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NOTE HOW LISTERINE REDUCED GERMS: The two drawings above illustrate height of range in germ

reductions on mouth and throat surfaces in test cases before and after gargling Listerine Antiseptic.
Fifteen minutes after gargling, germ reductions up to ©6.7% were noted; and even one hour after,

germs were still reduced as much as 80%.

AT THE FIRST SYMPTOM OF A COLD OR SORE THROAT—
o

quick!

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on the
throat surfaces to kill “secondary invaders %
. . . the very types of germs that make a cold
more troublesome.

This prompt and frequent use of full strength
Listerine Antiseptic may keep a cold from getting

serious, or head it off entirely...at the same time
relieving throat irritation when due to a cold.

This is the experience of countless people and it
is backed up by some of the sanest, most impressive
research work ever attempted in connection with
cold prevention and relief.

Fewer Colds, Tests Showed
Actual tests conducted on all types of people in

several industrial plants over
8 years revealed this aston-
ishing truth: That those who
gargled Listerine Antiseptic
twice daily had fewer colds
and milder colds than non-
users, and fewer sore throats.

This impressive record is
explained by Listerine Anti-
septic’s germ-killing action

.. its ability to kill threztening “secondary invad-
ers’ — the very types of germs that breed in the
mouth and throat and are largely responsible, many
authorities say, for the bothersome aspects of a cold.

Germ Reductions Up to 96.7%

Even 15 minutes after Listerine Antiseptic gargle,
tests have shown bacterial reductions on mouth and
throat surfaces ranging to 96.7%. Up to 809% an hour
afterward.

In view of this evidence don’t you think it’s a sen-
sible precaution against colds to gargle with Listerine
Antiseptic systematically tv/ice a day and oftener when
you feel a cold getting started?

LAMBERT PHARMACAL (COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo.




ou’re that man, here’s something that will
7 g
G interest you.

Not a magic formila—not a get-rich-quick
scheme—butsomethingmoresubstantial,morepractical.
Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestl y, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in favor of inter esting home study—over
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro-
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $2,000
to $10,000? %

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. Fle has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem M:thod of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permiitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solvad problems day by day
~—easy ones at first—then the r1ore difficult ones. 1f you
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master
them all.

That’s the training you follow in principle under the
LaSalle Problem Method. :

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

4301 5. Michigen Ave., Dept. :an . Chicago, I,

I want tobe anaccountant. Send me without costor obligation, the 48-page book, ““Accountancy,
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.

You cover accountancy from the basic Princ les
right up through Accountancy Systems and Income '(I"ax
Procedure. Then vou add C. P. A. Training and pre-
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know,
is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. 1t’s possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings—before they have completed it!
For accountants, who are trained in organization and
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book

For your own good, don’t put off investigation of @/l
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It’ll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over 1850 Certified
Public Accountants cmong
LaSalle alumni
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ADVERTISING SECTION

| WILL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE
- I Shows How / Train You

af Home in Your Spare Tirme for a

IN RADIO

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute

Established 25 years

He has directed the train-
ing of more men for the
Rladio Industry than anyone
else.

"I'TRAINED:
“THESE MEN.

Service
Manager
for Four

Stores

““T was working
in a_garage
when I enrolled
with N.R.I. In a few months
I made enough to pay for
the course three or four
times. I am now Radio serv-
ice manager for the M - - =~
Furniture Co. for their four
stores.”’—JAMES E. RYAN,
1543 Slade St., Fall River,
Mass.

QOwns Shop,
Makes
$3,000
a Year

“Before taking
your Course I
earned about
17% cents per hour as a
truck driver. When I had
completed 20 lessons I
started service work. During
the last year I have made
about $3,000 in Radio.

now own my own shop.”’—
KARL KELLY, 306 W.
Calboun St., Magnolia, Ark.

$10 to $20
a Week in
Spare Time

“I repaired
many Radio
sets when I
was on my tenth lesson. I
hiave made an average of $10
to $20 a week—just spare
fime.”’—JOHN JERRY,
1528 Arapahoe St., Denver,
Colo.

§ Clip the coupon and mail it. I’'m certain I can train you

at honie in your spare 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
yourse f 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.

Jobs Like These Go to Men
Who Know Radio

Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators,
technicians and pay well for trained men. Radio
manufzcturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, serv-
icemen in good-pay jobs with opportunities for advance-
ment. Radio jobbers and 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 $5 to
$10 a week fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
police, aviation, commercizl Radio; loudspeaker systems,
electronic devices, are newer fields offering good op-
portunities to qualified men. And my Course includes
Television, which promises to open many good jobs soon,

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

Radio is already one of the country’s large Industries
even though it is still yo#ig and growing. The arrival
of Television, the use of Radio principles in industry,
are bui. a few of many recent Radio developments. More
than 23,000,000 homes have one or more Radios. There
are more Radios than telephones. Every year millions of
Radios get out of date and are replaced, Millions more
need now tubes, repairs, ete. Over 5,000,000 auto Radios
are in use and thousands more are being sold every day.
In every branch Radio is offering more opportunities—
opportunities for which I give you the required knowledge
of Racio at home in your spare time. Yes, the few
hundred $30, $40, $50 a week jobs of 20 years ago have
grown 1.0 thousands.

Mary Make $5 to $10 2 Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll, in addition to my regular course,
I start sending you Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing: you how to do actual Radio repair jobs. Through-
out your training, I send plans and directions which have
helped many make from $200 to $500 a year in spare time
while lvarning.

You Get Practical Experience
While Learning

I send you special Radio equipment; show you how to
conduct experiments, build circuits illustrating important
principles used in modern Radio and Television receivers,

0D FORBOTH

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OBK

64-page book ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio’”

Yechnicians. (Write Plainly).

NAME.

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Send me FREE, without obligation,
which tells about Radio’s spare time and full-
time opportunities and explains your 50-50 method of training men at home to be Radio

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

Find Out What Radio Offers You

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

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

MAIL
COUPON
Now /

FREE ;

your Sample Lesson and

AGE

ADDRESS

STATE. 2FR

" In answering advertisements it is desirable that you mention ARGOSY.
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b unprepared.

COSTS ONLY $1 PER MONTH

on our 10-day Free Inspection Offer)
NO PHYSICAL EXAMINATION

$100:00
“Allas spec
ONLY.$ X "MONTH

§ 75 East Wacker Drive, Chicago, Iil,

i **Security’’ Policy for sy kree Inspection without obligation.

Thousands of peopleare
disabled every hour of
the day. Don't let sicke
ness or accident ind you

The“Security” Sicknessand Accident Policy gives
your family quick cash when income is stopped.
Pays CASH protection of $25.00 a week up to ten
weeks for accident—$§25.00 each week for sickness,
as specified in policy—and up t0$8,000.00 for acci-
dental death, loss of hands, eyes or feet. Also other
liberal features. Examine this new Security Policy

Any person may apply. Ages 16 to 75, man or wo-
man. No physical examination, The Security Policy
sold by mail. No agent will call, The Arcadia Mu~
Einaticid) A tual Casualty Companyisasafe company—notan
association or assessment company.It has the ap-
S itaep §§ Droval of the IllinoisStateInsurance Department.

cosT 70 YouE - | SEND No MONEY gggfpll:alé‘euin%?‘u?g on!.lY%)tx;
alone judgeand decide. Don't waltuntilit'stoolate,

MUTUAL CASUALTY CO., Desk NOIAGENT 1
THE ARCADIA ITU. £ esk 28-A WILL GALL §

1 , Please send me com{)(l)el:ﬁ information and tell me how 'l may get the i

]

§ Name..
]

§ Address........._

Mental poisouing !
Thoughts that Enslave Minds

Tortured souls. Human beings whose self-
confidence and peace of mind have been torn
to shreds by invisible d. h

evil thougl
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
mental poisoning, unless we und d its
mature, and can quickly recognize its infec
tious innoculation,

This FREE Sealed Book

Do you know the strangést of all laws
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 A.U.F,

ke ROSICRUCIANS ¢4
(AMORC)

San Jose, California

Nervous, Wealk,
Ankles Swollen?

Much nervousness is caused by an excess of acids and
poisons due to non-orgsnic and non-systemic Kidney and
Bladder disorders which may also cause Getting Up Nights,
Burning Passages, Swollen Joints, Backache, Circles Under
Eyes, Excess Acidity, Leg Pains and Dizziness. In many
such cases the diuretic action of the Doctor's prescription
Cystex helps the Kidneys clean out Excess Acids. This plus
the palliative work of Cystex may easily make you feel like
a new person in just a few days. Try Cystex under the
guarantee of money back unless completely satisfied.
Cystex costs only 3¢ a dose at druggists and the guarantee
protects you.

>STUDY AT HOME
Legally trained men win high-
er positions and bigger suc-
cess In business and publie
life. Grenter opportunities now tham
%9 ever before. Big corporations are
led by men with legal training.
More Ability: More Prestige: More Money
We guide you step bmtep. You can train at home
during spare time. gree of LL.B. Successfal
duates in every section of the U. S. farnish
all text mteri5 ‘ncmdizg ld-vql.nﬂu [’Fr:l : rmh:qut. 'e‘lg
erms. ~able 48. £ W nin; r x
L'::svldﬁnce&’ P.%Iooksl FREEU i psn:x'rdlf;r It,hem Ngﬁo L o
alle Extension Univers ept. 258- Chicage
A Corresyondence institution

Relieve Pain

. » .
Rheumatismii

To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism;
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NURITQ, the
fine formula, used by thousands, No opiates. Does the work
quickly—must relieve crucl pain to your satisfactionin a few
minutes—or your money tack. Don't suffer. Clip this ad now
as a reminder to ask your clruggist for NURITO today.

Classified Advertisements

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

NITY, or to suggest a service that may be per-
formed satisfactorily through correspondence. It
will pay a housewife cr business man equally well
to read these advertisements carefully,

AGENTS & SALESMEN

MAGIC DISC

heats water without gas, coal ¢r oil. Tremendous seller. Big profits.
Pocket samples for agents. Rush name for Free Offer.
NUWAY, Dept. X-352, Des Moines, fowa.

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES

CORRESPONDENCE courses and educational books, slightly used.
Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash
pail for used courses. Complet2 details and bargain catalog FREE,
Send name. NELSON COMPAN'Y, B-214, Manhattan Building, Chicago,

ll\LSIRUCTION
IMPROVE YOUR ARITHMETIC. You are assured ARITH MAGIC
will do it. A revelafion in swift, accurate means of calculating, En-

tirely new method. Complete 50c. Coin or stamps.
ARITH-MAGIC, Dept. 21, Maywood, Il

OLD MOMEY WANTED
OLD MONEY WANTED. Will pay $100.00 for 1894 Dime, 8. Mint;
$50.00 for 1918 Liberty Head Nickel (not Buffalo), Big premiums
paid for all rare coins. Send 4c¢ for Large Coin Folder. May mean
much profit to you, :
B. Max Mehl, 209 Mell Bldg., Fort Worth, Texas.

SONG POEEMS WANTED
SONG POEMS WANTED AT ONCE! MOTHER, HOME, LOVE,
PATRIOTIC, SACRED, COMIC OR ANY SUBJECT. DON’T
DELAY—SEND YOUR POEM TODAY FOR IMMEDIATE CON-
SIDERATION. RICHARD BROS., 61 WOODS BLDG., CHICAGO
OLD GOI.D WANTED

GOLD—$35 OUNCE. Ship old gold teeth, crowns, jewelry, watches—
receive cash by return mail. Salisfaction Guaranteed. Free informa-

tion.
SCHROEDER JEWELRY CO., 705 Olive St., St. Louis, Mo,

In answering advertisements if is desirable that you mention ARGOSY.
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" CLOTHESPIN NOSE

“Got a cold? Get iwo-way relief with Luden’s! A
Luden’s on your tongue helps soothe throat—then,
as it melts, relezses cool menthol vapor. Your
breath carries this
to clogged nasal

VL)

@ LUUDEN'S | passages, helps
X MENTHOL open your
COUGH DROPS | “clothespin nose!”

L . Copr. 1940, Ludens, Inc. S
Asthma-Cata’
NEW INVENTION

Brings Instant Relief

If you suffer from Asthma or Catarrh, this ad-
vertisement is a message of hope to you. Breathe-
O-Lator is simple and easy to use. It fits snugly »
into your nose, and your body heat vaporizes the
medicated oils of the saturated pellets penetrating
every fold and crevice of the nasal passages,
throat, and Bronchial tubes, It ‘“‘relieves as you
breathe.” It is invisible and can be worn any-
where, night and day, and is equally beneficial for
head colds, and sinus headaches. You cannot appre-
ciate the amazing relief that Breathe-0-Lator will
bring until you have tried it. ‘“Wonderful remedy,””
say grateful users. Special half price offer—only
$1 plus 10c for packing and delivery charges. Order
today and enjoy the blessed relief that the Breathe-
O-Lator treatment is guaranteed to bring you.
BREATHE-O-LATOR LABORATORIES
317 E. 34th St., Dept. AC-5, N. Y. City

month’s

From Any Electric Light Socket

Millions need SPEED KING—the amazing
disc that you drop into any pan, pail or
basin of water and plug into any 110 volt
socket. CHEAP and FAST, Small_in size.

Ao PARENTSY.... TYPING CAN IM-
PROVE THAT CHILD'S MARKS

supply of medicated pellets.

Bottle

U-WAY co'l Dop?-“l

4
€ an ARTIST:

Learn to Draw at Home In Your Spare Time Prominent educators say $ 00 A WEEK- Tq
o e s e osreer &s an Actiit) Our pedn- FREE typing improves marks..; OWN A CORONA

1914. COMMERCIAL ART, CARTOONING and DESIGN- 5 s |
ING all in one complete course. Trained Artists are capable encourages neatness : s ) Plus small down payment

of earning $30, $50, $75 a week. No previous Art training i ion.Gi !

mecessary. FREE BOOK, **. 1t fordI"llg‘a;éE reA;SiﬁsPi_gétsg%- BOOK (a;:!rdexp;esslon le,e ylo,‘;r FREE DEMONSTRAT'ONJ
seribes our spare-time training an S’ - H rein 1 h

FITS included with course. Mail post card now. State age. SIVGS ;o _l L etter'Sta ¢ ¢ AT ALL DEALERS
Washington School of Art, Studio 712P detail with a Speedline Corona.
1115—15thSt., N.W., Washington, 0. c. Uefails

ac . d "1 i :
RUPTURED ? | s s SPEeoLmve
! ] by it all their lives. Mail CORONA

. . coupon for folder today!
Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with frusses that gouge your L C SMITH & CORONA TYPEWRITERS INC
nesh-zpress heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening— Desk 2, 133 Almond Street, Syracuse, New York %
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps " Please send me free folder describing Speedline Coronas.

or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real

ope&ﬂn —Tfollows every body movement with instant in- Nome

creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at

work or play. Light. Waterﬁroot. Can be worn in bath, a0 -

Send for amazing FREE book, ‘“Advice To Ruptured’” and 2

detalls of liberal truthfyl 60-day trial offer. Also endorse- 3 &iaa

ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write: City
CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 28, Bl fleld, New Jersey.

In aniwering advertisements it is desirable thai you mention ARGOSY.




‘The White Oomailik

By FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE

Author of “Christmas on Icey” “Tin Money,” etc.

It’s an enemy world up North, with the wind always singing across the ice; and
only a man like Tim Banning could brave hundreds of miles of white silence to
reach the stranded whalers—whom he would have to conquer to rescue

CHAPTER 1

THE BANNINGS OF MAINE

IM BANNING, first lieutenant,
United States . Revenue Cutter

Service, stepped from the train,
buttoned his great-coat against the raw
November air, then hailed a hack waiting
in the rear of the depot. “Drive me to
Captain Phineas Banning’s home,” he
directed, “and see if you can get a couple
of extra knots out of those plugs.”

The driver grinned. “Tim Banning!”
he exclaimed. “So you’ve come home to

~ visit your precious uncle.”

The note of sarcasm in the driver’s
voice did not escape Tim. “None of your
remarks, Mike,” he said. “Say, what’s in
the wind, anyway. The old devil—er my
uncle—telegraphed me to get a leave of
absence and report home immediately. I
suppose he wants to blow me up about
something.”

“Like as not,” the driver agreed, “and
I'm warnin’ you, lad, old Sulphur-bottom
ain’t changed since he told you to get
out of his sight five years ago. But hark
to this, the old shellback has kept track
of your advancement in the Revenue
Service.”

“The man don’t live who really knows
what’s going on in Uncle Phineas’ mind,”
Tim said grimly. “As for the family—
confound him he treats the lot of us as
if we were fo'c’sle hands on one of his
whalers. You’d think we lived in the Dark
Ages instead of the enlightened year
eighteen hundred and ninety-seven.”

“You mean he treats ’em like swabs

‘cept you, Tim,” the old driver slyly ob-
served.

Tim sat back and watched scenes fa-
miliar since his boyhood move slowly past
the cab. Bannings might, and did, roam
the seven seas and al the oceans, but the
hardest of them felt the tug of the snug,
sleepy little Maine port they called home.
Invariably they returned to live awhile
off their savings before they died.

Tim Banning’s superb body was a part
of his heritage from 3enerations of sailing
men. He stood five feet, ten inches, weighed
a hundred and eighty pounds and was
broad-shouldered and deep-chested. The
Bannings were not handsome men; they
were granite men who courted furiously
and married beautiful women. There were
times when they fought bitterly among
themselves; but to tae morld the Maine
Bannings presented a solid, united front.

The pride of family surged strongly
within Tim as he saw the substantial
houses lining the street and caught the
smells of exposed tide flats, fish, pitch and
tar. He paid Mike, then paused a moment
before the sagging gate and the path worn
deep by countless sezhoots.

The door opened and a mighty voice
roared, “You' spineless swab, what’re you
afraid of? Come here! Lively!” There was
no mistaking the note of command. And
though Tim hated himself for it, he leaped
to obey.

AS TIM stepped onto the porch,
Phineas Banning turned his back and
led the way into the parlor. He turned,
clasped his hands behind hi§* back and
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Frozen Wastes

warmed them before the wood fire burn-
ing in the open fireplace. Then he glared,
and thumped the floor with his wooden
leg. “I tried to make a man out of you in
my whalin’ fleet. It couldn’t be done.”

“The year I was mate on the Audacious
she got more oil and bone than—"" Tim
began defensively.

“Shut up!” Sulphur-bottom Banning
roared. “Damned sea-lawyer,” he mut-
tered. *“If you’d stayed on her another
season they’d have called you the Silk-
glove Mate, I fired you and—"

“Like hell you fired me,” Tim retorted.
‘T told you what you could do with your
job, then hopped into the Revenue Serv-
ice as a second lieutenant and was de-
tailed to the Arctic patrol.”

The old whaler glared at his nephew’s
impudence. ‘“Back-talkin’ to me on my

She threw herself at
Tim and knocked him

sprawling

own poop! Take off your coat! Turn
around! You ain’t got the chest I had at
twenty-five. Ain’t got the arm stren’th,
either,

“Banning strain’s dyin’ out. I could see
it comin’ when your father died. Buried
at sea at seventy-five years he was—and
the best of his life ahead of him. And now
you . . .” He snorted his contempt.

“Damn it!” Tim exploded. “You tele-
graphed me to come, and I caught the
first train out of Boston, believing it was
important. After five years silence you
begin right where you left off.”

“Soft bunks, fancy vittles and pain-
killers like this here chloroform is ruinin’
the human race,” the older whaler con-
tinued. “When my right leg was crushed
and had to be cut off, who done it? The
ship’s carpenter. And I set, lashed in a
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chair, and told him how. Imagine you . . .”
He snorted in his disgust and spat into
the fire.

“Things hadn’t changed much the last
time I was in' the Arctic,” Tim observed.
“But I'm not going to saw off a leg just

‘to find out whether the present genera-

tion can endure pain or not. All right, old
Sulphur-bottom,” he added with a note
of finality in his voice. “It’s been nice to
have seen you again; you hate the world
and yourself as much as ever.” He started
for the door,

“Set down!” Old Sulphur-bottom Ban-
ning roared. “I want you to read my will.”

“Huh? Your will. So you’re getting
scared and putting your affairs in order,”
Tim observed in a tone calculated to bring
on another violent outburst of anger.

“I'm eighty, and I'll live to bury the
last of the Bannings,” the old whaler wrath-
fully declared.

Tim read a paragraph scrawled in his
bold handwriting, “And to my nephew
Tim Banning I give and bequeath my
entire fleet of Arctice whalers, the Auda-
cious, Pearl, Wanderer, Bangor, Elsie, and
Aleutian . . ” Tim paused. “He writes like
he was hurling a harpoon,” he mused,
“but he makes himself plain. Now what’s
the catch? This will is dated the day I
told him what he could do with his job.

“Well?” Old Sulphur-bottom snorted.
“Haven’t you learned to read yet?”

“Yes. Five years ago you made me
your heir,” . Tim answered. “I suppose
you’ve called me so you can have the
pleasure of tearing up the will in my pres-
ence.”

“Wrong as usual,” the old man sourly
retorted. “I'm givin’ you the Awudacious,
Aleutian and Wanderer, Here’s the papers,
all made out. Cephas Whitman, the Ban-
ning lawyer, just left. You take ’em, as
is and where is, for the sum of one hun-
dred dollars.” ; :

“What’s the trick? Has somebody libeled
them? Or has the insurance lapsed?” Tim
asked.

“Ain’t insured,” the old whaler an-
swered. “Cost too much for the premiums.

You know that. Or don’t you? You don’t
seem to have the sense God gave geese.
Every ship in my fleet is free and clear
and all bills paid.”

IM sat down and wrote a check for

a hundred dollars. He handed it to
his uncle and then leaned back in the
chair to study the grizzled features. Old
Sulphur-bottom Banning’s face. betrayed
nothing. “I suppos: I’d better write my
resignation to the Secretary of Treasury,”
he suggested.

“I ain’t fool enough to offer you ad-
vice,” Banning said. “You young swabs
know it all. Or you think you do.”

Tim stood up. “I might as well file these
papers and get off my resignation,” he said,
“then Tl be free tc visit.”

“It’s been my experience runnin’ a
whalin’ fleet don’t leave much time for
kitin’ around like an old woman,” Ban-
ning observed. “Wait! There’s one rule
the Bannings have followed as masters
and owners for-a hundred and fifty years
—the Bannings lock after their people.
Whether it be a sick master or cabin boy
stranded on a desert island—ike Bannings
look after their people.”

“And the officers and crews of the Au-
dacious, Aleutian and Wanderer are now
my people,” Tim said. “All right! That’s
one family tradition I'll perserve.”

He picked up the papers and put them
in his coat pocket, then he pulled on his
overcoat. “I think I’ walk downtown,” he
said, “and ‘stretch my legs.”

Progress was slow. Old Mike had in-
formed the town Tine Banning had re-
turned and people hailed him from door-
ways and side streefs. His three years in
the Arctic on the Ravenue Cutter Awurore
had been frequently discussed and cer-
tain adventures had been mentioned in the
local weekly newspaper. The last two years
he had served aboard the Otter on the At-
lantic, but the cutte: had never anchored
in Tim’s home waters.

But for his uncle’s unexpected summons
another year or two might well have passed
without his visiting home. He stopped at
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the telegraph office and sent his resigna-
tion to Washington. The local editor
stopped him and asked about his visit;
then he went on to the court house and
filed the papers which made him the sole
owner of three whalers.

Ownership of the Audacious brought
Tim a special and deep pride. She was
easily the finest and newest of the lot.
Aboard the Audacious, on her maiden
cruise, Tim had learned the fundamentals
of whaling under grim old Sulphur-bottom
Banning himself. Promotion had been slow,
but at eighteen he was third mate; and
at twenty, when his uncle retired, he was
first mate. It was that season the whaler
discharged a record load of oil and bone
at San Francisco.

It was that season, too, his uncle had
discharged him without warning, but with
three months pay. No one knew the reason.
Some said Phineas Banning wanted Tim
to shift for himself awhile; others claimed
it was because the old man had attempted
to blow Tim up while the Audacious was
discharging at San Francisco and Tim had
talked back. A third school held to the be-
lief that Tim was unfortunate enough to
cross his uncle’s bows at a time when his
corns hurt him,

“He gave me the Awudacious,” Tim re-
flected after a half hour’s talk with the
editor, “and that proves he’s not quite
so disgusted with me as he claims.”

He dropped into a saloon where whalers
congregated and drank and smoked with
old shipmates, Gradually a sense of secur-
ity and well-being stcle over Tim Banning,
He was thinking of going home when a
gust of wind blew the telegraph operator
into the salocn,

“Sign here, Tim,” he said in the man-
ner of one bearing portentous news. Then
he leaned against the bar to enjoy the
effect the message might have.

Tim read:

TREASURY DEPARTMENT,
OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY

SIR: YOU ARE ADVISED YOUR RESIGNATION

IS REFUSED. PEOPLE OIF SAN FRANCISCO HAVE

ADVISED THAT THE WHALING FLEET IS

CAUGHT IN THE ARCTIC ICE. THE WANDERER,
ALEUTIAN AND AUDAC/OUS HAVE BEEN ABAN.

DONED BY THEIR CREWS AND OTHER VESSELS
ARE IN PERIL. IT IS PLANNED TO SEND A RE-
LIEF EXPEDITION TO AVERT SICKNESS AND
STARVATION. YOU WILL IMMEDIATELY RE-
PORT TO THE REVENUE CUTTER 4URORA AT
SEATTLE FOR ORDERS.
SECRETARY
FIRST LIEUT. TIM BANNING

Tim’s face betrayed nothing as he folded

the telegram and placed it in his pocket.
He joined the telegraph operator at the
bar. “You gave my uncle a telegram sev-
eral days ago, didn’t you?” he said in a
tone that suggested he knew all details.

“Yes, but it was in code and I couldn’t
make head or tail of it,” the operator
told him. “But old Sulphur-bottom read
it and put a message on the wire for you
to come a-running.”  He nodded toward
Tim’s pocket. “Too bad about all those
whalers,” he said in a low voice.

Tim did not answer, His uncle’s words
came back to him, “The Bannings look
after their people.” He caught his breath
sharply. “He knew it all the time,” He
muttered, “and that’s why he gave those
ships to me. The old—" He choked back

the remainder, remembering the Bannings .

never aired their linen publicly.
“Bad news, Tim?” an old shellback
asked.

“No,” Tim answered. “Sailing orders.”

CHAPTER 11
THE BIG FREEZE

IM hailed Mike and gave him a dol-

lar, “Sailing orders, Mike,” he said.
“Drive out to the house, pick up my bag,
and bring it down to the depot. A train
leaves in ten minutes and I’ll be aboard it
—bag or no bag. And listen, tell old Sul-
phur-bottom I send love and kisses. That’ll
give him something to snort about.”

“I wouldn’t think of it,” Mike pro-
tested in an awed voice. “In moments
of rage he’s been known to pull off his
wooden leg and bash people over the head
with it. T'll tell him you’re called away
sudden.”

Mike jumped aboard his hack and stirred
his ancient steeds into a gallop. He was
back in eight minutes and handed Tim his
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bag. “Maybe you’d better not go, Tim,”
he said doubtfully. “I think he’s had a
spell of some kind—he was laughin’ fit to
kill.”

“And the Bannings look after their peo-
ple,” Tim groaned, He swung aboard the
train and stood on the steps as it pulled
out, “Hail and farewell!” he said.

He had the porter make up his berth

then turned in to do a little serious think- -

ing. “Old Sulphur-bottom moved swiftly,
as usual” Tim reflected “Someone in
San Francisco telegraphed him the whalers
were lost and for his own, devilish reasons
he unloaded the lost vessels on me. And
I paid him a hundred dollars!”

Tim reasoned that the Pearl, Bangor,
and Elsie were safe, or those vessels would
have been included in his uncle’s gift. The
Bangor, like the Awudacious was a three-
masted steam bark. The Pearl and Elsie
were older, but good for many years of
battling the ice if they survived the win-
ter.

He dressed about eight o’clock and went
to the diner. A girl of twenty lifted her
eyes with studied casualness from the
menu, then adroitly assumed surprise and
pleasure. “Why Tim!” she exclaimed.
“How wonderful to meet you!”

“Well! Well!” he answered. “The last
time we met you slapped my face and
told me I was no gentleman. May I join
you?”

“Of course.”

He sat down and studied the girl a
moment in silence. “Little Mary Ridley
grown up,” he said slowly. “Now as I
remember you—"

“Please don’t remember me,” she pro-
tested. “Skinny legs; braids of taffy col-
ored hair straight down the back; a turned-
up nose and . ..”

“Time works miracles,” he said, and
meant it. The taffy colored hair was now
a lovely blond; her black eyes were strik-
ing in contrast to her hair and coloring.
The nose was entirely satisfactory, As to
legs—well a glimpse might be possible in
a gale of wind,

“You heard the whaling fleet is caught

in the ice?” he asked Mary suddenly.

She hesitated. “Yes,” she said, as if
weighing the admission. “But we don’t
know whether any of the Ridley fleet is
lost or not.”

“We lost three,” he said, “which should
be good news to our bitter rivals, the
Ridleys.”

“Have we a quarrel?” she asked,

“Mary Ridley and Tim Banning have
none that I know of,” he replied. “But
there’s no love los: betwéen your father
and my uncle.”

HE ate thoughtfully for several min-
N utes. “If the entire fleet is lost,” she
ventured, “it will be pretty terrible. Three
hundred men in the Arctic with little
shelter and only the provisions that can be
salvaged. Sometimes a crushed vessel goes
down fast. Sometimes the ice is so rough
that it’s impossible to get more than a
few pounds of provisions ashore.”

“You. know the Arctic,” he observed,
He recalled it was generally admitted
around home that the Ridley’s Mary
should have been a hoy. Certainly she had
a greater capacity for hard work and
a far larger share of what New England
called horse sense than her brother, Bill.

“Has your hurried trip West any sig-
nificance?” she asked.

“Yes, the Aurora has been ordered to
provision immediately and sail North,”
Tim answered. “My 'eave was canceled and
I have orders to report aboard. I don’t
know what the captain’s plans are. It's
certain the ice extends far south of Bering
Straits. I doubt if we could steam as far
as Cape Nome. Whatever food is sent must
go overland.”

“There aren’t men enough in the North
to freight sufficient provisions overland
to the Arctic,” the girl protested, “Can’t
the shipwrecked people be brought out,
overland?”

“They aren’t dressed for it,” Tim re-
plied. “No, food must be taken to them.
And the answer is reindeer.”

“Reindeer?”

“Yes,” he said. “They’re hardy, accus:
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tomed to the cold and capable of living
off the country part of the time. Oh, I
know it sounds like a wild scheme, with
the odds all against success, but it’s the
only thing that offers even a slim chance.
Others have probably thought of it. We
certainly can’t back-pack food hundreds
of miles in the dead of winter.”

-“The Klondike gold excitement has
drained Alaska of dogs,” she added gloom-
ily. “Even if dogs were available, they
couldn’t eat moss, and you’d have to
carry as much dog food as you did
freight.”

“Which brings us*hack to reindeer,” he
said. “And ice conditions are such that
we may not even get into the Bering Sea.
If that’s the case, hundreds of miles will
be added to an overland expedition, By the
way, what brings you West?”

“I'm visiting friencs in Victoria, British
Columbia,” she answered. Their glances
clashed briefly. “Why did you ask?”

“Ever since I can remember,” Tim said
slowly, “Mary Ridley has been known as
an impulsive little fool.”

“An impulsive little fool measured by
the standards of a little seaport in Maine,”
she said.

“Well, that’s your reputation,” Tim
continued doggedly, “and I thought you
might have decided to hurry North and
look after the Ridley interests.”

“My brother Bill is looking after the
Ridley interests up North,” she informed
him.

Tim knew Bill Ridley by sight. He was
a big man, as big as Tim, and except for
the weakness of his mouth, he was hand-
some. His hair was blond and his eyes
black, like Mary’s.

Bill had inheritecl his father’s crafty
intelligence, and like his father he was
driven by a passion for money and the
power it bought, But Bill Ridley had al-
ready won a dubious sort of fame up North
by his capacity for hard liquor; and in
a land where every nickname has a peculiar
significance he was known as Squaw Rid-
ley. He was Tim’s age, twenty-five. And
he knew whaling from harpoon to corset

stave. He was a fighter too.

“If Bill’s on the job,” Tim said, “the
Ridley interests should be in good hands.”

The two saw much of each other on the
way across  the continent and Tim de-
tected an eagerness, mixed with impa-
tience, in the girl’s manner which set him
to thinking.

“I'll see you safely to the Victoria
steamer,” he offered when they arrived in
Seattle.

“That’ll be lovely,” she answered. “I
can hardly wait to see my friends. One
of the girls was my roommate at school.”

Tim nodded. “Is there any message you
want sent to Bill?” he asked, “I suppose
the expedition will take a limited amount
of first-class mail North.”

“T’ll mail you a letter to him from Vic-
toria,” she replied. “I suppose the Aurora
will be delayed several days, loading.”

IM saw her aboard the steamer and

then hurried on to the Aurora. Smoke
trailed lazily from her stack, drifting
through the rigging, and around the lofty
crow’s nest. The foremast yards carried
sail drying out after the night’s drench-
ing rain. The scum and flotsam of the
harbor drifted about her sturdy bows. She
seemed relaxed, as if resting for the hard
voyage ahead.

Sling-loads of stores were going into
her holds under an officer’s watchful eye.
Nothing was being left to chance. Tim
went over the side and shook hands with
the deck officer, an old friend. “The Old
Man’s below,” the officer said, “He’s éx-
pecting you. Too bad your uncle lost half
of his fleet.”

“Uncle . . . hell!” Tim exploded. “The
old fox deeded those ships to me after
they went down. I paid a hundred dollars
of my hard-earned money for ’em. I'm
telling it, because I know he will.”

‘Why the old son of a sea cook,” the
officer exclaimed.

“Your description is conservative,” Tim
retorted.

He reported, and Captain Ross shook
hands, “You understand, of course, Ban-
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ning,” he explained, “this is volunteer duty.
The Revenue Service isn’t ordering any
man on so dangerous a mission.”

“You must have guessed I'd volunteer
or you wouldn’t have requested I be trans-
ferred to the Awurora,” Tim answered.

“I know you fairly well, Banning,” Ross
drawled, with a faint smile. “And I know

if any man can get through to the Arctic

you can. It’s going to be a tough job, but
the situation is so serious that any risk
is justified.”

“Do I understand you are detailing me
to command the proposed overland ex-
pedition?” Tim asked.

“Exactly,” Ross answered. “Your or-
ders are: get food to the starving men in
the most feasible manner. You will have
full authority to requisition supplies and
to take any measures you think neces-
sary for the common good at all times.
The Treasury Departinent is backing me
to the limit. And I am backing you.”

“We both know what happens when
men starve,” Tim said. “A few weeks of
hunger will send them back thousands of
years sometimes; they live by the law of
the pack, the law of survival.”

“If the starving men know assistance
is coming, it will bolster up their morale,”
Ross continued. “The sooner they are in-
formed the better. Your problem is to see
that they survive until late July or Au-
gust. Mine is to get through the ice next
summer and bring out the wrecked people
you have saved from death. It is the
biggest thing the Revenue Service has ever
attempted.” He stared hard at Tim. “And
the Service will be satisfied with nothing
less than success.”

Tim nodded. “That’s the way I feel
about it.”

“How do you expect to transport food
for three hundred men over hundreds of
miles of frozen wastes in the dead of win-
ter?” Ross asked bluntly,

“Reindeer!”

“That’s the only possible answer,” Ross
agreed. “The Revenue Service agrees to
that. Now your job is to make an inven-
tory of your needs and see that they are

aboard. There’s one more thing . . .” Ross
hesitated and a significant glance passed
between them. :

“I understand, sir,” Tim said. “My
uncle’s fleet is involved and there’s a per-
sonal angle to the situation. Let me as-
sure you that I'll be representing the Gov-
ernment when I arrive. I know that if I
don’t remain strictly impersonal toward
the job, I'll lose my authority and the
general situation will get out of hand. Be-
sides, sir, my beloved uncle gave me the
three ships of his that were caught and
crushed.”

“The devil he did! Well, that’s like him.
But the ice plays strange pranks. And
there’s a chance that the Awdacious, at
least, with her hull constructed , partic-
ularly for ice cond tions, may survive,”
Ross said slowly. “In that case, Ban-
ning—" '

“I'd still have to hew to the line, sir,”
Tim said. “I hope ycu believe me.”

“I've never had the slightest doubt,
Banning,” Ross assured him. “But for
your own protection, should unforeseen
difficulties arise, it is important that your
views be on record at headquarters in
Washington. That’s all.”

“f VAST off!” The order rang out sharp-

" ly, mooring lines dropped in the
water and Revenue Service sailors hauled
them aboard the .4wrora. She backed
slowly into the strearn, turned and headed
north. Alki Point and Seattle dropped
astern.

The decks were loaded with salt pro-
visions in barrels; the forward coal bunker
was jammed with dry provisions, which
the Awrora would deliver to the stranded
whalers eight months in the future, She
steamed past Port Townsend, past the
forest of masts of waiting windjammers,

The lighthouse dipped its flag and Tim
Banning, first lieutenant, Revenue Cutter
Service, heaved a sigh and wondered what
would have happened to him when he
again saw that dippirg flag. In his pocket
he carried a letter o Squaw Ridley in
Mary’s neat handwriting. If Ridley were
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looking after the faraily’s whaling inter-
ests, then Tim expected t§ meet the man
somewhere around Point Barrow.

The Aurora passed Cape Flattery and
smothered her bows ir. a gale roaring down
from the north. “It looks as if the elements
were getting together right now,” Tim ob-
served, “to beat us.”

.Captain Ross nodded in assent. “At this
season of the year the elements never
let up on man venturing into the North
Pacific and Bering Sea,” he answered. “I’ve
made arrangements with the Alaska Com-
mercial Company to store the dry pro-
visions at Unalaska until we need them
next summer. As soon as they are unloaded
we’ll coal at Dutch Harbor. After that . . .
well, I'd like to beat the ice and land you
somewhere on the North shore of Nor-
ton Sound.”

CHAPTER III
TIM OOMAJLIK, ESQ.

HE imaginary line of longitude 166°
West cuts through the Aleutian Is-
lands just east of 1Jnalaska, then runs
north, intersecting three great peninsulas
jutting into the Bering Sea and Arctic
Ocean like the stubs of amputated fingers
South of the first stub lies Bristol Bay;
north of it is Norton Sound, washing
also against the southerly' shore of the
second stub, Cape Prince of Wales at 168°
West longitude. Here America and the
Siberian mainland . form Bering Strait.
North of that is the Arctic Ocean. Kotze-
bue Sound breaks in between the second
and third stubs, extending east almost to
160° West longitude.

Point Hope is on the third stub and
from that point the mainland retreats
northeasterly to Point Barrow which is
west of 156° West longitude. From Barrow
the mainland runs, roughly, east.

Tim kept the picture in mind as the
Aurora bucked the wind and ice scum in
Bering Sea. If conditions forced a landing
on the first stub it meant lost time while
.he_followed the shore line of Norton

Sound to Cape Prince of Wales, the loca-
tion of the reindeer herd. Another detour
would be necessary unless he crossed
Kotzebue Sound over the ice.

“There’s something to think about,” he
mused. “Driving reindeer over the ice. But
I'll worry about that problem when I get
to it.”

He went on deck and scowled at the
swirling snow. “The Old Man had laid a
course near enough to Nunavack Island
to sight it,” a fellow officer said, “but early
this morning he changed his course to
leave it well to the eastward. Damn this
thick weather.”

The foghorn moaned dismally. The snow
whipped about the Awurora like a shroud.
“What was that, an echo?” Ross roared.
“Hard over!”

“Hard over!” the helmsman repated.
A bell clanged ominously in the engine-
room.

“It must have been an echo!” Tim
whispered. ‘“There isn’t another ship in
the Bering Sea this time of the year.”

“If that’s an echo,” a second lieutenant
said in guarded tones, “we’re way off our
course.”

The whistle blasted again. The answer
came two points off the starboard bow.
“There is another steamer up here!” the
skipper exclaimed. “What do you make
of it, Mr. Banning?”

Tim joined the master on the bridge.
“It can’t be possible a whaler escaped, got
around Barrow and is fighting its way
south?”

Signals passed quickly, and when the
flurry of snow passed on they saw a ghost
craft moving in the twilight. It dipped its
flag and dissolved into the snow to the
southeast. “That’s Ridley’s new whaler, the
Nora!” Captain Ross exclaimed. “I
thought she was tied up at Victoria, wait-
ing for summer and her maiden cruise.”

“Shakedown cruise, sir,” a second lieu-
tenant suggested.

“They don’t need to risk Bering Sea
in December for a shakedown cruise,”
Ross suggested. “I don’t understand it.”

“The Nora hadn’t any desire to speak




4 ARGOSY

us,” Tim said. He was thinking of Mary
Ridley’s eagerness to reach Victoria, and
the strange coincidence that sent them west
on the same train.

“None in the world,” Ross agreed. “And
that’s unusual, She might have reported
ice conditions, If I can’t make it through
to Norton Sound, the sooner I know it the
better.”

“Mary Ridley came west on the same
train,” Tim said presently. “She said she
was visiting a college roommate in Vic-
toria. This roommate’s name might have
been Nora. And Nora might have landed
Mary on the shores of Norton Sound, sir.
There was ample time while we were outfit-
ting. The Nora could have toaled and
provisioned for a Bering Sea dash while
Mary was crossing the continent.”

“What reason would she have for go-
ing north in the dead of winter?” Ross
asked.

Tim shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t
know, but if I should find myself with a
girl on my hands it will slow me up and
complicate the situation.”

“Mr. Banning,” Ross said sharply,

“whenever you find yourself you’ll be in .

absolute command. You have authority
to use force, if necessary, to carry out
your orders. See to it that you don’t find
yourself in a remote region with a woman
on your hands. If need be, lock her up.
This is no time for any of the Ridleys’
well known trickery. And that, sir, is an
order.” :
“Yes, sir,” Tim answered smartly. But
he wondered what he would do if he en-
countered Mary on the trail, frozen or
starving. On the theory that his duty
was to care for the greatest number,
he would have to leave her to freeze and
starve. He took a turn back and forth
and a couple of deep drafts on his pipe.
This expedition seemed to promise every
variety of disaster. :

ARLY the following morning it be-
came increasingly evident that the
Nora was fleeing before the ice. Perhaps

the whaler had failed to land Mary Rid-
ley, if indeed that had been her mission.

Captain Ross and Tim Banning formed
a tense pair on the” Awrora’s bridge. The
cutter’s bows pounded through drift ice,
mixed with slush ice. Only a stiff breeze
which kept the ice in motion prevented the
floes from freezing into a solid mass.

“It’s getting too heavy, Mr. Banning,”
Ross growled. “We’ll change our course
and wait for what twilight brings.”

The Aurora’s engine turned over at half
speed and she tacked back and forth under
a reefed mainsail, jib and staysail.

Twilight in° mid morning revealed that

~mush ice south of the cutter was thicker.

From the north cance the grind of the pack.
Tim watched the skipper’s weathered,
worried face. The cutter was experiencing
difficulty in pushing through the slush
ice now. Tim’s interest shifted to the wind.
It was beginning to slacken. The Aurora
was in danger of being caught and the
purpose of the expadition defeated at the
start.

Ross checked on the chart and shook his

* head dubiously. “Cape Nome’s nearly a

hundred miles,” he said to Tim. “Sledge
Island’s farther. With every chance the
recent gales have piled ice up so far off
shore we couldn’t land you, anyway.”

“That’s true,” “Tim agreed. He voiced
no regret, knowing Ross was' as deeply
disappointed as himself. But it meant skirt-
ing Norton Sound c¢n foot.

“And unless we move swiftly,” Ross
continued, “the ice may defeat us again
and we’ll be required to drop back to
Bristol Bay. It may even force us to return
to the Pacific and make a landing on the
Alaska Peninsula.”

The Awurora changed her course and
drove toward Cape Vancouver with the
ice grinding away under her bows. Cape
Nome was within striking distance of the
reindeer herd at Cape Prince of Wales,
but the strength of the pack had con-
vinced Tim he could call himself lucky
if he were put ashore anywhere north of
Bristol Bay.




“The Old Man’s shaking out more sail,”
Tim said with satisfaction, “and the en-
gine’s turning over full speed.” He
watched the ice grinding alongside. The
ship slowed as the ice legions took hold;
then the wind above and the machinery
below broke the gresp and she moved
ahead. It was anybody’s fight as night
dragged on. Whenever there was a break
in the ice, the leadsman took soundings.

Around six o’clock in the morning, the
engine’s sturdy throbbing ceased. Tim

-rolled from his bunk and went on deck.

“The charts show ter. fathoms of water,”
Ross growled, “but there’s less than five.”
The anchor dropped and Tim went for-
ward to look at the ice. The field was
moving rapidly and the weather gave
promise of a gale. e went back to a
boat lashed amidships which the ship’s
carpenter had built coming up under his
instructions. It was little more than a
frame covered with heavy canvas and given
several coats of paint to waterproof it.

It was the nearest Tim could get to the
native umiak, or skin boat, which can
push through ice that would shatter a
rigid wooden boat. Being lightly con-
structed, it could be carried over bad
stretches of ice, then launched in leads.
Given any kind of a chance, such a craft
could make shore.

Tim returned to the bridge. “May I
talk right out, sir?” he asked.

“Go ahead, Mr, Banning,” the skipper
answered.

“The ice is running fast. If it comes
in a solid pack the anchor chain will part
or we’ll have to pull up the anchor and
clear out. I'd like to be set adrift in that
canvas boat, sir, and take my chances,”
he said. “I can get over the ice some way.
There’s a native village in the vicinity
of Cape Vancouver. There I can get guides
to St. Michael. T know Surgeon Newton
feels the same way about it.”

“The safety of the whalers is our first
consideration, Mr. Banning,” Ross re-
minded him. “I couldn’t risk being caught
in the ice in a drive to Cape Nome, I

can’t risk your life in a hundred-to-one
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chance of getting threugh running ice.
You’re too valuable a man.”

Tim returned and stared gloomily at the
ice. He knew it was getting thicker and
presently the anchor began to drag. “The
Old Man’s between the devil and the deep
sea,” he said to Surgeon Newton. “He’s
only one guess and it must be the right
one.”

IND whistled through the rigging

and it carried the chill of the Arctic.
It had stopped snowing and there was a
break in the clouds revealing cold Arctic
stars. “This may be our last comfortable
night in months,” Newton observed, “and
we're not making the most of it.”

“Light ho!” the lookout suddenly bel-
lowed. His tone conveyed his excitement.
“Three points off the starboard bow. It’s
gone,” he added. “But I know it was a
light.”

Tim fairly flew up the shrouds to the
crow’s nest, He stared intently and made
out a vague yellow square in the distance.
“Is that it?” he asked.

The lookout blinked, stared, then
blinked again. “Yeah, it was about there.
Now it’s gone.” :

Tim reported to the skipper. “It’s a vil-
lage,” he said.

The Aurore dragged her anchors until
twilight revealed a bleak cape and a sea
of running ice. The anchors were hauled
up and under a full head of steam the
cutter pushed ahead. The canvas boat
was swung over the side and secured level
with the ship’s rail. The leadsman tolled
off the fathoms in a monotonous voice.

“A lead dead ahead, sir,” the lookout
bellowed.

“That’ll help!” Tim said. He was stand-
ing on deck, dréssed in fur clothing and
Eskimo mukluks or skin boots. He wore
a reindeer skin parka. The hood was faced
with wolverine fur which dissipates the
frost and prevents the moisture of the
breath from gathering and freezing parka
hood to the wearer’s face.

Surgeon Newton was similiarly dressed.
The leadsman called a sudden warning.
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“Shoal water,” Newton groaned. ‘“Just

when it looked as if we had a chance.”
The cutter pushed ahead to the lead
and dropped anchor. Captain Ross hid his
concern over shoal water and threatening
ice. “Goodbye, Mr. Banning,” he said,
shaking Tim’s hand warmly. “And good

luck. I’'ll see you at Barrow in August.

Again, good luck—Oomailik.”

T1m understood the reference. Oomailik
was the native word for one in authority.
They believed the revenue cutter was sent
North each summer by some great white
oomailik.

“T’ll have to be an oomailik if I expect
to get what I need along the way,” Tim
answered. He shook hands with the others,
then went over the side to the waiting
boat. It was filled with supplies, a dog
sled, dogs and a crew.

Surgeon Newton followed and slipped
into a hole in the stern. The Auwrora
loomed high and friendly for a moment—
offering warmth, food and security; prom-
ising care in sickness. Ahead lay the grim
Northland with its eternal challenge wait-
ing to hurl them back broken and beaten.

“Shove off!” Tim ordered sharply.
“Give way together.” He grasped the tiller
handle, instinctively picking the best of
the narrow channels through the ice.

The dogs whimpered and trembled with
cold and excitement, eager to feel the solid
ground under their feet. Tim stood up
and gazed at the shore two miles away.
It was moving so rapidly northward that
natives on the beach trotted steadily to
keep abreast of the boat.

“Damn it!” Surgeon Newton exploded,
“the lead’s closing. Shut your ears, and
eyes, Tim, or we may hear or see a recall
signal.”

“It’s too late now,” - Tim answered.
“The lead has closed in behind us. We're
prisoners of the floes.”

The two men in the bow stood up and
pushed back the drifting slabs with their
oars. The others dug their oars into float-
ing cakes and drove the light craft in
deeper. Floating ice and shore ice came
together "with a grind and crash, Small

pressure ridges leaped up and fell back,
lacking the depth and volume to remain
rigid.

“Lively now, men,” Tim ordered as he
went over the side. ‘Hand out the equip-
ment and stores. The dogs first, they won’t
go far.” The five dogs bounded ashore, A
sailor thrust the sled over the rail and
Tim yanked it to the ice. Equipment fol-
lowed as fast as Tim and Newton could
receive it. The mail pouch came last and
landed with the rest.

Then the boat’s crew jumped out, lifted
the craft bodily and began lugging it to-
ward open water. A half dozen natives
worked their way through the broken ice
and stared, their faces betraying their
astonishment over the unseasonable visit.
More cheechakos, or newcomers, seeking
gold, no doubt. Strange people, these
whites. .

Tim fired something at them in dialect
and one of them responded. He turned and
spoke to the others One lifted the sled
and started toward the beach; the others
made the outfit into small packs and fol-
lowed. Tim put the remainder of the sup-
plies in a safe place, then tossed the mall
pouch over his shoulder.

Surgeon Newton was already picking
his way through the shattered blocks. The
Aurora had put about and was driving
through the ice toward the canvas boat.
Plumes of steam flutiered from her whistle
and the familiar blast rang in Tim’s ears
long after the final echo died.

CHAPTER IV

THE DAY3 TO COME

HEY made three trips over the ice
and brought out the last precious
pound of stores, then caught the dogs and
harnessed them to the sled. The natives
led the way to their village and Tim got
in touch with the trader. “Did a whaler
land anyone here within the past week?”
he asked. “A girl?”
“No,” he answerec, to Tim’s relief. “But
week ago, ship could go through ice to
Cape Nome. Maybe there?”

=%
3
-



THE WHITE OOMAILIK 17

“I hope not,” Tim said with feeling.
“I'm going to need dogs, guides and pro-
visions.” Briefly he explained the purposes
of the expedition and cisplayed his creden-
tials. The trader shook his head. Tim re-
solved he might as well accustom himself
to dubious head shakings right now. “Get
me to St. Michael,” he said, “and T’ll
organize there.”

He decided to take the lightest sled and
fastest dogs and push ahead, leaving New-
ton to follow. There was every prospect that
someone had arrived there from Barrow
with late information. He spread out a
chart and called Surgeon Newton. “The
Aurord’s done her part,” Tim said, “and
we find solid Alaskan soil under our feet.
True, it has a liberal coating of ice and
slow, Still, it’s soil.”

“St. Michael is the first goal, I sup-
pose,” Newton remarked.

“Yes. A young guide has promised to
take me there. You are to follow with the
heavier outfit,” Tim explained. “You’ll
cross the base of Seward Peninsula from
Norton to Kotzebue Sound. While you're
doing that I’ll push west on the peninsula
to the deer at Cape Prince of Wales.”

“And there face a little matter of driv-
ing reindeer around a thousand miles if
you follow the meanderings of the shore-
line of the sound,” Newton added.

“It can be cut to around seven hun-
dred and fifty miles,” Tim explained, “pro-
viding the herd can b2 driven fifty miles
across the sound on the ice.”

The surgeon whistled. “It’s never been
done!” he said.

“There are a lot of things about the
expedition that have never been done,”
Tim admitted. “I’ve never known a duty
that gave more opportunity to make seri-
ous mistakes. Orders and plans have got
to be elastic. We mus: be guided by cir-
cumstances whether we are together or
alone. The job is to gat food to the ship-
wrecked people in the shortest possible
time.”

With a light sled and the pick of the
dogs, Tim left that night. He carried suffi-
cient food for himself, dogs and guide, and

the pouch of mail. They crossed the
Yukon at the old Russian trading post,
Andreafski and began encountering groups
of miners mushing over the river ice,
“Plenty of miners,” the guide explained.
“River low, Steamer no get up. Ice come.”
Tim swore. That meant many poorly
equipped parties upriver would need as-
sistance. Such aid was none of his con-
cern, but the situation would materially
reduce the supply of good dogs. In fact
he hadn’t seen but one good team on the
river. Even his own, exhausted as they
were, were better dogs than the average.
When three hundred and fifty miles lay
behind them, the guide pointed to the ice.
The dogs’ worn pads had left faint crim-
son stains, “Maybe rest?” he suggested.
“There can’t be any rest,” Tim an-
swered, “How far, St. Michael?”
“Day and a half,” the man answered.
“We’ll make it in a day, then,” Tim
said. From the first he had helped pull
the load through heavy stretches. This day
he ignored the bloodstains andgent greater
assistance.

STONISHMENT greeted his arrival.
Then a cheer went up from the mail-
hungry mob as the miners noticed the
pouch. Tim had no time for cheers. He
reported to the commander of the military
post and dropped into a chair, “Is there
any news from Barrow?” he asked.

“A trader arrived from that region yes-
terday,” the commander answered. “A man
named Thatcher, T'll send for him.”

Tim was too tired to rest; too eager
to be off on the next leg of the journey.
He drank the commander’s black coffee
and smoked his tobacco.

“T’ll need a guide and dogs,” Tim said.
“I want to be on my way to Prince of
Wales in the morning.”

“You won’t find anything better than
your own team,” the commander said.

“It’'ll take a week to rest them, and I
can’t spare that much time,” Tim re-
plied. “We didn’t even hole up on Christ-
mas day and it was blowing a gale. By
the way, has there been any report of a girl
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landing anywhere between here and Cape
Nome?”

“A girl?”

“Oh, just a rumor I heard,” Tim said.
“I am naturally checking up.”

“I've heard nothing. Well, here’s
Thatcher,” the commander added as a be-
furred individual with flaming beard and
long red hair stamped into the room. The
commander performed the introductions
and explained Tim’s mission.

“I want all the information you can
give me,” Tim said.

Thatcher spoke in the short sentences
of those who spend much time alone and
become grudging with words. “I planned
to winter at Barrow. They’re on short
rations now. Decided I'd come here while
I had my health and meat on my bones.
Some of Bannings’ fleet gone. Any relative
of yours?”

“Uncle!”

Thatcher laughed shortly, grimly. “Rid-
leys won’t shed no tears. Won’t thank
Gov’ment for sendin’ expedition, either. If
the shipwrecked folks are well fed they
may be strong enough to salvage cargo.”

“Why should the Ridleys object to
that?” Tim asked.

“T know how much whale bone and oil’s
gone out of the Arctic the last five years,”
Thatcher replied. “The Bannings sold
theirs, the Ridleys have held on for the
price to go up. It’ll go now. Like as not it’s
gone up already. When the trade’s sure
most of the whalin’ fleet’s wrecked, it’ll
go higher.”

“And if the overland expedition fails?”
Tim suggested. ]

Thatcher jerked a stubby thumb to-
ward the ceiling.

“Where’re the wrecks located? I'll get a
chart,” Tim offered.

“Strung along the beach from Hope to
east of Barrow. I saw the Awudacious,”
Thatcher added. “Lyin’ on her port side
on top of the ice. Pack musta squeezed
her up.”

“Her hull was built for it,”” Tim said.
For a moment he was a whaler owner and
not a Revenue Service officer. “Was she

badly damaged?” Tim asked anxiously.

“Didn’t look damaged to me. Went
aboard, cooked myself a meal in the galley,
spent the night there,” Thatcher informed
him. “Ice commenczd to move next morn-
in’ and I got out. Didn’t want to become
a ghost on a ghost ship. You know how it
is, up there.”

Tim knew. Ships were caught in the ice
and sometimes crushed. Again they were
carried away, to reappear a year or some-
times two or three years later, There was
a never-ending struggle between the cur-
rents in the Arctic and the winds. And
the ice for all its tremendous mass gave
way meekly befors the stronger force.
With a real effort Tim put the Audacious
out” of his mind and resumed his ques-
tioning. :

“What’s Squaw Ridley doing?”

Thatcher grinned. “You know his rep-
utation—he’s hell on squaws and likker.
When I last saw nim he was doin’ his
best to preserve that reputation.” -

“Lieutenant Banning,” the commander
said, “may I suggest a good bed in view
of your determination to push on in the
morning? Suppose you leave the trans-
portation problem to me?”

“You are probably right, sir,” Tim an-
swered. “T’ll never have a better chance
to build up-a little strength.” :

“In the days to come you are going to
need every ounce of strength in your body,” .
the commander told him.

CHAPTER V

OLD KING COLE

\IM relaxed in a warm bed and the
Ridleys came to haunt him. Every-
thing Thatcher had said about Squaw
Ridley was true, He was a dissolute white
man who had gone native with a venge-
ance, yet had lost none of his father’s
greed for wealth and none of the man’s
ruthless desire to win a point regardless
of methods,
The Ridleys had bone and oil in stor-
age on both east and west coasts waiting
for a rise in the market. If the trade was




_convinced the whaling fleet was lost, the
price of bone would go sky high. For
women must have corsets and whale bone
was needed for the staves.

“But I can’t believe Bill will go so
far as to do anything to hamper the over-
land expedition,” Tim mused. “But if he
should . . . God help him!”

Just as he was dozing off, Mary Ridley
appeared to join in the haunting, On a
less important occasion her appearance
would not have been unpleasant. “I can’t
shake off the feeling she’s somewhere ahead
of me,” he growled, “and, of course, she’ll
probably play out and become a burden.

“If that’s the case, I'll have to be . . .
well . . . stern, and send her back. Or,
if she insists on traveling north, I’ll have
to place her under arrest and confine
her in some native village. She’ll raise
merry hell, but that car’t be helped. I
can’t afford to have any woman delaying
things; I've got to see that she doesn’t
try a little dirty work to boost the price
of whalebone.” Instantly he was ashamed
of his suspicions.

Tim Banning stretched again and
yawned. He closed his eyes and slept. To
the northward there stretched a long,
snow trail, Northern lights fluttered their
orange and violet tints, and in the midst
Mary Ridley’s face appeared and disap-
peared, mocking and elusive, And when
he tried to send her home she told him he
was no gentleman and tried to slap him.

The commander awakened Tim and he
blundered to the basin anc. washed his face
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in icy water. That paitially aroused him,
but his head ached and his eyes were
heavy. “I slept hard,” he said.

“You were worn out,” the commander
said. “T’ve everything packed and ready.
I suggest a reindeer instead of dogs. Your
own dogs have worn their pads down to
the blood. And the others that are avail-
able aren’t much. The reindeer is fresh,
reliable and can live off the country. Can
you drive one?”

“I did—one,” Tim answered. He spoke
in the manner of one recalling a sad ex-
perience. “But 1 guess you’re right, the
dogs aren’t up to what’s ahead.”

He ate slowly, knowing this might be
the last good meal in a long time to come.
Then he went outside. Two men were hold-
ing a reindeer attached to a sled on
which was lashed Tim’s outfit and suffi-
cient provisions to see him through to Cape
Prince of Wales.

The reindeer harness consisted of a col-
lar of two flat pieces of wood. Short
traces extended on either side to a breast
piece. A single trace ran back from the
breast piece, between the animal’s legs,
to the sled.

The animal was guided by a single line
attached to the halter. The line was kept
slack and used only in guiding or bring-
ing the animal to a stop. “This critter
is named Old King Cole,” the commander
explained. “And he’s far from a merry
old soul, but he’s tough and strong. You
should get through. Remember, in start-
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ing, to be sure you are on the sled, or
have a good grip on it. Hell leave camp
as if there were a fire under him.”

“Thanks,” Tim answered. He shook
hands all around, thanked those who had
aided him, and glanced at the faces of the
spectators. Little hope was to be found in
their expressions. They regarded the en-
tire expedition as impossible, though they
applauded the effort the revenue service
was making to take food to the stranded
whalers.

Tim Banning was off today. In a few
days Surgeon Newton, with a big party
and numerous sleds, would leave the same
post, to meet Tim at some vague point in
the North—storms and accidents of the
trail permitting. It was little wonder, Tim
decided, that the spectators were dubious.

A malemute dog stalked from the shad-
ows of a cabin and made a sudden rush
at the deer, just missing its throat with
its gleaming fangs. Tim jumped onto the
sled as the deer broke it clear. The click-
ing, flying hoofs, pelted Tim with balls of
ice and frozen sod. “That’s another thing
I forgot to warn you about,” the com-
mander yelled. “Be careful dogs and wolves
don’t stampede your deer.”

“And how many more things should I
be warned about,” Tim thought as he
hung on. The post dropped rapidly be-
hind. He didn’t look back as they waved
farewells; he was too busy with the sled.

LD KING COLE presently slowed

down to an easy, tireless jog that ate
up miles of frozen sea. The wind blew
keen and sharp from the northeast as if it
were trying to hold him back with a myr-
iad of invisible hands.

The length of each day’s travel—in
the days that followed—was measured by
his own strength. It was something that
must be spread over vast distances, and
not used up in a sudden burst of en-
thusiasm for the duty he faced. And while
he conserved his strength at Old King
Cole’s expense, riding as much as possi-
ble, it was also colder traveling than run-
ning beside a dog sled. Each night he

tethered the reindeer near camp, using a
line of sufficient length to permit him to
gather moss.

There was a monotony to it all that
attacked a man’s morale, Each day it was
the same—wind-swept tundra, gaunt
ridges and stretches of sea ice. He felt
like a rat in a tread-mill—fighting tire-
lessly, yet making rno progress.

Late one night he rounded a small cape
and for a moment the wind slackened. An
odd calmness lay on the land. He glanced
toward an inlet that looked as if a deep-
ly driven ice wedge had forced it apart.
Tim stopped abruptly and sniffed. “Wood
smoke!” he exclaimed. “Somebody’s ‘built
a fire of driftwood.”

There is nothing exactly like the smoke
of burning wood that has been impreg-
nated with salt water. It carries a dis-
tinctive tang and conjures pictures of ex-
posed flats, shattersd hulls and scurrying
crabs. .

A campfire, glowing like a ruby on an
ermine cape, lay at the head of the inlet.
Tim turned the deer and approached,
whip ready to lash off any attack by dogs.
He heard their eerie howls; then as a
vagrant breeze carried the deer scent, their
howls changed to eager snarls.

He presently made them out—male-
mutes securely chained to a driftwood log.
“Hello!” Tim yelled.

A sleeping bag stirred and a head ap-
peared. “Hello, T'm,” a familiar voice
answered, “I've been expecting you’d show
up soon.”

“Mary Ridley!” Tim exclaimed. “What
in the hell are you doing up here?”

“Is that any way to talk to a lady?”
the girl demanded, She snuggled deeper
into her sleeping bag, until her dark eyes
were visible.

“A lady’s got no business up here in the
dead of winter, or any other time,” he
stormed.

“Surprised?” she asked. There was a
note of sarcasm in her voice, and perhaps
something suggesting a challenge.

“I shouldn’t be,” he admitted. “The
college roommate vou were supposed to
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visit in Victoria, Nora, passed us as we
were coming north. Some suggested she
was on a shakedown cruise. But I argued
that the Ridleys didn’t shake / down
whalers that way. I hac an idea the Nora
might have landed you on the north shore
of Norton Sound. Ther as I heard noth-
ing of a strange girl mushing in these parts
I concluded the ice had beaten the Nora
back’ and you were still aboard.”

“You should have seen the Nora handle
herself in the ice, Tim,” the girl said with
enthusiasm. “She’s a much finer ship than
even your Audacious.”

“What are your plans?”’ he asked
bluntly, “That’s an official question,
Mary.”

“I’M going to Point Barrow to look
after the Ridley interests,” she quietly
informed him. “I had zn idea you would
be along soon. I thought it would be nice
if we traveled together. [’ll break my share
of the trail, and that is much more sensi-
ble than two people each breaking a sepa-
rate trail, don’t you thirk?”

“I might have passed you,” he sug-
gested. 5

“Each morning I've examined the coun-
try to make certain you didn’t pass in the
night,” she explained. “Now, Tim,” she
continued in a determined voice, “let’s
not have a lot of silly talk about the
North being no place for a girl. Please
don’t swell up your chest, pop the but-
tons off your uniform and try to exert
the authority you -probably have, because
I’'m going to Point Barrow. As your dear
Uncle Phineas would say—all hell can’t
stop me.” :

Her jaw set stubboraly.

That was typical of the girl. She knew
a showdown of some sort must be met and
overcome, and she decided to get it over
with. When he didn’t answer, she added,
“You know my brother Bill never has
taken the interest in the management of
the company that I have. I should have
been a boy. But as I turned out to be a
girl I'll have to make the best of it. And
so will everyone else, including you.”

He grinned down at her, ignoring the
argument. ‘You appear to have everything
all planned out,” he said. “I’ll be getting
under way, again. The importance of my
duty allows no time for pleasant chats.
Goodbye, Mary.” ;

“Tim Banning!” she said sharply, “You
aren’t fooling me. You know I won’t
turn back, and you’ve thought up some
scheme.”

“My orders are very elastic,” he an-
swered with a grin, “I am to overcome
each obstacle in my own way as it is
faced.” He tapped his breast. “I still
have your letter to your brother, which
I hope to deliver personally. A neat little
device, I might say, to trick me into be-
lieving you had no thought of going
north.”

Their glances met angrily.

“That should be a warning, Tim, that
my deceitful little head is full of little
devices, as you call them. When a girl’s
back is to the wall, she is forced to think
fast.”

He waved, returned to the sled, and
headed once more toward Cape Prince Of
Wales. “She’s going to be an infernal
nuisance,” he growled. Then he swore with
feeling.

He kept to the ice until nearly mid-
night, then turned ashore and pulled up
at a driftwood cabin. He had landed here
the previous summer in a routine visit
to isolated cabins. This was but one of
many scattered along the coast and occu-
pied occasionally by prospectors.

Snow had drifted half way up the door,
which was unlocked. He cleared away the
snow and entered. The cabin contained
two bunks, a stove, cooking utensils, tin
dishes, enough split driftwood to last
until spring and a stock of provisions.
“Thank the Lord for a good memory,”
Tim said, surveying the contents of the
room with approval. “This will do.”

Tim made no effort to turn in, but
enjoyed the warmth of the stove, and
a smoke. He had a pretty definite idea
the first hurdle of the Overland Expedi-
tion was at hand.
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Two hours passed before he heard sled
runners scraping over the snow. A dog
team halted near the door and Tim went
out. “Here I am, Tim,” Mary said quietly.
“You might as well realize you can’t rid
yourself of me.”

“Pretty determined, aren’t you? We'll
settle this matter in the morning. I'll help
you unharness.” He .carried the various
packs on her sled inside, secured the dogs
in the usual Northern manner—chaining
them a sufficient distance apart to prevent
fighting—and then indicated the lower
bunk. “You might as well turn in and fin-
ish your night’s sleep,” he suggested.

He spread his sleeping bag on the top
bunk and crawled in. Five minutes later
she heard him sleeping soundly. It was
rather exasperating, she decided. She
would have been easier if he had worried
somewhat over her presence.

CHAPTER VI

WHITE DREAM

IM BANNING was getting breakfast

when Mary Ridley awakened.
“What’re you doing up at this terrible
hour?” she asked.

“I've got to put thirty miles behind
me today,” he informed her. “Breakfast
is ready.”

They sparred with their eyes as they
ate. “Now listen, Mary,” he said when
they had finished, “I don’t want to get
unpleasant with you. The truth is if you
trail me you’ll hamper my movements. I
can’t leave you stranded somewhere along
the trail in this wild country. If you should
happen to be injured—and there’s plenty
of chance that will happen—then you’ll
be a burden. It isn’t fair to the three hun-
dred odd whalers—many of them your
men—at Barrow. I'm asking you to re-
main here until you can be sent back to
St. Michael.”

“I’ve been in the North, off and on, all
my life,” she replied. “I think I can take
care of myself. If not, I’'m asking no more
consideration than you would give a man.
But Ridley whalers are stranded at Bar-

row, the Ridley fortune is involved. I'm
going along.”

“You’re not,” he said sharply. “As a
Revenue Service officer I order you to
remain.”

She regarded him with cold contempt.
“Well, that’s one way of putting a business
rival at a disadvartage,” she suggested.

“You know better than that!” he roared.
“T’ll play no favorites on this expedition.”

She studied himi a moment, her eyes
smiling. Then she said quickly, “I do
know better, Tim. That was unfair and
I'm sorry.”

He nodded grudgingly, hardly knowing
whether she was shooting square now,
or trying a different method of gaining
her point. “Then wyou are staying here?”
he asked bluntly.

“No. I'm going to Barrow,” she de-
clared.

She glared at him defiantly.

He drew in a deep breath and uncon-
sciously squared his shoulders. He began
emptying the contents of her packs onto
the floor. “What’rz you doing?” she de-
manded.

“I am exercising my right to confiscate
any supplies I find that are necessary to
the success of the Overland Expedition,”
he explained. “I’ll need your sled, of
course, to carry the extra weight. But
you may keep your dogs. They might an-
noy Old King Cole.”

“You are deliberately stranding me
here,” she panted. “You beast!” Mary
jumped half the length of the room, caught
Tim off balance and knocked him to the
floor. She landed on top, striking him with
her fists, One blow struck him squarely
in the eye and several stars seemed to ex-
plode. :

He heard her lzugh.

He brushed her off with a sweep of his
arm. “You little hell-cat!” he growled. He
got to his knees, warded off a second at-
tack, then picked ter up bodily and tossed
her onto the bunk. He tied her hand
and foot, then sat down to catch his
breath. “You can fume all you want to
but it’ll do no good,” he informed her.
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Tim searched her outfit, appropriating
~ such items as he could actually use. He
made them up into a neat pack and lashed
the pack onto his sled. “T’ll give you a
receipt for this,” he said, “and in due time
you’ll be paid. I don’t know, offhand,
what the penalty is for a young lady at-
tacking a Federal officer under these cir-
cumstances, but it is pretty stiff. We’ll
let that pass, however.”

“I insist on paying the penalty,” she
shouted, “even if it’s 10 be hanged from
the yardarm of your old revenue cutter.”

“In an hour or so,” he continued, “you
can work yourself free ¢f your bonds. With
fuel and food you should be quite com-
fortable until you can be taken out of the
country.” He carried his own outfit to the
sled, hitched the reindeer onto the front
end and attached the dog sled to the
back. Then he looked into the cabin once
more.

“Goodbye, Miss Ridley,” he said, giving
her a smart salute.

There was a promise¢ of future trouble
in her blazing eyes—and lots of it.

“What a fine old rumpus this will create
when it’s known in th2 States,” Tim re-
flected. “I can see the newspaper ac-
counts: ‘Revenue Cutter officer binds girl
business rival and leaves her in remote
Arctic cabin!” Wow! Men have been
lynched for less than that.”

LD King Cole showed little relish to
proceed as they left the shelter of
the inlet and faced a blast howling out
of the north. Tim couldn’t see more than
fifty yards ahead of the deer. After the

second hour the storm closed in and there

were moments when the deer’s head wasn’t
visible. The cold ate ceep and by every
rule of the trail he should have hunted
cover, But the margin between life and
death of many men might be measured in
days or even hours and Tim doggedly
pushed on.

It settled down now %o a battle between
Tim and the biting blast of the storm,
with Old King Cole cn the side of the
clements.

Running wasn’t pleasant, but riding the
sled was worse, so he ran much of the
time. Alertness gave way to mechanical
plodding, There were times when it looked
as if the deer might quit. Suddenly Old
King Cole bounded to the left and then
lurched ahead. Tim lost his grasp on the
sled and sprawled in the snow. He jumped
up, all too aware of what this might
mean. _

The sled was just vanishing. He yelled
at the deer, hoping to calm him, won-
dering what could have caused his panic.
Tim drove himself furiously, in pursuit,
momentarily expecting the deer to slow
down. As a rule the sudden starts were
confined to the early morning when the
animals were fresh.

The tracks became vague and disap-
peared altogether. Tim stopped. Food,
sleeping bag, in fact everything he pos-
sessed except the clothes he stood in,
were on that sled. He knew the Arctic—
knew that aimless wandering invariably
ended in exhaustion and death by the
cold. He remembered Old King Cole
had bolted at a point where a ridge partly
broke the force of the gale. He decided
to hole in there and wait for the storm to
break. When landmarks were visible, he
could make his way back to the cabin
and face Mary Ridley’s biting amazement.

It was certainly not a comforting
thought. He grinned ruefully.

“She’ll rub it into me, plenty,” he re-
flected. “Hello, that looks like a drifted
over sled track!” Tim saw two straight,
faintly defined depressions running paral-
lel. The depressions intersected the depres-
sions left by his own sled. Only the ridge,
breaking the driving snow, prevented the
runner marks from being entirely cov-
ered. -

Patiently, methodically he followed the
sled tracks to a point where a boulder
caught the snow and left them clear,
Someone driving a dog team was traveling

-north also, and traveling light. But who

would be traveling light at that time of
the year? Who would be traveling north
at all? It looked suspicious. Apparently
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Old King Cole had caught the dog scent
and bolted before the dogs ever scented
him,

Tim eliminated Mary at once. She didn’t
have a sled and for all her hurry she
wouldn’t be traveling light. But something
might have happened to Newton, and
this might be his messenger trying to over-
take Tim.

Then Tim promptly eliminated that pos-
sibility. The strange musher, whoever he
was, could not have missed the tracks the
reindeer and sled left. A glance would
have told him they were but a few min-
utes old. Ordinary trail courtesy, if not
downright curiosity, should have prompted
the musher to overtake Tim and exchange
a few words, Yet the man had gone on
in the teeth of the the worst storm Tim
had ever faced.

Tim crouched in the partial shelter of an
overhanging rock and watched the snow
slowly pile up around him, Whenever it
threatened te cover him, he stood up and
kicked the drifts away. He lost track of
time. Frost is insidious, patient. It lulls
even the experienced victim into a sense
of false security and even of comfort.

Tom’s head dropped forward on his’

chest; the insistent dancing of frost fingers
in his brain had dulled the edge of his
vigilance. The necessity of keeping awake
no longer seemed important. Nothing
seemed important. His will relaxed and he
drifted into a blank white world that had
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no geography at all.

He dozed and saw a tropical pool and
bronzed, naked maidens swimming lazily
about. The pool vanished and he saw a
mighty temple, with row on row of col-
umns cut from white marble. Or was it ice?
Yes, that was it—-an ice temple.

There was a girl, too, dressed in furs.
Tim noticed details—a caribou skin parka,
with a wolverine fur facing; trousers of
caribou skin and mukluks or skin boots.
She knew how to dress for the North, Tim
thought; then the parka hood feel back
and he saw Mary Ridley’s face. Her eyes
were lively with amusement.

Someone was jingling bells—the rhyth-
mic sound of sleigh bells attached to a
running person or animal. They grew loud-
er and louder, then faded as they passed
on. Mary disappeared, the ice temple van-

. ished and Tim Banning opened his eyes.

The strength of the storm had increased.
There was an eerie, high-pitched scream
to the wind. But semehow Tim didn’t care:
didn’t care if it did stretch a white blanket
from the Arctic Ocean to the Alaskan Gulf
and completely covered the stranded whal-
ers as well as himself

Nothing mattered. . . .

Then suddenly Tim aroused hlmse]
and fought off the icy fog enveloping his
brain. And he knew that he did care.
But the storm, scorning all, roared on,
spreading its blanket from the Arctic to
the Gulf.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.

Kidneys Must Remove

Excess Acids

Heip 195 Miles of Kidney Tubes Flush Out Poisonous Waste

If you have an excess of acids in your blood,
your 15 miles of kidney tubes may be over-
worked. These tiny filters and tubes are work-
ing day and night to help Nature rid your sys-
tem of excess acids and poisonous waste.

When disorder of kidney function permits
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains,
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up
nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head-

aches and dizziness. JTrequent or scanty pas-
sages with smarting and burning sometimes
shows there is something wrong with your kid-
neys or bladder.

Kidneys may need help the same as bowels,
so 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.

(ADV.)
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Senor Flatfoot

By CORNELL WOOLRICH

Author of “The Eye of Doom,” “Wild Bill Hiccup,” etc.

Explosive and devious is the course of Latin-American politics—but not with-
out fascination. Today’s lesson includes a géneral with a failing for wrist-
watches; another general who added one and one to get approximately five; a

non-com who preferred Marx to local

history; and a girl who should have been

labeled TNT

1

'ROURKE was enjoying a gin-and-
O lime under the arcade fronting

the Plaza when the government
changed on him. Or around him, whichever
way you care to put it.

O’Rourke kept right on being good
Manhattan, but Zacamoras did a flip-up
from Federalista to Liberalista at one
past five in the afternoon. By ten after
it was all over.

A shot at the edge of the town was ths
signai. Then there were a lot more. Sput-
sput-sput-sput. O Rourke stayed where
he was, lit another blistering native cig-
arette, and wondered what the boys back
0.. Centre Street were doing just then.

A handful of men ir dusty yellow
khaki came backing slowly into the Plaza,
occasionally raising antiquated Mausers
tc their shoulders and letting fly. This
was the local garrison in retreat.

Other shots, from the outskirts, came

26
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back in answer. That was the oncoming
Feds, or maybe it was the Libs; O’Rourke
should know the difference.

This banging kept up questioningly for
. moment or two longer, after the local
defenders had moved out. Getting no
answer, it broke off; there was a trium-
phant rebel yell, and a bevy of horsemen
in cartwheel sombreros came clattering
into the Plaza, wheeling and rearing their
mounts in approved Wild West fashion.

After them, amid app-opriate “vivas/,”
throwing-up of sombrercs, and sky-shots,
a Model T Ford arrived. From it descend-

The general was raging, ready to shoot

anyone, when the Pascals were thrust

into his rcom. Luisa’s eyes met
O’Rourke’s briefly

ed the dreaded General Inocencia Escobar
and his equally dreaded half-brother Ange-
lito, “liberators of the people.”

Their given names, from what O’Rourke
had gathered, were slightly misleading.
They were said to be bad medicine. To
his experienced eye they were just a pair
of micky finns with no takers; he’d
handled tougher guys every day of his
life.

They stalked in and promptly turned
O’Rourke’s hotel into their revolutionary
headquarters. When he went ir himself
later, he found them dining in state in
tu. middle of the patio, with assorted
underlings and soldierettes, at a long table
made up of a lot of little tables pushed
together.

Which meant O’Rourke had to do with-
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out supper or eat it in his lap. He didn’t
mind; he was getting sick of rice and
beans by now anyway. He’d often won-
dereq, since he’d been here, who was
taking the most punishment: the wanted
killer he’d come down after, who was
laid up in the hospital with typhoid, or
himself, -forced to louse around outside
waiting for him to get. well enough to
travel.

E yawned and made the mistake of

hitching up his cuff and looking at
his wristwatch. An honor guard of two
was promptly sent to bring him over.
The generals had never seen a wristwatch
before. O’Rourke accommodatingly took
it off for them. There were t30 many
automatics lying beside the knives and
forks for him to be selfish about it.

Inocencia tried it on first. Then Angel-
ito tried it on. Then it went ali around
the table from wrist to wrist, until it got
back to Inocencia again. By that time
O'Rourke wasn’t sure he wanted to put
it on again, without first dipping the
strap in carbolic acid or something.

“T’ll buy,” glared the general. ‘“How
much?” His expression indicated it
wouldn’t have been tactful to refuse to
do business.

Q’Rourke didn’t mind. You didn’t need
a watch in Zacamoras as much as in New
York; there was no place to go. He named
a good stiff price.

The general didn’t balk. He thumbed
over an adjutant or quartermaster of
some kind. “Pay him, Pablito,” he or-
derea. The quartermaster whispered some-
thing in his ear.

The general looked unconcerned. “No?”
he said. “Well, levy a contribution on the
town, to replenish our war chest. Get
hold of the alcalde and hold him as a
hostage until he digs it up.”
~ The mayor was going to be the fall
guy. Inocencia turned back to O’Rourke
again. “I’ll give you an 10U, until our
campaigr funds have caught up with us.”

“That’ll be as good as gold,” said
O’Rourke caustically.

“You bet,” agreed the general, quite
without guile.

* The quartermaster presented a voucher
and he duly made his mark, an x, at the
bottom of it.

“Mind if T ask you a question?”
O’Rourke said with a straight face. “How
does one tell the difference between your
own signature and that of the other gen-
eral, here?”

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Escobar blandly.
“Mine goes up and down, like this:--.
His goes from side to side, like this:X.”

“You military men think of every-
thing,” said O’Rourke with mock admira-
tion. :

He went back to where he’d been sit-
ting and waited to see what would happen
next. A cowering old man was thrust for-
ward between two soldiers. “You the
alcalde?” glowered Inocencia.

“The ex-alcalde,” corrected his half-.
brother. “We’ll appoint one of our own
tomorrow.”

There was a whispered consultation.
Then one of the two generals pointed a
menacing finger at the quailing official
before him. “We assess you ten thousand
pesos for support of the cause. And it’s
got to be in by nine tomorrow morning.”

“There isn’t that much in the whole
town!”” wailed the victim.

“That’s your tough luck. You're going
to stay in jail until that money’s in.”

“But I'm an cld man, I'm not' well.”

“We’ll cure you. Take him away and
lock him up, Pablito.”

The terrified alcalde was trundled off,
still protesting. “It always works,” the
general told his associates, with a pon-
derous wink. They all had a good belly
laugh over it.

O’Rourke considered it pretty poor
sport, but it was no skin off his nose. He
was out of jurisdiction here. Just the
same he wouldn't have minded having
one or two of them,—especially that
quartermaster, Pablito—alone with him
in the basement of a nice out-of-the-way
Jamaica station house for a half-hour
workout.
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E checked upstairs around ten or so.

But if he thought he was going to

get any sleep, he didn’t know his revolu-

tions, One of the two gerierals— Inocencia,

the one who had chiseled his wristwatch—

requisitioned a large room a few doors

down from his own, a: the end of the
same corridor. :

Both rooms gave onto a long outside gal-
lery or balcony, which ran around the en-
tire face of the building at second-story
height. The other general had apparently
chosen quarters in the opposite wing; he
didn’t show up.

A sentry was posted outside the door,
not so much for protection as to add a
touch of swank; and from then on the
amount 6f noise that went on in there
made O’Rourke think the whole army
must be bivouacked inside. But it was
evidently only the generel and a few choice
staff-members having a nightcap to cele-
brate the afternoon’s victory. It finally tap-
ered off and the silence of tropic night de-
scended on Zacamoras.

Then just as he was dozing off under
_his mosquito netting, a feather-light tap
came on his own door. He knew to begin
with it must be a mistake; he didn’t know
a soul in town except that guy in the
hospital, and he had a Jeg-chain fastening
him to his cot.

1t didn’t improve his temper any. He-

“started to talk to himself in a seething
undertone, while he swung his feet to
the floor and battled lengths of mosquito
netting.

“They make me eat my meal on the
cuff, they take my watch, they keep me
awake half the night with their racket—
and then their dates show up at my door
by mistake!”

He knew it must be 2 woman; no man
would have tapped so daintily. He got
into his pants, strode over to the door
barefooted, swung it back, and glared.

“No ice today, lady,” he barked. Then
he scotched it quick, and felt like a fool.

The gir! before him wasn’t anybody’s
date, least of all a revolutionary general’s.
She wasn’t more than nineteen. Her skin

had the camelia-like whiteness that comes
from seldom being exposed to the sun. It
made her eyes seem twice as dark as
they were, which made them four times
darker than he’d ever known eyes could
be. :

She was all in black, with a lace shawl
hooded around her head, one end of it
drawn across her mouth in semi-Orien-
tal fashion. A small jet cross peering from
her breast was her only ornament. -

She drew back a startled step before
his outburst. “Oh,—I’'m so sorry, sesnor.
I’'m looking for this general Escobar.” The
way she said it made the ‘“general” a
discourtesy title, rather than anything
else.

“Up there where that sentry—” he
started to say. Then he saw the reason
for her loss of bearings. The sentry had
momentarily deserted his post, presum-
ably to hoist a quick one down in the
patio. “That end door up there,” he ex-
plained.

" Y E stood there a moment looking after
her. She was moving down the tiled
corridor with such obvious trepidation,
that he couldn’t resist asking: “Pardon
me, senorita, but—did you come here
alone?” : ,

Her dark eyes grew larger as she turned
her head, as if he were only naming her
own fears. “I had te. There was no one I
could bring with me.”

“Well, excuse me for butting in; but
are you sure you want to go in-there by
yourself.”

“I have to. You see, my father—”

“Oh, the alcalde. Yes, 1 watched that.”

“He has a weak heart. I’'m afraid the
excitement and fright alone are enough
to—We are raising the money. My bro-
ther is out getting it right now. I have
come to intercede for him with the gen-
eral.”

“I know, but he’s probably had a few
drinks by now; see what I mean?”

She moistened her lips nervously. “I
have a knife with me.” It was evidently
concealed in her dress.
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“Want me to go in with you? Be only
too glad to.”

“Thank you, sesior, but it is better if
I go alone. People of his breed think that
to show generosity is a sign of weakness.
In the presence of a third person he is
likely to make it a point to be relentless.
It is only if I can see him alone that I
have any chance of winning him over.
That is why I came even without my
brother’s knowledge.”

O’Rourke had to admit there might be
something to what she said.

“Call out if you need me,” he suggested
crisply. :

The truant sentry reappeared just then,

wiping his mouth along his sleeve. “Ask -

your general if a lady may come in and
speak to him,” O’Rourke heard her mur-
mur tremulously. °

The sentry came out again, said: “Sure,
any time—day or night.” There was a
leer in it if O’Rourke had ever heard one.
The door at the upper end of the passage-
way closed. O’Rourke closed his own
door. He didn’t get back under the net-
ting, but decided he’d wait up until he
heard her come out again. He lit a cig-
arette, to take the place of the netting
while he waited.

The payoff came in no time at all. She’d
been in there hardly five minutes than
a short, swift scream came winging up in
the silence. It sounded more indignant
than terrified.

O’Rourke jumped, took a hitch in his
belt, and started for his own door. Before
he could get to it, he heard her come out-
side on the balcony that ran past both
rooms. “Will you let me leave?” she said
sharply.

O’Rourke. turned and went out that
way instead. She was alone out there,
groping her way toward O’Rourke’s room.
A swath of yellow light behind her
placed the general’s room. He hadn’t
come out after her; evidently couldn’t
make the window embrasure, wide as it
was, without a compass. She ran the few
remaining steps toward O’Rourke with
delighted relief.

“So he got out of line, huh?” he said
gruffly.

“He’s hopelessly drunk in there, and
to make matters worse I find that the
entire sum has already been raised and
delivered to him by my brother and our
friends, so I sought him out for nothing.
He showed it to me in there.

“Now he still refuses to release my
father. Need you ask what the new con-
ditions ‘are? He pulled the knife out of
my hand like a stick of candy when I
drew it to make him keep his distance.
I left it in there with him.”

“I think I'll go in and have a word with
him,” O’Rourke growled. truculently.

She edged hira back into the room be-
fore her. “No, con’t seior. You will only
antagonize him, and then we will never
secure my father’s release. Come inside
before he sees us.”

“But he’s coming after you now.” A
surreptitious footfall sounded on the bal-
cony floor; vine leaves rustled as if some-
body had brushed into them, then there
was silence. “I’ll quiet him down for the
night,” O’Rourke promised grimly.

Again she forestalled him. “Please! It
will only make matters worse. The best
thing is for me to leave quietly by the
door of your room.”

He opened it and looked out. The am-
bulating sentry had again gone off look-
ing for liquid refreshment. O’Rourke
signaled to her that the coast was clear.
“Let me take you as far as your door.
The town’s full of soldiers.”

“No, it is not far. I will be all right.
Thank you for your kindness, sesior.”
She started to tiptoe down the passage
to avoid bringing the general out.

2

UDDENLY the bottom of her dress
flared like a hoopskirt and she had
darted back and fled inside his deorway
again. “My brother!” she whispered. “I
recognized him on the stairs just now.
He must be coraing to find out why the
release wasn’t granted.”
O’Rourke mctioned her behind ' him,
narrowed his door, peered watchfully
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through the crack. The man he saw was
little more than a boy himself, with the
~girl’s same fairness of skin.
~ O'Rourke saw him go up to the gen-
_eral’s door, knuckle it lightly. The an-
swer from inside was too low for O’Rourke
- to catch. He saw him try the knob, step
in, and close the door behind him.

The girl brushed by C’Rourke, flashed
him a look of thanks; there was a flurry
of black skirts and filmy shawl, and she
had vanished around tae turn of the
passage leading to the stairs.

O’Rourke kept watch to find out what

Iluck her brother would have with the
general. Young Pascal came out back-
wards, inside of five minutes. He closed
the door and stood there for a moment,
his face ghostly.

O’Rourke could see both his wrists
shaking slightly as he held up something
between them. It was a small oblong of
paper, somewhat resembling the 10U the
general had given O’Rourke earlier in the
_evening. O’'Rourke guessed that it must be
the order for the elder Pascal’s release.

The boy hastily pocketed it, looked
warily about him, then oved off in the
same direction his sister had taken, try-
ing to step as soundlessly as possible.
One o’clock tolled dismally from the bel-
iry of the venerable church.

O’Rourke closed his cloor and turned
back ito his room for the last time that
night. “Heavy traffic,” he grunted.

1I

COMMOTION in the hall roused

him sometime after daybreak. First

he thought the opposition must have coun-

terattacked; but there was no gunfire—

only a constant stomping back and forth

of many feet, and a welter of jabbering
voices.

Someone—it sounded like one of the

two generals—was sputtering rapid-fire

orders and imprecations right and left. "

“I will burn the town to the ground! I

will shoot every able-bodied man! Who

was in there last?”

“A girl, I think it was the old alcalde’s
daughter.”

“Take a squad and get over there fast.
If they’ve gone already, go after them.
They’ll head for the front lines, try to
get through to the other side. But they’ve
got to go on foot; we commandeered every
horse in the place ourselves last night.
Don’t come back without them, com-
prende? They’ll pay for this!”

O’Rourke finished his dressing fast, to
get out there and learn just what the
thing was. He came barging out still
spinning the ends of his necktie around
in a loop. “What’s the matter, General?”

It was the one who hadn’t taken his
wristwatch—Angelito. “My brother has
been foully murdered in the middle of the
night!” he boomed, too excited to re-
call that, technically, it was none of
O’Rourke’s business and he had no right
asking questions. He pointed dramatically
to the open doorway behind him. “Come
in and see for yourself.”

O’Rourke did, without waiting to be
asked twice. The general lay sprawled
inertly across his bed, one leg trailing
down to the floor as if he had started to
rear up when it happened.

The mother-of-pearl haft of a small
but malignant dagger sat like a valve
directly over his heart. It had been
driven in up. to the guard. His arms had
flopped wide at the instant of death,
palms up. They more than spanned the
bed, for he had a good reach.

A neat little tortoise-shell scabbard lay
on the floor close by. On it, in silver, was
the initial P, in a wreath.

O’Rourke was thinking of the girl as
he picked it up, tapped it thoughtfully
across his pulse. “Want me to work on
it for you?” he hazarded.

“Work on it? What for? I can work on
it myself.” The general, misunderstand-
ing, reached down toward the corpse,
wrenched, and the knife came up.

“There, what was hard about that?”
he said, and carefully proceeded to wipe
both handle and blade on a corner of
the bedding. But then there weren’t anv
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facilities for handling prints down here
anyway, O’'Rourke reminded himself after
his first moment of consternation.
He tried again. “I’'m a detective. You
know what a detective is, don’t you?”
“No. What’s a detective?”

% OOK,” explained O’Rourke patient-

ly. “In my country we have people
killed like that too. We have special men
to find out' who did it. I'm one of them.
Why don’t you let me find out who did
2

“But we already know that, we don’t
have to find out. The alcalde’s daughter,
that Pascal girl, did it. The sentry saw
her come in here last night.”

O’Rourke thumbed the sentry dispar-
agingly. “Can he tell you what time it
happened? 7/ can, and I wasn’t even in
here at all. It happened at ten past one.”

The general made a rubber tire out of
his lower lip. “How do you know?”

Which was just what he’d wanted them
to ask. All this was by way of buildup,
to get the job. He picked up the corpse’s
right arm, held it aloft, pointed to the
wrist. A couple of little glistening shards
trickled down inside the sleeve.

“What do the hands say? One and two.
His arms flopped wide as the knife went
in. One of them went a little too far
over the side, hit the edge of the bed-
board down there smack across the face
of the watch, shattered the crystal. It
stopped dead on the minute, at the in-
stant of attack. Now do you see what a
detective is?”

It went over big. A hum of admiration
went up. It might have been elementary
in Elmhurst or Elmira: down here it
was black magic. O’Rourke cashed in
while the cashing was good. “How about
it? Will you let me handle it for you?”

“Can you do it as quick as that?”

“Not exactly, but what’s the rush? I
thought you people were never in a
hurry down here?”

“But I want to shoot someone right
today for killing my brother,” the general
explained reasonably.

“Do you want to shoot someone and
then find out later you shot the wrong
person?”’

“No-0,” admitted the general, but with
an air of merely splitting hairs.

“Then just give me time, and you can
shoot to your heart’s content.” Multiple
feet were coming back along the passage-
way outside. Rifle butts cracked to the
floor. Luisa Pascal and her brother were
thrust into the room. The boy’s hands
were bound behind his back; the girl’s
had been left free.

Her eyes met O’Rourke’s briefly, but she
gave no sign of ever having seen him be-
fore.

“We stopped them halfway to the oppo-
sition’s outposts,” gloated the subaltern
who'd been sent out after them. ‘They’d
gotten a lift in a burro cart driven by an
old Indian woman who was gathering
maguey leaves. 'We let her go on after we
pulled them out of it.”

“Where’s the old man?”

“He wasn’t with them; must be hiding
back here in town.” The girl and her
brother exchanged a complacent look.

Escobar raised clenched fists high over
his head in exasperation. “You fools! He
must have been the old woman with a
reboso covering his head. You let him slip
through your fingers! I ought to—”

So the kids nhad sacrificed themselves
for the father. More power to them,/
thought O’Rourke. He felt more than ever
like giving them a helping hand.

But all sentimentality aside, the deter-
mining factor was that he didn’t believe
either one of thern had done it. One o’clock
had struck as young Pascal tiptoed out of
the room. The girl had left even a minute
or tworsooner. The general had lived until
ten after.

He was watching them closely. Their
present actions showed that neither one of
them had known until now that the general
was dead. The girl gave a start; her gaze
traveled speculatively to her brother, then
she closed her eyes fearfully.

The boy lookad at the pearl-handled
knife, his face paled with recognition; then

1 A3
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- his glance sought out his sister’s face in
turn. “I did it,” he muttered doggedly
all at once,.

The girl tilted her head defiantly. “No,
I was the one who did it.”

Each thought the other guilty; each was
trying to save the other. O’Rourke had
stopped thinking they were cute by now,
was scowling at them. They were only
gumming up the works.

“I want to talk to the suspects alone for
a minute, before we go any further,” he
told the general. “It’s always done in my
country. You can stay here in the room; I'll
just take them over in the corner one at
a time.”

He tackled the girl first. “He didn’t do
it. The church bell struck one when he
came out, and the general didn’t die until
one-ten. The watch on his wrist fixes that.
I know you didn’t either; I don’t have to
ask that.”

“No, he was still ahve when 1 escaped
through the window. But if they try to
shoot Ricardo for it, then T will say I
did it.” -

“If I promise to do everything in my
power to save your brother, will you agree
to keep quiet from now on? It’s going to
be tough enough as it is.”

She bowed her head.

“I place myself in your hands, senior,”
she murmured submissively.

. . . Then to the brother:
ter didn’t do it.”

“But it is a knife that used to belong
to my father,” breathed the boy fearfully.
“I recognize it, and I didn’t bring it here,
so she must have.”

“She did go to the general last night,
bringing the knife for protection; he took
it from her and it stayed in there with him.
Answer me one thing: was he dead yet
when you went in there?”

“No, he was ’snoring
mouth.”

“Well, she left before you did. I was the
means of helping her to evade him, so I
ought to know what I'm talking about.
Now are you convinced? Will you quit
balling things up? As for that spiked release

2 A3

“Your sis-

through his

you signed yourself in there, did you put
his full name to it?”

{(Yes »

“He couldn’t sign his name, so we can’t
use it as proof he was still alive when you
left. On the contrary, it will count heavily
against you; but maybe I can get hold of
it and destroy it. Now for the present I
can keep only one of you out of jail. So
we’d better make it your sister.”

“Naturally,” agreed Pascal.

O’Rourke turned to the general. “They
didn’t both do it.”

“Why not?”

“Because there’s only one knife.” |

Another of those buzzes of amazed agree-
ment went up. There was a lot of head-
wagging, animated gesturing. O’Rourke
hit while the iron was hot. “So hang onto
the man, and let the girl go back to her
house. You can always get hold of her
again if you change your mind.”

The general looked vaguely doubtful.

“A great general like you doesn’t have
young girls taken out and shot. Napoleon
never had women shot.” He didn’t like the
dead pan he got on this. “You've heard
of Napoleon, haven’t you?” he faltered.

“No. Who was he?” asked the general
interestedly.

O’Rourke took a deep breath. This re-
minded him of kindergarten. He tried
another means of approach. “Did you lose
one brother or two, General?”

Escobar glanced at the bier as if to
make sure. “One.”

“Then how many people should you exe-
cute for killing him?”

“All the people I can lay hands on,”
said the general hopefully.

“No. One murder, one execution. Two
murders, two executions.” He told it off
on his fingers to illustrate.

FIYHE general looked anything but con-

vinced, but he finally gave in, overaw-
ed by O’Rourke’s appalling mathematics.
“All right, throw him in jail and let her
go. I'll see how I feel after we shoot him.
If I'm still not satisfied, I can have her
taken out and shot after all 2
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O’Rourke didn’t argue that point yet.
He motioned to the girl to get out fast,
before they changed their minds. She
stopped a moment before him, whispered:
“You'll do what you can for Ricardo,
serior? T’ll burn a candle for you tonight.”

He felt like saying “Better make it
two; I'll need them.” He gave her an en-
couraging wink instead. Escobar sent a
couple of his men over with orders to stand
guard outside her house and see that she
didn’t try to get away.

The girl safely out of it, the remaining

. prisoner was hauled unceremoniously
from the room on his way to jail. The
dead general went next, and that cleared
the decks for action.

Down here there could be no question
of autopsies, photographs, print dusting,
chemical analyses, or any of the rest of
it. Burial had to be fairly fast because of
the climate, too.

In other words, O’Rourke had to work
from scratch; there wasn’t so much as a
tape measure or high-powered glass in
the whole town, It was, roughly, like work-
ing on an early nineteenth-century murder
case, with nothing more than your hands
and eyes and brains.

“You knew, General, that the assessment
on the city had already been turned in
to your brother before he met his death?”
he began, with a lot more assurance than
he felt.

Escobar scowled blackly. This was evi-
dently more of a sore point than the loss
of his relative. “Of course. And now it’s
gone. That murdering alcalde’s son stole it
at the same time he took my poor broth-
er’s life. It was undoubtedly under those
maguey leaves in the cart in which the
father made his getaway.”

“Excuse me, my General,” faltered the
subaltern nervously, “but we dumped out
all the leaves, and there wasn’t anything
hidden in the cart.” ;

The general scowled and appeared to
‘be still unconvinced. ‘

“Just who was present when it came
in?” resumed O’Rourke.

“All of us.”

III

O’ROURKE was remembering that
surreptitious football, accompanied
by a rustling of leaves, that he had heard
out on the balcony a moment after ad-
mitting the girl to his room.

It obviously hadn’t been the general
floundering after her in pursuit, as he had
thought at the time, or he would have
come all the way to O’Rourke’s window
himself. It hadn’: been any third party
leaving the room either, because she had
just left it herself and there had been no
one in there but the general.

That meant it must have been someone
entering, by clambering up one of the
balcony supports from below, using the
thick vine-tendrils that twined around
them for footrests. Not a very difficult
feat, in any case.

A moment after he had entered, Ricardo
had knocked on the door. The interrupted
intruder, who hadn’t counted on this, must
have retreated to the darkened balcony
once more, waited out there until he left,
and then re-entered.

But this time the general had roused
from his drunken torpor and had to be
swiftly silenced with that knife the girl
had left behind. With a sentry supposedly
within hearing the intruder couldn’t risk
using any other means.

The point was, if his theoretical recon-
struction was accurate, the murderer-to-be
had spent a good five minutes on the bal-
cony waiting for Ricardo to clear out of
the room.

O’Rourke strolled out there to look it
over. Practically the whole army had
been in and out of the bedroom by this
time, but as far as he knew no one had
been on the balcony since the night before.

It was floored in red tile. A cast-iron
railing loaded with vine leaves ran along
one side of it, the whitewashed plaster
wall of the hotel zlong the other side. A
couple of lazy bottle-flies were droning
about over the leaves. There must be cater-
pillars at work somewhere around too;
there seemed to be traces.




'SENOR FLATFOOT : 35

He bent closer, peering at the leaves,

handling them. He dropped down and
. went painstakingly over the tiled flooring,

picking up something here and there. Not
caterpillars; who ever heard of expectorat-
ing caterpillars?

He straightened up, strode back into the
room, blurted out: “Who chews leaves in
your army?”

Escobar looked insulted. “What do you
think we are, cows?”

“Don’t pass it off like that. There must
be somebody who does. You men have
been together throughout the entire cam-
paign. You’ve had a chance to notice each
other’s little traits and habits, day by day.
You ought to be able to answer that.”

The general scratched the middle of his
forehead. Then the baclk of his head. Then
the side. “Leaves? Leaves?” He groped.
“I don’t know about leaves, Sometimes
I’ve seen Pablito, that’s our quartermaster,
stand before me waitinz for orders with a
blade of grass between his teeth.”

» Someone else in the room nodded, said:
“That’s right. I was up in a tree with
him once, observing th2 enemy’s position,
and he kept pulling of’ leaves and chew-
ing them the whole time we were up there.”

O’Rourke opened his palm, showed them
little tattered fragments, almost like con-
fetti, he’d picked up or. the balcony floor.
They followed him outside; he pointed out
the ripped ends on som: of the leaves still
on the vine, jagged tears such as no insect
would have the strength to make.

They were all only in one small area,
just to one side of the general’s window
embrasure.

SCOBAR couldn’t see anything in it.

“That’s nothing,”’ he said. “He must

have been up here earlier, to apply for

a little furlough. He went home last night,
you know.”

“Did he apply for bis furlough out on
the balcony?” O’Rourke asked.

“No, he couldn’t have,” admitted the
general, kneading the back of his neck
perplexedly. “I just remembered, we hadn’t
found out how to open those windows yet.

You have to pull up that long rod that
goes into a socket in the floor. We all took
turns trying to kick them open. Finally
one of the waiters came up and showed us,
but that was long after.”

“What more do you want? Doesn’t that
show he came back later and climbed up
the outside? Those tattered leaves are
out on the balcony, not in here where he
and the rest of you were earlier. Pablito’s
your man.” - :

He saw he hadn’t convinced them. They
weren’t used to taking trivial things like
tattered leaves into account. Concrete
things like who had been in a room last
and whom a knife belonged to, were all
their minds were used to grasping. He kept
hammering away at them.

“Had the money been brought in be-
fore he left?”

“Yes. His horse was all saddled, but
he came up a minute to take a look at it
before starting.”

“And were the windows open by that
time?”

“Yes, the mozo had just finished show-
ing us how they worked.”

“So he knew the money was already up
here. And he knew he could get in through
the balcony, even if there was a sentry
outside the door. The rank and file didn’t
know anything about this money coming
in. And of your staff members who did,
who else is away on leave today?”

“Only him,” admitted Escobar unwil-
lingly. “You see, he came from around
here originally. His home town’s Tlaxeo,
just across the mountain, so naturally he

. wanted to go back and look up old friends

while we were campaigning this close by.”

“Yeah, sure,” said O’Rourke drily.

The general didn’t want to give in. “But
he left long before it happened,” he argued.
“The money was in here already by ten-
thirty, and that’s when he started out: You
said yourself my brother didn’t die until
one-ten.”

That lousy wristwatch gag, which had
made such a big splash in his favor in the
beginning, was now an obstacle. “How do
you know he didn’t hang around the out-
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skirts of town for the next few hours, then
come back again, probably on foot, when
you were all asleep?”

Escobar mulled this over broodingly,
Suddenly he came to a decision. “Well,
there’s an easy enough way to find out for
sure. It all depends on what time he show-
ed up in Tlaxco. It’s an all-night ride. If
he left here when he seemed to, at 10.30,
he’d get there by eight or nine in the
morning. But if he didn’t leave until you
say he did, past one, the earliest he could
get there would be noon. I know that road
well.”

He motioned forward one of the non-
coms, “Espinosa, take another man with
you, ride down to Tlaxco, and find out
what time he reached there. Don’t take
his word for it, ask others.”

O’Rourke said, “I’'m going to be the
other man he takes with him. I believe in
getting my evidence at first hand.”

“Can you ride?” the general asked
doubtfully. “It’s a ten-hour trip.”

“Sure I can ride, I used to be a mount-
ed cop on Lenox Avenue. How far away
is the place?” :

“About fifty miles.”

“Then why should it take that long?”

“Because you can’t go in a straight
line.” Escobar led him to the window.
“See that baldheaded mountain there,
standing straight up before you? El Pico
Pelado we call it. The top is bare rock, no
horse can get up over it. The trail has to
go all the way around the base to get
across to the other side. It more than
doubles the riding distance.”

“Pm still going,” muttered O’Rourke
doggedly. “I want your word, General, that
you won’t do anything to that Pascal kid
until I get back.”

“Why not?” The general shrugged ami-
ably. “If Pablito killed my brother and
stole the campaign funds, he’s the one
gets shot. I'll wait until I find out for
sure.”

HEY saddled the late general’s own
personal mount for O’'Rourke, and he
and this Espinosa started out at once.

The archaic Ford couldn’t be used because
the Tlaxco road narrowed in places to a
one-abreast defile, was impassable for any-
thing on wheels.

It felt good to he on a horse again—at
first anyway. The going was easy for a
while—just a wide dirt road out of the
town—although the dust was tough and
the sun was tougher.

Then it started to tilt little by little
in front “of them and narrow down, and
from then on it was a steady upgrade.
A small but rapid little stream suddenly
turned in from nowhere and ran down-
ward past them. ;

When they had progressed about a third
of the distance up the looming height be-
fore them, they came upon its source, a
slender but high-powered waterfall pour-
ing perpendicularly down from some hid-
den spring high up near the top. A small
amphitheater of large flat stones formed
a natural pool at its base.

The mountain, which until now had been
simply an inclined plane, thrust up verti-
cally before therr from this point on,
abrupt as a cliff. The road, blocked, swerv-
ed aside and started that long loop around
it the general had spoken of. It continued
to climb, but in a spiral, like a trackless
scenic railway—ard just about as nar-
row.

They dismounted by the foam-lathered
pool, watered their horses, filled their can-
teens, and smoked a cigarette apiece before
going on. “No more water until Tlaxco
now,” grunted Espinosa.

“Wonder = wherz it comes from?”
O’Rourke said, craning his neck. “There’s
no snow on top of the peak to feed it.”

Espinosa shrugged.

“Quién sabe? From inside somewhere.
They say the Aztecs had a 'mine drilled into
this mountain. Then when the Spaniards
came, they didn’t want them to find it; so
they prayed to the mountain ‘gods and—
fsht! Water started to pour out of the mine
bore, just like that. Foolishness!” he pro-
nounced contemptuously.-

“Don’t take much stock in local super-
stitions, eh?” O’Rourke suggested.




“Anything that isn’t in Marx’ Das
Capital, isn’t true,” was the somewhat
tartling answer he got on this,

They remounted and rode on. They had

o0 go single file now, and they had to cut
ut the galloping. The mountainside was
Imost perpendicular on one side of them,
nd a steadily lengthening drop down into
pace was on the other.
- They had left Zacamoras at ten that
norning. It was well after dark before
hey finally made Tlaxco. The place was
facamoras all over again—same plaza,
ame arcades, same church. They asked
irections and the house of Pablito’s mar-
ied sister was pointed out.

They knocked and an Indian woman
ame to the door, her hands all mealy
rom kneading tortillas,

“Pablito here?”

“My brother’s been down at the cantina
1l day.”

“We’d like to come in anc look around.”

She stepped readily aside. The bare-
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walled, dirt-floored rooms had nothing to
hide and nothing to reveal.

“When did he get here?”

“At daybreak.”

O’Rourke and his companion exchang-
ed a long look. “You lose,” Espinosa
finally murmured under his breath.

“I never know when to give up,” answer-
ed the American. “They’re all his relatives
in this house; they’d go to bat for him
anyway. Where’s his horse?” he asked the
woman.

“Out in back.”

He went out there to take a look at it
Espinosa at his heels.

“This the same one he rode out of
Zacamoras?”

Espinosa peered at it in the dark. “Yes,
I recognize it by the white star on its
forehead.”

O’Rourke bent down, felt its legs and
examined its hoofs. “Doesn’t seem in bad
shape. How did he do it?”
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“The answer apparently is that he left
when he seemed to, and didn’t have to
force it any.”

HE American snapped one word.

“Apparently.” He moved over to a
line stretched between two poles, fingered
the saddle, blanket, and other equipment
hanging on it. They were biscuit-dry after
being out in the hot sun all day. He car-
ried his question back inside to the wom-
an,

“His horse stumbled and fell to its knees
with him, when he stopped to water it at
that mountain pool on the way. His things
were still a little damp, so I thought I'd
better see they got dried out.”

Espinosa answered O’Rourke’s question-
ing look. “It could happen. I've often stay-
ed in the saddle myself at that place and
let my horse wade in. Come on; there’s
nothing else this place can show us. Let’s
go look him up.”

They found him, as she had said, in
the cantina or local tavern; relating his
campaign experiences to a.circle of spell-
bound listeners and being very much of a
hero. He didn’t show any fear at sight of
Espinosa, just the right amount of cordial
surprise. “What are you doing down here?”

“Report back with me to Escobar. The
funds have disappeared and his brother
was knifed to death, You're wanted for
questioning.”

Pablito looked hurt. “That’s a fine
thing. So.my own superior thinks I could
do a thing like that.” He gave himself
a couple of wallops on the chest. “After
I've sweated through the whole campaign
with him, that’s gratitude for you.” He
eved O’Rourke malevolently. “Where does
this gringo come in?”

O’Rourke took over personally at this
point, being a firm believer in having
suspects answer the questions and not ask
them. “I hear you got in at daylight. Any-
one see you—outside of your own rela-
tives, that is?”

“Ask anyone in town,” Pablito said
sultrily.

They did. O’'Rourke saw to it that they

did. They combed the town, and all they
got was affirmatior. Even the alcalde was
a witness in his behalf. “He had breakfast
with me. He stopped by my house to say
hello, and I insisted that he sit down with
me. And I've never breakfasted later than
6.30 in my life. If there’s any question
about it, I'll ride back there and testify
in his behalf,” he offered staunchly.

They were all his fellow townspeople,
O’Rourke knew. Still, would the whole
town come to his defense as one man?
He could fix one witness, or even two, but
could he fix the vhole town? The thing
had him stopped.

AY

FTER spending the night at the al-
calde’s house, they started back the
following morning, Pablito insisted on
bringing one of his witnesses back. He
picked a good one, too. The alcalde.

The defendant and his star witness rode
in the lead, Espinosa and O’Rourke be-
hind them. A short distance out of Tlaxco
they passed under a row of trees growing
close by the road. PPablito absent-mindedly
snatched at a branch hanging low as he
went by, pulled off a handful of leaves,
began to nibble them.

O’Rourke’s eyes narrowed and bored
into the quartermaster’s back, but he
didn’t say anything. The thing didn’t have
him stopped any more; just held up.

When they got o the pool at the foot
of the cascade and stopped to water their
horses, O'Rourke signaled surreptitiously
to Espinosa to stay in his saddle. Then he
watched closely to see what Pablito would
do. He was the only one of the four to
dismount.

“Horse slipped and ducked me head-

first into there yesterday,” he explained
unasked. “I'm not taking any more
chances.”

O’Rourke leaned over his horse’s head
and scowled down it his own reflection in
the quivering water. The guy was airtight
on all sides.

It was late afternoon by the time they
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reached Zacamoras. “Well?” snapped the
general to Espinosa, when they’d reported
upstairs to his room.

“He got there at daylight. Everyone in
‘the place says so, and the alcalde has made
the trip back with us specially to testify
to that effect. There was no sign of the
money bags down there anywhere.”

Escobar gave the American a disgusted

- look. “Hnh,” he snorted. Pablito just stood
there with his arms folded, a compla-
cent expression on his face, like a man
who has been much abused but is willing
to overlook it.

“Wait out there on the balcony a
minute,” O’Rourke orcered him. He clos-
ed the windows behiad him after he’d
gone out.

“What did you have him do that for?”
Escobar asked.

“T'll show you. Just let him stay out
there by himself a couple of minutes.” He
waited a short while, then motioned the
general.

“Take a squint out at him through the
glass. You do it yourself. Don’t open the
window; just peep out without letting him
see you. What’s he doing?”’

“Nothing.” Escobar turned away again
blankly, “Just standing there, nibbling on
a leaf.” .

O’Rourke brought his hand down flat on
the table before him, not violently but
firmly. “Once more I tell you this is the
guy that killed your brother, whatever
time he rode into Tlaxco.”

“And I say no man can get from here
to Tlaxco between 1:1C in the morning and
5:30. It’s humanly irapossible,” retorted
the general.

He wasn’t wasting any more time. “At-
tention, corporal. Pick four men for a fir-
ing squad, take the prisoner Pascal out,
stand him against the wall of the prison
courtyard, and shoot him immediately. As
for the hiding place of the money, we can
find that out from the girl afterwards;
there are ways and ways. I’m ashamed
of myself for listening to this gringo and
waiting so long. He should have been dead
already by now.”

O’Rourke said, “Listen to me, will
you.—- .2

“I’ve listened to you long enough. You
got my order, corporal. Carry it out, and
report back as soon as you have.”

“Si, mi gemeral.” The corporal saluted,
turned on his heel.

“Wait, will you?” O’Rourke groaned.
“Don’t be in such a hurry. I tell you you’re
letting this guy get away with murder.”

The corporal had reached the doorway
already, was about to step through it.
“Can you ride between here and Tlaxco in
four and a half hours or better?” the gen-
eral demanded.

There was no choice in the matter. He
had to talk fast, 