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All the fire and fury
of exciting romance
~in Old California

JOHNSTON McCULLEYS
{  SUPERB NEW NOVEL

§¥ Don Renegade.,/ |
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MODEL 822

.22 TARGET—
SINGLE ACTION REVOLVER

Thrilling heavyweight eight-

shot sport model! The crown-
ing achievement of 68 years’
experience in building fine fire-
arms! Extra heavy barrel and
frame — perfect balance. Two
adjustable sights. New design
trigger — light, smooth pull.
All rim-fire ammunition. Blued
finisk. For better, more consist-
ent scores — own one!

Ask your Dealer — send for
Booklet A20.

IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYC(R R\ 10
B3 RIVER STREET, FITCHBURG, MASS. 85 Chambers Street, New York

SUAR . AE!
e FREET
LANTERN

With Every
2 Tires ordered

Worid’s Lowest
TIRE PRICES
Tire users hy the
thousands &il” over
the U.S.A. vouch for
the Long Hard Serv-
ice of our Standard
Brand tires recondj-
tioned with high grade
materials and latest

methods by our tire

Complete with bat-
teries and newest
type reflector bulb.
Re&dsy for instant
use. Str

experts. Our 21 Hee. Uogfg.,:s]eigy
years experience . Useful every-
e makes it possible to | Wie"‘o"’"“"‘"'

bk bbbl iy

of offer tires at lowest prices, with legal

0y B .agreement to replace at 14 price any
tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service.

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED!
BALLOON TIRES| REGULAR CORD TIRES

Size Rim  Tires  Tubes{Size Tires TubesiSize Tires Tubes
3. $1.05§30x3%4 $2.35 30}95 33x434 $3.45 $1.45
L 1x4’ 2.95 .25 34x4%¢ 3.45 1.45
b 3 2:3% I 3l6s 105

) 3x4 2,95 1.25 L '
-4 dxd 312§ 1350335 3.78 175

2x435 3.35 1.45035x5 3.95 1.75
HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES
[High Pressure)

Size Tires TubesiSize Tires Tubes

4.25  $1.95]

30x5 e 417 $10.95 $4.65
P 233 17%bs 10.95 ‘ses
oj32x8 718§ 295j36:8 11.45 495
036x6 9285 aslioxs 13.25 495

TRUCK BALLOON TIRES

Osize Tires Tubes|Size Tires Tubes
$3.7581.6517.50-20 $6.95 $3.75
4 9: -2 8.95 4.95
4 9.00-20 10.95 5.65
-$2 5-20 13.95 6.45
6.00-11 .75

SEN
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C, 0. D.
Deduct § per cent if cash is sent in full with order, To
fill order Eromptly Wwe may substitute brands if neces-
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW — GUARANTEED —

E PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
:325-30 §. Michigan Av., Dept. 4101-A, Chicage, Ii.

BACKACHE?

Try Flushing 1ixcess Poisons
And Acid Thru Kidneys
And Stop Getting Up Nights

35 CENTS PROVES IT

When your kidneys are overtaxed and vour
bladder is irritated and bassage scanty and often
smarts and burns, you may need Gold Medal
Haarlem Oil Capsules, a fine harmless stimulant
and diuretic that starts teo work at once and costs
but 385 cents at any modern drugstore.

It’s one good safe way to put more healthy ac-
tivity into kidneys and bladder — you should
sleep more soundlyv the whole night through. But
be sure to get GOLD MEDAL —it's g genuine
medicine for weak kidneys — right from Haar-
lem in Holland.

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 :novement with instant in-
creased subport in case of striin, 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 your neighborhood. Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 28, Bloomfield, New Jers v,
LR IR BUNS, Depl. <8, B o

ER Y2Price
Easy Terrns ¢ oy 278
Only 10c a Day

S8ve over 4 on all standard office mocels
Alzo portables at reduced prices,

SEND NO MONEY
All late models completel - rofinished like||
brand new. FULLY GUARANTEED.:
Big free catalog shows actual machines
in full colors. T.owest p Send at once.
ree course in typing included

International Typewriter :xch., Dot aanroe =t
T A L A C A RL @  Sendonty
MASONS.- s
ana receive
A genuine leather billfold-card case.
MADE TO FIT YOUR LODGE CARD,

AUTO LICENSE, PASSES, etc., under isin-
glass windows ready to be seen af o
glance. Holds 5 cards. Masonic emblem
(m stamped in gold FREE. Your name
= stamped 35¢ extra. Oldest Masonic supply
houseinU.S.'WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG.

The REDDING MASONIC SUPPLY CG., Inc. 17,557, 2212 ST-

ENT
Iy

$1260 to $2100 a Year

Get Ready ’
immediately. /

Men—Women

Grade School
Education usually °°
(%)

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. R247.
Rochester, N. Y.
* Sirs: Rush to me without charge (1)
QQ 32-page hook wvith list of U. S, Government
jobs, salarics, cuties, ages, ete, (2) Tell nie
how to qualify fo. one of these jobs.

. Sufficient.
Mail Goupon / Name............
today sure. / Address. .. ... ... . ..

T it ik o st s s
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Two Promotions in First Year
At the time of my enrollment about a year ago, I
was in our Yakima office_in charge of collections.
3 months from that time I was moved to a district
office_as office manager. 6 months later came my
transfer to Lewiston as disttict manager. My LaSalle
training has certalinlyd paid l'ng dividends. And I
haven’t even completed it yet!
P ¥ D.E. W., Idaho

University Executive Finds Training
Comprehensive and Well-Presented

My work is that of cashier and manager of ———
University’s Accounting Department. I'am in direct
connection with education and, with my background,
feel able to judge accurately the worth of any exten-
sion course. I have not yet Jound another as compre-
hensive and well-presented as that offered by LaSalle,
and believe anyone who will put the effort into it is
bound to succeed. R.M. B, S.D.

‘They are

1 these 8 letters!”

Clerk to Ass't Mep. 1n 63
In less th 55t Mgr. in Only 8 Weeks
ngl};er A
er]

My progress th
e
enable me to han,
mori: than
results have been a raise
iti € In sal; .57
g;glstggné End. later, a change to rz:nrsy p?‘(tesem{ oginal
nt budget director for the State of o s

Skeptic Becomes Booster When Given Raise

. ton
—Promised Promotio

. gmonths

Higher Acc%\;r:xtlzngt D eneit.

thin 4 months,

evidence that success and

promotion come fast to trained men!/

Stop hoping for that raise or promotion! Begin
earning it—in the way that cannot be overlooked
by your employers!

Isn’t it pretty obvious that maybe so far you
aren't going about things in the right way? And
isn’t it equally obvious that the men of those
letters quoted above found a more effective way
—through LaSalle accountancy training?

Take a tip from these experienced men. Reason
it out for yourself! What has worked out so well

for those men—and for thousands and thousands
like them—1S ALSQ PRETTY APT TO WORK
FOR YOU! That’s just common sense.

Like them, why not investigate? Send the
coupon—that’s the first move.

Next we will gladly lay before you all the de-
tails of this proved success-building program—
without obligation. Then make your own de-
cision in the light of all the facts. The coupon
will bring you full information in this fascinating
FREE book of 48 pages. Send for it—NOW!

Dept. 1158-HR

Chicago

I'd like to have your free booklet,*“Accountancy, the Profession
That Pays,” about the training that these 8 men liked so well.

INSTITUTION

In answering advertisements it is Gesirable thet yow mention ARGOSY.
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ARGOSY

America’s Oldest and Best All-F iction Magazine

Volume 294 CONTENTS FOR NOVEMBER 11, 1939 Number 5

Don Renegade—First of four parts......... . Johnston McCulley 6
There’s a bounty on bis head and fine Toledo in bis band; but bring two
men, he is less than one. A rousing novel of old Californ.a

No Medals Tonight—Short SEOFY . vrwumsnianganss .John Russell 25

Hunting glory is not o job for a man chaperoned by Nemesis

Chaos Is a Quiet Place—Complete Novelet. . .Donald Barr Chidsey 28

Messrs. Savoy and Fisher, the sleight-of-band sleuths, plan a surprise
display that’s worked with Egyptian explosives

Sea Wrack—Short Story........uuuuurn. ... . .Berton E. Cook 45

Blessed are the weak, for they shall inberit the seq

Men of Daring—True Story in Pictures............Stookie Allen 52

Connett and Gibson—Conquerors of Sea and Air

Touchdown Broadway—Second of three parts. .. . Judson P. Philips 54

Yokel boy makes yardage, until the city slickers gang up on bim

He Flies Through the Air—Complete Novelet . . Louis C. Goldsmith 68
Behold the fowls of the air—then take a look at Eric Spath, who could
fly as well as they, until be broke bis wings

The Stars Spell Death—Third of seven parts.....Jonathan Stagge 92

Read the Sign of the Crab, and set your fate at peril

Outlaw Dog—Short Story...................Samuel W. Taylor 110

Like bis master, he mistrusted men and sought the safety of the hills

Token of Ivory—Short Story..............William Foster Elliot 118
Here’s Daulat Das; be can read your secrets as easily as juggle )
the destiny of two worlds

- ]
Night Time Is Nippon Time. ... ... T Robin Townley 24
Argonotes ..........oiuiian 5 Bl e o s o e 0 127
Looking Ahead!............................. e, 128

Cover by Marshall Frantz
Hlustrating Don Renegade

This magazine is on sale every Wednesday

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, Publisher, 280 Broadway, NEW YORK, N. Y.
WILLIAM 1. DEWART, President
SONTINEN' J SHERS 3 . PARIS. HACL ETTE ClE
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Copyright, 1939, by The Frank A. Munsey Company
Published weekly. Single copies 30 cents. By the year $4.00; if United States, tts dependencies, Mexico and Cuba; Canada, §5.00,
Other countries, $7.00. Currency should not be sent unless registered. Remittances shouid he mude vy check. exnress money order

or postal money ordér. Entered as second class matter November 28, 1896, at the post office, New York, N. Y., under the Aer
of March 3, 1879. The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright and must not be renrinted without the publisher’s
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permission. Title registered in 1, S. Patent Office. Copyrighted in Greal Britain Printed in U. 8.
Manuscripts submitied to this magezine should be led by sufficient postage for their reiurn if found unavailable.
The publisher ¢an acoept no vesponsibility for reiurn of unsolicited manusc ipts.
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I/ TRAINED
- THESE MEN

3 $10 TO $20 WEEK
3 IN SPARE TIME

‘I repaired many Ralio
;sets when I was on my
enth lesson, and T hive
I made enougl money to pay
: for my Radio course ind
also my instruments. 1
really don't see how you
ean give xo much for such

i

@ small amount of money. I made $100
in a year and a haly, and I have m: de
an average of $10 to 20 a week—j 15t
1429

spare time.”’-—JOHXN JERRY,
Arapahoe St., Denver, Colo.

DOUBLED SALARY

IN 5 MONTHS

“‘Shortly after I started
the N. R. I. Course 1 he-
gan teaching Radio classes i i
at the Sparton School of :
Aeronautics. After five j
months I was given a iudils
chance to join the Amerl-
can Airtines at a_salary
double that which I received from the
school.” —A. BROTHERS, 1130
Ocean Park Blvd., Santa Monica, Calif.

$200 TO $300 A MONT'H
IN GWN BUSINESS
“For the last two ye:rs
T have been in husinéss
e

ily increased. have
N. R. 1. to thank for ny

start in this fleld.”” —
ARLIE J. FROLHNER. 300 W. Tesas
Ave., Goose Creek, Texas,

AT HOME

(2.4

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm certain I
can train you at home in your spate time to
be a Radio Technician. I 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 in Radio, a young,
growing field with a future. You don’t need
to give up your present job, or spend a lot
of money to become a Radio Technician. I
train you at home in your spare time.

Why Many Radio Technicians Make

$30, $40, $50 a Week
Radio broadcasting stations employ engi-
neers, operators, station managers. Radio
manufacturers employ testers, inspectors,
foremen, servicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio
jobbers, dealers, employ installation and
service men. Many Radio Technicians open
their own Radio sales and repair businesses
and make $30, $40, $50 a week. Others
hold their regular jobs and make 35 to $10
a week fixing Radios in spare time. Auto-
mobile, police, aviation, commercial Radio;
loudspeaker systems, electronic devices, are
other fields offering opportunities for which
N. R. 1. gives the required knowledge of
Radio. Television promises to open good
jobs soon.

Many Make $5, $10 a Week Exira
in Spare Time While Learning
The day you enroll, I start sending you Ex-
tra Money Job Sheets which start showing
you how to do Radio repair jobs. Through-
out your training I send plans and directions
which have helped many make $200 to $500
a year in spare time while learning, I send
special Radio equipment to conduct experi-
menty and build circuits. The 50-50 training

P

ADVERTISING SECTION

THAT § CAN TRAIN YOU

ood Job-

600D FOR BOTH

J. E. Smith, President, National Radie Institute
Dept. 9MK, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr.

FOR A

method make learning at home interesting,
if\:/a{scmatmg, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A

ODERN, PROFESSIONAL ALL-WAVE,
ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVICING INSTRU-
MENT 10 help you make more money fixin
Radios while learning and equip you for fuﬁ
time work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act today. Mail the coupon for SamplegLesson
and my G64-page Book, ‘'Rich Rewards in
Radio.”” They point out Radio’s spare time and
full time opportunities and those coming in
Television ; tell about my course in Radio and
Television ; show letters from men I have trained
telling what they are doing and eatning. Read
my money back agreement. Find out what Radio
offers YOU! MAIL COUPON in an envelope,
or paste on a postcard—NOW!

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

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE.LESSON

FREE

Smith: Send me FREE, without obligation.

THIS
FREE BOOK

Has Helped Hundreds of
Men Make Mo‘:: ;Ao'neoy

Sample Lesson and 64-page book ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio’
which tells about Radio’s spare time and full time opportuni-
ties and how I can train at home for them. (Write Plainly).

Address. ..

Cityeeevronnonsaans vecssnne 8B icceriieasid 2FR




ADVERTISING SECTION

Mental poisom'ng [

Thoughts that Enslave Minds

Tortured souls. Human beings whose self.
confidence and peace of mind have been torn
to shreds by invisible darts—the evil thoughts
of others. Can envy, hate and jealousy be pro.
jected through space from the mind of another?
Do poisoned thoughts, like mysterious rays,
reach through the ethereal realms to claim
innocent victims? All of us, from day to day
and hour to hour, in every walk of life, in
every circumstance, are possible victims of |

sental p ing, unless we und d its
mature, and can quickly recognize its infec.
tious innoculation. 'S

This FREE Sealed Book

Do you know the strangest of all faws
in man's body? Man’s life. happiness,
health, and enjoyment of the things of
life depend on his understanding of the
working of the human mind. Let the
Rosicrucians explain how you may ac.
quire an age-old method for mind devel.
opment and the proper use of your latent
inner powers, If sincere, write for the
free sealed book. Address: Scribe M.R.G+

$7%e ROSICRUCIANS,
(AMORC) &
San Jose, Californial

SIZE OF DIME.

NOTHING TO BUY! GIRLS! LADIES! Send name and
Address. Charming Watch or Big Cash Commisggion. Send
No Money. Given for SIMPLY GIVING AWAY FREE
Big Colored Pictures with our wellknown White Cloverine

Salve, used for burns, chaps, sores, etc. easily sold to
friends at 25¢ a box (with picture FkEE) and remitting
per catalog. SPECIAL: Choice of 20 gifts for returning
only $3. Befirst. 44th year. Write today for order of Salve

and Pictures postage paid.
appointment, failure, death. Hypno=

tized by such ideas, they lack energy, I

unattractive personalities. Learn how to FREE YOURSELP
of such hypnotizing ideas and moods. Learn how to BE
method, originated by Wise Men cf the East and used with
astounding effects for over two thousand years, is remark-
using the method throughout the world, many for the sake
of their health, others to develop more magnetic personal-
treatise (9,000 words) revealing many surprising results.

INSTITUTE OF MENTALPHYSICS, Dept. 21-F

WILSONCHEM. CO., Inc., Dept.92-19. TYRONE, PA.

P ARE YO U IEREEEmrn

Most people are-—by fear, worry,
& sense of inferiority, disease, dise- F
vitality, lose their health, fail in 'HEAl'
their undertakings, acquire weak and
INSPIRED, energetic, victorious, vital, ambitious, and &
MASTER of circumstances instead of a slave. A strange
ably instrumental in freeing the mind of the hypnotizing
ideas that paralyze the giant powers within us. Thousands
ity, talents and ability, to turn failure into success. A
wonderful new life is before you. Write today for FREE

213 South Hobart Boulevard, Los Angeles, California

Trained Artists Are Capable of Earning $30, $50, $75

Wesekly, Many of our graduaies are now enjoying suc-

cessful Art careers. Our practical method makes it fun to

learn Commercial Art, Cartioning and Designing at

home, in spare time. Write for FREE BOOK, ‘*Art for

Pleasure and Profit”, explains course and describes

TWO ART OUTFITS included. State age.

STUDIO 7111M, WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART

1115-15th Strest. N. W. Washington, D. €.

IFl Send YO
THIS FINE SUIT=-

Will You Wear It and Show It to Friends?
I need a reliable man in your town to wear a fine,
made-to-measu-e, all-wool DEMONSTRATING SUIT—
advertise my famous Union clothing—and take orders.
You can make up to = in a day. My line con-
tains over 150 quality woolens, all sensational values,
guaranteed. You need no experience or money. I sup-
ply everything required, FREER
Mme today for FREE details. . J. GRAVES, §
FIELD CORP., 1300 W. Harrison Street, Dept. Z-708
Chicago, Ilfincis.

""Quick Action" (1940) Perfected (Stream-
3 lined; Automatic Gas Lighter. No
Flint or Friction. 5009% Profit.
We Pay Parcel Pest. $1.00
a Dozen; $8.90 a Gross.
S Sample 10¢.

Pass
Through
the Gas Lights In-
stantly. Packed on Individual
cards.

NEW METHOD €0., Box M$G-83, Bradford, Pa.

Yo% 2 Yo s¥e Yo s

Yo s¥e e st Tertertesteste Yeste Fertertorle
O A e S S S S0 M S S S O S S S S S S S SR S R S

: SUCCESS AND HAPPINESS ARE YOURS!

Learn to READ YOUR DESTINY IN THE STARS
thru VARUNA’S 35-page Simple Course dealing
with Love, Marriage & Success mailed with your
HOROSCOPE. Send Birth Date, Month & Year
with $1.00 to P. O. Box 585, Seattle, Wash.

76 2 3% e s te a8 s e a0 0% % 4% e o ¥e e s % Ve o Ve aVe 0% 76 s%e Ve oo 1% o ¥e ¥ ¥ o¥e s¥e oo
L M R N R S I R S SO OGIOIISIIGIGIS

SR
"%

R AR AR AR AR A
£l SR S S S S
£ S S S S S S S

Increase your income at home by new,
simple Wentworth Tempera Color method.,
7 We instruct you and supply you with
s Q Ll work. Write today for FREE BOOKLET.

Wentworth Pictorlal Co., Ltd., Dept. 9g5. Hamilton, Ont.

YOU CANT MISS

When the classics of fantasy—by the
master writers of the unusual—are pub-
lished in one magazine how can you
go wrong? Buy a copy of the Novem-
ber issue of

Faimous

FANTASTIC
Mysteries

and enjoy the best fantastic fiction
published! 15¢ at all good newsstands.

In answering advertisements it s desirable that you montion ARGOSY.
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Back Pain and
Kidney Strain

Wrong foods and drinks, worry, overwork and colds often
put a strain on the Kidneys and non-systemic and non-
srganic Kidney and Bladder troubles may be the true cause
f Excess Acidity, Getting Up Nights, Burning Passages,
Leg Pains, Nervousness, Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, Rheu-
matic Pains, and Puffy Eyelids, In many such cases the
iluretic action of the Doctor’s prascription Cystex helps
he Kidneys clean out Excess Acids, This plus the palliative
work of Cystex may easily make you feel like a new person
n just a few days. Try Cystex under the guarantee of
noney back unless completely satisfled. Cystex costs only
¢ a dose at druggists and the guarantee protects you.

FALSE TEETH

KLUTCH holds them tighter

S{LUTCH forms a somfort cushion; holds dental plates so
nuch firmer and snugger that one can eat and talk with greater
omfort and seourity; in many cases almost as well as with
yatural teeth. Klutch lessens the constant fear of a dropping,
ocking, chafing plate, 25c¢ and 50c ut druggiste . . . ¥ your
ruggist hasn't it, don’t waste money on substitutes, but
end us 100 and we will mail you a gensrous trial box.

(LUTCH CO., Box 2744-K,

©1.r. nc.
ELMIRA, N. Vv,

KALHE

(due fo Muscular Strain)

When your back aches and pains and
you feel that you can’t straighten un
try rubbing En-Ar-Co (Japanese O1il1)
on the painfuil apot. Yt's soothing
warmth bringn relief — fast. Keep a
bottle handy. '(t’s a grand *‘first-aia*’
for muscular pains due to fatigue and
exposure—simple neuralgia. All drug-
&lsts. National Remedy Co., New Yorik

STUDY AT HOME

Legally trained men win high-
er positions and bigger suce
cess in business and publie

¥ life. Greater ogponunities now than
ever before. Big corporations are
eaded by men with legal training.

More Ability: More Prestige: More Money
Wae guide you step by ster. Yon can train at homa
during spare time. Degroe of LL. B. Successful
duates in every section of the U. S. We furnish
all toxt materitl, jnolsding 14-vainme Law Library . Low tos. cass
terms. Get our valuable 48.page‘‘Law 'l‘nmlnﬁox Leadership’’ and
**Kvidence’’ books FREE. Send for them NOW.
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 1158-1.  Chicago
A Corresponden e titution

Our simpie, horae-study course will train

you in a few months and upon completion,

we will place you as Railway and Bus Pase

raffic Inspector at up to $135 per

plus exsenses, to start—or refund

. Men 1¢ to 50 eligible—get Free

Booklet describing our 20 years’ experience

in giving this training, ..

Standard Business Training Institute
Buffalo,

Div. 5011 N. Y.

u
Army-Navy Bargains
{aversacks $.75 Cart. Belt $.60
Small cart. Box 25 C. W. Trench Tool 75

}. Box Spurs, Pr, 95 Rope: Lariat 5
Springfield Rifle 45/70 C/F $4.25

“atalog 1938, 286 pages of pistols, wuns, daggers, medals,

vadges, buttons, etc., mailed for 50 cents. Special circular

or 3¢ stamp, Established 1865.

"RANCIS BANNERMAN SONS, 01 Broadway, N, Y. C.

%t SMOKERS’

A
n

®ift Combinatio

TOBACCO .30
TOBACCO .25

Fine rustic-finished, sterling
silver banded Corsican
Briar, Regimental-striped
silk;c?‘vered pogc'h vgilh

tan lining guaranteed for 1
full year. Foil of Surrey’s
famous Royal Hawaiian
aromatic tobacco. Foil of
slow-burning, cube cut, full-
bodied Scoisman tobacco.
All for only $2.00. Complete
satisfaction guaranteed. .

{ /shape desired) O/C/(/ C/;Z-TJ

JOHN SURREY, LTD., 72 Nassau St., N. Y. C., Dept. 10

Enclosed please find $2.00 for gift combination.
Name

Address.......ocovvvinieiiiiniinas

FREE TRIAL OFFER

NEW REMINGTON DELUXE NOISELESS PORTABLE!
AS LITTLE AS

The New Famous Remington
Deluxe Noiseless Portable that
speaks in a whisper, is yours
for as little as 10c a day.
Brand new. Standard key-
board, Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable line spacer. Touch
regulator and all the conveniences of the finest portable ever
built. PLUS the NOISELESS feature. Act now. Send coupon
TODAY for details,

You don’t RISK a Penny
We will send you the Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable
for 10 days’ free trial. If you are not entirely satisfied,
send it back. We pay all shipping charges.

FREE Typing Booklet, Special Carrying Case
You receive FREE a complete simplified booklst on 'Touch
Typing prepared by experts. A handsome, sturdy ecarrying
is included. No obligation, Mail coupon for full details

Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 145-11

465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. ¥. )

Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a new
Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying Case and Free
Typing Course on terms as low as 1fc a day. Send Catalogue.

NAMNG vinninncs winieco winmmasmenncamsans o e e e 4 s cese
AAALRE Y v vrscmimmmminsn vie wen vt sowsmmimsaimingeimissmnsmiptmswinss Simoeisidn arasae cesaa
L 1 oState.cieiiiaainns

In answering advertisements it 1s

desirable that you mention ARGOSY.




The creator of the unforgettable Zorro brings you another great
novel of Alta California

Don Renegade

By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

Author of “Black Grandee,” “Tainted Caballero,” etc.

Senor Rogue, your raiment is rags, and you have the loud tongue of the brag-
gart. But it may be that your fool’s bravery and the good steel in your hand
will win you a high Destiny in these wild hills

CHAPTER 1

BRAGGART IN TATTERS

S THE purple dusk descended softly
A upon the shoreline of Alta Cali-
fornia at the close of that particu-
lar autumn day in the late 1780’s, blotting
out the scarlet and orange streaks of the
sunset on the sea and dropping like an
enveloping mantle over the rugged hills, a
stranger swaggered through the open door
and entered the dingy little tavern at San
Juan Capistrano.

By the flickering and uncertain light
which came from the reeking torches set
in sockets in the adobe walls, and from
the broad wicks of the tallow pots on the
tables, the fat landlord quickly observed
that the newcomer was a large man, taller
than mest who passed that way, and prob-
ably around thirty vears old.

The stranger’s strong, rather handsome
face had that peculiar greenish hue which
comes from constant exposure to the sun
and salt sea spray. His shoulders were
broad and straight end heavy with muscle.



His chest was thick; his arms were mas-
sive. But his hips were l2an and his long
legs tapering, and he carried himself with
that easy, animal-like grace which so often
characterizes the natural swordsman,

A single glance sufficed to reveal that
here was no roistering young caballero
light-heartedly in search of adventure.
This man's clothing was dirty, worn and
iattered, and his boots were badly down
at heel. He wore no sombrero. His black
hair was thick and long, and rather un-
kempt; he wore it bank:d down low on
his forehead and had it fastened there se-
curely with a soiled scarlet-and-gold cloth
band which ran around his head.

Marcos Zappa roared, “Bring me your
skulls to crack!” and seized the first
fellow

Stalking to the center of the room, the
stranger stood with his feet planted firmly
far apart and his fists resting against his
hips as he made a swift inspection of the
place. His attitude was that of a man as-
suring himself that no enemies were pres-
ent. The din of talk in the room suddenly
died, card-playing and dicing ceased, men
put down their wine mugs, and they all
watched him, waiting for him to speak.

He obliged them.

“Sefiores, my name is Marcos Zappa,”
he announced. It was a voice such as a
man might use on a tossing deck in a
storm-tumbled sea.
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The few townsmen at the tables bowed
slightly.

“Whence I came, and whither I am
going when I leave this place is no man’s
business save my own.”

The townsmen bowed slightly again,
and some smiled behind their hands,

“When I stroll abroad to take the air,”
this man who had named himself Marcos
Zappa continued, “men who have wisdom
keep out of my path. I love to break
limbs and hear the bones snap. The knife
in my sash exists by drinking hot human
blood, and it is always thirsty. Since we
now understand one another completely,
seriores, be advised and conduct yourselves
accordingly.”

HOSE in the tavern eyed him, and

some smiled cautiously again, but
none made a reply. Boasters were no novel-
ty to the citizens of San Juan Capistrano.
Swaggering fellows were always traveling
up and down El Camino Real, the king’s
highway which linked the missions and
scattered settlements in a great chain, from
San Diego de Alcala in the south to San
Francisco de Asis in the north.

But there was something about this ar-
rogant stranger which made it clear that
he was not a vain boaster; something in
his manner promised that he would live
up to his given word. There was an air of
mystery about him.

His manner and attire did not har-
monize. He suggested a man of good blood,
dressed for the moment in rags. So the
tavern loiterers did not mock him, but
remained aloof and watched him in silence.

Marcos Zappa swaggered slowly across
the room to a table and sprawled on the
bench beside it. He called for a skin of the
best wine, tossing down a piece of gold.
He gestured for the fat landlord to serve
all the others in the room.

He filled a goblet, held it to the light,
then quaffed the vintage, making a gri-
mace. Then he sprawled comfortably on
the bench and drank and belched, watch-
ing the scene in the semi-dark, smoke-
drenched room through half-closed eyes.

Presently, he aroused himself and
shouted a demand for food. When it had
been placed on the table before him—hot
roast mutton on a huge platter, a small
roast fowl, a stew of vegetables, a heap of
boiled frijoles laced with strips of red and
green peppers—he wolfed it down like a
famished man, tearing the meat and fowl
with his fingers, scooping up the frijoles
with tortillas, and washing all of it down
with great gulps of wine.

“ "Twill serve fcr a present stopgap,”
he told the amazed landlord, when he had
finished. “If a man be healthy and not a
weakling, he needs a light snack now and
then between his regular meals to keep up
his normal strength. After I have rested for
a time, sesior, I'll rejuire a heavier repast.”

“Ah, sefior! Tt rejoices me to see a man
relish his food,” the landlord replied, with
enthusiasm.

“When he buys it from you, you mean.”

“l have the quarter of a young ox
roasting slowly over the pit, and the drip-
pings are rich with fat.”

“Only ox meat?” Marcos Zappa asked,
“Only coarse food, and nothing of deli-
cacy?”

“Fish fresh from the sea, seiior, baked
with the rinds of wiid oranges.”

“With strips of smoked pig meat baked
in their bellies to give an added flavor?”

“Si, serior! Also a stew of young cab-
bages and swine’s eyes—"

“Cooked in wine?” Marcos
wanted to know, his face beaming.

“Cooked in wine, sefior—Dbasted with an
excellent sherry. Also tender fowls fed on
milk and honey—"

“And my poor eas fed with your cease-
1\ess chatter,” Marcos Zappa interrupted,
suddenly. “Do me a kind favor, sefior, and
for the present tak: vour gibberish else-
where, Allow me to have some peace and
rest . . . and call me when the food is
ready.”

The conversation was definitely ended,

The landlord gulpzd and retreated swift-
ly with the soiled crockery. Marcos Zappa
leaned back against ~he adobe wali to relax
and digest his snack.

Zappa
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CHAPTER 1II
ROGUES IN RIOT

HEAVY clouds had scudded in from
the sea at nightfall. Moon and stars
had been blotted out. Mist and fog swirled
and billowed along the coast. It was a night
on which furtive men could move about
freely and "unseen.

Five such advanced toward the tavern
from the highway. Four were tattered
rogues with bare feet and bearded faces,
but the fifth evidently was a gentleman
of substance. His fine raiment was hidden
by a long black cloak.

They went cautiously along the wall of
the tavern building, ard the leader whis-
pered for the others to stop and wait,
Then he went on alone to the nearest win-
dow and peered througi. A moment later,
e returned to his companions.

“The fellow is theie, sprawled on a
oench beside the firepiace,” he reported.
“You cannot mistake him. Do exactly as
{ have instructed you. I'll be waiting for
you at the hut in the coul¢e. The reward
will be rich if you succeed—and punish-
ment swift and terrible if you ever say
aught of this affair.”

The four touched their knuckles to their
{oreheads, and the man who had spoken
to them slipped back into the darkness.
The four lurched to the open door of the
ravern and entered.

The landlord’s lips curled in an expres-
sion of scorn when he beheld them. Here
were four rogues good for no more than
4 single mug of cheap wine each, he judged.
Perhaps they would even beg for food. The
highway was infested with such vermin
rhese days. Many of them did not desire to
go to the guest house at the mission and
cat the abundant food of charity there, for
the robed Franciscan fruziles had a disturb-
ing way of asking about the state of a
man’s soul.

The four sprawled on benches around
one of the tables, and the scowling land-
tord waddled across the room to them, his
attitude indicating that he considered it an
insult to be compelled to serve such, But

his eyes bulged with astonishment when
one tossed a gold piece on the table, and
his manner changed instantly and became
almost servile.

“Your very best wine, landlord, and
your best goblets from which to drink
it,” ordered the man who had tossed down
the piece of gold. He spoke in a loud voice
as if to attract the attention of all in the
room, and gestured grandly. “Do not of-
fend us by bringing the common mugs.”

The landlord bowed until his fat middle
was creased, picked up the gold piece and
retreated, testing the coin with his yellow
snags of teeth. He shrugged his shoulders
as he got the wineskin and goblets,

Rogues, dressed like penniless peons,
tramping the highway in bare feet, yet with
pieces of gold in the pockets of their tat-
tered clothes! No doubt, the landlord
thought, they belonged to some murderous
pirate crew and possibly were wanted by
the soldiery.

HE four gulped the wine and smacked
their lips in keen appreciation of it.
Then two of them arose and lurched across
the room toward the fireplace, and stood
before it as if to take the damp evening
chill out of their bodies. In a moment, the
second pair got up and strolled toward the
fireplace also. One gianced toward where
Marcos Zappa was sitting half asleep,
nudged his companion and laughed. ’
“There is an evil-appearing animal,” he
remarked. He spoke loudly, so that Marcos
Zappa and all the others in the place could
hear.

“He looks like an idiot I once saw in
chains in the plaza at Reina de Los An-
geles,” the other replied.

“The sad cast of his countenance,
amigo, leads me to the belief that there is
a large quantity of native hlnod in his
veins. One of his ancestors undoubtedly
must have toyed to some purpose with a
bronze native wench.”

They toseed up their heads and laughed
raucously and with obvious insult, and the
two standing at the fireplace joined in
the merriment.
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Marcos Zappa scrutinized them careful-
ly for a moment from beneath his droop-
ing lids, and got slowly upon his feet. He
stretched his arms and flexed his muscles,
expelled his breath in a great gasp and
drank it in again deeply. Then swiftly
he stepped out to confront them.

The fat landlord began moaning and
wringing his hands, but he remained in
safety behind his counter. He knew what
was about to occur. He knew it would be
both futile and foolish for him to attempt
to prevent it. And he was remembering
that the last time there had been a brawl
in his tavern the bill for breakage, which
he never had collected, had exceeded the
day’s takings.

“Sefiores, am 1 correct in assuming that
your remarks just now concerned me?”
Marcos Zappa asked, in a voice that echoed
back from the walls.

“If such is the case—?” one taunted.

“Ha! If that truly is the way of it,
seniores, 1 feel compelled to take you apart
painfully, one by one, and scatter your
vital organs around the room. Hybrids of
ground owls and rattlesnakes, crossed with
the cowardly coyote and with just a dash
of skunk!”

They had anticipated something like
that, and were ready for it. But, even so,
Marcos Zappa was ahead of them and
carrying the fight to them. As he finished
speaking, he hurled himself forward as
if propelled by an enormous steel spring.
He gripped the nearest man by the throat
and bent him backward across his knee.

But the three others were at him in-
stantly. As they rushed upon him, Marcos
Zappa tossed aside the fellow he was
throttling, gripped another and hurled him
back to crash against the hard wall. He
scorned to whip out the knife in his sash,
and turned toward his remaining two ad-
versaries with his fists coming up.

‘At me, scavenger buzzards!” he roared.

“Bring me your heads to crack!”

UT, for the four rogues, this was not
an unexpected rough-and-tumble tav-
ern brawl. The affair had been planned

carefully by them. They had come pre-
pared to make a quick end of it. As they
charged him again, one brought a short
bludgeon from beneath his ragged coat,
and struck.

Many a strong man would have gone
down instantly beneath that blow. Marcos
Zappa only reeled back against the wall,
slightly dazed. Now they drove him into a
corner and held him there,

Too late, he made an attempt to get the
knife out of his sash. The bludgeon de-
scended again, this time with greater force,
and Marcos Zappa was stretched senseless
on the floor of the tavern with his foes
sprawled atop him.

As some of the townsmen—who had
been muttering angrily at this treatment of
the man who had bought them wine—Ileft
their benches and started to advance, one
of the four rogues brought out a pistol
and menaced them with it,

“This affair is noze of your concern,
seriores,” he warned. “We handle this fel-
low at the orders of a certain gentleman of
quality who does not wish to soil his own
hands. Do not incu: a powerful man’s
displeasure by bothering us. It will be
wise for you to remain as you are until we
have disappeared.”

He gestured with the pistol, and the
townsmen fell back against the wall. He
gestured again, and the landlord also made
swift retreat.

Two of Marcos Zappa’s assailants
worked swiftly to bind his ankles together
and fasten his wrists securely behind his
back with thongs. Then, unconscious and
bleeding about the tead, Marcos Zappa
was lifted off the floor and carried out into
the night.

HROUGH the billows of drifting fog,
the four took ther burden to a heavy
cart drawn by oxen and half filled with
bales of green hides. Still senseless, Marcos
Zappa was tossed into the cart, and hides
were piled over and around him. The oxen
were goaded to action.
A distance down tte highway, the cart
was driven into a coulée which curved
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like a great serpent across the rocky land.
Two men walked on each side of the lum-
bering vehicle, talking in low tones.

Marcos Zappa regained consciousness in
time, fought in vain to release himself from
his bonds, and finally lifted his voice in
rage.

“Seam!” he shouted. “Take away from
me these gagging hides! Put me on my feet
and let me have but one hand free!”

“Peace, Sefior, and preserve your
breath!”” one called to him in reply. “We
have been as gentle as possible handling
a great bull like you. We had strict in-
structions to do you no serious harm.”

“Instructions concerning me? From
whom, offal?”

“We are taking you to him now, sefior,
and no doubt he will explain. What he de-
sires with a great hulk like you, we know
not. nor is it any of ow business. He isa
man of much wealth, and no doubt will
give you a piece of gold in payment for
your cracked head . . . or Tun a blade
through you if you displease him.”

“Ag to that last,” Marcos Zappa said,
1 have some small skill with a blade my-
self.”

A gust of laughter mocked him.

“Attend me, seiior!” me cried. “T speak

of a blade. A delicate blade in the hand of
a delicate gentleman, sesior. Not a sort of
metal bludgeon like a cutlass in the hand
of a brute like you. This man’s blade is
like the darting tongue of a snake. You
would be only a lumbering ox before him.
Vou would see the sun flash once from his
steel, and that would be the last thing
vou saw on carth.”
) They laughed again, then were silent,
-efusing to answer his questions. After a
‘ime, the cart was stopped. 1t was so dark
down in the coulée that nothing could be
seen. The four lifted Marcos Zappa out
+f the cart and carried him up from the
coulée, and to a small adobe hut in which
2 candle was burning.

Inside the hut, Marcos Zappa was
propped up on a heavy stool. Three of his
captors held him squrming there while
the fourth used more thongs and lashed

his legs to those of the stool, then tied his
wrists to his legs. They stepped back and
eyed him.

“Any three of you at a time, my bare
hands against your knives!” Marcos Zappa
raged.

Laughing aside his insults, though their
eyes were aflame, the four men left the hut.
Marcos Zappa was alone, bound to the
stool and helpless, his back against the
wall, the candle flickering before him.

CHAPTER III
BLACK DON

HERE was a short wait, during which

Marcos Zappa tested his bonds and
learned he could not escape them. Then the
door was opened and a gust of wet wind
and fog rolled in as a man entered the hut.
He tossed aside the long black cloak which
enveloped him, and stood looking down at
Marcos Zappa.

He was in his late twenties, Zappa
judged—an arrogant young don, almost
foppishly elegant in dress. A blade with
a jeweled hilt hung at his side. He brushed
a lace-bordered scented handkerchief light-
ly across his nostrils in an insulting ges-
ture, and his lips curled.

“You will pardon me, sefior, if my men
were compelled to treat you roughly,” he
said coldly.

“That depends entirely on your explana-*
tion of this affair, seiior,” Marcos Zappa
replied. “Why have I been attacked and
overcome, abducted and brought to this
place?”

“T wished to have a private conversation
with you, and feared you would not come
to a rendezvous in answer to a civil invita-
tion without asking too many questions.
There is a need for secrecy.”

“After the treatment I have received—"
Marcos Zappa began, angrily.

“You will be paid richly for the pain
and indignity you have suffered, sesior, if
you decide to meet my arrangements. If
you do not so decide, no doubt the vora-
cious buzzards will feast on your carcass
back in the hills.”
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“What is the true meaning of this?”
Marcos Zappa demanded. “I know you
not. You certainly can have no quarrel
with me.”

“Scarcely, sefior. 1 am particular as to
the men I honor with my enmity. I wish to
engage you to do a certain thing for me.
No doubt the task in itself will amuse
you, and it will also prove profitable. I am
in a position to reward faithful service
well. I am Don Pedro Garcia.”

“The name means nothing to me,” Mar-
cos Zappa said.

“It may mean much to you before we
are done with this enterprise. I have a casa
in Reina de Los Angeles, and a ranche
back in the hills near Mission San Gabriel,
I tell you this so you will know that I am
asman of substance and able to meet any
obligation I coniract, You need not trouble
yourself to relate to me your own name
and social position, sefior, for T am ac-
quainted with them.”

Marcos Zappa laughed lightly, “I think
I begin to understand,” he said. “This
must be a case of mistaken identity. No
doubt, Don Pedro, some silly error has
been made—"

“I have said that I know you, sefior/!”

“But how can such a thing be possible,
Don Pedro? How could a fine gentleman
like you, a grandee, know a common clod
tike me? I am only Marcos Zappa, a
stranger in this land, an adventurous
rogue—"’

“I know well the sort of rogue you are,”
Don Pedro Garcia interrupted. “I know
your history, your real name and identity
—and why you do not use that name now.
I learned of your presence in Alta Cali-
fornia when you were in San Diego de Al-
cala a short time ago. I also know how
you disembarked from a pirate schooner
near here this morning, to spy.”

Marcos Zappa laughed again. “You be-
lieve that you know so much concerning
me, Don Pedro, when in reality you know
nothing.”

“Enough of this nonsense!” Don Pedro
exclaimed. “Must I convince you?”

He made a gesture of impatience and

advanced swiftly to the stool. He bent,
his dark eyes gleaming, and touched Mar-
cos Zappa’s forehead. And suddenly he
wrenched away the scarlet-and-gold cloth
band, and brushed aside the thick hair.

On the exposed white forehead of Mar-
cos Zappa—white iri contrast to the green-
ish tan of his face--was a large letter R,
with a deep straight line below it, a livid
symbol which had seen branded into the
skin.

“A  thousand hells!”
roared.

“You see, sesior, [ know why you wear
your hair long and in such a strange fash-
ion,” Don Pedro said. “I know when and
where you got that mark on your forehead
—the brand of the renegade. Shall we talk
business now—Seitor el Renegado?”

Marcos Zappa

ARCOS ZAPPA expelled his breath

in a great sigh and seemed to col-
lapse like a balloon when it is pricked with
a pin. His head dropped forward an in-
stant, and when he lifted it again a queer
expression was in his face—arrogance try-
ing to win in a conflict with shame.

“Don Pedro, you seem to know,” he
said.

“I know everythinz concerning you, Don
Felipe Hernandez.”

“Not that name, please, Don Pedro.
There is a taint upon it.”

“I am happy that you remember that,
sefior, for it shows you have a measure of
remorse, hence are not entirely beyond
redemption.”

“You seek to redeem me, Don Pedro?”

Don Pedro Garcia’s laughter rang back
from the adobe walls of the small hut, His
eyes were twinkling when he finally suc-
ceeded in stifling his merriment.

“On the contrary, Sefior Zappa,” he re-
plied. “I seek to add to your infamy, for
a price. I desire to give you a chance for
revenge against the class which has east
you beyond its limits forever. Revenge
with a profit in it . . . what more can a
man ask?”

“Your words have a certain attraction,”
Marcos Zappa admitted. “Perchance 1
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would appreciate it better, Don Pedro, if
you told me more concerning it, and re-
leased me first from these bonds.”

“As to being released---presently,” Don
Pedro said. He got another stool from a
corner of the hut and sat down a few feet
in front of his prisoner. “You, Don Felipe
Hernandez, scion of a proud and noble
family, fell from grace, as our good friends,
the frailes, so aptly put it. Correct me,
sefior, if T err in this recital.”

“Is the recital necessary?”

“ Tis better that we have a complete
understanding. In a mad moment, it has
been reported, you fell violently in love
with a native girl dowr in Mexico—and
vou on the personal staff of His Excellency,
the Viceroy.”

“If that be true—?”

“Were that all, seiior, 'twould call for
no more than a smile. Young blood is hot
in the spring . . . it was spring, was it
not? But vou allowed your wild infatua-
tion for the girl to lead you into utter
ruin, sefior. You were not content to take
the girl for an hour’s peasure. You grew
serious concerning her, made her interests
your own.”

“And s0?” Marcos Zappa questioned.

“You listened to her wild ravings about
how her people were being mistreated and
downtrodden by the Government, believed
her, and helped foment an uprising among
the natives. Discovery and capture re-
sulted. Ordinarily, you would have been
executed at the end of i rope. But some-
hody high in authority thought it would
hurt you more to be branded as a renegade
and turned loose to be shunned by men
and women of your caste. So it was done.”

“And are you done:” Marcos Zappa
asked. “Ts it necessary to remind me of
ail this?”

-~ yOU were driven off the Mexican

mainland, exiled, and finally fell in
with a company of pirates in Baja Cali-
fornia,” Don Pedro continued, mercilessly.
“And now the proud Don Felipe Her-
nandez is a pirate, living with scum, a
man who loots and slays.”

“And so—?"

“So now I can make use of you, Sefior
Zappa. I'll restore you temporarily to the
status of a grandee. Before your fall from
grace, you had a way with women, were
expert with a blade, had all the qualities a
dashing caballero should have. Could you
exercise those qualities now, given the
opportunity to do so?”

“I have forgotten nothing.”

“Bueno!” Don Pedro cried. “I’ll furnish
you with an abundance of fine clothes, a
good horse, attendants, gold. T'll see that
you have forged letters of introduction and
credentials, that you are accepted among
the best men as one of them. You will go
to Reina de Los Angeles, to San Gabriel
and around that vicinity. You will be your
old self to others—except in name.”

“To what end?” Marcos Zappa asked.

“That you may feed your revenge—
and feed mine.”

“Ha! Now we are getting beneath the
rind of the melon!” Marcos Zappa ex-
claimed.

“Attend me!” Don Pedro ordered. “I
became enamored of Sefiorita Manuela de
Vasquez, only child of Don Juan de Vas-
quez. But for some reason her father ob-
jected to our marriage, and turned the
sefiorita against me also. He desires her
to marry a certain Miguel de Gandara, a
puny and bloodless man not worthy to
touch her finger, and a man of little estate. ¢
I, Pedro Garcia, was scorned.”

“Such things sometimes occur,” Marcos
Zappa commented.

“You will again be a caballero, a
grandee. You will meet these people. You
will exert all your wiles, for which you
once were well known, and compel the
seriorita to fall in love with you madly.
You will also watch for your chance and
quarrel with Don Miguel de Gandara and
slay him—"

“Is he so good with a blade that you
cannot do that yourself?”

“He is a lout with a blade. But for me
to pick a quarrel and slay him—it would
be too obvious. And I have to live in this
country.”
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“Anyhow, Don Pedro, your reasoning is
in error,” Marcos Zappa declared. “If the
seriorita thinks well of this Don Miguel,
and I pick a quarrel with and slay him, it
will turn her against me and defeat our
purpose. She would mourn him and detest
his slayer. "Twould be better to show him
up for a weakling.”

“Do you this, then: win the love of the
lady first, then seek a chance and slay Don
Miguel, saying it was because he made a
slighting remark about the woman he had
lost.”

“That would be better, sefior.”

“And then”—Don Pedro’s eyes gleamed
—“then, sefior, I expose you.”

“How is this?”

“With marriage between you and the
lady near at hand, I bring forward proof
that you are Don Felipe Hernandez,
branded a renegade, an outcast from de-
cent society, a lover of native girls, and a
pirate!”

“And so?”

“Do you not see it? The fair sefiorita
who spurned me will be held up to mock-
ery. Men will laugh at her for giving her
love to such as you. Her arrogant father
will be humbled. That will be my revenge,
senor.”

“And I?” Marcos Zappa asked.

“I’ll arrange to have you escape from
the scene, and give you gold. You will have
your revenge also. You will laugh and ride
away, with the knowledge that you have
humbled the proud even as they once
humbled you.”

“And they call me a renegade,” Marcos
Zappa said, softly.

(“ OES not the scheme appeal to you,

Sefior Zappa? Have your revenge on
the class which scorns you. They have
named you a renegade—make the word a
true one.”

“Why trouble to engage me of all men
for this work, Don Pedro?”

“Dolt! Where else can I get the man for
the situation? I must have one well born
and reared, who knows how to conduct
himself in the presence of others well born.

I must have one with a natural attraction
for women, one skilled in wooing. I must
also have one skilled in handling a blade
and known to be quick and fearless in
combat.

“There are many such, but they are not
renegades, as you are. Not for any price
would they do as I desire. But you, already
damned and stained and branded—what
have you to lose? Nothing! And to gain?
Revenge and gold! Moreover, the greater
your infamy, the greater the humiliation
of the seriorita and her father when you
are exposed by me.”

“You are a good man at argument, Don
Pedro,” Marcos Zappa admitted. “But are
you protecting your own interests? Sup-
pose, once engaged in this enterprise, I
turn against you and betray our bargain?”

“None would believe you against me.”

“That is true—si. You command the
situation. The gold you mention?”

“A thousand pieces, when your work is
done. All you need meanwhile by way of
expense money. And it will be arranged
that you rejoin the pirate schooner—”

“But how can you accomplish that?”
Marcos Zappa interrupted.

Don Pedro’s eyes narrowed. “Some ques-
tions are in bad taste at times, sesior. Sim-
ply accept my statement that it will be
done. You can rejoin the pirate schooner
when your work for me is accomplished. 1
promise it.”

Marcos Zappa thought a moment. “The
matter appeals to me for several reasons,”
he admitted. “It is an agreement, Don
Pedro.”

“Bueno!”

“’Twill be good to be a man of high
station again, even for a day. But there
are many things to be considered, if success
is to be assured.”

“Everything is in readiness, sefior. My
plans have been made carefully and are
complete. I'll take vou to the hacienda of a
friend to be fitted with clothes. You can
have a few days to practice at being a
gentleman again before you begin your
work. I'll send a rumor up E! Camino Real
about a visiting grandee from Mexico view-
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ing the country, se your arrival will be
expected.”

“Then 1 agree,” Marcos Zappa said.

Don Pedro got up and stepped to the
door and opened it, and called out into
the night. The four rogies came trooping
into a adobe hut.

“Take off the thongs which bind him,”
Don Pedro ordered them. “Fetch that skin
of wine from the cart and allow him to
refresh himself. And, attend me! By your
lives, vou never have seen this man before,
if you ever meet him he-eafter. He will be
a man of blood and station in deportment
and dress, the sort to whom you knuckle
vour foreheads. He has merely been on a
sordid adventure, and now is his proper
self again. Be that understood!”

They bobbed their heads and began re-
moving the thongs. Wken that had been
accomplished, Marcos Zappa stood and
worked his limbs to get the cramps out of
them, and felt of his sore head where the
bludgeon had landed. He glared at the four
rogues before him.

“Be thankful that a man of blood does
not soil his hands on such as you,” he
said. “Else I'd have at you all four, here
and now, and we’d see how far you could
get with me, seqores, without the aid of a
bludgeon.”

CHAPTER 1V
SWORD OUT, CABALLERO

OUR days later, in the late afternoon,

Don Marcos Zappa, resplendent in
attire and riding a fine black horse with
rich trappings, neared the pueblo of Reina
de Los Angeles,

A lJumbering cart had been sent ahead
the day before with his personal baggage,
which had been acquired for him, as well
as the clothes he wore and the steed he
Lestrode, through the efiorts of Don Pedro
(arcia. Some paces behind him, on a mule,
rede his bodyservant, named Carlos, un-
douhtedly Don Pedro’s man set to spy on
his actions.

The four days had worked a great
change in Marcos Zappa. He was his real

self again in all but name. He had cared
for the skin of his face and hands. His hair
had been trimmed evenly and dressed with
pomade, but he still wore it down low on
his forehead in his strange fashion. The
scarlet-and-gold band he used now was a
piece of rich weaving studded with native
jewels.

He bad learned how to carry himself
in fashionable attire again, how to talk in
a voice properly modulated instead of roar-
ing like a pirate. Again he could be coldly
arrogant and aloof. A good blade swung
at his side once more, and he had done
some practice with it during the four days
—enough to convince him that he had not
lost his skill.

Letters of introduction were in his sad-
dlebag—though they would have startled
the men who were supposed to have writ-
ten them. He had an abundance of gold.
He took some from his money pouch now,
and gestured for the man Carlos to come to
his side. Carlos urged his mule forward.

“It is time for you to ride ahead,”
Marcos Zappa said. “Go to the inn on the
plaza at Reina de Los Angeles. Order the
best quarters for Don Marcos Zappa, and
use this gold freely. Let everybody know
that you serve a man of wealth and
distinction.”

“Si, senior.”

“And be careful with your speech! Here-
after, it is ‘Si, Don Marcos’ Get you
gone!”

The mule disappeared ahead in a cloud
of dust, with the arms of Carlos flapping
like those of a windmill as he rode. Marcos
Zappa jogged along easily, inspecting the
country through which he passed.

Cerise and orange streaks in the western
sky heralded the closing of the day. Soon
the soft purple dusk would come. Marcos
Zappa touched gently with his silver spurs
and rode at a better speed, for he was eager
to reach the inn and make an imposing
entrance.

From the top of a hill he saw a dust
streak lifting in the far distance, and knew
that there Carlos rode his mule. He fol-
lowed the highway down the hill and
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around a bend where high, jagged rocks
shut from his eyes view of the trail ahead.
He rode around the mass of rocks—and
into an adventure,

FINE carriage was beside the high-

way, with the horses tangled in the
harness. The native driver sprawled life-
less in the dirt. In the carriage crouched
a girl, with an elderly man standing over
her in a position of defense. Another man,
who had been riding a splendid horse but
was now afoot, was busy with his blade,
trying to stand off three men of rough
dress, plainly highwaymen.

Marcos Zappa read the truth of the
story in the first glance—a sudden attack
on the carriage, presumably the traveling
vehicle of a wealthy and important man.
No doubt robbery was the motive for the
attack. The young caballero who had been
riding beside the carriage was doing his
best to stand off the bandits, but Marcos
Zappa saw that it would not be enough.

Digging with his spurs, Marcos Zappa
sent his horse bounding forward wildly.
He drew his pistol from his sash. He dis-
charged it as he drew near, but his horse
stumbled at that instant and the ball went
wild. He tucked the pistol back into his
sash and whipped out his blade,

In a cloud of dust, he swept down upon
the scene. Now he could hear the serorita
screaming above the thunder of his mount’s
hoofs. He shouted to let those in the
carriage know a friend was coming.

As he came among them, one of the
three highwaymen hurled a stone, and
Marcos Zappa felt it brush his arm. His
horse shied away from a man he would
have run through with his blade, and the
blow failed to reach the target. The young
caballero shouted a greeting at him, his
pale, exhausted face suddenly alight. One
of the three highwaymen was fighting the
young man with a cutlass, one held a long
knife and the third a bludgeon.

“At the dogs!” Marcos Zappa cried. He
sprang out of his saddle and charged for-
ward, glad to feel solid ground beneath his
feet.

But the three rogues did not turn and
try to make their escape. Holding ground.
they continued the battle. Marcos Zappa
deftly parried a blow from the cutlass and
drove home his point—and the three were
but two.

He whirled toward the others as they
shifted away from the man they had been
fighting and toward him. The young cabal-
lero lurched after them, his strength
almost spent. Marcos Zappa dodged a blow
from the bludgeon, but as he lunged at
another of the enemy, his foot slipped on
a stone.

He shot forward, sprawled, got to one
knee as quickly as he could and tried to
regain his balance. The man with the
bludgeon had retreated a step hefore the
caballero. The one with the knife darted
forward and lifted it to strike. Marcos
Zappa knew he could not get his blade
around in time to protect himself, could
not even hurl his body aside to escape the
blow,

A blade flashed before his eyes, and he
saw the man with the knife reel backward,
blood gushing from a mortal wound in his
throat. The young caballero had been just
in time. And as Marcos Zappa rolled aside
and sprang up to turn again to the fight-
ing, the caballero, cxerting his remaining
strength, reached the man with the bludg-

.eon, and ran him through.

HE rogues were done. The caballero

rushed to the carriage, shouting to
know whether the sefiorita had been
harmed. Spent and gasping, the elderly
man guarding her sank back against the
cushions of the wide seat.

Marcos Zappa steathed his blade and
went forward slowly. He straightened out
the horses and calined them, pulied the
body of the native driver to the side of
the highway. Then he caught up his horse
and advanced with the reins hooked over
his left arm.

The senorita was out of her faint, and
the alarm of the others for her was over.
Marcos Zappa sucked in his breath sharply
as he looked at her. The blood was just
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flowing back into her face, and her dark
beauty struck him. He removed his som-
brero and bowed.

“Sefior, we have nct words enough to
thank you,” the elderly man said.

“T attended to but cne of them, sefior,”
Marcos Zappa reminded him. “Had it not
been for this voung gentleman, one of
them would have attended to me.”

“But my strength was almost spent,”
the caballero said. “It was your timely
arrival saved us all.”

“Nevertheless, sefior, I owe you my life,”
Marcos Zappa declared. “There can be no
question of that. May I venture to hope
the lady has not been harmed?”

“ "Twas but a swoon, sesior,” the elderly
man replied. ¢ "Twas scarce a sight for deli-
cate nerves; the driver was slain before her
eyes. Allow me, seior—I am Juan de
Vasquez, and this is my daughter,
Manuela”

“T am known as Marcos Zappa, sefior.”

“Ah! I have heard that name,” Don
Juan de Vasquez replied. “Word came up
the highway that a gentleman of that
name, from Mexico, was in Alta California
to see our country and perhaps take back
word that we are not all barbarians here.
You will be welcome at my casa, sefior,
whenever you wish to honor us with a
visit.”

Marcos Zappa boweil low quickly to hide
the expression which came into his face.
Don Juan de Vasquex and his daughter!
The very persons he had traveled here w0
meet, who were concerned in his scheme.
And to have met them: under such circum-
stances would make his future work easier.

He lifted his head and flashed the little
sefiorita a smile, and watched the soft flush
pass over her face. A girl of rare spirit as
well as beauty, Marcos Zappa thought.
Carrying out Don Pedro Garcia’s instruc-
tions was likely to be a pleasant task. It
would not be difficult to play the gallant
and suitor to such a girl.

Then he turned to the younger man,
who seemed to be little more than a boy,
and exchanged formal bows with him.

“May I not know, iefior, to whom I am

indebted for my life?” Marcos Zappa
asked.

“I am Miguei de Gandara, at your serv-
ice, Sefior Zappa. I am happy if I aided
you while you were aiding us.”

As he bowed low again, and quickly,
Marcos Zappa was fighting himself to keep
his face inscrutable. Don Miguel de Gan-
dara! This stripling who had saved his life,
and to whom he hence owed an eternal
debt of gratitude, was the man he had
engaged to slay.

CHAPTER V
HIS EXCELLENCY, EL RENEGADO

HE carriage presently was driven on

with Don Juan de Vasquez handling
the reins and the sesiorita sitting stiff and
prim on the seat beside him, seemingly
ashamed that she had succumbed for a
moment to the excitement of the violence
around her,

Marcos Zappa rode at the side of Dorn
Miguel de Gandara a short distance behind
the carriage, and tried to keep aloof with-
out seeming to be discourteous. For Don
Miguel betrayed an immediate fondness for
the man who had rushed to his rescue.

“T reside with my parents on a rancho
near Mission San Gabriel, sefior, and you
will be welcome there at any time,” Don
Miguel said. “May I express the hope that
you will visit us soon?” ’

“I thank you, sefior, for your courtesy.
No doubt I shall remember your kind m-
vitation,” Marcos Zappa replied. “I have
no immediate plans. I am merely wander-
ing about, seeing the country.”

“There have been certain rumors,” Don
Miguel said, smiling slightly.

“Concerning me?”

“Si. It is said that you stand high in
the estimation of the Viceroy in Mexico,
and that he has sent you here to inspect
the land and how it is governed. When you
return home, it is whispered, your reports
and recommendations will receive careful
scrutiny by those in high places, and cer-
tain changes may result.””

Marcos Zappa smiled. “Rumors often are
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queer things,” he said. Then he said noth-
Ing more about it, which naturally made
Don Miguel assume that he had guessed
correctly and that the rumors were true.
Those rumors, Marcos Zappa knew, had
been the doing of Don Pedro Garcia, and
would open the way well for him.

As they neared the pueblo, Don Juan
saluted them and turned his carriage aside
toward his own house. Don Miguel touched
with his spurs and rode madly toward the
presidio to report the attack on the high-
way to Capitan Cervera of the soldiery.
And Marcos Zappa rode on to the inn at
the side of the plaza, where Carlos, his
bodyservant, was waiting in front.

The landlord emerged promptly and
bowed almost to the ground as Marcos
Zappa slowly dismounted and handed his
reins to a servant.

“Greetings, Don Marcos Zappa!” the
landlord squeaked. “I have had your be-
longings put into my best chamber, and
my native servants are ready to attend
you. Food will be ready when vou have
cleansed and refreshed yourself. Use my
humble pigsty as you will.”

Marcos Zappa inclined his head a little
and strode into the inn, drawing off his
riding gauntlets, with Carlos a step behind
him and to his left.

FFVHE public room of the inn was large

and well furnished. There was a
counter in one corner, with stocked shelves
behind it bearing jars of honey and olives
and dried meats. Tables for gambling and
dining were scattered about the room. A
huge fireplace in one end had a roaring
fire in it.

Marcos Zappa was conducted with cere-
mony into a large patio and along one side
of it beneath the arches, and s0 came to the
door of the chamber which had bheen as-
signed him. Candles gleamed in silver
candelabra, for the deep dusk had come.
A native servant was waiting with an olla
of warm perfumed water and soft cloths.

“If there is anything lacking, Don
Marcos, you have but to let me know,”
the landlord assured him.

He bowed low and retired. Marcos
Zappa sent the native servant away also,
removed his jacket and bathed his face
and hands, while Carlos brushed the dust
from his attire anc. wiped it off his boots.

“Cleanse my blade, aiso, for it has drawn
blood and is steined,” Marcos Zappa
directed.

“How is this, Don Marcos? There was
trouble after I left you on the highway?’

“You passed a fine carriage as you rode
to town, did you not? Coming upon it later.
I found three highwaymen attacking it.
and joined in the fray. The highwaymen
are dead. No doubt you'll hear much about
it later, when the report gets abroad.”

“As the servant of such a man, I shall
receive much attention,” Carlos said.

“See that your conduct is worthy your
master,” Marcos Zappa warned him.

He happened to turn his head as he
spoke, and caught a fleeting grin on Carlos’
face. The man gulped and looked alarmed,

“Are you amused at something?"
Marcos Zappa demanded.

“No, senor.”

“That is well. The man who laughs at the
wrong time is lablz.to have his laughter
turned to tears. That is a thought to
remember.”

“It shall be remembered, Don Marcos.”

“Go now and see that the evening meal
is prepared for me. I'll follow presently.”

Carlos bobhed his head and hurried from
the room. Marcos Zappa opened one of his
packing cases and brought out of it a
change of clothing. He attired himself
swiftly, fastened a jewel-studded clasp in
the lace ruffles at his throat, and put
jeweled rings on the fingers of his left
hand.

Somebody tapped lightly on the door,
and he called a command to enter. The
bowing landlord shuffled into the room
with a young native girl at his heels.

HE girl was dressed in a single loose
garment; she wore necklaces of beads
around her throat and had ropes of them
wrapped around her wrists and ankles,
She was young, shapely, but there was ar
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expression of alarm in her pretty face now.
Marcos Zappa guessed she had been weep-
ing only a moment before.

“This girl is named Rosa, Don Marcos,”
the landlord said. “Ste is the cleanest and
fairest 1 could find. She has been well
bathed by the servants and her body
anointed with perfumes.”

“Why bring her herer?”

“Ah, senor, I think of everything when
there is a guest of your importance in my
house. The evening is chill, and there is a
damp fog. 'Tis true © shall put a brazier
in your room while you are amusing your-
self this evening. But the heat from a
brazier does not penetrate the couch, Don
Marcos. And this girl is the best bed
warmer I could find. I hope you approve
of her.”

“She seems fitted for the work,” Marcos
Zappa replied, remembering some of the
strange customs of vhich he had heard.

“She will have your bed warmed and
perfumed by resting ir it until you return.”

The landlord bowec and retired quickly,
for he saw that Marcis Zappa was almost
ready for the evening meal and wished to
supervise the serving of it. As the door
closed, Marcos Zappa smiled at the girl
to put her at her ease, and adjusted his
jacket,

“So your name is Rosa?” he asked.

“Si, Excellency.”

“Do not call me Ixcellency, for 1 do
not merit the title. Why are vou so
afraid?”

“This—it is that the work is new to me,
sesior. Tt is the first timne I have been called
on to do it. My father compelled me to
come when the landlord asked.”

Marcos Zappa laughed. “It should be a
rare treat for you to stretch out your pretty
body in a soft bed between fine sheets,
and rest,” he told her. “Warm my bed well,
Rosa, and as soon as 1 am ready to retire,
vou may return home.”

He went out into the patio, closing the
door behind him, and walked slowly and
with dignified tread to the main room of
the inn. He found Carlos there, standing
proudly at the head of a table which bore

the best the landlord possessed in the way
of utensils and napery. Seating himself,
Marcos Zappa glanced around the room,
which was comfortably filled with guests.

OWING and rubbing his hands, the

landlord stepped up to the table.
“Serve all in the room with good wine,
and put it to my account,” Marcos Zappa
ordered.

“It shall be done immediately, Don
Marcos.” The landlord clapped his hands
and gestured to the watchful native serv-
ants, who had heard.

“And what do you have for me to eat?”

“A roast turkey cock with stewed
almonds baked in his belly, Don Marcos.”

“’Twill do for an appetizer.”

“Also a roast of the tenderloin of beef,
basted with rare wine. A stew of rice and -
frijoles flavored with brandy. The salted
eyes of fish in wild orange jelly—”

“Ha! Bring them all, and anything else
you have prepared,” Marcos Zappa inter-
rupted. “Let me begin eating. I cannot
slay my hunger by listening to a recital of
what you have in your kitchen.”

Those in the room saluted him and
drank when they all had been served with
wine, Marcos Zappa relaxed in the heavy
chair which had been draped with soft
blankets. A line of native servants brought
the food, and he began eating.

The food was excellent, but his thougtts
almost choked him at times. It was to this
he had been born—the respect of men, an
acknowledgment of his high position, in-
fluence, power, wealth. And for more than
two years these things had been denied
him; he had lived among uncouth men.
Yet, strangely enough, he did not exactly
regret those years.

He finished his meal and relaxed in the
chair again, sipping good wine from the
landlord’s best goblet. The soiled dishes
were cleared away and fresh candles put
in the candelbra. The landlord approached
him.

“Your pardon, Don Marcos,” he said,
“but there is a gentleman who desires to
speak with vou.”
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“His name?”

“He says he is a Sefior Bardoso, a travel-
ing merchant, and that he -met you some
time ago in San Diego de Alcala and now
wishes to pay his respects.”

“Let the fellow approach,”
Zappa said.

The landlord turned and beckoned, and
a short, squat man dressed in ill-fitting
clothes of good cloth, came toward the
table, bowing every other step. He rolled
as he walked. His face was almost black
from the sun. He had a great mop of black
hair. There was a scar at the corner of his
left eye which caused him to squint in a
peculiar fashion.

“May I dare hope that you remember
a worm like me, Don Marcos?” he asked,
ifh a ringing voice. “I am Bardoso, the
traveling merchant.”

Marcos Zappa bowed slightly and
smiled. He knew Bardoso well. But he was
not a merchant. He was the captain of the
pirate schooner which Marcos Zappa had
left only a few days before.

Marcos

CHAPTER VI
HER CHAPERON IS STEEL

ARCOS ZAPPA gestured languidly

for Bardoso to seat himself at the
side of the table, and motioned for a serv-
ant to serve wine.

“It occurs to me that I recall meeting
you somewhere, Sefior Bardoso,” he said,
when the servant had retreated. And,
under his breath and scarcely moving his
lips, he added: “But I did not expect to
meet you here.”

“I am grateful for this opportunity to
renew our brief acquaintance, Don
Marcos,” Bardoso replied, for the benefit
of those within easy hearing. And, also
under his breath, he said: “I understand
everything. Meet me this evening at the
pleasure house of Esteban Gonzales. Gen-
tlemen of good blood go there masked.”

Bardoso finished his goblet of wine,
arose and bowed and backed away as if
from royalty. Marcos Zappa rested a
moment longer; beckoned the landlord.

“Sesior, what and where is the pleasure
house of Esteban Gonzales?” he asked.

“It is down a side street not far from
the corner of the plaza, Don Marcos,” the
landlord replied in whispers. “If it is your
wish to visit there I1'll have one of my
trusted servants show you and your body-
servant the way to it. My servant will be
discreet. I can furnish you with a mask,
also, The play at Esteban Gonzales’ place
is high at times.”

“Are you presuring to advise me to
watch my purse, seror?” Marcos Zappa
asked, lifting his eyebrows.

“Ah, no, Don Ma-cos! No offense, I beg.
That thought was rot in my mind, senor.
I but meant that the play there is high
enough to interest a wealthy grandee such
as you.”

Marcos Zappa nodded that he under-
stood. Men of blood and station seldom
gambled in a public inn, except young and
reckless caballeros sut for a lark. They
generally repaired to pleasure houses, wore
masks, set aside their real identities when
they entered and became as equals to all
there.

“I have a fancy to take a stroll pres-
ently, serzor,” Marcos Zappa told the land-
lord, “Your servant may meet me outside
the door.”

Some minutes later, he got up from the
table, put on his sombrero, and strolled the
length of the room with Carlos at his heels.
Outside in the foggy night the servant met
them and handed Marcos Zappa a mask.
The native then led the way through the
shadows, along the side of the plaza and
into a narrow, dark street. Marcos Zappa
let his hand drop to the dagger in his sash.

The pleasure house of Esteban Gonzales
was a large adobe structure, with entrance
through a gate and patio. The servant
whispered something to somebody in the
shadows, and the pate was pulled open.
Marcos Zappa ent@red the patio with
Carlos close behind him.

ORCHES illuminated the patio, in the
center of which a fountain gurgled.
Blooming flowers scented the misty night.
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Carlos turned aside to a corner where other
bodyservants were waiting, and Marcos
Zappa went to the massive front door and
used the bronze knocker.

He put on his mask as he waited. The
door was opened, and a man bowed and
bade him enter. In the large room, a blaze
of light came from scores of candles. Men
were playing at tables with dice and cards,
others sprawled on couaches, drinking and
gossiping.

“I am Esteban Gon:ales, sesior,” a man
beside him said. “The identity behind your
mask is known to me. Be welcome to my
house, and may good fortune attend you
in your play. Since this is your first visit
here, it is customary to visit my private
quarters and have a glass of wine. This
way, sefnor, please.”

Marcos Zappa followed him to an ad-
joining room which was lavishly furnished.
He sat where Esteban Gonzales indicated
at the end of a heavy carved table.

A door opened, and a girl came into the
room carryving a silver tray upon which
were decanter and glasses.

“This is my daughter, Anita, sesor,”
Esteban Gonzales said.

Marcos Zappa smiled and inclined his
head. “She is vary charming.”

Perhaps seductive was a better word, he
thought. He watched Fer as she poured the
wine. Her shoulders lifted so her firm
round breasts pressed tightly against the
carment she wore. Her hips undulated as
she walked around the table. Her black
eyes flashed as did the jewels in her
tumbled mass of curly raven hair, and her
narted red lips seemed to invite a kiss.

Marcoe Zappa drank the drink of cour-
tesy with Esteban Gonzales; then the lat-
ter excused himself on the plea that cther
guests had arrived, and hurried away. The
smiling girl refilled Marcos Zappa’s glass.

“There is a saving, sesor, that when a
man /s unlucky at cards he is lucky in love,”
she said, speaking in a deep rich voice and
smiting at him again. “Were I the girl of
vour thoughts, sesior, your losses at the
~9vd and dice tables would be heavy.”

“That is a bold speech, serorita, when

we two are here alone and with no duefie
to watch over us,” Marcos Zappa warned,
laughing at her.

“Ah, but I have my duesia in my garter,
serior,”’ she said. She lifted the side of her
dress slightly, exposing a garter with a
gem-studded clasp—and a dagger in it.

Marcos Zappa laughed again. “That
duena would frighten away many a suitor,
seniorita,” he said.

“It has frightened some and bitten one
or two,” she admitted.

“What manner of girl are you, to en-
courage in one breath and threaten in the
next?”’

“Y AM the daughter of Esteban Gonzales,

who operates a house of pleasure, seior.
Yet I am as jealous of my good name in
some things as the highest-born sesiorita in
Alta California. Even as the one you
helped protect today when her carriage
was assailed.”

“You have learned of that?”

“It is the talk of the entire town by
now, sexor. How little Don Miguel de
Gandara is strutting around! He slew two
of the rogues, the report says, and you one
of them.”

“The little Don Miguel, as you call him,
saved my life during the encounter.”

“1 did not know that. He would be the
last to say so, seror. He is a true caballero
and not giving to boasting,” the gisl
replied.

“Then spread the truthful report, that
he may be given credit. 1 slipped and was
prone on the ground, and one of the rogues
almost had me with his knife. Don Miguel
de Gandara used his blade in time to save
me.”

“He did us all a service, seror! . .
Sefiorita Manuela de Vasquez is very beau-
tiful, is she not?”

“She is so beautiful and so good that
her name is not to be mentioned, sesiorita,
in such a place as this,” Marcos Zappa
rebuked her sternly.

The girl’s face was stained quickly with
anger, and she tossed her head.

“And you know as much, so do not rage
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at me for what I have just said,” Marcos
Zappa added, softly. “It- was a just
rebuke.” B

“You are right,” she admitted. “I should
be angry and hate you, but there is some-
thing about you—"

“And there is a dagger in your garter,”
he broke in, laughing softly. “Do not tempt
me to my own ruin. Don Miguel is not
here to save me now.”

She took a step toward him, approached
so close to him that he caught a whiff of
the perfume she had touched to her ears
and hair.

“I am very swift in my likes and dis-
likes, sefior; and I have decided that T like
you,” she confessed, softly. “I hope you
come often to my father’s house—and that

*sometimes you will rather talk to me than
play with cards or at dicing. I like you so
much at our first meeting, seior, that I
would give you a word of warning.”

“And that—" he asked.

“Capitin Cervera, commanding the
soldiers here, is showing much interest in
you.”

“Indeed?”
brows.

“He has been asking many questions, 1
understand.”

She flashed him another smile, picked up
the tray, and went swiftly to the door. A
moment she looked at him coquettishly,
then darted from the room.

Marcos Zappa lifted his

CHAPTER VII
REMEMBER THE BRAND

ARCOS ZAPPA finished the goblet

of wine slowly, then got out of his
chair. But the door to the main room
opened, Bardoso waddled in and motioned
for him to resume his seat. The pirate sat
down on the other side of the table and
spoke in low tones:

“I have arranged that we’ll not be dis-
turbed while we are here. How does it feel
to be an arrogant don with plenty of gold
to spend?”’

“Natural,” Marcos Zappa replied. “What
know you of all this?”

“I know considerable about it, emige,
and it is all right with me. I was ap-
proached in the matter of granting you a
release from the schooner for a time, to
allow you to serve a certain gentleman in
some strange capeacity. I, too, have been
given gold.”

“Are you acquiinted with Don Pedro
Garcia?” Marcos Zappa asked.

“I have held speech with him in my
time,” Bardoso replied, loftily. “Ask me
no more questions.”

“But you can tell me what you are doing
here in Reina de .os Angeles. And where
is the schooner?”

Bardoso bent over the table and lowered
his voice.

“As to that, the schooner put into a
small bay near the place they call San
Pedro. It is only a score of miles from here.
I landed, and the schooner put out to sea
again. But she will return at the appointed
time.”

“And you?”

“I am making certain arrangements,
amigo,” Bardoso replied. “Attend me! This
is a rich pueblo. Tte warehouses are stuffed
and the merchants roll in gold. Some of
the great haciendas in the neighborhood
are groaning under a burden of wealth also,
It would be an act of mercy to relieve them
of some of it. It is time we made a great
and profitable raid, sesor, and acquired a
real amount of gold and goods.”

“Are you mad?” Marcos Zappa asked.
“Think of the danger of failure. The
soldiers—"

“Ha! Only a score of men and one
capitin are stationed here. Suppose they
are sent far from tae town on some certain
matter, and the dcor left open for us?

“Suppose I am informed, amigo, which
is the proper moment to strike, where to
get wealth quickly without wasting time,
and how to retreat with my men and the
loot to this bay rear San Pedro without
being caught? And suppose I have a very
good friend here aiding me in all these
matters?”’

“Then a successful raid could be ac-
complished,” Marcos Zappa agreed.
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“So do whatever it 15 you are to do for
the gentleman, Marcos. I'll time the raid so
you can depart with us on the schooner.
Meanwhile, T shall have a little fun myself
posing as a merchant.”

“Be cautious, Bardyso. Suppose your
identity and business are questioned?”

“T have a man ready to vouch for me,
one whose word will be accepted instantly
without question. Now I must leave you,
amigo. 1t is not good that we be seen to-
gether too much. Let us make this house
of pleasure our meeting place when it is
necessary that we meet and talk.”

“That is agreeable.”

“It is a pleasant house, and the daughter
is a pretty baggage.”

“But she carries a dagger in her garter,”
Marcos Zappa warned him.

“You have found out that much already,
and you not in the house save for a score
of breaths? Your speed in such things is
remarkable, amigo.”

Bardoso laughed and lurched from the
room.

N A moment, Marcos Zappa followed

him. More guests had come to the
Gonzales house, and :he large gambling
room was comfortably filled. Marcos Zappa
drifted among the tablcs, had a short fling
with the dice, and went on to a table in
a corner for a glass of wine and a bite to
eat.

He had come here for the talk with
Bardoso. And Bardoso’s talk had convinced
him of the truth of what he had suspected
for a considerable time—that the pirate
chief was always so successful in his raids
because he knew when and where to strike,
that he had private information from some-
hody on the shore.

He felt a touch on his arm, turned
guickly and found Don Pedro Garcia be-
side him.

“Tet us stroll in the patio, sesior, for a
breath of air,” Don Pedro said.

They leit the big room and entered the
patio, walked toward the splashing foun-
tain, talking of ordinary things until they
were where nobody could overhear.

“You have made an auspicious begin-
ning,” Don Pedro said, then, speaking in
low tones. “T arranged that attack on the
carriage of Don Juan de Vasquez so you
would happen to come along at the proper
moment. I knew Don Juan was visiting
friends at a hacienda, and timed the
affair.”

“You hired those three rogues to pose
as highwaymen?” Marcos Zappa asked.
‘“They were slain, and one of them almost
slew me.”

“They met their just deserts,” Don
Pedro declared. “They had strict orders te
run away when you appeared, and on no
account to harm you. But no doubt they
thought they would profit more by robbing
Don Juan. The point is, sesor, that you
met Don Juan and the serorite and placed
them under some obligation to you. It gives
you the chance to commence your work.”

“Si. It also gave Don Miguel de Gandara
a chance to save my life and put me under
obligation to him.”

“Is your honor so great that you can-
not forget a little thing like that?” Don
Pedro asked. “Remember the brand on

“your forehead, sesor. Good clothes and

food, gold in your pockets, a chance to
mingle again with descent people—they
cannot remove that brand.”

Marcos Zappa’s eyes gleamed an instant,
then the fire in them died out.

I shall forget nothing, Don Pedro,” her
said.

“Bueno! Some time tomorrow, I'll visit
you at the inn to make your acquaintance
in a formal manner. And an opportunity
approaches for you. There will be a fiesta
held at Mission San Gabriel in two days’
time. There will be merrymaking and danc-
ing at one of the haciendas. At such times,
senor, the bars of convention are lowered
somewhat. You may have a chance to com-
mence your conquest of the sesiorita’s
heart.”

They strolled back into the big gaming
room and separated. Marcos Zappa loitered
around the tables for a short time, watch-
ing the play, then went toward the front
door. Esteban Gonzales met him there,



24 ARGOSY

“You do not like my place, sefior?” he
asked.

“Very much,” Marcos Zappa admitted.
“Now that I know my path here, you may
see me often. But I do not feel like play-
ing tonight, Sefior Gonzales. I am fatigued
after my journey, and am sorry company.”’

Gonzales bowed respectfully, made an
elaborate sweeping gesture.

“My door is open to you at any time.
Buenas noches, seiior!”

“Nochkes!”

The heavy front door was opened, and
Marcos Zappa found himself in the patio
again. He beckoned for the watchful Carlos
to join him. Again they went through the

narrow, dark street toward the corner of
the plaza and the inn.

The main room of the inn was thick
with smoke from the fireplace. Men
sprawled on the benches around the tables,
ate, drank and gambled. Marcos Zappa
started straight dcwn the length of the
room, making for the entrance to the patio,
thinking only of reaching his chamber.

But suddenly a man in uniform con-
fronted him, compelling him to stop.

“Don Marcos Zadpa?” he asked.

“T am, senor.”

“I am Capitan Cervera, commandante
here in Reina de l.os Angeles. I desire a
word with you, Don Marcos,”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

Night Time Is Nippon Time

SCULATION is a nasty word: particularly on the Japanese end of your trip
to the Orient. /f it happens in the daylight. That’s law, whether the tourist

likes it or not.

In other words, the theme song of dear old Nippon from now on will be, “Just a
Kiss in the Dark.” Because the authorities there have put a tibu on kissing during

the hours from dawn to sundown.

The foreigner can take it or leave it; but if he meets a ciarming Pitti-Sing at,
say, three p.M., takes her into the park, and implants a chaste kiss on her small
celestial lips, he is instantly subject te classification as an undesirable. Which means
Honorable Deportation, Or in other words, killing two birds with one stone.

Which, after all, is hardly in accordance with the best light-operatic tradition of
Japanese law, as envisioned by Gilbert and Sullivan. The Mikedo (Bill Robinson to
you) states the one clear theory of Jurisprudence thus: “My chject all sublime . . .

to make the punishment fit the crime.”

Very well, then. According to this kind of justice, if a man were caught kissing

his Japanese cook, say, on the streets of Tokyo while the sun vsas shining, he should
be made to kiss every cook in Manhattan, while riding on top of a Fiith Avenue
bus. But according to the rather dull new Japanese conception, 1e is merely deported.

—Robin Townley

Help Kidneys Pass 3 Lbs. a Day

Doctors say your kidneys contain 15
miles of tiny tubes or filters which help
to purify the blood and keep you healthy.
Most people pass about 3 pints a day or
about 3 pounds of waste.

Frequent or scanty passages with smart-
ing and burning shows there may be some-
thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder.

An excess of acids or poisons in your
blood, when due to functional kidney dis-
orders, may be the cause of nagging back-

ache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of
pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling,
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and
dizziness.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over
40 years. They give happy relief and will
help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush
out poisonous waste from your blood. Get
Doan’s Pills.
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» « « whipped out his revolver, put it to
the side of his head, and pulied the trigger

No Medals Tonight

Tiny moment of triumph in the life of

a droop who acquirsd his poker at

Wipers, his manners nowhere, and his
honor—in an accident

By JOHN RUSSELL

Author of “Where The Pavement Ends,” “Three
Things,” etc.

é“ ELL, Judge, what did you get in
the big war?” This was Shank-

lin, drawling. Nobody paid him
much attention. Shanklin was a shell-
shocker: we were used to his little spells
of strangeness, his occasional lapses from
strictly good taste.

These made small account in our hard-
worked, stark-living community of seven
white men and two thousand coolies at the
Tembok tin mines.

“I drew two cards,”” said Hake, our
level-eyed engineer, wto was also civil
magistrate of the district. “Are you calling
me?”

“I drew nothing anc. I got nothing,”

growled Shanklin. He gave up his idea of
running a bluff and chucked in two
Queens. Hake showed his five cards with
bare openers of Jacks, and quietly scooped
the pot.

“There it is,” Shanklin observed. “Even
a lousy British poker player blows me
down! And me that learned mine in the
old stone barn at Wipers. . . . Where'd
you learn yours, limey?”

“Just there or thereabouts,” answered
Hake; precise, quietly disapproving, but
not offended. Men in pioneer places learn
to take it that way. They have to, else
everybody would be at everybody’s throat.

Meanwhile it was difficult to gauge the
exact degree of ill-nature, of potential
danger, in Shanklin’s mind. He sat back
and swabbed his face with a sweat-soaked
kerchief.

“That seems to pin the drinks on me.
And friends and brethren, I sure need one.
.« . Whew! whatever possessed any of us
to come to this damn country, will any-
body tell me?”

He clapped his hands and yelled “Hy-
eah!” The first brought our Tamil club
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attendant to take orders; the second
brought the languid, swaying punkah to
new life on its pull-rope overhead.

One drink, Shanklin had said. That was
all he took: a single gin pakit, such as
each of us took with him—a fact which
we afterwards remembered. Naturally, it
could not affect him. But there was some-
thing else. . .

We knew, all of us knew, that Shanklin
had been altogether too close to a dyna-
mite set-off on the Lutong lode that after-
noon. At Tembok we did some very tough
gangue mining, and the setting of the
blasts was a highly technical and fussy
sort of job.

Because of the carelessness of a Malay
assistant, Shanklin had had really a nar-

»TOw escape. Such things are not good for
a man whose nerves have once come un-
stuck, So we were somewhat prepared,
and somewhat more than leniently dis-
posed toward any small eccentricity that
might crop out in him tonight.

UT what he gave us—mno, we were

hardly prepared for that. As in this
line of war-talk he had started: a topic
strictly taboo among us as a general rule,
the way with most veterans. He went
barging right along with it.

“T know—it’s one of those things ‘not
done’,” he admitted. “But I'm going to
tell you guys something, and you’ll have
to stand for it. T got to get it off my chest.
Even if it ain’t ‘quite British’. Listen:

“Every one of you swabs copped some
kind of a decoration in the war—didn’t
you? Well, I know you did. A cross, or a
medal, or just a ribbon to tie in your
coat—even though you don’t wear ’em.”

1t happened to be true.

“All right,” continued Shanklin, grimly.
“Well, T didn’t. See? I didn’t. And I'll
tell you something else: I never went into
action without trying for one. Funny
thing to confess, ain’t it? Well, it’s a
fact. . .

“I wanted the Medal of Honor, and the
Distinguished Service Cross, and the
Medaille Militaire. And even the V.C.-—

yeah! T enlisted first with the Canadians,
y’ know; then with the French Foreign,
before our bloks got over. I did my
darnedest for a Belgian Commemorative,
and missed out. Why, by Godfrey I didn't
even rate a Croix de Guerre!”

“How about that sharp-shooter gad-
get?” piped Martin, the only other Yan-
kee among us. “Most of our heli-busters
used to jingle one, till they got wise.”

It was Martin's well-meant attempt to
slack off the tension; but Shanklin paid
no heed. The mar. was shaking. His pupils
had contracted: he made a twisting mo-
tion of his head, ‘ike a wry-neck.

These signs we knew, and we felt verv
sorry for Shanklin. We were most uncom-
fortably eager to have him stop talking;
we ielt much the same distress as if we
heard some young girl innocently uttering
indelicacies.

Meanwhile he slugged on.

“No, friends and gents, I'll tell you whar
I was. 1 was a pot hunter. And all for
nothing. A pot hunter. That’s what you
call a guy who goes out to collect some
reward that ough: to come to him, if at
all, without think ng, in the way of duty.

“Me; 1 was like those gyps who travel
around to amateur games to pick up cheap
watches and plated cups: pots!

“And all soldiers are supposed to be
amateurs, ain’t they?

“Well, that’s me. A damn fool amateur.
Every time I tried to do something, 1
couldn’t. And every time I could—why,
nobody was looking.” )

I' think we would have liked to laugh
at that quip, if it would have helped
Shanklin. But there was no laughter in the
rueful, strained face.

“That’s what I've been doing all my
life. Taking pot chots at things. Getting
nowhere, getting nothing. Looka here: I
couldn’t get to show a wound-stripe, and
1 hope to die if T ever so much as killed
an enemy! Not that anyone ever saw!

“And listen: if any of you ginks had
been on the lode this afternoon, you'd-a
been blown to bits. Nothing ever happens
to me the way it would to anybody else.
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“I tell you I'm a freak: I'm a miss. I'm
a Wandering Jew. I'm lke one of these
Malay haunts in the woods—you think
you see me here, and I ain’t—I ain’t here
at all! You fellows don’t believe it?”

His voice rose to a scream. He was on
his feet. So were the rest of us—scared,
but not in the least ready for his next
appalling gesture.

“IDY Godfrey, I'll show you!” he cried,

and in a flash he whipped from his
thigh a big, blue, old-time revolver, placed
it against the side of his head, and
pressed the trigger. . . . The click of its
hammer falling dead left us transfixed, pet-
rified, in a choked silence.

Before we could move. Shanklin broke
the weapon and showed its chamber. It
was fully loaded; only one of the six car-
tridges, the one still in place, showed the
nick of the misfire. . . .

With a twisted smile, contemptuously,
Shanklin snapped the revolver shut again,
pointed it at random toward the outer
wall, and fired swiftly—five times.

We were still standing, stricken and be-
wildered, when Shanklin passed the gun,
with a little formal bow, to Hake. Then
he clapped his hands and yelled, “Hy-
eah!”

The first brought our Tamil attendant,
frightened half out of his wits, to take
orders. The second brougat no result.

The punkah over our heads was con-
tinuing to sway languidly back and forth,

but slow: with lessened arc, with no
pull. . ..

In a common surge, we all jammed
through the door to the outer verandah.
On the floor lay the punkah coolie; the
pull-rope still held in his pulseless hand.

“Who was he?” asked someone.

“Just a Chink,” said Hake, on one knee
beside the body. “He probaby has no
name for identity—just a number on the
company books. . . . Five slugs. That’s a
pretty efficient weapon of yours, Shank-
lin.” '

“Yes sir.” Shanklin stood at attention;
rather pale under his tan, but otherwise
quite calm, quite normal, quite himself
again. “I'm damn sorry, sir. Must apolo-
gize. Fool thing to do. . . . Poor devill
. .. And what,” he added, drawling, “what
do I get for this, Judge?”

“It was an accident, of course,” com-
mented Hake. “Have you a license to carry
the gun?”

“Yes sir.”

“Ah,” said our level-headed magistrate,
coolly. “I thought I might have to fine
you five dollars. But as it is—with all
these witnesses to such a plain case—I'm
afraid you get nothing.”

“Nothing,” repeated Shanklin, nodding.
He was contrite enough, looking down at
the luckless victim; but we may have won-
dered, some of us, whether there was not,
perhaps, just the passing, momentary
gleam of some recondite satisfaction in his
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Savoy and Fisher Return
In a Mile-a-Minute Adventure

Chaos Is A

Quiet Place

By DONALD BARR CHIDSEY

Author of “Little Rat What Now?"” “Flaming Acres,’ etc.

Two young men of Manhattan officiate at a pleasant daytime shambles which

includes, strangely enough, fireworks. The little fellow pours; the man with the

cigar hands out one lump or two. Ladies and gentlemer,, we give you—Savoy
and Fisher!

I

HE terrace was crowded, and Nick

I sat at a table by himself, his back

against the hotel, his eyes half
closed, a cigar in his mouth, a glass of cold
beer in his hand. In that inconspicuous
corner he locked half asleep. His eyes back
of ponderou® lids were glazed.

It was not that the scene was dull;
rather the contrary. The whole world
passed Shepheard’s — stiff Englishmen,
Frenchmen with their supercilious eyes,
Syrians, Turks, strange frightened visitors
from the upper Nile country whose faces
were bright with tattooing; Italians, Ger-
mans, occasionally an American tourist
gripping his camera, Armenians, scowling
Arabs, Jews, Nubians black as tar; Al-
gerians, Greeks, now and then a Japanese.

Among all these were the legitimate na-
tives of Cairo some in kaftans, some in
western clothes,

They were business men and beggars,
taxi drivers, guides, procurers, sellers of
souvenirs, presidents of banks; they were
thieves and carpenters, mullahs from the
mosques, professors from the university;
they were camel drivers, engineers, diggers
of irrigation ditches, peddlers, purse
snatchers, poets.

Oh, the scene was colorful enough! Yet
its very color lent it an aspect lovely and
ever-changing but beyond denial soporific.

The smeared rultiplicity of details, like
the blending of a million street sounds,
teased a café sitter out of all thought, as
the stars will do when you lie on your
back of a clear night and gaze up at them,
or as the ocean will do with its lifting and
falling waves, or a fire in the fireplace
which defies you to read your book.

“Sabak el ker. May 1 sit down?”

Nick with an effort opened one eye. The
man who had accosted him was a young
Egyptian dressed in very good Western
clothes. He had beautiful teeth, and was
smiling. The smile was a shade heavy,
suggesting an old-fashioned movie villain
—a suggestion accented by the slim, silky,
almost unbelievably black -mustache.

The man wore a tarboosh. He carried an
amber sebka or string of prayer beads.

Nick let the one eye droop again.

“Help yourself,” he mumbled, suppos-
ing only that the stranger sought a place
to sit. “The durip is crowded, isn’t it?"

The young man sat down carefully,
elaborately, somewhat like a cat. All the
while smiling, he leaned toward Nick.

“You are Mr. Nicholas Fisher, is
not so?”

28
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The eyelid came up again, though with- d

out notable alacrity.

“What if T am?”

“But you are?”

“Well, all right, then, T am.”

The Egyptian nodded, and drew some-
thing from his right hip pocket. He did
not raise this thing above the level of
the table.

“1 would like to have a little talk with
vou,” he explained.

" Nick deliberately looked under the table,

“Is it necessary to keep that pointed at
me all the time?”

HE smile did not waver. It might

have been clamped upon the lower
part of the man’s face with steel clamps;
though never did it overllow to his eyes,
which were hard and wary.

“T have heard that you are very swift
at drawing your own pisiol, and accurate
when you shoot. Perhaps this is better so.”

“What makes you think I'm going to get
sore?”

“Perhaps not.” An exquisite shrug.
There was something downright eighteenth
century about this man’s hoity-toity affec-

The room was suddenly filled
with them. Big men glaring.
Each held some weapon

tations. “But I play safe, as you Amer-
icans say. You see, I wish to talk about a
certain ginger jar.”

“Oh,” said Nick. He swallowed half
his beer, wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand. He straightened. “Why didn’t
you say so right away?”

His eyes, despite the heavy-hanging lids,
were not idle. Though they were veiled
by casualness, there was a wealth of mean-
ing in them as they flicked toward an-
other American seated at a table twelve
or fifteen feet away. And that other Amer-
ican got the meaning.

He was a small fellow, as small as Nick
Fisher was big; and he was bright, alert,
funny of face, monkey-like in his nervous
movements, suggesting a monkey too with
his tiny beady shrewd eyes and his age-
less ugly mouth.

Yet he did not stand out in a crowd.
He had a talent for being inconspicuous.
You looked at him two or three times
before you noticed anything unusual about
him. Just now, ignoring his highball, he
watched the crowds with childishly eager
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eyes. He clutched a guide-book in his lap.

“You know what 1 speak of?” the
Egyptian started cautiously.

“Of course! Mr. Doremus’ azure Nan-
kin.”

“A costly bit of porcelain, I under-
stand?”

Nick snorted.

“You wunderstand? Listen, let’s not go
beating around bushes, I'm not subtle with
the accumulated wisdom of the ages and
all that. 'm just a plain American. That
ginger jar we’re talking about is part of a
set Mr. Doremus spent twenty years bring-
ing together. It’s got the Jabachs and the
Heeswijks wiped off the artistic map. It’s
the greatest thing of its kind.

“But it isn't complete without that jar
somebody stole from Mr. Doremus’ yacht
three months ago in Monte Carlo. I assume
were talking about the same jar. Now if
you know where it is, say so; and we’ll
start talking terms.”

The Egyptian, a man by nature and
heritage circuitous, swallowed. But he
kept smiling. He clicked his sebka in the
exquisitely manicured fingers of his left
hand. His right hand remained beneath the
table.

“I—uh—1I only speak for another, you
comprehend?”

“I never thought you were the crook
yourself. If you were, you wouldn't be
here. Well, spill it! How much does your
friend want for returning the thing? I'm
authorized to make out a draft in Mr.
Doremus’ name up to a certain amount. I
can show you papers to prove this. Never
mind what the amount is—now.”

“My friend,” the Egyptian said, speak-
ing as if his every word were being taken
down by newspaper correspondents, “will
not hand the object in question to any
representative of Mr, Doremus, no matter
what his credentials, but only to Mr.
Doremus himself.”

“ HEN your friend’s goofy, Mr. Dore-

mus happens to be cruising in the
Mediterranean. You don’t suppose he’s
going to put in at Alexandria and come

up to Cairo on a vague tip like this, do
you? I do it because it happens to be
my business, but I'm not a multi-mil-
lionaire.”

“You are in touch with Mr. Doremus?”

Nick nodded.

“By radio. He's got a swell set on the
Stella. Got about everything on that yacht
except a skating rink.”

“Yes, of course I have heard much about
the Stella.” He pocketed his beads and
with his left thumbnail stroked his mus-
tache. He was looking at Nick, and all the
while fixedly smiling.

A street magician popped up out of no-
where and began to take small gayly-
colored flywhisks out of a handkerchief,
out of his pockets, out of the table itself.

“See, what have I here? I say mys-
terious word, Goobee, goobee, goobee, out
come manasha. You got five piastre? I
Say“—”

“Beat it,” growled Nick.

A waiter came on the run, and the per-
former scampered back to the street. His
kind weren’t allowed on the terrace, but
they were thick as flies and twice as hard
to get rid of.

“Would you know that jar, if you saw
it, Mr. Fisher?”

“Of course I would! That’s my busi-
ness. I've seen the other three and 1've
seen plenty of pictures of this one. So
don’t try to pull anything fast.”

The Egyptian was puzzled, but he con-
tinued,

“Then perhaps if you saw it personally
and assured yourself that it was the au-
thentic jar, you could so inform Mr. Dore-
mus and he would come here and get it?”

“I don’t see why it can’t be turned over
to me.”

That eighteer.th century shrug again.
Nick didn’t like the guy.

“1 am only repeating what my friend has
told me to say. Will you look at the jar,
Mr. Fisher?”

“Tickled to death.”

“You must consent to put yourself in
my hands. Not now, but tonight, after
dark. You must not be armed or attended
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in any way. I shall raeet you here?”
“Fine. Right at this table. After dinner.”
The Egyptian rose, adroitly pocketing
what he had held in his right hand: nobody
but Nick could have seer it.
“Sahida, my friend. Until tonight.”
“Fake it easy.”

% TICK went back to his hotel. He was
LN pot staying at Shepheard’s but at a
quieter and more modest establishment
far out on Fouad I Avenue. There he had
lunch, and afterward wen: up to his room.

Another glass of beer in his fist, he
stood on the balcony facing an empty
inner court. Cairo was very still. A muezzin
Nick couldn’t cee was calling the faithful
to noontime prayer, bu: the mutter of
traffic was blurred and dull,

After a while he turned back into the
room and poured himseli the rest of the
bottle of beer.

“Hope you saved some for me?”

The monkey-faced American nipped in
from the balcony. He had not made a
sound. He never did. Nick shook his head.

“You oughtn’t to do that, Eddy. Why
don’t you come in through the door, like
a gentleman? Nobody here knows you.”

“Force of habit, T guess. This my beer?
‘Thanks.”

News that Eddy Savoy was working
with Nick Fisher would have dumb-
founded the men who knew him of old
and now believed him dead.

A product of the New York slums, the
diminutive Eddy had never had much
schooling, but he was smart as a whip. A
package thief, a sneak thief, he had in
time been promoted to picking pockets,
an occupation at which he had no superior,

But cannons go in mobs, and Eddy had
a passion for working alone; so he gave
that up: and after a fling at safe cracking,
which he quickly realized was passé, he
took to separating gauds from fat society
women.

In this his success was phenomenal. For
vears he was indisputably the busiest and
most brilliant jewel thief in the United
State, and his activities were estimated

to have cost one insurance company, the
Great Eastern—which employed the cele-
brated Nick Fisher—the tidy sum of four
million dollars.

Of this, to be sure, Eddy retained very
little. Not that he was a spender; but
such a crook, if he’d keep out of jail, has
his necessary expenses, mostly connected
with the fix, and for every tenner he took
in Eddy passed out eight or nine in the
form of bribes regular or emergency.

Nor, since he worked alone and refused
to deal constantly with one fence, did he
ever get a good price for his loot. In fact,
for all the vast fortune he had stolen,
when he finally quit the game in disgust
he was very nearly broke.

Personally friendly, Eddy Savoy and
Nick Fisher had been for many years pro-
fessional enemies. But when Eddy gave
up robbery the watchful Nick saw no
reason why such talents should be per-
mitted to go to waste. In addition, he liked
and trusted Eddy. They understood one
another. They worked well together.

Nick had his own methods of recover-
ing lost trinkets. The Great Eastern execu-
tives let him do pretty much as he pleased
as long as he got results—which he did—
and never quibbled about his expense ac-
counts. They would have fainted if they’d
learned that the wraith Eddy Savoy, whom
they supposed to be dead, was actually
if not directly on the Great Eastern pay-
roll. But then, as Nick said, what they
didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them,

Yes, they worked well together, these
two, Nick being the official agent, the
front; Eddy the silent but very active
partner.

At home, to be sure, Eddy was still too
hot to circulate. He might be dead on the
records, but charges stood against him in
almost every one of the forty-eight states,
not to mention the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation.

It was not likely that many police de-
partments had thrown away their copies
of his fingerprints. There were still hun-
dreds of cops, as there were hundreds of
crooks, who would recognize him,
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N FOREIGN countries, however, it was
different, and Nick’s work took him

increasingly to foreign parts. This John
W. Doremus business, for example—

“Well,” said Eddy, “do you think it’s
the right party?”

“Must be. That anonymous tip said for
me just to sit alone on the terrace at
Shepheard’s until somebody spoke to me.”

“The guy,” said Eddy, looking at his
beer, “is a guy named Saied Hemeda Abo
Mossa, but I wasn’t able to find out much
more about him except that he seemed to
be a sort of gambler and maybe a con
man. Never had any real trouble with the
cops, though they know who he is.”

“Where’d he go after he left me?”

‘“Across Ibrahim Pacha Street and over
past the American mission into the fish
market district.”

“That’s a pretty tough section, isn’t it?”

“The toughest in town. Little crooked
streets, gals and thugs everywhere, smells
to high heaven figuratively and literally
both. T hate to think what it must be like
at night! Anyway our friend Saied Heme-
da seemed to know what he was doing,
and he finally ducked into a little rabbit-
hole of a joint. I thought it might tip
my hand to follow him. Anyway I'd al-
ready fanned him.”

Eddy had a shadow’s touch. He could
search a man down to his underwear,
and the man would never know it.

“What did he have in his pockets?”

“Three boxes of cigarettes—some local
kind I couldn’t read the name of. One box
of matches., Two silk handkerchiefs. A
string of amber beads. A gun—"

“Yes, I know. A Browning 6.35 baby
hammerless automatic.”

Eddy looked at him curiously, but went
on.

“That’s right. Fully loaded. No loose
cartridges. He had a fountain pen, two
pencils, a cheap watch and a black leather
wallet containing forty-five piastres, He
also had an aluminum tube about an inch
and a half long and maybe a quarter of

an inch thick, with a copper cap on one
end, and it had the initials ‘B.S.” stamped
in the base.”

Nick looked puzzled.

“What would that be?”

Eddy drank a little beer. He seldem
looked serious; hut he looked serious now.

“Well, T never had much to do with
heavy boxes. Little quick ones were my
specialty. Bing! znd beat it. But I've
examined lots ¢f tiie equipment from time
to time, and unless I’'m mistaken this thing
was a Hercules No. 6 blasting cap with
dinitro diazo and phenoxide all ready to
touch off a detcning charge of tetryl.”

Nick Fisher sat down low, his great
arms dangling over the arms of the chair.
He shook his head.

“It doesn’t make sense, Eddy. There’s
been something fiukey about this case from
the beginning. 'Why should a crook go
aboard the Sfelle and only steal one
Nankin jar, when he might have had all
four and plenty of other things at the same
time? Why, that yacht’s a floating mu-
seum! Some of tie greatest art treasures in
the world are on her!”

“The greatest art treasures in the world
would be pretty big and heavy to carry
off under your coat,” Eddy pointed out.
“And as for the other three Nankin jars,
they’re much toc well known, What would
a crook do with those? They’re so famous
he couldn’t possibly sell them. Every art
dealer in the world would know them on
sight, and not a dealer would risk offend-
ing a customer like John W. Doremus.

“No, the croox doesn’t mean to sell the
thing. He only means to ransom it, as
if it was Doremus’ daughter or something,
and for that purpose one jar is as good as
all four—and a lot easier to handle.”

“I know all that,” Nick said impatient-
ly. “But why, after having done that, does
the crook get a tip to me that brings me
all the way here from Monte Carlo? Why
does he send a spectacular young sissy to
talk to me—and to hold a gun on me while
he’s doing it?
~ “Why does this man who has the jar,
whoever he is, refuse to carry through the

I A-—-Xt1
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deal with me in spite of my credentials?
Why does he insist on seeing Mr. Doremus
himself? And finally, why should his punk
carry not only a Browning but also a
blasting fuse for a bomb?”

“1 give up. Like you say, it smells
fishy. T've got an idea you're in for some-
thing tonight, Nick.”

“I've got an idea that I am too,” Nick
said grimly. Then he grirned. “But you'l
be right after me, won't you, Eddy?”

“Oh, I'll be there!”

QAIED HEMEDA looked almost ludi-
) crously melodramatic when he showed
up at Shepheard’s that night. Over full
evening clothes he wore an opera cape
lined with white silk.

“Hello, Dracula.”

“Nisat el ker.”

“Advertising something?”

“Pardon?”

“Skip it. Have some coffee? Brandy?”

The Egyptian leaned on an ebony stick,
his chin against its silver top. For a time
he chatted amiably of this and that, but
Nick paid no attention and he fell silent.
At last, the demi-tasse firished, Nick rose.

“Well, -let’s go.”

Saied Hemeda led the way past taxi
drivers, touts, guides, beggars, peddlers.
They crossed the crowded street. Fur-
sively, like a couple of men ashamed of
‘hemselves, they entered the fish market.

The first thing about it that struck Nick
was its silence. Here was no crowded slum
section, nor yet a brawling boisterous red-
light district. There were no groups of
street-corner sports. There was a remark-
15le absense of honky-tonks.

Not a note of music sounded. No human
voice was heard. Windows and doors were
viosed, and up and down the crooked
sireets the only footsteps. echoing and re-
=choing hushedly, as though afraid, were
those of Saicd Hemeda Abo Mossa and
Nick Fisher.

Yet there was nothing desolate or de-
serted here, nothing hinting the finality
of the tomb. Despite the silence, the fish
market thudded with life. Nick could feel
2 N—11

it all about him. He could feel it behind
the shuttered windows and the closed
doors. He could sense it around each
corner and deep in the heard of every
group of shadows. Though he could see no-
body, he knew that people were watching
him.

Saied Hemeda paid no attention to Nick
until they had walked for perhaps five
minutes. Then he sudderly produced the
Browning,

“T am sorry because of this. You will
please to keep your arms out from your
sides—so.”

“Hold-up?” Nick asked scornfully.

“I am sorry because of this,” Saied
said again. “It is my orders. We must be
certain first that you carry no manner of
weapon.”

“You might have asked me,” Nick grum-
bled.

Sly hands began to pass over his hip
pockets, around his waist. He started,
scowling in nervous impatience.

“Please do not turn,” Saied said.

It was creepy, having those hands on
him and not being able to see to whom
they belonged. A couple of men, he esti-
mated. ;

The hands covered him thoroughly, even
feeling socks, garters, shoes. Then he felt
them no more. Still he heard nothing, not
even light breathing. Saied Hemeda
pocketed the gun.

“Thank you. We will now continue.”

A few hundred feet further on Saied
explained: “You see, we must be careful
that you have no weapon.”

“Oh, as far as getting one’s concerned,”
Nick said carelessly, “that’s easy enough.”

The young man stopped. He looked
nervous. His right hand rested on the hutt
of the holstered Browning.

“What do you mean?”

“Why it’s simple. Just—"

ICK FISHER was a big man, as men-
i tioned; and at first glance you might
have thought him fat, though if you had
done so you'd be mistaken, for it was prac-
tically all muscle. He looked, and was,



34 ARGOSY

very strong. But certainly there was noth-
ing in his appearance to suggest speed.
On the contrary, he was ordinarily slow,
awkward, bear-like in all his movements.

Yet he could move fast, and did so now.

Saied Hemeda, scared, started to draw
the Browning. But Nick’s right hand, so
much faster, closed over the Egyptian’s
wrist. Nick’s tremendous fingers began to
squeeze,

The Egyptian went almost white; he
swayed as if about to swoon, and from his
mouth came little hissing sounds of pain.
His crooked fingers grew straight, releas-
ing the Browning, which had been half out
of the holster and which now slipped
back. The fingers were useless, that many
dead sticks. The whole hand, wrist and
forearm were useless for the moment.

Nick lifted out the Browning and twirled
it by its trigger guard. He released Saied
Hemeda and banded him the gun. Dazed,
Saied took it in his left hand. His right
dangled like a dead thing.

“A Jap taught me that,” Nick said
negligently. “I don’t want your rod, of
course. I just wanted to show you how
easy it would be to get in case I did
want it.”

The Egyptian was quieter after that,
less cocky, and he no longer swaggered.
Indeed he almost stopped smiling.

They went up a dark alley. It was so
narrow that in places Nick’s broad shoul-
ders brushed the buildings on either side,
and looking up at the stars was like look-
ing out of a well. The silken swish of
Saied Hemeda’s cloak was loud in the
night.

There was a heavy door at the end. It
was utterly plain, without knob or keyhole.
Saied rapped four times upon it with his
walking stick, then twice. The door was
opened a couple of inches, and against a
wan red light part of a man’s head was
silhouetted. One eye gleamed evilly.
Broken yellow teeth showed in a snarl.

Saied whispered to this creature for
half a minute, in Arabic, and then the
door was fully opened. Saied bowed to
Nick.

“After you, my dear Alphonse,” Nick
said.

Saied entered, Nick behind him. Inside,
the light was not nuch better. It showed
the doorman, a sullen hunchback, and it
showed also two iramense and very dark-
faced men in purple kaftans, one on each
side of the door. Thiese men carried knives
at their belts, and kept their hands on
these.

“Who are your boy friends?”

One of the guardsmen seemed to think
that this was an insult, or a threat. He
growled, stepping toward Nick, and started
to take out his dagger.

ROBABLY the man was only bluffing,

But Nick, whe didn’t feel like taking
chances, unhesitatingly kicked him in the
shins, and then, as he doubled over in
pain, lifted a right and a left into his ugly
dark face.

The blows slammed him back against
the wall, where he stood blinking, while
blood gushed from his nose.

Then his eyes, clearing, flared hate, and
he took the blade out. The other guards-
man did the same,

Sajed Hemeda said something to the
doorman, who spoke sharply. The knives
went back into their sheaths.

Nick turned to Saied.

“Listen, I didn’t come to this part of
the world just to have a fight. I can get
all of that I want at home.”

“I regret this,” Saied said, bowing. “The
man, he did not uaderstand.”

“Well, do you tiink he’s got the idea
now?”

“Shall we step iaside?”

He pulled a curtain Nick had not pre-
viously seen, discovering a room to the
left of the entrance. It was a large room
—just how large Nick could not see, for
the corners were dimmed by darkness. It
contained no tables or chairs but was
filled with gaudy tsborets and divans lav-
ishly strewn with cushions of scarlet, or-
ange, yellow and green raw silk.

On the taborets, inset with all manner
of bright stones, were copper and brass
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bowls. On some of the divans lay men who
seemed to be sleeping. The ceiling was
stalactitic, carved olive wood, gilded and
giddily painted, and set with bits of glass.

Half a dozen tapers burning in a large
shallow bowl of peanut oil on the floor
cast an eerie uncertain glow upon the ceil-
ing, glinting against the chunks of glass,
but did scarcely anything te light up the
rest of the room.

From a couple of crystal tripods the
smoke of smouldering incense rose lan-
guidly, and mixed with the heavy odor of
this was a sharper, harsher, and more
penetrating smell.

Saied Hemeda said syly, “A cake of
hashish, crammed with foney and spices?
It is very good eating. Or perhaps you
would prefer to smoke some in the
hookah?”

“Thanks, I'll stick to my cigar.”

They walked the length of the room,
passing in and out among the divans, and
Nick saw that not all of the men were in
fact asleep. Many lay with their eyes wide
open, displaying, however, little or no
expression. One long-legg:d man, apparent-
ly an Englishman, suddenly began to gig-
ole, His high hysterical voice filled the
room. He lifted his knees to his chin and
rocked back and forth, gibbering. Then
he started to scream. The hunchbacked
doorman came in and teld something to
his nose, and he relaxed.

At another door, hidd>n behind a wall-
nanging, Saied Hemeda again gave a signal
knock. This door did not swing on hinges
Lut slid back on invitible and utterly
slent rollers. Nick stepped into a roum not
unlike the other but only about half that
size and apparently unoccupied. Turning
1 say something to Saied, he found that
nis guide had disappeared. Moreover the
loor had slid back intc place.

137

§__1E SHRUGGED. He piled hali a
k. & dozen pillows together and sat on

em, knocking his <igar ash into an in-
.ense burner. 1t was none too comfortable

35

for a big man like him, but it was better
than standing.

For a long time nothing happened. Then
in a blurred corner a shadow which Nick
had hitherto supposed to be part of a
divan stirred, yawned and rose. A tall,
grave-faced Egyptian walked toward Nick.

He looked as if he knew everything
in the world, and didn’t care. He wore a
loose black silk gown laced with gold
thread and a small black-and-yellow tur-
ban. His beard, though gray, was not at
all patriarchal: it was oily and trig, precise.

His smile was sleepy, his eyebrows
white; and rubies, or perhaps they were
only spinels, glinted in his ear lobes.

He looked at Nick for a moment in quiet
amusement, then bowed slightly and said,
“Good evening.”

“Hiyah,” said Nick.

“You seek a certain object?”

“No hurry,” said Nick, waving his cigar.
“Whenever you figure you've had enough
fun pulling this Mysterious East hooey.”

When the man smiled it was if a statue
had done so.

“Do you think Mr. Doremus will pay
what I ask?”

“That depends on what you ask.”

“You will communicate with him?”

“I will after Pm damn sure you've got
that jar. But I've got to see it myself first,
with my own eyes.”

The tall man bowed again.

“So be it. You must wait here for a
time.”

“I’'m a swell waiter.”

“It is necessary that I impress upon
veu the need for remaining quiet. There
are those who watch.”

He clapped. From out of the shadows,
from back of divans, from behind wall-
hangings, seemingly in some cases from
out of the walls themselves, came men
The room was suddenly filled with them.

In fact there were only seven or eight;
but their appearance was so unexpected
and so dramatic in the wavering dubious
light, and they were such big men and
glared so fiercely at Nick Fisher, that they
scemed te be many times that number.

L 4
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Each held some weapon—a poniard, re-
volver, bludgeon, or automatic pistol.

“Very pretty,” said Nick. “When do
they start to sing?”

Another clap of the hands, and the
men faded: into the shadows.

“I did not wish to frighten you—”

“Oh, no!”

“—Dbut I thought it only fair tc
a warning.”

“Thanks so much.” _

“You must remain here until I return.
I leave you now.”

The tall man, his arms folded across
his breast, walked slowly and firmly back-
ward, staring all the while at Nick. The
door rolled open. When the tall man had
stepped backward over the threshold, the
sdoor rolled shut again,

“Hot stuff,” muttered Nick.

I_ E SAT smoking for a long while, not

knowing whether he was being
watched from the shadows, and not caring.
After all, he didn’t give a damn what they
did or said or sold in this dump. His one
concern was to get that ginger jar back,
no matter what the price.

Most of Nick Fisher’s work, in fact,
was something like this. He knew how to
shoot and never hesitated to do so if he
thought shooting necessary, just as he
never hesitated to use his fists. But for the
most part, in spite of his reputation, he
was perhaps less a sleuth than a diplomat,
a go-between, a negotiator with the under-
world, which trusted him.

But the Egyptian underworld, he was
obliged to admit, was something new to
him; and he wasn’t sure that he liked it.

“The tall guy show up with the jug
yet?”

Nick turned his head, knowing who it
was.

“Where’d you come from?”

Eddy Savoy jerked his chin carelessly.

“The place is lousy with hidden doors.
I've been ducking around so much it’s a
wonder I haven’t bumped into myself.”

“Isn’t there anybody back of those
divans?”

., ve you

“Not now. They were just supers. Stage
atmosphere. Most of them were out in the
next room lying down when you were
brought in. Atmosphere again. Some of
those guys were real, though. That Eng-
lishman who got hysterical—he was a
genuine customer.”

“How did you know about him? You
weren't here then.”

“Yes 1 was. When Saied Hemeda stuck
a gun at you and the two bozos fanned you
for a gat, T was watching. As soon as they
were finished those two guys scampered
away. They came here—1I suppose to give
advance notice that you and Saied were
on your way and that you didn’t have a
gun. So T came in then.”

“How'd you menage it?”

“Pretended to be an addict. Not hard.”

“Hoew’d you kncw what the place was?"

“I sniffed several guys who came out.
Hashish is practically the same as mari-
huana, and T've had plenty of experience
with marthuana smokers, so 1 knew the
act.”

“You're supposed to be lying down i
there now, eh?”

“Yeah, but my bunk’s a nice quiet one
and very dark. I don’t think anybody’ll
miss me. Meanwhile I've been giving the
place the once-over, making myself dizzy
with all these trapcoors and sliding panels.

“The big room out there is a dope den
and I guess it does a regular business. This
room is for the overflow or maybe for
special customers. And then there’s a sort
of combined stateroom and office, just back
of this,

“The old boy w:th the gray beard, he's
gone. Left the premises—I suppose to get
that crockery. I would have followed him
except that [ couldn’t see any way to do
that and get back here without raising sus-
picion; so I struck around.”

“Good idea. Nov: what about this office
you mentioned?”

Little Eddy Savoy shook his head.

“I don’t like this business, Nick. There's
more to it than it originally looked like.
if you ask me. You know what I found?"

“What?”
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“Well, T found four Webley revolvers,
two Colt automatics, six sawed-off shot-
guns, dozens of boxes o’ ammunition. and
enough assorted cutlery to carve the whole
Sahara Desert to pieces. But what really
got me worried was—"

He vanished like a wisp of cigarette
smoke. He melted into the shadows. With-
out a sound he had gone,

The sliding door was rolling back. Red-
dish light shone through from the hashish
den. The tall man in black and gold
stepped into the room with Nick, and the
door rolled shut behind him.

“This is what you askzd for, I believe?”

VOME Chinese potter of the seventeenth
+.J century was truly inspired when he
made those jars. His was an art that is
lost, an inspiration that can never he re-
captured. Even Nick Fisher, who had lit-
tle interest in such objects, except as they
involved his work, was speechless and
for a little while breathless as he held
this lovely thing.

It was about seven inches tali, and
carelessly slim, the color of a clear Eastern
sky reflected in ice. There could be no
appraising it, commenting upon it. The
thing was simply perfect.

Nick handed it back.

“Yeah, that seems to Je the right one,”
he said. “How much do you want to hand
it back where it belongs?”

“I will give that jar to Mr. Doremus
himseli-—not you or any other representa-
tive—here, for five thousand American
dollars.”

Nick swallowed hastiy, and took the
cigar out of his mouth and looked at it.
He hoped his face was straight.

The jar was probably worth five thou-
sand on the open market, but to a man like
John W. Doremus, a devoted collector,
whose set it completed, it was worth much,
much more. Nick had been prepared to
hzggle, but this {irst sun mentioned left
him agasp. He had inteaded to start /is
end of the dickering at fve thousand.

“Well,”" he sajd, shrugging, “I suppose
Mr. Doremus could be persuaded to pay

that much. He wants it back pretty badly.”

The tall man replaced the jar in a satin
bag. He bowed.

“When he is ready to come to me here,
you will please inform my friend Saied
Hemeda Abo Mossa, who will have tea
each afternoon at Shepheard’s until he
hears from you. Be sure, however, that the
police are not informed—"

“Don’t worry about that. Mr. Doremus
hates policemen and publicity. That’s why
he brought me all the way over here from
New York.”

“He may of course if he wishes,” the
tall man placidly continued, “‘bring a few
friends with him. But assure him that any
attempt at violence will get him nowhere.”

“Speaking of violence, it might be a
good idea if you watched your own step.
If Mr. Doremus does consent to come
here in person, he will take his customary
precautions against robbery or kidnaping.
He’s a mighty influential man, remember.”

“He will not be injured.” The tall man
howed once again. “You will smoke a pipe
with me, sir, before you go?”

“No thanks.”

When the door of the hashish den closed
behind Nick the world was all darkness
and silence. He struck a match to get
his bearings, but he could not see much
except bare walls on either side. The match
burned his fingers and he dropped it. He
started down the alley.

Twice he stopped, thinking that he
heard something stir close at hand, and
each time he struck a match and saw noth-
thing. Yet he had a feeling that he was
being spied upon.

He wished he had a flashlight. Though
he moved very slowly, his arms out-
stretched, his fingertips grazing the walls
on either side, his eyes did not accustom
themselves to the darkness. He couldn’t
see a thing except the stars above and at
the far end of the alley a shapeless smear
of thrice-reflected light.

He was nearing that light when he heard
the first real sound. It was a slight hiss,
low, on his left. He stepped away from it.

Something soft but very heavy struck
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the back of his neck, stunning him, He
bent his knees, ducked his head. His hat
was knocked off.

He whirled around on one heel, swing-
ing fists into the darkness, but as he did
so a slim silken cord or rope slithered
around his neck from behind and instantly
was pulled tight. His chin was yanked
back; blood pounded furiously in his tem-
ples; there was a roaring in his ears.

He heard somebody mutter something in
Arabic, and he felt hands tearing open his
coat. He tried to kick.

E WAS flat on his back, blinking up

at the stars. His neck was bare
again, though it hurt. His head sang, his
ears pounded., But he was alive, and ap-
’parently alone.

"No, there was somebody coming toward
him from the end of the alley where the
light was. Nick did not see the man well,
and didn't care. Everybody was an enemy
in a place like this. Nick staggered to his
feet and stepped toward the shadow, swing-
ing a right hook.

The shadow telescoped, and Nick’s great
fist only smacked the side of a building.

“Hey, take it easy!”

Nick sucked his knuckles.

“Sorry, Eddy,” he blubbered. “How’d
you get here so soon?”

“I quit that sink of iniquity right after
you did, and I could make out your sil-
houette, more or less, against the far end
of the alley. I saw them jump you.”

“They tried to garrot me.”

“I kicked one of ’em,” Eddy pur-
sued, “in a place where it wouldn’t feel
nice. But I never got ’hold of the other,
though I chased him.” )

“Knocked all the sense out of me, that
rope.” Nick rubbed his neck. “Let’s get
back to the hotel. I need a drink.”

Over the beer Nick scowled at the floor.
Why, he demanded, all the Arabian Nights
stuff? Why the insistence that Mr. Dore-
mus himself appear? Why only five thou-
sand? Why the attack in the alley?

“As far as that’s concerned,” Eddy of-
fered, “I don’t think Saied Hemeda’s out-

fit had anything to do with it. Otherwise
that bunchbacked doorman wouldn’t have
allowed me to go outside until it was all
over. No, I think it was just a coincidence.”

“Coincidence, eh?”’ grumbled Nick, rub-
bing the back of his neck.

“It’s only natural that a couple of thugs
would know about that hashish joint aund
lay for guys coming out, figuring they’d he
all hopped up and not able to make much
resistance.”

“I suppose so. But that still doesn’t ex-
plain why—" He looked up. “Say, you
never did get around to telling me what
the other thing was you found in the office
back there.”

“I found a small black suitcase,” Eddy
said slowly, “and in it were four flashlight
batteries, a pair of pliers, some copper
wire, a phial of sulphuric acid, a small
screw driver, two darning needles, a pair
of rubber gloves, some sheets of waxed
cardboard, a roll of bicycle tape, two alarm
clocks---and a little lead box containing
what 1 think is trinitrotoluene.”

“Huh?))

“That’s long for TNT.”

((Oh’))

Nick Fisher was silent while his beer
flattened and the cigar between his fingers
went out. Eddy watched him brightly,
anxiously, with small bird-like eyes.

After a while Nick looked up, blinking,

“Chuck me that pad of radiogram forms
on the desk there next to you, will you,
Eddy?”

The little man did so.

“You going to send for Mr. Doremus?”
he asked.

“Yes, I'm going to send for Mr. Dore-
mus.”

Next morning Nick found on the pillow
beside his head a small Indian katdh, or
fist dagger, with a grip of gilded steel. Tt
speared a typewritten, unsigned note:

This could as well have been placed
in your heart. Remember—no police!

He smiled a little, yawned, reached for
the telephone.
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“Did I get a wireless message last night?
. . Fine. Seud it up.”

v

\/ HEN a man is as rich as John W.

Doremus, who in spite of his semi-
retirement remained one of the greatest
money czarg of history, there is about any
place where he lives a hush, an air of
breathlessness not even all kings could
produce.

And indeed John W. Doremus, though
he hated display, was better guarded and
in some respects better atiended than many
reigning monarchs. Getting close to him,
getting within shouting distance, was dif-
ficult. No ordinary man could rush into
his presence. LEven newspaper reporters
seldom saw him and then but briefly

He was so very famous, so very impor-
tant, guarded with suca scrupulousness
and diligence, that sometimes it almost
seemed as if he didn’t exist—as if *he in-
nermost temple, when reached, would
arove empty, the great god Doremus a
myth.

Yet he was real. He was a small apolo-
vetic creature with a face like a shriveled
apple; and he was so rich that nobody,
a0t even he himself, admittedly a mathe-
matical genius, could estimate his wealth.

His vacht was real toc, as dock loafers
«nd curlosity seekers of Alexandria were
‘nade aware.

Residents of remote South Sea islands
at the sight of Vincent Astor’s Nourmahal,
William Leeds’ Moana, or J. P. Morgan’s
Corsair have been known to throw fits of
axcitement—supposing, nct without reason,
that their appearance heralded the begin-
mng of a great new steamship service.

The Steila was not like that. Tt would
asver be mistaken for a passenger liner.
Nor was it, as such craft go, notahly mag-
nificent. Nevertheless the Stella, complete
with contents, probably was the most val-
uable yacht afloat. For as Nick Fisher had
said, she was a floating museum.

The aged multi-millionaire spent much
of hig 1ime aboard this yacht, and he liked

to have his favorite art treasures with
him, There were the azure Nankin jars, for
instance; the El Grecos; the priceless Ber-
nard Palissy set; the Gaspard reliquary
from Malines; the celebrated Adoration
tapestries which John W. Doremus had
obtained by outbidding representatives of
the Vatican; and other things too nu-
merous to mention.

Mr. Ladd pointed these out to the two
Egyptians, who oh-ed and ah-ed politely.
Mr. Ladd didn’t know what else to do
with the guys. He didn’t dare be rude, for
they had brought letters from various
government officials; and they were more-
over in full evening clothes and amazing
to behold—one, the old one, having a
scarlet ribbon across his shirtfront and
divers medals suspended from his neck.

Mr. Ladd was the second officer, just
now in charge. The old man was laid up
with a touch of grip. The owner, attended
not only by both the private detectives
who bodyguarded him but also by the first
officer, the chief officer and three husky
deck hands, had with practically no ex-
planation hurried ashore as soon as they
docked.

Mr. Ladd subsequently learned that
Mr. Doremus and this small army had
gone up to Cairo by plane. He wondered
what it was all about. It took a lot to
lure Mr. Doremus off the Stella these days.

R. LADD didn’t like it. He had

never liked Alexandria. It wasn’t

so bad around Ramleh, where most of the

Europeans lived, but down here along the

waterfront, in the ancient Arab district-—

“Shall we go back to the smoking sa-
loon?”

Casey, the watchman, cne of two whose
duty it was to keep an eve on the art
treasures when the Stelle was in port—
the other was ashore on leave—winked at
Mr. Ladd as the Egyptians filed out,

“Not missin’ any of the silver vet, are
you?”’

Mr. Ladd grinned, then looked severe.

“Better watch that crowd on the dock,
Casey. T don’t like the locks of ’em. T wish
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Mr. Doremus would consent to ask for
police protection in some of these ports.”
He went out on deck after the visitors.
The crowd on the dock locked angry. It
jostled at the end of the gangplank, where
one of the deck hands stood. Mr. Ladd
stopped.

“Giving you any trouble?”

“T'll clout a few if they keep it up.
How’s for letting me strap on one of those
automatics from the gun closet? That
usually scares the wits out of ’em, just
the sight of it.”

Mr. Ladd shook his head.

“Orders are that there should always
be one kept there and all the others have
been taken ashore.”

“Say, what’s ‘that bunch with the boss

% going to do, anyway? Start a war?”

“It would be a good idea if you minded
your own business,” Mr. Ladd said severe-
ly. He moved away. “If you need any
help, sing out.”

Inside the smoking saloon he stopped,
shaking his head.

“How the hell did you get in? Excuse
me, gentlemen.”

An imp-like street performer, little and
lively, wrinkled his eyes and grinned at
Mr. Ladd but never paused in his patter.
He was plucking live chicks from the
pockets of the decorated Egyptian, who
was bored but simulated a polite inter-
est as if he thought this might be part of
the American idea of entertainment.

“I say goobee, goobee, goobee, see what
come! You got three piastre? I say—"

“Hey!” cried Mr. Ladd. “Get out of
here! Scram! Beat it!”

The little man paid no attention, and
it occurred to Mr. Ladd that except for
his line of patter he probably understood
no English. Mr. Ladd would have chucked
him out personally except for the need to
keep up appearances. He yelled for Henry,
the steward. Henry didn’t appear.

“Damn his hide! He must be shooting
craps again! Ellis/” Ellis was the sailor
at the gangplank. “Come here a minute.”

Ellis did not come. The diminutive street
fakir skipped to the other Egyptian and

started to take chicks from #kis coattails.
He had a whole table covered with cheep-
ing chicks.

“Ellis! What the—"

Mr. Ladd started for the deck. The
Egyptian with the orders drew a long lean
automatic and cried, “Stop!”’

Mr. Ladd turned, marveling, flabber-
gasted.

“Lead me back to the art gallery,” the
Egyptian commanded.

The other visitor, Saied Hemeda Abo
Mossa of the fixed smile,-pointed another
automatic at the street fakir, who delib-
erately picked up a chair.

“Drop that,” cried Saied.

“Will you make me?”
Savoy.

Saied snapped off the safety catch and
squeezed the trigger. He got a click, noth-
ing more.

“No cartridges in it,” Eddy explained
gayly. “I unloaded it while T was taking
chickens out of your coat.”

“You speak Enclish!” cried Mr. Ladd.

“American,” corrected Eddy. “Don’t let
that other bozo worry you. He doesn’t
know it yet, but there aren’t any car-
tridges in his gat either.”

“T don’t under-—"’

“Maybe this’ll make it clearer,” said
Eddy Savoy, and threw the chair at Saied
Hemeda.

Furniture and visitor went down to-
gether, the man vainly trying to shoot his
pistol. Eddy jumped right on top of him
and slapped his head back against the
wall. After that Saied was still, and Eddy
took the automatic.

Mr, Ladd, who didn’t know what it was
all about but hadn’t forgotten how to use
his fists, floored the man with the medals.
Mr. Ladd took that man’s pistol. Eddy
tossed him a handful of cartridges.

“Never mind asking questions now. I'li
explain later. We've got to move fast.
Come on!”

The chicks cheeped frantically. From
aft came two lovd shots, a thud. Foot-
steps padded on the deck.

“Let’s go!™

asked Eddwv
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A%

ASEY had locked the main saloon,

* where most of the art treasures were
kept, and gone outside, meaning to take
Mr. Ladd’s suggestion and look over the
crowd. It was only indirectly a part of
his duty to watch the gangplank, but Ellis
was his friend and the yacht was almost
deserted, making it, so far, a dull night.

It was on the afterdeck that he first
saw the boarders. Three of them were
hending over the sailor on watch, whe ap-
peared to be asleep. They had apparently
come from the starboard side, the bay side,
which was puzzling.

Casey did not know, then, that they
were swarming over the rail like rats, hav-
ing climbed rope ladders. from boats below.
He did not know that the watch wasn’t
sleeping but was stunned by a blow at the
base of the skull. All he knew was that
these natives, whoever they were, had no
business being here. He shouted.

“Hey, you guys! Where did you come
from?”

The men turned, and Casey saw that
each held something shiny. Casey cursed,
reaching for his pistol He never had a
chance. Two of the men fired at the same
time, and Casey, feeling as if somebody
had kicked him in the stomach, went down.

Ellis heard the shots, but Ellis was in
no position to do anything about it, The
natives on the dock were behaving worse
than ever, the ones in back pushing for-
ward, so that they crowded half way up
the gangplank. They looked sore about
something: they lookec! nasty. Ellis, fists
on hips, scowled at them.

“Now cut that out, hefore T start slap-
ping a couple of jaws!’

They would not get the English, but
they'd probably understand the tone of
voice. Yet they seemec unawed. Two in-
deed pushed further up the gangplank.
These two wore kaftass and tarbooshes,
but over their kaftans were western top-
coats. From under those topcoats each
drew a sawed-off shotgun.

“Step back,” one said in English.

Ellis, being no fool, stepped back. He
took his time, astounded as he was. Back
up the gangplank he went, staring wildly
at the muzzles of the shotguns, and as he
reached the deck he heard a grunt behind
him.

Instinctively he started to turn. Black-
ness and a great roaring cold void over-
took and engulfed him. Just before he lost
consciousness he heard Mr. Ladd calling
him from the smoking cabin and then he
heard the two shots on the afterdeck.

Sparks, asleep in a chair in his cabin,
woke up when a sack was thrown over his
head and shoulders and he was tied to the
chair, right where he was.

The forward watch stood gawping at
the onrush of Egyptians, He seemed para-
lyzed. Without any show of resistance, he
let them knock him down and beat him
into unconsciousness.

An oiler came up from below and stood
at the top of the companionway, blinking
in amazement. Somebody hit him full in
the face with a sandbag, and he tumbled
backward.

Up to this point the raid had pro-
ceeded smoothly. No police launch was in
sight, no watchman showed his face—
they’d been taken care of in advance—
and aboard the Steilla were more than
twenty armed ruffians,

As far as they were concerned there
had been no confusion. Moreover the
business had been carried out practically
in silence. The two shots on the afterdeck
might, after all, have been caused by the
backfiring engine of some small powerboat.

Yes, the rank-and-file had behaved ad-
mirably. It was the staff which flopped.
The rank-and-file, not knewing what else
to do, stood staring at the door of the
smoking cabin. Their leaders should have
been in their midst by this time, giving
further commands.

CHURNING, a banging, and Nick
Fisher, both elbows moving fast,
charged bull-like into their midst. When
he observed that a raid was certainly im-
minent, he had stopped to telephone, send-
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ing Eddy on ahead; and now, seeing how
far things had gone, he wa: alarmed.

“Get back there, you lousy—"

Many had pistols, and there were also
the two shotguns, but orders were to shoot
only in defense. Besides, daggers and blud-
geons were weapons more natural to these
men, and it was with daggers and blud-
geons that Nick was met. He faced a ring
of them.

“So you want to play rough? Okay!”

His pistol came out, A man nearby
raised his knife, There was no time to
discriminate, and hesitation would have
meant death. Nick fired low, breaking the
man’s right leg just above the knee, so
that he fell screaming in pain.

It had its effect. They melted in front
of him as he strode to the forward deck.
He saw two sailors there, or engineroom
hands, who had come up from below.

“Here, you guys! Let’s see if you can—"

Somebody threw a knife, and threw it
very well, or else he was lucky. Nick cried
shrilly as pain tore up his arm from a
pierced right hand, and his gun clacked on
the deck.

He stooped, meaning to grab the gun
with his left hand, but somebody bumped
against him, causing him to stagger away
from the spot, and somebody else kicked
the gun, which skittered across the deck
to be lost in the shadow of the super-
structure.

A club caught Nick’s shoulder. Another
missed his left ear by a fraction of an
inch. He spun on his heel, stepping back.
A knife came so close that it took a button
from his coat.

Two things happened then, at the same
time.

One: A small humped figure in a dark
cloak scuttled up the gangplank and dived
unhesitantly into a companionway. He
had been carrying a small metal box,
painted green, which might have been a
working man’s lunch box.

Two: Eddyv Savoy and Mr. Ladd came
out of the smoking cabin.

Frdy and the second officer when they
appeared on deck were cramming car-

tridges into the magazines of a couple of
automatic pistols. Mr. Ladd, though star-
tled and bewildered by what he saw, kept
right on doing that,

Not Eddy. Eddy’s quick mind saw that
there was no time for ioading guns, Nick
was in danger, immediate danger. Eddy
clubbed -the pistol he’d taken from Saied
Hemeda, and he leaped into the crowd.

He moved mighty fast, and for a little
man he could hit mighty hard. There was
nothing gentle about the way he charged
to his friend’s side, nor anything thought-
ful or considerate. He simply smacked
whatever got in his way.

Nick, clear for a moment, backed to a
wall underneath the ladder leading up to
the bridge. There was a coil of fire hose
there. With his left ha-d Nick grabhed
the nozzle, He yanked o:: as much of the
hose as he could, making the red wheel
spin,

Eddy broke an Egyptian nose with the
flat of Saied’s automatic, kicked another
Egyptian in the shins, caught still another
in the jaw with an upswung left elbow,
and dodged the slasa of a knife. He stum-
bled into the cleared space.

“T gotcha, keed!” he cried, running for
the hose reel.

“Attaboy, Eddy!”

The little man span the wheel wildly.

“You!" he shouted at the two thunder-
struck sailors. “Unwind this thing! Come
on—move fast!”

As they went toward the wheel, little
Eddy Savoy lowered his head and delib-
erately dived back into the crowd. Men
were jostled this way and that, marking
his route. Then he was sone.

He reached the amidships section, near
the gangplank, just as the humped little
man in the black cloak reappeared. The
humped little man hastened overside to
the dock. He was ro longer carrying the
metal box. Eddv Savoy darted into the
companionway.

On deck Nick continued to do several
things at once—and violently. He tugged
at the hose with one hand, and
knocked aside an Egyptian with the other
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fist; he yelled at the sailors to work
faster.

One in the crowd, a sort of unofficial
leader, decided that things had gone far
enough and the use of a pistol was now
certainly justified. He snicked out his re-
volver and fired twice at Nick. He was
not a good shot, but Nick made a large
target and the distance was inconsider-
able. Two other men drew pistols.

A sailor had played out all the hose,
and the other sailor turned on the water.
The canvas hose sprany to life like an
enormous awakened python. The huge
brass nozzle leaped and kicked.

Three pistols—but the water got there
first.

OWN they went and back they went

like that many ten-pins. The terrible
stout stream thundered against the super-
structure, against the deck; it moved back
and forth; it rose and fell as Nick fought
with the bucking nozzle; and whatever
it touched that was human it quickly swept
away.

Even Mr. Ladd went. Nick had not
meant to include him, bu: Mr. Ladd stayed
in one place too long, reloading, and there
was no opportunity to select this man or
that. Mr. Ladd, spluttering in rage, was
slapped against the after rail like a wet
unwanted rag. But at least he didn’t go
overboard. Five or six of the men went
overboard.

Nick shouted with excitement and joy.
It was a glorious feeling to stand there
and sweep everything before him. He
leaned forward with the hose, the nozzle
gripped in his left hand and arm.

The deck before him was cleared now,
but Nick was having much too good
a time to stop at once. He saw a prone
Egyptian try to rise, and promptly Nick
knocked him flat with a well directed
torrent.

A little man carrying a green box
sprang up from below. The stream of water
missed him by inches,

“Hey! What’s the idea?”

“Sorrv. Eddy.”

This was on the port side, the dock
side. Eddy ran forward to where Nick
and the two sailors stood, to the forward
deck. He would have passed them, making
for the starboard rail, but Nick, dropping
the hose, grasped his sleeve.

“Well, we were little late but I guess
everything’s come out all right. T phoned
to have the tall guy pinched and—"

“Let me go, vou fool!”

They were good friends, the best of
friends, when Eddy hit Nick in the fore-
head with the box, stunning him. In the
same motion Eddy whirled in a complete
circle and threw the box out over the rail.

As he did so the world went white and
gave a convulsive jump, making every-
thing shudder. The water of the bay
seemed to try to leap into the air, The
Stella rocked crazily, so that not a man
was able to keep his feet. Everything went
black again. Silence shrieked.

Nick sat up. His clothes were in shreds,
his face blistered, his eyebrows singed.

“Wha— What happened?”

Nick staggered to his feet. He stared
down at Eddy Savoy, still unable to
comprehend the enormous thing that had
bappened so suddenly. But he was re-
lieved to see his small partner grinning,
if a bit wryly.

“Trinitrotoluene,” Eddy said, as he
rose, “‘can make an awful noise some-
times.”

He cocked his head. Through a silence
otherwise tomb-like there came a thin per-
sistent cheep-cheep-cheep. Eddy started
for the smoking cabin.

“My baby chicks, I'd better take a look
at them. I didn’t buy them, you see, only
rented them. Excuse me.”

THEY sat on the terrace an:i lazily
watched the human race go by. They
could afford to be seen together in pub-
lic now,

“Shame about that guy Casey.”

“He’ll recover. Mr. Doremus has pen-
sioned him and is sending him back to the
States. We did shave it pretty close.”

“Had to,” said Nick. “When they pulled
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all that opera bouffe stuff, and then in-
sisted on Dr. Doremus coming in person,
it certainly looked as if they wanted to get
the Stella to put in at Alexandria and te
get Mr. Doremus ashore along with his
regular bodyguard and at least a few ex-
tra men and guns besides.

“But if I warned Mr. Doremus, he
wouldn’t budge from the yacht, so he’d
probably never see his azure Nankin again,
If I let him come up to Cairo and arranged
behind his back to have the yacht guarded
by cops er private policemen, then the
raiders would call everything off and tele-
phone Cairo—and once again that ginger
jar wouldn’t be produced.

“I had to make sure that they were go-
ing to raid the ship before I could act.
#+And the only way to make sure was to
see it started. I'll admit I never thought
they’d take over with such efficiency.”

“That old guy at the hashish den was
pretty bright at that,” commented Eddy.
“He figured those forged letters of intro-
duction would get Saied Hemeda and the
other baby aboard the Stelle—as they did
—so0 that they'd get familiar with the lay-
out and be prepared to direct the rough
boys when they piled aboard.

“He figured that afterward the bomb
would destroy all sorts of fingerprints and
other possible traces, not to mention vari-
ous surviving witnesses who might other-
wise pick guys out of a line-up, and best
of all, since the art treasures would seem
to have been shattered and gone down

with the rest of the ship, it would make
the whole business look like the work of
Reds, who have been threatening John
W. Doremus for years.

“Also, in case of any possible kick-back,
he could prove that he was in Cairo at the
time of the raid, one hundred and twenty
miles away, actually talking to Mr. Dore-
mus himself. If we hadn’t taken so many
prisoners and got ’em to talk, we never
would have had a charge against him. And
also if that boml> hadn’t been chucked
overhoard—"

“Funny about that bhomb, me forget-
ting it.”

“Funny? That the way you feel about
it?”

With his left hand—-his right was bun-

dled in handages—-Nick touched his fore-

head, where the metal box had made a
large dark bruise. He grimaced. He sipped
his beer,

People hurried past Shepheard’s—Ital-
ians, Germans, scowling Arabs, Jews,
Nubians black as tar, Algerians, Greeks,
Turks, frightened visitors from the upper
Nile country whose faces were bright with
tattooing. :

They pulled and pushed and elbowed
and kicked; they whined and shouted and
cursed; they were rich men, poor men, a
great many beggirmen and even more
thieves.

“Interesting place, Cairo,” said Nick,
“but after all, you know, it’s a lot like
New York.”

“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 mny
life. After 438 years of horrible, sickening, dismal
failure, this strange Power brought to mé a sense
of overwhelming victory, and 1 have been overcom-
ing every undesirable condition of my life ever since,
What a change it was. Now—I have credit at more
than one bank, I cwn 4 heautiful home, drive a love-
ly 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. T am
happy as happy can be. No circumstance ever upsets
me, for I have learned how to draw upon the invigi-

ble God-Law, under any and all eircumstances
Yon, too, may find and use the same stuggeringf
Power of the God-Law that T use. It can bring tc
you, too. whatever things are right and proper for
you to have. Do you believe this? Tt won't cosi, mucl
to find out—just a per ny past-card or a letter, ad
dressed to Dr. Frank J3." Robinson, Dept. 79, Max
cow, Idabo, will bring you the story of the mosr
fascinating success of the century. And the samoe
Power 1 use is here for your use, too. I'll be glad <.
tell you about it. All i formation ahout this experi-
ence will be sent you free, of course, The address
again—Dr, Frfmk B. Robinson, Dept, 79, Moscow,
Idaheo. Advt. Copyright 1939 Frank 3. Robinson,



Sea
Wrack

By BERTON . COOK

Author of ‘“Reunion in Liverpool,” “Stowaway
With Death,”” etc.

Learned judge, can you tell how much

it costs to make a hero—to salvage a

derelict? Consult your authorities: the

black bitter wind, the pitch of malevo-
lent waves

4 ES, T do know why you sent for
.i me, Judge. You're the administra-
tor of the estate and the time’s
come to settle it on me.”" Herbert Payton,
second officer of the Long Lance and cur-
rent hero of the sea, spole with assurance.
“On you?” Judge Ge-rish peered over
his specs beneath hoisted brows. “Not
necessarily. You ran away. The all-im-
portant codicil to this legal instrument
specifically states that T shall decide that
question.”

Payton had been viewing the harbor out
the windows. He turned with a changed
expression to ask bluntly, “Under what
conditions do T inherit my father’s estate,
particularly the home?”

“That you—ahem-—you merit the estate
according to my judgment.”

“Your judgment! Why yours?”

“You are the sole kith and kin; I was
vour father’s closest intimate for forty-
ieven years. And you ran away to sea.
ifad it not been for the sea rescue in the
newspapers and your name prominent
among the rescuers, the estate would have
gone by your default to the other party,
[ refer to the Colby Hospital.”

Herbert Payton left the windows to sit
opposite the judge, lean over the big desk

Feet braced, hands up to hold things that were
not there, he stood just inside the engineroom
doorway

and ask the crucial question: “Judge Ger-
rish, what do you propose to require of me
in return for our family home-—and
means? What is your price?”

The stony face became stonier as the
judge recognized that he had not taken
this man by surprise. His open, legal
fingers clenched to fists and his gray eyes
gleamed.

For his generation had not approved of
Herbert’s age class, of their wilfulness,
their self-assertiveness: and the hour had
arrived at long last to exact the penalty
for nonconformity to that iron rule of a
day that had passed.
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“Young man”—as if pronouncing sen-
tence in court—‘“youth craves adventure
and heroics. You are fortunate indeed that
your adventure has ended in heroism and
in time for the more steady, though pro-
saic, demands of mature living.

“Your father never shared your Don
Quixotic spirit, as you well know; it
crossed his plans for your life. He proposed
to train you to carry on the large whole-
sale and retail business that made him
wealthy, a great man in his city and his
generation, a dependable citizen.

“He made a will eighteen vears ago on
that premise; you were to inherit all. Your
mother died then, you may recall.

“Just prior to his passing, however, we
discussed you. Nobody knew where you
*were, yet your father added to his will a
codicil, confident that his son would re-
turn. If he did so within thirty-five months
from date. said will would be filed. T was
to decide whether you merited, at last,
the responsibility; whether you had ar-
rived at the age of discretion. If so, in my
judgment, I was authorized tc grant, or
not to grant, you his estate. If granted,
the codicil provides that 1 set the terms.

“Your name in the account of the rescue
at sea was called to my attention. The
thirty-five months are very nearly run out.
I sent for you, rather than wait to see
whether you intended to come to town. I
have called you here to hear my terms
while there is yet time.”

Payton’s mind raced. He both heard
the Judge's drone and mentally organized
certain events that already he saw it would
be necessary to present in a sort of self-
defense.

OW that the drone ended, he recalled

the grimness with which his father
had driven him daily to nails by penny-
weight, wire by gauge. sandpaper from
double zero fine to coarse, copper and brass
and galvanized pipe, fence wire . . . all
as devoid of color and adventure as a
ditch, all drab, all money-grubbing, all . . .
good God, he'd give Judge Gerrish an ear-
ful to answer his—

But what were his terms?

“Again, Judge, what is the price you
exact of me for my home?”

“Precisely the price your father would
exact: that you climax your adventures
with your recent—-ahem—heroics to settle
here in the homestead and assume the
hardware business.”

Payton had hooed for better, but he
had not expected better consideration--
not from Judge Gerrish, Wherefore he had
been assembling recent events, the events
that would give the old judge an earful.

“Judge,” said he, “it is unjust to dic-
tate when or where a man shall live his
life. Not even a father should presume to
dictate that. And how well you should
know that!”

The judge blinked; he sat bolt upright.
He saw Payton coldly return to the win-
dow. He thundered at that broad back up
there, “Then you refuse to—"

Herbert Payton’s deep-water voice re-
flected off the window pane with: “Am I
entitled to my defense? Have I the right
to be heard?”

“I—ahem—yes, of course.”

“No man, I repeat, has the right to
dictate another man’s life. You say you've
read about our rescue of the Laplander’s
crew. You have referred to heroism and
heroics. Well, there was something else
aboard the Lomng Lance bhesides heroics,
that night; there was tragedy.”

“I’ve had a secret and personal resent-
ment against the sea for many years, Pay-
ton. I do not care to hear—but you asked
to be heard regarciing the will,” the judge
said to steer him.

“Exactly, Judge, and what I ask you to
near is this:

We called him Old Mess. He boarded us
at The Hague along with a consignmert
of flax and glass. He’d been in the Medi-
terranean, India, the East. He was tanned
almost black; maybe that’s why he got oa
our articles, for we needed neither stokers
nor sailors.
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He waited on the sailors’ and stokers’
mess, an old man doing the menial work
of the colored boys, and he made an im-
pression on those he served. At first they
just eyed him bringing ou the grub, then
they muttered about him,

The time came, of course, when a frisky
young Italian coal passer made a crack at
him to start that heartless razzing due an
aged white man in the steward’s outfit.

The crowd, they say, squelched the coal
passer promptly, they pitied the old vet-
eran. Some day some of them would be
down to mess boy, too—or worse. And the
old guy did his waiting-on okay.

They noticed him in the engineroom
doorways. He’d hang there an hour at a
time, eveing the engine’s pistons, cylinder
heads, revolving crank webs, everything.
He'd watch the eccentric rods so closely
that one of the oilers tried to get him
talking when they met on the stern one
afternoon.

But all Old Mess gave him was a pre-
sumptuous opinion that the eccentrics
didn’t sound right or look right or some-
thing of the sort—and on top of that a
few questions. He did not talk about him-
self.

The oiler humored hin: by telling him
the Long Lance and her engines were
twenty-odd years old and ought to be in
the bone pile; told him about the circulat-
ing pump that never had behaved, and so
cn, He was dumb to miss the intelligence
0Old Mess had revealed to him. But who
expects intelligence in a as-been?

E’D hardly sunk the British Isles

astern when it came on to blow.
We ate in racks, we swayed along the
passageways.

The second night of it, the chief was
ike last from the table. He stood in the
passageway, picking his feeth and think-
ing. He must have seen Old Mess then,
seen the back of his white poll and his
stocky build ahead there, turning into the
cross alley.

But the chief was deep in his thoughts.
Rough weather took a lot out of the Long

Lance’s power plant these days and this
looked to be a long, vicious spell of head-
winds; the glass showed it.

That night, when mess men usually lie
low after hours, Chief Hanson beheld Old
Mess face to face. He was not pickled—
no, but he wasn’t himself. Maybe the gale
had got into him.

He stood just inside the engineroom
doorway. His feet were braced. His hands
were up in places to hold things that
were not there. His eyes were fixed on an
imaginary object and he murmured.

The chief watched him awhile, scrutin-
ized him, then he went closer and spoke.

“Why, I remember you!”

Old Mess scarcely heeded. He was on
duty, concentrating. He was at the throttle
of an imaginary engine, watching the dial
for the order for half speed or stop or re-
verse engine.

“Hey, what in hell’s your name?” the
chief demanded in {riendly fashion,
scratching his head and reaching for the
old man’s arm. “I remember . . . what is
your name?”

But Old Mess was somewhere else; his
mind had skipped, had jumped backward
to another day in another ship. Others
came to watch him and quiz him and
laugh. He’s nuts, what? Lookit his gray
eyes stare up, what’s he seein’?”

(Judge Gerrish yawned.)

Old Mess was nuts, all right, in a mild
way; it must have been coming on for
days.

Chief told me that the fellow had once
been chief on a big coastwise job out of
New York. He'd run away as a kid and
gone up through the engineroem to be-
come chief with a heavy ticket for all seas.

One day, says our chief, death struck
his family. Old Mess’s father, a famous
surgeon who’d planned that his son would
follow his profession, had dropped dead
over the operating table and left his
estate, a large one, all to Old Mess’s
younger brother then in college.

He’d punished his favorite son for choos-
ing his own life work, punished him by
disowning him with vitriolic bitterness.
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(Judge Gerrish half choked in the midst
of another yawn.)

That was a blow. Within a week it did
strange things to the chief engineer.
Within a month he took the throttle from
his third assistant in a blizzard on the
Maine coast. He got the bells to reverse;
instead, he shot her from slow ahead to
full speed ahead.

The ship piled onto the rocks below
Cape Elizabeth and they btoke the chief.

Of course he had to be stripped; he
wasn’t himself any more. And ever since,
he’s been roaming the world, now a mis-
erable shell, now as peculiar as our chief
caught him in the gale.

Our chief went on to me, “I’ve heard
engineers say that on rare occasions that
old duffer will tell you he knew he was
doing precisely what the bells did not
want done with the engine. Can you
fathom that?

“He'll tell you his father’s will-—not
altogether the money involved but the
scolding his father gave him for not be-
coming a surgeon—did something inside
him. He couldn’t believe a father could
hate his own son.”

Next—Hold on, Judge Gerrish. I heard
you out, you're going to hear me. Next
morning the chief had a talk with the
skinny Italian coal passer; the pace was
killing him. That noon, the Italian
switched to mess boy and Old Mess went
firing.

“Cripes, I had to do at least that much,”
the chief grunted, “and if I’ve got him be-
low, I may recall his—mno, he’s signed on
as John Smith. That’s not his name.”

E HAD the gale coming to us, by

the law of averages. We had come

all the way across the Persian Gulf and

out the sultry Mediterranean without five

consecutive hours of foul weather, Now

our luck was evening up, we were catching
hell.

We eased the Long Lance over black

mountains that rushed her. We cut her

through the smaller cross seas and watched

her twist and creak and writhe in her
foam. She could fight through if the breaks
weren’t against her.

It turned cold; it can do that even in
August up there on the northern route.

We shivered with the battling old hull
underfoot. We estimated how much longer
the gale could get worse, how much more
this old girl coulc take without leaks or
breakdowns. Fancy a breakdewn in there,
lolling in the trough, rolling cases of glass
cargo about, being smothered, boiled, bur-
ied under those bliack walls coming for us.

By the third afternoon the wind was
ripping away the crests. It roared into one
continuous hissing, it shrieked in the rig-
ging, it bored into our very souls.

And right into the midst of it, when a
man couldn’t stand against it, came an
sos from a tiny pulp boat. The storm had
caught her halfway between the Naze and
Cape Race. Her first hatch had sprung
open, she was taking in water for’d, was
by the head and doomed.

In that gale, mind you. That was the
Laplander.

I saw the skipper take that call like a
blow in the face. Well he might, for we
were making slow headway and half ex-
pecting anything t> happen as ’twas. The
Long Lance creaked and jangled through-
out. But it was an sos and a desperate one.

“We’ll go,” the skipper decided, “but
T’ll order no crew nto a boat if this holds
on—only volunteers.”

We headed for the Laplander and the
Long Lance began a new set of motions.
She knocked men down companions, rolled
men onto fo’castle floors, unhinged a wa-
ter-cooler.

But they say she failed to get-Old Mess
off his dogs, down :here in her dizzy stoke-
hold. And off watch he'd stand above, in
a doorway, eyeing the engine as it rocked
and pounded the hig shaft around, on the
way to rescue seventeen stricken Nor-
wegians—if she made it in time.

Old Mess drew attention because he
didn’t turn in. He couldn’t seem to live out
of sight of those p stons. Would the power
plant stand up urder all this grief? The

2 A—I1
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second assistant asked him that, just to
razzle-dazzle him out o’ his silence.

“I-—eccentrics, old shaft—1 wonder,”
said Old Mess, and he said a mouthful.
You see, he knew an up-and-down job as
few ever get to know it. Maybe that’s why
be hung there like a doctor watching a
fever victim; maybe he’d observed what
others had not,

The Long Lance plodded nor’ nor'west
all night. She went as far up and down
as ahead. Her engineers hung to the but-
terfly, easing her over the crests when her
propeller came out and giving her hell
when the stern dug dee> into it.

She shipped whole seas; her for’d well
was a caldron most of the time. She cork-
screwed and slid headlong, and fetched up
to a near standstill on tfe long climbs. She
vave us all some breath-taking moments.

(Judge Gerrish coughed and looked dag-
cers at that back in his windows.)

\, TE FOUND the Laplander by good

luck and better navigating because
her only light was a smeary oil lamp up
the mainmast. Every time it disappeared,
we swore it was the final dive . . . The
skipper elected to stand by till daylight.

Dawn revealed her w-etched state. The
iv’castle head was flush with the water’s
edge. The funnel was gone. The bridge had
slewed off, caught somehow in some of
the lifeboat gear and strung alongside to
leeward in a tangle that could wreck a
lifeboat.

“You keep clear of that mess,” the skip-
per warned me when I mustered my vol-
unteers into the boat. “"Ve’ll work around
to leeward of her as soon as you get clear
off us—but for God’s sike don’t hurry!”

We lowered as far as the maindeck level,
sat onto the top of a biy sea coming from
under the ship, shoved like hell and got
away in time.

We swooped downwind like a cutter
rice. 1 managed to feich ’er up before
she went round the stern and those poor
devils came down lines hung overside at
a time when already the Laplander’s stern
hung higher than Haman.

‘3 A—TI1

The last four were coming down the
lines when T risked a look-around for the
Long Lance. We rose away up onto a
huge sea and I almost swallowed my
tongue.

The Long Lance had evidently started
arcund to leeward of us, but something
had happened. She lay in the trough, loll-
ing her decks under and drifting away
into the east.

At this rate, we'd never reach her at
all—and if we did get there we'd lose men
trying to get back aboard her, I've heard
of a lot of things happening in tough
moments at sea, but this was the worst
situation. . . Aye, she was blowing ofi: I
could see it when we topped the next sea.
Her engine had quit.

We got the Norwegians and stowed them
flat. Without telling my volusteers what
might lie ahead for us, T headed the big
lifeboat for the wallowing old Long Lance
and prayed like a kid for these men before
me, rowing their hearts out, lying in the
bottom, escaping one death for-—what?

Later, this is the story they told me.
The Long Lance had started around to lee-
ward when, without the slightest warning,
her whole engineroom went silent as a
tomb. Not a piece of machinery in that
white vault moved.

She slid into the trough right away and
began rolling her rails under. She lay at
times on her beam ends and the third
sistant turned green. While others fought
to keep their feet, the chief yelled, “Vacu-
um or else. . .” He went sliding down a
greasy flight,

He met the landing coming up. He
heard noises in his ears—-due, he thought,
to the jolt he’d taken in landing. But the
noises were steam escaping. He saw the
condenser squirting steam and yelled
through the accumulating fog, “Look to
y’r eccentrics, cut the feed, cpen the at-
mosphere valve!”

He started for number one, others came
below on the run and slide, wrenches
clanged and the vault became dense with
steam.

And when they got to the last eccentric
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rods, there was Old Mess on his knees
with a wrench, waiting for the others to
open the atmosphere valve so he could set
a set-screw.

You see, the eccentric rods to number
three are set exactly ninety degrees ahead
of the piston so that the steam valve will
open to feed steam in over the piston at
the right instant. The eccentrics were set
with set-screws. One of these screws had
loosened, untimed steam had choked that
cylinder and the whole power plant had
stopped dead. .

Old Mess had watched that engine for
days——and nights, too. He had long ago
been a wizard at meeting engine troubles
haliway and this time he beat all hands
to the trouble spot. And they let him set
the screw.

He knew exactly the right degree, too,
and the chief watched him. After beating
them all to it, somehow collaring a suit-
able wrench on the way—he had it com-
ing to him, says the chief.

VE’!HEY had to chase us downwind, but
they got us whole. When she lay to,
taking us aboard, they say Old Mess was
at the ladderhead to return down into the
stokehold.

He turned in the doorway on the top
rung. In turning, he was changing that
wrench from one hand to the other and
ahout-facing to go down face to the ladder.

In that ticklish instant for him, the ship
lurched up a big sea and caught him off
balance. She hove him down onto the iron
plates below.

Two watchmates tried to pick him up,
but he astounded them both by shooing
them away—and he still gripped the
wrench,

He hobbled back to his fires as if he'd
have no one say he wasn’t the equal and
more of all the ordinary, unlettered stokers
this side of Surabaya! He winced on the
bar, he grunted over his scoop. He worked
twice as hard, what with the ship’s re-
sumed motion and the fall he'd taken—
ard that wrench.

The men reminded him of it. What was

he lugging a wren:h for with his hands
alreads tull of bar, scoop and rake? He
shooed them out of his way.

They joshed the old guy when he limped
One of them got confidential, reminded
him he wasn’t a strong youngster any
more, and tried to ead him to the ladder.

Old Mess stretched painfully to his full,
stocky stature. His free hund came up like
a piston. The young stoker went backward
over a pile of coal and knocked another
fellow over the barrow.

Old Mess stared coldly at what he had
accomplished, His hands went up to his
left side. Then his eyes lookcd up again
to that invisible dial and those hands took
their positions at the controls of the
imaginary engine.

He was on the engineroom bridge again.
watching for the call to reverse engine.
Was he reversing this time or did the
shock of his fathes’s vitriolic hatred o
his own son make him send the ship at
full speed ahead io her doom?

Nobody watching the act could guess
which he was doirg. Nobody presumed,
that time, to ask him. The sting of his
left fist had silenced his watchmates.

... The whole world was learning that
we had rescued the Laplander's crew
eighteen minutes before she took her last
dive, We were on our way westward to
Boston again, but still bucking the gale. It
probably sounds st-ange to you, but the
talk of the men by then was not the res-
cue; it was Old Mess.

The skipper heard so much of it that
he sent for the man. In his cabin he talked
for the better part of an hour, plying that
solid, inarticulate human conundrum with
questions, Had he a license? Had he ever
held one? Would he mind being mentioned
in the radio story of the rescue of the
Laplander’s crew?

Only this last question drew from him
a response, the sole iruit of an hour’s cajol-
ing; but it was stunted fruit. For Old Mess
turned his gray ey2s on the skipper for
the first time.

In a faraway, detaiched manner, he said,
“Report? No. When a father hates his
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own son . . . no mention.” He stirred a
bit stiffly, winced and added, “I kmew I
was doing it, sirs . . . full speed ahead . ..
own son ., .7

The skipper gave it up He did, however,
accede to Old Mess's wish; he refrained
from mentioning him in the radio story.

When, at length, the wind blew itself
out and the seas rounded, Oid Mess was
back among us. He insisted the tumble off
the stokehold ladder had only bruised him;
he was a tough knot of muscle and bone
anyway, the product of no end of stoke-
holds and ugly fo’castles.

{Judge Gerrish was s tting forward by
now, watching Payton very closely, listen-
ing with his mouth agipe. But Payton
was not looking.)

NHIEF HANSON made it his business
to watch the old man after the lat-
ter’'s watchmates complaiied he was moan-
ing in his sleep, making blood-curdling
sounds of misery. And they said he al-
wavs moved so as to spare his left side.
The chief watched him afternoons, sit-
ting carefully on a coiled hawser aft, and
all the while he did his level best to recall
Old Mess’s rightful name. He became so
determined to get that name that he al-
most resented our nearing port.

The last night out, he waited for Old
Mess to come off watch at midnight. He
led the weary fellow up to his room and
locked the door.

“Now, mister,” said he, “I'll see you
sit down.”

Old Mess obeyed, carefully favoring his
left side.

“I thought so,” the chief said softly.
~Here—-no, no, I'm peeling off your shirt.”

Underneath the shirt, he found that Old
Mess was wearing a tight-fitting, skimpy
iersey. It was almost a straightjacket for
his bulk. The left side o! it was caked to
his ribs. The spot was black; it was old,
clotted blcod and grime,

Further examination ccnvinced the chief
that the man had twc, possibly three
cracked ribs. The chief tried to sound gruff

about it all, but he failed—and that was
his good fortune. In there where nohody
could witness it, he became gentle and
solicitous. He dressed the sore, he talked
the sympathy he felt.

And Old Mess became another person.
He responded much as an injured dog re-
sponds. His gray eyes lost their impersonal
stare, his mind ceased to dwell in that
other-world mold.

“Several minutes after the change came
over Old Mess,” says the chief, “I myself
went helow and got his battered traveling
bag. Confronted with that sudden situa-
tion, he almost yelped; but I told him
frankly what T was after.”

“What say? My identity?” Old Mess
asked querulously. “My—my chief's 1i-
cense is still in its frame. Away down in
the very bottom. . .”

Herbert Payton wheeled on the judge.
He found him taut as a wet line. The face
of the law had somewhat changed during
the recital and now the lips moved as if
Judge Gerrish made words that he hesi-
tated to voice out loud.

“Judge, do T have to tell you? OId
Mess’s rightful name is Llewellyn—"

The judge raised protesting hands. “1
know, I know,”—and his voice trembled
before a flood of memories and emotions.
“Where is my brother?”

“In the Marine Hospital in Boston.”

“That is bad; he is too aged to be firing
boilers. He is getting old . . . like myself.”

Herbert Payton restrained himself be-
cause he beheld the judge, not as the un-
bending personification of the law, but a
broken man trying to collect himself with
dignity,

When he got around to speak again, his
voice became surprisingly gentle. He
spread his palms flat on the desk, stretched
back at arm’s length and said: “Well,
Herbert, my boy, let’s attend to your
estate. I'll go back to Boston with you.

“Yes, of course you're going back.”

il
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Sea-Goinp, Sardine
WHEN BARNEY CONNETT WAS A BOY HE
HEARD THE RHYME ABOUT THE WISE MEN
WHO WENT 7O SEA IN A BOWL, AND THE IDEA
STUCK . TODAY, A 34-YEAR-OLD ME-~
CHANIE, HE IS INVENTOR , OWNER AND
OPERATOR OF THE WORLD'S SMALLEST

PRACTICAL SUBMARINE " .

R I7 /sl Feer LONG,

37 INGHES HIGH ~- PLU
A 4-FOOT PERISCOPE — ~WEIGHS
1000 POUNDS ; IS POWERED BY AN ELEECTRIC
MOTOR AND TOOK BARNEY & YEARS To BUIL
k FROM OLD AUTO PARIS AT A GOST
OF g 4,000.

. -
OPERATES IT STRETCHED OUT ON HIS STOMACH CeaET LAST YEAR HE MADE HIS
LIKE A SARDINE AND HAS MADE OVER 300 SUCCESSFUL = £  WILL AND STARTED AGROSS
DIVES TO A MAXIMUM OF 31 FEET, ALTHOUGH IT WILL 60 LAKE MICHIGAN , CRUISING 3 FEET
DEEPER . HE HAS HAD SOME UNDER THE SURFACE . HE ALMOST €OL-
t HAIRBREATH ESCAPES. u LAPSED FROM LACK OF OXYGEN BUT RE-
] : CUPERATED ON AN ACCOMPANYING BOAT
THEN FINISHED THE 38 MILES., e

. ~= TESTING A TWO-WAY RADIO
~ WELL OFFSHORE, THE SUB STALLED.
A SPEEDBOAT RESPONDED To HIS sSo.s.,
=" LASSOED THE CONNING TOWER AND
= TOWED THE CRAFT T0 SAFETY. BARNEY WASNT
WORRIED, BECAUSE HE HAD OXYGEN ENCUGH TO
LAST 12 HOURS AND COULD HAVE BAILED OUT IF
NEED BE. HE HOPES 70 INTEREST THE GOVERNMENT IN HIS

POCKELSUE
A True Story in Plctures Every Week
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“THAT
GIBON Gir!

YEARS AGO, WHILE RIDING
WITH.HER COUSIN , APTAIN
HENRY GIBSON, OVER STOCK-
HOLM, SWEDEN, SHE SUDDENLY
’ MADE HER FIRST JUMP WITH-
%) OUT EVEN WARNING THE
, @APTAIN »

TODAY~ THIS BEAUTIFUL GIRL IS
PROBABLY THE, WORLDS MOST FAMOUS
CHUTE JUMPER

S SHE HAS JUMPED
EROM 15,000 FEET—

—~AND IS NOW PLANNING ¥

A LEAP OF

ob N
l WM 32,000 F1.7

IN HER STRATOSPHERE OVER G MILES !

ARMY OFFICIALS ARE LENDING HER ALL
KINDS OF ASSISTANCE . SHE WILL WEAR 4t
SPECIAL SUIT CONTAINING OXYGEN TANKS AND
A MASK TO ENABLE HER TO BREATHE IN THE
STRATOSPHERE .
ReeenTLY, SHE BROKE HER LEG BUT
@LIMBED IN A PLANE THE MINUTE SHE LEFT THE
HOSPITAL— FOR ANOTHER JUMP,”
C—AND SHE ONCE HELD A JOB
AS A MANNEQUIN.

Coming soon: Baron and Saegert—Hackmen Heroes
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Touchdown
Broadway

Jerry’s fist only
traveled about
eight inches, but
that big lineman
went down hard

By JUDSON P. PHILIPS

Start now this exciting novel of
racketeers in pigskin

JERRY LANNING’S pro football club,
the Americans, is headed for the rocks,
simply because it has no box-office appeal.
Unless the team starts pulling crowds, Jerry
will be forced to hand it over to Alfred Saxe,
Broadway racketeer, who holds a heavy
mortgage. Moreover, Jerry’s financial collapse
will mean that he cannot marry the lovely
Valerie Jones.

Duke Maguire, ex-sports-writer, ex-alco-
holic (who is telling the story), sees that
Abe Feldman, the Americans’ greasy pub-

ficity man, is doing a sour job; and Duke
realizes that what “he team needs most is a
headline player, a big name. So he talks
Jerry Lanning and Val Jones into taking a
trip to Vermont in search of Roy Rivers,
greatest halfback ia the country.

HE trio finds Rivers, a strange, tight-

lipped boy who admits that Rivers is not
his real name; and he agrees to sign up for
the season—at a salary of $17,432.67! He
will not explain why he wants that huge
and queerly precise sum; but Jerry Lanning
takes the gamble and signs the contract.
Thus if Rivers does not deliver, Jerry is at
the mercy of Alfred Saxe. . . .

This story began in last week’s Argosy

b4
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CHAPTER VI

INTRODUCING THE TYPHOON

HAT week was one continuous
whirlwind. Tt seemed as though we'd

clicked with a bang. Naturally, after
the party, there were pictures of Rivers,
and articles by all the boys. lerry ran ads
in the papers every day announcing the
début of the Texas Typhoen on Sunday.

From the Stadium came the reports that
Rivers was quite a guy in his football
rompers. He was a passing fool, the boys
said, and when it came to punting he was
a second Tipton; he could angle ’em out
of bounds as accurately as a guy throwing
a baseball. T wanted to get to see him
work, but business got so heavy T stuck
around to help Miss Mille* in the office.

Of course we were high. The advance
sale was brisk and active, something that
had never happened to th: Americans be-
fore. Up to now the fans had known they
could just go to the Studium and take
their pick of seats.

“We've done it. Duke! " Jerry told me
jubilantly. “The way things are going we
should have thirty thousand customers
there on Sunday.”

Jerry was off on that, but T guess heing
off didn’t make him sore, "“he advance was
over twenty thousand, and 1 figured
there’d be double that ntmber and more
when the whistle for the kickoff sounded.
Feldman was doing his usually cheesy job
on publicity, but the kid’s name had that
box-office magic.

“If Rivers doesn’t breal a leg or some-
thing, were in,”’ 1 said. 1 rapped my
knuckles on the table. I’'m not supersti-
ticus, but still there is nc use in running
risks.

Y¥1HERE was one big thing that might

. have gone wrong anl that was the
weather. Your college football enthusiast
isn’t bothered bv a spot of rain, but the
pro fan is different. However, the next
day was about as perfect for foothall as
any I ever saw. There was a high, blue
sky without a cloud. It was just cool

enough to make playing conditions ideal,
and not so cold the customers would be
uncomfortable.

I got there early and walked around,
feeling good. Before game time there must
have been forty-five thousand cash cus-
tomers on deck. Jerry and Val, sitting in
a box near the fifty-yard line, were
swamped by friends congratulating them
and wishing them luck,

I decided to go up into the presshox to
watch the first half, and make sure the
boys were properly enthusiastic. Type-
writers were clattering when I arrived and
I noticed quite a few of the first-string
boys. This was a big-time event, not only
because of the Typhoon, but because the
Badgers were contenders for the playoffs,
too, and therefore the outcome of this
particular game might be significant.

I was about to say something to Jim
Travers when a roar went up from the
crowd. The two teams had come out on
the field; the Americans in their purple
and gold outfits, the Badgers in dark blue
with white helmets and white stockings. I
took a seat in the corner of the box and
settled back to enjoy mvself.

Tke loudspeaker system began announc-
ing the lineups. There were names on that
Badger team that every football fan knows
well. They had George Murphy, a great
passing and kicking fullback; Corcoran,
Felton and Graves who fill out a classy
backfield; Kiki Crouse, all-league center:
Baylor, Dunnigan, Tuck Smith, Chapman,
and a half dozen other crackerjack line-
men. Each one of ’em got a great hand
as the announcer gave out their names.

Then came the dope on the home forces.
The line first—Szymanski, Emms, Kowalik,
Harris, and the rest of the boys 1'd seen
last week. '

“And in the backfield,”” the announcer
bawled, “three of the famous Four Jug-
glers plus a new addition . . . a player we
have all come here this afternoon to see

the great Texas Typhoon, Roy
Rivers!”

The crowd shook the steel beams with

shouting and applause. The names of
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Matuzak, Ganzmueller and Gabrowski
were lost in the tumult. The crowd refused
to let up until Rivers stepped out from the
Americans’ bench and acknowledged the
cheering with a wave of his hand.

Most guys seem bigger when they get
into football clothes, but somehow Rivers
looked on the frail side to me. Maybe that
was because I was rooting for him so hard.
He did a little practice punting that had
the customers ooh-ing and ah-ing. There
was certainly plenty of drive in his toe.

Then came the big moment. The officials
were in the center of the field. Szymanski,
the A’s captain, and George Murphy of the
Badgers joined them and the coin was
tossed. Murphy called the turn and elected
to receive. The two squads huddled around

stheir coaches for a minute and then ran
out onto the field to a burst of cheering
that did my heart good.

Matuzak set up the ball for the kickoff
and big Szymanski limbered up his leg.
A shrill whistle from the referee . . . a
moving wave of purple and gold . . . and
“then the leather went arching back to the
goal line where George Murphy waited,
one hand raised to shield his eyes from
the sun. He had it, cut sharply to the
right, and started up the field behind rap-
idly forming interference.

NSTINCTIVELY my eyes were fixed

on the big number 11 on Rivers’ back.
He went downfield very fast under that
kick. T saw him sidestep a hard block
thrown at him by one of the Badger for-
wards, knife his way through the inter-
ferers and bring Murphy down hard despite
a jolting straightarm. The kid could cer-
tainly tackle. Murphy’d only gotten to his
own eighteen yard line.

“Murphy carrying tackled by
Rivers,” the press announcer droned.

The kid had tasted blood on his first
play as a pro, and the crowd loved it. I
leaned forward. Though 1 didn’t realize
it at the time, T was gripping the rail of
the pressbox so my fingers ached. Rivers
danced back to his position at defensive
left half.

Ducky Porter uses a five-man line when
the play is deep in the other team’s ter-
ritory. That put Harris, Szymanski, and
Gabrowski up behind, with Rivers and
Ganzmueller, the two halves, back a bit
and on the wings, and the safety mar
fairly deep.

On the first play George Murphy started
a sweep around Rivers’ side of the line,
Harris and Szymanski shifted over to meet
the rush and Murphy’s blockers were
smeared, but Murphy was still going. Tke
Typhoon came in like a streak of light.
Murphy tried to spin out of the tackle.
but Rivers had glue on his fingers and
the Badger back went down with only a
two-yard gain.

I gave Jim Travers the eye. “Boy, when
he hits ’em they stay hit,” I said,

Jim nodded. “Be looked good on tho::
two plays.”

Corcoran tried an offtackle slant tha:
failed and then George Murphy fell back
to punt. Rivers iand Ganzmueller faded
to protect Matuzak, the Americans’ safety
man. Murphy got off a beauty, far down
the field and toward the sidelines. Matu-
zak raced over and took it on the dead
run like an outfielder. Ganzmueller re-
moved one of the Badger ends and Matu-
zak started upcountry.

I guess everyone was watching that run.
but I happened to glance back at Rivers.
As T did I saw Chapman, the other Badger
end, throw a block that doubled the Ty-
phoon up like a jack-knife. Rivers wasn't
anywhere near the play. As he went down.
Dunnigan piled on top of him and I didn"t
have to be a mind-reader to know that
Dunnigan’s knees must have cracked the
kid’s ribs.

I was on my feet. “You big bum!™ I
shouted. “You car’t get away with that!"

But he did. Apparently the referce
hadn’t seen it, though it was about as
flagrant a piece of unnecessary roughness
as I'd ever witnessed. The Typhoon got
to his feet, rather slowly I thought, but
he didn’t make any protest. He trotted
down the field to where Matuzak had been
thrown out of bounds.
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Jim Travers looked over at me with a
wry grin.

“That’s not playing the game,” 1 said.

“It’s playing this game,” Travers said,

Well, the Americans went into a huddle
and then Harris came out over the ball.
There was a shift, Herris snapped the
leather back, and the boys began the com-
plicated hocus-pocus of Ducky Porter’s
system. Suddenly I saw the ball go bound-
ing crazily along the turf. Someone had
muffed an assignment. Rivers, like a flash,
wwas after the fumble and managed to fall
on it a split second ahead of the diving
Badger end. They’d lost fifteen yards on
the play, but Rivers’ recovery had been
rilliant.

Then I saw Matuzak, the A's quarter-
wuck, standing with his hands on his hips,
yoking at Rivers. T felt little beads of
:weat on my forehead. Matuzak was tell-
ing those forty-five thousand customers
iust as clearly as if he had put it into
words that it was Rivers who had bawled
up the play.

"\N THE very next play Rivers was
given the ball on a straight off-tackle
thrust. There was no hole where he went,
Dunnigan bringing him down with a tooth-
vattling tackle. But there had been a hole
hetween guard and center—a hole you
culd have driven a truck through.

Matuzak gave Rivers a hell of a clout
cross the shoulders as he got to his feet.
in dumb show the Americans’ quarterback
was indicating that the T'yphoon had once
more bungled his assignment.

Jim Travers looked cver at me again
and his face was set. T don’t think T had
guite caught on yet, bu: Jim had. There
was a sudden letup on the clacking type-
writers. The volume of noise from the
crowd diminished. Rivers had dropped
back to punt.

Ganzmueller was protecting the Ty-
phoon’s kicking foot, but he over-shifted
as Chapman charged in and Rivers never
got the kick away. It landed squarely in
the middle of Chapmar’s chest and the
Badger end fell on it.

“Gee, he was awful slow trying to get
that one off,” one of the young writers
said,

“You damn dumbbell,” Jim Travers
said, between his teeth.

Then I knew what was up, but it took
me a little longer to get so I really be-
lieved it. Rivers’ own teammates were giv-
ing him the business! Oh, it was smart.
Probably not one in a thousand fans got
wise. Even some of the experienced writers
there in the press coop missed it.

On the attack the three members of the
A’s backfield had thrown their timing off
just enough so that Rivers looked bad.
Linemen didn’t open holes where he was
supposed to go, but made it seem as though
the Typhoon had muffed by opening a big
hole somewhere else. When he kicked, the
Badger forwards shifted through on him
before he could get moving.

After that first blocked kick the visitors
went straight to a score on four plays. The
climax was a pass, apparently into Rivers’
section. T happen to know that Ducky
uses a zone defense against passes. I hap-
pen to know that Rivers shouldn't have
faded to cover that pass; it was Matuzak
who should have come up. But they made
Rivers the goat.

Ducky sent in the second stringers then
and the A’s began to play foothall again—
the excellent brand of football Ducky had
taught them. But toward the end of the ¥
second quarter, the starting hackfield re-
appeared and everything went haywire.
When the gun sounded to end the half
there couldr’t have been ten people in the
place who were of any other opinion than
that the Great Texas Typhoon was a col-
ossal flop.

CHAPTER VII
DIE FOR DEAR OLD BROADWAY

DON'T think I was ever so burned up
in my life. I was shaking like a man
with palsy when I barged out of the press-
box and headed down the ramp toward
the exit that led to the Americans’ dress-
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ing room. I was going to find out about
this. They cculdn’t do this to Jerry! I
didn't give a hoot in hell about Rivers,
except as it affected Jerry. And this was
the rankest kind of doublecross.

I don’t know exactly what I would have
done when I got to the dressing room. As
it turned out I never had a chance. Just
as I reached the door someone brushed
past me, nearly knocking me over. It was
Jerrv. His face was the color of ashes,
and I saw that frosty, murderous look in
his eyes that had been there the night I
first met him.

I just followed him.

He swept into that dressing room. The
players were sitting on the benches in front
of their lockers, getting ready to put on
glean dry jerseys. I didn’t have time to
spot Rivers. Jerry looked around him, and
then made for the door of Ducky Porter’s
office. He flung the door open with a bang
and went in,

Ducky was standing by the windows,
his back to us. His pipe was clenched be-
tween his teeth, unlit. He didn’t turn
around, but stood there, his hands in his
pockets, staring out the window.

“Porter!” Jerry’s voice was like a pistol
shot.

Ducky faced about =zlowly, his shoulders
drooping. He looked licked.

“Before God, Jerry, T had nothing to do
with it,”” he said. “If T’d known that was
what they were planning. . .”” He stopped.

Jerry’s breath made a whistling sound.
“Theyre making a deliberate flop of this
thing,” he said.

“T know,” Ducky said, hoarsely.

14“7})}]?77

Ducky shrugged. “They don’t like him,
Jerry. They're sore because he’s drawing
a salary bigger than any two of ’em put
together. They think if there is any loose
change lying around they’ve earned it.”

“You knew all that before the game?”

“Oh, T knew, Jerry. I didn’t want to
bother you. I didn’t dream they'd do a
thing like this.”

“Why aren’t you out there giving ‘em
bell?” Jerry wanted to know.

“It won’t do any good,” Ducky said.
“They’ve made up -heir minds.”

“And how are tley going to like being
branded as a bunch of rats in every paper
in the country?”

Ducky sighed. “You won't be able to
get away with it, Je ry. They've been whis-
pering about the kd all week. That he’s
a swell-headed stuffed shirt. That he held
you up. That he hesn’t got what it takes.
Half the writers came to the game with
that in mind. I'm sorry, bui this is the
works, Jerry. The kid's done for—and
you're stuck with him.”

Jerry stood there, breathing hard, and
then he turned and walked past me again
and out into the lccker room. He looked
right at me but I'll swear he didn’t see me.

In the locker room he went straight up
to big Szymanski who was sitting in iront
of his locker. Szymanski rose reluctantly
to his feet. He towered a good six inches
over Jerry.

“You're captain of this club?” Jerry
said.

“That’s right, Mr. Lanning.”

“You're appointed to that position with
an extra five hundred bucks because you're
supposed to be a leader.”

Szymanski didn’t say anything.

“You knew what was going to happen
out there this afternoon?” Jerry's voice
was harsh,

Szymanski’s broad mouth twitched at
one corner. “Yes, I knew, Mr., Lanning,™
he said. “Rivers won’t do. He’s not the
kind of guy we can zet along with. As long
as he's on the club things aren’t going to
click. You might as well know that.”

“So things aren’t going to click,” Jerrv
said, kind of soft.

I’'d seen him punch before. This one
didn’t travel over eight inches, but it lifted
Szymanski clean off his feet and sent him
crashing against a locker. There was a
trickle of blocd running from the corner
of his mouth as he got slowly up.

Then Jerry hit him again. There wus
a hole in his smile vhere a couple of teeth
had been. This time Szymanski didn’t get
up.
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“That’s only a mild taste of the kind
of beating you mugs have given me this
afternoon,” Jerry said. Fle turned around
to Ducky Porter who stood, gaping, in
the door of the office.

“Rivers keeps playingz,” he snapped.
“Keep him in there if they swamp us.”

“But, Jerry—!”

Jerry was gone.

”

WOULD have died for Jerry Lanning,

and I nearly did the second half. Poor
Jerry, he’d gone into that locker room
swinging against odds no one could buck.

They weren’t quite so brazen about the
way they tossed Rivers in that second
half. They were a sullen, dogged crew,
without any spark or dash. Rivers got no
aelp. ‘He kept pounding away against a
stone wall, because the I'ne simply didn’t
open up any holes. On defense he was bril-
liant. Toward the end they had to lead him
off the field, groggy, punchdrunk.

But it was sad. Some lzather-lunged fan
had started to kid him early in the half.

“Come on Rivers! Tie for dear old
droadway!”

The Typhoon’s appar:nt non-perform-
ance got to be a joke—the kind of joke
throwing Christians to the lions must have
heen back in Rome. A sport crowd can
be pretty cruel when they get riding a
cuy, without really knowing the facts.
Thumbs down on Rivers! That was the
cenerai feeling.

All we could do was sit there and watch
a fine dream shrivel up and die. There was
something hysterical in the crowd’s atti-
tude. Jerry Lanning was popular and they
seemed to take Rivers’ failure as a direct
blow at Jerry. It was, bhut not the way
they thought of it. Wher Nick Niles, the
rrainer, helped Rivers off the field there
were catcalls and boos. It was pretty tough
medicine.

I went down to Jerry’s box just before
the end of the game. The iriends who had
been crowding around kim an hour ago
were conspicuous by their absence. Jerry
sat in his seat, rigid, staring out at the
field. Val, deathly pale, a suspicious wet-

ness on her lashes, was holding on to his
arm tight. I leaned over them:

“Let’s get out of here, lugs,” I said.
“There’s nothing more to see.”

At first I thought Jerry hadn’t heard
me. But abruptly he stood up and started
for the exit nearest the box. 1 walked
with Val, and 1 could feel her shaking as
she clung to my elbow.

“Too bad, Jerry!” some fan hollered.
when he saw Jerry in the aisle.

“Tomatoes are cheaper, Jerry!” an-
other one shouted.

“Why not hire Shirley Temple?”” a drunk
suggested,

Jerry never looked to right or left. His
shoulders were back and that square jaw
of his was jutting out, but he never said
a word, never looked at anyone,

Just as we reached the exit Val glanced
back at the crowd in the Stadium. They
were still having a field day, laughing and
booing the Americans. . ,

“Damn them!” Val said, bitterly.
“Damn them for a bunch of stupid sheep.”
She was shaking, and her face was a way
P’d never seen it before.

“Take it easy, kid,” 1 said.

She looked up at me and she wasn’t
trying to hide the tears now. “Have we
just got to sit here and watch Jerry take
the count?”

I took her by the arm, “We’ll find some-
thing to do,” I said, and wondered what
the hell it would be.

E TOOK a cab downtown to the
apartment. T have never seen two
people suffering as Jerry and Val were, and
yet there wasn’t anything to say. Trying
to be cheerful under the circumstances
would have been playing the Pollyanna
act with all the stops out. No good. It
was a swell time to get drunk, I thought.
You couldn’t get around the facts. Jerry
had put all his chips on this one guy’s
coming through and he’d lost. The tough
part of it was that it wasn’t because his
judgment had been at fault about Rivers.
Rivers could play football and play it
plenty. If he’d been given a chance out

-
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there today he might have come through
with a bang. It wasn’t his fault, and it
wasn’'t Jerry’s. Those mugs on the team
had been bitten by some kind of a bug
and it was too late to call the doctor.

When we got to the apartment Jerry
went straight to the cabinet in the corner
and brough out a bottle of Scotch.

“1 think this is in order,” he said.

“Me too?” T asked hopefully.

“You too,” he said. “And if you should
happen to get potted, Duke, I'll be right
with you.”

If Val had been any other kind of
girl, she might have protested or said
something about liquor being no way to
solve a problem. Val knew better, She just
poured herself a stiff one.

Jerry lifted his glass and looked at Val.
For the first time that afternoon he smiled.
It was a tight little smile that did things
to me. “Well, darling, we took a shot at
it anyway. It was a good try.”

“We're not done yet,” Val said, stub-
bornly.

“You can read our obituaries
morning papers,” Jerry said.

Did you ever get tight to forget about
something? It doesn’t work, The more you
try to forget the more you remember.
Finally we had got pretty far into the
second quart and the only result was that
my face muscles were stiff and when 1
said anything it was very precise and cau-
tious. But T could still hear that jeering
crowd . . . still see the Typhoon pounding
himself uselessly against the Badger line

. still see the sullen, angry faces of the
players in the locker room when Jerry
confronted them. Then I saw that gap in
the Szymanski’s smile again and I felt bet-
ter and poured myself another slug.

The next thing T knew it was tomorrow
and I had that dark brown taste in my
mouth. When 1 got pulled together and
went out into the front room for break-
fast, Jerry was already smoking with his
coffee. Spread out on the floor all around
the table were a mass of crumpled news-
papers. I gave Jerry a questioning look
and he just shrugged.

in the

“The works,” he said.
The newspaper accounts were pretty
much the same,

RIVERS' DEBUT A FLOP. . . TEXAS TY-
PHOON FAILS IN PRO ATTEMPT,
RIVERS GOLES EOOM. . .

Joe Wilgus of the Mail had a very zer-
ious-minded piece about how the pro game
had grown so fast that college stars could
no longer be expected to make the jump to
stardom overnight. He said it was becom-
ing just as unusial as seeing a kid break
into the big leagues in baschall without
minor league experience. He said he was
sorry for Jerry. That didn’t help.

AHERE was just one piece that made
sense and Jim Travers had written
it. T read:

“The Typhoon flopped. Forty-five thous.
and fans who came to cheer the former
college flash remained to give him a Bronx
jeer. On the surface it certainly looked
as though Jerry Lanning had bought him-
self a grade-A zold brick. But this re-
porter came away with a feeling that he
bad just watched the old rabbit trick.

“Rivers had everything on defense. He
tackled cleanly. He never let up for an
instant. On offerse he ran hard with the
ball and got nowhere. However, it might
be well to point out that Tuffy Leemans
himself can’t run through a stonewall. A
back is only as good as his blockers. And
let it be said here and now that Rivers
blockers stank!”

“That’s telling ’em,” I muttered.

“Four of the Typhoon’s punts were
blocked before he could get them awav,”
Travers went on. “That’s where the rabbit
trick came in. Aryone knows that the way
a magician pulls his stuff is by attracting
attention to something else. On the first of
those blocked kicks like all the rest T was
watching Rivers and I thought he was
slow,

“The next time I watched his blockers.
Ganzmueller missed the incoming end cold
on that one. Nobody could have gotten a
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kick away. The next time Ganzmueller did
a fine job of taking out a Badger player
who didn’t have a chance 0 block the kick
and letting the key man through.

“Your reporter got to ihinking. He got
to thinking that in reality 't was not Rivers
who looked bad, but that it was Rivers
who had made the rest of the team look
like a bunch of bhums—and a bunch of
double-crossing bums at that!”

“At least one guy caught on,” I said
to Jerry.

“One lone voice in the wilderness,” he
said dryly.

“It's something to hang on to,” T said.
~If Travers got the rea lowdown he’ll
play it up. He likes you, Jerry. He'd like
to see you get a break.”

I tried to make it sound convincing—
give him hope in what oae sports writer
could do.

Jerry sighed. “Do you think the rest of
the experts are going to admit that they
didn’t tumble to the truth? Ducky was
right. It’s no soap, Duke.”

I was pretty sure he was right, too, and
I didn’t look at him.

“If T were in your boots I'd give the
hum’s rush to that whole lousy outfit,” 1
said.

“T've got to put a team on the field next
Sunday or lose my franchise,” Jerry said.
“Don’t you think I'd like to fire 'em? But
1 can’t. T haven’t the dough to get new
players, even if it were pessible to whip a
team into shape by Sunday, which it isn’t.
No, Duke. I've got to play the cards I'm
holding, and they aren’t ‘winners.”

Just then the doorbell 1ang and I went
and opened the door. It was Sam Feldman,
looking smug and self-satisiied. He brushed
past me and went in to join Jerry.

“Well, that was a tough break, Jerry,”
he said. “T’'m afraid it turaed out just the
way I figured, though.”

Jerry’s eyes narrowed. “You mean you
figured the rest of the gang would give
him the works?”

Feldman Jooked blank—too damned
blank, I thought. “I don’t get it,” he said.

Jerry was still studying him.,

“You mean to say you don’t realize
that the team deliberately set out to make
Rivers look bad?”

“Why, Jerry, you're crazy!” Feldman
said.

“Oh, sure,” I said. “They fought their

little hearts out for Rivers, but he just

didn’t have it.”

Feldman’s cigarette waggled up and
down. “You must both be punchdrunk,”
he said. “If I were you, I wouldn’t spread
that kind of a story around. It’s pretty
close to libel.” Then his eyes fell on the
paper I'd been reading. “T get it. You
went for the line that dope Travers handed
out.”

“Of course Jerry doesn’t know anything
about football,” I said. “He hasn’t got
any eyes to see with. And he didn’t get
Szymanski to admit it between the halves,
and he didn’t knock Szymanski for a
loop.”

Feldman looked horrified. “Is that on
the level?”

“On the dead level,” Jerry said.

Feldman began to strut. ‘“That’s bad

. very bad,” he said.

I put my hands in my pockets to keep
them out of trouble. “The master mind
at work,” T said.

Feldman stopped in front of Jerry and
spoke earnestly. “I don’t know what to
say,” he told him. “But if that’s true, Jerry,
I can only warn you not to spread it. You
wouidn’t get a baker’s dozen to the games
if a story like that got around about the
team.”

“They don’t draw flies as it is,” I said.
“Why not give 'em what’s coming to 'em?”

“You can’t afford it!”

Jerry sighed wearily. “I know,” he said.
“They’'ve got me, Feldman, We play in
Chicago Sunday. Run your usual line of
publicity. Don’t play Rivers up particu-
larly. We'll just have to see what happens.”

“I think you're very wise,” Feldman
said, and there was enough smugness in
the way he said it to turn a stronger stom-
ach than mine,

And that was a fair sample of the cards
that Jerry was holding—for a finish game.
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CHAPTER VIII
1S IT HERO OR HEEL?

ERRY always made the road trips
with the club, but for the first time
since he owned them he didn’t go West
with the Americans. I guess he didn’t want
to sit through that kind of thing twice.
During the week I tried to talk some
sense to him.

“Go to the team and put your cards on
the table,” I urged him. “They’re a bunch
of dumb mokes, Maybe you can show them
that it’s not Rivers they’re hurting but
themselves and you.”

Jerry was stubborn. “I don’t crawl on
my knees to anyone, Duke. They know

*how I feel. I think I made that pretty
clear.”

“Then go to Rivers and get him to let
you off the hook,” T said.

“T made a bargain with him. I've got
to stick to it.”

We talked in and around those two
points all week and I got just exactly
nowhere,

Finally Sunday came around again.
Nobody had mentioned it, but Jerry and
Vai and 1 all hung about the apart-
ment. I knew at two-thirty someone would
turn on the radio to hear the broadcast
from Chicago. T got to playing a game
with myself, betting on who it would
be.

At exactly two-thirty Jerry got up from
his chair. “There’s no use being childish
about this,” he said, and switched on the
dials,

The announcer was just giving the line-
ups and we settled back to listen. Ducky
Porter was starting his second team, which
T figured might be a smart move. The
announcer said there was a good crowd,
“a good many of them anxious to see
if Roy Rivers is really as bad as the
reports from New York indicate,”

For the whole first quarter that game
was a dog fight. The Chicago outfit was
throwing in the works against Ducky’s
second stringers, and they kept the ball
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in scoring position most of the time, but
couldn’t push it over. Just before the
end of the quarter, after the Americans
had taken the ball on downs on their own
eighteen yard line, it happened.

“Here comes the moment we've been
waiting for,” the announcer said, his voice
sharpening. “Ducky TPorter is sending in
his regulars. Big Szymanski and the rest
of the first-string line, and his ace back-
field. And yes . . . Rivers is in there ai
left half; he wears a big number 11 on
his back.

“Now we'll have a chance to see this
ex-collegian in action. Chicago fans have
a healthy respect for him after the way
he ran wild ageinst Northwestern last
year. They’re inclined to think that Rivers
just had a case of jitters in his disastrous
début last week,

“Well, here go the Americans into their
huddle . . . gold helmets together in s
close circle. Here comes Harris out over
the ball. It’s a single wing to the right
with Rivers back . . . they shift . . .
Rivers, his knees pumping like pistons.
He’s going in therz off tackle—oh-oh!

“Bill Branch trought him down harcd
on that one. The Americans’ interference
was piled up badly on that play. There
was a big hole iaside tackle but Rivers
failed to cut in. Well, we'll see . . . we'l
see. They’re back in a huddle again. Mat
Matuzak gave Rivers an encouraging slap
on the back as tiey put their heads to-
gether.

“Here they come, Harris is over the
ball. It’s a single wing to the right again
—Rivers and Gabrowski back. The ball
is snapped! It’s one of those double triple
what-have-you’s of Ducky Porter’s, Tt's

irla
U

Gabrowski . . . no, Rivers has it. Hold it!
Fumble . . . fumhle! It’s rolling back to-

ward the goal-line, Rivers is after it . . . so
is Bill Branch.

“They're piled up there. We’ll have
to wait till they untangle before I can
tell you who has the ball. Tt looked like
Rivers by an eyelash. Yes—yes, it was
Rivers. But they lost plenty on that play.
The ball is on the one yard line . . . make
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it one and a half, It’s thi-d down, and a
long way 10 go.”

I didn’t have the heart =0 look at Jerry
or Val. T kept dragging on my cigarette
and staring down at the design in the
rmb‘et

“it’s Rivers dropping back bwu»d his
goal-line to kick out of danger,” the an-
nouncer said. ‘““He’s standing deep in his
own end zone, his hands outstretched
waiting for the ball. Gaazmuller is to
his right, protecting that kicking foot.
Harris is over the ball. flere it comes.

“I's a bad pass! A very hod pass!
Rivers had to jump up in the air to pull

it down. He’s trying to get it off. . . .
Bili Branch is on him, de swept past
Ganzmuller ke a man beating a traffic
ight, It's blocked! It’s blocked! Bill

Branch is on it! Oh boy, what a whale
f a game Branch is playing. It’s a touch-
lown for Chicago. Branch came charging
n there and—"

Jerry was on his feet. He switched off
he dial. None of us said anything.

READ the reports out of Chicago the

next day and they were pmtty much
. duplication of the stories of Rivers’ first
rame, He tried awfully hard, but he didn’t
1ave the hang of the pro game yet. Maybe
n a year or two! By that time Jerry would
e selling ice cream from a wagon,

Jerry was very quiet aid didn’t talk
bout the mess at all. T knew he was
rving to figure out just what to do. T
cnew he would break an arm to clear
1is note to Saxe in December. There was
nly one wav to manage that-—crowds at
he games. And there weren’t going to be
ny crowds to watch the Typhoon.

When you're in a smashup you try to
alvage as much of the wrackage as pos-
ible. At Jeast that’s the wey 1 figured it,
didn’t tell that to Jerry bt I did corner
‘al that afternoon.

“Ten thousands bucks would make a
ot of difference to Jerry right now,” I
aid.

Val laughed. “And how!”

“I'm not proud,” T said. “T suggest you

and I go have a talk with Rivers. He
must see the whole deal is a frost. Maybe
he’s not quite so tough as he made out.
After the beating he's taken he may be
willing to settle.”

Val frowned. “Settle?”

“Sure. Tear up his contract and give
Jerry back about ten G’s. That wili leave
him amply paid for the two games he’s
played. And when I say ‘ample’ I mean
about ten times more than he was worth.”

She waited a moment, looking down
at the floor; and then she said hesuant}y
“Jerry wouldn t like it.”

But T was pretty sure I could make
her see it my way.

“If Jerry won’t help himself then some-
body has to do something for him.”

After several minutes of silence she
made up her mind. “All right, Duke, I'll
go to see Rivers with you.”

IVERS was staving at a downtosn

- hotel and when we sent up our
names we were invited to go to his rovis.
He looked a little battered up when he
opened the door to us. There was a
patch of adhesive over one eye and a cut
on his left cheekbone, He still had that
manner that didn’t tell you a thing about
what was going on behind his cold gray
eyes.

“Hello,” was all he said,

“We’d like to talk to you,” T said.

“Sorry, there’s only one chair,” he said.
“One of you will have to sit on the bed.”

He was certainly living simply for a
guy with seventeen-odd thousand bucks in
his jeans. Val took the chair. Rivers and
I shared the edge of the bed.

“Things are pretty tough,” T said.

“Yes,” he said. The way he said it didn’t
mean anything in particular.

“The Chicago game didn’t go any bet-
ter than the one here.”

“Worse,” Rivers said. He couldn’t seem
to keep his eves off Val. She was awful
cute, in a tweed suit with a bunch of
violets pinned to her furs., I decided to
turn the floor over to her. T knew if 1
was Rivers I couldn’t turn her down.
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“What’s really wrong, Roy?” she asked.

Rivers shrugged. “The boys on the team
have elected to give me the business.
They’re doing a good job.”

“Why?” Val asked, quietly.

“To tell you the truth, 1 don’t know,”
said Rivers, looking puzzied. “Everybody
was okay for the first day or two of
practice and then it went sour. Somehow
they heard the details of my contract
with Mr. Lanning. They were sore about
that because they claimed they’d been
stringing along at small salaries until Mr.
Lanning got on his feet. There were do-
ing all right—contenders for the title. They
thought if there was any extra money they
should have it. In a way I don’t blame
them.”

“I see.” Val kept her eyes on his face.

“Then they got the idea that I held
Mr. Lanning up. That I was personally
responsible for pulling a fast one on him.
1 don’t know who started that line of
talk, Miss Jones, but that got them down
on me plenty. I guess Porter tried to rea-
son with them for Mr. Lanning’s sake,
but they seemed to figure the quicker they
got me out of the picture the quicker
things would break right.” His lips tight-
ened into a firm straight line.

“So?” Val prompted.

“Pm just not quitting,
Rivers said.

Val nodded. “I don’t blame you. If
anybody tried to give me that kind of
a going over I'd stick it out to the last
ditch—if I were the only one being hurt
by it.”

He looked down at his big hands, avoid-
ing her level stare.

“The one who's really getting taken in
this situation is Jerry,” Val said.

I couldn’t sit back any longer. “Why
not let him off the hook, Rivers? You've
played two games. Turn back ten grand
to Jerry, tear up your contract, and give
him a chance to pull his chestnuts out
of the fire. Seven thousand, four hundred
and thirty-two dollars and sixty-seven
cents is pretty elegant pay for two ball
games.”

that’s all,”

Rivers kept looking at his hands, “I'm
sorry,” he said, kind of unsteadily.

“You mean you won’t do it?”

“T can’t,” he said.

1 was about to pop off but Val silenced
me with a gesture.

“You must have a reason for being
so hard about this deal, Roy,” she ssid
“Your original demands were pretty in-
credible. 1 don't think you're the sort of
person who would stick a knife into a
man who's dowa and twist it.”

“ YE SQUIEMED unhappily on the

edge of the bed. “I'm sorry,” he

said again. “I-~1 wish I didn’t have to

be tough. But Mr. Lanning accepted my

terms. I'm liviag up to my end of the

deal. It’s not my fault that things have
turned out as they have.”

“We admit that,” T snapped. “But that
doesn’t have tc turn you into the Creat
Stone Face.”

He raised his head then and I saw
that his eyes were hurt, clean threugh
and deep. “I can’t do anything else,” he
said. “I can’t because none of the money
is left.” '

I gaped at him. “You’ve gone through
seventeen G’s ulready!”

He nodded. “All T can do is carry out
my end of the bargain. I'm sorry.” The
way he said it [ knew he was.

I looked at Val and she at me. This
was defeat. T Fad just one shot left.

“Listen,” I said. “The gang are sore
at you because you got paid so much.
You say you've spent it all. Well, T know
it hasn’t been on riotous living, Mavhe
if you'd give out why you had to have
that dough they might change their at-
titude toward ou. What is it, the mort-
gage on the old homestead? An old mother
or a crippled sister who needs an opera-
tion? Some gaz like that might do the
trick.”

The color had drained out of his face
and he looked sick. “I'm sorry, Maguire,”
he said. “My private life is my own af-
fair, 'm livinz up to my end of the
deal. That’s all T car do.”

3 A—11
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I was starting to burn again. “You
aid you changed your name? What is all
his? Are you on the lami Did you rob
L bank? For God sake, Rivers, give! Dish
ut something we can work. with.”

He stood up, and when he spoke his
oice was shaking. “I can't help vou,” he
aid. “T wish 1 could. 1 don’t like being
- heel. But there it is. Please—there’s no
se talking about it any nore.”

Se we went out.

Out on the street I said to Val: “Look,
’al, T've been a good boy for more than
wo weeks. [ think after that little ses-
ion 1 shall go quietly oft and into the
ank. Would that spoil a beautiful friend-
hip?”

She put her hand on my arm. I wish
hat kind of thing would do me some
«sod,” she said. “I'd join you. Run along,
Duke. The {riendship will ~emain intact.”

Which is how T happened to be barg-
ne up Broadway by my lonesome. After
tops at a couple of bars, T began working
ut an idea. [ would walll uptown from
forty-fourth Street, bavirg a drink in
:ach bar I came to. I figured that T ought
o just about make the Tark that way.

But I was wrong. In the third bar I ran
nto something that sobered me up cold.
| had gotten to the mahogaay and ordered
1 Scotch. While T waited I turned to look
iround the place. At a table in the corner
here were three guys 1 knew. One of
hem was Al Saxe, smiling his oily smile.
\nother was Zipper Collins, his pointed
eeth glittering in the licht. The third
ne was none other than our sterling pub-
icity man, Mr. Sam I'eldman.

They had just been served and it was
Feldman who raised his glass. “Here's
o crime,” he said, “and may it continue
1 the same hotsy-totsy fashion.”

CHAPTER IX
DEAR DOUBLECROSSER

()I\E of the reasons my nose is bent
and the center knuckle on my right
hand is out of line and there is a long
4 A—II
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scar up near the hair on the right side
of my forehead is that when I dive into
a situation I usually do it without stopping
to figure out the odds or the eventual
advantages to myself.

My first impulse when I saw dear little
Sam Feldman staging a celebration with
those two rosebuds, Saxe and the Zipper,
was to wade in and start breaking the
place up. I remember thinking the first
thing I'd do would be to take a poke at
the Zipper, not only because he was a guy
I’d planned to take several pokes at be-
fore long, but because he was the guy with
the gun and was a little quick about the
way he reached for it.

Afterward I put a little gold star in
the book next to my name because I didn’t
for once act on impulse. I turned my back
on those three babies quick and bent over
my drink. T was sobered encugh to do
some thinking, and T did it at high speed.

I'd never thought much of Feldman's
publicity stuff, but I'd figured he was just
a dope. Now I had a different slant on it.
From what Rivers had said it was plain
someone had deliberately started the trou-
ble on the team. And someone who knew
all the details of Rivers’ contract. There
were only three people outside of Jerry,
Val and myself who knew those terms:
Rivers, who was a clam, Ducky Porter,
who certainly wouldn’t have used his in-
formation that way, and Feldman. Feld-
man! Feldman, sitting there having a high
old time with Saxe and Collins, two guys
out for Jerry’s hide.

Right then everything seemed clear as
daylight. Feldman was working for Saxe.
That’s why he’d been so steamed up when
he first heard Jerry had signed Rivers. He
was afraid it might work! That’s why he’d
staved so Jittery. All his concern for Jerry
was the bunk. He’d been afraid Jerry might
pull himself out of the hole he was in,
and that wouldn’t have suited little Sammy
and his real employer, Saxe.

You may wonder what Saxe and com-
pany would want with a bankrupt busi-
ness. Well, that was simple enough. The
franchise in New York was worth a lot of
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dough. If Saxe could turn owner by fore-
closing his note, an amount that was maybe
a third of what he would have had to pay
in the open market for the club, it was
gravy. Then by sinking a little cash in
the club he’d have a real money-making
proposition.

That’s all there was to it. Simple as
taking candy from a baby—after first kick-
ing the baby a good one, right in the
face.

It was a well-planned steal. With Feld-
man to report on all Jerry’s plans and gum
up the publicity, Saxe was doing fine.
Rivers had seemed a danger so Feldman
had spread a little judicious propaganda
and the Typhoon turned out to be a bust.
It was a swell scheme. It was just peachy.
And there wasn’t a damn thing to do about
it legally.

Nothing to do about it any other way,
from the look of things.

But believe it or not, I felt good all
of a sudden. At least we knew what we
were up against. We weren’t fighting an
intangible thing like “the psychology oi
the public.” We were up against three
high-binding crooks. You can get your
teeth into that kind of a fight

Or, more exactly, you can get your fists
and feet in.

However, I needed more proof before
I went to Jerry so I paid for my drink
and slipped out of the bar without my
three pals ever knowing I had been there.
I headed back downtown for the Ldge-
mont Hotel this time where most of the
Americans stay when they’re in town. I
wanted a little conversation with someone
who could confirm my suspicions for me.

T THE hotel T asked for Szymanski,

the big guard who was captain of

the team. When I got to his room he was

stretched out on the bed reading a detec-

tive story magazine. He glanced over the

top of the magazine at me and his eves

weren’t exactly friendly. His face siill

looked like a stretch of No-Man’s-land.

He hadn’t had the gap filled in his teeth,
and his mouth was swollen and bruised.

“I want to talk to you,” I told him,

“I didn’t think you came up here to
invite me to & dance,” he said. Well,
things were certainly starting out in a
friendly way.

“At which point the orchestra plays the
opening bars of a number and we go into
a soft-shoe turn,” T said. “Let’s lav off the
gags. Are you still being sore at Jerrv?”

He lifted a huge, hamiike hand and
gently felt of his mouth. Then he grirned.
“T guess pot,” he said. “Boy, that baby
can punch!”

“He's only just begun to slug,” T =aid.
I didn’t bother 1o explain whether T meant
that literally or figuratively. T left it for
him to figure out however he wanted
to.

Szymanski went on grinning. “Mavbe i
ought to start ducking.” e shifted his
huge budy to @ more comfortable posi-
tion. 1 feel sorry for him,” he said,
“but he pulled a bad bover over Rivers.
He didn't figure the angles properly. He
didn't figure how we'd [eel about it.”

1 let that pass.

“Incidentally, ™ 1 asked,  casually,
“where did you get your dope on Rivers
contract?”

Szymanski f{rowbed.
knows about that.”

“That's strarge,” T said, “because it
was meant to be a secret. I was wonder-
ing who let the cat out of the bag.”

He frowned, and you could hear his
brain turning over slowly. “Well, I re-
member Sam Peldman talking about it
for one,” he saic. “Say, by the way, aren't
you the guy who dubbed me ‘The Ape
Man’?”

“So what?” T said. And T got ready to
move fast—toward the door.

“Nothing.” Suymanski grinned, “only [
thought it was zood.”

That relieved me, but it wasn’t getting
us anywhere. *So Feldman talked over
the terms of Jerry’s contract with Rivers?”

“Yeah, 1 guess he did.”

“} suppose he felt it was a shame vou
bovs shouldn’t have a slice of the melor.
too?”

“Why, everybody
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1 was getting hot; 1 could tell that “Sure I would, He’s a good egg, in spite
ight away. of taking a sock at me. But he isn’t go-
He nodded slowly. “Well, yes, I think ing to make it with Rivers. Rivers is
e did figure it that way.” washed up, and he had it coming to him.”
1 knew he wasn’t going *o hold out on I stood up. “Well, I guess that’s that,”

e now, so 1 went ahead in a straight [ said. “I was just curious. 1 wondered
ne. “I suppose he thougtt it was kind where you guys got your dope on Rivers’
i a dirty deal after the rest of you had  contract.”
een stringing along for peanuts?” “It had to come out sooner or later,”
“That’s the way we all dgure it,” said Szymanski said, with a shrug. “And Rivers
zymanski. “Besides that, this Rivers would have to be Houdini to justify giv-
ertainly put the hooks into Jerry. He ing Jerry that kind of a rooking. What’s
ad Jerrv where he wanted him and he more, we don’t like a guy that sets that
ave him the business. Seventeen grand! kind of value on his services. We don’t
fell, my salary is less than half of that. like him, and T guess we've fixed bim for
t was highway robbery, Maguire, and keeps.”

divers deserves anything he gets.” “T guess you have,” T said, But I didn’t
I said: feel bad about it. T was beginning to see
“1 guess Feldman agrees with you.” an out. If Rivers would come across with
“I guess he does.” ¥ the reason for his demands and I could

I lit a cigarette and stared at the big show this gang that Feldman had been
uy for a minute. “But you'd like to see deliberately doublecrossing Jerry, we had
'erry come out on top, worldn’t you?” a chance.
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I spread my arms and plum-
meted, dropping at terrific speed

Complete
Novelet

By LOUIS C. GOLDSMITH

Author of “We’re Running Line,” “Shovel
Skinner,” etec.

He Flies Through thé Air—

Have you met the young man on the flying trapeze, who floats through the air
with the greatest of ease—except for murder, mayhem, and memory

I

with my plan that old Parker’s words
whipped my mind into an agony of
fear. His sudden, unexpected outburst
brought an uneasy silence over the group
of flying people, as if they actually cred-
ited him with supernatural sources of in-
formation.
It was the old primitive awe that we
feel for the insane. Parker wasn’t violently
out of his mind, but that blow he had got-

I WAS so near to success—or failure—

ten from an anplane propeller, years be-
fore, bad left him seriously unbalancecd.

“There’s murder in the skies,” he pro-
claimed suddenly in a wild, croaking veice.
He stood facirg the west, pointing at
clouds that were a deep, sunset red. *“Mur-
der and grief and blood!”

The desultory conversation stopped. Old
Parker made ¢ wild fgure, sithouette
against the blood-red sky, and there was
silence and we waited as if something ter-
rible was about to occur.

The spell was broken by Clyde Wen-
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n's inane cackle of laughte-. “You mean
hbery and loot, Parker,” he said and
mec to the others. *“These bank rob-
ries. . .”
“hily Dean’s voice cut ir like a whip.
{1}), vou dammned foel 7 His black,
ves menaced the group. “You tie
ace robberies to this air circus and we'll
ve the cops in our hair. How about it,
rd?”
He appealed to me. T an: certain now
2t there was a deliberate purpose be-
ad that question.
Everybedy in the air show calls me
rd because of my stunt, though my real
me is Liric Spath. At least that is the
me [ took on beceming a naturalized
.. I didn’t answer Chily’s question.
y tell the truth 1 didn’t like Dean. I
4 caught him one nighl trying to see
o my truck,
They were all looking at me now, these
- people. Draim Stewarl's eyes were on
¢ with that close, intent look that 1 had
en in them before. She is u very beauti-
1 «irl. Her brother Barnard Stewart,
es my plane when 1 do the bird stunt.
I left them, a small group of pilots and
echanics who were still lo tering on the
riield after the day’s {lying.
I thc line of alrplates toward the
I grove where we were campid. Some
the pilots of Hortman's Air Circus
aved at hotels; but most of them had
eir own cars—some with trailers, some
th tents—following the circus. That was
cheapest way and, in my case, the
VdV
had to have my truck-—it was an old
hool  bus rem()dmul, with  windows
htly boarded—-because this bird stunt
‘f’id'wac but the means to an end.

e Hager, refueling pilst for the en-
wance ship, was wtdﬂdll]”‘ near the open
r af Paul Hortman's Rocdliner, one of
higeest, best equipy )Cd auto trailers 1
¢ ever seen. The light from it struck
Tave Hager's coarse, Hlack, straight
iir, accentuating the dropoed bridge of
s mutilated nose, the downward slant of
ynical mouth. The door closed and Hager
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was an obscure shadow in the deepening
twilight.

“Hello, ;7 T called.

He hadn’t seen me. He stopped and 1

Tave

sensed the tenseness of his attitude. “Oh,
it’s the Bird,” he said then.
“When’s the next refueling?” 1 asked,

merely to be saying something friendly.

“What’s that to you?” he demanded
curtly and passed on by.

That was the attitude they had toward
me. One of suspicion, almost hate. Per-
haps this was because I talked very little
and would allow no one inside my truck.
It had been this way almost from the time
the air circus started, in the middle states.

Paul Hortman was manager of the cir-
cus and the ace flyer. It had been his idea;
though Frank Parcell and Al Chalmers,
piloting the endurance plane, had already
been in the air fourteen days when Hort-
man sent out the call which gathered to
him the most hardened, most reckless and
undoubtedly the best stunt flyers in the
country.

I went on to my truck, but stopped a
moment before entering it. Old Parker’s
words came back to me. Murder and grief
and blood. Some one should put a stop to
that, I thought. I remembered the de-
risive answer that Clyde Wenton had
made about robbery and loot. That was
bad, too. So far no one had cennected the
series of bank robberies with Hortman’s
Air Circus.

I heard Parker’s cracked,
again and frowned in anger.

shrill voice

“FENHERE'’S things I could tell,” Parker

shouted. His words were clear, dis-
tinct in the quiet evening, though he was
some distance away. “I ain’'t blind by a
long ways.”

His voice didn’t come from the direc-
tion of the airfield now, so he must have
left the group there. It might be the old
fool was talking to himself. T had heard
bim shout that way sometimes when there
was no one near him, while he was work-
ing on Paul Hortman’s car or the trailer.

Hortman paid him a small salarv and
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the other pilots hired him to grease their
cars and do minor repairs. I have often
noticed that pilots, who live by virtue of
machinery, hate the very idea of working
with it.

This is not so in my case. I do all the
repair work on my Skyking. And of course
I wouldn’t allow anyone to work around
my truck.

I unlocked the rear door of the truck
and resolution was strong in me. I had
too much to lose here. Somehow the crazy
ravings of old Parker must be silenced
before it occurred to outsiders to connect
the bank robberies with Hortman’s circus.

There was a light pounding on my truck
door two hours or more later. I was just
getting absorbed in the new design of my
leg web.

It would be wider now without the re-
inforcing strips that had made the old one
so clumsy. The heavy, long-fiber silk cloth
that T had had made especially for my
purpose would take this strain. I regretted
not having enough for the arms and de-
cided to have this made as soon as 1
could get more of the fiber. I could afford
it now.

The knocking was repeated, urgently.
I slipped my small Luger and a flashlight
into my pockets and turned the lights out
before the opening the truck door. I clesed
it, making sure the spring lock had
worked. I stood there, blinded for a mo-
ment by the outside darkness.

It was Draim Stewart’s voice. “How
long have you been in there?” she de-
manded. She seemed terribly excited, al-
most hysterical.

“A long time,” 1 answered. “What has
happened?”’

“Murder—I1 think.” Her words were
very low. “Have you seen Barnard?"

“I've been busy,” I said. My eyes were
accuctomed now to the darkness. The girl
was dressed in a light sports suit and I
could see that she was trembling with
cold, or perhaps excitement. Instinctively
1 reached my hand to touch her, quiet
her. She jerked back.

“Come,” she ordered.

I followed her, through trees that were
already damp from the ground fog that
so often settles here on clear, summer
nights. Called marsh fog, it is sometimes
no deeper than twenty feet. We pushed
on past Wenton’s tent that was no more
than an awning, slanted from the side of
his car. All the others in camp seemed 15
be asleep.

Draim Stewart paused and motioned
me ahead of her. I stumbled and almost
fell over the boly.

It was face downward. I saw the oil-
stained leather jacket that old Parker
wore. 1 saw another thing and immedi-
ately snapped off the bright cone of my
flashlight. 1 stooped over the body, pre-
tending to examine it while T got the hand-
kerchief from iny pocket and wrapped it
around the metal handle of the knife pro-
truding from his back.

After that 1 could use my tlashlight
freely. I turned the body over, puttin
my fingers to the neck pulse. There was
not the slightest flutter. The eyes were
wide and stariny. “Parker is dead,” I =said.
looking at those faded blue eyes.

It may have been the pressure of mv
fingers on his throat. 11y mouth opened
suddenly and Llood ran from it in thick,
horrible  black clots.  Draim  Stewar:
screamed and ran, still screaming. I was
left alone, crouched over the dead bLodyv
of crazy old Parker. I thought, looking
at him with pity, “You will never speak
again.”

Y TURN in the air circus comes in-

mediately after the fake refueling o1
the endurance plane. That was one of the
many stunts Paul Hortman used for get-
ting people inty the airfield enclosure w0
that he could collect admissions from
them.

It is a wealness of flying exhibitions
that they are done where people can see
without paying for the privilege. But thiy
wasn’t so in Hortman’s circus.

Frank Parcell and Al Chalmers had
been in the air ior a month now with their
huge, two-engined cargo plane. They had
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catwalks out to both engines for small
repairs. The engines were throttled to hare
Iving speed most of the tirae. They coul
ﬁ» with ene engine completely dead and
had comfortable quarters on the

ha v

1 tere was no reason whpy they could
wt stay aloft for weeks longer, and every
wovr they added increased their publicity
calue to our circus. For this and for the
ake refuelings Paul Hortman gave them
ree gasoline, oil, and servize.

Chilly Dean stood at tne loudspeaker
nike. He had a quick tongue that could
vhip the crowd to hysteria. “The refuel-

¢ plare is taking off,” he announced.
“The pilots reported trouble with their

Let’s hope

)

it engine on the last contact.
{ 120t serious. There he goes.
Tave Hager’s motor roared as he gunned
it for the take-ofi. He had, in his plane,
fve zallons of water in ¢ special dump
tenk and a fake cloth hose so flimsy that
the slightest pull would taar it apart in
J1se it got tangled with any part of the
rance plane.
e climbed and the endwrance ship lost
itade to meet him. The se-called refuel-
- would be done at suck a low altitude
wt only those who paid admission would
@ 1t in detail.
Then came the sensational part. Hager
Jdeased water from the “ank, while the
was still dangling over the forward
of the endurance plane. They were
feet from the ground now,
ront of the grandstand that
last year's air races.
Dean shouted over

a few
arely in
been used in

“Gasoline!” Chilly
he loudspeakers.

hac

Barnard  Stewart - grianed at  me.
“Flaming death hooey,” he derided. “But

sure drags in the custorers.”

I like Barnard Stewart, perhaps because
is character is so different from mine;
pulsive, Jriendly, ready f{or anything,
ever counting thc cost of his mmu]slve
acts, He is a large man, though not quite
my height T think he i3 a year or s0
yaunger than I am, thoug the age differ-
ence somehow seems greater.

The pretended refueling compieted, one
of the endurance pilots sidled out along
the catwalk toward the left engine that
was supposed to be giving trouble. In the
cockpit the other pll()t worked expertly
with mixture control and ignitien.

Flame and black smocke coughed from
the exhaust stack Chilly Dean shouted
over the loudspeakers and the crowd stood
up, tense, waiting for the crash. That was
real showmanship!

Nokody wanted the ship wrecked, I
suppose, but if it did crash they wanted
to see all the horrible details of it.

“QOur cue,” Barnard said, as the endur-
ance plane swept by. He pushed the gog-
gles down over his cyes. I climbed into
the rear cockpit, clumsy with my seat-
back parachute and the bird outfit.

I was still thinking of old Parker’s
death and of the police visit that took up
a good bit of the night. I*or?:undtely I had
had ample time to bury the knife. In an-
other spot I had buried my chest of con-
fidential papers and designs. It was all
right then for them to search my truck
and it was a simple matter explaining the
presence of odds and ends of material.

As we gained altitude I drove all these
thoughts from my mind, preparing for that
nerve-racking task before me.

The ground fog had melted away, with
that clock-like promptness characteristic
of it, and now the sky was perfectly clear.
The altlmﬂter slowed as Barnard flattened
his climb, waiting for our ifinal cue. Below
us we saw Gregor in his imitation cold
style Wright plane, making those curious
maneuvers possible in restricted space be-
cause of his low flying speed.

Then the big rubberized cotton balloon
started aloft, tethered by its mooring line.

That was to give me wind direction.
A small elastic rubber balloon, such as is
used by the Weather Bureau, would have
suited the purpose as well. But this was
another bit of showmanship. Paul Hort-
man was a genius at such things.

To me, at this altitude, the balloon was
a tiny gray circle; but I knew that on its
side, in huge vellow letters edged with
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black, were the words, sounding balloon,
and hanging from the balloon the wide
advertising banner, telling of my act.

1 watched the slant of mooring line as
it paid out. There was a very light wind
from the south. I tapped Barnard’s hel-
meted head and pointed in that direction
but he was already turning, to fly south
and give me leeway against the drift of
wind. It was in the contract that my act,
at least the latter part of it, must occur
directly in front of the grandstands.

I climbed c.er the cockpit cowling and
stood on the outside step of the fuselage,
careful to keep myself sideways to the
propeller blast. Barnard Stewart watched
me, his eyes seeming queerly wide behind
the large transport goggles. I nodded and
felt the ship skidding away from me.

Then, with arms stiffly to my sides, I
dove outward into space.

I

HAT afternoon, after the show, a boy

came with a note {rom Hortman,
asking me over to his trailer. It was such
things as that note that made all of us
like Paul Hortman. Most men in his po-
sition would have sent me a curt, verbal
order to come over.

Hortman was busy in the small dark-
room which he had partitioned off the rear
part of his big trailer. He was an enthu-
siastic amateur photographer, and a very
good one. We watched during that magic
space of time while seemingly blank ob-
lengs of paper became pictures in the de-
veloper; all of them fine ones, too.

“I'll have a complete pictorial history
of this tour,” he said, pouring a drink for
us back in the lounge section of the
trailer. “Tt’s being a big success, thanks
to you boys.”

“No more than to you,” 1 reminded
him. “That combat flight you and Bar-
nard put on is a sensation.” 1 added:
“Parker’s death isn’t going to help the
show.”

He shook his prematurely gray head,
staring absent-mindedly at the whisky

glass. “Eric,” he said, “it was the most
brutal, uncalled for murder I've ever
known. That pcor old man wouldn’t have
harmed a fly.”

“He talked too much,” 1 replied shortls .

There was a keen look of inquiry in
Hortman’s glance.

“Four men lave been killed in thes:
bank robberies.” 1 spoke, without thinking
“Last night,” explained, ‘‘old Parker
made some insane remarks about blood
and murder, and of things that he could
tell.”

Paul Hortmar considered this and grad-
vally his face cleared into a smile. “By
George,” he ex:laimed, “those robberies
have hedged around us. haven’t thev?”
Suddenly he carae to a decision, reaching
for the telephore which he bhad with an
outside connection.

“What are you going to do?” I asked

“Fric,” he chuckled, “this is ton goud
to miss.” e wos smiling. waiting for his
number. “Nobocy's thought of that argle
before.”

Aghast, T hal to sit there helplessls
while he called every newspaper in 7o
city, pointing out that our show had bLren
nearby when cach of the robberies tonh
place.

“Darn ‘em,” he said, when he was o
ished, “if vou want to keep something
from the newspipers they hound you t.
death. But give ’em a Lot angle like tlhis
and they call you a publicity hound.”

I turned, at tie sound of Tave Hager s
voice. He stood at the side of the trailer,
a scowl on his battered, ugly face. “Hort-
man,” he said, “you sure got a lot of
squirrelly ideas.” He left, apparently too
angry for further words,

Paul Hortmar smiled after him, shak-
ing his head. “A pretty tough bunch of
boys,” he mused. He glanced over at me
“You're a pretty hard customier yourseld,
Eric, for such a young feliow. You know
we're from the same country, don't vour”

I didn’t like this tuwrn of the conver-
sation. “T'm an American,” T said,

“Oh, sure,” te admitted. “I'm a nat-
uralized citizen myseli. I'm not ashamed
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though that I flew on the other side dur-
ing the war.” He was silent, studying me.
1 felt uncomfortable. “You're a deep one,”
he remarked. “There’s things milling
around in that good-'ooking head of

yours,”
% E POURED another drink, still

« watching nie. I wanted to get up and
leave but he spoke again, thoughtfully.
“Y’know,” he said, “if somebody had
plenty of money he could start the same
thing here they’ve got in the old coun-
try. The right man could rule the world
with the resources ol this country back
of him.”

He was still watching me, trying to see
what was in my mind

1 got up huwrriedly. “Why did you send
for me?” 1 demanded.

“Oh, yes, of course.” He went forward
1o the dining table and came back with
a large canvas sack. It was heavy, by
the way he carried it.

“Here's the money from ticket sales)”
he said. “Take it into the National, on
Trade Street, for me, Eric. I've got to be
here when Tave coes up for the actual
refueling. That's all right,” he added, no-
ticing me glance at niy wristwatch, “I’ve
made arrangements vith the bank for a
clerk to accept it afrer hours. Get s re-
ceipt for it

I paused belore leaving. ““tave Hager
didn't like your idea of calling the news-
papers,” T suggested. “What if they pull
out with the endurance plane?”

Hortman smiled. “They can’t. Wein-
berger broke his sponsorship agreement
with them. They've got to stay with us
of end the flight.”

“Who's Weinberger?”

Hortman shook his head, as if he
couldn’t credit such ignorance.
“Old  Weinberger?  Wealthy  meat

packer, retired and t-ying to be a sports-
man. But according 10 Tave he’s a cheap
welcher. Got the boys started on this
flight and then demanded all the pub-
licity money they made. So they appealed
to me and I orgaiized this air show

around the endurance flight. They’ll stay
with us, don’t worry.”

I was pleased with this. So long as the
endurance plane stayed with us our show
would continue. Nevertheless I felt the
pressure of time upon me. It seemed as
if T had to succeed this year or drop my
plan completely.

On my way into the city I stopped at
the first drug store to call a merchant in
Chinatown who had handled some pre-
vious business for me. He recognized my
voice immediately because of our former
dealings.

“That ship not land yet,” he told me
and hung up without further words. You
can always trust a Chinese to be close-
mouthed.

The rest of the way into the city I
thought of what Paul Hortman had said
about that idea of ruling the world. Hort-
man had too much imagination. Or per-
haps he was trying to trap me into mak-
ing some foolish comment. T thought of
that as 1 watched the gray-haired bank
clerk stack the silver money and leaf
rapidly through the bills, counting them
for the receipt.

1 was standing there, my lack to the
door, when they came in.

The bank clerk looked up from his
task. He said, in a surprised voice, “I
thought T locked. . .” Then he made a
quick movement toward a spot under tlee
grill-guarded counter. I saw a round hole
appear in his forehead. The back part of
his head seemed to explode, like a melon,
filled with bloody fragments.

There was a muffled pistol shot back
of me. ...

POLICE officer had a tight grip on
my arm. “1 was trying to stop
them,” T explained, dazedly. I ran my
free hand over the back of my head and
he lunged for it, thinking perhaps that
I was trying to get a gun.
1 showed him the blood on my hand.
“See, they struck me.”
His beefy face was near mine. “Oh,
yeah?”
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A crowd of people had gathered around
the bank entrance. One of them shouted:
“You dumbbell. He’s hurt! He tried to
stop ’em. Chased them clear out here to
their car.”

“And tried to get in with ‘em,”
policeman said.

A small man in civilian clothes stepped
from the bank entrance, took my arm,
“I'll handle 'im now, Pat.” He raised his
hand to signal and a small black car
wedged its way in through the traffic.
“Airfield,” the man said, and motioned
me ahead of him into the car.

There was a casualness about his man-
ner but he kept a distance between us in
the rear seat and his right hand was in
the side pocket of his coat. I was sure he
hagl a gun there.

“My name's

the

Iones "’ he zai(’ in a
freckled, snub nose gave him a small -bov
lock.

“Am I under arrest?” T asked.

His sharp gray eyes considered me. He
shook his head. “Don’t know what we
could arrest you for, Spath. T called Paul
Hortman out at the airfieid. He said you
were banking some money for him. Maybe
yow'd like to tell me what happened in
the bank.”

“T don’t know,” I said. “1 was struck
from behind.” 1 showed him the bump
on my head, that was throbbing now.

He nodded. “That’s real.” he admitted.
“Now,” he continued, thoughtfully, “let’s
see what happened. You entered the bank
alone, with this sack of money-—"

“I was the only one to enter the bank,”
I interrupted, “but there was a man who
tried to come in at the same time. He
wanted to deposit some money, he said,
but the clerk wouldn’t let him into the
bank.”

The detective’s eves narrowed. “That
was one of them! He must have wedged
the lock while he was talking with the
clerk, so the others could get in. What'd
he look like?”

“He had very thick glasses, was dark
complexioned, had a black mustache. . .”

Jones stopped me. “Faked get-up.
Those were the things he wanted you to
notice. Same way with the others. You
saw them shoot the clerk?”

“I saw the clerk shot,” T said, picking
my words carefully. ~1 didn’t see them:
didn’t know they we-e in the bank.”

“You knew they blew in the back
vault?”

“It seems as if I remember the explo-
sion,” 1 admitted. “’They struck me just
a moment after shooting the clerk.
Everything was muddled in my head.
I i ?)

‘Y Bdh ‘—the detective’s voice was dry
—"you chased them out to their car.

. Funny thing, Spath, is that you were
almost in the car when they swerved
away from the curb an’ you fell out.”

I started to speak.

“Now wait a minute,” Jones stopped
me, “I'm not saying we don’t believe
vour story. I'm just telling you how it
looked. And there are some other queer
things besides this one robbery. For in-
stance there are three other robberies
that happened in the same towns where
your air circus was,

“Which doesn’t mean a thing, maybe,”
he went on hurriedly, “except that they
were all handled so smoothly and th"
all ended in blank trails, just like these
guys had jumped into a hole and pulled
the hole in after ’em.

“And another thing,” he continued,
this Parker guy that was murdered. Hort-
man’s preity mad abcut that and he keeps
tryin’ to stir the newspapers up and that
makes it tough for wus dicks. And here’s
the thing that gets us, Spath. That Stew-
art girl swears she saw a knife in old
Parker’s back; a knife with a metal han-
dle. But when we came out there’s no
knife around.”

“1 left the body immediately after Miss
Stewart,” T said.

“And went to call Hortman?”

“Not immediately. 1 was looking for
Miss Stewart . seeing the murdersd
man upset her badly. I was worried about
her.”
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“How long before you called Hort-
man?”

I didn’t answer that right away. “It was
quite a while,” T finally admitted. “I
couldn’t find Miss Stewart.”

“Plenty of time "o get rid of the
knife.”

1 started to speak but he stopped me.
“Now I'm not trying to do anything but
find out about that murder and these bank
robberies, Spath. If you can, you'd better
help me.”

“Why do you group them together?”
1 protested. “What connection does Par-
ker's murder have with the robberies, and
what proof have you that the robberies
weren’t committed by different gangs?”

HE car was stopped momentarily by

traffic. A newsboy hopped onto the
running board in answer to Jones’ beckon-
ing finger. Apparentlv the detective had
lost his immediate suspicions of me; for
he used his right hand in paying the boy,
leaving the gun in his side pocket.

He spread the newspaper between us,
then suddenly 'aughed. “There’s one for
the book!” he exclaimed. “That robbery
less than an hour old and T was expecting
to read about it in th2 papers.”

He rolled the newspaper and thrust it
in his pocket. But not before my eyes
had caught a name and fragments of a
minor headline:

. WEINBERGER HIDNAPED, WIFE DIS-
CLOSES—WEALTHY RETIRED MEAT PACKER

That was all I read before Jones folded
the paper.

He was answering my question: “It’s
like T said, all these robberies end in blank
trails and not only that but the first two
hauls they got some currency with re-
corded serial numbers. Not a one of those
has leaked back into circulation so far
as we know.

“YVell, that means they must be hangin’
onto the whole take, because they don’t
know which bills caa be identified and
which can’t. An’ thai means they’re well
organized and well financed.”

“And where does Parker come in?” I
asked, wondering if they knew what the
old man had said before he was mur-
dered.

“Probably no place,” Jones admitted.
“And then again he might've known
something and been shut up.”

I gave him a quick glance. He must
know what Parker had been shouting that
night. I was glad when we pulled into
the grove of trees and up to Paul Hort-
man’s trailer. There were two men there,
apparently about ready to leave. Hort-
man’s voice was raised in anger.

“Get this straight,” he told them, “If
that endurance plane is landing any place
at night T want to know about it as much
as you do. But you'd better be damned
sure of your facts before you print any-
thing.”

The two men left as we were getting
out of the detective’s car. Hortman was
still gruff with anger when he invited us
into his trailer.

Chilly Dean was there, the eternal ciga-
rette drooping from his loose mouth. He
said, “Well, weli, Bird, I hear you've been
robbin’ some more banks.”

“Keep still,” Paul Hortman com-
manded. “Get onto the telephone and call
the airline traffic offices. ¥Find out if any
of their two-engined planes had a forced
landing on the night of the eighth. Those
two reporters think we're pulling a fa$t
one with the endurance plane.”

He turned on the detective. “Hello,”
he said, “what’s this foolishness about
Eric?”

Chilly Dean was busy on the telephone
while Jones and Hortman talked. 1
watched a satisfied smile come over Dean’s
swarthy face as lLe cradled the receiver.
He lit his cigarette.

“Fastbound schedule on Kramer’s field
two hours, night of the eighth, weather
delay,” he recited. “Which kills any
rumor about the endurance ship landing.”

“That does it,” Hortman nodded his
satisfaction. The expression was a fa-
vorite with him. “I knew blamed well
those boys wouldn’t double-cross me.



76 | ARGOSY

Hager may look like a thug but he’s
okay.”

“Sure,” Chilly agreed, and went over
to turn on the radio.

“Now look here, Jones,” Hortman went
on to the detective, “youre stretching
your theories pretty thin when you try
to drag Eric into that bank robbery. Your
idea is that when he left here he tele-
phoned his gang lieutenant. Well, if he
did, it must be a pretty well-organize
gang, ready to act at the drop of a hat.
They didn't have much time to get set
for the robbery. But even if we grant all
that, Eric didn’t have to make a getaway
in their car.”

He paused, to let that statement sink
in. “He was down there on legitimate
business for me. He’s got a bump on his
head to prove they struck him. All right.
All he had to do was pretend complete
unconsciousness, piay the part of an in-
nocent bystander. The very fact that he
got up and chased after them and was
pushed out of their car, prcves that he
had nothing to do with the robbery.”

IEX

JONES nodded a grudging agreement
to this reasoning. He was about to
speak when the radio came on, a news
announcer speaking: ransom note
demands the staggering sum of one hun-
dred theousand doliars, in currency notes
of fifty dollars or less. And that, people,
is a lot of money even for a man of Wein-
berger’s wealth.”

The announcer’s voice hecame
crisp.

“But here are the upusual features: no
warning was made against calling the po-
lice in. Apparently these kidnapers are
pretty certain that their hideout camnot
be located. Further than that, thev make
no objection against currency of consecu-
tive serial numbers.

“And still further and still more puz-
zling is the method of collecting that
huge ransom. At two o’clock tomorrow
morning a cav with one driver is to start

maore

cruising a forty-mile stretch of the coast
highway, south of the city. . .”

Chilly Dean yawned and turned to an-
other station.

“J.et’s have the rest of it,”
said.

There was some delay while
searched for the former station.

“, .. a small red tlare, placed in the
center of the highway. Leaving the ran-
som money the driver is to depart imme-
diately.

“‘Now here’s the joker. A hundred thou-
sand dollars, in fifty-dollar notes, is quite
a bundle of meney znd there is only one
practical way of carrving it cut-—by car
and over that wholc streich, we are in-
formed, there is but one means of escape
with a car—the coast highway.

“Now we are woncering what the police
and state troopers ace going to be doing
at each end of that forty-mile stretch of
highway. . . . Here's a flash from Hitler-
land. The Fuclrer, in a speech . .7

“Turn it off,” Joies said disgustedly.
“Between the pewspapers and broadcast-
ers us cops haven't nuch chance. What's
the use of the boys blockading the high-

Hortman

Dean

way with that vyap teilin® the whole
world?”
Paul Hortman was pouring drinks.

“Anyway, it’s not your headache, Jones.
Come back here in riy darkroom and I'li
show you some coler stuff that'll knock
your eye out. Ever play around with a
camera?”’

They moved to the ¢mall room. Chilly
Dean raised his glass. “Here's to crime,
Bird,” he proposed His face sobered.
“On the level, Bird,” he asked in a low
voice, “‘did you find a knife in old Par-
ker's back?”

Anger rose in me, like hot lava. I
dropped my glass and lunged for him.
He twisted sideways from his chair and
was out of the trailer in one leap. I fol-
lowed, in silent, kling rage. Barnard
Stewart was coming arcund the side of
the trailer. Dean sidestepped by him and
Stewart braced himself to stop me.
“Eric!” he said.
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The sharp surprise in his voice brought
me to my senses.

“What’s that louse heen doing now?”
he asked, a hand on my shoulder.

I shrugged, not answering his question.

“Shorty Marks told me you were over
here. A little Chinese or Jap brought this
note for you.” Barnard handed me a
sealed envelope.

I opened the message. Fang’s son, who
is well educated, must have written it:
Successful negotiations, it read. Should be
adle to make delivery in. two days if ship
gets in,

I thanked Barnard and tore the note
into small pieces.

“You're not getting mixed up in the
Chinese war, are you, Eric?” Barnard
asked, half joking.

I nodded my head toward Hortman’s
trailer. “I'm getting mixed up in some-
thing,” 1 told him shortly.

Barnard’s face became very sober. “I’'m
airaid there is something wrong, Eric.
Drraim wants me to stop flying your ship,
wants me to quit the circus entirely.”

1 had been fearing this. “I think she’s
right, Barnard,” T counseled him, against
my own inclinations. “"Why don’t you?”

““For one thing U'm hLuilding up flying
time for an airline job. Another thing

. damn it all, Eric, I like you! And
Draim used to like you. It was more than
just liking you, Eric. What is happening
here, anyway?”

My voice almost betrayed me. I was
in love with Barnard’s sister. “You'd bet-
ter take Draim’s advice Barnard,” T ad-
vised him. But I knew from the set, stub-
horn expression of his face as he left,
that he wouldn’t quit flying my plane.

Jones and Paul Hortman stepped down
from the trailer. Jones must have been
interested in photography because they
were talking in a professional way about
camera filters.

“Are you through vith me?” 1 de-
wanded of Jones.

“Get off your high horse, Eric,” Paul

tided. “Jones just wented to be sure
wsout you. By the way,” he spoke to the

71

detective, “those kidnapers don’t have to
use the highway.”

“What d’you mean?”

“Boats, man! That highway parallels
the beach. They could take the ransom
money away in a power boat.”

“Where’s the telephone?” Jones almost
shouted in his excitement. “You've really
got something there and the boys may
have overlooked that bet.”

There was another thing they had over-
looked. The heavy ground fog.

HE next morning I had an encourag

ing letter from Colonel Bronton, re
tired Air Corps officer. He considered my,
plan worth serious consideration and sug
gested that T get in touch with an office
in active service,

They were not entirely satisfied with
present methods, he wrote, and woula
embrace any idea that had promise. If
I could get the active service back of
me 1 would have a powerful ally.

This morning the ground fog started
breaking at ten o’clock, patches of blue
sky widening as the sun burned it off.
This type of fog is one meteorological
condition that can be figured with almost
mathematical certainty. With clear skies,
a temperature inversicn and a few other
factors, anyvbody with a small fund of
weather knowledge can predict its occur-
rence.

1 was working on my plane about lunch
time, when Barnard Stewart came over
with an extra edition newspaper. He
pointed to the headlines, grinning.

“One hundred thousand dollars van-
ishes,” he read. “That’s a lot of money,
Eric. They had the road blockaded at both
ends and boats patrolling off-shore. But
the kidnapers slipped through. You could
have cut the fog with a knife, it was so
thick.”

Barnard leaned against the fuselage,
rapidly skimming the paper.

“Here’s where they slipped up!” he
exclaimed. “The kidnapers warned against
the use of a light when the ransom was
delivered, but late this morning the

L 4
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driver was able to identify the spot where
he left the money. Off the road, near the
edge of the beach, brush had been cut.
presumably to form concealment for a
number of men.

“They found three forty-five caliber
automatic or sub-machine gun shells, un-
exploded, lying in the grass. But no foot-
prints leadmg toward the beach or across
the beach.”

“Easy enough to brush those over.” 1
pointed out the obvious.

“Ssre. But the state police were pre-
pared for that. They had three blood-
hounds from the sheriff’s kennels. The
togs led them away from the beach, up
across the highway and to the edge of a
small creek. The officers took them back
apd circled with them all arcund the
beach but there was no scent.]

“So they didn’t get away by boat,” 1
said, amused by Barnard’s deductions.
“They got into the creek and waded.”

“Sure. With a big sack full of cur-
rency!”

“Maybe they buried the money.”

“All right. Then the dogs will find it.
All they've got to do is run them up and
down each side of the creek. Thes
couldn’t bury paper money very long in
water without ruining it. I'll make a bet,
Eric. Ten dollars thev get them or the
money before nightfall.”

“T’Il take that bet,” T offered. “Make it
fifty dollars and I'll give you two-tc-cne
odds.”

I won the bet.

The next morning, early, Peter Wein-
berger was found by a man from a tourist
camp, several miles north of Ocean
Beach. Besides the light summer clothes
he had worn at the time of being kid-
naped he had on a sailor jacket covered
with white stains of sea water.

He was wandering about in a dazed
manner. Both arms had scars from a

hypedermic needie. Evidently he had been
kert under the influence of some drug like
moiphine during the whole time of his
captivity.

it was all a vague, horrible dream to his

raind. He recalled hearing the splash of
water on several occasions and remem-
bered dimly the tiny, oblong room in
which he had Mved. During his early
babbling he referred several times to “the
coffin.” This was evidently a Dbunk, so
coniined in size that he had imagined, or
dreamed, that he was buried alive.

HAT night I visited my friend Lic
Fang, the Clinese merchant, and
thereby drew the net of evidence tighter.
Unknown to me I was shadowed by
Jones” men. T lost them on the trip out
to old Sebree’s mill, but they took young
Fang for questioning.
It was this same
Bronson disappeared.
Up to this time | think public opinion
unconsciously  favored  the  kidnapers.
Weinberger wasn’t o character who would
attract public favcer, He had been di-
vorced four times, each time on the
grounds of cruclty or unfaithfulness.
There had been unpleasant publicity about
this. It was known also that he had
broken his contrac: with the enduranc:
Hyers and every day now they becam:
greater heroes in the public mind.
The feeling seemed to be that anyenc
who could take a hundred thousand dol-
lars irom Peter 'Weinberger was just
smart.

The case of Charles Bronson changed
this entirely. Bronson owned a chain of
newspapers and had been active in public
life, fighting for the common people.
Public opinion was up in arms now, de-
manding that an end be put to this reign
of kidnaping terror.

The newspapers were full of it the next

night that Charlo:

day. One cditorial demanded that the
state militia be called out, though they

already had three companies of CCC
boys, with innumerable police and spe-
cial deputies searching the arca now

spoken of as the Forty-mile Zone.

It seemed utterly impossible that any-
one could bave eﬁuaped from that area
on {oot, and it woull have heen impossible
for the kidoapers to escape by car with
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the money. The bulk o traffic that night
had been diverted inland over county
roads and all other cars had been thor-
oughly searched.

That ransom was carried away by
power boat or still remained in the Forty-
mile Zone. Everyone wais agreed on that
point.

Opinion favored the power boat, since
the evidence Peter Weiiberger had given
—that he had heard water splashing, that
he wore a seaman’s coa’ stained with salt
water, that he had been kept prisoner in
a nairow cabin in the confines of a small
hunk—Indicated the us: of boats in this
kidnapiag.

. 1 very nearly killed mysell that
«y. This for two reasons.

The first was that scme one had care-
lessly pulled the rip-paiel on our sound-
ing balloon. This rip-panel is an emer-
gency device used to cellate the balloon
aimost instantly in case of a sudden, high
wind.

1 had done my stunt the day before
witheut the balloen but today there was
ro wind on the ground and a fairly heavy
vorthwest wind aloft. There is no way to
detect wind drift aloft in a short alr-
plane ight.

Three Army observation planes had
just finished a neat bit of formation fly-
ing and landed. Hortmas had asked DMajor
Lee Clinton, in charge of the flight, to
stop over a few days end add this extra
touch to our air show.

1 watched the dust form up back of
their propellers as they taxied off the
{ield. It hung motionless in the lower air
s0 1 pointed for Barnerd to skid me off
over the center of the field.

We had a good crowd. I could see the
white expanse of their upturned faces as
i stood poised on the fuselage step, hold-
ing my arms so the propeiler blast
wouldn't catch the sitk webbing of my
bird gear. 1 nodded t¢ Barpard and felt
the ship skidding away.

For a brief time I s:emed to be hang-
ing motionless in the air with the ground
surging up toward me at express speed.

Then, carefully, I extended my arms and
scissored my legs out to stretch the web
fabric. 1 caught the pressure of it in
straining shoulder muscles.

Then I was flying, literally flying; and
1 don’t believe there is anything quite
as exhilarating as that.

With the excess speed from the first
free drop 1 made my loop, as advertised.
Really it was not a loop, but a steep
wing-over, such as a bird does when it
turns suddenly, climbing, wings vertical to
the ground. I have never done a true loop
with my bird gear and doubt that it can
be done.

It was evident to me immediately that
1 would be drifted southeast of the field,
so 1 turned to the northwest, gliding;
and there below me and half a mile
ahead, was the endurance plane.

That was the second reason for my al-
most killing myself. Looking at the big
cabin of that plane an amazing idea
came to my mind. I remembered then
that rumor the two newspaper reporters
had picked up-—that the endurance plane
was miaking landings at night on un-
frequented fields.

It was climbing, after its fake fueling
stunt, and this siowed its speed consider-
abiv. T had a thousand feet altitude of
it. T straightened my legs for a dive.

There was no engine noise, so 1 could
hear the dry, rustling sound of the wind®
around my body and extended arms. I
wanted to try and see inside that plane.
If it was making furtive landings there
was a reason. I thought 1 knew the
reason.

The big ship turned, presenting the
silvery disks of its propellers. It was done
so abruptly that I had little time to
think. Those propellers could make mince-
meat of me in a split second.

1 foided my arms, diving. 1 looked up-
ward just once as the retracted landing
gear slithered above me. Then I jerked
the rip-cord of my parachute.

I: was a close shave. In spite of my
first glide the wind had drifted me to
the south edce of the field. I was directlv

TR S
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over the high-tension electric line that
crossed there. Twenty-two hundred volts!

The pilot chute flipped out, dragging
the main chute. The bare copper wires
seemed to leap up at me. The main para-
chute bellied open with a crack of taut
fabric.

I reached up to my shroud lines, gath-
ering them in to spill wind. One edge of
the parachute barely grazed a copper
strand of that silent death.

The next instant I struck the ground.

v

WAS pretty badly shaken that night,

though physically I had only a few
bruises and scratches from the experience.
Phings like that are hard on the nervous
system. And, too, I had the uneasy feel-
ing that I was being watched all the
time, that a net of circumstantial evi-
dence was being drawn about me.

Jones, the detective, had me over in a
police sedan that afternoon, questioning
me about my relations with Lio Fang.
They had learned from young Fang that
his father had received a telephone call
from me the day of the last bank rob-
bery. He didn’t believe my story, though
he pretended to.

“You were calling him about a ship-
ment of raw silk?” he repeated when [
had finished.

I nodded. “Long fiber silk, direct from
China. That from Japan is so aduiterated
as to be useless for my purpose.”

“What purpose, Spath?”

“T can’t tell you,” T said.

He looked at me steadily, curiously.
“Y’know, Spath,” he said, “1 could put
you in the clinker right now.” He added,
thoughtfully, under his breath, “but I'm
not goin’ to. I suppose you went to Lio
Fang’s last night to get the silk fiber?”

I nodded. “You've had me trailed?” I
asked.

“Yeah. An’ the damned fools lost your
track when you went out the back way.
But we know you rented one of those U-
drive cars. Where’'d you go?”

“Out to the south edge of town. There’s
a man who owns a small weaving plant, a
man named Sebree. He installed one of
the fAirst modern weaving mills in China.
It’'s a hobby with him now, the weaving
of good silk and linen fabric.”

Jones threw his hands in the air. “Am
I crazy!” he exploded. “Am 1 dreaming
all this? Murder and bank robbery and
kidnaping, and now a lot of gibberish
about silk cloth! Where’s it all tie in?”

“Maybe it doesn’t tie in,” I suggested.

A crafty smile moved his lips. “Guess
you're right, Spath. Well, that’s all. 1
just wanted to know what vou were about
last night. Just checkin® things up.
y’know.”

I left him, knoving that this wasn't
what he really thought., He was simply
giving me encugh vope to hang myself.
But I had no intention of doing that,

HE pathway bazk to my truck passed

by Barnard Stewart’s trailer, where
his sister kept house for him. She taught
school in the winter but spent the sum-
mers with him. They were twins, and
inseparable. Perhap; the death of their
parenits had had the effect of drawing them
closer together.

They were abou: the only friends 1
had in this air circus crowd. As I have
said, the others had no liking for me. So
I was pleased when Barnard called to me,
asking me to come in,

But 1 saw immediately that something
had happened. Draim Stewart barely
nodded to me as I entered.

1 studied the smooth oval of her face
as she was lighting ~he patented gas lamp
that hung in a gimbal over the table. Her
eyes seemed black in the artificial light,
though T knew they were a deep violet
color. Her face—the controlled, sensitive
mouth, the sculptured nose-—had that
quality that makes the difference between
mere prettiness and true beauty.

“Eric,” Barnard said, his voice cold
and hard, “I've alweys liked you. And the
last few days I’'ve been blindly loval to
you, against the advice of my sister.”
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He paused. I looked frora his angry face
to the cold, set beauty of Draim Stewart.

“Well,” Barnard continted, “she finally
told me about that knife. Since then I've
been thinking about a lot of things that
before this T thought weren't any of my
business.”

T moistened my lips. ~What did she
tell you about the knife?”

“She descrilied it. And the description
exactly fits that of the knife you used to
carry, to free yourself of the bird gear if
anything went wrong. Now what about
it?”

1 cleared my throat.
knife,” 1 admitted.

His face went white. ~'Then vou mur-
dered old Parker?”

I shook my head in denial.

He studied me, his face working, = Eric,”
he said finally, ““this thin: is driving me
crazy! You're I've thought of you
almost as a brother. Eri:, you're doing
something here besides this bird stunt.
I've known that for a long time but I
thought before that it was none of my
‘usiness. Now 1 think it is.”

My woice sounded strange. “bocan’t
tell vou what I'm doing, Barnard, But 1
can tell vou something elsz, in confidence,
thay may explain things a little. I'm a
German, or T was one.”

He seemed to stiffen in his seat.

I continved. My fatter flew in the
ast war. His plane was shot down
tvoan American pilot.”

“And you--"

“No," T said, cuessing his thought, “I
ddn’t come over here wih any thoughts
¢ vengeance. It made ne difference who
hot him down. That is war. The thing
., it was during the last part of the war
d he had a parachute. It opened all
ieht, But it lowered hiny inte Ne-man's
fand. The artillery was busy and
hat area had bheen shelled heavily with
mustard gas.”

Barnard’s voice was low. "‘He died out
there?”

I nodded. “Neither side dared go out
to rescue him. But if he could have di-

‘It’s the same

rected that parachute a bare quarter of a
mile either way he might have been
saved. At least he wouldn't have died
such a horrible, lingering death.”

Barnard took a deep breath. His hands,
on the table, were tightly clenched. T
heard a soft exclamation of pity from
Draim Stewart.

“1 had studied English,” T continued,
“so, when things began to change over
in Germany I came to this country. I
expected to return. ! thought the people
would come to their senses; realize where
they were bing led. All of the time I
worked on my plan. Then I met Colonel
Bronton, now retired from the Air Corps.
He was very good to me. I decided to
become an American.”

Draim locked at me.

“And you're making this bird gear—"

I stopped Draim Stewart’s exclamation.
“There has been nothing said about a
bird gear,” T told her.

“Nothing, you understand? The thing
1 am working on will be purely for war
time, when a trained pilot is worth a
hundred, two hundred thousand dollars.
That is the way they look at such things.
It is & secret, to be put away with other
war secrets: to be used only in emer-
gency of war.”

“And you are going to give it to
America?” It was Draim who asked the
question.

I didn’t answer her. Looking from the
trailer window I had seen a tiny shaft of
light near the door of my truck. They
followed me in that quick rush 1 made
toward the truck.

The door had been jimmied open. I
sew that at a glance, even in the dim
light. Then there was a subdued, fright-
ened cry from the dark interier. A body
jurched through the door.

“Deed man! Therc’s a dead man in
there!”

Even as my arm swung I recognized the
loose, swarthy face of Chilly Dean. He
fell, still muttering of the dead man. But
Barnard and Draim Stewart were too far
back of me to have heard this.
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“ OW,” Jones exclaimed, “that’s the

screwiest yarn I ever listened to.”
Chilly Dean’s black eyes were signaling
me. He was reclining in a canvas chair,
in Clyde Wenton’s tent.

“It’s true, though,” he maintained,
holding his left jaw, where I had struck
him. “All my fault. T saw Bird comin’
down the pathway, near Stewart’s trailer.
I thought it’d be a good joke, poppin’ out
on him that way, yellin’ ‘kidnapers’ . . .”

Jones turned away in disgust. “Pull
that on me, you two-year-old, an’ I may
plant a couple of slugs in you. No wonder
Spath knocked you out.” He glared at
Dean and at me, shaking his head. “Damn
it, somehow that story sounds fishy; it
even smells fishy.”

He stood, undecided, his feet planted
wide apart.

Clyde Wenton was there in the tent
with us. He broke the silence. “I see,” he
said, rustling the newspaper he had Leen
holding, “that the boys’re goin’ to collect
ransom for Charles Bronson, tomorrow.”

He spoke as if the deed had already
been accomplished. “In daylight, too,”
he added. “Boy, they’ll have the Forty-
mile Zone swarming with cops.”

Jones shook his head. Evidently he had
already read the paper. “Can’t do that,”
he muttered. “They gave warning they’l
murder Bronson if there’s a single man
enters the zone.”

Wenton chuckled. “They sure have you
cops buffaloed. Anyway, you have enough
fellas so you can surround the whole
place. If they get away with this money
you boys’d better get a job on the farm.”

Jones said nothing. I knew that he had
that same thought in mind. And of course
they would surround the place, with men
strung out a few miles from the highway
and a cordon of boats waiting off-shore in
case they tried this time to take the
money out that way.

Fog was already setting in; but in
daylight, even with the fog it would be
difficult, practically impossible for a boat
to get past the tightly-drawn line. The
Coast Guard boats had been augmented

by volunteers from the fishing fleets and
by privately owred pleasure craft.

When Jones left the tent Chilly Dean
followed him closely, as if not wishing to
be around near me. I watched them sep-
arate, Dean taking the path toward Hort-
man’s trailer. On sudden decision 1 fol-
lowed. T still had that half-formed idex
about the endurance plane and 1 felt sure
that if there was anything to it Paul
Hortman was the man 1 should talk with.

I knocked at the closed door. Hortman
opened it.

I saw Dean back of him, a hali-filled
whisky glass in h's hand. He set this down
hurriedly. “Well,” he said, as if he had
been on the. point of leaving, “I'll be
runnin’ along, Chief.”

I moved aside, so he could get down
the trailer steps.

“Remember, Chilly,” Hortman re-
minded him, “Freeder agreed to scatter
those handbills from his plane for twentv
dollars. You'll b: leaving Dbefore the air
show, so I told Marks to handle the
loudspeaker mike. That note T got from
Jones will take you through the Forty-
mile Zone.”

“They’ll search that car down to the
lock washers,” Trean grumbled.

“Let ’em search,” Hortman grinned.
“If anything unusual happens, call me
long distance. Wz may be able to use it
for advance publ city.”

“We're moving on?” 1 asked, after
Dean had gene.

“Right,” Hortman snapped. “The
crowd’s falling off. Besides, all this rob-
bery, kidnaping and murder is beginning
to get me. What do you want, Eric? I'm
busy on some pioto enlargements.”

I stepped intc the trailer, closed the
door. “It’s about Weinberger’s kidnaping,”
I began.

“Well,
asked.

what about it?”  Hortmin

OMEHOW that short, commonsense
question made my idea seem a litile
foolish, I was sure that if I stated it in
so many words he would laungh at me.
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But what I said brought a quick, intent
look into his eyes.

“Everybody thinks Weinberger was held
captive in a boat, off-shore,” I said.

“That’s right,” he admitted. “No doubt
i that. The seaman’s jacket with salt
siains, sounds of water splashing, small
cabin and bunk—all seem to point that
\Vﬂ}"”

“And yet all those things could have
been faked,” I stated. “T'l bet I can tell
you right now where Weinberger was

held captive; where Charles Bronson. . .”
A hard fist thumped the door.
Paul Hortman opened it and Tave

ffager came in, scowling at me. “We're
icavin’ you tomorrow, Hortman. You and
vour screwy publicity ideas.”

“But Tave,” Hortman exclaimed,
‘haven't T given you every service you
ked for?”

“Yeah,” lager growle¢, chin jutting,
‘an’ a hell of a lot we didn't ask for.
YVou got cops all over us.”

~Listen, Tave,” Hortman said ear-
postly, “everybody was going to notice
how those robberies always happened
pear our show. Belter we pointed it out
than to have the newsoapers stumble
im0 the idea. As a matter of fact all
but one of the citv cditers had alveady
thought of it, or said they had. But be-
cause T pounded it at them thev refused
t; run any comment on it.”

Hager's fists were clencied at his sides
with anger. “That's what you say.”

“Whe's going to pay for your servic-
ng, Hager,” I asked, "i" you take the
nlane away from our circas?”

‘We got plenty for that now.”

“Where did you wet it?7 T watched his
Lice.

“Look here,” he said, 1 don’t have to
answer vour questions, Spath. T've signed
ap with a big cigarette company. I've—
inok, Hortman, 1 want to talk with you
in private and get things squared up to
leave tomorrow.”

Paul Hortman said wearily, “I'll see
you later, Eric.” He laid his big, friendly
hand on my shoulder. "By the way, the

rip-panel on cur big balloon is still leak-
ing at the stitches. We'll use a rubber one
for tomorrow.”

Under Tave Hager’s scowling gaze I
left the trailer. It seems strange to me
now 1 didn’t realize that I had practically
stamped the seal on my own death war-
rant.

1".HERE was a light in Barnard Stew-
art’s trailer. Moved by impulse I
knocked. Draim Stewart opened the door
a bare crack; then, seeing who it was,
swung it wide open.

“Just in time for some goodnight cof-
fee,” she said cordially.

“What in thunder happened at your
truck?” Barnard asked. “Jones got there
about the time we did and hustled you
over to Clyde’s tent.”

1 kept my eyes on the spoon, swirling
it in the coffee. “Dean’s curiosity got the
better of him. 1 didn't want to get him
in trouble so I told Jones it had hap-
pened up on the pathway and I'd been
carrying him to my truck.

“For some reason,” I added, “Dean

agreed with me and put a few fancy
touches of his own to the story.”
. Young Stewart shook his blond head.
“Eric,” he said, “I can laugh at it all
now, since we talked with you. But still
it’s al! crazy. What would he be doing
in your truck?”

L had been wondering about that my-
self. Nothing had been disturbed inside
the truck. T had given it a quick look over
with my flashlight before 1 left with
Jones to go to Wenton’s tent. And 1
wondered, too, about Dean’s {rightened
exclamation about a dead man in the
truck.

I put all this aside for the moment.
“Barnard,” I said, ©“I think I know who
kidnzped Weinberger and where they kept
him.”

Barnard held his hand up, laughing.

“I'm too blamed sleepy to listen to any
more crime theories. You kidnaped him
and held him in your truck and it’s al-
most midnight. So let’s quit.”
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I laughed with them and stepped out
into the thick fog. Barnard stood at the
doorway. ‘“This stuff won’t clear out till
noon,” he said. “That’s the latest fore-
cast from the Weather Bureau.”

As T walked along the path, slowly be-
cause of the dense fog, the sound of mo-
tors came to me. It was the endurance
plane in its endless, aimless circling of
the sky.

They were high above the fog layer. I
knew how the earth looked to them in
the starlit night; a tremendous expanse of
white, with mountains pushing up through
the fog-like islands in a white ocean.

They had been in the air for more than
a month, as thoroughly isolated from the
rest of mankind as space travelers or
antarctic explorers.

There was a curve in the highway
where it bordered the path. As T reached
that point an automobile swung around
the curve, headlights making a white
luminous glow ‘n the fog.

A man stood at the edge of the path.
I could see that black shadow of his raised
arm. I knew, instinctively, that he had a
gun leveled; that he had been waiting
there to kill me.

Disconnected thoughts jabbed in my
brain. It was Tave Hager. I was positive
of that. He had heard me tell Hortman
that T knew where they were keeping
Bronson. Another man stood a pace or
so back of the killer. Chilly Dean? Most
likely.

There was no time to escape; no time
even for coherent thinking. Just those
strange, revealing mental flashes. They
came to me instantanecusly, even as I
moved.

What I did was purely reflex action.
I lezped for him, arms extended. It was
a crazy thing to do. The distance was
too great for me to reach him before he
could pull the trigger.

Everything happened at once, it
seemed. My boot struck against a sraall
boulder at the side of the path. The gun
muzzle blazed as I shot forward, onto my
face. I was sprawled full length on the

ground as the report crashed in my ears.

“That does it! Now clear out and get
that gun hidden Lefore the cops find you.”
The voice was heavy with an attempt to
disguise it. Without thinking 1 was try-
ing to place the voice as belonging to Tawve
Hager. 1 was certain it wasn’t his and
yet there was something about the words
that dinned famiiiarly in my head.

I don’t know how many plainclothes
officers were scattered through the camp.
They were arourd me while I was still
getting to my feet, brushing the smali
gravel out of scratched palms.

“What happened?” one asked me,
throwing the beam of his flashlight into
my face.

I shrugged. “Nothing much,” T told
him. “This is onc shooting that you car't
very well hang onto me.”

v

WANTED to tell the police that night

about the endurance plane; but Frank
Jordan, the othxr detective in charge,
wasn't listening to anybody. He had a
new theory now: that there were two
rival gangs involved in this case. It
sounded idiotic to me.

Those words spoken by one of my
would-be killers still kept repeating
themselves in my mind. Familiar as it
seemed to me, I couldn’t place the voice.
I was too tired. And yet those words con-
tained the key tc the whole mystery!

I would have slept in late the next
morning. I certaily needed the rest. But
someone started banging my door about
eight-thirty. Hal-dressed T pulied back
the table with which T had barricadsd
the door.

“My name’s Johin Henderson,” a man
said, extending a card. He was tall, gray-
haired, well-dressed and had an air of
knowing what he was about. 1 was still
half asleep. Another promoter or insurance
man, 1 thought.

He spoke in a nasal Yankee drawl.
“I've been watching this bird act of
yours, Spath,” he said, giving me a
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shrewd look through silver-rimmed glasses.

I thought I knew what was coming. My
nclination was to slam the door in his
ace.

“1 judge you weigh abrut a hundred
ighty,” he continued. “St-ong as a bull,
co, eh?” He scemed to be conversing
with himself.

“Now what has that got to do with
ny bird act?” I demandecd.

“Why,” he said, surprised, “it's got a
chunderin’ lot to do with it. You know
that. Mind if 1 look at your bird outfit?”

“Certainly you can’t see it,” 1 snapped.

He sighed. with gentle regret. “You
:now,” he continued, “I had a pair of
field glasses on you when you almost hit
the high-tension line. It gave me an idea.
Could you land safely with that bird out-
fit if you didn’t have a parachute?”

His words startled me. With field glasses
a trained observer might earn my secret
of estending the wing ribs and tips. And
that, with camber control, was about the
enlv way in which my gear differed from
hali a dozen other purely circus outfits.

Fear of this possibility forced me to a
quick decision. These exhibition {lights
would have to stop right now. And some
wav, by hook or crook, 1 must get the
atrention of someone in tie War Depart-
ment who had influence and who had an
imagination.

For the last three years 1 had been
writing to the Department. But my let-
ters were ignored, or answered by some
minor clerk.

“You know,” Henderson continued, “if
vou could land that birc outfit, without
2 parachute. I might have a good propo-
sidon. .

7 stopped him. “I'm rot open to any
nreposition,” T told him. “Now beat it!”
1 flipped his card back at him and
wammed the door.

inside there 1 had a momentary feeling
of panic. Perhaps it was more than stupid
curiosity that had caused Chilly Dean to
break in, the night before. If so he cer-
tainly hadn’t had time to examine the
bird outfit, locked in the metal chest,

where 1 kept all my detailed drawings.
Nobody must see those. Nobody but the
staff of the United States War Depart-
ment.

I bad buried the chest the night of old
Parker’'s murder and had left it hidden
while the police made a thorough search
of my truck.

I sat down on a stool, trying to fit the
fragments of this puzzle together. 1 was
positive that first Weinberger and now
Bronson were kept hidden in a sound-
proofed cabin on the endurance plane.

The sailor jacket, salt stains—all those
things that Weinberger had recalled—
were just so many herrings dragged across
the trail. The endurance plane had landed
at night and the kidnap victims, drugged
to the hilt with morphine, were loaded on.
And there they remained, their prison
in full view, circling the sky, while the
ransom was collected.

How did they collect the ransom? That
was beyond me. There they had seemed
to do the impossible. Anyway, it meant
the presence of several ground men in the
gang.

I thought I could pick them out. Tave
Hager, of course; Chilly Dean; Clyde
Wenton, wingwalker; and Shorty Marks,
who was supposed to be a mechanic. The
latter was a dope fiend. I had seen the
needle scars on his arm.

I remembered suddenly that Chilly
Dear: had a pass from Jones that would
allow him to travel the notorious Forty-
mile Zone. But that pass wouldn’t exempt
him from a thorough search at the block-
aded ends of the highway. There I ran
against a blank wall in my reasoning.

In some manner they must have con-
cealed the first ransom money within the
Forty-mile Zone. And they would do the
same with Bronson’s ransom today.

ONE of these things concerned me
directly, yet they were all operating

to defeat my purposes. I went to the
rear of the truck to get Colonel Bronton’s
letter and there I saw Chilly Dean’s “dead
man.” The night before his frightened
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cry that there was a dead man in my
truck had puzzled me.

It was the stuffed dummy, exactly my
size, that T used in cutting and fitting and
shaping the wing webs of my bird suit.
In the darkness it could easily be mis-
taken for a real man.

My Luger pistol was in the drawer of
the work table, with the letter and other
papers. I pulled the slide to see that it
was loaded and slipped it into my pocket.

Colonel Bronton had advised me to
talk with some active service officer and
try to get him interested in my invention.
Major Lee Clinton, in charge of the
three Army observation planes now on
the field, was the logical person for me to
talk with. I had already sounded him out
warily on the subject. He was a hard-
headed little man, devoid of imagination,
but it seemed that T must do something
and do it immediately.

I found Major Clinton in the Army
reserve hangar. They were preparing to
leave that day for San Diego, as soon as
the fog thinned, so they had the planes
out giving them a preliminary warm-up.

“Hello, Spath,” Clinton greeted me.
“You damned near killed yourself yester-
day with that bird rig.”

It was a poor beginning for what I had
in mind. “I'd like to talk to you about
that, Major,” T said. “In private.”

His face showed surprise. “About that
birdman stuff?”” he asked, doubtfully; but
he motioned with a jerk of his head to-
ward the empty hangar office.

“What’s on your mind?” he inquired,
when we were in the office.

“This will be considered confidential?”

“Sure. Sure. Go ahead,” he snapped.
He had a short, clipped manner of speech.

I took a deep breath and plunged in.
“That bird gear of mine,” T stated, “is
to take the place of parachutes.”

He was going to speak, but I stopped
him. “A parachute,”” 1 continued, “is a
poor enough life-saving device even in
peace time. They dump pilots down in
rivers, trees, buildings, high-tension lines

. all sorts of danger spots. You have

only slight control over them, by pulling
the shrouds to spill wind.”

Clinton nodd:d agreenient to this.

“In war from now on,” 1 said, “para-
chutes will be jractically useless. There’l}
be no more fair-play stull for alrmen.
The ground command won't stand for 1.
When a pilot is forced to hail out th:
enemy flyer will have strict orders to
shoot him down. It’s in the same
with poison gas and bombing cities—
absolutely merciless.”

Again he signified agreement,

“All right,” T went on; “with my bird
gear I've got a glide ratio of five-to-one,
From five thousand feet 1 can glide al-
most five miles. And I can close my arms
for a frce drop any time. I'd be a pretiv
hard target to hit.”

For a moment intersst showed in his

fine

face. But immediately it faded. “You
can’t land with it,” he objected.
“I can almost land with my present

outfit,” T told Fim, “and in a few davs
I'll have some specially woven silk fabric
that will allow for greater wing area with
less reinforcement. I'll be able to land
with that. Come on over to the truck and
I'll show you the whole thing.”

He followed me, with reluctance.

“What’s the tutter?” he asked, when
we reached the truck.

POINTED 10 the open door. “Last

night a man jimmiced the spring lock
and got in. Later T put a hasp and pud-
lock on it. Now that's been forced.”

The truck was in disorder, as if some
one had given it a hasty search. But mv
chest was still locked.

I opened it anid hastily donned the bird
gear, zipping the stout canvas sleeves of
it around my arms; fastening the les
bands.

“Wait a  minute,” Clinton  ordered
“Where do I come in on this? Why're you
showing it to me this way?”

“I'm going t» show you the whaol
thing,” I told hira. “How 1 get wing cam-
ber by the tensibn of my arms, how the
ribs telescope. . . all about it Then T'm



HE FLIES THROUGH THE AIR— &7

going to ask you to write a letter for me
to the War Department.”

“Nothing doing,” he cut in. “That’s a
damned good way for an officer to lose
file numbers—butting into things. H—7

Leud voices outside the truck stopped
him. Jones, with another detective and
two police officers in uniform, came into
the truck. Paul Hortman was with them.

“Here he is,” Jones snapped. He stood
leoking at me as if he hated the sight.

~Spath,” he said. “you‘ve got the gall
of Satan himself. You've already ex-
plained yourself out of a bank robbery
and a murder. Now try to explain this
away.”

For & moment 1 didr’t see what Jones
nad in his hand. T saw only the accusing
stare that Hortman gave me.

~Here are six fifty-dollar bills,” }ones
zaid. “Two of them have the serial num-
bers from one of the bank. robberies. The
rest were in the ransom ‘noney paid out
by Welnberger’s friends. We found ’em
Rere in this truck.”

For a moment [
found them heve. . .

~Here in this truck,” Jones rvepeated.
1 stood there like a cornered animal
Outside, on the airfield, [ heard an air-
plane  motor roar into life. Hortman
clanced at his wristwatch.

“Well?” Jones demanded.

~Chilly Dean must have left them
1 sald. wearily. ~'I lied to you
about meeting him on the path. T know
now why he backed me up in the story.
! found him here in my truck last night.
That’'s why 1 struck him. 1 thought he
cas simply curious. But he was in here
rlanting those bills.”

Paul Hortman shook his head in dis-
belief. “Eric,” he said, “youre the last
wan I would have suspected. Why, this
ies you in with the whole thing.”

Anger came to me; and desperation.
“you thick-skulled fools!” 1 shouted,
~the whole thing’s right before your eyes
and you can’t see it. Charles Bronson is
held captive up there in the endurance
plaae, right now.”

was stunned. ~You
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HEY stared at me as if I was crazy.

But the first incredulous smile left
Hortman’s lips. He said, slowly, thought-
fully, “It might be true, at that.”

“What d’you mean?” Jones demanded.

“That endurance ship. There’s been a
rumor of them landing at night.”

“Why didn’t you say something about
it?”

Hortman shrugged. “An airliner was
forced down the same night in question.
We thought that explained it.” Hortman’s
face became animated. “By George,” he
exclaimed, “it all fits in perfectly. That
was the night Weinberger was kidnaped!”

“Get 'em down then,” Jones demanded,
as if it would be as simple as stopping
a car.

“Wait a minute, now,  Hortman cau-
tioned him. “This may be just a wild
guess. [f they weren't guilty they could
raise the devil with us for spoiling their
flight.”

“Then what in thunder—"

“Keep still,” Hortman commanded. “I
can Hly up there, but there’s no way to
gel inside. I know: I'll take Clyde
Wenton along. He's a wingwalker. That’s
one of his stunts; changing planes in
the air. How’s that?”

“Good! And make it snappy. They
may be getting away with that ransom
right now.” Jones pushed Hortman
through the door. “And if they won’t let
Wenton into the plane we’ll know they'’re
guilty. We'll get ovders for Major Clin-
ton to force them down with his planes.”

“That does it,” Hortman agreed. He
started toward the field on a dog trot.

Jones whirled on me. “Get outta that
damned bird suit,” he commanded.
“We're goin’ te put you away where-—
what’s the matter?” he demanded. “What
the devil’s wrong with you?”

1 hardly recognized my own voice.
“Bronson,” T said, “isn’t in the endurance
plane!”

“Nuts!” Jones snatched handcuffs from
his hip pocket. “That’s just—"
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“Raise your hands. All of you!” I
commanded, whipping the Luger from my
jacket pocket.

They must have seen instantly that I
was prepared to shoot. Reluctantly their
hands came up. Jones was red with anger.
“You won’t get to first base on this,
Spath,” he bellowed.

“Jones,” I said, “we haven’t an in-
stant to lose. As you say, they may be
getting that ransom right now. Give me
ten minutes of freedom and do what I say
and I'll turn Bronson over to you.”

He gave me an astonished, searching
look. “Will you hand that gat over, too?
Right away?”

I nodded.

“We can’t lose there,” he decided. He
extended his hand for the gun. “I prom-
ise.”

“Come on.” I led them through the
grove at a run.

The door of Hortman’s big trailer was
locked. T had expected that. “Blow it in,”
I commanded. “Shoot the thing out.”

There was a critical moment. Then
Jones nodded assent. The policeman lev-
eled his thirty-eight service revolver.
Wood splintered as the lock buckled
under-the smashing slugs. Inside, the door
to Hortman’s photographic room was also
locked. This time they didnt hesitate.
But with that second door broken in Jones
made a grab for me.

“You’re not so damned smart, Spath.
Tve been in here a dozen times with
Hortman.”

“You fool! Look around,” 1 ordered.
“With this photographic stuff put away
in the cabinets, and in dim light, wouldn’t
this room look exactly as Weinberger
described his prison? Look for that place
he called the coffin. A box or chest of some
kind, big enough to stretch a drugged
man out in full length.”

“Here!” one of the policemen shouted.
“The drawers on this center cabinet are
fakes.” He stooped, putting the lift of
his shoulder under the top. The other
policeman moved to help him. But the
catch had already snapped.

I heard one of them shout, “It’s Charles
Bronson, sure as hell!”

Jones’ grip on me loosened. I jerked
my arm free and leaped for the door.
Knowing that Hortman was leader of ail
this gave me th: pattern for fitting the
whole puzzle together. T knew now how
they had spirited the ransom money frer
that closely guarded Forty-mile Zone, Ani
I wasn’t going tc let them get away with
it again.

Draim Stewart told me later that I
resembled some strange other-world crea-
ture as I raced toward one of Clinton’s
Army planes, my bird outfit whipping out

behind me.

HE finding »f Charles Bronson was

the only thing that saved me from
being riddled with bullets before T could
get that big observation plane up.

They thought at first he was dead.
Shorty Marks, a drug addict himself.
had the newspaper owner filled full of the
stuff. Bronson wasn’t a gross brute of
a man like Weinberger. He almost died
from the effects of that repeated drugging.

Fortunately I didn't have to take off
blind. The combination of sun and a light
north wind was sweeping the fog south-
ward of the field Tt was always the firsi
place to clear.

Cars were already beginning to arrive
with spectators for the show. They didn't
see an air show that day. At least, not a
show that had been planned. But whas
they did see was spectacular enough, 1
expect, for the most sensational-minded
of them.

Paul Hortman had alrcady collected
the ransom and was slanting down toward
the field from a zreat altitude. T climbed
steeply, hoping that he would land, bu
almost certain thet Shorty Marks or some
other confederate on the fleld knew v
this time the game was up and would
signal Hortman away.

Hortman made an easy swing to the

_north. The field v/as almost all clear now.

fog banked up over the south end and
stretching for miles beyond.
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I knew what I woul¢ do in Hortman’s
place: what almost any trained pilot
would do if pursued. Head southward,
keeping in the fog, flying by instruments.
Nobody could find him there. He could
change direction and a'ter half an hour,
climb above it and heal eastward, where
it would be clear.

Perhaps he already 1ad a car hidden
miles away, waiting for just such an
emergency as this.

I was flying at five thousand, a thou-
sand feet above Hortraan, when I saw
Marks’ blue sedan dart across the field
und onto the highwav. That was the
warning signal. But nobody on the ground
would suspect it until Marks had put
miles behind him in his getaway.

Immediately Hortman swung to the
south, 1 jammed stick and throttle for-

«i anything I had ever lown. I saw Clyde
Wenton lean forward and point me out
1o Hortman. The next instant I had cut
my throttle, was dragging my wheels
aver his centersection.

My sudden appearance out of seem-
ingl}; nowhere must have startled Hort-
man. Momentarily he ost his nerve. He
vicked full rudder, carted his stick. His
plane swerved northward, away from the
fog bank.

But there lay his only refuge and he
tnew it. In a few minutes other planes
would be taking the ai-. By sheer weight
oi numbers they coul¢ force him down.

His ship was lighter than mine. Worse
ihan that I was in a stall, after checking
the speed in my dive. Again he canted
the stick, then jerked it savagely into
o vertical turn.

[ knew that 1 was on the verge of a
stall spin. But anger lashed me. Another
minute and he would be screened by the
‘og. He would be free of pursuit. And a
man of his diabolical cleverness would
make the most of that opportunity. They
never would catch hir.

He or Chilly Den bad murdered
Parker. The old man had learned some-
thing of their secret. Hortman had en-

ginecred those bank robberies; was re-
sponsible for the people killed in them.
He was master mind in the kidnapings.
He had tried to throw the blame onto me,
I simply couldn’t let him escape.

The giant engine, with throttle opened,
shuddered my plane with its power. Hort-
man had told me that with enough money
the proper man could make a hell of the
whole world, as it had already been done
in Europe. 1 realized now that he had
dropped those same hints among the air
circus people. That was why they were
suspicious of me; hated me.

HE full realization of it was enough

to drive a man crazy. I think I must
have been insane when I jerked that big,
half-stalling plane up into a vertical above
him. For a bare instant the motor held
it by sheer horsepower. Then the control
stick went slack in my hands, the rudder
pedals beating a loose tattoo against my
feet.

The ship’s nose dropped with that first
sickening plunge of a spin. I sliced down-
ward, completely out of control. Hort-
man’s plane seemed to leap upward to-
ward me.

Wenton scrambled frantically onto the
seat, tumbling himself overside and pull-
ing the rip-cord of his parachute. I had a
brief glimpse of the white silk blown
back by the propeller blast, tangling ine
the vertical fin.

The metal wing of the Army plane
crashed through linen fabric.

I don’t recall jumping clear of the
wreckage. It must have been instinct that
made me spread my arms and legs. The
shock of that first shoulder strain brought
my mind back to focus.

Hortman must have jumped before the
ships came together in mid-air. He was
cool-headed enough to hold off pulling
his rip-cord until he was well below the
wreckage. The white spread of his para-
chute was easing him toward the ground.
I straightened my legs to dive. The idea
was firmly implanted in my mind that I
must capture him.
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I had told Major Clinton 1 could make
a bird outfit that could be landed. T was
confident I could. But there were grave
doubts in my mind about the present
gear.

A birdman can’t land as you land an
airplane. It must be done exactly as a
bird lands. At the last split second, within
a foot or two of the ground, the legs are
doubled back, spread. That throws the
feet downward. Outspread arms kill for-
ward speed at stalling. T had practiced it
many times at high altitude.

I flattened my glide. T saw Hortman's
feet strike the ground. The parachute
collapsed about him.

Instantly T luffed up to brake forward
speed. Too soon! I was falling; falling
dead weight. T heard Hortman cursing
frantically below wme. Then something
dragged me into oblivion with a horrible,
numbing shock.

HEY wouldn't even let me talk for

a whole week. The fat, jolly little
doctor laid the law down as soon as I
regained consciousness.

“Son,” he teld me, “you’ve got a com-
pound fracture of the left leg, a bone
cracked in your wrist, six ribs cracked
or broken and a collarbone the same. And
that’s not even mentioning small things
like cuts and contusions. So you're going
to stay in the hangar for a while.”

He stood looking at me as if 1 was
some kind of a zoo specimen. “Gosh!” he
said, “I wish you could tell me how it
feels to fly——really fly.” Then: “You're
not to worry about a thing. Weinberger
sent you a case of champagne and dic-
tated a letter of thanks to you for sav-
ing his hundred thousand. But Charlev
Bronson has deposited a cool twenty
thousand-dollar veward to your credit.
And he’s footing all the bills and his
newspapers ave still raving about you.”

I thought it was all foolishness, this
idea of not talking. But after one trial
I was content to lie there quietly, look-
ing up at the big floral airplane sus-
pended above the foot of my bed, a card

hanging from its propeller: To a real
fyer, from the cirous crowd.

That gave me 1 nice, queer feeling.
But nothing to equul the bouquet of sweet
peas, fresh each day. There was no card.
But the nurse told me who was bringing
them. “She’s as protty as an angel,” the
nurse added. “I suppose you know what
angels look like, Birdman? Now, don’t
talk!”

I rebelled finally, on the seventh day.
“You send for Draim Stewart,” I threat-
ened, “‘or T'll start shouting.”

The doctor grinned. I guess my time
of silence was up ar yway. He motioned to
the nurse and almost immediately Draim
and Barnard Stewa:t and Jones came in.
And bebind them, to my surprise, came
the tall, gray-haired man—John Hender-
son.

“Look Bird,” Jones said immediately,
“I'm going to talk fast and get a couple
of questions answered and then clear out.
We got the whole bunch of 'em. You prob-
ably know who they were. Even got the
ella back east who was getting rid of
the money.”

1 started to speak, but he stopped me.
“Hortman wasn't fraid of serial num-
bers because he'd worked out a photo-
graphic method of changing them. See?
It’s darned hard to counterfeit a bill, but
it’'s different with the serial numbers.
And hardly anybody pays any attention
to them as long as they’re not hot num-
bers.

“We sweated the whole thing out ot
Shorty Marks by cutting his dope ra-
tions,” Jones continued. “Each time the
ransom  was colleetad  Chilly Dean was
stopped and searcted on the bighway.
So were four or fiv2 hundred other cars.
It was impossible for us 1o detour all
the state highway traffic.

“And all they fouad in Dean’s car were
some motor parts, odds and ends of things
that might be used around airplanes, and
two tanks of compressed hydrogen. Full
or empty: the boys didn’t know, didn’t
give them a second thought,

“So all he had tc do was hide his car
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near the spot, inflate the sounding bal-
loon, and stick a flare out to signal for
delivery of the ransom. He held off doing
that uniil it was time for Hortman to
fly over. Then he tied the ransom money
to the balloon and tarned her loose.

“Hortman circled around at a high
altitude above the fog, so his motor
couldn’t be heard or would be confused
with that of the endurance plane. And
Clyde Wenton, riding with Hortman,
hooked it.”

I nodded. T knew it had to be that
way. “What happened when he hooked
the balloon?” T asked. Tt must have given
him a jolt.”

“The loop of rope he hooked was tied
to the pin-panel. He hooked her—zowie,
che whole top of the balloon ripped off.
Any more questions?”

I shook my head.

“All right then. Where’s your steel-
handled knife Dean nsed in murdering
Parker?”

I grinned. “Buried about a foot under
the left front tire of my truck.”

“And howd you know it was Hort-
man? What made you change your mind
all of a sudden abcut the endurance
nlane?”

“Hortman told me,” [ explained, to
rheir astonishment. “He told me the night
before, when Chilly Dean thought he had
killed me. And he told me again, just as
he was leaving, supposedly to search the
¢ndurance plane. He said, ‘That does
it I've heard him use the expression
dozens of times. Guess 1 was too tired for
‘t to register that night.”

ONES motioned to the others. “Your
witness,” he said jauntily, “though
I should bop him onc while he's down,
for scaring us all to death with that last
bird stunt. By the way,” he added, “vour
fiying boots darned near ruined Hort-
man's face.” )
He left, giving me a {riendly, mock
salute at the door. I wished they would
all leave. All but Draim. But apparently

they had rehearsed this whole thing, to
make the most of their allotted time and
save me as much as possible.

John Henderson stepped forward. “I’ll
do the talking,” he said crisply. “You can
just nod. The other day I handed you
my card and you threw it into my face.”
He smiled. “If you had read it you would
know that I'm from the United States
War Department.

“Colonel Bronton has been raising Ned
with us for the last year over your bird
idea. I was sent out to look it over. 1
saw you actually make a landing with
it. Trouble is, Spath, you've got to have
something that any man of normal
strength can use. D’you think that’s pos-
sible?”

“Of course,” I said. “It'l take a lot
of experimenting, but—"

I saw Draim Stewart’s face go white.
Her eyes were pleading with me.

“But what?” Henderson snapped.

“But yowll have to get somebody else
to do the experimenting. It’s no kind of
a job for a married man.”

He smiled.

“Didn’t know you were married. But
that’s all right. We'll take care of the
experimenting. You hand your stuff over
to us and take a civil service engineering
job in the Department. You've already
done the worst of it. And you needn’t be
so darned secretive about it. The U. S#
is big enough so we don't have to hide that
kind of thing away like dirty pack rats.”

“Time to leave,” the nurse called, from
the doorway.

“I'm not going to leave right away,”
Draim said firmly.

“But he’s already talked too much!”

Barnard steered John Henderson to-
ward the door. “Run along,” he com-
manded the nurse. “Those two have a lot
to say, but they can say it without talk-
ing.”

They didn’t make sense, those words.
But the nurse seemed to understand, I
heard the door close very softly. Draim
was smiling as she leaned over me.

i .



For an instant | saw his fac;a—
and its crab-like brand

By JONATHAN STAGGE

The Stars Spell Death

THE night that Dr. Hugh Westlake is
summoned to an accident he conies upon
a wrecked car—with a dead man at the
wheel. The doctor is amazed to discover that
the corpse wears a suit of his clothes, car-
ries letters addressed to Hugh Westlake.
Then investigation of the mystery by In-
spector Cobb reveals that the dead man was
a wanted criminal: that Westlake was ap-
parentiy called out in order that he could be
abducted. The disfigured corpse would un-
doubtediy have | accepted as the doctor’s,
if the plot had succeeded.

A few days later Westlake (who is tell-
ing the story) receives an unexpected visitor
at night. She is Sydney Train—ecngaged, she
says, to Robin Barker. Robin is a cousin of
Hugh Westiake's, whom the doctor has not
seen in years; the young man’s father was a
celebrated chemist, and he left Westlake in
charge of his estate until Robin should come

of age. In a few weeks now, Sydney Train
savs, Robin will be twenty-one.

HIEN the gir] explains the fantastic rea-

son for her vizit. A {ervent heliever in
astrology, she demancs to see the horoscope
of Robin Barker which is in Dr. Westlake’s
keeping. Therein, the doctor finds, it is
prophesied that Robin will almost certainly
be murdered within a month of his twenty-
first hirthdayv: that his nearest male relative
—Hugh Westlake—will also die. To support
this astrological hocus-pocus, Svdney Train
tells Westlake that Robin BDarker, a brilliant
chiemist himself, is continually in the com-
pany of certain mysterious {oreigners. One
of these men can be identified by a purple
birthmark on his face; he has been over-
heard to remark that “Westlake may have
to be eliminated.” )

The next day, the girl leaves as suddenly
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as she has come, and the doctor discovers
that she has stolen the noroscope. By now
Hugh Westlake, impressed in spite of him-
self by these portents of disaster, has begun
to worry about the safety of his twelve-
vear-old  daughter, Davn—and about his
rwin He is disturbed by the sudden appear-
ance of strangers in quet, rural Kenmore,
“"he genial and yet someow mysterious Dr.
Heller, with his badly crippled son, has be-
come a neighbor of Westlake’s. For some
explicable reason, a M«s. Ralston, another
rewcomer, las  warned  Hugh  Westlake
vainst Dr. Heller. IFinally there is a strange
sherman who stands watch continually on
“he Westlake home.

YN THE advice of Inspector Cobb, the
-7 doctor invites Robin Barker to spend
iis twenty-first birthday in Kenmore. Young
Rarker accepts, asking permission to bring
His step-mother, Greta Barker. Soon they
rrive—{riendly, capable-seeming Robin
Barker and Greta, a cool, beautiful woman.
‘hen, while they are out walking with
Dawn, Dr. Westlake veceives a phone call
crom Sydney Train. She asks after Robin,
hegs the doctor to watch over him. But when
2obin Barker returns, he exclains in amaze-
nent that he has never heard of Sydney
rain in his life. . ..

CHAPTER XV

SMALL STAR O1' COMFORT

was staring at D:wn and me as if

we were mad. Even Greta’s blue eyes
ad lost their amused tolerance and were
-amed by little lines of perplexity. My
aughter. whose sentirnental nature had
cen outraged by this denial of romance,
»mpletely omitted to close the broad “O”

i her mouth. )

I suppose I should have been prepared
o that final evidence of Sydney Train’s
naceuracy.  Almost  everything else  she
sad told me seemed tc have been proven
‘alse. Tt was logical that her claim of en-
yagement to Robin should be just another
i her devious ruses to win my confidence.

And vet 1 had associated Rohin and
sverything that surrounded him so com-
pletely with Sydney Train. It scemed im-
possible that the entire story of my cousin,
his danger and his diff culties should have

:";II‘ WAS an incredible moment. Robin

come from a girl he did not even know.

Something had to be done to break that
constrained silence. I banished Dawn to
the kitchen and suggested that the Barkers
might like a cocktail before dinner. They
both agreed hastily and I took them into
the living-room and made them old-fash-
ioneds.

None of us spoke until we made a semi-
circle around the fire, nursing our drinks.
It was then that Robin, his eyes coming
to mine with anxious curiosity, asked:

“What did your daughter mean just
now about my being engaged to marry
this Sydney Train? What the hell is it
all about?”

“Yes, Hugh.” Greta looked down the
smooth line of her legs into the core of
the fire. “It is rather intriguing. Aren’t
we going to be told?”

I had planned to make that first even-
ing purely social. It seemed unfair to share
my anxiety with them while they were so
newly under my roof. But that telephone
call and its aftermath had forced the issue
out into the open.

Fingering my glass, I gave them an ex-
act account of everything that had hap-
pened since my discovery of the corpse
that was so nearly mine, through my ex-
perience with Sydney Train, down to my
latest encounter, with the solitary fisher-
man,

I only omitted, on Cobb’s advice, alk
reference to the horoscope.

Robin listened in aggressively uncom-
municative silence. Greta, her legs curled
beneath her now in her chair, watched
me, her face, like a little girl’s, mirroring
with its expressions each change in the
narrative.

JUINALLY she said: “But Hugh, how
unheard of! And you think all this
has been happening because of us?”
Robin swallowed what was left of his
old-fashioned and put the glass down on
the floor. He shot a quick glance at his
stepmother.
“It’s an amazing story all right,” he
said. “How much of it is just coincidence
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and how much isn’t, I couldn’t say. But”—
his mouth went grim—“I think I know
now who this Sydney Train is. Don’t you,
Greta?”

“You mean Annabel?” she queried.

“Sure. It’s obvious.” Robin shrugged.
“Now I know what she said and how she
acted, I would have known it was Annabe)
even if she hadn’t told you she was my
ex-boss’ daughter. Everything she’s done
is exactly typical.”

I remembered how Cobb had told me
the day before that Mr. Scruggs, president
of Scruggs and Dodge had a daughter
Annabel. “Then this Sydney Train is An-
nabel Scruggs?”

Robin looked slightly surprised that I
knew as much as 1 did. “Must be. She
plays around with being an actress. I knew
she’d changed her name because Scruggs
doesn’t look so hot in electric lights. But
I never knew she called herself Sydney
Train. She’s a crazy sort of a girl, makes
her own life inte much more of a drama
than anything you see behind footlights.”

He paused. “Most of the facts she told
you about me are true, but they have all
the Annabel trimmings. 1 did meet her
abroad; she—she did make out she was
stuck on me for a while; she did persuade
me to come back to America and wangled
that job for me in her father’s chemical
company; and 1 have recently left the
firm.

“But I was never engaged to her and
all this talk ahout sinister foreign plotters,
unknown menaces and conversations over-
heard by hotel detectives looks to me like
something she picked up on tour with a
third rate road company of Bulldog Drum-
mond.”

Robin told me then, quietly and soberly,
his version of the story I had heard from
Sydney Train, He had worked with
Scruggs and Dodge for six months in their
department for manufacturing aniline
dyes which, as in the case of his celebrated
father, was his particular specialty. He
had enjoyed the work and, apparently, had
managed to avoid any direct clash with
the insistent Annabel.

There had been no trouble until the
company, as part of the country’s Be-
Prepared-for-War program, had gone into
armament production. Mr. Scruggs had
wanted to switch Robin from aniline dyes
to explosives. Rojin, who shared his
father’s hatred of all things connected with
destruction, had refused to be transferred.
There was a quarre with Mr. Scruggs and
Robin quit.

NEY COUSIN gave a short laugh. “All
. this business about Mr. Scruggs say-
ing I’'d end up with a knife in my back
and forbidding Annubel to see me was just
so much-—Annabel. T did move to a hotel
where Greta was stepping. I did tell Anna-
bel quite emphatically that everything
which hadn’t ever Dbeen between us was
over,

“But her line about foreign agents gang-
ing up on me”—he threw out his hands—
“I can sce where she and her detective
got that from. Futher was even more
famous abread thar he was at home, you
know, and T've taken on a bit of reflected
glory.

“While I was on the market, as it were,
quite a few representatives from foreign
firms did come to tke hotel and try to per-
suade me to go back to FEurope. But I
wasn’t interested. l've got my own line
of research and I'm crazy to start up inde-
pendentty. That’s 1ll there is to that.”

It alt sounded so comlortingly reason-
able.

But I had lived too long with my doubts
and fears to be so speedily convinced that
everything was norrial except for the rav-
ings of a neurotic girl.

I asked: “And what about those foreign
representatives who came to see you? Did
one of them have & purple birthmark on
his left cheek?”

Robin grinned. “You're thinking about
the man who’s going to eliminate you? I
wouldn’t worry about him. All Annabels
stories have to have a villian.”

“Then there wast’t even any man with
a purple birthmark?”

“If there was I Jon’t remember him.”
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“Nor do 1,” put in Greta. “1 was there
with Robin most of th: time. And I'm
terrified of Dirthmarks. { certainly would
have remembered. T'm sure you haven’t
any reason to worry, Hugh. What Robin
sayvs ig right.”

“But 1 can’t see it,” 1 said stubbornly.
~1f all this is just a fairy tale, why on
earth dicd the Train girl rush bhalf across
the continent in a car axd scare the day-
I'chts out of me?”

“You don’t know Annabel,” said Robin
erimly. “Tt’s not that she’s a phony. She
believes every word of these dramas she
builds up. She’s nuts over astrology the
way Dad was. There’s a man called Maxi-
sus who reads the stars. He's her God.”

He lit a cigarette, the assured smile

(il twisting his lips. “Trobably her horo-
scope told her something awful was going
t¢ happen—-and she just went right out
and was darn well go'ng to prove her
horoscope was right.”

He had scored a hig point for common-
wnse there. T almost told them then of
Sydney Train’s sensational prophecy from
his own horoscope. But Cobb had advised
me against it and he hal me well trained.

¢ TRIED to slip into their way of think-
£ ing. “Then you really helieve I've been
huilding up imaginary menaces? How
about that car accident? Tt fitted perfectly
into the pattern the Train girl had worked
out.”

“Byt it also fitted derfectly into the
{heory put forward by the police, didn’t
119 asked Greta, serenely smoothing back
her blond hair. “1t could easily have heen
a criminal trying to hide from the police
by taking your jdentily.”

“1 guess it could,” T said dubiously.
~And the rest? The cnrious neighborse”

Greta emiled dazziingly, leaned forward
and patted my arm. “Aren’t neighbors al-
wavs curious? And, if that old Dr. Heller
was one of your suspects, T really think
you're rather hard on nim. He looked to
me as if he couldn’t ha'm a ily.”

As T refilled their glasses, there was a
long, oddly dead perinc of silence. Every-

thing had been said and everything had
been explained. The bubble had been burst.
Now there seemed nothing left but the
clean, hygieric smell of soap.

1 should have been immensely relieved.
But T wasn’t. Perhaps I was clinging mor-
bidly to a dream of danger for the self-
imporiance it had given me.

Or maybe my sense of impending doom
did not leave me because of the expression
I had caught on Robin’s face.

Now that he had finished speaking, now
that he did not know 1 was looking at
him, my young cousin had relaxed from his
casual registration of commonsense. He
looked pale and exhausted and terribly
unsure of himself.

And, as 1 moved toward him with the
glasses, his eyes flickered for one second
to Greta’s. T was sure T had not been in-
tended to intercept that glance.

Robin’s eyes had been questioning, un-
certain and uamistakably-—{rightened.

1 rather thought that Mrs. Barker was
frightened too.

CHAPTER XVI
STRANGE PURPLE STAR

AWN came in at that moment to an-

nounce dixner and dispelled the
queer illusion of something vital and in-
tangible hanging in the halance.

“I hope youll like dinner,” said my
daughter to the soom in general. “It’s’
something special—a surprise.”

Dawn’s surprise (nurned out to be some
uneventful but pleasaut baked fish. While
we ate it, a rather forced joviality domi-
nated the dinner table. Robin was hearty;
Greta gay and charming with Dawn who,
despite her blanket suspicion of all attrac-
tive women in my life, had obviously fallen
for her like a set of skittles. T myself was
loguacious too and slightly light-headed,
as if the vague menace of the past weeks
had actually been puifed away.

I attributed some of my exhilaration to
the presence of Greta Barker sitting across
the table from me. The sott light from
the silver candelabrum made hev marvelous
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blond hair shine with a brilliant luster,
giving it what seemed like an independent
life of its own. My wife’s hair had been
like that in the days when women had
worn hair and brushed it themselves.

I was just wondering if Greta could
possibly he over thirty and realizing,
against all appearances, that she must be,
when Dawn caught my eye, smirked know-
ingly and asked:

“Like the fish, Daddy?”

I said yes I liked the fish very much.

My daughter’s smirk broadened into a
grin. ““And he said you said he couldn’t
catech any.”

“Who couldn’t catch what, brat?” I
asked vaguely.

“Dan Leaf.” Dawn paused to devour
#some green peas, “That’s the surprise. He
brotight these fish over this afternoon. He
caught them in Kenmore Creek just at
the bend where he fishes.”

I stared incredulously. Robin too was
looking at my daughter, and T thought
I detected once again a flicker of uneasi-
ness creep into his eyes.

“These fish were caught here in the
creek?” he asked. “They're — they're
darned good. But I’d have said they were
lake bass.”

No one took the matter any further than
that. But I went on thinking about it and,
after dinner was over, while the others ad-
joured to the living-room, I slipped out
into the kitchen.

Much to the ebony disapproval of Re-
becca, I demanded to be shown the heads
of Dawn’s “surprise” fish. They were pro-
duced from a pot in which Rebecca had
been keeping them, presumably for some
primitive banguet of her own. I stared at
them lying clammy and popeyed on the
kitchen table.

I am something of a fisherman, At least
I had been on encugh fishing expeditions
with that wily old angler, Inspector Cobb,
to be able to recognize at least the more
elementary breeds of fish.

One look at those heads was enough.
Robin Barker had been right. The fish
which the anomalous Dan Leaf claimed

to have caught in the Kenmore Creek
were, in fact, lake bass.

And lake bass could no more have ex-
isted in that small, swiftly running stream
than an alligator or a sperm whale,

TRIED to cope with this latest and

almost ludicryus  development. The
solitary angler might, of course, have been
indulging in a mild practical joke. But,
there again, he m ght easily have tried to
paim bought fish off on me in an attempt
to make his continuous presence at the
creek’s edge seem reasonable.

In any case I did not Iike it. I had been
morbid enough to look at the paper that
morning and had seen from the horoscope
chart that we were only just out from
under the sign of Pisces.

Fish, of any sort, were far too astro-
logical to be welcome around my house.

I had returned to the hall on my wav
to the living-roor1 and the others when
a buzz at the front door deflected me. I
found Inspector Cobb, fulfilling his prom:-
ise, standing on the doorstep.

He couldn't have come at a more wel-
come moment. Without even letting him
remove his hat and coat, I pulled him into
the deserted diniig-room and gave him
a swift outline of everything new; of Syd-
ney Train’s call, Robin’s story, even of
the unaccountable fish.

He laughed at tae fish.

Then his face went grave. “You think
this Robin Barker may be holding some-
thing back from vou?”

“It's not exactly that. 1 merely got the
impression they’re both more scared than
they admit and that, maybe, they're sitting
on the fence, woidering just how much
they can trust me.”

“In that case’—Cobb's shrewd eyes
fixed my face—*"1'd sit on the fence with
them for a while.”” He smiled. “And don't
forget it’s all right for them to know I'm
a policeman by profession, but tonight I'm
just dropping in for a drink as one of
your expectant fathers.” The smile was
a grin. “And I guess it won’t be long now.
The missus will ke dating you up soon.”

4 A—I11
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I took the inspector into the living-room
then and introduced him to Robin and
Greta Barker. For some reason I had ex-
pected the conjunction of Cobb and the
Barkers to precipitate some major develop-
iment. I was completely wrong.

The inspector was plecsant and cheer-
ful and disarmingly harmiess. He mede 4
fopninent pa-

tew cracks aboui his own
rernity, told a few homespun anecdotes
and, at about ten o’clock, rose to say good-
night.

The Barkers, who had Deen equally un-
controversial, expressed polite pleasure at
baving met him.

And that was that.

As 1 took the inspector to the {ront door,

e saild: “Seem like nice people. And she
oks Like a million dollars.”
“T wouldn't get too fond of them,” I
wid with a sort of jaundic:d frivolity *“Be-
are you see them again they’ll probably
Soth he murdered—with me thrown in as
¢ bonus.”

Cohb looked reproachitl. “Don't tell me
“ou're wetting on edge.” he said. “Seems
iike everything's quieted Jown rather well
1o me. By the way, I checked on the Heli-
crs. He's listed in the Medical Directory all
right—a Canadian just retired from prac-
ce. And T found a newspaper account of
the bov, Brian's airplane accident.”

“Thank God somcone’s who they pre-
«ended 1o be. How about the fisherman?”

Cobb laughed out load. “Don’t you
worry about the fisherman.” As he went
out of the front door axd stepped onto
the drive, he added with a certain cryptic
satisfaction, “T don’t think you'll be seeing
him around any more.”

XV}—IEN 1 returned to the living-room
V¥ the Barkers were ready for bed
viter their long drive. In about guarter of
sn hour, they said gocdnight and dis-
moeared upstairs to their rooms.

[ did not fecl sleepy. After they had
sone, 1 poured myseli a highball and sat
down in front of the dyng fire.

The whisky sent a mld glow through
my body and T v.gan to feel extraordi-

g A—II

narily elated, far more so in fact than I
had in weeks. This day, to which I had
looked forward with so much foreboding,
had presented me with nothing but a raft
of silver linings.

I had ordered a new car. My cousins
had arrived and turned out to be
thervurhly pleasant, normal people. Robin
had een able to give me a perfectly sane
account of all the Chicago incidents which,
passed on to me through the theatrical
medium of Sydney Train, had seemed so
fraught with sinister significance.

As T leisurely finished my highball, it
seemed to me that all my doubts and
fears had been sc many neurotic day-
dreams. Of course there was no vast inter-
national intrigue weaving its devious web
around Kenmore. Of course that strange
accident on Mill Lane had been nothing
more complicated than the lonely end of
a small-time gangster who had tried to
assunie my identity; while the arch-villain,
the man with the purple birthmark, had
never existed at all except in the over-
exotic imagination of Miss Sydney Train.

In faci, there was no villain to the piece
ynless it was the chameleon-like Annabel
Scruzgs hevself who had managed to give
me a couple of nervewracked weeks and
who had dramatically stolen that dramatic,
six-thrills-for-ten-cents horoscope.

I leaned back in my chair visualizing
a serene, uneventful future stretching
smugly before me. In a few days Robin’s
birthday would come; I would settle the
estate; the Barkers would take their ami-
cable departure; I would have the money
to pay for the new car; and Dawn and I,
driving around in our beautiful dove-gray
sedan, would win the respect and awe of
my practice.

All very pleasant.

The fire had almost gone out. A vague
¢kill had descended on the room, a chill
that 1 sensed rather than actively felt,
for the warmth of the whisky kept me com-
foriably insulated.

I ‘et my thoughts stray to Greta Barker.
1 thought of the burnished hair, the beau-
tiful, mehile lips, the smooth, exquisite
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curve of her throat. Yes, she was certainly
an attractive woman. The most attrac-
tive . . .

The chill was more noticeable now.
Gradually, in some curious, unphysical
way, it seemed to be concentrated at the
back of my neck.

And, as I suddenly stiffened in the chair,
I had the vivid impression that something
was happening to me that had happened
before.

Vague panic stirring in me, I struggled
to pin down that sensation of the eerie
to something tangible. Then T remembered.

I Zad felt this way once before, that
night in my dark office when I had been
opening the safe and had felt so strongly
the influence of invisible eyes staring at
me from the shadows behind.

And now—

My fingers tightened on the cold glass
of my highball. T was sure, with the blind
unreason of instinct, that someone was
there in the room behind me, someone who
had no right to be there.

I spun round in my chair.

The room behind me was empty. But
I was staring straight at the screenless,
uncurtained window,

For an instant I did not believe what
I saw. It couldn’t—1T refused to let it be
true.

And yet there was no mistaking the
reality of that thing outside of the win-
dow—in front of me. And its reality sent
my rosy thoughts of security scattering
like dead leaves before a tornado.

In those few bitingly clear moments, I
could see the thing in the minutest detail:
the white, masculine face distorted by
pressure against the pane into a grotesque
travesty of a mask; the dark hat tugged
down concealing the eyes,

And the pale surface of the cheek which
was half turned toward me—the cheek
with the grayish skin and, scrawled across
it, the long purple stain like the image of
some weird, heraldic crab.

Outside that window, peering furtively
in at me, was the face of a man with a
purple birthmark,

CHAPTER XVII
IT IS THE CRAB STAR

OR one second I sat in my chair,

staring in a sort of frozen horror at
that face pressed against the window.
Every ounce of my attention was fixed
on the sirange, crablike naevus which
splayed across the cheek.

And stupidly. almost hysterically, I
thought: Cancer, the Crab—the seventh
sign of the zodiac.

The horoscope again. . .

Then, with the indistinctness of a night-
mare, the face blurred, faded and disap-
peared into the thick blackness of the gar-
den beyond.

It had been there; it had gone almost
as soon as I had taken in its unmistakable
reality.

And yet the memory of it lingered.
lingered in the prickly crawling of the hair
at the back of my neck and in the jerky
irregularity of my breathing.

Just a few seconds before 1 had con-
vinced myself that everything was all right,
that the mysterious man with the purple
birthmark and ail he stood for had been
nothing but a figment of Sydney Train’s
existence.

He hadn’t exis-ed!

And now, at this most crushingly ironic
of moments, I had seen him with my own
eyes.

My first instirct, after the initial sec-
ond of shock, was to dash out into the dark
garden in haphazard pursuit. Tt was an
impulse that T was wise enough to control.
The night was moonless; T had no gun,
no flashlight handy; nor had T any desire
to expose myself unarmed to a man who
had already expressed his willingness 1o
eliminate me.

Tt would have Leen senseless folly to give
chase.

With a return to commonsense I im-
mediately though. of Robin. Whatever it
was that the man with the purple birth-
mark had been planning to do around my
house, it had, almost certainly, some con-
nection with my cousin’s arrival, I should
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£0 upstairs right away and make sure that
Robin was all right.

The door to my cousin’s room was not
locked. T pushed it oper onto darkness.
My fingers shaking, T fumoled for the light
switch and snapped it down.

It was with immense relief that 1 saw
Robin was there—and sa’e.

My cousin lay asleep in the bed, one
strong, pajama-covered arm sprawled over
the pillow, half hiding his face.

1 crossed to the bed, gripped his broad,
athletic shoulders and stook. He stirred
sleepily, opened his eyes, stared with blank
absence of recognition ant then was sud-
denly very much awake.

YE PUSHED himself up against the
E' pillows. “What the hell’s happened.
Hugh? You look as if you'd seen a ghost.”

I have,” 1 said breathlessly.

I told him what had just taken place
Avwnstairs.

“T  thought
sway,” T said.

Robin Barker was staring at me, his
fips half parted in astonishment. But I
could tell that he paid me the compliment
of believing me.

“And T spent the evening trying to con-
vince you everything was jake and there
wasn't @ guy with a birthmark,” he said
at length, “It's—it’s pretty incredible,
ien’t it?”

1 agreed.

He scratched his jaw reflectively. “Mat-
rer of fact when you told me all the things
that had been going on around here lately,
I wasn't as optimistic as I made out. I
don’t think Greta was, either. It was just
that it all sounded so—s» phony.”

“But you're beginniny to believe it
qow? You think Sydney Train talked more
conse than vou gave her credit for?”

“Looks as if maybe she did.”

“Listen, Robin, are you sure none of
he men who approached you from those
firms had a birthmark on his

vou should know right

foreign

cheek?”
1 don’t remember any. Perbaps I didn’t

notice. But I don’t remember.” Robin’s

young face was very solemn. “But what the
hell do you suppose he wanted anyway,
creeping arcund the house, peering in
windows?”

“T haven’t the slightest idea.”

“You think all this business is linked
up semehew with my twenty-first birthday,
don't vou?” His blue eyes searched my
face as if he felt he could learn more
from my expression than my words. “If
that's so, if all this talk about foreign
powers and what wot is true, it can’t be
me they want; it must be something about
father. Couldrn’t he have left something
with you, some chemical notes or some sort
of document they might be after?”

“There aren’t any papers here with me,
nothing but the will and”—I was watching
him as intently as he was watching me—
“and a horoscope.”

“Whose horoscope?”

“Yours.”

He snorted. “You mean that crazy chart
Dad had Maxinus draw up when 1 was
born and then wouldn't ever let me see.
Well, no one’s going to creep around
houses to try and get any horoscope.”

I didn’t contradict him.

There was a flat, awkward pause.

At length, pulling myseif together, 1
said: “In any case, this has gotten beyond
the sitting dewn and waiting stage, I'm
going to call the police.”

“The police?” Rcbin echoed. “You
won't get anywhere calling the police, will
you? If you just report a face at the win-
dow in the abstract they’ll think you’re
tight or having hallucinations.” He paused,
“Wait a minute, aren’t there garden beds
all around outside the living-room win-
dows?”

I said ves.

“Then he probablv left footprints.” My
cousin got out of bed, pushed his feet into
bedroom slippers and threw a bathrobe
over his shoulders. “Come on. At least,
if we find tracks, we’ll have some sort of
evidence to make the police take us seri-
ously.”

That mude sense, of course.

Robin locked impatient to be going as
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if he needed something definite to do to
keep his thoughts from sliding down un-
pleasant channels. I led the way down-
stairs.

Y ONLY f{lashlight was in the

garage. The night was dark and
"moonless as we hurried around the house
and it took quite a while for me to fumble
with the rusty lock on the garage door.
But at length I opened it and found the
flashlight.

Close together behind its spreading beam
Robin and I moved over the lawn toward
the window at whose sill T had seen the
macabre intruder crouching. A broad gar-
den bed stretched rich soil between us and
the window.

I flashed the torch downward, hoping
rather futilely that we would find nothing.

It was almost better to believe myself
the victim of alcoholic delusions than to
have definite proof that the man with the
birthmark did actually exist and had, so
short a time before, been separated from
me by the mere thinness of a glass pane.

“Look. Someone’s been here all right.”

It was Robin who spoke first. And as
I bent forward too, T saw the blurred, in-
distinct impressions of feet leading from
the edge of the lawn right up to the win-
dow. Beneath the window itself, all the soil
was pressed flat. A second, equally vague
trail showed where the man had retreated.

My cousin grunted, “No one’s going to
be able to identify them,” he said. “Too
messed up. But at least we’'ve got some-
thing definite.” He stared belligerently into
the darkness around us as if, at the drop
of a hat, he would be ready to lunge into
the bushes and start a free-for-all with
anyone.

Then, with a slight shrug, bhe said:
“Well, T guess, since we're supposed to be
the things these guys want to caprure,
there’s no point in handing ourselves teo
them on a silver platter. Come back in
side and call vour policeman while T make
sure the place is properly locked and
bolted.”

We went into the house together.

ARGOSY

While Robin clattered through the house
locking windows and bolting doors, I called
Cobb. In the scber light of reason there
seemed very litile I could tell him and
very little he could do for me. But I felt
it had to be done.

The inspector’s sieepiness changed in-
stantly to grave attention as I told him
what had happened.

“ HE man with the birthmark, eh?”

he said sharply. “You're sure you
weren’t just imagining things? You both
saw those footprints?”

“Of course.”

He didn't speak for a moment. Then
he said: “So things are working out the
way we planned, aren’t they?”

“Too damn well for my liking,” T said.
“It may be great fun for you to concen-
trate vast international menaces around
my rural residence; but it’s not so hot
being inside the residence and waiting.
What do you think he was after anyway?"

“The horoscope. Or your cousin. Or
you. Or all three,” said Cobh comfortingly.
“But at least he let you see bim, West-
lake. He’s made a false move. And that’s
something.”

“But not enouzh for me. What are you
going to do? Aren’t you going to comb
the neighborhood for him? He must be
around somewhere, and God knows he’s
easy enough to spot.”

“Sure. 1'll have all districts notified first
thing in the morning. But there are such
things as automrobiles, you know, He's
probably a hund-ed miles away by now.”

He added: “Bnt there’s one thing T can
do right away. I'll send up a man to keep
guard at the house and—”"

“No, thank y>u” T cut in. “I'm not
that much of a sissy vet. Robin and 1. as
adult males, are presumably capahle of
taking cure of ourselves.”

“Okay.” Cobb s tone was drv. “If that’s
the way you feel, good luck to you.” The
amusement left his voice and he sounded
more solemn than 1 had ever before heard
him.

“But listen, Westlake. Watch your step,
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don’t try anything smart and report to
me the instant you see thzt man with the
hirthmark ors anyone arcund the house
2in. 111 have a cordon of police up there
s quickly it won't be funny. T've had
ar corpse on my hands once already;

=

I'm not going to let yoi be murdered
avain.”

FHe rang off.

1 found Robin trying to latch the

Litchen window. He glanced over his shoul-
der and said: ““What did the police have
1o offer?”
~Not much. Cobb just said to watch our
sreps and take care of oursclves.”
“Hardly need a ponceﬂmn to tel] us
that.” Robin struggled irescibly with the
window lock. “This is the worst fortified
house T ever saw. A haby -ould break into
L) 3
1 said feelingly, “that if a
it won't have a purple

“1 hope,”
haby breaks in.
tirthmark.”
_\We went upstairs together
.1 the landing, his face very grim.

“T'm sorry db()lt this, -fugh. I seem to
€ C(m\nw you a hell of & lot of fuss and

. Robin paused

Thdm all risht,” T siid with a grin.
Sl eetting used to it

He hesitated, then, laying his hand on
rav sleeve, he said: “Please don’t tell Greta
~hat's happened tonight. T think she has
more than an idea that everything’s pretty
nrecarious. But 1 don’t want her worried
more than I can help—not yet.”

I went to bed with that ominous
«1ill echoing in my ears.

.Ayet'?

CHAPTER XVIII

MINIONS OF THE GOLD STAR

FEVHE day before Robin's twenty-first

birthday dawned fire. 1 opened my
‘es onto warm sunshine. But, after last
4icht's experience, my thoughts were not
hours the estate

anny, In twenty-four
would be settled. Before that time the
~rizsis of this incredible thing, whatever

-t was, would almost certainly up and hit

us
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This, T felt, would be the crucial day.
As I went downstairs to breakfast my
mind was uneasily full of speculations
about the man with the purple birthmark.
But the first thing that happened seemed
to be on our side. Just as Robin and Greta

and 1 were sitting down to breakfast,
Dawr: anpeared with the news that the
solitary fisherman was not at his post.

“] went to thank him for the fish,” said
my daughter rather petulantly. “And yes-
terday he said he’'d be here this morning
for certain. 1 hope he hasn’t caught a
cold.”

1 thought of Cobb’s cryptic smile the
night before when he had said there would
be no more trouble from Dan Leaf. Had
he, somehow, managed to cope with this
minor mystery?

In any case, it was a relief to feel that
there was at least one less pair of curicus
eyes watching us.

After breakfast Robin and 1 went for
a stroll in the garden with Hamish plod-
ding after us. By tacit consent we neither
of us made any reference to the Incident
of the night hefore nor to what it implied.

But, only too obviously, it was upper-
most in both our minds, And it seemed
to throw up a harrier of constraint be-
tween us.

Te me there was something unnerving
about the very hlandness of the morning.
Kenmore Valley seemed like one of those
exquisitely calm landscapes one sees in
nightmares which are made terrifying by
one’s own obscure knowledge that soon
somcthing ghastly is going to take place
in them.

It would all have been so much easier
to take if I had had the slightest concep-
tion of what form the next development
would assume or from what direction it
would come.

Robin and I were standing by the bank
of the creek, looking along it toward the
place where Dan Leaf had fished, when
infuriated barkipg from Hamish heralded
the arrival of Brian Heller's Doberman
pinschers.

he two large dogs had never before



102

deigned to pay us a visit, But that morn-
ing they came bounding exuberantly over
the lawn and the flower bed and, in spite
of Hamish’s querulous protests, gamboled
and pranced around us.

Robin played with them idly, throwing
sticks for them. After a few minutes, he
managed to inspire in them an almost
morbid passion. Both of them jumped up
at him, scrabbled, barked and tried to lick
his face.

Soon they became rather too overwhealm-
ing and I tried to make them realize the
moment had arrived for them to go hume.
But they did not take the hint. When 1
walked in the direction of Cedar Hollow
and called them, they just looked sheep-
ish and squatted at Robin’s feet.

Finally we both had to walk them home
up the creek.

E FOUND Dr. Heller pottering in

the garden. He looked as pink and
pleasant as ever. Although he had met
Robin the day before, I introduced my
cousin again and the three of us chatted
amiably.

Just as we were taking our leave, the
French windows of the library opened
and the uniformed nurse came out wheel-
ing Brian on the stretcher.

Dr. Heller’s benign face clouded over.
“Brian is still asleep, Dr. Westlake,” he
said to me. “Last night we gave him a
fairly heavy hypnotic as Dr. Smith pre-
scribed. At least he is getting some rest
at last, poor boy. I only hope it will prove
beneficial.”

The nurse wheeled Brian past us and
carefully arranged the stretcher so that the
boy’s face was in the shade and his body
in the sun. I crossed to his side. He looked
smaller, somehow pathetically helpless,
wedged in that heavy, cumbersome cast.
As 1T stood there, he stirred uneasily ir his
sleep, his eyelids flickering, and gave a
stifled groan.

“How’s he seem, nurse?” I asked.

The nurse smiled. “He’s been sleeping
nicely, Doctor, but he’s a little restless
now. I think he has bad dreams.”
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I could sympathize with him.

Robin and I had quite a time with the
Doberman pinschers again as we left. Dr.
Heller had finally to shut them up in the
house to keep them from pursuing us.

It was a Saturday and 1 did not go
into Grovestown to the hospital that morn-
ing. Dawn and Greta, inseparable buddies
by this time, had decided on a shopping
expedition. Instinct warned me against
letting anyone leave the house that day;
but it seemed a little too fantastic to keep
a woman and a small girl from driving
twenty odd miles into a policed and civi-
lized metropolis.

After they had gone and while 1 was
coping with my office patients, Robin went
up to his room to work on some aspect of
his research.

The last of my patients departed around
noon, and I strolled out again into the
garden. 1 was considering having the
rhododendrons in the front pruned back
when I heard feotsteps on the drive. I
stepped out of my involuntary concealment
behind the bushes and ran straight into
a man and a wornan.

The woman was the girl with the chest-
nut hair who had accosted me in the road
two days before. She wore the same green
jacket ‘and plaid skirt and the same heavy
brogues. The man with her was rather
plump and pale with prematurely thinning
hair. I noticed a faint dusting of rice pow-
der on his cheeks and jowi as if he had
not given himself time to shave before
paying me this visit.

HEY both lcoked nonplussed at my

. sudden appearance. But the girl
forced her determined red mouth into a
social smile.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning, Mrs. Ralston,” 1 said.

She seemed statled at my knowing her
name. But she indicated the man with her
and said: “My ltushand. Charlie, this is
Dr. Westlake.”

Charlie smirked awkwardly, started
holding out his hénd and then ahandoned
the whole idea.
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There was a pause.

Mrs. Ralston said, “Wz thought we'd
drop in to see you since we were passing.”
Then, as if feeling she had to elaborate on
Le theme, she added: “Vere just down
here for a short time. We've rented the
‘Talbot house. My hushand”—she paused,
looking directly at me-~“my husband
works for the chemical firm, Scruggs and
Dadge in Chicago.”

I tried not to show how much Scruggs
and Dodge meant to me. 1 said, “He
does?”

“Yes,” volunteered Mi. Ralston and
then looked awkward again.

Mrs, Ralston. who seemed to be the
moving spirit of the family, continued:
“We've—we've been told you have a
cousin staving with vou, Dr. Westlake.
Robin Barker.”

~1 have,” 1 said. not making it any
~asier for her.

“We know

him,” saic  Mrs. Ralston

© 1 said, “You would like to see
Fig now?”

V[rs, Ralston looked ¢t Mr. Ralston.
“he eaid brightly, “Ves, it would be--
i mean we'd be delightec.”

Distinctly on my guard 1 took them to
the house and dumped them in the living-
voom. I went up to Robn’s room where
he was sitting scribbling intently in a note-
hook. 1 saw diagrams and complicated
looking formulae.

“There are some people downstairs who
want to see you,” T said.

1 told him what the Ralstons had said
.d what T had already lecrned about them
irom Cobb.

~They make out they're from Scruggs
ad Dodge,” 1 said. Do you suppose
they're phony?”

Robin's young face had gone very grim.
*No, they're genuine all right. He's one
i the head chemists ther2. Worked under
father abroad for a while and then I
worked with him in Chiczgo.”

103

“But what the hell are they doing va-
cationing in Kenmore?”

He shrugged. “Haven't any idea.”

I said, “Well, you better come down-
stairs and find cut.”

Robin shut his notebook emphatically
and said: “No.”

Surprised I asked, “Why not? If they’re
on the level and—"

“In the first place,” explained my cousin
stubbornly, “I never liked Ralston any-
way. In the second, P'm completely
through with Scruggs and Dodge. And the
sooner they all of them realize it, the
better. Tell them I'm out.” He laughed
unamusedly, “Tell them I've been mur-
dered by foreign spies: tell them anything
you like.”

I didn’t argue with him because 1 was
beginning to realize that Robin Barker
was the type of young man who made up
his own mind.

Feeling myself in a predicament out
of which only Emily Post could wriggle
gracefully, I went downstairs to the Ral-
stons.

FFHEY were both of them sitting on
& the extreme edges of their chairs.
They looked at me hopefully.

I said, “P'm sorry. I can’t find Robin.
He—he must have slipped out for a walk.”

1t didn’t sound convincing. And the Ral-
stons were not convinced.

Mrs. Ralston blurted, “That’s not true,
is it? He is here and he doesn’t want to
see us.”

“T—" T began.

“It’s all right, We expected it.” Mrs.
Ralston tossed her chestnut hair, “He’s
guessed why we're here. 1 told Charlie
he would be difficult.”

Charlie shifted in his chair and said:
“My dear, really, you—"

“Ch, it's hest to be frank with Dr.
Westlake.” Mrs. Ralston registered frank-
ness. “Please let me explain everything to
you. We're not exactly here on a vacation.
That is, the firm sent us. You know your
cousin left the company because he had
a quarrel with Mr. Scruggs. Well, Mr.
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Scruggs is a rather quick-tempered per-
son and, of course, he’s first and foremost
a business man. He didn’t really appre-
ciate what a chemical genius Barker is.’

“Really?” I queried politely.

“Yes. He thinks rather that people in the
firm can all of them be regimented, told
to do this and that for the greatest pos-
sible efficiency, you know. Robin didn’t
fit into that pattern. But my husband
realizes what an enormous asset he was
to the firm. He's made Mr. Scruggs see
that Scruggs and Dodge really need him.
And—and we got permission from Mr.
Scruggs to come down here and see
whether we couldn’t persuade him to re-
turn to the company.”

I stared at her and she stared back,

, defying me to see through the unflinching
honesty of her eyes.

I said without conviction: “This is very
flattering for Robin. In these days with
work so scarce, large companies don’t often
go to such trouble to persuade a very
young man back into the fold.”

“Precious few research chemists of his
caliber to be had,” put in Charlie unex-
pectedly. “Precious few. Worth any
amount of money to the firm. I told
Scruggs so. Willing to wager my reputation
that boy will produce a million-dollar
product within the next few years.”

“And you’re positive enough to come
all the way to Kenmore and rent an ex-
pensive house without asking the price
just on the off chance that you’d be able
to talk him around?” I added bluntly,
“Mr. Ralston, let me be frank too. Is it
really Robin’s ability you people want?
Isn’t it something else, something you
think he owns or knows about that the
company’s crazy to get hold of?”

HAT question, pieced together as it

was from various theories with no
evidence to back them, had a remarkable
effect upon the Ralstons. A slow flush dif-
fused Charlie’s rice-powdered cheeks. His
wife, much less easily fazed, merely tight-
ened the already forbidding line of her
young red mouth.
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“I don’t know what youre talking
about. It’s just that both Mr. Scruggs and
Mr. Dodge are vary eager to have Robin
Barker back with the company.”” She
paused, twisting with savage abstraction
the finger of one »f her gloves. “Well, I'm
afraid we've been taking up your time.
I'm very sorry.”

She rose. Charlie, like a plump shadow,
rose too. I conducted them to the front
door and down the drive.

As we reached the gate, Mrs. Ralston
stopped abruptly and held out her hand
Once again her eyes, which asked so much
more than they told, fixed on my face.

“You wondered why I'd been waiting
outside your house for you the other day,
didn’t you?” she asked. “It was just that
I wanted very much to meet you. 1 did
use that incident of the man with the dog
as a chance to introduce myself. But—but
later T felt too shy to tell you who I was.”

Mrs. Ralston could not possibly have
looked less shy as she added: “Please,
Dr. Westlake, do :ry to use your influence
with your cousin. This is terribly impor-
tant to Charlie in his job. You see, he
was the one that convinced Mi. Scruggs
how much the rompany needed Robin
Barker. It would be such a great feather in
his cap if he could bring him back.”

She paused, adcing firmly: “Please tell
your cousin Mr. Scrugys is more than will-
ing to come to any compromise about
salary. You can tzll him tov”-—she drew
herself up as if she were about to deliver
her most telling thrust—“you can tell him
that Mr. Scruggs has given us permission
to say that he is prepared to waive all
objections to your cousin’s marriage with
Annabel.”

“I'm sure he’ll be glad to hear that,”
I said, thinking that probably they had
chosen the worst possible bait. The rami-
fications of Sydney Train’s confused, one-
sided romance with Robin had become far
too baffling for me to keep up with.

The Ralstons were both looking at me
expectantly. When T said nothing more,
Mrs. Ralston took my arm impulsively
and said:
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“Please, Dr. Westlake, try and get him
to come round to our house. We'll be
there any time of night or day if he calls
up first. And it’s not only for Charlie,
you know. It’s for vour cousin too. In
the long run, if he comes back to the
firm, there’ll—there’ll he far less danger
for him.”

With this unconventicnal remark the un-
conventional Ralstons took their leave.

CHAPTER XIX

STAR IN THE AFTERNOON

T LUNCH Robin seemed withdrawn
e in himself and re uctant to talk. He
made no reference to the Ralstons’ visit
and T followed his lead. What light badi-
nage there was began and ended with
Dawn and Greta, who had returned from
their secret shopping expedition in Groves-
town and seemed thoroughly entrenched
in each other’s affection.

In fact, Dawn felt sc strongly that later
‘n the the afternoon she drew me out into
the hall and announced in a pontifical
whisper:

“Mrs. Barker is the nicest person T ever
met.”

“Is she, brat?” 1 asked, privately de-
‘ighted for, in a qualified way, I was be-
sinning to feel much the same way my-
self.

“yes” said my daughter deliriously.
“She bought me an ice-cream cone, a jig-
saw puzzle and three popsicles.”

A rhapsodical descridtion of each indi-
vidual popsicle was ent short when my
daughter saw through the window a boy
an a bicycle coming up the drive.

“A telegram!” she whooped and disap-
neared through the front door.

" In a few seconds she was back, flushed
and important, holding out to me a yel-
lew envelope.

I iaok it, opened it and read:

AM ARRIVING TIIS EVENING MUST BE THERE

FOR ROBINS BIRTHDAY TOMORROW SUOP

CANNOT FXAGGKRATE TWEED FOR CAUTION

PARTICULARLY TODAY STOP AM BRINGING

WHAT YOU ASKED FOR

SYDNEY TRAIN

My first reaction was to marvel at the
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Train girl’s ability to cover territory. Chi-
cago . . . Kenmore . . . Cleveland . . .
Kenmore . . . She certainly got around.

My second reaction, tinged by uneasi-
ness at her warning, was surprised excite-
ment at her implied promise of returning
the horoscope Of course, if there were
some clue concealed in it, she might easily
have deciphered it by now and obtained
whatever it was she and all the rest of
them were after. In this crazy snark hunt,
which seemed to be patronized by so many
rival factions, Sydney Train might well
reach the destination first.

But at any rate I would have the actual
papers of the horoscope in my possession
by tomorrow. I would, unless something
unforeseen turned up to balk me, be able
to fill to the full my role of executor and,
by handing over the horoscope to Robin,
make myself eligible for my two-thousand-
dollar legacy.

AWN, whom I had forgotten, was
still there at my side, peering in-
quisitively over my elbow.

“It’s from Sydney Train,” she exclaimed
excitedly. “Is she coming the way she
promised?”

I looked up vaguely. “Yes, brat, she’s
coming, She’ll be here tonight.”

Dawn looked pleased and then doubt-
ful. “I like Sydney Train, but she’s a
little hard to understand, isn’t she? Sher
arrives out of the blue and disappears in
the middle of the night. She says she’s
going to marry Robin and Robin says
he doesn’t even know her.” She added
thoughtfully, “Yes, she is a rather un-
usual lady.”

“Are you telling me?” I echoed.

But my daughter had lost all interest
in Sydney Train or my opinion of her.
Once again she was at the window, star-
ing down the drive with an expression of
rapt ecstasy.

“Oh, Daddy!” she sighed. “Look—did
you ever see anything more beautiful in
your life?”

I went to her side. Swinging majestically
up the drive, its streamlined body flashing
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in the fading sunlight, was a brand new
dove-gray sedan.

With some embarrassment, I realized
what had happened. Tomorrow was Sun-
day and my surprise present for Dawn
which had been ordered for Robin’s birth-
day was being delivered a day early.

While my daughter watched its progress
toward us entranced, I had to choose be-
tween having my surprise spoiled or re-
sorting to some ruse.

I chose the ruse. With a casual shrug,
I said: “It is a nice car, isn’t it? Belongs
to one of my Ploversville patients. You
run away and do your jig-saw puzzle; Il
have to fix this man up.”

My daughter’s face fell. T could tell that

a hope, maintained for one wildly optimis-
tic moment, had been crushed. With a
rather wistful sniff she withdrew to pur-
sue some indeterminate occupation of her
own.
The new car drew up at the door;
the salesman stepred out. To his startied
discomfort, 1 draggad him into my office,
talking to him with doctorial solemnity
about a sore throat he did not have.

Safe in the office, T explained my pe-
culiar behavier, and, when the coast seemed
clear, sneaked the man out again, had him
drive the new car into the garage and
gave him the key to the old black sedan
which he was to take away for its turn-in
value. I backed Rohin’s car out onto the
drive and safely locked the dove-gray
sedan away from Dawn’s prying eyes.

It was with some satisfaction that I
saw the salesman rattle off down the drive
in the battle-scarred old sedan. Ever since
the night when 1 had stumbled upon the
false corpse of myself and my automobile
on Mill Lane, I had developed an antip-
athy to that ancient black car.

Perhaps a new and more peaceful régime
would be insugurated with the dove-gray
sedan.

OT wishing to cope with any leading

% questions my daughter might sub-
ject me to if I returned to the house, [
strolled down to the vegetable patch to
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inspect the early planting of peas. They
seemed to be doing nicely. But they hardly
suited my mood. leaving the vegetable
patch, I strolled back along the creek to
the vather gimcrack summerhouse I had
enthusiastically built several years before.

An early jasmine vipe (trailed thin
hranches across th: window overlooking
the creek. Surprisingly it was in bloem and
its faint perfume, coupled with the sunlight
and the sparkle of the creek water, brought
with it a certain romantic tranquility,

I did not hear Greta Barker’s approach
until she was there in the summer house
with me. She dropp:d onto the rather tco
rustic window seat I had constructed and
gazed through the window, appreciating

the spectacle of the spring evening with
a sort of voluptuous laziness,

“Tt’s lovely here, Hugh,” she said slowlv.
“Almost it makes rie want to run away
for ever from the messy life of cities
hier hate citiec. So many people <o
close together, they warp your sense of
proportion, make you do things which.
here where you'te ¢n the outside looking
in, seemed fentustic and-—almost wicked.”

She spoke asx if my presence there with
her in the summer house was no barrier
against the spoken flow of her thoughte,

“If 1 hadn’'t married Matthew Barker
I'd probably never have had to know
American cities. Perhaps T should not have
married him; perhaps I should have stayed
at home.”

She smiled at me with an intimacy
which was as easy as it was fleeting, “But
I was so young and he seemed so wise
and exciting, toc, because everyone treated
him with such tremendous respect.”

I was flattered that she felt me enough-
of a friend to talk ‘o me this way. I was
interested; too. I had known so little of
the strange May-De ember romance of old
Professor Barker.

“You met bim in Austria, didn't you?®”
I said.

“Yes. 1 am Austrian. At least, my
mother was English. It was she who taught
me to speak her laiguage. But always 1
have thought of myself as Austrian.” Her
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mouth moved in a little rueful grimace.
“Now there is no more Austria. And there
must be thousands like me. People with
no country and yet with a deep yearning
for one. Either we havs to live with the
past that is dead or—or we have to make
new loyalties.”

VHE half-turned to face me on that
v narrow rustic seat. “You are so fortu-
nate. You belong to a young people which
can still keep its place in the world with-
out subterfuge and deceit. And you live
out here in the couuntry. Life must be very
peaceful for you, isn’t i'?”

“Not so peaceful at the moment,” T said
drily. “But on the whole 1 guess it’s
pretty—dependable.”

A little sigh slipped through her half-
parted lips. “A house in the country. a
daughter to watch grow up, a garden—
jsn’t that what we all want really? 1 know
it is what 1 want.” Her eyes, which had
keld a kind of tender sadness, suddenly
crinkled at the corners. “My dear, that
counds like a bid for a proposal.”

“1 wish it did,” 1 said, half joining
in her mood, half meaning it seriously.

She shook her head s ightly and put out
a hand to touch the jasmine. “Oh, no, you
wouldn’t want me for = wife. I'm far too
involved and introverted and all the other
unpleasant adjectives. But it’s amusing to
regret. One can get so delightfully mourn-
ful.”

A gesture broke her mood as if it had
heen a fragile crystal ball, and she started
to talk with humorous affection about
Dawn.

Greta Barker was one of the few women
1 had met who have the same elusive
charm in broad sunlight as they did by
candlelight. Beneath the cloth of gold
hair, her face with its cool, sea-blue eves
and serene mouth never settled into one
expression. It was as if she had the faculty
of observing and appreciating every tiny
change of scene or mood around her and
made no effort to keep her face from mit-
roring the trend of her thoughts.

There was never anyone whose eyes con-
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cealed less; and yet she was a constant
mystery because one felt that her thoughts
had an individual quirk beyond the normal
powers of interpretation.

As if suddenly tired of the topic of
Dawn, Great Barker let it drift away and
said: “So tomorrow, Hugh, you settle
Robin’s estate. 1 do hope everything will
be all right.”

That was the first reference she had
made to the fact that things might be far
from right. T wondered if Robin had told
her about the man with the birthmark
whom I had seen peering through the win-
dow the night before. 1 rather thought not.

“You know, Hugh,” she said, “the
money that will come to him tomorrow is
going to make a great deal of difference.
He’s terribly keen to start on his own in-
dependent research. Of course, this won't
be enough to provide him with a really
good laboratory. But it makes a beginning
possible.”

HE mercurial blue of her eyes regis-

tered a brief tenderness. “He's a
rather wonderful boy. Until recently when
I went to be with him in Chicago, I'd
hardly known him at all. You’d never think
to look at him that there was all that great
talent cooped up inside.”

“He’s Matthew Barker’s son,” 1 said.

“Yes. And in so many ways.” Greta’s
lips balf parted in a slight, reflective smile#
“Hugh, there’s something 1 want to ask
you. Among the papers Matthew left in
your keeping, is there a horoscope made
out for Robin by Maxinus?”

The abruptness of that question brought
part surprise, part suspicion. “There—
there is,”” 1 said.

“And you've read it?”

“I have.”

Greta said: “One night, over a year
after our marriage, Matthew read me that
horoscope. He believed, you know, He be-
lieved in the stars. Robin’s horoscope was
one of the greatest tragedies in his life.
You see”—she turned to face me and one
of her beautiful hands moved to my sleeve
—“he did believe what it said. He did
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think Robin was doomed to—to come to
a violent end.”

Rather awkwardly I asked,
believe it toc?”

“Of course not, my dear. I'm far too
mundane a persen to be frightened by the
twelve signs of the zodiac. To me it’s all
just a pitiful and a rather cruel comedy.”
She was not smiling. “But there are mil-
lions of Matthew Barkers; millions of
Annabels too. If any of them were told
that his horoscope prophesied his murder,
his whole life might be crippled. That’s
why I take that horoscope seriously.”

The oblique sun slanted through the
open window of the summerhouse. It
seemed trapped and somehow made sub-
stantial in the gold thread of Greta'’s hair.
Iswas very conscious of the reality of her
fingers on my arm.

“That’s why I'm going to ask vou to do
something for me, Hugh, I said Robin
was his father's son in many ways. I am
afraid, deeply =zfraid, although he would
never admit it himself, that there’s some.
thing in him that’s inherited Matthew's
superstitious belief in the unknown.

“I've seen it several times, It’s stupid,
but, for example, he won't ever walk under
ladders and-—Hugh, I'm sure it will worry
him terribly if ever he sees that horo-
scope.”

Her hand was still on my arm. “Don't
give it to him tomorrow. Destroy it. Or
if you don’t like to do that, give it to me.

I'll take care of it. If ever he should need
it, I'll see that he gets it.”

There was an urgency in her voice that
I had never heard there before. And, in
spite of myself, T was carried away into
her mood.

I had been suspicious of her, as 1 would
have been of anyone who broached the
subject of Robin’s fateful horoscope. And
yet what she said made perfect sense.
That yeilowing, parchment-like document
was unwholesome; it might so easily make
Robin’s life miserable to read what it held
in store for him. Wouldn’t it be safer for
all of us if the wretched thing were de-
stroyed?

“And you
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“Give it to me now, Hugh.” Greta was
saying. “We can tear it up together.”

I stared rather dazedly. I blurted, “But
I can’t give it to you. 1 don’t have it. It
was stolen weeks a:z0. Svdrev Train took
it.”

“‘She took it!”

“Yes. But she's coming here tonight.
Perhaps—"~

I broke off as very suddenly my daugh-
ter stepped into the summer house,

CHAPTER XX
THE STAR3 DON'T LIE

AWN. her moith open in astwmnsi-
ment, stared at me as if I'd been a
Gray Monk or a Heoded Horror.
“Why, Daddy. how on earth did vou
aget back?” ’

“Get hack from where, brat?”
Davn slunced from me to Greta in

what seemed like speechless confusion.

“But that telephone call” she stam-
mered. “T answered { first on the upstairs
connection. The woman said .

“YWhat woman?”

T don't know. said she was
one of patients und you'd asked her
to call for you. It was Robin she really
asked for. T fust anzwered it: then T got
Robin.”

1 delt one of
twinges of alarm.
about?

She o just

your

thase sudden, motiveless
“What are vou talking
What did this woman say?”

“I don’t know. At least T didn’t till
Robin told me later. He talked to her. And
he told me. The woman said your car had
broken down and you were stranded at
her house. She told Robin you wamed
him to go right away and pick you up

“But T T wasn’t out at all1”

“You weren’t? 1 thought T saw the old
black sedan going off down the drive. 1.
Dawn broke off, star ng wide-eyed. “What
was it all about? Why did that woman pre-
tend you were there when you weren't?”

T looked at Greta. Her face had gone
very pale and she was sitting sdff and
straight on the seat like a statue of her-
self carved out of ivory.
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My voice, behind the careful veneer of
casualness, sounded karsh and strange.
“When did this call cone through?”

Perhaps Dawn failed to notice the harsh-
ness in my voice; perhaps it wasn’t there
at all, except in my imagination. Her an-
swer was entirely casual.

“Oh, about a half ar hour ago. I didn’t
know you were here. 1 did some of my
puzzle then I thought I’d come out in
the garden and look for Greta.”

“You don’t know who this woman was
or where her house itr”

T’'m afraid I snapped it at her. Whatever
poise I’d had was slipping.

“N-no. Robin just szid she’d called and
he better go right away and pick you up.”

“And he went?”

“Dh, yes. He went s:raight away. I saw
him off, driving his coupe down the
drive.”

Y DAUGHTER'S ingenuous gaze

moved once agaia from me to Greta.
There was a sudden, troubled anxiety in
her eves and I could tell that, with a
child’s uncanny intuition, she had picked
up some of the invisidle currents of ap-
prehension that charged the atmosphere
of that little summertouse.

“Why, Daddy, what's the matter? Why
—why are you frightened? TIs something
going to happen to Robin?”

T couldn’t bring mys2If to look at Greta.
Feverishly T felt in my pocket for the key
to the garage. 1 said. “Of course noth-
ing’s happened, brat. It’s just someone
pulling a belated April Fool's Day gag.
Listen”—1 thrust the Ley into her hand—
“run off and open the garage. Mavhe vou’ll
find something there you'll like.”

My daughter’s face relaxed in a dazzling
smile. “Oh, Daddy, it’s not—"

“Hurry. Go off and find out for your-
self.”

Tn a flash Dawn hal rushed out of the
suminerhouse.

For a long moment after we were alone,
neither Greta nor 1 spoke.-She had rizen.
We stood there, gazing at each other.
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1 was thinking: A few weeks ago an un-
known woman had telephoned to me and I
had dashed out into the night to an acci-
dent which had been far more dangerous
to me than I could ever have dreamed.
By luck alone T had come back from that
expedition unharmed.

A woman’s call!

Now an unknown woman had telephoned
Robin. She had told him a story that was
obviously, terrifyingly untrue. But he had
accepted it just as I earlier had accepted
that other story.

Robin had dashed off in his car—to
what destiny?

I said wildly, “He’s crazy to have gone.”
For a moment I tried to convince myself
that this was so; that Robin should have
looked here for me, checked on the call—
done something. '

“He’s crazy,” 1 repeated foolishly.

“How crazy, Hugh?” Greta’s face still
had the stark lack of expression of a stat-
ue. “Tt was such a plausible storv. How
was he to know you had not gone out?
Your car’s old; it’s broken down before.
It_”

Thoughts were swirling in my mind.
I heard, as if on some faint, supernatural
victrola of memory, the sharp, urgent voice
of Sydney Train saying: There’s danger
for Robin, terrible danger. It’s here in the
stars. The stars say that before his twenty-

first birthday . . " v
“But it’s not true,” T exclaimed. “It’s—
it’'s a trap.”

“Of course it’s a trap.” Greta Barker
had moved forward and her hands, taut
and trembling, were gripping my arms
“We know it’s a trap. But what can we
do?”

Well, what could we do?

T was conscious of nothing but her face
with its tragic, helpless eves and its red,
half-parted lips.

“Last time they tried to get you,” she
whispered. “They almost succeeded. And
now this has happened. They’ve managed
to lure him away. They—they've got
Robin. . . .”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK



He ran desperately, favoring
his fame foot, lunging ahead
of the vengefui pack. But
what he feared most was the
men and their guns

Outlaw Dog
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He had fought a wolf to the death, could outrun anything on four legs. But
now he bad only three legs; they hunted him as they had harassed his master.
And his only link to life was—an empty tobacco sack

‘ ‘ Y HEN the man went to prison, the

dog ran wild. It became a sheep-

¥ killing dog, 2 scourge of the White

Horse country, an outlaw, with a price on
its head.

Those who glimpsed it declared it didn’t
look like a dog any more. That latent
something that always had been far back
in its eves had blazed out during the three
wild years. It was all wolf now, they szid.

It paused at the hrow of a hill among
the greasewood, studying the moonlit ranch
buildings belew and smelling the danger.
The night breeze brought the scent of
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many dogs, a
dogs smells.

A truck and a number of
parked in the yard. The outlaw sensed
this would mean arother chase. There
had been, last winter after a light snowfall.
a relay of horsemen whooping on his trail
for two days.

e knew the whis-crack of rifles and
the snarl of ricochetig bullets. He knew
traps. He knew that he never could eat
anything but meat freshly killed.

He couldn’t have known the great
amount of Juck that had kept bim alive

whole confused medley of

cars were
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through three years. And perhaps he was
unaware of just why h2 didn’t leave this
country and its persecution; just why he
kept returning to this ranch where the
man had been.

A shift in breeze and a new, irresistible
scent——female.

The outlaw crept dow1 the moonlit slope
on his belly, a great tawny beast melting
into the greasewood hummocks. A wolf-
like dog with a deep wh'te scar on its face.
The yi-yi-yowl of a coyote came from some
distant hilltop and immediately the chained
hounds at the ranch began yapping.

The outlaw flattened. A man came
from the house and yelled at the hounds.
He went back in, and the outlaw crawled
toward that scent.

The scent was in a little draw running
hetween the hill and the buildings. But
also there was man sceat. With his nose
10 the ground he made a twenty-foot circle
of the lone bush bearing the scent. The
man scent was strong. Man had trampled
the ground. He spiraled a bit closer,
lunged away, nosed in again, creep-
ingly. . ..

The leaping bite of the trap. The out-
law dog sprang high, lunged back, plunged
forward, flung himself in a radius around
the chain stake. He saapped at the cold
steel jaws. He plunged against the chain,
clawing dust, shaking and rolling. His
only sound was a low snarl. The outlaw
dog had not barked for three years.

ATER that night a rattling car
stopped before the ranch. A man got
out, and said, “Thanks, Ed.”

“You could come along and bunk with
me,” the driver said.

“Thanks, no, Ld.”

The car rattled alorg the winding road
among the greaseword, and the man
crossed to the ranch house and knocked.
Old man Bishop openzd the door, saying,
“Come on in.” And then as the other
entered into the ligh:: “Oh-—why hello,
Bert.”

Bert was sort of gray-faced now. Not
so husky. A fellow who'd had funny no-
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tions about sleeping outdoors; a queet,
lonely, drifting sort of fellow—prison must
have been hard on him. But his big frams
was still there, still straight as ever, though
some of the meat was gone. And his eyer
were okay.

“Hello,” he said, and nodded to the men
in the room. They nodded, briefly. “I
just got out,” he said. “I just got out
and 1 heard—. T got here as fast as I
could. T come to get my dog. Hell be
all right, with me back here.”

The old man looked at Bert a bit, and
then said, “You’d better eat something. ¥
bet you ain’t had supper.”

“If you'd hold off this hunt for a few
days,” Bert persisted. “I could ride out
alone in the hills and get my dog. Hed
be all right, with me back. T’ll guarantee
it. I’d kill him myself if he ever touched
another sheep. But he wouldn’t, with me
back. He’d be all right. 1 could ride out
by myself a few days, and my dog—"

“You'd better get something to eat,” the
old man said. “Ma will fix you something.
She’s in the kitchen. We can talk maybe
later, Bert.”

The old man took Bert into the kitchen,
and then came back to the front room.
Besides the two hands and the Government
trapper, there were eight others come to
bunk for the night and get an early start
in the chase.

The old man looked from one man te
the other, and they looked at him. Nobody
said anything, There wasn’t anything to
say. They all knew the story about how
Bert went to prison on account of that dog.

If there’d been a stranger there, they
might’ve whispered-—so Bert eating in the
kitchen couldn’t hear—parts of the story.
But Claire wasn’t there to give her version,
nor Clay Lee his.

It was always Bert and his dog. Neither
separate. Both a little wild, both a little
queer, both with the something in their
eyes that—well, in a dog they called it a
wolf look.

Drifters. Looking past the mountains.
Chasing—what? Drifting on the wind
from nowhere into the White Horse coun-
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try, a great wild husky man and a great
wild tawny dog. Independent, indifferent,
commanding an instinctive begrudged re-
spect and hatred from cowards—much
alike, this man and this dog.

And then Beri got ideas, maybe, about
settling down.

He was working as a hand on the old
man’s ranch, and Claire was the old man’s
daughter. Nineteen, a happy mouth and
lovely eyes, dark hair that caught sparks
from the sun. He might've settled down,
but for the dog. There was the trouble
with Clay Lee, but the dog was at the
bottom.

Somehow, there was a distrust between
the girl and the dog. Jealousy? Why call
it anything? That was strictly a one-man
dog.

But still, it must have troubled Bert
some. He got to leaving the dog at the
ranch when he went anvwhere with Claire.
The dog would lie where he told it to,
never moving until he returned.

A well-trained dog, despite the look in
its eyes. Didn’t know how to beg or play
dead or shake hands or “speak”; but it
could work either cattle or sheep—big dif-
ference there—from hand signals, and it
didn’t need many signals; and when Bert
ran out of tobacco while fixing fence in
the hills, he tossed the empty sack to the
dog and said, “Go on home, old timer,”
knowing the dog would be back with a
new sack tied to the collar in a couple
of hours. A well-trained dog.

LAY Lee was also going with Claire.

+ Tall and lean with a wide thin mouth;
dark, immaculate, a bit flashy; handsome
in his way, which wasn’t Bert’s. Clay
Lee’s father owned more sheep than any-
body in the White Horse country.

One night Clay Lee came to visit Claire,
and when he found she was out with Bert
he slammed out of the house without even
passing the time of day with Ma and the
old man a minute or two,

And as he stomped out, the great dog
was lying by the porch steps where Bert
had told him fo.
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The old man looked at Ma a bit after
the door slammed, then picked up his
paper and pulled bis glasses down from
his forehead. Then he cocked his head
to look over the gl sses, and began saying.
“T’d say that Clay was-—"

He never finishel =aving it, because of
the shot outside.

The dog was lying in the yard; it ap-
peared dead. Clay lee had teeth marks
on his leg to prove it had nipped him. “I1
just walked by and he grabbed me,” Clay
yelled. *“He just grabbed me. T got my
gun out of the car-—"

“He kicked that dog to get bit,” Bert
said when he got jack with Claire. He
spoke softly, too softly; and that's all he
said then or later.

In court, Clay Lee testified in a wheel
chair with his leg stiffl out before him in
splints,  He swore that Bert came after
him that night with a gun. There was
his leg to prove it.

Bert was just a hired hend, a drifter.
He might have realized that whatever he
had to say wouldn't stack up against the
word of Cluy Lee.  And there was that
leg of Clav’s for everybody to see.

Some pecple wordered what Bert's side
of it wus. But Bert didn’t make a defense.
With Bert in prison, the dog ran wild.
Claire married Clay Lee after Bert had
been gone a year.

Whispering, so Bert wouldn’t hear in the
kitchen, the men who’d come to bunk for
the night and get an early start in the
chase might have told this story to any
stranger. But there was no stranger, and
so they said nothirg at all.

Things were a little tight in this si-
lence, and then they got tighter, because
as Bert’s chair scraped back from the
kitchen table there came the sound of car
tires out in the yard, and everybody sud-
denly remembered that Clay Lee was com-
ing for the chase. In fact, Clay Lee had
arranged for the hounds.

From the kitchen Bert’s voice was ask-
ing Ma couldn't he help with the dishes;
and footsteps sounded outside on the porch.

Bert came in from the kitchen just as
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Claire and Clay Lee came in the {ront
door. Claire now with some thin little lines
around her mouth, Clay head and shoul-
ders above her, leaner than ever, his wide
mouth a bit thinner, and swinging his
stiff leg.

It was a situation nobody craved. The
men began small busy-work like clean-
ing their fingernails or digging at their
pipes. Bert’s voice came, Joud in the si-
lence, though he spoke softly: “‘Hello.
Hello—folks.”

Now the pressure should have been on
Clay Lee, to answer. But he said, “Hello,
Bert’—easy and natural and a hit supe-
rior. Claire, however, stcpped rigid in the
doorway, her face white and with a small
overtone of expression that put a slight
edge to Clay’s voice as h2 said, “Ain’t you
going to say hello?”

“Bert, he come back,” the old man said
rather loudly. “He come back after his
dog.”

“Just in time,” Clay Lee sald, with that
cdge to his voice. He had his temper, and
ke hadn’t liked what he saw in Claire’s
face as she looked at Ber-. »We'll have that
camned sheep-killing cur by tomorrow
sundown. I'll hand the carcass to you per-
-onal, Bert.”

BREAKFAST before dayhreak. Steak,
. fried potatoes, bread and coffee.
~Better go lift them traps,” the old man
1old the Government trepper. “Don’t want
none of the hounds crippled up.”

“And we won’t nee¢ lraps no more,”
(lay Lee said. “Them hounds will do the
trick. And the whole vallev will be out,
at station and chasing”

In the purple light of morning, when
they were leading sadd e horses from the
_table, the old man said to Bert: “You
don’t have to come along, vou know.”

«1t'd be better than sitting waiting.”

The old man put a 1and on his shoul-
der. “Bert, this dog has gone bad. It's
no good any more. Once a dog starts
killing sheep—once a dog goes bad—" The
voice trailed off as he realized the possible
double meaning.

“But you see, I wasn't here,” Bert said.
“If T'm here, if the dog’s with me. That
dog’ll do anything 1 tell it to. It stay
in nights. Now that I'm here—"

A shout, and the Government man tun-
ning into view around the stack yard.
“You want a scent to start? tlere’s one—
one of old Scarface’s toes! Must've stepped
half on the trap jaw and half on the trig-
ger, and almost got throwed clear. But I
got a toe. If I had a little more time with
my traps—"

. The outlaw dog saw them coming
a long way off. He was lying licking his
left forepaw, against a vellow bluff which
mad his tawny coat invisible.

The sun was not up, but the eastern
mountains were edged with silver. There
was the wide vallev, grown with grease-
wood and stunted sage, with the ranches
spotted on the foothill plateau of the
eastern mountains, and the farms border-
ing the river to the north.

The hounds were moving across the
valley, and behind them came a body of
horsemen. Out in the middle of the valley
was a sheep wagon, with the gray wool
oi the herd looking like smoke against
the greasewood.

The outlaw let the hounds get within
half a mile before he slipped up a crease
of the bluff and ran along the rolling hill-
tops. He touched his lame paw gently
every second step. By the time the hounds

came up over the hill and began yapping*

at sight of him, the outlaw’s injured paw
was able to stand the full weight.

He always had outrun everything. There
had been a close shave when some men
in an old car chased him across the
level valley floor; a badger hole and a thin
tire had saved him then, and taught him
to keep out of the valley except at night.

He leaped down into a wide wash and
ran along the bottom easily, confident in
his cunning. He knew the things he could
outwit and the things he must avoid.
He must avoid men, guns, traps, poison;
but he could make fools of a band of
hounds. He could run their legs off while
he crouched resting.

»



114

VFHE hounds piled down the steep yel-
low walls of the wash and raced up
the bottom, on the trail. The outlaw was
perhaps three hundreds yards ahead now,
not extending himself. There was but a
small twinge now each time his wounded
paw struck earth.

He ran along the wash bottom watch-
ing the perpendicular yellow walls. Ahead
was a round-topped boulder, the wash
mushrooming on either side of it. The out-
law put on a burst of speed for the first
time, bounded atop the boulder and then
leaped, twisting, again.

He barely made the top of the wash,
and scrambled with hind paws clawing
the yellow earth. He scrambled up into the
brush and, belly low, clided up the hill
And rested, watching, from beside a gnaried
juniper stump that was bleached the color
of his tawny coat.

He lay licking his paw and heard the
hounds come up the wash and mill around
the boulder, vapping. It was warm in the
early sunlight, and the outlaw lay taking
the sun and resting while the hounds
leaped around the boulder and rushed up
and down the bottom of the wash for
the scent,

Presently the riders came around a hill
into sight. Two men climbed into the
wash. They tossed a hound up on either
side. One of them caught the trail and
soon the whole pack was running up the
hill. The riders began looking for a way
across the wash with the horses.

The outlaw was rested, but as he arose
from beside the juniper stump the
wounded paw was full of fire, and the leg
stiff. He ran on three legs at full speed,
touching the stiff leg every other stride
and flinching.

A bullet ricocheted from a rock and
then came the whip of a rifle report. The
outlaw went over the crest and found him-
self at a disadvantage downhill. The
hounds topped the hill at full cry and bore
down the slope.

The outlaw cut around the hill, favoring
the lame leg on the upslope, and the
hounds cut across the trail, gaining on
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him. The outlaw headed uphill again,
counting on his powerful rear legs, and
held his own to the summit.

On the crest a bullet greeted him, an-
other, a yelled curse. He swerved back
onto the down slope. By this time his lame
paw was worked free of the stiffness and
most of the pain, but he had been run-
ning desperately :nd was as tired as the
hounds. And a certain fear was coming.

He was the greatest dog of all. He had
vanquished every challenger, had sur-
vived a fight to the death with a gray
wolf drifting dowa from the north, had
outrun everything that ran on four legs.

But now, he wes not himself. He had,
after a rest, but three legs. The outlaw
pushed on with all his great strength and
speed, perhaps realizing that no longer
could he play his old game of hide and
seek. He must get away, for rest no longer
heiped him. Rest siiffened that leg and put
fire in the paw,

The sun was becoming hot and a thirst
grew on him. A strange intolerable thirst.
Drawing gradually away from the hounds
in great strides, lie headed for a water
hole.

Two men were at the water hole. It was
a small spring in a hollow. Grass was at
the bottom, beaten out by shecp trails
except for hardy tufts, and lank rabbit
brush was on the slopes.

The men lay atop a low hill command-
ing the hollow, waiting, as the sounds of
the hound pack cane closer.

“If old Scarface stops for a drink—"

The other man shot. “There he was!
There he was! Sneaked in from the rab-
bit brush and—the-e he is!”

FEYHE ocutlaw felt an car begin to sting

when the numbness wore away. Now
he ran wildly, wih terror. The hounds
kad cut through ihe trail as he veered
north after the shot, and were running
hard on sighting him again.

The two men at the water hole were
now mounted and pounding along west
of him, driving hiry back toward the val-
ley. The outlaw bore north as much as
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possible, toward the river over there.

The intolerable thirst was gnawing at
him. It was very hot, with no air stir-
ring. He still had the great speed to draw
gradually away from the hounds.

He bore down a greasewood slope on
another wash, went up it a few hundred
vards, climbed the oppcsite bank and
came back along it to a point just be-
vond his point of entry.

He gathered himself and cleared the
wash at a leap, flattened in the brush and
lay there without moving while the hound
nack came pounding along the hot still
‘rail, went over the lip cf the wash not
wenty yards from him and ran sniffing
Jong the bottom.

The outlaw crept to the trail and back-
-racked up the hill. Over the hill, he trotted
.long his backtrail.

A horseman was before him, velling and
sulling a rifle from saddle boot. The out-
‘aw cut west, then immediately north as
e sighted the two men from the water
1ole.

But the hounds were nurth. The outlaw
.are east, streaking through the grease-
.ood while rifles cracked.

When he reached the yellow bluifs,
‘here was no way to go but down into
he wide valley. It looked peaceful, empty
wut for the herd of sheep in the middle.
'yt the dog knew the valley meant danger.

“We've got him,” the old man stated
hen the riders were filing down the yel-
low bluff. The outlaw was running straight
east across the floor of the valley with
the hounds strung behinc. “They can see
the chase for miles, from the ranches, and
there’s men ready at every ranch. There’ll
he a circle around that outlaw inside of
wo hours.”

Rert said nothing. He had not opened
nig lips all morning. The riders scattered
i to the west, and moving specks ap-
seared from the ranches along the eastern
foothills. There was a huge circle within
two hours. Within another hour a tight
circle,

Then shooting. Then yelling. Then curs-
ing. And one man whooping; one man
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laughing, Bert whooping and laughing and
screaming.

“You seen it! You seen it! You seen
that dog of mine! You see him run into
that herd of sheep and scatter it hell-for-
breakfast! You seen it run past the circle
with the sheep—!”

“Shut up, Bert,” the old man said.
“There’s men here who won’t appreciate
your point of view.”

HE outlaw dog made the eastern
mountains, and, bearing north, lost
the hounds at the river. The men turned
back at sundown, tire¢, irritable, cursing.
“Say, where’s Bert?” the old man said
at supper, looking around the table. ‘“There
was so many— Didn’t Bert come back
with us?”

Nobody knew anything about Bert.

“Might've stopped at a closer ranch
for the night,” one man offered. “He'd be
plenty tired and saddle sore, not riding in
three years.”

“More likely run off with the horse,”
Clay Lee said. “Kiss a good saddle-horse
goodbye.”

Claire seemed about to say something,
but didn’t. But when the saddle-horse
came back during the night, with the
girth loosened and the bridle reins looped
over the horn, she was the one to rise
out of bed and see it out the window in
the yard, and she cried, “Bert sent the
horse hack! Bert sent the horse back!”
as if it were a personal triumph.

The bed creaked as Clay got up. “He’s
found his sheep-killing dog and is skip-
ping out. Tt won’t do him no good. That
dog’s an outlaw. Bert can’t get that dog
out of the country. I'll see to that.”

“Why don’t you leave him alone? All
he wants is a chance. The dog will be all
right with him. Haven’t you done enough
to them?”

“Haven’t I done——7 Now, wait a minute.
You taking that jail-bird’s side?” Their
figures were but blurs in the dim night
light from the window. Clay put a hand
on her shoulder and the fingers tightened,
trembling a bit. “You taking his side?”
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“Well, if you hadn’t kicked that dog
in the first place—"

“Who says I kicked that dog?” he broke
in, shaking her.

She seemed on the verge of flaring back
at him, but suddenly was contrite and
conquered. “I'm sorry, Clay. Don’t, you're
hurting my shoulder.” Claire wasn’t the
kind to make a fight.

Mumbling, Clay went out to put the
horse up. He was touchy on the subject
of Bert and the dog. He’d won: he’d put
Bert behind bars. But still he was touchy,
because a little of the valley’s idle gossip
had drifted back to him.

People had been curious tc know just
how he got shot in the leg. No gun was
presented in court. People said that maybe
, Clay’s gun had fired the shot, and they
wondered how come that gun got mived up
in the fight, unless Clay produced it in
the first place.

It made Clay touchy.

ERT had stayed in the mountains

when the others turned bhack. He

was sore and galled from the saddie, hut
he didn't seem to mind.

He rode across the hrecze in the night,
and whistled in a wild and peculiar way;
he rode up and down slopes and along
ridges, over rocky going and through
brush and trees, always cutting across the
breeze, and whistling in that wild way
through the night.

And then seemingly there was no sound;
but he slipped off the horse and out of the
brush came a great tawny shape, shaking
and wagging and whining and nuzzling and
rushing and leaping and slobbering.

The outlaw dog. Like a big overgrown
awkward pup. Jumping and licking and
whining. And for the first time in three
years barking,

The man laughing and gasping ang
yelling, playing with the dog like a kid,
finally getting tired of the skittish horse
and setting it loose after easing the cinch
and looping the bridle reins over the horn.

“Old timer! Old timer! . .."”

The big wild drifting man with tears
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on his gray cheeks, laughing and mauling
the dog and wrestling with it like a kid.
Together again, dog and man. After the
three years.

Presently lying as they had done many
the night, where they could feel the breeze
against their faces and smell the free grow-
ing world and look up upon the whire
stars.

It was as the man had dreamed when
he had turned restlessly on an iron cot with
the whitewashed walls crowding in and
the air stained with the prison smell, The
great dog lying curled beside him, it
peace broken only by occasional whim-
pers of ecstasy as the happiness swelled
up and it had te ick at him or nuzzle his
hand for relcase.

“Too bad you folks can’t stav
another day or sn. We don’t see enough
of you lately,” the old man said to Claire
and Clay the next morning.

They were having hreakfast, and Clav
spoke with his twouth full and a little
stringer of syrup o)zing over his lip, “Work:
can’t wait,” he said, “I wouldn’t of laid
over here last night except for this dog
business. I'm droppinz into town to see
the sheriff personally, today. Bert ain't gc-
ing to sneak thar dog out of the cour-
try.”

Nobody said anything to that;
Claire looked at her husband quickly.

Then there was the scratch and whine
at the kitchen dcor. Almost immediately
the two ranch dogs set up a din. The old
man went to th: door muttering, and
then he almost lef: his boots sitting on the
floor as he jumped back.

The great tawny outlaw dog was
crouched on the »yorch, eye-whites show-
ing, ears back, lips lifted from fangs, belly
low, trembling all over. Tt was paving ns
attention to the two yapping ranch dogs,
and they were keeping out of range.

After that first jump. the old man be-
gan backing from the door, very gingerly,
feeling hehind him with stifl spread fingers.
He spoke in a tight grunt, as if he were
lifting a hayrack out of a bog hole as he
said the words.

but
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“Get me a gun.”

Clay Lee’s chair scraped back and he
bumped his stiff leg on the table getting
up. He edged into the front room for a
aun.

The great dog crept in through the
ikitchen doorway, ears back, fangs show-
ing, trembling.

“Wait! Wait!” Claire was crying out,
“Look! The handkerchief around his neck!
Bert sent him! Bert must be out in the
hills hurt!”

Then the outlaw munaged a single
squeaky bark, and a stiff quiver of the
tail that might have passed as at least a
iry for .a wag. Something fell out of his
mouth and he took it again and raised his
muzzle to the old man.

- URT? Bert’s all right!” the old

man said, “That dog's got an empty
obacco sack. Bert sent him back for a
sack of tobacco.” And then the old man
added softly. in a wondering way: ‘‘And
the dog—come.”

The old man looked at Claire and at
+la in an awed way. The dog coming back
.t Bert’s order, after oeing wild three
~ears and after just having been chased.
Tired, pain-racked with the missing toe,
sunted for three years, and vet coming
uck.

What had it gone through? And Bert,
cut in the hills, waiting. Out watching the
lhorizon and waiting. What was Bert going
through?

“Bert sent him!” Claire was saying,
half laughing and half crying. “Bert sent
him to show us! Bert is showing us the
dog will obey him! Car’t you see? Bert
i« taking this chance to show every-
hody—""

The old man was chaking his head
dowly.

“A  sheep-killing dog,” he muttered.
~Don’t never . . . always bad. Once a
dog—

“But what a dog! It come back lere!
After all that—And with Bert with him,
he won't be feeling wild.
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“What the devil? Bert only asked a
chance. He said he’d kill the dog himself
if it ever looked at another sheep. A chance
is all he asked for. T guess I've lost as many
sheep as anybody else, and me—

“Ma, get that dog a sack of my tobacco.
1I'm going to do some telephoning!”

(Clay was in the front room, waiting at -
a window with a cocked rifle in his hands.
From the kitchen came the sound of the
telephone crank grinding.

“Clay.” Claire’s hand was on his arm.
“Clay, put that gun away. You've got to
give that dog a chance.”

“Get out of here.”

“If you shoot that dog, I'll take the
sack of tobacco out in the hills myself.
And T won’t come back.”

Clay lowered the rifle, turning and look-
ing at his wife.

“Oh. So that’s how it is?”

“That’s how it is. Put that gun away.”

“So that’s how it is,” Clay said. But
he put the rifle on the pegs over the fire-
place,

When he turned back, Claire faced him,
and her eyes met his. She was breath-
ing a little quickly, but her voice was
quiet.

“Let's forget this, Clay. I'm your wife.
I'll try to be a good one.”

But Clay had to fling a last, “Whyn’t
you wait for your jail-bird?”

“I wonder,” Claire murmured softly to
herself.

She was at the window, watching the
great free running dog streak through the
greasewood. She wanted to cry, but she
couldn’t. You don’t cry when you realize
you don’t measure up. You're just heavy
inside and it’s hard to breathe,

If you measure up, if you've got the
trust and that certain faith, you’ll go
through hell, and wait forever, regardless.
She’d realized seeing Bert last night. . . .
But she hadn’t waited.

She stood watching the great bounding
dog running free under the sun. When it
was out of sight she turned back to the
room, and it seemed very small and dark.

el
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Daulat Das, you claim to read the mind. But can you read an invisible message
wrought in ivory that imperils two continents? An unusual short story . . .

HE Hindu mind-reader was sitting

By WILLIAM FOSTER ELLIOTT

I blindfolded on the stage and de-

scribing various objects as his as-

sistant took them from members of the
audience. The smoothness and accuracy
of the team were making a big hit with
the crowd. San Francisco had not seen
the act before.

“What do I hold?” the assistant called.

“It is a watch,” replied the man on
the stage.

“Will you describe this watch?”

“It is a man’s wristwatch of seventeen
jewels, white-gold case. The strap is newer
than the watch. The crystal has been

cracked.”
“What else can you see?”

“The watch is taree minutes slow.”

The girl who sat beside Cameron stirred
uneasily in her seat. She was slim and
dark; she wore tailored {weeds and car-
ried a silver-fox szarf. Cameron glanced
toward her as she raoved; she caught him,
smiled easily and said: “They put on a
good act, don't they?”

“Very. T've been trying to figure how
they signal, but no luck so far.”

“Are vou sure it’s all signals?”

“Of course. You don’t believe in actual
thought-transference, T hope?”

The girl hesitated. “Well, not just like
writing and posting a letter, vou know.
Still, there are things. In Benares
once 1—”"

“What have I?” the mind-reader’s as-
sistant called. In his progress back from
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the stage he had come to the third row
in front of Cameron and the slim, dark
airl,

“Tt is a letter.”

“Kindly describe thig letter.”

“Tt is written with green ink upon paper
of a violet shade. There is no date. It
begins: ‘Darling Daddums, Thank you so
much for the cheque. I will be home—""

Brief confusion developed as a pudgy
man with a very red face snatched his
letter from the assistant. The audience
rocked and howled.

“For example,” said Cameron, ‘“‘that
could have been a plant. Or a very easy
guess; a man of that type would be sure
to get such letters.”

“But not to exhibit them in public, 1
think, If he is not what you call a plant,
then he made a bad iistake. But the
Hindu was not mistaken.”

Cameron was going through his pockets.
1 wish & had something unusual to give
this chap,” he said. “I'd like to try-—"

“Would vou?” said the girl. She reached
into her handbag and ~ook out a small
teather case. From the case she extracted
what looked like a disl: of ivory about
the size of a silver dcllar. “Hand him
this, then. Quick, befor> he passes by!”

The assistant had paused by Cameron,
who had his regular aisle seat. The latter
swifily passed over the ivory disk, and
heard the man who received it draw in
his breath sharply. Cameron looked up,
but the dark face benea'h the turban was

expressionless and  turned toward the
stage.

“Now what do I have?” the man
called, His accent had thickened in a

peculiar way and Cameron was aware of
a1 tension behind the voice. Out of the
tail of his eye he saw that the girl be-
sde him was straining forward in an
eestasy of attention.

- OU have,” began the man on the

stage, “vou have. . . ." He hesitated.
When he spoke again his excitement was
clearly perceptible. “It is a small disk of
ivory.”
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“Will you please now describe this disk
of ivory?” The assistant’s speech had be-
come almost guttural,

“Tt is the size of a silver dollar. 1t is
vellow and worn, and appears to be of
great age. On the face of the disk is
carved the image of a man, A snake coils
about this man and lifts its head before
his face. There are words carved beneath
these figures. They are-—"

“That is correct!” the assistant said
loudly. It was the first time he had used
this expression, and Cameron was aware
that for some reason the man on the
stage had been deliberately cut short. The
three sharp words echoed in his mind:
“Dot iss correcdt,” said the echo. Cameron
was wondering. . . . Then a dark hand
hastily replaced the disk in his, and from
several rows behind them they heard
again: “What do I hold?”

“Look at it if you want,”
in a low voice.

Cameron looked. The appearance of the
ivory disk was precisely as the man on
the stage had described it. The carving
was exquisite in detail; even the tiny
scales of the snake were visible where
time and handling had not worn them
smooth, The words beneath the figures
were in characters unknown to Cameron.
But he was sure the work was Indian.

“What do you think now?” the git]
asked, as he handed the bit of ivory back
to her.

“That something very queer has just
occurred. And that you know a lot more
about it than I possibly can.”

She put the leather case away in her
handbag. The mind-reading turn had come
to an end amid vociferous applause from
the crowded theater. On the stage, the
last act of the bill, a team of acrobats,
swarmed in from the wings and rapidly
formed a pyramid whose apex was a
muscular young woman in g-string and
brassiere.

“Yet T don’t know as much as the Hindu
and that other man,” the girl said.

“That other man interests me,” said
Cameron. “What do you make of him?”

said the girl
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Before she could answer an usher
stopped beside Cameron and held a small
envelope toward the girl. “For you, miss,”
he said. She opened the envelope and took
out a piece of notepaper. Her dark brows
drew together as she read what was writ-
ten upon it.

“What do you make of £4is?” she said,
handing him the note.

Cameron read:

Daulat Das would be grateful to the
young lady with the disk of ivory if
she would kindly permit him to exam-
ine it in person. Would she be so gra-
cious as to visit his humble dressing-
room after the performance? She is
expected to bring the friend who is
with her if she wishes to do so.

+ The writing was small, exotically shaped
but highly legible. Something in the forma-
tion of the letters suggested to Cameron
the inscription upon the ivory disk he had
recently examined. He read the message
through again, to gain time; he was trying
to understand the hidden factor that ran
through the series of events which had
begun with the first appearance of the
disk, But there was not enough to go on.

“This may not be my business,” he
said; “but if yould like me to act for
you in any way I shall be glad to do so.”
He took a billfold from his pocket, found
a card and gave it to the dark girl. “There
is something about this I don’t quite like.
I wouldn’t want to see you go back there
alone—if you are going.”

The legend on the card was: Basil
Cameron, Attorney and Counsellor at
Law; Suite 1231-37 Pacific Building, San
Francisco.

“Thank you, Mr. Cameron,” she said
_ after the barest glance at the card. “I am
Elizabeth Norton.”

She seemed to reflect, studying him
meanwhile, He was large, sandy and de-
pendable looking. His clothes were good;
his address one of the best in town. She
thought he must be about forty, success-
ful, and—she came inevitably back to the
word—dependable. He could see most of
this going on behind her clear brown eyes.
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“I believe T’ll cccept your offer,” she
said at last. “To be honest about it, I
haven't given myself much choice. Oh,
I could walk out of the theater without
paying any attention to this—this sum-
mons. That wouldn’t be very intelligent
though, would it, IMr. Cameron?”

“That’s exactly what I think it would
be.”

“After I deliberaely asked for this? . .
Well, the show’s over. Shall we act upon
my impulse?”’

HEY stumbled along a dark and nar-

row passage and up a short flight
of steps to the stage. Farther back, be-
hind a tumult of collapsing scenery and
hustling men in cveralls, they came tu
another passage where the mind-reader’s
assistant stood before a dressing-room
door. He opened it, bowing low, and as
they passed by him into the room Cameron
was able to see that though the man's
face was dark, the skin of his chest
was unusually fair,

The mind-reader rose from a chair be-
fore his dressing-table as Miss Norton and
Cameron entered. He had removed his
heavy, brocaded rcbe and put aside the
monumental turban. Divested thus of his
theatrical trappings and wrapped in a
simple garment of white linen, he bad
shrunk to smaller than average size.

But the aquilive yellow face, black
opaque eyes and cark hair snowed with
gray at the temples combined to assert
an unusual intelligence and vitality. There
was a mask here, and behind it a real
force, as Cameron, habituated to swift
analysis by years of courtroom work, in-
stantly divined.

The man bowed to them. “I am deeply
honored, Miss—?"

“Norton. This is Mr. Cameron.”

“Ah, Miss Nortcn, It is a pleasure to
make vour acquaintance also, Mr. Cam-
eron. Will you not sit down?”

They seated themselves on flimsy chairs
of the sort generally provided in theater
dressing-rooms and at funerals,

The mind-reader said, “My request was
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informal, I am aware. But I was much
disturbed by the impression I received
from the object which you, Miss Norton,
submitted to my assistant. 1 will not—
what is your metaphor?—beat over the
bush. My interest is very great to know
how you came by this object, Miss Nor-
ton, and if it is what it purports to be.”

“T will be equally frank,” said Cameron
easily. “I am acting here as Miss Norton’s
advisor. My first thought would be: by
what right do you question her?”

“By no right, Mr. Cameron. Let me
repeat that I request only. Surely it is
plain that you and Miss Norton are quite
at liberty to refuse. You were also quite
at liberty to disregard my invitation to
come to this room.”

“What is it you want to know, Mr.
Daulat Das?” the gl asked.

“Merely, in all humility, if I may see
that ivory disk which you carry and en-
quire where and how you acquired it.”

“I can’t see any reason why you
shouldn't see it,” Cameron said, “espe-
cially as you claim to have seen it already,
through the mind of your assistant. But
I advise Miss Nortor to tell you nothing,
You will concede, 1 suppose, that we
know nothing of you and your purposes.”

But Elizabeth Norton was fumbling in
her handbag for the small leather case.

“Here you are,” she said, handing
Daulat Das the disz. “But I do agree
with Mr. Cameron that before I give you
any information I should know why you
ask for it.”

Daulat Das carefully examined the
trinket. It was very still in the small room;
Cameron could hear the regular breath-
ing of the still-turbaned assistant who
stood behind him by the door.

“Miss Norton,” said the Hindu at
length, “this is of an immense interest.
1 believe this carving to be of great age
and of an authenticity unquestionable.
But are vou fully aware of what you carry
so casually?”

“J believe I am,” the girl said coolly.
“Are you, Mr. Das?”

“To convince you that I am, I will
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offer for this small piece of ivory five
thousand dollars.”

“Why?” said Cameron.

“Ah, I am a collector, Mr. Cameron. To
me the antiquities of my native land are
precious.”

“It's nice to know 1 have something
so valuable,” said Elizabeth Norton, hold-
ing out her hand for the disk. “Also to
learn that you, too, appreciate it. Thank
you, Mr. Das; but I haven’t the least
idea of selling.”

She arose from her chair and Cameron
followed suit. The Hindu also got to his
feet. He said in a strained voice, “If you
should reconsider, Miss Norton, you will
be able to reach me for the rest of the
week at this theater.”

“I'm not likely to reconsider the idea
of selling.” She paused, and then added
with an apparent significance that was
wasted on Cameron: “But if I should
see this thing”—she tossed the disk lightly
on the palm of her hand—“from a dif-
jerent angle, 11l see you at once.”

Daulat Das appeared suddenly relieved.
With effusive compliments and farewells
he bowed them to the door. But there
Cameron stopped and said abruptly:
“Would you mind telling me, Mr. Daulat
Das, where you acquired such a remark-
able command of Inglish?”

“Remarkable? I fear it is very poor,
this command. But I was at Cambridge
for some years.”

“Cambridge?” said Cameron politely.
“I was wondering about the idiom. So
it is Cambridge. Mr. Das, I must repeat

)

my word ‘remarkable’.

HEN they stood on the sidewalk

in front of the now empty theater,
Cameron took off his hat and said rather
coldly: “Well, good night, Miss Norton,
I suppose you have no more need for
me."”

She looked at him and smiled. “Are
you being old hat because I haven’t told
you everything? When did I have a chance
to do that?”

“You didn’t. I'm not being old hat, as
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you call it. But you certainly didn’t need
me in there—"

“I couldn’t have got along without you
in there,” she said seriously. “You were
perfect. You've no idea how perfect you
were!”

“I haven’t any idea about any of it,”
said Cameron morosely.

“You soon will have. . . . Isn’'t that
the St, Francis Hotel just up the street?
Take me there and order me a drink while
I telephone. Please. And don’t be stuffy.”

When they were seated in a corner of
the bar with Scotch and soda before them,
she said: “My brother’ll be here directly.
I caught him in his room. We're stopping
here, you know.” Then she buried what
Cameron was beginning to think a de-
cigedly charming nose in the tall glass.

The man who strolled in a few mo-
ments later with every appearance of
casualness was slim and dark like his
sister, “Hallo, LiZ,” he said. “How d’you
do, Mr. Camercn?” He sat down, said,
“Scotch and fizz” to the waiter, took some
papers out of his pocket, selected one and
handed it to the lawyer. “Introduction of
sorts,” he said. “More on tap if necessary
to carry.” He screwed a monocle into his
right eve. “Jolly place, this,” he observed.
“All sorts and kinds, . . . : Ah!” He ap-
plied himself to his drink.

Cameron read a short letter addressed
to the British Consul at San Francisco.
It directed that dignitary to furnish what-
ever information and assistance might be
required by Capt, Godirey C. B. Norton,
V.C., D.S.0., who was traveling On His
Majesty’s Service. So much was routine;
Cameron had seen a number of letters of
the kind. But when he came to the sig-
nature at the end the lawyer stared, read
it again and looked up to find Norton re-
garding him cheerfully through the mon-
ocle,

“Looks like swank, don’t it?”" he said.
“Uncommonly handy, though, here and
there. Even your local constabulary are
usefully impressed.”

“Our local autograph collectors would
be, too. Now—"
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“Oh, ah! Hasn’t Liz fed you the plot?”

“Not yet. I have heen hoping you
would.”

“Oh? Well, it’s not too complex. But
political no end. I'or:unately, the political
part’s not my job. Point is, this ivory
dingus Liz has is badge of an organiza-
tion. A very badly wanted oreanization.
So Liz and I are loozing 'em over. D'you
follow me?”

He gazed blandly at Cameron, “No,”
said the latter, “I don’t follow you at
all.”

Captain Norton signalled a waiter,
“Scotch and sodas around,” he said. “Well,
you see, this ivory dingus is bait. We
dangle it in front of suspected members.
Only members in good standing know
what it means. They rise; we hook ’em.
Daulat Das rose.”

“Where do I come in?” Cameron asked.

“Show you in a moment,” said Norton,
returning to bis apoareutly bored con-
templation of the crowded room.

“Godirey,” Elizabcth said suddenly, “I
heard in Benares if yvou had one of these
things, all you had to do was put your
hand on it, say the right words, and you'd
get what you were looking for. Think it
would work?”

“Can’t say. Don't know the right words,
Byou?”

“I think so0.” She lowered her voice.
“There’s a man behind yvou listening.
Order another drink and go on acting
stupid.”

BY THIS time Cameron was wholly
¥ bewildered and more than a little
angry, What the game was he did not
know; but he felt certain that in some
way he was being made the victim of
a useless mystification. “I think, if vou
will excuse me—" ke began stiffly. But
Norton said quickly in a low voice, “Wait
a minute, old man; this is going to be
good.”

At that moment tae girl produced the
ivory disk from her handbag under the
table, stared at it a moment and then
looked slowly at Carieron. “You're skep-



TOKEN OF IVORY

tical about mind-reading,” she said. “How
about prophecy? 1f you are so certain
about April 20, 1940, what’s in a little
thought-transference to bother you?”

She handed him the disk, and he took
it staring, quite at sea about what was
required of him, He turned to Captain
Norton; that bland young man regarded
him fixedly thrmwh the monocle and asked
pleasantly: “Really, what’s a little mat-
ter of now or then? All relativity, anyhow
-—what?”

And then it suddenly flashed into Cam-
eron’s mind that April 20, 1940, did mean
something to him. It meant something
important, something about which, in the
rather recent past, he had wondered and
speculated. It was t1e closing date on
those airplane contracts. But the connec-
tion with these Nortons, their ivory disk

. Absently he turned the disk over in
his hand, and there feintly visible in pale
blue lines upon the smooth yellow surface
of its reverse side, he read the date April
20, 1940.

He heard a new but somewhat familiar
voice saying beside him: “Your pardon;
but is it permitted that 1 speak of the
date to which mademoiselle has referred?”

It was a tall, blord young man who
bowed stiffly from the waist as he ad-
dressed Norton. “Permitted? Of course,”
said Norton. “Sit down.”

The young man drew up a chair and
placed himself at the table between Nor-
ton and his sister, opposite Cameron. The
lawyer, now actually beginning to fear
for his own sanity, ganced down at the
disk which he still he!d face down in his
palm. The pale blue tracing of letters and
figures had disappearec ; the vellow surface
of the old ivory was smooth and un-
marked,

Then Elizabeth Norton said rather
sharply: “The date? What date is it
vou wish to discuss?’

“Your pardon; it is the date upon the
disk.”

She took it from Cameron’s limp hand
and passed it to the newcomer. Norton
was watching all this with an air of
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slightly bored detachment. “You can see
there’s no date on it,” Elizabeth said.

The man bowed slightly. “I did not
expect to see it here,” he said calmly.
“Nevertheless, I have seen—"

Captain Norton dropped the monocle
out of his eye, caught it before it could
strike the table, and said: “I say, let’s
get down to it. No good all this talking.
Where’s Daulat Das?”

“I have come to take you to him,” re-
plied the blond young man. “In Post
Street 1 have a car waiting.”

Norton rose. All at once he seemed to
be in a hurry. He pushed between tables,
the others following, and presently col-
lided with a burly man who had blundered
into his path.

“Why in ‘ell don’t yuh look wher’ver
goin’?” the burly man asked belligerently.

The shorter and slighter Norton hardly
pauscd “If you'd keep your bloody eyes
open,” he said in passing, “other people
wouldn’t have to give you so much steer-
age-way.”

“Is that so?” roared the big man. “You
come back here and I'll show you—"

But Norton was well past now, saying
over his shoulder: “Follow me out if you
want to argue the point.”

As they passed through the lobby of
the hotel Cameron drew close to Elizabeth
and said softly: “I know you want me
with you in this. But why?”

“So you’ll be on our side,” she said.

“But I am on your side—as far as 1
know where I am.”

She said, “You'll know exactly where
you are in a few minutes.”

Then they were in a large black car--
rented, Cameron thought—and heading
west out Post Street.

VFHE house was among the trees by
the edge of the Presidio Reservation.
Out here, the fog hung low and thick.
They could see a tall flight of steps and
a dark doorway. Then the blond young
man opened the door and they passed
through a dimly lighted hallway into a
large room scantily furnished.
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Daulat Das stood awaiting them, and
as they entered Le again bowed low. His
black, opaque eyes glistened in the hard
glare of an overhead cluster; his white
robe shone whiter than ever. “The honor
was expected,” he said with light irony.
“Still, I am honored.”

“No more diplomacy, X-3,” said Nor-
ton. “We've come for orders.”

“Qrders? I had supposed you were get-
ting those from Mr. Cameron.”

The blond man who had brought them
to the house struck in with a new air
of authority. “The field of Mr. Cameron
has been different. But now, since he has
read the message on the disk, it is plain
that the fields overlap. Now as to orders.
Naturally there are none for Mr. Cameron,

“But you,” he included Norton and
his sister in a sharp glance, “will report
to X-7 at Seattle next Monday. More
definite instructions will reach you by
telephone at the hotel.”

“How about Zimmermann in Oakland?”
said Norton easily. “I haven’t been able
to get through to him.”

The other took some papers from his
pocket and selected one. “This,” he said,
“should arrange that.” :

Norton suddenly leaped back, covering
the blond man and Daulat Das with an
automatic pistol he bad produced as if
by magic,

“All right, Trietschkel All right, Ram
Singh! Reach 'em high. Cameron, go over
‘em for weapcns. Don’t miss anything!”

The bewildered Cameron obeyed. Each
man yielded a pistol and the Hindu a
long knife besides.

“Now Cameron,” said Norton, *“step
over to the wall there. Switch the light
off and on, once, fast. . . . That’s right.”

The Hindu stood expressionless, though
his eyes glittered like a snake’s. But the
German was furious, flushed and quivering
with rage.

“Gott!” he said thickly, “You can’t do
thiss! You—"

“I have, though,” Norton said calmly.

They heard the front door open and
the sound of heavy steps down the hall.
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Two men came into the room; the one
in the lead was the burly man who bad
got in Norton’s way when they were leav-
ing the hotel.

“Got a presest for you, Smithers,”
Norton said without lcoking arouad. “The
white one has some papers in his inside
coat pocket, Handle ‘em both with care,
though. And have the house well
searched.”

“ ELL, Cameron,” Norton said,
“you've just seen a kidnaping.
What do you think of it?” Then he
smiled.
“Don’t you mean an arrest?”
“Well, hardly, That comes when we've
got ‘em to Canada by plane. You're a
lawyer. What chance have I got to ar-

rest anybody in this country?”

Cameron looked around the room; in
the strong overhead light it seemed bare,
common, anything but mysterious. Yet
the lawyer could not doubt that he had
just been through aa experience which
comprehended melodrama, international
intrigue, danger and-—he even suspected—
something in the natire of black magic.

But he tricd to be a good sport about
it. “What chance have 1 got,” he asked
with half-humorous resignation, “‘to find
out what really has been going on this
evening?”’

“Oh; an excellent chance. Liz here’s
good at exposition. Ask her. I'm going to
have a look around the rest of the
house.”

Cameron turned to the girl. “I suppose
my stupidity amuses you,” he said with
a touch of bitterness.

But she said quickly, “On the contrary.
You have had nothing to go on. We had
to see that you dide’t have; we had to
keep you moving so fast you couldn’t give
the show away. I lated to do it, you
were so decent about offering to help me.
But well, you have seen how it
wotked out.”

“Yes, I've seen that. I haven’t seen
my connection with any of it.”

“Mr. Cameron,” she said very seriously,
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“during the last two years you have done
a good deal of legal work for Porten
Gesellschaft. Can you say now that the
date April 20, 1940, means nothing to
vou?”’

“Yes!"” Cameron exclaimed. “Of course!
It’s the expiration dete on all the airplane
contracts 1've been handling. But does
that mean—?"

She nodded.

“I'm afraid it dces, Mr. Cameron. It
also means all the reasons why we had
to use you tonight znd not let you know
vou were being used. You were our in-
troduction and guarantee without know-
ing it. These people knew about your work
for Porten Gesellschaft, and they took it
ior granted you were in on everything.”

“Do you mean to say I'm generally
supposed to be decling in international
plots, spying and all that kind of thing?”
he cried indignantly.

Now she smiled.

“Oh, no; not generaily. By a few peo-
ple, ves. And don’t speak with such dis-
gust of ‘spying and all that kind of
thing.” What would you call Godfrey and
me?”’

Cameron silently tried to digest this.

At the moment he felt most inclined
to call Elizabeth Norton an exceedingly
interesting person. Interesting, that is, in
quite a special way. To him.

Elizabeth Norton said gently, “The
chief difference beween a spy and a
patriot often is simply that the spy has
zot caught. Tsn’t that so?”

“T'm afraid it is. But—"

“You Americans,” she went on, “respect
Nathan Hale as one of your great patriots.
But to the RBritish who hanged him he
was simply another spy. Tsn’t that so?”

“Yes—-but I dida’t mean quite that,
I'm disgusted with myself for not having
seen what undoubtedly lay beneath those
plane contracts. T fave been very stupid
all the way around.”

She said* “No, not stupid. You Ameri-
cans don’t have to look so far beneath the
surface of every buisiness deal. You are
lucky.”
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Cameron shook himself a little, as if
to put aside a burden. “Tell me about
that ivory disk business,” he said. “From
the beginning, now!”

“ H, THAT!” she said laughing.
“Again, very simple from the in-
side, but hard when you have no clue.
The disk was once the badge of a secret
society in India. The society dealt in
political assassination. When Godfrey and
I were in Bombay we discovered that the
Indian branch of a certain modern espio-
nage organization had adopted the old
disk as a mark of ideutification for a
few of the leaders. They also made one
improvement.” She smiled at him.

“You mean the appearing and disap-
pearing letters?”

“Yes, Can you guess how that’s done?”

“No.”

“Soda water brings out the color for
a minute or two. Alkaline reaction or
something. Godfrey discovered it by ac-
cident when he spilled one of his perpetual
highballs. That really was what tipped
us off to the whole story. It’s amusing,
isn’t it? to realize that so much knowledge
can come from a bad habit.”

Cameron bhegan to smile a little. “One
thing more,” he said. “How did you hap-
pen—or did you only happen—to be sit-
ting next to me at the theater this eve-
ning?” v -

Elizabeth Norton laughed cheerfully.
“That happening,” she said, “was brought
about by bribery and corruption. I must
say, though, your habit of taking the
same aisle seat every Monday night made
things much easier.”

Captain Norton came in. “Everything
explained?” he said. “Not so bad, after all,
was it, old chap?”

“Pretty bad. But I think I can put
most of the pieces together now. Oh,
there’s one thing: this Trietschke—1I have
a feeling 1 had seen him somewhere be-
fore he came to the table tonight in the
hotel.”

“So you had. Not long before, though.
He looks a bit different blacked up.”
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“The mind-reader’s assistant!”

“The mind-reader’s bhoss offstage.
Damned clever chap. Only failing’s typical
German one—overconfidence. He brought
Ram Singh over here to work with him
because the mind-reading act is such a
perfect cover-up. I say, shall we shove
offe”

On the curb, Cameron detained the girl
a moment while Captain Norton was get-
ting into another large black car.

“TI live out this way,” he said. “I think
T'll walk home; there is a good deal to
think about. Shall I see you again?”

“Do you want to—after tonight?”

He lifted a hand-—dropped it.

“I want to very much—because of to-
night.”

She said softly, “I can’t tell when or
whtre. Godfrey’s a hard boss and he moves
fast. But I will let you hear from me when
I can.”

Cameron locked at her for what seemed
a long time. But he could not see much

ARGOSY

beyond the white blur of her face; the
fog was too thick. He said suddenly, like
a little boy: “Is that a promise?”

“I say,” Norton called from the
“shake a leg, Liz.”

She started.

“It’s a promise,’
her hand.

Cameron held it a moment; then she
was gone, climbing into the car. In his
hand she had left something, a small,
hard, circular object.

Cameron started out on foot through
the fog. Presently he came to a street
light and paused. The object in his hand
was an ivory disk about the size of a
silver dollar. There was carving on the
face of it.

“T’ll be damned!” said Cameron aloud.
Then he chuckled. “She said she wanted
me on her side,” he reflected. “I guess
this puts me there.”

He went on slowly up the hill toward
home.

car,

bl

she said, and put out
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LOVE PROBLEMS?

If you have one... or know of one ... why not tell it to

ALLIE LOWE MILES

Mrs. Miles, beloved of hundreds of thousands of radic listeners, has
listened to the love stories, the trials and tribulations, of countless men and
women. What she has gleaned from this experience she has written for you,

in a new department called, "YOUR LOVE AFFAIRS", which will be a

regular feature of

All-Story LOVE Tales

beginning in the Nov. 15th issue, on sale Nov. 1st. Buy a copy from
your nearest dedler . . . read "YOUR LOVE AFFAIRS" . . . then tell your
problem to Mrs. Miles. Perhaps your letter may win a prize!!

GET ACOPYTODAY . . . . . . . 10c
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FEW weeks ago we declared a Ladies’

Day in these columns; and then

we sat back, prepared to enjoy

the soft voices of tie gentler sex and the

gallantry of the gen-lemen. That was what

was needed, we thonght with satisfaction;

the ladies would dress the department up

prettily, and it wotld lose its curious re-
semblance to a battlefield.

Well, it turns out that we were laboring
under an extraordinarily naive illusion. We
thought our correspondents would at least
park their weapons outside knowing there
were women present. But they didn’t. Not
only do they arrive fully armed, bui iy
start in firing away at the ladies. This,
we guess, is life as it is really lived, with-
out any veneer of romance; and actually
we are not much disturbed about the War
of the Sexes that scems to be starting in
Argonotes, What occurs in the letter be-
low may not be chivalrous, but it’s going
to be interesting to watch the counter-
attack, if there is one. Is the lady armed?

DON WILKINS

So Mrs. John Mitchell likes Roscoe; well,
that's her privilege. 1t's a well known fact that
many women are emotionally unstable and such
will find Roscoe’s hyswerics just lovely. I con-
tinue to maiutain that his grotesquely exaggerated
style and inadequately explained “mysteries” are
balderdash.

bout “The Ship of Ishtar”, T agrec with
E. N. G. It was “falsely dramatic” and failed its
reputation. But “Seven Footprints to Satan”
stili 1s mighty good entertainment. Most of your
recent fantastics ave suverior to “The Ship”.

I dislike reprints as I consider they cheapen
the magazine. However, if the policy is to be
continued, here are a few I would like to read
again: E. Phillips Oppesheim’s “Mr. Marx’s
Secret”, Tom Galton’s “As He Was Born”,

Arnold Bennett’s “Hugo”, George Allen Eng-
land’s “Darkness and Dawn”, Mabel Ostrander’s

detective stories, Gaston Le Roux’s French
mysteries, Florence C. Jones’ translations of
French crime stories, especially “Red Nights
of Paris.”

All these appeared in Awrcosy, All-Story or
Cavaiier Weckly. Can you remember them,
Mrs. Mitchell, or aren’t you an “old, old reader ?”
Oh, and I must mention James Francis Dwyer’s
“White Waterfall”,

Yet I'mi more interested in the new, good
lively Arcosy yarns, and don't sever allegiance
if you occasionally publish a dud. Arcosy's wide
range of well written fiction is a constant ad-
venture. “The Ringer” is the latest example,
and the utmost in originality.

Crrrcaco, ILL.

EQUALLY welcome to these pages is a

comparative newcomer whose letter
follows. We are—as shouldn’t we be?—
aware of the definition of “Argosy,” par-
ticularly in its more complimentary phases.
N.B., Mr. G., the sequel to “The Ninth
Life” will appear in the Arcosy for ghe
ninth of December., We think it’s an even
better story than “The Ninth Life”’—and
we're sure you will, too.

ANTHONY GIANNICO

I wonder how many of your readers know
what the word Arcosy means. I was informed
by Webster that it meant “a large richly
freighted merchant-vessel”, and believe you me,
that's just what Arcosy is. I think you ought
to capitalize more on your excellent title.

I am only a new reader, but from now on a
steady one. The story that sold me on your
magazine was James Francis Dwyer’s “When
the Dyaks Dance”, and “The Ninth Life” by
Jack Mann sealed our friendship forever. Well,
that’s about all I have to say for now, except
that T want to thank you for the enjoyment
your magazine is bringing me.
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THE GOLDEN BONEYARD

Calling ail snarks! American space-sailor makes good on Planetoid 104 (or is

it Asteroid 6662) And the recipe for success is this: get thrown in jail on every

planet; wreck the ship’s gravity control; etherize the captain; run away with

the most gorgeous brunette in all Cosmos; and blow up a holy mountain. And

the wages of such celestial knavery will be a chair of sugar to ride upon,

potato-sacks full of golden rings. . . . A super-screwy complete short novel
of scientific centuries-to-come, by

DAVID V. REED
BOMBS OVER CAIRO

From the playing fields of Eton comes a simple-minded Britisker to plumb the
most sinister enigmas of the East. And without calling any of our characters
any names, we may say that the whole thing revolved around a pomegranate.
A great story by
JOHN RUSSELL

A MASE McKAY story by CHARLES TENNEY JACKSON, and fine fiction
by JOHNSTON McCULLEY, JiM KJELGAARD, JONATHAN STAGGE,
and OTHERS

COMING IN NEXT WEEK’S ARGOSY—NOVEMBER 18TH

Statement of the ownership, management, etc., of ARGORY, published weekly at New York, N. Y.,
for October 1, 1829. Required by the Acts of Congress of August 24, 1912, and M:crch 3, 1933.

State of NEW YORK
County of NEW YORK

&85,

Before me, a Notary Public, In and for the State and County aforesald, personally appeared WILLIAM T.
DEWART, who. having heen duly sworn according to law. deposes and says that he is the President of
the Frank A. Munsey Company, publisher of ARGOSY, and that the following is, to the best of his knowl-
edge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management, etc., of the afcresaid publication for
the date shown in the aheve caption, required by the Act of August . 1912, as amended by the Act of
March 3, 1933, embodied in Sectien 537, Postal Laws and Regulations, to wit:

That the names and addresses of the Publisher, Editor, Managing Editor, and F.usiness Manager are:

Publisher-—The Frank A. Munsey Company, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Editor-—George W. Post, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

Managing Editor—Albert J. Gibney, 280 Broadway. New York, N. Y.
Business Manager—Harry B. Ward, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

That the Ownuers are: (If a corporation give its name and the names and addresses of stockholders
owning or holding 1 per cent or more of the total amount of stock.)

The Frank A. Munsey Company, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

C. W. H. Corporation, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

william T. Dewart, 280 Broadway, New York, N. ¥,

Mary W. Dewart, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

William T. Dewart, Jr., 280 Broadwsay, New York, N.Y.

Thomas W. Dewart, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

Mary Dewart Gleason, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders, own.ng or holding 1 per
cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are:

None.

That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders,
if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books of the
company, but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears upon the books of the company
as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation tor whom such trustee
is acting is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing «fflant’s full knowledge
and bellef as to the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security holders who do not
appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that
of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, association or corpora-
tion has any interest direct or indirect in the sald stock, bonds, or other securities thsn as so stated by him.

WILLIAM T. DEWART, President.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 2nd day of October, 1939.

—m GEORGE H. BOLLWINKEL
Notary Public Nassau County No. 118
{SEAL } Certiticate Filed in New York County No. 455
New York Registers No, 1-B-278

S Teym Expires March 30, 1941
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7 diamond Cluster; half
carat size. 6 other dia-
monds. 14K yellowgold.
$2.85 a month

5 diamends arranged
nicely. New style ring.
14K yellow gold.

H $2.90 a month

Y E

31695
Man’s Initial Ring; 2 ini-
tials and diamond on

black onyx. 10K yellow
gold. $1.60 a month.

Sworn Perfect Dia-
s mond;lzwotlher dialu‘i
: . . monds; yellow gol
Bridal Set with 10 Dia-
monds. Both rings 14 K $4.80 a month :
yellow goid. -

$3.15 a month

L
17 jewels; 10K yellow
Rolled gold plate case
and bracelet.

$2.88 a month

Newest style 17 jewel
Heart Watch in 10K
yellow rolled goid plate
with bracelet to match.

$1.90 a month

17 jewel Bulova
Feature for men.
Beantifully designed 10K
yellow rolled gold plate
case with leather strap.
Exceptional value.

$2.88 a month

17 jewel curved watch;
fits snug to wrist; 10K yellow rolled
gold plate case; leather strap.
$1.90 a month

83-Piece
TABLE ENSEMBLE

Consists of

73 Pc. SILVERPLATE
Complete with CHEST

.1 8 PureLinenNAPKINS

LOOM FILET LACE
TABLE CLOTH (60"'x 80"

AlL $|995

AFOR

PAY ONLY
$1.90° A MONTH
(Small Carrying

4’ Charge)
4 on This

FEATURE
Only

My great feature

! —an exquisite 83

; piece Ensemble.
Service for 8. Silverplate service that in-
cludes such extras as additional teaspoons,
salad forks and serving pieces.All pieces pure
silver on 18 nickel base. 8 pure linen nap-
kins and a gorgeous loom fillet lace table-
cloth, 60 x 80 in. All these | offer at only
$19.95. Don’t miss it — send order today.

sl

| “SEND ME $1 and r'll send

your choice of these Features |
picked out. I'll give you a
10-DAY TRIAL and 10 MONTHS
TO PAY or Money Back if
you're not satisfied” . . . . .

Our founder, Leonard Wheeler Sweet, won the friend-
ship of thousands of folks everywhere by making it
easy for them to own fine jewelry—by giving good,
honest value. I'm following in his footsteps=1'll help
you own a diamond or watch and give nice gifts,
Here are some special values | selected for you—
would you like to examine any of them under my
Money-Back Guarantee?

I'LL TRUST YOU—-tell me what you want=simply put
a dollar bill in an envelope with your name, address,
occupation and a few other facts about yourself.
This transaction will be between you and me~
everything will be confidential.

I'll send your selection for approval and 10 days
trial. If you're not satisfied that you received good,
honest dollar for dollar value, send it back and 1'll
promptly return your dollar. If satisfied, you pay in
10 small monthly amounts you will never miss.

Just a few words about the suggestions that | show
here. Take ring (A), for instance. Imagine - only
$29.50 for this pretty ring. And the Cluster Ring (B)-
it looks like a half carat solitaire when worn on your
finger. It's a beauty~I'm sure you would like it. The
Bridal Ensemble (C) is really two rings for the ordi-
nary price of one. If it's an Engagement Ring you
want, | recommend (D)=~it's a perfect diamond~I'll
give you an Affidavit sworn to by a diamond expert
before a Notary Public. Initial Ring (E) would delight
any man. It’s exira heavy and beautifully designed.
My watch suggestions | am proud of. Bulova Watches
are fine timekeepers and great valves. The Kent
Watches | show are priced exceptionally low and
are the latest styles. My great feature is the Silver-
plate Set with Tablecloth and Napkins.#l expect this
to be one of my popular sellers - because of it's
exceptlionally low price.

These are just a few of the many valves | have.
Choose here and send your order today, or send for
my complete 48-page catalog showing hundreds of
diamonds and watches, jewelry
and silverware, all offered on
my 10-months-to-pay-plan.




—tobacco’s better than ever!

...and Luckies always take the
better grades!” says Ray Oglesby,
tobacco auctioneer
for 8 years.

Q. WHY HAVE TOB‘CCO CROPS BEEN BETTER?

A. Because, even though crops vary with weather
conditions, Uncle Sam’s new methods of improv-
ing soil, seed and l)lant-fmul have done a fine job.
Q. Do Luckies buy this better tobacco?
A. Yes, indeed — independent experts like Ray
Oglesby tell you that Luckies always have bought
the choicer grades of each crop. In fact, that’s
why Mr. Oglesby has smoked Luckies for 11 years.
Q. Do other tobacco experts prefer Luckies, too?
A. Among these skilled auctioneers, buyers and
warehousemen, Luckies are the 2-to-1 favorite.
Try Luckies a week. You'll find them easy on your
throat, for the “Toasting” process takes out cer-
tain harsh irritants found in all tobacco. You’ll also
know why...WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO
BEST—IT'S LUCKIES 2 TO 1

—

Have you
tried a

BENJAMIN HAWKS of North
Carolina shows Auctioneer
Oglesby his fine tobacco seed-
lings— grown by new U. S.
Government methods.

RAY OGLESBY in action.
Among independent tobacco
experts like this famous auc
tioneer, Luckies are the 2-to-1
favorite over all other brands,
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