all right. We are
only here for tonight to spend a last eve-
ning in the Forét de IFeu.”

123

A crackle of lightning, splitting across
the sky, sent a resounding thunder-clap
through Bill Shepherd’s brain. All at once
he was shouting, finger aimed at the black-
masked officer before him,

“Bertrand sent you here! The lawyer!
He pulled this out of his sleeve! A plot
to scare me away from the chdtean! He’s
trying to get control of the property! He
hired you and these masquerading pan-
handlers to come here!”

The voice behind the black mask rasped
like a file on iron, answering Bill Shep-
herd’s blurted accusation.

“Masquerading panhandlers! You don’t
know what you’re saying. The Uhlan at
your side was decorated by the German
Crown Prince himself. Poor Gustav, badly
shell-shocked, was one of the greatest
heroes in the German Army. These men
behind me whom you have called pan-
handlers were all decorated for valor in
the Battle of the Somme.

“Colonel Stefanovitch in the Cossack’s
shako was Russia’s first ace. This Chas-
seur,” the officer gestured an empty sleeve,
“led the first cavalry charge on the Forét
de Feu. The poilu you see here once cap-
tured a machine-gun nest in that chdteau
single-handed. This Bersaglierie officer was
an observer sent here from the Italian
front. As a Marconi expert he detected the
German wireless station secretly located in
the chdtear’s tower. These are the men you
have called panhandlers.”

The armless figure came to attention on
its crutches with a snap. “We were not
sent here by any shyster lawyer.”

It seemed to Bill Shepherd as if his mind
had ravelled out like a string of yarn from
Madame Landru’s dowdy knitting. Once
more the plot was burst. The jabberwok
had returned. And at this climax the night
itself seemed to explode. There was a blast
somewhere in the forest like the Last Day.
A red flare of fire spouted up over the
trees, lighting the woods like the eruption
of a volcano. Something whistled down the
sky with a sound like the one-legged man’s
breathing amplified to an aerial shriek. The
whistle ended in a crash.
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A blast of light spurted from the under-
brush not far from the stable. Iron frag-
ment sang through the air. Unseen missiles
hammered against the stable wall; there
was a shower of pebbles and earth-clods;
the detonations were deafening, banging
away in the night like a succession of slam-
ming iron doors. Those in the barn were
thrown to the ground.

And the black-masked British officer was
shouting, “Take cover! Take cover! The
lightning has struck an ammunition dump!
The whole forest is mined!”

The black sky seemed to come down
crashing; the earth was rocked with a
series of violent booms. Shrapnel tore
bright holes in the sky overhead, flashing
like splashes of quicksilver; the forest was
livid where a pillar of fire mounted high
above the silhouetted trees; the bombard-
ment was on, and it was the Battle of the
Somme.

CHAPTER XXVI
THE MINES AWAKE

HEY were running. Out of the barn

and through the underbrush and down
the trench where Bill Shepherd had met
the bony guardsman. Slipping and crying
out and falling headlong in the stagnant
water. Racing to escape the shell-bursts,
the spurts of fire that blasted red holes in
the blackness around them, the crashing
sky bombs that lit the forest like rockets,
spraying the trees with volleys of steel.

Running with his arm about the girl,
Bill Shepherd expected momentarily to be
blown to pieces. Doctor Arnoldo, little Tac,
Putinov and Fielding were running directly
ahead of him, their heads down, arms over
their eyes, bumping and colliding on the
zigzag turns.

Behind Shepherd came the armless offi-
cer, moving swiftly on his crutches, shout-
ing to direct the way. He called to Bill
Shepherd, “The dugout is not far! It
should be ahead of us there! Do you need
help with the girl? 1 do not see very
well—"

The voice behind the faceless mask was
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lost under a din of explosions. That vol-
cano in the forest’s heart was erupting like
Vesuvius. The whol: wet sky took fire.
The mist was red. Crimson smoke rolled
over the woods like sluggish fog. Rockets
criss-crossed high above the forest, soaring
up like Roman candles. Sky bombs
smashed pink holes through the storm-
clouds, bursting like red electric-light
bulbs hurled against a cosmic roof.

The aerial barrage echced crackety-
crack-crack-crack! Lower hooms made the
heavy ground-roar of cannon. Shells landed
in the thickets near the trench, whiz-bang!
There was a deep-bellied whoom that sent
up a distant pillar of earth and shook the
ground. Sticks, peblles, bushes, clods of
turf rained down intoy the trench for what
seemed a dozen minutes afterward. In vol-
canic light the trench walls were stained
vermillion, the water made a channel of
blood.

Close by, there was a tremendous crash,
Bill Shepherd hurled Gabrielle Gervais
against the trench wall; gripped her tight.
His eardrums rang like gongs. He was
blinded, for an instent stunned. Not too
stunned to hear the winging flight of iron
birds that swept across the trench:; the
thud-thud-thud of fre gments spattering the
earth wall at his back. There was a smell
of scorched metal, burnt powder—a smell
like electrocution. He was aware of the
masked officei’s voicz, as calm as though
confronted with unimportance.

“That one must have been close.”

Bill Shepherd opened his eyes to make
sure. Yes, the officer was there. Upright on
his crutches, his cap cocked and rakish, no
more concerned with that shell blast than
he might have been by traffic at a street
corner. He turned to beckon at those com-
ing behind him, gesturing a sleeveless arm.

“Are vou all right, boys? It’s that old
ammunition dump, by the sound. The
Fifty-first Artillery must’ve left a cache of
shells under there, and figured the Ger-
mans would’ve carted them off. I'm wor-
ried more about the German mines—"

His voice was drowned out by another
basso whoom-—another tower of earth that
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soared up into the red sky and came down
in a hail of clods.

A voice shrilled frora around a bend in
the trench, “We are coming, Herr Kapitan.
Ja, ja, ja, those are our mines.”

Around the bend of the trench came the
freakish squad—the noseless Cossack, the
hook-winged poilu, the humpbacked Italian
in his feathered hat, the one-eyed Chasseur
and the one-legged German with the
whistle in his throat. They were bunched
together, a dreadful huddle of figures that
might have stepped out of some horrible
Guignol—the noseless Cossack and the
one-eyed Chasseur car:ying between them
the Uhlan on his little platform of boards
and skates.

Through a crashing of shell bursts, the
black-masked captain ‘was crying, “Where
is the dugout? These damned eyes of
mine—"

The half-man on the platform cried,
“Around the next berd!”

OMEHOW Bill Shepherd got there. He

tore aside the canvas curtain; flung
Gabrielle Gervais down the steps into the
arms of the English painter who, with
Arnoldo, the bus driver and the Russian,
had gained the dugout ahead of him. Then,
without quite knowing why he did it, he
waited at the dugout entrance for the arm-
‘ess, masked officer.

The man was having trouble, struggling
to extricate a crutch which had sunk be-
low his weight in the mud. Bill Shepherd
sprang back down the trench; yanked out
the crutch with a cry. Semm the officer
tbout the waist, he dragged him to the
dugout door, assisted him down the mossy
steps.

“Thanks,” came the voice through the
mask. “Keep away from the door. Shell
splinters. Otherwise bomb-proof. Rest of
your party safer”

A rataplan of explosions filled the under-
cround chamber with din. The ceiling
beams trembled. Earth slithered down the
walls. The candles on the improvised table
guttered.

Bill Shepherd saw Gabrielle Gervais, sit-
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ting in a rumpled bunk, smiling in fear,
her features like f{rozen wax. Doctor
Arnoldo slumped panting in a corner,
mouth open, hands hanging limp, black
eves darting from side to side. Fielding
was gripping the table, holding himself
very stiffly, his expression tight-lipped,
bleak. Professor Putinov, beside Fielding,
was going through a mechanical panto-
mime of washing his hands, his face sickly.

When the near explosions stopped, Bill
Shepherd was surprised to hear his own
voice going. “That organ at the chdteau!
It was that one-legged German playing it!
Don’t be afraid; these fellows aren’t
ghosts! We can handle the lot of them.
We__”

A hoarse-throated scream cut him off.
“Did you think we were afraid of ghosts?
Sacré nome de Diew! An ammunition dump
blowing up out there, and he thinks we
are afraid of ghosts!”

Marcel Tac! Bill Shepherd had forgot-
ten him. The little Fiat driver was under
a bunk. There was a nearby crash, and
the Irenchman’s head disappeared like a
turtle’s, flicked back under cover. He be-
gan to wail like a baby, “Aaaah! Aaaah!
Aaaah!” kicking his heels and beating his
hands in the dirt.

Gabrielle Gervais sobbed, “He’s been
hit.”
“Hit!” the man under the bunk

screeched. “No, but T am going to be! Can-
not the rest of you hear those shells out
there? They will kill us! Blow us to
pleces!” His screaming went soprano.
“Don’t let them kill me! Don’t let them
kill me! Ah, God, don’t let them kill me!”

The armless officer wheeled on his
crutches, Through the faceless black mask
his voice cut like a whiplash. “Put a stop
to that! Somebody shut up that man!”

Bill Shepherd managed to say thickly,
“Tac! That’s enough of that!” Crossing
to the bunk, he yanked the squirming
Frenchman out from under by the scruff;
jerked him to his feet. “Stop screaming'
There’s a girl here—"

It wasn’t convincing, because a deafen-
ing blast sent something whistling in
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through the dugout entry; there was a
thud on the rear will; the ground shook
under him, and he could have screamed,
himself.

Marcel Tac’s mouth flapped open, and
he went, “Waaaaaah!” .

“Hit him!” the black-masked officer
commanded.

Automatically obedient, Bill Shepherd
slapped his palm hard across the little
man’s terrorized face. The bus driver stag-
gered back; plopped down beside the
French girl; put his elbows over his eyes.

“Hell be all right,” the officer snapped.
“When I was first out here I did some
screaming myself. The damned noise. It
takes about six months to get used to it.”

“Six months!” The cry was from Pro-
fessor Putinov. His face was tinged
ptomaine-green. “You do not think these
shells will be exploding for six months?”

The masked officer gave a dry, harsh
laugh. “I was out here when they lasted
that long. This is just some old ammuni-
tion that got mislaid in these woods. There
wouldn’t be enough to last half an hour.”

ILL SHEPHERD started at the clutch

of Fielding’s steely fingers on his
arm. The Englishman’s grip was like a
tourniquet. He was behind Bill Shepherd;
and he shouted into Shepherd’s ear, in a
pandemonium of detonations his voice
hardly as loud as the metallic shouting of
a telephone receiver: “For God’s sake,
man, what’s happening? Those ghastly
devils in the barn—who were they?”

“I don’t know!”

“Who’s this masked officer?”

“I don’t know!”

“Shall we rush him?” Fielding’s fingers
squeezed meaningfully; he was yelling at
the top of his voice, but tremendous ex-
plosions which seemed to be landing on
the dugout roof reduced the yells to tiny
echoes. “We can nail him—make him talk!
What?”

Bill Shepherd yelled across a distance
of three inches, “I don’t know who he is,
or where he came from!”

Fielding yelled back, “He was near the
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chitean! We saw him from a window! We
were chasing him in the bush when you
waved at us from the tower! Let’s grab—"
Bill Shepherd didn’t get the rest of it.

There were five ear-splitting crashes on
the dugout roof like gigantic blows on an
anvil. The room shook violently, dim and
deafened, befogged by an in-sucked
draught of brown-blick fumes. Raw earth
slithered down the walls, poured from a
crack in the ceiling timbers.

Everybody rocked, swayed. Professor
Putinov grabbed at the table. In a corner,
Doctor Arnoldo went down in a crouch.
Bill Shepherd saw Gabrielle Gervais sit-
ting with her fingers in her ears; little Tac
with his head undét a Dblanket. The
masked, armless officer had swerved on his
crutches; he seemec to be watching the
dugout entry. Bill Shepherd had caught at
a bunk-suppeort to steady himself; Fielding
was clinging to his arm, still yelling.

He couldn’t hear the Englishman’s voice.
But Fielding was game. Ready for action.
Didn’t want to die !ike a rat in a trap—
Bill Shepherd caught that much of the
man’s meaning. Then, his ear-channels
clearing of the ringing, he was aware of
shouting in the dugout entry. Figures at
the top of the steps creating a diversion.

The freakish soldiers! Grotesqueries in
the bomb flares and smoke-fog. The
masked officer was gesturing an empty
sleeve at them. Had any of them been hit?
The one-eyed Chesseur was laughing.
“Non, mon capitaine! This is funny! It is
nothing!”

The masked offcer roared, ordering
them to come down into the dugout. They
jostled and cried out at the dugout entry,
yells smothered by fiery blasts in the red
night behind them.

Bill Shepherd was aware that Fielding
had released his arm; staggered back. “No,
no! Don’t let them come down here! Those
beastly horrors!” The Englishman’s voice
rose shrill. “Clear cut of here! My God!
I can’t stand the sight of you—"

In the candle flutter Fielding’s face was
twisted in nausea. He reeled to the back
of the dugout, his Fand over his eyes.




REMEMBER TOMORROW

But the creatures in the dugout entry
did not come down the steps. Pandemo-
nium behind them had blanketed Field-
ing’s outcry; doubtful if they could have
heard or understood the artist’s words.
Shells were blasting, the masked officer
was raging, “Get down in here, you fools!”
But they scuffled on the upper threshhold,
delaying to shove the Uhlan forward on
his little platform.

It was terrible to hear Fielding’s hor-
rified cries, “I can’t stand the sight of him!
Take him away!” Scuealing through his
fingers from where he stood against the
dugout’s rear wall, face in hands.

The half-man couldn’t hear it. Torso
bent forward, he was shouting down the
steps at the masked officer. “Herr Kapitan!
Herr Kapiten! You must come up out of
there! This trench is mined! Torpedoes
linked by buried fuse! We can see the ex-
plosions coming! Quickly, Herr Kapitan!”

“Torpedoes!” The masked officer about-
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faced on his crutches, “Everybody out!
This trench was mined! The shells have
touched off the fuse-line! Up top with you!
Into the woods!”

Bill Shepherd cried, “The ckdteau! The
trench leads to a tunnel into the ckdtean!
Gabrielle!  Everybody! Run for the
chitean!”

“No!” was that commanding roar. “If
these mines are going up, it means that
chiteau goes up with them! The Germans
would have mined the ckdtean!”

“German mines? German mines?” Pro-
fessor Putinov might have just waked from
nightmare to discover the dream real.
Rushing for the dugout steps, he went
by Bill Shepherd in mad stampede, his
mouth open in a bawl. “I knew the Nazis
were behind this murder! That swine,
Kull!”

It struck Bill Shepherd as a blow be-
tween the eyes. '

Where was Herr Kull?

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
>

RAKEHELLY RIDE

Bare your teeth, czvaliers, and ride! On the road ahead are gallantry and
treachery, gold for the army of France, and a lady in distress—certain small
matters to be taken in stride with blood-tasting blades, deep laughter, and a

verse composed between blows. . . . Here’s a galloping, exciting short novel
about two of the most reckless rogues who ever served a cardinal, by
M. R. MONTGOMERY

RIVER RISIN’
When thunder drowned out the cannon, down in Virginia—when the sky
opened up and bled torrents on the dying—four men overlooked war and
weather to go chasing after a kink-headed little blob of brown. And it was on
this occasion that a humble horse-doctor showed the Blue and the Gray how
peace ought to be made. A warmly human short story by
RICHARD SALE

ALSO A VARIED LIST OF EXCELLENT FICTION BY GEORGE MASSEL-
MAN, FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE, THEODORE ROSCOE, AND
OTHERS.

COMING IN NEXT WEEK’S ARGOSY—OCTOBER 21st

"
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The Readers’ Viewpoint

HERE is a little matter to be
straightened out between us and the
Cosmopolitan. Our big and beautiful
colleague is publishing Max Brand’s latest
Doctor Kildare story, and the editors have
announced that the now famous young doc-
tor “stepped from Cosmopolitan to the
screen.” Well, in no time at all we began
to get plaints from our militantly loyal
readers—one of which we publish below.
With more vigor than accuracy they ac-
cused the Cosmopolitan of all sorts of dark
dealings. So now we present the facts.
Cosmopolitan did first introduce Doctor
KiMlare—by way of a story called “In-
ternes Can't Take Money,” which was
later made into a movie. The first and sec-
ond stories of the present Kildare series,
however —‘Young Doctor Kildare” and
“Calling Doctor Kildare”—were published
as serials in Arcosy. You see? Cosmo-
politan has a perfect right to claim the
fascinating doctor, and so have we. Our
irate correspondents must subside; but it’s
fine to find them so alert in our defense.
Here are a couple of them, speaking in
one voice.

MR. AND MRS. ALBERT BARTHEL

My husband and I have read the Arcosy for
the last fourteen years and have always liked
the stories.

We felt proud when so many ARGOSY stories
were made into moving pictures. Having read
ArGosy so long, we feel a personal interest.
“Fast and Loose” and “Young Docter Kildare”
hoosted Arcosy plenty in our regard, and we
wondered why ARGosY wasn't mentioned in the
moving picture preface.

But when Cosmopolitan came ou. with this
statement : “Re-enter your favorite young mir-
acle man of modern medicine in an adveuture
that has all the elements of a first-class mystery
thriller. Here is our first full-length novel about

that Doctor Kildare who stepped from Cosmo-’

politan to the screen’—we were plenty burned

up and decided to ask how come ARGOSY doesn’t

claim introduction of “Young Doctor Kildare™?
Will you tell us?

South Bend, Indiana

OW we are going to let you in c¢n an
extremely interesting discussion of
Westerns, The gentleman below is both an
enthusiast and a per’ectionist; he loves
Westerns the way they are, but he wants
better ones. Furthermore, he wants us to
sit on the heads of szveral of our more
distinguished authors. [t’s the sort of idea
that most editors like to think about any-
way.

R. G. TOURNEY

1 have been reading Western stories in a
hali-dozen different magazines for twenty years.
and I still love ’em. Alto, T don't think there
is any question that ARCOsY publishes the best
Westerns of any magaziue.

3ut now I'm going to kick a little. Your top
Western writers, like Luke Short and Bennett
Foster, know what they are talking ahout, all
right; they know the coantry and the way the
people live there. From the detailed stuff they
put in, I'm inclined to think they have heen
cowmen themsclves. Bui all of them work the
same old plots—and mostly the same old char-
acters—over and over again. You can tell just
about what is going to happen in every story,
especially when you have read as many as |
have.

Now I know an Arcesy story has got to be
fast and exciting; but why can't these writers
get a little more originality into their stories?
There is plenty to write about in the Old West
and the New West; aiwd these fellows could
write it, too, if they would stop and think a
little. Why don't they give us some real char-
acters? My gripe is tlat T have read plenty
of B Westerns but ncver an A one, and [
don’t sece why somebody shouldn't write it. Sit
on their heads until they do it
Chicago, 11l
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New Styles + New Beauty
New Features « New Values

e

"ELECTRIC RANGES

GAS RANGES

COMBINATION GAS
COAL AND WOOD RANGES

Cver 170 Styles and Sizes— Glotious new Electric
Range:, trim new Gas Ranges, smart new Combination
Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges, modern Coal and Wood
Range:, handsome new Oil Heaters, Coal and Wood

R

[

You're tired of old style stoves—
you demand change—you seck
new beauty, new elegance, smart
streamlined  design and every
ast-minuteaccessoryand feature.
You're through with yesterday
—you're ready for tomorrow.
And so is Kalamazoo with advanc:d
940 modlels.

Mail Coupon — A thousand
holls await you in this new
‘REE colorful Kalamazoo Cata-
og of Factory Prices, just off the
ress. It's America’s stove style
how and price guide. It’s all
hat's newest and bestin Ranges,
leaters and Furnaces.

4 Bookful of Modern Miracles
—Mail Coupon now. You'll find
1ew excitement in cookin g—new

‘AKalamazoo

e Direct to You’

Heater:, and sensational new Furnaces.

ideas for your home. You'll find
dazzling new surprises in minute
minders, condiment sets, clocks,
lights, porcelain enameled ovens
and new type door handles.
Youw'll find new ways to prepare
better foods with the “‘oven that
floats in flame.”

Factory Prices —Easiest Terms
—You won't believe your eyes
when you see these Factory
Prices. You'll say “It just isn’t
possible.”” But it is. That's be-
cause we sell direct from factory to
you. No in-between profits.
You'll marvel at the easy terms,
to0—as little as 14¢ a duy. 30 days
trial. 24 hour shipments. Factory
Guarantee.

Mail Coupon. Get this beau-
tiful New Catalog—the greatest
in our 40 year history. Save the
way 1,400,000 Satisfied Users have
saved—at FACTORY PRICES.

Over 250 Display Stores in 14 States,
Send for address of Factory store nearest you,

Mail coupon today for
NEW FREE CATALOG

e e — — ———— —— r———
Kalamazoeo Stove & Furnace Co., Manufacturers

l 99 Rochester Avenue, Kalamazoo, Michigan

I Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG.
Check articles in which you are interested:

| O Combination Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges

I 0 Coal and Wood Ranges ] Gas Ranges
{0 Electric Ranges C Coal and Wood Heaters

l 0 Oil Heaters [0 Oil Ranges 1 Furnaces
IName ....... R R TSR .

| (Print name plainly)

: Address . c.ooviiiiiiiiii i, .
!Cﬂy...... ..... o gy State cesenae
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Charles Belvin, veteran independent tobacco buyer, says: “The
Government’'s new methods have led to finer tobaccos, and
Luckies always buy the ‘cream.’ I've smoked them for 10 years.”

Have you tried a Lucky lately?
Luckies are better than ever be-
cause new methods developed
by the United States Govern-
ment have helped farmers grow
finer,lighter tobacco in the past
several years. As independent
tobacco experts like Charles
Belvin point out, Luckies have
always bought the Cream of the

Crop. Aged from 2 to 4 years,
thesefiner tobaccos arein Luck-
ies today. Try them for a week.
Then you’ll know why sworn
records show that among inde-
pendent tobacco experts—buy-
ers, auctioneers and warehouse-
men — Luckies have twice as
many exclusive smokers as have
all other cigarettes combined!

£asy on Your Throat-

Because /TS TOASIED"

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST...IT’S LUCKIES 2 io' 1
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