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How Big Is YOUR PAY-

If you earn under 3,000,

Higher Accountancy may
be the answer for you

" HI size of my pay-check? What business is it
of yours?”” Perhaps that's the first reply that
comes to your mind.

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

1f vour pay-check isn’t all 1hat 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 day . . . these and many
more of the precious things in life?

Maybe you’re one of those e ver 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 doing.

Not all of them, of course. Here and there you
find ambitious men who are1’t depending on luck
to carry them ahead. They're following a tested
path to increased earnings—I:aving nothing to mere
chance. They’re {raining 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 determined men will have stand-
ing and a considerably larger 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 an excellent opportunity
to master accountancy. Many others have done it.

Perhaps you’re asking yourself, “But don’t these
others possess natural ability that I lack? Don’t 1
need a special talent for all this?”

A?sk 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 I
—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- 1
cult and puzzle you, you get co 1nsel :
that could bematchedonly through
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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.”

7

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 you read 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.

Chicago, Il1.

personal coaching by a battery of Name............ I Yy T TTTTTDT SE e
experts in a big accounting house.

In a comparatively short time, Present Position. ...... T By § R B R Age..... -
you train yourself in Elements of )
Accounting, Principles of Account- Address............o.... ey City......... R,
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'WILL SENID MY FIRST LESSON FREE
’ It Shows How / Train You

. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute

Established 25 years

e has directed the train-
g of more men for the
adio Industry than anyone
so.

I TRAINED
THESE MEN

5 Service

Manager

for Four
Stores

. ‘T was working
in a_garage
when I enrolled
th N.R.I. In a few months
made enough to pay for
e course three or four
mes. I am now Radio serv-
¢ manager for the M - - -
wniture Co. for their four
res.'—JAMES E. RYAN,
43 Slade St., Fall River,
ass.

10 to $25
2 Week in
pare Time

0 to $25 a 4
ek in spare time while
1) holding my regular job
a machinist, I owe my
ccess 10 N.R.I'—WM, F.
CPP, 611 Green Street,
idgeport, Pa.

Owns Shop,

“Before taking
your Course I
earned about
cents per hour as &
When I had
20 lessons I

% cen
ek driver.
mpleted

rted service work. During
y lust year I have made

out  $3,000 in Radio. I
w_own_my own shop.”’—
ARL KELLY, 306 W.

alhoun St., Magnolia, Ark.

B 2 week. Othe's hold their regular jobs and make $5

at Home in You.

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm certain I can train you
at bome in jour spare time to be a Radio Technician.
T will send you my first lesson free. Examine it, read it,
see how clear and easy it is to understand. Judge for
yourself whether_my course is planned to help you get
a good job n Radio, a young, growing field with a
future. You on’t need to give up your present job, or
spend a lot «f money to become a Radio Technician, I
train you at l.ome in your spare time,

Jobs Like These go

.
to Men who Know Radio
Radlo broadcisting stations employ engineers, operators,
station manaizers and pay well for trained men. Radio
manufacturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, serv-
icemen in goud-pay jobs with opportunities for advance-
ment. Radio .johbers and dealers employ installation and
service men. Many Radio Technicians open their own
Radio sales and repair businesses and make $30, $40, $Et)0
]
$10 a week ixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
police, aviaticn, commercial Radio; loudspeaker systems,
electronic detices, are mewer fields offering good op-
portunities t¢ qualified men. And@ my Course includes
Television, which promises to open many good jobs soon.

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

Radio ig alrcady one of the country’s large Industries
even though .t is still young and growing. The arrival
of Television, the use of Radio principles in industry,
are but a few of many recent Radio developments. More
than 28,000,000 boines have one or more Radios. There
are more Racios than telephones. Every year millions of
Radios get out of date and are replaced. Millions more
need new tub:s, repairs, ete. Over 5,000,000 auto Radios
are in use ani thousands more are being sold every day.
In every branch Radio is offering more opportunities—
opportunities for which I give you the required knowledge
of Radio at home in your spare time. Yes, the few
hundred $30, $40, $50 a week jobs of 20 years ago have

? grown to thousands.

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra

in Spare Time While Learning
The day yoi enrell, in addition to my regular course,
I start sending you Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing you how to do actual Radio repair jobs. Through-
out your training, 1 send plans and directions which have
helped many 1nake from $200 to $500 a year in spare time
while learning.

You Cet Practical Experience
While Learning

¥ send you special Radio equipment; show you how to
conduct exper ments, build cireuits illustrating important
principles used in modern Radio and Television receivers,

) FOR BOTH

J. E, SMITH, President, Dept. 9KK,

Yechniciar s. (Write Plainly).

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

Nationil Radio Institute, Washington, D. C,

Dear Mr. Smith: Send me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and
64-page book "“Rich Rewards in Radio’’ which tells about Radio’s spare time and full-
time opportunities and explaing your 50-50 method of training wmen at home to be Radie

Jpare lime for a

GOOD JOB IN RADIO

broadeasting 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 DERN, 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

4-page Book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.”” They point
out Radio’s spare time and full time opportuniiies and
those coming in Television; 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 agreement. Find out what Radio offers YOU! MAIL
COUPON in an envelope, or pasts on a postcard—NOW !

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

RICH REWRRpg
-IN RADrg.

FREE | &

s

Now /

NAME AGE
ADDRISS.

2FR
CITY... STATE. -
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RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
ﬂesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe, No leg-straps
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows 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 trial offer. Also endorse-
ments from grateful users in Jyour nelghborhood Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 28, 1d, New Jersey.

Brand NEW}

$ R 5and

rlal-: S 'l'orms
o rien RN,
IIVGTONCADETmodelonlySW 95
d this pensational eals. Also

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 — autgmatic ejector — 3-piece take--
down — all standard gauges. Own this all-
- found ‘gun — write today for Booklet A20 of
complete line Single .and Double . Shotguns,
" Skeet-ers, Rilles, Revolvers.

lnternational Typewriter Exch., n-pt‘.'."l'u?s'? Ciians

EARN BIG COMMISSIONS AND

YOUR OWN SHOES FREE

AS BONUS WITHOUT EXTRA COST
Steady income all year showmg outstandlng
new Fall line~Men’s, Women’s, Children's Shoes.
styles, including wonderful Cushion Sole shoes and amaz-
ing Gmﬂex shoes that need no breaking in! $10,000 Bongd

TODAY for full mformatlon,
lan and FREE Selling Kit.
FANNERS_sHoE 415 BOSTON, MASS.

STUDY A'I' HOME

Legally trained men win high-
er positions and bigger suc-

cess In business and publie
life. Greater opportunities now than s Kl ¥ = § [
ever before. Big corporations are L

headed by men with legal training.

More Ability: More Prestlge- More Mnney ‘1I DU KK |
We_guide you sitep by step. You can trmn at hom Al - H
N
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63 RIVER ST,, FITCHBURG, MSS, .New York, 85 Chambers St
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rms. Get our valuable 48-page*‘Law Ttnmin%or Le;dershxp” an With Every
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e

LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 1058-L  Chicago
A Correspondence Institution TIRE PRICES
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ice of our Standard
Brand tires recondi-
tioned with high grade C‘;ﬂg“ﬁ;";"”ggt'
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Easy, home-study course in Rail- % 2 methods by our tire | Ready for instant
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years experience | light. Use dlevery-
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THOUGHTS HAVE WING

YOU CAN influence others with

b yn;:'ﬂ;inkingbll Learn to impress

el oy iy others favorably—get across your
EASY ORDER S ideas. Lot the Rosicrucians show

: FULL TIME. you how to use the power of mind,

For free book write Scribe B.0.1.'

Tho ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose. Californig

EARN EXTRA MONEY aZ#me

Increase your income at home by new;
simple Wentworth Tempera Color method.
1L We instruct you and eupply you with
6l ) ] work. Write today for FREE BOOKLET.

Wentworth Pitorlll Co., Ltd., Dept. 186. Hamliton, Ont.

No experience or investment required.

Simply show cos:ly self-selling money

making outfit (furnished you FREE)

and write orders. We deliver and col-

lect. Big advance cash commissions and

33% cash bonu:. Gigantic line cus-

2 tomized shirts so d factory to wearer.
MAK'NG Amazing ONE YEAR guarantee. Sen-
i sational half prize offer makes easy
sales. Write today for your free outfit.

OUTFIT ROSECLIFF- QUAKER' CORPORATION
’ 1239 Broadway,

IF yousuffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers,

or Open Le%Sores. send away at once for FREF;
Booklet “THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOME USE."
Fells all about this 40-year-old method, praised and en-
orsed by thousands. Liepe Methods, Dept. K-32,
284 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukee, Wisconsin,
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mal breathing. Get ASTHMADOR ta-
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¥ sample, write: R. SCHIFFMANN CO,
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Comniplete
Shori Novel

Rakehelly Ride

By MURRAY R. MONTGOMERY

Author of “A Sword for the Cardinal”

Ride and sing, Cavaliers! Does any man scorn your poetry? Will there be fight-

ing? You have fists, and good blades; cannon, muskets, broken bottles, or any-

thing. And is France to be saved? Well, then, there’s more sport for two
resourceful rogues

CHAPTER 1
CAVALIER'S DOWNFALL

HE man was rash. Entirely too rash

for duty at the Louvre. He refused

to recognize the diplomacy de-
manded of an officer in the Queen’s Guard
despite de Guitaut’s repeated lectures
about it.

De Guitaut eyed him now, in the precise
confines of his quarters, and shook his
head. This slim malefactor of the court’s
etiquette; this exiled Englishman who bore

the title of Lord Richard Cleve with such
amiability, had to be reprimanded.

He had to be caastised in a manner
which would show bim the error of taking
a young peer of France by the ear, and
leading him from a Paris pot-house while
onlookers howled ir. merriment.

The capitaine shrugged. To make a
reprimand stick to this smiling iconoclast
was a poser, Richa*d Cleve seemed born

for trouble and verbal punishment had lost

potency through overuse. De Guitaut

tugged his spade-beard, scowled.
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The Englishman fought alone—until D’Entreville arrived

“Of course you reulize, Lieutenant,” he
said, “last night’s affair will cause me em-
barrassment. I am responsible for the con-
duct of my officers. La Duchesse d’Argonne
does not take kindly to being made a
laughing-stock. Her son’s prestige is impor-
tant, and she is very close to Her Majesty’s
ear!”

Cleve shrugged. There was grace in the
way his broad shoulders moved. He rested
a lean hand on his sword-hilt and used the
other to brush back a strand of unruly
chestnut hair.

“The Duchess asled me to save her
wandering son from the evils of Paris,” he
said smilingly, “And T did.”

De Guitaut snorted. “You made a fool
of him!”

“That’s impossible.”

The capitaine choked. He glared at his
junior officer. Richarc Cleve reminded him
of his younger days. The Englishman had
the same gay restlessness in his eye; the
same devil-may-care manner of dressing.

The black doublet he wore was slashed
with silver. His short maroon military cape

was faced with fleur de lis, and his thigh-
high cordovan boots encased his legs with-
out a crease.

Gallant! Rakish! But a devil for trouble,
nevertheless. The capitaine threw up his
hands.

“Sangodemi!” he exploded. “I despair
of you! But for that cursed wild streak,
you’d be perfect. Mark your past actions,
monsieur: Last week, three duels. Yester-
day, two Cardinal’s guards thrown into a
fountain. Last night, a fool made of a
nobleman!”

Cleve looked uncomfortable, Until now
those adventures had seemed fun. He
picked up his hat with its scarlet plume
and inspected it intently.

“Sorry,” he said looking up. “I joined
the Guard for action, Capitaine. Pm not
made for court life. Social hypocrisy stifles
me. There is something in my nature that
prevents me fawning for favors from fops
and courtiers.”

He eyed his commandante obliquely.
“Perchance,” he continued hopefully, “an-
other regiment such as the . . .”
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But de Guitaut was already shaking his
grizzled head. The court was rife with
rumors of war and civil war, Cardinal
Richelieu’s latest coup d’état had sparked
new jealousy amongst the nobility. Richard
Cleve might be an irrepressible madcap,
but he was also a fine soldier. A leader.
And the capitaine wanted to keep him in
the troop. .

“No!” he said flatly. “If this is another
request for a transfer to the King’s Horse,
I refuse in advance.”

““Oh.” The young officer hesitated. “I was
afraid of that.” Then the slow smile, typi-
cal of him, crept across his lean bronzed
features. “But what of the Duchess, mon-
sieur?”

De Guitaut scratched his chin and paced
the length of the room. “A month’s sus-
pension without pay should placate her,”
he decided. “Yes. A month without pay.”

Cleve nodded. He had seen little of
France since his arrival from England.
Here was an opportunity. “Why, that is
excellent, mon Capitaine,’ he agreed. “I
really need a vacation, you know. Been get-
ting stuffy, here at the palace.”

De Guitaut collapsed into a chair. He
made a hopeless gesture, “There it is,” he
muttered to himself. “I punish him, and he
turns it into a holiday!” Suddenly he got
to his feet. “Corbac,” he roared. “Get out!
Get out of here before I lose my patience!”

UTSIDE the capitaine’s room Cleve

paused, adjusted his hat, and blew
out his cheeks. “Hmmmm. The old boy is
getting touchy!” he muttered, and strode
off down the long hallway.

The remark was typical. Cleve had
never learned the penalty of an irrespon-
sible tongue or an impulsive act. The
trouble he found himself constantly em-
broiled in came for the most part as a com-
plete surprise. His intentions were honest,
but opinionated. They were the reason for
his present exile,

Two months ago he had been home,
secure in the luxury of the English peer-
age. And then he had said the wrong
things about Buckingham, the King’s

favorite. And Buckingham had seen to it
that he left England before he had had
a chance to prove them. Personally, Cleve
considered the whole affair unwarranted.

Outside the Louvre it was a beautiful
morning. Blue and gold, with sunshine
sweeping the Capitainerie and glinting on
the green-yellow wates of the Seine. Step-
ping into the warmth of it, Cleve decided
to walk. The sun was 100 pleasant to waste.

There was a taveri, L’Oiseau Blue on
the other side of town, so he bent his
course in that direction.

The Quai de I'Ecole was quiet as he
passed, somnolent in the spring warmth.
He loitered through the market at the foot
of the Pont Neuf because the booths, with
their variety of merchandise—great slabs
of gory meat to the finest examples of
metal work—fascinated him,

He paused to watch a group of tumblers
do their act; threw tiem a coin and con-
tinued his way.

Rounding the corner which led to the
tavern, he was greeted by the sight of a
small crowd. A heaving, yelling, cursing
crowd, gripped in the spirit of combat. The
nucleus of the fray was clotted around the
tavern’s door. Cleve approached slowly,
his fingers caressing t1e steel of his rapier.

He stood at the fringe and glanced curi-
ously in the direction of the entrance. He
weighed his chances of reaching it, and de-
cided that the passage would be too rough.
Not worth a bottle of sacque,

“Well, there are other inns.” He
shrugged, and started to leave. Splattering
out of the fracas came a large gob of mud.
1t struck his shoulder and streaked up-
ward, dirtying his cheek,

He removed the grime and turned
slowly. Ten feet away was a little man
standing in the attituce of a discus-thrower
after the throw. The man stared uncer-
tainly, and Cleve wazged a reprimanding
finger.

“Ah, you want to play, eh?” he asked
advancing.

The little man seemed hypnotized at first
by what he’d done; then he let out a howl
and scuttled into the mob. The cavalier
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hitched up his rapie- and plunged after
him. Somebody stuck out a foot and he
found himsel{ sprawled on the ground.

“By Gad, that settles it,” he muttered,
getting to his feet. With the righteous
indignation of an aroused neutral, he drew
his blade and slapped the flat of it across
an exposed rear. “Disperse you brawlers!
Disperse!”

He waded in, his tlade whistling as he
spanked right and left. “Come gentlemen,”
he laughed. “Let’s havz order. Disperse and
go home! Disperse!”

The mob was quick to understand. It
felt the cavalier’s smwarting blade; heard
his yelled command. Some spotted the flenr
de lis on his cape, and sent up the cry:
“Run! The Guard has come! Run! Run!”

HE crowd scatered like marbles.

There was still a knot of four strug-
gling inside the taverr. Cleve sheathed his
blade and stepped through the door.

He took the first by the scruff of the
neck, and sent him bowling into the street.
A second followed. The third left quickly
of his own accord; but as the Englishman
seized the fourth, the fellow objected.

“Mais non, m’sien. | am the proprietor!”

Cleve noted the rclled-up sleeves; the
apron. He released the man with a laugh.
“Pecaire, m’siew le maitre, you have re-
markable entertainmeat at your tavern, I
enjoyed it, but it has given me a thirst.
Fetch me a bottle of wine, eh?”

“Mais oui, m’sieu le grand,” said the
inn-keeper, hastening to obey. “For you I
fetch the very best in my cellar. One mo-
ment, m'sien.”’

Cleve found an overturned table and
righted it. He discovered a chair and was
about to sit down when his eye caught a
portion of the floor near the entrance.
There was a long shadow stretched across
it. He looked up.

In the door-frame, with a bared sword
slanted across his boots, stoed the resplend-
ent figure of a Cardinal Guards officer. Be-
hind him were his men. A squad of eight,
standing at ease in tte bright sunshine of
the street,

Cleve’s hand which had instinctively
dropped to his hilt fel! away, and he
laughed. “Egad! To the rescue come the
Cardinal’s brave men. But, late as usual.”
He bowed mockingly. “Pray enter, mon-
sieur. It is quite safe—now.”

The newcomer frowned, sheathed his
sword, and stepped into the taproom. His
flashing dark eyes swept the wreckage. He
didn’t speak for a moment, but stood arms
akimbo as if undecided.

“A small war, no doubt,” he finally mut-
tered to himself, and turned to the English-
man. “All right, monsiewr. What was the
cause of thisp”

Cleve’s jaw tightened. There was a stiff
authority in the other’s voice which didn’t
quite suit his taste. He sat down leisurely.
“A high wind, monsicur,” he said pleas-
antly. “A tornado.”

The Cardinalist didn’t
funny. “Who are you?r”

“Richard Cleve, of Her Majesty’s
Guards. I have the situation well in con-
trol. You may run on back to your master
and tell him that.”

The officer pierced the speaker with a
glance. “Ah,” he grated, “a clown, from a
regiment of clowns.” He stared at Cleve
with sudden decision in his eyes. “A man
with your sense of comedy would naturally
start something like this. Where is the
proprietor?”

“Below. In the cellar. Shall I fetch him?”

“And escape? Oh no! Youre under ar-
rest, monsieur.”

Cleve stood up. He kicked the chair
aside so that he could have room. “What?”

The Cardinalist beckoned and the squad
poured into the inn. “I said,” he repeated.
“You are under arrest.”

Cleve eyed the guards. His sword seemed
to leap from its sheath. “Well”—he
laughed—*“the odds are about even. Come
and take me!”

The Cardinalist shrugged. He turned to
his men. “My pleasure,” he warned.
“Don’t interfere.” With great calmness he
drew his blade. His even lips beneath the
clipped mustache verged on a smile. “I'm
coming for you, clown. En garde!”

consider it
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Cleve laughed. He crouched; dropped a
foot back for balance. The heel came down
heavily on the neck of a bottle; and then
things began to happen. His feet shot up;
his sword flew one way and his hat an-
other. He landed with a soul-jarring crash.

{{Ooﬁ!”

The Cardinalist howled. He sheathed his
blade and assisted the Englishman to his
feet. “My quickest capture, monsieur,” he
chuckled. “Consider yourself arrested!”

Cleve glared, then hobbled two steps for-
ward. The floor hadn’t been soft. “ ’Tis
considered,” he accorded wryly. “A down-
fall both figurative and literal.”

“Shall T have the men carry you?”

“I'll walk,” Cleve said. “Lead on.”

CHAPTER 1II
OUT CLAWS, KITTEN!

DURING the march to the Palais de
Richelieu, Cleve studied his captor.
The man’s bearing was soldierly, the cheek-
bones high, the nose aristocratic, the mouth
personable.

He was taller than Cleve by two inches,
and if he hadn’t such an air of self-suffi-
ciency the Englishman felt that he would
be likeable.

This trait annoyed Cleve. Then he
smiled considering how this smug martinet
would look when he discovered that he had
arrested the wrong man. Cleve was count-
ing on the keeper of L'Oiseau Bleu to aid
him,

His thoughts were interrupted as the
squad tramped through the main gate of
the Cardinal’s palace. The building was
magnificent, a true proclamation of Riche-
lieu’s power: for it far exceeded the Louvre
in beauty and size.

The captive stared; then nodded agree-
ably. The Cardinal was very wise. Having
incurred Louis XIIT's jealousy by building
this edifice, he had soothed the pangs by
giving it to the Crown—after his death, of
course.

Cleve smiled. “Very pretty quarters,” he
said to the Cardinalist.

The other nodded pleasantly. “Glad you

like them, monsieur,” he said. “I trust the
dungeon will meet with your approval,
also.”

They went deep iito the bowels of the
palace where the light was grey and the
air damp. The smell of mould was heavy.
Walking through the grim atmosphere
Cleve wondered whether he hadn’t bit off
more than he could chew. The Cardinalist
ushered him into a dismal little room and
smiled charmingly.

“Fine view,” he said, indicating the
blank wall. “Well aeated and cosy. Of
course, I must apologize for the slight leak
in the roof. But we -:an’t have everything,
can we?”’

Cleve looked at his uncomfortable sur-
roundings. The grin on his captor’s face
suddenly irked him, and he lost his sense
of humor. “No,” he said in a strangled
voice. “We can’t.”

The Cardinalist pursed his lips. He
stepped out of the cell and locked the
door. “Au revoir, mon ami. 1 trust that
your sense of comedy will make vou com-
fortable.”

The Englishman stood spread-legged in
the center of the cell, now thoroughly
aroused. “I trust yours will, when T get
out of here!” he roared. “You'll need it.”

N HOUR crawvled into the gloom.

Cleve paced ard cursed and thought

up tortures. Finally a bearded guardsman
came and opened the cell.

He led Cleve silen:ly up the grimy stone
steps into a reception hall, then down a
corridor to a gilded anteroom carpeted in
red. There was a set of high-paneled doors
at one side.

“Monseigneur le Zardinal will see you
presently, m’lord,” the guard said, and
withdrew.

Alone in the large room Cleve grew
thoughtful. He had a distinct sense of im-
pending adventure. He was not being
treated as a prisoner but rather as a guest.
And then too, the guard had used his Eng-
lish title. With a fiown, the Englishman
shrugged and waited.

Shortly, there was the firm tread of foot-
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steps approaching the other side of the
paneled doors. He straightened as they
swung back to reveal a bearded figure on
the threshold.

The newcomer was garbed in a monk’s
habit which somehow added to his height
and lent dignity to his years. Cleve recog-
nised the man immediately. This was Peére
Joseph, Richelieu’s only true friend, his
only confidant.

The monk nodded. His voice had a soft
timbre which fell pleasantly.

“Monseigneur will sce you now, m’lord.”

He ushered Cleve into a vast library
heavy with furnishings and an atmosphere
of thought. Except for the two patterned
shafts of sunlight cast through the latticed
windows, it was almost dark. At the end,
behind a heavy Venetian desk, sat Riche-
leu.

The Cardinal’s fine pallor was delicately
tinted with shadow, giving his sharply
chiseled features a thoughtful, profound,
nearly ethereal appearance. He was lean-
ing forward over the desk and speaking in
sharp tones to a young man standing be-
fore him.

Cleve recognized the officer who had ar-
rested him, and he grinned with impish
glee.

“ . . and from thz testimony of the
proprietor,” Richelieu was saying, “your
patrol was fifteen minites late in answer-
ing his call for aid, Furthermore, Capitaine
Cordeau assures me that vou were spend-
ing that time finishing one of your silly
poems. Monsieur d’Ent reville, Il not toler-
ate such inefficiency!”

The stern reprimand ended as Cleve and
Peére Joseph came up. The Cardinalist offi-
cer, d’'Entreville, glanced out of the corner
of his eye, saw the Englishman and flushed.

“Rather warm isn’t it, mon emi?” Cleve
greeted him out of the corner of his mouth.

D’Entreville didn’t say anything but
there was murder in his dark eyes. Cleve
chuckled happily. And then Richelieu
looked up and pinned him with cold black
eyes. The happy chuckle died away.

“And here we have the man who did
d’Entreville’s work for him,” said Riche-

lieu. “I have long desired to meet you, my
lord Cleve. Mais oui. Your commandante
tells such interesting things of you.”

The speaker rose. He made a graceful
figure in his trailing red robe, seeming
taller than he was by virtue of his slender-
ness. There was an authoritative crack to
his words which revealed the man’s
dynamic personality,

Here was a ruler. A molder of destiny.
He paced to the side of the room now,
turned with a lithe panther-like movement,
and fixed Cleve again with his eyes.

“There is a little matter of two Cardi-
nal’s guards and a fountain that needs ex-
plaining, Monsieur Cleve,” he said, and re-
turned to the desk, “Also a few illegal
duels.”

The Englishman looked for his glib
tongue and couldn’t find it. “Oh I—I—
that is, Monseigneur . . .”

The Cardinal made a peremptory ges-
ture. “Don’t waste my time in inventing
excuses. You're a rascal, and you know it!”
He looked up and caught d’Entreville
wearing a crooked smile. “Ah, It amuses
you, monsieur le comie?”

The Frenchman shifted uneasily. “Eh—
no, Monseigneur,” he replied.

SILENCE fell. Finally Richelieu sat

down. He shrugged and interlaced
his long tapering fingers. “Two of the wild-
est young rogues in Paris,” he said rue-
fully to Pére Joseph.

Then he directed a thoughtful glance in
Cleve’s direction. “Your arrest was a for-
tunate error, monsienr. It saves me the
trouble of sending for you.”

“Sending for me, Monseigneur?”’

“Yes. One of the guards whom you
pitched into the fountain has developed a
cold. Poetic justice, monsieur, for you shall
take his place. You are transferred to my
guards, m’lord. Not only that—you are
about to be sent on your first mission. I
have notified your commandante.”

Cleve saw his month of freedom flying
out of the window. He’d wanted that
month. Besides, he had small heart for run-
ning any of the Cardinal’s errands.
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“But—but Monseigneur,” he protested.
“You said yourself that I was a rascal.
Surely, so fine a regiment as the Cardinal’s
Guards doesn’t deserve a rascal such as 1.”

The Cardinal’s lips quivered into a near
smile, “The guard has one rascal in it
already, monsieur,” he said with a nod to-
ward d’Entreville, “Another should make
little difference. Besides, I have checked
your record thoroughly.

“I need swordsmen now, and you are
one of the best. Except for rashness, you
are the soul of honor. You are loyal also,
and that is all that I demand of a man.”

Cleve decided that he was a gone goose.
He attempted to put a good face on it by
saying, “Thank you, Mounseigneur.” But
the words fell unheeded. Richelieu bhad
dropped him and was speaking to d’Entre-
ville,

“As for you, monsieur le comte,” he said,
“T tremble at the responsibility I am forced
to put in your hands. If I were not starved
for resourceful rogues, I'd have you in la
Bastille. Your foolhardiness is well proven.
Yesterday, you saw fit to duck two muske-
teers in a fountain for laughing at your
poetry . ..”

Cleve choked at this, and Richelieu eyed
him coldly.

“Yes,” he snapped. “It was the same
fountain. One would believe it was a pub-
lic bath.” He shrugged and fell back in
his chair. “Bah! I do Paris a favor by
sending you two out of it. You're both
madcaps, messieurs. Impudent fools!”

Guy d’Entreville shifted expectantly. Be-
side him, Cleve scowled. “I wish the old
rake would get to the point,” he thought.

The Cardinal did. Having established his
acid censure of their respective misdeeds,
he dropped the stern tone. He beckoned
Pére Joseph to him. “Have Beaucaire come
in.”

“Oui, Monseigneur.”

As Peére Joseph departed, the Cardinal
searched among a litter of papers and
finally drew for a parchment map of Royal
France. He regarded it thoughtfully; and
when he looked up, his face was grave.

He said: “Messieurs, your mission is

vital, You may not know it, but France
is on the brink of civil war. I have just had
word that le Duc d'Orleans has crossed the
border with a rebel army of 6,000 men.”

UY D’ENTREVILLE frowned. Being

French he knew the political situa-

tion of his country, and the news did not

come too much as a surprise. D’Orleans
had sworn to ruin Richelieu.

But Cleve didn’t know this. He only con-
sidered that the Duke of Orleans was the
King’s brother and heir to the throne; and
knowing that, was definitely startled.

“Gad’s teeth!” he exploded. “Against
the Crown?”

Richelieu’s dark eyes hardened. He
shook his head. “No,” he said quietly.
“Against me!”

And then Cleve understood. He had been
in France long enough to hear the political
gossip about Richelizu’s aims. The nation
had been weakened for years by a feudal-
ism which gave the nobility right to raise
private armies, to levy personal taxes, and
to subsidize the throne.

The Cardinal was trying to crush this
system. He wanted a united France power-
ful under but one recognized and central-
ized government—tae Kkings! Bitterness,
hatred, constant intrigue had been the re-
sult.

Richelieu picked a quill from the ink-
stand and tapped its tip lightly on the
map. “D’Orleans is not strong enough to
try storming Paris,” he said softly. “He is
passing down the west side of the Rhone
River toward Nimes. There he hopes to
enlist- more hot-heads and also to effect
junction with certain disloyal noblemen in
southern France.”

He paused, and then, raised the tip of
the quill and placed it at Bordeaux on the
western edge of the map.

“And here,” he ccntinued, “we have the
royal army under Marshal Schomberg. It
is moving east now, at right an.les, to in-
tercept d’Orleans. 1f my calculations are
correct it should meet the rebels near
Privas.”

The speaker looked up. Pére Joseph had
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returned and with him was a swarthy man
of medium height, resplendent in red and
black. Pére Joseph said, “Le Marquis de
Beaucaire, Monseigneur.”

The Cardinal nodded. Cleve bent close
to d’Entreville. “Important?” he asked.

Guy nodded. “Cardiial’s agent.”

“These are the two who shall officer your
escort south, monsieur le marquis,” said
Richelieu. “May I presznt le Comte d’En-
treville and m’Lord Cleve. They are rogues,
but the resourcefulness of their roguery is
suited for my purpose.”

Beaucaire smiled. It was a nice smile,
flashing in white contrast to his skin. He
nodded to Cleve but h's hawkish features
were curious when he regarded d’Entre-
ville,

He said: “Ma foi! Aen’t you that acid-
versed poet with such sharp claws that you
are known as the Kitten? The Cardinal’s
Kitten?”

Cleve felt d’Entreville go rigid. The
Frenchman nodded stifly. “T am,” he ad-
mitted. His face was red.

Beaucaire smiled politely.

HEN Richelieu stood up. He spoke

crisply to Cleve and Guy. “I have se-
lected you, messieurs, to escort a shipment
of gold south. Understand, it is not a rou-
tine detail. Marshal Schomberg’s troops
have not been paid for two months. The
fast eonvoys sent him have been robbed
and the men are growing restless. They
threaten to desert.

“As the situation stends now, they are
either paid or d’Orleans will not be
stopped.”

D’Entreville neddec understandingly.
During the early seventeenth century
armies were mercenary; rapidly levied, dis-
banded again, haphaza-d.

“I have arranged,” Kichelieu continued,
“for the royal army to pass Beaucaire’s
Castle on their way to meet the rebels.
They must be paid there, or they will
mutiny! We have five days to prevent that,
messicurs.”

The speaker frowned. “Now, concerning
your mode of transportation. The other

convoys have been waylaid, so this time 1
will change my tactics.”

D’Entreville chewed his lip. He lacked
the subtlety of his red-robed superior. To
him the way to prevent further robberies
would be to increase the escort—a regi-
ment if need be. Richelieu could spare no
regiments. With Austria threatening on one
side and Spain on another, he needed them
at home.

“Le marquis is returning to his castle at
Beaucaire,” he said slowly, “as an inno-
cent traveler. He shall have a traveler’s
escort. Six men. However, within his coach
will be a secret compartment, The gold
will be hidden there.”

Richard Cleve understood. “Oui, Mon-
seigneur,” he said.

“Good.” The steel in Richelieu’s voice
denied failure. “Now leave me and return
prepared to quit Paris within the hour.
Cordeau is waiting in the guardroom with
Beaucaire’s personal liveries. Select four
men. See that they are dressed in them.”

Outside the library, Cleve stared at his
new companion reproachfully. “Had you
let me alone at the tavern—" he began to
say; then changed his mind and smiled.
“Hmph! The old man works quickly, eh?
Two hours ago I was in the Queen’s Guard,
suspended and anticipating a holiday.”

D’Entreville regarded him thoughtfully,
and the faint frown left his forehead. “I
wouldn’t,” he cautioned, “let anyone hear
you refer to the Cardinal as ‘the old man’.
It isn’t healthy.”

The good intention was lost. Cleve
bowed and said mockingly: “Words of wis-
dom, Kitten, fall upon my poor ears as
dew upon parched grass.”

Guy d’Entreville’s breath caught up
short. “Very funny,” he snapped. “Mark
you, Cleve. Fate insists that we become
companions. But if you desire harmony,
don’t use that title!”

The Englishman inclined his head. *“ *Tis
remembered, old comrade,” he promised.

They swung down the corridor side by
side. Cleve eyed his lean companion
obliquely, and the devil in him started
dancing. He stared ahead.
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“Here Kitty, Kitty, Kitty!”

D’Entreville’s lips became a tight line.
His hand on the hilt of his sword balled
into a lump. Without breaking stride, he
jerked it to his stomach. The sword-length
swung out; slipped between Cleve’s scis-
soring legs.

A yell—a crash, and Guy d’Entreville,
continued his way—alone. Smiling.

CHAPTER III
SWORD-SPORT FOR TWO

WO days later, the treasure-train

reached the halfway mark. Sitting his
horse in the orange wash of the setting
sun, Cleve scowled and reviewed them re-
morsefully.

Everything had been quiet. The days—
monotonous. In a way he felt cheated.
When one humbles himself by masquerad-
ing as a part of a petty noble’s retinue,
there should be compensation, But, so far,
Richelieu’s subterfuge had been so perfect
as to make him nearly pray for action.

He cursed silently between his teeth as
his eyes swept the surrounding hills lying
pale green in the sun. The convoy was
threading through lower Bourbonnais, and
tonight the stop would be at the village of
Lamont.

“Peaceful,” he growled, eyeing the land-
scape. “It makes me itchy.”

Behind him, Beaucaire’s gaudy blue-
and-gold coach rumbled along with the
pompousness of a dowager. It was flanked
by two riders with another pair trailing
and trotting carefully outside the rolling
dust of the coach-wheels.

Back there someone was singing. Cleve
knew that fine tenor voice. It was d’Entre-
ville’s. The song blended pleasantly with
the cadence of horse’s hoofs.

So I ride, ride, ride.

With a good blade at my side,

And a horse without an equal in the
land.

*Tis the gayest life I know . . .

The Englishman twisted in the saddle.
His association with Guy had, for the past

forty-eight bhours, been painful. Despite
their mutual animosity, however, he
secretly liked the Frenchman. D’Entreville
had the nerve and courage which he ad-
mired in a man. '

Nevertheless, the two of them argued
like fish-wives, and c¢nly their subconscious
congeniality prevented physical viclence.
Now, as Cleve heard Guy’s self-made song,
he raised his own baritone in an ill-inten-
tioned parody.

So I ride, ride, ride,

With the Kitten at my side.

He’s a Kitten without equal in the land!
Though he dabble; hard with verse,

I can think of norhing worse,

Than an ode which he has written with

his—
Whap!
The song ended as a round hard apple,
snatched from a low-hanging limb,

caromed off the back of the singer’s neck.
Cleve grinned and spurred his horse to a
trot.

The two managed to complete the jour-
ney that day withou: further song or com-
edy—or hostilities.

Lamont was smell. It was a village
barely out of swaddling clothes. But it
was a favorite coach-stop and boasted of
two large hostelries-—one at either end of
its central thoroughfare. The treasure-
train clattered into the courtyard of the
first inn, as the last glow in the west faded
into purple-pink.

The footman leaped nimbly from the
coach, placed a step-stool on the ground
and opened the door. But Beaucaire did
not step out. He hesitated, scrutinized the
inn; then smiled ruefully.

“We shall stay a- the other hostelry,”
he decided, and wav2d at Cleve and d'En-
treville, “*Drive on!”

The cavaliers excianged glances. They
didn’t speak until ttey were again on the
move. This was the fourth time Beaucaire
had taken advantage of the masquerade to
make the decisions for the party and they
didn’t like the idea.

“You know,” Cleve said softly, “I am
beginning to wonder if Beaucaire has for-
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gotten that we are in charge. The manner
in which he acts makes me actually feel
like a lackey!”

He paused, scowled, and batted road-
dust from his gauntlets. “My first impres-
sion of le marquis has changed. He smiles
too much for my fancy.”

D’ENTREVILLE nodded. Those were
his sentiments exactly. Beaucaire
had not turned out to be the charming
companion that they had first believed. His
amiable smile and pleasant manners only
cloaked a stubborn officiousness.

As Guy became aware of the man’s ruth-
lessness, his ironic humor and his arrogant
vanity, he often thought of himself as
guardian to a mysteriot s powder-keg which
might erupt at any mcment,

He mentioned this feeling now: “Beau-
caire seems waiting for something to hap-
pen‘?’

Cleve laughed. “Aren’t we all? We carry
enough gold to tempt a saint.”

But that wasn’t what d’Entreville had
meant. Last evening a: Nevers, where the
coach had put up for the night, he had
caught the marquis in earnest conversa-
tion with a strange horseman. Possibly
there was nothing to the incident; but the
stranger had spurred quickly away at his
approach.

Guy hadn’t liked that. There had been
something furtive about it. Considered
now, however, the affair seemed trifling.

He shrugged. He scid, “Perhaps,” and
spurred his horse into “he courtyard of the
second tavern.

As was customary, the marquis was given
the best suite in the tavern while the rest
of the party wrapped themselves in cloaks
and slept near the coach in the yard be-
hind. The vehicle itself was shared by
Cleve and d’Entreville.

Tonight however, as the Frenchman
¢roped his way into the dark tonneau,
Cleve was missing. D’Entreville cursed. He
had stayed late in the tavern, talking over
tomorrow’s itinerary with Beaucaire under
the impression that the Englishman was
on duty.

He turned and called: “Etienne, Ser-
geant Etienne!”

A lumpish figure on the ground stirred.
“Oui, m’sien.”

“Where is Cleve?”

Sergeant Etienne scratched his head.
Mental agility was not one of his virtues.
He waited a long time and then he said,
“Oh, Cleve? Hmmmm, He went for a holi-
day.”

D’Entreville stiffened. His jaw grew
tight. The fate of a nation was in Beau-
caire’s coach. Guy felt its responsibility
keenly. But Cleve! Sangodemi! It was so
like that irresponsible fool to walk away
and forget it. The Englishman had irked
him many times; but now d’Entreville was
thoroughly angered.

He snapped, ‘“Where did he go?”

“The tavern at the other end of town,
monsieur.”

D’Entreville hitched up his rapier. There
was going to be a showdown between him
and this English rakehelly.

“You're in charge,” he told Etienne
briefly. “Cut down all prowlers first, Chal-
lenge later.”

He went past the strong smell of the
stable; through the torch-lit courtyard,
and into the dark of Lamont’s streets.
Somewhere off to the right a bell tolled
the hour. It was nearly midnight.

A small troop of horsemen thundered by.
He stared curiously. They were Montmor-
ency’s men. He could tell by the em-
broidered cross-blades that they carried on
their green surcoats. He wondered what
the Duke of Montmorency could be doing
so far from court, and shrugged.

The matter of Richard Cleve seemed
more important. He strode on through the
night toward the other tavern without an-
swering the self-posed question.

HE first inn was called Le Gant Blanc.

It was trim, well lighted, peaceful-

looking from a distance. But as he came

up to it the clash and cry of battle greeted
him.

Inside, tables were being overturned;

glass was being smashed with abandon.



16 ARGOSY

He reached the polished door. It burst open
and a man stumbled out, hands clutching
a blood-soaked side. Guy shook his head.
He had found Cleve.

He stepped over the wounded man and
drew his basket-hilt rapier. Inside was
shambles. The wreckage indicated a battle
far above the average tavern brawl. He
eyed it appreciatively,

In the corner was a knot of struggling
figures. Five in all. They had Cleve backed
to the wall and were straining to pin him
there. D’Entreville flexed his sword and
walked leisurely toward them. In the center
of the room he stopped and shook his head.

“Cleve, if it wasn’t that I’d miss a good
fight, I'd let them split your worthless
hide.”

The Englishman had a smile on his lips.
It was tired, strained. Someone had ripped
a crimson gas over his left eye and blood
trickled into it. He kept wiping the flow
back with his free hand as he danced in
and out of lancing steel. He was like a
wraith, His blade seemed five places at
once,

Now he looked up; saw d’Entreville. A
steel tip arrowed for his throat. He darted
under it and pricked the owner’s arm and
laughed.

“Hello, Kitten. Join the fun?”

His laugh was forced, thrown recklessly
into the teeth of five thirsting blades. A
fool’s gesture when every breath counted.
D’Entreville shook his head. His indigna-
tion at Cleve for leaving the coach was
washed away in a flood of admiration, al-
though he’d never have admitted it.

“Why not?” he cried. “Do you want all
of it?”

A man appeared on the stair-landing di-
rectly above the Englishman, A knife glit-
tered in his hand. Guy scooped up a full
wine bottle and hurled it. The man caught
it full in the face. He wilted over the ban-
nister and crashed to the floor.

“War’s declared,” the Frenchman
grunted.

He hurdled a wrecked bench. Two of
Cleve’s opponents whirled. He put his steel
through one and turned for the other.

But the fight was over. Having lost hail
their original number, the remaining four
dropped their swords and rushed for the
door. They’d had enough.

Richard Cleve watched them go, a
vacant grin fixed to his lips. He said: “And
thus endeth another lesson,” and sagged
suddenly around the knees. He’d have
fallen if Guy hadn’t caught him.

“Cleve! Did they pin steel into your”

The Englishman  straightened. He
chuckled. “Ridiculous!” Then he slogged
across the room, collapsed on a bench and
grinned at Guy crcokedly. “Among the
bottles on the floor,” he croaked. “Find =
good one. 1 need a drink, Kitten. I'm
cursed near the exhaustion point.”

D’Entreville found an unbroken bottle
of brandy, and they both drank deep from
it before speaking again. The liquor’s
potent sting did things to Cleve. The mist
of fatigue slipped from his eyes,

“Thanks, Guy,” he said awkwardly, 1
—P’'m glad you dropped by. I was but two
minutes removed from being made a pin-
cushion.”

It was the first time he had used d’En-
treville’s first name, and the Frenchman
caught the significance. There was a pause.
Then, he shrugged. ¢ Bah! I did nothing.”
He stared at Cleve sincerely. “You're a
real man, Rick.”

OR two who had always concealed
their sentiments beneath a barrage of
banter and criticism the conversation was
naturally stilted, almost shy. They both
felt it, and it made them more uncom-
fortable. A pledge had been given. A pledge
of friendship welded in the fires of danger.
Cleve laughed. “ligad! Had I known
that we were going to carry on this way,
I'd have written a sonnet or something.”
Guy felt relieved. The words put them
back on the old familiar footing. He stood
up and glowered. “Corbac! And what are
vou doing here, anyway? Ours is not a
pleasure jaunt, smonsiewr! We are en-
trusted with a vital mission. You have a
duty!”
“A curiosity,” grinned Cleve, He sam-
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pled the brandy some more. “I came to
discover Beaucaire's aversion to this par-
ticular tavern.” He gestured to include the
whole room. “’Tis a pleasant place. As
neat as the other. Well, perhaps not at
present. But, before the argument . . .”

Guy snorted. “Brawling!™ he said. “You
are always brawling. Why can’t you be-
have? Must you continually provoke
battles?”

Cleve looked offended. “Me?” he asked
in an injured voice. “Me? Why I was mind-
ing my own business. And then, two popin-
jays . . ."” He pointed to a corpse on the
floor. *That fellow in particular began to
insult me. The next thing T knew, I was
nghting half the tavern. Am 1 to blame
for that?"”

Guy didn't say anything. Instead he
walked over and looked at the body. His
cyes narrowed. The ingignia on the dead
man’s green surcoat was crossed blades.
Montmorency’s man.

Suddenly he realized that they had all
been Montmorency’s men. He thought of
the hard-riding cavalcade which had passed
him on the way to the tavern. A frown cut
vertical lines in his fcrehead. Montmor-
ency had once been a constant companion
of le Duc d’Orleans! H2 remembered that
now, with a start.

Cleve was saying: “One thing I know;
my late friend there and his comrades
didn’t want me to leave alive. In fact, the
whole battle was planned. But why?” He
stood up. “Something’s rotten, Kitten.”

D’Entreville stared a: him and nodded.
He had been piecing cuspicions together
himself and he didn’t like the pattern they
were making. ‘“‘Let’s get out of here,” he
said.

They returned to the second tavern with
unease tugging at their hearts. It was quiet
as they marched up to it. Cleve didn’t like
that quiet. It was death-like, brooding.
Two of the torches had gone out and now
only one remained to illuminate the court-
yard.

Menace hung in the leep shadows. The
heavy stillness shrieked with it, The door
ajar; the windows dark and staring. The

tavern was gutted of life, Disaster had
struck-—they knew it instinctively.

Huddied against the dark archway with
its sword half unsheathed, a bullet in its
head, was a corpse. D’Entreville found it.
He recognized Pierre, one of the guards-
men he had selected for the journey.

The cavalier took a swift breath and
started to run toward the stables. He felt
sick inside. Intuitively, he knew that the
coach was gone. Cleve grabbed his
shoulder. “Hold on! There may be some-
one waiting—in the shadows.”

Guy relaxed. Cleve was using his head.
He steadied himself and let his blade whis-
per from its sheath. They advanced then.
Shoulders touching; eyes probing.

CHAPTER IV
POWDER PUFF IN GREEN

HEY found the others in the rear.

They were all dead. Cleve bent beside
one and turned him over. It was a stranger.
He wore a green surcoat with crossed
blades embroidered on it. D’Entreville’s
lips formed the word hollowly: “Mont-
morency!”

Cleve nodded and stood up.»“They hit
the place like a plague, Wiped everything
out.” He walked over to a pair of parallel
ruts. “And they took what they had come
for!”

Guy stood with his sword slanted across
his boots. Now the realization of the
calamity struck like a cudgel.

Sickly he thought, “Schomberg’s troops
won't be paid. There won’t be a royal
army. D’Orleans will have time to gather
strength now for a war which will wrack
France with the horror of internal strife.
And, it’s my fault! Mine!”

From somewhere in the shadows a faint
moan sounded. He glanced in its direction,
and then walked over to a clump of bushes,
Cleve followed. There was a man lumped
under the briar, They picked him up and
carried him nearer the light.

It was Sergeant Etienne. Cleve noted the
dark stain on the sergeant’s chest and
shook his head.
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“Bad,” he said. “Not much hope.”

Etienne opened his eyes as they lowered
him to the ground. Guy bent close.

“Etienne. Do you hear me?”

“Oui.” The voice was faint, pitifully
weak. “Oui, mon lieutenant.” The speaker
looked into Cleve’s lean face and chuckled
feebly. “Enjoy your holiday, m’sien?”

Cleve had brought the brandy from the
first tavern. He gave some of it to the ser-
geant, and it helped a little.

“What happened, Sergeant?”

Etienne shrugged. “Twelve of them,” he
croaked. “They swooped into the yard.
Killed all before we had chance. 1 got one,
though. Gave an account of myself before
—before—" His voice dribbled off.

D’Entreville shook him slightly. “Where’s
Beaucaire?”

Etienne opened his eyes. They were be-
coming glazed; he was going fast. “Beau-
caire,” he muttered. “Hmmm. Beaucaire.
He came with them, out of the inn. They
got him first. Put him in coach. Kidnaped
Beaucaire. Going to make him tell—"

The voice faded into a rattle; and
Etienne was staring at them blankly.
D’Entreville lowered the head to the
ground and-stood up.

His voice had ice in it when he said,
“And that leaves our work cut out for us.”

The Englishman nodded absently. His
eyes were bleak question marks. Where
d’Entreviile had been thinking of the con-
sequence, he had been pondering the cause.
Now he sent his long sword riding back
into its sheath and stared at his tall com-
panion.

E KNEW that twelve blades against
two were long odds. But when he
thought of Etienne and the others, the ease
with which one could trace a blue-and-gold
coach; the stake, and his own cold anger,
the odds shrank. He tilted his hat cockily.
“Damme, Guy. We have of a certainty!”
They found the inn-keeper, his family
and lackies, hiding in the horse-stalls.
D’Entreville routed them out. He showered
them with questions, but they were all too
terrified to answer sensibly.

“Welll” He finally shrugged. “Which
way did they go—or don’t you know that,
either?”

The lanky inn-keeper washed his hands
nervously. The events of the night would
be graven in his mind for the rest of his
life. He made a sweeping gesture. “To—to
the south, monsieur.”

D’Entreville’s eyes sought Cleve’s over
the man’s shoulder, and the slim English-
man shrugged. “Naturally, Kitten. What
did you expect?”

The French cavalier frowned. Things
had been happening rapidly. He hadn’t had
time to consider them closely. But the fact
which had lurked at the borderlire of his
mind since the discovery of the missing
coach suddenly loomed into expression.

He shoved the inn-keeper aside, told him
to saddle two fresh horses, and walked up
to Cleve.

“Sacre nom!” he burst out. “There’s
been a leak! How clid Montmorency know
that our coach was . . .”

Richard Cleve looked amused. He shook
his head and patted the Frenchman’s
shoulder. “Very clever, Kitten,” he com-
mented soothingly. “Relax. Of course,
there’s been a leak. As a matter of fact,
there’s been more than a leak. There’s been
a whole cursed fouatain of treachery.”

The jibe in Cleve’s tone made Guy an-
gry. “Now mark me, Richard Cleve—" he
started. But the laughter in the English-
man’s eyes stopped him. He shook his head
hopelessly. “All right, wise man. Perhaps
you can tell me who the traitor is.”

Cleve cocked an eyebrow. “It couldn't
he you?” he said.

D’Entreville grew purple. “No!”

“Temper, Kitten,” the other continued
smoothly. “And, it wasn’t I.” His face
grew serious. “So that leaves but one!”

D’Entreville looked startled. ‘“‘Beau
caire!”

Cleve nodded.

“But that is im»ossible!”

“Is it?” asked the Englishman softly.

“Yes.”

Cleve plucked a wisp of straw from a
nearby bale, and eyed it thoughtfully.
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“For a poet, Kitten,” he said at length,
“You have a singular lack of imagination.
Mark this.”

He put the straw in his mouth and
stared at the Frenchman, “Tonight I visit
the first tavern and stumble into a nest
of green-coats. They attempt to kill me.
Why?” He shrugged. ‘Because they are
waiting to butcher the coach’s escort. 1
know that now.”

“But that has nothinz to do with Beau-
caire,” Guy said.

“Hasn’t it? Very well, I shall go fur-
ther. This evening when le Marquis de
Beaucaire arrived at tte first inn, he did
not care to stay there. Damme! He didn’t
care to stay, because he knew that the
place was stuffed with traitors, It's all
quite simple, vou see.”

D’Entreville was thou ghtful. Cleve made
sense, But the Irenchrnan found it hard
to believe. Whatever h's faults Beaucaire
was one of Richelieu’s trusted agents. The
wily Cardinal was not one to select faulty
material for his secret police. This knowl-
edge kept nagging at Guy.

“Mordi! Your logic is sound, Cleve; but
Etienne told us that Beaucaire was a pris-
oner, a captive, when lust seen. Does that
sound like treachery?”

Cleve shrugged. “No. But Etienne was
dving. Death blurs the vision.”

“Possibly.”

“Possibly indeed! I tell you, the marquis
is hand in glove with Montmorency!”

D’ENTREV]LLE shrugged. He was
almost convincec, but he wouldn’t
give Cleve the satisfaction of knowing it.
As he considered Beaucaire’s treason that
episode back at Never: suddenly became
clear. The marquis had sent that rider on
ahead to prepare Montmorency’s men.

“I think vou’re babbling nonsense,” he
told the Englishman.

The inn-keeper led the horses to them
personally. He was anxious to see them go.
As they swung to the saddle Guy tossed
him a small pouch of gold.

“See that a padre attends the men in the
reat,” he commanded.

“Mais oui, m’sieuy. Even now I shall go
to the parish. Your brave comrades shall
be buried decently.”

Cleve started forward. “No tricks,” he
said. “We'll pass this way again,” He
waited until Guy had drawn abreast him
in the dark of the street. “We hope,” he
finished softly.

D’Entreville nodded. The thing that
they were about to attempt wasn’t wise.
Only a caprice of fate had saved them
from the massacre. Next time fortune
might not smile. Guy frowned, shrugged
indifferently. “Who knows?”

The slim Briton put spurs to his horse.
“At best it’s a game of chance,” he said
lightly. “Two against twelve and devil
take the odds.”

But as they thundered into the night,
Cleve couldn’t help remembering that had
he used his wits to catch the reason for
the fight at the tavern, the game would
never have had to be played. An ounce of
prevention would have saved all.

Dawn found them on the grey ribbon
of road leading to Clermont. They were
saddle-stained and weary; a trifle worried.
They had come many miles. So far, no sign
of the coach.

Their horses were beginning to labor be-
neath the crazy pace. They whipped them
on with the cruelty of desperation. A coach
can not outrun riders. Although the
Marquis had had two hours start, they
knew he couldn’t be far ahead.

“Fresh mounts!” D’Entreville yelled
above the pounding hoofs. “Corbac! And
soon!”

Cleve nodded. His horse stumbled a
trifle and he reached forward and patted
its straining neck. “Steady. One more
league, boy! Keep heart!”

They careened around the bend and al-
most overlooked the small tavern hidden
there. It was a ramshackle affair, seamed
with cracks and vari-colored in greys and
browns, Cleve drew up and slipped lightly
from the saddle. He eyed the staggered
chimney wisping smoke on the gold light
of the rising day and grinned.

“Some one is astir. Take the horses to
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the stable and see about fresh ones. I'll
order a breakfast.”

Guy clutched the reins of the English-
man’s horse and held up two fingers. ““Two
breakfasts,” he said. *Big ones. And pump
the Jandlord dry about the coach. Parblen!
I hope we're on the right trail.” He
shrugged and set his horse to a shambliing
walk.

N THE rear, the tavern’s stables

matched the main building in decay—
exceeded it in solitude. Guy found them
deserted. He stamped about the stalls call-
ing loudly. Finally, he shrugged, led the
horses to the trough, watered them and in-
stalled them in separate booths.

He started out; then, paused. The ani-
mals regarded him pleadingly.

“Sangodemi!” he muttered. “I have
other things to do. Be patient. Some one
will bring you fodder.” One of the horses
whinnied softly and he laughed. “Oh, very
well. T'll find something.”

He discovered a pile of hay near the en-
trance to the stable. There was a pitch-
fork against the jamb. He picked it up and
thrust the prongs deep into the pile. A
startled yelp greeted the effort and a green-
clad figure, trailing hay, shot out of the
pile. D’Entreville dropped the pitchfork
and dove. That green surcoat meant only
one thing. Montmerency!

He caught the fugitive cleanly with his
shoulder and marveled at the fellow’s light
softness. The Montmorency guard slammed
hard to the floor. A hollow “Ooof!”
whooshed out—and the figure went limp.

With a scowl d’Entreville arose from the
body. “Pecaire!” he shrugged. “Snuffed
like a candle. Montmorency must be hir-
ing powder puffs for guards.”” He bent
down and rolled the unconscious figure
over on its back. “Powder puffs,” he
chuckled, “Or women. .. .”

He gagged. It was a woman! A dark,
red-lipped girl of twenty with delicate fea-
tures made more beautiful by the luster of
perfect skin.

She was dressed in man’s clothes. Pleas-
ingly, too, but Guy was too flabbergasted

to notice. The surcoat of green with its
crossed-blades insigria was the only thing
that registered. He gulped. “Sacre nom
d’un cochon! What is a gentleman sup-
posed to do nowr”

He attempted patting the face, then the
wrists. He rested tie head on one knee
and fanned it with his big hat. Still the
dark lashes did not quiver. The girl was
out, definitely!

“Well, my lady,” he decided at last,
“perhaps cognac will do.”

He lifted her. Tte lightness made him
feel sheepish. “Guy d’Entreville—brute,”
he muttered wryly. But his eyes were nar-
rowed, asking questions. Who was she?
Why was she hidden in that hay-pile? And
what connection did she have with Mont-
morency and Beaucaire?

That there was a connection, he was
positive. The green surcoat spoke volumes.

CHATTER V
SING FOR YOUR BREAKFAST

ICHARD CLIVE found the Tavern

. hushed when he entered. There was
a brisk fire in the hearth over which a pot
of porridge bubblec sloppily. He grinned.
“Faith! There must be a strain of Scot in
my host.”

There were two guests asleep and snor-
ing softly in the window-seats near the
front of the taproom. Cleve hadn't noticed
them at first, and he regarded them
thoughtfully, wondering faintly how men
could sleep in such uncomfortable-looking
positions.

He considered waking them; but at that
moment the side door burst open and a
paunchy little man entered. The English-
man smiled.

“Well, landlord! Do you practice leav-
ing your new-come guests alone? My
friend and 1 have traveled hard through
the night. We expact service.”

The inn-keeper had been napping in the
kitchen. He was frosh awake and peevish.
His eyes, sunk deep in fatty sockets,
blinked meanly. “This inn serves no break-
fasts, m’sieu!”
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Cleve looked at the porridge cooking in
the hearth and his arm flickered out like
a snake. His fingers curled about the dirty
collar and he yanked :he inn-keeper up
short,

“Really now!” he laughed. “No break-
fasts, eh?”

His prisoner wiggled vainly. Then he
saw the cold devilment in the Englishman’s
eves and he stopped.

“But there are exceptions, monsicur.
There are—ouch—excer tions.”

Cleve didn’t releasc him yet. “Natu-
rally,” he said. “My friend and 1 are ex-
ceptional persons. We enjoy the best of
food, and we like information with it.”

“Oui, m’sien. I am your servant.”

“At what time did a blue-and-gold coach
pass bere this morning?”’

The fat landlord hesitated. His little
eyes swept craftily over Cleve’s shoulder.
Then widened. The Englishman caught the
expression. He heard a slight movement
behind.

Without warning he cucked and hurled
the screaming inn-keeper over his shoulder.
There was a grunt followed by the thud
of two bodies hitting thz floor.

A knife clattered in ¢pinning circles to
his feet.

Cleve whirled. The other guest was
plunging toward him a stiletto poised high.
Cleve grabbed the striking arm with his
left hand. He let fly a savage right and the
man’s head snapped back.

Cleve blew on his kn ickles. He kicked
the groaning landlord aside, and pulled the
first assailant to his knees by the hair. The
man was barely conscious. The impact of
the inn-keeper’s body had knocked most of
the wind out of him. Cleve shook the fel-
low,

“Nice people,” he said. “I should have
suspected you two, when I first entered.
You locked too uncomfortable to be actu-
ally slumbering. Egad! U'm growing care-
less.”

The prisoner cringed. “Mercy,” he
pleaded grogeily. “Mercy, in the name of
God.”

Cleve reached back for a bottle on the

mantel over the hearth. He cracked it shat-
teringly against the stone and held the re-
maining half in front of his prisoner’s hor-
rified eyes. The glass was jagged, vicious-
locking.

“All right,” said the Englishman. “Sing
out, my pretty bird.”

In the background the landlord groaned.
“Not in my inn, m’sieu, please. Not his
eyes!” he implored.

Cleve’s voice was cold, “Silence, dolt!”
He yanked the prisoner’s face closer to
the broken bottle. “Do you tell your tale,
or have I to twist this into your ugly
face?”

The prisoner collapsed. “I’'ll talk, you
devil,” he blubbered. “I’ll talk.”

Cleve nodded. “Good.” He smiled grim-
ly. “And never mind your opinions of me.
When did Beaucaire pass through here?”

“Three hours past, monsieur.”

“He expected us?”

“Yes. When he learned that you and
d’Entreville hadn’t been killed last night,
he left René and me behind to take care
of you.”

Cleve shrugged. The man’s words cleared
all doubts about Beaucaire. The marquis
was in the plot, up to his neck.

“Where is Beaucaire going?”

A slight stubbornness edged into the
prisoner’s eyes. He closed his lips. With
a curse Cleve gave him a small taste of
the glass. Just a scratch. But it was enough.
The man wilted.

“To his castle, at Beaucaire.”

Cleve lifted the bottle. “You lie! Schom-
berg will be at Beaucaire within a week.
The marquis will want none of him.”

“The marquis will have a thousand men
by then.”

LEVE'S eyes widened. So that was it!
Beaucaire was going to use the gold
to raise his own troops, The Englishman
bit his lip thoughtfully. It followed that
Montmorency had done the same with the
other robbed shipments.
Then there would be two well-equipped
forces to act in accord with d’Orleans!
“A war,” Cleve muttered, “of no mean
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size.” He smiled grimly. The whole plot
had an ironic jest to it. The conspirators
were using Richelien’s gold to defeat
Richelieu. He stared down at his captive.
“Montmorency’s army. Where is—”

But, the question was interrupted. Cleve
released the prisoner, flashed out with his
blade, then relaxed. It was d’Entreville,
standing in the doorway with a limp fig-
use in his arms.

“You'll fetch trouble, sneaking up on
people that way, Kitten,” Cleve said. “You
should sing, or something.”

D’Entreville strode into the room. He
frowned at the prisoner and at the uncon-
scious form on the floor. “Brawling again,
eh? What happened?’

Cleve told him. When he had finished
the Frenchman had a tight expression
around his lips. “You realize what it means,
of course,” he said.

“Certainly. Unless something is done
quickly, France will not be independent
much longer. The moment civil war
weakens her enough, Spain and Austria will
step in to establish order.”

“I hadn’t thought of it that way,”
d’Entreville admitted gravely. “But you're
right.” He shrugged and stared down at
the girl in his arms. He didn’t like to
think about it.

“Look what I found,” he said.

Cleve stared. “Why damme!” he ex-
claimed. “It’s a girl. A beautiful girl!”

At his feet the prisoner gasped. The
Englishman tapped him with the rapler.
“No tricks. Understand?” He returned to
Guy. “Faith, Kitten, from now on, I’ll
take care of the horses.” Then, he frowned.
“Hmm. Green surcoat?”

D’Entreville nodded. His voice was
loaded with significance. “Precisely. A
green surcoat!’ .

In his arms the girl moaned softly,
stirred. He carried her to a bench and sat
her down on it. “Inn-keeper,” he yelled.
“Fetch some brandy.”

Cleve’s other prisoner grunted and sat
up groggily. “Wha-what happened?” he
wanted to know.

“You forgot to duck,” Cleve told him.

He snagged the inn-keepet’s arm as that
worthy appeared from the kitchen carry-
ing a bottle. “Give me your keys, land-
lord.”

The in-keeper had seen enough and
heard enough to make him respect this
Englishman. He surrendered the keys with-
out question and scuttled over to Guy with
the brandy.

Cleve forced his grumbling captives up-
stairs. He locked -hem in a small closet,
pocketed the key and returned to the tap-
rcom. He found d’Entreville pouring
brandy down the girl’s throat, the inn-
keeper watching fascinatedly.

“Breakfast, you lout!” Cleve bellowed,
bringing the flat of his blade across the
fat man’s breeches. “And be quick about
it!”

The landlord bounded into the kitchen
yelping “Ou#’s.” Thae girl opened her eyes.
They were beautiful eyes, soft brown and
at the moment confused. Cleve sat down
opposite her so that he could see them
better.

“Good morning, m’dear,” he said pleas-
antly and frowned at d’Entreville. “I'll take
care of her now.”

Guy's arms held firmly to the girl’s
shoulders. “You are too cursed kind for
your own good,” he said.

Cleve shrugged. The girl said, “Good
morning.” Her voice was soft, rather faint,
Cleve liked it. He began to tell d’Entre-
ville that if he was a true gentleman—but
the French cavalier wasn’t heeding him.

“You feel better, mademoiselle?” he
asked.

“Yes, What—what happened?”

Cleve looked at the Frenchman bitterly.
“This lout would know,” he told her.

Guy flashed. “Wait till I get you alone.”

HEN the girl gasped. “Now I remem-
ber. I was in the barn. Oui/ I was hid-
ing.” At this poin:. her eyes blazed. “And
you,”’—she turned on Guy—tried to stab
me; you hurled me¢ to the floor!”
Cleve made sympathetic sounds and
glared at d’Entreville.  The crimson
Frenchman attempted a weak defense.
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“But, mademoiselle—"

The girl’s hand flashed up and slapped
across the startled Frenchman’s lips.

“Cochon!”

Guy caught her hands in self-defense.
Cleve started to laugh, but the girl’s hot
gaze swept him and he frowned and shook
his finger at d’Entreville

“Shame on you, Kitten!” he said.

“Never mind being gallant,” Guy
snapped. “We have a lot of questions to
ask this young lady. In the first place, I
want to know why she was hiding, and
in the second place why she is garbed in
Montmorency’s uniform.”

Cleve stood up and shook his head.
“I merely want to know her name,”’ he
admitted.

The girl said, “I'll answer nothing!
Nothing! Do you understand?”

D’Entreville got to his feet. He was still
holding her hands in a s'rong grip and his
eyes were determined.

“Mademoiselle,” he said patiently,
“boorishness is not my habit to one so
beautiful as you. But—"" His voice became
flint-like. “I have a duty to France. You'll
answer my questions.”

Cleve said: “Egad! 'You'd be a good
poet, if you hadn’t such a strong love of
duty, Kitten.” He looked at the girl. “But,
he’s right, m’dear. Duty Lnows no courtesy.
We're on the King’s business.”

She laughed. “Liar!” she cried. “Do you
not think that T know the uniform you
wear? The King’s business indeed! Those
sky-blue surcoats with their gold trim are
the very liveries of my own brother!”

CHAPTER VI
RIDE A SLOW HORSE

HE statement fell like a blow on their
credulity. D’Entreville recovered first.
“Corbac! 1t’s true! Her face has been
teasing my memory and now I see it. Two
years past—presented at court.” He stared.
“Am I correct, mademoiselle?”
She nodded.
Cleve pursed his lips. He wanted to
know why le Marquis de Beaucaire’s sister

was dressed like a man. Why she had
hidden in the stable of a decrepit little
hostelry half a league from Clermont.

“I shall tell you nothing,” the girl
snapped.

The Englishman bowed and said, “Your
beauty is exceeded only by your stubborn-
ness.”

The girl regarded him defiantly, “Pre-
cisely, monsieur!”

Cleve shrugged. He was tempted to
shake her, but his better instincts pre-
vailed. He had been brought up to be
a gentleman; and although he had often
doubted the wisdom of it, the fact re-
mained that he couldn’t lay violent hands
on a woman.

Just then, the pudgy inn-keeper ap-
peared staggering beneath a full tray. The
sight of food made up the Englishman’s
mind and he took the girl firmly by the
arm,

“Very well, m’lady. For the present, you
win.”

She wrenched free of him. “What are
you going to do?”

Cleve smiled faintly, “First I'm going
to lock you in a room; and then I intend
to enjoy the first meal I've had in twelve
long hours.” He bowed graciously. “After
you, mademoiselle.”

The girl hesitated, contemplating rebel-
lion, but the dancing light in the English-
man’s eyes dissuaded her. She shrugged
and preceded him up the creaking stairs
at the end of the room.

. . . Breakfast was good. Stewed fruit,
porridge, bacon, and frothy chocolate.
When they had finished Cleve pushed aside
the naked plates and regarded d’Entreville.
He saw that the Frenchman was thinking
the same thoughts as he, and chuckled.

“Tis a simple kettle of trouble, Kitten,”
he said. “And it has but four ingredients.

“First, there is the Duke of Orleans
marching his army down the west side of
the Rhone. Second, there is Schomberg’s
royal army marching from the west to
intercept him. Third, there is a traitor who
bad made off with the gold for his own
ends.”
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Cleve sighed. “And fourth, there are
two foolish cavaliers—ourselves. Add these
ingredients one by one. Season with a
mysterious lady who is the traitor’s sister
and two futile assassins, and you have a
devil’s brew.”

D’ENTREVILLE didn’t appreciate the
whimsy. He was thinking about
Schomberg’s army marching toward Beau-
caire Castle in hope of being paid. The
French cavalier could visualize the scene.
The royal army would be paid. Paid in
bullets! Beaucaire Castle was strong and
with a small force Beaucaire could hold it
for months. The royal army would dis-
band.

“Corbac!” he exclaimed.
warn Marshal Schomberg.”

“Why?” The Englishman’s tone was
amused. “Do you wish to disband his
army sooner than expected?”

“Sacre nom! That is right, too. Hmmph!
We are in a cul de sac, eh?”

Cleve picked up a crust of bread, tore
off a piece and popped it into his mouth,.
“It appears that way. 1 fear that there is
small hope of catching Beaucaire now. Of
course we could try.”

D’Entreville leaned forward. “That is
precisely what 1 am going to do, Cleve.”
His dark eyes held a challenge; a question
in them, “T’ll follow that swine into his
castle.”

Cleve knew that he was being sounded.
The mere fact that D’Entreville thought it
necessary made him grin wryly.

“Really?” he said. “You realize of
course, that when Beaucaire does not hear
from his hirelings, he’ll be on guard. He
knows us for fools. He’ll be expecting us.”

“Sangodemi! What of it?”

Cleve nodded and stood up. He gave
Guy’s head a push and laughed. “Come
on, fool. We'll see ahout fresh horses.”

They found the landlord and went out
to the stables. Beaucaire had taken all the
fresh horses for his coach and the only
mounts remaining were at pasture. They
went to the field behind the barn and in-
spected the beasts.

“We should

“Mordi! Do you call those things
horses?” D’Entreville cried. “They’re in-
sults to their breed.”

The inn-keeper looked apologetic. He
observed that the horses were rather jaded,
but Beaucaire had given them & hard ride.
He was very sorry. In fact, he verged into
tears when Guy scowled at him,

“Well,” the Frenchman decided, “there
is not much we can do. Saddle the two
best, and we’ll pray that they carry us as
far as Clermont without collapsing.”

URING ths exchange Cleve leaned

against the fence and said nothing.
Now he turned. “Never mind the best.
Saddle the oldest horse, the most dis-
reputable of th: lot. The dappled-grey
mare over there in the corner will do.”

The pudgy proprietor’s mouth gaped,
but Cleve eyed him sternly. “Oui, monsieur.
Immediately. Quil”

He waddled off like a frightened pen-
guin. D’Entreville tapped Cleve’s shoulder
gently.

“More comedy, mon ami?”

“On the contrary. I'm becoming clever.”

“Qr a trifle aldled.”

“Why, Kitten'”

“Sangodemi! Don’t call me Kitten!”

“All right.”

“Hmmph! You're a liar. Now perhaps
you'll tell me what you've dug up with
your presumed mind.”

Cleve relaxed against the fence, crossed
one hooted leg over the other. He grinned.
“Beaucaire is a very clever fellow!”

D’Entreville’s foot shot out, caught
under Cleve’s supporting leg and yanked.
The Englishman crashed to the ground.

“Pecaire! Cleve, some day you shali
learn to answer simple questions-—simply!”

From his sitting position Cleve shook
his head, plucked a blade of grass and in-
serted it between his teeth. The rough
handling did not affect him in the least.
“Temper Kitten,” he said. “You did not
give me opportunity to finish.”

“Well, finish then. Here, give me your
hand.”

The Englishman shook his head wisely.
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“Ah no. T feel safer on the ground, thank
you.” He inspected the blade of grass
thoughtfully before looking up again. “As
[ was saying, Beaucaire is clever and if
we are to beat him we must—"

Suddenly his voice trailed. He had
shifted his gaze indifferently toward the
rear of the tavern, but now his eyes blinked
wide and he vaulted to his feet.

“The prisoners,” he cried. “They're es-
caping.”

D’Entreville whirled. He saw the girl
and the two men climbing into the saddles
of the horses he had put into the stables
earlier. The girl seemed to be objecting
about something. Suddenly one of the men
reached down and swept ner to the pom-
mel. Then they were gailoping away before
Cleve had taken three steps.

“Ah  well,” the Englishman sighed.
“They made it. But they shan’t get far.
Those mounts are about done in.” He
turned to Guy. “Come o1, Kitten. Let’s
retire to our host’s kitchen and see how
many pots and pans he has.”

D’Entreville’s eyes widened. Then nar-
rowed. Cleve had something on his mind
but he didn’t trust him. “If this is some
more of your putrid comedy—"" he threat-
ened.

But the Englishman was already striding
toward the tavern.

CHAPTER VII
COME INTO MY DUNGEON

EAUCAIRE was a small town ot a
few thousand, staading opposite
Avignon and dominated by a huge feudal
castle which had been renovated during
the reign of Francis I.

It was a town not easily startled by
the bizarre appearance of its many tran-
sients because it was on one of the major
arteries which connected Paris with south-
ern France.

The advent of a wandering tinker, seated
upon a sway-backed mare, led by a dirty-
faced apprentice, caused no more than an
incurious stare from a few idle citizens.

The tinker had come from the north.
For lack of a more convenient place, he
carried the impliments of his trade—an
unholy conglomeration of pots and pans—
upon the swaying rump of his horse. His
hat was grey, smudgy and brimless; the
hair beneath matted, unkempt.

He rolled in his saddle, arms dangling,
and left no doubt in the minds of many
as to the utterly shiftless mode of his liv-
ing.

The apprentice was cut from the same
cloth. He trudged along at a listless pace,
hand on the bridle more as in need of sup-
port than to lead, with a blank grin on
his unshaven face and a low tune in his
throat.

Had any of the hurrying burghers both-
ered to listen they would have heard,

So I waik, walk, walk,
With the Kitten at my hock,
He’s a Kitten without equal in the land

But, even had the burghers listened and
understood the droned words, they could
not have understood the tinker’s crazy
reaction.

He reached back deliberately, gripped a
pot, and banged it smartly atop the coned
hat of his musical assistant.

“Sangodemi! Quiet, Cleve, or by—"

The Englishman grinned through the
grime. “Ssk/” he cautioned. “Remember,
my name is Jacques.”

“Very well, Jacques. If you value your
life don’t—"

Clevel pulled the mare to a stop. They
were in the middle of the marketplace near
the foot of the castle. Busy crowds surged
about them and the shadow of the castle’s
great bastion lent solidness to the move-
ment,

Tt was late in the afternoon. The towns-
folk clustered about the food vendors in-
tent upon buying the evening meal. The
babble of voices unending.

“Well, Kitten. Here we are.”

D’Entreville slid from the saddle with
an experienced grace entirely out of keep-
ing with a tinker’s manner. He sent a
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thoughtful glance toward the portcullis of
the castle and noted the guards in green
surcoats standing there.

“Corbac,” he muttered. “To get past
them will be a problem.” He looked at
Cleve. “I presume the next move for us
is to rent a stall, set up a business, and
trust that trade is bad. If someone asks me
to mend a kettle I'll be in a pretty fix.”

Cleve grinned. “You could develop a
sore hand or something,” he suggested,
and pointed toward a stall twenty yards
to the right whose occupant seemed en-
gaged in moving. “There is our place.”

They approached the owner of the booth.
He was a leather worker of long propor-
tions both of body and face. He was piling
his merchandise angrily into a two-wheeled
cart, muttering as he did so.

D’Entreville said, “Hola, mon am. You
are moving out, €h?”

The lanky leather worker paused, put
bis hands on his hips and spat forcefully.
“Yes! And if you are wise you'll do the
same. Hell will break in Beaucaire shortly.
I'm leaving while the leaving is good!”

“Really? And, what will cause this
Hell?”

HE man cast a black look at the

castle. “Rebellion,” he said frankly.
“Le Marquis de Beaucaire and le Duc de
Montmorency are recruiting. Every day
for the past week unemployed soldiers have
been drifting into town. I know the signs.
The war-drums are getting ready to roll,
and when they do, it is no place for an
honest worker.”

“But the other booths are full,” Guy
observed.

“They’ll be gone tomorrow. Word has
just come that Schomberg’s army is on the
march here. Note the crowds around you,
m’sieu. The townsfolk are smart. They are
buying provisions from a long siege.”

D’Entreville shook his head. “T don’t
believe you,” he said bluntly. “I have been
told that Beaucaire is a good place to
trade. I have traveled far, and here I stay!
How much for your stall, monsieur?”

The leather worker laughed bleakly. He
threw the last of his goods into the cart
and climbed abcard. “Nothing,” he said.
“To take money from a fool is bad luck.”

Then he slapped leather on the rump of
his horse and went away, bumping awk-
wardly across the square, and leaving
d’Entreville red-faced and speechless with
anger. Cleve rubbed a thoughtful finger
along the stubble on his chin. Suddenly he
laughed and clapped Guy upon the back.

“Well, come on, fool,” he said heartily.
“let’s get unpacked!”

D’Entreville’s foot shot out. But Cleve
evaded it merrily, spinning lightly on his
heels. The maneuver carried him swiftly
over the cobbles.

He didn’t see the two guards, resplendent
in their plumed hats and green surcoats,
and they didn’t sze him, Mutual ignorance
resulted in a hezvy impact. Cleve struck
them like a bowling ball.

“Corbac et Sccre nom d’un cochonl”
One of the guards roared struggling to a
sitting position. His comrade was not as
verbal. He lay face down in the mud with
Cleve sprawled atop him. “What is this?”

“A mistake,” Cleve assured him and
bounded to his feet. “A thousand pardons.
monsieur.” He lcoked closely at the mud-
packed face of the other who was now ris-
ing, and added hastily, “A million pardon-
to you.”

“Sangodemi! 1’11 murder him! Tl cu
his heart out!” howled he of the mud-fillec
face.

D’Entreville stepped up. In his hand
he held a heavy soldering iron. He glarec
at Cleve. “Braw ing again, eh?” he said
“Mordi! Can’t you keep out of trouble!”

“But, it wasn’t my—" Cleve began t¢
protest.

T THAT moment, the guards decided

to avenge the indignity done them.
Muddy-face whirled Cleve around with the
intention of cufing him soundly, only
d’Entreville  interrupted. He rapped
Muddy-face across the knuckles and
Muddy-face danced away howling.



RAKEHELLY RIDE 27

And thern the other guard started to
go for his sword, but Cleve drove his fist
into the fellow’s belly.

From up the square, six more guards
witnessed the outrages being committed on
their comrades and charged to the rescue.
D’Entreville bent his soldering iron over
the head of the first one iand Cleve lashed
out with his fist and sent another back on
his heels. Guy regarded tte Englishman in
amazement.

“Parbleu! With your hsts? Where did
you learn to fight that way?”

“England,” puffed Clev>. “The common
people on my father's estate call it box-
ing.”

The battle was short, after that. Bare
fists and a soldering iron are no match
for a quartet of rapiers. Cleve and
d’Entreville took one lock at the steel,
shrugged, and surrendered.

“Take them to the dungeon,” bawled
one of the guards. a sergeant. *“They have

attacked the soldiers of the duke. Le
marquis will judge them.”
“Fine mess,” d'Entreville growled to

Cleve, as they were marched away.

“Hush, Kitten.” The Englishman grinned.
“We are getting into the zastle.”

Montmorency's guards marched them
through the gate, across the outer bailey,
and into the armory bul ding which ad-
joined the north wall and surmounted the
dungeon. With each step d'Entreville’s
hopes diminished.

As itinerant tinkers he and Cleve had
plotted to enter the walle under guise of
being commissioned to repair the pots and
pans of the kitchen. Then they would have
had opportunity te reconnoiter without
suspicion. But now—they were trapped.
And destined to languish in a stinking cell
until their fate was decided.

They were pitched roughly into a large
room. It was dirty, deserted. 1t wasn’t
a regular cell but seemed to be a sort of
forgotten guardroom unused for decades.
Cleve inspected it thoughtfully and won-
dered why they had been put here instead
of in the main dungeon He asked the
jailer. The man shrugged.

“The dungeon’s being used to store arms.
Ball and powder,” he said.

Cleve nodded. Recruits had been drill-
ing in the bailey when he and Guy had
come through it. This sight and now the
knowledge of the vast amounts of muni-
tions being stored away, converged into one
fact. Beaucaire Castle was to be used as
a seat of war..

He turned to mention it to his com-
panion. Guy was over in a corner, bending
beneath a worm-eaten table, the cell’s lone
piece of furniture.

“Faith. What the devil are you up to?”

The French cavalier threw a furtive
glance over his shoulder. Then he settled
on his haunches and displayed that which
he had in his hands. It gleamed dully in
the half-light,

“I found it behind this table,” he said
softly.

Cleve looked closer. Tt was the latter
part of a broken broadsword. Its hilt was
green with corrosion and extended for ex-
actly hall of the whole piece. “Damme!
That's an old thing. Been here for a hun-
dred years, no doubt. They can’t have
cleaned this room very thoroughly before
pitching us into it. Perchance there is more
to be found.”

Without another word they bent down
and combed the cell for further weapons.
It was futile, but they continued with the
stubbornness of hope. So engrossed were
they in the task that they didn’t notice
the door swing open to admit an officer
of the guards and his squad of eight.

CLEVE made the discovery. On hands
and knees he had worked himself
nearer the door. His hands sifted through
the dust on the floor, fluttered across the
toe of a jack-boot,

His eyes followed the toe to the heel;
from the heel to the calf; to the thigh, to
the red velvet sash, and then into the
officer’s frowning face.

The Englishman grinned weakly.

“Hello,” he said.

The officer snorted. “Nom du Diable!
What is this?”
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Guy d’Entreville, engaged in a corner,
whirled at the voice and leaped to his
feet. The sword-hilt tinkled to the floor and
an alert guardsman scooped it up.

“A broken sword?” the officer asked,
staring at it. He shoved it into his sash
and laughed. “Tricky varlets, aren’t you?
Well, it will do you no good. Fall in.
I'm taking you up to the main hall for
your judgment, It won’t go any easier
with you when I tell monsienr le marquis
of this attempt to escape.”

Le Marquis de Beaucaire sat behind the
elevated table in the main hall and stared
indifferently at the two ragamuffins who
had been led before him.

As a rule he liked the prerogative which,
as a noble of a semi-feudal domain, gave
him the right to sit in judgment over his
fellow men. But tonight he was tired, list-
less. Beside him, le Duc de Montmorency
crossed his legs and sighed.

Montmorency was a handsome man still
under forty, and looked younger than his
years. He was a dashing sort of person,
adored by women, hot-blooded, impulsive.
The present scene bored him.

“Sandieu!” he muttered to Beaucaire,
“this sort of thing went out with plate
armor. Why don’t you turn it over to the
civil courts in the town? We're living in
the Seventeenth Century, Mazo! Not in
1266.”

Beaucaire shrugged, rested his hawkish
face on the palm of his hand and stared
at the prisoners. ‘It amuses me,” he said.
“Life can be boring at times, and the tales
that some of these wretches tell me are
laughable.” He eyed the officer who had
brought in the culprits. “Very well, capi-
taine. The charges?”

“Assaulting eight guardsmen, interfering
with a patrol, attempting murder with a
broken sword, conspiring to escape their
just punishment, disturbing the peace—”"

One of the prisoners, the slighter of the
two, turned.

“Damme!” he erupted, “either you are
a proficient liar, or you’ve mistaken us
for two other prisoners!”

The capiteine raised his hand to smash

the face of his accuser. Beaucaire’s cris
command stopped him. The marquis wa:
straight in his chair now. No longer indif
ferent, bored. de sank his dark eyes ints
the men before him; stripped aside the
rags, the grime; and smiled.

“Ma foi!” he said. “Le Comte d’Entre
ville and m’Lord Cleve.”

CHAPTER VIII
TURN OF THE DICE

ILENCE f:l like a mantle over the

great hall. Time seemed frozen. Beau
caire remained sitting with that triumphan
smile smearing his face. Montmorency wa
astounded, the capitaine and guards con
fused. And Guy d’Entreville’s heart fille
with despair.

It was Cleve who broke the quiet. H
cursed the English accent which had gives
them away, but it was typical of him t
smile.

“Hmmm,” he said and shrugged. “Well
the jig’s up.” He thrust hands inte hi
pockets and looked impudently at th
marquis. ‘Greetings—swine!”

Beaucaire started as if slapped. Th
smile left his 'ips. His eves glittered witl
a cruel coldness. “You are most welcome
messieurs,” he said with great contro
“We've been expecting you.”

Cleve nodded. “I thought as much. Th
two that you ‘eft to murder us are bette
messengers than assassins.”

Beaucaire stood up. The Englishman
manner infuriated him. “You're a cleve
one, aren’t yo1. What did you intend t
do in those disguises?”

Cleve folded his arms. “Guess,” he sai
pleasantly.

Beaucaire shook his head. “I don’t nee
to. The fact thiat you are here is all tha
I need to know.” He turned to Moni
morency who was leaning back in his chai
regarding Cleve and d’Entreville narrowiy
“These are the two, monsieur le duc.”

“Pve gathwred that,” Montmorenc
nodded. “They’ve caused a deal of mis
chief, haven’t they?”

“Enough,” Beaucaire replied. He smilec
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“In war time, Henri, when an enemy is
caught wearing a disguise, what is the
penalty?”

“Death. Naturally.”

Beaucaire folded his hands and nodded.
“Naturally,” he said.

D’Entreville surged fornard. Two guards
grabbed his arms and jerked him back.
“You filthy dog! You wouldn’t dare!”

Beaucaire raised his eyebrows and
shrugged. “Wouldn't 1?" he asked. Sud-
denly, his fist hit the table.

“Youll hang! I'll string you from the
wall for Schomberg to admire. Yes, and
in your vile rags! "Twill be a fine sight
to see two gentlemen, a Ivench comte and
an English lord, danglirg in rags like
common felons, A fine sight!”

Cleve, still with his hands in his pockets,
rolled easily on his heels. He had been
whistling softly through his teeth during
Beaucaire's vituperation. Now he stopped
and eyed the marquis calmly.

“Faith! You lose composure quickly.
Aren’t you a little mad, monsieur? A trifle
drunk with petty power?”

Beaucaire was livid. His hand trembled.
“Take them away,” he shouted. “Take
them out of my sight, until morning!”

“Your wish,” smiled (leve, *is their
command. Good evening gentlemen. And
if you sleep—pleasant dreams!”

HEIR cell was clean when they re-

turned to it. The fat juiler, having wit-
nessed the episode with the broken sword,
had guarded against pos:ible recurrence.
The floor had been swept of its ancient
dust; even the lone piece of furniture had
been removed.

In the corner were tw) mattresses of
straw, a pitcher of water. Nothing more.
Cleve flopped down, cradled his head
and regarded d’Entreville.

The Frenchman was pacing the room
like a caged tiger. His fate wasn’t what
hothered him. He wasn’t afraid. He was
angry clear through.

“The filthy swine! The scabby traitor!
Oh, had I but one minute alone with
him ., ,

“Half  a minute,” Cleve said and
chuckled. “Ah relax, Kitten. That is your
trouble. You anger too easily.”

Guy came over and sat down, He didn’t
speak. His eyes swept the cell. It was long,
low-ceilinged, with solid stone walls on
four sides unpierced by windows.

The only egress, the lone means of ven-
tilation, was the iron door at the further
end. He stared at this carefully. The lower
half was solid metal; the upper portion,
striped with iron bars. It was escape-proof.

“Corbac! 'This is a tight little nest. It
leaves nothing to the imagination.”

“True,” Cleve nodded. “Too true.” He
raised his head and squinted at the door.
Fortunately there was a torch-pot opposite
it in the corridor. He watched the file of
men passing by and said, “I wonder why
our friends out there are so busy? They've
been carrying powder-kegs and ball from
below ever since we've arrived.”

Guy shrugged. “Our cell is adjacent to
the castle’s main bastion. That corridor
connects the armory with the tower room.
There is a forty-pound Carthoun cannon
mounted atop it. I overheard one of the
guards talking while we were being led
back. They expect to do great things when
Schomberg arrives tomorrow. Height will
double the Carthoun’s ordinary range.”

“Faith! A pretty idea! A cannon in the
tower-top and a whole army marching up
to it unsuspecting. That’s about all Schem-
berg’s troops need. No pay for months and
a gun hurling death down on them after
a long trek.”

The Englishman sat up and smiled
wryly. “Our friend the marquis has plotted
well. After the first two charges, Schom-
berg will have trouble in keeping his men
from desertion, much less having them
storm the castle.”

“Mordi! Had we but a way to warn
them!” )

“False hope, Kitten. We’ll be too cursed
busy kicking our lives out on the wall
to care much about the royal army.”

Four hours crawled into the gloom, At
midnight the castle settled down. From the
wall-walks sleepy sentinels called their post
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tunelessly. Cleve and Guy had borrowed a
set of dice from the jailer. Now, as the
muffled “All’s well” cries seeped down to
them, they paused in the play.

Twelve o’clock! They had six possibly
seven hours left of life. Finally the English-
man laughed.

“Ten thousand you owe me,” he said.
“Your luck has run out, Guy.”

D’Entreville stared through the dimness.
The torch in the corridor was guttering.
Its light coated the side of his face in
wavery orange. His lips were drawn, his
eyes helpless. He had made the mistake
of allowing his imagination to work.
Cleve’s chiding words cracked it. “Corbac!
And that is truel”

He raised his hand to hurl the senseless
dice away, but Cleve's voice came solidly
through the half murk. “Play them, Kit-
ten!”

Guy relaxed. He rattled the cubes, half
ashamed. “Of course, clown. My luck will
turn. Wager a thousand.”

Suddenly his hand stopped in mid-air.
His eyes were fixed on the door. “Parbleu
Cleve. We have a visitor.”

LEVE didn't turn. His voice came

soft: “Better to go down fighting

than to hang. I'll knock his legs from under
him. Grab his sword.”

“But it isn’t a he!”

“Eh?” The Englishman stood up and
turned. Coming toward them, outlined
sharply, was the figure of a woman. A
young woman, lithe and graceful in her
step. She held her finger to her lips.

D’Entreville gasped. “You!”

“Yes, it is 1,” she said softly.

It was the girl of the tavern, Beaucaire’s
sister. Cleve said, “Thoughtful of you to
come to gloat.”

“You are cruel, monsieur. I have come
to help you.” '

“A likely tale.”

“’Tis the truth. Had I blieved you twe
days ago at the tavern, this might not
have happened.”

Cleve glanced at d’Entreville. The
Frenchman was serious, intent, The Briton

shrugged. “Pray continue, mademoiselle.
We have little else to do, and no appoint-
ments until tomorrow morning.”

The girl bit her lip at his casual refer-
ence to the execution. She looked over
her shoulder at the jailer who was stand-
ing indifferently in the doorway with a
torch in his fist.

“Please believe me, monsicur,” she said.
“T am a loyal subject. T want no part in
the treason tha: my mad brother has
started. For two months he has kept me
a virtual prisoner in the castle; then three
nights ago I escaped dressed in a guard’s
uniform, 1 tried to reach Paris to warn
the King of this plot and plead clemency
for my brother.”

“He’ll need more than clemency now,”
d’Entreville said.

The girl cast him a despairing look.
“It’s not Mazo’s fault,” she replied. “He
has fallen under he influence of that devil
Montmorency. The promise of great glories
has made him mad. He’s like a child. Blind
to the wrong he’s doing. Surely, you can
understand that?”

“We can try,” Cleve compromised. He
eyed her closely. *“You were trying to reach
Paris . . .”

“Yes. I stoppel at that little inn where
you found me, to change horses. While
I was there my Hrother’s coach drew into
the courtyard. T was frantic. Should he
see me he weuld know my business and
take me back.”

“So you hid in the stable.”

“Yes. I covered myself with hay. It
was soft and T was tired. I was asleep—"
Here she paused, smiled ruefully at Guy—
“_when you awakened me, monsienr.”

“Er— Yes.”

“Afterward in the tavern, when 1 saw
both of you in my brother’s livery, T re-
fused to believe your loyalty to the Crown.
It wasn’t until Plerre and René broke into
my room that I realized my error.”

Guy asked: “Pierre and René?”

“The lads who tried to knife me,” Cleve
said. “Continue, mademoiselle.”

“René had recognized me in the tap-
room, He and Pierre forced me to return
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with them to Beaucaire.” She looked earn-
estly into the faces of the two cavaliers.

2 ND that is all. I tave heard the
sentence which my poor mad
brother has passed on you. I have come to
aid. T ask only that you speak a kind word
n his behalf after this rebellion collapses.
For vour Richelieu will pardon him.”

She fumbled in her handbag and fur-
ively withdrew a large key. “Take this.
[t is the duplicate of the one which opens
he door to this room.”

Cleve felt the cool thrill of the metal in
iis palm. He inclined his head. “You are
1 brave woman, mademoisclle.”

Her earnestness disregarded the words.
‘Tonight the gate will be cpened to allow
Montmorency’s coach to leave.”

D Entreville frowned. “The duke is not
taying?”’

“No. He is on his way to inform le Duc
I'Orleans of Schomberg’s collapse.”

“Confident fellow,” Clev2 said.

“That is all I can do for you, messieurs,”’
he girl shrugged. *‘Go to chomberg and
varn him of the ambuscade that the rebels
1ave awaiting him.”

D 'Entreville bowed over her hand. “My
ratitude shall be eternally yours, made-
noiselle.”

leve sniffed. ““We're not out of here yet,
Citten.”” Then he softened. He stared at
er and finished simply. “*Thanks.”

She smiled, laughed softly. “You Eng-
ish are so clipped, vet so sincere,” she
aid. I trust you will be equally sincere
n practicing your gratitude. When this is
wer. pay it by saving my brother’s life.”

“Richelieu is a hard man, mademoiselle,”
suy pointed out. “He is ruthless to his
nemies, implacable.”

“Promise that you will i1 tercede for my
srother,”” she insisted.

D’'Entreville shrugged. “[ promise,” he
aid.

And then she was gone. 5one in a swirl
)f satin through the iron coor at the end
f the rcom. The jailer followed heavily
ind Cleve stared at d’Entreville.

“The dead live again,” he said and

flipped the key in his hand. “How do you
feel, Kitten?”

“Like singing. Come. Let’s get out of
heret!”

“Not so fast, my friend. What plan have
we?”

“To leave, of course; and then, to warn
Schomberg.”

Cleve shook his head. “And what good
would it do? Beaucaire still has the gold.
He has a dungeon crammed with muni-
tions. Warning Schomberg will not save
France from a civil war. We must find the
treasure, Kitten. And, if we can’t steal it—
destroy it.”

Guy stared. “Parbleu! You speak oi
miracles! ™

The Briton looked at the key in his hand
and then at the door through which the girl
had gone. “After this,” he said, “I believe
in miracles! Come on.”

HEY found the jailer. He was seated

on a stool in the tower room which
prefixed the short stair-flight leading down
to their cell. At the right, stone steps
spiraled upward intothe bastion. The jailer
sat facing them, intent upon his midnight
snack. He didn’t suspect the figures creep-
ing up behind him,

They pounced.

“One outcry, mon ami,” d'Entreville
murmured, his lean fingers taloned about
the jailer's fat neck. “One peep, and I
squeeze. Get his keys. We'll lock him be-
low.”

The prisoner remained passive. The Eng-
lishman fumbled, removed a large keyring
and a knife. For a moment d’Entreville’s
fingers relaxed. Like a greased fish the
chubby jailer slipped away.

“Ho the watch!”" he howled. “4 moi/
There’s villainy afoot! They escape!”

Cleve made a despairing dive. The man
scuttled through the door as the English-
man fell heavily across the table. Guy
charging forward tripped over him. Then
the jailer was in the bailey dancing ex-
citedly and shouting.

Lights appeared. Yelled questions rang
through the night, From around a corner
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in the court the officer of the Guard
trotted, closely followed by a squad. Cleve
and Guy saw him. They struggled to their
feet, grabbed the door, swung it shut and
dropped its bar into place.

“Thank God it’s made of iron,” d’Entre-
ville gasped. “They’ll not batter it down
quickly.”

Cleve didn’t answer. He left the door in
a bound and mounted the spiral stairs two
at a time. On the first landing a confused
guardsman was coming in off the wall-
walk.

“What’s the clamor for?” he asked.
Cleve’s fist slammed up sharply and he
grunted.

The Englishman kicked the boedy out of
the way, banged the door closed and leaned
against it relievedly. That had been close!

But, now the door was shut. It was
made of iron, small and compact. It would
take a long time to batter down. He caught
his breath and moved across to the one
opposite. He barred this too.

Then, to be on the safe side, he trotted
half-way up the stairs and called, “Ho,
up there! Come down at once. You're
needed!” When there was no reply he
nodded, satisfied. He and Guy bhad the
tower to themselves.

CHAPTER 1X
BLASTING PARTY

HEN he returned to the ground

floor the main door was ringing
beneath blows. Guy was nowhere in sight.
Cleve darted to the doorway leading toward
the dungeon and the armory and met the
Frenchman carrying an armload of
muskets, ball and powder.

“Remember the door to the armory,”’
Guy explained. “It’s six-inch oak and
studded with steel. It'll take them two
hours or more to smash through it.”

He carried the muskets to the center
of the tower room. “In the meantime, let’s
see if we cannct discourzge the din our
friends are making at the main door.”

He went to a cruciformed loop-hole and
thrust the muzzle of a musket through it.

By craning the gun against the stone
he could command part of the tower door.
He aimed low end pulled the trigger. A
howl of pain rewarded the effort. The
pounding ceased.

“Well. It’s quieter now.”

“Yes. But they’ll be at the other en-
trances in a moment,” Cleve said. He
picked up a musket with a pouch of powder
and ball, and welked to the stairs.

D’Entreville smiled. Reckless confidence
was pounding th-ough his veins. “Pecaire!
We've a fighting chance, now.”

Suddenly the tower vibrated to the
thud of something heavy being smashed
against one of the iron doors leading to
the wall. Outside, the whole castle blazed
with light. The habble of countless voices.

Yelling, angry voices tinged with sur-
prise and confusion seeped through the
thick stone walls. Cleve listened and
laughed. He said: “I fear we have in-
terrupted our host’s slumber.”

Guy sent a warning shot through the
loop-hole. “Too bad,” he said wryly. Then,
frowning, “T wonder how long we can keep
this up?”

The Englishoran’s eyes were reckless.
“I'm pondering the same thing, Kitten!”

He shrugged and mounted the stairs.

At the top of the bastion he found the
castle crouched at his feet like a sullen
dog. 1t was crawling with lights, and in
the darkness they reminded him of scat-
tered pearls on sable. He frowned away
this fancy and bent over the parapet.

Below he could make out the dim lane
of the wall-walk. There was a dark cluster
on it, near the foot of the tower. The
cluster moved ir rhythmic surges. It bat-
tered a log agairst the iron side door.

“Well have none of that, boys!™ Cleve
muttered.

He sent a musket ball whistling earth-
ward. The cluster burst apart, retreated
down the walk. Startled cries and loud
commands lifted on the night air. The Eng-
lishman nodded, satisfied.

He left the parapet and started to cross
the platform. At his right a huge metal
object, glinting 1ull in the moonlight, at-

1 A-—-21
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tracted him. It was the Carthoun cannon.
He stared thoughtfully. Grouped about its
base, neatly stacked, were pyramids of
forty-pound iron ball. He counted twenty.
Powder kegs lined the left side of the
tower rampart.

Suddenly he laughed and bent over and
- lifted a ball. He held it poised on the para-
pet a moment. The battering crew assigned
to the main entrance had started again.
He could see them outlined sharply against
torch-light. They were far to one side,
well out of d’Entreville’s musket range.

Cleve shrugged. With an almost indif-
ferent motion he brushed the cannon ball
off the stone.

T MISSED. But its jurpose was ob-

tained. The battering crew withdrew

to a safe distance. The hall had plunged

half its weight into the ground. The sight

unnerved onlookers, For the first time in

fifteen minutes, silence fell. A tense, con-
fused silence.

Cleve picked up another cannon ball
and waited.

A tiny figure burst the ring of men
surrounding the base of the tower, and
stepped into the clear. It was Beaucaire,
half-dressed, still wearing a nightcap, and
very angry.

“Ho! You in the bastion!”

D’Entreville’s voice camre back, easy, un-
ruffled. “Good evening, monsieur. Have we
iisturbed you?”

“Disturb-—Sacre mom! Come out and
surrender! You cannot hope to fight off a
whole garrison.”

“But we can, monsieur.’

In the tower, Cleve rested his chin on
his fist and sighed. “We can try, my
friend,” he corrected.

Beaucaire shouted, “Sengodemi! You
fools! You mad fools! 1t’s a matter of
minutes before my men break into the
tower. Surrender now! Things will go
easier with you!”

“You don’t le convincingly, monsieur.
I think we shall stay here. Thanks all the
same.”

“This is your last chance to surrender!”

2 A--21

“Pecaire! 1f there is any surrendering
to be done, monsieur——you had better do
it to the ‘Crown. And quickly!”

“Very well, then! Remember your words
when I have you both on the rack!”

Beaucaire stepped back into the
shadows. Cleve could hear him giving
orders. A squad of men rushed toward the
door. D’Entreville’s musket cracked
sharply. One of the men collapsed like a
stringless puppet. The others came on.

Cleve arranged two more cannon balls
beside the one he had already had posed.
He waited until the battering crew was
directly below; then pushed them off one
by one. He didn’t have to watch the result,
The ugly thuds told everything.

A musket ball whined off the lip of the
parapet. Two more followed it. Cleve
ducked. He broke open a powder keg and
reloaded his musket. He had expected this.
The enemy would keep him blanketed with
musketry while their comrades once more
tried to crash the door.

He crawled to the trap door and slid
down the stairs. There was a slitted loop-
hole at his right. He inserted the musket
and waited. Two hundred feet away rose
the dim column of another bastion. A flame
winked in it. Cleve smiled. He located the
place and sent a shot tearing into it.

Somebody screamed. Below he heard the

- crash of a musket shattering on the ground.

He went back to the tower top and
dropped three more balls on ambitious
assault parties. Further attacks ceased,
and a period of watchful waiting set in.
It continued for more than an hour.

CLEVE frowned and went down to the
~ tower room in the base. D’Entre-
ville greeted him cheerfully. He had
brought up more arms from the dungeon
and they were scattered all over.

“I feel like a one-man army,” said he,
indicating them,

Cleve nodded. “You're going to have to
act like one. The lads.outside aren’t sleep-
ing, you know. They’re up to something.”

“I feel that, too. But, what? The game
seems a stalemate at present.”
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“Yes. It can’t last. Have you checked
the door leading to the dungeon from the
armory?”

“Half an hour ago.”

“Anything stirring?”

((NO.H

Cleve shifted uneacily. “Fll have a
look,” he said. “Keep your e¢yes open.”

Guy rested three muskets across his
knees. “They won’t try anything. They
still think you are up there in the tower.”

Cleve laughed. He went below, down
the shadowy corridor and past the cell
which they had recently occupied. At the
end of this passageway, a series of stone
steps ran up to a large studded door.

Cleve inspected it thoughtfully. It led
to the armory and was the only entrance
which could not be defended externally.
The fact that it was not being shivered by
blows puzzled him.

He placed his ear to the wood. From
the other side came vague murmurings and
the sound of things being dragged. He sat
down on a step and scratched his chin.

To his right was a dingy little cell,
stacked high with powder-kegs. At his left
was another. A series of stone steps, flank-
ing those upon which he sat, staggered
down to the depths. The dungeon was
down there and crammed, he knew, with
munitions.

“Faith!” he breathed. “We could blow
the north wall—"

Suddenly he snapped his fingers. Now
he knew what they were doing on the
other side. They were clearing the armory
of explosives. Then they would plant a
charge—a small one, just enough to blast
aside the six-inch door without endanger-
ing anything else.

With a curse he stood up, kicked heavily
against the lower panel. “Ho! You on the
other side!”

Sounds of labor ceased, and Beaucaire’s
voice rasped harsh and triumphant through
the door. “Ah! Cleve. You desire surrender,
¢h? Well, it’s too late! We'll blow down
this partition and take you. Your death
will not be quick, monsienr. Not after this!
Cease begging!”

“I'm not begging, Beaucaire. I'm warn-
ing! Blow down -his door and you'll be
splattered from he-e to Paris.”

The marqguis langhed. I have foreseen
that, mon ami. For the past two hours
my men have bheen removing the powder
from this room.”

“Very wise,” Cleve snapped. “Only while
you've been taking powder from your
side, 1've been piliag it high on mine!” He
paused, waited to catch the effect of the
lie. When there was no reply, he decided
to improve on it.

“Furthermore, m’lad, | have placed 4
lighted candle atop the whole conglomera-
tion. The moment you jzr this door in any
way, the candle will fall into the powder.
It will end our dispute, old boy-—defi-
nitely. Frankly, you had better forget this
entrance and tryv the others. It's safer!”

He heard DBeaucaire choking blasphe-
mies {rom the other side. There was quite
an argument as te whether to believe the
Englishman, ot not, After a whiie, Cleve
left the door. He'c heard enough.

“That'll hold them,” he muttered.

He broke into a whistle and swaggered
back to the tower room.

CHAPTER X
RAKEHELLY RESCUE

ORNING fcund him atop the tower.
The past hours had been crammed
He was sodden with fatigue. Having aban-
doned the docr to the armory as too risky,
Beaucaire had resorted to other methods.

First, he’'d sent a stream of men to scale
the tower; another to assault the main
door. Cleve had rimmed the parapet with
cannon balls. The accuracy with which
they dropped discouraged the enemy. The
scaling party hadn’t succeeded. Neither had
the battering crev.

Then Beaucaire had tried to blow down
the door. He sent men to plant powder
in front of it. D’Eatreville dropped the first
four. And when a fifth succeeded, Cleve
leaned over the parapet and doused the
explosives with water. This had happened
three times.
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Sitting beside the Carthoun in the rays
of the newborn sun, the Englishman con-
sidered their position. They had battled
the marquis to a standsti’l, but it couldn’t
last,

If Beaucaire succeeded in putting one
more powder keg in front of the door, the
game would be over. The defenders of the
tower were out of water. 2erhaps two cup-
fuls remained in the tanc on the ground
floor, Cleve shrugged.

“But, fortunately our
know that.”

In the base of the tower he could hear
d’Entreville moving abcut. During the
siege the Frenchman had composed a verse,
and he was now trying tc fit a tune to it.
The results were not very satisfactory. And
every now and then, he viould stop in the
middle of a note and curse.

Cleve smiled. Guy d’Iintreville was a
man of extremes. His emotions leaped from
despair to hope, to indifference, to reckless-
ness, and back to despair with the agility
of a mountain goat.

Suddenly Cleve frowned. Above Guy’s
muffled tenor he had caught another sound.
A sound from a distance. A rhythmic
throbbing which pulsed faintly through the
warm morning air. Martial. Stirring. He
cursed. Drums! Military drums!

“Schomberg!” he cried. He had almost
forgotten. He scrambled to his feet and
a bullet whined off the rira of the parapet.
The musketeers Beaucaire had placed in
the neighboring bastion were alert.

He paid them no heed. Excitedly his
eves swept the western 1orizon. He saw
it: a glint of steel in the sun; a thin plume
of dust rising on the rim to his right. He
turned and charged down the steps.

“They’re coming!” he yelled, hurdling
the last of the steps. “Egad! They’re com-
ing.”

g]')’Entreville stood up. “Schomberg?”

“Yes!” Suddenly Cleve laughed. “I have
an idea. Come upstairs.”

He was gasping when ~hey reached the
tower-top again. He pointed in wordless
emphasis at the thread-like columns march-
ing out of the northwest.

friend doesn’t

The sound of drums was much louder
now. The lookouts in other towers had
caught it. Below the castle churned into
feverish activity. The two defenders of
the bastion were momentarily forgotten.

D’Entreville watched the old fashioned
drawbridge being pulled up and turned
to his companion.

“You said something of an idea?”

“Yes.” The Englishman grinned and
pointed to the Carthoun. “It will take two
men to handle it.”

Guy caught on and laughed. He made
no comment. They swung into action. The
cannon was heavy, unwieldy, and it took
them ten minutes to roll it into position
so that its muzzle pointed over the top of
the portcullis.

At intervals Guy darted to the edge for
a quick glance at the scene below. The
base of the tower was deserted. For the
time being, Beaucaire had forgotten them.

“I'll need deep deflection,” Cleve de-
cided, throwing aside a rammer and setting
the first fuse. He reached down and picked
up an armful of wooden jacks an ham-
mered them clumsily between the breech
and the carriage with a musket butt. “This
brings me back to the year I served on
a king’s ship.”

E SIGHTED along the barrel, It ran
in steep decline toward the center of
the gate. The shot would be made at a
thirty-degree angle. With Guy’s aid he
moved the Carthoun a trifle to the right.

He wanted ample opportunity to carom
the ball off the gate and into the exposed
hand-winch which had raised it.

“Keep your eye on the doors below,
Kitten!”

He lit a match from one of the muskets.
Guy nodded. He had been doing just that
when he wasn’t needed.

Cleve stepped aside. He touched the
match to the fuse. Flame-pierced smoke
enveloped the top of the bastion. The
Carthoun strained back with a belching
roar.

Dextrously Guy leaped forward, plunged
a damp sponge into the muzzle. Cleve
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seconded with the rammer and a {resh
charge. They were working swiftly, flaw-
lessly. The wadding followed. Then the
ball. Another wad.

“Ready!”

K(Fire!?i

From below astounded, dismayed yells
soared into the air. A squad dashed for
the bastion door. Guy was waiting for
them. The Carthoun crashed for the second
time. He dropped three balls and smashed
two of the assault sortie and the rest with-
drew. -

Four shots were sent plunging into the
gate. And then a new noise punctuated
the yells of the garrison below. It was a
sharper roar, not so deep as the Carthoun’s
rumble. The enemy had mounted an eight-
een-pound culverin on the neighboring
bastion. Its first bail struck the lip of
the parapet. Guy brushed stone chips out
of his hair and reached for a musket.

“Corbac! This is becoming too warm
for comfort.”

Cleve nodded. His fire had wrecked the
winch. One of the gate-chains hung
despairingly and the gate itself was leaning
at a crazy angle. Another shot would bring
it down.

He loaded the Carthoun by himself.
Guy was busy dropping death notices on
another assault party. Two more balls
from the culverin jarred the tower. They
were getting closer.

Finally Cleve stepped back and touched
the match to the fuse. Through heaving
billows of smoke he saw the gate reel. 1t
started to fall, He gripped d’Entreville’s
arm.

“Come on, Kitten. Let’s get out of
here!”

At the bottom of the
paused.

D’Entreville went to a loop-hole and
glanced out. A squad was inching cau-
tiously toward the door and he raised a
musket, dropped a man and the rest re-
treated. He looked at Cleve.

“What now? Mordi! We've stirred up
a hornet’s nest.”

The Englishman was triumphant, “But

bastion they

we've opened the door for Schomberg.”
He stepped up and peered through the
loop-hole. “Yes. They're trying to build
breastworks across the gate now, and—"
He choked. “Damme! We must get out of
here!”

The tower shuldered as another ball
from the culverin hit it low. D’Entreville
said, “Why?”

Cleve laughed. “Beaucaire has become
smart. A squad has just dragged a
Carthoun opposite this door. Two shots
will blow it to splinters.”

Guy stared through the loop-hole. He
saw the gun being drawn; a hasty breast-
work of earth beiag thrown up. For luck
he sent a ball rapping toward it. Then he
turned.

“Where to?”

“The armory. 1 have an idea that the
door is not well guarded in all this ex-
citement.”

HEY trotted swiftly down the cor-

ridor between the tower room and the
armory. At the great studded door they
paused, lifted the iron bar and opened
it softly. There were two guards on its
other side and both were looking toward
the noise in the bailey. They struck them
simultaneously — d’Entreville with &
clubbed musket; Cleve with the knife he
had taken from the jailer. The guards
hadn’t a chance.

“Neatly and with dispatch,” d’Entre-
ville breathed.

Cleve nodded. On a shelf beside him was
a box of candles. He dipped into it and
withdrew one. Carefully he stripped tallow
from it until there was only an inch left
with the long naked wick dangling limply.
Guy frowned. The Englishman held up
the stub.

“This will burn for perhaps three or four
minutes,” he saic. “Wait here. I'm going
down into the dungeon, knock in the top
of a powder keg and put this little inven-
tion atop it.”

Then he was gzone. D)’Entreville heard
him clatter down the steps. He bit his lip
nervously. He bent down and took the
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rapiers from the belts of the two dead
guards.

He stared at the layers of arms and am-
munition piled at the far end of the
armory. Soon someone would come to fetch
it.

“Sacre nom,” he groanzd, “why doesn’t
he return?”

Then Cleve was back. e wore a devil-
ish grin. He gripped d intreville's arm,
grabbed one of the swords, and said, “We
have approximately three minutes to go
somewhere else. The cancle is burning in
the center of several tons of explosives and
when it burns Jow enough—" He laughed.
“Come on!”

They darted furtively out of the door,
along the wall and into a small garden
which flanked the keep. Nobody stopped
them. There was too much confusion. All
eyes were concentrated or the tower,

In the garden Cleve and Guy paused
to catch their breath. The past half-hour
had been exhausting. They crouched be-
neath a heavy bush panting softly and
smiling.

“Damme,” Cleve said at length, “we
have reached this far safely. Why not go
the full way? Where do you suppose Beau-
caire has stored the gold?”

A soft voice behind hir said, “In the
strong-room, Monsieur Cleve.”

As one man the two cavaliers wheeled.
Their swords gleamed. Reacly. It was Beau-
caire’s sister, standing on the other side
of the bush, unsmiling, serious.

“I watched you enter the garden from
there,” she said indicating a window. I
elt that vou might need my aid.”

Gallantly d’Entreville started to get up
ind bow. Cleve yvanked him earthward.
‘Sit down, fool! Someone might see you.”
He looked up at the girl. “[ am sorry that
we bungled our escape, mademoiselle.”

“It was a brave bungic.” She smiled.
‘Come. I will lead you to the strong-room.
| have the keys here at my waist.”

“The King shall hear o' your loyalty,
nedemoiselle,” said Guy.

“I desire my brother’s pardon. Nothing
nore.”

gHE led them into the keep. The resi-
K7 dence of the lord of the castle was
quiet. The customary guards were gone,
leaving the carpeted halls deserted.

Cleve paused at a window. He had been
counting the time. It was nearing the point
where the north wall would erupt if his in-
vention worked. The girl and d’Entreville
crowded behind him.

They were looking out into the main
bailey directly across from the tower which
he and Guy had defended. Fven as he
watched, the Carthoun which Beaucaire
had been setting up roared. The heavy
door to the bastion sagged. The girl mur-
mured, “They still think you are in the
tower, messieurs.”

Guy d’Entteville nodded. He too was
waiting. Waiting to see the bastion, the
wall, the armory, go up in thunder. Noth-
ing happened. He looked at Cleve uneasily.
Had the candle gone out?

Cleve shrugged. He stared bleakly into
the bailey. Down there, in all his lace and
finery, stood Beaucaire gesturing and
shouting orders,

He kicked a slow powder-boy, slapped
a gunner and stamped his foot at the de-
lay. Finally the Carthoun vomited again,
and the door in the bastion disappeared.

With a shout of triumph, Beaucaire drew
his sword. He and fifty men charged for-
ward, rushed into the tower room—and
Cleve turned to Guy. The Englishman
crossed his fingers and held them up.
D’Entreville did the same thing.

Between them the girl stared bewildered.
She did not understand. She didn’t know.
Almost pityingly Cleve drew her close.

“There are times, mademoiselle, when
Fate creates a justice which—” But, look-
ing into the soft luster of her eyes he sud-
denly discovered that he couldn’t tell her.

“Yes, monsieur? You were saying-—?”

And then it came! A monstrous roar
which thundered over the castle in a great
cloud of dust, smoke and flame. The im-
pact shattered the glass of the window.
There was a moment stunned by sheer
force; then debris began to crash earth-
ward.
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Great pieces of stone, parts of armor,
earth-clods, twisted gory things that had
been men. Through the holocaust Cleve
felt her eyes probing him. Wide, horrified,
stricken eyes. Incredulous.

“You knew! God! You knew and you
didn’t warn him. You didn’t—"" She broke
down completely. Cleve held her. She
clawed away. “Mazo!” she sobbed.

She fainted.

Cleve carried her to the divan; placed
her gently upon it. He unhooked the key-
ring she wore at her waist and stood star-
ing. The tragic whiteness of her beauty
killed all of the reckless triumph in him.
The fool’s luck in which he and Guy bad
played had had a price. The girl before
him was paying it.

He felt suddenly humble.

“Damme!” he burst out savagely to
Guy. “Come on! To the strong-room!”

The Frenchman nodded. He cast a
glance out of the broken window. Where
the bastion and armory had stood was now
a great hole which gaped foolishly.
Through it, breasting the slope, came the
lily banners of the royal army.

“Jt’s over,” he said. “We’ve won! Beau-
caire’s men are throwing down their arms.”

Cleve shrugged. “Come on,” he said.

HE staff of Marshal Schomberg had
taken over the keep of the castle
when Beaucaire’s sister recovered. She
heard the sound of their voices, their laugh-
ing triumphant voices, coming from the

strong-room at the end of the hall. Stifling
the great aching void in her heart, she left
the divan. From the treasure-vault, she
heard Richard Cleve’s voice.

“Le Duc de Montmorency left last
night, monsieur le maiéchal. Else he too
would be captured.”

A deep bass rumbled a hearty reply.
“Mordi! You two must be wizards!”

“But this was not all of our doing,” she
heard Guy say.

“No? Then who else?”

“The Marquis de Beaucaire gave his
life for his King, monsienr. When he,
Cleve, and I arrived here with the treasure,
we found that—that the castle had been
betrayed. Without Beaucaire’s valiant aid
we would never have escaped from the cell
in which Montmcrency had us thrown.”

“Precisely,” Cleve’'s pleasant baritone
seconded. “Le Marquis de Beaucaire was a
brave, loyal subject. When all else seemed
lost he seized a flaming torch, ran through
a hail of bullets into the powder room, and
blew himself and the north wall to bits
so that you and your troops could enter
safely. Such courage is rarely seen on this
earth, monsicur. Le Marquis de Beaucaire
should be honored forever.”

Marshal Schomberg’s bass voice replied
emphatically. “Ard he shall, messicurs!”

And in the hall a slim girl turned away,
her dark eyes glimmering. “Thank you,
Monsieur Cleve and Monsieur d’Entre-
ville,” she whispared softly. “You have
kept your word.”

THE END
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over-worked. These tiny filters and tubes are
working day and night to help Nature rid
your system of poisonous waste.

When functional kidney disorder permits
poisonous matter to remain in the blood, you
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1 see the wheel spin. There's
a little better'n four thousand
doliars in that pile, and it's all
he's got

By FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE

Author of ““McGee on Horseback,” “A Ton of Gold,” etc.

Two bits in the slot gets you nowhere;

but the jackpot gives nuggets, thor-

oughbred horses, and a blonde. And

No-Shirt McGee makes a small killing
on his own

M at the Santa Avita race track in

California  watchin® the horses

run, and wagerin® an tonest dollar on
the noses of likely lookin' nags. Bulldozer
= more or less popeyed over seein’ the
Hig-shot movie stars in person.

And so am I, for us McGees have ever
had a keen eye for pretty wimmin.

I keep thinkin’ about the early days in
Alaska where you bet on dog races and
gambled at the roulette wheel and what

E AND Bulldozer Craig are down
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not. Pretty soon I'm talking to Bulldozer
about a couple of kids that hit Skagway
about the time I did. We went on to
Dawson together.

One was a tall, dark, broad-shouldered
cuss that we nicknamed the Sure-Thing
Kid. He had a roulette wheel along and he
told everybody on the trail he was a
square gambler,

“I don’t figger to make a fortune,” he
said. “but I expect to make a stake of a
hundred thousand dollars.”

“Godelmizhtly!” half the boys yelled
at the same time, “if a hundred thousand
dellars ain’t a fortune, what is?”

“Oh, four or five million dollars,” the
Sure-Thing kid answers. “I'm goin’ to
raise wheat and cattle on a big scale
and on the side I'm goin’ to breed horses.
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T'm goin’ to keep breedin’ ’em until I
have the finest runnin’ horses in North
and South America.”

“That’ll pretty nearly be the world
won’t it?” somebody asked.

“Just about,” he answers.

Everybody laughs. We was all kids in
them days and we all had ambitions and
hopes of doin’ hig things. And 1 don’t
suppose one in a thousand made the
grade.

The Sure-Thing Kid had a pardner he’d
picked up somewheres. He figgered to take
a fortune out of the creeks, too. His goal
was ten thousand dollars. We called him
Two-Bit Tom, because two bits was the
smallest sum of money in circulation in
them days.

Two-Bit Tom was one of those kids
who was raised carelessly. The kind that
start somethin’ big and then quit when
it’s about a fifth done because they bump
up again’ a obstacle of some kind.

Tom wanted to quit half way up the
Chilkoot Pass, and he wanted to quit
again when we had to whipsaw lumber
for boats on Lake Bennett. He wanted
to turn back when he saw what Miles
Canyon and the White Horse Rapids was
like.

But the Sure-Thing Kid liked him for
some reason, and kept poundin’ him on
the tail. “Finish what you start,” he
said, “or youll never amount to a dime.
Raise your sights. Make a play for a
million—not a miserable ten thousand dol-
lars.”

A lot of us wondered what the Sure-
Thing Kid saw in Two-Bit Tom, He wasn’t
one to waste time or money on anything
or anybody. We fin’ly concluded it was
because Two-Bit Tom had a way with dogs
and horses.

Many a pack horse would have gone
wild and left his bones—and his owner’s
outfit—in Dead Horse Canyon, but for
Two-Bit Tom’s magic touch. He could calm
the meanest. And it was the same way
with dogs.

Well, the Sure-Thing Kid loved horses,
and for that reason he must've figgered

there was good in Tom. They talked
horses on the trail a lot. They weren’t
talked out when ttey hit Dawson, either.
But ten thousand dollars was still a lot
of money in Two-Bit Tom’s eyes.

HE Sure-Thing Kid opened up a little

gambling placz in Dawson and give
Tom a job runnin’ the wheel, while he.
Sure-Thing, dealt faro.

Sure-Thing paid off Tom at the end
of each shift and Tom immediately went
over to the rival gamblin’ houses and tried
to buck their game. An hour later he’d
be busted. The Sure-Thing Kid didn’t like
it.

“If you’re goin’ to lose your money.”
he growled, “why not lose it to me?
You owe me that much. I'm tryin’ to
make somethin’ out. of you, and you won’t
let me.”

“I ain’t goin’ to kill myself off shovelin’
gravel into a sluic: box if I can get my
dust with a run of luck at some roulette
wheel,” Tom answers. “The trouble is,
we don’t see eye to eye. You want cham-
pagne, and I can have plenty of fun
buryin’ my nose i1 a schooner of bheer.”

“I'm from Kentucky,” Sure-Thing said.
“T know men. I know horses. And I ap-
preciate beautiful women. 1 don’t know
what your family tiee is like, but it prob'ly
had a lot of dead wood on it that needed
prunin’.

“But I can see one branch that's ih:
real thing. Most of your ancestors were
five-centers, which is five times less than
two bits. But in the lot, there was a
thousand-dollar bil'. And that’s the branch
of your family trse I’'m tryin’ to culti-
vate. I thought I'd pruned off a lot of dead
wood between Skegway and here, but it
don’t seem that way.”

“I'm gettin’ along,”
argued sullenly.

“You got great :alent, and I ain’t goin’
to see it wasted,” Sure-Thing Kid snarls.
“T ain’'t an easy man to discourage, and
you are, So maybe somethin’ will come
of all this.”

. . . Well, I'm tellin’ Bulldozer about

Two-Bit Tom
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the Sure-Thing Kid and Two-Bit Tom
when he growls, “Shut 1p, No-Shirt, and
quit talkin’ about a couple of short sports
that probably died twenty years ago. Look
at that car just drivin’ up and parkin’. T’ll
bet there’s twenty milllon dollars worth
of motion-picture people in that one, That
would hold your Sure-Thing Kid, I’ll bet.”

“Tt wouldn’t,” T answer. “He would
figger to drive up alone, park beside them,
and have people say, ‘There’s twenty mil-
lion dollars worth of turfman and
rancher.””

“T'll bet Sure-Thing lowered his sights,”
Bulldozer says, “before he quit the Yukon
country. And I’'m bettir’ too, that Two-
Bit Tom found his ten thousand, was
happy, and lost it. Hey, look at that car
It's a block long. That must be a big
movie star.”

There’s a race-track tout standing’ near,
sizin’ up the people as they park their
cars, and pickin’ suckers. “Movie actors
hell,” he says. “That’s Colonel Talbot
Crary, owner of the grea: Kentucky horse,
Tanana. He’s a favorite to win the Santa
Anita handicap.”

“There’s a gent I'd like to meet,” Bull-
dozer says, and for a minute it looks as
if he’d climb the fence snd introduce his-
self to the colonel.

“Fat chance,” the tout say=
got to talk horses or millions of dollars
to meet the colonel, ard you've got to
talk fast. But T'll tell you somebody you
can meet.”

“Who?” Bulldozer asks, lookin’ hope-
fully around. Then he gets kinda sar-
castic. “Mavbe I can meet the mug who
just parked a flivver beside the colonel’s
car and took all the piint off'n one of
his platinum fenders?”

We all watch a minute while'the colonel
gives the flivver driver hell. “When you
are among gentlemen,” the colonel is say-
ing, “try to act like a gentleman. And not
a five-center. When yo1 park your car
beside a gentleman’s car, use a little
sense, and don’t ruin it.’

“No,” the tout says, when things have
calmed down, “I don’t mean you should

“Yaou've

meet the big, swarthy man in the little
car. But go over to that hundred-doilar
window and meet the gent behind the grill,
Tell him you want to bet a hundred «ol-
lars on the seventh horse in the seventh
race to win. Then come around after the
race and tell me if I didn’t give you a
straight tip.”

“I’ve been touted before,” Bulldozer an-
swers. “You'll be tellin’ the next guy to
bet on the sixth horse in the sixth race.”

We've put on a little dog, bein’ in
the money, so we have box seats,

“I’VE been thinkin’ things over,” Bull-
dozer says. “Maybe the tout did hzve
a straight tip on the seventh horse in the
seventh race. I think I'll shoot a hundred
bucks at that. T feel lucky.”

“Chances are the sixth horse in the sixth
race will win,” I tell him. “But take a
hundred along for me—right on number
seven’s nose in the seventh race. Then
hurry back. I want to tell you some more
about the Sure-Thing Kid and Two-Bit
Tom.”

“T don’t want to hear it,” he answers,
“but I suppose Ull have to. When you get
wound up you just have to run off at the
mouth until you’re run down. Hey look.
Colonel Crary is up to his ears in beauti-
ful wimmin.”

I could see them filling his box. “That
little blonde is a fetchin’ number. I'd
give a hundred dollars to park myself
alongside of her.”

“You’re what the Sure-Thing Kid would
call a tin-horn gambler,” T tell him. “It
should be worth a thousand dollars to
set beside the blonde.”

He wanders off, with a dyin’ calf look
in his eyes, and I quietly make a sneak
from the box, too. I’'m back before he is,
and I'm all set to finish my yarn, when
he joins me.

After the Sure-Thing Kid and Two-Bit
Tom had been in Dawson awhile and had
a couple of bust-ups because Tom wouldn’t
try to better hisself a prospector comes
into Sure-Thing’s gamblin’ place. And he
goes broke playin’ the wheel.
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“T’ll tell you what,” the prospector says:
“I'm too old to go back where this gold
comes from. I'm too weak to handle money,
too. They claim you recognize a sure thing
when you see it. Well—let’s find out.”

“Sure,” Sure-Thing says, “let’s find out.”

“T'll give you a map showin’ you ex-
actly where this gold come from, providin’
vou'll give me the price of a ticket home,
and providin® you'll give me a quarter
of the gold you take out of the creek. Or,
better still, you invest my quarter in
some kind of a trust funrd where I can
have only the income.”

“Sounds reasonable,” Sure-Thing an-
swers. I figgered to make my money
gamblin’ on the square. 1 didn’t plan to
buy any claims, or grubstake any miners.
But this is different. How big a creek is
it, and who knows about jt?”

“It's a little creek, a couple of miles
long. It drains into a swamp which drains
into a river,” the prospector answers. “It’s
a hell of a long ways into the mountains.
And it takes plenty of courage to get
there—or I'd go back. Prospectors natu-
rally pass up the swamp, figgerin’ it’s just
so much grief. That’s why they haven’t
found the creek.”

“How'd you find the creek?” Sure-Thing
is cautious as usual.

“1 was freightin’ my outfit over the ice,”
the prospector explains, “and figgered the
frozen swamp might be a short cut. 1
found where the creek emptied into it, so
I thawed down through the ice and into
gravel. I panned gravel and found gold.
That was proof enough. T stayed there,
thawin’ and prospectin’, until my grub
run out. And here I am.”

“It looks like a sure thing,” Sure-Thing
says, “It's a deal.”

Well, he sends the old coot Outside and
then he talks things over with Two-Bit
Tom. Tom's got a weak mind and strong
back, one of the first qualifications of a
miner, even if he hasn’t got the burnin’
flame that drives a man on and on.

“We're goin’ pardners,” Sure-Thing says.
“Here’s the map the old fellow gave me.
And this line right here iz what he calls

Swamp Creek. Now I want you to study
this map until you can draw one just like
it.”

SUPPOSE Two-Bit drawed fifty maps

before he got one exactly like it. After
that he could duplicate without any
trouble. Then Sure-Thing throws the orig-
inal map away.

“We don’t want no map found on you
if you get sick or hurt,” he says. “The
map’s drawed on what passes for your
brain.

“Now here’s the deal. 1 grubstake you.
You locate that cireck, take out the gold
and bring it to m2. We deduct a fourth,
which I'll invest fcr the old coot. And we
split the rest fifty-fAfty.”

Two-Bit was down on his luck. His ten-
thousand-dollar goal scemed farther away
than the millions Sire-Thing was after. He
grabbed the proposition and a couple of
days later headed for the Swamp Creek
country,

“Bein’ the kind of a cuss he was Two-
Bits had a hell of a time. He found a
swamp emptyin’ into a river, and decided
that was jt. The map he had in his head
told him otherwise but he sold hisself on
the idear.

He lost a couple of months pushin’
around the edge of the swamp. And when
he did find the creck emptyin’ into it, the
gravel only had a few colors to the cubic
yard.

He comes out that fall all smiles. “1
struck it,”" he tells Sure-Thing. “The first
creek was the wrong one, but the second
creek was it. We'r2 rich. We won't have
to turn our hand again as long as we
live.”

“The gold you can carry in with ose
hand and not strain your muscles won't
keep me in tips,” Sure-Thing says. “Let’s
weigh it.”

There was about five thousand dollars
worth. Sure-Thing sneers. “If it wasn’t for
the fact you savvy horses and dogs, and
they’re my weakness,” he says, “I wouldn’t
waste time on tryin’ to make a big-time
man out of you. Ain’t you got no pride?
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Which would you rather do—ride around
in a fine carriage, pulled by matched
horses, and driven by a coachman? Or
ride behind a plug pullin’ a two-wheel
cart?”

“What’s the differencer” Two-Bits asks.
“All either is, is transportation.”

“Which would you rather train, then
—a horse for a county fair race, or one
for the Kentucky Derby?’

“Hell, anybody would rather train a
thoroughbred,” Two-Bits yelps. “You ask
the damnedest fool questions.”

“There’s hope for you, then,” Sure-
Thing says. “And for that reason I'm
givin’ you another outfit and sendin’ you
back to dig that Swamp Creek gold. You
didn’t find it at all.”

“I did too,” Two-Bit argues. “I went
through hell and T took cut a fortune . . .”

“Chicken feed. Now look here.” He dis-
plays two piles of nuggets. “This is the
gold the old coot brought in from the
real Swamp Creek. And this is what you
tried to palm off on ms. Can’t you see
there’s a difference in color? Gold from
different creeks looks different. Now get
ready to hit the trail.”

“Damned if T will. ITve got my stake
and I'm satisfied. It ain’t ten thousand
dollars, but twenty-five hundred is a lot
of money,” Two-Bits says.

“We bust up right here, then,” Sure-
Thing says. “It’s certainly discouragin’ to
try and make a silk purse out of a sow’s
ear.”

“I’d sooner have the sow’s ear purse,”
Two-Bit says. “It'd last longer.”

He takes his half of the split and
wanders around playin’ this wheel and
that. Luck is with him. Forty-eight hours
later he’s got eight thousand dollars. He
wanders into Sure-Thing’s place and runs
his roll up to twelve thousand dollars,

“T think Tl quit the country,” he says.
“P've got enough to last a lifetime.”

“You're smart,” a half dozen bums
tell him.

“You're a damned fool,” Sure-Thing
says, and his eyes narrow. “Crowd your
luck some more.”

OW I happen to know Sure-Thing’s

wheel has a device on it that can
make it crooked. Sure-Thing don’t use the
device, because he’s a square gambler. But
the first thing I know he’s usin’ it on
Two-Bit Tom. He’s makin’ him win.

Tom looks at the growin’ pile of chips
and he can't believe his eyes. He cashes in,
and heads to another place. “I'm lucky,”
he says, “and I'm goin’ to ride my luck.”

He runs his rolls up to twenty-five thou-
sand dollars, and then all at once luck
turns and the first thing I know he’s
busted again. He drops around to Sure-
Thing’s place and says, “How’s a man
goin’ to get a meal when he’s busted?”

“One way is to make a deal for a grub-
stake, and hit the trail for Swamp Creek,”
Sure-Thing answers.

“Tt makes me sick when I think how
tough that country is,” Two-Bit Tom
says. “But I suppose I've got to take
your proposition.” )

He’s gone four months the next time,
and when he comes back he’s got twenty
thousand dollars worth of dust. “I found
the creek,” he tells Sure-Thing, “and I
cleaned it out.”

“You yellow-bellied quitter,” Sure-
Thing snarls, “you found no such thing.
Damn it to hell, if you'd summon a little
spunk and find the real creek, you'd take
out a hundred thousand dollars. Maybe
more. The old coot who discovered the
real Swamp Creek knew what was there.
I get tired of writin’ him you haven’t
struck it yet.”

“You're sendin’ him a fourth of what
I'm bringin’ in ain’t you?” Two-Bit Tom
asks.

“You know I’'m not. You aren’t takin’
the pay from his creek, but one you dis-
covered,” Sure-Thing explains.

“Tt’s too bad for him, then,” Two-Bit
Tom says. “I’'m through this time. I've got
my stake and some over. Ten thousand
dollars will take care of me and I won’t
be as big a fool as I was before and
gamble it.”

“Good,” Sure-Thing says. “But if you
should gamble, give me a chance at it.
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You’re in to me already for several thou-
sand.”
“I've learned my lesson,” Tom says.
“I'm through. This gold came too hard.”
He walks away and Sure-Thing calls
in a girl we've nicknamed Sunbonnet Mary

because her name is Helen and she don’t.

wear a sunbonnet. Or maybe it's because
she looks like the picture of a girl called
Sunbonnet Mary,

Mary exerts a strange influence on most
males. They play around with her five
minutes, and get delusions of grandeur.

“Bring Tom to my wheel,” Sure-Thing
says to Mary, “and T'll gplit whatever 1
win. It should be a good evening’s work.”

She looks at him a long time. “I thought
you were a square gambler,” she said,
“and Tom was your {riend and partner.”

“I'm a square gambler,” Sure-Thing an-
swers. “And Tom’s my friend and pardner
with all his faults.”

“Times are tough,” she said, “and I'm
not up here for my health.”

Sunbonnet Mary was smooth. She asked
Tom to buy her a drink and dance once
or twice, then she got him interested in
a dice game down at the Pastime.

He lost five dollars, then they went over
to another place and he won a hundred at
faro. She took him to a third place and
got him interested in a roulette game.
He lost a couple of hundred.

“Let’s go over and take Sure-Thing
for a couple of- hundred and call it an
evening,” she said.

“Sure,” he answers,

FEYHEY start off easy, playing colors

instead of numbers, and sometimes
Tom loses and sometimes he wins. Sure-
Thing is running the wheel hisself and
he does a good job of it. “This is too
slow,” Mary says after awhile. “Play four
numbers at a time.”

Tom puts a stack of chips worth five
hundred dollars so they’ll be touching
four different numbers. He loses. He tries
again, and loses. He looks worried, then
bets a hundred. He wins. He bets fifty
and wins again. :

“Ride your luck, Tom,” Mary urges.
“We’ve got him or the run.”

Sure-Thing says, smooth as hell, “if
you have a run of luck, Tom, I’ll switch
dealers on you.” e calls his relief man.
“Hang around, I may want you to take
the wheel.”

I'm there and I can see Tom glow all
over. He tries a hundred daollars and wins.
Then a fifty and wins. Then suddenly he
shoves two thousand dollars worth of
chips onto four numbers.

He loses.

The Sure-Thing Kid rakes in the chips
and don’t say a word. He knows Two-Bit
Tom like a book. He knows what he's
thinkin’ and how he feels about things.
He knows- he’s goia’ to walk around the
room with his hands in his pockets, stare
at the wall a while, then come hack.

And that’s just what he does. He loses
again. Mary is just drippin’ sympathy and
she’s quite sure his luck will change. Tom
hangs on until he’s got only five thousand
in dust left.

Did you ever see a man fight his luck?
If you’ve gambled any even at craps, penny
ante, or even bridg2 at a hundredth of a
cent a point, you know what it’s like.

Two-Bit Tom had his neck bowed when
he bought another i1housand dollars worth
of chips. He shoved in his gold, it was
weighed out, and he carries the chips over
to the table. He aia’t sayin’ a word, but
he plays cautiouser. But it seems like when
he makes small bets he wins. And when
he makes big bets 1e loses.

“That’s because you're a natural borned
cheap skate,” Sure-Thing says. “If you
figgered a fortune was several million in-
stead of several thousand, you’d have the
right thoughts when you gamble, and win-
nin’ a big bet would be as easyv as winnin’
a little one.

“Take me now. I want the finest horses
and carriages. 1 want diamonds in my
cuff links and stuck in the front of my
boiled shirt.”

“Aw shut up,” Two-Bit Tom snarls.

But Sure-Thing had him on the run, and
he kept him movin. “I live a clean life
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and fortune smiles on the gambler who
lives a clean life and holds pure
thoughts . . .”

I've crowded my luck, too. I know Tom
has a funny feelin’ in the pit of his stom-
ach. T know, too, his horse sense tells him
to quit, but a stronger force is pullin’
him back to the wheel. You've felt it, just
the same as I have. A still, small voice
is sayin’, “If you quit ‘oser, you'll have
to go back to the creeks again. Bad luck
can't last forever. Now maybe the next
turn of the wheel will bring luck your
"vay‘”

Tom is waverin’, and I see Sure-Thing
give Mary a knowin’ lyok. He’s sayin’,
“Now’s the time for the kill. Don’t forget
we're splittin’ the take.”

Just a faint smile plays around her lips
for a2 moment; then she says, “Tom, I've
a hunch. Let’s break the bank.”

“T've had a hunch,” Tom says. “And
I'm goin’ to break the tank.”

He didn’t have any kind of a hunch.
I know it, and you know it. All he had
was the urge to beat his hard luck. He'd
been fightin’ his luck and he wanted to lick
it. All he needed to be pushed all the way
was someone to say a ‘word to build up
his confidence.

He cashed every ounce he had and came
hack to the table. “The works goes on
number seventeen,” he says. “On seven-
teen.”

There’s a little better’r four thousand in
the pile, because Mary, to hold Tom’s
faith and maybe ease her own conscience,
acdds some of her own money.

I SEE Sure-Thing spin the wheel. He
watches it revolve, ard the ball dance;
then Sure-Thing’s leg pushes lightly against
the cash drawer. It in turn engages the
mule’s ear, a needle that emerges from a
groove and kicks the bal away from num-
ber seventeen.

The ball comes to a stop and there’s
silence in the room. “Tough luck, Tom,”
Sure-Thing says. “Well, let’s have a drink
on the house.”

“I don’t want a damned thing on the

house,” Tom snarls. “I want my head ex-
amined.” Then he clears out, leavin’ Mary
stranded.

“Sure-Thing,” Mary says when she gets
her cut, “this is the first and last time
in my life ’'m in on a frame-up.”

“And this is the first and last time in
my life I’ll have anything to do with a
crooked wheel,” Sure-Thing answers. “But
you must remember it was for the good
of Tom’s soul. I’'m tryin’ to teach him two
things——not to quit at the first obstacle and
to cultivate a taste for the finer things in
life.”

“What'’re you going to do with the five
thousand you took from him?” Mary asks.

“It’s going into the pot that will eventu-
ally get me several million, and one of
the finest racin’ strings in America,” Sure-
Thing explains.

“You see I’'m in hopes to fire Tom with
enough ambition and determination so he’ll
want to help me develop a Kentucky Derby
winner, instead of a county fair winner.
What're you goin’ to do with your split?”

“Put in into a hard-rock proposition
I am developing,” she answers. “As I said
before, I'm not up here for my health.
I’'m here for a start.”

It wasn’t long after that Two-Bit Tom
comes around to Sure-Thing’s place. “Well,
I guess we’ll have to go in pardners again,”
he says. “I ain’t got my ten thousand. Give
me an outfit and I’ll try and find that old
coot’s Swamp Creek.”

Two-Bit Tom is a different man when
he starts out. There're plenty of swamps
along the way, but he ain’t even tempted
to turn off. He comes to a place at last
that is like the one the old coot described.
He turns, and heads across the swamp.
The ice breaks under him and he goes
down to his armpits in the coldest slime
you ever saw.

It’s enough to discourage the toughest
man. And Tom ain’t the toughest. But he
gets out, makes his way to a thicket and
scrapes hisself off.

He takes small trees and splits them
into a boat frame, and he covers the frame
with a tarp he’s brought along. He loads

“~
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dogs and outfit into the caivas boat and
fights his way through the swamp.

There're stretches where he has to un-
foad and pack everything, even the dogs.
Other stretches where he can hardly force
the boat through the muck.

But fin'ly he reaches a little creek, run-
nin’ bank-full with ice. There're mountain
she p grazin’ nearby and he knocks off
several. As soon as the siream clears he
catches enough fish to keep his dogs goin’
awhile.

He finds the old coot’s camp, mostly a
brush shelter and blackened rocks where
he’d built his fire. He whipsaws lumber
for a sluice box, then he starts shovelin’
in.

HERE’S no halfway business about

him, He goes up the creek leavin’
tailin’s and scraped bedrock behind him.
When summer’s half gone, he’s taken out
just five thousand dollars’ worth of dust
and nuggets.

A year ago he'd've turned back. But
he’s mad. He's fightin’ his luck, you see.
And besides, the old coot had said there
was a pocket somewheres on that creek.
He’d struck one, but not the big one, and
that was what Tom was after.

He'd shovel away, cussin’ and swearin’,
and sayin’, “So I'm a two-bit man, huh?
T’ll show ‘em. And specially I'll show that
blasted, smooth dude so-and-so of a Sure-
Thing.”

Snow was beginnin’ to fly and he was
fighting icy water and freezin’ gravel when
he hits a natural dike. It locked to him
as if the dike might have stopped most
of the gold flowin’ down from the gulch
above,

He wasn’t feelin’ none too good, on ac-
count of not havin’ fresh vegetables. His
teeth was gettin’ loose, and there was other
signs of scurvy. “T'll go down to bedrock,
anyway,” he snarls. “T'll show ’em.”

The freeze come two weeks later, and
in ten days’ time he could travel over the
swamp ice. He found the river was still
open, and runnin’ fast, though plenty of
slush ice covers the surface.

He goes back for the canvas boat. Water
transportation is ezsier’n runnin’ behind a
dog sled. And besices he was feelin’ pretty
sick and didn’t wa1t to wait for the river
to freeze.

He comes down the river in five days.
and the last day he was breakin’ ice
through the shallovss and where the water
run slow.

I was in Sure-Taing’s place when Tom
arrives. His face is covered with beard and
his hair is hangin’ ilmost to his shoulders.
His eyes are sunk, but they’ve got a hard
light in ’em.

He drops a six-thousand-dollar poke of
gold on the bar. ‘Take a look at that,
vou so-and-so, and see if I found the old-
coot’s Swamp Creek this time.”

Sure-Thing don't even need to compare
the gold with tha: he got from the old
coot. ‘‘Yes, youve hit it,” he said
“Where’s the rest of it?”

“Down in the boat—three hundred thou-
sand dollars worth. Nearly a ton, figgered
at fifteen dollars an ounce,” Tom answers.
“And somebody better keep a watch out
for the dogs. The hoat wouldn’t hold ’em,
and they’re comin’ down the river bank.”

“You'll want a bath, and some decent
grub . . .” Sure-Thing commences to say.

“Yes,” Tom answers. “And then Tl
want to sleep a wezk or so. You take care
of the gold. See “hat the old coot gets
his quarter. And take care of my hali
of what's left, too. First thing I know
I'll be gettin’ big-shot gambler ideas and
losin’ it at some crooked wheel.”

“Anything else?”

“Do you still figger to buy a ranch and
start raisin’ wheat, cattle, and good
horses?”

“Yep,” the Sure-Thing Kid answers.
“That’s why I came here. Now I've got
a stake there’s notiin’ to keep me.”

“Toss my half into the pot and give
me a job trainin’ your nags,” Tom says.

“What'll you train ’em for?” Sure-Thing
asks.

“T know what ycu’re thinkin’, but you’re
wrong,” Tom says “I won’t train ‘em for
anything less'n the Kentucky Derby.”
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He grins. “I'm throuzh with two-bit
things. It cost me ten thousand, but that
night me and Mary played your wheel.
opened my eyes to the th-ll of big things.

“But I'm through bettin’, which maybe
don’t make sense to you, but makes plenty
of sense to me.”

“And plenty of sense to me, Tom,”
Sure-Thing answers.

ELL# as I finish tellin’” Bulldozer

about the Sure-Thing Kid and
Two-Bit Tom, he reminds me of the fact
the seventh race has jus: been won, and
the seventh horse didn’t win.

He cives me an accusin’ glare like it was
my fault.

“If I'd’ve bet on the s xth horse in the
sixth race, though, T’d h:ve been a thou-
sand dollars to the good. Say, what be-
come of the Sure-Thing Kid, Two-Bit Tom
and Mary?”

“Zure-Thing and Tom .are worth several
million between ‘em, and T"om’s trained one
Kentucky Derby winner already. Chances
are he'll breed a Santa Anita handicap
winner before he’s through with it,” T an-
swer. “He don’t bet. He got it out of his
system up in Alaska, so he can put his
whole mind onto trainin’ his horses.”

“And Mary?”

“Her hard-rock proposition is still pro-
ducin’,” T answer. “She must be worth a
million. That blonde you've been ravin’
about is her daughter. The quiet, dignified
woman with the white hair settin’ behind
her is Mary.”

“And you ain’t tellin’ me Colonel Talbot
Crary is the Sure-Thing Kid?” Bulldozer
yelps.

He's gapin’ like a fella that’s just seen
his first hundred-dollar bill.

“That’s him,” T answer. “And the cuss
in the flivver who scraped the finish off'n
Crary’s fender is Tom. He never got his
sights raised a hundred percent. He still
uses an inexpensive car, but his familv ride
around in a job like Crary’s. Come on,
Bulldozer, well go over there now and
meet em.”

“Just my luck,” Bulldozer moans. “Here
T'm bustin’ to buy that blonde a sandwich
and a <up of coffee, and I bet on the wrong
horse.”

“Well, I didn’t,” I tell him. “I took
your hunch and bet on the sixth horse
in the sixth race.”

And with that T shove ten century-notes
into Bulldozer’s hand and lead the way
to Sure-Thing’s box.
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Captain Vromer raged
fike a trapped bear as
Dixon lashed him down

in the berth

By CARL RATHJEN

Author of “Crash Man,” “Two Steps
“rom Hades,” etc.

Fairweather Skipper

Gray hairs spring up fast with a falling barometer—and here’s one sailor who

spent twelve years hoping for both

Liverpool pier until the well-decked

freighter Southern Pride was almost
ready to sail; then he picked up his bag
and strode determinedly toward the gang-
plank. The tall man, with eyebrows that
looked like black grease smudges, straight-
ened with a frown from the port rail as
Dixon stepped on deck.

“You ain’t the new first, Pete?” Hank
Beecher, the chief engineer, muttered in-
credulously, extending a grimy hand.

Dixon’s gray glance became as brittle
as slate.

PETER DIXON lingered inside the

“Why not?” he demanded. “I never
thought youx would turn against—”

Beecher still held his hand out.

“You ought to know me better than
that!” he protested.

“Sorry, Hank,” said Dixon, grasping his
hand. He nodded his blond head toward
the bridge. “I hear Captain Vromer’s a
pretty square sort.”

Beecher looked away. “Pete, 1 know
what you’ve been “hrough since were were
on the Pacific Pride together five years ago.
I wish I could say what you want me to.
That the Old Man will give a guy a

2 A-21



FAIRWEATHER SKIPPER 49

break. That he’s feeling good because he’s

gétting command of the Line’s new ship
just launched at Port Newark. Any other
day that would be so, Pete. They don’t
come squarer than the Old Man. But it
don't hoid today. We ust got word the
owner is sailing with us. And the Old Man
classes all owners at sea as agents for
Davy Jones. So you can see—"

Dixon picked up his bag. “I'd better
report then before he stews himself too
much.”

Beecher grasped his arm. “I know you
need a break, but you won't get it this
trip with the owner stepping on the Old
Man’s toes. Why don't vou beat it ashore,
Pete? Phone in to the office that you're
sick or something, and get yourself as-
signed later to some other—”

Dixon tightened his grip on the bag.
“Hank, T've been with tlie Line twelve

vears. The past five years have been—
well, I've been juggled about like a hot

penny. Captain Vromer is the only skip-
per in the Pride fleet 1| havent sailed
under. This is my last chance to—"

Beecher nodded glumiv. “Well, cood
fuck to you then. You can count on me
as one friend aboard. And while we're at it,
vou might as well get all the bad news.
Mr. Hanlon, the secord, won't be wel-
coming you. He stepped down from the
first two vears ago to cet this berth with
the Line. He’s hoping to have his master’s
ticket soon and get ccmmand when the
Old Man leaves to take the new ship.”

Before Dixon could leave, a rotund
Iittle man, in a orown sack suit cleverly
cut to streamline his balges, marched up
the gangplank. His button brown eyes,
behind the rimless glasses, disapproved
immediately of Dixon and Beecher.

“T'm Brady, the owner,” he announced.
“Haven’t you men wo'k to do tu clear
this ship? One of you tell the captain
that I'm aboard and he can zail in five
rainutes. One of you ge: someone to come
Jdown to the pier and bring my luggage
shoard.” '

He bustled down the gangplank, Beecher
-cowled at Dixon.

3 A-—21

“If youre still set on sailing, you'd
better see the Old Man before Little
Napoleon starts his camipaign to conquer
the bridge.”

Evidently Captain Vromer, a stocky
gray head with a chest that had not sagged
to his abdomen, did not know about
Dixon’s reputation, or eise he was being
very understanding.

“Twelve years you been with the Pride
Line, eh?”” he said, his clear biue eves ap-
proving Dixon.

“That's right,” replied Dixon, knowing
the captain expected him <0 say more
about himself. “It’s close to sailing time,”
he suggested. “T'l put my bag below
and—"

The Old Man nodded. “Just a moment,”
he said. “The new dang- fang1ed owner of
the Line is saiiin’ with us. A landlubbin’
owner at that,” he growled. "]ust remem-
ber, no matter what he says to vou, you
take your orders from me. 1 want no
trouble this trip.” Capiain Vromer turned
toward the port wing where the pilot
was smoking a pipe and chatting with
the second wate. 31, Hanlon” the cap-
tain cailed, “come in and get acquainted
with our new first mate.”

A R, HANLON was a skinny sort of

"4 man with a big Adam’s apple. His
heavy dark eyebrows, holiowed cheeks,
and deep sunhurn gave him a moody ap-
pearance.

“Dixon?” he wmurmured after the intro-
duction, his glance side-stepping Dixon’s.
“You wouldn't be the man they call Fair-
weather Dixon. would you?”

Captain Vromer, who had turned to
leave the bridge, stopped abruptly.

“What's that?” he demanded. He came
back slowly. “Are you Fairweather—"
Dixon pulled his hard gaze off Mr.

Hanlon and matched the Old Man’s stare.

“T am,” he admitted stonily, “‘but if
you knew the circumstanceg, sir, you’d
know it’s just a harmless--”

“Harmless!” Vromer harked. “A man

no skipper would trust alone on the bridee
in a blow? A man who gets himself trans-
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ferred from ship to ship to avoid dirty
weather, gets out of the North Atlantic
each fall before the gale season starts
and—"

“If you examined that reasonably,”
Dixon retorted, “you’d realize that no
man could foretell far enough ahead be-
fore a ship left port where a blow would
strike.”

“You was christened Fairweather then,
1 suppose,” Captain Vromer snapped. “You
ain’t goin’ to deny you've shifted from
ship to—"

“I'm trying to explain that,” Dixon
persisted hotly. Five years of this was
getting to be too much cargo, and his
temper, like a ship loaded beyond her
Plimsoll marks in heavy weather, was be-
coming stubborn and unmanageable. “The
shifting about has been none of my do-
ing,” he insisted. “The company records
will prove T've never applied for transfer
from any ship. But in my earlier years
with the company it saw fit to shift me
about. It was just one of those unaccount-
able actions the office never feels called
upon to explain, but just the same it
strangely did deny me the dubious privi-
lege of ever coming through any but com-
paratively mild storms at sea. Things just
haven’t happened to me. Why should that
be held against me? People don't think
there’s any discredit to a man who's
worked in a bank twelve years and never
come face to face with a holdup, so why
should I--"

“The sea’s different,” the Old Man
interrupted. “Anybody can be a fair
weather sailor; even a landlubber can get
away with mistakes in that kind of weather.
A man ain’t fit to command a ship or even
be first mate if he ain’t grown a few gray
hairs in dirty weather.”

“T'll be ready to grow mine when the
time comes,” snapped Dixon.

“You'll not sail with me!” roared Cap-
tain Vromer. “Your explanation is smoocth,
Mr. Fairweather Dixon; a little too studied
out if you ask me. A title doesn’t stick
to a man unless other men feel there’s
some good reason for—"

[ 4

“That title staried as a friendly joke,”
flared Dixon. “Then someone with a queer
warp to his sense of humor added a few
nasty ideas of his own, the suggestion that
I applied for transfers to avoid dirty
weather. If you're the sort of man who
accepts hearsay evidence like that, then it's
time I corrected my first impression of—"

“Hold on,” barked Captain Vromer.

That always go. them when the attack
was shifted to themselves. He would sail
with them and they would make no pro-
test to the office; they would watch his
work and could find no criticism. But the
opportunity never came to show he could
stand up and meet trouble at sea, and
so they were always suspicious of him and
had him transferred to another ship the
first chance they had. And if Vromer still
refused him now, he was finished with
the Pride Line.

The pilot was knocking the dottle from
his pipe and coming inside.

“Looks like we'te set, Captain,” he said
with a wry smile, “Your owner just tol!
the third to have the gangplark drawn
off.”

Captain Vrvomer scowled at his watch
and muttered under his breath. Dixon
waited desperately He glared at Mr. Han-
lon who kept his gaze carefully focused
on a gull vigorously exploring its feathers
on the ridge of the pier shed. Down in the
slip two tugs panted forward to nuzzle
against the freighter. Captain Vromer
looked at his watch again and swore.

“All right, Mr, Dixon,” he jibed. “With
the owner aboard [ could stand lookin’
forward to some fair weather this trip. Get
into your workin' clothes.”

Smarting under the jibe, Dixon left the
bridge. New Orleans, the first port the
Southern Pride whuld touch, was a long
way off. A lot it .«ht happen for the good
before then, he hoped. But at supper that
night he learned just how much of a break
he could expect.

URING the afternoon Mr. Brady.
who had donned a new white yachts-
man’s cap that should have foundered
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under its cargo of oak leaf, proceeded to
display his ignorance of navigation and at
the same time expressed his opinion of how
the ship should be run. No one, from bridge
to engine-room and all parts in between,
fore and aft, had escaped his questioning
glance and critical tongue.

“Captain,” he said at supper, “and this
goes for everyone, I want you all to for-
get that I'm the owner. What I'm getting
at is that T want to feel I'm a part of this
crew. So I wish you’d tell me just what
you'll expect of me as a crew member if
we should encounter bad weather.”

Captain Vromer, whase features all after-
noon had played a grim 1ug-of-war between
open rebellion and stoi:al explanation of
Mr. Brady’s errors in suggestion for con-
ducting the affairs of the ship, raised his
blunt eyebrows.

“The best thing anyorne can do who isn’t
up on his sea work,” he leclared, obviously
struggling to contain himself while his
sharp gaze glanced off Mr. Brady and
thrust at Dixon, “is to stay below and out
of the way in dirty weither and let men
who know how take care of the ship. That’s
all T'l expect of vou, M-, Brady,” he said,
still looking at Dixon.

QOut on deck after supper while a sink-
ing sun red-leaded the re:tless swells, Dixon
met Hank Beecher.

“Well,” he muttered. “I might as well
face it, Hank. I've put ir twelve years with
the Pride Line just to work myself onto
the beach.”

“Keep your chin up,” encouraged
Reecher, “The Old Man ain’t himself. No
one is after this afternoon. As soon as the
blisters he got from Brady turn to callouses
‘vou'll find he’s all right. Forget what he
said at supper.”

“Five years have taught me to know all
the symptoms too well,” declared Dixon.

“If the Old Man realy wanted to bear
down on you,” said Beecher, “wouldn’t he
nave tried to get back at Brady by telling
what he thought of the fi-st mate the Liver-
pool office had sent him>”

“Might be something to that,” Dixon
admitted.

And then a few days later, the heavy
rainstorm peppered across the sea just as
he went up to take over the bridge for
the first dog watch, and almost on his
heels Captain Vromer followed. A few
minutes later, Mr. Brady appeared. His
face was puffy with raw sunburn. He had
fallen asleep on the upper deck the pre-
vious afternoon and everyone, glad of the
respite from his prying about, let him sleep
and bake and bake. Now he wanted the
captain to come below and find some lotion
which the steward was unable to locate
in the captain’s first-aid Kkit.

“Sorry, not now,” said Vromer. Brady
began to insist and Vromer blew up.

“Which is more important?” he barked.
“Your sunburn or the safety of the ship?
If you'd seen that T'd gotten a reliable
first mate . . .”

The distorted story of Fairweather Dixon
poured from the Old Man like the rain
water racing down in the scuppers. Dixon,
his blunt face tingling, took it in silence.
What was the use of denying it now? If
Vromer would not accept his story what
chance was there that Brady would? But
more than that, he kept his silence because
be had one hope left. Maybe the Old Man
had not really meant to let himself go.
Maybe he was the sort of skipper who
keenly felt his responsibility and came on
the bridge for even the mildest of rain
squalls. So Dixon waited quietly.

Came time for the second dog watch and
rail still splattered against the windows.
Mr. Hanlon arrived to take over from
Dixon and the captain reached for his
oilskins. Dixon knew then his last hope
had been in vain.

He started to leave the bridge at the
same time as the captain.

“Mr. Dixon,” the Old Man called
sharply. “It's customary to make your
entry in the log before leavin’ the bridge.”

“My entry, sir, for your watch?” Dixon
retorted, sliding the door back with a bang
and leaving the bridge without his oilskins.

His action was wrong, he knew, very
wrong. But what did it matter? He was
finished with the Pride Line.
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E was too tense with anger to force

supper down. When he went to the
bridge for his next watch the squall was
gone, so he did not see the Old Man again
until he discovered him lying on the deck
outside his cabin the next morning. Dixon
ran to him, and a svmpathetic pain
tingled through his skin when he saw the
splintered end of bone thrusting through
the captain’s trouser midway between the
ragged cuff and baggy knee.

Glass glinted on the deck and there was
a smear of some oily substance with a
long skid where the captain’s foot had
slipped. The Old Mans evelashes meshed
tightly in silent combat with pain. Perspira-
tion glistened in the large pores of his
rawhide face. He opened his eyes as Dixon
knelt beside him.

“Bradv’s sunburn lotion, ain't it?”
Dixon looked at the label on a fragment
of glass and nodded. The Old Man swore.
“Damn all owners! Give me a hand,” he
gasped.

Dixon held him gently down. ‘Lie still.
I'll have to splint that leg temporarily
before I dare move you.”

Dixon started to get up, and then the
sudden realization walloped him with pain
in the solar plexis. With the captain dis-
abled, he was now in complete command of
the ship!

He poised there in a half-crouch and
stared down at the Old Man. He might
have felt triumph over him, but he didn’t.
There was just that numbing realization
and the ripple of a sudden worry across
his confidence that, after all these years
of waiting, he might fail now that his time
had come.

The leg was splinted. The ragged wound
was cleansed, roughly stitched and ban-
daged. Captain Vromer, never having
known a day abed for illness or injury in
his life, raged like a trapped bear as Dixon
held him down in the berth with a fore-
arm across the hard chest and lashed him
in with a length of line. Mr, Brady splut-
tered incoherently for the moment in in-
dignation. Mr. Hanlon and Hank Beecher
watched the struggle in silence.

“I'll have you broken for this,” roared
the Old Man, shoating in Dixon’s face.
“Mr. Hanlon, Beecher,” he barked. “You
heard me before. Put this man in irons and
carry me to the bridge.”

“You've got to stay here,” Dixon in-
sisted, pulling the I'ne across the captain’s
twisting torso. “You've got a compound
fracture and you can’t risk infection or
aggravating it. I've been in touch with a
physician aboard a iiner. His orders are—"

“His orders be damned!” shouted the
Old Man. “T’'m master of this ship. There’s
dirty weather ahead and Tll not be trustin’
the likes of you alqpe on the bridge. You
fairweather sailor!”

Beecher, whose watchful eve and brawny
frame dispelled any rash thoughts Mr.
Hamlon might entertain about tackling
Dixon, spoke up.

“Aw, listen, Capn.” he said.“Pete—NMr.
Dixon’s only doing this for your own good.”
He waited until the Old Man stopped
swearing about gray hairs. “If you ask me,
you wasn’t born -with your gray hairs,
Cap—"

“No one’s askin’ you,” stormed Captain
Vromer. “Dixon,” he began.

“It’s no use, Captain,” declared Dixon
“You're staying here whether or not you
like it that my time has come to grow a few
gray hairs.” He dodized the sudden upthrust
knee of the Old Man's sound leg and
pushed it down and strung the line over it.

Mr. Brady stepped closer.

“See here, Dixon,” he protested in a
voice that trembled with anger and near-
panic. “The harometer’'s dropping! There's
a terrible storm coming! We need Captain
Vromer on the bridse, a man who is fully
qualified to—"

“I didn’t find ny first mate’s ticket,”
Dixon replied curtly, “nor did [ bribe my
way for the master’s ticket that should be
mine when we reach New Orleans.”

Mr. Brady waved a lividly sunburnt
hand toward the berth.

“You've absolutely no right to do this.
Unless you stop instantly I'll summon the
crew to—"

“You seem

)

to forget they’re taking
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” Dixon countered,

orders from me now,
tightening the last knot.

“I’'m still master here,” the Old Man
raged impotently.

“Don’t forget I’'m the owner,” Mr. Brady
snapped.

“Have you let us?” Dixon retorted, and
Mr. Brady’s raw sunburn looked more
crimson than ever.

“You're fired!” he shouted. “Mr. Han-
lon, I place you in full charge of—"

“We're at sea,” Dixon barked. “Regard-
less of your wishes I'm automatically in
command. So if you’ve got anything to say,
save it until we’re in port.”

Behind him the Old Man was strangely
silent. Dixon started to leave the cabin,
but stopped and turned.

“I'm sorry, Captain, hut you didn’t give
me any other choice.” F'e faced the second
mate. “Mr. Hanlon, sec that the crew is
informed I'll put any man in irons who
touches those lines without my orders.”

E looked at Mr., Brady and left the
i K& cabin. The wind had freshened out of
the south and a grayish-green sea humped
high off to starboard and slid aft. Thunder
muttered in the distance. Dixon paused on
the ladder to the bridge as Hank Beecher,
an uncertain smile clinging desperately for
a hold on his greasy woiried face, overtook
him.

“Don’t say it, Hank,’ he said uneasily.
“We’re not in port yet.”

Beecher forced a laigh and swept his
arm deprecatingly.

“What are you trying to tell me? That
vou're losing your—your— Hell, don’t you
start believing in that fairweather busi-
ness now! You can’t let yourself down
after you've waited five years for this.
Good luck, Pete, I'll be standing by below
ii you need me.”

“Thanks, Hank,” said Dixon, raising a
hand to the back of kis neck to try to
rub away the tight feeliag. He went on up
to the bridge. Young Mer. Allen, the third,
turned inquiringly.

“How’s the Old Man, Mr. Dixon?”

“T’ve got him lashed ¢own for the blow.”

Mr. Allen started. “Lashed?” he began,
then, remembering that third mates are
supposed to be seen but not heard too
much, he turned in confusion and peered
at the barometer.

“Still dropping,” he said.

Dixon braced his hands far apart on the
rail below the forward windows. Sunlight
spangled the spray leaping out from the
bow. Whitecaps scarred the swells fleeing
before the advance of the dark blue smudge
seeping over the western horizon.

The blow arrived shortly after the after-
noon watch began. There were a few strong
gusts of wind that tugged experimentally
at the superstructure, a splattering of rain
against the windows like a handful of flung
shot; then with a blare of wind and a
roll of thunder the real attack commenced.
The seas reared toward the sullied sky
and hurled themselves at the Southern
Pride. There was almost a constant cascade
from the forecastle to the well-deck.

It was along toward eight bells of the
afternoon watch when Dixon spied the
giant grayback looming over the seas
ahead. There was no time to ring down
the engines from the half-speed that kept
the freighter from pounding too hard
through the lesser seas. All he could do was
grip the rail and wait as the smoking gray-
back towered over the forepeak.

Tons of marble-green water surged
aboard over the Number One Hatch on
the forecastle and crushed thunderously
down on the Number Two in the well-
deck. The freighter faltered and below the
bridge there was a smashing impact that
flung Dixon against the window in spite
of his bracing. A thick curtain of white
water shot high above the bridge.

A lesser sea, piling aboard while the
Southern Pride groveled under her burden
of water, narrowly missed slamming the
bridge with full force. Dixon heard the
splintering of the port lifeboats being torn
away. For a moment he thought the
freighter was beaten. She was still buried
by the stem, but she tottered up with solid
water pouring overside from the well-deck.
Wind howled about the bridge. A sharp
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spur of lightning goaded the heaving flanks
of the sea. The freighter started to fall
off into the trough. '

Dixon whirled toward the helmsman.

“Can’t hold her, sir!” the helmsman
shouted. “She hasn’t recovered enough to
give me steerage way to—"

Dixon jumped for the engine-room
telegraph to signal for more speed. But
even as he grasped it the ship began tilting
to starboard. He jockeyed the telegraph
frantically. There was a jarring shock as a
sea rammed the port bow and swung the
freighter around more. There was a tremor
as the engines speeded up.

But it was too late.

The freighter shuddered as a heavy sea
broadsided her. She went over toward her
beam ends, From below came the ominous
rumble of shifting cargo. Dixon felt his
scalp tighten. Gray hairs taking root, he
thought. He clung to the telegraph to keep
from sliding across the steeply sloping
bridge. He barked at the helmsman.

“Keep her hard over.”

The Southern Pride struggled sluggishly
around. A sea rolled up the inclined port
side and waterfalled across the listing well-
deck. She started toward her heam ends
again, then bashed her bow through a crest
with an explosion of spray and straightened
head on to the seas as she plunged to the
trough.

“Steady as she goes,” Dixon ordered
in a strained voice, feeling as if that were
the first time he had let his breath out since
the giant grayback had struck. He signaled
the engines down to half-speed. There was
still a nasty list, and down on the fore-
deck he discovered the giant grayback had
swept away the ventilators to either side
of the mast and Number Two Hatch was
just a gaping hole.

Mr. Brady, his startled eyes blinking
through his wet glasses, scrambled onto
the bridge.

“For God's sake, Dixon!” he cried.“Now
will you get Captain Vromer up here? Do
vou realize what will happen,” he shouted,
“if another wave like that is permitted
to--"

“I’'m aware of the situation,” Dixon in-
terrupted. “And Captain Vromer still stays
below. He couldn't have prevented that
sea from boarding us any more than—"

“Don’t try to crawl out from under,”
Brady barked. “You—"

Mr., Hanlon, fcllowed by white-faced
young Mr. Ames, dashed up the slope of
the bridge from starboard.

“Mr. Allen,” Dixon commanded. “Get
below and inspect the holds. Mz, Hanlon,
take some men and timber and tarpaulin
Number Two Hatch.”

The third mate ran from the bridge but
Mr. Hanlon remained where he was.

“I'm staying up here,” he declared. “You
tend to the hatch. It’s about time you got
wise to yourself, Mir. Fairweather Dixon.”

R. BRADY started to nod approv-
ingly. Dixon, fighting his temper,
stepped toward the second mate.
“Mr. Hanlon,” he snapped. “I'm not in
the habit of having to repeat my orders.”
Mr. Hanlon looked at him, quickly

 averted his gaze in search of support, and

finding none but Mr. Brady who stood
carefully out of the way, suddenly decided
to follow Mr. Ame:.

“See here, Dixon,” Mr, Brady blustered.

“Captain Vromer stays below,” said
Dixon, signaling the speed down to barely
steerage way to keep seas from boarding
the ship while the men worked down on the
well-deck. He stepred to the speaking tube
and ordered Beecher to pump out the Num-
ber Two Hold and try to trim the list from
the ship with the ballast tanks.

He broke his piacing to glance at the
unpromising baromater; then looked at the
chart. A long way to the Gulf and New
Orleans. He suddenly remembered Mr.
Brady’s watchful presence and stopped his
uneasy pacing. Mr. Brady's eyes narrowed.

“Listen, Dixon,” he bargained. “I said
I’d discharge you, but I'll reconsider that
if you'll release Castain Vromer.”

Dixon looked at him. “I've hung on for
five years when everyone’s been against
me,” he said. “I don’t quit in the middle of
a job.”
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Mr. Brady stamped from the bridge.

Night, rushing out of the East to join
forces with the pall of the storm, made
a backdrop of darkness that increased the
vividness of the lightning lashes. Mr. Allen
reported to Dixon. It was mostly the shifted
crates of Fnglish midget autos that were
holding the ship in her list.

“Mr. Hanlon superintended their stow-
ing,” he added.

Hank Beecher came up as Hanlon and
the men finished repairing the hatch and
Dixon signaled for more speed from the
engines,

“About all 1 can trim 1er off,” Beecher
scowled. “Still pretty nasty, ain’t it? About
nine degrees I'd say.”

The steward, the wind plastering his oil-
skins about him, came ont» the bridge.

“The Captain’s leg is pretty bad, sir,”
he reported. “When the ship heeled over he
must have strained it :gainst the lines
that lashed him. The splints have slipped
and the wound is open again. He’s in con-
siderable pain.”

Dixon’ frowned and turned to the third
mate.

“Take over here, Mr. A'len. And remem-
ber you take vour orders only from me.
Keep her steady as she gces.”

He hurried below.

When he returned, Hanlon and Brady
were on the bridge. He walked to the chart
table and stared down at it. Thunder
rumbled and the invisible hands of the
dark sea mauled the listing freighter. From
the corner of his eye Dixo1 saw the second
mate and the owner glance uneasily af each
other. Hank Beecher shifted uncomfort-
ably, then moved foward Lim.

“What's up, Pete?”

Dixon frowned at the chart before he
woked up.

“The Old Man's leg reeds more than
tiie jury rigging 1 can give it,” he said. ‘T’m
putting in at St. George’s, Bermuda.”

fank Beecher looked sharply at him.
Mr, Hanlon moistened his lips as a pillar
of lightning high-lichted the tossing crests
and shadowed the deep trcughs.

“With this list,” he protested, “you’ve

got to keep her headed into the sea, and
you can’t do it if you change course for—"

“When I want your opinion I'll ask for
it,” Dixon cut in.

“You’ll capsize us,” declared Hanlon.

“Dixon,” began Mr. Brady.

Dixon ignored him and turned to the
helmsman,

“Right rudder. Ease her off slowly now,
not too much so I can get the feel of her.”

He froze his features into hard lines so
as not to betray his inner uneasiness.

The Southern Pride shifted course
slightly and angled up a grayback. She
heeled way over to starboard. Mr. Brady
glared at Dixon, then clutched for the
rail and looked sick with fright. Dixon’s
stomach was a tight knot. The freighter
snouted through the crest and lurched
toward port, but her shifted cargo would
only let her come to an even keel athwart-
ships. She swayed down toward the trough
as though she were going to corkscrew her
way to the bottom. When she tackled the
next sea, she threw her lee rail way down
again.

Dixon saw Hank Beecher shaking his
head slightly. He stepped to the engine-
room telegraph and signaled for less speed.

“Swing her off a few points more,” he
ordered the helmsman. And a few moments
later: “A bit more. All right, steady as she
goes.”

The freighter wallowed and reeled drunk-
enly, but her reduced speed gave her chance
to recover herself between seas.

“Nice handling, Pete,”
Beecher.

said Hank

R. BRADY frowned at Dixon and
groped his way from the bridge, and
Hanlon followed him. Hank Beecher
lingered. When there was a flash of light-
ning, Dixon saw him scowling at the crests
of the seas being shredded by the wind.
Dixon remained uneasily silent, waiting.
Finally Beecher spoke, and it was obvious
he was trying to sound casually uncon-
cerned.
“You ever taken a
George’s?” he asked.

ship into St.
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“There’s got to be a first time for every-
thing,” said Dixon softly.

“Yeah,” Beecher said doubtfully, drop-
ping his glance briefly to the chart. Dixon
knew he was looking at the marks denoting
all the reefs that barricade the passage to
St. George’s.

“The chart’s accurate,” said Dixon.
“After I looked at the Old Man’s leg T went
to the radio shack before I came to the
bridge. I had Sparks radio the pilot station
at St. David’s and inquire about the chart.”

“Guess everything’s okay then,” mut-
tered Beecher with an uncertain smile. He
hurriedly left the bridge.

All night Dixon remained on the bridge
as the listing freighter labored over the
rough seas like a bird trailing a broken
wing. Dixon had never seen the pre-dawn
darkness so black—or was it just his
wearied bloodshot eyes making it seem
that way?

“Mr. Allen,” he ordered, “keep a look-
out now for—”

He stopped and frowned irritably as
Hank Beecher appeared on the starboard
wing of the bridge for the third time in
the past hour.

“Why don’t you speak up and say it,
Hank?” he snapped as the engineer came
inside. “Why keep up the pretense? You
don’t trust me any more than the rest—"

Beecher’s expression was pained.

“Take it easy, Pete,” he muttered, his
glance going pointedly beyond Dixon
toward the port side of the bridge. Dixon
turned. Brady and Mr. Hanlon were step-
ping too casually onto the bridge. Dixon
wondered if they had overheard. He glared
at Beecher who avoided his gaze, then
turned to the third mate gain.

“Mr. Allen,” he said curtly, “we’ll keep
watch now for the North Rock Light.”

Mr. Brady peered through his glasses at
Dixon.

“Mr. Dixon,” he inquired. “Have you
ever taken a ship through these reefs
before?”

Dixon frowned impatiently. “Captain
Vromer—" he began.

“T realize the captain’s in no condition

now to come up,” declared Brady. “But
Mr. Hanlon,” he said firmly, “has been to
St. George’s befcre. I’d suggest that you
let him—"

“He’s on the bridge, isn’'t he?” retorted
Dixon.

Lightning pitcaforked off to starboard.
Combers of thiunder broke and rolled
among the heavy headlands of clouds.
Dixon blinked his bloodshot eyes and re-
sisted the temptation to look at the chart
again. Hadn’t he been studying it all night?
Didn’t he know exactly everything he must
do? Pick up the North Rock Light now
and make a turn toward . . .

He started as young Mr. Allen sudderly
stabbed his arm out and blurted: “There,
sir!” The third mite’s apple cheeks ripened.
He modulated his tone and spoke sheep-
ishly. “The North Rock Light, sir.”

Dixon watched the light and was aware
of the eyes turned intently upon him.
especially those of Mr. Hanlon. Finally he
turned to the helmsman. Mr. Hanlon was
turning to squint at the light.

“Left rudder,” Dixon ordered. “Change
course to—"

There was a series of vivid lightning
flashes that daylighted the rumpled sea.
Crashing thunder drowned him out before
he could give the new course.

“Helmsman,” Dixon repeated, “chang:
course to—"

“Hold on!” yelled Mr. Hanlon. “Don *
change course!”

Dixon frowned at him.

“And why not>” he demanded.

The second mate moistened his lip-
“There’s a ship dead ahead, going the
same way we are,” he explained hastily
“You’re making the turn too soon!”

Dixon looked toward the North Rock
Light. The incessant drumming of rain
seemed to echo his racing heart. He was
silent for a tortured moment.

“This is where the turn should be made.
he declared. “Helmsman—"

“Just a moment,” cried Mr. Brady. “1
saw that ship too, Dixon.”

Young Mr. Allen shifted uncomfortably
and nodded when Dixon glanced at him
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“I saw it, sir,” he murmured.

Dixon looked at Hank Beecher who
pressed his lips and nodded slightly, staring
tensely.

There was another flash of lightning, and
this time Dixon saw thie other ship far
ahead on the heaving sea. Darkness blotted
in again. For a moment he regretted being
in complete command. His mouth was sud-
denly a desert without an oasis.

“I checked up on the chart last night,
and it’s accurate,” he declared decisively,
wondering whether he were trying to con-
vince himself or the others. “This is the
time to make the turn. I'll not follow in the
wake of anyone who is 'naking a mistake.
Helmsman,” he conrmanded grimly,
“Change course to—"

“You’re making the imistake!” shouted
Mr. Hanlon, trying to diown him out.

Dixon looked hard at the pale and be-
wildered helmsman who began turning the
wheel uncertainly.

“See here, Dixon,” Mr. Brady barked.

Dixon, watching the binnacle, inter-
rupted curtly.

“You've been saying ‘See here’ ever
since you came aboard, and you've been
wrong every time you've said it. Don’t try
to chart my course for me until you're able
to chart your own.”

Mr. Brady just stared and was speech-
less. But not Mr. Hanlor.

“The man’s gone mad with authority,”
he snapped. “It’s time we put a stop to it
before he runs us on a reef.”

He started toward Dison.

“Stand back,” Dixon warned him, glanc-
ing anxiously to see what Beecher and the
third mate were going to do. And then
Hanlon was upon him. Dixon parried the
second mate’s blow asde with his left
forearm and drove his right through to
the jaw. Hanlon went down heavily and
stayed down.

Dixon rubbed his knuckles and glanced
at Brady, then at the binnacle.

“‘Steady as she goes,” he ordered grimly,
his mouth hard.

“Aye, aye, sire,” the helmsman replied
uneasily. “Steady as she goes.”

»

T. DAVID’S Light made a last piercing
stab at the retreating darkness and
then went out as the advance gray legions
of dawn fought through the storm. Dixon
stood wearily on the. starboard wing of
the bridge. The pilot and a doctor were
coming aboard. The steward took the
doctor direct to the Old Man’s cabin. The
pilot mounted to the bridge.

“Mean list you’ve got here,
the pilot.

“Is there any news about a ship in trou-
ble?” Dixon demanded; and when the pilot
looked at him he explained quickly about
the other ship that had been seen in the
storm. “The chart is correct so far as I've
used it,” he said, “so that may mean the
other ship is on the outer reefs by now.”

“She’s on all right,” agreed the pilot.

“Did she send an SOS?” Dixon asked.
“Are there any other ships near her? May-
be we’d better go out there and—"

The pilot frowned at him, and looked at
the others on the canting bridge. “There’s
no one aboard her. There hasn’t been for
three months!”

“Three months?” Dixon ejaculated.

The pilot nodded. “The North Rock
Light was out of order one night. We saw
that ship coming in and tried to warn her,
but her operator was too busy about some-
thing else to pick up our warning. So his
ship didn’t make the turn, but drove straight
ahead and full onto the outer reefs. In clear
moonlight at that. We've tried to pull her
off, but her bottom’s ripped out and—"

The pilot was suddenly aware of the way
Dixon stared at him, the way Mr. Hanlon’s
Adam’s apple bobbed, the way Brady,
Beecher, and the third stared at Dixon.

“Say,” he demanded, “don’t tell me you
thought she was a ship under way?”

“That’s right; she looked like it in the
storm,” growled Hank Beecher. “She
played Lorelei and damn near lured us off
our course.”

The pilot swore softly. “I’ll report that.
Something will have to be done.”

“I should say so,” declared Mr. Brady.
“It’s not every ship that has a captain, or
a first mate, who's got sense enough to

”

remarked
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know when he’s right and courage enough
to stick to his decision.”

Dixon saw Mr. Brady’s glance briefly
impale Mr. Hanlon; then the owner was
coming toward him with extended hand.

“Dixon,” he said, “you were right, I've
been wrong about many things.”

Dixon did not know what to say. He just
stood there in a warm glow and grasped
the owner’s hand. Mr. Brady was saying
something about Captain Vromer’s taking
command of the Pride Line’s new ship.

“I believe you mentioned something
about a master’s ticket,” he said. “I hope
you're as right about that, Dixon, as you
have been about everything else.”

“Sure he is,” grinned Hank Beecher, and
Dixon looked at him. Beecher smiled
apologetically., “Guess you had a right to
get sore at me, Pete, from the appear-
ances.” He drew Dixon aside. “I couldn’t
speak up and tell you everything was okay.
The Old Man made me promise to keep
silent unless something started to go
wrong,

“The Old Man?” Dixon questioned.

“Yeah,” said Beecher. “I told you he was
as square as they make them. Remember
I told you he’'d give you a break after he
calmed down about Brady? Well, he sud-
denly came to his senses when you were
lashing him in and he saw how you had
nerve enough to put Bradyv in his place.
He told me later to keep him informed
of everything you did, and when he heard
you were heading for Bermuda he explained

to me all that bhad to be done to get by
the reefs. I wasn’t to say a word to you
though unless you started to go wrong. He
wanted to be sure you'd grow your gray
hairs, but I'll bet he never counted on
that Lorelei ship! I grew a couple of grav
hairs myself then.”

Dixon met the doctor leaving the Old
Man’s cabin.

“Tough old bird,” the doctor com-
mented. " The only thing T'm worried about
is keeping him down long enough to give
the bones a chance to knit. You saved his
leg for him, Mr. Dixon.”

“He saved plerty for me too,” said
Dixon, and entered the cabin.

The Old Man scowled at him.

“Fang-dangled Sawbones,” he snapped.
“He lashed me in again. Get these lines
off me befere 1 use this jackknife I've been
holding ever since you first lashed--" He
stopped short when he realized what he was
saying. “Don't keep staring at me like that,
Mr, Fairweather Dixon,” he growled, his
eves twinkling, There was a dilference, a
mighty big difierence, thought Dixon, in
the way- that name FPairweather could
sound when a man said it with a smile.

He groped for the Old Man’s hand and
felt it tighten about his own.

“T came down, zir,” he said, “to let vou
see the few gray hairs you helped me
grow.”

“Bilge water,” scoffed the Old Man.
“Your head’s too blond to grow gray hairs.”

He and Dixon laughed together.
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By WILLIAM DU BOIS

LENTY of people had good reason to

shove Owen Cary out of a fifth-story
window to his death. For Cary, the news-
paper tycoon and owner of the Star, had
stepped on thousands of faces on his way
up: and, even more important, he was going
to publish the confidential diary of Larry
Ray, the columnist who knows everything
ahout evervbody. But now Cary is dead,
and the only manuscript of the diary—seen
in his hand a few hours before—bas dis-
appeared. Larry Ray, meanwhile, has se-
cluded himself on an island off the coast
of Florida.

Jack Jovdan, crack reporter for the Star,
who it telling the ctory, finds himself up

A quick PING ... and
the buliet missed my
head by two inches

to his neck in tie mystery. Shrewd Lieu-
tenant Hurlbut is watching him carefully;
and then, a few minutes before Jordan is
to start on a Bermuda vacation with his
wife Trudy, there is another murder.

That afternoor Jordan rides to the pier
with Nancy Jansway, another gossip col-
umnist; she is drunk and babbling that she
knows the truth about the Cary mystery.
Jordan rushes to the gangplank to meet his
wife—only to be grabbed by cops. Two min-
utes after he left the cab Nancy Janeway
was shot througtl the head.

JORDAN and Hurlbut check over the
people who are possible suspects. There
are Owen Cary’s two former wives: Blanche
Cary, now priestess of a wacky religious

This story began in the Argosy for September 30
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sect; and Anita Ames the glittering movie
star. Senator Anthony Parsons was fright-
ened of the Ray diary; bat he seems to
have a sound alibi, and Jack Jordan believes
in the innocence of Parsons’ fiancee, Doris
Blake, also involved. Mark Evans, the gin-
soaked Hollywood Adouis, was terrified that
Pay's diary would wreck his career.

The person Jack Jordan vrorries the most
about is young Doctor Joe Piccari, his best
iriend. Dr. Joe, a brilliant surgeon, is the
sont of an ex rum-king; furthermore, he is
engaged te a wealthy sociey girl. He had
feared that Larry Ray woulld ruin his repu-
ation and break his engagement by reveal-
ng details about old Joe Piccari’s career
1 the prolithition days.

ORDAN’S managing edtor orders him

to fly to Ilorida and interview Larry
Ray. A few hours before the plane leaves
Jordan pays a visit to old Joe Piccari, who
ives in retirement, still urtouched by the
aw. Jordan finds the old man deeply dis-
ressed about his son; he lias not scen him
or ten years, and now he pleads with Jack
fordan to help bring about 1 reconciliation.

Dr. Joe has left for Florida that day; and
he old man announces that he is flying
lown there with Jordan. Jordan can do
othing but consent, for the old rum-king
ells him that one of his ctrong-arm men
s at present keeping an eye on Trudy at
he airport. So Old Joe and Jordan set out
m a wild drive to catch the plane. . . .

CHAPTER XIX

SATURDAY MORNING 10:00

‘ ‘ Y HEN T first opened my eyes the
next morning, 1 didn’'t remember
where [ was, or why. Obviously,
‘d been lying quite awhile in this twin-
ed—1 couldn’t have felt so rested; other-
rise. It also seemed likely that Trudy had
ccupied the other bed recently, though
he was not in evidence at the moment,
Don’t accuse me of amnesia, either. I’d
ever felt more alert in my life. But a
ertain kind of sleep, taken after a certain
ind of exhaustion, always gives me the
emporary feeling of beiny born again,
rinus the disadvantages.
{ looked for the alarm clock that had
-akened me-—only it was a telephone.
“Ten o'clock, Mr. Jordan,” murmured
pleasant Southern voice at the other end.

“Not another word,” I said, trium-
phantly. “This is the Hotel Casa de Mar
in St. Augustine.”

“You left a call for ten, didn’t you,
sir?”

“I rather think so,” I murmured. “In
fact, it’s all coming back perfectly.”

After I’d convinced him I was reason-
ably sane, I ordered orange juice, and
stretched out for five more drowsy minutes
to piece it out. Our wild ride to Newark.
The way Trudy’s fage lighted up when I
dashed into that waiting room with five
whole minutes to spare. The question in
her eyes, when Old Joe came in on my
heels—and the way they cottoned to each
other from the start. The hurried phone
call to Mac to let him know I was on the
job, just in case one of Hurlbut’s boys
was counting noses. Pud Revelli, stepping
out from behind a baggage truck to help
with our bags.

Hiatus to Jacksonville, as the car we’d
hired at the airport roared down empty
Main Street at three a.m. Pine barrens,
dusty-white under a high round moon, and
St. Augustine just this side of dawn. . . .
It’s an age of miracles, all right. We’d
taken advantage of several to bring us
here.

I reached again for the phone. “Have
you seen my wife?”’

“Mrs. Jordan, sir? She went out, an
hour ago. Left a note in your mailbox. I'm
sending it up on your breakfast tray.”

Well, that was reassuring enough, for
the moment. I eased open the hall door,
and took a quick, two-way look. Nothing
suspicious there, either. Why should I
have the feeling that someone was watch-
ing the stair to the lobby?

Trudy might come and go, but it would
be another story for me, all right. I al-
most put my instinct to the test, before
I remembered I was in pajamas. Then I
closed the door softly, and went over to
the window to pull up the blind.

Hot sunlight splashed over my bare
toes, as I breathed in the blue wash of
morning air from Matanzas Bay. The hotel
garden was directly below me, as full of

e e
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hibiscus and date palms as a three-tone
advertisement. Even from the window,
that bay and garden smelled like Florida
—an aroma composed of one part dead
hyacinth, three parts sunbitten sand, ten
parts attar of real-estate.

HEN 1 spotted the couple having

breakfast at the water’s edge. Duncan
Green fitted the scene perfectly, right down
to his doeskin slacks and espadrilles. He
basked as he destroyed his eggs and bacon,
like a lizard in the sun. The lovely Anita
lounged under a circus umbrella beside
him, looking even more fetching than usual
in shorts-and-halter, after you’d made al-
lowances for her table manners,

I closed my eyes and counted ten. Sure
enough, Mark Evans was strolling out
from the hotel to meet them when 1 took
my second peek—so tropical in white linen
it hurt your eyes to look. Perhaps Duncan
Green hadn’t misled Mac too much, after
all. Perhaps they were on location now,
and waiting for the cameraman.

They were certainly waiting for some-
thing, and I dropped my blind in a hurry,
just in case it was me. I was doing deep-
breathing exercises, and almost enjoying
them, when a colored boy brought in my
breakfast.

Trudy’s note was under the marmalade:

Dear Jack:

This is an afterthought from the
lobby, in case you’d think I had eloped
with your friend Big Caesar. (By the
way, he seems to be snoring comfort-
ably two deoors down from us).

Pm going to the Ancient City Garage
to look at jaloppies; then to the hair-
dresser’s on the plaza to restore my

shattered morale. Back at eleven.
Trudy (the Model Wife)

Thanks to that, I really swallowed my
food. T wasn’t even startled—much—-when
my door opened sans knock, and Dr. Joe
whisked in. In fact, I was pouring coffee
at the moment, and didn’t spill more than
half a cup.

“Hello, early bird,” I said.

“They said at the desk that you were

awake, Jack, I couldn’t wait downstairs
any longer.”

“Sit down and have some coffee, doc-
tor,” 1 said.

He looked hurt. “Aren’t you surprised
to see me?”

“On the contrary, Who told you we
were at this hotel?”

“Miss Carter. She’s parked in the drive-
way, waiting to take you to Ray. It seems
the Ster wired him that you'd register
here.”

“So you did come south with Daphne
yesterday?”’

Joe brushed »ast that. “I met Pud in
the hall. Does that mean my father’s here,
too?”

“Room One
wake him up?”

He had me by my pajama-front now,
lifting me. “Is this your idea of a joke?
What’s he after?>”

I shock myseli free, with dignity. —A
hell of a nerve you have, interrupting a
man’s breakiast with so many questions.
Especially & man whose motive for being
here is quite above suspicion.”

That cooled Tim down at once. “I sup-
pose you and my father flew down to-
gether?”

His voice wes shaking. I saw it was
useless cruelty not to bring him up o
date as quickly as possible.

Twenty-eight. Shall we

“ URTHERMORE” T concluded the

resume, ‘“‘he insisted on hiring a car
in Jacksonville. so we'd he sure to wake
up in the same town with you. How's that
for parental devotion?”

“He must be out of his head.”

“Or spoiling for a good excuse to get
into the world :gain—"

But young Jue was not in a confiding
mood this morn'ng. I was equally insane,
of course, to telephone him vesterday. But
I wanted to set his mind at rest. I wanted
him to know I'd find some way of handling
Ray.” ’

“Have your”

“Not yet,” said Joe, curtly. “As always,
you are making me say far toc much.”
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I started to get into my clothes, pre-
tending not to notice his marathon up and
down that bedrcom. “So Ray wouldn’t see
you?”

“Miss Carter was kind enough to con-
vey the request last nigh:. He refused to
receive me.”

“I could have prophesied that vesterday.
And now we're on the subject, why didn’t
you wait in yvour office for my call?”

His mind, jumpy as a squirrel, jumped
hack at that. “So you did phone me back?”

“And almost got your colleague, Dr.
Donovan, They said you'd left town hours
ago.”

“Miss Carter advised ar early afternoon
nlane. She felt there was no time to lose,
if T wanted to get through to Ray.”

“Yesterday morning, on Park Avenue,
ou were giving a good imitation of a
thoughtful dector, worrying about a rich
patient. I enjoyed that zct much better
than the one you're putting on now.’

“Everything T tc!ld you in New York
is true, Jack. Miss Cummings and her
father are arriving this afternoon, by train.
[ am staying at the Lakes, to be on hand
when they arrive. They're to be house
guests for the weekend, before Gardner
{ummings goes on for the fishing.”

“In other words, this little town looks
more Jike Mecca by the hour.”

“For God’s sake, don’t be cryptic.”

“I couldn’t make a plainer statement,
Doctor,” T said, pushing the blind aside
and pointing into the garden. “Look at
that Hollywood trio under the umbrella.
According to the New York papers, they’re
Lalfway to California by now. Two to
one Gardner Cummings hasn’t said a word
about breaking his trip to Palm Beach,
either. . . . At least your dad came out
of his hideaway honestly, without throw-
ing me on a false scent.”

[ stamped my feet into tennis shoes.
“What’s it add up too? Fach one of you
is thinking about that missing diary and
wondering if Ray is writing a second,
there in his hideaway. Euach one of vou
is hoping to persuade him -o leave you out
of print, this time—"

This got me comfortably into a white
coat. “How’s that for an honest diagnosis,
Doctor?”

Young Joe smiled for the first time. “A
little too honest for comfort, perhaps. But
don’t leave cut the police. Miss Carter
informs me that a New York plainclothes
man paid Ray a visit early today.”

“Was his luck any better than yours?”

“Ray is living on an island in the Matan-
zas,” said Joe bitterly. “He talked to me
from the bank. When the detective arrived,
he refused to appear at all.”

“He was well within his rights. No one
has the authority to disturb him at his
work.”

“Ts he really preparing another manu-
script for publication, Jack?”

“It’s quite possible.” T said, watching
him closely. “Office rumor has it that he’s
hard up for cash right now, and Carey
was supposed to have offered him enough
to outlive the next three depressions if he'd
really go to town.”

“Must he deliver the goods, before he’s
paid?”

“How should T know? 1 said it was only
a rumor.” .

“You are a great help this morning,
Jack.”

“Listen, Joe,” 1 said, patiently. “I
haven’t asked you what your crusade’s
about, nor do I intend asking. You may
be hoping to cover your father’s tracks—
or your own—or Miss Cummings’. Pos-
sibly all three. If you’d waited for my
phone call yesterday—and followed the
suggestion I intended making—you’d be at
Putnam Hospital now, in a nice white
gown and mask, tranquilly removing some-
one’s appendix.

“But you wouldn’t wait.”

“Now that you're here, 'm begging you
to spend the day on the beach, and take
the afternoon train back. T Ray’s refused
to see you, you're doing worse than wast-
ing your time. You're riding for a—"

“How can you talk like this? Have you
forgotten my father?”

“Use your head,” 1 snapped. “Look
who’s standing in the doorway.”
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CHAPTER XX
SATURDAY MORNING: 10:30

LD Joe had opened the hall door very
quietly indeed. In fact, the only
thing loud about him was the purple gaber-
dine suit—and the way he kissed his son
on both cheeks after his first bear-like
hug. Young Joe hugged back with interest,
and the conversation went into fast Italian.
Not that it didn’t bring a lump to your
throat, no matter what language you were
brought up on.

Here they were, living in different worlds
for ten years, calling each other every
name from milksop to Mussolini, calling
each other plenty now, if only I could un-
derstand it, and yet, loving each other as
though they'd never been apart.

Let me tell you, I backed out of that
room as fast as I could. You’d have to be
a born eavesdropper to listen in on that
sort of reunion.

Don’t ask me if Pud Revelli stepped out
of a linen closet, or thin air. He was right
at my elbow before I'd gone fen paces
down that hallway.

“If you don’t mind, Mr. Jordan—?"

“What would happen if I did?”

He grinned, and dropped one polite pace
behind. We proceeded down the stairs in
this formation, through the hotel lobby,
and out to the front veranda.

The Casa de Mar is the only big hotel
in St. Augustine open at that time of year;
judging by the number of rockers along the
rail, and the octogenarians occupying them.
the only thing Spanish ahout it was its
name. You never saw anything more dyed-
in-the-wool Yankee than that kritting bri-
gade, In fact, you had to look twice at
the bougainvilliz over the entrance to re-
mind yourself that you weren’t on the
porch of a boarding house in Bangor,
Maine.

1 went two steps down to the driveway,
and Pud took one. Daphne Carter sat in
a maroon roadster at the curb a hundred
feet beyond, where Bay Street swept away
in a long half-moon to the bridge.

“See that lady in the roadster, Pud?

Would you throw a fit if T walked down
and spoke to her, alone?”

“Not me, Mr. Jordan.” He nodded to-
ward the touring car Old Joe had hired
last night in Jacksonville, still parked on
the driveway. “I just sit under our wheei
to play safe.”

“Look here, the boss has met up witk
his son—isn’t that what he came South
for? What difference does it make if I—

But he had already climbed into the
touring car. As 1 walked indignantly by
on my way to Daphne’s running-board, I
heard him turn over the engine, and
throttle down. After all, Pud had been
taught to keep his engine running in emer-
gencies; who was I to break him of a
good habit?

HE must have seen me in her wind-
shield mirror, because she spoke first.
without turning her sleek blond head
“Well, Jack, this is enough to restore cne's
faith in magic arpets.”

“Put it that way, if you insist,” I said
striking as gallint an attitude as T could
on her mudgua d.

“Who's the friend with the ingrown eye-
brows who came down the steps with
you?”

“Who else but Old Joe's valet?”

“He doesn’t ook too much like a vale!
from here.”

“He isn’t. I was speaking figuratively

“I'm glad the doctor located his father
so soon.”

“Quite a coincidence, isn’t it, that thes
should both ¢ome to Florida for their
health, a whole month ahead of the sex-
son?”

“Skip it, Jaclk, will you? My orders are
to take you out to Mr. Ray, as soon as
you're ready to go.”

“I'm quite comfortable here,” 1 said
smiling back at Pud. “Let’s wait a minute
more, just in cise we have company.”

“The pass i3 only good for one, 1w
afraid.”

“Any bets that Old Joe crashes through
ahead of me?”

We both studied the touring car in

3 A-21
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Daphne’s windshield mirror, The engine
was still running and Pud sat at attention
like a soldier, with one paw on the gear-
shift.

© “Skip that too, if you don’t mind,” said
Daphne. “I'm in no mood to figure the
odds, after the night I put in.”

“Lots of typing?”

“Plenty.”

“Mind explaining why you didn’t fly
down with Ray?”

“I had homework in New York.”

“Had you planned to join him later?”

“Not until T got his vire. When [ said
zoodbye to him in Newark, I thought I
was out of a job for awnile.”

“Too bad there isn’t another girl in
America who could help him to put those
diary notes together in a hurry.”

“You're very clever, aren’t you, Jack?
I wish I had your keen analytical mind.”

“Thank you for keeping this on an
intellectual plane, Miss Carter,” I said,
sliding down from the mudguard. “Here
comes my wile in a devil-wagon, with
blood in her eye.”

“Nonsense,” said Dapl ne, waving, “she’s
just having a little trouble with her gear-
shift.”

Trudy waved back from the high seat
of the jalopy as she canme to an unsteady
stop at the curb, making more noise with
her brakes than a tractor in reverse, “Like
it, darling?”

“How much?” T askec.

“Fifty-eight dollars, cash. Believe it or
not, she’ll do forty when excited.”

“What’s her vintage?”

“The middle Twenties, but her soul is
immortal. The mother 'was a Chevrolet,
so Miss Carter and 1 decided she should
be called Yvonne. If you’-e nice to Yvonne,
you may have a ride.”

1 looked from Daphne to Trudy, and
back again. “Don’t tell me you two have
been getting acquainted?”

“What’s the hairdressers’ for?” asked
Daphne.

“Believe it or not,” said Trudy, just
as cheerfully, “I even apologized for my
foul suspicions that day at the Stork.”

4 A-21

SAT down again on Daphne’s mud-

guard. “Thanks, ladies,” T murmured.
“At least, this is one complication I needn’t
worry about.”

“T thought your worries were over, once
you’d interviewed Mr. Ray,” said Trudy.
“Here’s his secretary, ready to bring you
together. Why don’t you get the job
over?”

“That’s my intention, darling, the mo-
ment our traveling companion gets down-
stairs. You see, I've a hunch he’d like to
come along. At least, his chauffeur’s wait-
ing on the driveway.”

“What a shame,” said Trudy. “I was
going to suggest that Mr. Picarri go sight-
seeing with me.” She turned to Daphne.
“I've always wanted to meet a retired
gangster in the flesh, but this is the first
time Jack has obliged me.”

“Good old Trudy,” 1 said gratefully.
“The wife who takes life in her stride.”

“After all, my love, you'll admit I’ve
had lots of practice.”

Trudy punched the jaloppy’s starter with
a tentative toe. Yvonne thought it over,
and wheezed hopefully. All right, you’d
wheeze too, if you had eighty thousand
miles on your speedometer.

“Try to be back for lunch, darling,”
said Trudy.

“You're letting me go just like this?”

“Why not? You're in good hands.” She
punched the starter a second time. Yvonne
rumbled encouragingly, and iurched into
low. “T’ve lots of sightseeing to do,” said
Trudy, “so I’ll wait for lunch until three
—Just in case.” She tested Yvonne’s horn
with vague results, waved as she took the
turn for Fort Marion, and was gone.

“Doesn’t she ever get mad?” asked
Daphne.

“QOnly if she thinks other women are
after me,” I said as 1 got virtuously into
the roadster beside her.

“Are they, frequently?”

“This is no time for cheap humor,” I
said. “Look in your windshield mirror.”

We looked together. To the almost
audible consternation of the knitting bri-
gade, Old Joe had just charged out to the
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veranda, cigar militant, his purple suit an
even nobler hue in the sunlight. Young
Joe was right with him and stayed with
him, straight to the door of the touring
car. Father got in, and the son remained
on the driveway, slamming that car door
loudly enough to set the guils screaming on
the Matanzas.

“Lead off, Miss Carter,” I said. “Appar-
ently our caravan is complete.”

But Daphne had started her motor long
ago.

I glanced back just once, as that touring
car swung into Bay Street after us. Joe
was still standing in the hotel driveway
with his arms akimbo, locking about as
happy as a prime minister after Munich.

CHAPTER XXI
SATURDAY 11:30

E DROVE in silence, past the Ponce

de Leon monument and up the ramp
to the bridge. There was a whiff of the sea,
as soon as we had crossed the Matanzas.
I relaxed beside Daphne, enjoying the
warm wind on my face, trying not to look
too intoxicated by all that fresh air. So
help me, T had begun to feel a trifle sun-
kissed already.

“What’s the frown for?” I asked. “Bring
your problem to Jack Jordan. I diagnose
free of charge.”

“You know very well why I'm frown-
ing. I don’t like the idea of that car trail-
ing us to Mr. Ray’s.”

“Remember that’s your fault entirely.
After all, it was your idea, inviting Joe to
fly down here with you yesterday aftex-
noon.”

“I beg your pardon. The doctor insisted
on coming, after I'd advised strongly
against it.”

“Be that as it mav—you should have
realized the doctor’s old man would never
let him face that wolf alone.”

“Even when the doctor is trying to save

“his father?”

“0ld Joe’s a primitive Christian,” I said.
“He believes the Lord helps those who
help themselves.”

MORNING:

“Don’t rub it in,” said Daphne, “I've
called myself enough names, since T walked
into Dr. Joe’s office yesterday.”

“Frankly, Daphne, T wouldn't class it
among vour brighter moves, unless it helps
Ray round out his story on the Piccaris.”

Daphne honked viciously to pass a
motorbus. “So that’s the way you've fig-
ured me?”

“How else can I figure?”

“Suppose I told you Dr. Joe was my
friend?”

“So much the better, from Ray’s angle.”

“I know what ycu're thinking, Jack, and
you're dead wrong [ am not helping Mr.
Ray put his diary 1ogether a second time.”

“What about all last night's tvping?”

“Since you insist, [ was typing up a
long, perfectly inrocuous chapter on his
years in London—"

“Whi'e he re-types the real dynamite,
from memory?”’

Daphne jammed her accelerator down
to the fioor.

“T've told you all 1 know now, and
more. I never lald eyes on a line of that
original manuscript, either. Don't speak
of the hints I gave you for those advance
blurbs. Remember, they were all prepared
by Mr. Ray in advance. Don’t even men-
tion the way he made me swagger out of
Carey's private el:vator that night with
the thing under mv arm.”

She gave me a cuick, defiant look, then
turned her attenticn fo the road. We had
swung away from the beach, taking a two-
lane highway that ran parallel to it. Bunga-
lows scattered among the dunes on our
left, already few und far between as we
left St. Augustine behind. On the right was
a tangled sweep of scrub oak and palmetto,
merged with the marsh that bordered the
bay.

“I've often wondered why he used me
as a secretary at all,” Daphne continued.
“Perhaps he liked r1e because I could stand
anything. At least. 1 think that’s why I
lasted longer than the others. Certainly he
never confided in me—"

“Go right ahead,” I said. “I'm playing
this your way, as long as you like.”
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“You know he kept me busy enough,
Jack. Everyone at the Star will admit that.
Editing his column wher he was too tired,
or pasting up that silly Boss-Is-Out spe-
cial on his day off . . . Weeding out his
mail, and being sure not to open the letters
marked Private. Obh, very sure of that.
Remember what happened to that other
secretary of his, when sbe opened that let-
ter from Washington, telling what the
President reaily said the day he—"

“Cut it out, Daphne,” I said, slowly.
“For years now I've had a funny hunch
you were on the level. Wouldn’t it be a
joke on me, if I was right?”

“Then why ask if Id brought him a
story on the Piccaris?”

“Just hoped 1 coulc make you mad
enough to talk. A typical Jordan trick.
Don’t hold it against me.”

We covered the next raile in real silence.

“One more question, Daphne,” I mur-
mured. “How long have you been in love
with Dr. Joe?”

“QOver a year now—and what’s it to
you?”

E HAD turned off the two-lane

highway some time ago, and were
now bumping along pock-marked macadam
in the direction of the bay. The needle of
Daphne’s speedometer still hung just under
sixty, ruts or no ruts. At the moment, I
was much too busy digesting her last re-
mark to notice the bealing my spine was
taking.

“All right, Jack Jordan, you’ve lured
me in the open. It’d maze a nice headline,
wouldn’t it? Columnist’s secretary carry-
ing torch for society dcctor—”

“Don’t let young Joe hear you call him
that.”

“Then what’s he doing at the Lakes?
Don’t you worry, I know more about
(laire Cummings than he’d dare tell me.
Don’t think he’ll come calling at my
humble boarding-house, now that I've done
all T can for him.”

“Easy, Daphne, before you break an
axle.”

“Don’t you tell me how to drive, either.

And if you ask one more question about
my love-life, I'll bounce you into the
scrub.”

That held me nicely, right up to the
moment Daphne slammed on her brakes,
and parked beside a limousine with its side-
curtains up. I watched her lean back, with
an elaborate sigh that fooled no one but
herself.

“Journey’s end?” T ventured.

“Take a look.”

I did, much as I dislike scenery as a
rule. We had parked on the bay shore,
on the last of the macadam, though the
road wandered fuzzily out of sight on a
corduroy base from that point on. A path
led down to the bank just below us, where
a footbridge walked spider-legged across
marsh grass and deep water to an islet per-
haps five hundred feet from shore. There
was a house of some kind out there, muffled
up to the eaves in cedar windbreaks.

Ray’s hideaway. A setup that would
never find its way into a tourist folder.
Bleak and malarial are the only words for
that segment of North Florida—if you can
imagine two such qualities side by side.

“Just the place for a gossip to retire,”
1 murmured, politely.

But something about the tilt of
Daphne’s chin told me that conversation
was still taboo.

The touring car drew up alongside us,
and old Joe waved a grave salute from the
back seat. Daphne ignored that too, for
all of thirty seconds. Then she sounded
off with her horn—three short, one long,
and a tattoo.

Nothing happened. The cedar wind-
breaks across that stagnant water still
locked bleakly empty as the day the
Spaniards came.

Old Joe got ponderously out of the tour-
ing car. “Do you go first, Jack, or me?”

I turned to Daphne, who hadn’t budged.
Pud was already half out of the car on
his boss’ heels, with both hands in his
pockets. I braced myself, and smiled. “Per-
haps I'd better make sure you’re invited to
this party, Joe.”

“He will talk to me, all right.”
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I glanced again at Pud. “Or else—"

“Since you insist, my friend—or else [/
do the talking.”

“At least, wait till traffic clears,” said
Daphne.

Two men, one woman, and a boy had
just emerged from the cedars on the island,
and started over the foot-bridge. Only the
boy turned out to be Duncan Green in a
beret, shepherding his wife, Evans, and a
sallow native son who was obviously in
their party on terms of less than equality.

If the lovely Anita recognized me as she
stepped into the curtained seclusion of that
limousine, she wasn’t giving any sign of it.
Evans did manage something between a
monosyllable and a grunt before he climbed
in after her. The native son gave us a
suspicious glance and held the limousine
door adoringly open for Duncan Green,
who wasn’t condescending this morning,
either.

We got a blast of their horn when they
backed and missed Pud’s bumper by
inches. You could just see the top of
Green’s head above the wheel, as they took
the first curve. T don't know why, but
that beret made him look more like a
jockey than ever.

“You'd think he’d be more polite,” I
murmured to Old Joe, “considering the
money you've put into his business?”

“Life is too short to teach the Turks
politeness,” said Old Joe. “Who cares what
he wants? te does not get it, to judge
by his scowl.”

“You should be a detective yoursell,
Joe,” 1 said. “Give Ray the signal e7ain,
Daphne.”

Daphne nodded toward the bridge. “I
don’t think that'll be necessary.”

We turved back to the island as one
man., Ray was standing oun the shingly
beach, beckoning-—to Old joe, apparently,
not to me. Considering the fact that he
had a shotgun cradled in one arm, I de-
cided to let Joe go first, after all.

GOT my sense of lecomotion back
when they’d vanishied among the trees,
and ran down to the bridge-head for a

better look. Daphne followed, at a much
more relaxed pace.

“How long will he keep a Ster man
waiting?” 1 demar.ded, a lot more trucu-
lently than I felt.

“We can go over when you like,” she
said, pleasantly. “He’d have raised the
draw, if you wereri’'t welcome now.”

I saw what she meant when I followed
her across that spider-legged walk. The
whole middle section was, in fact, a minia-
ture drawbridge, operated by a steel cable
and hand-winch on the far side.

As for the island itself, someone had
obviously created it years ago, with a sand-
bar for a starting point. There were even
jetties to protect it against the tide-rip,
not to mention whole rows of closely
driven pilings to 20ld the earth on, the
exposed side. The cedars were planted so
close together you couldn’t locate the house
precisely, even afler you'd set foot on the
path leading up to it.

I’d taken perhaps a dozen healthy strides
up that path, before Pud stepped out from
behind a treetrunk and made further ex-
ploration impractical. Daphne, who had
paused to wind up that drawbridge like
a good secretary, apparently had a pass-
word that pleased him better.

I backed up to the shingly beach again.
watching him follow her among the trees
until they were both out of sight. Then 1
took a stroll around the island. Three times
around, to be exact—an exploration which
Cscovered  nothinz  but  a  half-dozen
stranded palmetto logs, and a not-too-leaky
rowboat pulled weil out of sight among
the bushes on the bay side. From this
vaniage point, you had a surprisingly near
view of St. Augustine, a drowsy mirage of
a town perhaps two miles away across the
flat shimmer of the Matanzas.

Let me tell you, it’s an eerie feeling,
being four jumps behind the procession,
especially when voi write news for a liv-
ing. T looked across the water for a long
time before I resumed my promenade,
waiting for America’s oldest settlement to
really take wings and float away into the
past.
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The fourth time around, T paused at the
drawbridge to give the winch a man-size
kick. Sometimes that relieves my feelings,
when I'm low. Today, all it did was hurt
like blazes. So much, in fact, that I bent
to see if my toe was broken. It wasn’t—
and neither was my head, though the bullet
missed it by inches.

CHAPTER XXII
SARURDAY MORNING: 12:00

SENSED, rather than heard, the light

ping of the shot from the far bank.
Then I was on hands aad knees, scuttling
for the woods without pausing to check
up any further. Then I was running down
the path toward the house, password or
no password.

I was still trying to get out of Pud’s
uncomfortably efficient rammer-lock, when
Old Joe came strolling back toward the
draw, grinning from ear to ear. Don’t ask
me how I got the news out—backward,
I'm sure, from the way he stared.

“A pot-shot, Jack?”

“What else would you call it?”

“No report, eh?”

“No mere than a bottle-cork penping
the wrong way. It was a silencer, all right.”

“Come on, Pud. We sze about this.”

“But shouldn’t we tell Ray?”

“To hell with him. He has enough to
worry over.”

I found myseli following them to the
draw again, still suppressing an intense de-
sire to hide behind every treetrunk.

Old Joe was out in the open before 1
could stop him. When Pud strode out with
one contemptuous shrug, and lowered the
draw, 1 pulled myself together and came,
t00.

“Which way does he shoot from, Jack?”

“A little to the left of where the cars
are parked.”

Old Joe looked deubtful. “You say this
is a shot—not maybe bumming-birds?”

“Listen, oldtimer—did you ever have a
bullet sing past your ear, so close you’re
sure it went in and out!”

“Stay where you are, my friend. Ray

waits for your interview. We beat the bush
—and escort you to town.”

He went straight across the bridge, with
that old Roman jaw pointed joyfully for
the job that lay ahead. Pud followed non-
chalantly. He still had both hands in his
pockets-—low down, with both elbows stiff
at his side. As for me, I'm ashamed to
admit that I had wound up the drawbridge,
and was safely in the shelter of the woods
again, long before they’d set foot on the
other side.

You literally stumbled on the house as
you walked in among the trees—a damp
stucco bungalow, small enough to have
come down from the factory by parcel post.
I almost dropped on my hands and knees
when a machine-gun rattle started on the
veranda, which may give you a faint idea
of my nervous state, on hearing Ray’s
typewriter for the first time in the open
air. It was a sound that brought New York
very near again.

AY was sprawled in a deck chair, with

the portable on his lap and a mess
of copy in a wire basket at his feet. His
clothes, including the shirt, were the same
he had worn that night in Carey’s office.
Only the beard was a later inspiration. He
seemed pale as ever under it, and twice as
tired. In fact, he looked as though he’d
been shipped down with that house, and
had never quite summoned up interest
enough to venture into the sunlight.

Daphne was seated on the veranda steps,
doing a high-pressure job with a pile of
manuscript all her own. Neither of them
gave the slightest notice as I panted up the
path toward them. Let me tell you, I'd
have exploded on the spot, if I hadn’t
found it necessary to sit down rather
abruptly, and catch my breath.

“Nice to see you, Jordan,” Ray mut-
tered, around the pencil clamped in his
teeth. “With you . . . minute. Did you put
up the draw?”

But Daphne had taken a real look at
me now. “What’s wrong, Jack? You look
like a haunted house.”

I told them what was wrong, with de-
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tails. When I turned back to that deck-
chair to see how Ray was taking it, he had
picked up his typewriter and slammed into
the house, without looking back.

“Is that a way to treat a man suffering
from agoraphobia?” said Daphne.

“So that's what he’s calling it now?”
I snapped. “Don’'t you dare leave this
porch until I come back. I don’t care how
many Italians are beating the palmettoes.”

I kicked open the screen door, and fol-
lowed Ray in. He was sitting with his back
against the far wall, the typewriter on his
lap again, his copy slap-down on the floor

:beside him. As for the cottage itself, it

seemed to be mostly one room, long on
beaver board but short on windows, What
furniture I saw had a doll’s-house look,
as though it had been screwed into the
floor when the place was put together.
This included the studio bed, which obvi-
ously hadn’t been slept in. Ray caught my
look, and smiled wanly. He seemed much
more himself, now he had four walls about
him, and a door he could watch.

“Don’t ask me where I sleep. So far, I
haven’t.”

I didn’t pursue the subject. Somehow,
when you thought of Larry Ray asleep,
you got nothing but a picture of a bat in
a cave. Besides, 1 had something more im-
portant to pursue, now.

“About that pot-shot, Larry—"

So help me, I thought the veins in his
neck would burst his collar, Then he puiled
himself together with a great effort, “I
won’t tell you to cut that out again,” he
said, in that slow, enemy-making drawl of
his, “Do you want an interview, or shall
I send you back to Mac without one?”

“Of course, if you aren’t interested in
solemn warnings—"

UT I had gotten Daphne’s point long
ago. I've seen cases of plain and
fancy funk in my day, but this one took
the blue ribbon in any school of jitters.
He was so afraid, he was unable to bring
his fear into the open and talk about it.
That shot had been whistling past his
own ear for two nights now.

“Why’d you pick this house, Larry?”
I asked, beginniny my business cali.

“A good Florican sales talk. I've been
wanting to find out about Nature ever
since T was born.”

So he'd wantec. to go back to Nature,
the paper-skinned peeping Tom. Sitting
in his bungalow, with all the windows
closed—eyes bleaiy from too much smoke,
a typewriter still oart of his anatomy. . . .
The day I swallowed that one I'd be a
candidate for the nut-farm myself.

Gossip-monger loves God’s footstool—
1 scrawled across my first sheet of notes.

“Happy hcre?”

“I'm not sure. So far, I've been too
busy to check on t.”

He started to talk for publication in
earnest now. I took notes dutifully, though
my mind stayed just as jumpy as my
nerves. My eyes kept going back to that
wire basket, and the big pile of sheets.
Back to the portable typewriter, sitting
like a gray toad on his lap.

The things he said made sense, once
you'd granted the premise that a guy like
Larry Ray could come out in the daylight
and survive. Of course, he meant to build
a first-class dwelling on the site, as soon
as he made sure he could stand the climate.
He had chosen the house because he had
always wanted to live on an island, to be
monarch of all he surveyed.

The real-estate agent had leased for a
remarkably low fizure, since the setup had
been hard to dispose of, ever since its
owner (a New York architect with a fan-
ciful turn of miad) had put it on the
market. People said the road to town was
bad. Ray’s only complaint was the fact
that a road existed at all.

Obviously, he had found his Robinson
Crusoe act a trifle less than perfect, to
date. He had been syndicated for years
in the local paper, and the news of his
lease of Cedar Island had given their re-
porter a golden opportunity to show his
caliber.

“Don’t tell me that was the native son
who came out with the Hollywood am-
bassador?”
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“You haven’t lost your grip, Jack.” Ray
flipped a cigarette end viciously at the half-
open window. “How else would Green have
tracked me down so soon?”

“Any other visiting firemen?”

“None vou’d like to hear about.”

“Try me and see.”

“None for publication, then.”

“This is your interview, Master. There’s
just one thing I've got to ask you—before
Mac dies of apoplexy. You are retyping
yvour diary from memory?”

He shot me a narrow- idded look. “Ap-
parently, youre not the only one who's
been working hard on Daphne.”

“T’'ve got eyes too, Larry,” 1 said, pok-
ing at that copy-cramrmned wire basket
with one timid toe.

“Your round, Jordan. :’ve run off about
twenty thousand words since I got the
news. That should fill a few galleys when
they start the presses Monday.”

“Is that all you've got to say on the
subject?”

“There’s no moral to the story,” said
Ray, “unless you want to play up the old
bromide about the newspaperman dying in
harness.”

“Or unless you’ve picked up a beat here
at the tailend of nowhere, and want to sock
New York with it, one more time.”

“Another bull’s-eye, Jordan.”

“In other words, you're making a few
additions, just for that opening install-
ment?”’

“If you insist—yes.”

“Any T might mention in the story I'm
filing on you &his afterncon?”

“Sorry,” said Ray.

“What about Old Joe’s visit just now?”

“Sorry.”

“Young Dr. Joe’s attempt to call last
night?”

“Still sorrier.”

“Why did you talk to Hollywood, and
let the local reporter listen in?”

“Let it ride, kid—1let it ride.”

“Mac will be burning the wires, asking
for your copy. Any idea when it’ll be ready
for him?”

“Tt’s going up at ten tonight, by special

plane,” he said, calmly. “Daphne doesn’t
know yet, but U'm making her my mes-
senger.”

I inched my chair a little closer to the
wire basket. “Any chance of a glimpse—
now?”

E MADE an odd, dry sound in his

throat, and T jumped back as though
T'd discovered that basket contained noth-
ing more interesting than a diamondback
rattler. “You can’t blame me for asking,
Larry.”

“Not at all, Jordan. I always said you
have a nose for news.” He was pretending
to really let down with me, now. Of course,
I knew he’d been building to this moment
all along.

“Just one question then, to give me a
lead. Does this opening installment say
anything about Mr. Carey’s death?”

Ray chuckled. “It names his killer.”

Neither of us spoke, while I made the
notation, mechanically. “May 1 use that
in my lead?” T asked, just as mechanically.

“Can you think of a better one?”

“Not unless you go on talking.”

Ray leaned back, sleepy-eyed. “Read
the Star on Monday.”

“Still running the interview your way,”
I said, patiently. “May I check back on
what you've just said? If I garble this
story, I'm probably fired, you know.”

“Tt was MacDonald’s idea, sending you
down to talk to me. Why should I feel
sorry for you?”

“No reason at all. Pity’s a feeling you've
got to acquire young,” 1 said, bitterly.
“Just the same, my facts have got to be
straight. T don’t want Mac to think I'm
crazy, too. . . I understand you’re flying
Daphne north at ten tonight, with a manu-
script containing material used in your
original diary—plus revelations on the
Carey murder case?”

“Correct.”

“Is your identification of the murderer
positive or circumstantial?”

“Positive enough to satisfy Hurlbut.”

“Is that all you care to say at this
time?”
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“Absolutely.”
I took a fresh sheet, and wrote a list of
names down one margin:

Jack Jordan
Rita Arden
Mark Evans

Dr. Joe Piccari
Claire Cummings
Senator Pursons
Doris Biake
Larry Ray
Daphne Carter
George Mac Donald
Blanche Carey
Anita Ames
Duncan Green
Old Joe Piccari

“Is that inclusive?” I asked, handisg it
over.

Ray read it through, lazily. “That’s the
last question you’re allowed, Jack. The
answer is—not for publication.”

I’d been boiling for some time, of course.
Now I boiled over, “Two bits says you’re
bluffing, Larry. I'd give anything to-—"

“I've one more statement, Jack. Get it
verbatim, please.” He lit a cigarette, and
ruffled the pages in that wire basket
through his tobacco-yellow fingers. “My
diary, as you have gathered, makes no at-
tempt to be chrorological. That’s why I'm
titling the first chapter How I solved the
Carey murder 1000 miles away. Perhaps
you’ll understand why I've had no time
for sleep since I arrived? After all, I had
only the Associated Press accounts to go
on, and what little T picked up from my
visitors.

“Carey’s murder, taken as a single event,
meant even less to me than to Hurlbut.
He was on top of the crime, and I was
in Florida, and we were both fumbling for
a black hat in the dark. When the radio
brought the news of Nancy Janeway’s
death to this neck of the woods, I began
to see a glimmer. Eventually, Murder
Number Two brought me the solution of
Murder Number One. Carey’s death alone
involved a hundred guesses. Carey’s death,
plus Nancy Janeway’s, narrows the list
to a single name-—"’

“Which you’ve mentioned in that copy?”

“Which our good friend George Mac-
Donald will read with his own eyes, when
Daphne hands him my briefcase tomor-
row.”

I folded my c<wn thick wad of copy
papet, and stuck it in my pocket. “Thanks
for the beat, Mr. Ray.”

He glanced at his watch. “It's barely
one, now. You'll nave lots of time to file.
Daphne can drive you in to town; I've
a message to send with her.”

He was typing again now, explosively,
with all fingers. Yor practical purposes, 1
had left the room long ago. I paused in the
doorway, just the same.

“Any message for the local police about
that pot-shot?”

“Get out, Jack.”

“I should make some report, you know.”

“There wasn’t any shot—understand?
You were frightened by a bee.”

“Bees in November, Larry? You and
Mother Nature must get together.”

CHAPTER XXIII
SATURDAY ~FTERNOON: 1:00

APINE caught up to me halfway

down the path to the drawbridge.
By that time, I'd recovered enough sense
of proporticn to push her back when she
tried to follow rie into the open. Just
cncugh—no meore . . .

Old Joe was sizting in the touring car
with his coat ¢if, opping up with a hand-
kerchiel; and Pud, smoking a cigar by the
land side of the bhridge, waved for us to
proceed. I looked back doubtfully for
Daphne, but she had picked up the signal
already, and startud on her own.

“Find anything?” I shouted over.

Pud shook his head, ground out his
cigar, and stepped under the wheel of the
touring car. Old Joe waved his handker-
chief at us as they rode away. He was
sweating like a palooka at that moment,
but I'd never seen him look happier.

“Maybe it was a bumble bee after all,”
said Daphne.
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I glanced back towarc the island. Don’t
ask me when Ray had come down to the
draw, or how he managed to raise it with-
out showing himself on the shore. He’d
raised it somehow, whil> we were climb-
ing into that roadster.

So anyway, there we were, and I was
anxious to be some place else. 1 looked
at Daphne.

“Do you mind taking me out of here in
t hurry?”

She obliged, staying within hailing dis-
‘ance of that touring car all the way back
‘o the two-lane highway. I relaxed after
*he first mile or so.

“So you were listening in?”

“How could T help it!'” she asked.

“And you still think it was a bumble
',!tle?))

“Of course 1 don’t, Jack.”

I got my teeth in that, and kept on
“hewing,

“You think someone was laying for
f.arry out there in the scrub? Someone
nervy enough to blaze away at anything
he saw-—especially a ncsey reporter whe
might know too much?”

“m an observing girl,” said Daphne.
‘What else can T think?”’

“Then why haven’t ycu got the shakes,
‘he same as me?”

“Perhaps woman is ‘he stronger sex,
after all.”

1 subsided gloomily. What was the use
of asking her questions, if she got you in
deeper with every answer?

My spine took some niore jarring while
I thought about that.

“You see, Jack,” said Daphne, at length,
“people and things have been closing in
on Mr. Ray ever since I went to work
for him. He’s lasted somehow, and so have
I. If this is war, I've signed up for the
duration. He’s still giving orders, 'm tak-
ing them.”

“Check,” 1 muttered “there are all
kinds of ways to earn a living.”

“Not these days there aren’t. I’'m hang-
ing on to this job while I can.”

“Do you honestly believe Ray can name
Carey’s murderer?”

“Jack, if you’d worked for Mr. Ray as
long as I, youd believe anything.”

“Keeping that possibility well in mind—
you're willing to fly Ray’s manuscript
north tonight?”

“Why not?”

“Suppose the gentleman in the palmet-
toes tried to stop you?”

“Suppose the pioneers had felt that way
about the Indians?”

“Maybe you’re right about that stronger
sex, Daphne.”

E WERE out of the scrub oak, on

the two-lane highway. Pud gave
that touring car the gas in earnest, now.
They must have been doing at least ninety
when they whipped out of sight around the
first bend.

“At least, old Joe seems to be enjoying
the climate,” I said.

“Now Jack, don’t try to pump me about
kim. That’s one interview I didn’t take
on.”

“He made some kind of deal with Ray—
you’ll have to admit that. Don’t tell me
it wasn’t satisfactory.”

“I'm telling you nothing I can possibly
avoid.”

“Ray’s happy about it, too,” I said.
“Otherwise, he’d never have thought of
typewriter into the open air until he was
sure that draw had been raised.”

“Do me a favor, Jack,” said Daphne,
abruptly. “Put your bags in that jaloppy,
and start your vacation—now.”

“Not until T've seen you safely to your
door, Miss Carter.”

“You know P'm delivering a message for
Mr. Ray at this moment. After that, Pm
returning to the island to work until the
plane leaves.”

“Then Tll see you back to the draw-
bridge.”

“Since you insist, Jack.”

We were turning down Bay Street now,
in the direction of the City Gates. As we
passed the Casa de Mar, I noticed Yvonne
parked in the driveway. So Trudy was still
waiting lunch. I put that thought firmly
behind me, and faced back to Daphne.
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Of course, she’d said her last word some
time ago; but newspapermen are like poets
~—born, not made. Unlike poets, we have to
stick to facts, no matter how it hurts.
That’s why we keep on inquiring, even
when we know the answers in advance.

“Who’s the message for-—Dr. Joe?”

“No, Jack, but you're getting warm.”

“Is it oral or written?”

“Relax and enjoy the scenery. Look at
Fort Marion, on our left, It’s been there
since the sixteenth century. Think of it
—standing up under three flags and
twenty-nine real estate booms.” Daphne
slowed down significantly. “A visit to those
ramparts should be part of every Amer-
ican’s education.”

“I’d much rather go visiting with you.”

I tossed that out, not hoping for much
—but it worked.

“All right, Jack—since it can do no
harm. Mr, Ray’s message is to be delivered

at the Lakes. You've heard of the Kirby
Lakes, T suppose:”

“Please, Miss Carter. Would you ask
a banker if he'd heard of the Federal Re-
serve?”

We turned into the Dixie Highway just
beyond the Fort, passed the Huguenot
cemetery and the zoll links, and bored into
the open country beyond. Just before we
turned into the Lakes' private road, we
met the touring car—now on its way back
to town, and still doing ninety. Old Joe was
up front with Pud, now. Both had their
coats off, both had stogies, and Old Joe
waved us a royal greeting as they passed.
Except for that h gh-powered car, and the
diamond horseshoe in Joe’s tie, they might
have been a pair of sandhogs on payday.

“Don’t tell me they were calling on the
Lakes, too?” I asked.

Daphne put her accelerator on the floor
without answering, ’
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The baby screwed up his nose at the
cold air and waited. The men in uniform
moved nearer

River Risin’
By RICHARD SALE

Author of “No Patriot There,”” “Journey to Judgment,” etc.

Blood or rain, thunder or cannon—you

couldn’t always tell them apart, that

unhappy Spring in Virginia. But there

was a miracle beyond the might of any

army, North or South, on the worst
night of all

I northern Virgiria pounded and

pounded. Down in Junesburg you
could hear the voice of the fire, and the
shudder of the tortured earth at the
repercussion.

And in April, when the rains came, they
could not tell the thurder from the can-
non. The heavens crashed and the earth
crashed. The rain poured down across the
clay of Virginia; the ea-th was so fed with

water and blood, it was hard to say which
there was more of.

HAT terrible spring the cannon in
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Tt was a battle—a steady, grim, relent-
less battle; and the men in tired gray were
slowly {falling back. By day they came
through Junesberg, heading for Richmond,
the -casualties looking sad, numb and
ghastly.

Dr. Juniper knew there was a great
battle going on. It had been going on for
some time, and there was every likelihood
that it would  continue.

When he told his story, in the years that
followed, Dr. Juniper never quite under-
stood how it had happened in such an at-
mosphere of hate, such a miasma of death.
It was a small miracle.

®

Not all the men went to war. But those
who stayed behind were either too old,
or they had physical defects which would
never have survived the ordinary rigors
of soldiering, to say nothing of the hard-
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ships of action. Still, most of Junesburg’s
males trekked out of town to answer the
call to the colors when the call came.

Dr. Talisman Samson was one of these
—the finest home town doctor in the
county. When the war broke, he went into
it. It was the only thing he could do. He
was decently young, he knew medicine
and surgery; and the South was going to
need all such men it could get.

It left Junesburg without a medico, the
war did.

But there was Dr. Amos Juniper.

Dr. Juniper lived on the south side of
Juneshurg in a very pleasant white clap-
board home which sat on three acres of
land.

Folks used to say how Dr. Juniper was
just wasting his land, not farming it; for
it was good rich earth that hadn’t felt
a plough for many years.

But that’s the way it is when you've
chosen your profession. Doc Juniper had
stables out in back; and he had trans-
formed the barn into a workshop of fine
caliber.

Amos Juniper was sixty-seven years old
when he watched the men of Junesburg
march off to war. The sight had stirred
him strangely; the flag of Virginia brought
tears to his mild gray eyes.

He was no old fogy in his dotage. He
was just getting on. He would bave liked
to go marching down Main Street with
them; after all, there was a need for his
special services in the army too.

But he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t
stand the gaff. Long marches, long rides
afoot—and then the engagements, and the
steady murderous work of treatment and
succor.

They left Amos Juniper behind.

T NEVER occured to Doc Juniper

that Junesburg was a town without
medical authority until the night a black
boy beat upon the door of his home after
midnight and brought him downstairs with
a shotgun cradled in his right arm. Doc
Juniper opened the door, the shotgun
cocked to blow a Yank in half,

But it was Jeebso, who belonged out or
the Mansfell plantation where, since the
departure of Captain Mansfell for the
front, Granny Lou Mansfell reigned
supreme, Jeebso was a moon-faced, wide-
eyed Mansfell slave, young and healths
“Doctuh, suh!” he panted.

“Full and bye,” Doc Juniper said. (He
had never seen the ocean in his life.) “This
here is a fine time to come callin’ on a
body, Jeebso. You-all got yourself a mare
foalin’ up at Sca-sta?”

“Doctuh, suh, Miz Granny, she sen
fo’ yuh, suh, and she done say vuh gwine
t’cum wid speed, suh. Dey’s bin a turr'bul
acciden’ upt’ Scarsta and Johnny-boy, he
fit t’'die outright!’

“Johnny-boy?” Doc Juniper grunted.
“Looka here, Jeejso; Miss Granny, she
knows damn well ah ain’t no practitioner
‘roun’ heah. Doc Samson, he’s the ana-
tom’cal expert in these heah parts.”

“He gwine t'wer,” said Jeebso, rolling
his eyes. “Oh, Doc¢, yuh better come wid
speed or ole Granny, she gwine t’breathe
fire in yo’ face. She say ‘Jeebso,” she say,
‘yo’ go git dat ole fool Juniper and bring
'im back hyar or ah’ll burn yo’ at stake’
She say dat, Doc, not me!”

Doc Juniper permitted himself a faint
smile. It sounded like the hellion, like
shrewd old sharp-faced Granny Lou,

“Shiver muh timbers,” he said (whose
ankles had never even felt the kiss of
brine), “if'n Johany-boy is sick, they
ain’t nothin’ ah caa do. Full glory, nigger,
ah'm a hoss doctcr, not a practicin’ sur-
geon. Ah'm a vet'narian, not a med’co!”™

Jeebso groaned, “Lawd, Doc, ah on’y
know whut Miz Granny say, and now yo'
know whut she say, so yuh bettuh come
fas’.”

Doc Juniper nodded, sighing. Jeebso was
right there. He knew dang well that if he
didn’t go back, Granny Lou Mansfell
would come down out of the hills herself
and take him back at the point of a pistol.

“Yo’ wait,” Dr. Juniper said. “Yo’ go
on out chonder to th’ barn and hitch up
Blitzen t' th’ shay. Ab’ll be ’long directly.”

He returned upstairs with the shotgun:
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-hed his flannel nightgown and dressed
hurriedly. Then he took up his black bag,
his revolver, and his boots, and went down.
He locked the front door and went around
hack.

But he had to hitch up Blitzen himself.
His setter, Toady, had treed the Negro
in the barn. Jeebso huig from a rafter
while Toady waited patiently below, lick-
ing his chops.

“Toady!” Doc Juniper snapped. “Down,
heah muh? Down! And so he’p muh
clory, if'n ah ever ketch yo’ stickin’ them
fine teeth in th’ wuthless hide o’ Jeebso,
ah’ll turn yo’ out on yo’ own.”

Presently, the white B itzen comfortably
hitched, Doc Juniper and the Negro
climbed into the rickety shay. They turned
out into the road and headed for the hills,
three miles distant, where Scarsta, the
Mansfell plantation, was located.

Blitzen was a well-fed and slightly over-
weight animal who led a placid life. Even
the crack of the whip would not disturb
him. He never broke into a run, but they
did bring him up to a trot.

Ahead of them in the moonlight, Toady
hbarked now and then impatiently, as if
urging the horse to come along faster.
Blitzen ignored the setter.

They were far from blood and war here;
and across the fields. the moonlight lay
upon the grass like silver snow. The creak
of the shay’s rear wheels (which needed
axle grease badly), thte steady sodden
clump of Blitzen as he jogged, Toady’s
bark now and then, the sweet cries of
night birds along the way, and the squeak-
ing of the leather seat—these were the
voices of the night; no muttering of ar-
tillery.

After these sounds craated a silence of
their own, as a monotony of sounds will,
Doc Juniper tired of tie ride and said,
“All right, Jeebso. What-all happ'n’d t’
Johnny Mansfell? Th’ truth, mind yuh,
and none o’ this fit t’ die bus’ness.”

“De trouf is all ab knows,” Jeebso re-
plied, rolling his eyes. “Miz Granny, she
jest say dat Johnny-boy he bad hurt and
t’git yo an’ bring yo’ back wid me, Dat’s
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all ah know, suh, which is de trouf.”
Which was no help at all.

ISS GRANNY LOU, however, was

waiting on the front steps when the
shay drew up in front of the white pil-
lars. She wasted no words. “Amos Jun-
iper,” she snapped, “you took yore good
time getting hyar. Johnny-boy is above
with a broken leg. Go fix it.”

Doc Juniper smiled at this rapscallion
old shrew. For Granny Lou Mansfell was
eighty if she was a day, and Johnny-boy
was her great-great grandson, and the ap-
ple of her eye.

The doctor marveled at her, standing
out here in the cool night air with a
shawl around her shoulders. She only came
up to his belt, and her face was wrinkled
and old.

But her eyes were bright and young and
keen, and her tongue was sharper than a
two-bladed axe.

“Look heah, Miss Granny,” Doc Jun-
iper said politely, “yo’ know ah ain’t no
real doctor. Ah’'m a hoss doctor exclusive,
Ah ain’t got no license t’go practicin’ muh
arts on human bein’s.”

“Amos Juniper,” she snapped, ‘“‘you’re
an ole fool. You can set a hoss’s laig, can’t
you?”

“Better t’shoot ’im,” he replied. “But
a good vet like me can set a hoss’s laig
all right.” '

“Johnny-boy busted his laig,” said
Granny Lou. “He didn’t see them stairs
in th’ dark. You go fix his laig like you
would a hoss, and stop talking.”

Her eyes flashed fire,

“Yes, m’am,” Doc Juniper said meekly,
and went upstairs.

. . . When he came down, some twenty
minutes later, he found her sitting in a
rocker in the parlor. She beckoned him
briefly into a chair and said, “You can
smoke, Amos. Could stand the smell of a
good cigar in this house. Hasn’t been one
since Captain Mansfell left.”

“How is the captain?” Doc Juniper said.

“Sprightly,” said Granny Lou. “Killing
lots o’ Yankees. How is the boy?”
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Doc Juniper lighted his cigar and puifed
before he spoke.

“He’ll be all right,” he replied mildly.
“Them boys—bones all soft anyhow. He
got himself what we calls a green-stick
fracture. Yo’ know how it is when yo’ try
to bust a green stick? Won’t bust all th’
way. Just kinda half-way. That’s what he
done. Them boys, yo’ can’t break a bone
)n )em.n

“Thank you,” Granny Lou said, rock-
ing in brief sharp jerks. “How much you
charging, Amos?”

Doc Juniper looked shocked. “Chargin’,
ma’m? Avast and belay, ah can’t charge
nothin’ fo’ that!”

“Why not?”

“Why not? Because ah’m a hoss doctor,
Miss Granny, ah ain’t a practicin’ medico.
How many times do ah have t'tell vo’
that? Ah’m liable t'get in trouble, workin’
on a human bein’ like that.”

“You're a fool,” Granny Lou said. “I’ll
pay you five dollars Confederate like T'd
pay Talisman Samson. You did the same
thing. I don’t care about no license, Amos.”

“Won't take it,” Doc Juniper said,

“And you probably mean it, vou stub-
born hoss butcher. How are you going to
live? T'll reckon business just isn’t, eh?”

Doc Juniper sighed. “Matter o fack,
it ain’t so good. Ain’t any hosses left in
town. The army took ’em all. Took live-
stock, too. And what cows as is givin’
milk in th’ vicinity just ain’t comin’ down
with nothin’, no black laig or pox or sores
or nothin’.

“Truth is, Miss Granny, a vet like me
ain’t got no bus’ness right now.”

“Exactly what I'm getting at,” Granny
Lou said sharply. “Junesburg needs a doc-
tor. What’s th’ difference between a hoss
doctor and Talisman Samson? Not much,
It was always you helped him take out th’
tonsils and adenoids, and d’liver the
babies.” Folks are going to be wanting a
doctor and you’ll be the only one round.”

“Can’t do it.”

“Who’s to stop you, if a body wants
you and knows yore a hoss doctor? Who’s
the one to speak no?”

“Well, the mayor—"

“Gone to war.”

“Sho’, but theah’s Chris Lambert who's
may’rin’ now.”

“My own son-ir-law by marriage!”

Doc Juniper puffed on the cigar and
began to smile. “And vo’ could handle ’im,
eh, Miss Granny?”

He coughed. “Well, ah ain’t sayin’ yes
an’ ah won’t say no. 1f'n a body comes
t'me askin’ help, «W1l give it an’ charge
hereafter. But ah ain’t practicin’, mind
yo’.”

Granny Lou smiled. “That’s fine.
Folks'll rest better. You won’t take money.
How about sugar?”’

“It’s scarce,” scid Doc Juniper. “An’
expensive.”

That was how he came to minister unto
Junesburg and environs.

ND that was the spring it rained. . . .

To the north of Junesburg flowed
the Pennesauk, a sriall and turbulent river.
Town officials had once built a spillway
across its face to save the face of the
slopes beneath it where the teeth of the
river ate away the clay.

The spillway had not lasted. It went
out with some forgotten spring.

Leaving Junesbirg to go north, you
crossed the Pennesauk by the old lime kiln
bridge. This bridge had been built in 1799,
a wooden span fiom one bank to the
other with its bases in land, and no piles
in the water.

It was a covered bridge, and even the
tread of a horse and two-man shay across
its planks shook it from end to end and
made terrific echoing racket, There were
some folks could identify the horse and
wagon in the darkness of the bridge by
listening to the soind of the planks be-
neath the weight.

The bridge need:d to be replaced, but
it had not been.

. Before Doctor Amos Juniper re-
tired that night, he had fixed the leak
in the barn over Blitzen’s bed. Quite a
leak it was, and no chance of finding the
faulty shingle in the wet dark; so he
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stuck the ladder up against the wall and
climbed to stuff the little hole with cotton.

It was not late then, but there was no
point in staying up. Tle rain was every-
where, thick and milky and hard, the wind
bending it against the window-panes and
rattling the windows in their grooves. Out-
side, the night howled down with its own
inky weight, and the world was no place
to be abroad in. You would have thought
that the foul weather would have driven
any human being indocrs and stilled any
human endeavor. Indeed, it did in Junes-
burg.

But to the north, there was sound. It
was almost imperceptible above the fury
of the stinging gale; but in case he missed
the mutter of it with his ears, Doctor
Juniper’s feet reminded him that there
was a war going on, still going, after four
years. For the earth trembled now and
then as the cannon s»yoke through the
night and the sea of raindrops.

The windows shook, and Doc Juniper
could not repress a shucder.

It was a rotten nigat to die in, Yet
men were out in it, muddy and soaked,
shooting and being sho:, while the bright
flashes of the heavy artillery cut the dark-
ness mercilessly.

Doc Juniper read by the light of a
kerosene lamp for quite a while. There was
a draft somewhere, for the wick smoked
up the glass pretty badly. He wiped the
glass casing off once. Then he resumed his
perusal of Gray’s Anatcmy.

Naturally the trade of general prac-
titioner had to be learned. Horses were,
after all, slightly different in build than
human beings.

He had other volumes or the table
which he sometimes studied—The Art of
Midwifery; Fractures and What to Do
About Them; Contagious Diseases and
their Cures, with Native Potions and Herb
Medicines, and Poulticzs. You could, he
had found, buy a book on almost any-
thing. And they were all different, even in
the way they treated identical cases.

The clock on the mantel played the mel-
ody of Westminster an¢ stopped half-way.

Peering over the tops of his octagonal spec-
tacles, Doc Juniper saw that it was nine
thirty and a proper hour to be placing
his body deep in a feather-filled mattress
beneath the warmth of quilts and sheet-
ing.

He put away his books and took the
lamp upstairs with him, leaving his parlor
in darkness.

ORTUNATELY, he did not even have

time to take off his tie. He had taken
his flannel nightshirt off the hook in his
closet and had laid it upon the bed, when
he heard some one pounding upon the front
door.

Whoever it was did not conserve
strength, and the old door rattled on its
hinges alarmingly. Doc Juniper shivered a
little. It was that sort of night. He went
over to the bureau and opened his Boston
bag and took his revolver out of it. He
cocked the revolver cautiously, then took
the lamp in his other hand and descended
the stairs.

When he opened the door, he couldn’t
see anyone for a moment because the man
outside was blacker than the night. Then
the xanthic hue of the lamplight fell upon
a Negro’s long angular face; and Doc
Juniper gasped, “Hamilton! Come in heah
quick!”

The door slammed shut, and Doc Jun-
iper slid the holt to keep the door from
rattling. The bolt had a steadying effect.
He put the lamp on the table and care-
fuily let the hammer of the pistol down,
using both thumbs. He laid the gun on
the table and rubbed his hands briskly,
glad to be rid of the thing.

“Now then, Ham,” he said quietly, “ah
reckon it’s news?”

“Yassuh,” Hamilton said solemnly.

He was a big darky with no neck at all.
His bullet head sat right on his shoulders.
Tt was hairless. His lips were big and thick,
and his nose was flat. His ears looked
ridiculous, so small for that head.

“De time’s cum,” Ham said. “Miz
Minnie, she done sent me daown hyar fo’
yo, suh.”
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“How'd yo’ come?” Doc Juniper said.
“Yo’ have a hoss?”

“Ain’ got no hoss, suh,” said Ham, “Ah
cum ’‘foot. It sho’ is some night, boss.
Heaben cryin’ lak a pickaninny.”

“Yo’ came all th’ way afoot?” Doc
Juniper said in horror. “Why, coine about,
Ham, that’s more’n six miles from th’
Hollow! In this heah storm? Full glory,
yo' must’ve swum some o’ th’ way; it's
raining’.”

“It mighty bad,” Ham said, his big
mouth jerking. “River risin’ fit t’sweep
off'n th’ lime kiln. Dey’s water in de Hol-
low comin’ up fas’. Mebbe it rech de
haouse soon, We bettuh go, suh. Yass.”

Doc Juniper thought so teo. Tt did not
occur to him that he was leaving the snug
warmth and dryness of his home. A
moment ago, he was to have slept in a
comfortable bed; now he was going out
into the gale.

But the psychology of a practitioner is
such that he was not even aware of slight
disappointment. You get used to such
things; and Minnie Jones had been on his
mind for the past week.

With oils wrapped around him, Ham
carrying his bag, his own pistol stuck in
his belt, they left the house. Doc Juniper
locked the front door and shielded his
face from the blast of wind ard stinging
rain.

They groped their way
barn, and he found his {
soaked with black water, his choes filthy
with red mud.

In the barn, they hitched Blitzen to
the shay. Toady, the setter, started barking
at the prospect of an exciling jnunt into
the night. He liked water. Dcc Juniper
threw a poncho over Blifzen’s white back.
It was merely a gesture. He kuew the
wind would drive the rain under it.

Then, ready, he and Ham climbed into
the shay and they started out.

The tassels of the shay’s top rippled
when the first gusts struck it, and Doc
Juniper said, “We're goin’ t'be lucky if
we get this heah shay back in one piece.”

They went north on Main Street for

back to the
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the covered bridge across the Penesauk
River. The mud was ghastly in the street,
and there was deep water in the lower
pockets.

“Heard any war news?” Doc Juniper
asked, cupping a hand across his mouth as
he spoke, for the howling wind tried to
pluck the words f-om his lips and snatch
them out into the blackness.

“Yassuh,” Han: yelled back. “Dey’s
Yankees comin’ clgse t° de Hollow dav
b’ day. Seen a piir prowlin' wid hosses
yest’day, lookin' rnighty mean.”

Ahead of them, ¢ s they descended Pope’s
Hill toward the bridge, they could hear
Toady barking lustily; and as they reached
the bottom he came splashing back through
water and nipped at Blitzen’s legs.

The water here was six inches deep. it
went to Blitzen’s hnees as they continued.
Ahead of them the black bulk of the lime
kiln bridge loomed in the darkness, visible
only because of th: white water around it.

OC JUNIPER stared aghast. The

[ Penesauk was up—way up over the
'61 level which swept the spillway into
oblivion. The water around Blitzen’s knees,
he saw in horror. was river water, the
swirling current «f the Penesauk itself
which had come tp eighteen feet to the
very level of the bridge itself.

“Lawd God. . . .” Ham breathed. The
whites of his eyes stuck out gruesomely.
“De riber—she risin’ fas’! She cum up
i’ foot since ah run dem plank ’while
back, dat’s a fack.”

“Wheah’s Toady?” Doc Juniper gasped.
“This heah watc’s too deep fo’ him
t'walk. He must he swimmin’ by now!” He
bellowed for the dog but there was no
answer, and Toady did not show himself.

“What yo’ gwine t’do, suh?”

“Well,” Doc Jjuniper said, taking a
breath——a long shivery breath-——“th’ bridge
is still theah. Ah reckon we better high-
tail "cross it while it lasts and then worry
‘bout gettin’ back t'town later on when
we got a cause to worry. Giddap, Blitzen
boy, giddap ’cross th’ bridge an’ make it
fast, boy, make it fast!”
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Blitzen neighed noisely and turned his
head around, but did not move.

“Giddap, giddap!” Doc Juniper said
fervently, watching the waters rising with
each second.

Blitzen neighed again and did not move.

Doc Juniper grunted a mild cuss; took
the whip from its slot at his right and
cracked it out with a snap on Blitzen's
rump. The horse wincel under the shot
of it; made no sound, but made no at-
tempt to move forward again.

Before Doc Juniper could try the whip
once more, there was a faint rumble, then
a groaning roar, and finally a clap of close
thunder.

Suddenly they saw it go, the old lime
kiln bridge which had weathered the river
and time since 179C. 1t was plucked from
its bases bodily, and as the turbulent
rapids caught it in rmidsection, it was
snapped in half with a terrific splintering
of wood.

One section floated down and quickly
out of sight while the other jammed in
heavy trees on the far side and quickly
went to pieces. It disintegrated, floating off
in myriad parts.

And in the shay they sat breathless
and horrified; and Iioc Juniper bezan to
cry out, “Toady, Toady! Heah dawg!”

Blitzen stood stockstill, unmoved by
the spectacle, as if to say that he had
known it was coming a1l had shown the
tact by his stubbornness.

Then a stilluess seemed to settle around
them. Actually, the roaring river and howl-
ing night were still voicing their fury, but
the din of the crashing Yme kiln made
them sound remote,

A dog was barking comewhere.

“Theah!”™ Doc  Juniper exclaimed
sharply. “Theah’s Tozdy! Wheahs it
comin’ from, Ham?”

“Saound lak frum ’cress de riber,” Ham
said.

“It does, it does,” caid Doc Juniper.
“That fool dog, he protably swum across
the water o’ th’ bridge and reached t’other
side. Dogs ain’t got hoss sense like ole
Blitzen!”

He stood up in the shay and shouted as

loud as he could, “Toady! The Hollow!
Go t'th’ Hollow—Miss Minnie Jones’
house! Ah’m comin’ Jater!”

Toady answered him once with a sharp
bark, and then was silent.

“Doctuh, suh,” said Ham, “ah’s skeered.
Dis water, she’s risin’ hard, and th’ way
she risin’, she mus’ be mos’ up to de front
of de haocuse in de Hollow.”

“Umm,” Doc Juniper agreed. “Ah ex-
pect we better go west to th’ Bluff an’
then leave th’ shay and take th’ footbridge
over tother side afoot. That bridge, she’ll
be too high fo’ flood. We got to move
fast, Ham. How long since yo’ left
Minnie?”

“Three hours, suh.”

“Umm. That’s bad. We got t' hurry,
son, we sure do.”

HE last that Doctor Amos Juniper

saw of Blitzen and the shay was a
memorable sight. The white horse stood
there—immobile, in the rain—atop the
limestone bluff abhove the Penesauk, some
four miles west of town.

A bolt of lightning showed the majestic
old animal, proudly holding his head up
as he wzited by the entrance of the foot-
bridge for his master to come back at
some future time.

The footbridge went across the Penesauk
some fifty feet high. Ham couldn’t be
persuaded to try it first, but he followed
Doc juniper hastily enough, still carrying
the bag. .

Doc Juniper had taken one of the oil
lamps off the shay and brought it along,
for he considered the tragic possibility of
stepping into a water hole which might
have a deep bottcm. One such step and
a man might never come up.

All the time, it rained, rained in un-
broken sheets of thin milky glass, heavy
and pungent and awful.

“Dey’s one vdder t'ing,” Ham said sud-
denly as they started down a mild slope
before they could reach the rise which
would tzke them into the Hollow. “De
streaim. She was swell, all swoll, when ah
cum aout. Mebbe now she cuts us off’n.”

“Th’ stream?” Doc Juniper said. “Yo’
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mean that little puddle yo’ can jump
"cross down heah?”

“Warn’ no puddul when ah cum aout,”
Ham cried, rolling his eyes wildly. “She
knock me down wid de fo’ce. She six foot
wide and hipdeep when ah cum ’cross her
"fore.” ,

“Umm, umm,” said Doc Juniper, and
they continued on down.

Soon they reached water. Almost like
surf, it curved against the ground on
which they stood, upon which it had never
curved before. This was the puddle.

Doc Juniper raised the lantern and
peered across. It was fifteen feet to the
other side, and the stream raged. Hip-
deep when Ham had come, it was prob-
ably shoulder-deep now, and difficult to
swim indeed. Well-nigh impossible,

Then they nearly jumped out of their
skins.

A voice came out of the darkness be-
hind them, and it snapped in crisp accents,
“Hands up, the two of you! You may
consider yourselves my prisoners, and you
—the old duck with the lamp—don’t pull
on that gun in your belt or T'll kil you!”

“Oh lawd,” Ham groaned, wheeling
around.

Doc Juniper turned, startled, and held
up the lamp staring at the man. It was a
Federal soldier, in blue uniform which the
wet had made black. But the gold braid
and buttons glittered from the lamplight,
as did the revelver in the man’s hand.

Doc Juniper saw the man was a cap-
tain, He was seated upon a brown horse
of magnificent stature. Doc Juniper had
not forgotten he was a horse doctor, and
he could not help but admire the build
of the beast.

“Well,” said Doc Juniper, “th’ lamp says
it’s a Yankee soldier, but ah can’t believe
it. Not even a Yankee would be crazy
‘nuff t’go wanderin’ round the hills on a
night like thisa-one fo’ th’ takin’ of pri-
soners. Heh! Ham and me, we ain’t much
in 'th’ way o’ prisoners either, me bein’
a =kin o’ bones, and Ham just a wuthless
black boy.”

The face of the Fed was still stern,

but there was sorne uneasiness in his eyes.
“Why are you carrying that gun? Non-
combatants should not be armed. What
monkey business are you up to, you old
goat?”

“Tryin’ t’start a forest fire to burn th’
Yanks out’n th’ Wilderness,” said Doc
Juniper drily. “Bad conditions fo’ it
though,

“Now looka heah, Mistuh Yankee, ah
got troubles ’'nuff without yo'. Ah'm th’
general practitioner o’ these parts, and ah
got a patient up -his hill and down t'other
side in th’ Hollow. Ham’s heah t'say so.
Minnie Jones, she’s havin’ a babyv, and
she’s alone and it’s her fust and she’s
mighty sceered. Ah got t'zet ovuh theah.”

“Hand me that bag, boy,” the Fed
said. Ham handed it to him and the Fed
opened it. There were the instruments, He
closed it again und smiled faintly.

“Let’s have your gun, Doctor.”

“ H, SHUCKS, heah,” Doc Juniper

said, handing over the hoss pistol.
“On’y carry th’ dang thing on ’count o’
th’> bobcats whear ah’'m goin’ ‘bout my
business. They’re thicker’'n rain some-
times.

“Looka heah, son, ah’'m old 'nuff t’be yo’
pap. Ain’t yo’ goin’ t’call off'n yo’ war
tonight and let me get t* Minnie. Havin’
babies ain’t no picnic. Not even fo’ mares
like that beauty yo’ ridin’.”

“My name is McCloud,” the Fed said
suddenly. “Captain McCloud. . . . What’s
yours?”’

“Amos Juniper. This heah is Ham. Ah
practice in Junesburg. Usta be just a vet,
but Doc Samson, he went t'war, and theah
wasn’t no kind o' doc left ’round but me,
so ah’m doc till he gets back.”

“He daid,” said Ham. “Ah heerd he
daid. He ain’t gwine t’cum back.”

“No,” said Doc Juniper. “Ah hadn’t
heard that.”

Captain McCloud finally smiled and
seemed to relax. e put his gun away.

“To tell you the truth,” he said, “I was
out scouting for & routc to flank—anyway
T got lost, caugat in the storm. I was
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afraid of running into -ebel scouts, so I
just hung here in the woods waiting for
daylight so that I could see where I was
going.”

“Where you come from?”

“Allen’s Hill.”

“No!” said Doc Juniser. “You Yanks
captured Allen's Hill?"

‘We sure have,” Captain McCloud said.
We're on the march. lLee is retreating.
This war’ll be over before vou could grow
a beard, and 1 mean a short beard. . . .
Where am 1 anyvhow?”

“Yo' neah Junesburg, son.”

“Junesburg? 1 came down pretty far.
Thanks for the information. How are you
going to get across this freshet?”

Doc Juniper shook hs head. He was
worried. “T’tell th’ truth, ah don’t know
exactly. She sure is ragin’ and ah ain’t
no spring chicken, Ham heah, he might
swim it, but not me, not at my age.”

Captain McCloud studied the torrent.
“If the darky could swim it,” he said fin-
ally, “I think T could take you over with
me on the horse.” He coughed. “He's a
brute, this beast; he could almost jump
it.”

Doc  Juniper looked pleased. “That’s
right kindly o' yo’, sub,” he said. “Ah
just got t'get t'‘Minnie Jones. Between
havin’ a baby and worryin’ about floatin’
down th’ Hollow, ah reckon she got her
hands full.”

“Ah can’ swim dat ’lone,” Ham wailed.
~Ah jes’ can’”

“Hang onto the horse's tail, then,” Cap-
tain McCloud said. “Climb up here with
me, Doctor. You hold the lantern, I’ll hold
the bag. Hang onto the tail, back there.
Here we go!”

The torrent struck thein, and they were
swept down from their original place of
entry. But in only seconds, the beast
found solid earth and cug in and held.
The next instant, thoroughly wet, they
were scrambling up the slope on the other
side, Ham getting his face muddy because
he wouldn’t let go of that tail even on
dry land.

The Hollow was really Gopher Pass, a

long irregular valley which had once been
the bed of some unknown and long defunct
river which had cut its route through the
soft limestone back when men saw masto-
dons instead of elephants. Through one
point of the pass, cliffs rose precipi-
tiously on each side, and the dry river
bed was very narrow.

But at the point where Doc¢ Juniper and
his friends stood after climbing up from
the “puddle,” the pass became the Hollow,
for it was a hollow.

The old bed ran between two sloping
hills on either side, two green fertile hills,
studded with birch and butternut; with
light-wooded buckeyes and grained oaks;
with coarse chestnuts and red cedars; and
ash, poplar, and maples. Far down at
the bottom of the Hollow lay the rhodo-
dendron shrubs.

Or rather, that was where they had
been, for it was plain to Doc Juniper when
he reached the top of the southern hill
and looked down into the black valley
that the shrubs were gone and there would
be no gorgeous clusters of blossoms that
spring.

HE Hollow was a river bed again, as

it had been in the past ages. The
faint trickle of cold clear water which
sometimes found its way across the rocks
at the bottom, and which instantly dried
come warm weather, was an unleashed
monster.

Doc Juniper and Ham and Captain
McCloud went slowly down the slide of
the hill, looking for the shack. Ham got
his bearings finally and the three of them
brought up on the edge of the inland sea.

“De shack,” said Ham tragically, “she
gwine. She wuz down thyar and de water
done cober her up.” Tears wet his eyes.
“Miz Minnie—"

“Come, come, boy,” Doc Juniper snap-
ped. “What kind o’ fool do yo’ think she
was? Just t’sit theah and wait t’be washed
away? She got out’n theh when th’ flood
hit her doorstep, yo’ can count on that.
But wheah?”

He held the lantern up and they peered
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around them at the appalling darkness.

Suddenly Doc  Juniper whispered,
“Toady! Toady boy!” And then he raised
his voice in a sharp cry. “Toady! Toady!
Wheah are yo’?”

The setter answered him instantly, the
bark coming across the wind with amazing
clarity and sharpness. -

“] heard a hound,” said Captain
McCloud quickly. “Barking up there.” He
pointed toward the ridge of the hill they
had just descended, but more eastward.
“There it is again! Louder!”

Doc Juniper smiled. “That’s muh dog.
He'’s comin’ t’get us. He went off with
Minnie when she lef’ th’ shack.”

He was right. The red setter showed
himself in the perimeter of the lamplight
in the next few seconds.

Toady looked thoroughly happy and
was soaked to the skin, his long hair, par-
ticularly under the belly, hanging straight
down. He cavorted around Doc Juniper’s
legs, licked the doctor’s face, accepted
Captain McCloud without question, and
nipped the horse twice playfully. The horse
didn’t seem to mind.

“All right, Toady,” Doc Juniper said.

“Take us up to Minnie.”

Toady was agreeable, and they followed
the setter up the black hill for a long
distance. Presently they reached a small
glade where the hill leveled. They could
still feel the rain in there; but not as
much, for the trees overhead were thick
and umbrella-like.

Doc Juniper’s lamp was the only light
in the glade. By it, they found Minnie.
But they heard her before they saw her,
groaning sadly. And then a man’s voice
joined them, sharp and meaningful.

“All right, yo’ Yankee dudhead,” it
said, “stick up yo’ han’s and prepare to
s'rrenduh yo' weapons. Yo’ may consider
yo’self muh prisoner!”

The lamplight showed a Confederate
captain standing on the edge of the glade
with a pistol in his hand,

Doc Juniper peered. He had never seen
that particular uniform or gun before in
his life, but the face was very familiar,

and he was sure that he had often heard_,
the voice. Of course, he had not seen the’
face for four years, nor heard the voice

either. But still. .

“Say,” he drawled, holding the lantern
up, “is that yo’, John Mansfell?”

Captain John Mansfell snapped, “It
sho’ is, ole billygoat, And who're yo’ if'n
ah may ask?”

“Why, full an’ bye,” Doc Juniper said
sharply, “ah’m Amos Juniper and billy-
goat ain’t a likely word fo’ a man that
set yo’ boy’s laig when yo’ and Doc Sam-
son was gone t'war!”

“Is that yo’, Juniper?” Captain Mans-
fell exclaimed. “Bless muh soul, ah couldn’
see yo’ well in th’ darkness. That’s Ham
with yo’ then, and that reduces my pri-
soners t’ one. Fo’ it’s sho’ shootin’, he'’s
a Fed by th’ color o’ his raiment.”

Captain McClovd said stiffly, “Captain
McCloud, 77th Pennsylvania Volunteers,
sit. I'm your prisoaer.”

“Disarm yo’self”

“Now wait a minute,” Doc Juniper said,
“Yo’ two boys is goin’ on like yo’ was
playin’ a game o’ soldiers. Supposin’ yo’
both stop this nonsense and go t'work
with me heah.

“McCloud, suh; just hush yo’ mouth.
Captain Mansfell, suh, ah don’t think it’s
an ethical way fo’ a southern gentleman
t'act, makin’ a prisoner out’n a Yank
what was good ’nuff to cart me cross

“stream and down heah to tend t’'Minnie.

“Full glory, John Mansfell, it ain’t a
night fo’ war. This Yank, he coulda been
miles away if'n he hadn’t gone helpin’ me
t’get t'Minnie.”

“Is that a fact?” Captain Mansfell
said, lowering his gun. He raised it again.
“Sorry, Juniper, but theah’s a war goin’
on and this heah man is in my territory
and a prisoner.”

“ HEAH ain’t a war goin’ on tonight,”

Doc Juniper said. “There’s only a
poor soul bringir’ a new life into th’
world in a ragin’ storm, and ah’ll have
no nonsense in th’ doin’ o’ it. Yo’ both
gentlemen, him for the helpin’ o’ me, and
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yo’ fo’ th’ helpin’ o’ Minnie heah alone
with Toady.”

Captain Mansfell lowered his gun and
stuck it in his holster.

“Yo” word not t’ draw on me, suh,” he
said.

“My word,” said Captain McCloud.

They stood facing each other, looking
each other over. Then they slowly re-
laxed, and smiled at each other, Mansfell
was thinking that a VYankee this close
didn’t look like an ogre, and McCloud
was thinking that here was just another
man in the wrong uniform.

Doc Juniper meanwhile went over to
where Minnie Jones lay. Ham had cradled
his wife's head in his hands as she groaned.

Doc Juniper went to -work, sticking the
lamp by his side, and presently he velped,
“All hands on deck!” (He who had never
seen a deck.)

“We got t'keep her dry and we got
t'keep her warm. Theah’s matches in muh
bag. Some one make : fire, Theah’s a
poncho on that hoss. Some one stretch it
out’'n overka'd., DLverysody work fast
‘canse theah ain’t goin’ t’be much time.”

They cleared for action. McCloud un-
furled the poncho whicy he had slipped
from his shoulders and e began to make
it fast to the four trees which bounded
the glade. When he finched, the poncho
was stretched taut over the prostrate wife
of Ham like a tent without sides or a
{ront and back. Just the roof.

Captain Mansfell, on the other hand,
got the luciiers from the oilskin packet in
Doc  Juniper's bag. Somewhere, in the
densest part of the wools beneath leaves
where the rain could not fall, e found dry
kindling. A touch of kerosene on this from
tke lamp, and he soon had a small fire
blazing.

“Hot water,” Doc Juniper grunted.

Mansfell went out where the trees
thinned and soon came back with water
in his army utensils; set it to boiling over
the flaming fire.

“She gwine t’die, she gwine t’die,” Ham-
iiton Jones wailed.

No one paid any atteation to him.

“T'll wager yo’,” said Captain Mansfell
to Captain McCloud, “that it’s a gal
Minnie’s just lak havin’ a gal.”

“Sir,” said McCloud with a smile, “a
girl couldn’t stand being born on a night
like this. She’d change her mind and wait.
Only a boy could be so stubborn as to
come into the world in such weather. A
boy.”

“Heah yo’ two,” Doc Juniper gasped,
“hold’n her down by th’ shoulders ’cause
soon we're goin’ t'see. And Ham, stop
prayin’ so hard, ah can’t heah muhself

“think!”

In a few minutes, by the light of the
lamp, they saw Doc Juniper raise the
baby, a little plump chocolate drop who
instantly screwed up his face at the cold
air and let out a sharp and baleful cry.

Doc Juniper chuckled loudly and said,
“Hefty little fella! Weighs nine if'n he
weighs an ounce! Gentleman, it’s a boy!”

He motioned to the others. “Xeep her
warm; she got t’be kept warm while I work
on him!” v

Army blankets came out of knapsacks,

and in a twinkling Minnie was swathed

in them as the sweat rolled off her face
and she shivered.

“P.TOW,” cried Doc, having severed the

N umbilical cord and tied it, “we got
to huve somethin’ to wrap this fella up in!
He ot to be kept warm! Ah’'m swathin’
him in cotten, but we need mo’—"

Copiain Mansfell went to his pack, and

1 McCloud did the same. Mansfell
back first. He beld a small flag in
h's hand. The stars and bars unfurled as
ke reached Doc Juniper.

“This is th’ on’y dry thing ah got left,”
Captain Mansfell said. “Muh wife made it
fo’ me and sent it t'me after Gettysburg.
Heah yo’ are.”

Doc Juniper snatched the flag away and
hastily wrapped it around the baby. “It’s
raw and cold,” he said. “We need more’n
this—"

Captain McCloud came back, and they
saw he had taken off his uniform coat and
was holding it. “There’s nothing dry in my

C
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pack,” he said. But I had the poncho on
while riding, and my coat inside is warm
and dry. Here you are.”

Doc Juniper snatched it eagerly and
wrapped it around the baby. Minnie
Jones came to then and said, “What is'n
it?”

“A boy,” said Ham. “Lawd God, whatta
boy!”

Doc Juniper gave her the baby, and she
could just see his round brown face, topped
by a hairless head. She could just see
it through the blue of the uniform and
the red and blue of the Confederate flag.

“Dawgone,” said Captain Mansfell,
“this'n calls fo’ a celebration. If'n ah had
some cawn—"’

“T’'ve got a spot of rum left,” Captain
McCloud said. He ran to the horse and
brought back his canteen. “You first, sir.”

Mansfell swigged. Doc - Juniper swigged.
Ham swigged. And then McCloud himself
swigged. “To the health of—what’s his
name?”’

“What’s yo’ son’s name, Ham?” Doc
Juniper said.

“Don’ know,” Ham said. “Ain’t figgered
one yet.”

They sat there and built up the fire.
Beyond the glade, in the open Hollow,
the wind began to die, and the rain fell
off. The river would go down quickly,
once the torrent passed. By morning, there
might be only a stream, and by noon per-
haps a brook.

It was snug and warm and dry under
the trees; and beneath the poncho Minnie
Jones, in her army blankets, smiled at her
pickaninny.

“Well,” said Doc Juniper presently, “ah
reckon ah seen a miracle heah tonight.”

“Oh hellan’gone,” said Captain Mans-
fell. “Ain’t no miracle with babies. Natu-
ralest thing in th’ world. Just bad weather
fo’ one.”

“Ah seen a miracle,” said Doc Juniper.
“If'n Ham an’ me’d been alone, maybe
Minnie and that baby both’d died. Ah
reckon yo' two fellas, yo’ don’t see th’
significance,

“Heah yo’ two been fightin’ a war
against each other. Tryin’ t’kill each other
And all on account o’ a little darky baby.
we're sittin’ ‘round heah like ol’ friends.”

The two soldiers looked at each other
and then grinned in an embarrassed sort
of way.

“Oh, I guess Virginians are all right.
McCloud said.

“Ah’ve revisec my opinion o’ Yanks.”
said Mansfell.

“You th’ North,” said Doc Juniper.
pointing at McCloud.

“And you t2 South,” pointing at
Mansfell, “united heah fo’ th’ birth o’
a ’'Merican citizen. Doggone if'n it
ain’t th’ way it ought’'n t’be! Yo’ hoth
Americans, and me, and that little fella,
all Americans. Damn ole silly war, an’ th’
sooner it’s ovuh th’ bettuh!

“That baby theah, he’s th’ symbol o’ th’
whole thing. Swatched in a reb flag and
a Fed uniform. North and South, all
wrapped up ’n one. Th’ United States.
That’s th’ way it’s got t'be.”

There was a silence. Then:

“You're right,” McCloud said.

‘“Ah reckon so,” Mansfell said.

Ham rose, his black face shining. “*Capt’
Mansfell, suh, what vo’ fust name?”

“It’s John, Ham, don’t vo’ know that?”

“And yo’ suh. Capt’ Yank, what's vo’
fust name?”

“Stephen,” said McCloud. “Why?”

Ham said with pride, “’Cause ah jes’
got th’ name fo’ muh baby. Th’ No'th an’
th’ South all wrap up’n one lak Doc say.
Ab'm gwine t'cell dat boy Mistuh John
Stephen Juniper Jones!”

That was the night of March twenty-
ninth, eighteen sixty-five. You already
know how, apprcximately two weeks later,
the war ended at Appomattox, and the
dream of brotherhood which was met in
that glade on the Hollow while the wind
raged and the rzin beat down, came true
and endured.

eil—
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fntent on igniting the gas, Humrelly
forgot the Antarkan behind him

Lords of Crion

By EANDO BINDER

HEN Homer Ellory voung twentieth

century scientist, awakes in the vear
3000, he is amazed to discover that the world
has returned to the Stone Age. North Awmer-
ica’s supply of ore has been exhausted, and
the tribe of Noraks dwell primitively under
the leadership of John Darm. With him,
with wise old Sem Onger und with the war-
rior Mal Radnor, Homer Fllory becomes fast
friends; and he is strongly attracted to the
tovely Sharina.

Then Homer Ellory learns that civiliza-
tion does still exist—in the I.and of Antarka.
The Lords of Antarka descend upon the
Noraks in their rocket ships cvery few

months, to carry away supplies and slaves.
Ellory (called Humrelly) manages to pro-
duce metal from a supply of ferrous oxide;
and armed with swords, the Noraks van-
quish all the other tribes, enrolling the cap-
tives in their army. With this huge legion of
liberty Homer Ellory hopes to defy the
Antarkans; but the weapons of the rocket
ship swiftly quell the rebellion, and Ellory
and Sharina are carried away to Antarka.

YHERE, in that vast city below the sur-
face of the earth, they are the guests, and
prisoners, of the beautiful Ermaine, Lady of
Lillamra. She is deeply interested in Hum-
relly, the man from the past; and her beauty
fascinates him, in spite of himself. But when

This siory began in the Argosy for Sepiember 23
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Sharina tells him that Ermaine has fallen
in love with him, Ellory insists that the cold,
lovely queen is merely playing with him—
that soon he will be sentenced to death. . . .

CHAPTER XX

THE REVELS

“‘A Y OU skipped showing us the lowest
level of all,” Ellory reminded Er-
maine, the Lady of Lillamra, the

next day, already guessing the reason.

“What’s down there—your Outland

slaves?”

“Servants,” she corrected blandly.
“Their living quarters.” She looked at his
grim face. “Come,” she said reluctantly.

The lowermost level, resting a mile
down on bedrock, though only slightly
dank, made Ellory mutter the word, “Dun-
geon!”

It was well lighted, however. Neat rows
of tiered little houses, with scdded areas,
spread in all directions. The air was just
as fresh here as above. Shifts of workmen
returning and leaving did not show mal-
treatment. They looked well-fed, well
taken care of.

Ellory was forced to admit, inwardly,
that it wasn’t the grinding sort of slavery
that spotted past history with black pages.

“Fairly decent, isn’t it, Humrelly?” Er-
maine said. She went on with a faint shrug
as he maintained a stony silence. “Frankly,
though, their lot was harsher, at the be-
ginning. But in the past six or seven cen-
turies, they have been treated well.”

“That isn't the issue!” charged Ellory.
“What’s your moral right in the first place
to have them as servants?”

“They lead a safer, saner life here,”
countered the Antarkan girl urbanely.
“What did they have in their former life?
Senseless border wars, back-breaking toil
in the fields, lack of necessities. Here they
have better clothes, shorter working hours,
implements of metal for their comfort—"

Echo from the past! Ellory grinned
mirthlessly at the girl.

“Don’t try to throw ideological dust
in my eyes!” he interposed. “I heard the
cream of it, three thousand years ago.”

He went on steadily. “You know, in your
heart, that it’s a substitution of shallow
well-being for fre:dom. You can’t get away
from that. Your propaganda fools even
yourselves. Or else, like true realists, you
argue with tongue in cheek. I suppose
you've done this for their sake, not be-
cause it happens to benefit you!”

Ermaine outfaced it without a flicker.

“Youre still on trial, Humrelly,” she
warned him coldly. “Your arguments hap-
pen to be an ideology too, not a funda-
mental truth.”

Ellory felt helpless. He hadn’t won a
point yet, in this strange, undefined men-
tal duel with the Antarkan girl.

“How did it all begin?” he asked, hop-
ing to strike at the roots of their propa-
ganda.

4(“761]___7)

Ermaine thought a moment. “That first
century of upbuilding was done entirely
by Antarkans. Half the people worked at
the cities, half in their homeland, raising
food. The transfer of supplies across the
oceans like that became cumbersome,
With the development of rocket craft, and
the flame-weapon, the solution came. The
Outland was conscripted, under threat of
attack, to supply food, and then servants.
They yielded. All our people moved to
Antarka. Life here became stabilized, easy,
luxurious.”

Ellory had to admire her. She hadn't
pulled her punches. It was realism, cold
and efficient.

“And why not?” she concluded. “Life is
meant to be lived beautifully, by those

bbl

who can achieve it.’

THOUSAND years of oligarchic
rule, and its corresponding psychol-
ogy. There was no hope of battering it
down, Ellory saw clearly. And why should
he argue with her, in the first place?
“How many Outlanders do you have in
each city?” he asked.
Ermaine glanced at him quickly, mock-
ingly.
“Not enough for revolt, Humrelly!
About two hundred thousand in each city
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of a million Antarkans. The total popula-
tion of the Outland is about two hundred
million. Each ninth month we take ten
young men, at the age of twenty, from
every million of Outland population. This
keeps exact pace with the death-rate of our
servant group, whose average span is
thirty-five years, from age twenty to age
fifty-five. It also keeps pace with the ges-
tation period of the human race, so that
the Outlanders are not drained too heavily
of their young.”

Her voice was impersonal, as if she
spoke of coins or bales of wool.

Earth's grand total of two billions in
1940, then, had sunk to a mere two hun-
dred million, through the Dark Time.
These two hundred million were domi-
nated by the ten million of Antarka. Every
nine months, two thousand Outlander
vouths were brougnt to Antarka, to work
for an average of thirty-five years before
natural death.

Fllory darted his eyes about the Out-
lander community suddenly. He saw no
children playing in the park areas, al-
though women’s faces peered dully from
windows.

Ermaine saw his glance,

“They have no childrzn. They are all
sterilized. It is trouble enough raising our
awn children. Their worren, among other
things, are nursemaids fo: our babies.”

The cold, scientific lcgic of it struck
Ellory in the face. Youtks ready to work,
at the age of twenty, all parental care
already invested in theri in their home
world, brought here as if they were as-
sembled machines. Thirty-five man-years
of usefulness in them, ir return for sim-
ple shelter and food. The greatest bar-
gain in human labor, ir all history! A
piracy of human lives!

“I see the storm-clouds in your face
ajready, Humrelly. Save your tongue. I
weary of denunciations, based on condi-
ticns and beliefs obtaining three thousand
vears ago. Come now. There are the ten
upper levels to view.”

Ellory subsided for = simple reason.
He pictured himself as a “radical” of three

thousand years ago, on a soap-box at Co-
lumbus Circle, exhorting a crowd of tux-
edoed “capitalists” to end the economic
slavery of the “working man.” There, he
would have been speaking against a few
centuries of industrial tradition. Here,
against a thousand long years of tradi-
tion still more firmly entrenched.

“The ten upper levels,” Ermaine ex-
plained, “hold our living quarters and
centers, We have something of a caste
here. By heredity, the highest-born occupy
the top level, and run all government af-
fairs. My family has carried the royal
mark since the beginning of Antarka.

“Each lower level is a step down in
prestige and family. Yet they all, except
the top-level class, work at the machines,
the lower down the more hours. Those on
the tenth level are called Commons. They
do most of our policing, technical work
and scientific routine.”

“Ts there much research, in new fields?"
Ellory’s interest was more than casual.

“Little,” wvouched Ermaine. “All prob-
lems have been solved. Their main duty
is to increase efficiency, if they can, so
that our coal and metal supplies will last
longer.”

“And when they are finally gone?”

Ermaine waved a careless hand, “Time
enough for that consideration—two thou-
sand years. That is not the wink of an
eye, you know.”

“I was buried three thousand,” mur-
mured Ellory, fand awoke to find my
world gone! If you were buried two, Er-
maine—"

Ignoring the implication, the Antarkan
girl went on.

“All Antarkans mingle socially at the
fifth level. But those of the upper four
never descend to the lower five, and vice
versa. I'll take you now to the fifth level.
I’ve not been there for some months.”

“Slumming,” Ellory called it, and ex-
plained to her. It brought an amused
smile to her lips.

The fifth level hummed with what El-
lory mentally labeled “night life”, though
it was the day period.
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ARIOUS great balls were in progress.

Orchestras—of ~ Commons, Ellory
learned—ground out music that even to
his untrained ear was mediocre. A mo-
notonous four-four rhythm dominated
every theme. Their dancing was stilted,
less appealing even than the most savage
prancing would have been. Ellory grinned
to think what a sensation a swing-band
of his time would cause here.

Everywhere, the Lords and Ladies of
Antarka sought social amusement in one
grand round of parties. Liquor was im-
bibed freely, though seldom to the point
of intoxication. Ellory sat at a table, sip-
ping a heady champagne, and watched a
dramatic play of love intrigue so involved
and shoddy that he instantly knew it was
the key to their romantic life.

“We are more decorous in the upper
levels,” apologized Ermaine, watching him.
Vaguely, Ellory was relieved.

Later he found himself dancing with the
Antarka girl-queen. The full power of her
nearness overwhelmed him suddenly. She
was supple in his arms. The perfume in
her argent hair stung his blood.

“Humrelly,” she murmured in his ear,
“I'm beginning to be sorry you led the
revolt. You don’t deserve to-—die!”

He steeled himself against showing any
reaction, That was the way to spoil her
cruel little game. They went back to their
table.

Ellory suddenly leaped ahead, for the
last half of the distance. He grasped the
shoulder of the jaunty Antarkan standing
over Sharina, pulling at her arm. He spun
him around.

“Get away from here, before 1—" El-
lory said savagely, enraged to see the
pained flush on Sharina’s face.

“She’s just an Outland gal—"" began the
Antarkan, and then Ellory’s fist leaped out
in a short-arm punch that rocked the Ant-
arkan off his heels. He went down with a
glassy stare.

Instant quiet came over the baliroom.

“He’s that revolt-monger, the man from
the past!” shrilled a voice suddenly. Ant-
arkan men moved up threateningly.

HStop!”

Ermaine, Queen of Lillamra, said i
quietly, but :hey paused. Two men in uni-
form, with flare-guns, came up-—Com-
mons again, Ellory surmised.

“Resume the dancing.” Ermaine com-
manded.

Men scattered. The babble and artificial
gaiety bubbled up again. Ellory wondered
how men could change so suddenly, guns
and queen to tke contrary. It was almost
as if their first hostile move against Ellory
had been an instinctive reaction on their
part, dying as soon as it was born.

“Let’s go,” Ermaine said in annoyance.
“The upper levels are quieter.”

But only in degree, Ellory found. The
pace of revelry was slower, but as wide-
spread. What mad spirit had gripped these
people to indulge in one continuous round
of sham enjoyrnent? Even in Ermaine's
more sedate level, the blue-blooded Ant-
arkans played hard, as if each moment
were precious. And yet before them
stretched lifetimes of a more absolute se-
curity and luxury than any other human
beings had ever enjoyed.

By bedtime, Ellory had drawn a great
truth from whet he had seen. He slept
more peacefully than he had since the
horror on the Hudson.

CHAPTER XXI
RENOUNCE THE OUTLAND

RMAINE did not appear the next
morning at the usual time. The Out-
lander attendant told Ellory she had asked
that he remain in his room. Shrugging,
Ellory took to reading a finely-bound
book. It was dainty, shallow verbiage that
the most susceptible editor of the twen-
tieth century wculd have rejected.
Ermaine cam: in, late in the afternoon,
with Sharina. She faced them with a more
serious expression than her imperturable
features had ever shown before.
“Humrelly,” she began slowly, “you’ve
seen all of Lillamra City. The others are
the same. What do you think of Antarka
now?”
Ellory stood up before her, drawing a
long breath, preparing to launch out.
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“Wait, before you speak!” She paused,
then: “1 think I'll tell you first. You are
offered a place in our civilization-—as one
of the Lords of Antarka, with all privi-
leges! The OQutland Council have agreed.
Renounce the Qutland, take up life here,
us one of us, Either that or life imprison-
ment!"”

Ellory was staggered. "Not death—in
either case?” he gasped. This upset his
whole theory, that Ermainc had been play-
ing with an inevitably doomed man.

“I don't believe it!” he grunted.

+It’s true.” There was no hint of mock-
ery in the Antarkan girl's face. “We feel
that you deserve better than death for a
simple mistake, you who have come {rom
a remote past. Your histcrical knowledge
alone will add to our records. But we
can't, of course, let you gc on our avowed
enemy, either here or in the Outland.
You're too dangerous! Well?”

Her tones had been impersonal, unemo-
tional. She might be talking of whether
he should wear a different suit.

Eilory straightened up.

“Ermaine, listen to te,” he began
quietly. “T'll tell you what T think of Ant-
arka. For a thousand years you Antarkans
have been in the lap of luxury. You are
decadent, stagnant, spiritually dead. You
were a truly vigorous people when you
first settled in Antarka, building a civiliza-
tion. Then a terrible mistake was made—
the conscription of the Outland.

“It's tyranny, from stait to finish. But
worse than your sin against the Outland-
ers, is your sin against yourselves! For
you've buried yourselves in absolute ster-
ility of mind.”

“Indeed?” Ermaine’s lidded eyes re-
vealed no reaction. “Just because we don’t
have wars, preaching reforiners, and a hun-
dred and one different phi osophies pulling
i odds? Have you stoppec. to think, Hum-
relly, that we have reacied the perfect
state? There is no need for what you would
misname ‘vigor of mind’. We live life beau-
tifully, as some of your own poets once
chanted was the acme of buman life!”

“Beautifully! T'll tell you something,
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Ermaine, that will make you jump. Even
with advance warning yow’ll jump. You're
utterly bored—as you once hinted. All
Antarka has been bored stiff for centuries.
You're all sick of each other, sick of safety,
security, idleness, soft living. Your music
sings out the same song, and your litera-
ture. Antarka—fluff of the ages, man’s zero
point in endeavor. You are chained in a
vicious little circle that you'd mortgage
your souls to change, if you'd only realize
it. You play hard because you're afraid to
stop and realize there is nothing else.

“Even a war would be preferable,
wouldn't it, FErmaine? Even a . good,
healthy rebellion in the Outland, instead
of one you can so easily stop. You told me
that yourself, and I was a fool not to see
the truth sooner. An age-long ennui came
down from your fathers, like a stuffy cloak,
and it’'ll go down to your children.

“That’s your whole horizon-—complete
boredom, to the day you die. Years and
years of it! Why, even Sharina here has
lived more in her short time than a half
dozen of you Lords and Ladies.”

RMAINE'’S eyes, wide at first, became
indolently amused. “Humrelly, you

amaze me. I did not suspect such eloquence
in your big body and blunt mind.”

Ellory went on, determined to finish.

“There’s a solution open. A perfectly
simple one. Come out of the grave, into
the sun! Release all your slaves, do things
for yourself. More, go out into the Outland
world and labor with them and for them.
Strive to bring them civilization. The tre-
mendous odds against this are just the
thing to add zest, meaning, fire to your
stifled lives. You’d die happy, if you
hadn’t gained an inch.”

Fervent appeal crept into his voice,

“Don’t you see, Ermaine? I can’t be-
lieve you or any of your people are en-
tirely lost. I can’t believe it—of youl
You've got to do something—to work!
Don’t you see, Ermaine? You must!”

He stared into her eyes. Was there a
spark there, the same spark that he had
seen lying fallow in the Outland people?
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Did the slight glow in her eyes, the faintly
parted lips mean anything?

“You almost move me, Humrelly!” she
said with a trace of eagerness in her tone.
“You almost make me vision a new kind
of life, a different world—a wonderful—
no! What am I saying?”

Her tones became flat, uncompromising.
“How emotion fogs the mind! Are you
done, Humrelly? Now let me speak. Think
over the offer of Lordship in Antarka well.
More—"

She moved toward him suddenly, stood
close.

In one breathtaking instant, the atmos-
phere chanrged subtly. Sharina had stif-
fened, as if in premonition. Ermaine’s
manner had oddly altered. Ellory dimly
sensed that the two weeks in Lillamra had
culminated in this moment.

Ermaine spoke, her azure eyes on his.
“This may violate custom of your time,
Humrelly, but Lillamra needs a Lord. I
have chosen—mvou/”

Ellory saw the new glow in her eyes,
the warm, inviting smile on her half-parted
lips. He stared as if he had never seen
her before.

His mind, now, had become an utter
blank. As that day in front of the Ant-
arkan ship, he moved without knowing it.
He had pulled Sharina to her feet, en-
folded her in his arms.

“This is my answer!” he said with a
strange calm, kissing Sharina.

“ QU great fool,” Ermaine said

quietly. “You love me! A woman
knows the signs. Sharina knows, too. Sha-
rina, tell him he loves me!”

Sharina had faintly resisted the Kkiss.
She pushed Ellory away, now, nodding
with tight lips.

“What have you done to her, you
witch!” Ellory accused the Antarkan girl,
“I know my own mind. Sharina knows

hers. If this is some trick to save me in.

spite of myself—"

“No, Humrelly.” Ermaine smiled as if
at a rebellious child. “You have more in
common with this life than with Jon

Darm’s people. Sharina realizes that too,
now. She would never be happy with you
or you with her. Your whole minds exist
on different planes.”

“Don’t try to rationalize love away!”
Ellory flared. “I love Sharina, not you. At
last I'm sure of it. It’s my own sentence,
but T say it!”

Ermaine seemed hardly to hear.

“More,” she said, “Sharina loved Mal
Radnor all the time. You merely swept
her off her feet, for a while—a great man
from the past. Any girl would suffer the
same. He does aot believe, Sharina. Tell
him!”

Sharina’s lips quivered. “Yes, Humrelly,
she is right. Mal Radnor—oh, if only he
were alive—"

“He is!”

Sharina and Ellory stared at the girl of
Antarka.

Ermaine went on decisively. “I sent a
ship up, checking a vague report that the
rebellion’s second-in-command was alive.
He was found lidden, badly burned, but
recovering.”

Ellory saw the sudden wild joy in Sha-
rina’s face, and he knew that Ermaine had
spoken the truth. In that moment he
knew, too, that a great problem had been
solved. A dizzying gladness sang through
him, like potent wine.

“Wait!” he snapped suddenly. “Er-
maine, if you’re lying, if you're just saying
that to prove your point to me—"

Sharina’s hand fluttered to her throat
and she turned ashen-white.

Ellory tremblzd in rage and suspicion.
“Ermaine, if you dared—" He took a step
toward her, hands working.

The Antarkan girl winced a little. “No.
Believe me, Hurirelly, it’s true. Mal Rad-
nor is alive. I swear it.” She turned to
Sharina. “You will be taken to Norak im-
mediately. Mal Radnor needs you. Go now
to your room.”

Sharina moved to the door. Suddenly
she turned, came back, and kissed Elior
lightly. ‘

“It is well this way, Humrelly! You
belong here. You will be happy, as First
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Lord of Lillamra. You will do much for
them, and perhaps, some day, for us. We
will always remember you for what you
tried!”

Then Sharina was gone.

Ellory realized that in her mind all
things had come to this inescapable cli-
max. That the sojourn of Humrelly, the
Lord from the Past, had ended in her
world.

She had gone happy.

LLORY and Ermaine stood in silence

a moment or two nov. His eyes were
on her lovely face; and her half-smile
seemed to reach inside of him until all he
could feel was a quick sirge of joy. She
met his glance, expectant, waiting.

Swiftly Ellory went to ter and took her
in his arms. He kissed ber once, linger-
ingly; then abruptly he pushed her from
him.

“No!" He forced the word from a dry
throat. “T can’t betray myself, and all I
believe in.”

The girl stared in bewilderment.

“T choose imprisonment!” Ellory said
hoarsely.

“Lifelong imprisonment? You wouldn’t
like it, Humrelly.”

She was calm again, confident.

“Our prison is for Antarkans who have
committed murder. Death is denied them,
for we have no capital puiishment among
ourselves. They waste away, thinking of
the wonderful life they 1ave forfeited.”
Something of appeal crept into her voice.
“Humrelly, you can’t cast a free life in
Antarka aside for an impossible ideal! And
my love—-doesn’t that mean anything to
vou?”’

" “T choose
harshly.

Ermaine’s first angry flush changed to
a slow, thoughtful smile.

“I see, Humrelly! Men in your time
pursuied women, or thought they did,
whereas I—" She broke off, smiling cryp-
tically. “You will change your mind, Hum-
relly.”

She left.

imprisonment!”  he said

CHAPTER XXII
A KINGDOM OR A CELL

LLORY sat for hours with his aching

head in his hands. Hours of exquisite
torment. He wished at this moment that-
he were back in the crypt, sleeping on and
on into the peace of eternity. Marry Er-
maine? Live out his natural life as an
Antarkan? Be a passive partner to a
double-edged tyranny? How could he, and
ever face himself again?

Escape from Antarka! The thought
grew, with the hours. It was the only so-
lution. When a wall time-piece marking
twentieth-century hours read 3:00 in the
night period, Ellory stole from his room.
It had never been locked or guarded, as
he had previously noticed. He crept noise-
lessly down the deserted hall, lit only by
a dim gas-jet, to the front portal. A guard
sat here hunched in sleep, his flame-gun
lying at his side.

Ellory picked it up without making a
sound, looking it over swiftly. It had a
trigger-like lever at the side, releasing the
gas-pellets by a spring mechanism from
the front muzzle. Grimly, he stepped away
from the palace.

There was a chance of getting to the
metal roof of the city. It was simple
enough after that—tramping some fifty
miles to the coast. Here, as Ermaine had
told, lay a harbor to which the Outlanders
brought their tribute of food. He could
stow away on an Outland sailing ship, and
eventually win back to Norak.

Filled with these plans, Ellory stepped
along in the sleeping city. He thanked his
lucky stars that a night period had been
set aside, as in olden times, through this
subterranean city knew no actual day and
night.

Crossing the metal bridge to the great
central elevator shaft, he confronted a doz-
ing cage-operator with his gun. Secure
Antarka evidently knew little of attacks or
escapes. The man looked up blinkingly,
turning pale even underneath his normal
pallor at sight of the weapon pointing at
his midriff.
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“To the roof!” Ellory commanded.

Nodding dumbly, but with a faint lack
of concern that made Ellory wary, the
man stepped to his control box. He
grasped the lever and Eilory breathed eas-
ier. In a moment now they would be
shooting up to the roof—and freedom.

But instead of movement, there came
sound.

A bell clanged brazenly through the
night hush, like a clap of thunder. Ellory
saw that the operator had pressed a but-
ton in the handle, instead of turning it.
Cursing, Ellory jerked over the lever him-
self, but nothing happened.

“No use, Humrelly!” said the operator
calmly, recognizing him. “The button
rings the alarm and alse shuts off power in
the cage. Other Outlanders have tried to
escape. None has ever succeeded. You are
trapped. See?”

He pointed. to where running guards
came up from several directions. “Give
yourself up quietly,” he advised.

Blind rage at his helplessness rose in
Ellory.

Standing defiantly at the cage door, he
fired at the first guard about the lope
across the metal bridge. Unfamiliar with
the weapon, he shot wildly and the ball
of fire spanged against a wall to the side,
harmlessly scorching stone.

A return shot came, over his head, as
warning. The burst of fire above tingled
on Ellory’s skin and reminded him of the
sickening holocaust on the Hudson.

Again gripped by his anger, he fired his
gun again and again, raking the bridge end.
One guard, scurrying back, screamed as a
fire-ball skimmed his arm, but ran to
safety.

“You are besieged, Humrelly!” observed
the Antarkan in back.

Ellory’s eyes fastened on a nearby metal
pipe, coming from below. Within it surged
gasoline, part of the city’s network. In-
flammable gasoline! Ellory aimed his gun
at the pipe and sent blast after blast of
blistering heat against it. If it melted
through, gasoline would bubble out, catch
fice. . .

“You'll start a terrible fire!” gasped the
operator.

“And you'll turn on the elevator power,
or burn with me!” Ellory declared sav-
agely. Furthermore, in the excitement of
putting out the fire, his escape would be
easier.

He did not think to watch the Antarkan
behind him.

Something descended on the back of his
head and wheeling lights blanked out El-
lory’s mind. . .

LLORY'S opening eyes looked
straight into those of Ermaine. His
head was bandaged and aching dully.

“You poor, s.ubborn fool!” Her voice
was half mocking, half tender. “What
drove you to th:t madness?”

Ellory moved his eyes and saw that he
was alone with ter, in a private antecham-
ber to her sleeping quarters. He could not
have been unconscious long, since the oper-
ator had knocked him out with a blow on
the head. The girl wore a diaphanous sleep-
ing gown, around which she had thrown a
more concealing robe.

His failure to escape left a bitterness on
Elory’s tongue that he could taste.

“You!” he said wearily.

l(I???

She looked at him for a moment, and her
eyes were enigmatic.

“Come.” Taking his hand, she pulied
him from the ccuch he lay on. Ellory fol-
lowed dully as she led him through a door
into a small, private lift. The cage doors
closed, and the Jever she twisted sent them
up.

Wonder struck Ellory as they stepped
out again in a sealed chamber. Where were
they? He started as he looked up through
a crystal-clear s<ylight and saw stars. The
chamber rested above the city’s metal cap.

The goal he Fad striven for a while ago.

“A little surface room 1 had built for
myself,” Ermaine explained. “At times 1
like to sit up bere and look out into the
night.”

Ellory’s eyes adjusted to the gloom and
made out comfortable furniture. He locked
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up again, with something of a thrill, at the
wide bowl of sky strewn with polar stars,
It was a sight no polar >xplorer of the
twentieth century had ever seen, for none
had dared brave the bitterness of the six-
month night.

Ermaine stood motionless in the star-
licht glow.

Ellory caught his breah. She was a
moon goddess again, lovely and strange.
Starglow shafted from glossy hair like the
patina of rare old silver. Beams of heaven-
blue danced in and out of aer eyes, paling
even the glory of the pure blue diamond
at her swan-white throat. Soft shadows ied
his eye along every perfect curve, every
rounded grace. Hers was inconceivable
beauty, in a setting conspired by the mys-
tery of night to break the last shred of
Fll(m s resistance.

“Well?” he challenged. "1 suppose you
expect me to melt at your feet!”

She tossed her head arrogantly. *
\ontxar\ 1 expect you to hehave.”

“Then what are we here for?”

“To give you a last look at the stars.”
Her voice was low, final Once impris-
oned, you'll never see them again.’

“Kind of you,” Ellory niurmured. “Sha-
rina is goner”’

Ermaine nodded.

“Our ship is probably now landing her
at Norak. You'll never see her again. Or
me. Tomorrow morning yoir imprisonment
begins, for years and years-—

Ellory peered at her , perplexed. “When
you last left me, )our alternative offer
seemed still open. You've retracted it?”

She nodded wordlessly.

In two steps he was befcre her, crushing
her in his arms.

“Then 1 can say it now! God help me,
1 love you, Ermaine! Whatever happens,
that remains!”’

On the

~HE resisted faintly, but he kissed her
fiercely. Her resistance melted. She
clung to him and Ellory realized now that
he had loved her from the start. In all the
uncertain adventure of the past months,
this alone was certain.
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Then, still in his arms, she whispered:
“From the first moment, dearest! Up in
Norak—you were like a strange god
among the Outlanders. You faced my gun,
dared me to kill you, and I could never
forget that. T thought of you every day,
wondered about you. It was no accident,
at Thakal. I was searching for you, watch-
ing you do things. Almost, T didn’t report
you to the Outland Council at all, hop-
ing—"

She paused.

Ellory held her at arm’s length, wild joy
running through him. “Hoping I'd suc-
ceed? Ermaine, it must mean—you do see
it my way! You'll come with me, away
from Antarka? Our work lies out there—"

The girl drew back, gasping.

There was a faraway, tinkling crash, as
though the walls of heaven had Qhattered

“Humrelly! What do you mean? I'd
been hopmc for vou foolishly, because of
my love. Then I did report you, in time to
stop the rebellion, for your own sake. I
knew you belonged here, with us, with me.
You do belong here, heloved' We'll rule
Lillamra together—"

But Ellory had stepped away from her
now.

“I see,” he said dully. “No, Ermaine.
I'm sorry. Lordship in Antarka? Never,
for me!”

The girl made no answer to the unshak-
able resolve in his voice. “You choose im-
prisonment still,” she said. “And you are
the sort who would never change, through
years—"

Defeatedly, she turned to the elevator.
Ellory hesitated.

“There is no escape from here,” she
said, noticing. “There is no exit through
these stone walls. If you broke through the
skylight, guards would capture you out-
side. They have been told to watch, from
the nearest open-air station.”

Ellory followed and the cage shot him
down to what would be his lifelong prison,
from that moment on. Ermaine parted
from him silently.

In his room, sleep came to a troubled
mind suffocated by a black future.
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HE next evening, Ellory’s pacing was

interrupted by the locked door of his
room opening. FErmaine entered. She
leaned back against the closed door, as if
needing its support. Her eyes were shad-
owed, her lips quivering. It was the first
time Ellory had seen her composure so
completely shattered.

“Humrelly!” Her voice was low. “The
death sentence!”

“What!”

“The Outland Council—they demand
your death!” she went on. “The episode
at the ball, and your wild attempt at es-
cape convinced them you must go. They
voted nine to one against me, this morn-
ing.”

Ellory fought the impact of despair.
After all, he had come to Antarka, a pris-
oner, expecting nothing less. He smiled
wanly.

“Thanks, Ermaine,” he murmured, “for
the one vote.”

She was still leaning against the door,
as if against intrusion.

“There’s once chance yet, Humrelly.
And you must take it. Marry me now! As
First Lord you'll find the Council’s sen-
tence becomes void.”

She saw the slow, determined shake of
his head.

“Humrelly, you must! I can’t let you
die—"" She trembled.

Ellory’s lips were white and set.

Ermaine, Lady of Lillarma, suddenly
drew herself up. “I won’t humiliate myself
further, even in the face of death. I'l
laugh when you die. T swear it! Once more
1 ask you, Humrelly, for your own sake—"

She turned from his stony silence.

“Follow me,” she said quietly.

He followed wonderingly. She led him
down the hall to the privacy of her cham-
bers, and again in the lift to the chamber
under the canopy of polar stars.

She faced him, in starlight glow.

“There is a door,” she said in low, even
tones. “Outside, there is a small ship wait-
ing. I knew you would refuse and arranged
this. The pilot can be trusted. He will take
you back to Norak!”

Ellory stood s:unned for a moment, rea!
izing what she had done for him.

“But you, Ermaine—"

“I can take care of myself. My private
lift, after I’ve descended, will slip its cable
and crash below. There will be a smashed.
unrecognizable Lody in it—that of a young
Outlander who just died of disease. Hum-
relly, the man condernned to die, tried tc
escape again, I will say.”

“You're letting me go!” Ellory clutched
her hand. “Ermaine, it must mean you be-
lieve in the thirgs T say. Come with me!
Life in Antarka is stifled, meaningless.
Come with me to the open world. Together
we can do much for the Stone Age people.”

Ellory saw the sparkle in her eyes, the
slightly parted 1'ps. He gave a glad cry.

“Ermaine! You will come! I can see it
in your face. You know I'm right!”

The girl started. The spell was broken.
Sadly she shook her head.

“Still the dreamer, Humrelly!” she mur-
mured. “But it zan’t be. It’s like faraway
music, sweet, but gone in the wind of real-
ity. Antarka is my life, the only life I
know, or believe in. Kiss me once, beloved.
then go!” ‘

They clung tc each other for a timeless
moment.

Then the girl, with a little sob, stepped
to the wall and moved a lever. A flush-
fitting door opeaed outward, letting in a
flurry of snow.

Their eyes met. Then Ellory turned
swiftly away; he carried the picture of her
tear-wet face wi-h him as he strode to the
hissing rocket craft that waited. A taciturn
Antarkan inside merely nodded and mo-
tioned to a seat yeside him.

The little ship glided into the polar
night. Ellory lcoked back, till the tiny
white figure and Antarka faded into gloom.

CHAPTER XXIII
HUMEELLY’S RETURN

EN hours Liter the swift little rocket
ship drumried down from the strato-
sphere in northern latitudes. It was night.
Silvery moonlight gleamed from the
4 A-21
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waters of the broad Hudson. Ellory looked
down and missed immediately the twin-
kling candlelights of th: Norak capital.

Then he remembered—burned down!

On impulse, Ellory bad the pilot skim
notth. They landed at the crest of the val-
ley that held the crypt. With only a silent
nod at Ellory’s wavec thanks, the Ant-
arkan left again. Ellory watched the flame-
clothed ship vanish to _he south, and then
the vast hush of the Outland world settled
down like a cloak.

Already Antarka, with its hum and bus-
tle, seemed like a dream from which he
nad awakened.

Ellory strode into the valley, his foot-
“alls loud in his own eirs. He entered the
crypt. Tomb-like, it allowed his thoughts
to run their course.

Antarka a dream? dow could he ever
jorget it? Ermaine’s lovely, tear-wet face,
1s he had last seen it, hung before his
mind’s eye. It would remain there, he
knew, even if by some magic another three
thousand years rolled by. He groaned a
little. Destiny bad decreed that they must
remain apart, and Ellory found this the
bitterest draught of all since his awaken-
ing, after an age.

Hours passed, while these thoughts
irampled his soul, bit gradually peace
came. The crypt, dark and empty, curi-
ously soothed him. The crowded events of
the past days assumed a remoter perspec-
tive. He could look back now and ra-
tionalize.

He summed up the situation briefly.

His sojourn in Antarka had impressed
Ellory with the power of their civilization,
and the futility of any plan to break that
power. They intended to be the oligarchy
of Earth for ages to come, using the Out-
land people as servan:s and workmen to
run their cities. So much for that.

Now, what remained for Ellory. His
thoughts went back to the half-preserved
laboratory he and old Sem Onger had un-
carthed. The glowing-wax! It was still
there, hiding its secret. He began again to
visualize the upspringing of science.

“You are a dreamer, Humrelly!”

He started as these words echoed in his

5 A--21

mind. Ermaine seemed to stand before him
again, half loving, half mocking him for his
visionary ideas. Unconsciously he drew
himself up.

“It’s worth a try!” he answered her
image.

He strode from the crypt at dawn, in a
February world that knew no winter. He
was starting all over again, as though first
emerging from the crypt, with all the
promise of untried things lightening his
heart.

He walked through the farm-dotted val-
ley, and exchanged his silken Antarkan
clothing with a marveling farmer for old
clothes and a scrawny horse.

A few hours later he strode into the
presence of Jon Darm. The tall, gray-
haired chief stood watching workmen who
were erecting the wooden scaffold for a new
Royal House. All around, among the ashes
of the city-site, the Noraks were busy re-
building their city with mortar, stene and
wood. Tents and crude shacks dotting the
open spaces had served as temporary liv-
ing quarters since the people had returned
from the hills.

Jon Darm turned and stared, as if see-
ing a ghost. The look of amazed joy that
spread over his face brought a sting to
Ellory’s eyes.

“Humrelly!” he gasped. “Is it you? But
I thought—Sharina said—" He raised his
voice in a sudden, wild shout, forgetting
his dignity as chief. “Sharina! Mal Rad-
nor! Humrelly is back!”

’77

WHITE figure came flying from the

largest tent nearby. Sharina stood
stock-still before him, disbelieving her
eyes, then threw her arms around him and
kissed him.

A moment later Mal Radnor came limp-
ing up, on a wooden crutch, one leg ban-
daged and stiff. He gripped Ellory’s hand
with a silent fervor. Old Sem Onger’s
cracked tones sounded from the side, as
he hobbled up as fast as his years would
allow.

“Humrelly back? Then he can tell me
why my iron plows break when they strike
stone.” But behind his phlegmatic words,
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Ellory caught the quiver of eager welcome.

Ellory choked.

It was good to see them all, these sim-
ple, sincere people who loved him for him-
self, even though their city had been
burned down because of him.

Sharina looked around, and then at his
Norak clothing, astonished. “You have
come alone, Humrelly? Lady Ermaine—"

Ellory shook his head and explained
briefly. They all listened in dumfound-
ment.

“You renounced Lordship in Antarka!”
breathed Jon Darm. “Renounced a life and
civilization closer to your own—"

Eilory interrupted, shaking his head.
“Closer in outward things. But farther re-
moved, beneath its veneer, than the moon.
I will never go back to Antarka.”

“You renounced your heart, too!” Sha-
rina said in a low voice of sympathy.

Ellory heard but made no sign.

“] prefer to live among you,” he con-
tinued. “If you will have me,” he added,
looking around at the burned city. They
were all reminded of the holocaust on the
Hudson.

“We do,” Jon Darm said quickly.
“Things past are things past. You are not
to blame. Your intentions shine clear.
But, Humrelly,” he went on slowly, “the
federation broke up completely. I think it
must remain so, lest the all-powerful Ant-
arkans scourge us more thoroughly next
time, as they threatened.”

His tone was slightly guarded, as though
he feared Ellory had come back to lead
another revolt.

Ellory nodded, his shoulders sagging.
“It must remain so,” he agreed. “More
than any of you, I realize now the hold of
Antarka. I brought you sorrow and death
and pain.”

Mal Radnor had gripped his arm, his
young, strong face glowing.

“Tt was still a grand thing, Humrelly!”
he said earnestly. “I will never forget that
great campaign. [ would follow you
again—" He broke off. “No, it can’'t be.
The Antarkans will watch closely now
against federation. And it could not be

achieved as easily again, barring even that.
Our neighboring tr bes mutter against us
for bringing dowr on them Antarkan
wrath. Already the Jendra and Quoise are
preparing to war over their border.”

Back to that, Ellory reflected. His flimsy
empire had fallen apart like a house of
cards. It had beer a strange, unnatural
interlude in the b-oad sweep of fHftieth
century history, no more permanent than a
gust of wind.

Ellory straightencd up, brushing the past
out of his thoughts.

“But T have other plans,” he told them.
“They may mean much more in the future,
fate willing, than what I first tried. T will
go again to the ruins, with your permission.
Jon Darm, to experiment further.” A de-
pressing thought stiuck him. “Were all the
crypt records destroyed in the fire?”

“No.” Old Sem Onger made a horrified
gesture at the mere thought. “All those
are saved. I saw to that. I had them taken
in a wagon to the ruins. When are we going,
Humrelly?”

Ellory grasped the old scholar’s shoulder
gratefully.

“Tt may be years and years of work, old
man. God knows how long, or what will
come of it. But there is no one I would
rather have than you.”

“I have many y2ars ahead of me,” as-
serted the old seer but at the same time
he gave a gasp of pain. Two of his grand-
children, voung boys, leaped from the sur-
rounding crowd, sunporting him as though
it had become their regular duty.

“Just a twinge of the heart,” Sem Onger
said stoutly. “I'll be ready tomorrow morn-
ing.”

“We will send whatever supplies you
need regulatly,” promised Jon Darm.

“1’1 come down to visit you,” said Mai
Radnor. He slappec his bandaged leg. “It'l]
be as good as new soon. And when it is,
Sharina and T wil. be married!”

Ellory smiled at them. But their hap-
piness inevitably hrought him pain-—the
pain of rememberng his own love. Per-
haps down there in the ruins, striving for
almost hopeless goils, he could forget.
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LLORY f{ound the buried laboratory

in the ruins, much as he had left it.
But against one wall reposed all the things
of the crypt. Twentieth century things, in a
laboratory of the thirtizth century. What
would they combine tc produce, for the
scienceless fiftieth century? Ellory ached
to know, in his presen: role of scientist.
His previous roles as conquerer and champ-
ion against tyranny feded in his eager
mind.

Holding the lead-wra>ped lump of wax
in his hand, Ellory reviewed what he had
learned of it. It represented radio activity,
but a marvelous new <ind that released
more energy with more light thrown on it.
That was really the sumn total of what he
had found out. Then Mal Radnor had come
with his news of the border war, and events
had shifted. Now he was back again, as
though all the intervening adventure had
been a night’s dream.

“What science will we do first, Hum-
relly?” inquired old Sem Onger impa-
tiently.

“The science of cleaning up!” Ellory
said, grinning.

He set to with a will, in the general
debris, unearthing coils, metal plates, glass
prisms and a variety of articles that might
be useful. He set these c¢n the large wooden
table he had brought along. Among them
he placed the whitened, leering skull of
Dr. Unknown, who had made the glow-
ing wax. 1t seemed to sare at them mock-
ingly, belittling their efforts to solve his
great secret.

In the evening, and for many evenings
after they had a hot meal up above, under
open sky. Sam Onger was cook, an art he
boastfully acknowledged one of his best.
Ellory drank in the beauty of sunset
through the saw-edged ruins of vanished
New York.

“You smile sadly, Humrelly,” mumbled
the old seer. “You dream of things that
might have been, if man had not lost
science?”

“Yes, I dream of things that might have
been,” murmured Ellory, with the vision
of Ermaine before him.

”»
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He was a little startled, the next mo-
ment, to hear the powerful drone of an
Antarkan rocket ship. It soared over the
ruins in a wide circle three times, then
headed west.

““A patrol ship,” said Sem Onger. “After
a revolt, they patrol the world somewhat
watchfully, especially this region, the cen-
ter of the last rebellion.”

CHAPTER XXV
MESSAGE OF DR. UNKNOWN

N THE following days, Ellory began to
smelt down some of his metal supply,

using one of the deserted clay pans and
bellows left from the metal-weapon in-
dustry. He fashioned a tube. With prisms
from the vault, he constructed a spectro-
scope. Its eyepiece was taken from bin-
oculars among the crypt’s relics. It was
laughably primitive, but would serve to
identify the glowing wax.

Ellory made the first test in the darkest
corner of his laboratory. It was a flash-
test, with the substance giving its own
incandescence. Ellory had to guess at his
angstrom scale in the prisms. Finally he
had sketched a pattern of lines which he
searched for in the physics handbook of the
crypt’s scientific books.

“Silicon!” he cried triumphantly, match-
ing patterns. “A radioactive isotope of
silicon! Sem Onger, step number one has
been completed.”

“Now you will make more of it?”

“Not so fast!” laughed Ellory. “First 1
have to determine some of its properties.
What type of radioactivity is it? I know
it’s set off somehow by light-photons, but
what radiation does it give off?”

In the next few days, they were busy for
long, exciting hours. Ellory beat a bit of
gold to extreme thinness between smooth
calfskins and suspended two leaves of it
from a copper wire. He held this simple
electroscope before a bit of the glowing
wax. The leaves did not fly apart.

“Hm-—no beta rays. No electrons given
off,” he mused.

There was a watch among the crypt’s
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relics. Ellory held its radium-dial close to
the wax. There was no slightest increase of
its ghostly phosphorescence.

“No alpha-rays!” he stated, astounded.
“No electrons. No helium-ions. There’s
only one thing left—gamma radiation.”

He dropped a speck of the wax in a cup
of water. It continued to glow at the bot-
tom. Ellory stuck his finger in the liquid
after a moment to find it already warm.
When he tried again, only a few seconds
later, he yelled in scalded pain. Thirty
seconds later the water boiled violently.
Soon the cup was disgorging live steam
like a boiler. The water was gone in a
minute, completely boiled away. The speck
of wax in the bottom continued to glow.

Gamma-radiation, composed of vibra-
tions shorter than those of the X-ray,
should not do that. They were too penetra-
tive to display such tremendous effects,
which showed they were stopped.

Sem Onger was mumbling to himself.
“All that heat from such a little speck,
and it isn’t even burning wood--"

“Heat!” exclaimed Ellory. Understand-
ing dawned. “It gives off pure infra-red
radiation! This is the queerest bit of radio-
activity I've ever heard of. No beta-rays,
no alpha-rays, no gamma-rays—just a
stupendous amount of heat radiation.”

“Humrelly, this is a wonderful thing!”
0Old Sem Onger warmed his hands over the
glowing speck. The day had been chill.

“Is it!” Ellory sat down to think,

Disappointment welled in him. What
good was it, except to smelt down ores, of
which there weren’t any to speak of? A
vicious circle again. But why had the un-
known discoverer of this new type of
radioactivity placed such stock in it?
Called it a belated means of saving a metal-
starved civilization? Preserved an account
and sample? Why-—why?

“ QOK!” Sem Onger was fumbling

with the lead-foil that had en-
wrapped the wax lump. He thrust a sheet
forward. “Look, Humrelly, there are
scratchings on this sheet. Perhaps this is
the record—"
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Ellory snatched it eagerly. Some form of
writing and various diagrams had been
scratched in the soft metal.

“Bless you, old men, it is!” Ellory cried.
“Here, get to work—translate what it
says.”

“There are many strange symbols,” said
the old seer dubiously.

“Never mind those. Put them down as
they are. They are mathematical symbols,
and those, thank thz gods, have survived
intact through time!”

Ellory’s blood was afire with scientific
zeal.

A few hours later Sem Onger read
what he had translated. He spoke the
words that the staring skull on the table
had once fermulated in its brain.

“I have withheld my discovery because
it can be such a terrible weapon-—a heat-
ray to scorch out human life. Perhaps this
record will be discovered and utilized in
some future time, when these warlike pages
of history are over. The radioactive silicon
I've created gives ofi its mass as infra-red
radiation. It can bcil away water almost
instantaneously, if it is pumped under the
radiation at a uniform rate. Thereby it be-
comes a source of metal salts, from sea-
water.”

Ellory did not have to hear any more.

His brain almost exploded with en-
lightenment. The great oceans of Earth
were the most illimitable source of metals
known. Untold billions of tons of every
metallic salt were in that titanic reservoir,
untapped by man because of the mechani-
cal difficulties of removing surplus water.

But the glowing, radicactive wax was
the answer is what!

Ellory made a little bow of deep respect
toward the grinning skull.

“Dr. Unknown,” he whispered earnestly,
“you’ve contributed a great thing to pos-
terity. I can picture the agony of your
death, not knowing vhether your discovery
would ever again be unearthed, to serve its
great purpose. But it has, and will. T swear
it!”

The science of power-and-metal lay
ready for the fiftieta century, given time!
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LLORY awoke from a sort of daze two
weeks later to find Mal Radnor and
Sharina before him, announcing their wed-
ding in two months, when the Royal
House would be completed.

“I’ll be there,” promised Ellory. “And
my wedding present to you two will be the
first bit of metal estracted from the
ocean!”

They did not know quite what he meant.
He watched the happy couple go, and
realized, with a stab of pain, that his heart
was still in Antarka.

But despite that, his mind soared aloft.

“Tomorow,” he said :agerly, “Tomorrow
we test our machine.”

The “machine” was a hybrid outfit.
Ellory had scouted around in the ruins and
found a section of tile water-pipe. Into this
led a wooden trough, from a huge stone
pot of water. Cut intc the upper surface
of the tile pipe was an aperture fitted with
a simple hand-operated shutter to let light
in. Under the shutter was a cradle of wires
holding the entire lump of radioactive wax.

Through the night Ellory checked over
the machine in his mind, recalling every
detail, feverishly anticipating the work to
be done on the morrow. He scarcely slept.

Would it work?

All was ready, the
nodded and Sem Onger twisted the bung-
valve of the stone pot allowing a steady
stream of water to run down the trough
and through the tile pipe. When the stream
poured from the other end, Ellory snapped
his shutter open.

Tensely, he watched.

Light streamed in on the silicon-wax,
energizing it. Its powcrful heat-radiation
poured down on the water. In an instant,
the trickle changed to live steam. When
Ellory shouted for Sem Onger to increase
the ﬂbw, steam shot out for a hundred feet
with a hissing roar.

Ellory’s sweated face became exultant.

Untold energy was doing this—radio-
active energy akin to the semi-mystical
dream of atomic power of the twentieth
century. That steam could be harnessed,
made to work. The metal deposits dropped

next day. Ellory
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by the evaporated sea-water were a vast
treasure-house of metals. They could be
extracted one by one, through a regulated
process of boiling off the water in stages—
fractional crystallization.

Here was an answer!

A great production plant sprang full-
grown into Ellory’s mind. One which
hoarded metal salts, and rammed out im-
measurable quantities of live steam. Har-
nessed, the steam would turn great
dynamos, producing electricity. Metals and
power! All that could come from this small
crude machine that whistled and rattled
in the pastoral quiet of dead New York.

Ellory gave a shout of triumph. It was
given to few men to realize they had in-
stituted a revolutionary thing.

“Sem Onger, this machine is going to
transform your world into something be-
yond your dreams! It’s going to build other
machines and great cities and aircraft—”

“But before you can do all that,” said
Sem Onger sagely, “you will have to make
more of the glowing wax. Do you know
how to make it?”

Ellory came down to earth, nodding
soberly. “Yes, but I will need radium.”

Either that, or a cyclotron. Ellory had
gone over the dead scientist’s formulae
carefully. The silicon wax could be made
from ordinary silicon dioxide—sand. But
only through a complicated, delicate proc-
ess of radium bombardment. A cyclotron,
hurling out energized sub-atomic particles,
would serve as well, but he quailed before
the thought of having to build one, starting
at scratch. It might take a lifetime.

“Radium,” Ellory repeated. “Have you
ever heard of radium, Sem Onger? The
world had five ounces altogether in my
time. They must have refined more up to
3000 A.D. Where is it all now?”

“Radium?”

Sem Onger searched his memory.

“Yes, I have heard of it, as a legend.”

“Legend!” Ellory’s heart sank. No
knowledge, no records of it, most likely.
Had the little tubes of it, spread among
hundreds of hospitals and laboratories in
his time and later, simply slipped among
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the ruins, when civilization fell? Lost
forever?

“Wait,” muttered Sem Onger. “I have
heard of its use—in Antarka.”

“Antarkal”

Ellory thought of their gleaning of the
world’s gold and silver, booty of the ages.
So too must they have gleaned radium,
as much as they could find, and taken it
to their land.

\HIS, more than anything, was true

irony. Radium he needed to launch the
fiftieth century into a metal-and-power age.
Radium lay in Antarka. Could he some-
how go there, explain the need and ask
for some? .

Expect a gift from Antarka?

He laughed harshly at the incongruous
thought.

First of all, he was a condemned man
the instant he stepped into Antarka. Sec-
ond, barring that, the Antarkans, far from
releasing radium, would simply confiscate
his radioactive process. It would save them
the trouble of solving their metal-and-
power problem of the future,

Ellory weighed possibilities. Could he
somehow strike a bargain, giving them the
process for part of their radium?

Too absurd, he knew, even to think
about that, as well expect to rebuild his
Outland empire, as hope to make such a
deal.

Could one bargain with a race whose
tradition for a thousand years had been to
take without question? Nor would they like
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the thought of the rest of Earth rising in
civilization, threztening their seat of
authority.

Ellory saw the hopelessness of it. It was
a vicious circle thzt offered no escape that
he could see.

“The possibility left,” he said aloud, “is
to search in the ruins here. We might hap-
pen to locate whit was once a hospital
and find its radium, if the Antarkans
missed it.”

“That might tike a liftetime!™ Sem
Onger grumbled. * And if you died before
it was found, Hurirelly?”

The impact of the words stunned Ellory.

All this lost when he died, if it were
not well on its way! Not just finding
radium, but applying its use. Making more
of the radio-wax, extracting metals and
reducing them from salts, designing steam
engines, dynamos, motors, all the equip-
ment of the tweitieth-century.

Crushing thought!

A full lifetime of work stretched before
him after the thing was once started—
after the radium was found. Yet he might
have to waste his lifetime searching, search-
ing for radium that wasn’t known to be
there.

But it was known to be in Antarka,
land of tyranny.

The maddening irony of it brought a
shout of helpless rage from Ellory's
lips.

He thought he Feard an answering shout
from nearby—a shout as emotion-filled as
his.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

‘““l TALKED WITH GOD”

(Yes, I Did — Actually and Literally)

and, as a result of that little talk with God some
ten years ago, a strange new Power came into my
life. After 43 years of horrible, sickening, dismal
failure, this strange Power brought to me a sense
of overwhelming victory, and I have been overcom-
ing every undesirable condition of my life ever since.
‘What a change it was. Now—1I have credit at more
than one bank, I own a beautiful home, drive a love-
1y car, own a newspaper and a large office building,
and my wife and family are amply provided for after
I leave for shores unknown. In addition to these ma-
terial benefits, I have a sweet peace in my life. I am
happy as happy can be. No circumstance ever upsets
wme, for I have learned how to draw upon the invisi-

ble God-Law, under any and all circumstances,
You, too, may find and use the same staggering
Power of the God-Law that I use. It can bring te
yvou, too, whatever things are right and proper for
you to have, Do you believe this ? It won’t cost much
to find out—just a penny post-card or a letter, ad-
dressed to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Dept. 79, Mos-
cow, Idaho, will briny you the story of the most
fascinating success ol the century. And the same
Power I use is here fcr your use, too. I'll be glad to
tell you about it. All :nformation about this experi-
ence will be sent you free, of course. The address
again—Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Dept. 79, Moscow,
Idabo, Advt. Copyright 1939 Frank B. Robinson,
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Mase McKay of Jigg:r Key assists at a holocaust, and arranges for devilment
at the back end of nowhere

HE arsenal mark on Old Man Cap-

I tain Johnson's musket said, “Spring-

field, 1873”; but Mase McKay
didn’t feel like bringing that up when
Cap had just told hir how he got the
gun in ’65.

Everyone around Jigeer Key had heard
it anvhow for thirty years: how some
damyankee et too many green apples at
Appomattox and was groaning in a fence
corner when Private Johnson, CS.A.
swiped the musket and lit out for the deep
South. Kept on retreaiing until he hid
up in the Florida Glades and never sur-
rendered.

“Boy,” said Cap, “I cefied ’em. Been in
these jungles ever since and the whole
dang Gov’ment cain’t git me out.”

“Yeh,” Mase answered, “I reckon they
sit up nights in Washington figgerin’ how
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to get you. How old you now, Cap? I bet
you fought the Civil War sittin’ in a flour
sack on a rail fence, eatin’ sour clabber
and cornbread, watchin’ them Yanks ride
by. How old your mammy say you was
when Gineral Lee surrendered?”

“What you mean by that?” Cap pulled
his whiskers with one grimy paw and
reached for his musket across the hard-
packed clay in front of his fire-hole under
the palmetto shack where young Mr. Mc-
Kay squatted with the coffeepot. “You
don’t mean, by any chance—"

“Oh, no! Nothin’ like that! A ol
Johnny Reb like you could be ninety-six
or a hundred and ten fer all I care. T figger
you are poison to Yanks right now, and
that’s what I come to yore camp for,
Cap. Them dam’ oil prospectors talk o’
dredgin’ a road and canal in above Royal
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Palm Park, and what kind o’ trappin’
and shootin’ we have then?”

“Blowed up,” grunted Cap. “But, by
no chance, was yuh hintin’ the muskit ain’t
what she claims to be? 1f so—”

“No, no. I ain’t startin’ no war. But
I come out in the grass this mornin’ to
say if them county politicians like Ben
Siler and Whitty join up with the oil folks
fer a road, in comes a lot o’ slick townies
with pumpguns and cars, and they won’t
be game left in forty mile.

“T tried to git Johnny Cumso’s Injuns
to holler about it; but them Seminoles
are too busy tinkering with their carbu-
retors up along Tamiami Trail so’s to git
to Wildcat Corners and buy cowboy hats
and postcard pictures to make any war
talk against any swamp road.”

“Injuns ain’t what they used to be,”
said Cap Johnson. “Now, them Seminoles,
by the record, never did surrender to the
Gov'ment. Jest like me in '65. But when
1 made the retreat and tried to join ’em
they threw me out the tribe.

“Now take Pete Tiger. T seen him yes-
tiddy perousin’ around Tiger Hammock
where them bucks once had a big camp
and when he saw me he ducked.”

“Young Pete?” Mase asked. “Man,
Pete Tiger's been guidin’ for Siler and
Whitty of late, and all them Injuns up
by the Trail are excited about the oil-
drillin’, Think they’ll clean up millions.”

“Sounds like they got eivilized at last.
Now, about the muskit—"

Mase cooled the coffee from Cap’s pot
to a tomato can and back again.

“The muskit?” said Mase. “You got
the corkscrew out the bar’l yet?”

“It ain’t the corkscrew I'm after now.
I wormed down the bar’l with a fishhook
on a wire but she stuck too, Mase, if ever
1 work past the stuff so’s I can dribble
more powder past, she’ll go.”

“Well, I don’t want to be in a mile
of her when she starts.”

ASE eyed the muskit. Five feet, two
inches Cap stood in his callouses,
two more in his snakeboots; but the

muskit towered away above the white hair
behind his ears. It was pretty hefty too,
for a man who weighed ninety-one pounds
figuring in his pants.

Mase said nothing about the 73 arsenal
mark. Old Man Captain swore he swiped
that Yankee gun in ’65. In '78 he bored
her out for bear-slugs. In 98 a Cubian
borried the muskit to shoot Spaniards.
The Cubian brought it back with a jug
of rum, no Spaniards, and the ramrod
fast in the bar’L

Cap tinkered along until 1917, when
everybody was excited about war. Tried
to fish the end of the rod out, burn it out,
gouge and blow it out, and the durn war
was over before he got ready.

Old Man Cap balanced the muskit on
his knee and rubbed the bayonet lock.
He looked her over fondly.

“Mase, I got her cleared enough to
dribble powder past leetle by leetle. A
feller over to Shark River sent to a cata-
logue store in Chicago and gits me some
old time percussion caps. Now if I could
git hold some fine powder and feed her
into the cap-nipple grain by grain, mebbe
that smokeless stuif’d fire the old-time
powder and she’'d go. If she don’t pretty
soon I'm goin’ to file her breech open and
make her into a real flintlock. Boy, she’d
be a war gun like D an Boone had. A Kain-
tuck gun like what they had to mow
Injuns with. She’ll go.”

“Mebbe,” Mase grunted, “yore the war-
rior 1 need to run them dam’ politicians
outa the glades. And them tough oil
roughnecks. Old-Tiuer, it’s sure geod to
meet a Jjohnny Reb who never did sur-
render.”

“You wait,” said Cap, and his blue eyes
were grim above white whiskers. “What
I plan fer the muskit is to git the junk
out o’ her insides, and you can talk busi-
ness. Boy, you wai..”

“Yeh, T'll wait. My old man said he’s
waited twenty-two year fer you to pay
fer two pounds o’ black powder fer the
muskit but if she zver goes off he won’t
charge nothin’. Ain’t no more black-
powder guns. Anyhow what she needs is a
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snort o’ smokeless down her insides. Man,
lash her down on a scow and she’d mow
ducks.”

Cap had picked up one of McKay’s
smokeless shells and was eying the crimp.
Then he said disdainfully, “Ho, ducks!
The muskit’s a war baby, hear me? 1 gits
me a wood duck yestiddy with the shot-
gun.”

“You better quit afore them wardens
git you shootin’ summer ducks. Them fed-
erals is mean about I censes and stamps
fer ducks too.”

“What’s that?” grunted Cap. “You aim
to tell me I can’t shoot a duck unless he’s
got a Gov'ment stamp? How’n hell you
git a stamp on him? Then suppose you
shoot a duck and he’s got some other
man’s stamp on his tail? How about that,
hey? Who gits the duck?”

“I dunno. You gotta have
stamps, that’s what.”

Oid Man Cap laid down the muskit. He
put Mase’s smokeless shell in his shirt
and disappeared around the thatch leanto.
Mase squatted and sopped sour bread in
his coffee. He’d come out here from Jigger
Key with a public-spizited idea of lining
up all the swamp folks possible against
that new road. Maybe if Jigger Key peo-
ple got them aroused the county politicians
like Ben Siler would lay off it.

The McKay clan pretty well ran things
in the back swamp, but the trouble was
that from Jigger Key store to Shark River
there weren’t enough voters to man a pre-
cinct -election and mos: of them wouldn’t
dare come in anyhow.

Now take Old Man Cap Johnson—and
then Cap himself suddenly rounded his

federal

thatch and he had a dead duck in his ~

hands and his whiskers were moving with
visible excitement.

“Mase, I gits me an idee. Yes, sir, you
talkin’ about a fool duck stamp law, and
1 sure got a duck with somethin’ wrong
in his system. Lookit his tail now. That
duck’s been somewhere he shouldn’t have
been.”

“What’s wrong with him except he ain’t
legal now?”
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“He gits himself all glued up some-
where. Mehbe had a lawful stamp on him
and tries to soak it off his feathers. It
ain’t right.”

Mase looked at the bedraggled duck.
Its legs and tail were scummed with some-
thing that shone when he smoothed it.
He smelled of his fingers and smelled the
duck. Then young Mr. McKay stared at
the swamp hermit and his voice shook
a bit hoarsely.

“Cap, where you shoot this duck?”

“Over past Tiger’s Hammock near the
salt pond.”

“And you saw Pete Tiger cruisin’ around
there yesterday? Man, I'm gettin’ it all
hooked up! That dang Seminole has struck
millions! Oil, Cap—oil! There’s an oil
seep somewhere and this fool duck got it
on his tail. Old Man, you and me got to
git in on that right away!”

Cap took his over-ripe duck and smelled
of it. “You mean there’s oil in there like
the big company is diggin’ for up to
Tamiami?”

“If that ain’t oil then yore duck’s a hell-
diver! Let’s git goin’.”

“You mean we could locate first ahead
o’ them fellers?”

“Now, Cap, you know us McKays, out
in the sawgrass, don’t take to them county
politicians at all, and they don’t like us
either. That Ben Siler that used to be
commissioner till they threw him out has
been in to Jigger Key twice the last month,
and what for? Figger it. He’s heard some-
thin’ about oil—what else? My old man
owns two sections o’ that west swamp, and
if there’s oil—us McKays can talk millions
if the big company wants to do business.”

“Millions?”? said Cap testily. “Well,
what we waitin’ fer? Throw yore traps in
the dugout an’ I'll show you where 1 gits
that duck. Oil on his tail, hey? Mase, this
is big; you and me first on the spot.”

ASE had his cypress canoe off the

hammock beach and Old Man Cap
was in the bow with his muskit between his
knees. Mase poled out to where he could
use a paddle, and then sat down.
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Once they were in the wide tidal slough
straggling west, the little oak and pal-
metto islet was lost to view behind the
sawgrass, Mase drove on in silence under
the morning sun. Old Man Johnson was
tinkering with his gun as usual. Once he
took that 12-gauge shotgun shell that he’d
swiped from Mase, eyed it and peered at
the wad and sighed. He’d stuck to black
powder for sentimental reasons, but smoke-
less had its good points, He nibbled the
end of the cartridge and watched his
friend.

Seven miles west of Johnson’s camp was
a larger hammock that had once been a
Seminole settlement until, as Cap said,
civilization got them. Some of the older
renegades had gone deeper into the Shark
River wilds, and some up along Tamiami
Trail where they could reach the bus line
to picture shows.

The sun was high when Mase McKay
saw the gray moss-plumed oaks of Tiger’s
Hammock. Cap Johnson directed him into
a side slough where the towering sawgrass
was a barrier along a mud bank. But Mase
ceased paddling before they reached the
spot where the duck had been assassinated.
He was intent upon a spot where the low
tide had left a trickle across the mud.

Then he shoved the boat into it. There
was a faint iridescent film drifting on the
ooze. Mase put fingers to it and he tried
to hold his voice steady.

“Cap, I ain’t no expert but this is crude
oil seepin’ out from the grass. Man, we
struck it! Now I see why Siler and Whitty
been in this way, and why Pete Tiger’s
gone to livin’ alone at his old family hang-
out. Them politicians got Pete here to
watch things, and first thing we know
they’ll buy or lease every acre they can
git hands on. Cap, I see more oil slick up
this slough. This is biggest thing I ever
got into. We'll foller around to the salt
pond.”

Where the slough opened into the salt
pond Mase saw another oil seep from
under the grass roots. The far side of the
little treeless lake bordered Tiger Ham-
moik, and Mase held away from it.
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He sure was excited. He knew every
pond and mud flat about, for he'd trapped
them since he was big enough to know
raccoon sign, Why he’d been poling mud
right over millions and didn’t know it!
His lean brown cheeks hardened as he
watched across tte calm water to the
scrub oaks of Tiger’s Hammock. For ages
and ages these poor benighted heathen had
squatted about their shell heaps over mil-
lions of black goli! He wiped his brow
and grew anxious,

“INo breakfast smoke from that old
camp, no canoe about on the shell beach
That means Pete Tiger's out in the grass
scoutin’ again. Hey, Cap, git the end o
that cannon down' 1 see Pete now. He’s
standin® up paddlin’ so’s he can see the
grass. He’s actin’ funny, studyin’ that
shoreline yard by vard.”

“Oil,” said Cap. “Figgerin’ how rich he
is. Takes it damn ca’am.”

“No, he don’t. There he’s set down and
paddlin’ fast, But not back to his camp.
Crossed the pond into that south slough.
Mebbe he saw us prowlin’ round his ham-
mock., Come on and dig after him.”

They skirted the little lake and into a
narrow slough, and there Cap pointed over-
side. Sure enough there were pole marks
in two places and aear each a little beady
circle of iridescent oil.

“Yeah,” Mase whispered. “He knows!
And he knows we know mebbe! We got to
stop that Injun afore he gits out the swamp
and reports to Ben Siler. Cap, we got
just as good right to discovery as .them
guys.”

“War talk,” said Cap. “Mase. you kin
count on me in it.”

Mase had shoved the dugout on past
the spots where ’ete Tiger had halted.
A few yards up the slough, hidden by the
tall grass, Mase also stopped. There was
a mighty spread of oil on the mud un-
covered by the ebb tide.

Too much—toc dang mighty much.
Mase stuttered ard shoved close to this
place. He eyed it and then thrust his arm
down along under the sawgrass roots and
feltand fished and grunted and sweated and

B e Lo
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muttered. Then he sa‘ up and looked at
Cap Johnson.

“I ain’t no hand to complain but I feel
like T been done wrcng. Cap, this here
simple son o’ nature hzs been plantin’ this
swamp with oil. He’s out to git some pale-
face scalp on a sucker list hut it ain’t me.
It sure grieves me to discover this.”

Mase hauled up a wet, oil-dripping mass
of old gunnysack from under the mud. He
flopped the rag in the bottom of the boat
and Cap Johnson’s callouses took on rain-
bow tints. Cap looked at it.

“You mean we ain’t goin’ to be million-
aires?”

“Took fer a couple o’ saps!” Mase
velled. “But I been to town, I reads in a
Miami paper how some gang is out to
sell oil prospects arourd that test well on
Tamiami, and here ttis Injun is puttin’
one over clear down here on somebody.
Can’t be you and me, fer we ain’t got the
big dough. Cap, we got to look into this
business.”

AP was looking down the muskit
muzzle. The bor: was sure big and
black and a couple of pieces of wire hung
from it attached to gidgets he’d tried to
clear the bar’l with, He pulled back the
rusty bat-eared hammer and let it down
cautiously upon the biz copper percussion
cap on the vent.

Old Man Johnson had been mighty cau-
tious for forty years whenever he could
get hold of a cap tha: fit the muskit. If
a man ever could prime her at the breech
she might go. She’d been nursed along
with black powder charges a-plenty but
how much of it ever ot past the barrel
obstruction was a problem.

Then Mase grunted out of his woe and
grief over that million.

“J hear a speedboat. South. Fast when
she’s got water, throttlod down in the bad
sloughs. Well now, waere does Pete tie
in with this? She’ll come into the pond
by the west slough, not here. So mebbe
we can lay out on the grass point and see
who wants to call in a: Tiger’'s Hammock.
Now me, I got an idea.”
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He slipped overside, leaving Cap in
a narrow slough with the great yellow-
green cane high on every side. A few yards
in, the stuff thinned to a wider waterway.
Mase came to the muddy bank and
stopped dumbfounded.

There was a sort of raft camouflaged
with brush and dried grass, something like
a winter season duck blind. When he
peered under he saw an oil-barrel lashed
to the small logs of the raft, and there
were some greasy boxes of tools and waste
beyond this. The craft was moored to the
sawgrass and there was no other sign of
human occupancy.

Mase looked to the sky and down the
winding slough. “That thing was covered
S0 no air surveyin’ party’d see it. And no
boat comin’ up to Tiger’'s Hammock could
see it. But she’s carryin’ oil. Qil in a bar’l
to salt this swamp with! Some spots to
show a sucker, and sell him. Pete’s the
lockout fer ’em, but he’s heen careless
with his oil. Too durn much; but here’s
where it came from.”

He was looking at the raft when Old
Man Captain came through the grass trail-
ing his gun. Cap seemed pleased with the
world. His whiskers worked and wavered
and his eyes shone.

“Mase, if I ever gits smokeless down in-
side the breech and fire to her, she’d go
like a o’ Boone gun. Don’t tell me no.”

“Git back to the dugout,” said Mase.
“I hear that motorboat comin’. My ears
tickle like they always do when they pick
up trouble.”

“Now yer talkin’,” said Cap. “Trouble
—Ilittle more tinkerin’ an’ I'm ready fer it.
What’s this durn thing tied in the grass?”

“Sucker’s trap,” said Mase. “Bait’s all
laid. T bet Siler and his mob ¢’ county
promoters are backin’ this. Them birds
hate the name o’ McKay. Say, I bet I can
spring their trap on ’em. Look in it, Cap.”

“Not me. Got a leetle more work on
the muskit, What is it?”

“0il. Crude oil in a bar’l. That simple
Injun Pete’s been strewin’ it around. Lay
that damn cannon down and gimme a
hand, Cap. We'll launch this oil cruiser
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out to where she come. Understand, Cap?”

Mase was working at a pushpole lashed
under the grass cover. He sure was sore
on the world, losing all that dough this
morning.

“Qil in a bar’l,” Cap sighed. “Tryin’ to
fool somebody, hey? Durn Yankee trick.
Boy, let that stuff alone. We're skinned
out a million.”

“Ben Siler’s no Yankee. He’s from
Gawja, 'way back. 1 bet it’s some Yank
Ben and Whitty are aimin’ to sell oil to.
Gimme a hand, Cap. Throw off them lines,
and we’ll shove this raft out where the up-
tide catches it. She’ll sift more oil out
across the pond than them fellers want
anybody to see. It'll be a warnin’ to stay
out our swamps.”

Cap waded along the grass and tossed
off the greasy moorings. He climbed aboard
forward, laid his gun across the matted
grass camouflage which half hid the
oil drum, and looked at Mase McKay.

“Git her started. We can swing off on
the point and cross to the dugout. Not
that I see what in tunket yore up to.”

Mase grunted as he poled the half-
sunken raft about from the mud shore to
the slow tide setting up all the myriad
channels of the saw grass wilderness. Old
Cap squatted forward and went to inspect-
ing the rusty breech of his muskit. It sure
rattled good if you shook it. Even the
louder beat of a fast launch somewhere
south behind the cane screens didn’t dis-
tract Mr. Johnson from his forty-year
problem,

Mase worked harder. He knew the
speedbcat would enter the lake by a
deeper channel than this, more to the
westward, if it was making for Tiger’s Ham-
mock; and there was no other inhabitable
land to reach. He thrust the pushpole
down to the thin coze of the bottom, swung
the raft, and called to Cap.

“Git to the grass. I'll foller, and one
good shove’ll send this cruiser out where
she’ll drift to the open. I hope Siler likes
it.”

Cap had the hammer back and was fish-
ing down the powder vent with a piece

of thin wire. He wuas smelling of the wire
to see if it had sure wormed to the ancient
powder charges he’d tried to get down the
muzzle, when Maz: yelled at him again.
“Swing off! She’ll pass the point.”

Mase looked to the mangrove clump
marking the mout1 of the slough, and
then someone rose up from its green tangle.
Behind this man he saw Pete Tiger, and
young Pete looked scared. Ready to dive
for the grass and travel light and fast
if he had to.

ASE McKAY just stared at the man

on the point with the blue auto-
matic in his hand. A heavy, red-burned
man in khaki and laced swamp boots, and
Mase knew him as one not to use much
funny stuff on. But Mase grinned pla-
catingly.

“Well, hello, Whitty! You must have
come up right quier.”

Whitty was listening to that motorboat
to the west. “Never mind how 1 come.
Pete told me vou were over here meddlin’
in what don’t concern you. I got your
dugout in that other slough. You pull
this scow in, tie . up and beat it, and
I'll let you have your own. If you stay
away—understand? Out of this little busi-
ness.”

“Say!” Mase chuckled, “that might be
best. Only this raft ain’t so easy to swing.
She don’t back up like she ought to.
She—"

Whitty lunged through the brush to the
water’s edge. He raised the gun and
waggled it two yards from Mase’s nose.
but he wouldn’t shoot and Mase knew it.

Whitty was a tough guy working for
Siler’s shady speculations, and he hated
the swamp McKays; but now Whitty had
to handle this thing under cover. Ben Siler
was coming a mile away with a certain
Mr. Hanley from Cleveland. Siler wished
to interest Mr, Hanley in swamp proper-
ties that sure had oil indications, before
the big companies got this far south with
their explorations.

No, Whitty wasn’t making any noise
about this. He even lowered his voice



TIGER HAMMOCK

when he sank knee-dee> in the shore mud.
“You heard me, McKay. Pull back and
keep that thing out of sight. I'm tellin’
you, and you don’t talk back, Pull ashore
before T convince you with something
else.”

Mase shoved his pole, tilted the raft
and it swung further out. Cap Johnson,
forward, and the oil barrel were half-
hidden by the dry grass.

Whitty watched closely; he didn’t trust
any McKay to do as he was told. Now
he knew it—Mase McKay was leisurely
handling the raft so that it would pass
the mud point to the lake and then be
out in the open; and it would be hard
fo explain.

Then the motorboat broke to louder
roaring as it stirred the mud of the main
slough into the lake., Mase saw it emerge
from the mangroves—ai smart, fast out-
fit, brasswork gleaming, a striped awning
aft and a blue pennan: straight out with
her speed. He glimpsed one man with a
vachtsman’s cap, another with straw hat
and linen suit.

The first one, sure enough, was Ben
siler, the politico-prcmoter of glades
lands. The man at the controls was a
shiftless coast guide; but it was Siler who
held Mase’s rapt attention. Swamp folks
never wanted any piece of that guy or his
works; and when Ben came in to Jigger
Key to talk politics at the McKay store
he always was careful to have one or two
of the sheriff’s deputies along.

This man Whitty used to be a deputy
until some of his work got too raw, and
Siler gave him a job on his land projects.
Mase heard Whitty grunt as the launch
flashed out across the half-mile of brack-
ish shoal water to the little shell beach of
Tiger’s Hammock. Whitty muttered and
waved his gun.

“You heard me. Pole that thing around
hehind this grass. You heard me, Mase.
And keep that damn half-alligator man
below the brush. Him ard his cannon; I've
heard all about him. Both you keep quiet,

t0o0.”
“Me?” said Cap. “lMase, what’s that
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remark about the muskit? Who's yore
frien’?”

“This bird’s no friend o’ mine. But Cap,
shut yore trap—7

Whitty plunged out from the grass
point. He was waist-deep in the roily water
when he laid hold of the raft end. Mase
yelled.

“You dam’ fool, this thing won’t hold
any more cargo! Get off!”

Whitty lunged farther over the lashed
logs. His red face was grim.

The dry grass and brush heaped over
the raft made footing hard to see, but
Mase retreated to the other side past the
oil barrel to counteract Whitty’s heavy
weight. Cap Johnson stuck his ears and
white whiskers up from the other end.

“What’s the matter with you two?
Leetle more an’ this craft’ll swamp. Log-
chain’s slipped off this end and she’ll scat-
ter herself wide.”

“Get down,” croaked Whitty. “Siler
mustn’t see this. You got an oil streak
two yards wide driftin’ out this slough.
Down and quiet, you!”

“Oil?” said Mase. “Dam’ if you ain’t
right! Well, that’s the racket, ain’t it?
Bring a sucker in here and show him oil.
Hey, Ben!”

He raised his voice and Whitty went
loro. Ben Siler’s launch had eased up to
the one-plank wharf of Tiger’s Hammock
and Siler and his Yankee friend were
out on the beach. But they were both look-
ing at the strange object two hundred
vards away careening in the up-tide. It
looked like a floating grass islet—but with
three people on it cussing one another as
they carefully balanced. Siler knew what
it was but Mr. Hanley was full of interest.

“’Gator hunters,” grunted Siler. “Don’t
bother with ’em, Hanley. T'll take you
back of this hammock and show you what
I mean by oil seep under the grass.
Where’s that Injun, Pete Tiger? This is
his camp.”

ANLEY slapped a mosquito and
gazed about, Sawgrass miles sur-
rounding a tiny green islet under a burn-
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ing sun. But he was first on the spot if
Siler’s secret information was correct. And
oil? Suddenly he saw a rainbow patch of
water on the mirrored surface.

Siler turned up toward the deserted
Indian camp under the oaks. He wanted
Mr. Hanley’s attention up there until
Whitty could settle that racket across the
pond, whatever it was, Siler recognized
Mase McKay and gritted his teeth. One
of those swamp McKays turn up in your
business and it was likely to go sour.

Whitty knew that also out on the raft.
The thing drifted slowly but it sank
slowly also and separated at one end. Old
Cap Johnson rose up.

“I told you fellers once this craft is
spreadin’ apart an’ no use cussin’ each
other about it. She’s waterlogged an’ on
a tilt, an’ I fer one don’t aim to be out
in the channel with mebbe a shark cruisin’
atween my legs. Somebody ought to git
off.”

“Yeh,” said Mase, “that’s right. This
craft was crooked to begin with and gettin’
crookeder every minute. Don’t see no rea-
son to wade salt mud to my ears to git
ashore. Anyhow, I was here first. Old Man
Cap was second, Whitty, you ain’t no luck.
You get off.”

Whitty sank his head below his power-
ful shoulders and snarled. The boss, Siler,
was watching from the beach and Mr.
Hanley, the sucker, was more perplexed.
Whitty glared at Mase and decided that
there was no hope of keeping him quiet
with threats, Mase had the lean wary grin
which meant that he knew Whitty was
getting in a bad spot with his boss ashore.
Suddenly Mase rose higher and whooped.

“Qil! Gotta bar’l good oil to sell! Come
on, suckers! Rise snakes and meet him!
You ain’t goin’ to like it!”

Whitty didn’t wait. He’d been boiling
before; but now—with Hanley wondering
what it was all about—he had to stop
McKay’s jeers. He sheathed his gun and
lunged through the grass cover on the
raft. What he wanted was to get to Mc-
Kay, bear him down with his weight,
throttle him, knock him cold.
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Mase went twist ng around the oil bar-
rel to meet Whitty, He stepped to avoid
the clutching hands and clipped Whitty on
the jaw.

Whitty went to roaring and swung back.
Mase nailed him full on the mouth and
Whitty lost his heal. He forgot oil promo-
tion and orders and reached for his gun.

Mase saw it and swung his body low
trying to come up too close to Whitty's
arm for any shooting. But then Mase
rammed one foot between the logs into
open water and fell on his face.

Whitty grunted. This was what he'd
been after. He sheathed his gun and de-
liberately fell with his hundred and ninety
pounds on McKay.

Old Man Cap Johnson heard a grunt
and a groan. He raised his ears up cau-
tiously alongside the muskit. Those two
fighting guys had just disappeared amid-
ships hidden by the grass and brush. Then
he saw Whitty’s hairy hand clutching at
the barrel lashing. The rope sagged and
the oil-barrel tipped between the spread-
ing logs. Mr. Johnson gaped.

Big Whitty had come down on top of
McKay hoping to crush his ribs in and
get hands to his windpipe; but he had
merely shoved Mase into deep free water
and plunged after him. Cap Johnson craned
his neck t& see more.

The raft had split wide and the middle
was an oil-pool with a black barrel pour-
ing out more. Cap scratched his head and
retreated to the only secure spot behind
the tool box. On shore Ben Siler was
shouting hoarsely and the man in the straw
hat was even more perplexed.

Then Gap saw Mase McKay’s head
break water three yards from the raft.
Mase blew water end looked bhack.

Whitty had crawled up on the logs. He
was smeared with crude oil from ears to
waist and spitting blood from loosened
teeth. He saw Old Man Johnson aft with
the muskit laid oit upon the box; and
the sight made hinr too mad for reasoning.

“Jump!” he yelled. “And damned
quick!”

Mase plunged back towards the raft
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hands off that ol
or a hundred and
You're fightin’ me,

“Whitty, keep your
Johnny. Ninety-nine
forty—let him alone.
so come on.”

Mase got a knee to the raft and looked
past Whitty’s legs to Cap’s ears above the
greasy box. He thought he saw a brown
gun-muzzle—

And then it vanished. Whitty vanished
also in a mighty bloom of black smoke.
Above it were burning wads of ancient
newspaper, and pieces of metal whined and
whizzed. The roar was like an exploding
comet.

Mase dived. When he came up Whitty
was swimming feebly in an oily circle and
Mr. Johnson’s heels were kicking on the
surface. Mase grabbed them.

HE raft was blazing. The surface of

the water was sterting to lick up in
little points of smoke wherever the burning
wadding and the dry grass of the raft had
blown. Whitty was in the middle of the
stuff and he was scared.

There was enough breeze to send the
oil shoreward, and Ben Siler was yelling
too.

Mase got Cap’s heels and tried to up-
end him. Old Cap’s eves were closed and
his whiskers were gone. His face was a
mess of blood, but his gnarled hands still
hung to a split piece of seventy-year-old
gunstock.

Masge started for the grass and shoved
Cap up on the mud shoal. Then turned
back toward the raft hidden in a mounting
plume of black smoke. If Whitty didn’t
get out from that circe of fire around it
he was gone.

Mase got within five yards and the
burning surface was between them. He
dived below the fire and stroked until he
collided with Whitty’s kicking legs. He
flung an arm about the knees and hauled
back until he could turn choking, for
what he hoped was frec water. But it was
fire when he tried to shove up. He dragged
the fighting Whitty below again and
ploughed mud with his face.

But a man couldn’t keep below forever.
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Mase shoved up again and he was near
the hammock beach with the fiery ripples
following his movements, Whitty was
half-drowned but fighting dumbly.

“Crawl, damn you,” Mase gasped. “You
ain’t out yet. Cap Johnson fired the pond,
and I don’t understand it. Him and the
muskit—"'

Then he heard a motor. Ben Siler had
jumped to his foredeck and his launchman
was backing swiftly away to turn and
start for the south shore. The boat swerved
to skirt the burning patch by two yards
and disappeared beyond the drifting
smoke.

A Yank in a neat straw hat and white
suit was standing on the beach of Tiger
Hammock, entirely alone and staring at a
burning lake. Oil, sure—plenty of oil!
You could see the smoke of it ten miles
across the glades.

“Hey, sucker!” Mase yelled. “Come give
me a hand with this guy.”

Hanley just stared at the smoking pond.
The lighter oil had gone like a flash, the
heavier elements turned into dull gray
and yellow. But it spread with the wind
and tide. Ben Siler had taken his smart
little cruiser safe to windward and slowed
her down. The sucker stood alone on the
shore until Mase reeled along through the
shoal mud dragging the half-senseless
Whitty. When Mase let go of his arm
Whitty crouched sick as a dog. Mase came
on knocking the burning wisps from his
shirt.

Old Man Johnson came to and sat up
on the beach. He snorted at sight of
Whitty. “I told you she’d go, Mase. If
the barrel, breech and lock o’ the muskit
hadn’t blowed out on me I'd got this
feller fer keeps. Mebbe she was some
overloaded.”

“Yeh,” said Mase. “She was. Been
that way fer years. How come she went
off? Cap, I wouldn’t believed it if T hadn’t
seen it.”

“Well,” Cap. grunted, “I primed her.
All the time you was argyin’ with this
man, Whitty, I was pushin’ some o’ that
fine powder I took out o’ yore smokeless
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ca’tridge down the vent. I dribbled it
full and give her a double percussion cap.

“Boy, she went, I ain’t seen no shootin’
like that since the battle of Atlanta. And
she fired the oil raft that you and Whitty
was fightin’ about. Who’s this townie, and
what he want?” )

Old Man Cap Jobnson got up feebly
and looked at Mr. Hanley. Whitty got up
also but he reeled off down the shore
to a point free of the smoke and opposite
Siler’s launch. Hanley looked at Mase Mc-
Kay.

“Cap,” Mase grinned, “this man is what
you call a prospect—an easymark that
this Siler outfit brought out here to see
oil and go back and git excited. Siler and
his crowd’d git Mr. Hanley in fer leasin’
or buyin’ everything they could git hold
on to sell him. I guess he knows better
now!”

“Do" you mean to say?” Hanley de-
manded, ‘“‘that T was hoaxed all along
about oil prospects down here? T met
these parties in Miami weeks ago and
they began to hint at what they had dis-
covered. They took me out to the Tamiami
test well and then brought me in here—
very secretly. Not a word to be said until
we had the thing sewed up.”

“Yeh,” said Mase, “you was it. If Pete
Tiger hadn’t been kind o’ careless slewin’
oil around they’d had you. Man, I found
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"it too, and an hour ago I wouldn’t took a

million—well, mebbe I would. I kinda
wish’t I’d seen you first. I didn’t know
suckers was so easy, honest, mister.”

He grinned and the sucker suddenly
laughed feverishly, and mopped his head.
Whitty was calling something in a sub-
dued voice to Ben Siler, and the boss was
muttering back. Hanley turned his back
on the idling spe:dboat and spoke to
Mase McKay.

“I'm not going back to town with those
fellows. I'd rather wade this swamp clear
out to the Key Highway than talk to them
again!”

“Well,” said Mase, “I wouldn’t either.
They’d have yore shirt next. And you're
goin’ to need it this afternoon with me
and Cap Johnson havin’ to pole you out
in the dugout till we can land you at
Jigger Key. My od man’ll see you git
home, but we don’t want to see you again
back in the big g¢rass. Hey, Cap, how
about it?”

Cap shook his head.

“Ain’t no place fer a dam’ Yank, no-
how. Say, Mase, when this smoke flicks out
I bet we could drecge around in the mud
an’ find the bar’l o’ the muskit. I'd like
to see how she split.”

“No we don’t. Never will. The hunks o’
metal off that gun whizzed past my ears
so fast they ain’t cone down yet.”
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By THEODORIZ ROSCOE

CHAPTER XXVII

FUSILLADE AND FIRE

4 I‘HEN, out in th: thundering bed-
lam of the trench, in the confusion
of red smoke, shrapnel flares and

earth showers, half blinded, deafened,
choking in powder fumzs and fear, Shep-
herd missed Fielding. Heaving Gabrielle
Gervais up the mud back, he had had a
glimpse of Putinov, Arnoldo and Tac go-
ing over the top. He had struggled to aid
the armless officer up the slippery wall,
and the girl, kneeling on the parapet, had
reached down a helping hand. Then he
tealized the English painter had not come
out of the bomb shelter,

He dived back into the dugout, shouting.

Fielding stood at the back wall, fierce-
eved, white, defiant.

“I'm not going up there, Shepherd! T
tell you, I can’t go up there with those
freaks!”

“You've got to get out of this hole! The
explosions are coming this way!”
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“T won’t move! I'll stay here! That man
without a nose—the one with those hooks
—that horrible thing cut in half—my
God!”

“They’'ve gone into the woods! Damn
you, do you want to be killed? Come on!”

“‘T’m not go—"

Bill Shepherd’s hands, whipping to the
Englishman’s collar, choked the protest-
ing yells. Fielding resisted wildly, the san-
ity gene from his eyes. Desperately, all
his strength behind the uppercut, Bill
Shepherd drove his fist into the man’s
jutted chin. Fielding’s head snapped back;
he slumped. Then he revived as Bili Shep-
herd wrestled him up the dugout steps.

“Are you coming?”

“Yes, yes, Shepherd. I'm with you.
Bloody awful of me. Can’t stand cripples.
For a minute—lost my nerve—"

Bill Shepherd cried as they clambered
up the boom-rocked wall of the trench,
“Where’s Kull? That bald-headed Ger-
man-——p”’

“Don’t  know,”  Fielding moaned.
“Didn’t come out of the chdteau with us.
Left him there in that big empty halll”

They were tearing through an acreage
of underbrush, racing to catch the little

The first installment of this six-part serial, herein
concluded, appeared in the Argosy for September 16
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group ahead—Tac, Arnoldo and Putinov
running as an escort around the girl, the
bobbing figure of the black-masked offi-
cer herding them from behind. The forest
was flooded by a holocaustal light, a scar-
let flush that streamed through the shat-
tered trees like an unholy dawn.

A mile to the north, towering up out
of the timber, stood a hundred-foot foun-
tain of crimson flame. Rockets soared up
from the vortex of this fire-fountain, arch-
ing high against the rainclouds and burst-
ing like exploded planets. The zodiac was
being shelled. Iron meteors rained down,
crashing the nearby thickets. Aerial bar-
rage was undertoned by the flash-crash of
artillery shells which were bursting, now,
around the chdteau—the Norman tower
and vine-covered upper walls plainly vis-
ible a quarter mile distant.

Shrapnel splashed like squirts of mer-
cury in the tree-clumps under the tower,
sending up funnels of white-gray smoke
and savage, sharp bangs. Deep, basso
booms which shook the ground underfoot
were more terrifying. Most appalling in
the bombardment was a terrific series of
detonations traveling along the abandoned
trench.

“Look!” Bill Shepherd seized Fielding
by the wrist to halt him,

Blast after blast was advancing down
the trench they had just deserted-—explo-
sions fifty feet apart and timed at one-
minute intervals. The running torpedo
bursts were blinding. Earth shot up in
swirling funnels. Bill Shepherd watched a
sandbag fly skyward like a beanbag taking
off for the moon. The blasts were like
concussions on the brain. There was a
pause; then, at the bend where the dug-
out was located, a stunning blast raised
up a sheet of earth that opened and closed
like a fan. The blasts ran on in quick
zigzag, traveling toward the chdteau.

HEPHERD and Fielding ran madly
to join the others in a grove of de-
capitated pines. Doctor Arnoldo had lo-
cated a footpath where the running was
easier; he was crying, “We must get under
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cover!
cover!”

Gabrielle Gervais was leading the black-
masked officer, holding him by the sleeve.
She cried, “This rian says if we come to
a gulley we must look for a concrete pill-
box. He says there is a gulley and a con-
crete pillbox we can hide in. Ah, mon
Dieu!” she sobbed at Bill Shepherd as he
sprinted up to her side. “Who ever heard
of a pillbox of con:rete, or one big enough
to hide in?”

“He means a machine-gun nest. I've
been along this path! The gulley can’t be
fart”

The voice from the black mask snapped.
“It will be at the 1={ft. Up the bank. I can-
pot see to hurry. Don’t wait for me. Go
on! Go on!”

Gabrielle Gervais cried to Bill Shep-
herd, “We've got to help him!”

The others were racing on ahead. Bill
Shepherd snatched the unknown officer’s
crutches; flung his arm under the man’s
shoulder. The giri supporting him on the
other side, they ran the one-legged man
along the path. Then, out of the canning-
factory bedlam in the burning night be-
hind them, came tie most appalling sound
Bill Shepherd had ever heard.

It began like a -ising of wind, mounted
to a tempest shriek, and passed overhead
with the rushing whistle of an invisible
express train. A split-second later in the
woods a half mile ahead there was a blast
like an explosion in a boiler foundry.
Logs, shattered timbers soared skyward
like a flock of crows.

The mask-hidden voice at Shepherd’s
shoulder said carelessly, “Big Bertha shell.
Must’ve been lying in the brush near that
ammunition dump. Those demolition shells
come tall as a mar. Flying piece of shrap-
nel or heat probably sent it off.”

He panted a moment later, “There’s a
lot of dud shells lying around here, Mind
you don’t kick any rusty hand-grenades.”

They came up with Fielding, Tac, Ar-
noldo and Professor Putinov in a fright-
ened group at the mouth of the gulley.
Bill Shepherd star:d at a whale-sized ob-

We must somewhere get under
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struction of iron and cogwheels blocking
the gulley where, by the looks of a steam-
ing bank of raw earth, there had just been
a landslide. Seen in black shadow and red
flame-light, the iron engine resembled a
giant bug that had been gouged out of
the gulley-bank. [t took Bill Shepherd a
second to realize the thing was a tank.

Little Marcel Tac was hysterical. “Nom
du sacré cochon! There was that thunder
smash in the distance, ‘hen this monster
came out of the hill. Right out of the hill
in an avalanche of earth, and rumbling
down straight at us it came!”

Fielding pointed a quivering finger.
“Landslide, Bank collapsed from that big
shell crash. That tank had been buried
right there in the hill.”

They had no time to marvel at that
disaster. Yesterday’s terrors paled before
immediate emergency. No telling where
the next stray shell might land; they were
racketing in the forest «ll around, the air
was alive with whistling missiles, flying
shards of metal and hailing stones. The
pillbox, dimly visible in the bushes up the
gulley-bank not far from the unearthed
tank, did not resemble a1 haven. Somehow
they reached this objective; clawed
through a casement camouflaged with
weeds and brush, and huddled into a con-
crete-walled den in the earth, an airless,
howl-roofed igloo of stone that confined
them like a trap.

RIMSON light strecamed in through

a hooded lookout which gave a
glimpse of the gulley mouth where it
opened out into forest a hundred yards
away. Explosions reddening the night
were muffled by the pillbox’s concrete
walls, but in the narrow confinement of
this machine-gun hideout, Bill Shepherd
felt as if he were crowdad in a tomb.

He was jammed in between Gabrielle
Gervais and the Russiar; the others were
huddied at his back; the den was alive
with their panting, muffled aaths, scuffling.
Blasts lit the gulley mouth, and they
ctouched in tight-strung fear, listening to
fragments ricochet from the lookout case-
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ment. There was a sharp order, words
that cracked with authority.

“Keep your heads down! Shrapnel might
fly through the gun-ports!”

Putinov, at Shepherd’s side, stirred and
squirmed. His face was like a cartoon of
the face he had worn an hour ago. Lips
loose and doughy. Slavic cheekbones ac-
cented by the hollows beneath, Eyelids
shining with tears. He was groping around
Bill Shepherd’s ankles; looking up, agon-
ized.

“Help me, my friend. I have lost some-
thing. A— a chain.”

Bill Shepherd rummaged in dirt and
dead leaves; pulled from under a heel a
silvery trinket that glimmered as he
dropped it in the Russian’s palm. A cruci-
fix on a chain. A rosary.

The Russian clenched it hastily, “Thank
you, my friend. I— I had it wound about
my wrist.” His voice went husky. “I have
carried it as a remembrance, and I would
not want to lose it. My mother gave it
to me—" The words were lost under a
thundering detonation.

A hand crept into Bill Shepherd’s. The
fingers tightened in his. Gabrielle Gervais’
eyes were dark, meeting his turned glance.

“Are you afraid to die, mon ami?”

He tried to grin an answer, “Sure.
Everybody’s afraid to die. But nobody’s
going to.” He gripped her hand reassur-
ingly. “At least, not in here.”

He thought she whispered, “I do not
mind dying if I can hold your hand.”
She was blinking back tears. Her voice
came through a distant shell crash, —*“bet-
ter than a man who can eat a horse.”

He told her, squeezing her fingers, “I
like that. Good girl. Stick to your guns.
Be consistent.”

Certainly she was, of all this night’s
madness, the only consistent character.
That she could remember her confession-
story romance throughout this maniacal
nightmare! All hell was loose. In a woods
of dead trees surrounded by cemeteries,
the soldiers of the World War came back
and brought a World War bombardment
with them. Phantoms came and went in
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the night with the seeming reality of ghosts
in Shakespeare’s plays; an armless, one-
legged officer in a black mask snapped
orders to direct their actions. But this
French girl who resembled Edith Cavell
told a story and stuck to it.

“Beel! What is that?”

He had noticed it, too. Been half aware
of it as something he might have imagined
with his swirling thoughts. Somewhere out
there in the forest beyond the gulley mouth
a cat was squalling. The caterwaul had
been going on for some time. Now the
others in the pillbox were listening to the
constant yowl.

Fielding asked hoarsely, “What the
devil is making that sound?”

It was the voice from the black mask
that answered. “There is a wounded man
out there.”

ORROR-STRUCK, they listened to

the wail. Waited for the echoes of
a shell burst to pass. Listened; heard it
again.

Doctor Arnoldo said throatily, “It is
someone in agony. I thought I heard a
cry in German.”

Bill Shepherd blurted,
Kull!”

The caterwaul reeled up to eerie so-
prano, died to a moan.

“Bloody!” Fielding gasped. “Sounds as
if he’s there in that thicket above the
mouth of the gulley.”

Marcel Tac was sobbing brokenly. “I
cannot stand that. 1 cannot stand that
wailing. T tell you, it is driving me mad!”

Bill Shepherd unlaced his fingers from
the girl’s. He said through his teeth, “I'm
going out there.” He called, “Doctor Ar-
noldo! Are you coming with me?”

Gabrielle Gervais gasped, “Regard!
Beel! Look at that!”

No one had noticed the black-masked
officer’s departure. Through the narrow
slit of the pillbox lookout, he had come
into view, flickering down the gulley on
his crutches, running at a one-legged skip
toward the underbrush which gave issue
to the caterwauls,

“Maybe it’s
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Then, up the bank not far from the
crutching figure, there burst a ball of daz-
zling fire. The c-ippled officer stumbled
forward and fell in an awkward heap.

Bill Shepherd spun about from the case-
ment. “Come on, Arnoldo! That man was
struck! We've go. to reach him and the
other!”

The Italian, squatting on his heels, made
no move. Catchiag him by the lapels,
Bill Shepherd jerked him to his feet.
“You're a doctor, aren’t you? You can't
let men die out there! What the hell is
the matter with you?” He flung the man
at the pillbox hatchway.

Fielding moved forward. “I’'m with you,
Shepherd. You'll sce I’'m not yellow.”

“Let’s go!”

Out of the pillbox, they chased along
the gulley in a wild dash to reach the
failen cripple. Behind Bill Shepherd there
was a savage whang! Doctor Arnoldo
dropped; floundered on his knees beside
the path, screaming, “I’ve been hit! T've
been hit!” His teeth were bared in agony;
eyeballs glowing with fright,

Racing to the Ttalian’s aid, Bill Shep-
herd found the ma bent double, convulsed
by a bleeding gash in the calf of his leg.

“Madre Maria! 1 will lose my leg! 1
am dying! I bleed to death! T have been
struck by a shell!”

Stooping, Bill Shepherd snatched a
rusty, weed-snarled army automatic out
of the burdocks beside the path. “It’s
only a bullet scratch! You kicked this
loaded pistol, you fool! Get up!” He
hauled the whimpering Ttalian to a stand.
“That officer’s badly wounded. Get him
back into the pillbox if you can.”

But the others had come out of the
pillbox to the Italian’s aid; even the hys-
terical little bus-driver was running about.
Bill Shepherd realized that the thunder of
shellfire and the acrial bombardment had,
as though at a signal, come to a stop.
Red sky reflected a great fire, but there
were no more explosions. In this silence,
the caterwauling in the forest beyond the
gulley echoed like the yowling of a ban-
shee.
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HERE in the bushes at gulley’s end

they found Siegfried Kull. The bald-
headed German was snagzed in a great net
of barbed wire; held helpless like a large
insect in a steel spider-web, His coat and
hritches were torn to rags; he was
scratched and bloody from his struggles
to extricate himself; and he hung sobbing
and groaning in the tangle of strands, half
mad with terror, his bald head wreathed
in a crown of thorny barbs, his features
like those of a man crucified.

“Save me! Save me!” he was screaming.

But, aside from the scratches on his
legs, arms and hands, Herr Kull was un-
harmed.

His screams broke down into tears.
Fielding had told him about the ammuni-
tion dump. “Ach, Lieter Gott! Lieber
Gott! 1 thought war hed been declared.
I thought it was the wer!”

Bill Shepherd, remarking the ashen face,
thought, “That’s no Nazi Terrorist—that’s
a frightened old man.”

Weeping and groaning, Herr Kull was
trying {0 explain how he had run into the
forest to escape the bombarded chdtean;
the terrible experience of being caught and
held helpless in an entanglement of barbed
wire,

But everyone was mo-e concerned with
nis own tortured nerves. With the wonder-
iul quiet that had come over the forest
after that fusillade of explosions. With the
marvelous realization of personal escape
from death. With bewilderment over the
hlack-masked officer who was lying in a
crumple, his armless sleeves askew; leg
buckled under him—an alien and unknown
stranger in their midst. And with the tower
of the Chateau de Feu ‘which was on fire
and, reared against the fevered sky, was
burning like a torch.

CHAPTER 3XVIII
DAWN

NABRIELLE GERVAIS was trying to
turn the wounded man on his back.
“He is conscious, Beel! The blood comes

IS SANITY
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from his chest. Ah, Dien!/ we must stop
the bleeding!”

Bill Shepherd shouted harshly at Doc-
tor Arnoldo who was moaning and mut-
tering, occupied in binding a handkerchief
around his own leg. “Leave off fussing with
that scratch of yours, can’t you? This man
will bleed to death.”

The Italian doctor hitched forward with
an exaggerated limp. His features writhed
at each step. He snarled, “I have not got
my surgical case. Without antiseptics 1
can do nothing. First it is my fingers in
a cdoor; now a wound in the leg. A bullet
from a rusty gun such as that is almost
sure to give one te!.nus.”

He winced, going to one knee beside
the crumpled officer. “Porca/ A miracle
if 1 do not return to Italy in an ambulance,
suffering from gangrene, And who is this
masked one who masquerades in officer’s
uniform-—a bandit?”

Fielding said, “That’s right!” voice in-
dignant. “Who the devil is he?”

There was a crowding forward as Bill
Shepherd and the girl turned the wounded
man over. Gently, Gabrielle Gervais was
fumbling to unbutton the faded khaki
tunic. Bill Shepherd, straightening the
helpless leg, discovered that it was hinged
at the knee and encased in a steel brace,
like that worn by paralytics, concealed
under the pant.

He felt a twinge of pity. Whoever this
fellow was—in the madness of the past
thirty minutes, there’d been no time to
ask questions—he’d undergone at some
time in the past a barbarous butchery.
Both arms and right leg amputated. Left
leg in a brace. The man’s uniform cap
had fallen aside, and Bill Shepherd didn’t
wonder that the tousled hair which lay
damply across the forehead of the black
cloth mask was snowy white.

Gabrielle Gervais said tremulously, “Is
it bad, Doctor Arnoldo?” opening the
tunic to expose a bleeding gash under the
heaving ribs. The wounded man was
breathing heavily. Gusty breaths which
billowed the mask that covered his face
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like an execution cloth and was tied by
strings knotted tightly at the back of his
head.

The Italian doctor grunted. “How can 1
tell? Has anyone a bandage? Before I
work on this brigand, I would remove his
face-cloth.”

A groan escaped the prostrate figure.
UNO!))

Bill Shepherd, a hand behind the white-
thatched head, hesitated.

Fielding cried, glaring down, “Go on!
Go on! What are you waiting for, Shep-
herd?”

The masked head lifted itself from Bill
Shepherd’s supporting hands. The armless
shoulders reared up as though in convul-
sion. Then the wounded man fell back
panting. “Do not remove the mask! I ap-
peal to you as gentlemen! There is a girl
here—do not remove my mask!”

At the panic, the utter misery in that
petitioning cry, Bill Shepherd felt the
hairs rise on his scalp. It was as if the
wounded soldier, supernatural, feared ex-
posure and extinction if his face were
looked upon by human eyes.

ND the eyes that arrived on the

fringe of that scene just then were

not human. Madame Landru’s eyes.

White-rimmed. Glowing like witch-shine

in her gray-frowzed head. And the hobby-

horse eyes of Archambaud peering wildly
over the old woman’s shoulder.

They created an interruption, charging
out of the red-shadowed gulley, both gal-
loping. In her arms Madame Landru was
carrying her dog. The dog was dead.

Bill Shepherd bucked to his feet. “The
chiteau!”

“On fire!” Madame Landru moaned.
“Tt is the Battle of the Somme that is still
going on. Théophile has been killed.”

Archambaud whinneyed, “The ghosts
are in the halls. T saw them! My wife saw
them! Run for your lives!”

Madame Landru, hugging her pet,
came to a shrieking stop. “There is an-
other, Landru! Look! The one without a
face! Ah, la, la! The woods are full of
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them! Soldiers without arms! Soldiers
without legs! Recing into the chdtean!
Up into the burning tower! The maimed
ones! The corpses! The dog howled in
death, and when we ran upstairs to find
Théophile we saw the dead soldiers chas-
ing a corpse witk a whistle in its throat
up into the tower.” The old woman jigged
in terror. “We saw the un-dead dead!
The Forgotten of God!”

The growth on her throat strangled her.
Empurpled, choking, she fell to the
ground,

The voice behind the black mask was
speaking. Harshly into the vacuum of
silence left by the woman’s outcry.

“Take me there! To the chditeau! At
once! Fritz has run up there—he is crazy
with shell-shock—they have gone into the
tower to save Fritz. I must call them
back!”

Bill Shepherd gazed across the tops of
red trees. A pall of luminous smoke hung
over the chdteau.

“We are only wounded veterans,’ the
voice behind the mask spoke thickly.
“Only poor mutilés left over by the World
War. They called us heroes, then they
imprisoned us in hospitals where we could
not remind the good citizens of a time
they did not wan: to remember.

“We-—we are left-overs from the Battle
of the Somme. We have meant no harm.
We did not like the hospitals, and we
walked out. Summers we have spent here
in this forest, where no one comes. Win-
ters we hide among the streets of Paris,
and beg. They are only wounded veterans,
those that you fear. Help me get them
out of the fire. H:lp me save them—”

The voice broke off with a gasp.

Bill Shepherd, staring over the red-
topped trees, was unable to look down.
He tried to speal:;; could only shake his
head. The tower was gone.

T HAD fallen like a toppled chimney
to make a great hill of scorched brick
and broken mascary at that end of the
wing. Only a lower bastion remained.
Strange that tonight an unaimed shell

L
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from an exploding ammunition dump
should fell an objective that the trained
cannoneers of three armies had failed to
demolish in months of 'iring. Queer, too,
that the rest of that ruined manse should
have suffered no demoli-ion.

In the first gray creed of morning, the
chéteau in its shroud of vines——save for
the toppled tower-—stodd silhouetted in
dismal disrepair. Perhaps the ghostly ar-
tillerymen who had directed that aimless
bombardment had sconed the already
gutted ruins.

Ghostly artilleryinen? Bill Shepherd was
not sure, now, that there were not such
things. In this forest cemetery surrounded
by legions of white crosses the supernatu-
ral had happened. At least, viewed from
the normalcy of life, they were not accord-
ing to nature. That thirty minutes of
bombardment, for example-—thirty min-
utes by a clock, perhaps, but a terror that
had lasted a whole lifetime.

Such things as that, and such things as
Marcel Tac, as seen in this desolation of
morning, moping about in the rags of his
bus-driver’s uniform Jike a plucked ban-
tam beaten in the cockpit. Muttering over
and over, “1 was a coward. 44, Sacré
Dien! Under fire [ was a coward!”

And Professor Putinov, hobbling about
ov his sprained ankle, a man gone deaf
and dumb, able only to stare and swallow
and burst into dramatic Russian tears
every time he looked at a silver rosary
clutched in his hairy band.

And Herr Kull, sitting on a bench in
the decay and wreckage of the formal
garden, his bald head bowed, his eyes on
the _vine-tangled fountain nymph in a
fixed, unseeing stare. e had said once
to Bill Shepherd on their approach to the
thdteau, “Do you think that horrible
thing could have happened to—" then
choked back the words, as if unable to
bear the thought.

Such things as that, and such things as
Fielding coming up from behind, spinning
Shepherd about with a grab, then declar-
ing in a sickly way, “Lyok here, old man.
1 know I seemed beastly about those—
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those veterans. I wish to God you'd try
to understand.”

Understand?

And there was Doctor Arnoldo, sleeves
rolled to the elbow, working over that un-
known officer whom they had carried into
the one livable corner of the chdtean.
Doctor Arnoldo, self-assured once more,
now that he had found his medical kit,
cauterized that scratch on his calf and
washed his hands in antiseptic. Altogether
the surgeon, the best in Italy, professional,
deft, dapper, fighting to keep an interest-
ing specimen from hemorrhaging.

And Gabrielle Gervais, running to re-
plenish the hot water, wringing out towels,
quick and self-disciplined and gentle of
eye and hand, like any good nurse-—like
Florence Nightingale herself, or Edith Ca-
vell.

Such things as Gabrielle Gervais bring-
ing sanity to the disordered brain of Ma-
dame Landru by commanding her to boil
bed-sheets for bandages and be damned
quick about it— “And wash that dead
hound off your hands, you bourrique!”
And getting fast action out of Archam-
baud, with, “Secré, will you fetch the
brandy, or shall I? Hurry quickly, lump
of dirt! Lascar!”

And to Bill Shepherd, “Beel! Get your-
self a drink of cognac and be off! We are
going to operate! You are in the way!
Go and assist the firemen! Be out of here!”

ES, firemen had arrived—a comic

opera company in brass hats, all sit-
ting at attention in a little red hose-cart
that had somehow come from Contal-
maison. With them was the mythical Lieu-
tenant Jaloux of the mythical Contal-
maison Gendarmerie. Like extras at a car-
nival they blurred into the background
and set to work digging in the tower ruins,
bright birds scavenging for bedies.

On the heels of these clowns, a long-
hooded, mud-spattered blue Rolls Royce
skidded into the cidteau driveway. Doors
banged open, and there was the woman in
black—the mysterious lady of the law-
yer’s office (how many years ago was
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that?)—and the lawyer, himself, dusty,
vellum-faced Monsieur Bertrand.

“Monsieur Shepherd! Monsieur Shep-
herd! What in the name of God has hap-
pened here? I called your hotel and could
not find you. They said you had not come
in for the night. I thought you had come
to this dangerous place. Owui, so 1 drove
to Contalmaison last night with Madame
Mallarmier, hoping to find you at the inn.
We heard the explosions, and—"

“Mother!” Gabrielle Gervais, towel
about her head, came flying out of the
chdteau. “Name of God, mother! Why did
you come?”’

Gabrieile Gervais and the woman in
black locked in each other’s arms. The
woman in black throwing back her veil,
looking more like the French girl’s twin
sister than her mother, shaking Gabrielle
by the shoulders.

“What is that which is this, Gabrielle?
Your dress! Your hair! Mon Dieu, but
Phillipe will never forgive you—running
away from the wedding, leaving that mad
letter that you were coming here to hide
in this awful forest. Your father is on the
verge of a nervous breakdown. Is it every
day he could arrange a wealthy match?
He phoned to me in Paris; I was just
preparing to drive to Amiens.

“When 1 heard where you had gone!
Voila! T had seen an advertisement in the
paper about this forest. 1 drove at once
to the office of the good ¢vocat handling
the estate—this kind Monsieur Bertrand—
told him he must arrange at once for me
to visit the property; that he must delay
all other visitors until T had found you—
and that—"

Gabrielle Gervais cried, ‘“Please, maman/
I cannot talk of this now. Poor veterans
have been killed. A man is dying.” Dis-
engaging herself from her mother’s arm,
she turned to Bill Shepherd who was
standing beside Monsieur  Bertrand,
astounded.

“Beel! Beel! He is dying. The poor
officer in there. He asks to talk with you.”

Ghostly artillerymen? Why not, when
things like that could happen in the Forét
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de Feu? If the first pale banners of sunup
had not frightened them all away, they
should, Bill Shepkerd thought, bhe there in
the entry of that chamber where the
masked officer was dying. Playing a ghestly
taps.

CHAPTER XXIX
HEAR THE LITTLE PEOPLE

& AN you hea- me?” the voice behind
the mask was very low. Bill Shep-
herd leaned over the shabby couch.

“Yes, I can hear you.”

“I wanted to sp2ak with you. You know
I’'m-—washed up.”

Bill Shepherd glanced at Doctor Ar-
noldo. Briskly professional, the Ttalian,
now entirely recovered in demeanor, was
closing his surgical kit. He caught Bill
Shepherd’s glance, and shook his head.
“The man,” he said aloud, heartlessly,
“will not live.”

The prostrate figure on the couch stirred
slightly, chuckled. “Been living on velvet
too long anyway. Damned public nui-
sance—Dbig expens: to the State. Interest-
ing medical specimen to these- sawbones;
aside from that, no earthly use.”

Bill Shepherd waited until the dapper
physician was out of the room. He said
huskily, “You—you’ll pull through all
right.” :

“Not a chance, fella. On my way West,
It’s about time, aad not much left of me
to go. That chunk of shrapnel broke about
the last solid bonz I had left. Besides, 1
want to stick with my squad. Good fel-
lows., Known ’em for years in the hush
hospital.

“We were all picked up after the same
bombardment and carted off in the black
wagon, slated to be croppies. Instead, we
all lived. We've—we’ve stuck together for
years.”

After a period of heavy breathing the
dying man resumed, “They elected me
captain. We had & sort of club. There’s a
big batch of us in the hush hospitals in
France. Les Gueules Cassées.

“Ever hear of us? The Society of the
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Broken Faces. I don’t suppose you have
—we aren’t as popular as the Elks. They
don’t like us in parades. Not in hotel din-
ing rooms or charity baziars. Embarrass-
ing at Cannes or Nice o the race track,
tn0.” The faint voice was bitterly ironic.
“They chase us off the streets these days.
They say we slow up the recruiting.”

Bill Shepherd waited as the dying man
coughed.

“Are you still there, Shepherd?”

“I'm here.”

“That’s your name, isn’t it? Shepherd?”

“Yes.”

“The little French gicd told me you
owned this ckdtean and the woods.”

“I—T1 did.”

“Say, Shepherd, take my hand, will
you? No, damn it, T haver’t got any hand.
Can’t see very well. The little vision 1 had
is gone. That’s all right, I don’t need to
see to know vou're a right guy. Listen,
Shepherd, I'm sorry as hell—all the
trouble I've put you to. I know the rest
of the boys were sorry, 1oo.

“If Gustav hadn't gone off the handle,
there’d have been no trouble. He never
got over being in the execution squad that
shot Edith Cavell. Fine chap when he was
in his right mind. Thunderstorms sent him
off. I—T'm certain the poor devil fired that
ammunition dump. Must've found a det-
onator hidden in the woods somewhere.
We've been around these woods a lot, you
know. Camped out here in the summers.
Good place for us. We never troubled any-
body.”

Bill Shepherd said chokily, “I'm sure
vou didn’t.”

“For a fact. We found some old tents.
Nights we'd sit around a fire and talk the
Battle of the Somme. Krew every inch of
this sector, myself. Sometimes we'd pick
up a little money gathering scrap iron.
Didn’t think anyone would care.

“French Government used to pay as
high as a dollar for unexploded shells. So
much a barrow for shell fragments. We'd
load the stuff in a cart and the chasseur
would put on his rags and sell it over in
Thiepval. The peasants were sneaking in
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on the business, too. I figured if anybody
was, we were entitled to it.”

“Sure,” Bill Shepherd whispered. “Sure
you were.”

“ HE boys were all upset tonight about

B Gustav going off the handle. And
they knew they wouldn’t be coming to the
forest many times more. I know they fol-
lowed him into the burning tower deliber-
ately.”

“Why wouldn’t they be coming to the
forest?” Bill Shepherd whispered.

“The Uhlan read in the paper it was up
for sale. Government was going to take it
over for taxes if unsold. That’s why we
came out here tonight. Have a last fling.
Camping on the old camp ground. The
boys were all broken up about the sale.
Didn’t want to go back into confinement.
Back among the basket cases. I guess
we're all a little crazy. Of course, I don’t
think I am. When you are, you never think
you are, eh?” The dying man chuckled a
second time.

“Anyway, Shepherd, we’d left some
clothes—old rags of uniform and stuff—
around in the dugouts we'd lived in. I'd
left a kitbag full of souvenirs and stuff
up in that chdteau tower. Figured we’d
better get our things before the sheriff
came in. And there’ve been some peasants
killed in these woods—"

The faint voice choked off, coughing.
Then:

“Are you listening, Shepherd? Peasants
killed. We didn’t want to be blamed for it.
But we didn’t have anything to do with it.
That poacher—his dog stepped on the
trigger of a rifie lying in the brush. Lots .
of old guns and junk around out there.
The poor little girl kicked an unexploded
hand grenade.”

“Y thought as much,” Bill Shepherd
said. “It was the blacksmith’s daughter
that bothered me.”

“Poor Paulette?” Another faint chuckle,
“Must’ve shot herself. Picked up a pistol
somewhere—had it with her, maybe, when
she went riding. Wanted the mayor’s son
nailed for murder. Anyway, she shot her-
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self and threw the gun. The Cossack found
a pistol lodged high in the crack of splin-
tered pine not far from the place it hap-
pened. Anyway, it wasn’t us. Hope we
didn’t scare you all half to death.”

The dying man paused to draw a breath.
Shadows were ebbing into the corners of
the room; staircase, fireplace and grand-
father clock were coming into view. The
voice behind the mask was fading.

“Shepherd.”

“Right here.” He stooped low.

A gesture from the dying man’s shoul-
der. “My cap. Is it on?”

“On the chair beside you. Want it on?”
Then, as the black-masked head nodded
and Bill Shepherd picked up the cap, he
saw something he hadn’t noticed before.
Over the visor. A maple leaf.

“Captain!”

“Yes, fella.”

“Were you with the—the Canadians?”

“Right you are. Went into action in
these very woods. Stationed, matter of
fact, here in this bleody chdtean.”

Bill Shepherd said in a tight voeice, “Did
you—did you happen to know a Captain
Shepherd?”

e UGH SHEPHERD?” the figure on

the couch stirred. “Sure, T did.
Knew him well. T knew you must be the
kid brother he thought so much of. Used
to speak of you often out here. I remem-
ber. Kid brother named Bill who aspired
to write novels. So youre Hugh Shep-
herd’s brother—”

Bill Shepherd whispered, “I
thought of Hugh.”

““He often thought of you, fella. Re-
member him once telling me he wished
you’d write a novel some time and take
the whole stinking lid off War. He was a
good officer, your brother, but he hated
the show like hell. Wished he could write
against it himself. Write something that
the underhanded diplomats and dirty
propagandists and fat armament makers
and hypocritical priests and ministers who
send men out to butcher each other with
their cheers and pious blessings—write

often
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something that would expose the whole
lot.”

“Hugh—Hugh said that?”

“Hell!” The fading voice roused. “That
wasn’t half. He--he wouldn’'t even go
home on furlougk. Didn’t want any part
of the human society that could go off on
such a murderous debauch. He felt that
the people back home were as much to
blame as anybody. Not the little people.
The big people. The big people who stuffed
the little people with a lot of poisoned
propaganda and ratriotic candy and sent
them out to tear at each other’s throats.

“He used to say if they could kill the
big men at the tcp it would be just and
fair. Kill what he called the upper scum.
It’s the bottom men who fight all the
wars, he used to say—the little clerks and
farmers and thirty-dollar-a-week factory
hands who don’t know what it’s all about.
What was the gcod of killing a lot of
little German sausage makers, pastry cooks
and carpenters when you didn’t get the
big boys at the top-—the Prussian Junkers
who had misled them.

“Did you ever get a shot at Bertha
Krupp? At Fritz Thyssen, the millionaire
armament king? At Eulenberg? At Von
Bethman-Hollweg? At the men behind the
German Government? At William the
Second?

“You fired a rifle, and who did you
kill? Some picayune nonentity who had
no more voice in the show than Hinden-
burg’s stable-boy. You fired a thirty-thou-
sand-dollar battery of shrapnel, and you
killed three pretze: bakers, a high school
student and a chimney-sweep. You never
got the men respousible.

“He used to say you could look all day
through the sights of a rifle and you
wouldn’t see any kings, generals, prime
ministers, bank presidents, steel-mill own-
ers, bishops or Princes of the Church in
the trenches.

“Personally,” the dying man murmured,
“I couldn’t blame aim. He was only nine-
teen when he came out here, and he went
into a battle that cost the British sixty
thousand casualties the first day.”
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Bill Shepherd waite¢ dumbly through
a pause filled with the sound of the dying
man’s labored breathing. Who was this
officer who had known his brother’s inner-
most thoughts?

The masked head moved on the pillow.
The {ading voice roused again., “He used
to talk with me a lot, your brother. He
compared the War to a forest fire. It had
started. You had to try to put it out. You
had to blast a trench across Europe to
stop it. You had to kill a lot of little men
who hadn’t started it. Fle thought the big
men of all countries were responsible. The
bankers. The clumsy dislomats. The men
who owned and ruled. They threw the
matches. They lit the tinder.

“Maybe they didn't mean to do it—
maybe in some quarters it was deliberate
-—but the fire was buraing and you had
to put it out. Perhaps after it was over
the incendiaries would have learned a les-
son. Maybe all the little people had not
died for nothing.

“Your brother thought nationalism was
directly to blame. The selfishness of na-
tions all trying to keep the best place in
the sun. He hoped for a possible Democ-
racy in which all nations joined together,
formed a world nation--like the colonies
joined together to form the United States.

“He used to talk about that. He said
if that happened, this terrible human sac-
rifice might have some worthwhile mean-
ing after all. As long as the German mili-
tarists were in the saddle thev had to be
beaten at any price, but Hugh Shepherd
didn’t forget that other nations were partly
responsible.

“He said that if he ever lived, he’d never
go back and play golf ir. a world like that.
He said his own father had made money
selling bum steel to Russia in 1914; if he
ever lived he wouldn’t touch a penny of
that kind of cash. He said there’d be only
cne thing worth living afterward for—a
world Democracy, a new feeling among
mei, a new type of Christianity that prac-
ticed what it preached, honor among dip-
lomats and unselfish, chivalrous, trust-
worthy, intelligent lead>rship. Ha—!"
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EHIND the mask there was a harsh,

savage laugh. “Can you imagine what
Hugh Shepherd would think of today?
Hitler! Mussolini! Stalin! Madrid and
China and the fate of Czechoslovakia and
and the hate-campaign against the Jews!
Oh, my God!” A terrible mirth shook the
figure on the couch. The dying man was
strangling. Convulsed.

Bill Shepherd cried out, unable to bear
that agony of sound.

“Gabrielle! Doctor!”

“No!” the masked man cut him off,
rearing his head. After a moment of pant-
ing, “I'm all right. T—I was just thinking
what your brother would have thought,
what all those soldiers out there in those
War cemeteries would have thought—if
they were alive today. I—T guess a lot of
us felt as Hugh Shepherd did after the
Battle of the Somme.”

Bill Shepherd waited for the man’s pain-
ful gasping to ease. Dimly he saw Gab-
rielle Gervais at the doorway; signaled
her to go back.

Then, stooping over the couch, he whis-
pered, “Captain?”

“Yes, fella.”

“You know this forest; you knew the
Norman tower! Are—are you my
brother?”

The armless shoulders twisted in denial.
“T only knew Captain Shepherd.”

Bill Shepherd said huskily, “Would you
—would you take off the mask?”

There was a long pause. “If you in-
sist—"

But Bill Shepherd’s fingers were already
busy at the strings.

He lifted the black cloth expectantly;
stood wordless, cold.

There were features beneath that crown
of snow-white hair. Features, but no face.
One ear and eye were gone—the left eye
no more than a sliver of egg-shell gleam-
ing from a slit above a dreadful, out-
puffed cheek. The nose was broken,
twisted, shapeless. The jaws, battered side-
ways, were a counterfeit of grafted bone
and skin, blue-yellow in discoloration. The
lips looked as if they had been sewed on
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with undertaker’s thread, made of sausage
peel and sewed down at one corner in a
mocking, hideous grin.

Bill Shepherd could not repress a shud-
dery gasp. Shock-numbed, his fingers let
the mask fall back into place.

The dying officer’s voice was a faint,
whispery snarl. “You can see I am not
Hugh Shepherd. Hugh Shepherd was
young, strong in body and heart, with
honest and open features, and a certain
integrity of mind. He was decent and
democratic and forward-looking, anxious
to amount to something and eager to do
something with his life. He was proud of
his intellect and proud of his physique.
He was full of faith in the future, and hope
and self-confidence. Hugh Shepherd was
killed in the tower of this ckdteau during
the Battle of the Somme, and T saw him
die. Hugh Shepherd is dead.”

The figure on the couch went silent.
Presently, waiting wordless, Bill Shep-
herd thought he heard a sigh. He placed
his hand on the forehead under the thatch
of snow-white hair. The masked Canadian
“fficer was dead, too.

CHAPTER XXX
FAREWELL TO THE FORET DE FEU

E STOOD at a window with Gabri-

elle Gervais and looked out at a
landscape bauntingly gray in the light of
a morning that, after a brief appearance
of the sun, had clouded over to rain. The
day might have been mourning a prospect
of neglect and ruin, shedding steady tears.
In the Forét de Feu the:shattered pines
stood up out of the second growth, black
and ugly like the masts of sunken ships
jutting from shoals of dark green surf,
The gray paste wagon-road sloughed off
between the tangled thickets and climbed
an eastward slope jungled with weeds and
briar and pitted with craters that still
held segments of night.

At the slope-top where the road was
banked on either side, Bill Shepherd could
see the tilted barrel of the field gun which
blocked the approach to the bridge—the
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cannon which had been exhumed by a
bankslide, or dregged there by some fur-
tive salvage-hunter.

Westward, where the road disappeared
in the timber, he could discern the wind-
ing gulley where the pillbox had been.
About a mile distant, in a forested hollow,
a sluggish yellow steam cloud smoked up
over the trees and was beaten down by
the rain, as if a vast rubbish pile was
smouldering there. It was a forlorn scene,
and the sky over France and Belgium, and
eastward toward Germany, wept. Only a
patch of poppies thrown across a slope
near the chdteau s drive, like a quilt dis-
carded on an ash-heap, made a bright
smear of orange 'n the gray.

“Beel?”

(‘Yes‘”

“Mother and Monsieur Bertrand are
waiting for us. Mother will become impa-
tient.”

“In a minute.”

He wanted to remember this scene. He
never wanted to see it again, but he would
keep a mental piotograph of it. Of this
mouldy room with its great black fireplace
and decaying stair, its shadowy corners
and cobwebby, mummy-case clock. Of the
wing of ruins bevond—the great, gloomy
hall—the wreckaze-strewn corridors and
salons—the gutted mansards and demol-
ished tower.

He wanted to remember the forest with
its little German graveyard and weedy by-
paths and dark thickets camouflaging
crumbled trenches and rusted war machin-
ery—these stale woods undermined with
tunnels and ammunition depots and secret
hideaways—a dar gerous No Man’s Land
in a front of sleeping cemeteries.

He looked around at the room. He did
not want to forget a detail of the setting
or the people who had been there. Field-
ing and Herr Kull. Putinov and the little
Marcel Tac and the doctor from Italy.
He had shaken hends with them and said
goodbye. What plain, unvarnished medi-
ocrities they had seemed at daylight, tak-
ing their departure in the taxicab sum-
moned from town—a physician, a busi-
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ness man, a bus driver, a college profes-
sor, an artist.

At a time of danger and emotional
stress they had been no more undignified,
panicky, demoralized and unheroic than
he himself. He hoped he would never see
any of them again.

But now they were gone they seemed
as incredible as any other aspect of last
night—identities as alien and strange as
that squad of mutilées aad their faceless
captain from the hush-hospitals. It oc-
curred to Bill Shepherd that the War had
not only mutilated the soldiers at the
iront; it had mutilated the civilians who
had staved at home, and the younger gen-
erations that had followed—mutilated
their minds.

Not the least incredible of last night’s
madness had been that brawl of hostile
ideologies—Communism against Fascism—
the next War argued violently in the midst
of a dismal ruin still haunted by the last.

“Beel?”

“I'll go, Gabrielle. In a moment.”

E WAS thinking, staring from the

window, how strangze it was. Those
cemeteries out there—this shell-torn for-
est—Nature was doing er best to heal
these wounded fields, hicing the deformi-
ties under moss and leafage, wiping out
the scars with rain, Barbed wire and iron
rusted and dissolved; cannon-wheels sank
in the earth of their own weight; trenches
shallowed into furrows; gunpits and un-
dergrounds made burrows for the rabbit
and the fox.

But the minds of men would not heal.
incredible to know that any day, now, the
armies might be back; this very forest
mined, uprooted, fire-blasted, blood-
soaked again. The captains and the kings
had gone, but their swords and cloaks
merely passed to other men. Or had the
Kaiser merely returned to Berlin with the
tips whacked from his mustache, the with-
ered arm lifted in the air, the eagles
changed to a Swastika?

That bald-jawed man who shouted and
made faces from the Palazzo di Venetia—
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hadn’t the Romans heard that speech
somewhere before? On the roof of the
Kremlin the same old Czar-—shaved, yes,
and in a workman’s blouse, but wielding
the same iron fist?

Fascism, Communism — the  words
sounded different, but didn’t the mean-
ings, if any, translate into the familiar
areeds of empire, the familiar lIusts for
racial power? Perhaps that clock had been
keeping the correct time, striking back to
1916. Little wonder that the black-masked
officer had laughed.

“Beel! Maman will be honking the
horn.”

He stared blankly at the raindrops spill-
ing down the window.

“All right, Gabrielle. I'm coming.”

Yes, and in a way Madame Landru was
clairvoyant. The Battle of the Somme was
still going on. It had never ended. The
armies had only retired to gather recruits.
Tomorrow or the day after there would
be different generals named on the road-
side plaques—Gamelin, Voroshilov, Goer-
ing. Two hundred thousand new names in
those acres of little white crosses—names
like Fielding and Tac and Putinov and
Arnoldo, maybe his own.

“Beel! Please—"

“J—yes, yes; as soon as I get my hat.”

“It is in your hand.”

So it was. As well as the officer’s cap
with the maple leaf over the visor. The
captain’s cap had dropped off as they had
carried him out to the police van to take
him to Contalmaison with his squad. Bill
Shepherd had picked it up; meant to fol-
low. Then he had hunted the name in the
cap-band, because . . .

UT the name had been Enderby. D. S.

Enderby. He had felt a great wave
of relief—the maimed and broken-faced
officer was not Hugh! And yet—? Ad-
mittedly these poor, unwanted reminders
of the last War had been wearing such
articles of uniform as they had been able
to find in the hideaways of the forest.
And his knowledge of the ckdteau. That
kitbag in the tower!
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But Bill Shepherd refused to think
about it.' He had no right to know. You
could not question the dying, and the dead
were entitled to their secrets. The captain
had said he was not Hugh Shepherd. And
he wasn’t,

“Beel! I wish you would come.”

He smiled as she grasped his hand. Ga-
brielle. Funny, wasn’t it? In at the start
and standing by to the finish. The only
straight character-part in the show. Spoke
her lines and meant them. Like most of
the people in this world, he hadn’t been
able to recognize the truth.

“Beel, maman will think something is
wrong. Please come while she is still inter-
ested in the ckdteau and—"

“Your mother?” he stared vaguely. “In-
terested in the—"

“Chateau de Feu!” the girl said, frown-
ing and smiling at the same time. “Beel,
you won't listen to me. T have been talk-
ing to maman about it. She has been talk-
ing to your lawyer, and Monsieur Bert-
rand is anxious for you to hear. Maman
wants to buy the chitean—"

He started, hearing only the last. “Your
mother? Wants to buy the Chéteau de
Feur”

“And the forest also. Please convince
her, Beel. I so much want her to do it.
Maman is very rich. From her second mar-
riage to a Swiss. I did not approve her
divorcing my father to marry a Swiss,
but perhaps it will be nice, for the Swiss
has left a great deal of money.

“My mother will not know what to do
with it all. She would only lose it in silly
investments. I want her to buy the chdtean
and give it to me. The chdtean 1 would
make into a fine veteran’s hospital, and
the forest would be a splendid grove -for
aged horses!”

He wanted to say something. You never
could find a word that meant anything
when you wanted one. Lord, if her mother
did buy this place! Veteran’s home, and
a grove for grandfatherly horses! It would
mean he’d be seeing the girl again, too!

He could only look down into her shin-
ing eyes and gulp, “Gabrielle—!”
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UT wait! Mot too fast, Shepherd!

This was too much like Plot 61-D,
Ending 23! This thing wasn’t havnpening
in a fiction magazine. Nice curtain-line for
a story, but stories never bothered with
Tomorrow. Why put up a veteran’s home
and a retreat for tired horses as a target
for Tomorrow’s cannon? For his own part,
he had something first to do.

He was going to write that book Hugh
had wanted to see written. It wouldn't be
a great book or a best seller or even a well-
written book. If you called it Whither Are
We Going or Economics Toward Arma-
geddon or some title like that, it would
have to sell for tlree dollars, and the only
people who might read it would be people
who knew about it anyway.

But he would write it as a mystery story
—stick to the oaly technique he knew.
Start it off with a murder, and then go
back to that lawver’s office in Paris, and
carry on out through all those moribund
battlefields and World War cemeteries into
the Forét de Feu. All he had to do was
tell the truth.

He would describe the forest and the
grim chétecu. He would introduce the
characters as he rad met them. He would
try to convey the cold horrors he had ex-
perienced; tell the things he had imagined,
the realities he hud seen.

He would poirt the contrast between
the cocky Marcel Tac of the fireside and
the little man’s hysteria at another kind
of fire. Between Doctor Arnoldo’s surgical
detachment toward another’s wounds and
his intimate concern for his own. Between
the agnosticism of Professor Putinov in a
Soviet discourse, and his grasping for faith
during emergency. Between Fielding’s ad-
miration for artistically ruined buildings,
and his horror at -he same artistry applied
to man. Between Herr Kull's Germanic
stoicism when it came to the death of his
son, and his not so stoic acceptance of a
similar demise for himself.

He would leave out no detail—Archam-
baud’s horsy forelock or Madame Landru’s
parasite. He would describe the mutilées
as he had briefly seen them—the poilu’s
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shoulder-hooks and the ltalian’s punchi-
nello hump—the one-eyed Chasseur—the
halved Uhlan—the German with the pea-
nut whistle throat—the masked captain’s
face.

Some readers would refuse belief, and
others might criticize for morbidity and
lack of good taste. When he told what
Hugh had thought, a number would make
charzes of everything from pacifism to
paganism,

But he would write what he had heard,
felt, and seen. Expound n) moral—let the
reader. if any, draw his own conclusicn.

A happy ending? He wondered about
it, walking hand in hand with Gabrielle out
to the waiting car,

Then he had the ending for his story.
At the point where, driviag back to Con-
talmaison, the sleek Rolls Royce took the
road across the landscape of cemeteries—
white crosses marching in the rain—and
Lawyer Bertrand, at his side, gave an in-
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advertent start. Bertrand supplied the end.

“Shepherd,” he said, his sandy voice
low, “I forgot to tell you—"

“What?”

“That which brought me out here seek-
ing you in doubled haste.” The pale eyes
flicked sideways to the girl and her mother
engressed in conveysation. Then, in the
manner of a magician producing a secret
and evil missive, the lawyer drew from his
pocket a folded newspaper. A last-night
edition of the Paris Soir.

Bill Shepherd stared, tight-throated, at
the headlines.

CERVIANY INVADES POLAND! FRANCE AND
ENCGCLAND SEND HITLER ULTIMATUM! NAZIS
PLUNGING EUROPE INTO WAR!

The car swerved, passing the police van
laden with misshapen bodies. Was Democ-
racy to perish with them? Who would

remember them now?

He would call his story, The Forgotten
of God.

END
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7O TIME for comedy today, folks.

We have on hand so long and fas-

cinating a letter that there is no

room for lunacy in this department. So,

probably with a good deal of relief, you

may get started right away on a notable

human-interest document. Here is how one

person discovered Arcosy, nearly half a
century ago.

M. REID

Forty years ago I figured on writing you
Why I did not is a long forgotten reason.

My mother was traveling with four children
of between the ages of six months and twelve
years. Because our train was running an hour
or more late, we missed a-connection we should
have made, and had to stay overnight at a cer-
tain Junction. All there was to the place was the
depot and attached warehouse, two saloons and
a general store.

The June night was hotter even than the
plush train seats had been. We pushed the bed
close as was safe against the single little un-
screened window that was allotted each room.
Then mother and I took turns at fanning the
baby and the two other children, as these lay
sweltering on the hot, hard mattress.

1t took only a short time for us to find out
one or the other must keep watch throughout
the night. The weather was too dry for mos-
quitoes. But other night hunters crept out from
door and window facings, as well as from hiding
places in the wooden bedstead. We had to catch
and slide a foot over them before they should
bite the younger children. Which, of course,
meant, in spite of the stifling heat, our letting
the smelly kerosense lamp keep burning.

Mother thought it best for me to take the
first stretch at watching; as she knew it would
be hard for a child to keep awake in the later
hours of the night.

Warning me to wake her as soon as [ began
to get drowsy, she threw herself down on the
bed and soon was herself asleep.

I stared out of the window, what time my
eyes were not alert for crawlers, without seeing
anything but darkness, or hearing anything

more than the chirp of night insects out there!

I began to nod. That would never do. I sal-
vaged some old papers, one sheet happily pos-
sessed of a puzzle, along with some discarded
masculine underwear, f-om the washstand draw-
ers. Then I used the single chair in the room
as a ladder for the c>ploration of the closet’s
one high shelf. My trcasure trove was an
ancient brakeman’s ca», half a dozen railroad
union monthties and the first Arcostes I had
ever handled. To the best of my recollection the
magazines were of the vear before, far encugh

hack that T was unable to Iater find anyone who
still had the copy or copies I so wanted.
Your stories now aie no dpier dan those in

the dusty, greasy torn old ARrcosies that en-
thralled me that awful night. Wake mother?
Indeed not. I was glad the lamp had been
newly filled and lasted till mother’s watch said
it was time to warn the rest of the family that
our train would soon be along.

Either the tale whose title I still remember,
at least approximately, was a serial or part of
it was torn away. “Johin of Strathmore” was
quite obviously of noble lineage, though he did
not himself seem to have ever suspected the
truth about his Englist parents who became vic-
tims of upsets at the tine of the French Revelu-
tion. My acquaintance with him went no further
than his misfortunates as the stable boy slave
of a brutal innkeeper.

The heroine of the romance was Iismee, last
pame forgotten, rich and high-boru ward of a
villainous uncle who had just married her to
the stable boy, to punish her for daring to re-
sist matrimony with a scoundrel of her uncle’s
choice. ' )

The next pages, or installments of the tale
would, it was evident, have restored John to his
rightful estate. I still would like to know just
how, when and by whom.

There is nothing more tantalizing than to
have the end of a fas:inating story left untold.
however sure you are as to what it must be.
And here I've had mental trails left with ques-
tion marks for considerably more than just forty
years. You sometimes hacktrack, Why not resur-
rect “John of Strathmore”, or thereabouts and
let a long-time faithful reader put R. I. P. on
a haunting memory?
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many new ones., ° G

Gentlemen: Please send me the books circled below. ®
When they arrive I will pay postman full purchase W spEAKlNG VOICE By Clare Tree Major.
price, plus mailing cost. It is understood that if T ® Here in one volume
find the books unsatisfactory in any way, I can re- N0 are the secrets of social and business success.
turn them within five days «nd my money will be R Start today — to become the person you would
refunded. h[] hCheck here if you enclo;e purcltnase [ like to be. F
price, in w ich case we pay postage. Same return =
ot ietund privise. A 350 e r o n 1o+ | 2088 JOKES, TOASTS, ANECDOTES
Name n A treasury of wit and humor for all occasions,
[] arranged alphabetically by subjects for ready
Address. :
[ ]

City. State.
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SHEAFFERS
-
THE ONLY LIFETIME PEN . IDENTIFY IT BY THE WHITE DOT

SHEAFFER EQUIPS THEM

fcﬁov/gmm mza/

PENCILS FROM *1—PENS FROM *2.75
ENSEMBLES FROM *3.95

Writing is the most important single activity in
school —writing in class to get ‘an education—
and then writing the results throughout life. There-
fore it is a sorry mistake to equip students with
any but the finest writing instruments. Sheaffer's

" SPIRAL-GRIP
i i, L tal st 4

Lifetime® is the finest, is America's greatest value; e, Slightly As
= Used—K:
you can have Sheaffer pens at $2.7 5 up; pencils, ing Point Al

$1 up. Unfailing performance is insured by woelvan

Sheaffer's Flo-rite feed, and by the 2-way-writing
Feathertouch® point that has platinum in the
channel. And be sure you get the thin-lead Fineline
pencil. It makes neater papers, helps get better
marks! W. A. SHEAFFER PEN CO. e FORT MADI-
SON, IOWA; TORONTO, ONTARIO, CANADA.
AllLifetime® Pens are uncondi-

tionally guaranteed for the life. SKRIP-WELL
of the owner except against
~.} B

loss and willful damage — 2 2
: ; Know Sheaffer's Feathertouch®
Nyeneuorure  Knows kgl

when serviced, subject only to
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ne point

insurance, gos!oge, handling
charge —335¢.
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