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THESE UNITED STATES....XV—NEW HAMPSHIRE

The Hero of Fort Four

WAS with Captain Phinchas Ste
s in 1746 when he, with thirty
\u(wnmllv nhlumlul Fort
lestow amp-

of s

andre
l;cm |l l)uln]m
emy would have advanced into New

cnchmen under
How far the

Massachusetts had

Hampshire and
1 checked here, | cannot

they not. bey
compute.

It was spring of that year when Cap-
tain Stcvens marched into Fort Four
with thirty Rangers, finding it
it by an od spanicl and 3 cat. - Cap-
nehas Stevens was a wall man,
1 soldicr ol exceptional skil
Bis youth he. had e
with his brother, by the S
wribe in Gray Lock's first aidof Father
Rale’s War, Thus he knew Indian
methods wel

On April 4th the enemy appeared.
Debeline’s forces consiste y of
tained soldicrs, with 4 few Indian
warriors, They set up an ambuscade
nearby, but their presence was scented
by the fort’s loyal spaniel. For five full
days Stevens and s thirty Rangers
stood firm against the assault that was
carried out from very strat

agem French policy and Indian malice
could invent was practiced.

The wind was high, and everything
exceedingly dry; and the besiegers set
fire to the old fences and also to a log
house about forty rods distant, so that
for most of the time the fort was en
trely surrounded b e i
were discharged which set parts ) lhc
fort ab 8 Lo overcome. this, th

angers had 1o dig a tunnel under
their own stockade and creep outs
with buckets and get water to extin-
guish the flames, Eleven such trenches
were dug, p enough to protect
2 Rullgrown man,
e fircartows ailing o accomplish
their purpose, the Ind
cart filled with faggots which w
on fire, and this engine of dulnuu(m
was rolled toward the timbered stru
A parley was proposed.
‘made excessive demands.
y remarked
it ety e e b B vt o
defend the fort, it would not be con-
sistent_ with his orders to give it up
unless ke was better satisfied that the
Frenchman was able to perform what
he had threatened.
“Well,” said the General,

“go into

the fort and see whether your men
dare fight on mor

Inside, a vote was taken, and to a
man they agreed to stand it out as long

had life. The battle continued,
ext day the besiegers askol for
a cessation of arms for two hours.

Two Indi with a flag of truce,
asking to buy provisions, in seturn for
their decision to go d fight no
‘o this our Captain made a

wer: he would not sell them
fsions for. money, but he would

prov
supply them wi h nw bushls of corn

for each capti ned in
Debeline, T This up
the Frenchman, tha n two hours
e and his Torces withdrw and were
heard of no more.

So ended the iveday badle, Many
of the besicgers slain, while the
Besieged suffored no low in Killed, and
but two were wounded.  The news of
the defense was rushed to Boston,  Sir
Charles Knowles of the British Navy,
then in Bosto n Ste-
vens w and in

2

at

his name subsequently - be-

stowed upon the sctdlement, which t
ay is known as Charlestown.




Readers’ Comment

The Wrong Street

LWAYS I have found Brue Book
superior in quality of its stories.

In the January ssue there were few
stories of even ordinary character—
‘most of them were far above the aver-
age. Ahmad Kamal did a fine job on
that story of the Greeks of Tarpon
Springs. 'As I live but thirty miles
from there it was more than usually
interesting to me.

The New Orleans story by Wilbur
Peacock was well done, but T suggest
that he use some other street name
than Tchoupitoulas, for that street,
although following the Misssippi for
ever ends on that s

arke.

About the Moose

J HAVE read your magazine for many
years, and generally turn to_the
stories of “Fact and Experience” first.
The story a few months ago about the
Darter, subs, their attack on

because McClintock comes from here
and we all know him.

In the January issue, 1948, there is
a story by M. A. Ransome, “Bull the
Moose.” For Mr. Ransome’s informa-
tion, all moose on Isle Royale were
not trapped nor intended to be—only
enough removed to relieve the over-
browsing, which was as high as four-
teen feet above the groun

Isle Royale is now a national park,
taken over by the Federal Government
recently and since the transfer of the
moose. —Chas. E. Begole.

‘We've Made Others

HO was it said: *1 don't make
many m ut when I do
it's usually a humdmgcr[ T
For ten years or more I've read BLue.
Book cover to cover—nary a blunder
have I found. Comes now the Febru-
ary issue—and horrors! You place Os-
car Schisgall's fine story in the right
country, with the right characters, in-
cluding Uncle Sam’s Forest Rangers.
But do you put the Pine Tree Shield
boys in the National Forests (U. S.
Department of Agriculture) where
they belong? No! You headline Na-
tional Parks
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(U.. of In-
terior). There’s a big difference, you
know. Fortunately, the story itselt
iyt serously affected.

y Tlook at t, you're entiled
0t lesat ona boner i ten yeu

11 Bergoften.

(The worst of it is, we knew better.
Ignorance is in some measure pardon-
able, for no one can know everything.
But carelessness makes red the edito-
rial face.)
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My Most Unforgettable

I-ACTION IN THE ARCTIC
by James G. Harrington

“(OYAY, Mr. Schurig, what is that? A
flock of sea gulls?” The Mate,
one of the best I've ever sailed

with, peers through the glasses. The
flock of “sea gulls” is a swarm of
Junkers88 torpedo planes, coming in
in beautiful formation. A deadly si
lence reigns over the plodding mer-
chantmen, for the p'anes are well out

ige of our three-inchers and 20-

h
pvoy!. This is
insisted upon
2 acoct of forty aavel vexicls for our
forty merchantment’ Heavy destroyers
the quiser Scylla, corvettes, ack-ack
shipe, subeaatines.— snd. the: Avenge

our lovely little airc vier with
Rer ' twenty-odd, Hurricancs ‘aboard,
Tous on the bridge of the John Penn
s array of warcraft seemed impreg-
i yesterda

In they come, seervingly slowly—but
Lord, how swiftly! Filty torpedo
plancs, with fifty times two torpedoes
and it takes only one to blast us
to atoms!  One pilot scems to have
his mind set on the John Penn, and
swoops in on our starboard side,
twenty feet above the sea, his machine-
guns blazing. The hoys back aft have
his number, however; 20-mm. shells
are literally streaming into his engines
and fuselage. fame leaps from
his starboard engine, and with one

2
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final salute from his machine-gun, he
plunges into the sea.

The gunners aft are jubilant. They
have plucked a Nazf o the wing: but
when one gets that close, his
mission has been accomplished. ~ His
torpedoes are somewhcre out there
speeding toward v

There goes the Empire Stevenson!
Good God, what a sight! A tor |)ulo
must have hit her munitions |
A sheet lezps half a
into the sky. Parts of the hull, super-
structure, and fragments of what had
once been living men, are blown in
all directions. A auge white-hot sid

late, catapulted a quarter of a mile,
misses the on our




War Experience

HE Seamen’s Church Institute of New York recendly
offered prizes for a short narrative of “My M
forgettable War Experience.” The judges, Lilian G
rank Laskier and your editor, were not unanimous; for
different readers give more weight to the importance of
the episode described or to its unusual character, or to the
quality of the writing. First prize was given to "Action

forcste head, and with a vicious his
drops into the sc ¢ four ships
astern of the Stevenson have been hit
also, and are sinking very fast. Their
survivors are over the side in the life-
boats, and the desroyers and cor-
vettes are racing in to pick them up
before another wave of planes comes
over.

Penn. Knocked

JEACH explosion, pardicularly. the
Stevenson’s, has sent violent tre-
mors through the entire length of the

econd must be having
a devil of a time below. Picking up
the engineroom phone, 1 let him
know that all is well on deck, but
that a lot of the boys astern of us

tion.

water,
around us.

have been catching hell.
partcularly violent shock hits the
off my feet, I dro
the phone, but quickly yccow‘r u and
sk the Second {f all 1 wel

) right down’ bere,
T e o
fan on the phone, will you
Calling the Skipper 1o the phone,
1 head out toward the wing of the

cascades over the entire midship sec-
of us on the

engulfed and buried bencath icy

Huge pieces of steel crash

Another_violent_explo-

sion hurls us to the deck again, and

in the Arctic,” by James G. Harrington; second prize was
awarded to "“The Decision,” by Gunnar Nilsson; and third
prize to “The Captain in the Green Har,” by Francis W.
Keyser. An Honorable Mention was given to “Our Ships
Were Dark Shadows” by Horace Bryan. BLUE BOOK is
privileged to present these stories to you, along with two
others which also seem of special interest.

Suddenly a  hard upon it, great clouds of steam
Ilm\' into the wheclhouse and bridge
The sccond torpedo has
sma nl\ul into the engineroom, blov:
oilers. The “general

i
Id  lights ficker out, acd o do the live
of ¢ nd and Texas and Steve,
Ruihing from the bridge, we make
for the boats. Back aft and up for-
hey are already releasing the
X ave only one I)u.n on the
port_side, the other hayi
smashed off the Orkneys. x-.umg e
up, we lower away, then rush for the
starboard boats.  Here an act of hero-
ism occurs that is commonplace in
the Merchant Marire, but rarely re-

Get d

cath us

bridge are




lated. The Mate, in spite of 375
pounds of TN.T, blasting in_the
engine-room, in spite of the clouds of
steam_pouring from every opening,
and oblivious to the fact that the old
Penn is sinking beneath our feet, de-
sends calmiy into the Stygian biack:
ness below to see if, through som
miracle, any life has Hi, spared
ong the rew. And what is more
s upon going alone. We
iy the el e b i
or the boat if she takes the final
plunge.

HE relentless Polar seas surge
endlesily and unimpeded over the
halfsubmerged a deck. Our

cargo of tanks, Boonpenies 2t

Bourt hulvarks
The end can’t be long in con

the fun’ turtet unobierved, and has
given him one last blast. For scaring
us out of our wits we threaten to
leave him aboard. We have quite
enough on our hands at present with-
out taking on any more 885, This
is sixteen-yearold Frank's first trip,
Ui Fi b r2Xeascoseatatio ke s
duck to water, and he has never been
happier than he is in his gun turret,
behind a 20mm., with a tin hat on
his head.

After what scems hours Mr. Schurig
etlrns to the deck, covered yith fuel
oil from head to foot. Threading his
vay hrough s ot engine-

ded by a flashlight, he had
clinibed down 1o th Jevel of the 1is
ing flood. ~ All below was a shambles.
“The only human trace he saw was the
shattered arm of one of the watch.
They must have died instantly from
the concussion, or might have been
wrapped by the flood under the lower
gratings.

. We all take to the boats now. 1
jump in with the OId Man, the Chiet,
and Sparks. The Mate and the rest
leap ihtothe Secone” Mate's lifcboat

which has rounded the stern and com
up on the weather side. ~Hardly have
we shoved off wher the John Penn
giresone conru Aty d
beneat! the sea. Fight-
ing ulmuly, she had refused to die

il all hu remaining boys had

pulled a

“The Old Man is just about all in,

Sitting in the bow, dazed by the furi-

ous action of the last hours, the sin

ing of his second ship, the fos of his
aralyzed. One of

i e leuning oves the

gunwale, working on_the_damaged
rudder.  Another, Ensign by name,

has leaped over the AR
ing to place the rudder pintles into
the gudgeons. _Just 1s I reach them,

young Ensign throws into the sea what
appears to be a perfectly good glove,
This seems almost too much to bear,
for my hands are stiff with cold. But
this is no time for argument. (En-
sign later told me that he himself
had picked up the glove as it drifted
by, and had wried o put it on to pro-
tect his own freeing finger, only
discover that i Tandiof i
it Smeivas sl possession.)
Pulling Ensign into the boat, we
throw the rudder overboard - the
steering.oar will serve just as well.
Guiding the lifeboat*into the seas,
1 have a good opportunity to survey
the appalling scene surrounding u
Flaming ships, slowly sinking_ ships,
burning lifeboats and rafts, lifejack-
ly burned and
broken corpses. Off the port bow a
Nazi torpedo plane drifts. Two of
her crew beckon to us to pick them
up. But we are some distance away,
and two more men would swamp ut

However, the boys agree that we can
at least tow them on the lifeline, so
we head in their direction. Before

we can reach them, however, their
plane throws her tail into the air,
hurling them into the sea. Passing
the spot a few minute later, we can
find no trace of them. Lashed to the
wing of the plane is another German
—~dead, a huge hole in his neck. He
could not have been more than sevcn-
A f

ing for us. Urging
their backs, we head for her, but she
quarer-mile_from us,

her fo'catle head waves s inthe ge

eral f the convoy. Great
Eby st oil now dangle
from the blades e lifted

th
fro theea 4D ebsia fraga the minken
freighters smashes into our sides.
addition, overloaded as we are, each
drop into the troughs spills gallons
o icy oil-covered water over the gun-
wales.  Sitting on the thwarts, the
men are buried in the sticky fluid to
their knees.

" on the gunwales, sweat rolls
my eyes, cold though it is,
i che faetrig o ow weigha A Ton,
and it becomes increasingly difficult
to keep the boat rom fallng into the
troughs broadside to the sea. Thre
5 i o dohiato Wit S O,
a headiess seaman, vith outsretched
arms, washes gently with each
against the shoulder of a German m-
man, the lower half of whose
been torn away by a shell, The dmd

4

is another seaman, his arms a

blown of. A flock of gulls el
S i eomion oCanin
B atrae e Lt o )
bloody flesh.

We look away, only to sight a
Blohm & Vou reconnaisance plane,
fyin low. Fcan't be more
thak ey feet abive the sertace: hb
ing along on two of his four engines,
he is a viciouslooking bird of prey.
The same thought occurs to all of us
simultancously—he is going to riddle
the lifeboats! ~ He is very close now—

ose that we can casily distinguish
three of the e, garing intently at
us from the bow
i v oV
cept for alternating port and star-
board strokes to keej the boat out of
the wough. What is the use break-
ing onc’s back when in a few minutes
il be, like the lads far astern,
.4 Te scavenging gl Sape
e SloghiegTof wates 1 Uskiogey
tom, the slap of the sea against_our
Bt stiere . 3o Bt ier o ad s
plane is about one hundred yards
L eac i e iare bckasgt L
machine-gun ports. The crew points
¢ faces expressionless. - Why
don't_they get the filthy job
She is broad on our beam,
All four of her

in h
over with?
fifty feet off and uj
engines are now turning, and five of
her guns are trained on the boat, but

she still holds her fire. For the love
of heaven! She is now well astern,
and yet no shot has been fired. A
German, in. her. aftertur
smiles and waves to us.
axes, and the men bend to the oars.
We head a
Thanks, boys, maybe we'll be able to
do the same for you some day!

WWE are now miserably cold n our
soaked clothing—nearly exhaust-
ed. The cyes of Walier Flaonelly, at
stroke oar, are popping from fati

when, think God, we sight a

ue,
big

Bricigh Tribal destroyer heading for
us.

What a heart-warming
t she is, LT
ocean! All trace of weariness disap-
pears. We row for her as though to
Eiort. were required. In a few
re tied ) alongside, and
survivors have  clim
fhbon: para Eanniy e
S. Eskimo. As luck would
have it, she had also picked up the
Mate’s boat, and we learn from him
that the rest of the crew is aboard the
Seylla.
We are soon racing at top speed—
thirty-five knots—for the convoy. The
Eskimo had been detailed to pick up
S ivorsuolIbe mapigls B
and we are the last o be sighted.  1f
there are doyfsrdis there—wel
mayl P et
Bm Toandon Spitsbergen’s North




A RECENT PLAY, “CoMmaND Dici-

T e 8 AHECETBSE KNG
o soM['an:s REGUTIRG A
P'S GAPTAIN

by GUNNAR
NILSSON

up our lives, countless individuals
and go; good ones, bad ones
and Ry Leugniiant ones who don't

Ix the chain of events which makes

[t
are just too harmless to be remem-
bered.

One of the most outstanding of
these who passed in review in my life,

the events which
color and
excitement to my \‘ny:\gc zluungh life,
was the shipmaster on the Townsville,
C. G. Henderson.

On this particula, voyage of the
Townsville, during the Battle of Brit-
ain, Henderson was in his carly fiftics.
A well-built and well-mannered
soft-spoken and fair, he
and liked by those who sailed
his command. There was nothing o
the high-hat and pompous
about him which one so of
with other captains of the sea, espe-
cially in the British Merchant Navy.
On Henderson’s ship, officers and men
ate the same food, and the men were
exempt from working the extra eight
hours a week, the field days, which
other British seamen were subject to.
Even my pal, the Cockney, a squawker
and_ sealawyer from way back, ad-
mitted he was tops.

Yes, Captain H

nderson stood well
up to the measurements of a hero such
 the merchant seamen dream abou.
il ) Cormeycatien
lug;,cd cur_gear- down to. the. fore.
castle. “I just cawn't believe it. A
prince, ‘e is. thereain't
nothing ])huuy about it, I do. Blimey,
‘tis too good to be true,

Bu there wat nothing phony about
... Weldt

wi
having maneuyered
B i e mrrm mmu,
the chief mate reassured ¢
(Cotkticy there were. o fickd dayw
And the days went by, with excep-
tionally good weather for this time of
year. 'The feeling of uneasiness which
revailed the first few days as we
looked toward the two escorting cor-
vettes and the endless, bounding sea
on our starboard fank, gave vay to
a feeling of complacency. The crey

€

Decision

went_on with their work, laughing
and joking as if there were peace on
carth and good will among men. It
as 1o time to be light hearted in a

fested with enemy submarines,
DuER e oGt 0k neswnbauios
o e e s oo o)
content. Between watches we rested,
played cards or read a book; while
the convoy headed eastward, through
days of sunshine, storm or rain an
through cold, black nights.

ne standby on the middle watch
ased

in the nmrmn;,
‘There

hirty
Cime to get up an’ relieve us.
tea in the kettle.

We got up, sleepy and slow.  The
tea warmed us and took the sleepi-
ness awa

00

b yawned the Cockney, s he
stretched his short, skinny legs under

the table. “'Tis the noint’ day out.
Noine dayl an' all's el "Tis cold,
though—|

1 was not in a talk
early in the morning, I hastily g\llpcd
lown my tea and went out o
"The chill of the black, dismal i
stung my nosrils as 1 fumbled toward
¢, looking down in-
$0 i phiopriorescint. M sl
water as the Townsuille plowed its
way, my eyes got used to the darkness,
and I could distinguish the -ontours
of the ship. It must have been close
to cight bells, because [ could hear
the Cockney stagger out on deck, curs
ing the darkness, the war and “the
‘o blarsed civilzation,
ockney” 1 said, as 1
e ‘wway, toward. the. midahip,
ng up to relieve the lad at the

=_F

Swede, ol’ tloke. Cheerio!
Henderson was un there; and old
MacTavish, the chiel mate, kidded
him about’ being uj ly.
Gt that old fecing, MacTavis."
Captain answered unsmilingly,
while watching the dark, ominous sea,

E




lighted sometimes by whitecaps
the waves broke, and the caps glmzred
in the light from the moon which ha

just come out from behind forbidding

louds.
“Feel all right meself, Cap'n,” said

are standing by to lower the starboard
boat.’

“We're going full speed ahead,
Mister, and we're not stopping unless
we're it

The young mate was out of words,
but the hitherto silent MacTavish

i ;

MacTavish. “Never can tell, though.
These Jerrics are ye,
‘twould be a shame if they got u:

f
now, when we're more'n a e
miles from "ome.

He had h.mllv finished speaking
when a gigantic flame shot up toward
the sky from the ship ahcad of us,
followed immediately by a thunderous
explosior

BESsr o pores miadl Hard 1o
port!” called” Henderson, and. as
orked frantically to swing her over,
the other four ships shead of us were

ters,
* said Hen

r inly, ole pack of
them. T knew that Irrlmg couldn’t
be
The Townsville almost collided
with a ship in the line on our port
side before Henderson gave the order
ing the wheel hard o starboard.
Winie e sigzagged hack, there were

more explosions, now in’ the middles
of the convoy. Way out toward the
horizon were heard the heavy detona-

depth bombs and knells of
The two_escorts were at-
tacked by the pack. As the depth
bombs went off, throwing cascades of
phosphorescent water around the scene
of the,fight, we could sce the two c
vettes explode before o eyes.

“We are without protection,” said
Henderson. “We have to make it
our own now. _Our speed is superior
to the subs’.  We've got a_chance if
we can zigzag out of here.”

A wc
flan

b v clum
the ‘water
b s bardioe B
help from the wounded, desperately
fighting for their lives in the ice.cold
water.  Any second I expected to hear
he 's voice calling the engine-
room and telling them 1o stop the

ugmmu back toward the
on our starboard
on the muryi

ship o we could f,.(k ap those closest
to us. n a cable'slength
e b abed

e o
Hard to pon "Wl Then he
called the engine-room.
“Full.speed ahead! Give ‘er every-
thing you've got!”

s evident he aimed to leave the
struggling men to the inevitable. He
was in complete authority to do s
and there seemed to be no thought in
his mind but to save the Townsville
1 thought-himsell.

e second mate
the laddes

rushing up
H1is ace shone white I

the moonlight.
“All"anls on dect, sir,” he reported
in great exciwnent. “And the men

said,

‘ou're making a mistake, sir.”

Henderson didn’t answer him. He
alled to
“Hard starboard, m'lad!"

MacTavish continued afer Hender.
son sent the second mate away wi
ordersfor the men o stand by s their
stations. The sea \fas calm and quict
in_the moonlight—the burning ships
nd the dying seamen were behind
us, far behind, as MacTavish sai

“You call yoursclf a scaman, sir,
and you made no effort to save those
poor devils!  You are not the man 1
thought you were. You are not the
man at all.”

Captain Henderson retorted:

s a ship's cap

duty 1o bring m ship! inia port.

very ship that arrives in England is
a lml in the Ger coffin.  We can’t
afford to lose |||uu Shlps than we'v
lost alrcady. a war to win,
Vish, Thioee men fn fheyates
ot bt they signed on, and they

re willing to risk their lives.
So are we willing to risk ours to
save ‘em, sir,” interrupted MacTavish
tarty.

‘Our cargo is 0o valuable to risk,

g8

ships in this convoy desig-
sy s gl the survivors. Fur-
thermore, I'm in command.

You're also—"
sh, what are

n
“When we dock in England, it with
God's help we et there, Tl tell you.

by G
over to the sde of the bridge and spat
d the dark ocean. He walked
back slowly, painstakingly
Both remained silent for the next
half-hour we_ kept zi
Shes - Thm the Gockiicy - eame: s
0 relieve me at the helm.
“Well. Swede, of bloke: he wid,
bitterly and loud. ere all
1o lower the
lence on the b
Henderson.
Codl

‘em—
I thundered

Jockney said no more; but
e ight
from the compass shining on his thin
face, the sneering smile which twisted
s homely feature spoke better than
words.

When human  beings lose their
ideals, their minds moil
of shatured, disappointed thovghts.
0 us, the sail e Townsuille,
the disappo ol

was as shocking and bereaving as the
anguish we had fel. over the dying
seamen. Gloomsettledover the Towns:
ville. 'The days of jokes and laughter
were gone, and the men spoke to each
other in hushed voices. To Hender
son, no one spoke. MacTavish re-
fused to enter the mess hall when the
Captain was there; and the younger
ofiicers would have done the same
thing had they dared.

Among the men in the forecastle
he was referred to as a cowa

a mmm i

‘e ain't, if ye'll pa
ke s Yanko ssid the Cockney; and
we agreed.

Th only change in Henderson
that he became silent; he stopped
talking when he didn’t get any answer,
but remained, as fair and police as
ever. In fact, he scemed to respect

. we falt Abost hinswnea
furiated us still more

E were close to home. Mac-

Tavish had told us the night
beore that he expected 10 see and at
daybreak. The old Scotsman hummed
“Rolling Home" softly when the s
arose behind the rocks of Cornwall.
He trained his binoculars on the coast-

n
Then a shadow of disgust darkened
his face. He turned around to me
and grabbed he hel
Swede,” he said, “will you please
50 down gnd yake up the  the —

He had a hard tme spitting out
theward,thayhiad becn o Y SoosE
since that unforgeuable night. It
came, however, forced cut and leaving
afrown of vehemence on his wrinkled
face:

“The coward

OK., Mate,” I answered, with a
smile of sympathy to show tht I knew
how he

ks sy in fury and hatred
and despair every name vas a

oy of coward, but 1 fele Mag
Tavish might not approve. _After all,
they were oficers, MacTavish and the
Captain.

o S slowly, very slowly,
and when ﬁmlly stood before the
cabin door, 1 t
epenta the dooes

. The rising sun shone in through
o0ss the narrow

# deep breath and

«Ibm. toware
his bunk.  The Old
open, and there was mll\ﬂhing glit-
tering around his neck and on his
hairy chest.

1 cntered,the cabin t0 see what i
was. As 1 bent over hi
open, unbelieving eye
reverence at a medal.
rays of the morning sun, shone in in-
describable glory — the Fictoria Cross!
And I knew then that it took a man of
courage to make so difficult a deci-
sion.




Suddenly Become a Father

n;_'i‘t

|

o
o
o
o

LL through the black, sweltering
opical night we were embark-

ing crying women and children

on “board the Winchester Victory.
This was in January, 1946, We were
anchored a few miles off the shore of
Blinking lights on shore indi-
Cated the location of the once-pros-
perous Dutch ading tawel Seierang.
This town had been for the pre-
vious four years a Japanese concentra-
fteen thousand

‘together from an are:
thousand square miles of the sprawl-
ing Dutch East Indies colonial em-
pie,in the Southeast Pacifc
night before our arrival, six
B n] porieat sadehtlarey Foa
béen massacred—in cold blood—by the
natives, armed by the Japs and led by
the Moscow-trained “native liquida-
g
As the embarkation proceeded, the
British cruiser Norfolk, lying
G i o “position, was fir-
ing salvoes on shore. The thunder-
ous reverberations of the gunfire
added no little to the general con-

fusion and the excitement. Fires
broke out on shore, sending flames
and sparks skyward, as some of the
shells” exploded among the native
forces, massed for another attack upon
the defenseless women and children
huddled around the waterfront and
near the docks.

My main  troubles, during this
hasty embarkation of some two thou-
sand women and children—screaming
nerveracked humanity—were to get
them safely off the barges and settled
on board ‘in quarters primarily de-
signed lor wartime transportation.

Sudden! thispande-
it il e
up to me, crying. . . . I gathered that
mother was dying in Number
Three hold.

We had no doctor on board. It
had been understood that the Dutch
officials would supply one, but as yet
he had not shown up.

‘When'1 reached the bunkeide of
the dying woman, I soon realized that
she was about to give birth to another
child. Never having assisted at a
birth before, I endeavored to enlist
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A weird episode during the rescue
of Dutch women and children from
an attack by Indonesian fanatics.

by COMMANDER
S. M. Rus

the aid of some women standing near

and crying. None would help.
Apparently all were 100 worn out and
terrified. .

I ordered that_the stretcher be
brought down. time the
stretcher-bearers reached us, fightin
their way  through  the  contused
masses on-deck, the child was born—
with no other assistance than the
hapless mother's and mine. Then the
mother, through tears of pain on her
haggard face, said ir. a weak voice in
pidgin English: “Be a good father to
the ‘baby.  She is not to blame.” 1
nodded in agreement, and squeezed
her hand,

I knew that these unfortunate
Dutch women and children had been
separated from their husbands and
fathers for over three years. The
Japs had sent all the men_prisoners
to another concentration camp some-
where in Borneo,

After some of the older women had
ptially washed the infant in a fire-
bucket looked the
baby over. It was a i She
European k.mms with slightly slant
eyes and a
perhaps another Mata Hari was bou

Though faintly breathing, the new-

arently - unconscious.

ing that the little one would die,

1 baptized her on the spot, and on the

spur of the moment named her—
enevieve Winchester Victory.

An hour later, when the Dutch doc-
tor came on_board, he reported that
both the child and mother were do-
ing well. 1 then asked if I could be
supplicd i information regarding

he family of the child, for sl

e
In due time an elderly Dutch Army

captain came on board and handed

me the family record.

name was Riis.

name is also Riis. So I signed mc
birth certificate to Genevieve Win
chester Victory Riis.



e Captain 7z the Green

watch when our convoy steame
through the Strait of Bonifacio

d set course for Marseilles, With
my peajacket buttoned up tightly
against the bitter nip of the mistral, 1
stood on the bridge looking back over
the straight line of our wake. High
up against the black hills of Corsic
a snow-squall was breaking—snow fall-
ing like a_blanket of cold whiteness,
and blotting out for a moment the

I " was six o'clock in the mumng

ung low and black, with
patches of dirty scud flying swiltly
with the wind. Off to the north,
vivid flashes of lightning cut sharply
through +the black. Then thunder
beyond, deep and growling, noise
without movement.

From carly fall unil late winter
we had been shuttling troops and
equipment from o

fiooded in the heavy quartering sea
had put back to port. - Lifeboats on
the weather side were smashed and
carried away, leaving the empty davits
standing useless and alone. The
Navy signalman reported five men in
the convoy washed overboard. In
Leghorn, for twelve straight days the
rain_poured steadily down out of a
black sky. Strong southerly winds
off Cap Piombino nearly drove us
ashore from our anchorage in_the
outer harbor. In Augusta it rained.
In Naples it rained.

“The limits of the snow-squall were
clearly defined as it moved down over
the mountain and advanced slowly
over the water toward our convoy.
The air was calm now, with_patches
of nervous litle ripples running over
the water, as if fearful of the ap-
proaching storm. The British Com-

lore left the d rai

ot to anotber. rom:he tinle we
had lef¢ our anchorage at Lynnhaven
stuck our nose out of
Chuzpeake Bay, it had been a trip
of continual bad weather. -Twelve
ips with their steeringgear rooms

his glasses toward the receding shore-
line. A mall frighter chat had put
out from the island was setting
course in a_diagonal line that 22
gradually bringing her nearer our
convoy.

8

He had almost forgotten the
torpedoes and the roaring planes
he never forgot the

Capuain and his crowing rooster.

“Hm, she's a little fellow.”
still a long way off to
breakfast, and men’s spirits are sag-
ging under gray skics, talking becomes
an effort. We both knew all about
the freighter—she was to join our con-
voy and go on to Marscilles with us.
“Yes," 1 said, *
Scattered snowflakes began to fall
—large, wet gobs that fell almost
straight down and left circles of damp-
ness on the bridge grating under our
feet. ‘The signal halyards bellied ot
in a sudden puff of wind and began
to make litle ratiling and slapping
noises against the bridge railing. A
gun-crew boy hurried forward over
the catwalk, arms waving awkwardly
in the air as he struggled into his oil-
skin jacket. A scrap of paper torn
from ‘one of the trucks on the fore-

k chased fluttering after him, and
then, caught by an updraft, sailed
off tc leeward.

The snow fell faster now, slanting
with the wind. Bearded white pen-
nants appeared clinging to the under-
side of the smokestack guys. The

ow and stern were hidden behind a
curtain of swirling whiteness. The
Captain appeared, climbing up the
starboard, Jadder to. the Eelage. Beck:
Unhurriedly he made his way to the
starboard wing, and using one finger
with fastidious delicacy, he depressed
the top of the smokegrimed canvas
dodger and peered into_the falling
snow. The three of us stood in
silence. There was no sound except
the aeaking of the deck grating in
the wheelhouse as the man at the
wheel shifted his feet, and an occa
sional blast from the other ships in
the convoy.

HE squall was soon over. With

the slackening of the wind, the air
grew lighter. A few scattered flakes
were left hovering uncertainly in the
air, as the squall moved on away and
to the westward.  Clear blue patches
of sky began to appear overhead.
OF o the cast. bright rays o the
sun were breaking through the clouds
and slanting downward. The




at

by FRANCIS

W. KEYSER,
Chiet Mate

that had been dull gray was now a
deep, rich purple, against which the
foam curling back from the bows was
euhed in glittering white plumes
man':’ hanging out his
b The Captain_smiled, look-
ing off to starboard. 'The freighter
that had been seuting her course to
join us had come in close during the
uall, and was now steaming along
directly on our beam. She was a
small, dirty coaster, with paint peel-
ing from her smokestack, and great
red-brown patches of rust on her hull.
In the warmth of the sun now pour-
3 atched her captain
suring a clothesline between two stan-
chions on the deck outside his cabin,
and begin hanging up clothes from a
bucket on the deck  He was a big,
potbellied man, dressed in under:
shirt and dirty white duck trousers,
and wearing on_ his head a bright
green hat shaped like a flower pot.
“There was a world of contentment in
his cvety gesture as e slapped about
the deck in his huge bare feet. Lashed
to the bulkhead outside
were several wooden cages. From
one of the cages came the long crow
the rising sun.
Commacdore
laughed, and rubbed his hands to-
pther &1 pots and pans attled down
in the galley, and the odor of fresh
breskfast coffce floated up 1o the
bridge. “Come, boy. Com
R e s
ing for no reason at all. And for no
reason at all, 1 laughed back at him.
The Captain strolled over from the
wing of the bridge and the three of
us stood there talking and laughing,
while the warm sun poured down, and
water from the meiting snow ran in
a bright stream down the scuppers.

I have almost forgotten the tor-
pedocs, the subs, the roar of planes
overhead; but Ill never forget the
captain in the green hat hanging out
his wash, the warmth of the sun, the
smell of fresh -offee, and the crow

coming over the water to
give a small lift to the failing spirits
of man.

“Heaven Alone
Could Work This
Wonder”

The phenomenal rescue of a man overboard in a Norch Adlantic gale.

by CAPTAIN

REcEVED my master’s license the
day after Christmas, 1044. A few
days later, the Alcoa Steamship

Company called me to come to_the

office.” At Pier K, Weehawken, New

Jeney, the port capain pointed out

low toward a Liberty ship, the

/ohn F. Myers. “There she is” he

said, “Go aboard anc relieve Captain

Harris.”

The next morning I took the Myers
down thesiver, through the Narvows,
out past Sandy Hook and on to
folk to load for Marscilles.

9

I. F. WoobD

On the day of the convoy confer:
ence at the Norfolk Naval Station, 1
was told that my ship was to be the
mim ship for the passage.
“Fiiat ‘ight; b Cormmiodure: Gaios
mander Stevenson, snd his stafi came
aboard. The next morning at day
light the convoy noved out through
historic Hampton Roads,
heard that relationships be-
w«n Navy commodores an
chantmarine captains were not al-
ways congenial. To me, it was an
honor to have the convoy commmodore




aboard, and 1 was determined to make
the passage a pleasant one.

We had fair to moderate weather
the first four days. On the fifth day
a howling northwest gale had- over-
taken the convoy. The North Atlan-
tic is notorious for these fierce and
devastating storms. By night we were
making heavy weather.

Commodore Stevenson and 1 sat in
my cabin reading and talking, as was
our custom in the evening.  Although
we made no reference to the weather,
there was dual concern, and neither
of us made any move 10 retire.

BOUT three ar. we both left my
cabin and went to the navigating
bridge to take a few turns in the fresh
air and to observe weather condi
and relative positions of the ships in
the convoy. The seas were heavy and
crashing aboard at regular intervals,
some slapping acrost the boatdeck
sending clouds of spindrift over the
fiying bridge. The wind was howling
and shnckmg thiough the rigging.
the Commodore and 1
i oF ot pacbesrd
sounded like a voice yelling:
Help! Help!” 1 could not
imagine a voice carrying above that
howling wind, or a life surviving in
that heavily churned sea. Sometim
ships laboring in a heavy sea il
aeak and groan in (her” straining.
ese sounds are not far different,
Y o e e
1 grabbed a lifering and threw it
over the side, as far as 1 could sling
it The light on th= buoy was visible
as sied our As 1 con
e e e
man, if that was a mar, reaching the
buoy, my heart sank within me.
Commander Stevenson through his
walkie-talkie radio called “Bug,” the
le name for the destroyer at the
head of the convoy, and asked: *Have
you lost a man overboard?” The im-
mediate answer was, “No. For a
few minutes we stood wondering.
What could that apparent voice have
been? Suddenly the walkie-tlkie
came in: “Bug calling Roger. Bug
calling Roger.” The communica:
tion officer answered. The comman-
der of the lead destroyer said that a
uswain’s mate had been washed
over the side. He asked the Com-
modore to contiict the destroyer A
and tell him to take until ten AM.
to search for the men. The message
was relayed and acknowledged.
Neither Commander Stevenson nor
I could feel any consolation in th
dcvclopmcnu AR

We
not released the lWU l|[e rafts on the .

narbond nd

ge_phenomenon, in
. nvolving milllons of 1ves, that

ane lfe, and that of a man unknown
to create such inexpli-
cable, emgmanc concern.

At breakfast that morning, the
Commodore gave me a

Al s

of dama lone during the night. before appeared in these

Sixteen lifeboats and six life- u(u had tells of hll,j daep feeling wh:gl:
n lost overl lifeboats firse saw a lighted ship after years

Ten
o) lour Yigrob Tt been badly
damaged.

At about nine A the destroyer
astern called: “Ruach to Roger.
Roach to Roger, Have found boa:
swain's mate off Bug  Founa him on
raft off one of the ships. He is
the worse except a bit chilled.”

When 1 returned to an American
port, I received an envelope with the
following letters;

8§ March 5
Dear “Kamerad”

Enclosed is the letter from the man
you_heaved a_life-ring to, and my
veply. Thought you would be inter-
ested to sec them.

Hope wr get logether again soon.

erely,

(8) Stevenson

U.S.S. Ericsson

FPO New York, N. ¥.
February 27, 1945

Comdr. F 1. Stevenson, USNR

1 am the boatswain’s-mate who was
washed oserboard by the heavy seas
from the U.S.S. Exicsson on the morn-
ing of January 5. 19,

ERord Nelbgen 0 bpctiuity for
me k0 thank you for what you did that
morning, u« your hearing my calling
and passing the word was the direct
catwe of the USS. Bangor fnding me
and picking m

T Dok 1o-enptces ;. gibude o
you and your officers and men who
sided you m efjecting my rescue.

Respectfully yours,
John Nealing, BM1/G

At Sea
2 March 105
Dear Nealing:

Thanks foryour ind note drhvnﬂl
o me ot ca. Am sending a coy of i
to Irby bl the ship,
D hnie kit be pleased to have

it.
Ow tifrafts did not have a bridge

pressed mentally on_account of the
tragedy, and were relicved when word
came that you had been mmd,

16 urely wes  miacle, and for
el
Foer ratetud 1o A!ml!h’ty God.

10

o igetinia Sudet

by HORACE
BRYAN

ur

UR ships were dark shadows
moving through the  watc:s.
In fog and rain, in mist and

foam of a storm. rhuvncd sea,
darkness of ln\\‘ clo

s
Sometimes they went
independently”—re-
nn-mhrr, Mac?  And sometimes they
moved in_ great. packs, “rendervous
with cos
Blaiout was llm order—complete
blackout, Runnin were: out,
lted, alleyways ind vents cuire
s compass lights were
dwly guarded.
¢ had been enught
#hd’ had e

aiding the
branded '&

Batnside’ the ghosly gy hulte
there was life and light.
e et A e

like a battleship; in our job, seerecy
and ddlknul were our friends. We

sneaked o along shorelines
\idee thc shadoyes, of the Tandi.we
wtilized bays and inlets for retrcats

when pursued; we slipped prayertully
past the wrecks which marked the
graveyards. We gathered at rende
vous and eat_convor
accos i Atlantic and Pacific. thea
scattered o a thousand destinations
from the Arctic to the broad tropical
belt of the carth. Nearly two thou-
sand merchant ships left their hulls
and gear, and their cargo and crews,

to mark the warlanes of the many
sk




Ships Were Dark Shadows

We were the first to feel the foc's

ads
nd we were soon to
arn the full meaning of war. Dur-
ing 1942 we suffcred the most ruth-
less sea attacks in history, mainl
within our own waters.
the:kat e werc o theicxgied iney
of supply, which the enemy wied so
desperately to br Wi
Teady. o faunch our counténayiacks,
we were at the beachheads with the
men and goods. We knew torpedoes
and bombs, V-2's and suicide plancs,
shell of surface raiders and shore bat-
teries, mines and collisions.

We knew what it meant to go over-
board in Arctic waters, in the shark-
and barracuda-infested waters of the
South, or in oil-covered waters sur-
rounding a flaming tanker.  We knew
what it meant to b~ cast away in a
tiny lifeboat upon that great desert,
the sea, without food and wate
knew what waiting meant—waiting for
the bombers to re waiting for
the subs to strike again. Ours was
a life of waiting—waiting for the stecl
bulkheads (o cave in and admit the
sea.

Butiour mostcommor memory, the
most unforgettable experience of the
who sailed the ships during the

the memory of the blackout,
The blackout sct the tone and pace of
our lives.

Light, good friendly warm_li
was a traitor. There must be
light! This blackout, with the limi-
tations it imposed upon us, was sym-
bolic of the darkness which curtained

ht,

the world. But somewhere between
the simple dousing of lights and the
symbolism of the poet, there was a
colorless color known as black. To
produce black, we boltéd and cur
wined every cfack and crevice. The
hips | l)u.nnc steel-walled
op the North we
becarde Jhat. anothér Tt
through the neverending gray nights
ness we navigated our
ki i et s icics eimbed
the ladders and riggec the gear, It
always midnigh” for the sailor—
T iy i hemien bk puinaer
and death go marching.
But the blackout, aside from the
hazards and the hardships it caused
board, also produced another ha
ol Imost as great i
wlpLduu and bombs. This was che
hazard of collisions. p bow
of a friendly ship, nlnmn;, through
the darkness, could destroy you as
quickly and completely as the enemy’s
most deadly weapor.
how we used

REMEMBER, Mac,
to hit the bunk “standing up”—

everything on, and a lifejacket for a
pillow? Bunk lights would be cut out
and the port cracked for a little fresh
air.  Then, s you lay there listning
to the pounding of e engines,
always wondered: “Is the man on the
TRt Madoh searer WL e spot
those shadowy forms which come out
of the night, in time to avoid colli-
sion?”

But there were some lights we
could not black out—the stars and the
moon, the big, yellow friendly moon.

aitor t00; suhs
the  maonlight

The moon was a
went hunting in

ship could be seen for many miles.

Complete darkness, fog, rain and
windstorms have always been the
sailor’s enemies, because they increase
the danger of shipwr «ck and collision.
But they often becume allies during
the war. They were a shield against
nemy attacks. We liked a moder-
ately ‘dark night best—enough light

oid collisions, but no moon.

Then the lights went on again—
remember, Mac? Lights on in the
fo'c'stle, with open ports and fresh air;
lights in the alleys with doors ajar
and no hlackout curtains. No more
staggering down dark ways, up dark
adders, over pad eyes and turnbuckles
and cargo on darkened decks. No
more long tiresome watches on the
lookou of the gray ghosts
\\nlv razorlike bn\\\ which come out

3

hglm‘d living creatures—with red and
green sidelights, white range light
orts blinking their welcome,

The first lighted ship we met, down
Carolina coast. brought home
an any-

was over. It
all those

th
ight,

was a strange
years of blackout,

deck and greeted her
lights—lights! And we stood on deck
an after her until she passed
from sight. Lights. ... lights

the lights were on again—on the ships,
at sea; and all over the world!




The Street
Of the Tlicked

FRANGOIS VILLON—A GREAT POET, A GREAT LOVER AND A GREAT RAS-
CAL—HERE SHOWS HIMSELF ALSO A CLEVER AND DARING ANTAGONIST.

by WILBUR S. PEACOCK

HE was Gypsy. She was Rom.
any, and she was woman; and
Her eyes were so blue that they
yerealmoa: black Hen bredatg
were round and fir the el
Iwest inci of her body s slamert
like iron filings sw v]uu‘ toward a
lodestone.  Her ne was Velvet
v, although she'had avither; and
thesif was “mm- name and beauty
to breathtaking life in
l\»u\;,lug mu.

il of Pranee.
ot Repeed betore great glowing fires,
night stars a twinkling curtain over
ad. Now she moved iquid
grace before the poct-rogue
of the thicves' guild known as the
Coquille; and a thousand men would
come to knife at the slightest beckon
ing of her finger.
“By the gods” Bagot said
where he sat behind the table

gE

from

g
a lucky dog,” he added.
Villon stretched lazily, hawk nose

gger that would never die.
I claimed_differently?” he
asked, and watched Velvet dance with
fiery grace the reckless Love Dance

booting sw
“Have

of the Gypics.
He relaxed on the bench,
Buirgundy in.his right hand,
the tiny of a pulse at his
throat, - Always did his wandering
heart come back to_this slim girl;
always did she lie in his thoughts, for
she was counterpoint to the melody
nd he knew that they

b(-lougkd Gttt
There was abandon in her grace,

glass of
feeling

the careless passion of a woman rous-
ing to the forces within her. Music

came from a lute held by « crippled
beggar, and she herself was more
music than the notes flicking from
the singing strings.

She laughed at Villon, raven-dark
hair swirling, soft breasts cupped in a
halter of tawny gold cloth, her crim
son skirt petal-wheeling about in
scalloped swirls. Her eyes laughed,

and her teeth were white, and again
Villon. understood why men caught
their breath in wonder at slgl\l of
he

her
And then the dance was at its peak;
the music ceased, and she flung her-
self in the poetrogue’s lap, laughing
and reaching for the wine

Applause came, deep and thunde
ing, and never was a more motley

idience gathered for a Gypsy revel,
For this was the hall of the Coquille,
deep beneath the streets of Paris,
spreading until the walls were shad:
ows, air 7 bit noisome from the sewers
which ran nearby.

were the truands, the mos-
keneers, the crimps, all of the flot-
m of Paris’ criminal sea. Here they
came to pay duty to Bagot; here they
came to exchange news and lies and
roaring jokes. ~For this way the head
quarters of the Thieves nd
here gigantic Bagot ruled by mq‘!u
of mind and f
e you, rangois,” Velvet
said, and kissed him squarcly on the
lips, whi

HsE

d
on floor, voices m.um,, for another

Bagot bellowed ifito
“Saint Michael,

No morel”
the wash o sound.
let her res

Slowly silence came, the muttered
silence which was sound in itself, men
turning back to talk and food, beg-
gars. Feginniog: again toszan, inbs
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awa
y

y from sight; rimps talking scret
ning the forays of the coming

cois Villon kissed the smooth-
ness of Velvet's soft shoulder, liking
the subtle perfume of her skin. He
was avare tiat men watched, but e

for me, Velvet,”

pork,
“Hal” Villon laughed, to Velvet.
“Listen to the braggart
She laughed softl” against his ear,
and he held her close. Even Bagot
smiled, still cating, rcaching for an
ale bottle with a huge hand. There
was a comradeship in these three, for
cach had helped the other, and’ the
friendship went_deeper than  cither
would admit, Good times, and bad,
these three had been together, and
cach had gained from the other
am content,” Velvet said.
shouldn’t
Villon asked mockingly.




money and Lnunh and a full life
And some the King will
realize my yumm\ and call me to
his Court. 'Then shall you be a lady
in rich_clothes, shaming the other
Iadies with the beauty of yourself.”

rLver blushed before the words,

and swung from his lap to sit on
the table’s edge. Strangely, her cyes
were’not laughing now, for in them
lay a prescience which none but the
Romany possesscs. She looked at this
man she loved, this mum' who was
poct. And though she did not
voice the foreknowledge \\lm h stirred
uneasily in her heart, she knew
Frangois Villon would never reach the
estate which was his by right of

caught the tenor of her
thoughts, so cloely were their senses
attune nd almost did anger come
1o his volc

“More of your Gypsy clairvoyance?”
he asked.

She smiled mockingly, eyes laugh

g into his. “When I am a lady of
08 Coveer i suall i 460 you what
1 thought.”

Villgn shook ks dark Beadju mild
annoyance, reaching for the wine
again. He drank, liking the dryness
of the wine. And when the glass was
empty, he laid it aside, stretching
lazily

There are mummers at the thea

tonight; shall we gc?

waited for the answer, turning
his head lazly to watch the man who
hurried toward the table. He caught
the sound of his , and keenness
came to his eyes. This was Poutrel,
one of the those who served as look.
out on the streets above.

“Here, Poutre,* he
hastened his
They look for you, Villon,” Poutrel
sid breathing hard: 1 waited rine il
the e past, ana then I hurried

Who looks ‘or m
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“The men of Roger de
hey are scarching for you
heard them say o others, to pass the
word along to you that you are to
come to the home of de Gaillon im-
mediately

“What does that rumble-gut want!"”
Bagot said harshly. “What can the
\Iumlu of the Treasury want with
Frangol

Frangois Villon grinned,
eyes were hard and
be given a va he said wryly
to Bagot, then st at_Poutrel.
“Was that all that was said?”

Poutrel nodded, fox face shiny with
“Just that de Gaillon
ing for your company, and to
attend him at o

“Not” Velvet s
ing up, Villon saw that her

white.

‘And why not?” he asked.
is no King's warrant out for me
But still she shook her he
her hand was soft on his arm.

Gaillon.
and 1

but his
“I'm to

and look-
ce was

“There




Villon breathed deeply of the rich air. This was Paris, hub of the un

not go,” she said. - “I have a fecling
that this is trouble.”

He laughed at her worry, already
rising from his stool. “Iis but a few
minutes of walking to de Gaillon's

ants

home,” he erhaps he w
me to pla I\mg for some party

Bagot spat judiciously
rouch. “Velvét is right, o
he said deliberately “This de G:
lon is not to be trusted; I've he
stories w\mm lmll that I do not like

He

NI" Villon balanced on wide
spread legs, hands on his hips. “You
talk like children. Is this the first
time 1 have been summoned by one
of the Court?

at Sire de Gaillon has in‘mind.”

ing out to retrieve the belted sword
he had laid aside. “I go alor
said, and his voice brooked no argu-

ment.
than one

The poct-rogue laughed aloud, shak-
ing his head in. mocking sympathy
You treat me like a chil he said;

['vo men are always better

Hl Lmu! Velvet, and went across

oom_toward the sc.

cret entrance from which Poutrel had
come.

Take care,” Velvet called after

him; and although she did not know

why, she shivered as she watched him

" But Villon ignored the words. He
along th followed by
the gigantic Ba

tod the damp floor. then climbed the
ladder which led to outside.

They were in a small shop, clothing
and rugs scattered in colorful profu-
sion. This ot's shop, for the
city tho him as a dunce-

went

was Ba
t of

se, beyond which

headed shopkeeper, not knowing his
real life

A clerk gave but a furtive glance
to their passing, then returned to his
unbaling of new rugs, Villon
got said nothing, but thrust
e it guoiinn el b e
Paris street, bright sunshine slashing
at their.heads.

They walked together, Villon tall
and lithe Bagot gross at his side.
few people looked, but most hurried
about their business. A fat monk
waddled past, telling his beads; and
farther on, a merchant haggled loud-
ly with a prospective customer. Pl
grims, grimly pious, plodded wearily
to the tomb of St. Genevieve.  Horse-
men thundered by, clearing a path for
a m.(.mn Justice on his way to

th

Villon breathed decply of the rich
This was Paris, hub of the uni-
beyond which there was nothing




there was nothing for him.

for_him. Here had he been born,
and here he would die; and between
these events the laughter in
him would come to full flood.

He swung to the left at the Rue
St. Charles, -secing ahead the great
town house of Roger de lon.

rds resplendent in their uniforms
of crimson and yellow paced before
the great gate. Smoke plumed from
the four ¢ d bedding hung
from the windows 1o dr
agotpaced at the poet's S
ing nothing now, his little eyes slitted
and watchful, Below ground, he was
the master; but above, he was only
another Coguillard who could dic as
easily as another man if crimes were
ever proved against him.

He'smiled; though, at Villows pro-
file. This man was like a son to him,
i and gDol ious and cock-proud that

he understood some
o the greatucw 61  Villon, andibi:

cause he could read and write but
painfully, he admired the poet's un-
canny skill with words and quill.
Too, he owed Villon much-his life
at_times, his purse at otlters, and a
spiritual debt which could never be
repaid.  And so he went doggedly
along, bold sword at his hip, ready
for_any eventuality.

“Ho, guard,” Villon said at last,
stopping belore the de Gaillon gate,

tell jour master I am here.”

"The guard glowered past i cros:
lowered pike, his beard a splendid
thing above his starched and ruffled
collar.

“Go away, pipsqueak,”
harshly.  “My master sees no

he said
eggars

acot reached out and caught the

uard.  Muscles lumped beneath
his skin, as he dangled the suddenly-
cursing man a foot above the ground.

“Inform your master that Master
Frangois Villon is here,” he ordered
roughly, and Talfhrew the. goard
through the

Nar"  Villon snid. o the second.
guard, and his sword was half-drawn
from its sheath. The second guard
subsided, watching grimly.

The first guard srambled into bal-
ance, his features beetred—then dis-
appeared, his voice calling loudly for
the master-atarms of the household.
Minutes passed, long minutes in
which Bagot glared at the second
guard, as though measuring him for
an attad

Then lualsl:p& sounded, and the

first guar back, a gray-haired
an dressed in the dé Galtlon livery
at his side.

This way, messicurs,” the man
. “Iam Grisele, secretary to Sire
illon.”
Erangois Villon nodded in_ reply
and supred past the g inking
ingly at them both, There was
ion’ within him; for despite his
brave words, he understood too well
how a man's fate could change in one
short day because of the Court's in-
trigues. He had been in and out of
favor too many times not to realize
he walked a narrow path, with disaster
reaching from either side.
But_ nothing of his thoughts ap-
keen features. This
n a social call, for the

might have bee
er was in his legs and shoulders.
His eyes roved about the

reat hall,
liking the paintings and fine_tapes-
s and delicate carvings. Wealth

was here, wealth such as Villon would
have relished at any time. De Gai
lon was powerful; he had the ear of
the King, and so he lived according
to his high estate.

“Ah, Master Villon,” a dry voice
rustled from the far side of a great
room intc which the hall debouched.
“I have been expecting you.”
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Frangois Villon swung his gaze
about, peering through the dimness
at the man before the great fireplace
De Gaillon was in a , feet
thrust in skin sli His sl was
like a vulture’s, veined and scaly, his
narrow face thrust predatorily for-
ward. He drywashed leathery hands,
saying no more, as the poet-rogue ap-
proached.

# as soon as 1 heard the re-

quest,” Villon said, and made a leg.
“How can 1 be ¢ service to you,
Sire?”

Griscle chuckled, throatly at his
side, then subsided at de Gaillon's
silent _scrutiny. lle dn[lcd away,
dropping into 8 heavy chair

Master Villon,” Roger de Gaillon
said, "I have heard many tales of you,
not the least of which is that you are
a member of the Coquille.”

Villon's left eyebrow came up in
quiringly. He shrugged. “Tongues
will wag, he admitted wryly; “but al
ways wherher in truth, I cannot sa

De Gaillon sucked idly at his lower
lip, sly eyes measuring the mettle of
the other.  His amile vas thin and
vaguely e illon sensed then
UGt s BOXRAOEAL EAl

“I will accept the stories as the
truth, Master Poet,” de Gaillon said
mockingly. “I shall accept them as
the truth, and as a consequence you
shall do a task for me.”

V//ion siflened, reading the solt
threat behind the words. At his
back, Ragot caught  ilow breath, and
his great hand slid_imperceptibly to-
ward the blade at his hip.,
ou speak in riddles, Sire,” Villon
said cautiously.

is no riddle, rest assured,”
said de Gaillon. “There is in Paris
at this moment a man named Gervais
— Jehan i
raitor to me.
on his forchead.
he taken my notes and been my secre.
try. And now he is cf, and

ished, and now he must be brought
0 here he is, 1 do not know.
You, ‘through the cfforts of the Co:
quille, will disover this man for m

d d Villo1 prompted; and
a 2 told him ‘what the fina]
outcome of the search would be,
will recover a document which

Roger de Gaillon smiled
then, braally. eyes sitied in cold
anger then,” he finished, “you

will tlay Tehan!Gervais with % tword
thrust.

Frangois Villon suallowed deply
This was no_jes was in this
shrunken man_a ng brooding
camnestness which precluded sych a

De Gaillon meant  for
Gervais 0 die, and he had chosen




Villon as his messenger of death. Vil-
lon felt the tightening of nerves al-
ready wire-taut.

“Murder him?" he asked.

“If you wish to call it that. It mat-
ters not. 1 want only that the docu-
ment be pernimed

‘And the documen
WEiowaull L kow i

“It bears ‘my seal and signature,
and has 10 do with Treasury business.
You will bring that to me the moment
it is recovered

‘No!” Bagot sa
is no_truand;

" Villon asked.

1 harshly.
do your own
Who is this fellow?”
asked.

A

“Frangoi
killings.
de Gaillon

riend,
his hand stilled Bagot
I decline t3 accept this t
Roger de Gaillon laughed throiigh
a mouth devoid of tecth, his gums
wet and shining. “You will not re-
Tuse, Master Vilion,” he said
you will not fail. Need I remind you
hat 1 am of the Court, that I have
the confidence of Charles, and ¢
His voice trailed aw
“But why ask me
perately
“It does not matter.” De
brushed his hands lightly. “You have
until Tuesday morning to bring the
document back to me. 1f not by then,
Lassure you a King's warrant will be

Villon answered, and
“lhu what if

issued.  Master Poet, have you eve
seen a man boiled alive in fiery oil?”

Frangois Villon shivered uncon-
scious! had seen such things,

and the thought of such happening
to him_clamped fingers about his

heart. ' He could feel the cold perspi-

ration along his spine, and e lifced

re and the

Minister of the Treasury cut him
short

words,” he said, “no_argu-

ment. Find me Jehan Gervais, and

bring back that document. ~ Fail, and

your life is forfeit.
sieurs.”

He turned away and was gone,
bping through a side door, lesving
Villon and Bagot to be guided out
side again by Grisele. The secretary

Good day, mes.

was laughing softly to himself as he
led the way.

d inform him \\h.u
been made. You
s |)n lm.mu of Police,

can g
cois Villon hifted tensely at
the: window. He: could see her re.
flection i the Ver
he. wished again, for the hundredth
time, he had listened to her war
two days before.

agot would
leave ce of Jehan
Gervais, which the ~|..u of the Co-

“Ho, guard,” Villon said, stopping before the de

uch

quille had located without too
difficulty

“It's dark enough,” Bagot said from
where he

leanedagainst the door
let us leave at

¢ I make
you a promisc: de Gaillon shall not
live long to.enjoy his triumph over

illon whirled, black anger in his
yes. “Enough of this murde
Saint Michaell Give me peace!

Then slow laughter came to his
nd he smiled at Velvet and

“I'm sorry,” he said.
that 1 do not like this tas|
Velvet came from the couch, lifting
ark cloak and slipping it about
poct-rogue’s  shoulders. Gently

t s just

the
her fingers touched the lean hardness

of his face.
“I shall wait for you, Frangois,”
Gy e e e
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He Kissed her, holding her tghtly
t, ‘then moved toward
the door, a slim sword at his hip, and
a pon ( He was hard
and dan en, caught up in the
problem 2 of the moment.

0 hour, maybe two,” he said
‘\\dll for u:
got opened the door, and they
went through, turning in the street to
wave _good Then the door was
closed, and they were alone, the first
chill of night m.d.m;, them draw the
their doaks still ¢ about thei
shoulders.

“This way,” Bagot said,
hides on the Street of the
the home of Scbastiar

1 know the place,” Villon agreed
shortly, and set the pace

They hurried, hugging the shad-
ows, darting down cross alleys and
dlipping acrow the _short rattling
bridges. Few people were on the

“Gervais
Wicked,




Gaillon gates, “you will tell your master I am here®

streets, for Paris was asleep, candles
and lanterns without flame now, night-
caps drawn tightly about tired leads.
taverns still roared with
life, a they did day or night; and to
one side University students banged
y upon a doxie house, calling for
unkard lay where
en, mouth gaping at the
nml;, moon, his purse slit, his shoes
stol Three blocks away,
Hie chant of:{he:Watch ‘came.from
where it made its rounds
But Villon had little thought for
the city now. He had a task to per-
form, and it must be done. Scamp

e.

he was, and scamp he always would
his neck as much

|n, ,uul )n' valued

Feturned to de G
King's nt be not served in the
morning

ossed a final bridge and
turned into the black wnnel of a

street so narrow a man could stride
across it from roof to roof. This
was the Street of the Wicked, a name
given in_ironic_jest, for here
those with eriminal records such that
the asted neither by the Co-
quille noe by the King's men. - Flere,
the spies had reported, Jehan Gervais
was in hiding; and heré would he be
found this night.

acor paused at the corner of a
house and incredibly disappeared
into the cover of straggly weeds and
tall grass. Villon dropped to his side,
lftng his head only cnough to pecr
about, to see if silent watchers lurked
hid
“1 shall go in,* Villon whispered.
“You wait for me. 1 there is trouble,
1 shall all out 11 niot, do not move
il I return.”
Al ight,” lhgo( said softly.
hurry. - And st

“But
ke deep and true; for
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instinctively aw

if it_becomes knowr you work with
de Gaillon, even the Coquille must
pass a sentence of death on you.”

Frangois Villon smiled into the

larkness. “Rest easy,” and
lifting his body or hands and toes,
he went forward toward the house.

In shadow he drew himself up, feel-
ing for_the shutte : of the first win-
dow. But they were too tight. He
slipped along the wall, lumhhw' for

second  window, soft
chuckle came to his l]\l( uI\N| he
found one shutter ~|(g]n|y loose.

He pried it open, using a fla
of iron; and when i was free,
himself up by sheer strength of arms
and_shoulders and dropped inside.
Closing the shutter, he waited, nerves
extended like tendrils, fecling for the
life within the hous..

He heard snoring 7 nd went its way.
Wood creaked faintly beneath his
feet, and he huggec the walls where
the flooring more  solid. His
questing hand fou d the outline of
a door, and he listened to the rumble
of snoring behind it, satisfied that he
had found his man.

H'S fingers e
ing; the

ed at the leather
string; ch lifted softly in-
side, the door swinging open silently.
Light lay it the room, coming from
a small night lantern at one side,
disclosing_everythin
man twisted in his sleep as though
of the intrusion.

Villon :00k two light steps forward,
his sword whispering free in his right
hand, his left reaching out to cover
Then he called
nd almost did he
ing panic growing

the sleeper’s mouth

and he
ith his sword-

Gervais said at last, and
his gaze slid along the

or the love of God,
0 harm to you!”
.mm,m" the poct-rogue said soft-
ly want no trouble. I want
only e paper signed by Roger de
illon.” " His tonc shifted subtly,

and suddenly it was bleakly danger-
ous, Do not play the fool, Gerva
“But 1 have rvais went

throat. M
Villom, in the name of the Almighty
“The dtu ument,” Villon said (l.nly
“At once

down I)n side Of bi

d away, permitting the
man to

! face

se, and the hatred in’ Ger-
to him.,

was like a blow

man in thrall; t
ervais moved toward the side of the
room, it followed his_ bac
Gervais knelt, hands fumbling at
aboard in the floor. Wood squeaked,

the




“The paper; Pll take it now.” de

Gaillon said, His gaze roved over

the dying man. “He'll be dead in
a moment.”

and then the plank was free, and the
's hand went in, coming out at
last with a roll of pape

lon took the pi.per with his free
hand, backing to' the window and
permitting the paper to unroll. He
saw the heavy black scal and de
Gaillon'’s signature, and he thrust the

paer beneath his belt.

You want it for yourself?” Ger-
vais asked thinly. “Or do you work
for de Gaillon?
hut up!” Villon said, and ca
n toward the kneeling man.
ftvo aniaher ordér. xho

He saw the fear come to Gervais
thes ik d felt sickness in_ his
he Men he but al

had killed,

Gervais rose, pressing back st
the wall, mouth working with sheer

loud, “a
llon will

We: shall

fortune,” he cried
fortune for us both. De G
Pay, pay us handsome
«share it, the two of usl

HE sword came out daintily,

hovering an inch from Gervais’

breast. The man went silent, hor

rifiedly watching the licking point.

One stroke, one thrust, and only Vil

lon would be
“You

ve Paris within
If you stay, or if a word comes back
to me, then shall I hunt you out”

He spun about then, and was gone,
slamming_the door_behind, rushing
for the window. The shutter jarred
loudly ‘on the outside of the house,
and then he dropped through, secing

0 meet

They ran, ran like twisting shad.
¥ oush RVt i o
til they were a mile away did they
s1op to breathe and ret n the bright-
ness of a tavern’s

“You slew, him¥s: Baght. mid ‘e
gretfully, and Villon shook his head.

“He Tives,” he said shortly,
drew the sheet of foolscap from his
belt, spreading it in the light (ln]L
ing from the window. He rea
ly, squinting at the words and

“What " Bagot asked. W] !ml

tant that de
ths such as

Francois Villon felt blind anger
begin to rise.

grim and thin,

Thief he was, and
18

moskeneer, almost 2 truand, but al-
Never had trea
s mind in any way, and
now he held the proof of a itors
dealings in his hands.

He handed the document to Bagot,
who scowled at it, puzzling out the
words laboriously.

a renegade,” Villon

e Michaell No

ways a

admitted. “What d mean?”
“Two rows of figures,” Villon said
of costs

simply. “One is the row
claimed for ce items, and_the
second the dishonest profit which
came to him from each dealing. The

first row is official, the second jotted
ations written in
er. De Gaillon
lozen men to

Bt s rorirned



Bagot frowned.
to return this 10 _him
Then Villon b
mischief devil dancing in
By the gods, no” he said.

must have been using_this
aper to force money from de Gaillon.
Its a whip that the Minister can’t

ignore.

nodded, eagerness in
ow we collecs,” he observed

ockery lay in the twist
of \,u(.m mouth. “Not in the way
We collect, but in
" e wned i
thought for a moment. “I think,”
he finished, “that Roger de Gaillon
is about to resign his Ministership,
first giving a large portion of his
the King for charity
Next, he will retre from the Court.
1 p this letter
n he will under-
B 1ol i fhe King if any-
thing unfortunate should happen to
me.”

He began 10 iaugh, softly, the
600y e iha sicuation sppealing io the
dark merriment which was his soul.
Gaillon had but shifted

power
only difference lying in what he must
pay for his safety. Such events as
this, such wonderful twists of life such
23 this, made existence for Vilon an
exiting ¢

and

sai. to Bagot,
swung of s s et
He took another way back to Vel
vet's home, a shorter way and better
lighted. . Bagot dogged his side, deep
rumbling chuckles coming from him
as he thought of Vilion's plan. T'his
was the thing he liked about the
poetrogue, the ability to turn any
situation to his advantage. This was
something he himself could not al.
ways do, for nis stength lay in his
sword and shoulders; and so he the
more keealy relisher that which
lon planned
nly once did reg et touch the few
words he spoke, ar-l that was when
he said. “Once, onl once, am 1 close
treasury - and there is

laughed aloud, and
smiled in complete yinder
standing,

They came to the street on which
Velvet lived. The moon was full-
risen now, the strc t deserted of all
but prowling half-wild dogs. Villo
took the two short steps to Velvet's
door, hanmered with his fist, thes
lifted the latch and enterec

“Hal" he wid o the backtumed
deed

d

chai before the fireplace.
is donc,
Roger

the_cout
de Gaillon shall - this' night
ats he made to me of
g He clapped. his hands
phasis, seeing the lazy shadow
stirring as Velvet turned in the chai
or struck at him,

de Gaillor s secretary; and
mockery in his face_the faintest trace
of a triunphant giggle in his reedy
Voice.

“You count coup much 0o soou,
Master Villon,” Grisele said. “My mas-
ter regrets little, particularly now.”

“Where's Velvet — whe) is she
Villon's hand was at his sword, and
be knew the answer before it came,

‘She is, shall we a guest of my
master,” Grisele said gently. “And
that she will remain until a certain
paper reaches n ter’s hand.”

Agor roared in rage; and before

Villon could interfere, he was
across the room, jerking Griscle aloft

pianing him to the vall a foot
abovt the fio hispered on
leather, and hn oty ol
threatening Grisele, draining blood
from the man'’s face.
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“Where is she?” Bagot said savage-
1y “Quick, before ~drop your vitals
on the floor!

There vias fright in the man’s face,
fright and a fine contempt. But his
voice was even and unhurried.

Fouch me, and she dies,” he said;
and when the blad hesiated, he fin

“Place me back on the floor,
gcmly‘

ot rcleased s hold, turning
his head toward Vi'lon for some com
mand.  But the poetrogue said noth
ing, shock gone from his face now,
his eyes cold and watchful
Grisele came to his feet, brushing
dust from his clothing, *“My master
recognized what your plans might be,”
he said, “and had the girl taken as
hostage: She will not be harmed un
leas you are foolish, + Take the paper
to him, and she will be free
What proof have 1 of that?” Vil
fon asked
ou are not in a position to de
mand proof.” He smiled. “She is
in a secret place where, 1 do not
know. My master is in hiding too;
you will find him at the House of
the Lions on the Rue Madcleine. 1

D’Estoutville is Jm»klnv for him,"
Grisele admitted. “Hence his need
for the paper, which he must destroy.
With the gone, he can meet
any charg is voice grew sudden

hard ess that paper is de
stroyed, the girl will die.  As for you,
doy he finished to Bag as a knife
ripped free in his hand, “lor_ touch
ing me, you dic now

H & drove his blow with an uncan
ny speed, bringing it in low and
then sweeping upward. Almost Bagot
was caught, his sword lowered. But
great as he was, his speed was twice
as great, and so the knife barely
touched his blouse—and then his own

sword licked out with dreadful speed
Grisel

 died, the smile sl on his
lade piting him ke

ake Lllu,mu n a d
Then he toppled sidewise,
g free, dripping crim-

on.
“A gooa stroke,” Bagot said aloud.
“A good stroke.”

Francois Villon stared blankly at
the body. Grisele meant nothing 1o

airly, taking a stroke for one he
missed.  Villon's problem went past

iscle

There was but one answer, of
course, The incriminating document
must be returned to Roger de Gaillon,
Velvet must be freed, There would
still be danger, great danger, for de

Gaillon would know that Villon had



read the paper. He would know that
Villon must be remov

t, of course, meant running.
Ul et escape Paris,
would have to dodge and duck Rog.
er de Gaillon’s hired mercenaries. It
would mean exile at the very least.
He would be lucky to escape death.

That meant nothing; Velvet was his
whole concern. He swung_toward
the door, resolve in his frantic mind.

“Get 1id of the body,” he said to
Bagot. “When tha- is done, come to
the House of the Lions on Rue Made-
leine.”

He went through the door, running
the moment his frct touched the
street. Vaguely he had the impres-
sion that some man had turned to
stare from down the street, but he
gave no heed, driving himself to a
running pace he could keep for min-
utes on end.

The minutes passed, and he stopped
to breathe himsclf like a laden horse.
Perspiration beaded his face, and the
rage in his mind was white and puls-
ing. He must play out the gume by
the rules laid down; that he knew.
Bt once Velvet was free, then other
rules could be sukstituted; and in
that, with a swor is fist,
no man could ma.ch him, least of
all Roger de Gaillon.

E came to Rue Madeleine, going

slower now, not wanting to draw
the attention of the private Watch
swhich patolled the area. House were
dark and shuttered, sleeping until
morning, and Villon pnsxcd the firs
few, searching for the one which
the! reat: bronae ions at cither side
of the front gate.

When he came iy it he paused 3
morien, sca

n, soi action to_follow,
F\mluy e P VB et
ized there was nothing he could do
but accept defeat. Shrugging, he
thrust the gate open and went to-
ward the house.

The lion knocker rattled bencath
i G4t and rhen the door came open,
he stood silent, de Gaillon's sword-
point at his breast, the shriveled Min-
ister blinking past the glow of an up-
held lantern.

“Master Villon” Roger de Gaillon
said quiedy. . Come in; I've been
expecting

e backed into e hall with quick
short sieps. and Villon followed,
nerves tightly draw now, eyes keen
and alert He swung the door shut
and went past de Gaillon, leading
the way toward a far door through
which light streamed_brightly.

“Where is the irl?”. Villon said
then, and he could el the trembling
o e Brapert” Roger de Gall

e paper!” Roger de Gaillon

1,¢k.’:,gpch.s & Where is the
paper?”

They stared at each other,
their hatred was as raw
naked as the sword in the Minister
fae. One quick glance Villon had
given the other occupant of the
foom, 45, he entered, pnd then e
swung_his head toward de_Gaillon,
The third man was Guy Montfort,
a minor official of the Court, huddled
back in the great arms of a far chair,
the swner of this house where de
Gaillon had taken refuge.
have the paper,” Villon ad:
ted. “But first produce the girl.
De Gaillon came forward, the
sword a wicked splinter of sicel in
his hand. There wvas murder on his
face then, for he had cuught sight of
e p: the . poetrogue’s waist.

and
8
’s

“No Gny Montfort cried in bric
panic. “For the love of God, koger,
you promised there would be no

Villon didn't move, intenit on the
sword threatening to strike at any
moment. He tensed, ready for fast

violent movement.
Shut up!” snapped Roger de Gail-
once more he addressed

Villon. perl” he said and
extended his free hand. "1 will have
it now.

“The inferruption came from behind
the Minister. At first there was the
blade, sliding into ae light; then the
swordsman  stepped into_sight, face
hard and emotionless, bold eyes sur-
veying the scene. Then hi. swort
thrust out, driving de Gaillon's asi
then touched point at the Minister’s

ack,

Ynu me under arrest on a King's
Estoutville said quietly.

"Do 5 resisi
De Gaillon gasped, then slowly
looged hic hold, the sword clattering
at his feet. His face was livid with
Tage i be turmel o the Joirader:

Villon felt the quiet sigh of his
breath, . his throar, Astonishment
yes, and the Provost must
¥ n the unspoken question.

“I followed you, Frangois,” he said,
then swung his voice to de Gaillon.
“If you must work with such men
as Villon,” he finished, “then you
must be more secret. Al Paris knows
you talked with him, two days back.”

r de Gaillon said nothing. He
was older then than his actual age,
is body shrunken like a wind seared
Only his eyes were alive,
questing about for a line of escape.

Guy Montfort was silent - also.
Except for a first cry of panic at
D'Estoutville’s entrance, he had made
no sound, shrinking back in his chair
in a_pathetic auempt to remain in-
conspicuous. D'Estoutville glanced at
him, his voice cutting and scornful.

“You are not under arrest, Mont-
fort,” he said. “But you will present
yourself at my offices at ten o'clock
tomorrow, when a searching will be
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made of this man. Do you under-

o
“Yes, sire,’ Guy Montfort said
fearfully.

The Provost came about his pr
ofer, urging him back into the hall.

e Caillon went stumblingly, all will
gone.  Villon followed, ranging up to
D'Estoutville’s side. Guy Montfort

id not move from where he sat,
terror still in his eyes.

They went alon,. the hall; and at
the door, hand on the latch, Roger
de Gaillon turned to speak.
the Provost ordered.

“Get along,”
“There will be talking later.” He
lanced at Villor. “I know mnot

yhat your doings with this man gse,
Frangois,” he “But they have
brought you troubl u talk.”

Villon smiled. he

“Not” Roger de Gaillon crid at
the open door. “Geruais, no!

‘There was a grunt of exertion from
the darkness outsice; and then, flick-
ering through he light, flashing from
the night, came a winging knife.

I ¥ stashed by de Gaillon, barely mise

ing; and in the instant of surprise,
Villon could mot mave, He iy the
knife, and there was no instinct to
throw himself aside.

But in that flashing second, D'
Estoutville moved. His hand lashed
out, thrusting Villon aside, and
fore he could recover his own balance,
the wing'ng bladr caught him, its
shining hand’s length burying deep
in_his wide chest.

There was a roa- of rage outside,
Bagot's bull voice swearing in ter-
rible brutal anger. Then Gervais’
voice cried out in agony.. After that
there was no sound.

Francois Villon caught D'Estout.
ville as e fell, leaping o his side and
cradling him in strong arms. The
Provost’s sword clattered from his
hand, and Villon knew instinctively
the man would never rise again.

“The paper,” de_Gaillon said.
“Ill take it now.” His gaze roved

er the dying man contemptuously.
“He will be dead i1 a moment.”

Frangois Villon felt the first tug of
a thought then. "le nursed it cau
tiously, not wanting 0 let it febrile
life still again. He caught it fully,
anil s head lifted to face Gy Mone

o
‘What did you see when you came
into the hall?”* he aske
“The Provost dying, and_the two
of you standing there,” Montfort

“Both my blades are at my belt”
“Yes!"

“Roger de Gaillon stabbed the Prov-
ost to death in an attempt to escape.
“You're crazy—you're insanel” de
Gaillon's voice raged in sudden blind-




ing anger. I never touched the man.
It was Gervais.”

“There is no Gervais,
then, and his haw} face
intent.

“He lies outside.”

“No one lies outs’le.

vmon said
vas hard and

Ask Bagot.”

PTHE giant shook.his head, not un-
derstanding, but backing the poet-
roguc's words. z

“There is no one outside,” he sa
“I came to the door and saw exactly
what is here: Villon with dagger and
sword at his side, the Provost lyin
on the floor with de Gaillon's dagger
in_ his chest

you all liet” de Gaillon
eried. “You're plotting my  death.
D'Estoutville will confirm my words.”

Villon glanced at the Provost, and

he shook his head “This man will
be dead before witresses an arrive,
he said. “And all of us will swear
you murdered | His eyes roved

h
contempl-tively over the cowering
uy Montlort. “Even Montfort will
swear to that, won't you
Guy Montfort licked s

ack lips, eyes
to man. The
eyes,
at last he nodded weakly, as Villon
had known he wou

“I shall tell of what | 2w, e wid.

“But this is fant. stic,”
said, “You can't do this e

“Maybe,” Villon said shortly, and
bent again over the Provost.

This was the moment, the ticklish
moment on which everything hinged.
It he failed, no matter what happened
o de Gai lcn, Velvat would die.
knew that unless de Gaillon gave
orders to the contrary, his men would
kill the girl. Th to work;
ad o other cho

toutville;” he said,

“can you

e
The Provost blinked death blank-
ness from his eyes, staring at the
bending face
ar you,” he said

Lo dying-you know um,
Villon said. “Roger de Gaillon will
dic for your murder unless you aid
him now: n saw the eyes be-

0 to glaze again, and his voice lifted.
EClcar de Gallon of your death,” he
finshed. "Ay & Christan and
gentleman, do an innocent
man die for wmcthmg he did not

“My prisone” D'Estoutille mum
bled. ake him
Villon's hands ;;4\'0 clite to the man,
n a statement,” he said. “Nam
your killer. For the love of heaven,
as my frend, do,that fina thing.”
a brutal thing to do, but it
musl hc done. Villon could see no

other w when at last D'
hloulvlllcs head dipped a bit in
answer, he came to his feet, swinging

about m Monllon.

“Writing materials, quickly,” he
snapped, then plunged down the hall
and into the lighted room, at Mont
fort's wordlss gest “e.

A moment later he was back, quill
and ink in one hand. foolscap in the
other.  He sq\u(l:d lifting the Prov-
ost info a sit sition, spreading
the paper on the o ok s shrusting
the inkec quill into fingers barely
able to

“Jehan Gervais knifed me,” he dic:
tated, and watched the man scribble

the line and add his name. The
sprawling words /crossed the entire
page.

The quil fell avay, and DEstout
ville sagged inertly. ““Take my pris-
oner in,” he said faintly.
And ther: he wa- dead, held erect
still by Villon's arms. “Requiescat in
{:me" Villon whispered, and gently
wered the body i the foor
aught ap the foolscap, folding
A tucking it into his belt. His
eyes were hard, obsidian hard, as
they stared at Roger de Gai lon,

“1 want the girl. de Gai
said, and w0 T shall bargain’ e
ou.”

?Be Gaillon lifed his gaze
dead man on the floo

“What batgain?” he asked,

"Send Bagot for her, with a note

your men. Waen she returns, |
sl give you both the evidence you

rom ihe

want so_desperately, and the state-
ment D'Estoutville i ¢ signed.  Aft

er_that, both of us vays.”
Roger de Gaillon R0k hinher,
is a wick” he countered.

'Hu\\' do I kpow you will keep your-

word?
“Because 1 give it,” Francois Villon
said_then.
Yo swearr de Saillon asked.
“I swear,” Villon
Three, minutes . ates, Bagek dis-

appeared into themight fo find Velves
and effect her release.

N how passed before Bagot re-
wrned.  Villon waited at the
door; and when he aw the lithe igure
e girl at the giants side, he
s)gllul deeply, feeling tension leave
his mind  He held her tightly for a
oment, sceing the utter belicf in her
hen wrned e face Roger de

“The evigence, the statement!” de

Gaillon said_eagerly

unh
ey Villon s need sombeely.ut
the I)o(fy of D'Estoutville, then lifted
his gaze to Guy Montfort farther
down the hall. ~His veice was quiet,
held with deep control, despite the
caoilicl v thodghtn

“Summon the Waich,” he ordered,
“and tell your sor
wore a_holy oath!” Roger

e G s e scrcaming now,
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predatory assurance gone, perspi
tion coursing the wrinkles of hu P

Francois Villon took a sheet of
paper from his beit and flung it to
the man, watching him scramble for
it on the floor like a starving man
alter a bread-crust.

e it, Sire, and welcome,” he
said, and diew Velvet closer in the
circle of his arm.

Gaillon spread the single sheet,
staring blndly at i, then lifting bis
g o the poctroguc, “This It the

he cried. “Wh
Sl Yot orcous
the statement (ool
“And so 1 did," F anois Villon said
then. “Choose for _yourself, Roger

e Gajllon. choose mprisonment ot
the gibbet. Destroy that paper, and
you hang for e e D
ville—kecp it, and you rot in Griteri2

“I-1 don’t understand,” de Gaillon
said.

“Turn the paper,” Villon said then
in judicial triumph. “Look, de Gail-
jon, look welll - Both evidence and
statement are there, de Gaillon, w
ten on opposit sd- - of il foolscapi®
Hellish n y swirled in hiz bold
eyes. “Destroy one, and you destroy

the other

0GER DE GAILLON came to his feet,
R aiaat fury building in his face
his thin body trembling w

“You tricked mel” he screa med
mn you to_all nell, Vvlh)nl" he
@ “You tricked me.
thiel
"Aye" Villon :dmlllul “a_ thief—

but not a traitor. 1 st
i e S
And then he h:d pulled the door
nd was sy from llu:
Houie ot VIR S gt
a the rear. He heard the ot
P ¢ from within the hall and
o o his_justice
aroused dark amusement in his heart.

from men,

“Take in my prisoner,” D'Estout.
ville had exacted a promise, and the
promise would be kept

Roger de Gaillon weuld sufier; he
would writhe in blmd terror; but
would  win rison left at
leastea. ble:ot. Wiema h()re o the
gallows were finalit
k er

ity ) yes,
n vould sweat, but
TR v lmmu t©
the law.” Nothing could save him
from the damning cvidence againat
himself which e would have &
the King's
tion gonc,
et moghtsay ke Vil
carry any weight with the King.
Frangois Villon threw his arms
about Velvet and Bagot, and a bright
whise came from hit lips, greeting
the morning just rising ove
slanted rooftops
‘Wine,” he said, *and a bit to eat.”
Together they went down the street.

cvenconth




ate attention and an_ultimate
5 the e rep ment of which would
- be as u n as the terpsichor
4 alents of & striptease artate. The
X ORSES win by a nose,” began  old con-and-carncy man has a-ca
ﬁt‘Jn.nmlml Sam McGhee out  disregard for the virtues of sobriet
olac aneck thrift and truth. But his tales always

ify the strain to which the listen-
er's acdulity is subjected. So I
pushed the humidor and decanter to
within easy ach of his ch:nL
countering his foray of
ammised resoeve whichlon years of e
perience have taught me serves

Fharper gad tb his yarnepinning than
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a length or a furlong.
That's nothin’ to get excited about—
unless, of course, your mazoo is ridin’
on the nag. But when a hayburner
wins a race without never settin’ foot
on the track—that’s something!”
was a_typical McGhee gambit,
eleverly calculated to ensnare my im:

special —a descendant of Pegasus, no less!
Bond and his Sam McGhee go on from there.

\AVHEN they found pin-fecthers sprouing from the
filly's withers, they knew they had something

Nelson

by NELSON BOND

docs any amount of eagerness or enthu:
siasm.
=

1 conceded. “But as to the
of that ‘something; Sam
Scratches or
ade winners
out of m.lny a pl.m. xlm hobbled in
an hour late. But if you're trying to
£e1l me any.track judgs ever awarded
first place to an entry that made no ap-
on the oval—

d Sam. “This

n only deplore,”—and
he sorry state to which

1 frowned,



A Matter of a Pinion

American, sportsmanship has fallen.
Race-track officials are supposed to
et i erly b ik
that they encourage, or even permit,
such abuses

e judges was honest men.
didn'

They

t is high time” I pro
“that the whole situation be
1, for one, won't tolerate
“You, for one,” exploded Sam vio-
lendy, * shut your yap long
enough to leave me geta word in edge-
Who's tellin” this story—you or

climed,
expose

w't!” he srapped. “Point-
in' am[])ohlc, Ar oesides,” he aj

nded in magnific . non sequitur,
st

vascal poured and
downed at a_drafi
beakerful of straight rye. He
His lips, nodding appreciatively, and
hel self to'a pocketful of
S whin he lighted after first e
fully tucking the gnawed-off tip into a
slightly frayed trouser cul.
00d for the moths,” he muttered.
T hcn, almost as an afterthought, “You
ot good likker an'’ smokes, even i you
ain't got good manners.”
“Courtesy,” I said coldly, “is a vi
clous by-product of our effcie civ
sense in showing polite
,‘;uu.mmy hena gucst tells e b
aced falsehood. You claimed a race

had been won by a horse that never
appeared on the track: to be brutally
frank, 1 don't bel

re nag won without seltin’ a fool on
the track, which ain’t the same thing
atall

“Now,” I sniffed, “you're just quib-
bling. What are you tying,to do,

stir_up a mare’s nest?

“Sam sighed “heavily. T wish

could!” he said. “I wish 1 could stir
re's nest!”

HIS gy (began Squarcdeal Sam
Ghee) ooked me upin the cash
e how had sent
the yokels A fevereyed an’ fret-
ful, an’ while the concesh stands was
packin’ their slum to move on to the
next village. 1 was managin’ the oan
ey as a favor 0 a chum whose
porary name was C-158096 on e

of a difference of opinion between him
an' the State of loway on a question of
art, him claimin’ the Livin' Models in
the Gay Parce show was fine statuary
an’the John Darms claimin’ the show
was statutory an’ finable.

Ayhow AU aracler walked 1
casual as if he belonged there—which
he didu't—an’ spoke his picce like
wante 1

n't.
“do’ you

Mr i
know what this A

tomers,” 153 prompaly, “Cashy
class—and a d guard 10 keep
Screwballs ke you out o private tents
Will you seram pe: le, or do I have
to wrap them oversized ears of yours
a.mmJ your noggin like a coonskin

i ke bt et oe St
is auditory jibsails—as who wouldn't
e?—because the rims of them turned
pink. But he swallyed the insult an’
carried on earnestl

“A trained horse,” “A well-
ained horse: that’s what you need!”
“I could also use,” 1 told him, “a
nice big hole in my head. ~ Where did
you get the idea equine fancier
L one crack. about Tamily resem.
blance' gets you a face full of knuck-
les,

he said.

Well— he squirmed, — 1 heard
about you and a horse named E;

“That_loud-mouthed, e
in’ scoundrel!

“And I understand you once man-
aged a centaur—
knack for touchin ten-
der spots” 1 told him, “that my dentist
would envy. Both of them misadven-
tures is episodes I'd be glad to forget.

, cach of them nags was the
1s this critter

visitor indig-
heis 3 very fine and talent;
, bred of an an

““The hell with her In!ood

e young-

gely.
You'll have to,” I told him mly.
“Where I come from they don't evel
believe what Missourians tell thes
hankn, Mr. hee!” the kd
eathe You won't be disap-
pomu‘d T'll be back in a minute.”
He galloped out of the tent and a
fewseconds ater there was a clumpety
clump of hoofs, the tent-flap Jift
back he come leadin' the prettiet Ally
you ever laid eyes on.
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What you could see of her under the
checkered plaid blanket, she was ll

ite, Bt ot that dul{oystery coloe
Dt ioni n like burnishe
ey Solian glowing: AL GLIG
filly's got a glow, she’s got a glow!

She was a trifle on the small side: a
[r.l(uuu over fieen hands, I'd say at

But every inch of her was
il giibrd Alight, lean head, wel
¢ on; straight

decp long, wide hige.
fault, it was that maybe her pectorals
was a bit oo overdeveloped. ~ But she
wasn't fat, y'undgrstand; it was all
muscle—power.

ILLY—which it turned out was the
kid’s name — he \\«mlml me all
he (qubI o

, Mr. Bt
“What do you say?  How o you ke

my Peggy?

d,” 1 admitted. “But the
n(y ain't_plannin’ on runnin’ a
uty-contest for horses. What can
she do besides look glamorous

“Watch!” chortled Billy. An’ to his
silver beauty, “Peggy, say hello to Mr.
McGhe

The flly sort of blinked her cyes an’
nodded a yes, took a half
step forward, crooked one knee in the
equine equivalent of & curtsey—an

There, Mr. McGhee!” cried Bi illy
triumphandy. "Iy that wonderful, or

TC e vtz bac st goin'
to admit it to him. 1 was already be-

think in terms of salary
per ‘" behind the eight-ball is
F e e e guy, when we
start discussin’ finances. S0 1 yawned

n worse. Can she do any-
thing clse?”
Anytling elel That horse could do
everything elsel kno
o R R
ot callouses; prychosoniatically
got atrophy of the admira-
Rl miraculous, an’
senescence of - the i
short, L gt bored cas

£ could walk, she muld trot, she

could pace, she could canter—them'’s
physical stunts that a lot of horses can
do. But she could dance, kneel, play
dead an’ toe straight lin slong a three
inch pxmx-wh.ﬁn s tri




ever learn.  An’ she could add num-
bers, spell out words with a set of al-
phabet blocks, an’ pick up objects
named by the audience—which made
Her about three times as ntelligent as
alf my human employee
I took one startle gindcr at Peggy's
bag of tricks an’ reached for a contract
form with tremblin’ hands.
“Billy,” 1 said, “sign herel y
AR buid 2

brand-new show around her—bill |
1 Pegey, the Equine Einstein! Or"—
1 aybe Peggy ain't

mmznur—:lmugh namc?
Gloria, or Marvella? Or Queenie, the
Quadruped Quiz Kid?”
“Td, prefer Peggy, It you don't
ind,” said the kid bashfully but firm-
ly. “She’s named after her sire.
Lsign here?”

re's
Broihe e this

a bloter. We got a

filly, son—a fortuncl _ Where on carth
did you ever find her?
“Ofr—just around,” answered. Bl
vaguely. “You really like her, then?”
“Like her? 1 ,nc had two fess legs
an’ could w cater, I'd mar
her! But, listen spicion

i Sy lothes,
e bk T just the
w Look, or has she got some physi-
al defects
“Oh, no!
perfect. See?”
He slipped off the plaid protector.
She was silver all over and, as he ha
said, without blemish. - Well, almost,
ney There was just one small

Nothing like that.  She’s

in
“What's the matter ther
Komun at her withers. . “She
urned, or operated on, or something?
She looks ke she's got scar tssue-—o
—or goosellesh.
“Oh, that!” shrugged Billy. “Noth-
ing important-a saddicore, mayix
“That high?" “Nonsensel
See her, o i therc's auymmg wlong
with this filly, I want you to tell r
1do .wa.uwmu;,lcl.umwuh

Ty m res nothing wrong with e,
assured me_ear-
m,nun,, whatsoever—believe
now, if yow'll show us our
hvmg quarters
S0 somehow the question got shelved.
An’, frankly, I was so happy to have

Mr.
muy
me

slgned him 40" Peggy (hat I never give
itanother thought. L
q A

stwise, not for
N’ s0 it wasn't till
nbered
ookin’ wrinkles on
nded me of.
ay a turkey's caboose
just got done pluck:
feathers

e
logks ater you's
fit. It was—pi

GauAREDEAL SAV sighed, leaned for-
ward, and pourcd a second tum-
blerful of whisky to which this time he
added, in deference to some dimly rec-

How about ®

ollected social amenity, a gingerly mi-
nute squirt of soda.

tared at him askance, an incred-
ible idea growing in my mind.

“Pinfeathers?” Irepeated. “Sam—
did you say that filly was named after
her sire?”

“Thas right. A Greek hoe, he
Greek orsel™ 1 said excitedly,
“And this young chap? This Billy?

as he a Greek, too?”

“Yeah; I disremember his real name,
but Billy Earphones—that's what we
called him. On account of them flaps

of his looked like the doolalles radio
operators wear—you know?”

“Billy -\rphoncs? Belterophont
Good heavens, Sam, you don’t mean to
say Peggy was the offspring
lous winged horse, Pegasus:

T was Sam McGhiees turn t0 look
ed. e heard of a flyin"
B dcnmndc

“Butof coursel” 110l
student and every i
the legend of Pegasus. Bellerophon
T R
Peirene, and together they slew the
Chimzra, overcame the Solymi and the
Amazons. Butall of that s fable, Sam
mythology! No one seriously be-
lieves a winged horse ever actually
lived.”

“1 do” said Sam simply. “An’ you
would, 100, if 1 hadn’t been so greedy.”
“Greedy?”
am nodded, his eyes mournful. “It
asn’t enough I should feature her in
a_sideshow  that was haulin’ in the
bicks by the hundreds” he said ruc-
fully. “I had to try to make a rac
lml\c et e

‘A race-horse?

“A trotter. Me, like a dope—I had
to hitch the equine sensation of the
ey lwuwhmlull go-cart—"

* 1 interpolate
" helll” suid Sam.
drmlul),hl mad!”,
was a smash hit (Sam re-
from the first time that we

“She was

s

1 looked, T seen, an’ I was
dumbfloundered.
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showed her. “Licre’s nothin’ the hay-
teoly lik betier than a beautiful hunk
of horseflesh, an’ when Billy put Peggy
through her stunts, their eyes popped
i could
er a_hundred times—only
why should we? Joe Louis should
maybe sell his right arm?
She mowed ‘em down in the Middle
Wes, panicked ‘em in the Pritie
States, an’ dazled em in Dixie.

AT

B e A RA
Jubal Early made  late raidf an' &
muddy spot_in road labeled,

“George Wurhmgum Slipped Here!”
Kentucky made her a colonel, of

ncess Peggy julep in her
honor, an’ Michigan matched  their
ante with a Princes All

up an' down the United States, Peggy's
name was in niore mouths than cracke
erjack at 3 ciras. _ Billy understaed
i he e Sl e
was the toast of the nation!

1don't mind S o ke et
little_can For the first time in
mylfc, T dide't mind beig’ told Twas
managin' a one-horse outfit. - By late
spring we J.m‘)pcd usin’ red ink for
bnn keepi catly summer vord

i s payin' our
Sertorners i gmnmrkx insteadof
greasepaint; by fall we had our pick
aF any act in the country, from Ring"
ling tumblers to wingding fumblers.
t was 00 good to last—

didn't!

THE horselly in_ the ointment
(mourned Sam McGhee) was a
print plug from the Pecos which
hopped on our bandwagon an’ starte
blowin’ the same tune so loud that first
thing we knowed we was playin’ sec-
ond fiddle.

(“Block that metaphor?”
mured.

“Thanks,” said
if { do"~and pour
dri

Vominan bow, Likwhet
comes up with a new an’ good llung?
Quicker'n a cat can wink an eye, along
comes somebody else with a second-
rate imitation about half as good but
twice 28 noisy, an’ mops up on, the

the real McCoy. The
its the party of
art that erenal
|.mm the ohly gEntiVing otlgial sl
he big red letters on the box!
rst intimation that there, was
the lumberyard was
e & whistlEstop 1o et
ia an'—for the first time
in months—draved only half a house
at each performance. To make mat-
ters worse, the cash customers we did
have, didn't appear to like the show.

1 mur-

“Don’t mind
d himself another




“What's the matter there?” I asked.

1 heard them discussin’ it as they filed

out.
“Clever filly,"” one of them muttered

to another.
“Mmm,” nodded his friend. “Not
50 bad. ector was smarter.”

“You bet!” chimed in a third. “Hec-
pipe-organ, eves
doesn’t know one

1 asked Billy about it that night as
we were movin’ on to the next town,

“Who the heck,” 1 asked, “is Hee-
AR

“Never heard of him

But we'did hear of
from then on.

s gracelul walz et audiences
sy n Hector
) o ke x i o
jitterbug fans. They yawned in our
faces when she spelled casy words like
catan’ dog. Hector, it seems, had
picked out the letters for words
shouted at random from the crowd,
When Peggy did her latest trick —
high dive off a_twenty-foot platform
0 3 tank — the spectators simply
sneered. Its a sad fact, but some
people is forever strainin' the truth.
Fo hear them tell it, this mysterious
Hector could dive off a hundred-foot
church secple into a damp bandker:
chief!

Then the mystery was solved.  In
desperation 1 took 3 balfpage ad in
Billboard, describin' Pe her
accomplishments. A W tollowin'

s e found a
ector, the

" he answered.
m, an’ plenty,

full-page sprcad e

ot

“She been burned:

:r:.:;;e

Scientific Stallion,” with a detailed ac-

count of his stunts, his phenomenal

success everywhere he'd been ed,

an’ how to get in touch with his owner.

manager.

here was only one thing to do. 1
it.

npresario was 2 guy
k. Slye, the first of

n
which he wasn’ the second of
REL hathas bt hote
couple of days later I told hin
plumb ridiculous for us to_cut each
other's throats thisa-way. Now, you
refuse to take this horse of yours off
the circuit—"

“I most certainly do, McGhee,” he
said. a gold mine—a moth-
er lode!”

'ncx

3 lode, all right” 1 agreed,
Iy, we bave no intention of

P pepamd:y Whattdofyou
suggest?”

"llnnm g upcn mmpcllumx, 1
stead of this back-bitin'
n‘me-an' it Mt
carryin’ on. Frankly, you've
atn sbout hall fnithe iowis
where you'v showed firw. 1 fmagine
that works in reverse, too, don't itz"

“Its true,” he acknowlul;,ul cagily,
“we've found a slight decrease in the
box.ofice receipts in towns where you
have previously exhibited Peggy.
if you are suggesting a pmnmxup-
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“I wouldn't go into partnership with
Trade an’ Mark Smith for all the
whiskers at a Dunkard convention.
The last time 1 teamed up with any-
body was when me Anml\cr no-good
chiscler formed the Cash-an'- Carry
ag Company. 1 woke up
one mornin’ to discover he'd traveled
with the cash and left me carryin’ the

No, Slye—all I suggest is that in-

, we agree to
show in the same places si

out of every sucker.
see both horses to argy it out with
their riends which one is bettr.
odded sl,L has_its
i thé chie g el a few
et i b i and
your illy should put Pegey out to
ure, But i you're foolsh enoug
I.IL(' that ri
1 yay own thoughts on that sub
. “U'm game,” 1 said grimly, “if
you are”
Then it's a deal.
show next week?
t a county fair in upstate New

Where do you

York” 1 told him the name of the
Lu.v, an’ he nodded.
‘e’ll be there,” he said, “with bells
on,

“It’s an old- hshmmd mmlmmlly.
pointed out to hin. lothes
an’ you'll be less campicuom.




1 was wastin’ my breath, talkin’ reti-
cence to Slye. He was about as m
est as a transparent bathin'-suit. "The
entrance him an’ Hector made at the
fairgrounds vas inconspicuous like a
fan-dancer’s birthm:

They arrove deliberately late 5o as
to make sure of an audience to greet
them.

That in itself wasn't so bad. What
I objected to was the shockin’ poor
taste of Slye’s equipage. In contrast
to Peggy's simple itte: lavender-an
silver van, with its chaste inscription—
Peggy: The Greatest Horse of the Cen-
tury! Hector drove up in a vulgar car-
mine-an'gold truck, emblazoned with
the uncouth claimHector: The Grea
est Horse of All Tim

To cap the msgusun climax, a loud-
speaker blared forth with a_stcam-
calliope rendition of “Hail, the Con-

uerin’ Hero Comes!” while Slye, from
the top of the truck, nodded an’ waved
an’ bowed to the crowd an’ tossed out
handfuls of tiny paper horseshoes en-
titlin’ the lucky holder to enter Hec-
tor's show absolutely free upon presen.
tation of this ticket an’ one dollar, plus
Federal tax.

It was sickenin’l Me an’ Billy
wouldn't_even stoop for one of the
ducats. We paid our full admission-
fee at the box office. Tickets cost one
dollar, plus Federal tax.

But L'll give the devil his due: Hec-
tor was a swell performer. He done
juse about everything Pegey could do,

n' he done it good. wasn'tas
Emeefulas oir blly; bein' a bigger:
bujlt horse, an’ ruggeder. But he was
smart as a week-ender's sunburn, an’
he was a handsome beast. He was a
paint with finc, regular markings:
white flanks, sorrel saddle, an' four per-
fect boots. Also he had just the right
face markings to make him look intel-
ligent: a high, colorless forehead, an’
balanced circles around his cyes that
looked almost like specs!

A ER the show I asked Billy,“Well,
kid, is he better than Peggy?  Did
i stick my neck out?”

Ldou' think s, Mr. McGhe he
e slowly. *
no denying that, e
portant difference. Hector is a plain,
ordinary animal that has been care.
fully coached and trained. While the
others watched him, 1 watched Slye—
and everything Hector does is in obe-
dience (0 set of cleverly concealed
gestures.

“Peggy, on the other hand, needs no
such orders. 1 merely tell her what
to do, and she does it because she
knows what I'm saying. She under-
stands words, not actions.”

me,” 1 told him, “to take
her to the movies some e, S
enjoy it But where does this get us?
Can’she match, or better, Hector's
stunts? That's what counts.”

“Isn’t that tender?” said Billy softly.

“1 think so.  After I explain to her
the importance of it, I think Peggy
will outdo her previous performances.”

“She'd better,” T warned him, “or
we'll all go back on half rations.
5 o which-ain't Peggy gained

Billy ke Kl of cbirrined:

Wiy, I don't think 10, Mr. Me-
Ghee. t makes

N Candors T i

o mar Wiile Talni s et

f ol B time,
it scems to me like she’s lots heftier
through, the shovlders an’ barrel,
‘re sure she ain't gettin’ too fat?”
O, positivel”
Then there’s another thing — that
blanket. Hector don’t wear one. He,
gives the public an‘opportunity to ad-
mire his good looks. Peggys just as
atwractive—if not more so. Don't you
think it might be a good idea to ex-
hibit her in the raw—if yow'll pardon
the expression?”

“Well, I'd rather—that is, 1 think
maybe it—what I mean is, since she
is maybe gaining a little weight, Mr.
MtGhee, it mi a good idea to
let her work under wraps.” Sweat some

1 5hru ed. “She’s your
horse. As long putsona better
show (hm Heclor, lhll ‘s all that I care
al
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“It's love at first sight, Mr. McGhee”

sShe will” promised Billycarnesly.
“Don't worry about tha

"Why not>" I demanded.
us has to!”

Iwon't bore you (Sam went on) with
the details of that_follow
Like the vet said to the fox t
a long tale, but I'll cut it short.

To put it plain an’ blunt, my idea
worked even better than I had ex-
pectad.  Havin' Hector an® Peggy on
the same midway did increase the
crowd in both tents. Everybody which
seen one perform had to go see the
other,

But there was one hitch. Instead of
the comparison_provin’ anything, it
just complicated matters—for people

ooked at ‘e both, then il couldn't
decide which was better. So in an
St 5 i e s Slye an’
me started addin’ new stunts o our
respective acts.

“One of

ier, it's

QN Monday, for instance, Pegay
done her high-dive off a twenty-
foot platform. On Tuesday, Hector
went off a twenty-ve-oot board. ‘The
next day Peggy rai Slye
wasn't fool enough to © i

an’ I don't blame It would have
been craryo isk Kkillin® Hector just to
splash. But he dived
e S height into
a tank lighted by a layer of flamin’ gas.




Not to be outdone, the next night
Peggy pulled the same wick, camyin’
Billy on her
Then there was the spellin’ co
e e
lable up to words like parallelogram
compatibility,” an’ held the rec-
uul for 3 while wita blindfold spell-
of “hyperconscientiousness
When'tha. m-called. scleo
come through with an astou
tidisestablishmentarianism,
up-mainly because I couldn’t mmd to
buy that many alphabet blocks!
Peggy waltzed an' Hector
pcw. pdanced; H(-cmrdumahuck.
classical with a
e i i
R hatipcrao bullet addin: told me
was an ontrayshat an’ a paddy so
Routine Sl el
saried searchin® povelties to captire
the public’s imagination. = We got off
t0 8 runnin’ sart by puttin® S
Toller-skates, but Hector bounced right
back with a balwwln ot et
dous ball. layed & round of
mlmamre golf with her foot.
e st o eipp by Kickin'
our consecutive fild goals frym what
on an-honest-to-goodness football ficld
would have been the thirty-yard line.
ow, we wasn't playin’ for pea-
News of our contest had spread
like a dowager’s derriere, an' show
people was all agog._ Hollywood had
lew talent scouts East to watch the
Peggy-Hector battle, an’ it was com-
mon knowledge that the winner would

be offered a contract with fatter figures
than a DAR. mecting

s why Frank Slye's final an®
brllantess beaimehild give me one
terrible pain in the aspirin-tablet de-
parument

y he flooded the midway
withs 1|.||n|h|U) announcin’ that_the

tor would do something
er done belore'~ he
'|)l:me]

would fly an a

EALLY, t an airplane; it
ioie s helicopters
| Hector

r would ride

n accompanyin’
had sole 3 march on us
al time. vt he know
ké £0 drove us nuts wih his
new advert e H
lor, the. Flying Horeels ~which you
couldn't help secin’ or hearin’ every-
where you went on the fair-grounds.

1 wailed to Bily, *But id

he
it alone, with no h\mu
him, ~ So Sl

—Hec 't fly a plane all by his-
el Hie ainit gonblkaics 0o oper-
ate the controlsl What's the gim-
mick?”

Casy,” answered Billy in a tone of
voice which was far from.  *Remote
control — that’s the answer. They'l
work the ' u)pu:l from down here. All
Hector will do is go for the ride. But
ill look good 0 the public”
“Too darne We've got to
iream up some e ol
our goose il be cooked.
Only,” T moaned ehatt e run
out of ideas. An’ Saturday’s the last

2%

day of the fair. Everything winds up
with Hecors flight an’ (e e
on't have another

races.  Peggy w
chanst to— Heyl Wait a minutel”

- Inspiration hit me like a ton of bricks.

“The harnessraces!
run?”

“Run?” repeated the kid,
“Why—why, yes, of course. ~ All
can run
“I mean_can she run fast?
enough to maybe win-a race?”

Billy said, " \ml now, I don't know
about that. ed her once or
twice, just for the fun of it, and she 1

But as for professional

Billy—can Peggy
puied
hor

Fast

“We've got to chance it, 3

. it's our last hope! = Hector's
Bight is scheduled for the same hour
a5 the sulk nals—four o'clock.
Our only chance o get mare attentio
than he’s getin s to have Pegey win-

3 n here, while he’s

o an re
“Gosh, Mr. McG and Billy
frowned—I'm not so sure I'm in favor
of that idea. Maybe Peggy won't like
i

t a Hollywood contract,

ou
don't you
“Well, yes, but-

ay!” Then let's get on the ball.
I'll go have a little chat with the track
steward an’ you go explain matters to
she’s as smart a ga

«

at of it. _If she's not, she'll just
geta kick. Period!”

Sn finally come Saturday. 1 wish I
could say Peggy went hook-line-an'-
sinker for our project, but to do so
would be strewchin the tuth to the

breakin'-point. The unfortunate
cruth i, she didn'e like it ohe Jitle bi
She particularly didn’t like bein®

bitched into the harness, an’ she hated
the littde go-cart in which Billy sat.
But her veay dislike was & good break
for us; it made her run all the faster
50 she could get home off the track an’
out of her girdle.

Ve had some handbill printed, too

t
Any horse can
take a plane ride, with someone clse
guiding the controls. 1f you really
seant 0 see ¥ fying horse, waich Pegu
set a new track record in
Saturday afternoon at 2 P
Billy said, “Aren’t you anticipati
too much, Sam? ~ After all, we have
way of knowing whether or not she’
do what you s
“Don’t besilly,” I told him.
ever Pegay does is a ne
for her, ain't it
“But that’s not the meaning people
will take out of it,” the kid protestc.l.
fosSo whatt” 1 retortel.
ault the average citizen is a dope?
Lmen Billy, 1 dan't like to ksep hacps

W hat.
w track record




/1’ on the same subject—but about that
blanket Peggy wears. Don't you thinl
it ‘would be & good idea o shed it
durin’ the races?

Nof? blurted Billy, much too loud.
Then, blushin® violently, “I'm sorry.
1 just meant—no, I'd rather e v
on, if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind—but will she? Every
ounce of speed counts, We don't
want to cramp her style.’

“She'll be al right.” Pmmixd Billy.

So at last it was two o'clock, an’ time
for the big event. 1 won't insult you
by explainin’ how sulky races are run.
You know they got to be run in heats,
on account of otherwise the go-carts
would be lockin’ wheels all the time,

After the preliminaries there’s semi.
finals, then the final event—the contest
between the two entries which ain’t
been climinated.

3

N the first heat a hofse named Fid-

dler run against one named Chip-
pendale. Fiddler was in better sune
for racin’ than'his opponent, so it w
good-by Mr. Chippendale.

Bootblack /polishied off Shady Lady
Hthe vix haat ‘an'intie Follbwin:
stanza an oatmill named Canny Win

met a_plug named Sledgehammer.
Canny Win couldn’t, so Sledgehammer
beat him to a pulp.

Pegay was matched with a hack
named Tinker's Choice' in the final
heat. Tinker's Choice couldn’t run
yorth a damn of the tame category.
So Peggy won easily an’ was one leg
up on her road to glory.
st one tiny detsi masred the vic.
. The track had been dry an’
hard before the Peggy and Tinker's
Choice match. After it, to the con-
siderable shment of everyone
there, the oval was pockmarked all the
way around with small puddles of

water!

“The track oficials didn't know what
to make of it. They scratched their
B evilinadl a: thacond:
less sky, frowned—then decided there
was nothin’ they could do about a situ-
ation they didn' understand, so they

ed for the racin’ to .

SNt idr't Understhnd it neither
—not_ then. 't il afterward
BT Feac i it biete Egamiiyons

mentioned a while ago an’ learned
that he was in cahoots ith the
water-power interests. Ever

stomped a foot on the groun

e spring
bubbled up where he'd leaned his full

yiight.  Apparently Pegsy had inher-
ited this soggy ©

Anyhiow, nobody peesent dreamed of
blamin' Péggy, o the semi-finals got

dedler an’ Bootblack had a nip-an’-
tuck race. For a while it looked like
Fiddler would scrape through, but
just as they entered the Setch e
strained a Gestring, an’ Boo
whisked home the winner.

Thie Pegey Sledgehammer race was
2 doosiel Fle was a b ' eavier
horse than her, an" he got off to & bet:
e Wart: Hib ks the arbbirn’ “Billy
give her free rein an’ she really started
tearin’l She got out in front—which
made it tough on poor Sledgehammer,
ecatis exery,time Het o hit the

ek she struck vaterd The matial re
sult was thit while she was racin’

a reasonably fast track, Sled&eh:mmer
found himself wallowin' through a
sticky morass!  What's worse, her sul-
ky-wheels tossed more mud than a
‘meetin’of the United Nations. ~Sledge-
hammer hobbled home a poor second,

lookin' like a damp ‘dobe wall ‘with
meas

All of which set the stage for the
final event, the big race of the afte:
tioon, the pay.ofl match between P
gy an’ Bootblack.

By now, it was just a couple of min-
utes before four o'clock. S0 the

gy would ke
fortune as a racin” champeen as well
as a superhorse in other respect

on the midway adja
plane ride would determine, one way
or another, which horse iad caught
the public fancy most.
ter of shiftin’ populace, y’ i adne
It more people drifted in 1o sec our
horse run than drifted out

Hector ride, we'd score the piychologr
cal victory; if the reverse, contrari

A0’ T wai delighted to sce, as the seo:
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onds ticked by, that the current of
movement was in our favor. A hand-
ful of people had left the track for the
midway, but they was forced to posi-
tively fight their way out through the
throng that was surgin’ in. Like I
said before, there’s nothin’ the rustics
appreciate more than a fine picce of
horseflesh in aclmn, so word of Peggy's
wins on the tr: ‘was_attractin’ far
more interest lhan the flight scheduled
for the same time,

overjoyed, was stappin’
each other on the back like a pair of

flagellant monks. Which only goes to
rove you shouldn't cross your bridges
fore they're hatched—because Frank
Slye had one last trick up his sleeve,
Just as Billy was preparin’ to take our
o the sartn'post,  voice rasped
over the publicaddress syst
“Ladeez and gcnllemrn’
tention, please!”

oursgb

H settled over the crowd. 1
ned at Billy, expectin’ some
handsome encomium to Peggy before
the race. I stopped smilin’ suddenly,
however, when the voice went on:
“Before the final race, we have
surprise for you. Now enteing the
sadium, that all may have an oppor-
tunity to see him before his death-
detying adventre intothe wild blue
yonder, is the equine marvel, that
paragon of horsy virtue and intelli-
gence—Hector, the Scientific Stallion!”

HU




The crowd bust into a roar, and so
did I-but from different_emotions.
Ot all the lowdown,backebiti’ rcks!
That sinker Slye, chiseln® o our
act again—" 1 howled. But i

went on:
“yo femor Slye, pwmerand raines of
this magnificent animal, understand-
the desire of many to see Hector's
carthbound antagonist perform on this
wack, has requested us to announce
that in order that all horse-lovers may
view both spectacles, Hector will guide
his helicopter over this track, where
he will hover in full view of the aud;

u
do thatl 1 protest! Ill suel Il get
an injunction! Its sabotage!”
Shih, M. McGheel” shushed Billy.
“People ar ing to look at
Yiook) He leading, Hector,onto,the
e

An’ he was, too—the dirty rat! The
cmwll was screamin’ its fool head off,
itten

v
I never i
life!”
il eon:
is a finelooking

the sa
latively, “Hector
horse.” I wonder

If what?”
Oh, nothing. _Just—well, nothing.
1 just

said Hector is a

fine-looking horse.
“I'm glad one of us thinks sol” I

of ns," corrected Billy.
“If you're includin’ me—" I began—
“Not you-Peggy. She agrees witl
me. Sec”
1 looked. ‘The fair-haired filly was
indeed, actin’ like a bobby-soxer who'd

The conraption soared gently
out o rack, absolutely
edorta! Pe”y: big moment.

snuck into a Crooner's Club.  Like
everyone else, her gaze was fastened on
Handsome Hector.” She fidgetcd i her
harness an’ gave a little ‘neigh that
1 0 o 1 1he Sl ke w sight

“Isn’t that tender?” said Billy soft-

ly. “I believe its love at first sight,
Mir. McGhee.”
Tender?” 1 bawled. “It's lewd,
that's what it is! Toss a hood over
that amorous female’s eyes before she
swoons or something! OF all the dis-
graceful exhibitions—

“You shouldn’t talk that way, Mr.
McGhee,” said the kid reproachfull
“You should have more \|)((l for
love~the finer sentiments

“I got respect for three things,” 1
told him. “Top billings, aces in the

hole an’ seven-year-old whisky. An’ I
got a growin’ respect for the
tion Society!

Vivisec-
I Hector don't get out

" Billy put_in.
there he goes now. Shush, Pegg
all right. We'll see him again

“He's g repeated.  He's sill
foir cAst pawbelsgont: , Boed). 1E
T ever see him again, not even Herpi-
cide can save him!"

“Yes,
! Ivs

L8 gein® e (continued Square:
deal Sam McGhee) n' I'm geti
hungry. 1f {6t ke ol o
disieeh Taibaciet wind. this up:

1 said nothing whatsoever,

1in-

ou u to—
said Sam. I knew you
would.")

Alter Hector left, the track offici
b e
—to them, an’ to me as well at the
time — incomprelicnsible condition of
the turf, To s wet wou
A e
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Tt wasn't just wet; it was by now a slip-
Y loppy quagnirel Yousce, Peggys

fbeats had created springs. Each
one had spread, dll now the oval was
one solid lake of liquid mud. Inci-
dentally, the water i still fowin
this time next year, I wouldn't be sur-
prised if they turn that fair-ground
track into a reservoir.

Nobody mul(l \mdnu.md it, but
nobody cou
it et
“There s anold adage in show bus
ness, “The show must go on.”
Well, in this case, be

T2 o b word wictoBilly juse
before the call come 10 g0 1o the post.

He was busy adjustin’ the straps an’

braces of Peggy’s harness. 1 said, “1f
you got any brains in that lovin'-
cup cranium of yours, you'll uop

monkeyin® with them straps an’ take
blanket. Have you seen

e said Billy stify, “and
ere’s no need to be so insulting, Mr.
MeCHes T L weit 19 speak of your
nose the way you speak of my cars—"

“Them ears oL yours,” I etorted, “js
which developed purely
y It took
yoars an 8. Jot of bouirhon to develoy
my proboscis to this state of ruby per-
fection. How about the blanke

i T sisted, “with it
llu\«n(l, 1 have. looiencd the

s that'if it's absolutely neces.
oty oyl vt
n be dropped.”
ell, that's something,” I acknowl-
edged. “I hope you won't have to,
but from the way that track looks, she
may have to get rid of her clothing
to swim to the finish line! Anyway,
good luck, kid!”

For now the bugle had blowed, '
already Bootblack was trud ut
onto the track.

was in a sweat for the race to get
started.  Hector was slated to take off
any minute now, an’ I knew that if his
plane floated out over the rack s

he

on.
by

2 A
now comes the part of my story

(\.u(l Sqlmxml Sam)), you questioned
tarted. Now comes the part
t want to belicve, but you

et yoiifiont
Peggy won that race —
without selin o foot on the track!
W't know whether there’s an-

pcrson present that day who
e e only by



accident. 1 discovered it only because
my autention was not diverted by try-

watch at one an’ the same time
s e e
—an’ because I wondered how in heck
it was that while Bootbl s sli
pin’, skiddin’ and slidin’ around in
the soup like 2 cake of soap in
greased bathtub, Peggy was skimmin’
around the course without the slight-
est effort!

1 looked, I seen, an’ 1 was dumb-
floundered. The answer was, simply,
that Pegey wasn' lipp
Ve okkin®. 4/ Alip ol
Ofhetendre Tl only.the ailkyovhecli
was grazin’ terra far-from-firma at all.
Every one of her four fcet was hoverin’
a full six inches above the surface!

How come?  Well, you know the
answer. 1 didn't—then. The only
thing I could notice out of the ordi-
neath her loosened
s scemed 10 be pul

ui of.

Tl ok e aidicne mu
have even noticed that.  Because like
1 said, their attention was divided.
As the race started, a second roar come
from the throng, “There he goes!”
An’ up from the midway, just outside
the stadium, rose a helicopier, its 1o-
tor blades revolvin’ slowly.

Inside it, plainly visi it everyone,
stood Hector. The contraption rose
about a hundred fect, then soarey
gently out over the middle of the track,
yhere it hung sockuill in_ midair,

absolutely

dominatin’ the scene an’
murderin’ Peggy’s big moment.

As I later told the judge when 1 was
arraigned for assaultan”batterin’ Slye,
it was the dirtiest trick anyone ever
pulled. It killd all chances of either

orse gettin' that Hollywood contract
—even if_the catastrophe hadn’t hap-
pened. - Which I'm almost glad it did.

EGGY won the race. She come

home so many lengths in front that
they had to falsify the record. 1t would
have looked crooked to report the real

ult.  Believe it or not—Peggy passed
Bootblack for the econd time in her
slowin'down run after she'd crossed
the inish linel

But even while wi o spectacu-
larly, Pegy got practially no aiten.

For at the_exact split sccond

e stripe, someth

ened that even Slye didn’t expect.
The helicopter carryin’ Hector give a
sudden dip an’ a swoop, then zoomed

ward about five thousand feet in
less time than it takes o tell it. An’
the voice overthe publicaddress sys-
tem bawled: “Ladies and gentlemen
—a terrible accident!  Something has
gone_wrong with the ground instru-
ments and Hector's plane ‘is out of
control!”

Out of controll” gasped Billy. - He
had just joined me at our stall off the
wrack. “Gracious, that's Pt

“What's so awful about it?” I yelled.
et him get his scientific neck broke,
an’ see if I carel IWe'll get that Hol-
Iywood contract in spite of his snide
mancuverin’.”

“But such a handsome horse, Mr.
McGhee—"
“Handsome is,” I said, “as handsome

<!

does. An’ he's doin’ just
now. About a hundred miles an hour,
I'd gues

d i

Vatchal happlifAr et e
dinnerplate, then a dime, then a pin-
head in the misty blue. “He looks
better to me now than he ever looked
before. ... Happy landings, Hector!”
I shouted. *“Happy landings—a long,
long way from heref
he ed to glance at Billy,

rs was simply flappin’

“You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, Mr. McGhee,” he was storming.
“Well, if nobody else is going to do
anything (© help that poor creature—
What do you say, Peggy

Peggy turned. an' Joked at him,
Like everyone else she'd been starin'
a the disappearin’ ‘copter. - Now she
lowered % help me,
there was téarv in her cyes, < She h
nicd. It was a plaintive, pathetic little
sound that meant yes!-plain as day.

“Dor" 1 repeated, “What can any.
body do? 1\ "at can you do?”

“Follow | 1," said’Billy stubborn-
9,5 “Rscue thitm: T1EABOWyou!
Stand aill, Pegey, \Lets gt these
leather doodads. Therel  And
now your Dlanket_-

al W hy, at the rate he's

would take a jet plane—

opped abruptly, the rest of my
wnnli jammed on my bobbin' Adam’s
ap) or Billy had whipped off the
Bliblkee At iowsithe s ases tisiian
months') was seei” Peggy what the
French call ob natural. St was as
beautiful as before—but wu
ence. " She 1didn'e: have. that ‘wrinkly
disfigurement_on her shoulders any
e that had ma

think of pinfeathers was gone; in their
place was a g, gorgeous pair of il
very shinin—uing
sped, mlm
T e Billy. “Ih(y ve
been growing nicely. She was molt-
ing belore, you know.
came to you for a job.
by, Mr. McGhee.  See you again one
of these days—maybe.

“Again? Mayber Bl get of um
horse’s back! Listen to me
didn’t you tell o mw had— n.uyw

was wastin’ my breath.

well smile, a press of the knee, &
Peggy sprang up into the air. She
flapped those wide, beautiful ‘wings
once or twice a8 ifryin' to get the feel
of tomething the hadn't

ong time~then soared .kywani ina
& t, graceful arc.
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Billy, them

1 stared after them until they was
asecond dot in'the heavens, disappear-
in in the same direction as Hector had
went. Then I lifted my jaw back into
place an’ trudged back to my tent. .

)" Squaredeal Sam concluded,

Bl i otk L Bl s sl tiie

explainin’ to the track officials what
had happened to my winner when the
excitement finally died down, an’ they
got around to awardin’ the  prize
Peggy had won. It ended up with
them refusin’ to pay an’ me bein’ in-
vesigated by the S.PCA. The only
reason I'm a free man today is that
they couldn'tlocate no corpus delct

hat's why I said I wish 1 could
s nest! It would make us
An’ I think I could
you'd care to finance

Two hundred ought

the txpcdmnn.
10 be enough-"
wo hundred dollars?  You're
king me for—
“Maybe 3 hundred would do it
amended asly. “It aint like 1
etk oL e s loash ¢ TH W
ic ah Inye ispbutxhk bew Tuvensiaent

* 1 told him coldly, “is
A loud and emphatic no, Sam-

uel. I wan your invest-
ments. Any\m PT' don't belicve. o
word you've told ‘me, and I particu-
larly don'’t believe you have any idea

where to begin looking for this mythi-
l winged aeature you pretend (o

Thert's where Jou're wrong,” said
Sam earnestly. red-hot
clue, reprinted in cvcry e
the country ust a couple of months
back. Out West, that's where they
te of Washing:

you_believe
Billy "o B et el

"lkh(\' 2 1 know itl . Not only
caught up. Them two equine marvel
has set | )h;,lu housckccpm  together.”

“But o you know? = What

kil Yo e0'cereala

“How? The Flyin’ Saucers — that’s
lying Saucers? Sam, are you
What_in the world do th

crazy?
have to do with Peggy and Hector?”
Saparlal s il pityingly
You ain't got no imagination at all
e your" he sighed. “I told you
’('ggfy loved Hector. An’ I told you
espised racin’.  An’ I also told
ou I believe her ay him has become
equine man an’ wife—which mean
in the natural course of events, ratsint

zzx=

 Abiood oFlitle oper

“But-the Fl aucers!”
ells howlin® bellst” exploded
Sam. “What do you think yow'd look
like if you was the offspring of a magl-
cal horse—an’ your mother ha
frightened by a helicopter?”



Jhe Interrogators

QUESTIONING PRISONERS OF WAR WAS A VERY SPECIAL AND IMPORTANT JOB.
HERE ARE REVEALED SOME OF THE METHODS USED, WITHIN THE GENEVA
CONVENTION, TO PERSUADE CAPTURED ENEMIES TO TALK.

TEUTENANT WARREN glanced wea-
rilyat the luminous dial of his
wrist watch—11:05— just one
hour since he turned in to get

4 liwle muchneeded sleep. As he
made his way to the black-out tent, he
dimly aware of the battle noises in
the not-too-far distance, and automati-
cally identified the crackle of small-
arm fire and an occasional burst from
a light machine-gun or the crrump of
an incoming mortar shell. He shook
off his fatigue and gathered his wits;
he had to be alert, for a new batch of
Kraut prisoners had just been brought
s his and his tea
rogate the PWs and get every bit
valuable information out of them
atonce. For Lt. Warren was an IPW
—an Interrogator of Prisoners of War.
entered the tent and sat
down behind the rough, wooden table,
He nodded to Sgt. Murray, who stood
at the entrance.

“Bring in the prisoner.”
The German PW was led in. He
stood stiffly at attention. His gray uni-

form was torn and dirty, and he looked

by IB MELCHIOR

almost as exhausted as Lt. Warren felt.
he Lieutenant fixed the man with a
cold stare:
“You are now a prisoner of war,” he
said in excellent German, “and your
treatment here will depend la Luy..p
on your conduct and codperation. Do
you understand that?"

“Jawohl, -Herr Hauptmann,
swered thé prisoner, promoting_ the
Lieutenant to nd looking
straight out in front of him.

“Your

“Ric

” an-

i Dnierolisie™
. W the shoulder
ps on the man's u .lmm Yes, he
there was
d de:

str
was @ sergeant as he 5
the horahopshaped.silves
noting his ranl

“What unit do you belong to?

“The PW hesitated; he knew as well
as the American officer in front of him
the importance of knowing what units
the enemy had opposing their own,

Hauptmann —1 am allowed

only to ell my name, rank and scrial
number.” The PW stood if possible
el
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Lt. Warren looked hard at the Ger
‘man; he appeared real soldier—
1o use trying to hully him into giving
information. Again’ the Lieutenant
looked at the uniform’s shoulder straps

—a thin line of colored tape encircled
theedge. The color was black. That
meant the man was an army engineer.,

Warren knew that each branch of
man Army had its own color
Jike that=white fpe infantry, red for
lery, orange for Military Police
and so on; black was for engi

“You have been well
said Lt. Warren.
commanding officer of your unit?
Major Horst von  Wetterling,
snapped. the PW prouly

arren made a slight nod to Sgt.
Muxmy, who stood just inside the tent
enurance, and he quickly went out.

The Lieutenant then slowly lit a ciga-
rette, spread out the map of the sector
in front of him, and lanly studied the
PW, who kept standing stiffly at atten-

tion. A few minutes passed, and then
Sgt. Murray returned and silently
handed Lt. Warren a slip of paper.




It read:

OB.  Major Horst von wumm..
ding Officer 173
Betaton atscid s 754 m.nu, Di-
vision.
731d Inf. Div.
Commander: Lt. Gen. Rudolf von B
nau (53)

170th, 186th, 213th Ink.
Regt 173 Arty i, 173 Ren o, 178 AT
Bn, 173 Eng Bn, 173 Sig Bn.
Home Station: Wiirzburg—Bavarian per-
sonnel.
Previous campaigns: Poland, Saar,
Foans s B i
Front, Crimea and Caucasus.

t. Warren smiled. The Order-of-
[t S again,
All this information from one namei
And now to use it.

“To what company of the 178rd
Engineer Battalion do you belong?”
“The question sounded like a shor.

started. How did_this

American offcr know bis unit? Worn
der and incredulity crept, against his
will, into his ace, _ He began to stam
mer something i g i et
ant

ying,” ordered Lt. Warren,
e o you. Your unit of
engineers is attached to the 73rd Infan-
e Disision-home station in Wiz

. Now — out with it — your com-

“The PW hesiated only a moment,
The American seemed to know every.
thing already; there was little point
n denying the answer.

“Second Company, third platoon,
Herr Hauptmann.”

ey, Wanses chought quickly. He
knew the exact organization of a
German engineer battalion: about 850
men full strength, a HQ unit, a signal
section, two partly motorized come
panies, one fully motorized company,
one motorized bridge column, and a
supply unit: and he knew their equip-
ment and their armament to the last
etail. The second company was a
partly motorized company whose main
nction usually was mine laying.
w long have you been with the
Division?"
nce Poland, Herr Hauptmann.”
It check
“What was the mission of your pla-
toon?
The PW didn't answer.
“What was the mission of your pla
toon?" the Lieutenant repeat
The PW was sweating, but Faikiaby
bornly remained silent.
“Stand at ease,” the Licutenant or-
ered.  “So—you won't codperate. OF
coure [l bave to make a o of hat
€ report accompa u back,
Tt mxghl i A

B¢

e PW moved uncasi y.
“I'm going to twrn you over to Sgt.
ldstein now,” said Lt. Warren.



“He is of Polish descent; his parents
were killed in the Ghetto of Warsaw.
He'll take care of you.”

He motioned to Sgt. Murray at the
entrance.

The German PW looked frightened.
He stared nervously at the sergeant
approaching him, and what he saw did
not reassure him.  Suddenly he turned
to Lt Warren.

“One moment, please, Herr Haupt-
mann. I-that is my platoon—was to
lay 3 mins feld.”

s better,” said Lt. Warren,
Puihn\g the map toward the PW.
ow me where;
n did—and he described
e el et paths as best
e could.

+Your company has nine light ma-
chineguns and one 20mn. antitank
A7 mid L Wit it s

they. placed 15 coves this minoeld?®

“The PW looked wonderingly at the
American officer—did he know every-
thing?  And now he had started ©
talks there ‘was owhere 1 stop.

showed Lt. Warren the location of the
‘machine-guns.

ere were many other ques
about the other units of the division,
about gun installations and about
troop deployment. The PW sergeant
drew symbols on the map to show ex-
act locations, and Lt. Warren mentally
tramlaied dhese loreign signs into
American Army map symbols. Tl
interrogation yielded much informa.
tion which was quickly put into a re-
port re: ssemination, and the
10b was one—lhc IPW had got
informatio

Lt Warses seposd o O the blkcke
out tent. Outside stood the PW he
tad ,uu inerrogated-alon, smoking

arren went up to

hi pcd it o e b anase
»llus i English: “Thanks—that
o0, How about a cup of
coffeer™The PW answered, “Okuy--
suits me, wo of them wan-
dered off together while the crackle of
smalkarms fire and machincguns kept
up thei infernal racket in the

this _interrogation had ke
ﬁhce in Camp Ritchic in the Blue
idge Mountains of Maryland, the
Inellgence enter where
e IPWs were tr and it was still
1008 e German PW" who so con-
vincingly had played the réle of a
combat-engineer prisoner was one of
many linguists who used in this
training program. the las
maneuver before gr..d..mmu, e o
where the

e IPW teams had an important

mission to fulfill on the battle-
field. Our Army had realized that
there was no better source of fresh tac-
tical information about the e
units in contact. than the newly ca
ey e
get this information correctly and
quickly, and above all i
tain Intelligence officers and enlisted
men reccived special training in pris-
ner-of-war interrogation. 'These men

e all fluent in at least one of the
enemy languages, and Camp Ritchie
was their training camp.

Not only IPWs were trained there,
but also Intelligence personnel for P1,
Photo Ttelligence, the diffical art of
interpreting aérial photographs cor-
Also CIC, Counter Intelli-
gence Corps personnel, MII, Military
Tntelligence Interpretation personnel,
and OB, Order of Battle personnel, re-
ceived their training there.

Lt. Warren used OB to good advan-
tage in his training interrogation, and
OB deserves a fuller explanation.

Order of Battle intelligence—OB—
consists of detailed and carefully eval-
uated information about the enemy's

organization, strength, disposi-
tion and individual units collected by
all our Intelligence Agencies. This
information after thorough checking
and d diting by special OB Teams was

ted in Orlerot Battle books.
urpose of these books, which

were Eonunuously being kept u
date by republication, was to furnish
telligence officers with a clear and
accurate picture of the enemy army in
all its aspects, from the function and
compositon of small units, o the or
ganization of the High Command.
e e Tound the his-
tories of il cnemy u ludin
names and Buographics of theit

B s e e
ers.

A horough IPW offcer in the feld
would o

gment_this OB book

re detailed and upto-
about the units im-

”x)ilu his own sector,

The value of such a bpok to the
1B counv e pialatien
e e e
statements by PWs, but also as a source
where the knowledge of one small fact
would be sufficient to release a vast
fund of information. e com-
der in the ficld, the book was of
ndous value in faciliating the

of ‘milltary operations and
g the enemy's local

gradu ung fra were mbjocied. to
conditions as near to those they would
find in the field as possible. ~There-
fore the loud-speaker system was blar-
ing forth simulated battle noises day
and night for cight days, and
oners” were brought to thégradusiing
IPWs for interrogation at all hours.

But hy far the largest number of
men at Camp Ritchie were bein
wrained as IPWs, German,

The schooling was tough, and it was
thorough. _First a compact course in
the organization of the American
Army, the British Army, the French
Army, and the Italian Army. Then
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came careful training in communica-
tions, in sabotage, photo inteligencr,
keeping_intelligence records,
(hevaeal i i linence e
Terrain intelligence was not neglected,
either. Maps were painstakingly
studied and explained, and several
times he students would be taken by
closed trucks at night

e it i
the area_on which every village,
stream, hill or other terrain feature
had been given a name in either Ger-
man, Italian or some other foreign
language. 1t was up to the student to
find his way back by studying the na-
ture of the terrain, and comparing it
with the map.  Asking the local popu-
lace did little good for those who tried.
It was difficult to make people under-
stand that you dida't really yant to go
%o Salerno or Anio, but t soe litde
village right there in Maryland!

UT the real purpose of the course
was a thorongh knowledge of
the German Army, its organization
and tactics, its maps and map symbols,
and its docoments and records of every
description. his the future
IPWs learned.
They learned German Army organ-
inaton directlyfrom the T
of the German itsell until
lhcy ke . xact LneakainniGh
every type of unit by heart, including
the number of weapons and all ot
equipment_carricd, Even such out-
landish units as a “Nachrichtenhelfe-
rinneneinsatzabteilung” (female signal
operations battalion), a “ditronom:
ischer Messzug” (astron vey
latoon), and a --Kmmahneugm-
standsetzungsabteilung” (motor vehi-
cle repair battalion) were studied and
rememberer
“They learned German Army identi-
fiation, from the colors of all he
services and arms, and in-

insignia o the apprentice
to the non-commissioned officer in
charge of shocing horscs
And_they learned German Army
abbreviations and German Almy map
symbol s being
B e
them, from /\nny group headquarters
10 bre oons, down to the
individual bicyelist, who had & special
symbol which could be varied to dis-
tinguish him as the Number One man
orthe Number Two man of the quad.

geons
they would learn ! of interroga-
o all'she Atsle:ticks.and psycho-

gial devices which would make an
unwilling m —break the stub-
born prisoncr. But always the PWs
e according to the
Genieva Convention.




All through the course the student
IPW was requied to use his knowl-
edge in g _interrogations con-
e a0 i the el o with expe-
rienced  German-speaking American
soldiers acting as prisoners; and at
the end of the course the eight-day-
problem as already described signific
that the IPW was ready for combat in-
terrogation.

HE record of the IPWs' contribu-
ions and experiences on the battle-

field makes exciting reading. It

not a history of a few spectac
.nhuvemcnu but of a cont
flowing supply of information of the
ulm(nl A|nJ)(;lAu|\(c to the commander

o hinine just one routine pe-

riodic report from* one of the IPWs
in combat in Italy, Leo Handel. ‘This
Intelligence oficers summa the

information his team had given to
R el o e during a period
of five days, during_which an Ameri-
6 Siac wae Jntiche.- reads, like
this in its terse, unexciting military
Janzuage, enlivened only by a few
huniorous touches of Handel’s own:

Activities of 87 Mn Inf Regt IPW
Team from 20 Feb to 25 Feb 1945

The PW interrogation center of the
Mountain Inf; blished night
19 Feb at ,,.‘4,, el 505152 (v V
tico). The setup consisted of an

ter-
on room, sleeping quarters for the

rrogators_and attached personnel,
one cage for incoming and one for out-
going P

e munlun of the master-race to
take adv f the facilities provided
Ch e Aoy and recent
experiences early morning 20 Feb. They
had been captured on the ri e
the regimental sector, and as was de-
termined later, did not know what hit
them,

The enemy MLR (main line of resis-
tance) running from Rocca Corneta to
M Bclvedere was held by the 5 and 6
‘o (W and E) of the 1044 Regt, 252 Div
and cinforced by clements of e ld
(AT) Co of the 1044 Regt, which had
comirucid rongpoinis ot up spe-
cinlytrained antetank quads equipped

po 7
Vof mum.m the
1044 Rt followed he 6 C

the Wast. The 5 and & Co h
appr. 80 (0 100 men in combat strength
on' 19 Feb. Both units were virtually
wiped out by the first impact of our at
tack.  Most of the men who were not

and 43 men of the 6 Co e present
and accounted for at the 87t PW cage.

All this detailed inform had
been gathered through interrogations
of more than one hundred’ PWs.
Their statements had been checked
and double-checked against cach other,
and when confirmed were speedily
reported to_the field commander for
his disposition. But how do you get

ation

Sistraten by
Jebn MeTormott

Bud and I raided

fashion, and_to

our surprise
bagged General
Krusgor himetlf.

aman who is unwilling to talk, to give
information of a nature obviously de-
structive to his own side?

Léo Handelnda method —a sort
of thesstepi

R e
que S R R
would casually take the tag with which
every PW was supplied and which
stated the place, time and circumstance
of his capture, ing uncon-
cernedly to his assistant in sentences

d ¥

would carcfully print a large R on the
Soon the PW would prick up his
ars and glance nervously at the con-
spicuous R.
“Pardon me, Herr Offivicr,”
would then usually inquire,
s that R?”
Oh," Handel would say airily, *it
only n that you will be turned
over to the Russians to be interned in
Russia or Siberia. We have a certain
quota for that, you sce, and we usually
send them our uncodperative PWs.
The prisoner could not know that
this was a purely fabricated tale; he
would gulp, and the
“Pardon me, Herr
would like to talk notw
“This was Step No. 1
most of the time.
T el s
e would continue the intertogation,
getting nowhere. He would then
Seemingly get angey and order his ser
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he

Offizier, but 1

.md worked
ailed, Step

geant to take the PW and follow Jim.
He would lead them out behind

house. Here he would draw a rec-
tangle about six feet long and two feet
broad in the dirt with his boot and
hand the PW a spade:

“All right—start digging!”

A few minutes of working on this
cheerful excavation and contemplat-
ing its probable use, as often as not
made the PW quite

OULD it fail—and some were will-
g to face death—should the trench
take real shape and the PW remain

p No. 3 would be

to his sergeant

ight, be 1 almost ready. Go
get the | that band of Partisan
in the wood:  They l ake overs they
know what to do.’

Inter m..mu in Russia the PW might
be able to face—that was still in the
futur things could happen.
Death too might hald nosterror, Bt
the prospect of death brought i
manner of the vengelul Part
too much to face. The l‘W \\uu]d
l

So Handel got his information, no-
body was hurt—and a slit trench was
always in demand for other purposes.

The summary goes on:

The large number of PWs made it pos-
sible to obtain a clear picture of the situ-



e ee g B
muwm a1 VAR

ation. Two _circumstanc
the compilation of i intelligence: (1)
previous interrogation of a PW of the 6
Eo, 1044 Regt whose detaled satements
proved to be correct.

fiie CO of the 6 Co, 1014 Regt (L. K i
ser), whose coiperation was secured.

This codperation of Licut. Kaiser,
Commanding Offcer of the th Co
of the 1 was secured mainly
Recaii e e impor-
tant little speck of knowledge. Han-
del knew from his detailed interroga-
tion of the previously captured PW
the of the CO of the 6th Co.

When 1 guup of PWs taken in this
company’s sector included a lieuten
ant, Handel saw his chance. He

walked nonchalantly up to the Ger
man officer and said:
“Good morning, Leutnant Kaiser.
The surprise of the young German
and his sudden respect for the

telligen Ige was
bt e they,even kncw. the
name and could identify an obscure
little second lieutenant of the

that refu

futile_indeed.
Fiheluded in’ the information this

offcer supplied were the exact loc
tions in

the village of Castellucio of

elf-propelled guns which
ad harassed the Amer-
sitions, taking a_heavy toll in
and causing the HQ to go
cnmplu:ly underground. The loca-
tions of these guns were quickly re.

ported to Artillery Fire Direction, and
Handel’s report reads:

Among arty targets pointed out by PWs
s day of attack ber

tal
PVe repoetad suiHeb 2] et e
km.MI out thrce S5mm S guns in
Castellucio.

y commitied the first tactical
« 200100; one platoon of the
e st o v
ck W of Mt Belvedere. The
terattack was broken up before it
got under way.

This enemy counter-attack was bro-
ken up with the valuable aid of the
IPW officer, who had learned of the
plans from PWs whose statements of
preparation and activity had been cor-
rectly evaluated by the interrogator.

Handel used to bring certain PWs
to_the forward OPs (Obscrvation
Points) of his outfit. From here the
enemy-occupied te focy yis% spread
out in front of them, and the PW
could actually point out targets and
installations on the terrain itself, a
suring accuracy and certainty
manner

n this

The first strategic reserves were com-
mitted in the early morning hours of

ut this new unit identification,
ordered that one PW of the unit should
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be evacuated immediately for strategic
interrogation at higher headquarters.

When an officer like Maj. Ge:
Clark, Commanding Oficer.
Fifth Army, takes a_personal
in a litle Incident like the capture of
one German soldier, that incident is
sure to be important.  And it was.

The American offensive was geared

to combat the resistance of units known
to be in opposition.
was identific

Here suddenly
ion of an entire new en-

, the commitment of whic h
inly necessitate new
his allimportant BW

was rusbed back for an exhaustve in-
terrogation by cgic IPW “Team.
Meanwhile, Handel st out fo cons
firm the presence of the new division
and her information about its de-
ployment.

The 8 Co. 741 Reg, 114 Div was com
mitted N’ of Polla stated that
et Co o E o thei e Col IS
serve. “The position of the | Co was

cd later by paybooks found on
the W slope of Mt Belvedere ol
the 1 Co_con further that the
Co was digging in on the NW slope of
Mt Belyedere.

It was while attempting to acquire
information about this position on
Mount Belvedere that Step No. 3 in
Handel's procedure backired

The interrogator had just ordered
hissergeant 1o etch the legendary Par.
tisan leader, to the horror of the dig:




gin,, PW, when one of his fellow-inter-
i tounded the corner of the
bore down on the little

8801 hia-head was an Talian ofiocr’s

shoulders; a large red scarf was
from his neck; and his pockets were
bulging with assorted knives and re-
volvers; in his hand he clutched a huge
drawn sword. - Obviously the Partisa
leader in person!

et me at him!" he roared as he
charged clumsily toward them.

The sight was too much for Handel
1 burst it Taughics, and waa soon
joined by the sergeant'and even the
fierce “Partisan leader.”  And the PW
was not 100 dumb to catch on—no in-

of the newly identified 114 Division,

and it ends like th

153 PWs were captured by the 87 Min
Inf between 20 Feb and 25 Feb and in-
terrogated by this IPW Team. g
amount of documents was collected by

e of them were necessarily

but_verified previously ob-

Among the intelli-

gence obuained from documents were

the following important items: (1) Iden-

st e it 'y 0 sy
2) Ov

ona. (%) E
& predetern

y arty maps in
ed arty targets.

How many American lives were
saved by this last little item alone?
What more can you ask than posses-
ort of a map showing areas the enemy
is zerocd in on and intends o shell?

ue activities of the IPWs were not

limited_to_interrogations  alone,
however, Their ability to speak the
eremy's langu: psycho-
logical knowledge of e enemy's char-
acter, were often useful in other ways.

“Thus in April, 1915, the Silver Star

was won by Captain Ferdinand
Sperl, (umm.nulmg Officer of 1PW
Team No. 10, attached o XII Corps
), for a
aptain Sperl i I(,nn(d through
interrogation of several PWs that a
German Staff group with highly valu-
able documents was located behind the
enemy lines opposite his scctor. He
volunteered to effect the capture of this
group with the documents in

aptain Sperl, exposing himself to
the gravest personal danger, made his
B couih the nes held by
fanatic 5.5, troops, and made contact

y

He succeeded in convincing thi
of the advisability of surrendering his
group and the documents to an Ameri-
can task forcel

“Let me at him!” he roared as he
charged clumsily toward them.

Again Captain Sperl rowed the
nes, subjecing hinell 1o possible
pture and death, and returned be-
T i s o g a tas
force which captured the Staff group
and the undamaged documents.

nE a few of the IPWs were of
rman and Austrian descent;
some of them had even arrived in the
United States only a few years prior to
the war. Their intimate know mu,c of
the encmy people and their lan

e
often quite amusing to listen to their
heavy Teutonic accents.

One certain master sergeant who
hated the Nazis thoroughly had an es-
pecially strong accent. Once his team
was changed from one unit to another
and installed dose behind the frone

ur sergeant was on his way to

unit's Command Post, when he was
challenged by an American sentry
‘Vat do you vant,” said the IPW.
sergeant. “Iam an Amerrican sergeant.
Tam on ze vay to my headkvarters!

That wasenough for the soldier and
the IPW found himself in spite of his
heavily,acoented: proteats, i thesprin
oner-of-war enclosure along with a lot
of recently taken PWs.~ ‘They received
Him a3 one of theiry ellng him very.
thing he wanted to know; and he used
his time to good ad\'«nmge before he
was brought to his own astounded

team for interrogation.

1 would like to tell sbout an experi;
ence of my own with a case on which I
acted as chief interrogator. Although

worked as an agent in the Counter
Intelligence, 1 had taken the complete
YBW couirge in Camp Ritchie, and wis
well versed in the use of the OB k,
which came in very handy in this case.

s CIG, partof our routine duty was

all the individuals picked uj
ilitary Police for various si i
offenses, and that was what I was doing
on the morning of 28 April, 1945, in a
little town in Germany called Weiden,
aided by another agent, Bud Hock,

One of the plhoum, a_travel-vio-
lator, was an
Jander who claimed to be
from the Wehrmatht, _He t
aclly to what units He. had: belonged
and where he had served; but some-
thing mm us he wasn't speaking the
grug lunch, we detained
Him, * 1t was then that my TPW.trs
i R, P A

= 2

t was not difficult to get hold of one,
and with it we proceeded to check our

prisoner saiements. We had him
rought to us ag d with the Or-
ekl Tatlest tonidans nter-

rogate him in detail about the units
he claimed to have belonged to during
the last two [ his army career.
It was not long before it became e
dent that the man was lying.
Sowe guve himan ultimatum; el
the truth, or suffer the fate of a spyl
R i ol Vo

it was a startling stor
He was a Werewolf—a member of
the Nazi underground organization

which worn to fight the Allics to
the death!  He had come with them
from Crechoslovakia, where the Ges
had run a Werewoll school di-
tly under Himmler's command.
General Krueger, commanding this
school, had reccived an order from
Himmler ordering him to move to
Germany with his entire school, then
numbering over three hundred men,
up near a little town called
Schoensee, and “to stay behind, evdde
capture and then haras and destro
plies and USS. roops in the S
they had done, and were now
ﬁrmly enuenched behind the Ameri-
can




Our, prisoner belonged to the HQ
unit, and there were tl more units
whoxe whereabouts were unknown to

food was plentiful, and the first targets
for their activities were even now being
selected.  Our man was an outside
agent, and therefore knew only ap-
proximately where the Werewoli HQ
was located; they were extremely se-
curity-conscious.

With the information received from
this extensive interrogation, we Te-

uested and got tactical aid from the

52 of XII Corps, Colonel John H.
Claybrook.

On thc morning of 30 April 1913
two companies o infantrysoldirs were
ent through the woods where the
Werewolves' HQ was supposed to be.
They saw absolutely no sign T
and only brought back three German
deserters and three civilian forest work-

. A very discouraging result.

Linterrogated the captives, however,
and succeeded in breaking one of the
forest workers, who confirmed the exist
enge o the Werewoll H

two. companics had e
ik e ot guide, Bud
and I and ten others made a thorough
search of a wooded sector of about one
thousand square yards pointed out to
u-as the bivouac area.  For two hours
e tramped about without sceing any-

, much less any blood-thirsty
Wereirolvés, Thepearsh was glvcn up.

But Bud and I continved by our
selves, and our search brought us to
alitle shack in the forest.
this shack in the best Dick T i

en-

staff, all in civilian clothes. We per-

suaded the General that the game was
up, and he to take us to the

area where his men were located.

E were somewhat skeptical when
heled us to the exact area we

already sesrched twice chat day.
before an hour was SR ha
forty prisoners, heaps of ns, am-
o o bl o ek et
been hidden in underground installa-
tions so cleverly concealed that we had
walked right on top of them without
noticing them at alll

The records which we aiso captured
made it possible to annihilate the en-
tire Werewolf_organization of over
three hundred fanatic and well-trained
Nazis. Thus the interrogation of one
man made possible the destruction of
an entire organization equipped to do
untold damage to American troops.

When the war was over and combat

But
aboul

this to say about that arrangement in
its Occupation Report of Operations:

“The results were excellent; much
worthwhile _information and _many
leads to ultimate arrests by CIC were
furnished.”

Rerhaps the best way 1o ilusrate the
opinion of our General Staff Office:
i e bl caicnm G
Butions of the IPWs in combat is to
quote the cltation accompanying
Bronze Star awar Leo Handel, IPW
87th Mountain Infantry Regiment

“During the extensive operations of a
regiment of mor infantrymen
against enemy forces fiercely defending
their vital positions, Handel perform
bis viel duty a1 a member of the IPW
devotion to duty and
Keen technical knowlcdg(- that the high
efficiency of his section was maintained
ireless an
intelligent efforts the success of the o
tions was speeded toward the final sur
er of the enemy.
his station well forward in
areas undergoing terrifying barrages of
enemy arilery
tenacity of "he. remained 1 .z lm
tak, a0 by the tactful we of his 8
tior knowledge and skilful ‘methods of
ined much valu-

nter
Intelligence was s
security of Allied troops and to bring
war criminals and Nazi leaders to jus.
tice. The IPW Teams were on hand
for conversion from combat to counter
Intelligence.

e G-2 Section of the XII Corps
doing oocupation dutyin Gesmany kad

S neation About e enemy's dis-

position and strength. His commend.

able work n the Inteligencesection and
personal initiative and bravery are truly

Fopical of the hig st traditin of thy

Uhited States Ay

By Command of Major General HAYS.

This was the IPW.

GONE, But ARE THEY Fo

the neverending struggle for
existence, some animals must fall

others, in recent centuries. you
identify hem from the eaceipitoca

low?

. All that remains of this huge and
ungain]‘y flightless bird from the is-
land of Mauritius are bones, some
drawings by Dutch artists of the S
enteenth Century, and the expression
“Extinct as a ——.

2. Probably the largest animal that
e lived upon the land, this four:

legged reptile of the Mesozoic Era
over sixty feet long, twelve feet high,
and must have weighed forty tons.

3. The last one was killed and eaten
by New Zealand natives three cen-
tarics ago, but the sland sl yields

hells and bones from this flight-
less feathered bird, the largest of which
attained a height of nine fcet.

. The mott striking peculiarity of
these ferocious “cats” which roamed
North America in prehistoric days are
the eightinch upper canine tecth,
scimitar-shaped and used as stabbing

A 2uiy
DEMBITZ

Fossil remains are common

by

weapons,
“alifornia.

5. Wholesale destruction for food
by mankind probably caused the ex-
termination of this fymous American
bird whose flights and roosting in vast
flocks so awed observers a century ago.
The last specimen age in
1914 at the Cincinnati Zoo,

6. These long-haired relatives of
present- day Indian clephants lived at

¢ same time as carly Man. Entire
skeletons and even flesh have been
covered from frozen tundra, and thou-
sands of the long curved tusks were
brought to market in recent years.

once had teeth, as is evi-
A by elz-pus boul in Gertiary
(Nineteenth Century) of this well.
Known species, about the size and ap-
pearance of a crow but having some
reptilian characteristics.

8. Aside from i popularity in
crossword puzzles, this bird is famed
as the one that carried Sinbad to the
Valley of Diamonds. In reality flight-
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RGOTTEN?

less and confined to Madagascar, it
also noted for its ten-foot height and
Selve nchliam e
. Ancestors of today's armadillos,
these prehistoric shelfed  American
mammals grew to the size of a Thinec
retaining  their tortoise-
like appearance.

With wings that were too small
for fight, his Northern penguin was
an easy to men who sought its
flesh and cggs for food, its feathers for
pillows and Beds. The last two live
Spechmens were captured in 1841,
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TATE SENATOR FRANK MAXTON
alked to-the grand jury on
Thursday, November 7
tonding, o the. ahzzroon p&
pers, he implicated promi
nent citizens in the dog-racing, branch
banking and liquor scandals which
were shaking Michigan ~from _the
Straits to_the Ohio liny
Maston drove at once to
rm upstate. There, at five min-
utes before ht, he was killed.
At four tl ter d been
assigned as his
Yeached. the farm a lifte afier cght,
That gave me nearly feur hours 16
head off the murder. I didn't head
it off. One paper even I\mlcd that
I let it happen, purpor
Of curse, it doesn't nl.mu what
they say about me. I'm only a State
Police corporal, second in command
of Post 21 at Detroit.
lot about the outfit,
shouldn’t_have to take
That Thursday e 18
1 was on routine patrol along T¢le
Road west of Detroit when

ters a
Lhough. ~1c

ng Car 272" It
Jennison,  post

He wanted to know how
soon 1 could get in.

i 1 hur

ifteen minutes,
wold him.
fake it ten,” he said, and signed

off.
The weather was bad. Michigan
alvays manages to have one good
November snowstorm, and we
sure were having it. 1 turned around
fast, but it took twelve minutes to
reach the post at Seven Mile and
Grand Riv
The mn,n.ml said

ou happen to

Been read:

he Sergeant grunted: “You're go-
ing to know him—plenty.”

Maxton had been a State senator
cight years. Liked fishing and hunt
ing, fast cars and fast horses. Gave
lots of parties at his farm, and never
scemed to lack cash. Last time I'd
seen him, he'd had a snappy blonde
number at the game at Briggs Stadi
um.

The cant went on "l-lmn
what the ~ Commissioner it
there’s anything Maxton didet, el

the grand jurytoday, it just didn't
happen.  He'll be star witness in the
wn trials.”

sked: “Where do 1 come in?*
You're going to keep him alive
and hearty for the tr

Now, listen, \...,,17 nu,, but
he cut me off.
Gommissioner’s orders. He picked

you, by name, Maxton's on his way
to his farm right mow. It's upstate,
near Road 27,
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AN OFFICER OF THE STATE POLICE HAS A
'MIDNIGHT MURDER ON HIS HANDS, AND A
SNOWBOUND COUNTRY HOUSE PEOPLED

WITH SUSPECT:

by KARL
DETZER

Alone?”
n his car, yeah, I don't know
who's at the farm. Don't even know
if he’s got a family. Probably not.
Likes the ladics to R

into plain clothes.” He picked up
the telephone and told the Comr
sioner, up at Lansing:
Clinton's starting in five minutes.”

I changed fast. It didn't take five
minutes.~ But out on the road again,
traffic was brutal. 1 rolled west on

J.S. 16, and over near Fowlerville
stopped at a coffecpot for a ham.
burger.

A" dozen guys, mostly truck-drivers,
were at the counter, eating and lis
tening to the radio. There'd just
been a news-flash about Maxton, I
gathered, and one guy was betting
that the Senator wouldn't live a weck.
The talk didn’t make me too com
fortable. Besides, the music was

Summertime
hearing_every
It didn't fit this kind of
weather, so I swallowed my

lousy, a recording of
Sal,” ‘that you were
where,

c snow got worse, I passcd 2
V-plow throwing up a cloud on the
Red Cedar bridge. At Lansing I
turned north on U.S. 27. I'd olten
patrolled  this road and thought 1
knew every inch of it, but when I
got to_the county road that turns off
toward m, the drifts
were so deep 1 missed it
Fromitbere ion Tihadito, break tack
1 was off the county road
\ cighth of a mile.
a big place, I knew, with barns full
of expensive horses and lots of woods
for hunting parties. 1 saw a care
taker’s cottage by the main but
didn't stop—1 might not get started

again.
A rora light was burning at the
main house, and I rang the door
Inll, which had a horseshoe above it.
A gitl opened the door. She was a
wmmnm,\mm;, nd thin and dark,
d dress and a red flower in

atted her cyes at me.
L “State

a red

e ha

“Corporal Clinton,” I said
Police.”

We're expecting jou,” she old me
“I'm Sylvia_Silver.”

I must have looked surprised, for
she laughed, that same lite laugh
you hear on the radio. You remem-

Summertime Sal” is Sylvia's
big song.




B@dyguard

“I'm a friend ol thc Senator,” she
id.

1 jus o and_ knocked
s ot
talked about Sylvia and Maxton, but
I couldn’t remember just what. May-
be she did like horses. It didn't mat-
ter. I put down my suitcase, and she

id: *The man will carry it up for

. He's upstairs with the Senator
w."

T was a big livingroom, like a
hunting lodge in the movies, with
a balcony around d es, and a
beamedceilin onder. A
stone ﬁxcplau filled one end, and
there were pictures of men in red
coats, mounted on horses. 'The stair
was in the far corner.

Upstairs, somebody was whistling.

Fhats the Senator, Sylvia Silver
said. “He's always whistling it. My
theme song, you

T wasn't s0 slow this time. “Recog-
nized it,” I told her. *‘Summertime
Sale You sure know how o sing

e gave me a big smile and said,
P sing it for you, some time,” and
just then somebody started down-
Stairs. “The man for your she
said. “Name’s Smith. ~ Calls himself
the butler.”

She scemed to think that funny,
and she was righ ook like
B e bt o
ke Nt m s ek e
shint and green Soo pants ucked into

H
]

high boot
e
unfriendly.
“Corporal Clinton,” 1 answered,

and didn't like him cither. He had
eyes like a dead rockbass, and looked
he used bourbon when he shaved.
T'm scared to death,”
_ver said. “Does
really need a_bodyguard?
you've got a
didn't_ answer that. Snow was
scratching like nails on the windows,
and I noticed that the heavy curtains
stll were open. I pulled them shut.
You wouldn't expect anybody to
come gunning on such a night, but
why take any chances? The servant,
butler or wha«mr he was, reached
or my bag, but I'm no cipp
plr.k itup be&’“" and lollowcd b
opened on
e b.lmny, i
bath, I found that out later v
looked around. - The fellow walked

1 hope

past two closed doors on the north
and two open ones on the east.
Maxton’s room was at the second
turn, and the girl's just beyond it.
I knew it was hers, for its door was
open too, and dhere were enough
bottles on the dresser to start a
store. Smith stopped at the fourth
door, made it next Maxton’s.
“You're in this one,” he said, and
immediately the Senator came’ out.
e wore a fancy red flanncl shirt
and gray slacks, and was tying a
hand-painted necktic; a pretty good-
looking fellow, 1 thought—on  the
sporty_side, lean and hard, with &
lot of curly gray h:
porsl "Gilnton . reporting,”. 1

said.

Senator Maxton shook hands, and
said it was nice of me to come, an
showed me the room, and said. if any-
thing was lacking, to let him know.
Nothing was_lacking, My suitcase
looked sort of shabby in such clegant
surroundings, and I set it behind the
bed.

he prosecutor promised me pro-
e s T pose
you know what this s all about,

Cor,

R need know, sir., I'm to
bodyguard you.”

He went through the motions of
straightening a of some duck
hunters.  Over his shoulder he said:
“I talked to the grand jury, toda
Corporal. Voluntarily, understand.
He turned around and began all over
on his- necktic. u know, a_man
in my position gets involved in things
against his will. Now, understand,
I never took a bribe. 'Some favors,
es. A lot of wolves down at. the
capitol always have pockets full of
money. They gave me some. A lot
But not for pay. Just for favors.
I never promised snything.”

He pause Silyer had ap-

istling, dar-

“so 1 wondered what was u;
He laughed ‘nervously.
ing. the. Corporal & ‘llin, 'dasling:
Sohe'll know what to guard against.”
Ste sid, “Like that phone call?”

He shrugged. “Oh, yes. Tonight,
Corporal, Couple of hours ago.
lllustrated by

JAMES ERNST
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Smith was at the phone as T got home.
Somebody said, Tell Maxton to say
his pmym,‘ and hung up. Sor

You didn't trace i
“Gh, no. . Might have, but just
then the line went out

“Ivs nmlung Hard snow or wind,
and these country lines always go out,
1¢'s really blowing. We'll be lucky if
the lights don’t go too.” He turn
impatiently to Sylvia. “Honey, this

¢ he could finish, a bell rang
I saw a scarad shadow cross
“Doorbell again,” he

cfor

loudly.

Maxton’s face.
aid.

We went out to the balcony. I saw
Smith, hurrying toward the door, un-
fasten’the top button of his shirt and
ick his hand inside. he carried
a shoulder holster, did he?  He turned
a latch and opened the door a crack.
Snow whipped in, and the fireplace
punm smoke.

Vho is it, Smith?” the Senator

cl
’\n(l Smith hollered back: “Its Joe
asky.

1 knew all about Flasky. Everyhody
He was croaked as a dog’s hind
He'd made a pile of money dur
hibition, then reformed and
went into dog-racing, one of those nice
litdle businesses the Senator and the
pad alked about.

Him?" I objected.

o 'gxu?"

XTON cut me off short. Said
h o a

dropp
e tan: ana on talons it 78

ow looked comical, piled on his
derby hat half-pint. size,
even in a fur overcoat. I remem’

- that

bered, seeing his thin fac
called him *

S e

ve Joe hin up”
n called, and whispered to me
that itd be better sky didn’t

know my business.
Mr. CI

‘Il just call you
nton, say yow're here to buy a

orse.
“Okay,” I agreed, hoping the talk

would stay off horses. 1 don't know,
much about them.

1 followed Maxton. Hc whistled
“Summertime Sal” as he fan down
the stair.Flasky had his coat off and

was warming his hands. “Ain’t the



“Goin'_to
Car

weather awfull” he said.
have to stay all night, Maxton.
can't turn a wheel”
00d,” Maxton agreed heartily.
“Lots of room.. Meet Mr. Clinto
Flasky gave me a short going-over
and said to Maxton: “Heard about
you on the news. Suppose you show
judgment, what you tell the jury
He glanced at the stairs. “Hi, cutiel
he yelled at Sylvia.
answered, “Good evening,”
pretty chilly, I thought, and coming
over to me, she said under her breath;
“He’s poison, that fellow. Watch

hi
“Um,” 1 said.
quote you on that.
“The Senator should go to bed
early,” she said to Flasky. ~“He's had
quite an ordeal today and— Well,
what's up nowi

They never can

WE all timed tovard the front
door. Someone was Wworking a
key in the lock outside. The
opened fast; a man stood there, taking
uta key. He had a shotgun over his

rm.

Helio, Fred!” Maxton exclaimed.

ou gave us a start.

Sylvia said to me: “It's Fred Tobias,
the farmer on the place. Lives over
by the g

He was an oldish fellow, in galoshes
and a jumper suit,and had the cartabe
down on_his caj
Flasky as if he knew him.

Anybody snooping round here?s
he ask the snow oft
i galcitis T minutes ayo Lo
at the barns, and the wife hears some-

She “calls her brother, who's
stayin’ with us; and we go out, and
sure’s shootin', somebody’s cut ‘cross-
fields from the road. There’s tracks
under all our windows.

“What kind of tracks?”
(l\mkmg he meant a ca

ve me a sharp look, and Max.
M. Clinton's a friend of

1 asked,

lanced at Flasky, who under-
stood and talked fast.

“Ain't me, Fred. 1 ain't around
your house. I come other way, truth.
Up the old_bridlepath, Whyd 1
want tc look in your windows?”
had the

pemtshing 1ok terbe & woman: 1
opened the door wider, and snow
swept
Fith thouldered. past me.

“Who the hell are. you?” he de-
manded. “Who's this dame?” He
yanked the woman_away from the
man, Her knees buckled, and I
caughe_her. “She's frone,” Smith

ere
vz calied Sk o hem int”

The stranger was barcheaded. He
said afterward that he'd lost his hat
when he got out of his car. The girl
couldn’t have weighed a hundred
pounds. She didn’t have on too
many clothes for this weather, and
they didn't look like very good
clothes.

Sylvia said: “Here . .
Get coffee, Smith.”

“Who the el are your”
Tepea

BT ol 1hoot e ancr from
his head. He was blond and young,
maybe twentyfive years, and about
five feet nine. His was
turned up around his ears, with snow
inside the collar.
Name's Anderson,”

. Poor thing!

Smith

he ansv.elcd

Jesman. Groceries and food pre
i Fi to6th cha ttered. - “Ra my
car off the road. Got lost. Have to

phone my wife.
No phone,” Smith said.

The * salesma

ince when?” he said.

“You got &

Smith answered.

ce the storm,”
“Who's this dame?”

Sylvia had peeled the thin coat from
the kid's shoulders and was pulling
off her wet shoes.
very old in the light.
be.

She didn’t look
Eighteen, may-

“Found her right
ere by your ays her car's in
a_drift "too. Can believe it, all

the farmer broke
" down at the

The fellow was gulp-
ton had_brought.
1

ng.
“The girl half-opened her
. She' had & weak litle” voice:
—was trying to find—Mr. Maxton—"
_came in ffom the

TIIE Senator
ing-room again, this time with

time; for of all things, the doorbell
rang again. Busy night for the coun-
uy, 1 thought, but that's often_the
vay._ Things happen where you least

P ke kcep out of the dra, Sena-
tor,” 1 said.

He got the hint and ducked. Smith
was still in the kitchen, so I half-
opencd the door myself. A man,
covered with snow, was holding up,

coffee. He was intent on Anderson.
“What did you say your name was"

he asked.
“Why, Anderson.”
“Last time I saw you,” the Senator
gaid sloyly, “your name was Tery
Carsten.

The fellow grinned. “Thanks—
glad you know me.  Sure, that's my
professional name. Terry Carsten

the boxer. Still fight some.”
0 .

n looked surprised.’

“An’ what you make o' that, Sena-
torl” Flasky cried. “Tern
A e kg Wi sill i jilt
1 remembered him, Carsten
wes s EHNEIghE o e sifind
u in a hottire racket a year or so
still grinning, a_bit
pmud I thought, that we'd recognized

pot you t0o, Senator,” he said.
“Noteba Hurd. i yotc cant, way the
papers been playin’ your pictures to-

iaabon mai muopd 1l
Smith abruptly to get dry socks and
moccasins for both men. “And lay
out pajamas,” he acde
sten will have to spend the night too.
And this poor young lady. Sylvia,
honey, you can fix her up-make her
comfortable?”

18 voice trailed off nervously, and
mith growled: “Regular damn’
ing-house!”

got one spare bed,”

the farmer

said.

Maxton was quick.
there's mom here.
you to stay

‘Here? All mglu" the farmer ob-
d.

“Oh, no, Fred
Besides, T way

“Hclp with the fires, maybe. Neve
know what might come up—unseason-
able storm like this. You say your
wife’s brother's with her.” It was a
lame excuse and Tobias didn't seem
100 ha k a cup of coffec,
But kept his shotgun on hiy arm a8 he
drank. “You can lic down on the
billiarwroom couch ” Maxton said.

“I'll have to tell the wife—"

1 left them arguing, and _joined
Sylvia and the girl. The kid still
shivered. She seemed plenty scared,
100, but she finally said her name was
Ruth Hasty, and she was a reporter
for the Free ‘Press, working out of
Lansing instead of Detroit.

Reporter?” Sylvi: echoed,
voice chilled.

The girl did not notice. Her
office wanted her to interview the

nd her

Maxton asked,
ov “What about?”

Flasky gove,a noisy laugh, and the
kid didn’t answer for a moment, just
stared at Maxton with a funny ook
on he homely little face. ‘Then she
said, halfbelieving: “Are youthe
Senator?”

o Lam:

ew  m

 Maxton smiled. “And you

S Ruh Hasty” the girl said. She
took a handkerchicf from her pocket
and blew her nose. “I've caught a
cold.”  Her voice still was apologetic.
She didn't sound like a very big-time
reporter to me—too scared and upset.
Maxton was studying her just a he
had Carsten a minute ago, apparently
trying to remember something about
her, too. He gave up.



“Miss Hasty should have something
absatal to extlhe decidedthen.
1\\.1, honey, will vou see to it?"”

Oh!" the kid cried, starting up.
“You're Sylvia Silvel
“That's right, darling” Sylvia an-
swered, all sweetness again, and she
told Smith to fix some hot soup and

t down, rinning things over in
my mind. Not much had happened.

There had been an unexplained
phonecall. But it probably was un
important.

once the pa

like Maxton's.
portant were these_people.
gether for the night, we
glamorous Sylvia Silver, and
starved kid who claimed to be a re-

me
And this Joe Flasky—who certa
should be “interested in what the
grand jury might discover ibout dog.
acing. And this punk who sold
groceries, now—but used to be the
Terry Carsten that was mixed up in
hot tires. And mer with a shot-
g Aex] Senith, » flcly gupewiOne
gun under his shirt. Not to mention
the Senator himsell

1 glanced at my wrist-watch—cleven
1 was to report from my car

night.

3id, lookin
own Oh, good,
That will make Miss Hasty
ter, I'm su

Seuith Bad brought tome hot 1oup
and a plate of toast, but he was no
more polite with the kid than he'd
been with me. He just shoved the
tray at her and: demanded: “Where'd
you pick up this Carsten fellow. any-
how

“Oh, the
sted the

Carsten?” she repeated.
man who found me?"
soup. “Why, he told you. R
outside the door. I'd fallen down.”
“When'd you lea nsing?”  You
¢ to trip her,

broke in \muml\h

“You shouldn't have startad niseth
in such weather, Miss Hasty. I'm not
worth the trouble.  But if you want
an interview—

The girl seemed o be collcting
her courag “one
about you

There was what you call a dead
silence

about us” Sylvia asked
sharply
The kid's eyes settled on the red

flower in Sylvia's hai
W lel\u he's really going to marry
you” she

iky ‘ackled, while: Maxton
el expression on Sylvia's
face was astonishment.

“Well, well,” Flasky said, “here we
all set, wonderin® what his nibs spills

“And who are you?"

to the jury, an’ are e all goin’ to do
a it in Suate prison, an’ this dame
v his Tove-life!

" Maxton barked.
the girl said.
trembling. “But that's
what the editorthat's what he wants
~to know.”

wod up, no longer just
She looked like a pretty

Syl
asloxmlud
tiger about to jump. “Listen, dearie,
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he demande

02"

“Who's this dam

she said, “why don’t you get the hell
out of fere? * Go fall in a snowdrift

and stay
“Shall I quote you?" the kid asked.
It was her first siy of spunk.  “That
't look sc good to

Maxton intervened,
“Whas is all this? We'd better go ©
bed. Do the interview tomorrow.”
He stood up.




1 saw Maxton lying on his
sida on the floor, He was

dead.

“Where is the

Carsten got up (0o,
phone?” he asked.

“Didn’t I tell you it was
Smith_answered. (..m.~n »\uuw'ul

and snmh

ooms.  Shutters
and in Sylvia's room snow had sifted in
on the sill.
“She sure is sorc at that kid.” Smith
said. “Can’t blame her much.”

1 didn't press the matte

y business.

turb me was_that no bedroom door
had « lock. Maxton didn't like locks
on edrooms, Smith explained. He
opened the first room at the top ..|

Carsten. The Has

the st
girl would be next, and Flasky m\L
her. “Then, as I'd seen earlier, ¢

B ke hetc Maxion's, asa foally
Sylvia's,

We went down and checked the
Kitchen and Smith’s own room, open-
ing off it. Cellar and outside kitchen
doors were bolted.  We examined the
billiard- and  dinin y
thing was okay, so far as anyone get-
ting in from outside,

But back in the livingroom, you
could almost smell trouble. Maxton
against the mantel, apparent-

Iy lost in thought. Smith fixed the
night chain on the door.

Bedtime?” the Senator asked, turn-
ing briskly, “How about a little
good-night song first, Sylvia?* And I
suddenly remembered she had prom-

rlicr
" she refused sharply.

Maxton said,
and Sylvia left immediately, saying
good night to no one.
he was ou: of hearing,
ow about my inter-
view, Mr. Maxton?”
He wasn't so polite this time. “1
told you not tonigh
retended she hadn’
ou going to marry her?”
That's none of your business, Miss
he said
its my business.” She
spunk again, and Joe Flasky

heard.

ike I says, she': got your lovelife
on the brain, Maxton.”

told you I'd talk to you to-
morrow, Miss Hasty,” the Senator re-

5 , good night.”

stair slowly. Car-
Smith
\howed them theis rooms, and. came
right do d the farmer shifted his
shotgun and went into the billiard-
room.
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Nice, quict evening,” Maxton said.
He took the hearth-broom and swept
some ymlud snow into the fireplace,
then ca y turned out all but one
light.  “Nothing 1o sta for,
rporal,” he told m
stairs, whistling “Summertime

Smith asked: “Now what, copper?”
“Good night for me too,” I replied.
In my room I put on heavy ski
socks and two sweaters, and after five
minutes, slipped out to the balcony,
carrying my shoes and a blanker. 1
was casing down to the floor by Max-
ton's door when the wind gave an
extra push, and the one light down-
and

stairs flickered went_ out
Maxtor had been right—the power
line was down now as well as the

telephone. . I tested the flashlight
under the blanket.

My watch sa
twenty minutes I
the post on my radio.
a smoke, then.

I had sat another two or - three
minutes, when I heard a sound—down-
Not the wind, either. This
was_ different. More like the creak
from the kitchen.

y shoes, 1 felt my way
stair. The next sound
came from the bi d-room, and I
heard the farmer ask hoarsely: “Who's
there?

1 elevenforty. In
must go out and call
I could have

=




1 flashed on my light and ran softly.
Smith, fully dressed but in stocking:
et 100, stood in the billiard-rooy
doorway. ‘Tobias, facing him, was i
e flannel underw
What you,want:" he repeated.
ebidrh trying the et door,”
Sexiih Whisle

We acpt to the kitchen, In a
moment we heard it, a scraping sound
outside. I took the gun from my
holster and eased the bolt. There
were no tracks in the snos

Smith whispered again: “Listen.”

A broom hung outside the door.” Tt
was swinging in the wind againt the
wall. “That's it” Smith said.

ed foo

& hly.
Ol o ot Esekeal¥ Tobina ex
ploded.

00 bad it wasn't_somcbody,
said. “Catch him, and end the sus-
pense. But now I'm out this far—
Lexplained that I was supposed to call
my post at midnight.

Tobias was startled.
“Oh, sure, he's a copper in dis-
ise? Smith told him. “A body-

T lled o mygshacs, took a shovel
and waded out. ~Snow was piled high
against the car doors. I got one
open at last and turned on the radio
and waited for the. tubes to warm.
But they didn't warm. 1 waited a
few more minutes, Then I realized.
The battery had been weak, cold must
have drained its power. I monkeyed

her minute, then gave up. I'd
hm  something 10 setle with the Ser-

Urgna back £ the house. It vay
harder going ¢
stumbled and ha!l'lcll
when I heard Flasky yel
He was in bis shirt Blor thc beck

e wind. 1
and that's

steps, wavins his pa
“Quick!”  he ‘screamed. “Quick!
axton!”
T% pliled him aside. Smith and
‘obias were not in the kitchen.

Yacod Nip LA dcalny 1! e balcony.
There was a lot of confusion, and a

doors except one were open. y
flashlight showed a huddle of people
In Maxton's dor,” I went dhrough it

ndle was burning on
dresingtable and ariother on the béd
table. By their glow I saw Maxton
lying o his side on the floor.

FE

Smith and Sylvi stood over him.
He was dead. 1 looked at my watch,
It was exactly midnight.

I herded Sylvia and Smith out of
theroom.  She was crying, and he was
swearing. Flasky, Tobias and little
Miss Hasty were in the doorway. 1
turned my light on their faces. The
kid's hair was flat as a pancake, and
she was wrapped in a blanket and
looked younger and homelier than
ever. Tobias had his shotgun out.
Flasky was making little sympathetic
clucking sounds,

Go downstairs, all of you,” I said.

Smith objected, but he finally fol-
lowed the others, and I went back
into the room. The bed was un-
opened, and Maxton wore a wool
dressing gown over his clothes, He'd
been shot through he forchead.

On the floor lay a .22-caliber nickel-

R U e
from his hand, Or somcone could
have dropped it. I thought of Smith's
shoulder holster.

Maxton might have been siting n it
rm an ash-tray held two su.lm
T d thern e Jat- o
rettes since he came upstairs,
Bt e e illiae
But the empty wasebasket vas upect
an rug was awry.
touched nothing, even used my i
kerchief to fasten the door-latch.
Downstairs Smith md lighted a
candle, st up the fire
o e lulrony. T

womer, three men.  Som
Tilming, 1 ran-around. the balcony.
ARSTEN'S door still was shut. He

Iny covered up n bed with his back
¢ door, but th
, he sat up.

4Gt op, T mid." "Dress and éoms
downstairs.”

He rolled his fect ove
“What for?" he asker

r to the floor.

on down,

't argu a
and he followed immediately. ~Smith
had found more candles. But even

the light of a dozen isn't enough to
see all you need o, when youre alk-
ing to six people, one of whom has
just done a murder

“Lay your guns on the table,

“But I have no gun,” Sylvia pro-
tested. “You don’t think I-" She
covered her face with the sleeve of her
dressinggown, and I noticed the
gown, an expensive job with white

ar.
“Put your shotgur down, Tobias,
1 ordered.
All right, since yow're a cop,” he
said.
Flasky exclaimed:  “Cop?
Why don't you tell a feller!”
“He's yguard,” Smith taunted.
“A dead-bodyguard.

Him?

T LET it paw. ie wam'tso far
ong. “Your gun next,” 1 told
i, mnn the holster under your left
shoulder.
‘4“(! what if I don’t want to?” he
asked

% Ihu\ I'll conclude you don’t have
it ou now. Maybe you don't.
The glln that killed Maxton is up
there on the floor.”

Smith swore ana jerked open his
shirt; his holster was empty.  “Gun's
in my room,” d.

That sounded fishy, but I iet ¢ pass,
too. I could search” his room later.
Flasky, dresed now in his pants,
brought out a small fst

"\\'n,ll (Aant,” 1 pron

e byt
“in my car. Up the ros

“How about  you, i Hasty?” 1

asked

llu admitted,

he was so excited she let
e m,,, and I saw she had no

“Neither lady carries a gun,” I said,
“Both of you horrificd at the very
thought. Okay for now. What hap-
pened?  Smith, you first.”

He rubbed his chir. He'd shut the
Kitchen door alter me to keep out the
cold, he said, but he w ing there
ko hea shot.

when he th
Then he did Inuur a sream. He
upstairs, and. found: Sylvia’ outside

Maxton’s door, nyuu,
“Door was open?”
“Wide."

“Where were you, Tobias?” I asked.
The farmer was excited. “Why,
when you go outdoors, T go back g
bed. Just had the covers up when I
heard ‘the shot. I got up—fast. I—
l hr.nd aw screamin’, and I run,

ere was two, three folks on the
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Don't know who. It was

il She didn't reply,
and I repeated her name.
was in bed, in my own room,”
she said finally. ~ Flasky grunted, .md
she paused to look at him, “I heard

the shot. 1 got up and ran, of course,
To Frankie's—the Senator's—room.
Somebody came out his door as I

came out mine. 1 couldn’t see who.
I ran in and—fell over him. That's
Bow I got the blood on my robe.”
“Let’s see the blood once,” Flasky
|

:ul\ ised. “What

Vo

“Never mind.” *
were you doing, F
“Me

Why, e i b
ness, an’ I hear this kind of bang.
Awake? Sure. Can I sleep with wind

blowin'? I hear this bang, so 1 go to
my door, an’ somcbody

Wouldn't know now
Then this dame hollers inside Max-
1 go back for my pants,
ct "em on, Smith here

is ahollerin’ to get you. From out-
side. - Whatever you're doin’ outside,
I'd like to know. Me, Im innocent
as the newborn babe.”

Miss Hasty, what can you add?” 1
asked.

I didn't hear the shot,” the girl
said. She sat up very prim ...m
scared, but_being scared now
mean, nothing, T realized, fof she'd

been scared most of the time since
she anvived.
Didn't hear it?” I objected.
“No. It was this creature’s yelling
wokeme.” She pointed a* Sylvia, “1
opened my door, and somebody was
running up the stair. I stepped into
the balcony, and whoever it was
bumped into me.”

“Yeah, that was me,” Smith broke
in. “You can see, copper, I wasn't
even upstairs. 1 bump into her after
Syl hollers.
sten,” 1 said,

H looked me in the eye. “Don't
try to pin it on me, big boy,” he
warned. “You're my wimess. 1 was
asleep.  You woke me
“How's it happen you're the only
slept .\m.‘.un it 1 asked.
ep slecper.”
w unu[ © ph(m
pnm bad,” I said.

“what about it?"

your wife

“Yeah, 1 should have, too. Just
been marricd three weeks. She'll be
upset as hell. Felt sure Maxton had
a phone. Argued it. Twice. Knew

he had one

“How'd you know? Ever call him?”

He grinned again. “Yeah, 1 called
him,” he admitted; “no use tryin’ to
lie, way things are now. Just a little
joke. 1 was drivin’ along, listening to

dio and thinkin’ how Maxton
lived up here, and wonderin’ if he
scared easy. Next grocery I was in 1
used the phone. Yow'd find it out,

he

“So you killed him,”
Sylvia accused.

My weakness, jokes. Got a name for
.

me, though. Got

stuck right outside 1 door.
His frankness worried me. 1 made
doodle-marks in my notebook. You

didn’t have to look hard for motives.
Two of these
ackets, or had been.

wide
employees who might

others were
have grudges. Miss Hasty was acting
some  kind of part—clumsily.

Sylvia, of course, always acted
Not clumsily. She'c been angry to-
night. But it wouldn't be to her in

rest to have Maxton dead. ~ She was
She also might be jealous

ambitious.
1 took a long chance

i someone.

with her
“When were you and the Senator
T aske

to be married?”

Same.. “That will

ually, so 1 will tell you

now. We were 0 be soon

as he got his divorce. "His lawyer wa
orking on it.

Smith grunted. “That's right”
made another _doodle. Divorce.
So he had a family. The Sergeant
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hadn’t known it. T asked: “Where's
his wife?”

“Toledo,” Smith volunteered. “He
ain'cseen ler for fftcen years,  They

broke over a dame.  Not Sylvia."

“Shut up,” Sylvia said.

“Oh, he done right by the wife,”
Smith said. “Stingy with some of us,
but he sent the wife seventy-five a
month. Every month.  Fifty for her,
twentyfive for their kid. Secems it

was the agreement and he stuck by it
Fifteen years.”

Miss “Hasty stirred, and Carsten
laughed. “What a generous guy!”

Tobias said. “Last racing season,
when he goes to Florida, I send the
woman the check. Only now, he tells
me, th lawyer offers her a couple
thousand to settle.”

Carsten laughed again. “Two thou-
sand!” He glanced around the ex-
pensive room.

1 doodled some more. Look for all
Kinds of motives, hook the motive to
the facts. 1 left Miss Silver tempo-
rarily.




You never will get your inerview,
Mis Hasp” Lsaid.

“Yes," she answe
“Or maybe you iy get it, after all”
1 suggested.

She stared at me. “No.
You heard him refuse.”
s Jou went upsairs, yes. But

\\h.u are you talking about
wembled onthe blanket

Yo drove up north

I
to interview him,

She nodded.
ol ama from the Free Press?”

Yo sad the &ditor 1 d you to ask
the Senator about Miss Silver.”
“That's right.”
“But the editor didn't mention that
Maxtop. had just talked to the grand
jury?”

“Yes. . . . I mean, no. He didn't
mention that.’
“Listen,” 1 said, “I know this much
about newspapers. When the crime

story of the year breaks, the editors go
after it. They
interested first in what Maxton
squealed to the jury. After that's
worn out, they bring in the love stuff.
Not the first day, though. Tell the
truth, It wasn't an editor sent you to
ask Maxton about his marrying Miss
Silver.
She stared at me again.
own id
aWhat gave you o
“Well, be's 4ying to et & divorce.
So 1 thought.
Wait. - How did you know that?

“It was my

There's been np divorce méntioned in
the papers. Most
know he was married. . Boys down:

state don's, or they'd have ‘inted it
How did you know?”

She tightened her grip on the blan-
ket. “I won't answer anything clse.”
S0 when you went into

e him, it wasn't for a
newspaper.
divorce. You went to talk to him
about it. Or talk him out of it
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Sylvia leaned forward now. “If 1
thought that was true—
“What would you dor” the Kid
flared. “Of coursc it's truel My
abotlE il fhese yeats: aniyiie
come along, singing at him—"
Sylvia exclaimed:

Yes, my mothe
fiantly. “She’s a good woman, too.
He yas my father. My name's Max
ton, belicve it or Flasky
ki Rbic e B Eopt Al
talking at Sylvia. “I didn’t know any.

1

thing about any grand jury.
knew

enough.
claws in him again!
anything to my mother
Only,

was  about you.

Another woman getting
He didn’t mean
y more.
she's sick, poor. What right
you got to walk in and get his

cahy” Flasky said, “what righ
55y killed him,” Sylvia accused,
“I did not.
stairs—whistling your
watched through' the
the lights went out, I thought every-
body'd gone to bed, so I went around
to_ his room-—
In that blank
‘I was dressed

Sylvia taunted.

give him a divorce. 1 saw can
50 1 didn't knock. I just went in
“With a gun in your hand?” I asked.

“No. He had ‘the gun. Pointing
at the door
somebody. He was scared. I told

heer, but he tried
to belicve me. I made him.
wouldn't talk to me—my own

uuuluplul “You expect us

Carsten said. e the

"th upy

chance.
e ordered me out.

1 told him no

ke o crooner would get his
money. He kept pointing n
atme. 1 got panicky and

It went off.

He struggled.
y senses and Tan to my

came to
oom.”

“Sense enough to jerk off your dress
and grab the blanket,” I said.

S crying too hard to answer.
Everyone was quiet, even Flasky.
L was thinking what a screwy business
Tm in, ,anyhows. Wheer Sylvia’ Sal
“Well, nowit's settled, Joe. - What you
say we get the hell out of here?

o, ma’am,” 1 said; “nobody gets
Go to your rooms, - All exept
obias, You stand guird with
T abolguit X got e coroner.
Miss Hasty can tell hior M
I mean—just how it happene

=

“sall there is to it. The police
weren't to blame, It was my fault,
Mine and Sylvia's And Senator
Maxton's.



Mustrated by

John Costigan,
N.A.

ROM the terrace of a_hotel

near Chamonix in the French

Alps on the 21th of July, 1875,

some tourists were” observing

through telescopes a_group of climb:

ers working toward the summit of the
‘Monarch of the Alps,” Mt. Blanc

About the climbers—three men and

a woman, roped together at intervals

there was nothing eimckablp cither

2 appearance or climbing technique.

B reiiog thew, however, and appar

ently a member of the party, was an

unroped Alpinist unlike any the ob

servers had ever seen climbing at
such heights,
his fifth me nimal,

perhaps a cham 0is, a3
e

tures which though frequently dome:
ticated do not accompany their mas-

ters on perilous mountain ascents.
Butif it was not a chamois, \\I\.u w
It didn’t move like a A dog?
inpkatically o). *No, tog had ever
scaled che heights this animal was
No, it could not be a dog.

The' climbers reached. the sumui,
rested awhile and began the long d
scent. Then, as they came into clearer
view, the watchers, till at e tele-
scopes, saw’ to their amazement that
the animal was indecd a do
diumsized, reddish-brown dog!

That was seventy-two years ago, but

memory of that dog—a female
named “Tschingel,” whose like the
Alps had never scen and in all prob>
ability will neve
alive in Swita erland,
r dogs, notably the

S Hlgh Alps, have
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again—
Innumerable
St. Bernards
distinguished

= Ischingel

‘THE COURAGE AND SAGACITY OF THIS MONGREL WON HER
ENDURING FAME

IN THE ANNALS OF MOUNTAINEERI

themselves by searching out lost or in
jured persons and saving their lives.
Some have achieved immortality. But
the dog of dogs, say the Swiss, was the
incomparable_Tschingel, tae gre
mountain-climbing dog the world has
ever known

Any dog can climb a mountain, if
there are paths or if the ascent is not
too precipitous. Tschingel was not
an ordinary dog. She could make her
way over any terrain, no matter how
difficult; and perpendicular rock faces
and walls of ice seldom gave her more
trouble than they gave the experts
with whom she (Ju\lh(d She scaled
peaks as human beings do—over any
kind of surface, up almost any ac
clivity. 1In this respect she was un
like any other dog that has ever lived

In the course of her Alpine adven
tures (shared with her owner, guides
and various persons), she climbed the
13,669-foot ]unklmn known to every
American tourist. - Among her other
conquests were: Monte Ruml (15,217
ny, the 14,888-foot Lyskamm, known

the “Man Eater,” because of its aw
ful toll of death, the Finsteraarhorn
{14026 fe), che Monch (13463 ),
(13,040 ft) and the Roth
\lmk (12,143 fr.)

One of her lnm\ notable achieve-
ments was the ascent La Grande
Ruine in the Dauphine Alps, a mys

.muh found the offi
h Government

climbed thirty major
peaks, making the first ascent of many
of them; and made thirtysix gl
crossings, some never made before

How many Alpinists can boast of
such a record? Not many-—nor can
some of the Swiss guides themselves!

Tichingel, a_beagle type mongrel
with some spaniel blood, was born in
1865, She had a_fine’ wellmarked
head with expressive, kindly brown
eyes of gr

According to those who knew her,
she was wiser than most guides in nn

the crevasse, the av

her. The "..m.w
often used her to spot crevasses. The
would send her ahead, and she would

cier




of the Higb Q/Ilps

by BYRON DE PROROK and E.

sniff out the dangerous spots. If this
sounds preposterous, it must be re
embered that snow contains air, and
secaainglyshe oould gauge the strength
ol a snow bridge, or its weakness, by
the amount of air it contained. How.
ever she did it, she proved on many
occasions that she possessed the abil-
ity to locate hidden danger-points and
warn her companions by her actions.
Swiss guides are not a sentimental
iven to hero worship; but in
Ticliingel they Have s eal. broine,
and to this day when a woul
pinist is doubtful of his ability to
make the summit of one of the lesser
peaks, his guide may say, with kindly
sarcasm: "You ought to be able to do
it. Afterallthe female dog Tichingel
climbe e went up the oth
Side, which i . more AUBAuIL"

NE man who knew her better
than anyone else was her owner,
Cox

mountain’ climbers of all t
whom a famous peak in the Dau-
phine Alps was named. ' In his “Al
pine Stu a book that mountain
climbers still regard as a classic, he
devotes considerable space o er
oolidge owned Tschingel from the
iy three undl she died at
the age of fous
i i e e
was a sismonths old puppy, Christan
Almer, member of a family whos
had been famous guides for gonera-
tions, saw her in-a village, took a fancy
to her and bought her for ten rancs
s luer, while serving a5
fulde R party, he_took her wit
him on a_crossing of lsrhmgcl Pass,
an expedition which tested the skill
and courage of all the climbers.
hat was the young dog’s initiation
into the dangerous busincss of Alpine
dlimbing. Describing it in one of his
B. George, a noted
member S

Alpmm who was a

party, had this 0 sa

“Doubless our canine compapion
pleased by

would have been bette
Wmooth théct of unbrokeh smow, over
whichy he could have trotted comfort
ably.” (Curiously, George was under
the impression that the dog Was &
malel) - “The constant recurrence of
narrow crevasses troubled his philoso-
phy considerably, and once or twice

had to be taken and flung across
e A
On the whole, however, his perform-
ance was highly meritorious and de-
served the recognition it afterward re-
ceived, when a committee of the whole
arty unanimouly named the do

Cschingel’ in honor of his being the
only dog in the Oberland known to
have made a ‘glacier pass.

Thac s bow Tichingel got-her

That she was an unusual in-
Bl rcs]xumvc dog, her own-
er soon learned. not suspect,
Toughiabat in hes he hada dog 4o
like any other ever known—a natural
climber that, with practically no train-
ing, could make her way up sheer rock
faces with the greatet Alpinist of her
time, and enjoyed doing

A noted climber was once asked
why he wanted to_climb a certain
peak. cause it is there,” he said
simply. Coolidge believed that Tschin-
e, like all great climbers, regarded
every peak she saw as a_challenge.
When she came to one, she showed
plainly that she was eager to scale it.
Coolidge S e regular
peak-hunter.

Because Almer regarded her as jus
another dog, she lived a quiet, un-
eventful lifeat his Grindlewald Home,
where she served as watchdog and be-
came the mother of thirtyfour pups

descendants_are now listed in

ook of Swiss dogdom.

In_the summer of 1868, when
Tschingel was dhe years old, some,
thing occun a mhuu}, altered
e vt e ] idge—an
eighteen-year-old 0 was
e e e e et
dlewald. He was accompanied by his
aunt, Miss Marguerite Brevoort, a
mountain-climbing enthusiast who felt
that the sport might improve Cool-
idge’s health.

With Almer or Peter Taugwalder,
“The Iron Man of the Alps,” as his

guide and his aunt as a companion,
Eoolidge began, to climb, at brst. re.
luctantly but soon with enthusiasm.
In those days climbing was not the
scientific business it is now; Coolidge’
parties made their ascents without
such aids as “pitons” (nails to drive
in the rock for holds on rock faces),
“crampons” (iron_plates with sharp
points, worn on the shoes), oxygen,
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collapsible  ice: it clamps and
other items now regarded as essen-
dils by Alpiniss,

Taugualder gave him his first les-
sons, and Almer then took him \mdcr
his wing. this time “Bello,” one
of Tschingel's sons, was old enough to
take over Tschingel’s duties as pro-
tector of the Almer home. One day

when Coolidge, unable to make a
climb because of bad weather, had an
attack of the blues, Almer, who kne
he loved dogs, gave Tschingel to
him to cheer him up. He also lent
him a copy of George’s book, in whicl
the dog’s glacier-crossing exploit when
2 puppy was et down.

ng that book, Coolidge got
the idea o developing the dogain
ural aptitude for climbing, and rom
the start he took her with him on his
expeditions. There was little he had
to teach He saw that she was
a born Alpinist, and instinctively was
able to do things no other dog had
ever .luunplcd e didn't
her by picking eas

\hon, stardy legs and
1 ere amazingly adept
EEetting 4 footholb and huzdmg it
on almost any surface. Sheer drops
apparently had no effect on her. Un-
roped, she could make her way along
the narrowest ledge. Her nerve—her
courage—was phenomenal.

ad her first narrow es-
S the Blimisalp-
horn climb. - Hr paws, not yet tough
ened to ice, had y cut, and
the was in pain. This caused her
to slip on the fial slope, and she be-
gan to slide toward Occhinnen Lake.
Fortanately, one of the porters e
sged tograbber by the collar and hold
onto her as she olld past him,
idge had tried to leave her at
S et n et bleeding
But she would Lot be left be-
1i nt on

HY

‘Aiter tha
Cobligs had e Ieithes yoocs ae
for her. But he could never induce
her to wear them.

With experience, Tschingel learned
it Bl e Skt Tk
times in her climbing carces she pulled




Benself out of bad fxes by quick hink-
;. Once, becoming separated from
lhc Test of the party which was explor-
Gk e e
she found herself cut off from her
friends by a wide crevasse. Mounting
a peak of ice to get her bearings, the
dog barked to attract their atiention.
Coolidge was horrified when he saw
her predican he ice beneath her
was truthcmus. and the crevasse very
deep. Tuhingel realized her position
and resorted to desperate measures.
Summoning all her energics, she made
a prodigious leap, cleared the crevasse
and joined her master, looking con-
trite for the worry she had caused him

HORTLY after Coolidge had be-
come Tschingel’s owner, he found
she was superior to any guide as a
weather prophet. He observed that if
orm was brewing and preparations

were under way for an expedition, she
Yould ahav, plaialy, by planting hen
self in some: cornes ing to

budge, dhat she disa J)pmvul ‘o the
‘limb.  After she had proved herself
right several e Cuuhd;,e followed
her “advice” in such matte

Her ability to detect hidden perils
was uncanny. In difficult terrain,
when ,mum.,, ahead of the party (as
she usually xcept when roped)

e, never failed t, spot. weak
Bridgol: Toose Tock that. might' comne
down at any moment, and unsafe ice
overhangs. ' Coming upon such dan-
tupots she would wrn back ‘and
wamn the party by frantic whimper-

ings, a ept” when

she felt that he panions were in

peril, e Coolidge's
dethe word. of agreats i

and lexicographer of the Al
noted Church of England cleric.

Many Alpine disasters have been
caused by a slight sound—a cough, &
siding stone, an exclamation utcred
thoughtlessly.  Even ja whisper has
been known to set off an avalanche.
In regions where a_ bark or whine
might lead

56 viould “froese
ger. She learned early that there were
times to “speak,” and times o keep

her mouth shut!
guide had _been
vho dri

Jrinking

(guides
from the *
sensed
detected_it.
plained her curious antipathy to ce
tain guides, whom she simply would
not acmmpany, under any tonditions.

She endure extreme. cold.
R unusually thick
and heavy, and she never wore a coat.
She did, however, at times, wear snow-

ggunng the climbing season, brandy
and tallow were rubbed into her feet

to harden and protect them, and cold

cream and vaseline rubbed in her nose,
which often pecled from sun- or wind-
burn. She got no other special treat-

nis.
It was difficult to persuade Tschin-
gel to cross a glacier late in the
day. Experience had taught her that
the sun softens the frozen surface-coat
formed over the crévasses during the
night. Once when Coolidge was mak-
ing a survey of a crevassed glacier near
the Jungfrau, he found himself sep-
éd from the dog by an ice-bridge.
Disregarding his orders to cross the
bridge and join him, Tschingel stood
facing him, barking and whining.
Coolidge examined the bridge,

cided it was safe and started to cross

As he reached it, 13cllmgel leaped
upon it, and down it crashed under
her weight, carrying her with it into
:I\c abyss. Coolidge was horrorstric

~Again and again he called to her.
No sound came from the cold green
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ths.

RO houe ot o Jater, while Coolidge
was breaking the tragic news to his

mpanions, a very tired Tschingel
suddenly appeared on the moraine and
made her way slowly to the party—
and a wildly entusiayic reception.
By some miracle, she had not been
seriously injured in falling, o il
her u\alvclom instinct, she had found
of the crevasse. All she had
{oaton e experience was a bad-
ly torn ear.

Tha

was one time when she un-

uestionably saved Coolidges lie at
isk of her

Like ber fellowlimbers, Tochingel

had to be assisted occasionally. Dur-
ing the passage of the 11,680-foot
Monchjoch,

the party ran into a decp-
Iy crevassed glacier, and all the mem-
bers had o be let down hy fope over
the worst spots. In on ooks,
Coolidge described 'r«nmga bem;,
slowly lowered with 2 rope around

belly, as “much resembling  the
cep in the emblem of the Order of
e Ealies Witaee:

O, e, fromen heighes; Coolidge
and his party olften spent the
night in @ tent. As soon as the tent
was up, Coolidge would end Tchin.
gel into it. Once inside, she would
Curl up on the least uncomfortable
spot, one which her master would
promptly turn he out of, much to her
obvious disgust

Coolidge could get away with that.
But when he tried to use his victim as
a pillow (which he frequently did)
all' would ‘be well until, waking, he
would find his companion using him
as a pillow!

Miss Brevoort never ceased to mar-
vel at Tschingel's gentleness, and
she often related an incident which

howed how good the dog could be,
under trying ey
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Coolidge, two guides
and Tschingel had climbed the 13,721-
foot Aletschor, leaving her behind
in Belalp, their usual headquarters.
While the climbers wére making their
way to the top, she went up the near-
by Sparrhorn, to watch them.
Knowing she was observing them,
Coolidge found her with his glasses
Then, in need of something to attract
her attention, he found just what he
wanted—Tschingell Lifting her up
with the aid of a guide, he waved her
gently to and fro.” She took it all in
0od humor, and with her reddish
hair she made an excellent flag, which
Miss Brevoort could not have missed
if she had tried to. Always, Tschingel
was l0g.
Like her two-footed friends, Tschin-

told_the “mi

gel w ree from eccentricitics,
She unden(oﬂd Swiss-German, and
and Miss Brevoort (who

loved her and whom she adored) soon
taught her to understand English. For
some reason or other, though, she
could make nothing of French.

O the average dog, chicken is a

ueat. Tchingel had a strong dis
like of it. Even if she were ravenous
with hunger, she would not touch
Again, unlike most dogs, she was very
fond of wine, especially red wine; and
later when she went to live in England
with Coolidge and his aunt, she
JacEd e yoakiich:

Tea had a st

After drinkiny

8

wange elfct on, e
xl, slu‘ woule

howls, just as she i
to music which she loved,
She enj cing made much of,
and accepted praise with what a friend
once deseribed as amiable coquettish-
ness. The day after her ascent of Mt.
Blanc, she was deluged with attent
and flattery. People
and near 10 see the dog that had
the formidable climb. Tschingel r
eived I\cr admirers in the salon of
Goolidge's hotcl, where, tretched out
eld court and appeared
m,,hly plcnsc(l by the fuss made over

When she climbed Mt, Blanc, she

was in ber eleventh year, far past mid-
dle age for a dog. The feat amazed
and delighted the When she

returned to Switzerland the follow-
ing year, 1876, in accordance with
railroad ‘rules of that day she
boxediand?placel s beggage
With Miss revoort, she was on hu
way t Belalp to Join Coolidge, who
had gone on ahe

e of the Sl.llloll) after Genev:
Mile Brevooet got ot and went'ia t
baggage car to cheer the dog up. She
found a porter giving Tschingel food

ang “How kind you are!” she
exclaimed. The miled. “Who
wouldn' bel” he said. his i the dog

that climbed Mt. Blanc last summel




When Coolidge attempted the Mat

terhorn from the Italian side, he did
not want to risk the his be-
Joved Tschin climb of such

dinary .mm ||y He [Tt her

"
mhmd at Breuil, and o console her,
e her his shawl to guard.
the party returned the eve-
after failing
t, Tschingel was
ide the shawl. She
her master's
“We found her, idge
‘surrounded by St
d people gave. her
when they PR LRt quit
the room. The food was untouche
and the Toom was in perfect ordes
Her devotion was always to be counted
on Tschingel had characier.

he
When

N atemping a varap (@ perpendic
r rock id

climb), (.wl. ge would
wself and
as encountered,
e piide Voula. iy Toalholte wHicH
Tachingel would use much as he other
members of the party di
i

she would
nd when it
was reached, she would view the pan-
orama with the same rapt attention as
her companions

Miss Brevoort died in December,
1876, at the Coolidge home in Dork-

ing, England. Tschingel, who was
then nearly twelve, was never the same
again. She scemed to kiow hat she
h suffered an irreparable loss, and
from | that timé on.ihe aged rapidly.
She never went to S ,
and two years later she died peacefully
in her slecp. She was buried in the
len of the Dorking hou: e
Coolidge set up a modest monument
to her mémory

Perhaps the best reminder of h
though, is her *dres” collar, which
has been careful mag-
nificent leather affar loaded with sil.
ver plaques and_pendants, each one

ring - the of a conquered

cal
k.

reasonable to supposethat
chingel had some shortcon If
50, no reference to them i
ny of |ln r\lpm( jour
in which are recorded.
Sinies P tieek oo
voort, Coolidge and Almer—thought
her a'dog sans reproche.

How can she be explain
dogs were as strong or stronger. Other
dogs were, seemingly, fully as coura-
geous and enterprising ()(hcr dogs
were possessed of me
sory powers, .md(uuld B el el
feel things beyory petception of
Himan But Téchingel ha park”
hit set her apart:from other dog
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Miss Br

12 Other

What it was, no o carl sy, Tschin-
£eLwas an enigr

‘oday her pawprint, phowographs
and plaques be her like-
be seen in many homes and
1...“-1\ in_ Switzerland. ders
of “ e Oberla nl and Its Glaciers,”
by the same George who wrote of her
puppyhood. explole, wil find a e
tion Iii. naming the great
Dloueer conquerois of the AlgBE
ward Wymper, Mummery, Professor

of |\\I

'limlull I\Iu hel Croz, Coolidge, and
others—George paid his trbute (o her
in one simple line: “Miss Tschingel,

Honorary Member of the Alpine Club,
a mongrel bit

RADITION demands that Alpine

c an album in which

bs are meticulously

Kept, and in which patronf are aske

to inscribe something appropriate at

the end of an expedition

The famous Almers, the Almer fam-

ily of Grindlewald, have carefully pre-

served all their albums, of which they

are exceedingly proud, But they will
you that the one they prize hig]

is Christian Almer’s. For Chris-

tian's cla fame is two-fold: In the

SR climbing, he

was not only guide and friend of the

N Coi o s iehe gt

&rer of Tachingel




You’re tl

by HARDEN DE VIEW

xwow T am headed for mmhlc
when the timekeeper mee
down by the m\|ncruul| Feki
and says that the Superintendent
is looking for'me. 1 have been expect
ing it. Production drops like oak
leaves in the fall, ever since 1 take
over the foreman’s job in the wheel
department of the shop.
shrug my shoulders and tell the
thmekeeper: I'll go up and
see him right a
L stare down the ais
big Bullards. 1 ca
chips crunching under the soles of
my shoes as I walk. The ||mdu|\u
are pounding and hammering away,
and the floor is ‘shaking) Wi the
vibration of the wheel production.
There is a fine mist of cuttingoil
hanging in the air, and the thick
I)Luk smoke from the he s where
the wheel-hubs are forged volis across
the department. 1 can smell the
sharp, stinging odor of scorched metal
and burning gresse. 1 am 10 used
the crashing noise of the presses,
e
the only time I notice it is when
it stops.
I dodge around a puddle of cutting:
oil that is flowing over from a lathe,
and 1 awomatically look for the

e between the
feel the steel

y o alted
ise of the shop.

look around. Slim
Relbr. puard operator who thinks
he should have had the foreman'’s job
instead of me, is leaning up a
his machine, his long legs crossed like
bent straws, a grin on his skinny,
tight face,

“Whats the woubler” 1 a m.

1 notice a couple of lathe OI)L ators
;lop{nng work to watch us, my
dander skyrockets.

“Breakdown.”  Slim steers his chew
cek to the other and care-
nto the sawdust at the
his machine,

“I can see you got a breakdown,”
I snaps, “but~

“I don't know.” Slim Kelby nar-
rows his cyes into a kind of “dare-
you" look, and waves his thin hook-
like fingers at the Bullard. “Might
be the chuck.”

1 glance at the big, silent machi
and I feel baffled because I don't
know much about it, .md what m.\Lu
it worse is t Sl nows 1 don’
know much .\lnml a turret .nhLA
I uy to bluff my way through

“What the hell you waiting for?
Get the setup man on the job, and
get the tool-room starte
Akh production_ this

kay —you're the bo here is
2 Sllgguhun of a dirty Tauigh in Slimv's

I tum around and start down the
aisle; and as I turn, I catch Slim

50

ne Boss

winking at the lathe operators, and
they are all laughing. 1 get red clear
t0 the roots of my hair. 1 would like
to stirt swinging, to tear into them
11, but all I can do is grind my teeth
and swallow the whole business.

“[Deatmiont Hey, Donakdsonts
Old Charley, a Fay operator,

stops me. *The Superintendent wants
2

Veah, Ch harley.” 1 nod at hi
The knife is in my back, and he

throws it up on the roller conveyor.
He comes out from behind his ma-
hine and bounces up beside me.
Charley is a wizened old guy w



has worked in factories for
years than 1 am old.

“Charley, they're giving me the
business. I've been a foreman for a
week now, and Slim Kelby has had
a breakdown every day. I'm abo
ready to toss up all his gr
g0, back to operating a_pre

he hell you arel You couldn’t
and you know it Charley
at me over the top of I
rimmed bifocals.

more

No. No, I guess I can’t. The job
means too much to m uly yester-
#day 1 wrote a leer to my older
brother Tom, . the  doctor— profes.
sional man, the one my mother
liked to talk about 5o much because

he was such a success. I never en-

joyed anything so much as when I

started the letter by sa
Tom, I am a foreman now in charge
of one of the biggest production
departments—" and now even_that

little victory is slipping through my
fingers, and 1 feel myself sliding back
into the y

who

brother, the kid
quite do  things

anger

could never

y, pal” I pat C

arley on the

you're holding the cards,
P odchn B 7o ou of e gAme
Am 1 i

“Sute. But where do 1 draw the
cards?” 1 kind of laugh him away,
and go on past the Fay line, turn
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THE MEN WHO RUN TIIL BIG wnn

TR R

THE MAN WHO RUNS T P HAS TO
KNOW BOTH MEN AND MACHINES.

the corner at the Han nosing
press, and duck under the endless
and 1 notice that there
ot of empty hooks, which
means low production.

The Superintendent’s ofice is a
little board shanty stuck in a clear.
ing among the machines, and 1 am
walking up to it when I see Whitey
the sweeper, brushing the floor ﬂm\[\‘
and carefully. I go over to him and
tell him_about the oil on wlw floor.

I
conveyor;

his eyes are
t as glowing charcoal, and
are doing a strange sort of
1 back away from him.  “Thit nasty
machine,” he says, and he giggles a
high, nervous girlish titter that stabs
at my brain. I want to turn and run

away from him, but I force (|
to leave slowly. He gives
weird, jittery, unexplainable [\.lu\},,

as thouglr 1 should be ashamed of
myself for having such feclings for
him.

1 stop outsde the litle shany, take
a decp breath, grab the greasy door
knob and walk in. Jim Carton, the
Superintendent, is talking on the tcle-
phone. He is sitting
up desk, and he leans fa
swivel chair. There is
hanging from a_long
enter of the little room.

Two. Eale
tered metal filing-cabinets for blue-
prints and papers stand against one

wall. The other pioces of furniture
are an extra_chair, and a brass spit
toon cudded up against one leg of
Jim Carton’s des

T wr the door, and ic muffes the
shop sounds a little, like putting
lid on a pan of boiling water.
ton swivels around and faces me,
nd nods while he is stll talking
into the "phon ¢ glares down at
the mouthpicce he is holdin
hand, asdobarks,at JC ke a LA
snarling at a mouse. He slams the
telephone down and sits looking a¢
the top of his desk, and finally he
looks up.
“I understand you want to see me.
I am tying to keep my voice from
g,

I've got to talk
ton wears his bald
like & h..u,,u of horor, and he
runs s thick fingers over it
as he looks Cproduction's
been lousy. Tovsy.. What's the
matte .km the job too big for you?”

“No ’s just that we've had
oy breakdowns.”




“Well, dammit, a good foreman
would sce that those breakdowns
don’t happen. Yes. You're getting

aid to produce wheels.” His bald

cad_reflects the yellowish glare of

the single overhead light, and 1 watch
his head instead of looking into his
eyes.

“The quitting whistle blows, and all
the noise turns off as if somebody has
shut off a ra stand there n the
nce, and 1 think of old
, “Nobody can blu// you out
o lhe game if yow're holding the

e Superintendent takes a six-
inch ruler out of his vest
pocket with his short, stubby fingers,
andbe poinus it 3¢ me and Jiggle it
up and dow
That call T just had,"~and Car-
tou tilts his Eal phone—
“that was the front office, and they're
enty hot. We
duction. We
We got to get in there ahead of our
competitors. This shortage market
isn't going (o last forever, you know,
and the plants that get in there now
are the ones that are going to last.”

Our plant is a war baby; we have
converted from a shell factory to mak-
ing wheels, and I know that it is
touch and go as to whether we will
be ablc o break into the automobile
market, or be a memory like a uni-
s i e clojet

I want to tell the Superintendent
that 1 am not getting_ codperation
from the men, but I back away from
it the way I did from snitching when
I was a kid. It war my fight, and
I'd just have to face it.

“You got to learn to handle men,
Donaldson. Yes.” 1 look up, startled.
It is as though he was reading m
mind. “You can’t give them ‘or elsc’
orders. You're supposed to be a sign-
post, not a traffic cop.”

HAVE my own ideas about how to
handle men, but I don’t say any-

“Xnd another thing: If I were you,
I'd make it my business to know
every one of those jobs better than
the guy that operates it."

“I5 hat all?” 1 stand up.

“No.” Jim Carton looks down at
his desk-top as though he is embar-
rassed. He grinds his teeth together,

and then he looks onaldson,
if your department isn't getting
duktion by, next week Monday, T'm

going to have to put somebody in
your place. That's all.”

He might just as well have asked
for a half-pound of atom-dust—it
S i e ey e

get. The family would be-right in
B lling rae «'Hailnc, “The job means
o much to me, and now it s going

I'm not mar enough to’ pro-
i L

Charleys and the Slim Kelbys; and
every time I get another crack at a
promotion, I'll keep remembering
that it is a whole lot harder to go
back than to go ahead, and that
responsibility is a lot casier never to
have than to give up.

P HE machines are all quiet when
1 leave the Supcrinlcn:]cm i oﬁue
and come out on the e
a desert ghost-town, and e dmgy
gray light of the afternoon sun falls
over everything like spiderwebs on
a wee's branches. 1 can still smell
the cuttingoil and the burned metal.

“Well, kid?" The quiet voice star-
tles me. Old Charley l|;\s been
ing by the time-clock for

“Hello, Charley. What you hang-
ing around for?”

“Oh, I punched out. I been wait-
ing to_see how you made o
Something about the old man’s friend-
ly interest touched my heart.

“It’s okay, Charley,” I

“Let's go over to Nicky's and have
a beer, and you can tell'me about it
on our way,” Charley says.

“He's giving me one more week to
make out on the job,” I say. And
then I tell Charley everything the boss
has said to me.

“Oh

o cheer

ell,” Charley ‘ries.
¢ up, “you will make ou
e il bt ey,
“Charley, this job means more to me
than anything I've ever done in my
life. But how? How can I make out
in a week?”
Besides myslt L1l be leting cvery
body in the plant dow
educe whiE e i be mnk
and everybody.will be. thrown“out

ORI EL Vou ke ik e
sponsbilty for-
have

his contract means
hlc e deathifor the op,

“Well, you've got a whole week to
prove yourself.” Charley laughs, sort
of grim

“Jim Carton says I'm supposed (0
know every one of the jobs in my de-
partment. If that isn't a laugh!” 1
says.

“He may have something there,”
Charley chimes in, and 1 have o
admit it hurts a lite to have him
taking the Superintendents side.

ut I'm a press operator. 1 never
opcralcd an automatic in my life.”

“You've never been a foreman be-
fore in' your life, either,” Charley
points out.

We walk down the aisle side by side
without saying anything. ‘The lights
are all out, and the shop is turning
from dirty' gray S
slips down below the overhead win-

My thermos bottle is clackin
against the inside of my empty lund]
bucket, and that is the only sound as
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And then suddenly [ hear a strange
singsong crooy ley hears it
100, because T St himidook up in sur-
prise. We wrn around siowly, and
there is nobody in sight.

‘Did you hear it” I ask Charley.
His jaw is hanging open.

“I was going to ask you the same
thing,” he says.

The big machmcs are all_around
us, and to over us like trees |
S Dl it the sic Ve
ing long black shadows that scem to

voice,” 1
g2y, We listen careully, and then 1
hear the sound again. 1 begin to
dlsingulah some words a3;the sonnde
drift over us and around us, but I
can't tell for sure where the words are
coming from.
cet babyl Good girll My little

pett And you, you were a bad boy,”
says the voice.

‘We are standing in the middle of
3 production department of abig
automobile wheel plant, and we are
listening to the words a mother might
use talking to a little baby. The hair
is standing up stiff on the back of
my ned

“Good girl, That's a prettyl

“Come on,” I say to Charley, “let's
find out what's going on around
here.”

We duck around the big Toledo
press and go back toward the Fay line
ehere the sound seems to be coming
rom.

A e approach it, the voice geis
louder; suddenly I see a_bright,
shining pair of eyes staring at s
The eyes are wild, rolling, and I a
scar gers of Charley's left
hand are digging deep into my arm.

“Hello,” 1 say to the eyes.

“Do you want to see my darlings?”
The voice is high, and it sounds like
fingernails dragging across a picce of

tin,

“I would like to very much,” I say,
and I step forward.

“These are my darlings.” A skinny _
armindicates all of the machin~s’
around him. “I take care of them
G ight when shey have been

, and they are always good, ex-
s voice turns sad and drops
metimes they are naughty.”




Hello, Whitey," I say as I recog
Lwrn to Charley,
¢ White, the sweeper.
C R e
. oo et La brilliant eyes. be.
to dim a litdle, and he starts to
S e e B
ream, and he looks at me, and his

king by, and we
d say hello,”
Charley off before he has
0 say anything. “Come on,
“1 take Charley's arm, ang

thought we'd sto
hcad

ence for som
with justthe clagkeclack of my lunch
bucket keeping time to our steps; and
finally, when we get ouside the big
brick building, I

what's the story on ‘him anyway,
Charley?”
“Whitey? ~ Clarence White?  He

yras one of the best gperators we ever
had in the plant. He could operate
anything, as long as it was a machine.

Usstrated by Anthur Harper

e

His kid came to work here, and he
was working on a stamping press, and
larence was o proud thars al he
could talk al The press caught
the kid and Kflcd him, and Wh
went completely off bas
gve him the sweping job Just o give
B Socntibing:
“He resly et e tiseliarthe
Isi

ctter off here doing some-
thing that he thinks is useful instead
f sitting home brooding.’

is for him to be
i machinery,” 1
says Charley.

protest.
N “Let him
alone, k

“I can’t 1(‘[ |\|m wander around in

ody

the
says.” 1 Imld h.uk for the
Aren’t you in !nul ('nnu;,h as it is?
If you fire Whil isn't a guy
in e sbo will have anything to-dy
with you.” He turns and hurries on
out the gate, nodding to the blue-
uniformed watchman s he
way in an
H e A e depm-
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“That call was from the front office; they're plenty hot™

shent. T listen, but the only sounds
are my Tunchbucket rattling and
my feet scraping on the cement floor.
I stop and listen, raise my head and
look around, but everything seems as
cuum,

call, and my voice rolls
and bounces and’ caroms and then

es away into the black shadows.
Clarence Whitel” The
sound of my own words seems loud
and threatening. 1 hunch my shoul-
ders and walk forward.

sPal

swing around, startled, and my

h..m. bucket slaps my leg with a tin-

y bang.

VeWha's that? Who's theter
voice shoots into the blackness, and
oSt v

M

ey
“Ssh!

voice
“Whitey

lower my tone and joo

then
lcparalc itself (rom the olher lhadom
and drift toward me.



Without saying a word, W hitey punches
the switch to start the automatic. The
dril

~ 1 say with relicf. “Hello.”
“Elctor e hadow ak shape
in,front of me, and X see his eyc.
“You were calling
Lok, “here, Whitey, .you
;Iluuldnl be in here after working
o

“I stay y night and take
care of my babies.” *.Ie sounded like
uying to explain somet
€o'a densc adult,
. And then =
e

th a bomb
not really
nes, and

t me wi
5 mm a

they cant wnderstand.
‘Whitey—" 1 say, flabbergasted.

“But they don't let me operate any

more, and I like to be around thern.

1 look at him questoningly, and I

sy “But what 1 stop 31 an idea

suddenly breaks on me. “Sayl Come
n you operate a Bullard?”

ls start turning.

He follows me as I lead the way to
an automatic. I turn on the over-
d light that hangs down in front

of the big machine

I turn 1o him and say: “Whitey,
if you can, I'd like to have you show
me how to operatr one of these
things.”

Without saying a word, he leaps up
on the board platform in front of the
machine and " punches the switch to

art the automatic. The drills start
turning, goil spurts from
the little tubes beside cach drill.
picks up a piece of stock, seats it care-

ully, trips the machine, and the drills
al downward, taking a deep bite
out of the first hub, and the blue
chips curl upward, the drill ascends
the hub jerks to the next drill,
and Whitey séats 2 new picce of stocks
and when the drills descend, two hu
are being drilled. Whitey keeps on

1

Placing hubs in the machine unt
cight opcrations are being don
once, and then the firt o Gou i
e s gauging i

* he says as he tosses the first
i up on the still conveyor.

T have been watching him carefully,
mentally taking note of everything
that he does. I know that it looks
far easier than it

“Let me try.”

is.
I dimb up beside

im and pick up a hub. The weight
of it almost bends me double. I seat

it in the die and trip the machine, and
the dril descends and screcches, and
smoke rolls
“No! \'u’ .\u! Oh, no!” Whitey
He rescues me quickly and
shows me where I have made my mis-
take. 1 try again and again, but my
cobrdination is all shot, and I ruin
stock and tools. I pick up steel and
sat it—bend over, sraighten up, bend
over, straighten up; 2nd sweat is run-
ning into my eyes, and my back fecls
like somebody 1.‘.\ been playing my
spinal cord like ophone with steel
My cloches sreiibaking wet
y stick to me like fly-paper
1 pick \lp some stock, and a piece of
jagged steel is sticking out and I catch
the” palm of i hand on it, laying
the flesh wide open, and blood mixes
and finally I se
the big turret lathe through a’throb.
bing mist of dull, aching pain, and I
become a quivering mass of scre ming
nerves, and then numbness when
can't fee thing.

L dhis time 1 am watching Whit
s an operator now,
and eghing clée exists for him but
the machine and the necessity of doing
the job right. He gets excited when
1 make a mistake
self by calming me, and 1 am never
sue that he cven sees m
“No. do it, Whitey.” I
stop, and m, Tedath coming in
I can'
“But you must
talk to the machine, You must sing
to it. Look like this." His voice
rises, and he starts to croon and his
eyes roll wildl:
ly, and then he uun\ to me, .u\d 1
start backing away. Try
it!”  His voice is u|gv.
1 have

No, I can't.” My backbone
catch in it that won'tlet me straigh
1 quit, Whitey, but thanks
way.” And then I notice that the
shop is turning gray. The sun is
coming upl

“You had_better
some sleep, Whitey,

e o froe e machine,
and I watch him go away, and

o home and get



wying to think. There is something

1 should do about him, I know.
i) way, Bodlie' 1o’ changg clbihel

before 1 come back to work I st

and make a long-distance phone “ah

to Tom, the doctor.

Ax late in getting back to work,

and when I come into the depart-
ment the shop is shaking with the
noises of production as the presses go
kaa-rump, thump; kaa-rump, thump;
and the ai whistle, and_ steel
The noise is
loud, and 1 can’t get in step with the
syt of it

feel as if every bone in my b

et s 11 Jagged ek ar

grinding together with each step 1
ke, My hands are as tender as
fried: opsiery, and ust 23

m Car pushing his h\lmpn
Pty Imdy Hellleyelibk dawn
e

He waves a short arm wildly, and

start off to meet him. 1 have a sick

fecling in the pit of my womach,

“Hey, Donaldson!”

up \Imn before 1 get to Ca
Chasler, tho Fay apetiios. and

Tie siions me over Lo,

pecle for the Supe ntendent

v's lathe.

d something this mor
that T don't believe, but 1 thought '
let you know " the story that's going
harley's voice is grim.
I ask hi
They say y \.m took wmu» off that
sweeping
“I couldn’t let the old guy kill him-
" 1 say.

nto th= sawdust on the
Ol the uumh&["

Donaldson!” on
Whit the IwII is

oor.
“Hey,
auda up to me,
oming off here?”
, why 1" I sputter like a Model
1 a cold morning.
kdown on the line.

Produc-

winking like a weak ﬁ.l\h]lghlxuulh
as he talks.

Breakdown, 1 think, and my whole
stomach seems to rse and knot itself
“Where?” I ask th

The Bullards,
says. “The operators just stan
around thiddiing their thumbs.”
“Oh, no!” 1 say
0ld Charley is (zkmg it all in, and
1 know he is not

Superintendent down the aisle to Slim
Kelby's Bullard.

Slim is standing around, chewing
el b B
that skinny tightlipped grin of his;

and if I ever thought of quitting, that
changes my mind.

e on the spot. Your neck is
way out,” the Superintendent says. 1
hear his words only dimly without
realizing their meaning right away,
and then suddenly they drive home.

L geci pauieky, Bigeer i ety
tion. 1 hold tight t my nerves and
clamp my teeth shu

“Whats the trouble, Slim?”
the operator

“I don't know.
busted down again,” Slim Kelby says.

“Let’s see.”  And with every ounce

of sclf-control that I have I step up
on the platform in front of the ma-

. Lam scared to_death, because
Thoeathion s oWl e aooes
pull a boner right there in front of
everybody, but the only chance I got
is a long shot.

punch the switch. The drills
start to turn, and jets of cutting-oil
flow out of the lines; I pick up a
|uuﬂh huh and seat it in lhc machine.

}\

1 ask

She seems to have

fright.
She's a nice pul." I turn at he
words,and I see Whitey standing there
in the crowd, and alking and
crooning, and all the words I have
hesrd him.ay come rushing into my
mind then noth sts in
the world. but me and. the. m hine,
and as I wip the machine and th
il ARt £ i apyafecitigsnelis
n me.

1 figure I've done enough to call
Kelby's bluff; and without risking it
any further, 1 leave the machine run-
ning and jump down from the plat-
form and stand in front of hi

“What's supposed to be wrong with

1 sk Sl

e just shakes his head, and
R e e me
?nd bil(k agal
or a lon

lowg 70

cg

just right. - Needs a few minor e ot

The MAXIMS of JAPHETH
by Gelett Rurgess

i
it nehie i e
boasteth of his good deeds.
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ments, but you should be able to set
it up in a cou

“But after this,
under his nose
hear of you \hatting this maching
down. If it has to be stopped, the
setup man will do the stopping, un-
derstand?”

, boss,” Kelby says. And this
time he mears it
right, evenybody, back 10

And 1 shoo them all back to
dheir machincs, "Lt hit the ball=
ody has laughed at me, and 1
b they never will again. 1 can’t
be bluffed, because 1 hold the ards
wrn to Jim Carton. “Okay,
Donaldson” he says.. *If you b
need me out here on the floor, look
el
t without o hclp
Ll
il ki o€ Ria fan St

e hi

.

Up till now, I've been too busy to
think, and with things cleared up 1
begin to shake semblo, and |

sudd 1 look

an

back on it. 0 lic down

:onu-\\l\vm R e
Ch mbles up and i

saw Whitey.”  Charle
looks @ little shecpish. ~ “He told me
why you took him off that sweeping
job. T understand that when you
came back into the shop last nigl
the two of you worked .ﬂ night, i
you learned to operate.”
eah,” 1 say, *he did such a good
hing me to a Bul-
e SRR
afford to waste an operator like him.”

"Ym learned to operate an auto-
patic in one night!”
attention to tha
“He

ay any
1 mp talking about Whitey.

can't work steady production now,
t some day he is

crackerjack of a

going (0 use him

he comes back.

oing to make a
troubleshooter.  I'm
man when
T'm sending him to
called
my brother last night—hes a doctor;
and I explained about Whitey to him,
and he said he'd do what he could.”

er
‘Charley, it was only one night to
you, but it was a whole lifetime to

‘Okay, kid.” Charley taps my el-
bow, With 8 frisodly hand. “If you
stick with it, you wi ke a fore
man, but don't get u|y 1 was
watching you operate e llull:rd
and I'd say you were pretty graceful

Zhor x gy with two 16kt hands

He rolly down the aisle with that
slow, smooth gait of his that keej
time to the steady, peunding, crashiny
Sy b morlhcions o .
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Observations with the cross-staff at sea, 1615. The navigator
ebtained the elevation of the sun or & star by hoiding the longer
stick horizontal and the shorter vertical. By moving the vertical
part until the object could be seen through the sights at the
end, the navigator could read the angle from a calibrated scale
on the long stick. Columbus used a cross-staff on his voyages.

Above: Tycho Brahe in his observatory
“Uraniborg” at the island of Hven, 1681. By
improving imstruments and by his precision
in fixing positions of planets and stars, 1
Sl great Danish astronomer paved the way for
R future discovrics.
g | 3 g
Old prints from Three Lions,
Schoenfeld Collection.

Below: Nautical school at Amsterdam,
1615. security of shipping was highly
improved by the seafarer schools of Holland.
The pupils in the scene are to be seen han-

the astronomer Regiomontanus erected an obse dling from left to right: astrolabe, celestial
ry at Nuremberg, the first in Europe, in 1472. While in globe, terrestrial globe, charts, and cross-stafl.
ient Babylonia and Egypt temples an

about 300 B.C., when Ptolemy Soter

cius instructing sailors for navi
upils are studying the globe,
astrolabes and

n of the compass.



phe
signed the first buildings, for which
Charles 11 in 1675 had granted £500.

tory staff has made al-
photographs of the sun

At right: Johannes Hevelius and
his wife observing the stars, 1670.

Below: The 150-foot telescope of
Hevelius at Danzig, 1670. Until the

scopes having focal
hs of 123, 170, and 210 feet re-
.

Amerigo Vespueci observes the Southern Ci
engraving by Stradanus in 1622. From the letters
we learn that he landed on the const of South America in 1497

1499, and had the opportunity to observe the Southern
Cross as depicted here.

ross—after an
x5 of Vespucel

48
focal length of 40 feet. With his powerful
flecting telescopes, Sir William penetrated far-
ther into the distances beyond our solar syste
covering the whole of the h re

(
tory, (1) zodiac sphere, (2) equinoctial sphere,
(8) ‘azimuth circle, (4) quadrant, (5) sextant,

(6) celestial globe.




ke (ase of the

LOT has II«Ln MxLILu lately
about War C s trials, It
Tmakes. interesting reading,

but I have looked in va
for stories on how the evidence
gathered. 1 was a War C
Sestigaior, and in our outft th
never any question that the most in-
teresting experiences fell 1 the men
in the field.

JJust 3 word about how War Crin
orke e setting is the Paci
anlla. pe ot ihe Philipp

articular. We arc in Colonel Al

s

er’s War Crimes Investi-

gating Detachment in the Headquar-
ters of General MacArthur's United
Pacific. The time

is June of 1945, We stand on the
roof of the Headquarters building in
the bright morning sunshine and look
A few hundred yards to

Tue WAR Ci
P

the wast, sparkling and blue, is -

mo Bay. It is filled with
sunken a Iv. £ \unh n lmlkx Some-
body probably knows exactly how

many there are. 1 counted over a
hundred as we came in.

We turn our eyes to the south, over
the Pasig River which flows east and
west just @ couple of blocks down the
stre we sce acres and acres of

2

o Witk g n sl b
can be, they are. This Headquartens
building is one. The Avenue Hotel,
where we mess, is another, though we
eat on the top floor, and the building
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MES INVESTIGATION SOLVES A TRAGIC MYSTERY IN“THE
LIPPINES—AND BRINGS A CRIMINAL TO JUSTICE.

leans over so far we
enjoy our meal

In our office are filing cabinets fill
with what we call “original report
of war crimes. At the mofnent here

can never fully

one thousand mark. The way they
come in is this: As combat units go
through the country, they come upon
evidence of atrocitics, mutilated
sons, pilesof burned bodies thlngs
like that. don't see this evi-
denc mn\(bud) tells them about it.
They draw up reports of what they've
seen or heare, and where it was,
they send these reports up through
channels. The reports come at last
to the Intelligence Section of GHQ.
Intelligence one_look,

them over to us, and into our files
they go. There are many other




(hinese (onsuls

by ALF C. WATSON

sources, of course. Uulhu,ul citizens
directly to Headquarters.
tcams are always

ontthe lookinat. "They pick up a dos
en new crimes while working on one.
An investigating team consists of two
d a Filipino civilian, who

w interpreter, teporter, ypist
a Transportation is_pro-
Thied = e GHQ motor pool. Each
team gets a jeep and a driver
Ed Fulcher, of

Atlanta,
e

new cae, boys.
witne Interview enoug|
neses so you know you have the
suraight on what happened.
Take swomn sutcments from all o
them, so it they dic or disappea
have. thesr testimony. . Pick. up
Shid.bring in.every piece of A

that could be of any use to us. Take
photographs of everything can
be reconstructed in no other way. And

above all, ny t0 find out who did it.
If you can't find out the person, then
ry to fix the unit.  If you can’t fix the
unit, try to learn where they wege bil-
leted.”

So out they go into battered, sun-
bathed Manila, p and
away they drive. It is getting Fot by
¢his time in’the mornifg, and before
they check in again'at five P, it will
be hotter.

HE case we begs
was of unusual interest
port said that in carly Toi5 Dr. Glas-
ence Kuangson Young, Chinese Con-
of the Philippine Islands,

ok, Chinese Consul of
el Chinese,
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munll g

MmlL

the staff of the Manila Consulate, were
custody by the Japanese.

thereafter they mysteriously
vanished, and they “were never seen
again. The Chinese Government was

our
signed. W
tenants Bl

e
son ol Mic were ed
with this tacit Tecognition of our p.nl
efforts, and we liked this new ¢
It promised to be interesting. It w

We  headed it for |||mm\n|
a Chinese Chamber of

There

Commerce in there_somewhere. It
should be a good starting pmm
Chinatown in Manila is lar

streets are

rrow, the: houses ' pring.



ing up abrupty against the sideyalks.
There were swarmsof children. Strect
vendors displayed innumerable s
articles. Writers ~ characterize
places as “mystic,” “Oriental.” It was
that, but only, I suspect, to our West-
ern eyes and because we were not used
w0 it. To the residents there, it was

probably we who were “mystic.
The Commerce bulldmg turned out
to be an unimposing two'story struc-
the second floor 't

He wore glases -
posing title Vice-Presi-
Kent. His title ssemed a laugh in view
of the threadbare condition of his sur-
oundings, but later we changed our
inds. ice had seen betier days;
e st et Chi
businesses in that povertystricken-ap-
aring section were rich and power-
ul. Manila's Chinatown
Ly Apot.in the streant of world, com:
merce. It would be again. Trading
Corporations were cverywhere. - The
Chinese banks had resources in every
country in the world. When Cha
said ho was ah Exccutive, ViceTre
dent, he meant what he said, for his
duties were many and important. But
today e fust litened.to us politely

id, he had been well ac
qu: Eria3 it D oung, Mr.
and the ohers.  Their aic was

of deep concern to the Chines
iy, 1 ok i ot WA
had happened to them, thepeople
would be very grateful.

e knew he fis part of the story.
In-January, 1942, the month alter
Peail Harbor, the Japs oured
o Mansiac Those hod been emible
o with Flancs streaking overhead,
bombs and shells exploding in the
sreets, and the ever-present roar of
conflict_from nearby n. Life
was confused and purznous In those
first days the Japs arrested hundreds
of civilians. Prisoners were to be seen
everywhere, marching, or being driven

crowded trucks, through the streets.
B i araid. Mo par ke
what might happcn from one moment
to the next. Among the first
s s
They were routed out of their homes
and taken to Villamor Hall at the Uni
versity of the Philippines. Many other
Chinese were taken there. Most of
them were ultimately rcumd but the
Consuls never were.

m the files in his of-
d a group picture in
which were six of our cight men.
George Dee Sakiat, thirty-five, short,
stocky, smart and good-humored, w
typical of the people to whom ch.m
sent us. He was on the Boar
Tectors of the China Barking Cor
tlon. snd as ownier of several
ishig businesses. He had been aie
to Villamor for being a member of an -

ra-

Tavera's mind was a steel trap
of memories, impressions.

i Chinese businessmen
he Philipping Chinese An
Japanese Association.” There were
many men in the e oy
. Some of them had tried to avoid
imprisonment by fight or conceal
ment. The Japs stopped that by se
m;i ey ot e s

ding-them as hostages. In a short
G e
tody. | At Villamor they were ques
tioned endlessly, day after day. At
first, George said, he had been placed
on the floor above the Consuls. Then
later on he was moved to a tiny room
directly across a corridor from Dr.
Young. No food, clothes or beds were
provided by the Japs, but the families
of those imprisoned were allowed to
supply them. Everyone slept on the
oor on mats, when mats finally ar-
rived. They were all closel guzrde

and were aflowed only a fifteen-mi
‘ate waik in the yard cvery third day.
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Were they otherwise mistreated, we
asked. He could not say they were,
but he remembered one day when Dr,
Young had returned from a meeting
with the Commandant. He had been
white and shaken. The Commandant
had tried to get him to issue a proc-
lamation allying the Manila Chinese
with the Japs, and starting  pool of
ney o assist the Japanese war ef-
fort. "What had happened? * Nothing
then, said Dee Sakiat, but Dr. Young
had been sure that something would,
sooner or later. Dr. Young had adopt-
ed a stoical attitude. He would not do
s they wished, That much was sure.

It is amazing how many people
over there founsl themselves in. posi
tions where they had to make a choice
between torture and death, or doing
something they thought was wrong,
And amazing too, how many chose the
former and stuck to it. Our work
kept_ showing us man at his best, a
creature of beliefs and principles,
often ready to die for those principles.
The Japs, of course, filled in the other
side of the picture. They were i
variably devils. = Probably that was
inevitable in the ruthless,
criminal nature of their aims. Per-
haps it need not always be so.

We ran through the rest of the peo-
ple on Chan's list. They all told the
same story, and from them we got
clear picture of the lives of the Con-
suls at Villamor Hall. Custody had
Been close. . There had been a great
deal of quetioning. But there “had
been no violence, and but minor vi
Iations of thelaws of war. From them;
t00, we learned abour'the wives. You'd
think we would Iuvc thought of wives.
But we hadn't yet. We'd started out
looking for mcn s bcg:m ool
ing for wome

here, were ive yives and on sct

of parents in the Manila area. Mrs.
Yohng had gone to the United States,
Two of our men had not been ma
i ted with M
of was a
handsome Chinese woman of around
forty years. She had Manchu blood
in her veins, and a heart big enough

to go with it was the mother of
two children.. The cklest had: con-
wacted tuberculosis; on his account
{EE Tyl e (he Chinese Geaetal
Héspitalin the north part of Manila.
From her we got the next step.

She_had been one of those who
brought food, clothing and sleeping:
mats to Villamor Hall. The Japs had
e enly onee
and but for five minutes then, but she
had learned when the men were 4
lowed out for exercise, and on thosc
occasions she_was usually present
standing outsid on fence and
e oo paling.  She

ad never scen any violence, but the
Japs who guarded the men did so with
ixed bayonets. Then, on March 28th,




after nearly twelve weeks at Villamor
Hall, the Consuls had been transferred
to Fort Santiago in the Intramuros.
She and most of the other wives had
seen them there several times. They
were kept in cells which surrounded
a hollow sun-baked square. The cells
were small; it was dreadfully hot.
They slept on mats on the floor, an

they had no conveniences, but”they
were alive, well to be
cheerful, when last she saw them.

That was on the 16th day of April,
1942, She had gone to Santiago with
Mrs. Young. There was no warning
of anything wrong.. The guards stood
near as always, and would not let the
women get uam o their husbands, bt
she had d to smile at Mr. Mok
Several e, Snd e had seailed Dacks
Mrs. Young returned to the prison
the next day, Mrs. Mok told us. The
men were gone. After much hardship,
an_audience had been gained with
Colonel Sciichi Ohta, Chief of the
Japanese Kempei Tai (secret police)
in Manila, and Commandant of Fort
the men had
moved to_another place.
claimed he could not reveal where
without permission from Tokyo.

had prom
rmission, and

notify the fi

s00n as it was granted. Neither Mrs.

Young or Mrs. Mok ever saw the men

again.

E Innkcd up the other wives.
were scattered about the

ity. el Yao and Mrs Sizo lived to-
relatives in a little house

rila, ‘iThe long llucc years
eemecito  have broken heir Spiri:
They were quict and resigned. - Sad-
dest of all was

1s. Loo.

town at a place close t
originally entered it. There were two
loyely children, a girl about four and
a boy around six. She was trying t
support them by working e mm,
She was still very much in love with
her husband, and. had: not given up
hope that he was still alive. We
played with the children,
We feltpretty

for a ride in our jeep,
bad ‘when we left Mrs. Loo. We
children of our own, and those =

kids needed their father.
Madam Wang was the wife of James

Wang san of Mr. Wang, former

Chinese Ambassador o the Uni

Shiges S vt s Pt mmion
school in China, she had come to the
Philippines and married James Wang
just a few weeks before the Japs ar.
rived. Now for three years she had
stayed hidden away in an inconspicu-
ous house on the outskirts of Manila.
Wife or widow at twenty-four, she w
one of the most beautiful women I ever
saw, and she had the character of a
saint.

In a holeina-wall a block
Headquarters, we found the ot
and father of the youngest member of
iz ConiTace pary Sl i Youog.

here were several brothers and sis.
ters, but Sing Siu had been the fam.
ily's_prid handsome and
Dot He had b brouglu great hon-
ar to his people by e e
tion of so importance. His
mother, a O ked e ot lady of
sixty-five, gave us his picture and
rocked back and forcl in bitter gricl
His father, withered an a

had grown ill with worry over
T n il Hion e gy lelpless
in bed when first we came. Only h
eyes showed his sorrow.  He never re-
covered his health, and he died be-
fore the conclusion of the cse. . . .

It is strange how close are
everywhere, how hearly alike, in all
the really important things in life.

spoke no English. lives
been as different from ours as could
ever be. et when-hey looked at us
and told u Siu, we could a
il vl Uiy ilidies ta s
of American parens.

hey were poor at the moment, ter-
nmy poor. The Chinese have a fine
custom ol serving refreshments to
cvery caller.  We lived a never-to-be-
forgotten moment on the afternoon of
our first visit, when the children came
carrying tiny cups and saucers. The
bowed low and gracefully and anded

them to us. In the cups was hot
water. No explanation was nuuuly
We knew it w y ha

n every war-crimes case we ever
AL getting angry by
this time, very angry. But you can’t
solve crimes ‘with your heart; only
with your head. All these people cor-
roborated Mrs. Mok’s story, but they
added nothing.
he Intramuros, the famous

walled city of Manila, had
scene of some of the most vicious fight-
ing of the entire war. Here the Jap
defenders of Minila, cornered,
holed up and fought to the last man.
A whole city in itself it had been—

partment-houscs, stores, shops, all
dominated by grim Fort Santiago and
surrounded by a massive stone wall.
We had never been inside, but we had
heard a great deal about it. - The Japs
had turned every structure into a fort,
and taking it had been an exercise in
engineering, The place har.l received
a terrific pounding. ¢ holes had
been blown through the walls. . T
area was off limits and under heavy
guard. Japs were sil coming up out
of tunnels, a source of danger to every-
one in e vicinity. We hd to get
special permision to go in, and
id—there might be-a lead in there
somewhere. did not stay long.
There was nothing there, nothing but
complete and utter destruction.
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So there it stood. On April 16,
1942, our men were alive and well—
since then, nothing. For half a day
we racked our brains. Then we
started looking for surviving inmates
f Fort rom George Dee
Sakiat we learned of a young Filipino
whom George had heard had scen the
Consuls at Santiago. His name was
Peter De Longa, and George thought
he was either attend
seeretarial school
ose places, and found him in a
day and a half,

ErEr DE Loxca was a clea

youngstcr, highly gent.
e said, pens three months in
San crime was helping in
the publication of 2 undergroved

newspaper. He smiled at us. He was
gulity: e was proud to 38 T men
Fad Theen 1. cells gt ‘ncsoft 4hi

square from him for several weeks, but
lc had been released before the 16th
of April, and he was afraid he coul
be of lite help m us. We asked if
he knew of hers now alive who
were in mm ;'o when he was.
told s of threc men who might i
be alive. He knew the district where
one had lived. He had lost track of
the other two; but one of them, he
said, had been a very prominent man.
1f he was still alive, he would remem-
ber things and could help us with de-
tais better, than anyone che. He was
Joaquin de Tavera, former
Lot che l’luhpp e

We lost no time on this lead. At
Malsca

on in years, had undergone
months of torture, and he was not yet
He lived in a house belong-
One of those huge,
old houses amid trees and ur-
rounded by a ack from
the Bay out Dewe Ly
Joaquin Tavera was one of Lhose
unforgettable characters, a slend
tle man with close-cropped ,,my hake
and snapping black eyes. He was pol-
ished, gracious and flled with a barn:
ing energy. He had taken over th
Bureau aiound 1995 and had built
it into a smoothorking organization.
He had made frequent trips to the
United States 1o study the atest meth
me detection and B
management. That wm'k, hu

e.

get back to s e
old body A ulr)‘ him back yet.
His story was surprisicg in that any-
one could have lived through what
he had. He was one of the first pl(ked
up by the Japs in January, 1942,

had questioned him cvry d y =
weeks, trying to pry from him the vast
stores of information  they
possessed. There had been beatings



uncnunmhlc Finally he had got
it knew Dr. Young and Mr. Mok
aid. ~He had been
Ricndly Vit Bogs et war, had
met them often at public functions,
banquets, balls and the like. He had
seen_ them at Fort Santiago. With
them had been six other Chinese men.
We showed him photographs of the
other six. The faces of some of ther
ecied falliae o b, but he would
positively identify only Dr. Young and
Mr. Mok.

THE.\I ame the first break in the
se. “What happened to the Chi-
nese,” Tavera wanted to know, “after
they were taken out of Santiago?”
Had he seen them leave the fort, we
asked eagerly. he replied, and
el S Sl e
manner of their going,
Shortly after noon on a sunny day
in the spring o ‘avera told us,
he had watched lquu;,h a slit in his
cell door while the cight Chinese were
brought from their cells and placed in
a line just a few fect in front of him,
Jap guards had come around behind
the line and carefully tied the hands
h man with cord or wire. Then
hinese had been faced to the
S
A few minutes after they disappeared,
just time_enough for them to_have
reached the street through exits in
that direction, he had heard the start
of truck motors—two, he believed.
e never returned to the fort,
and he never saw them again.
s mind was a tcel rap of
memories, impressions.  We had no-
ticed that while we were ,,mm;, ac
quainted; and we felt that here was a
man_ whose words we could trust
whose very impressions we would d
well to follow. What month in the
Apring of 1942 had that been,
aked, He smiled. 1 couldn’
you that for sure,” he
many things I|allpeuu.| Dot Before
and aftervard ould guess it
somewhere
ot

lcll

ctime in April,
B e il of

G i fact ook-or
leave. Loften think of him and wish
him well. arned a long life
s contiriued vaeful one, | His i
will be of plenty of use—if his broken
body can ever mend.

We ran out the other leads
by De Longs and Tavers;
could not find anyone. Dead the
were, or scattered o lm four winds.
e office,
scratehing our Eeah up e
blank wall. We put in the better
part of a day mentally twisting and
turning.  Where to go next, what to

iven us
ut we

were stopy
R e daylight, some-
body in Manila must have seen them

as they drove along. But where was
that someone?

nally we got around to concen-
trating on the trucks themselves. Ta-
vera's recollection had been that the
trucks had started.north, toward the
Pasig Ri
thete et hiidges over the LG
they crossed of those_bridges,
they'd be in dowmnwn Manila, and if
they kept going north—our minds
roved over to the north.
Then we had an inspiration. Some-
time, somewhere in Chinatown, some.
one had mentioned a huge Chinese
cemetery at the north edge of Manila,
We'd been told that hundreds of Chi.
nese had been taken out there and
killed by the Japanese. We reached
for our c:

We ook the long Hile up Rizal
Avenue with its rows of curious-look-
ing stores and its ever-intriguing
brown:skinned crowds. There was al.
waps something exciting about Rizal
It looked like a foreign country, but
e via féeling Tt e were amony

iends. A country different from our
e eameNow clopd 1o
The Chinese cemetery was a huge
lace, and a strange place. Though
we hadn’t known it a weck before, it
lay right across the street from Mrs.
Mok's Hospital. The south half was
treeless and barren—the part, we later
Iearned, where perions 100 poor to pay
for burial were placed, a puucrsﬁel(
In the cente rter of a mile in
from the main road, was a_cluster of
buidings, the adminisration build-
ings. whole thing vas now fallen
S e e
lad been done d\nm;, the occupation,
it been ~ beautiful.
i st buildings
were the sepulchers of the rich and in-
Hiéoial,  Here ! were " monument,
buildings, brightly painted, colorful
with dragons and grinning Tions. It
yas like nothing we had ever imag-
ined. there as we drove in
a s,ollury Tibcret rwirked isia) degul
tory fashion. It would take more men
than we saw to make the cemetery
what it had been.

At the office we asked for the man-

ger. keeyed young girl went
i him, rcuunm;,, with a wiry old
gentleman of about seventy. His face
swas lined with wrinkles, but his eyes
showed courage and oy of life. He

s’ Alphonse. Glotanse, manager. of
mc cemetery.  We introduced our-
We were from General Mac-
Acthur's Headquariers We were in-
vestigating crimes committed by the
Japanese against the e e
nila. We had heard that hundreds
had h;en brougln out here and killed.

»

gh % Giotanse, with a far-
ayvay Iook Tn his'eyes, “that was true,
too true.” How. long had he been
ke b a2 e
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awhile, then said with a wry liule
smile: “About twenty-five years.” Was

he here all through' the Japanese oc-
cupation? He was, he said, though
ot much work was done during those

yeas
\\’e asked if he had ever heard of a

Young, Dr. Clarence Kuangson Young.
Yes, he said, he had known Dr. Young,
Known him? Where had he met him?
Dr. Young, said Giotanse, was a great
man among the Chinese in Manila,
He had been Consul General %of the
Philippines.  On several big Chinese
holidays, Dr. Young had come out to
the cemetery and made speeches.
Were they good specclics, we asked:
e, they were wonderful speeches.
Everybody loved and respected Dy
Young. Then he said with pride:
Alphonse Giotanse, have shaken his
hand" Had he Known this gentle-
n here?  We handed him a photo-
graph'of Mr. Mok.” Yes, that vas dhe
Consul of Manila. He used to come
to_the cemetery with Dr. Young.
“When did you last sce Dr. Young?"
we asked. Quick as a flash he repliet
“On the day he died seemed to
grow older at that moment—old a
tired.

to Mn
“Wher
reply, given quiedy but firml
“Right here in my cemetery.” “How
doyou know?” we asked incredulou
y. saw him," said Gio-
se. the roof of this very
building, 1 saw them Kill him."

le worked late that night and all
the next morning with Giotanse,
coming out at last with a sworn state
ment in which appeared the following
passages:

Q¢ Willyou elate the events which
took place the last time you saw Dr.
Young?

1 had just returned to the cem-
from my n My
' cathe: rannirig fo sayithe
ot s bty D Yo
a truck. 1 was shocked. I knew they
would bring someone e they
had caused a grave to be dug. When
the Japanese were ready to kill, they
would. come. to. the’ cemeteey B the
morning and have the workmen dig.
We could tell from the size of the
grave how many would die. Then in
it fiemoon the tvould Iing the
people and kill them.

How did your son-in-law know
that the Japanese were bringing Dr.

ctery

A: He saw as they passed the first
gate the one which is locked,
When your son-in-law brought
this news, what did you
A: 1 could not believe it was Dr.
Young, so I ran to the roof of this
hmldm&,lo a pllce “where I could sce.
hat did you sec?



lustrated by John MeDermstt

A workman was holding a large bone, a thigh bone. They stared at it in horri

tos were coming up the
road toward the office. came
two big trucks. The trucks were filled
with people.

hat happened next?

They passed very near this

building, - Fhen they turned off and
drove across the field where the poor
are buried.
Could you see. the occupants
utos and truc
Yes. Very plain
Who were in the autos?
The autos had Japanese of-
ficers and two men in black.

3 And who were in the trucks?
The first truck was filled with
Japanese soldiers. Dr. Young stood
in front in the second truck. He had
on a white suit, and his hands were
behind. He held up his head. I could

n not mistaken

Did you recognize any of the

other six men?
2 No. 1 watched most Dr. Yo
and Mr. Mok

g

i
diets with Dr.
truck

Were there any_Japanese sol
Young in the second

There were a few; 1 think three
or four
Did
Japanese
;1 did
v

ou recognize any of the
the autos or in the trucks?

ot
t happened then?

A: m much afraid, but I's
where I was.
Why were you afraid?
The Japanese never let us see.
They always drive the people away
\nh guards,

What happened next?

nd cars stopped,

ayed

and all got out The Japanese
brought Dr. Young and the Chi
men before the grave. e

knele them down. They
grave, and their hands were
hind.” Then two men in bl

ik they w

What hap)
4 an officer stood at the end
of lhzglave He raised his sword. At
the back of each Chinese man stood
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d fascination.

one Japanese soldier with bayonet
fixed.  The officer let down his sword,
and shots rang ou
llu\\ many shots?
A: 1 do not know
Each soldier shot I think the one in
front. The Chinese men fell forward.
Some fell into the grave. The others
rolled and kicked on the cdge.
What happened then?
The soldicys stabbed those who
Kicked and pushed them into the
g hen they covered up the
grave with loose dirt, and went and
brought Filipinos to finish.
Q low [ar were you away

Many shots.

Q: Just
from all thi:
About three hundred meters.
Q: How clearly could you see it?
saw well. * My eyes are good,
and llnn is nothing between.
¢ the men still in that same
grave?
A: They have not been moved
Can’ you take us to_the exact
spot where they are buried?
Yes arked the grave the
xt day, with a small wooden mark-
er, but in a few days it was gone.




Q: Do you still know the exact

spot?
A: Yes. 1 will take you there.
Q: Where is_the son-inlaw who

brought the news?

A:” He left the cemetery after a few,
months. He was later killed by the
Japanese.

Q: Do you know of anyone else
who saw these things?
w no one else.

Q: Is there no one still around who
was working in the cemetery then?

y friend José Bayan may have

He was working here then.

Q: Where i i now? Does e still
work here?
He still works here.
Here in this cmetery.

seen,

He lives

Q: You say ]
friend. Have you never talked to him
about the death of Dr. Young?
: We have never spoken of this.
It is very dangerous.

SO, three years had gone by, and
Giotanse had said nothing, not
even to José Bayan. It might be true.
Black and I had never had cause to be
ihat careful, but it might be true. We
d up Bayan. He was a giant
Fmpmo the biggest I ever saw. ~ But
he vas gentle, very gentle,  He had
fixed up a_home in an empty tomb.
He lived there with his family. He
confirmed c's story in every
il He bl G e
rom behind a tombtone Just four
hundred meters away.
never mentioned Iltur\lpl\omc sueh
Killings went on all the time; it was
death to talk about them.
the murders in April of jots: Coutd
he show us where he bodics were?
He coul id. We followed him
ou through the short grass 1o the very
t Giotanse had indicated. We
Iookul back from there at the tomb

ston had (lur view. If, of
e m- |m| Imd ¢ all.

W 2to Chinatown and

e was

Zouldn't leave it
an said the Chamber
of Commerce would furnish the dig
gers if we could get permission to dig.
got the permission. He did
5 s pron
Bl right,
nounced in the C
the fact of. the exhum

M. on the moy
THth e ‘arrived: with! the five
d 2 crowd of three hun-

dred people assembled.  Excavation
had alvcady begun, and the trench was
by then knee-deep. Wooden benches
had been placed along the edge of the
hole, and on these the wives were ex-
cted to sit. Parasols were handy
or their protection from the sun. It

s the weirdest scsne 1 can semen-
ber. All those people, most of them
Chinese, part of them Filipino, the
blazing sun that got hotter by the
moment, the wives on the benches, the
parasols, the trench growing muddy
and watery, the wives staring down
into it, the half-naked diggers, sweat
sparkling on their brown skins.
Bayan in the foreground, bringing up
huge shovelfuls of loam with a power-
ful, rhythmic swing.

e were on the Suppose
they were the wrong pcoplc But Ba-
yan went right on digging, and there

Anyway, the whole thing had sudden.
y got 100 big for us. At least it had

got out of our control. Chan stood
on the bank, giving orders, shouting
encouragement, soothing the wives
Yes, the: Chamber of Commerce
the' tighs. man o, thcir: Executive
Vice President. Chan can play on my
team in any gume, at any
B L
surged in around the excavation, a
‘movement that nearly precipitated me
into the hole, papers and all. & work:
man, standing knee-deep in muddy
brown water, was holding high above
his head a large bone, a thigh bone.
He immediately sloshed over to the
benches and held it up before the
eyes of the wives. They stared at it
in horrified fascination. This was n
good, of course. Nobody cou could iden-
iy & bone, not a thigh bone, any.
u dhere was nothing we could
et i
away, and we had o brvar
nesses (0.4 scene typicaly, powerfully
Eastern. Chan was the high priest of
this affair, and he wasn't doing 100
bad a job of it, either, if they would
just mp on finding bones. They did.
p and down the trench, now
leep, there was activity now.
appeared, shin bones, rib
" then a. skull, chen another.
Each went instantly off to the ladi
One thought she racogaized. her hur

3

.\ho\lld
Fir

band's head from the shape of ¢
forehead and jaw. ~But she S
, of course.

hen they struck pay dirt.
¢ two pairs of spectacles. They
were washed off in the muddy water
and taken to the group on the benches.
A huth fell oves the crowd. 2 the wom:
en stared at them intenty, fearfully.
there was a broken sob, od
Mrs. Yao had recognized o
She had helped buy them years
They had been in her home for
o time, . They ‘had. be.

0 her husband,
stayed around until an auto-
matic pencil, three pairs of shoes,
some gilk underwear one woman had
iven her husband for Christmas, two
eltbuckles and a toothbrush had
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up

been identified. Then we took the
ladies away, across the street
Mok's Hospital,  Thete, thiongh the
long afternoon, they sat insilent griet.
The digging continued. By four
o'clock we had recovered seven com-
plte skeletons.. Oniy the skull of the
cight Tt was uncarthed
i thelcatly houts o the lollowing
morning. We brought the wmen
back. There had been some attem)
10 keep the bonés of each tkeleton ¢
arate and together. It had been on! l’
el e £ Tha Lo Al
been washed an 0 the sun.
There was a pile of personal belong:
ings from which came articles furn
ing positive identification of all eight
me;

Chan surprised us again. Sitting
by the piles of bones, were eight new
boxes. The families, Chan said, would
want the remains. They would be
cremated, placed in vascs and kept,
Chinese style. So began the grisly
task of sorting the bones. Each wife
silently picked out those she thought
were her husband’s arid placed them
in her box. One wondered how hu-
man beings.could live through such
a_calamity, but they did.
cried. It was just a grim, si e
lection of bones. ~ Afterward, when all
had been done for the dead that could

o be done, we knew there would be
s enough, heartbreak unbearable.
But now, in public and with work
to be done, there was silence and a
pitiful dignity. At last the selections
were made, the eight boxes were filled.
The Detachment wanted pictures, pic-
tures of anything that could not be
reproduced in_words. So we |Jhmr>
graphed the wives with the boxes.

WO weeks later the Vice-President
of the China Banking Corpora-
tion gave a dinner. o
honor Mrs. Mok, e Lavmgn
Aiericaiiand LiLuliow Glis Do
ment the gratitude of the Manila Ch
nese. It was held i the bombectout
remnant of what had o
finest Chinese b "N
The dinner was delicious and
T
there—Chan, George Dee Sakiat, and
many others. It was not a gay affai
neither was it a_pa sad one.
It too had dignity. "Mrs. Mok sat b
Black and myself, and took care
She served us herself, told us
mm to eat, how to eat it, what it
e wis a woman to remember.

“The war ended, and a thorough
ing of the conquered yellow  horde
me we had heard be-

ciichi Ohta. He had a

(\L had none. Our
Prosccution Section re-created before a
ALl o Crtion e i
here. War Crimes hanged him by
the neck until he was dead.

the very least we could do.




‘The author of “The Mask

 Nob” gives ua

very short drama of his native New Mexi

by WILLIAM BRANDON

5 omething for the Bri

N the plaza of Santa Ana de la

Servilleta on this New Mexico

June night, a couple of bums sat

n the Major Bridger monument

and discussed the old cathedral clock

which, brightly lighted, hung in the

night "above them like an electric

. They watched with consider-

able interest 2 the clock struck ten

and cwo litle people stepped out of

2 door under the clock-face at each
sound of the hammer,

e hundred and ten years before,
Rt v g in the Rio
Grande setlement of Sana Ana had
fashioned a stroke for the village clock
in the form of two painted wooden

gurines representing  Grandee and
his lady, who came forth hand in hand
at each'sound of the bell telling the

“Through the summer dustatorms
nd winter snows this ancient couple
ever failed in thir appearances, and
in fact, that particular part of the
clock mechanism had never needed
repair in the memory of the oldest
generation.
he two bums appeared fascinated
by this contrivance, and long after ten
oclock ad pased and the Grandee
and hi lady had retired to await the
i
a study ‘ot thel clock and the ‘all
church tower in which it was placed.
Che two hoboes themselves attracted
the attention of divers citizens hurry-
ing homeward, doubtless, through the
cmpiy plaa, and were cventually re
by the constable, Tony Mon-
drexas, who approached them and
engaged them in conversation.
"There ain't nothing for you ‘boes

A Tony “Get on
your way.”

“Good evening, Tony,” one of the
bums replied with civility. This was

old man, Tony perccived, spare
and white-haired and with ng
cyes that Tony later described as being
smoking mean, and very old, at least
half the age of God. “We were speak-
ing of the clock,” the old man con-
tinued, in a voice like a dead leaf
on the wind. “I was recounting the

local superstition to the effect that
when proclaiming the hour of a fu-
neral, the couple up there bow, and
that they dance a little at the time of
* wedding. My friend scofs. - Will
ou bear me
“Tony opened i mouth, He pushed
back his hat and then took it off alto-
gether and put it on again. He said:
ow do you know my name, Grand-
? You ain't been through here
efore, or I'd of remembered you.”
“The story is noted in current guide-
books,” the old man said to his com-
panion, an extremely dirty fat man
wearing a ragged red shm., “as every-
one knows. But osc o one in
S n s e e o
except perhaps, now S
individual of ‘more than ordinary
learning and wisdom.
Tony turned on lha fat man and
“Who the hell is this old guy?”

B ol
NSRRI
il

€

In spite of himself he grinned; Tany
was a genial cop. “Are the both of
you out of some D s

“Such general skepticism is the sick-
ness of our age,” the old man pro-
nounced sadly in his soft voic

“Look, vicjo,” Ton
the law, and I can run you in.
talking to you.”

old man said in a kindly way:

“You alwa ¢ a good enough lad,

Tony, but a little of a jackast

I want you to answer some questions

for me.” What can you tell me of the
Charlesville family hiereabouts?”

“I ain't here to tell you anything
about anybody,” Tony said. “Maybe
we bettes go down tb the hoosegow
instead, and find out who you are.
You got me interested.”

He put his hand on the old man's
arm—and the old man lifted it off as
he would a beetle. The touch of his

syt

The wedding part iy cars m,wh., and
remained maotior Jaces were
et oy el



fingers scemed to Tony cold and spec-
wal; the plaza was dark and silent;
Tony felt himself disturbed by uneasy
feelings he could not name,

“Attend me,” the old man said
in a gentle voice. “Do you remember
Mr. Charlesville, Tony?

“I guess 1 do,” Tony said. “He was

pot when I was a little
He was a prospector. He run
away and left his family to go pros
pecting in Africa or Alaska or some
place a long time ago. He was nuts.”

“Indeed,” the old bum said. He
smiled. “And Mr. Charlesville's aban-
doned family?”

ONY shrugged. “They been starv-
ing to death ever since. The o
woman done_washings until finally

she kicked in.

Sordid tale,” the old man mur-
mured, addressing the dirty fat man,

5 T understand
one of the daughters of this unfor-
ate family is being married tonight
in the cathedral chapel?” he inquired
of Tony. “That is correct’

She’s the only daughter I know of,”

1« know them?
“She would be granddaughter of
old Mr. Charlesville,

Kt sild. e i
another one of the same stripe.”
He is dead?

Killed himself with. a whisky-bot-
Why not? He was raised like a

an was

de.
coyote.
“I'm interested in this gmmm.m h
She is an attractive
Why, she's
little monkey, b
with the whole mmlv

il
sa goad looking iohg

s all of a picce
What can you
She was raised in a shack
acrost the river. Wore floursacking
dresses when she was a little kid. Its
kind of a shame. Folks say she's get-

ting married because the guy got her
in_trouble.

“Too bad,” the old man said. “A
wedding should be a happy scene,
even attended by jubilant omens.”

“Hers ain't

“A cheap back-door affair, an inaus-
picious beginning,” the old man mur-
mured. “Not good. Can you tell me
the time, Tony? My eyes are poor.

I expect it's time I was taking you
down ta the bum.toom to lecp it of
Tony said amiably, He glanced u
at the clock. “It’s about ten-thirty
He heard running steps, and saw the
diry fat man scuttling away across

ying a little suitcase.
P Fony shoused, ~“Just a min-
ute, you!”

The fat man disappeared down an
alley. Tony swore and ran after him,
He was gone for several minutes, and
returned by himselt,

told you guys T wanted to talk
to you,” he said to the old man. He
had lost his good humor. “Now
and me will ake a walk to the e

m at your service,” the old man
IL|J1l(d with dignity. He got up from
his seat on the toe of Major Bridger's
moccasin.

1 don't like bums roaming around
town all night,” Tony said in a loud
voice. “I don’t like 'em running away
from me, cither. 1t's my guess you've
broke out of a booby-hatch, and I'll
have to send you back. Come on with
me,

wa

But one moment, Tony. Isn't the
chapel door opening? The wedding
must be over.
right, 5o the happy couple’s

coming out,* Let's g

he clock struck the half-hour. It
Tl deep bell-like tone that seemed
1o ccho over the plaza and hang quiv-
ering in the still night air like a strain
of distant music, On the steps of the
chapel the shadows of the wedding
party came together and ed
motionless, and faces were
ing up in wonder at the clock.

In the
laza Tony gaped at the clock, craning

hat fell of. He
and attempted to

his neck, and his

he Grandee and his lady had not
withdrawn into the clock-base after
telling the time, as they should have
done, but were dancing round and
round in a little circle. There was
something solemn in the demeanor of
the two tiny figures as they whirled
about, but it was obvious, neverthe-
less, hat they. were enjoying them:
The music was faint and far-
o, and barely audible an the grolind,
“Tony watched for a full minute,
uncilthe clock's clectic light suddenly
went out, and the Grandee
lady disappeared like a_snap of the
fingers. Tony shook his head, and
swallowed, and looked around for the
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old man. The old man. was gone.
Tony found that he was shivering.
He heard excited voices among_ the
wedding-party, and ran toward them.

eose o etilatrece
lel (0 the railroad. The fat

anged mescl on 2
1 shouldn't of done i

You are the world’s ]lxr(‘mmr stee-
plejack, Barnaby," the old man said,
“ahen Sober.
ot too much belly these days,”
the faf man wheesed, “And let's don't
forget the pay-off,

Fhe. old man sighed. He i

t here” and crosed he strcet o
the S[isially: B Store, and took
o H ot and wrapped it around his
hand and smashed the liquor store’s
plateglass window. He picked out
an armload of bottles of whisky, mak-
ing his selection with care, an
tur IlLd to the fat man.

The fat man_ opened
and took out a battered honogmph
and pot it on the sidewalk. He then
proceeded to fill the suitcase with the
whisky.

he ‘old man bent overthe phono-
graph to examine the record on the
turntable. “Under the Double Eagle,”
he observed. “Not too appropriate.”

“I had to bust them dolls loose to
yire them on.” the fag man sid.
left em laying ther
ey wonrt mind,” the old man

said.,
‘The fat man closed the mumst and

hoisted it in both hands and s it
up to his shoulder. He had Jett ine
bottle out to carry in his hand. The

old man put the phonograph under
his arm. "They went around the cor-
ner and opened the bottle and had a
leisurely drink, and another to_keep
the first one company, and a third to
settle the fight, and then shuffled awa
into the shadows of the railroad yard.




xme always has been plenty

‘of trouble in Pennsylvania—

fiood and fire, strikes, mine

disasters, massacres, and bat-

lef 35 sebelions. There have slways
been stout hearted people in Pennsyl-
a t00, to gaze undaunted at the
Jecring face of Death, and steadfastly
to love their State which is so danger-

15 rivers
with disamingly prety names-blus
the Sch

ata, the Schuyl-
ill, ware, and—and the Sus-
quehanna, and the Allegheny, and the

a. ‘Those last are the two.

have a tryst with each other, a
rendezvous, in the spring of the ye:
They wait all winter long, the sullen
Mongngalila,  and Allegheny,
swollen and jaundiced, biding its time.
It is February, it is March, it is middle
March,, and the people of the river
towns look up hopefully or stoically at
the leaden skies.

“Then i
Now, in one of these towns it doesn’t
matter which one, there was a brick
uilding, and in it there were ten wom-
en and four men. It was right in the
path of the rsing water and i¢ wasn'
quite safe. TI w that. Every-
T sis ol st kb s

in.

leaving. They were not leaving. They

were not guung out—ot yet. The
water was igh; o was_the
wind, and i ot Rk seknt e

sivers had left the banks, and were
doing what they love to do: fighting
itoutin the streets. Débris was begin-
ning to float past, crates, boxes, the
furniture that ‘once was part of some
home.  Timbers would give the build-
ing 3 Tough nudge, full of innuendo.
ose four men would look down,
= Splr. and swear, and joke with each
o(hcr as they hustled about their jobs,
3 a prizefghter’s seconds be-
. They had seen it all be-
fore: blizzards, sleet-storms, rushing wa-
ters, tangle snarls of wire, broken poles,
miles and miles of broken or fallen
poles. ‘The girls were not_looking
down, but Suraight ahead. “Numbe
they were saying. “Num
None of them was showing
if she were on
or even her
d

d

first ball. Their voices we

erene, and mnmluu.
Y &

a wnnan or say, rather a
girl; she wasn't a day hre
or_twenty-four. g
mink coat that must have cost several
thousand dollars. Up to the switch-

oards she went, and stood there, un-
perturbed as a statue,
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Emergency

Operator:
(Number Unknown )

LL THIS A GHOST-STORY IF YOU LIKY; CALL
BLAINK'S MINK COAT A VERY MODERN SYMBOL
FOR A HALO. ANYHOW, WE THINK YOU WILL NOT
SOON FORGET THIS BRIEF EPISODE, FOR IT I8 A TALE
SUCH AS THE POFT WILLIAM BLAKE MIGHT WRITE
1F HE WERE LIVING TODAY, AMONG THE MEN AND
WOMEN OF OUR PRESENT WORLD.

by EDWARD L. McKENNA

She had not long to wait. The
Chief Operator was showing those
girls just what it was that got her her
job. ~She was taking her turn, yes, and
more than her turn, at the swi

ards. She went over to the girl;
lhey looked at each other.

T am an operator,” the girl said, as
gne might sy Y am 2 Del or s Deke;
L am Yale "%, or Harvard 31, or a

Mason, or a Knight of Columbus.
S brom the Patgarville Exchange.
In the neighborhood.  Came over to

Rk 2 big board?” said the Chief
Operator.

HAT kind of board?” asked

the girl. It wasn't_insolence.

It was competence. She threw her

mink coat anywhete, 2 a boxer dro

his robe. Down she sat. The bul

finshed and winked on the gloning
perator,” she

{)lugs. her
uid steel.

o
tor w.urhzd her;

e
then she went bi
rcmnungmamou nt.

put these on,” she said. “I'll attend
1 powebusre. . They wers i souile
Miss Harkins' own stockings — Miss
Harkins', who had never bobbed her
hair, thinking it unladylike.




The girl gave her a wide smile.
“Oh! Thank you,” she said. She
came back in a few minutes, shoeless,
and in Miss Harkins' stockings, and
began to work the switchboard smooth-
Yy fawlesly, and with the grace of a

"The Ghiet f Operator looked down at
her with a singing heart—Cecilia Har-
kins, an old battle:ax of fifty-two, and
an old fire-horse also. Came to wor
for the Telephone Company when she
was sixteen! The kids were scared to
death of her, though no girl had to be
frightened o her, ver, provided the

were decent and capable and self-

cting. That's what they were,
but stll they were frightened of Miss
Harkins.

G, nodded, and patted the new
girl's arm, then started going up
and down the line, as an Archbishop
used to do during a battle. “You all
right? You O.K.? You want to go to
the restroom?” she'd say. “No. No,”
they'd say. “Come on. _ It's your turn.
Come on. Get up.” She was a rough
old baby

Presently she was sitting next to the
new girl. - Women take one look at
each other, and see things a man
wouldn't see in a week, The
girl was neat, scrubbed-looking, as if
she had just stepped out of a shower,
orabeauty parlor.  She was short, and
chubby, and plain. She wore no wed-
ding ring. Then why the mink coat,
why the dress that must have cost nine-
gyora hundred dollars, and say twenty
for the ruined shoes? All this puzzled
the aggressively virtuou Mmu..rk.m

Numbir, pleasc?” said Mis Har-

kins. “—You are a good operator. ...
Number, pleas.... Mounta i
ank you. Parkersville?

o Number, plesser” sad the new gie

le, yes. Name is Carberry
e $130; thank you—Elain
Garberry. They do not ansver,

sir, that section is all

nghl, 70 trouble” there, -1 will keep
ringing them, ... Here's your party.

Miss Harkins beamed at her.
will relieve you, now,” she sai
on, get up.~ Any time I couldn’t do
two girls' work—t'ch.

Miss Carberry xhluggcd “Im all
right,” she said. “Thus is my day off.
16y the funniest thing in Hharvoait:
Your day of lot es you wouldn't
mind wo el just like it to-
d

E

“Ves,” said Miss Harkins.
a funny thing.
board in years.

“That's
d

and
sauntered over to greet two other girls
who were resting: they were working

and a cup of lukewarm coffce,

cight hours on and three off. Before
Miss Carberry came, it had been eight
on and bwp ol That's why Mism Har
Kins was so glad to see her. " It was just

like Blucher' Legions at Waterloo.
fiss Carberry. “What
a mu,,h aacignmenit - Mo with my da
o, too. Wouldn'e it be like that!

“This your day off?”
“Yes, Immy "This is my dzv off.
Always like tha e thing,
Might get the Medalfor this
This is a tough one, this is. The
might pass out the Medal for this one
San't always sometimes tell. Might
Company gave a Medal to everybody
deserves one, good-by dividends!” She
laughed. She had a fine, high, carry-
ing laugh, and a lovely voice, but they
all’ have such beautiful voices
‘ou_from P said the
]

rkersville?”

ere?
Oh, I got a ride most of the way,

n aunt, over in Mount Pleasant,
So,1 got over there, and then it started
to rain, and what can you do when it

rains? So I came over.”
“Trouble in Parkersville too, I
guess.”

Mis Carberry gave her  lvel loak.

dn't be surprised,” she said.
lhcy .;m twouble al over this region,
Only one thing to do, when you

trouble. Say a little prayer, and then
spit on your hands and go o it. God
will take care of you. He always does.
Even the tramps, even the no-goods.
You don't even have to belicve in Him.
He helps you anyhos isten,
I rememmber, when 1 was  ltle punk
kid, only nineteen. 1 was night opera-
tor, the only night operator, n a ltle
town near Tyrone.  the third
floor; the Exchange was on the third
fioor. No lights down below, no other
people in the buikding,nothing. Was
cared

myself: You are like the Guardian
Angel, who watches over people when
they are asleep. You see what I mean?
God will take care of you
She glanced down and saw a tiny
diamond ting on one girl's han
‘Oh,"” she said, and her voice was soft.
ou got a boyriend, M, I never
had a boy-friend, never in my life. I'm
just not the type, I guess. 1 don't
know, but—but if 1 was a fellow, I
wouldn't want a wife who was
quitier, Itatoo tough a job. - Maybe
you got a chance tonight, to make the
boy riend proud of you. " I¢s g
be no picnic tonight. . . . My aunt,
my aunt over in Mount Pleasant—s \hts
an old, old lady. Lsays to her:
to sit here? She \.ud'
m ne.” Go on, go ove
help them out.’... Well—can't make
no money, sitting here. . . . They
ought to give us at least m|n|)c1 money
for this, don’t you think; cheese,
a hungry rat wouldn't
‘Come on. Let's ;,c,

uw\' said.

ver, or the rivers, were only
fooling that time.' There v
million dollars’ worth of damage, and
a few people killed, but everybody's
got to go some time; the actuaries have
that all figured out, so why worry about
The waters receded at last, with
a last contemptuous little wiggle, like
Carmen in the first act. They have
time, they have plenty of time; they'll
be back next year, or some other year.
t was over. It was all over. Miss
Carberry put on her mink coat and her
ruined shoes over Miss Harkins' stock-
ings. “So long, she said, and




Dllustrated by Rasymond Thayer

waved her hand. “So long. So long,
y said. “Don’t forget to
come back,” they sai

“Just a minute, Miss Carberry,” Miss
Harkins said, and drew her aside. “I
am sending in a report about you, to
the Parkersville Exchange.” Boadicea
couldn’t have said it any better.

“Oh, don't_bot
amount to?  You know what they tell
you when you start ingwhen you are
just a little—just a little greenhorn.

‘hey tell you: Nobody makes you do
the hard thing, in this business.
make yourself do it, because you want
to be like everybody else. Not like a
heel. Not like a—a coward. You learn
from a good example. That's how I
learned.” learned from a boss, a good
deal like you.”

Miss Harkins flushed. “You were a
big help, Elaine.”she said. “Not just
the way you worked the
You will be Chief Operator some day.
T know the qualities. You were good
for the morale of the girls—of some
of the gir

Miss Carberry looked at Miss Har-
Kins; she could give you quite  look.
“What's the matter with the morale
of these girls?” she said. “What's the
matter with any of them? There's
nothing the matter with any of us

ss Harkins let that go. “What
your address, in Parkersvlle?”she e

Miss Carberry seemed 1o hesitae.
“The Hotel Edgemere,” id.

Mise Harkine didn't like that at all.
She had never been in Parkersville,
had never heard of the Hotel Edge-
mere, but that, and the rich fur coat,
and the expensive clothes, and no wed-
ding ring, and the girl, a little on the
independent side, and not a great deal
of clucation, elther

“You can make your way home all
right?” said Miss Harkins.

Miss Carberry laughed. “I got here
all right, didn’c I> It will be easier,
ctting back—

‘What is the name of the Chief
tor, at Parkersville?” asked Miss

0

Hhskios
Her name is Snow—Miss Esther

don’t bother. Don'’t
It's not worth it

now. . £
bother about it.

2L certainly will bother”
Well.
o She raised her voie,
long‘ kids. e called, and
ware e L At e b

I'll be see-

FrER 2 twenty-hour sleep, Miss Har-
kins called the Parkersville Ex-
change. Miss Snow wasn't on duty,
they told her. The Assistant Super.
visor was there; could she be helpful?
“Yes, please—Miss Curran? I am in-

uiring about one of your girls. A
Miss Elaine Carberry.”

“Elaine Carberry?” said the Assistant
Supervisor. “We have no Elaine Car-
berry.”

Ahha, thought Miss Harkins; T had
my doubts about this.

“I have been with_ this_exchange
only a short time, ~ Perhaps Miss Snow
would know. ~Shall I ol

ou?"”

“Yes, plea

The il came, a ltle lter.

“I understand you are inquiring

about Elaine Carbery?” waid Miss
Snow, of Parkersville.
i Y bellrell 1 ons o your
girls?”
“She was one of our girls. One of
our best girls."

“She is—she is no longer with the
Exchange?”

“Oh,

Elaine is dead. She died
pidemic. Didn't you know

that?”

“I—there must be—"

“She worked up to the day before

she died. She was not really one of

our girls then.
erator.  She was
Private Branch
Hotel Edgemere.

“The—the Edgemere, you say?"

e . We were puzzled about

The Edgemere was—well,
its reputation wasn’ Then
I thought of Elai
S Al
quite plain, too, a little short, plump
girl. She was awfully religious. - She'd
always say a liule prayer, before she
started to work—I don’t mean at all
|Imt she was tiresome about it, or made

ig fuss about it. She was always
Inughing-always Jolly.- Sheidtel
more storics about the Edgemerel

“She'd say: ‘You ought to see the
cheap fur coats on them. Before I
wear a coat like that,’ she'd say. The

r kid—1I really mean that. - She was
!)oo, r as she could be. Never
da fur coat in her life.” She paused.

“May I ask why you are mqumng
about her?” said Miss Snow.

There was another pause. I think,
perhaps, 1 knew her,” said Miss Har.
kins. “T thank you, Miss Snow.”

She sat there for a moment, and shiv-
ered; then she straightened her high,
slim shoulders. It is not easy to fright.

n them. 1t is a good thing for us all
that they are so brave.

t operator of the
change at the old

KINGDOM OF ADVENTURE

++++Man after man, group after group, expedition after expedition
trying, struggling, failing, and returning to try and struggle again: all
these are not merely scenes from an exciting melodrama of hazard and

derring-do, but part of a profound experience of the human spirit and
the human heart.

The men in this book climbed because they needed to climb; because
that was the way they were made. Lifting their eyes to their mountain,
they saw more than rock and ice and snow and the immense blue
emptiness of the sky. They saw, to0, a great challenge to their own
qualities as men; a chance to conquer their own weaknes, ignorance,
and fear; a struggle to match achievement to aspiration and real
dream. Over and above everything else, the fight for Everest has been
an act of faith and affirmation. That the high road is the good road.
That man is never so much a man as when he is striving for wha
beyond his grasp. That the game is worth the candle and the victory
worth the fight.

That men will some day reach the summit of the world means litcle.
That they should want to reach it and try to reach it means cverything.
Meanwhile, there is something better than victory—something that
should make us almost chankful that the goal has not been reached. For,
until the day when it s climbed, Everest is more than the highest moun-
“ain. It is one of the great unfinished adventures of mankind.

(From: “Kingdom of Adventure: Everest,” by James Ramsey Ullman.
Copyright 1947, William Sloane Associates.)
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THE FIRST STEAMBOAT UP THE Mis-
SOURI HAD TO FIGHT NOT ONLY AN UN-
TMm mvm w0 somTILE TbieNg

BUT THE KEELBOAT MEN WHO FEARED
THIS NOVEL COMPETITION,

FOREWORD
Tloved o gil, her name was Nancy,
Heigh-o, that rolling iver.
She would not have me for her lover,
I am bound for the wild Mizzou-ry.

weRMEN on the Missouri looked
scorn upon those who had

ouly navigated the placid Missisippi.
I¢ took a man with bair on his chest
ilot & boat up the Missouri. It
Seridd nearly 450 steamboats during
the years when re numerous
on theriver, though n 1858, the ban-

year of steamboating on

stzeacn there were somewas 1o tha

Eighteenth
Century, the number of people head-
ing west up the Missour! steadily in-
arcaed. ... Owners ot infrequently
paid for their boats in a season or
two, and sometimes in a single trip.
And s the boom in steamboating
mounted, the size and luxury of the
boats increased until steamboats on
i Missouss. could mateh anything
foating on the Mississippi. .

Most of the accidents to boats hay
pened at the bends of the river, and
many of these bends have histrical
names—some of them referring to
these very e L e
dangerous bends, where snags accu-

Chute, Bonhomme Bend (i
gy 3 mggmificent sicqnboat was
). i

Cangbell, and reprinted by permission
of Rinehart & Co., Inc,, Publishers.)

Wwo of Matthew Daicey's men

Towed him across the Missouri

to the muddy north bank,
where the windows of the little town of
St. Charles glowed faintly in the dusk.
There, they refused 1o go arter with

urge them.

s a trap, armed
With & biait of dugling pistals in the
waistband of his leather trousers, and
two throwing knives, one concealed;
but despite the armament, Daicey
felt decidedly uncasy when he left his
men at the dark edge of the river and
yalked alone tovard. the glitering
lights of the toy headed for
dh St. Charles Tacen

in St. Charles, he realized,
Bight coie the end of everything for
which he had slaved so hard these
past few years. In the West of the

eigh-@, the

1820, st. Churles was the beginning
and the end of all things. Here
ended civilization, for the boatmen
bound up the turbulent, treacherous
river, Up the river were only two
or three $mall scttlements; beyond
e only the scatered forts of the
traders, Indians—the Ree
and the Om.nlmv, T
Ma nd the rest,

Though the doorway,of the tavern
was of average height, Matt Daice
had to duck his head to keep
knocking is paaked cap
On inside, squinting his evesag
the smoke and the glare, he failed w
locate the man for whom he was
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he

o
:‘kcw.

searching. A nervous waiter came
over to him.
“Thees way, Meester Daiceyl”
Daicey followed him across the
public room, Which ‘waa flled with
carousing men. There were Frend
men here, voyageurs down from the
mountains, There were a few h
breeds and a knot of rivermen.
glish tourist looked on it all with
interested blue eyes. Though the
had" hardly set, most of the men
were well on the way to drunkenne
many of them would slecp it of and
et d\
ey e
who played hard




& e

W"_ﬁ

Cl/Vz'ld ANissouri

nd the tavern was a beer gar-
and it was here that the waiter
After the smoke and the

air here
the Jighty bur low, but
center of the h, sitting at a

round table, Daicey spotted the m:
for whom he had been looking
dark-haired girl of not more th;
eighteen or twenty sat with. him, and
Daicey saw that she was beautiful,

He stopped by the table and tipped
his cap.

Evening, ma'mselle,” he said. He
Iooked at the man without expression.
“You wanted to see me, Sebois

down,” Henri Sebois
ol was gk SKler. el

d.

ey,

gray as granite, with terrifically broad
shoulders developed by years of poling
furs

a

up the rivers carrying
through the mountains. There
nulhmg soft about Henri Sebois.

Apparently s unarmed—but
half a dozen of his men lolled about
pretending to concentrate

on their drin
“My daughter Susanne,” Scbois
said. She smiled tentatively at Dai-

The young man tipped his hat

again. Sebois added v
fool 1 was telling you aboul,
sanne

n

ARTHUR LAWSON

and CHANDLER WHIPPLE

Somewhere Matt Daicey had heard
of Sehois’ motherless daughier, not
long out of school, but he had not
known she was so beautiful. He felt
his hecks go red, and he was grate-
Sl for ik e ok e light here.
Sebois was baiting him.

He waited through a long, agoniz-
ing minute for the trader to speak
again. Through it all the girl stared
straight at him, looking him over in-
tently and irankly

e a damn’ fool

doesn’t look like
to me, Papa,

she said finally.

¢ trying to repri-
mand her father for using the word in
the presence of a lady, while trying
to show Daicey at the same time that
e could curse if she wished to.
aicey, who still had not accepted her
An!m s invitation to sit down, bowed.
ank you, ma‘mselle,” he said.
T i Scbois tapped his whisky mug
on the presiding
committee meeting that was Lulm‘.;
out of hand

“You can't lick me, Daicey,” he
said. “If you want to run your
damned steamboat up the river this

| allow it. But you go no

farther.”

D MCEY had a habit of leaning for-
ward and balancing his weir's on
his toes when fighting: ° It made him
look even tallerthan he wa
o going up to the Yellowstone;
said quietly
Missouri_is
roared, “The Yellowstone is mine.
The Rocky Mountains. are mine.
You're Now-sit down,
and we'

Bue Matt Daicey stood motionless
Sebois was more than half right. - He
had been on the river a long time,
and he had carned his lucrative trade
with the Indians by hard work and
daring. Who was this young whip
persnapper to challeng
men had tried before, and some
them were dead. Perhaps the Ind
had killed them, perhaps not
could be certain.

But wasn't there a shade of worry
behind that roar, more than a man
of Sebois’ power should feel?
Sebois must know that the times were
changing. He could not have missed
Major Long's
steamboat expedition up the Missouri

It was true that

only a2 far a3
the where
Lewis and Clark tid. held their cour

mine

Sebois




cil with the Indiars, and that only
one of his four boats was able to
make it that far; but the mark of
steamboats had been left upon the
R il o o
And a military expedition meant
more posts and more traders.
haps that was what worried him most
of all; perhaps he sensed that he was
fighting the mevitable.

‘Susanne Sebois moved a small hand
to_the glass of wine she had been

drinking,
“If Mr. Daicey’s steamboat is so
wonderful, Papa” she said, “why

don't you hire him tc carry your trade
goods o the fort?”
Old Sebois’ face ~clouded.

“Its
he

a
to the
Daicey had to be poled
the last two miles to get this far.”

Rttt e thart i
Yellowstone.

was true: in coming only those
few miles from St. Louis, the engine
had already broker down—and the
mouth of the Yellowstone was still
twelve hundred miles away. That
fact_embarrassed Daicey deeply, but
it did not discourage him  He could
not afford to be discouraged:
years of toil and every cent he owned
was tied up in his steamboat. He had
to believe that in spite of sandbars,
treacherous logs and changing chan-
nel, his boat could beat the wild and
rolling river.

“I know the river,
to himself as to Seb
man can know it. Maybe you've for-
gotten that for two years I shoved a
Pole on your keelboats, Sebois’

“Forgotien it uted  Sebois.
;How could T Blast n S

pay a man good wages, and then
e
That's your damned gratitude, Dai
cey.”

G0 tha; oubled hisa oo Auy,
man who had worked for Sebois was
supposed to knuckle under to his
vishes. But Daicey saw that the ¢y

* he said, as much

asia tulfwile o
e full lips.

“Papa,” she said sweetly, “Mr. Dai-
cey earned his pay, didn’t he? Isn't
that all you expect of a—a roustabout
who works for you?”

but_Henri
f rose
t. It was hard to tell at

whom his fury was directed,
“Damn it—" he began. Then he
sat down. Quite calmly and coldly,
i ¢y, I'm leaving tomor-
row morning with four keelboats.
I'm going to keep the Missouri trade,
If you uy to follow, il be wa
“I won't follow,” Daicey said. He
waited a moment. Triumph showed

in the older man's face, but Daicey
thought that there was disappoint-
ment in the look Susanne Sebois gave

"You'll do the follcwing,” he added.
“I'll be so far ahead of you, Sebois,
that you won't even smell my smoke."
He bowed to the girl. “Good eve
ning, Miss Susanne.”

V7 e Matt Daicey came back into
the taproom from the beer gar.
den, he was surprised to find the Eng
lish tourist waiting for him. ~The
Englishman's face was very red.
R oty
dr as natwral with him,
ey could ot tell
Ob, 1 say, Captiin” he grected
Daicey, “Basil Fowler, at your service,
The lads have been talking of your
most daring enterprise, and it oc
curred to me th your passenger
lst is not yet filled, 1 should like to
e river with y ould
¢ quite a feather in my r:lp‘ Tiaro

Not ten Jears betort, Matt Daicey
had shipped out as a cabin boy under
Lawrence to fight the English. He
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still had a very poor opinion of Eng-
lishmen; but after the tenseness of his
meeting with Sebois, this tourist was
decidedly refreshing.

He laughed openly.

ser” e said, you ave the e

senger list. And if you're ng
as much luggage as most Englnshmen.
oure the freight shipment too.

i, more soberly, he adde

ive

mean Injuns. There's
Hehat bt i clas ho o Hig
river and_will fight to

There's driftwood and floating rocks
and sawyers that can rip the bottom
And quicksands and a channel
that's here today and some place clse
tomorrow.  And if our boilers don’t
blow up at leas three times on the
be because we've run out
of wood‘and. are. paling’ the boat:
But if you still want to come along—
The Queen of the V/es leavs tomor-
row morning at dawn.”

He had sooken' loudly. caough
that everyone in the taproom could
hear him, and he was aware by the
Sl att (LR cneme st




Basil Fowler put out his hand,

Daicey took

surprised at
the Rt fithe ey b uin

lue LN "Here
i theh enemy, it scemed
as if he had found « friend.

“I'll be there, Captain,” the Eng]
man was saying.

After their first surprise at Daicey's
announcement that he would defy
Henri Sebois, the men gathered in the
room began to settl: back.

“You better take an oar, Duke,”
one of them yelled at Basil Fowler.
The rest of them roared, and the

carousing was off to a fresh start. It
a good time to leave, Matt Daicey
knew, and he did so. Outside he
waited 2 moment while his eyes be-
came :ccustomed to the dark, then
started on his way. Though he could
pre it . by the
sounds that at least two of Sebois’ men
were following him. They stayed in
the darker shadows as he picked his
way through the muddy road to the
landing.

Where the water glistened in the
starlighi, he thought at first that he
had lost’his way. For there was no
sign of his boatmen! ~ Nor, after look
ing up and down, could he find any
one else here around the waterfront.
Ordinarily there would have been any
number of boatmen ready to give him
a lift; tonight there was not even a

" skiff

“You wanted to see
me, Sebois?” Matt
Daicey asked.

that he might steal. All the
boatmen had disappeared except for
a group clustered around one of the
long flatboats anchored in midstream,

Those were the vessels ‘with which
Henri Scbois expected to beat Daicey

up the river. On the deck of one of
them a party was in progress. Men
wete singing vy B A kegof

whisky Iad been ‘broached. A girl
was squealing excitedly.

This sort of thing was contrary to
the usual behavior of Henri Sebois’
crews the night before departing for
the North. 'They generally managed
0 get pretty drunk, but always on
their own.  Tonight Henri- Sebo
seemed to be encouraging it.
terly, Daicey understood the reaso
why. Old Henri had not wasted a
moment before starting the war he
had promised. He had bought up
Daicey's boatmen, or frightened them
off, or lured them onto that keelboat.
Probably he had even got most of
Daicey’s crew off the steamboat, whic
was docked at the far side of
river with a broken-down engine.
had neatly arranged matters so that
if Daicey were going to get across the
ver at all he would have to swim it
—nearly a mile of treacherous snag
nfested swirling water.

lh(—

arr Daicey headed upstream.

Here there was only a narrow
saip of beach betwen ater and the
high bluff, and becaus~ of that, the
mén whorh Scbois had sent o follow
had to drop farther and farther
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behind to keep from being scen.
That was one reason he had gone up.
stream: he dic not want to be sur
ised by the men trailing him while
naked and helpless. The

r reason was that he knew the

close this steamboat as possible.

He went on until he came to a
spot where a huge tree had been
washed ashore during the high water.
Here, behind the tree, he stopped,
drew. one of his dueling pistols and
cocked it.

The men were approaching cau
tiously, following the decp prints of

Daicey's boots in the soft earth; they
did not even suspect he was there
until he challenged them, He held
his pistol where the starlight would
glint on the barrel

“Evening, boys,” he said.

HE men's eyes were white in the
night. They kept their hands be-
fore them, fingers splayed.
That you, Daicey?” one of them

sked

S Thacs right,” Daicey answered.

sighed,
kernized
your voice,” he said unconvincingly.
“Was goin’ fishin'~afraid
one of these river robbers.”

“I'm _fishing up here,” Daicey told
him. “Suppose you try the fishing
downstream.  Suppose you walk right
along the edge of the river, where
ou can hear the fish when they

ump.
“Good idea he man said.
we didu't disturb you

“Not at all,” Daicey assured him,

ey sl AT e g
steps, keeping close to the water where
Daicey could see them, y walked
gingerly in the muck, and as they
did so Matt Daicey put his guns in
the bole of the big tree and started to
undress. He worked fast, knowing
that as soon as those men got out of
effective pistol range, they would
probably climb_the bluff and try to
come down on him from the rear.

He had just
when the men brok
quickly disappearca
pected, they had waited to make their
break until they were too far_away
t0 make a target. Shivering, Daicey
dropped the pistols into his boots.
He tied his pants legs together at the
bottom and stuffed the boots into the
Then he tiec the top together
Wi s suspenders and wrapped the
whole in his buckskin shirt. He made
 little raft of brush from.the fallen
tree, put his bundle upon nd
went 'into the river. When the
water was waistdcep, he kicked his
feet free from he mucky river bot
tom and began to sy

“Hope




The water was cold and the cur-
rent far swifter than it had been when
he had crossed in the late afternoon.
Once he was out in the channel, the
unpredictable Missouri seized him
and swept him rapidly downstream.
In spite of his powerful strokes, he
Sl make ltle headvay toward the

; he was little more than
another bit of the varied lotsam of the
river,

BUT pethaps the river saved his
life.” Swept around “once so he
faced the shore he had just le(l he
saw a flash of light from the toj
the bluf that Tooked like gunfre.
Scbois' men had got up there, al
right, but they were too late. That
one bullet, if there was a bullet, did
not even strike the water near him,
and after that he was too far away for
lem to tr} i
Once free of that danger, however,
he saw that he was rapidly heading
into another, s being swept
i A
boats. There seemed to be no way
to avoid coming within the ring of
light thrown by the flambeaux on the
upstream boat. He redoubled his
efforts, but the current swept him on.
He thought of letting his raft go,
striking out with both arms; then he
thought of the two. ducling pistols in
his boots. They were the only ones
he had, and now if ever he could not
afford to-lose them. Besides, it was
alteady oo lne.

e party was in fullswing on the
ke aicey could see them plainly
now. His own two men were there,
hanging onto the whisky barrel,
samping cheir, fect and singing one
ose wild voyageur songs.

bearded boatman sawed on his fiddle,
and in a small clear space in the
center of the deck, just before the
cabin, a girl was dancing a fandango
she had picked up in onc of the
Spanish settlements; a young riverman
was her partner. For a moment
Daicey stared at the girl, who was
lovely and- dark, whose lithe limbs
leamed barely when she kicked up
her brightly colored skirt during the
ance.

He as drifing quicty now, hop-
ing thus he might pass annoticed b
the dru drifted,

m bricfly in the

anchor rope I
bk big: Keclbosta, the e
on which the party was being hel
Dicey thought bricfly of his men,
lured or frightened away by Henri
Scbois. He thought of the two men
Back there on the biuf who, whatcver
bois' orders may have been, would
e i i they had had
chance. With the pleasure of anti
pation, Daicey fondled that line.

H

The knife he carried concealed
was still in the holster that lay along
his spine. He went under water to
hat no chance flash of
light could_betray him.  Gautiously
he poked his nose above the surface,
keeping_his face behind his brush
raft. men on the keelboat
were too drunk, or too busy perhaps,
to think of his raft as anything but a
bit of flotsam; but this close to the
boat, his face would be immediately
vecognized. if anyone bappened 0
ook at him. So' h a_quick
Trearh e et el ety arl
went to work with the knife on the
heavy rope.
wo trips down before the
aable pay[cd then the current took
charge of the keclboat. The bow of
the boat began to swing off. Yet the
first_movement was o gradual that,
coming as it did in the most excting
part of the girl's fandango, apparently
no one aboard realized that anything
had happened.

Emboldened by his sucosss, Daicey
took another chance. Among the
cluster of small bouts ied Alopgalde
the larger vessel, he spotted a dugout
canoe.~ He hauled himself in_close
to the side of the keclboat, slipped
along toward the canoe, pushing his
bundle before him.  When he reached
the dugout, he lifted his bundle over
the bulwark and then he cut the
painter of the canoe. Still he had
not been discovered. With the light
line in his teeth, he started again for
the south shore,

This time, with both arms free, he
was able to fight his way past the
channel where the water flowed so
swifdly, He had covered perhaps
twenty yards when he heard shouts
behind him. He looked back, The
keelboat had_swung against the one
that was anchored next downstream
of it, at last awakening the celebrators
to_their predicament.

While they milled around in wild,
drunken confusion, Daicey climbed
into_the dugout and picked up the
paddle. He did not look around
again to sec if he had been discovered.
Kneeling on the bottom, he bent the

paddle.

Behind him the men were ycllng,
and the girl screamed.
shore the bulllike voice
Scbois added to the din,

of Hum

d rpues was only one man abourd
The Queen of the West when
Matt Dai ip, the,dugout and
e oves the ballall. - Fhis was
Gus Gevacrt, the engineer. Gus had
re in a small forge and
was dismally pounding a picce of hot
metal on an anvil. With the bundle
of clothing under his arm, still in his
dnppmg underwear, Daicey stopped
t the engine-room on the way (o his
B eyed him dubiously.
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“Everybody off partying,” he said.
“Everybody but me. Even the boss.
What happened, Captain? You git
drunk and fall overboard?”

“Not exactly,” Daicey answered.
“How you making out, Gus;

Daicey had never liked this gloom
engincer, nor did he fully trust him.
But Gevaert had been the only man
in St. Louis who was able to handle
the job and willing to take it. In

ose days when stcamboats were in-
dividually hand made, engineers were
n great demand and could pick and
choose their jobs. Nobody but Gus
Gevaert was willing to take this risky
trip up to the wilderness. Daicey had
had to hire him.
Grvamt heid u; .

on which
he sai
“Whea T get it timed | canput this
engine together again. But _that
won't do us 1o dami’ good, because
the firemen quit. 1 can't fire this
boiler lmgle-h:nded #

He dropped the bit of iron in the
forge 2 ‘pulled on the bellows a
couple of times. A cold anger swept
through Dalcey.

x the engine, Gus,” he said,
“and Tl take care of the

Lec: of metal
rking

Gus pulled again on the ellows.
The caals were a bright red.  The
metal was changing P4

“See Schois?” he asked.

Daicey did noe k. belng ques-
tioned. ~ He shrugged his broad shoul-

ders and thought of Susanne Sebois.
His pulse gave a queer little Kick.

“You can just concentrate on the
engine,” he told Gus. “Sebois is a
past number on this rivel

He swung away as Gevaert lifted
the ruby-red bar from the forge and
set it on the anvil. Gevaert went
back to his hammering, glowering
gloomily. Daicey stopped  moment
by the bull-rail, with the sound of t
anvil ringing behind him. Geyaert
grunted as he hammered, as if talking
to himself in some foreign tongue.

Across the river the big keelboat
had come to a hait. Apparently it
had smashed up against the seco
boat and dragged its anchor. Tren
in the darkness Daicey could see that
all four boats were tangled up, and
that many of the smaller boats had

been smashed.  Old Henri had come
to,put things in- order.  His, bull
voice domi rything.

Daicey sm i as e’ llabes e

ladder to the boiler_deck.
not come up the Missouri to i
trouble: there was room on the river
for both of them. But if it was war
Henri Scbois wanted, by God he
would get it!

Matt Daicey did not go to bed at
all that night.” He put on dry clothes.
Then he loaded the brass swivel gun
at the bow of The Queen of the West.



He had two other light brass guns on
four-wheel carriages, which he ran up
against the starboard rail and pointed
toward St. Charles. He did not load
these, beause he did not know who

get to them first. As in the
el o ‘popular widh the river
tinhorns, ted to £
where the prize w L be toond Afier
checking the loads and the priming
of his ducling pistols, he was Teady to

g0 to work.
First of all, he went ashore and
searched the squ: ves in the

French settlement on the south side
of the river. He found nobody but

Gevacrt about the swivel gun, and

told him to shoot up anybody who
tried to board The Queen of the
West. Wishing he could have lef
almost anyone else in charge, Mat
il e cns aad
rowed the river again in search of
ie took a course well be-
e i i fenri Scbois
was_trying to get ready fo p
upriver tomorrow, and i
stream from tows
He found two of his men drunkenly
unconscious on the beach, but. left
them there while he searched the
i e e e g
none here, but
found one man, P
still more or less conscious.
dragged him outsid¢ while the pro-
prctor hovled
When tavernkeeper  fol-
lowed, Daicey knocked him cold with
one blow of his fist

“By the time we git there we'll have a whole new engine”

He dhrew his man over his shoulder
and carriedhim down to where th
i B e e
He took a big duncL here, p
on his know He
et oty e plu)ous el
Bedu, the most sober of the three.
“Keep_these boys here,” he said.
By tnuting this man msmzd of bawl-
g him out, he hope¢ to gain a
R AR b s ooy 0e
shot in that pisto, Pete. Don't use
it unless you have to.”

R 7

E felt better about this than he
had about leaving Gevaert with

the swivel gun; he went back into
town to hunt up the rest of his crew.
He had gathered up half a dozen of
them, them down to the
beach and put them under Pete
Bedu’s care, before he dared the head-
quarters tavern of old Henri Sebois.
his time he entered through a gate
in the hedge, to come into the tavern
i garden.
Pr. because of the trouble
down at the tiver, the place was do
serted.  Still, Daicey’s good luck thus
far only served to make him nervous
He prowled about
ched the shadows.
He looked under all the tables. One
more nfan was added to his collection
hes aicey did not recognize him,
but the man \m\ strong, even though
drunk, and he steamboater reckoned
he would make a goo

Dalceficachod thip iant Giid the
gate, then came back to look for
more. He was working up his nerve
to enter the barroom itself, where he
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could bear the Englishman)atl mar.
veling at the native scene, a
e ey atova L g
He glanced up, his heart running
away.

There, only a few feet above him,
leaning with elbows on the window-
sill, was Susanne Sebois. She was now
dressed in a white nightgown with a
bit of lace over the B of her
breast. And she was laughing at

im

“Did yori loss " something!® she
asked.

“Only my crew,” he answered in a

“Then his voice rose angrily.
n't looking for a fight, Miss
ebois; but if your father wants it

he'll get
The gul laughed again. “You're
e she mocked, and_her
“But maybe Papa

aicey. e
1 could’ scream—if
wanted to—and you'd never get out
of this garden alive to fight him.

That o bly true. The.
zens of the town would not trouble
el sabate sideia 4 e
etween himself and old Henri—but
this beautiful girl could turn them
all against him.

waiting, mamselle” he sa

cuullyv “_waiting for your scream
She opened her mouth very wide,
and her eyes sparkied; bt she did nok
scream.  Ins d. ven a
fool deserves ce—especially &
handsome fool. Papa’s coming up
from the river now.  can see him
over the hedge. He has 2 doses
with him, ad they're all armed




The girl had glanced away from him
a moment; now she looked straight
down on him. He thought her voice
had softened when last she spoke. He
saw the clearness of her eyes, the
gentle movement of her breast under
the lace.

Then, before he could speak, she
disappeared from the sill and closed
the French windows behind her.
Daicey beat a hasty retreat lhmugh
the rear gate. But he stopped
enough to pick up the man he e
cached out there.

NJEXT morning, Mathew Daicey
pondered on his meeting with
Susanne Sebois while he leaned on
the bullrail and watched the boat-
men hoist square sails over the deck-
houses of the keelboats. These sails,
one to each boat, were big and un-
wieldy; but with a following wind
where the current was fairly slow,
{hey wonld push the boas along at a

air speed and would save much toil
B 1o Mone ores s k. this
ideal condition did not exist on the
Missouri: rowing, poling and “cordel-
ling"—that is, towing by hand from

e banks—were the way you got up
the river by keelboat. " Bus this morte
ing the wind was perfect, and the
sails were very muck: needed, because
most of the Sebois men were lying
around the decks unable to do even
the slightest w

O or four das to
put these crews back into fighting
trim; but this, Daicey knew, was bug
a minor worry to Henri Sebois. He
had succeeded in getting under way
first, and he had left Matthew Daicey
behind at the landing without steam
in the boilers, anl with only half
enough men to handle his boat
properly. Furthermore, these men
were in just as bad condition as were
Sebois’, and the work they had to
do was more skilled.

Yet it was with a distinct feeling of
relef hat Daicey watched the heavly
laden boats get under way. Last

ht he had almost been caught by

B s steering the
leading Yeclboat up. the. Missouri,
Someone must have told Sebois that
his rival was up there in the beer

rden, and b wondered who it could

ave been, , at least, there was a
o i e iy could e
under vy without further molesta-

and ‘once up the river, he was
iy o match his wits and_his
boat against Scbois'.

Actoss the river, a girl was waving
a handkerchicf at Henri  Schois.
Daicey found himself gripping the rail
and staring intently. 1t was Susanne
Sebois. It seemed a little unreal this
morning that she had_helped him
against her father last night; he could
Dot undersand just why she warned

im.

The wind whipped at her skirt and
blouse. At that distance she looked
fragile and small and feminine. She
did st leav, he notied, even when
t rounded the bend

5 purcam

Twice Daicey went back to work,
supervising the fires, checking again
with Gus Gevaert on the engine.
Twice he returned to the rail to stare
across the bright water toward the
St. Charles shore. The girl seemed
to have disappeared from _the river-
bank, but he saw the Englishman
come down from the tavern, followed
by three men, all carrying luggage.
Later he noticed that a boat had put
off and was slowly being rowed to-
ward The Queen of the West.

Daicey checked everything aboard
his boat. The Queen of the West was
quite unlike the fancy river steamers
of a later day. It was really only an
oversized keelboat with an_engine.
There were only two decks, the main
and the boiler The iron boiler

00k up the aﬂerp:n of the deck to
which Tt had give: its name. The
forward half consisted of a boxlike
cabin containing bunks. Forward of
that was the steering wheel, standing
in the ope was' nothing
fancy to it at all.

JONG sweeps and poles were stowed
along the bullrail, to be used
if the machinery broke down or the
steering wheel ‘failed to_work.
stubby mast to which a sail could be
bent when the wind was right pointed
straight up from the deckhouse, Be-
cause_nobody believed this rickety
sidewheeler would ever get to_the
Yellowstone, there was very little
freight aboard. But every available
inch was stacked with cor I
Bedu was stoking the fires,
sweating like a horse and driving two
other sleepy men. He grinned’ at
iicey. Gus Gevaert was watching
the steam gau
“Wel make out this time,” he told
Daicey gloomily.
0od. There's a passenger com-

We better turn her over a couple
of times before we cast off,” Gevaert
said as if he had not heard Daicey.
“Want to be sure the pipes are all
clean.”

yinGive her a try then,” Daicey told

Slowly Gus opened the valve. The
boat creaked, and the engine groaned.
Daicey found himself sweating from
excitement. He heard thewEnglish-
man’s rowboat touching The Queen
of the West, and the thud of luggage
being thrown up onto the deck.
‘Open her up a little more, Gus,”
he order
Steam hissed through the cylinder.
e canatcting rod Saddesed, The
heavy wooden wheels began to turn,
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loplapdapping the mucky water

e Bedu was cheering. The prow
i Qiieen ‘gently. mudyed the
muddy bank, and the mooring lines

“ggl‘ll have the boys cast off,” Dai
said excitedly. “Ill ring when
want you to back off. Damn it, Gus,
we'll show old Sebois our wake before
nij
 acat o ir vt firs
time Daicey thought he saw the
shadow of  smile cross his I:rl.
Daicey wheeled to run up the lad
to the boiler deck.
did 50, he can head.on into
Susanne Sebois
had crossed the river with the
Englishman.  For the brifest bit of
time she was in Daicey
L i ey ity i e
fragrance of her even there smongat
the stench of steam and wood-sm
S iiting - Elemiy larl
She laughed lightly up at the startled
Daicey, and her eyes were bright.

strange steamboat Bk i s
Papa’s keelboats off the river.” She

smiled. “Since Papa wouldn't look
at it, somebody had to.”
“Are you sure,” he said, releasing

‘A
her, “that old Henri didn’t send you
here? Arcn'l ou here to help him?"

now.
Henri Scbois if 1 didn't”
this last with pride.
no chance to answer, for at
just that moment the Queen’s engine
shuddered  violently. The paddle-
wheels spun. There was a harsh
clanking sound, followed by a terrific
crashing. Sevacrt shouted some-
thing that Daicey did not hear clearly
over the noise.
Without even stopping to thirk, be
shoved. the gil out of the engine
As he did so, steam hissed
ston shot out of the

it all over the
deck, e i anahihe engine
room wall, then smashed through the
bullail and dropped into the river,

wrist-pin that Gus Gevaert had
el lasl  night had broken again. If
Daicey h ved 1s fast as he
had, both A girl would have
been killed.

M, Duiczy did » airange
thing then. While Gus Gevaert
struggled with the main valve to shut
off the steam that wa flling the
engineroom, Daicey went out onto
the deck picked up old Heari Scbaie
daughter and carried her from the
boat. e did. not sy s word, imtll
he got her ashore and set her down.




He was shuddering 10 violently from
the aftereffects of the near tragedy
that his words were ,my and h

“That wasn't an “accident, ma’ m-
selle,” he said. “Your father did that.
I don’t know how—but he did. Now
g0 away and stay away.”

‘The girl's full red lips tightened.
She had changed from: laughter o
surprise, now to anger. She stood very

ight.

you'te being 1 fool again, Mr.
‘she said. “Papa’s five miles
up the Hver. I don't doubt hed
have blown up your engine if he
could. But he didn't.”
Daicey fluhed. Unconsciously he
come  very blaming
SusansgScbos for, ths! rouble, s 45
her presence alone could have caused
the wrisupin to break. He reslized
w'the foolishacs of that atitude,
aml her anger reminded him that
rong about her
Father, she herself was probably quite

ed, too, hat he haa been

olding her by the shoulders, and
o e S
though she had never once
go of her now
way from her.

T'm sorry I was so mu,,h th
nfa'mselle,” he s was a
Bit oo o hasty. 1 you' rLady 10 go
ba St. Charles. I'll be glad to
my boat” He
m sure you've seen

enough of this strange steamboat.”
“The gir could be havghty as well
28 ngry. Her dark ejes never left

his,

you

“I have my own boat,” she said.
Her eyes were smoky. Strangely, it
seemed to Daicey as if she had the air
of someone who was planning a coup.
“I'm sorry about that_explosion.
hope n wou't ake you too long to fx
the en

he assured her.
siow you to your bost
k you

“May

QHE arm, and_together,
Gt r it they started up the
landing stage. Daicey had j
his foot
stopped. His entire crew was waiting
for him, standing sullenly behind the
bull-rail or crowding over the inboard
end of the stage. Pete Bedu was wip-
ing hi face with a red bandanna, and
Gus Gevaert, as usual, was scowling

oomily. The Englih  panenger
fo Fowler, looked on with gr
et LE et chat et v

found anythin
“What's the matter?” Daicey asked.
cyes of his crew were shifty,

“I ain’t one of them,

Puc ]kdu said:

into stayin’
think the whole damn®
goin’ to

But_they
caboodle is

blow them to kingdom

come
Matt Daicey stepped ahead two stiff
paces. There he stopped for a mo-

ment, surveyed his crew. Then he
went ahead two more paces. He was

W only & few yards Erom the bull
rail.

7

It was really only an oversize keelboat with an engine.

“This steamboat s leaving a8 soon
as we e piston up from the
Fiver bottom,” he said. “Well pole
it up to the Yellowstone if we have to.
We'll drag it with ropes—or row it,
But we'll get there—and ahead of
Sebois. But if any of you want to
quit, juststep up and I'l pay you off.”
he men hesitated. Daicey had
ey olen carnestly and_ ende
mildly they did not know quite what

to do. Then one of them, a big,
tough, bearded voyageur known as
“Beaver” Michaud, stepped out from
th

e e pointed to his chest,
hese stimship is ha'nted. - I don’t
work on her.” He smiled and held
out his hand,  The money?

ay!” Daicey corrected him.

Dalcey, evung'a. fat 1t Eania
like a stroke of lightning, like the o
hindhoof of the meanest mule in Mis-
souri. It struck the beefy Beaver
Michaud on the jaw, yet it hardly
staggered him. But Daicey followed
it up quickly with a left to Michaud’s
stomach. The big stagger
then, and collupsed among his com-
panions.

Daicey did not stop there, ‘He
stepped off the landing stage and onto
the deck and waded in, dashing at
nan after another. ~And he was
no Iungn alone. He saw Pete Bedu
grab a picce of co-dwood and start to
work, knocking down the men who
had been his firing crew. As he
knocked a man cold, he dragged him
ay and came back for mor
uddenly even Basil Fowle
ng just an amused spe
seized a short picce of ch:




found on the deck and swung it above
his head.  Shouting something about
Trafalgar and Napoleon, he ployed
into the h boatmen. But Gus
B e et
a hurried retreat to hic shattered
engine room.

anne Scbois, though, who
e the decisive sroke that put an
end o the mu fow she had got
ast hm Matt D: rLy never knew; nor
ad he any idea how long she had
B icutlug betore, in s memetary
lull, he finally heard her. - She was up
above on the boiler deck, behind one
of the small brass cannon.
“I'll blow every damn’ one of you
to Hades! the was shoutlng.
looked as if she meant it, and
probal)]y she did. A breeze whipped
at_ her dark hair, and her eyes were
alight with the love of battle. She
was a true daughter of Henri Sebois
Matt Daicey knew that the cannon
was not loaded. He had shotted up
only the swivel gun. Just the same,
backed by Susanne Sebois, it served its
urpose.” The few men sl able to
it theirfist e battle,
Basl Foler c imbed the ladder and
tool e gun. Daicey herded
Everyonc up onto the boiler deck,
where the Englishman could keep
them covered.
“That cannon,” Daicey told them,
full of nails and scrap iron. You

boys signed on to go up to the Yellow-
stone on The Queen of the West—and

damn it, you'e goin
‘1| at,” said Susanne Sebois primly,
ge to use in the pres.

s fine Jangu:
cn(c of a lad,
Daicey stared at her
then laughed; and the girl's laugh
was a good thing too. He led her to
She went down bst, and
As he handed her into
e said: "It seems you're
e again, ma'mselle.
dark” eyes were fies

second,

vant to sec you ekt YEllow
ston

"Why, thanks,” he said, puzzled.

“It would be a good thing for Papa
if you did,” she added quickly, as if
that explained everything

1 get there” Daicey assured her,

She looked up at. him, her moith
pursin, s if she were think-
mgo(kmmglnm Then she held out
her hand. ~ He took it, finding it
strong and vibrant, though  small
Her smile was a brilliant flash.

ML Dacer had to dive for the
piston that had gone overboard.
When he found it, deep in the muck,
he attached a line to it. Gus Gevaert
rigged an outboard boom with a block
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Datcey kicked him
» out of the engine-

him overboard.

and fall, and after cunndmme pu“—
ing, they got the heavy
chinery aboard. By

s
e afternoon, but Daicey made
off the lines.

n all his trouble, there was at least
one bright spot. Basil Fowler had
turned out to be really useful. It
scemed that he would be much more
than just a passenger on this trip.
Pete Bedu had remained loyal, t
And Beaver Michaud, who had in
ated the mutiny, a e
speak with the captain.  Daicey asked

Fowler 10 send down the huge boat

™ Nobody ever knock’ me/down be-
fore,” Michaud said when they met.
Yo have anyting you want me do—

zuey put out his hand. He
trusted the man now, there was no
deceit of Michaud's char
acter, “Pete Bedu's heading up the
enginexoom,” he told him.- “You
take the deck gang.

Michaud's big st returned Daicey's
pressuic. Then, in a crude fashion,
he saluted.

“Ayeayesir!” he said.

The big man's action was so un-
expected and ludicrous_ that
almost laughed aloud, He w
where Michaud had got the
notion, but this was no time
quice,” Most of- the crew. way’ sl




mutinous. It woulc be dangerous
to sty tied up near town overnight

Daicey was determined to anchor in
the middle of the river, as far up-
stream as he could get by 'ught[zll
He himself would sleep in the yawl, .0
that nobody coulc desert without
swimming — and that, he knew, was
the last thing in the world that one
of his men wou These river-
men hated the water.

The landing stage was pulled in
and the lines cast off. On the boiler
deck by the wheel, Daicey organized
the crew. Bedu's men took the star-

board and Michaud’s the larboard.

They rigged up the sweeps and went
Heiraises at e Eoy heaved
against the long pole:

Slowly The an of the West
backed off. Daicey shouted his orders.
The bow swang out and pointed up-
guream, _Very slovly the heavy bost

n to m

Baicey Ead: some bunting in his
cabin with which he had intended
decorating the Queen for her gala
leavetaking. There would have bees

e shrill of whistles, the cheering of
men, a drink all around. But he
no heart for it now. Even the wind,
which might have helped him as it
had helped Sebois, had died down.
The river was slick and calm.

It was a mighty sorry start for The
Queen of the West's maiden voyage
up the Missouri—a steamboat that had
t be rowed!
cey thought of old Henri Sebo
up the river having the laugh on him.
Involuntarily he glanced toward the
St. Charles bluifs.” But there was no
ginl there in the warm evening light,
waving good-by to

CThs i agtituewad besida’ i

“Mind_taking the wheel, Duke?”
Daicey as

“Not at all,”
swered. Ap
to being cal
ahoaans wes-callod that JF hia slothes
were good—and “Limey” if they were
r

the Englighman an-
not object

gged.
“Thanks,” Daicey said. “I'm going
below. I'm going to rebuild that
engine myself.”

o G v vas making a new
aicey assisted him
11 worlmg {the balloms oniihe forge.
hat chant of the man at the sweeps,
the ring of the anvil, the ruby glow
of the hot coals almost put him to
sleep. . He had not been in bed all
he night before, and was close to
lamion 1 Heflighted up a black
stogie to keep him awake, and he took
a 5Dod stiff drink of the whisky he
had intended using for trade.
that time, unlike twenty years .
more later, nobody thought it wrong
to swap whisky for furs, or even to
arm the Indians with the latest rifles,
It was considered a legitimate way of

doing business: in return for the
beaver, oter, deer, raccoon, muskrat,
wolf and badger skins and buffalo
robes that you wanted, you gave the
Indians whisky which they. wanted,
and guns which they needed for hunt.
ing, "That way everybody felt fais-

‘By the time w_git there,” Gus
Gevacrt was saying, “we'll likely have
a whole new eny

In his dreamy state Daicey had been
thinking of Susanne Scbois, thinking:
of her as she had been for that brief
moment in his arm:, and wondering
why she had not come down to wave

to him as she had to_ her
ather. It could not have been
maidenly modesty, Daicey thought;
Susanne was not that kind of a girl.
She could be a lady when she wanted
to, but there was about her a refresh-
ing dircctness that left no room for
false modesty, a directness that sprang,
he supposed, from the kind of up-
bringing she would have had in the
frontier towns with Henri Sebois as a
father. It was a quality Matt Daicey
had not often seen in the women of
his acquuintance, and he thought it
admiral

E_stared momentarily at Gus
Gevaert, trying to comprehend
what Gus was telling him.
“The way I figurc it,” the engineer
“was that there must've been a
flaw in that piece of iron—something
inside T didn't see. 1 know I didn’t
open up on the steam 00 fast.

sai

sides, the pressure was kinda low.”
inda low,” Daicey repeated. He
stood up to stretch and walked to

the rail to look at the river. Ahead
the sky was deep red, streaked with
yellow and chind was only

ayncss, and beyond that, out of
sight, was St. Charles. The men were
chanting as they worked at the sweeps,
making but little advance on._their
way up the twelve hundred miles of
rolling river. The motionless pad-
dlewheels in their boxes swished
through the red-tinted water. Daicey
went back to where Gevaert was ham-
mering on the anvi
like to look at that other wrist-
pin,” he said. “Maybe we could find
out what made it break.”

“Must be around here somewhere,”
Gevaert told

Daicey lit ST R
searching for the broken pin. He
went over the deck very carefully,
then scarched the bins of metal that
they had brought along in  cae they
had to make more spare

"Maybc i o2 oSl

R Erobably did,” Daicey said. “It
probably was thrown overboard.”
Gevaert let the hammer lie on the
anvil. He was g:ppmg the handle
too rigidly, and the muscles over his

chieekbones hardened as he glanced up
through bushy brows at Daicey.

‘What do you mean by that, Cap-
tain?” he asked.

“I'll tell you what 1 mean,” Daicey
said quictly. “Somebody’s been spy-
ingon us. - We've got to find out who
it . Last night somcbody signaled
Sebois that I'd crossed the 1
figure the same person ‘wrecked. that
yaisupin. | He must have been lng.
ing around this boat and went to wor
on the pin when nobody else was look-
ing. Maybe you were up there wi
S i i AL

“Ihadn’t thoughtof that.’
voice was raspy.

“Probably somebody in the pay of
Sebois,” Daicey said. “When I catch
him, I'm going to kill him.”  He went
to the rail again, his back to Gevaert.
“Well be dropping anchorpretty
soon, Gus. Keep your eyes on the
engine wmgh! 18 anybody acts su
picious, let me kn

Gevaert put his picoe of metal Jato
the fire. “T'll have this engine run-
ning by dawn, Captain,” he said.

“You're a good engineer,”
told him

Wearily he climbed the ladder.
The Englishman was still at the wheel,

¢ seemed oddly at home there, and
furchermore he seemed to be enjoy:

very much.  “Bully,” he sai

Gevaert's

Daicey

u
G lying down for a spell,” Daicey
said. “We've got to watch out for
Gevaert, He's working for Sebois.
Keep an eye on the yawl boat too;
otherwise I'll have to sleep in it.”
“By Jovel” The passenger's pale
blue eyes were roun: nd right
down there in our own engineroom?”

Daicey felt a surge of warmth

toward this Englishman, = Already he
had a personal interest in The Queen
of the West. By the time they reached
the Yellowstone, Daicey

man on board would think of the boat
as “our own.

“Gus won't do anything for a cou-
le of days, Duke,” he said. “Now—
'm going o bed. We'll drop the an-

chor in about an hour.”

uT Matt Daicey did not awaken in

time to drop the anchor, as he had
intended; the Duke must have taken
care of that. When he did wake up, it
was to the throbbing of the boat and
the cheering of the men. The light
was a_pale gray, and it took Daicey
several seconds (o realize that Michaug
was already giving orders to his deck
cew to pull up the anchor.  The
Duke yelled down at Gus Gevaert
that everything was in hand. Gus
said they had enough steam. The
Duke gave the whistle one toot, and
Daicey jumped out of his bunk, and

n his underwear ran to the wheel.
The, big: paddicwhiels: e alrcady
churning. - The Duke was triumphant.



5 “Woxkcd d’umlgh the entire bloody
he said,

night,” evaert_hammer-
ing, me Bling, . The biahsted cogine's
all ;hlpsh:pe

't dressed
o re the

aicey
and take over,” he i
one who needs the rest now.’

The Duke clicked his heels and
saluted smartly.  “Ayeaye, sir,” he
said.

Daicey gasped, then, laughed out
right. “Where the devil did you pick
that up?” he asked.

“Royal Navy. Naturally” The
i Bo ting b dtie
a bit of discipline into these jokers
you call a crew. Makes them hop
4 e fater, you know.”

sicey remembered how awkwardly
Michisd el yesterday, and
how astonished he had been at the
behavior of the big boatman. It
seemed a trifle silly, trying to teach
these rough voyageurs the etiquette
ofthe Royal Navy. Bt even Daicey
had to admit that it had hely
Already Beaver Michaud had his men
working like a trained outfit. _Pete
Bedu's boys were heaving cordwood
into the fire swiftly and smoothly.

He wondered again_about Basil
Fowler. Had the Englishman been
an officer in the Royal Navy? Cash-

rhaps, for some minor of-

fezae? - Or had e simply given it

up to become a freelance wanderer?

suspected that he could know

the Duke half a lifetime and not learn

the answer; but in any case, he had

to admit now that Basil Fowler was
a good man to have around.

TN the next few days even the dour
engineer seemed to take on a little
of the spirit_engendered by the
Englishman. He did not salute, since
he considered himself an officer anc
above such things; but he did keep
2 much more carcful eye on the boat's
machinery. Each night they tied up
at sunset, since it was too dangerous
to run the snaginfested river in the
dark. And each night Gus Gevaert
took down his engine to examine the
ts that received the most wear,
nstead of waiting for something to
break, he rebuilt worn parts, or made
wwes to have on hand when needed.
aicey began to wonder if he had not
been too hasty in coming to the con-
clusion that Gevaert was in the pay
of Sebois. .

The name which the Hidatsa In-
dians had given to the Missouri was
Anati, which means “navigable stream
full of dir N Dby ws i
Queen of the West made her wa
slowly up the river, had occasion  to
doubt only the “navigable” part of
that phrase.  The fact that he had
been up the river by keelboat only
the year before was of little help to
him, for the spring floods had changed
the ‘channel 'in half a dozen places

within the first hundrec miles. There
were islands where there had been
none before, and sandbars where there
had been islands. Despite all his
watchfulness and care, Daicey himself
ran the steamboat aground on one
of these. Unable to get clear by
Rt el o aieak
chance on stoving in the bottom of
the Queen. The towrope was made
fast to a stout oak tree on the rear
bank, then given a turn around the
capstan on the foredeck. The tough-
est men in the crew lined up to port
and starboard with their long iron-
es.  And with Pete Bedu
manning the-capstan, Daicey ordered
Gus Gevaert to put on all possible
steam,
The Queen of the West shuddered,
as if breaking her back. Then, slow.
ly, she began to move. _Matt Daicey
stood grimly at the wheel, in his mind
a vision of the steamboat’s keel being
ripped loose from stem to stern,

But she made it. In a matter of
moments the Queen was floating free.
What was_more, when Daicey went
over the side later to investigate, he
found that no damage had been done
to the keel. ~The bar had been low,
and the sand soft.

With nothing more disastrous than
this, they passed the mouth of the

aw, where Kansas Gity now stands.
Beyond here the river takes a north-
westerly course, and beyond here (0o,
the character of the land itsclf began
to change. To the right were the
familiar woodlands, lake-dotted, and
the prairies into which even then the
plowman had begun to cut his fur-
Tows; but to the left, to the horizon
and beyond, stretched a strange new
land: the Great Plains, mile after end-
less mile of tall grass, shimmering in
the late spring sun or waving slowly
in the

“Amazing,” said Basil Fowler the
first day he looked upon it; and the
day he added: “Like the ruddy

e 2l days of dodging more
sandbars as well as floating logs and
the more dangerous sawyers—the dead

trees which had got anchored to the
bottom of the river by their roots or
branches, and now surged down with
the current, then up—after coming
safely past all these obstacles, the day

a shout and yanked on the whistle
lanyard.
“K:Lllm.{u dead ahead!” he yelled.

Somewhere well below the mouth
of the Platt, they had at last come
within sight of Henri Sebois.

Men who had been sleepi n the
b (G SIbE ol Gun
Gevaert called for more steam.  Pete

Bedu began heaving cordwood into
the firebox two chunks at a_time,
while Gus himself fetched a pailful
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of spailed salt pork to throw in at
the peychological moment, - Mauhew
Daicey loaded the swivel gun an
the two cannon with sluting d\argcs
The Duke took over the

Mgl Che Onew af the
West waddled up the sluggish river.
Ahead, the keelboat men hastily added
sweep power to that of their ungainly

uare sails. But still the steamboat
gained stead;

midafternoon The Queen of
the West had pulled up alongside
the hindmost of the keelboats, ~ An
hour later it came abreast the leader.
Matt Daicey spotted old Henri Sebois
at_the steering oar.

The paddlewheels of the steamboat
stirred up the muddy Missouri as it
passed, rocking the keelboat. Henri
Scbois did not move. _ He siood at

oar as if made out of granite,
Topkicg neithes 4o,post fiecsmrbomtd:

e was refusing (o acknowledge the

presence of a steamboat on his river.

UT such a refusal could not make
the Queen disappear. Gevaert
threw the salt pork into_the fire-

The steam pressure incremd.
and a great cloud of black sm
jutted from the stack, The Duke

ung on the whistle lanyard.  Matt
Daicey shot off all three cannon at
the same time,  And as he litencd
to their satisfying roar, he was cos
“iacea that he had o the faces s He
still had nearly a thousand miles to
g0, but from now on any man in his
right senses must admit that soon the
steamboat would take over the Mis-
souri, putting the keelboats out of
busins. Any man, that it except
Henri Sebois. .

That mgl\l when they tied up there
was a_pint of whisky ser
man in the crew.
Gevaert led the singing. He drank
many a toast to his engines, toasts in
which everyone joined. They were
all very proud of themselves.

Next. morning_they were slow in
getting started. They had used w
their deck-load of wood.  Pete Bedu's
men were busily heaving cordwood
out of the hold, where cargo would
have been carricd if anyone back in

a steamboat
when a sudden
uproar displaced the lazy sounds of
the morning,  Half asleep, holding
a mug of coffce in his hand, Matthew
Daicey went. over to.the rail of the

r dec
o G sake, what's happened
now?” he roared down.

Pete Bedu was leaning over an of
hatchway, lifting out \umuhmg that
looked like a bundle of cloth. Daicey
looked at it sharply.  Then, with a
violent shock, he tecognized it for
what it was.

It was no wonder that Susanne
Sebois had not been on the bank to




wave Matt Daicey good-by as he left
St. Charles,  Susanne had already
been stowed away abourd The Queen
of the West.  She had slipy
and got into the hold while Daxcey
was diving for that piston.

Now, of course, she was_wearin
the same skirt and blouse in whid
she had been dressed when he last
saw her. Yet dirty and rumpled as
she was, she still looked very lovely.
And, Matt Daicey thought oddly, she
did not look at all hungry, as a stow-
away shoul

Beside him, the Englishman said:
“By Jupiter, Captain—how bizarre!”

-Daicey looked coldly at the Duke.
Basil Fowler was not very good at
simulation,

“You've been feeding her, damn
youl” Daicey swore.

Standing on the deck now, Susanne
fought herself free of Pete Bedu. She
looked up at the deck above and
waved gayly at Daicey. Daicey glow-
ered back and spilled his coffee.

“Good morning, Captain/”she id
She smiled. “You sec, 1 like even
the hold of your sttamahip.

aicey was too furious to speak.
e dragged the Duke
into the deckhouse, " He took the
snaller man by the shittfront and
shook him.

We've got to getrid of her” Daicey
md through his teeth. “Is up to
ou've got to take her back to
&0 Charles

But Susanne Sebois had run up the
Iadder and was at the doorway.

“I won't go," she said defiantly. “I
wanted to stow away until you could
e back. And you can't

now.

Daicey icleased the Duke, turned
and looked at her. Then he laughed
harshl

S ont have 1o he wid. “T1l
wait until your father comes. alon
and turn you over to him. We pass
him yumday, you know.”

e girl straightened her shoul-
ders,lifted her breast. Her dark eyes
flashed, and there was pride in them.
Even in his anger, Matt Daicey knew
v‘.ih‘n she had never looked more beau-

“What you don’t know is that he
Basidyou Lt night,”she s, “You
were all having a foast to your engine.
M. Fowler brought @ something to
eat. He'd just scen Papa p

D.uczv glanced savagely at the

Flushing, Basil Fowler nodded.
“Didn’t want to trouble you with
the knowledge, you know,” he mum-
“Knew you'd catch him again

soon.

‘All right,” Daicey snapped. “I'll
take you along till we catch up to
that old goat. - Then—be damned to
both of you."

He strode from the cabin to the
wheel. The entire crew, scemingly,
had gathered around and was star-
ing stupidly up at him. Very briefly
and forcibly, Matthew Daicey dis-

their ancestors with them.

The men scattered to their work, a

few of them grinning when their

hzcks were turned. The anchor came

. The whistle tooted savagely. The
Paddiehecly WA G i

g

QY that day, for the fint time
since they left St. Charles, the en-
gine broke down. blew off
the cylinder, Knocking a big bole in

mashing into _some
oo enlion 5 ha Ry 38 proved
to be a twoday job fixing it, with
Matt Daicey and Gus Gevacrt work-
ing in shifts.

Yet cven whl]e this was being done,
the not_anchored. Pete
Bedu and Beaver Michaud kept their
men at work all through the daylight

ours. Where the water was shallow
alon the bank,they lowly poled The
Queen of the West upstream. Two
men, cach with a pﬁe, would start
at the bow of the boat, plant the pole
in the sand, then slowly walk to

o T R T
on the larboard side. Always there
were six men poling on either side at
once, with two more who had just
reached the stern running forward
over the boiler deck to take their
places again at the bow. Thus the
men walked the steamboat toward the
Yellowstone, virtually inching for-
ward where the current was swift; and
at_night they dropped on the deck
exhausted.

Though Daicey tried to ignore Su-
sanne, he could ot help sceing her
constantly at work during those two
days. - She carried no pole, of course,
but she seemed to have a faculty for
being everywhere where she was most
needed. She cooked a good stew for
the hungry men, from a_deer the
Duke had shot on a sandbar. She
kept them consandly supplied with
hot coffec. The fact of her presence
alone soon had them singing the songs
of the voyageurs at their wor

At last the cracked cylinder head
was re-welded. New bolts were forged
and the threads cut.  When the bolts
were finished, the two men cut a new
gasket from a picce of buffalo hide.
Gevaert punched holes in it, and they

reassembled the engine. Then, care-
fully, they tightened down  the cyl-
i .

It was while driving the old bolts
from the cylinder head that Daicey
had nnuce?’ something arange about
one of He top to
stalriic e e dmppcd o)

pocket, (unwely as if he were steal-

ng somethin
cto Bedv had Rept upsteam. . The
Queen of the West was ready to go.

Unfortunately, however, the sun was
now close to the horizon—and only a
fool or a madman would attempt to
Tun the Missour at night.

Matthew Daicey at the
moment was a little bit of both. He
was determined to pass Scbois at once,

t all costs, and to leave Susanne
S:bms with her father.  He told him-

elf that it was because she was like
& hes aboud The Outen'ef e ek

¢ the very fact of her appearance
had twice resulted in trouble, but as
for a truly logical explanation of his
reasons, he had none.

But once Daicey had decided to
chance a night's run on the river,
there was no lack of logic in his
preparations. He dropped the land-
ing stage so it hung over the water
like a boom, and stationed two old
rivermen upon it. These men had
been up the Missouri many a time on
Henri Scbois’ keclboats, and they
could be trusted to keep a sharp
lookout. Behind them on the bow
were two more men armed with boat-
hooks, with which they would try to
fend off floating logs.  He kept one
man with him at the wheel, and an-
other stayed with Gevaert by the
valve. Then he called for stoam.

HE rickety engine seemed to be
outdoing itself tonight, as they
moved slowly up the river once more.

Gus had reported that they bad only |

U

twelve hours’ more fucl, ey
i i
were many good stretches of forest
along  here. Come morning, _they
would anchor and wood up again.
The moon, lopsided but nearly full,
had come up behind them and to
starboard. 1t would be on the river
all night. For a change, luck was
running with Daicey, not against him.

Bone:weary as he was, Daicey was
almost happy. Then he felt the bit
of metal heavy in his pocket, and his
old suspicions came back to him.
cause_he wanted nobody to sce him
examine it, he took over the wl
and sent the man who was helping
him down to the engineroom for a
can of coffee. In the bright moon-
light he studied the broken bolt. He
had been right. Part of the break
was new—but part was old. It looked
21t it bad been cut halfway through
before being assembled as part of
engine.

Chere was a faint rustling sound
behind him.  Closing his fist over the
metal, he turned swiftly. He found
himself looking down into the wide
dark eyes of Susanne Sebois. - She was
still wearing the blouse with the
square, low neck of the times, and
she had let down her black hair so
that it hung below her should

couldn't help secing you,” she
“The moonlight is so bright.




She handed hima  lindrical chunk

of iron. at

zlement, e n(%mzl
“It was in the hold,”

“When I was stowed away, Gus G

she exj lam:d

et ko o s haiciiway.
Later on, he came down to look for
it. But I had it by then.

It was one half of the broken wrist-
pin that had delayed them at St.
Charles, and had very nearly cost the
lives of these two when it parted. It
t00 had been aut, in the same man-

broken bolt that Daicey
sl grl]lpld so tightly in his right
han

buunnc looked up at him s if

But al-
he had sent for
nbing the ladder,

Daicey turned the wheel over to him,
stepped to the boiler-deck rail. Still
silent, he watched the dark water

ing past. Susanne had followed
and now tood close to him, upwind
of him, so that the brecze caused her
lustrous hair to caress his arm. ~As if
trying t0 gnore her, he gulped down
the ot coffe
“The rive said. “It’s beau:
tiful in the moonlight. I think it's
not just gold that makes men like
you and Papa want to follow it—to
follow it and fight it!”

Acutely aware of her presence as
he was, l)du(y hardly knew that she
was speakin

“Whire's the Duke?” he asked sud-

nly.

“Watching Gevacrt,” Susanne told
him.

Daicey had made up his mind. He
turned, strode stiffly into his cabin.
He unwrapped his dueling pistols and
loaded them with frésh powder and

Susanne moved

glosar to Daicey.

“Perhaps you

derstand now” e
aid.

ball. Then he saw that Susanne
Sebois had followed him. She stood
in the doorway, saying nothing, but
Her face was pale and frightensd,

“Is between him and me,” Daicey
md it surprisingly quiet. “T
had the proof without that wrist-pin.
I he had to, he'd blow up the Queen
to stop us.”

Gently, e put the girl aside and
went down'the ladd

S pstls were in the w'usv.bmd
his trouscrs, and they were
Sl bein 4 s
widened. He had been sitting in a
rawhide - bottomed chair_where he
could atch the steady pulsing of the
engine. The Duke sat facing him,
and a game of checkers was between
them. The Duke alone showed no
: he lad been expecting this

She’s running like a dream,” the
i i e e
up his terror, His'glance shuttled
from Daicey's face to the pist
o' Daiceys narroved eyes
We've licked the

me

to her, Captain.
last of our trouble.
et up,” said Daicey coldly.

Gevaert had to use his hands and
arms to push hi

chair, because hi

something with which t5
protect hlmscll
aske

Can you swim, Gus?”

to,” Daicey said.
Do il be s
right smart walk back to St. Louis”
n't do that,” Gevaert said,

his volce breaking. - *There's Indians.
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I'd sarve to death. Theyd scalp

ere aren't any Indians down

this part of er,”

xecied him. ~And if you surv: w

death, it won't worry mi

have blown us a1l to hell 1 youd ad

the chance.
T

behind Daicey. 'The sight gave him

courage; he suu(,menc lmc\llendy
“You make me walk,” he said, “and
youll have to s S S

Daicey was done with words He
went uy d Gevaert
mn,,cd{.ack agatuata bulkhead, He
xeached for a chunk o scrapiron, but
Daicey knocked it from his b

The engincer was SHeisiig fuit
sobbing at once. Daicey slapped him
hard in the face, knocking his head
askew, then kicked him out of the
engine-room. ~ At the bull-rail Gevaert
hung on, screaming, Daicey let him.
bellow ot a time. then hauled him
off the rail and threw him over!

He tossed a couple of pieces of cord:
wood after hi

Ceracrt came up between the two
Togs, spitting and coughing and claw-
ing for something to support him.
He almost went under again before
his hand closed over a piece of the
. It was enough to support
him. Daicey watched him until he
swirled away in the wake of the boat;
then he went back to the steering
Susanne Scbois followed him.

The thought fickered across his mind
that somewhere the prairie must be
ablaze. But that was a common oc-
currence and did ot trouble him,
Here was Sus her
piquant face

breeze whipped at her hair and
clothing.

K you,” she said softly, “for
giving him a chance. If you had
killed him, I'd have had to blam
y Papa’s done too much.
y looked into her dark eyes.
There was moonglow in them, and the
moon was soft on her white shoulders.
“I don’t understand you,” he said,
nd his voice sounded husky. “Your
father's fighting me, in every way e
can. Butyou— Oram I justa plain
ol

H

g

“A little,” she said. Her eyes spar-
Kled. “A little, but not much. I've
told you why, but I don't think you
understand. ~ Perhaps you will—-after
youget to the Yellowstone.”

e wheelman coughed.  “If you'll
TR ptain,” he
suggested, “I'l fetch some more of-

e,
“Why, uh, thanks,” Daicey said.

There was clear stretch ahead of
them, where the current seemed to
follow a straight course in midstream,



One of the men on the landing
stage was throwing the lead-line to
test the depth of the water. For a
moment or two, The Queen of the
West could steer herself.

Susanne Scbois was the daughter of
Daicey's worst enemy, but that had
little meaning now. She was also a
woman, a lovely woman, and they
were alone here under the moonlight
in this suddenly magic 1 place. Dai-
e lfted a Tand to her shoulder

But even doing so, he could not
fail to see ahead of mm, up the river.
His hand tightened, then he let it
fal, For up there smoke had buile

ayblack cloud against the stars.
B s s Drightly.

It was no erdinary prairic firc. It
was 2 wooded island burning, and
both banks of the river were ablaze.
It was a fire that had been deliberately
set, This wat the fis

& come uj e past two days,
o ey bag el enough fuel to last
until dawn.

Susanne Sebois half turned then,
following Daicey's gaze. She looked
back at him, into his eyes, saying
nothing. She knew what he was

And the magical moment

n.ﬁq shouted for Beaver Michaud.

“Wet down the decks!” he bellowed.

“Wet down emz‘!hmg We're going
at fire tonight.”

ud answered

“Aye-aye, si
R
Daicey did not smile. The Duke’s
dlmplme was ot funny any more,
ing was funny on this wip to
m Yellowstone. 1t was all pure hell,

ey dropped wooden buckets over
1 Feni e
Starting at the top, they soaked every-
thing bt the boher fee juelt, They
poured buckets of water on themselves
and rigged masks of wet cloth to
keep the smoke from their lungs.
Daicey, at the wheel, saw Susanne
Sebois standing by the deckhouse with
blanket and a washtub of
She had dumped a_pail of
water on herself, so_the thin goods
of her blouse and skirt, clung to her
lovely figure. With a red bandanna
over her mouth, and her dark hair
tied up tightly in a handkerchief she
looked strange and unreal, as
everything else in this nightmare.
Below, the Duke kept his eyes on the
engine while Pete Bedu lined up his
men, half to fight the fire, half to
keep the blaze up under the boiler.
ow they were in it, with flames on
both sides of them, and flames ahead.
The men at the bullrail kept on
hauling up water. Daicey, with his
hat low over his eyes, stared into the
infermc. Smoke andflme =
thick he could hardly see. ided
e Queen of the West hal( hy in-
e eitate by looking for the hottest

part of the fire o either side and
drawing a middle course.

Blazing embers rained down all
over the deck. On the roof of the
deckhouse, a man was sweeping them
off with a wet broom. Susanne Scbois
was keeping the area around Daicey
clear, slapping at the flame with her

wet blanket. One red-hot piece of
wood landed on Daicey’s shoulder,
burning him, but before he himself
could Knock it off, she extinguished
it with a pail of water on his back,
already steaming with the heat.

As he had never prayed before,
Daicey was_praying now that the
engine would not break down. He
s e e
Dirab-throb throb that e could feel
in the deck, and he leaned into the
wheel as if by his actual strength
he could hold the engine together.

The bandanna over his mouth was
drying out. The smoke had just be-
gun to bite acridly at his throat when
Susanne Schois, as if reading his mind,
untied the mask and threw on a new
wet one while he held his breath.
An instant later she threw a fresh
bucket of water on him, and ran to
the rail to hoist up some more.

Then, suddenly, the fire to the star-
board moved farther away. They
had passed the island. Daicey et
his way toward the center of the Tiver.
There the air was cooler, though both
banks were still ablaze. There the
men could rest 2 little while The
Queen of the West plowed on up the
Missouri. _After a while, it was pos-
sible to distinguish between moon-
light and fireglow.

‘At last they passed the main blaze,
to come into almost barren prairie
country where there was only grass to
burn. ' Here Daicey signaled_Fowler
to_easc up on the steam. Then he
called for an assembly of his men.
In the past half hour, he had for
the first time come to realize the odds
he faced. Perhaps he had known it
before and refused to admit it even
to himself: now he

The men came to the foredeck and
lined up there  facing him, their
faces black, their clothing burned.
Susanne Sebois stood with her back
against the deckhouse, behind Daicey.
Her skirt had been ripped almost
it A in i
streak of slender thigh. From her
nose up, her face was black, but the
wet bandanna had kept her mouth
and chin clean. She looked grotesque,
but she stood very proudly.

“Go inside,” Daicey ordered her.

“I'm part of your crew,” she said.
“You're got to let me be part of your

" he said more sharph
o The gl looked defiantly at

o moment, secming. About.

lpeak Then, abrupdy,”she turned
iy, Daicey ueppel uwp to

break of the deck, where he could
look down on his men. were
all there,including Basi Fouler, who
r a moment his selfap-
po: e job at the engine, Odd,
Daicey thought with a feeling of
warmth, how this cxperience had
changed the Englishman. There was
very little left to remind you of his
observer airs back in the tavern at
St. Charles. He might have been
on the river all his life.

Looking down at the once mutinous
erew that these past days had welded
together into afi company,
thinking what he had & say to them,
Daicey's throat was tight.

“What we've just been through,”
he told them, *is only a sample.
Scbois will do’ everything he can to
stop us. And we're out of firewood.
We might have to pole the Queen
fora miles. ~ It's going te be

lain  hel waited a2 second.

'he men were moving about nervous.
ly. “But we can float back to St
Charles and start over again. Or we
can float_back and quit.”

“The devil with that!” the Duke
cut in. “I'm bound for the Yellow-
sone.  Give me a pale, Capain.”

The men began to

M4 polon cove Abve aminmie

of their voices.

“First man_look downstream, he
answer to me,” said Michaud.  “Even
the Captain, sir, by God.”

The roar rose louder. Matthew
Daicey had to tn away because there
were tears in his eyes

EVERY day was hot now, and end-
less. Sometimes when a breath
of air stirred they would rig a sail.
On occasion they found dry wood
where the spring floods had piled it
on a sandbar, They pulled aboard
every snag they could and chopped
it up for fuel. So there were days
when they sailed and days when they
poled, and days when everyone lolled
on the deck while a few hours' sup-
ply of frewood did the work or them.
Chey even tried ﬁrmK the boiler with
buffalo chips, but the poor steam
e Gagendezei by thl fuel hands
kept up with the current-of the
e
They did not have to run through
fire again, but more than once- they
came to what formerly had been a
fine stand of cottonwood timber, since
burned flat by Sebois. These groves,
usually in some watered hollow, were
always combed carefully for service
able wood. The great trunks that
had not burned through could be
cut and stacked on deck.. When they
got a load of this, Daicey would travel
night and through the day until
it was burned up or another grove
sighted. The snags and shoals which
made steaming upriver at night so
dangerous no longer gave him pause:




dzngef was something that Daicey
and_ his men no longer knew.

Thanks to Basil Fowler, the engine
gave no further trouble.
seemed that once the Englishman had
set s mind 10 3 task e alvays did
that task well. One cvening, as they
stood beside cach other at the wheel,
Daicey took occasion to thank him fof
what he had dond

“Quite all right,” said the English-
man, obviously embarrassed. “Mus
Keep. from getting bared, you know
Thinking of the day when you'll
have a flect of these beasts waddling

up the river.”
“If that time comes,” Daicey told
him, “I hope you'll be skipper of

the finest of them.

“Precisely what I had in mind, of
course” the Duke assured him.
must say I find this river fascinating.
Beats the sca in many ways. Trick-
ier. Gives me new life.”

And that, Daicey was keenly aware,
was where the Englishman’ wished
this soul-baring conversation to end.
So he did not pursue it further.

T his fashion they came ac las to
the mouth of the Platte, the tradi-
tional boundary between the frontier
and the wilderness Above here, fuel
ore scarce than_ever;
nnly Il T o b 1o
greaer supply, The lookout spotted
a herd of buffalo as they poled uj
the Platte, o Daicey, callod s halk 5
send out a hunting party. Thus far
there had. been game in abundance,
from deer and bear down to turkeys,
igeons and wild ducks, almost for
the asking; but from here on the
country was more open, and even
game might not be so plentiful.
Brooding, Daicey watched Susanne
Sebois carrying one of the Duke’s
sporting rifies and talking cheerfully
to the Englishman as_they hiked out
toward the buffalo. That fire down-
siver had put 3 vall between the girl
and Daicey. In a sense it was a wall
06 ki G bukding, bat he could oe
tear it down. He could not even
be sure he wanted to, for old Henrl
Sebois was now his implacable enemy.
And after the day he had ordered
her away, after she had helped all
through the fire, Susanne showed no
disposition to_be friendly. As much
as it was possible aboard The Queen
of the West, she scemed to avoid him.
Long. ago Susanne’s clothes and
shoes had gone to picces. She was
barefooted now, dressed in cut-down
breeches and shirt from the Dukes
capacious luggage. In spite of this
outrageous costume, she was lovelier
than ever. And she had obviously
carned the respect of the crew, who
treated her like a smaller and younger
member of their own group.
After they had gone, Matt Daice
stripped off his buckskins and dive

overboard.  He had a good swim and
lay in the sun a while. It was

first time he had really relaxed since
he had left St. Charles. When the
hunting party returned with the best

t of half a dozen buffalo, he was
ecling like a new man.

Best of all was the news that Sus-
anne Sebois brought. She reported to
Daicey, very matter-of-factly and pre-
cisely, that she had found a fine stand
of cottonwood just a short distance
up the Platte.  Timber, of course,
that her father had failed to burn
because it was not situated on the
main stream. Delighted as he was,

Daicey was a little irritated because
Susanne- had made the report. Why
must it always be she?>  Why not the
Duke or another of the party, all of
whom obviously had seen the timber?

cut that wood day and night,
floating it down the Platte to the
Missouri, where they hauled it aboard
The Queen of the West. They filled
the hold with cordwood, stacked it
high on the decks. They piled it on
the boiler deck too, until the
was so heavily loaded they dared not
put on another stick.

At the Platte they also picked up
two bits of news along with the meat
and the wood. A deserter from Se-
bois' outfit, a_man who had had
cnough of poling and_rowing and
cordelling, came down the river-bank
while they were working to beg some
of the buffalo steak. They fed him,
and he informed Daicey that when
the Queen dropped anchor at the
Platte, old Henri was only one day
ahead. He also told them that the
Sioux upstream had sent down word
that they would let no one pass their
village.

Daicey could not be certain that
Sebois himself had not sent the man
down to cause what trouble he could,
s0 he gave the fellow all the meat
he could carry and gent him pack-
ing. As for the word regarding the
Indians, he was not surprised. A few
years before, the Sioux had been
friendly; but soon they had discovered
that they were. not the most favored
among the Indians. Having little
but buffalo hides to offer in trade,
they saw the white men going farther
up the river where the take was richer
and more varied. This meant that
their traditional enemies, the tribes
up the iver, were belng supplied with
more guns and pos shot than
they: - Quite uaturally they objected:

Pete Bedu built up the fire. When
the Dukstliad'at fall hisd of stcdia,
they plowed north again, with,a sl
rigged to_help thenalong. At the
moment, Daicey was not t0o troubled
o (he Sigus, With bis three beass
cannon, he -thought he could keep
them at a distance. With steam he
could outspeed _their  canoes.  Nor
was he now afraid of Sebois. There
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was nobody aboard to wreck the en-
gine, and he had loaded-enough wood
to take them wel e keelboats.
To celebrate their good fortune,
Daicey broached the keg again. With-
out his having ordered i, the men
drank in shifts, singing as the
At the wheel, Daicey felt the satis-
fying throb of the engine and the fiat
smell of wood smoke drifted
This time, it was a fine, :xhllanung
odor because it came from his sta
not from the fires Schois had set.
usanne Scbois was below some-
where—with the Duke, most Hkely,
learning how to be an engineer.
Daicey the wheel and stared
straight shid.  Sométhing of the fine
savor of this moment had been lost.

e at the big bend, he bluf
was high to starboard. To
left, a long bar thrust itself out into
the river, its tip stacked with sna
Beyond_the bar the_lod,

Sioux village looked like tiny mounds,
with wisps of smoke curling up from
the center of cach, Yet the whole
scene appeared to be absent of life.
There were .no_warriors anywhere,

When The Queen of the West
rounded the bend and drew into the
main channel below the high bluff,
Matt Daicey realized immediately
what was afoot. Four keelboats were
anchored midstream, close together,
two abreast.” They were downstream
from the bluff far_enough to be out
of arrow-range.  The big square sails
were furled, and the men on the decks
were all under cover.

Daicey called for half speed. The
steamboat shuddered as_the Duke
turned the steam valve, Twice Dai-
cey tugged on the whistle, and the
sharp toots were echoed back from the
bluff.

Almostinstantly, heads appeared
up above, Indians staring down in
open astonjshment.  Strange tales had
come to them, but never before had
they scen anything like this. From
the village naked children and wom-
en popped suddenly from their lodges.
Precedd by yapping dogs, they rshed
to the shore to gaze on this queer
canoe that moved without oars or

!

s,
P Dritting up behind the Keelboats,
Daicey called for an even slower en-
gine. He did not want to throw out
an anchor, for that might spoil the
illusion that the Queen was alive,
He gave forth with a fierce blast of
his whistle, sending the brown:skinned
women and children tearing back to
their villge. The scrawny Indian
went Yipping off across the prai-
T Sy
heads.
ldling slong, Daicey pulled up
beside the keelboats had saved
half a keg of salt pork et
ing, to blacken his smoke. He had




dreamed of it often since the keel-
boats sneaked past him in the night.
But strangely, this moment he had
enjoyed so much in those dreams
now scemed flat and empty. He
could see that the tough, bearded men
on the keelboat were terrified. Only
old Scbois himself had any apparent
fight left in him. He stood at the
sweep of his keelboat and glared de-
fiantly at Matthew Daicey. He would
do not less and he could do no more:
this ime he could not deny the pres-
ence of The Queen of the West
Daicey signaled for the Duke e
Iy to hold way against the current.
They were alongside the keelboat on
which Sebois stood now, nosing it on
the starboard side of the Queen’s
bow. Old Henri filled his chest with
air.His oxlike shoulders were square
and his wide white mustache bristled.
Daicey grinned down at him.
“Its been a long push,”
“I'll see you at the Yellowstone.”
He lifted his hand to_tug the bell
for full speed ahead. And then he
dropped 1t. It must have been old
Henri's defiant attitude that stopped

If you get there,” Scbois oled,
“Damn you, Daicey, when the wind
changes, we'll sail past these devils
and_show you our heels again.
don't know how in hell you got chis
s

her—on our backs,”
‘We burned buffalo

BUT Daicey's smile was gone.
could not help seeing that there
was something more than pitiful
about these keelboat men. The water
out here was too deep for poling, and
the current t0o swift for their sweeps.
They could not sail past_the bluff
because the wind was against_them.
They were truly at the mercy of the
Indians who, once this strange steam-
boat was out of the come
down upon them and em out.

It was only what Scbois deserved,
Daicey thought. He had tried ever
trick short of murder he could thin
of, to stop the steamboat man. ~Yet,
looking down at the keelboat man
standing there, hard as flint, sure that

is ways were right, all the hate and
anger went_out of Matthew Daicey.

€ turned over the wheel to Beaver
Michaud. He stepped down to the
main deck, Easily, he vaulted over
the bullrail and onto the deck of
the keelboat. He walked slowly up
to Henri Scbois.

“Tie on behind, Sebois,” Daicey
said quictly. “Well give you 2 tov.
1ts. the only way you can make it."

Ol Elgnalamts bnchic w1
he were about to strike Daicey, but
he did not move. He looked about
him, saw the unvoiced begging of his
frightened men. He spat on the deck.

Tl be damned if 1 do” he mid.
'm taking no tow from a kettle on

a uow oy =
Daicey heard someone
Hcard hniod: barc Tootstios i the
deck behind him.
Henri Sebois’ jaw dropped.
“Don'’t be a fool, Papa,” said Su-
sanne Sebois. *“Tie on—or be damned

to you.”

Slowly, old Henri recovered his
composure, lost at the sight of the
daughter he had thought safe in St.

arles. He took a step toward Dai-

cey.

VBlast you,” he said. “You kid-
naped her! TIl kill you with my
bare hands.

But Susanne came between them.
She was laughing

“Do you think anyone could kid-
nap me, Papa?” she asked. I stowed
away.” She stopped smiling. “Be-
cause somebody had to tell if_this
i would run. mel
out if Mr. Daicey was
really a fool-or if he could carry
your goods to the Yellowstone.”

O1d Heassebais stood. stockatill,
but Daicey thought that the muscles
of his rockhard jaw were trembling.

=

SPORT SPURTS
by Harold Helfer

A anonymous soul sent the St. Paul
Baseball Club two ten-dollar bills

use he had taken several baseballs
ot bttt 12 e ey
years before.

.o

mmett French once went around
T golf-course using only
a putter—and made it in 80.

.o

Six months after Babe Didrikson
first got hold of a golf-club, she was
out-driving and beating George Al-
bach—Dallas, Tex., pro—her first in-
structor.

.
Louise Brough beac Margaret Os-
borme for Ameria’s women's tennis
ampiouship, but they are lifelong
riend and  theis mtth chey o
sat down and cr
e
Walker, the peepul’s cherce
s Brooklyn Dodgers, is mch &
strategist_tha diieceat bua
against left-handers and right-handers.

“ee

Drivers in the Indianapolis Speed-

way races don't have to worry about

t00 much tee air-presure being buil
course be-

up as they whirl around the
cause they fill their tires wich nitrogen
instead of air.

85

“I found out,” Susanne said, her
voicerising. “He isn't. And he can.
Vs time you found out there’s a new
way to tame the Missouri. Because
it's got to be your way too. Now
tic on. I want my father alive.”
Henri Sebois’ face reddened, but he
suddenly found his voice.
amn youl” he yelled, “Get ot
my All of you! And throw
down )o\lr blasted lines.”

VI Paicey turmed away. - Some.
one, probably the Duke, tossed
down a line to him, and he clambered
back aboard the Queen. Then he hur-
ried up the ladder and took the wheel

again.
“Cet that st pork ready” he
howled to the Duke. “And every-
borly tnder’ covesl:-Welre ‘going 08
run past that bluff. Man the guns.”
The men he had trained as can-
noneers ran to their weapons, ~Steam
shot suddenly into the stack as the
pressure went up in the boiler. Black
smoke began to pour into the sky.
The whistle screamed. Paddle-
wheels splashed and beat, Kicking
up a great spray. The four keel
Diata sicched oag behindl The Quatn
of the West like ducklings following
their mother. On the boiler deck of
the steamboat, a girl stood by
than et yheel; Mt Decey ad
not known that she followed him, but
Susanne Sebois was there. Her bare
feet were braced, Her dark eyes were
turned steadily upstream.
ne Indian, with more nerve than
the others, crept up to_the edge of
the bluff and let an arrow fly at the
terrible_creature_below. The arrow
knifed into the deck and stood there
uivering, only a few feet in front of
the wheel. A brass cannon roared,
lowing up a stretch of the
luff. There were no more arrows.
Susanne moved closer to Matt Dai-
ey, “Perhaps you understand o
the said.  “You had a new way, but
Papa could not sce it. Someone had
to find out if it was right and tell
him. Because Papa grows old, and
some day he would have to have a
man run the river for him.
Almost s hard a8 ioeelf “Bat Bt
quite, I think, " because ‘the  times

Daicey looked down at her, into
dark eyes. He had never quite
known before what it was to
happy. For he saw there the answer
to all that a man could ask for.

“But it’s not quitc as simple as
that, Susanne,” he said, his own voice
sounding strange to him

“Or simpler,” she answered. She
was smiling, her full lips eager.

His arm sipped about her vaist,
and 7he Kimed her, = Neves Sujin
‘Would old Heari Sebais stand beteeen
his daughter and the new conqueror

of the wild Missouri.




AN AMERICAN SHIP CAPTAIN FOUND
e i RO U
CHINA OF A CENTURY AGO —

HIN CARGO OF TEA AND SITKS AT A PRICE
OF PERIL AND DEVIOUS DEALINGS.

HE dignity of ship's master,

per clambered down in-

to the “fast boat” hired to take him
upriver from Whampoa, the port of
Canton, to the city itself, and took a
seat beside his supercargo and private
interpreter Clark, -he was rife_with

suppressed curses. Also, thought of
what lay i bis pocke. lent him dismay
and acute anxiety. Should he hav
accepted i
off halance for onre, untiscd by thi
strange scene aros

“Thix was s st China voyage; and
getting the Martha from her outer
anchorage to her berth at Whampoa
had been  terrible headache. In this

joke, and every
was rigorously circumscribed, Cl:
inspected the lean, bony, serious fe-

tures beside him, and ami

“You look unhappy, C‘E n. You
a1 no plested with your it sight of
Chins

lanced back at his ship,
,u.rdﬂf,'.‘ @ fast on ither quar-
3 10 e eveat sugating, sud groued.

“I wish to hell I'was out of it! ~ First
send word to the agent at Canton;
then take a pilot when permission
comes, and work upriver past those
forts. After a Hong merchant has
gone security for us, ship a comprador
and
stop and be inspected and me:
by mandarins, o, pay 8 huge graft in port
charges and finally anchor,
leave the ship and go on to Cantofi

alone. On top of al that gic, the
fic here: for ‘months =
Tos incrediblel”

Clark chuckled. “Everyone has to
doit; yet the routin . This
is the only spot in China where for-
eign trade is permitted. It must all
be handled through the Hong mer-
chants, o submit gracefully, Except
for o

fatercourse is al-
lowed.

“That's what worries aid Ezra
Cooper. “The ship lying there for

weeks or months, with those women
board —"

al
He checked himself; Clark under-
odded.  Those two Chi-

drift with some wreckage from a
Soundered ship, were & source of deads
a word should get out of

eir presence aboard, ship and cargo

l

and arew were doomed. Luckily they

B cut the the
clothes offcred lhun to
stay below-decks in d; Political

refugees of some sort, ‘woman
2 Der mald, Eira Copper Hked her
of ] “Heavenly Har-
but he was sour about the
anger incurred by her rescue. And
wvlh reason. ...
is i iver trip was a marvelous
he boat used paddles; no
e have got her through, for
amimed with junks and
i med them to Cooper:
Huge c().\mn), junks, seagoing craft;
salt-corporation junks, révenue boats,
floating residences, flower boats, ferry
sampans, barbers” bost, vendors ok
everythin boat:
rical pcllolmus and fortunceellers
—literally a city afloat.

After two_ hours of this, Jackass
Point came into sight, with the small
sector allotted foreigners for residence

athouses, a paved terrace behind,
and flagpoles l’lymg their colors before
each “hong’” or group of buildings
Tmually clled “factory by the oreign
devils, who could no* leave their roof
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except by special permit,
any women, native or owed.
"o, this is Canton!” grunted
er, looking over the crowded Pearl
River at the farspread native city.
He thought of what lay in his coat
pocket, looked at the terrace ahead,
and shivered. Before the pole carry-
ing the “flowery t of the
United States, lay a_Chinese body,
with the head at some distance,
“The way of the transgre
no compromise,” commented Clark.
“Here's your agent coming to meet us,
and friends.

Nor were

OOPER stepped ashore. The feel-

ing of being on another planet
departed; here was 2 grinning yellow
may behind him honest Ameri-
3 Lm, hearty handrips, introduc
tions — Mr. Nye, acti uunmll ].nuu
Fafbor, Chantes ot g, Grectings
questions, requests for lewsrs or
Yesounded.  Most of the ships refused
to deliver letters at once, trade being
sharply competitive; but Cooper had
brought a sack of them. News of
Cap'n Howe's death en route saddened
the men's faces.




Yi.

The American facory was a three.
story building like the rest, several
e e ip-
pers seldom came to reside here, but

B i Ofiscameth e i recsnlaitd
to spare; both Cooper and Clark could
be accommodated easily. _After a few
moment of Ik and mae introduc-
tions, he was taken to his room in
e of a mwm, one Ling Ting

e olitary. Nall Peesurmably Lin
spoke English, but to Cooper his jar
jon was all Greck.

With his baggage Cooper was taken
to a room in Suy Hong, behind the
Hat balldlngissd being this, dloce;
he addressed Ling:

“I want to see a Chinese who works
here. ~ His name is Man Ho. I think
he is the comprador of the factory
here.”

The other grinred. “My all sam
he said, which meant nothing to Coop-
er. The latter repeated his request.
ng discharged a volley of
balderdash, and Cooper lost his tem-
per. There was a st Clark
appeared from an adjoining room.

“Hellol Anything wrong here, Cap-

Cooper_explained, and the other

laughed. “You don't understand pidg:
r businesstalk; it's made up of

A A e %
Let me warn you that the comprador
is the most important person in a
factory. Your man was rying to tll
you that_his name use e Man
Ho, but he changec it e
it mentioned

NDEED, the
agitation. Cooper
cloth-wrapped T'ai Ho had
given him aboard ship, told Clark
whence it came, and brought out a

folded paper on which the Chinese girl

had brushed characters in ink.
“She said to give 'em to Man Ho.
is the right man.”
o exchanged rapid
the

e later took

then opencd the packet
the little square
aced it o the floer, and prosirated
mself before it,

“What the devil— began Cooper.
Clark checked him.

“Wait. L'll expl

n later.”
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Chinese _displayed

BY M. BERFORN-JIONES

Ling rose, holding the tiny
reverently, and exchanged excits
speech with Clark. Presently he ex-
tended the cup to Cooper, who took
it and slipped it into his pocket, won-
dering what it was all about. The
yellow face had changed. 7 place
of its grin, it now held a grave, earnest
expression, and the black eyes searched
Cooper intently. Then
as though in assent, touched %oopen

pocket, and aid:
ty ittle sing. Joss chop. My

do ph nty good
Then he and went out.

wrned,
Clark closed the door, and wi
sweat from his Al
That just can't be translated, Mr.
s sarcasm, reverence and
Your pretty little cup is
dlvine. butings  neten Cby hettens
He will obey. Now suppose you tell
t on the bed, got his

Cooy i
T T A S I""
tale: how, back home in Newhurypurl.
he got the cup from a man just re
turned from Canton, who knew noth-
ing about it. How he Himself, llkmx
it rarely for its artistry and beauty
had cherished it, had been d.m.,&
yarious adventures with it._ Then e
ﬁ "ai Ho, when Hea-

wiped

ey ipirenc e
Bote and packet fowMan, Ho.
Clark’s features cleared.

ow I can explain, partly. That
girl aboard the ship was the daughter
of a high dignitary known as Ta Yin

s |mom|

cup. uuz out a year ago,
he was disgraced and executed for
His daughter escaped
h her. mald auendant.. Man Ho
T s aithiu e vabt 1 N
Fave (iabghtéshidden abosss il
and this compradr Ling isthe former
n Ho — you he sent him the
cup to serve rety for you, know-
ing he would recognize it, and gave
certain_orders, which he will obey.
The cup gives you cnormous presige
in his eyes ndy it is considered
your property
1 glad to have it back,” Cooper
1 el it to T'ai Ho.”

ce) do you good. It'sa
cersitonal bBle S Ko e
for God's ake, be arelull _ Let o
word of this get out €Il have

our heads chopped of



“I'm not talking,” assented Cooper
grimly. *This Ling is important, you

say?

‘Highly; handles money and busi-
ness for everyone here, and for the fac-
tory treasury too. Now he’s your firm
friend, and can do practically anything

for you.

“Well, I'd like to know what's the
inscription on that cu

“Only a highly educated native can
tell you. It in the clerical writing,
$ame a4 our Old English.  Wel, mees
you in ten minutes, and we'll go down
to ti

Leit alone, Cooper put the “plitty
ittle sing” on his table and looked at
it. The square cup was of bronze,
heavily gold-plated; the whole outer
surface of the sides was occupied by a
deeply incised inscription in Chinese
characters.  Affection warmed his re-
gard. He lacked superstition; yet the
thing did scem a token of good luck;
from his first sight of it, he had ardent.
ly desired it. Why> For what pur-
pose? He could not say.

“Now you seem to be still serving
your former owner, eh?" he chuckled,
and tucked the cup from sight in his
bag. “Stay there, then; I'm too busy
to moon over you.”

T was no rouble fiting himselt into
the life of the factory, which was
not unlike a men’s club; the merchants
and missionarics around_him were
congenial and hearty. The English,
Dutch, French and American factories
flourished; others were mere consular
residences. ~Portugal’s trade relations
were confined (o her colony of Macao,
a hundred and twenty miles distant:
Old China Street, filled with native
shops, divided he forcign quarte,
here stood an extensive structure,

B Coneoutex: CogioeiF Howse of the
il ve - Hong  manist A
meetings were hel

Almost at once Jfisiness descended
full force upon “Cooper. He gave
two_hours a day to learning pidgin
English with a teacher. His cargo
affairs were handled entirely by his
Hong merchant, onc Houqua, a man
of enormous wealth like them ail; but
he had to make and receive visits of
ceremony, and the services of Clark
as translator were required at all times.
The business of assembling a return
cargo was slow and w Banks
were unknown, dealings being trans.
acted in hard cash or on Hong books.
At this off season, many of the mer-
chants resided at Macao, for their fam-
ilies were not allowed in Canton.

r discovered, oo, that Hony

merchants were subject to_ frequent
“squecze” or graft by their own man-
darins and the Hoppo, or Revenue
Commissioner. Indeed, graft was con-
sidered a normal thing,

A week passed; a second wore along.
An upriver boat brought a note from

Mr. Brindle, the chief mate, that all
was going handily with the Martha;
yet Cooper_presently found a trip to
wmmpoa imperative, having to de-
cide certain cargo matters. He did
not intend to lic at anchor for six
months awaiting tea shipments, and
so he accepted “chow-chow” or mis-
cellancous cargo, some silver and bar
old, porcelains and other articles.
Ling, hearing of the trip, chattered
volubly about nothing at_Cooper
e e e
rturbed.  One morning e hoed i
ooper knew a gold-button or lower-
class Mandarin named Li $su, or had
ever heard of him,
replied Cooper. “But why?

Who % he

Ling Ting's pidgin English was
far beyond his comprehension, and he
could only gather that this Li Ssu was
a scoundrel of the decpest dye, and
that Ling meant to “fixum” in some
manner, He forgot all about it hov-
ever. Some days later Cooper was
discussing a large order of silk picce
goods with his agent, when Old Tom,
the chief linguist at the factory, sum.
moned him to receive a visit from an
official who had come unannounced
with a guard of a dozen soldiers and
had demanded his presence. Luckily
Clark showed up to help in the trans-
lation, Old Tom having very little
English.

“He says it’s a bad business of some
sort — this is a mandarin who com-
mands a downriver fort. You scem
to be an offender, he says.”

Cooper had already mastered the
puzzle of Chinese rank, “mandarin”
merely being a Portuguese term ap-
plied to all public officials, whom the
Chinese themselves called kwun.

With Clark at his side, he came to
the_room where sat the oficial in
broidered robes of state, fan clicking
—and learned that this was Li Ssu.
Mr. Russell, the taipan or factory man-
ager, was here, together with several
of the merchants. Everything was
formal and official; but until tea was
served, no reason for the visit ap-
peared. Li Ssu was a pinch-faced and
arrogant person, and presently ad-
dressed Cooper at some length.  Even
iefore. Ola Tom could put the words
into pidgin English, Clark murmured
at s

“Something has leaked, so think

. He wanis to know why you
brought the Heavenly Roof or im.
perial cup here, and why you have
collected chests of bargold. He wants
half the gold for himself, and hinted
as muc

Except for the bars to come with his
cargo, Cooper knew nothing of any
bar’ gold, and said so Fhfmcally
He ignored the matter of the cup,

which he knew to be safely hidden
in his bag. The implication that he
was smuggling out gold, forbidden by

“parture,”

imperial edict, caused a commotion.
Mr. Russell spoke up. heatedly, and
things became warm as the_ other
Americans joined in, while Li Ssu
kept his gaze riveted on Cooper.
“Kaou-tsze —1 announce my de-
he spat out abruptly, then
rose and haughtily stalked out, in an
obvious hu ussell turned
anxiously to Cooper.
“See here, old man —is there any-

Cooper smiled. “Of course mot.
Houqua has promised some bar-gold
for my cargo, that's all. I've never
seen any. 1 wouldn't even know

where (o get any, mycll. There’s
some mistake, of cou

A mistake — such was the general
opinion, and the matter was dismissed
assuch, Butafter dinner that evening,
Clark dropped into Cooper's room for
a smoke.

“Something fishy about_that visit
today; nobody savvies it,” he sai
“still, he mentioned the cup, and you
and I know he meant your cup. Sup-
pose Ling has let out any word about
i

“I've sent for him, to ask that very
thing — here he is now,” replied Coop-
er, as a knock sounded, and Ling
enter

Clark fired rapid questions at him,
and the comprador looked extremely
flustered, then made a lengthy reply.
Clark grunted.

“He denies flatly having talked; but
he says much is happening under the
surface. Scems mysterious, eh? He
says Li Seu was confidential secretary
to Ta Yin— the father of T'ai Ho,
you know—and caused his disgrace
and execution. . So, naturally, we must
conclude that Ling is his mortal ene-
my. 1s all mixed up, Captain. 1
don't fancy it.”

ING would say no more, and soon
left His past tieup with Li Sau
and with T’ s father pointed to
intrigue, and Gooper did ot like it
Nor did he particularly like the life
here, which was one of luxurious self-
indulgence. The white man had only
to command, and everything was done
for him; he need not turn over a hand
—except to pay. A softening exist-
ence, and a ruinous one, thought
Cooper, whose Yankee independence
was strong. He wr glad when Mr.
Russell, next day, made a suggestion,
The Martha was heav weed
and barnacies ard should be cleaned
— which, with cargo diffculties, would
keep her here for another two or three
months. Gooper's busifiess could be
done for him by the comprador and
Hong merchant, so why not remove to
Macao, an of restrictions?
There he could rent a house, live free-
ly and might see something of the
country; several other Americans were
¢, 100,




jumped at dea, and and I'd gamble th
discussed it with Clark .mdL ng Ting. sing’ is vitally con

your ‘plitty ittle ~_“Him mucho foolo,” said Old Tom.
ted with them. “Wanichee ask m look-sce Heavenly

he latter volunte: ¢ he had So is her ladyship T'ai H Roof cu
SR sup. Cooper remembered Clark’s grave, s brows lifted; he was con-
ply Cooper with a house there and  thoughtful words — later, scious of Li Sews intent lool
with reliable servants for himself and My no savey.” he replied. “No

an do. My no sa
Almost instantly L
ngry speech, and Cooper had the
s it was _ ridiculous idea that the, man under.
ned
of

k. Cooper asented on the spot. QO it was settled, and application
d Clark, trusted him implicitly isi

1o one with whom he would
live.

Ssu broke into

4 —or “leave the country,’
“Of course, you return here  expressed. stood English perfectly re
whenever you i dClark, “Ling  Some days later the permit arrived  blank and denied all i
seems almighty ¢ager about it; he’s —and it was brought by Li Ssu, who the cup.
up to tricks, no doubt. These natives blandly announced himsclf as the  Old ‘Tom grunted uncasily. “Him
use us, remember; we never know agent super the trip, and that say Ta Yin pidgin, bad chop-fo’ you,
or scheming, in two days he would bring a “fast maybe
SRt purposes they have. boat” for Cooper’s use. Cooper took
This feud, as I fancy it is, betwe ive dislike to the man's be:
Ling and Li Ssu, may be more im nched features and utter
portant than we know. We may be LiSsu spoke at some length; amused  ignorance, whereat Li_Ssu
actors in some drama Tom, the official linguist, again made abrupt departure. That
which has sharp and terrible scenes — St ‘geeatly.distirbed. evening Cooper conferred at some

The affaits of
a I'ai Hol still,
Cooper affected utter nonchalance and

Clark murmured at Cooper's ear: “Something has la

d, so think fasnHe wants to know why you
have brought the imperial cup here, and why y g

o have collected chests of bar gold




length with Clark, ho shook his head
gloomily.

“Word has got out about the cup;
that's sure; he’s damned intent on it.
Quicker we get out of here the better;
Tin sorry hat he's the one taking us,
thou

for that. Cooper found
Sl e thing bewildering and die
turbing. n room, he took

O (e Ticte it b e

feasted his eyes on the delicate artis-
ury of the metal. Now, as always, it

fascinated and puzzled him.

‘Why are you sacred and valuable,
and what's your inscription?” he mut-
tered as he puffed. “Must be some-
thing exceptional.  How the devil did
this Li Ssu know about you?”

Ling Ting slid into the room, saw
the cup, and bowed profoundly to it.
From his sleeve he took a folded red

paper covered ith Chincse witin,

"You go Whampos, please you give
e e s el i
everyhing plopah (Eeting gold

“You fix everything proper about
the gold —so you do know somethii
about itl” said Cooper. “You rascal,
I vonder if youve fxed me, toof

t gold? Speak up, now!

RS belong Ta Yin,” id Ling.

“Her father's gold, is that it?"

“Belong him, lony time back. B
long T'ai Ho
You've. bedt getting her
her dead father’s proper
eh? And Li Ssu has found out Ibﬂll(
it=and he wants @ good share, Il be

boun
“Fiim Numbah Ten chop,” said

Ling, implying the worst about the

gold-button man.

cup, and his gaze otienet ity s

sing. You catchum junk at Wham

ot Jou give Li S looksee, yew
ot befo'”

“Hm! When I reach myship, show
him the cup — is that what you want?”

ING ascnted emphatically. “Not
“And ot befoe.
insist, But w
B B Tamel “My fixum
lcaty good, you seel This my.pidg

All right, if you

Clark_came in. Cooper had him
repeat the message, to be sure he had
it right.

“Correct” saic Clark. “Its his
business and not yours, he says.
scaching te ship and not beore,thow
the cuj u; no reason given.
FTvic b e st i o this
fellow. He's been getting Ta Yin's

1d for his daughter too, and the
Blame's on you-the secret has slipped
out. Maybe he's going to smuggle it
downriver in your boat. Well, I'd
say to do as he asks and AT
happens.”

3 per agreed, not too enthusias-
tically, however. ...

When the “fast boat” arrived, un-
der command of Li Ssu, it straightway
became clear that the idea of gold
being smuggled out was absurd. The
departure was leisurely, and first a
prolonged customs examination took

lace. ~Cooper, carrying the cup in

is pocket, was not disturbed, but

everything that_went into the boat
was checked off on the itemized list
that accompanied the permit.

Li Ssu pretended no_affability; he

was strictly business. To reach the
artha an to Macao would
take four or five days. The boat had

a dozen paddlers, and a large com-
fortable cabin with two couches for
beds and a table for meals. During
the examination, Cooper noticed a
boat lingering offshore —a large Gov-
ernment boat painted black and red.
Later, he saw that it followed them
at a distance when at last they got
oy amid beating of gongs and ex-
ing rectackers to secure a jour-

B b ot ke

T was noon when they got off, and

a slower twip than the usual two-
hour journey to Wiampoa was pre-
dictec his was the Chine New Year
season; the river was crowded with
boats; and parades of all sorts were
going on. So, once off, Cooper pres-
ently went down to the cabin.
was getting his personal effects ar-
ranged when he heard a step and
looked around to see Li Ssu, who
stood silent, watching him.

“Get out of here, s soundrell
snapped Cooj
e o il mml
and uttered a single word that
the effc of a bomb.

+ stared, thunderstruck; the

.’1" id understand English —and
spoke itl Those crafty pinched fear
tures, those cruel eyes, hinted danger,
menace, hatred. Here was no chat-
tering Cantonese, but a person from

a higher milicu, coaposed and alerty
disdainful. eyes either,
but hard, brilliant, mu:lllgmt

“You speak English?” blurted Coop-
e, gtunned by he thing,

“Yes u opened his robe, and
tapped the long pistols that hung at
his belt.  His voice was cold, precise,
the words heavily accented but quite
clear. “Cup; half the gold—at least
three chests. Quick!”

With an effort, Cooper pulled him-
self together.

11 don't know what i
I have no gold.

Li Su snarled. Anger leaped in
his face; arrogance puffed him ug‘
blew out his breath shoved his he:
forward, and spat out four words.

“Foreign devil, you liel”

Gooper lost his head; he whirled,
with a blow that “nocked Li Ssu back
against the bulkhead. Recovering,
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all about.

the man stood with hands outspread,
motionless.
“Get out of here,”
“Maybe 1
spokeslowly.
“Get out!”

ordered Cooper.
kill you quick” Li Ssu
“Heavenly Roof cup —"

Turning, the man departed, mak-
ing no move toward his weapons.
Furious with himself, Cooper sat
down, got out his pipe and filed it.
“Eary Cooper, I'm ashamed of you!"
he mutlere “Letting that fellow
prod you Gl you act like a brawling
unk in a barr
i he e
gloomy thought. There could be no
double of that cup — Heavenly Roof,
the Emperor theoretically beiny 9 roof
e people —given, o T Yin,
recognized both by his BRI
by Ling Ting. No,chere was no mis-
take. The mystery about the gold
was cleared up, 0. Cool K the
It e kot and Al it it o
into his bag. - This, having been well
searched, would probably be ignored
now.
Ciark came in.

Cooper told him of

the amazing talk and of his own
action.
“Good L

ordl, You've cerainly run
mwwmedlmgl”ulddlcolh
on deck now, acting as though i
ing had happened.” Yet were com-
pletely at his mercy; that gold button
is cap gives him command, v
know. I believe that man's the
to the whole enigmal You sit ughl
Let me see what I car: get out of him.”
Cooj k was not
forceful, but his command of Chinese,
his quick intelligence and pleasant
personality, pointed to the wisdom of
the suggestion.
“Do what you can, then. We know
ing was somehow getting his dead
maucrxgold for st Ho —but where
isit? I'm all a
1 i Jou hesti cobe might oo
to chuck the bloody cup overboard,”
Clark said, in departing.

COOPER merely grumed not kaelyl
life at sea n hard,
devoid of beauty, bmerly actial)
He cherished this odd bit of old

plated bronze; now that it h:
sumed such asmmshmg lmponance,
he clung to it. Used in sacrifice by
the Emperor, they said; the Emperor
meant nothing to him, nor the rite,
but the cup itself had ‘a personality,
and he liked it rarely.

Apparently the thing had now got
him into bad trouble; this had hap-
pened before, and in cach case the
cup seemed to have a connection with
the solution of the difficulty. Mere
superstition, of course; yet Cooper,
like most men, ully inended to make
the most of his luc

His pi Soiiien sighed and
went on X:ck taking the seat beneath
the awning. Clark clung like a burr



0 Li Ssu, who was on the forward
deck; they seemed to be deep in con-
versation. The floating population
of the Pearl River was all around, and
Cooper watched the scene, fascinated
by sight of these crowded thousands,

2 sea of humanity in motion. Prog-
ress was very slow; they would not
reach Whampoa until five or later.

At the Fragrant Hill fort, Li Ssu

hurried ashore to get his permit
h md Clark joined Cooper
t. a cheroot ‘and chuckled
“We're getting somewhere. When
I hinted gfat I might help him at a
rice, he e He dm speak Eng-
ish of a tands it
1L He alive with
n wh of foreign
Is. father a; one —an Bast
Igdja CoMpany man—and his mother
tese.”
b, a halfcaste, zh? That “ex-
ph ins much,” sai
'\Neu he's wn\« ied lha[ you have

the gold, a lot of it, and hes on to
you like a leech, Captain. He's wild

to et that cup, too. - So make up your
il o thilorse:. ey Bars o sive:
up the cup to get clear of hi

oper swore disgustedly. “Think
T'd better show him the cup at all?”
“Absolutely. Don’tfail. Ling Ting

wants it done for some reason, an
it may be important. Don’t ask me
These Chinks have their own

per Dot e rusted Clark

er than his argument. gold

“ai Ho's gold —and ng P

Sau were all Sangled up in bis mind,

“My fixum,” Ling had said, but this
did not impress him particularly.

When I J6en rocnel Rboird,

Clark went to join him. Cooper re-

mained on deck for a space; once more ,

he saw the red-and-black Government
boat hanging about, but thought lit-
tle of it, taking for granted that it
belonged to Li Ssu. Progress was
still amazingly slow, the water being
solidl ed with boats.

At length Cooper w
the cabin again, He sp
Yapen on the table, getting the cargo
s ready for Mr. Brindle. He w

in_this when two of the
i s complete sur-
prise, be suddenly found them on
cither side of him. He started to rise,
but each man grasped one of his arms
and held it firmly on the table; he
vas helpless almost before he knew it.

Then he saw Li Ssu walk in, smil-
ing thinly, He relaxed and sat silen.

he goldbutton man came close,
Tooked down at_him, and spoke.

“Very brave, fight with hands, yes!”

So saying, he reached out and str uck
Cooper twice across the face—su

ficial blows that scarcely hurt, but
evidently gave him vast satisfaction.
He stepy back, lifted his voice, and

Cooper lost his head; with a blow he knocked Li Ssu back.

another of the crew came hurriedly.
This man, at a few words from Li Ssu,
approached Cooper and frisked him,
putting everything from his pockets
on the table, even opening his tobacco
pouch and dumping out the contents.
hat he was seeking was plain
uough o Cooper, who congratulated
himself on being rid of the little cup,
and offered norresistance, Indeed, he
could not, being gripped fas
AR el
waved the man away and came close.

one seeks a song, there is
h

y.
The half-caste, watching
him, produced a knife—a small, slim

blade the length of a finger. It was
nothing horrendous, but it looked
deadly. He spoke softly, gently, fin-
gering the blade,

“My make cut, little cut. You like
fo' sec eyes fall out, maybe? Huwa Ke
eyes—Flowery Flag eyes—all same oth-
er men. Two cut each eye.”

Involuntarily, Cooper tried to draw
away, and Li Ssu smiled again, then
leaned forward and reached out.
Ezra Cooper wrenched his head back
sharply; the third man grasped his
hair and held him immobile. He
felt the sharp point touch his cheek—
but it did not approach his eye. It
drew downward, an the skin parted.
A

arm drop of blood started forth.
Seu staighen

“Where cu
tit's hozml the slup, Cooper

said thickly. “My
91

“Your shipte ‘The other laughed
scornfully. “No good your ship;
China ship now, maybe. Li Ssu say
you takeum gold bars, plenty soldier
takeum ship. You no good.

per began to think so himself.
In the men’s grip he was helpless. He
could have cursed China and_ every-
lhu\g in it — but he was not given fo
cursin Onc sim chance offerd, and

g% e ship: he said, “You
yant the Heavenly Roof cup-yes
When we reach my ship.

L 8o drew,backs & gmm in his
beady eyes.
Plenty good. Ynu keep eye 1o
this time. At ship,

e Bad wiidersioad extectly;. tha
knife disappeared. He addressed his
men. They wrenched Cooper to his
feet, brought his wrists together and
pinioned them witk a thin silk cord
pulled sotight that it sank into the

in. It was firmly knotted. The men
drew away and Cooper sat down again.
“You strong foreign devil.” Li Ssu
touched.the gold button in bis cap,
sign of his official position.
e sy, Yol capeain; sayigDML
button; my eat you up plenty quick.
Celestial over ten thou-
s&wcl and obey!”
Cooper shrewdly judged that this
was meant for the ears of the

oo Amerian
reflections, which were not pleasant.

silk’ cord, biting more deeply
atany movement, efcctually held i
captive with its acute pain.




Despite pleasant relations, Chinese
did hold the whiphand over foreign-
ers, and Li Ssu knew this perfectly
well. He wanted the Heavenly Roof
ap and he wanted the gold, which
was pure fantasy, so far as the Amer-
ican was mnccmc(l In sheer ex

ation, C swearing under
]:u breath w hen Clark Game oo the

"llu:. cut me loose, blast itl”
To Cooper's fury, the other dis-
sented.
“Not so fast, Captain. He thinks
I'm with bim and against you, but
he has a pistol in cach hand and is
waiting to see what I do; he sent me
down here. That devil is exultant
and sure of himself. Ill free you
quick enough when s safe; mean-
time, lets usc our heads a b
coper swore roundly, but he knew
e rigi
“Well, get those popers oft the
table; cargo manifests for Mr. Brindle.
I promised to give him the cup when
e reach the ship. Once there, Il
teach the rascal what's what!”
2Eeiid ot Clark s gloom-
ily. “The men of the crew are armed.
Li Ssu has told them to take charge
of the shiip when we reach it. A lin-
guist will be there to_translate, and
your men will obey. - Why did e'tie
you u
Wi an effort, Cooper calmed
down sufficiently to recount the inter-
and Clark frowned.
“Looks bad, Captain. At a pinch,
et your men (o show figh
solution. I can't lose
the cargn andjtart 8 sinall wars it

we

Soy

“When one sechs a son, ther i no pleasure n perfumes
e said. “Where is cup;

would be folly. You must remember
those two women are aboard; Li Ssu
must not find them. And he's con-
vinced the cup is on the ship. He
may be satisfied to take it and clear
out—"

Clark brightened, “That's right!
We can get a first-chop mandarin in
to take him down a few tool
Yes, submit and

“All right. T put the cup in my
bag-righvhand side. You get it

And in my pocket i a letter to T"
Ho which Ling gave me for her—
the man who searched me missed it;
he was after the cup. Inside coat

cket — that's right.”

Clark located the paper, and then
the cup, which he pocketed.

liver the letter when able,*
T Cooper. “As soon as we're
aboard ship, get the cup into the main
—put it on the chart table,
Ling sid show
to hand it of

“My ncuon is that Lmﬁ Ting is
up to something,” Clark said thought-
fully, “so I still say to play his game.
We know that Li Ssu is the heavy
villain, which may mean a lot, and
there’s no telling what may happen.”
oppycock!” sniffed Cooper.  Still
quiceta. Clark had 3 good h
Better to temporize, even lose the cup,
than sart big trouble. A bigh oficil
would quickly put Li Ssu in his place.
Nor could the two women be endan-

it to him; we'll have

o
BT attend to the cup and letter,
said Clark.  “Then i€ capltulation;

“For the present, yes. 1f the cup
il satisty: b
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“Then T'll play up to him and try
to keep things calm., We're getting

along, so I'd better run. See you
later,
Clark departed.

IME dragged on. Cooper was in

agony with his sw empur-
pled hands; he left et s
went to_the window, but could see
little,  Capitulation, yes; he had to
submit. How did the half-caste know
so much, about the gold, even? Was
it by intention? thought was
startling, but he dismissed it with a
shrug. Memory of T'ai Ho came to
him; her features had something of
the aristocratic grace and elegance so
intinct in the cu

e river-mouth widened, the boats
¢ gone, the speed had ?mckmed

The Whampoa anchorage fay ahead.
Men came into the cabin and beg;
cemrving. the Toggage. - Two ok them
1800 by Cooper e Iocuned long snd
lank, scoling angrily at them.” He
was not naturally submi and
capitulation came h1n| e
was running on the lity of call-
ing toMr, Brindle and. Erates
teaching these insolent natives a les-
son, when Clark came down with a
hasty word

Ve're almost alongside,

tai
i

the sun's going dowh.
nd.”

L Seu appeared and waved
the men all left &
ing by Cooper. Li Ssu came up close
to them.

“You stoj
turned on

here,” he said, and re-
ck.



Cooper swore. and that was all he
could do He relaxed and waited.
Ignorant of the language, in a small
boat and unable to make appeal, he
had no recourse except to keep quiet
and see what happencd. He was out
of his depth and liked i

A shrill medley of voices uwundcd
from the deck above; the
10 a stop, Phalghtof e
ing s0 S belpleh here, with his own ship

cw alongside, was maddening
From the little win:
aw the red-and-black

in the extreme.
Coope

ing gold
the

dle was uttering hearty oaths. Then
Clark shouted, evidently for Cooper's
neli
‘Everybody obey, p
Mr. Brindle—do as. they S

LL commotion subsided. Pres-
ently Cooper was prodded by his
guards. erged on deck to
the boat 1,m,, alobgiide, the:Marthe:
her gangway was out and Li Ssu stood
at its head,

with Clark. As Cooper
SOUNER, 1o pheit B Fot
and HIIIKC& were all up forward. He

eck or

set foot on his own d
St Ble spieics e
grouped his men there near the after
companionway. Clark moved astlly
and vanished_ beloy

“ooper paused it JookEd o
Ml, Brindle called to him:

“Anything wrong, sir?"

“No,” he replied, with Li Ssu beside
him, watching and listening. *Just
keep the men quict, Mr. Brindle.
Don't interfere.”

Stark folly, he thought to himself,
fecling Li Ssu's touch and starting
down 10 the cabins, ‘There was the
one ¢hance to get action, and he had
passed it up. He looked out across
the vater and sty the Government
boat; another and T calt was
ow with her; he vagucly wondersd

why. Then he was down in
passage. Li Ssu was on the mudu,
several of his men following, “My
fixum,” Ling had said; but he had
fixed nothing. 'This arrogant half-
breed, this low-class official ith bis
gold button, was cock of the walk.

Flelec 156 way it tHe niali cablis
Hoping that the Chinese women would
not pop out into si d then halt-
ed. u :m(l D e
came ‘crowding in; the_halfbreed
ha

at it, went up and
w by ginehed foatures
were beaming with delighty

glneed vt the window, caiching
movement, and was surprised
the ed.and black Govebamént. boat,

yith the smaller cratt, close by and
Heading straight for the ship;
clore anyon Ml
sharp and deadly intervention. Two
of Li Ssu’s men came crowding in past
the others, one of them calling out
something which flung the others into
consternation.  Then the two went
Ssu and laid hold of him,
The hal. d with reptil
ness, baring his pistols surprise
and 1 s face. The
two men him, and all three
burst into vehement nmvcmcl\(, with
ﬂash of knives. It happened swift
f voices leaped forth in

sw

a bu
i R e
pistol exploded, filling the cabin with
Chinese

aw

®

scat

lknlvu plunging into b, One of
ailants had been shot; the other
Enifediins cere Al
Up above, the Government boat
and its fellow had come alongside,
and men poured up the gangway
ladder. After_them, more leisurcly,
mounted a splendidly attired figure,
whose red button and peacock feather
told that he was a mandarin of the
highest rank, while the unicorn broid-
ered on his robes announced that he
was one of the highest military chicfs
of the empire.

WA LLH prompe efciency, his men
rounded up scattered survivors
of Li S party and st them daw
crnment boat as prisoners.
in himeelf looked about,
descend:
L There. he' looked
Blandly upan St bluody scene, stirred
the body of Li Ssu wih his foot, and
ied to Cooper. He shook hands
it himielf greting, ordered the
Cooper’s hands, and

paid no heed to the
Brindle, Mr. Tucker,
latter forestalled the

y of Mr.
nd Clark. The
inguist in trans.

says that he regrets your
plight, Captain, and that you have
witnessed the ineffable justice of the

Celestial Dynasty, upon a_scoundrel

friend Ling u|)|)u| him off and ar.
ranged cveryl

Cooe bowea” swkivale
mandarin, who stepped to the able
and picked up the square cup and ex-
amined it attentively, he ex-
tended it to Cooper, who muk it.

“Him uy‘)xlmy itdle sing,” said the
lirguist.

“The mandarin, however, smy((l not
for thanks but took himself off, in
stately dignity. Cooper found Mr.
Brindle beside him. gripping his hand

excitedly.
“What's happened, sir? What's it
all about?” dcmmded the mate.
s

“Easy on my hand, blast youl”
grunted Cooper at's happened?
T guess we've sat in el
an_involved bit of Chinese ||||nguc:
tell you later.  Clark, did you see
the girl, T'ai Ho?"
“No, sir, they're gone.”

“Gone?  What lhc devil-
“That's right, ut in Mr. Brin-
B~ s s Basonuris

cmlplt days ago; must have gone at
suppose a_boat slipped up
Sl ok s SaboRRS Wik
nothing ‘in their o bm except.this
¢ held out
s
gesture from Cooper, €
and glanced over it.
chucKling.

ark took it
He Tooked up,

““What' d 1 tell you, (mpmm’ That
fellow Ling certa t his word
and fixed cverything pmpm' This

is from “I'ai Ho. She says they'll
meet you at M..\mu, and
chests

to the ladder and dis-
appeared. Cooper pocketed the cup®
and turned, o, 315 Bripdlc
ve o go over some bu
‘with you and get of for Macao, looks
like. ' I'm going to spend a_ while
there while the ship's being_ cleaned.
An hour or so here, then we'll w off.
How's everything?”
oAl right, sit—or was till_you
ed up,” said the bewildered mate,
Feet clatiéred, and. Clark: appeared
quickly
“The baats waitingt” he exclaimed.
“That mandarin has put a fresh
Sboard ancisayd weil e ne s

trouble. ‘That letter Ling gave you
for T'ai Ho must have been all a
blind,

Apparently™ Gooper rubbell B
tingling hands together.
out those cargo

our business with
S oF alfer Mppe

ORE of the crew appeared; the
cabin becane a very busy place
Ezra Cooper borrowed some tobacco
and stufed 1is pipe.  His bony, im:
perturbable features were seriou Jrand
solemn as ever; but as he touched the
ht in his pocket, his heart sang.
Plitry itde sing™ he thought.
ood name for you, all right. Bar
me in Macao—an
Ling certainly did
x things up. Guess I'd better get
to work on my pidgin English—four
days o0 o from Iu-w plenty time
w0 learn a lot. Moy able
t0 learn what that umnpnuu o
the cup.”
Whether his anticipations were ex-
clusively occupicd with-inscriptions,
however, might be a matter of some
doubt.

W




Altamont Fur Farms,
Altamont, Idaho.

EAR Sik: I read your ad in
the outdoor magazine where
you sell coons for ])u)])h to
and get ri

30 Ibs. with a mean disposition and
extra smart, I want him. If part of his
leit foot is missing, would take that
It is not to raise for fur, the one

one.
I am thinking of was pretty old and
the hide scarrcd up from fighting dogs.
I do not_ wish to make money as in

your ad, But will state what I need this
coon for so as you will know what kind
tosend

Four years ago there was something
stealing eggs from me, and chickens,
for which I set a trap and after catch
ing several hens caught the fingers of
a big coon who got away. 1 think this
is what made him have such a bad dis.
position later. At that time I did not
think no more about it like anybody

L

/

4
e
/ =38 g |

would, but next winter began losing
chickens and eggs and etc right and
left and could not trap what it was.
I thought a fox, a bobeat or coon being
generly easy caught, and a coyote not
50 bold.  Whatever it was throwed the
traps and sprung them like a coyote or
sometimes a fox will do, and finely got
so bad I had to pen up my chickens,
and a job to feed them because they
used to come to the house and get
fed and this saved me & number of
steps every da:
Whatever it was could whip my dog,
and did, which was more like a coyote
or bobcat, before 1 could get there
with the gun to help him. ~ There was
coon tracks of a § footed coon, but a
coon will blunder into traps like a bear
as you know, being in the business, so
did not think it was a coon.

hat spring I had some turkeys and
lost a setting hen with all eggs under
her 100 yards from the house._Killed
the turkey and carried | i
hen. 1 had 2 more turkeys setting and
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The

A lot of human nature—

and of raccoon nature

—shines brightly in this
brief story.

Hhustrated by

knew would have to get this robber
or lose them t0o, but I lost them too.
No matter how careful I set the traps,
he smelled them out and throwed
same, all kinds of sets, and will now
admit 1 thought it was maybe not an
animal at all but a man or worse, and
was nervous to think of it outside at
night.

Next spring 1 bought 2 turkey hens
which set i weather, and in a
skift of snow 1 saw tracks of this 8
footed coon where he had throwed my
traps. A coon is generly not so smart
about traps as you know in your busi
ness. 1 made every kind of a set, bait
and scent and runways and blind sets
and campfire sets, and the old rooster
set where you stake out a rooster and
ring him around with traps, that never
fails but it did and I lost the rooster

wore myself out hunting every
night with a light and gun and the
dog to tree the coon,
other coons and porcupines i
cats, but this coon was able to whip
dog and would not tree anyhow, and
after he worked over the dog a couple
times the dog would not tangle with

and trees and falling down, and
the pahot was 1 lot both furkeys and
their clutches of eggs. It still ager
vates me to think about it
WV ILL state | was not turning the
place over to no coon and let him
run it no matter how smart, without
ight, and went out every
him in all kinds of
r he stopped com-
ing in and 1 got tome rest at night
which led while harvesting and
etc, i thought about what I would
do if he came back next fall.
When the apples ripened 1 found
the 3 footed track all around the house
like he was daring me and the dog to
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by OWEN
CAMERON

Charles Chichering

come after him, and some nights the

gun and light, and every night before
turning in would make'a round after

but it was just like before. 1
bouglu 5 turkeys at Christmas and ate
one from a neighbor who had a hound
dog who came over New Years, but
the coon whipped his dog.  Next week
came back with his brother-in-law and
another dog ;\nd we went out and ried
again, and_the with the
oon whichiooat his brother-
inlaw’s hound cut up pretty bad.
They swore it was no coon but a big
bobcat, and when I showed them the
3 footed track got mad and we have
not spoke since.

HE dog and 'me went out every
night rain or shine. My dog got

so he would not fool with any other
coon or porcupines or anything clsc,
but would circle till he picked up the
wanted and then. holler for

Bl palsoi sak snid oiica & el
low jackets nestlike it was on purpose,
which I believe he

When 1 fincly got to bed. nights |
would dream of the coon and the dog

likewise, by the way he whined and
twitched. All day I would try to fig-
ure out ways of trapping him. ~ On ac-
count of how turkeys hide their nest
I only located 2, but because of keep-
ing the coon pretty busy he only got
3, which I saved one hen who brought
off 7 poults whic. was encurging.
That was a year ago this spring.
Last summer the coon left me alone as
usual and being busy with planting,
haying and ctc would not had time to
fool with him anyhow, though 1 do
not see how he could know this, and
likely was only off after frogs while the
water was low. All summer I tried
o figure ways to catch him in order to
raise turkeys and asked around of all
my neighbors for advise, and one 1
never liked anyhow showed me how to
poison an egg with a vetrinary needle,
which I did not think it would work
with so smart a_coon, and another
wanted me to build a deadfall,

The 3 footed coon came back last
fall like always, and me and the do
went after hnn every night again, an
it was the e would give us a
TR et pigay, anl herhophin B
was tired shake the dog, though 1 ex-

ct the excersise was good for us the
way you lay around in winter, though
at the time did not see it that way.

In February the turkeys begun to lay
cxcept one the coon got before she
had a chance. The first nest I found.
1 poisoned an egg, and was much sur-
prised when it fooled him, and he
died. The dog found him dead, the
biggest coon I ever saw. | skinned
out and stuffed him, and except
o bolged looks pafdial; but opdss
same thing as when he was alive.

S() you see why 1 wish to buy a coon
and what kind. I could send the
stuffed one if you will try to see i
Bave one that size and all cxcept forthe
ulges, but the main thing is o
smart to get caught, 15 1 do not seem
to know what to do yith myslf nights
since I got out of the habit of the ra
of viiting neighbors, of the dog either,
which whines and coaxes till I take the
light and gun for a turn around the
place but only for the walk, as you
might say, and no pleasure in it for
The congress should pass
out poison. 1f you will send
a coon as described would
ou ask and thankful.

spring if 1 did not save any the year
before.

Yours truly,
Chas. P. Moon.




A sTorY OF PARIS TOLD BY A FRENCH
POLICE OFFICER ON A LITTLE AFRICAN

TO THREATENING

GOOD cight years before I was
born, a Levantine gentleman
in Paris w.ushol[ the price of
ship passage to the
United States. 1 heard about the gen-
tleman and his personal method of
raising funds some twenty-eight years
later, on a lagoon steamer in West Af-
rica. Twelve years after that, I was in-
vited for dinner at a mansion in the
New Jersey hills. And perhap. sixteen
hours after_that dinner, in my own
apartment in Brooklyn, { laoked into
the muzzle of an automatic pistol.
That appears vuy complicated and
disconnecte a matter of fact, it
simple cause and effect. It

about a month p-
pointed me and made me really bitter
about the whole business. . .

So far as I am concerned, it started
aboard the small lagoon steamer Ad-
jime, at the port of Dabou, Tvory

Coast. Dabou was not a

lace—two or three trading factories,
Jour ox five bugalows for Europeans,
a couple of dozen native huts; aside
from that, considerable vegetation sim
mering in the moist heat of the tropics.

1 had boarded the ship that morn-
ing at the eastern end of the Grand
Lahou Canal, which connects two
lagoons and sounds very. important
but is hardly twenty feet wide at most,
and practicable only for native canoes
and small, small boats. The Adjame

very small herself, with a little
dining-room, salon and narrow cabins
But it was very comfortable and clean,
and the food was wonderful. I had
retired for the night, and 1 was smok-
ing in the upper berdh, in the dark.
In the dark—because at Dabou, clouds
of gnau blanket any light inside a
ate. They don't bite; they don't
Ring: they fuat ather.. Disovering
that light also means heat, they
on one’s perspiring skin in layers, and
seck to die in your mouth, nostrils
and eyes.

The ship was taking on cargo, casks
of palm oil, bags of kernels, produce
of various sorts. On |l|z‘ little w
on the decks, people were shouting!
Booted and naked feet trampled; ma-
chinery puffed and_creaked. 3
place smelled of acrid oil, fresh slime
and decayed leafage.

ative porters stopped at the door,
which was held open by a brass hook,
and dropped picce n my

‘man followed, tipped them
He did not switch on the light, so T
could not see what he looked’ like,
save that he was tall and rather beefy.

From his voice, I knew he was French;

LIFE IN NEW YORK.
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Lady with

and from both voice and movements,
I guessed him to be middleaged or
beyond. He sank on the settee, grunt-
ed, and stripped to his underwear
rapidly, then slid into the lower berth,
or a few stirred
around uncasily.
hot, the forest intercept
air was moving. _And the noise con-
he lighted a pipe—
o i e by the strong smell
—then reached out for a bag. There
was the sound of a drawn cork, the
click of glass on glass. Then he spoke;
“Say, up there, care for a drinl
“Certainly. Thanks.

Chere was some more fumbling and
dlicking; then a hand lifted to my
jevel, outlined in the li

the open doos

It was holding a big
tumbler, which I took. We exchanged
good wishes courteously, and I took
the first swallow, It was neat cognac,
a whole glass of it. This chap did not
go in for small doses, obviously.

ne stu remarked—as one
more or less has te
“Not bad, eh?"” He named a hrand

and a year. There was a pause;

9%

heard him refill his glass. I coughed
on my drink. “You're quite young,
aren’t you?” the man resumed.
time I thought that a serious accusa-
tion, but I gave him my age. He
asked: \\’hn do you do out here?”
I told him. He asked a lot of que:
tions. I understood later that_this
man could not help asking questions.
It was more or less his busin
he had a queer way of snorting faintly,
as if with satisfaction, as if his suspi-
cions were confirmed, that turned out
also to be_professional,
“And what do you do?
my turn.

1 asked in

min obably carried
Al sas o o some
time. The ship had swung away f
the wharf; the engine was turning over
steadily. There was_the_rustle of
de, like thick silk tearing
nd there were all those busy,
ng sounds of a vessel under
I was feeling that cognac, and
growing curiou

Commissioner of Police,” he re-
plied. “Been up the river on a judi-
ciary commission. Some chap blew




n a lagoon steamer in West Africa,
I heard about the gentleman and his
me

thod of raising funds.

the (hecks

out his brains a couple of weeks
and as there is some mix-up as t
esate and sulf like dhat, bis h.lmly
cabled that inquiries be m:
they sent me from nmgm.lxe " The
thing happened on a mahogany con-
cossion —aothing unusual, - Business
od; he'd rowed with his
partner and he got bad news from
is wife, or rather about his wife.
Too much booze,

and a minute of de-

pression. You know 5
“Who was it?” I
He told me. 1 had st ey
1 had visited his
“He was " 1 said.
“Been out four years without leave.”
“Must have been jtery.” The ma
below chuckled: “His partner told me

about t. The local aduminiitrator had
checked on the servants already. The
chap arose in the middle of the night,

roused his boy to prepare a batl
shaved, washed, put on his best
clothes, white pantsy tuxedo, dress

shirt and collar. Then he sat in an
easy chair, held a shotgun under his
chin and used a walking-stick to work
the trigger!

“He was English, you sce, and ve
formal. ‘The other chap tells me that
the détonation woke him up;
after he had lighted the lamp— whlch
our friend hafurelully blown DLI'.—
he thought he was going m

see, he could only sec his parmcrs s
at frst, and they were in dress shoes,
know, patent leather. And he

(hat's a funny onel”
“Oh, one gets used to it. I remem-
ber one chap, a deputy to the Cham-
bers, who hanged” himself before 3
fulldength mirror, ing a naval
oficer’s uniform, rnmpklc R peaked
cap. And he had serve 1‘ line
infantry, not in the Navy,
“Where did that happen?”
“In Paris. 1 started with, the Paris
police, you' see, thirty y
could ‘put in for m
He was silent for long minutes after
that.. T had drained my tumbler and
tucked it in where if would not fall,
I was half-asleep when he scratched
a match o relight his pipe.
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by GEORGES SURDEZ

Jllsstrated by Mawrice Bower

wake? Care for 3 drink?”
“Certainly. Tha
Tlonecd e cisabicys whidites
r:ulrncd (ull
y, youve lived in America?”
‘Well, I went there my-
ty years ago.

herésined,
self—must be nearly th
My chiefs sent me because I speak
English fairly well. Liked it very
much, Might have m,ni there, but
1 had just married, and decided to
play it safe. The police is a good
carcer. Doesn't pay much, but you're

protected. _T didn't even think I'd
Toake'the Bpper ranks: cithert 1Hia
stopped to swallow. “I went in con-

nection with the Constantin Rangou-
lis case.” He waited a few seconds,
then asked: “Doesn’'t mean anything
to you?”

ar
would if ten
il bet e

“It
older.
now at o
“Sensational, une cause  célébre.
Rangoulis was a tall, very handsome
fellow, perhaps hi thirtythree or -four
born

oo old. in Asia
inor, but he ¥ ived o oo e
life in Egypt and in Ttaly. Wonderful

linguist, as many of those chaps are—
spoke cight or nine languages very flu-
enty—but couldn'c write-ten. words
correctly in an

FDd b evey b fromidiin
washet to business agent—in reality,
no real profession, a tinkerer. He had
been in trouble at various times, noth
ing very bad. He had come to Paris
to make his fortune, and because of
his good looks and assurance, wom

of a certain age, lonely, w o
ural prey. But there was competition
to be reckoned with in Paris. And
winning the affection of a woman
Heeds & preliminary outlay—you

ask her - oot the bills rig Tt off the

angoum had a run of bad luck,
and went broke; his clothing beca
thabby. 1’ a vicious circle; one cam
not borrow large sums of money if one
looks seedy; one looks if one has
no money. Good feminine prospects
e not approached on the street,
while wearing rags, but in expensive
hotels. So, Rangoulis started to work
his yay up a most from the be-
ginning. He found a lady who worked
in a_couturier’s establishment. She
was forty-odd, almost fifty, not
what you'd call well-rounded or fresh
of complexion.

“But what \\'ullld you do? He went
to live~in her at, on a poor _
street. He told her that he had good "




rich, gullible, young.”

business prospects, if he looked pros.

one time he had been a sutler, or
interprete, with the Bridsh A

casier in those days; when passports
were not needed save for Russia and
Turk
“Well, he found a treasure, the ideal
provider. She was very rich, very
gullible and—unhoped-for advantage
very young. Seventeen, not quite
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But I bad not said anything. The
cognac had 1ullml me intoa good state
med to float

Yot i woeds

for listening: his
10,10 out o nowhere;
were recording themscivis somewhere
in my brain s i they were being cut

on a wax re

I

uA fool, " he grunted.  “Thats
soon said." People say that about very
rich young girls who fall for eharls
tans, fakes and fortune-hunters. What
people forget is that they are not only

tich, but they are little girls without
1£ a rake, a man who has

ovi
ed against professionals. I like
piting a lad w er held a cue

ainst a billiards ion. O it's
e putting a three-weeksold mouse

experience.

9



Do

against a three-year-old tomeat.

you not agr

as careful t

avoid her people,
And betore long, she was so involved
that there wasn’t much to do about it.
Remember, she believed him to be a
Britsh Army captain, with medals.
waiting for an inheritance.
B0 st e inhey e that
chap knew his weakness. When he
wrote her, he copied whole lines out
of English novels—it must have been
work to cull the sentences to apply to
exactly what he wished to say. But he
knew that his own use of English, his
grammar, his splling, would be su
prising to h

“Wiih others, he had played only
for money. But with her, he played

assured

she never knew that he was on the
ragged edge, that he had to ple
coax with his old ‘protectress’ for
twenty francs to take the girl into a
fashionable pastry shop for cakes and
tea. She did not know that the ad-
dress to which she mailed her not
was a fake, that he tipped the jani-
tress o @ handsome building to hold
mail for
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y her in France.
The laws there were (00 tgid, called
for complete identification. But

t in America, young llmugh
marriage could be managed
parental signatures. Know-
ing such details was part of his busi-
ness—you could wakened him
out of a sound slee
and asked him:
ties for decei
and he could have given you theright
answers. Ah, he was thorough and
new his limitations.

“He could not

new t




“He knew also that her family was
important enough to fear the publicigy
of a scandal in America. That even
g e (lulte legal,
there would be no open trouble—an
later there would be a sizable settle-
ment in cas

“The girl accompanied her parents
home, of course. And he did not do
the simple thing, so fearful was he of
spoiling his game, by asking her for
his_passage mnney
underestimated his chan
you will e, and thought e e
would drop him if she found out he
s not a Briish officer but 3 penni-
less adventure

¥'Fleemained {n Paris, And he tet
out to gather funds needed for the
passage—and for a few days of luxuri-
ous living. He made little memo’s in

notebook, listing fare, tips, hotel
even the cost of marriage licenses
the different States. This was his big
Ilc must not muff i

way, his efforts, which we
traced later during the investigation,
were touching, pathetic. His mature-
girl friend did not have savings suf-
cient to cover what he wanted.~ Even
with decent clothing and that faked
good addresy, he could not quite make

Once, within a rather small sum of
the figure he had set as a minimum,
c grew impatient and tried to rush
matters by gambling. He lost all he
bag and had (0 start ancw:

“Months pased. He took a step
AR e e
good clothing to &m a stake for an-
other try at betting. He lost, of
course. Perhaps his nervousness af-
fected his technique, or perhaps bis
greed and his impatience showed as
alarmed his chosen All'he
could glean from fascinated women
was a gold coin here, and a fifty-franc
bill there. You know, perhaps he was
really in love, for he certainly fumbled
his affairs clumsily during those bit-
ter months.”

HE ceased speaking; T thought he
had gone to sleep, and was drop-
ping off myself when he resumed and

staled me awake,
robably in 3 hulcl lobby.

vcry it bul i Trideatly prmhr-
ous. Her professional name
loise de Berouvel; her real name was
Clara Lescau, She had one very rich
and ial protector, and a
couple. of 'mm;uu protectors, much
orer. But sl serious,
" she had acquired money and
valuabie. jewelry.  Whether she con:
sidered Rangoulis a gigolo or
pect was never quite clear,
“But he Kille one fine night,
with a butcher knife he had bought
for the purpose. When one thinks of
his size, his strength, one wonders that
he did not strangle her, neatly, blood-

“With others, he had
played only for mon-
cy. But with her, h

played for big stakes

—marriage,
sured smmmm Thu'
was his big chance;

e must not muff it.”

lessly, by hand or with a length of

“He had noted where she kept her
cash and jewelry. He forced a drawer.
Then something horrible occurred—

“You will ask me: Horrible, more
borribls than killing that womn with
a butcher knife? if that kill-
ing was grisly mm.gh, it had been
done on pur, was, shall we say,
logical? Possibly, Rangoulis had not
even known that the victim's middle-
aged maid slept in a room of the apart-
ment, instead of in the servants’ quar-
ters under the tiles. The maid heard
him moving about, came out in her
nightshirt to investigate.

“Rangoulis saw her in the mirror
of the dressing-table he was searching
for more stuff. She backed away to-
ward her_own room, shocked into
silence. He followed her, having

icked up his tool. She had seen his
ace; she could identify him. What
could he do?
s

11
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R e T en ks 8 night-
i the woman fell, he
eard a scream. Thefe was a little

glrl seven or eight years old, in the
d—the maid's dzughlu’, ‘There was
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and she had seen his

a lighted lamp,
face; she coul describe him, recognize

him.  She was old enough to see
clearly and to talk clearly. In a
case, she was screaming, and His nérves
were tense. What could he do? He
leaped forward, struck. He killed
that child,

“In the eyes of an ordinary man,
that ‘s hien ‘several’ e oK
than if he had perpetrated only the
first murder. He was not worse—he
was merely an assassin.

“After that, did he have the good
sense to run out at once? No. He
wried toset the stage o throw suspicion

c always a
use, once the police
realize that the stage has been set,
everything becomes a clue.  Just as

a complicated alibi, once broken
down, becomes an accusation and 3
proof of guilt. After tha Tou-

e scult, HE was 10 ncrvovs that he
babbled incoherent storics to his eld:
erly flame. He lost his and
abandoned her, fled He stopped
ina seaport, had to wait for a stenmes
—a clever man would have made a
schedule of sailings, d as he
could not bear to be alone and was in
1o condition to ‘work,” he went to see




girls. He presented them, or sold
o, i 700 aXe i S
theirs, with items of jewelry that were
Gescribed in_police circulars.
He was picked up very soon.
“Of course, he denied everything
. told yarn after yarn. But
we crow fcd him into a confession
by step. We found his mailing
R found his collection o
letters. And we found the motiva-
E e ohnm e
the crime. There was a letter from
the unfortunate young girl in Amer-
ica. She confesscd that she had been
more or less engaged to be married
before she had met the handsome
captain, to a family friend, a very
wealthy young man: Her parents
were beginning to suspect the reason
for her present reluctance. He must
come to her at once.

“We also found close to a hundred
lovedletters, extremely passionate and
frank. Of course, her name became
known to a number of people, the
policeman working on the case, the
examining magistrate. It is certain
that reporters must have learned it.
But the authorities in charge asked
that nothing harmful to the ‘mystery
ﬁancée be mentioned in the press,
ublic.
Today, secrecy would be_impos-
sible. But the press at that time was
mot the cold instrument it has become,
did not sate popular curiosity, did not
cater to unhealthy lhmgs Do you
Kknow, it is cheering to (g
large group of Frcnchmcn muly pro-
tected the honor and happiness of a
young woman who had done nothing
save yield too casily to the emotions
and impulses of her sex and age. The
criminal, advised by his.lawyer, kept
his moulh shut about her. Even dur-
ing the sensational trial, her name was
not mentione

= s not generally known,
however, is that the French police had
to concern itsclf with her later. Our
agents in America had questioned her
privately, as delicately as possible to
cause no scandal, no gossip. Then
She writes to the
killer's lawyer, suggesting that he or-
ganize an ¢scape for Rangoulis! She
Scicies 2 letes to be alipped t hi
proclaiming her love for him, despite
all he had done, with some surprising
references to the past and some even
more surprising hints for the bright

uture. meet him any-
BT tetoon e

"THE lawyer was in a tight spot.
There was professional secrecy,

what happens?

. But here was a gentleman more
concerned for her safety. than she was
rself. He felt that if he merel
returned the check with a curt refusal,
she might a‘))‘pro.lch some shabby char.
acter or other, achieve nothing and
leave herself open to- endless black-

mail. 1 don't know quite how it was
worked out between lawyer, judges,

lice, But I was sent 6o ATachica; 1o
interview the girl’s father.

“A man from the Consulate came
with me to his office, and he told me
later it had been his worst experience
in a long career—and consular officials
get to handle some queer cases. The
old gentleman had learned, naturally,
of his daughter’s friendship with Ran-
goulis. But he did not realize how far
that friendship had taken her. The
letter to the lawyer, the check—which
she had icked him into giving for
another purpose—stunned He
did not believe us, at first, and wanted
Then a doctor had to

“That was only a beginning. The
lice do not go in for unsolicited
nevolence; so to justify my trip and

nses, | had orders to interview the
girl and ask routine questions con-
nected with the case. This took place
at the family home. Tt was amazing.

She was as cool and offhand as can be.

She was really something too—tall,

slender, a magnificent body and rav-

ishing face. She had been spoiled,
obviously, and did not have the least
understanding of the situation.

“You might have thought that her
parents, myself, the French Republic,
were engaged in a conspiracy to an-
noy her and separate her from her
lover. She asked me how much
money would be needed to clear him,
how much compensation the relatives
of the victims ex . She treated
her people like doddering ‘old fools,
and me like a lackey. I got angry and
told her in French (which her parents
did not understand well) that unless
she changed her attitude and tool
vice, I would be forced to penml
ofﬁcl:l action lhmugh the Consulate

her t to bribe jailers.

Hcr mm her somewhere
for a while, supposedly for her hemllh
Some three years later, I read i
newspaper thatshe bad marmed: prob-
ably the rich and handsome fiancé.
And just as in the fairy tales, she

mba ly lived ha) ever after.

s et ceniscat o deach.

Taw s cod g s nas

ing, outside the prison’s gates. T hand

this to him—if I ever have to die pub-

licly, I hope I perform as well. He'd
become pretty thin, and the prelimi
nary haircut’ did not improve his
arance. But he walked firmly,
haltemiling, as if absentminded.”
The engine chugged down below,
bells tinkled. The man in the lower
berth grunted and sighed. A match

e i Rl e strong

smoke of his pipe rose. He was silent

for a moment, then went on: “I've
seen a lot of exccutions, both guillo-
tine and shooting:

talked on; anccdote followed
Gaeoes
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When T awoke, it was daylight. 1.
yg¥ slone"in the cabin, but the
biggage was still there. The man had
had the thoughtfulness to remove the
empty_tumbler from the corner near
my pillow. 1 dressed, went to the
diningroom and had breakfast. We
were tied up at the dock, in Abidjan.
Everyone of the passengers had gone
ashore for a walk. I finished my meal
and did the same. I ran into an
acquaintance who asked me to sta
over the yeekend. 1 did, sending for
my bag.
So I never knowingly saw the man’s
face, never really knew even his name.
He went on with the boat to Binger-
ulle, 1 intended o look him up,
thank him for the drink and
) e e
onies. Other things happened; 1 for-

t.He remains but a bulky, slow-
moving shape in the obscurity, a
and a hand holding up a tumbler.

In the: course of time I left the
Ivory Coast; and Dabou, the clouds

mats, the deep, slow voice in the

arkness, merged into a vague mass

i

YEARS passed—ten, eleven, twelve.
In the course of my work, while
doing research on_the France of

8701900, I came across a number of
references to the Rangoulis case. -One
book contained an almost complete
record of the trial. 1 knew that the
name of the man on the lower bunk
must be somewhere among the
Tist of witnesses, but although he
appeared to talk carclessly, he must
have been instinctively careful, for 1
could not positively identify him. He
had told me the truth, however, for
although there were frequent men-
tions of la jeune fille Américaine, no
clue was given as to her name or
residence.

Then, one night, I went to a Brook-
Iyn Athletic club to see amateur box-
ing bouts. My host sat at my right;
and on my left was a man of twenty-
elghtor thirty,very big and muscular,

andsome in a blond boyish way, who.
unmnscmmly blocked and punched
as he watched the fights 'He sported
a tin ear and sundry old scars; and
during a lull, T asked him if he was

The marks? Foot-
He grum:d and sighed.
crazy about those little guys.
for pound, fellow, they
scrap and pep than the big ones.”

!A, looks that way,” promed

ell, name a_heavyweight with

the aggressiveness and rush of Terry
McGovern—

“Dempsey, when he was hot.
L. Sullivan—"

“Corbett took care of him.”

The process is familiar; we had to
continue our conversation after the
bouts, at the bar. We had both seen

John
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“The maid came out to investigate. . . . She had seen his face; she could identify him. What could he do?”
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Dempsey knock out Carpentir and
He told me where and when

o T het A e football. We
had a few drinks. He calle by
thy fist name, and 1 called®hisa Te
He asked me about myself, and I told
him, coruousl‘{‘ At one point, he
leaned a big hand on my shoulder,
his eyes full % alfcetion andhope:

ou talk French? Sa

ever hear of a guy name
1 Maurloo-Magrér”

you
Maurice—

“Sure,
“No hddmg Ted mnsldmd ‘me
with admiration. "1 thought she'd

made that name up.” He grew skep-
tical. "VVhox he? Can you tell me
what he does

“Writes. French writer. ,
his way. I've seen historical e
essays. His books have a sort of a
mystic twist. There's a fair one about
 tiger and his mysterious soul—"

hat's it. You mean you actually
read himr
‘A good many people have, you
know.”

“Eh—" He paused as he glanced at
the clock, compared it with-hi
watch, to announce mlemnly “This
ay.” He brooded about that
for » moment,
tomorrow night?”

i oching in particular, 5o

“Will you come with me and have
dinner_with some swell people? 1
know the daughters. The old lady is
crazy about French stuff. Last w
she was hot about this Maurice Magré,
Looked like she thought us a lot of
dummies for not knowing all about

him. She_talked a lot about that
tiger story; and sbout & book about
prophet

0 'l'he Iluminated, or initiated?”
hat's it. You've got to come.”

l THOUGHT he'd forget all about
L it, doubted he would even remen-
ber my name. But he was on the
phone at three o'clock the next after-
noon, and he asked me to pick him
at his office at five. He gave me a
all Street address.

not merely an empl

L e ot gias Fapcls, ikl
ou could have wted his ofice for

lor.

Shining wood, thick
ings, thermos , bottles

nd 50 on.

to the ferry and crossed

the river. A big car was waiting for

him. ‘We rolle

Sayy” Ted started with a shade of

mbarrassment, “I better tell you

Something: The old dame is sort of
stuck-uj -ause she writes things for
some bughouse mystic socicty. 1 told

her I happehed to mention her name,
and that you said you'd like to meet
he

kiy?”
By the way, what's her

name?”

“Mrs. Smithway.”

“Firs name?”

“Marjorie.”

T am very interested i her writ
ings, and want to meet

“And if you can trip } Her up, all the
better. She’s just a pain. Noble an-
cestry, you know, on her side, both
French ‘and English blood. Intellec-

tual. And she’s got the kid—the one
I like—sold on_ holding out for in-
tellect.  Now, you know about this
uy she gushes over—

“And T'm an txzmylc of what it
does to you”

“Quit kiddiny

We reached our denmnunn, a man-
sion set back in a sort of private park.
T was introduced to a lot of people
and handed a drink. By a butler,
yithout exaggerationl 1 was some:
how uneas ile T am not at all
impressed by money, the obvious evi-
dehoe of a Iot of it akes me Wistial

Fortunately, 1 was ot the only man
presenc who did sopeacy inner
Jacket. 1 met o Mr. Smith-
Yy, tall agd digniBed, who bore &

vague resemblafice to the late Presi-
dent Harding. 1 bent over the smooth
hand of my hostess, also tall, also dig-
nified, who looked like a cinema
duchess. She must have been a very
spirited and handsome woman in her

ay; and some coals glowed among
her ashes.

The preliminaries were normal;
there was the usual mob effect, teeth
glittering in acknowledgment of your
name, and handshakes of varying pres-
sures. ver me; an
before long, T knew that the people
around me were really very simple,
friendly folks.

‘The dinner table was lighted with
candles. But Mrs. Smithway had
been around and knew her stuff: there
was_cnough li ¢ is tue that
Louis XIV dined by candlelight, but
by the light of hundreds of candles,
a'giorno.” 1 like to sce what is on my
;alnw—possl'bly because of some places

have had occasion to eat in; and 1
detest to peck at food lurking in
onymous dark blotches in a dim,
ﬂxcRcrxng light suitable. o & rob:

Nuhody needed to tell me they had
a French cook. Even the concessions
to American tastes were carefully
handled. The food was worth the
tri, " Prohibition was dying, but still
alive. But there was a Tow of glasses
before me. I resisted the temptation
to play chimes on them with a knife-
handle. I meant to prove worthy of
Tes trust.. Untl | became accus-
tomed to the ambiance, 1 played the
art o a good natured, gmiling mute

ost of the conversation might as
well have been carried on in Hindu-

ani, for all I understood. 1 didn't
know anything about anyone, any-
thing about the activities.
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After dinner Ted parked me beside
Mrs. Smithway, left me after recom-
mending me highly. I started the
conversation in- French, which_the
lady spoke very correctly, with dittle
accent, but very carefully, as if she
were chipping precious stones into
shape. Things started to warm up a
bit when I mentioned that I was read-
ing up on the Gay Nineties in Paris.
mithway had an enormous
amount of valuable information; she
had lived in France for months at a
time; she remembered prices, the
interior decorations of famous hotels

and restaurants, things about horse
cabs and buss, coaches, coachmen,,
scandals, race mects. 1 shamelessly
shared her nostalgic regrets for an cra
I had never known, the days before

the French Tad taken te Irutling in
business like all other people.

THERS Joined w atier o while
attracted by her laughter. - She
loved to talk about the Paris she had
known, and in the soft light seemed
wentywell fieen—years younger
The French were so unforeseen, i

the past, suich gentlemen—-ruly it i
been like living in 2 Dumas novel

She mentioned ducls hetween fam
men, offictally for politics, nvll:ly
oot veme i vl "ANL tn

ice never gul

know knew; the po
a

out thinking twice, I launched
into angoulis and his
American sweetheart, th lustrate the
diseretion of the press. I made the
easy comparisons, pointed out that in
modern days there would have been
montage photos on the front pages of
the tabloids. It turned out that one
of the gentlemen present, a fine white-
baired chup, had been remotely con-
nected with a sensational local mur-
der, simply because one of the victims

had been employed in his home for
some G, That bad been'amoge than
ten years ago, but he was still very
bitter about the intrusion into his
private life, not so much by policemen
as by reporters.

“I happened to be in the clear,” he
proclaimed, “and all it really brought
me was some heavy handed Kidding at
my golf.club. But suppose they had
been able to dig up scandal?’ M;
reputation would have been ruine
It would not have affected my busi-
ness, no.  But I would have been
dropped from a number of activities
I enjoy. Because, say what you like,
if one is mixed up in a scandalous
case, people pretend to understand
and condone, but you undersiand-—

“Yes, that's right, ap-
pose that, woman’s name had been
printed; it would have been quite
impossible for her to marry and re-
main in the same_community. No
matter what a man is willing to accept
privately, for his sake and that of his




children, he cannot let u bc k'nown
that he was second choi
derer in the intimacy e of
2 woman.”

The white-haired gentleman chuck-
led harshy.

ne having someone you
sillofined—"
1 protested, “practically all of
the French nobility counts ancestors
who met the guillotine.”

“Thats difterent,”
illogically

I slept late the next morning. 1
had returned at four-thirty, tired out,
stuffed with food and dizy from
drink. Someone, not Ted, had driven
me to the ferry, and 1 had had a
dreary trek b did not know
e i e e jmpression
on Mrs Smithway that he had jntend.
d e. Somchow we had
Jost track of cach vther after  that
prolonged chat. Mr. Smithway had
shaken my hand warmly and asked

hu countered,

“Don’t_go,” she
said, rising. The
mad old lady was
pointing a ,.m..u

ow'll sign the
chek,” ke’ eeids

me to drop in any time. Mrs. Smith
way, I seemed to mmmhu, Tad been
yather chilly and short. It must be
remembered that the man in the

lower berth was many years in the

past, and that I had no reason then

to establish connections. .

There aas a )lmdr rapping on my
u d

had its good and its bad sides.

looked at tl ck. It was fifteen
minutes past o e. 1 got up slowly,
put on a bathrol 1 was not in the
B aiemat SBOUght it et the
janitor wishing to borrow a half-
dollar. I lived in that ki lace.

1 opened the door—and came face
to face with Mrs. Smith
“Good morning, madam
She_looked at me, ied to
smooth hair on the sides of my head.
She did not smile; she oo reply,
daylight, the n
Bitcnes shm\ul mercilessly. The fac
vas old, but the all Whoustss wes
trim, )mm-ly in a tailored su
s ot e snapped at last
11 beg your pardon—1 am sl halt
asleep. ~ Come. in—sit ay 1
mix you a drink T ettt
drink’ while—
“Don't bother,” she
“ ghall not sty long
ook, can I make
o
e sat down by my work-table
the big casy-chair. She did not cross
er legs, but kept them bunched

1 said.

id scornfully.

you some coffee

under her a3 if ready o pounce. .1 do
t know much about women, but T
il T LN e
state. Her slender gloved hands, fold-
ed on her handbag, quivered; the long,
stringy muscles in her aristocratic old
neck pulsated, and her upper li
twitched steadily, cach time baring
Sk R probably false.

“It won't take me five minutes to
dress, and l'll feel better—

“Stay her

“Very well madan. Cigarett?....
Then may L

“Vou s very, pallte, aren't your”

She looked at me, at pers, at
the room.Item by item dngu;lcd her
more and more, that was evident.
She didn't like me,
apartment, “1 understand,”
Y, ou'd do anyth

get out of um,

“Out of
She did things with her chin and
her lips to indicate. tired,
and my temper was ln;,mmng toslip.
There was nothi with the
place save cigeretiestibs’gnd ‘maybe
too many books piled here and there.
1 didn’t want to get out of it, I wanted
to stay in it, and never go to New
Jersey any

A why you are
angry v.uh me, madame. did ¢

aid anything out of the wy, I don't
remember

“You made yoursell very clear” she
replied. * ed to spare you any
firther. nneuveting  to setde what
must be settled.” She opened her
handbag with those trembling old
fingers, fussed a second, produced a
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hing to

2

white envelope from which she ex-
tracted a long slip of blue paper.
“That's absnlmely all for the present.
In two month, T can add five thou-
A D Do i
&ad. “ve deciled not to s
She pushed the paper at me. It
was a check, a certified check, made
out in my name, complete with mid-
dle initial. I wondered how she had
found that out! The amount was
for fifteen thousand dollars.  Fifteen
thousand dollars!
Fiftcen_thousand  dollars” T said

alou
%hd fve thousand_more in two
months, That is all I can possibly
give you. s g T
Yo approach my husband
fashioned, courageous.
will kil him, buc he won't submit,
He's an American, He doesn't attend
church, but he i de pi religious—"
T congratulate him,” I :
T ear he i e rolarind
blackmail. It would be a principle
with him not to obey. He'd have
you arrested.” Her facc twisted; tears
nty

However,
I don't unde rstand anything about all

ati |:fcd ‘madame.

should you give me twenty
usand dollars—

“The check is certified.”

“I see damn’ well it is! But I'd like
to know why you are giving it to

18 yoir do your part, we'll find
some motive, in case anyone ever
finds out.”  She forced herself to smile
although her eyes flashed fury and

orn, 1 suppose [ should thank you
for the quiet way in which you went

oulders’ heaved.
“When Ted u-l:-phm\cd me that he
was bringing you, ou wanted
to meet me, I never thought it was
for—for this. I must say you handled
he whole thing in a very delicate
ashion. It was clever o' take the
time to, meet one of our friends and
have him introduce you. A direct
acted notic
the truth,
asking her to telephone Ted and con:
firm the fact that I had not known
her name un was in the car
headed for her home.
tions arose: The first
believe it another cleve

But two objec-
he would
ck on my

part, the second a rathe otic
reluctance to get the poor fellow into
wouble. I had/scen, the preceding

ing, that Mrs. Smithway held
quite a grip on her daughters, both
the married one and the single one.
She would be merciless to Ted if she
found out he had caused her to make
such a fool of herself.




1,am sixty, almost” she resumed,
.mi o should pity m
m coa, bt_yom

st tell me pm,sJy what you think
I know zbout you thats worth—
o

“I suppose it's part of it to make
me put j into. words-to make me
realize—

her tell me or take your check
and get outl” I cried. My head was
throbbing; I missed my coffec.
“Please, please don’t shout!”
winced, She added in a whisper: “I
Imit I wrote that letter to his law-
3

hose lawyer?” I challenged.
‘His lawyer. Rangoulis’ lawyer.”

1 understood at once
was speaking. Every-
(hing fell mm place. - Of course, there
were so many ways it connected. Her
visits in Paris in the Nineties. Her
present situation. The handsome
and once young husband. I was
specchless for a moment, my mind
struggling feverishly i) understand,
not what a but how it
o dog 4o g gone to West
ccause my knowledge of
French qualified me for the position.
Years later, my knowledge of French
had caused Ted to invite me to meet
this nervous woman who doted on
everything French. But the man
whose face I had never seen, the
stranger on the lagoon steamer—it was
enough to make one believe in Neme-
sis and such stuff!

““The other things he would forgive,
but writing_ that man after 1 knew
who he was, what he had done—"

“Rangoulis has been dead almost
forgy years” 1

T was oul

sai
She “covered her face
with one hand, daintily, and shed
“And 1 have hated him for
ears. 1 was young;
ow could T have known
what murder was!" ;
“You were old enough to sign 3

Kot at the | hlue slip
with a very strange
B s s e
had signed the check mailed to the
assassin's lawyer. . Twenty
thousand dollars meant then over half
a million francs! Invested, it meant
practically a life income in North
Africa or some small town in France.
All T had to do was to endorse it
and deposit it. It was not exactly a
temptation, because 1 knew all alony
that 1 would not take it, but it af-
forded some seconds of pleasant day-
dreaming. 1t was Safe;
would not wish to stir things up again.
It would not be dishonest, (cchmcally,
because 1 had not planned for it; it
was offered me. It would deprive no
one of anything. It was simply a de-
duction from her bank balance, a jug-

gling of fgures—and it would be an
ife

v e ek fashion, T
was honest—honest and superstitious:
T hadn't earned that money, it would
be unlucky. Furthermore, in the re-
cesses of my mind, fear Jurked: there
might be a slip, and I might end
behind bars,

1 waiched myself with , admiration
13 Lhanded back he ched

s .
ing o s I give
you my word of honor, which is as
good as that of the gentlemen you
knew in the Gay Nineties, that I hap-
pened.to tell that story by accident,
that this is all a crazy, stupid_coin-
cidence.” she. realized that
ihis dialogue was worthy of a period
play,at L'Ambigu. “And I apol
or ‘having unknowingly caused you
the dreadful hours you must have
lived before making up your mind to
come here.””

She laid the chec on the table
again, with a sort of soft obstinacy.
T had a foolish thought: How many
times could I turn down fifteen thou-
sand bucks before breaking? With
five thousand more to come!

“It’s certified,” she insisted. “You
‘must accept.”

“Take it back to your bank. I'm
certain they have a method for de-
certifying checks.”

waited a long moment.

“Its not enough?” she resumed.
“Perhaps I can sell something. You
sce, 1 cannot draw out too much;
someone at the bank might notice
and perhaps inform my husband. I
can save a little more, but you must
give me more time.

“Would you mind if I made mysclf
some coffee?” 1 asked. I rose and
went to che Kitchen. She foliowed

me, picking up the check s she came,

fered her a chair, and started to
water in a pan; I made the coffec,
ow'll take the check, won't you?”
ut Madame Smithway,”—I shifted
to French, thinking I would be more
eloquent—"my dear Madame Smith-
wayl The moment I sign that, I be-
come a_blackmailer.” * In French,
blackmailer is maitre chanteur, “mas-
ter singer,” 50 it doesn't sound 0 sin-
ister. “There has never been a master
singerin my family.” Tsmiled. “Forg:
ers, swindfers, y. one tolerably
capable burglar
She refuscd to relax aid smile, and

 kept to English

“You must take it.”

“A " thousand regrets —or fifteen
thousand regrets, no.
“Don’t you se¢, I can’t draw an easy

breath unless you do? I want you to
have that check, so that you will not
dare talk—so I'll know thatf you talk,
Tan have you put in prison.”
“Then, I couldn’t draw an easy
breath.” " I poured boiling water on
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the coffce. Just the odor braced me
Tbecame brave as two lions. “Go
way and don't T won't talk.”

‘ou may get—well, drunk-’
“I don't talk when T am inebriated,
Madame. 11 paw.” 1had a cup of

to_accept it 1 drank, scalding.
“Now, if you'll Vo el put on
trousers.

“Don’t go," she said, rising.

1 looked from her face to her right
hand, and carefully put my empty cup
in the sink. The mad old lady was
pointing a_ pistol at mel Not a
e e
Whether by chance or because she had
read crime stories, she held it low,
aimed not at my head but at my mid-
dic,a wider and fa lew mobile target.
1 looked away from i
in the yard, the familar brick walls
of the houses opposite.

And into my mind came an unre-
lated scene, a shabby room with mud-
hued walls, a military sus
over a man laid on a
tion of the intestines,
erisply: “Not much chanc:
what we can. Next!”

W:‘]l do

OU'LL sign the check,” she sa
“I can sign it, keep it until you
go, burn it—" 1 began.

But it's recorded in your name
until something is done about it. I
must have it that you took mone
from me. A large sum of money.”
She moistened her faded i with Bes
tongue. T don't want to live in fear,
And 1 might as well tell you that if
you take it to my husband, Il be—Il
use this revolve

“Pistol, Mrs. Smithway.”

My eyes were good; I could see that
the safety-catch was off. I had seen,
with my own eyes, a man disarm ai
other. T had read such scenes; I had
even written them. And this was not
a burly man, but a frail old woman.
T could probably dodge the first shot,
and knock the weapon from her hand.
But if I didn's

We looked at

ach other, There
was 1o sound, he twittering of
sBarcows in the yards, No, there wak
another sound, soft, whispering—water
boiling in the big pan. I had forgot-
ten o turn off the gas. 1 backed a
foot or so toward the window beside
the stove new I could squat sud-
denly, catch the handle of the pan and
wwing it toward her, Madame Smithe
way would be drenched with bolin
water, ‘The movement of my han
Yould untogaatically. deaw the cinle
of the pistol—I had seen that demon-
strated. Her bullet would hit the wall
against which my right shoulder now
rested.

1 knew I could do it. But I could
not bring myself to harm this
old fool permanently. Moreover, E‘Z"p
would have to be called; she was in .




my apartment, and there was that
check, recorded at her bank. I would
be smeared. And disfiguring a matron
with boiling water would not look so

5 T would have to explain
the cause of the row; her husband
would be hurt, as hurt as her father
had been. Illogically, while 1 would
not accept fifteen thousand dollars to
shut up, T would not have spoken for
double that amount.

“You will sign?”

“Let’s go back to the front Toom,
madame. I have no pen.’

“Ihave.” And she did have. Isaw
thatshe had Iaid 3 fountain pen near

on the little serving-table.
Sy twitching her lips, breathing
hard. A single squeeze on the trigger,
and I was due for several weeks in a
hospital, at the very least. And again,

e would be an inestigation.

“I'll sign, madame.”

I stepped forward, not too fast, and
she backed away to the door opening
into the hall, without lowering the
pistol. 1 picked-up the pen, un-
screwed the cap, tested the point.

Then something_altogether unex-
pected happened. Something came to
my help. "1 was bending to sign, look-
ing at her a last time, pleadingly,
when I saw her expression change.
It cannot be described exactly.  Her

alarmed; her lips parted;
e whispered: B

“Oh, my goodness—"

Her left hand, tucking the pocket-
book between elbow. and hip, descend-

d clutched at_the skirt.
the nght hand, holding the gun, low-
ered instinctively in its turn. Al 1
had to do was take a long step, grasp
her wrist and hold the gun muzzle to

loor.

t me have it, madame. If you

ot e e people

here inside three minutes. 1 can hear
the janitor on the stairway, now.”

T took the gun and slipped on the

i
h, my goodness—" she repeated.
1 looked down and saw some fleshscol-
ored stuff curling around her ankles.
Undoubtedly, she had dresed care-
hastily, in her agitated state.
Giebing ma Biackoma money, holding

a pistol, threatening me with death,
had not embarrassed her. But the loss
of her panties at the critical moment
caused her to blush and stammer. She

stooped and gathered her garment,
gty onEiobiit circling Teith

eft he in the kitchen, carrying
away the gun and the check.
in the front room, I unloaded the
weapon, keeping the shells as souve-
nirs. 1 discovered 1 was perspiring.

ADAME SMITHWAY joined me five
or six minutes later. She had
been weeping again, and had tried to
cover up with powder and rouge. She
* resembled a blurred decalcomania.

I talked to her sternly. I told her
common sense, to believe that
T would not make trouble, would not
talk to anyone. She finally accepted
my statement, and that led to a sob:
bing fie_ T gave her coflee and poured
her a neat drink of W en she
infuriated me with a (yplca] SEobbi
remark: “I detest rye. Have you
brandy?” 1 supplied her with brandy,
and was disgusted with myself when
I heard my voice apologizing for the
brand and yea

She recwvered masvelasaly, Smpked
cigarettes, crossed her legs. ~ She said
charming things, told me my little
place was_attractive and Bohemian.
"Then, with the persistence of a hun
gy xhc—mz, she offered me the check
again!

‘Not because of fear, you under-
stand,” she said in her crisp French,
“but in friendship, to permit you to
write what you want—

I'm doing that already, madame.”

Time was passing; I was geiting
hungry. A briliant hough gccrre
to me: “Madame Smithway, I have a
suggestion to S R
ferent to money. And while I cannot
take money for not talking in the fu-
ture, which s blackmail, I could take
it as a_reward for discretion in the

ast. You have many years to live.

ive them in peace, so far as I am con-
cerned. By the time you go, 1 shall
be getting quite old. Money will be
welcome.~ Suppose we agree that you
leave me in your will what you would
give me now. You would then be at
cas in mind, aware that [ would ot
jeopardize such an important sum.”

“But it will look queer,” G
tested. “My children—

“Your children will not bother over
such a small sum. And you have your
intellectual pursuits. 1 can be ‘said
to have translated for you, done re
search. It will be quite plausible.”

She reflected a while, then nodded.

“That is a good idea! You have my
promis:

She adjusted her make-up a last
time, rose. ered me her hand,
which I kissed. At the door, slipping
on her gloves, she looked up at me,
her eyesswimming with tears, her lips
trembling

“You have been very kind to a
foolish old woman,” she declared.
“Couldst we"—she hesitated-—“goul
we not kiss, like good frien

It was many years too et bt
nevertheless we did kiss like good
friends. The door closed; her high
heels hammered down the flights,
dwindled, ended. The whole house
uttered its familiar grunting sigh as
the downstairs door shut.

I went to the kitchen and made
enormous sandwiches, drank coffee.
found myself unconsciously wiping m:
lips, my cheek. And I realized why

had been doing this: I had kissed
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a hand that had held a killer's fist,
T had felt lips that had kissed the
assassin's lips. 1 was ashamed: that
had been forty years ago. And I had
believed I had immense tolerance and
complete forgiveness. But when you
knew, the blood shed by a murderer
(amwd all things, forever.

n I had a spell of vain regrets:
Fith tiotend i s, five more—
coward that I was, sap, make-believe
honest man, sucker, fool . . . and I
lined up the shells from the automatic,
and looked at them. Well, there had
been nothing dainty about that
go lady's ainket, but a ol for a

y day was ruined; I didn't feel
like doing anything, let alone work.
At threc oclock he telephone rang.
It was Mrs. Smithway. 1d me
she was at her lawyer's, and that the
little contract we had discused was
attended to. 1 thanked hy
pressiomvarished; wis 1 not an a el

Fon twenty years, T lived in hope.
T had predicted to Mrs. Smith-
, 1 grew older, and no richer. She
did ot et any younger hemelt. ‘She
wrote me letters or cards five or six
times a year—about herself, her chil-
dren, her articles in that_obscure
paper. I was invited to her home for
dinner about once a year; and about
once a year I would take her to lunch
in Manhattan. They were expensive
Tunches, oo, as one does not take to
a diner a lady who has known the best
hat OId Paris had to ofe
e died several months ago, just
A cighty.
waited and watched the news-
apers for notices. By now, I have
ascertained that there is nothing for
me, nothing save a Dresden porcelain
trinket and a few books. 1 wouldn’t
care if 1 had asked her, but sheoffered
and insisted. 1 am stunned when I
ink: thas sho chested. frouaithuats o
that the telephone call supposedly
from her lawyer's office was a trick.
1 feel twénty thousand dollars poorer.
i course, I can smile and say: what
do you expect? She was warped, dis-
honest. She loved a sinister phony,
and even as a murderer she loved him.
She lacked a sense of shame and ordi-
nary decency. She fooled that poor
Mr. Smithway al hisife—he preceded
her to the grave by four years.
But what 1 find hardes to bear fa
that, following a normal process, she

has become a sainted memory to those
who knew

Ped, for instance, who
he was a grand old dame, you
know. They.don't grow her sort ans
more, you bet—refined, kind, proud,
cultured-—a real lad

1 find small cons
tomyself mentally:
goulis, Rangoulis!

o They agian ideal coupl, those
A murderer and a crook.

ation in repeating
‘Yeah, yeah! Ran:




THE TENT-SHOW PEOPLE (VERE PUT-
INTERRUPTION.

UTSIDE Tampa on the West
Coast of Florida there was a
sluggish river and an en-
campment where the car-
neys Stayed, parking their railers
about a central community building,
spending the winter months refurbis
sing the worn old acts, playing gin rum-
my, drinking, telling lies, very like
other folk. It was not an unattractive
place, and daytimes the sun was warm.
dge the Duke brought his two
claborate trailers and settled for

sty ;
Eck Eckstrom drove the trailer
which held the platform for his spil
oung man from
e; and sometimes
Eck wanted to drink with him, but
the Duke preferred to drink alone or
in the company of his betters, and he
sldom got out to be with his peers
these days, For a man only forty, he
BT i il b ol it
he could not help his p.Jcrcmc for
his own company.

He said to Eck: “Batten down the
hatches and go to town. You must
ave -womankind. All men, exce
ing only myself, have  hankering bor

t true and yuh
. Thought I'd have a snort.”
Go to a local bistro and make
ail, Eckstro

You
Duke
out the doo

‘merely tipple.

admonished. ckstrom,
or of the oversized de lux
trailer which was his home, he could
sce Daniel the Giant. Daniel was
headed his way, and there was pur-
posial determination upon his large

e sighed, He

heard about thé Alhg.nor Boy's dis-

S Rekserom.drifted aviay, his plump
behind wagging. Daniel, who was
really seven feet eleven inches high,
and could be built up over eight feet

1 gotta talk to you.”
me, my friend. Sample the
Scotch.” ' Daniel was his peer, at
least, Duke thought. He was amiable;
he was kindly; he was thoughtful. He
was the big brother of all carneys.
Daniel - poured mall  drink,
nodded, held it inhis huge hand.
e Alligator Boy is a good geek,
\mu know his Hairy Mary, lhc
pe Girl.  She ain't well,
We want you to handle the ront end
| contribute cash. 1
L «m veary.” He made
d pa he mellow voice
Bt et selling "The Home

T

GEEKS ARE

Lawyer” from the platform of the
small trailer

“Now, Dukel 1
thought you'd sell some books. Give
the difference to the fun

Duke said, “Please, Daniell

We gn l‘ a,” ~:||(l l)ann'l inex-

ly. buxom

v misk, - Through the open dgor

Buke could see. her walking toward

the community hall with

were »mfﬁlm,, hands

s wife.

Who, it ‘wis. prophested, - would. one
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day own his own show. The Giant
said: “We got Spud to bally, Joan

Bird o hootchy-kootch; the Snake
. you ki

Womat

and surveye p:
the details, my ir You have me.
Who am I, to refuse (o join the other
N(L« in a kindness In a fellow-geek?"

“Aw, Duke, el awkwardly.
“I'm a geek, sure and
his wife are geeks. But not you, not
Eva, nor Joan, nor Spud. . . . Geeks
arg freaks, you know.

am now in terms of 1he
soul,” lhc l)\lkc explained. “Are




There was a sudden scream. “Daniel! Oh, the blood—the blood!

by JOEL
REEVE

“Women,” spat Duke. “The hell
with them!” He carefully did not
think of the woman who had spoiled
all others for him. He took another
drink.

‘crsTROM grumbled: “All this here
trouble for an ol carney! Yo
and me don't belong to_these here

folk, Duk

Eikstrom v 1 “no” man.
Duke ignored ¢ trailer looked
o ke o whici housed beg
Eckstrom and the layout which was
Duke's rostrum. They drove to Tampa
—Eckstrom hated Tampa too, he said—

a small, quaint town, but not like
New England.

The tent which they had was not
new DakEbhie b really did
dress the show, and he was glad he
had assented.  He talked to the per-

ted him to make
a pitch before SR help Spud
bally up a crowd for the oleo. Eva
and Joan would vamp from the front,
and then the show would go on inside,
maybe two-three shows, if they could
get enough Clems and Judys—ffty
cents, and everything going to the
*Gator Boy and his Hairy Mary. It
was  typical, generous, whole-hearted
carney gesture, Duke knew.

But they were quarreling like mon-
keys in a barrel, Spud Burr had taken

harge of getting up the tent, and
everyone was screaming one thing and
another, and_the weary canvasbacks
were bored with the whole procedure.
Morely, the Indiarubber Man, kept
insisting the tent was faced the wrong.
way; Dolores the Snake Woman pat-
ently sneered; Eckstrom sat on the

rear of the little trailer and dropped
terse criticism of everyone.

Duke paused, and Eckstrom drayled:
“Ye see? Them's carneys. Allus

bickerin® an’ fightin',  Logk at that
Swelled head.  Look at them

umbered up, and they all
appealing

e Fsadohal ikl
Well, Spud, mebbe they're
I dunno. Mebbe you oughter

aal, all people  warm and strong nside him. He yas
St calncy’ Yt o good  going bac] his non-dreaming, his
to describe us—people. set amp('n(lu.l ke stage, a great
apart place for & man like an old Ariny . r
Daniel said: “Aw, you're too deep ¢ bitterness— move i
for me, Duke. We just got o help the no. prl ot e e Spud had held back. He had a
Alligator Boy—te's always been a right maul in his hands. He was a husky
geel touble with leave: ~young min. His face flushed a deep
a went into the hall with Spud. _taking, being good and simple, but e _ red; i eyes burned.
Eck_ Eckstrom finally got away. His wife Eva was in * damn you Ym big geek!
He had a knife the community all widh Soang SpULL,
whittling and whistling as he went. laughing. Eva had soft white arms r Duke's trailer. ~ He
That was State of Maine for you, Duke ~ an g a5 ek mabying ik it saw, Bec  Gyex the mudden profasiall

Come and

shought.. (.. He podded at tomething_ dancer. Spud wlked carney from the ’them,  She did not move. Ecksrom
Daniel said, and went back to his cornes mouth, and was hand. got down off the trailer, as though
Scotch.” He was. beginning to, feel it jsome in 2 oiigh way, S pecting,trouble, his cyes gleamming
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Daniel’s voice boomed softly:
now, Spud i jstthat most are ag'in

“Aw,

B o oi oot harge
of this yourself, you dumb geek. Now
you come around and try to boss me,
ipped of the giant
caught Eva’s. ~ He swallowed
hard. He turned, maul in hand, He
said to the roustabouts: “Turn it
around. Let's get to it. Dammit,
chis i for charity.”
ning. | She grabbed
Daniel's hand and ciied: “Daniel's so
good-natured, nobody could be mad
at Danicl, could they? He's 00 good-
natured, that's all
anicl sa honey, 1 reckon
I'm dumb too, like Spudsays”
Eckstrom said: “Huh! IF that was
me, 'd make Spud eat them words
That ol Daniell
Kin yuh get?”

“The woman loves the
Iluminating, very
“She don't. She’s after Spud,” said
Ecksrom happily. *T watched them,
oofl"  His cyes were sly, prying at

big_fellow.

Dolores said, “I know you don’t
like women, but 'm not one, really.
geek.”

He knew Duke was fond of
Eckstrom loved to cut people
NS ST e
person, but he took good care of
duke's trailers, Duke reminded him-
Daniel had picked up a maul and
was using it, stakes with no
Jpparcnt effort. His muscles were
: he was mercly a big man, bigger
{Ban oihers, sl poseioly” o Hede
slower mentall
s au e strange Down
Easter, my friend. You speak with the
forked tongue. You do not approve
of Daniel?”
“None of "em are any good. Bunch
o' freaks” said Eckatrom with self-
satisfaction. “You'll be sorry. You

.
“Eck, you are a dream boy,” said
Duke. “Now will you fix the trailers?”
“Spud an’ Eva can ' on!”  Eck-
strom looked virtuous. “Don’t sce me
caryin’on widhnone of them women.”

Youd have to los some weight
i 0t e b
lnap " Duke told him. “You're a bit

110

on the dowdy side, Eck.
Women like lean, well-dressed men.
He made a sour face and entered the
tent. Eckstrom was always hectoring
him for a raise, so that he could dress
better and drink more whisky. Eck-
strom was a queer one, but a good
mechanic, Duke told himself again.
Dolores was a tired old_character,
but the best snake-charmer in the bus
ness. She was in the back of the tent,
cooing at her charges. Spud Burr was
leaning on a maul-handle, Scoling:
Duke went up fo him and said: “Looks
as though you should be a bit more
circumspect, Spud ol
urr said: 1 know
dopey sklla minute.”
"You could also be more careful,”
ke said meaningly, searching Spud's
face with sharp eyes.

e young man’s head jerked, his
fiss hardened about the maukbandle.
said in a low, harsh voice: “If you

She’s

And plump,

Y.
v, Duke. Lost my

mean-| 't so. She's on the
level. It just fun. Daniel—well, he
ain’ kgnl fun in him.. Me and Eva, ve
got la

e Jou hare,” Duke per-
sisted. “It’s what people 7

“People? Like that mmuny jerk
works fer you? He leers at me. .

Oh, it's all right, Duke—who cares? He
ain’t carney, anyhow. But, Duke, 1
rouldn't wait you to think wrong of

Duke mig “Thigk it evesy Spug
It was none of his business, but he
liked Spud. He also liked Daniel, and
although he could never bring himself
to admit it, he thought kindly of the
bovine and conely

trafler, shaking his
hesd, e had unmu.wu of his own,
znd he fussed with them, trying for a
ood mix. with enough blie Without
feening the brilliance. The tent did
habby, now, in the blue of

his lights.
The people began moting in height
ened tempo, and now they no longer
looked shabby, SRR
They were show business; that v
Duke thought. They
veneer which they wore
light as they would
shiny veneer just a bit ba SEit naughty
oA e ot
becomes its many children.

Duke could recognize it.
In another life he had been a bit
ham himiell. He hid hypnotized
his share of ju

He mounied Ihc platiorm of his

trailer. He arrange maps,
series of colorful scenes dcpnnn,~

le in the act of committing crimes
of various sortss Local yokels were
getting from their cars and cor
Sier, Sttracted by, the lights and the
camas tent

here were eno
PR

to make a spicl,
R



pring the New Englander for 2 shill,
id not show just then, and
i Dko sy ButTs voice
was mellifluous as cver, booming out
10 the slowly gathering crowd: “Now,
olks, this is not a The show
Ganes later, in that At & fine charity
show which you can attend and know
you are helping a sick worthy. .
what 1 have to say is not entertain
ment, contains no tricks nor shenani-
gans.” This, indeed, may be termed a
lecture.”  He smiled at them, holding
them through the dreaded word which
can break up a bally in a moment.
“Lecture,” he added firmly. “A lec-
ture on the subject: ‘How to Avoid
Paying a Lawyer Too Much Money
for Doing Nothing."”

thing.

E laid into it, watching the crowd

from the corners.of his eyes. He
spoke easily, once he had them, em-
ploying understatement, treating them
as though they were almost his cquals.
... The books were out of sight, piled
under the counter. They were en-
titled “The Home Lawyer"—cost to
Duke, due to much reprinting, thirt
cents—selling price two dollars-a bool
defining the law, explaining the law,
advising people to stay away from
Tawyers until ced arose.

Duke. said: “Lawyers are fine for
guilty folk. That is their real func-
tion, to defend people who have com-
mitted erimes. Why, I once knew an
honorable lawyer, a decent, straight-
forward man. Of course he was very
poor—died in the almshouse.”

They were ready. Eckstrom came
panting up with his sweaty money,
waving it, to buy t “Home
Luwyer.” 'Duke saw that Spud Bur,

plaid trousers and a hound's-tooth
?lenglh jacket, was already on the

stand. Duke brought out the
B Sl e e e
Lawyers hated Duke for that book,
but that was okay, because Duke hated
lawyers.

Spud Burr gave a sign, and the Jittle
band began just as people finished
buying Duke’s book. The people,
softencd up by Duke’s pitch, went will-
ingly and happily to isen tothe, won-
ders described by the young bally-

Duke riffled the money he had taken
in, deducted his thirty-cent cost ai

gured a nice sum for the Alligator
Boy. He went back to the tent and
walked to the rear. The show was
about ready to go on. Eckstrom
wandered in, mouth agape at the dis-
habille of Dolores and Eva, who were
changing into costume. Duke angri
shoved the New Englander out, R
Spud cme quickly from the front.
Danicl and Eva were sitting side by
side—jus iting—on a couple of war
Tobe trunks.

e i shbbes Maosgad
Toan Bird, the kootch-dancer, entered.

Spud snapped: “Dammit, you're late
again, and drunk at that.

‘Morely said with great dignity: “Go
on, you bum. I'm no drunker than
e e
that big chop at you-know-who.”

 Spudsaid: “You can't put on  show
this way. You sots—both of you!”

Morely could stretch his arms as if _

they were rubber ban e put one
out and encircled the waist of the
girl.“You, sir,” he said, “are speak-
mg of the woman I love!”
pud said: “Its a good match—a
couple of stew bums” He wheeled
went over to Eva and Daniel, and
ke to them quietly for a moment.
Tva lookerd slamet pretty, atiring Upat.
Spud, and with qualms Duke remem-
bered the words of Eckstrom.

Daniel wid in his strong voice
“Better get the show goin’. What
U 11 Lpves conpi ot drinio’

“So you're on their side,” Spu

snappe
olores, a dark Jady nearing middle
age, winked at Dul

Any-
¥l go! away

body seen Dickens?
again.”
‘They all froze. ” Dickens was a

rattler, a real one, with fangs. He had
with Dolores a long time, but
he was notoriously short-tempered.
Dolores bent, picked the snake from
the sawdust. “There he is.
uess the mob’s in and the show
can start, huh?”

Spud snapped out of it. He turned
away from Daniel and mounted the
steps of the rude platform. He ad-
dressed the crowd, and the show was
on.

They gave three fast performances
to capacity houscs. . They took in
enough money to defray all the
tal expenses of the Alligator Boy.
Duke counted the gate and made a
packet of that money and his own con-
ibution, and gave it to Spud. . He
“You've run the thing tonight.
Why don'e you take it over and make
a speech and give it to them?”

pud said: “Ekey okey,
guess it went zll  ight in spite of the
jerks around h

"The canvasbacks were all fot stk
ng the tent and going off to their beer.
Eckstrom was fiddling around the
uruler, and Duke knew he had to go.
He arneys with
lundncs:, they et quarreled, but they

red and produced that sweet-
it of all, things, charity,
They_bustled now, acrimony put
aside. The trailer lamps gave them
light enough. Duke strolled toward
arked roadster which hauled the
smaller trailer.
¢ lights went out. Duke blinked,
started*for the trailer tailgate. He
hated to_have his paraphernalia
wrong. He tripped and almost fell,
ing to one knee. He groped, com”
ing o his feet.

t took a couple of minutes, with
much feminine screaming and titter-
ing, but Echstrom appeared in the
glow at It fddling wich a wire, b
ing his pendulous lower lip. ire
was shiay, where the inailation wes
off. Eckstrom produced tape, and
slirugging, went to work on ¢ we

‘here was silence now, as tho
e snimy darkening had laid a o

“There it is,” said O'Brien: “Fingerprints, opportunity, motive.”



over the party of people from the car-
Bival. "The :,thupﬁaxpcd and went too
white. Eckstrom adjusted them.

 Daniel came from behind he tent,

maul.  Eckstrom brought

= R e A e
the maul up and stared at it in the full
glare of the lamps.

There was a wild, sudden scream.
“Daniel! What is it, Daniell Oh, the
blood—the blood!”

meone said  sharply:

“Where's
Spud?”

Duke, mddenly il, wished devoud
for his whisky bottle. Daniel looke
at the m:ul S single drop of
something dripped fro

Daniel said FSpud.-he's back there,
all ight. But I did't do it I never
did. T found this thing aside him.
He was just xmc-mnmhke
peared s e di

Duke dreaded He held hxm:c]i
in at the middle. But he |
back of the tent. He had t h1ck

and soc what was left of Spus Burr,
He had liked Spud, and he did not
like this. But he had to go, for he
saw clearly the trouble ahead,

Spud lay on his face. Someone
had struck him alongside the head
with the maul. The sport coat looked
awful, there in the dust, with blood all
over ene shoulder.

Eckstrom chortled in Duke’s ea
“Done tol’ you, didn't 2 The big guy
takes a long time, but when he ketches
on, he's pizen.”

“Shut up,” snapped Duke.

m’ said uncertainly:
Cain't bear to look at corpuses.
I'm goin'—be-—sick.”

HERE was a little detective, B

over at the trailer camp and had a
couple of Scotches. He had shrewd
eyes, and although he was a policeman,
he seemed to Duke

um of intelligence.
“Look, Duke, this case is a natu
Eckstrom puts the dead guy with
the wife of the giant. They'd been
rangdoodlin’ around—"

“No,” Duke heard himself say. He
hated detested being interr
gated. anted nothing to do with

licemen. "But he could ot

Y, otler Tand, and_ know
Diniel was in dire danger of being
indicted for murder

“Your own chauffeur,” O'Brien in
sisted.  He had 2 monkey face, and
small, clawli smoked
e gy e big for him.
“Eckstrom put_ them there: Burr and
So the big guy walks
here's been rhubarb be.
fore; he sees them together. His mind
clicks, his lawyer will say; he sees red;

this,
He

‘Actis non facit reum,
nisi mens sit rea.”

“It’s true, like Eckstrom said—she was back there with Spud,”

he hell you sayl” O'Brien
looked interested. “Ain’t in
clhurch in so long I forgot my Latin.”

“Daniel did not kill Spud Bun
said Duke, "1 cannot: prove this, but
I know it to be true, and I cannot
permit him to be railroaded.”

You got a license to .practice in

Florida?” O'Brien asked genially.

Duke sat straight on the lounge
which by night was a bed, and poured
T am not a lawye

Mebbe not, but you've been one,”
said O'Bri

Dukagaid caefilly’: “T'am potiens
gaged in the practice of law.

heard you the first time.

it,” said the detective. “You
the carney. 1 know who you are,
Duke. But your giant is'a dead
pigeon

Duk

e said:

“I'll see you in hell,

ookit things this “way,” said
O'Brien patiently. “We got nothi

except thia big guy with the maul in
g prints. We got
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what Eckstrom tells us, which is ©
Now, down here we ain't so back-
s you think. We got ca
ake careful pictures. Danicl
s be h he woman, his
wife Eva, had left and was walkin'
around to the front. The lights went
out—"
“es,the lgh
ghier.
mqu Baniel.
fou

woods; -

said Duke. He sat

It was not the poat

Spud Ih.u day

1 ucky day, was it?"
“Iew. the woman,” said O’Brien
“Fundamenally, the woman. Clier.

2 la femme.  See, 1 got foreign talk

d; “Someone monkeyed
with those lights, do you ¢

u think so,” countere ien.
omeone monkeyed with your lights
—then stuck out a foot and tripped
you, remember? Then rushed around
and'killed Spud Burr. Then handed
the maul to Danicl, who is dumb

“S



Joan Bird said bluntly.

enough (o take it and hang onto it
heard you give out that stuff—to
Mayor, to the Sheriff, to the Chief
I'm just a sergeant, Duke,

“Daniel did not kil hi
I'm a cop. You don't like cops.

O'Brien matter-of-factly. “But
got_ brains, and I'm a man respects
brains you find out anything
about the killer, lemme know pronto.”
Duke said: “Then you don’t think
you already have the murderer?”
O'Brien stuck the half-smoked cigar
into his mouth. It
He said:

you

o
I'm just
TR bposite. the
wailer where Eva mourned and Joan
Bird stayed to help. . Morely walked
arouid slowly, disjointing himself and
Strceching i limbe to amazing lengths
from sheer nervousness. ~ Dolores leit
her beloved s and walked with
Morely. The carncys were restless
and unhappy.

That's why she ai

Duke said sharply: “Daniel didn’t
kill Spud.

Eckstrom said nothing, and Duke
walked slowly away. He went to the
trailer where Eva and Joan Bird sat
close by each other. Duke sat down
and waited, but Eva didn't look u
It was Join Bird who finally sai

u got anything,
And

have, Joud bettr
spill_it, because Danicl a bad
spot,” Duke said. “The Johns think
they got him in a bum beef, and they
think they got him cold. He will put
his keester in that hot squat as sure
—" He broke off, aware that he was.
using carney talk, which he detested.
“It's true, like Eckstrom said—she
was back there with Spud,” Joan Bird
“That's why she ain't

s head came up; her reddened
eyes  rared a¢ Dute Eottara
that. I ain't ashamed of anything I

did with Spud. But could T make

Joan

hars \\)ly—!lh wailed
and Duke had to shush

ayed awhi ing the wo
then leit and walked srouniiiie
ex thinking hard.

et hh s e
Dolorcs, the snakecharmer, within
The to woma as
swrong i But ‘she. was. midde
past_her prime, and she was a
wuml fellow. He went inside and
poured Scotch for her.

HE said: I know you don’t like
women, but I'm not one, really,
you catch,

%

s all right, Dolor
Wlml did

trying to square
the beef for.the giant., You're notl
real carney, but you been throwing
curves at that copper. That's pretty
SlEyall right nd T wanted'ta tell sl
He thought of cigarettes red with
lipstick, of messed glasses, of napkins -
stained with the rouge. closed

O'Brien went on: “Did you kno
Dolores was once stuck on l)ale?
He never knew it, but she wa
You learn evetything, don't your*
O'Brien said: “I ry. This Daniel,
he is a lovable guy—to women.”
Duke said: “Daniel is not guilty.

He did not kill Burr. He is not your . his eyes. Dolores wore lipstick almost
killer type, that is all.” purple. It nauseated him

But there it id O'Brien: “Fin- ~ Dolores You must have been
gerprints, opporunity, motivel Lok, icked good, one time. Well, T
got to go, buc I und, see?”  know you're trying to square it with

He padded ou » the Johns about Daniel. * I'll give you
e m went outdoors to one’little tip. Did you know
the smaller trailer, and let down the Bird was sweet on him before she
tailgate which was his bally platform. . picked up with Morely?”
“And what -about yourself?” Duke

Ecktrom heaved up, pufing a litle

ke saidt Thet bhotes wireel asked softly.  “You loved him?"

She put down the drink, p

She had been very attractive onc

she was not as old as she seemed now,
alize

" said Eckstrom,
ain't sloppy, y'

(he insulation was fraye
Eckstrom dul)muxly “"Course Dan'el

“And youre & normal gecks”
could ‘a’ cut Duke.
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% “Allright. I'l go. Damn
you.” ut down the drink and
alked oot of the trailer with some
dignity.

Duke sat in the gathering dark. He
thought hard. He thought around in
a circle and came back to the inexpli-

gable beavior of his precious light-
ing

Apin ey by Eckstrom swam
into his ken. He got up and found a
flashlight. It was pretty dark. He
briskly across the square and
toward the trash-heap.
etty big trash-heap, but
undle of stuff wrapped in
a newspaper. That would be Eck-
strom, the neat man.

Thewire was in the package.
old Eck, Duke lhoughz, e lhe

SOkt ihink
wrong of me.”

Then he heard distinctly the breath-
ing of an invader. He swung, trying
to get his knees from under the table.

too close where he sat; he
needed room. He was a sedentary
man who avoided strenuous exercise.
He was slight in stature, and was not
muscular. ~He was not, he thought, a
particularly brave man,
t now, with someone intruding
vacy, with someonc enter-
ing his trailer to attack him, the fierce
rage of the housckeeper who has been
trespassed upon rose in him.

Someone was slugging at him, and
he was forced to accept  blow on the
head before he could get away from
the table, which was bolted to the floor
and wall. He was stunned into dumb-
ness. The assailant crowded him.

He old barroom

day with bis &
put the et of the
led the wire, putting

b fink back ity
There was

e his breast pocket.

about a foot of i

e went back to his own trailer.
He turned on a strong lamp. The
hunk of wire had been cut with sharp
pliers at each end. One end was that
which had failed over in Tampa.
The other was a new cut made by
Eckstrom when he repaired the job.
The point scamed to be to find the
end which had failed in time for a

murder.
‘The lights in the trailer went out.
Duke was so stunned that he sat
quiescent for a moment, the picce of
wire in his hands. The going on and
off of lights, the pattern slowly form-
ing in his mind, the patness of this
n darkening of the trailer,
formed 3 bypnotic mass which moved
in upon

an
trick, pronged his ingers and punched
them at the . e sought
the yessbalbancaondeds “Fle clenched
his fist and drove it into darkness.

By chance he met the bone of a chin.
He got loose of the table as his op-
ponent staggered back. He jabbed
again, then butted as the man charged
him. The door was open, and Duke
thought he saw someone outside.

€ opened his mouth to yell. A
kick in the belly lifted him right off
the floor, and the yell neyer was born.
He sat down on the floor of the trailer
and held his stomach. The man tried
to kick him in the fa

Rolling, he clnlchcd a shoe. He
twisted and turned. He threw the
man backward. He crawled to his
knees, aware that he was fighting for
his life. A vagrant beam 7 ight y
somewhere on_the lot fell across the
floor of the trailer.
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“The shadowy figure muttered and

unced. Then for a moment the

cam of light was gone, the door of
the trailer blackened. Then the light
came back inside, and Duke knew he
was alone.

Duke was very sick for a moment.
He ook his time sbout rising, fghting
the nausea all the way. His shaking
hand found the Scotch intact at long,
Jast, and he drank siraight from the

Restored but little, he managed to
crawl out of the trailer. He put his
hand out, bracing himself, staring at
the Florida night sky. * ‘The stars
seemed near. He faced them for a
moment, tears of pain mumng down
his checks. He faced it—he too had
scen the thing on the floor which was
gone now, which the inruderhad
taken.

It was the piece of wire. The killer
suddenly knew he had to have it.
ik it upituingii oae

He tried to walk, and was very weak
and _wished for the strong arm of
Daniel now.” But there was no one,
not even Spud._He had to get around
and find the killer. He had to do it,
because Daniel did not think guilt
thoughts. He moved among the trail-
ers, silent, invisible in his dark habili-
ments.

He came past his own small trailer.
Along the edge of the stream there was
some brush. The water burbled mer-
rily. Then was a form bending over
a small

e launched Rirusel without think-
ing, for to pause was to invite re-
luctance. He was bushed, but he had
to try, this one time.
the figure and pinned it to the fire,
listening—with a savage satisfaction he
Jhad not known was in him—to the cries
“of his victim. The man bucked like a
steer; then Duke was flyi
i the wind, thown ighotaiioual

He came doggedly backy and a foot
swung at him, catching him in the side
and knocking him over again. Duke

said, “Damn you!” and from his back
e Taunched both fect in a Kick which
stood his man off for a moment.

E tried to follow it in. A heavy

fist caught him. He went down
and lay there, and now he was gro
and finished.” He thought: “So this is
it. Now he's got to finish me, because
I know him.  And I can’t move. I
Juse must stay here and be murdered.

is
There was a small patter of feet.
There was a leaping figure, tiny, ape-
like,a blackjack swinging aliost de
cately, a figure on the gro
Duke mutteréd;

h;\l l should be

: “That's all right. So
this is your man, huh? 1 don’t buy
him s0 good. He was in sight of too
‘many people all the time.”



“He fooled you with the timing’*
Duke said. “Can’t you sec it? He did
it beforehand.  As soon as Eva walked
away trom Spud, ths one hit him with

the ‘maul. n he went back and
jammed  the hglm Daniel, always
slow, walked right into the setup,

picked up the maul and was tagged it.”

“I still don’t buy,” said O'Brien.
He touched Eckstrom with his toe.
The stout man rolled on the ground,
came up with teeth bared. He
O'Brien weighing the Timber black:
ack and was still

Duke found the wire, took it from

the kindling which had not burned
enough. He said: “This is the gim-
mick. He cut it with the same cutiers.
You said you had those cameras—"

“We got that photomicopraply
said O'Brien proudly. “I don’t under-
Hand it, but el tll us if he did it
with the same cutters.” He went
close to Eckstrom and through his
pockets. He took out a paper match-
stub. He said: “If I should buy this

y—which L ain't yet—T got a match.
§ s under Spud Burr's body. If it
should fit this paper, now, our cameras
would know it. But what motive?"

Duke said: “Is that Eva and Joan?"
The women came timidly closer. He
called: “Look. This John is a right
guy, see?_Come on over.

oan Bird said bitterly: “He'll
thiow us in the clink as materil wit-

"No." Duke insisted. “Com
We've got Eckatrom. He killed Spud.”

Eva screamed once. Joan Bird was
holding her when Duke got to them.
They carried her nearer the trailer
yhere the Tight conld shine on her.
iled: “Yes. Now I know. .

FiSiwed al s afece-ax, always smmg,
always following me. In town, every:
where, there he would be, staring.
Eckstrom, staring. —Not like sPufl
Different. Like a Peeping Tor

He_thought: “Now he's got te
finish me, because I know him.”

Duke said: “He was behind the
tent when you were with Spud there?”
She hesitated. She looked at Duke,
at O'Brien. Then she looked at
the heavy sullen (ezlurcs of Eckstrom.
She said: “I Spud had
warned me about him. He uld Eck-
strom was after me.
“Songat: motive. in. the world”
Duke said suavely to O'Brien. “Jeal-
ousy. Spud and Eva were good friends
~that was all. Eckstrom was after
Eva. He saw Spud as his rival. Eck-
strom is not over-bright. He is neat
and methodical, but not too intelli-
nt.
& Eva taid: “Spud told me—he knew
Eckstrom was after me, but he said
that DAmel woul(l find it out, and that
would b He said Daniel was
Bt always caught on sooner
or later, and that's w!J we told l)amcl

“see, when Spud got
n, she was sared Daniel had
turned up with somethin’ in his craw
about them, and Spud had laughed or
s aniel could ‘a’ kille

for that. Daniel ain’t so dumb as
people think.”
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Duke said: “Look, don't
now, will you? The hunk of -
your testimony. will hang this Eck.
strom very neatly. Tomorrow Daniel
will be back. Just don’t worry.” He
wanted to get away from them, from
the women. They wept.
Duke,” e wid, “you're s
o glad you're with it.
Duke, you Rl carneys
ain't so bad after all.”

They were packing Eckstrom into
the car before el wratsue i
said, He looked at the sullen, now
thoroughl i e

rmer driver and turned away.
O'Brien was whistling.

Eva had referred to him as one of
them—as a carney.

He should hzv: been insulted. Then
he remembered that it had all started
over a charity show, from the
of their hearts. It made him :cl very
strange, as he had not felt
bitter years—good, sort of
then, was a normal geek!

There was a patter of

et, & h
é:vl /&B"onr-

oy ien said:
o this is your man,
i



Minute
Man

A DEVASTATING PUNCH HAD TO SERVE IN PLACE O
SKILL AT THE START OF HIS CAREER; BUT SOON HIS
QUICK VICTORIES LED SPORTS-WRITERS TO CALL HIM
A SPIRITED NOVELETTE BY
AN ANNOUNCER WHO HAS REPORTED MANY FIGHTS.

by BILL ERIN

THE MINUTE MAN. ...

But as Billy had the right
cocked, as the

\ous balpless under his
loves, as the crowd went
erserk, something hap-

pened — and Billy didn’t

- £Y, XD, MARGHIE YELLED.
The kid, who appeared
about nineteen, turned
quickly and regarded us

suspiciously.

ey, Kidl" Marchie sid again.

“How much you weigh?”

The Kid_ just stood there for a
‘moment, his back against the stadium
wall, looking at us. His face was
lean' andhungry-looking, his brown
hair unkempt. “About one-fifty,” he
said finally in a wht'sit-to-you-tone.

“You wanta fight?” Marchie asked.

The kid crouched almost impercep-
tibly, and his lips tightened. There
wasn't fear in his eyes — it was more
like defiance; but there wasn't any
confidence, either.

“He means a fight in the ring” I
indicated the stadium. “The bum I
was supposed to handle hasn't shown;
and Marchic, here, needs somebody to
g0 four rounds.”

“The kid straightened, and 1 could
see he was a en. The de-
fiance in his face = replaced by
puzzlement.

-2

e champion

ot it go.

“Twenty-five bucks,” said Marchie.
“Twenty-five bucks, out of which you
pay twoifty equipment couts, and five
to Pop, here, for handling you.”

I'm known as Pop, of course. Any
time a man gets old in sports, he gets
known as Pop. Every sports circle
has its Pop, and I was it for Din Gity.

‘he money brought a gleam to the
kid's face, and I could tell the lean
and hungry ook didn't come from
pri

e but circumstances.
v twenty-five bucks,” said
kid, taking a hitch in his pants,

ith Joe Louis.
said Marchie, “he

the

disappeared back into_ the
stadium. That was-Marchiel What
happened to the kid, now, he didn't
care at all. He had his prelim set,
and now there were more important
things to worry about —uch a3 heck-
ing the money at the

B loa el it Ao 69 b
crowded dressingroom, where Rod
Derkin, the semifinalist of the eve-
ning, was already pecling his clothes.
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I showed the kid a locker and
helped him undress. While he shed
his clothes, I tried to find out some-
thing about him.

“Ever fight before?” I asked.

“Depends on how you mean,” he

swered.
“You know how I mean,” 1 said,

pe
Eyar do any lmxmg?"

“Iti the back yard.”

“Well, this is the front yard,” I said,
“People’ will watch you here, but
don't let it scare you.

“I won't,” he sai

1 was getting him into his trunks
and an old
halfsize too
and the loc |l s
with Doc Masterson.

“Where's this kid that Marchic was
talking about? the Commis-
sioner.

asked

Here," I said.

“I don't like this kind of thing*
said the Commissioner. “Marchi
always pulling something like this.”




“The pug didn't show,” I answered.

“Then the fight ought to be called,
said the Commissioner. “O. K., Doc,
look him over

Doc Masterson, 2 pretty nice guy
and a good doctor, came over to the
kid. Doc gave him a quick once-over,

unded his chest, looked in his cyes,
in his mouth.

“Ever have any heart trouble or
rheumatic fever?” he asked the kid.

“Nope,” said the kid, watching me
put the gloves on.

OC listened to his heart with the
tethoscope, and then had the kid
do five or six quick dips. He listened
Iz ind nodded.

This boy’s all right,”
the Commissioner.

“All right,” said the Commissioner
as Doc got the kid's name on his cer
tificate. “But I'm going o talk to
Marchie. One of these lastminute
kids gets killed or hurt bad, and I'm
on the spot.” They went out.

Derkin got interested enough to
snort through his misshapen nose.

he said to

“You ever fight before?” The kid
shook his head negatively, and Derkin
snorted aga; “That Marchie!” he
said

ammy Maxon, Marchie’s chief
hustler, stuck his head in_the door
4mI yelled: “Okay, Pop, bring on the

sheep.” I swore at his disappearing
head ey old zobe Arauda the
kid's'shoulders and took him out.

This guy you're fighting,” I said,
s green too.” But he's had a couple
and some instruction. You
p your left foot forward and your
behind your shoulder, you know?”
he kid looked at me with his
brown eyes, and there was no fright

# Ross fight

saw
he said 11 right

£ Gotuaivte myelt, i sgord

mentally with the ssioner and

Der But I

0 — that Marchiel

pat
ted the kid on the I-nl il ook hin
stadiu

D was.

up to his corner.
, which

only about half Tiled this e
meant about three thousand people;
but there was plenty of noise. ‘The
kid blinked under the bright lights.
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He looked across at_his opponent
nervously pawing in
his lips tightened
when we asked him
fight.
By the way,” 1 said, “I didn't get
your name
illiam Munson
grinned at n
2d Him:a¢lot.

if he wanted a

he said, and

M e
ly lik

op.
All right, Bil

back again. “You go in there

your best. - Keep your chin dowr

your guard up, but don't be af

 mix it

“The bell rang,

1 said, patting his
nd do

an
raid

and 1 took the stool
out from under him. My heart sank
when I saw him adopt a phony stance
that he must_have thought looked
professional. He went dancing

d half shuffling out to meet his op-
ponent, d get slaugh
tered, even:though the younguer he
was fighting was gre

"This boy took & couple of tentative
stabs with his left hand, and Billy
jumped around awkwardly. Then




the roof fell in. This boy got Billy
quned away to a corner and stalked
him in. Then he led with a left and
crossed with a right. He came in
close and it Billy with 2 right and
left to the body, and Billy didn't
know | whal to do about it.
y danced away and looked
puzzlzd_znd then decided that Billy
was a soft touch, so he waded in. He
smashed a right to Billy's nose, and
blood spastersd scrom che xing,_ He
d left and right to the body,
‘then left and right to the face.
muy- face was a bloody mess, and
1 hoped hed bave eme enough, o
sit down on the canvas and collect
his twenty fi ﬁve dollars the easy way.
owd lling, and the boy
senued the Kill. Hle cocked his right
and let Billy have it on the button.
Billy sank slowly to the canvas and
shook his head as the referet came
to count. Billy shook the cob-
‘ebe out at about five, and was up by
six, the darne
e boy came bouncing actous the
ring to finish the fight, and didn’t see
what I noticed jmmediately. Bily,
on his feet, wasn't in his phony stance,
His feet were spread, and he walked
flatfooted to meet the boy. Billy's
floves were cocked or cither side, and
s bloody face was set in a determined

Hllsated by
Jolin MoDormott

“Olay,” said Marchie,
and then repeated i.
“Okay! But you're
gonna’ pay for that!”

mask. He didn’t know how to box,
but e had been hurt, and now e
was ready to
That et bty fecling crept u
into the my stomach, and
e D o atch; feching ghe way:1
alyays do when Louis starts to stalk
some hapless opponent.
oy threw - straight left to
nmm face, and
across the ring in a fine spray, but
Billy didnt even siop. He swayed
slightly to the right, his stance open
and facing the boy, and his right hand
looped around in  big, fast arc. The
boy saw it coming, all right, and got
his biceps in the way, but it landed
with so much force that it knocked
him halfway acrose the ring. He
Tooked startled and went into a crouch,

giving ground before Billy's steady

advance.

spattered blood

Billy got him against the ropes and
threw the right again. It landed high
on the.boy’s head but nearly tore it
off his shoulders. The bov was scared
and went into a shell, but Billy just
stood in front of him and opened him
up, a8 if he were a ready oyser.

ack!  Slugl  Crackl  Splat!
Bl]]y just shifted his weight from one
foot to the other and threw those lefts
and i
that everybody knows so well now.
‘They tad every pound of his weight
behind them, and they beat the boy's
guard open. 1 was afraid they were
gomg to break his arms.

ights in that fast, overhand arc

Ry eft caught the boy high on
the head again and smacke h:l;n
against the ropes. His right caught
hﬁl . tho  mouth;. and tie: boy
tpicce weat miliog into the fpeo.
tators.” Billys left fnjshed the fhght
then, although the right may have

already done the job. The left hit
50 hard that the boy left his feet and
half arched onto the ropes. He came

ns

sliding down and landed on the floor
inan inertheap. _The referee’s count
was just a formality.

T Tushed into the ring and wiped
Billy's face with a towel. I draped
the cowel AR B Rleey o
threw the robe around him. Then I
Lustled him out of the ring. “As we
went up the aisle —different people
yelling at Bill a he pased—T put the
question to

“Where did you learn to fight?”

1 felt his shoulders shrug under the
rube Where doss anyone learn to

2

X fo
ot T et it vt L s
“Like that, it’s murder.”

1 got Billy in thc dressing-room
and staried to take off his gloves.
“Look, kid,” I said “remember
Don't sign anything tonight.”

He looked at me in a puzzled way.
“What?"

“Don’t sign anything!” I was talk-
ing low, so none of Marchie's stooges
could hear m

“I don't get/it,” said the kid.

“You don't have to_get it" 1 said;
{you just remember it. 'l explain

ter.

1 had the gloves off and got a hot
towel to work on the cuts. The door

opened, and Marchie came in.  With
him s Johnny Pearl, Johnny is a
sort of stooge of Mar ‘man-

ages a few fightrs He manages then
e way Marchie says he should, and
e it they get some nice
purses. ‘They had one of those form
contracts with them
id,” said Marchie, holding out a
check for twenty-two fifty, “you sur-
prised me.  Congratulations!”

Billy took the check and mumbled
a thanks.

“You got a future in this racket”
continued Marchie. “All you need is
a smart manager, and you'll be ma
ing plenty of money.”

Billy looked up and got interested.
1 slipped behind Marchie and shook
my head negatively at Billy. He
caught the signal and glummed up.

PIES s Johuay Pearh s

ne of the best manag:
rv in the Midwese. T wanted to ge1
Jou in the hands of a good man, so 1

brought him in. How about it,
Tohnny? You see. "im fght?”
ure thing, ki

“you got a future. h
the contract up — “sign this, and I'll
have you knocking down big dough
in no’ time.

Billy shook his head.

“You don’t wanta fight?” asked
Marchie.
“Sure,” said. Billy, “I want to do

ing that I can make some mon-

eya

el said Johnny, shoving the
contract at him, “that's what I'm talk-
ing about.”



Billy shook his head again and said
ng thing. “I already got a

manager.

Marchie and Johnny were studies
of fish out of water, their mouths
hanging open. “Yor got  manager?”

dl!dly‘ 3
is gnmg to mai &

ol Matelicattuce; butnod xoi
He turned to me, and there was pure
malevolence in his face. “I thought
you were working for me?” he asked.

T was as stunned as Marchie, but I
liked the kid, and I never had liked
Marchie even if he did throw a lot
of handler's fees my way. Marchie
was 0o coldblooded for my money.

op over there

Fortunately [ did baveone, because
Marchie could haye made
me if 1 didn’ 1
el 1n handlciarkic ooy ane thery”
“I'll give you a hundred bucks right
now for his contract,” said Marchie,
“and we'll forget this happened.”

T that time a hundred dollars
looked big to me—but they don't
rint the kind of money that would
Bave: mads o sell: Rily down: the
river right then.
was just giving Marchie a ride, o
course. 1 didn't have a contract to
sell.

“Sorry, March

i
Billy's idea. T don':
out.”

1 said; “it was
fel like selling

“You cheap, brokendown pug!”
said Marchie to me. “I take you in
here and throw you a couple fins a
night, and this is what you do. Get
outa here!

Hcy, nnd By, his lps dighten-
ing ur man

yon Marchia mmmg
on Billy. i plck you up out o the

street, and now you act like you're a
champ. Yow'll pla, hell getting a
fight ‘around here, you two tramps!
T'll make you come crawling to me
with that contract.”

Billy lid of the table he was sitting
on and Marchie, standing flat
i e [ coming garie]

elled. “Don't do it
But the right hand was already arcing
through the air and smacked against
Marchie's face with a sound as if you

ped.a bundle of wet clothes
against the It knocked Marchie
right back against_the door, an
thought for ‘a_ minute the’ hinges
weren't going to stand the strain.
But they did, and Marchie slid slowly
to the floor, a little trickle of blood
running out of the corner of his
h.

ol!” 1 said to Billy.

might break a hand that wa
ohnny Pearl was over_holding

Marchic’s head, anc slowly Marchie's

“You

eyes came into focus. He got up
shakily and glared a- us, ignoring the
litdle trickle of blood.

“Okay,” said Marchie, and then re-
peatedit. “Okayl But you're gonna
pay for that” He and Johnny left.

I sent Billy in for a shower, and
thought things over while I packed
up a few duds that T kept at the
stadium. 1 wasn't worried about
Marchic not giving us a match. Some-
where, wherever men gathered to see
blood” spilled, and that was wher-
ever there were men, we'd get fights.
What worried me was whether or not
Billy meant what he said, or whether
he was just needling Marchie. Be-
cause if he didn’t really want to fight,
1 was losing some money for nothing.

We got out of the stadium before
Lasked Bily, We didn't even wait

w Derkin was coming along,
allhough 1 Ieamnes Inter that he won.
He was a bum, but a good testhorse.
He'd butcher any young kid on the
that didn’t have it.

said to Billy once we were

Bl

“Yesr 1 said,
make some mone
and you can hit

“Then I want to fight,"” said Billy.

“What do you want money so
badly for?”

“To cat,” he answered soberl
He had a mature mind for a
“I want enou ney so 1 can
always cat without worrying about
What the food costs. 1 Baven't had
a decent meal in over a wee
He pulled Marchie's check out of
his pocket and looked at it with
sparkling eyes. “Let's go somewhere
and get a big meal

“You owe me five of that,” I said
grumpily, thinking of this hungry
kid coming off the floor to knock

I think you can
You got heart,

out_his man,
“I owe you half of it," Billy said.
“From now on, you get half of

everything T make—okay?”
You mean that about me handling
o

ure, if you want to.
“Well, I'm just a broken-down old
fighter that had sense enough to quit
before his brains got addled.”

“Just see that I quit before mine
get that way,” the kid said, and he
grinned at me as if that check he
had was worth a grand. I always
ot a bang out of it when Billy was
happy; that's why “u hurt so much
when Jo sank the hook into him
and_ twiste

“We'll sign’some paers in
morning,” said Billy.  “Right S
let’s cat.

We never did sign any papers, but
how that kid stowed away

that nightl_ I fnally B
bust open, and called a halt, The
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bill was over three dollars, and that
was a lot where we did our eating.
I found out he was sleeping in flop-
houses or the park, so I put him on
the davenport in my little apartment,
and we kept that arrangement wntl
we got into the. big money.

e next morning the phone rang,
and I had a suspicion who it was
before I answered. Sure enough, it
was Marchic.

“Hello, you bum!”
voice was jovial.
“Hello, Marchie,” I answered cau-

sly.

he said, but his

tion
0 hard feclingsabout st nightse
“Not me,” n't the
onc that got h
“Okay,” said Marchie. “I was

sore because 1 think the kid's got
prospects, and thought I could build
him. You know how that is.

I knew how it was, and was glad
the kid had made the dodge out of
his_clutches, although I had spent
half the night wendering if I'd make
a good manager for a kid like Billy,
and trying to figure how I'd bring

aid Marchie,
el i Toknis
*No, thanks;" I said
“What?”
1 wid:
fighter
e did all right last night.”
“Sure, but put up a good fighter,
and Billy'd never get to hit him.”
“Oh," said Marchic, and there was
disappointment in his voice. 1 knew,
despite  Marchie’s tone  this
morning, that Billy and I had a bitter

“how about

0, thanks.

The kid's no

Il give you a buzz when we'e

Axd Marchie shortly. *“Do

that.”

T HUNG up and tumed around, to
find the kid regardiny

don't think 'm really a ﬁghu-)“‘ e
sked.

Si¥oure not a polished fighter,
I said. “You won't be for a while.
You got one of the hardest punches
Iever saw.  But you don’t know any-
thing about the ring. I'm gonna
take a month to show you what ticks
—then you'll never get cut up the
I ht.

way you That's a
handsome are of it
and get a movie contract when you're
champ:

Billy grinned.  “Pop, maybe you're
right,” ut just think

ing of an casy twenty fve bucks.”
1 said, “it wouldn't

be easy this time — Marchie'd see to
thab¥ o eock’ Faid‘aod il il

say, and a year from now you won't
even sign your name for twenty-five
bucks.”.

My program called for a month of
hard taining. 1 had been quite a



boxer in my time, but I never could
hit my way out of a paper bag.
That's why nobody was ever afraid
of me, and when 1 got where 1 wasn'e
so fast, I had quit the ring. But I
couldnt get it out of my system, and
hung around as a trainer, once in a
while managing some ham'and-beaner
for_awhile.

Never having had a pinch, I knew
how valuable it was, and was careful
not to take any of Billy's away.
1 let him keep that wide-open stance
of his with the gloves cocked. It
was unorthodox, but with him it was

a natural—and how he could hit
out of it!

TAUGHT him how to weave and
move around a little, watching for
punches, sliding by them, riding with
them, picking ther: e air
with his gloves. He wasn't a short
puncher, and I figured the only way
to beat him was to get inside and
unish him in the body with the
lightiog tire him o apd. take the
steam out of his punch. So I taught
him how to tic up a man in close
%o he coldn't hit and the referee
would have to break it up. But
Bt et oo Mioeh Tk v
take the best in the game to keep
working inside all during a fight
without getting tagged at least once;
axd once vay all 4 puncher like Billy
figured by the time he
strted fighting the best, he would
have cnough experience and savvy to
take care of

RRind ool biéeatsthe g ciEym
yith the heavy soft gloves on, Billy
had a knockout punch. He hit too
e A
T had a hard time getting anyone
to spar with him, and couldn’t afford
to hire anyone. so 1 put
the gloves mys:l[ Al {sparred a lile

But I was t00 old to
Enve him much campeuunn So 1
ad to let Billy work out his'punch-
ing on the heavy bag and get him
to go casy-in the ring.

I'got him in A1 shape, but he

still gained weight on me. He ate
like @ horse, and in a month all my
money was gone and I knew we had
to start fighting. 1 figured Billy was
ready for the ham-and-bean circuit,
anyway.
He had trned into a middleweight
on me, weighingin between 158 and
160 all the time, and I thought we'd
have to hurry to knock off the middle-
weight crown before he turned into
a lightheavy—I was that confident.
And strictly on boxing form, 1 was
right. But I wasn't considering all
the forms, particularly the form of a
certain

il Maschie and told him we
were ready,

“Oh,” he said, “you're still around,
uh

g

1 knew better than that. I was
willing to bet Marchie knew we had
been working hard.

“Ican give you a fourrounder,”
e sid.

s glad to get off so casy.
i e el
prelims for & few fghs

vl ke that.

“Who're we ﬁp,lmng?"

“Rod D said Marchie.
“Derkin?” 1 yelled. “What's he do-
ing, fighting a prelim
“He has (o cat too,” said Marchie
in a smug voice; and I knew, then,
that he had been waiting for me to

aall.

“Wait a minute,” T said. “Derkin
doesn’t fight for twenty-five bucks.”

“I_take care of my boys” said
Marchie, *See you Tuesday night."
He huny

SR
a erafty fighter, and Marchie was
hoping he'd ruin my boy. 1 recalled
Derkin's style, and then thought over
how Billy had come along in the last
month. 1 decided that Marchie
didn’t know just hov good my boy
was, and smiled to myself. Derkin
would never get the chance to cut

him up.

I called Potsy Hilton, a_square
sports-writer 1 knew, and told him
1 had a new kid *hat was fighting
Tuesday night.

“Listen, Potsy,” I said: “Marchic’s
got a grudge against us. He's throw-
ing Derkin against this boy of mine
“in a prelim. Be there to see it, will
you?  And let Marchie know you'll
be watching for dirty work—it’s just
possible he may try to stack the ref
against us.”

Potsy agreed readily. He didn't
like Marchie's tactics, and had claimed
in_print once or twice that Marchie
ruined a lot of good young fighters
just to pour a little ready money into
firoms pocket. I felt better after
talking to Potsy—he'd fix it so Marchie
wouldn’t dare pull anything.

E came into the ring that night

with a very poor crowd in the
stadium. Most of the fans arrived in
time for the semi- an ain cvent,
and left when those were over, They
didn't know that as far as Marchie
and the sports-writers and 1 were con-
cerned, this was the main event.

1 had gone over to watch Derkin's
wrappmg job and see the gloves put
on, but Rod just snorted at me and
didn't say anything else. I felt sorry
for him. He wasn't a_bad pug—a
lile cruel, but otherwise all right
Here he thought he had a set-up, and
didn't know that 1 had given Billy
orders to cave the voof in carly so
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there would be no chance for foul
lay.

Rod came shuffling out slowly at
the bell, and Billy's wide-open flat-
footed stance made him a little cau-
tious.  He wanted to figure it before
rushing in, because he had heard tha
Billy was a_puncher.

Rod shuffied around and tried a
tentative left, followed by another.
Billy let both of them slip past his
head so expertly that 1 felt proud.
t was going (o take a good man to
bt hi had YoarsieAtHa ek

wel

Rod tried another light left and’
then stepped in with a hard right.
Billy picked it off in the air with his
left " glove, stepped outside it, and
then that right of his went over in
a dazling arc. Smack! The stadi-
um was pretty quiet, and you could
hear it hit from one corner to the
other; then pandemonium broke loose.

ROV'S legs went rubbery; he halt
stumbled and was half propelled
back against the ropes. He straight-
ened there and tried to concentrate,
blood dripping down off his chin,
But there was fear in his eyes, and
it was so real it scared me. I v
to get used to that fear in the e
of Billy's opponents when they et
his power the first time. But seeing
it in Rod's eyes that night, it fright-
ened me, because I realized then bow
terrific my Bill
Rod went inio & crouch and.tried
to slide away down the ropes, but
Billy stalked him. As I had seen in
his first fight, he had the killer in-
and now he smelled blood.
He got Rod in the corner, and Rod
realized he would have to fight his
way out. He tried to get in close,
but Billy stepped back and let him
bave a left that knocked him back
into the corner n Billy, follow-
ing my instructions, went for he body,
He let Rod have a one-two-three that
doubled him over, and I think if
Billy had let Rod fall, the fight
would have been over then. But the
kid straightened Rod with a right,
prol‘)pcd fiim up. with the-left, and
hile 1 screamed at the referee to
o the

sto)

leap to
collar mn of
Potsy look at
white and strained
Rod fell to the floor like a tipped-
over sack of meal and never moved.
Doc Masterson hustled into the ring,
and I took Billy away so he wouldn't
look at Rod. The fight had gone out
of his eyes, and 1 thought he was
looking a little sorry.

Marchie came into the dressing-
room, and his face was white too.
He Knew 1 had a boy that people
would pay big money to see.

e and his face was




The kid hit him so savagely that Rod fell like a tipped-over sack of meal.

“How about the m;
week?” he asked.

“Are you crazyr” I returned,
mot ready for a main eve

“He's not_fighting an)lhuq, else
around her archie, and
knew he meant it this time.

“What's the matter with you?” 1
wked

n event next

“He's

1 not putting him in with an,
|lm|;, that can't ke care of iuel
sa /And it's not the fight-
5% ' worsied about. One kB illing
here, and the city fathers wm Tt
scrcaming t0-clow ms upe Get
I got it, and 1 was scared ag
You know how it is when you realiz
you're on the verge of something
gr u don't want to muff it
I knew then that T had_one of the
te ever , and

good ones; and 1 was
3 ..m e him 1
hio e i fighting,
nd 1 thanked my
a different division.

“I'll_call you in the morning,” 1
said. Marchie left, and 1 took the
gloves off Billy. He sat there, look-

ing queerly at the hands that had just
yrought such terrible desruction, and
didn’t speak for a full minute,

“What did he mean?” Billy finally
asked quietly.

good for the ham-and-
b T cheerily; “that’s all,
But I'm afraid to rush you ahead
100 fast

“We make more money in the main
don't we?”

Then we'll fight main event®
ppose you meet some wise guy
that cuts you to_ribbons?”

"So what>* Billy shrugged. “Ei
ther I murder someone or they mur-
der me — that's what the fans are pay-
ing for. Jn uh care of myse

Ok 1 TN call

Marchie in uw mor;
Billy went to the shower, and Potsy
]Iylnm came in. His face was still

Jowd ‘you like him?” 1 asked,
trying to be cheerful, but Potsy wasn't
having any.

“I was just over in Rod Derkin's
dressingroom,” said Potsy; “he hasn't
come 10, ye

I could feel the blood draining
down out of my head as my face got
cool. “Is he

No, I don’t think so,” said Potsy.
“But it’s a good thing he’s got a hard
head. Masterson says it's a concus-
sion,- and_they're mkm(f him over to
the hospital to keep him quiet.
think Deskin's fghting days are over
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“Well,” I said, not looking Potsy
in the ¢ye, “Rod should have quit,

7, id oy, He caught
eye. " he said, “your boy
didn't h.wc b llnow Shat laae oned

“I kn

of Ahnsc Vhings =8 Kileh Y
knowi
fas knov«.'

said Potsy Hilton, and

Lissepe srayed meditaively' o
far wal

"You hink 1 gught to ke it out
of him?” I asked.

“Depends on what you want,” said

ant,” I said; “it's

n't what 1
what the kid want
“What does he want?"
foney!”

hen don't take the killer out
of him.”
N Ciry's only morning paper

made as much play, of Billys
quick K.O. over Rod De
did of the main event.
that Marchie was promi:
a main event the next week.
I called Marchie. “We'll take that
main event” I aid
“Go aid Marchie, “I've got
jour ()p}mmm all signed up—1 was
looking for someone (o fight him.”

Je mentionl

Billy in




“Who're we fighting?” I asked, im-
mediately on the alert
le, by the name of
(Ceterino. Santiago;” - wid. Marchies
“He's a fast boxer, and will probahly

got a good record,” e

I went into the kid's bedroom with
a little worry nagging at my mind.
At this stage a good boxer might out-
point Billy, maybe. Ten rounds is
& long tim:for any boxer to go vith:
out getting hit, and one hit vas all
Billy n t I knew I could
wust Marchie to gel the best man
available. 1 knew Marchie's type of
mind, and it was vindictive. He
would never forgive me for snatching
y this prize, and he would never-
Sormare Billy foc giving him a taste
of that deadly punch. But on the
other hand, Marchie wouldn't let it
interfere with his making money.
found a couple of fast light-
weights at the gym. and had Billy box
em all week.~ The only way I could
get the kids to spar with him was by
agreeing that it was for Billy's de-
fensive work, and that he wouldn’t
hit them back with all his steam. I
watched Billy closely, and when he
got hit, I could see the lips tighten,
the shoulders hunch just a little, and
Istopped the sparring on some pretext
or another and gave Billy a few in-
structions to let him, cool off. When-
ever he got in the ring, he wanted
t0 fight.

I was worried when we went to
the stadium that night. The papers
had been giving the Cuban quite a
build-up, and he had some good men
on his record. Billy was very happy
and full of grins, as usual. But I
knew he'd be the killer again, once
the bell sounded. to have

tme tirn him loose on the heavy bag.

He tore into it, and slugged sav:
unil he was gusping fof breath, |
d.idnl have to drive him into“condi-

; he hkcd lhc feel of a wellfed,
well trained b

HE stadium wasn't filled to capac-
ity for the fight, since neither boy
had a local followiny ere was
a bloodthirsty crowd on hand.
Fifis Cuban was fase, all right.  Fe
came out at the bell and was around
Billy twice before the kid was set to
fight. He tagged Billy with some
GHE lefts, and the crowd. got inten.
ested. Billy stalked him, not swing-
inga blow. = The Cuban danced away,
stabbed and danced, stabbed and
danced, always on his toes. 1 saw
Billy's lips tighten and his shoulders
hunch, and my hands were gripping
the ringside so tightly they hurt for
two days afterward. 1 was more tense
and expectant than Y else in the
stadium. 1 knew my Bill

“I an give you o our rounder,”
Marchie said.

The kid suddenly made a_quick
step and_had the Cuban stuck in a
corner. The chocolate-colored boy
stabbed lightly and slipped down the
ropes to get cre was a fast,
blurring arc - Bllly.\ body bent for-
ward with his right, and the following
deadly sound of leather meeting flesh.
The Cuban, caught off balance, did
a complete somersault in the air be-
fore he hit the canvas on his face
and stayed ther

Thezuryrss & o, prolonged obbli-
gato from the fans in tribute to the
deadly suddenness of the spectacular
knockout. I was in the ring as the
light was dying from Rilly’s eyes, and
got a robe over him, got him tirned
away from the referee
st kg hand. “The Caban
was sitting up in a dazed fashion as
we left the ring.

That's when Jo suuck her pretty,
deadly face into’ the picture. It was
to Billy what Billy's right had been
to the Cuban—just as sudder: and just
as conclusive. She*was sitting on the
aisle as we went to the dressing-room;
and even 1, who should have known
better, thought this was merely a co-
incidence.

She put out a well-manicured hand
and took hold of Billy's arm. She
Tied wp:at, hisa; and. you e to
admit she had lots of what it takes
for a girl to get along in the world.
Blonde, pretty and ceadly. And she
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couldn’t have been over twenty, her-

se

“I'm having a postfight party.” she
said. “I'd like to have you

1 started to step between them, hav.
ing seen this ot of thing before, and
having no use for it; but I g
o Biliys face and it siop it
Billy was a kid from the srect, which
means nobody ever cared much about
him, and nobody ever gave him a
break. He had seen girls like this,
from a distance, and maybe dreamed
about them just the way Cinderella
dreamed about a prince. Here he

polished_party-girl.
£5 i he had stugged himself with one
of his own rights; he was knocked out.

BlLLY gulped; he uruggled to
 speak, and filly he sl “I'd be
d to.
“Lexmglon Apartment House down
here on Broadway and 17th,” said the
irl. “My name is Jo Stanton, Apart-

ment 154" Then she saw my glow-
ering face in the background.  “Bring
your chaperon, smiled at-me

to take the bt L
growled and lhoved Bﬂly along’ to-
vard the dresingroom.

Qida't talk sbout it untll after
nmy s shower.  Being a main eventer,

he had a dressingroom to hims
Billy dressed in his only suit, one lhn
had scen lots of wear, and he tu
sround on it to make it look a Htle

does afast ta e el
tomorr

“You going?”

“Su rc,soe S7id: “Tihen he grinned.

“You coming—chaperon?”
“You're damn’ right T am,” I said.
I meant it. 1 was going to be there
to see that he didn’t drink, and that
he was home early—I was goiny
chaperon with a vengeance. Thad

U parties before: A Mt
bored pcoglc trying to make believe
life was a

ig joke, and geting drunk

y” 1 said, “it's all right for
you to go it parties—it’s what
you start_doing after a while that
counts. You start taking a drink or
two; you get some female on your
gets to be more fun going
than fighting. It “ain’t

illy.”
]hIIy [ruwnu! dmm at his hands,

as he had a of doing, and tried
e e was going to say.
“Pop” he said, “I'm just & Kid—1

know that, But_thers. were times

when I had a hard time c‘nmg You

know the story. But o

rcople like Jo—like her-mlkmg‘ and
learned to talk the way I should.

I watched them dress [:mcy and eat

big, and that's what I want in life.




I want mo
That's why T

like  they've . got.

ht. I've wanted to

hit out against the world and tear it
apart_more than_once.
I'get in the ring I get a chance—and
when I'm hittng that heavy bag, I'm
hitting back st life, and L fove 3

He was quiet and a little Siten
after h,

But it explained

I said, “we'll go to
" But just remember
lot more to life than that.
ou're a long way from the top,

He grinned and playfully slaj
e ou e shoulder with bia gﬁ
is codrdination, timing and
were so perfectly blended to
put his weight behind any blow he

struck that he knocked me halfway
e room,
“Cut it ofit, you bum,” I growled,

“or I'll give you a lesson.”
Grinning amiably, we set out to
the party—and Billy was jus like
going to his first; which was,
mdeed the case.

0 STANTON met us at the door, and

‘my dislike for her type kept getting
mixed up with a liking for her, per-
sonally. It rang a warning bell
my head.

She was prettier than she had been
at ringside, and was dressed in a low-
cut evening dress that exposed every
Bit of her body while covering it up
according to law. All the girls were
that way. 1 was used to these high-
class females, but could see Billy's face
getting red as he wanted to look but
felt he shouldn’t.

She tgok Billy by one arm and my.
self by the other and toured this big
apartment, which I gathered was all
hers. We met all kinds of people.
Most of them were interested in meet-
ing Billy, and he made a good impres-
sion. He could talk better than most
pugs, and he was a good-looking kid,
not.yet marked up.

We rounded into a little nook, at
which there was a bar, and who did
we run into but Marchiel  Good old
Marchie, dressed in evening clothes,
cool drink in his hand, halfsneer on
his face.

s¥ou know cach other, I'm sure,”

el sia Marchie.
old friend of mine.

“Well” said Jo, “imagine that!
Perhaps you two would like to talk
over old_time o of m
arm, and holding on to Billy's, steered
him right through the room and away
from me. I started after them, but
Marchie stopped me.

want to talk to you, Pop,” said

Marchie.

“Make it short,” I growled, looking
anxioutly at.the doorwsy where Jo
and Billy had disappear

“Pop’s an

+How much? asked Marchie
“How much?” I echoed. “What
the hell — talking about?”
“The kid's contract,” said Marchie,
and everything made sense.

“Knock it off,” I said. “The con-
tract’s not for sale” And then it
occurred tome,strangely enough, hat
Billy and I had never signed
papers. We were just running o
partnership based on understanding
and liking. But I had scen those
partnerships break up before under
the pressure of success. Then I
shrugged a mental shoulder, and
dcc\dcd that the day Blll’ and 1
could't get along, Marchic could
have

"Pop, said Marchie slowly, “I and
a couple of men I know are willing
to give you fifty thousand dollars for
the kid, just a3 he stands toda.”

he stands today,”
ucly, o'y me greatest fight prospect

in the nluo

said Marchie. “But
Wil ke Tou. Joug ‘timat to b
fifty thousand dollars clear, with a
middlew You can do a lot with
fifty grands —buy your own gym, live
the rest of your life the casy way.”

“I like my life,” I sai

“And,® continsied Marchie, “on the
other hand, there’s always the chance
that something will thpﬂlv that the
kid'll never make the

“Like what?”

said Marchie, studying his
vently, “Tike him Faling. for
some girl—say Jo Stanton, and taking
his lumps

“You fixed this.”
ust speaking hypothetically,
Pop,” said Marchie
“What the hell ever that means,”
L retorted, not being too high on L
“But don't et it worry you—Billy an
Pil get along

LEFT Marchie standing there and
went after was worried
about him. 1'd felt that Marchie had
something to do with Jo latching on
t0 the kid, and the conversation I had
just finished more or less confirmed it.
T knew why Marchie was after the
kid's contract. Billy was a_middle-
weight now, but he had about an
inch to grow and thirty pounds to
put on. Another year, and I'd have
to fight him lightheavy, and from
there he might be able to muster
enough weight for the heavy ranks.
Louis was getting old. I hoped that
Louis would retire before Billy ever
turned into a heavy. 1 didn't want
10 see those two meet.

1 found Billy just in time.
Jo were talking to a dark, slick-haired
dude with those enticing mustaches
you see in the movies—one step up

rom a_pencildine  Just a. I saw
them, Billy's lips tightened and_his
shoulders hunched a little. This
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He and

dude had a possessive arm _ around
Jos waist, and he was speaking to
illy as 1 got within range.
“You make your living with your
muscles. You must develop quite a
few, including some in your head,

1 gnybhed Billy by the arm, and it
was tense. “Time to go home, kid,”
I said and 1 steered him aroun
“Thanks a lot,” I waved to Jo. She
was watching ‘us with an_enigmatic
smile on her face, and didn't scem

to mind the guy's arm around her
waist at all. I could see lhtll it both-
exed Billy.

1 got Billy out i the strcet, and
he couldn’t hold it back any longer.
He started at one end of the Don
Juan's family trec and cursd it down

ranch by branch until he got to the
roots, and then he told what he'd like
to0 do to them.

“Take it easy, kid " I said when he
had finishea.

He was quiet a moment, and when
he spoke again he was almost : cying
“Thats what I mean, Pop, he said;
“I want to hit guys like that. But I
can't. They'd put me in jail for life
if I went around hitting all the guys
like that. They got everything 1
haven't, and I can't figure out why
they should have it and 1 shouldn't.
And then you put me,in_the ring
where I can_turn loo:

“Look, ki 1 said, “that life isn't
for you. Forget about it.

Billy wrenched his arm away from
me and turned to face me, there in
the street. His eyes were blazing at
St amvl hespobe law) ban et

ard

“Why isn't it for me2 Why can’t
I have a girl like Jo Stanton? Why,
can’t I have plenty to eat and fourteen
suits to wear? You bet that life's for
me; and I'm going to live it. I'm
going to live with people like that,
and I'm going to show you that I can
stay in training. Il make a million
bucks and_then Tl retire—like Tun-
ney did. Then T'll have a wife like
like: Jo Stanton, and never have

to worry again. Ill- I'll-" Then
his voice broke. He gazed across my
head for a moment, as if seeing that
day, and then he turned and walked
slowly.upithe stree” with me at his

&

“Pop,” he said quiedy, “I'm having

lunch with Jo tomorrow.

GO, thats how the thing staried.
And_Billy was as good as_his
word. He lived with me in the little
apariment, but he hobnobbed with
societ. - He ent to s, and

"’u

e took Jo
fell head over heels in love with that
partygirl, and I couldn't figure her.
She ‘had’ that polish, that smiling
surface that nothing could penetrate,
She was always polite but never warm;



T watched him weave and smash until I couldn’t stand it.

you figured it must be an act, and
she was a terrific actress.

1 couldn’t object, because she wasn't
bad for Billy. He trained for her
and fought for her. He was fighti ing
the world for wha she represents
and he became more savage than ever.
He never broke training, never took
a drink, and she never objected be-
cause he came home on time. Some-
times there was lipstick on his shirt-
collar, but I made believe I didn’t

Billy wouldn't put money in the
bank.~ He spent it on clothes and
on Jo. He insisted there was lots
more coming. It was the day after
Billy's first main event, when he laid

thatPotsy hun

Billy's monicker on him. I picke
up the paper, thumbed 1o the sports
pogs, and there it was, The: aib-
adiine said: “Din City Minute Man
Gos Coure in Par” Potay pointed
t in the story that all three of
nmy; professional fights had been
won in less than one minute. The
CGuban had lasted fifty-cight seconds.

§O Billy became known as Minute
Man Munson; sports-writers tagged
him with it, the way they tagged Joe
Louis with the title Brown Bomber.
When the bell rang and one of his
fights opened, the crowd stood and
roared as he stalked his man. And
for three more_fights Billy aiint
disappoinit the Din City fans. He
tagged his man_early and beat a
steady tattoo until his opponent was
a_senscless heap on the canvas,
Where one blow would have done
glc job. Billy uruck fve, Not since
anassa Mauler came roaring out
i e
scen in the ring. And I knew that
the kid was burning himself up; that
somethirig was consuming him from

within that would ‘break, him if he
didn't conquer it.  But I didn't know
vat to do.
Billy to Chicago then, and
mey D el T o
supposed o be a rough, tough middle-
weight. He bounced out of his cor-
ner and rushed in to slug it out with
Billy. They met like two roaring
express trains in a head-on collision.
That fight lasted exactly twenty-seven
seconds. 1 had a_good look at the
ug’s face when Billy landed his first
B, el the damt-old Serrog was
there as he realized the punching
power he was up against

Billy met two morc men in Chicago,
the best they could dig up, and the
result was the_same; Minute Man
Munson was still shooting the course
in_par.

Nine straight fights, and all knock-
outs in less than a minute. Billy was
famous from coast to coast. But the
honeymoon couldn't last, and T knew
it now no one had known
Bmy, and the men he fought, in addi-
tion to being second-raters, had mixed
with him. From now on he would
meet nothing but good men who
would be more conservative than a
Maine Republican.

We laid around Chicago then while
Pat Kelly, the Chicago promoter, tried
© get us 2 good fiht Needles 10

7t there was a big gate in the ofing
{£Kelly could get the right man. _Bus
nobody wanted any part of Minute
Man Munson.

Jo had followed Billy to Chicago
and was living there, with Billy see-
ing her just about every night. 1 wa
worried, and suggeted mildly to Billy
that perhaps we had better train away
from distractions. He laughed at me
and asked me if he ever broke train-
ing because of Jo. I had to admit
that she was a lot more sensible about
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it than ostgirs. Bt T kept womy-

o didutiact 10e 2 gil in love
Shee took it casually when she couldn’t
see Billy, and she gave him up early
cvenings. I knew a girl ke her
didn’t go home an¢ go to bed that
Shpoe knew that Billy thought
she

T o) Jo carefully when I was

them, and tried to penetrate that
smiling surface. Just a couple of
times, when Billy wasn't looking at
her, it scemed to m that she let her
guard drop, and that something akin
Saabneetn il lnn;,mg came into her
pretty eyes. But that wasn't what 1
was looking for, and it only made me

d me more.

Then came what I had been dread-
ing. Pat Kelly called, and he was
obviously excited.

“Listen,” he sa
in the big time!

That's what I'm afraid of,” I said,
and I meant it. I was afraid Billy
was moving up 100 fast.

“Afraid of?" Pat Kelly half yelled,

“Listen, you got the hardesthitting
fighter ‘under the heavyweights. 1
cn't keep on matching him with

ums.”

“I've got your boy

“All right,” 1 said, “don’t burst a
boiler.  Just who've you got—the
champion?”

Ry laughed glectully.  “Maybe
you think I'm kidding,” he said.
ain’t got the champ, but I got the
nextbest thing. 1 got Tommy Gan-
tryl” Tommy Gantry was the Num-
ber One middleweight challenger, and
had been dogging the cagey old ciamp

Sois,continued Kelly: “1
talked to Emil Clemmons, the champ's
manager, you Know, and he has
agreed to fight the winner here
Taonth [ater. Vi peiting both fghly
in_ Comiskey Parkl” Kelly was like
a kid at Christmas, and I couldn’t
blame
for_him (0 sport,
Tl talk to Billy and let you know,”

is was quite a feather

et me knowr” Kelly shricked,
isten, you gotta do it. Som

R L
you can’t pass it up!”

1 don't know whether we'r ready
for Ganury,” 1 said.

“You ain't mady for nobody elsc!”
Kelly was getting hoarse. “You want
to keep knocking over bums in sixty
seconds? The fans know your boy
can Hit aoni—they wania e hiph meek
someonie really good. Gantry and the
champ ate the only two good boys in
the division right n

Sl youe Kinong 21 by sl
hung up. 'The phone was ringing in
ten seconds.

“Listen,” said Kelly, tears in his
voice, “I gotta know today. I wanta




set this thing before somebody
iifets Vorh sy back put a
I gotta know today. I'm in 2
“I'll let you know tonight,”
and I hung up agai
EEGeumy Ghatcy, s then, 32 Bily
made it past the challenger, a shot at
the title. That's how fast Billy had
skyrocketed to fame. It's always that
way with a puncher. A boxer has to
make his name slowly, year by year,
climb the ladder the hard way, take
his chance with bum decisions. But
uncher is what the crowd wants
to s, and there i no argument about
the deciion aiter a K.
to Billy that mghl Kell,
ad b hounding me ail day, but [
wanted to make up my own min
beiore 1 talked 1o the o 1 ﬁn-lly
decided that if his mental attitude was
right, he could beat anyone at his

t.

ly called me today,” I opened.

“A fight?”  Billy asked, and his eyes
took on a predatory glea

“He wants us to take on Tommy

'So Gantry's the Mumber One chal-
n he be hit?”
“Anybody can be hiit you go

ey fight him.”
frowned at my shoes. They were
lean and shiny, like Billys record

up to now.

F.Kelly says he's g0t 8 commitment
from the champ to fight the winner
Nt o ionih e ad Ko rs
ting both of the fights in Comikey

Pal
Tlu

yes heighten-

‘money,” he

leam in BAIIL
at means big

u

“That's right,” 1 agreed.
wonder if you're ready.”

oThats your departmenty” said
Billy. He never argued with my

(GaEtions A1 Rovobe'd abide by
what I said and never beef.

“You want these fights?”

cSure. 1 got plans, and they in-
elude big money!

T picked up the phone and called
Kelly.

“But 1

oMMy GANTRY was a good boy,
and I worked Billy hard. I tried
to find some sparring partners who
SNt up to him, but when 1
turned. him loose, he beat them so
unmercifully that they wouldn't take
¢ could stand up to
his punching—if he could hit them.
1 was afraid of the ‘day we met the
‘man Billy couldn’t hit. id was
no
1 heard from Gantry's camp. that
he was working for the fight as he
had never worked before.  He studied
pictures of Billy's style, studied the
range of his punches, studied his un-

orthodox manner. I knew how Gan-
try was going to work, how he'd have
to work against Billy. He'd have
to work in and out. Stay away and
pepper Billy, and then get inside
illy’s punch and hammer him har
in the in-fighting. Take the steam
out of his punch and soften him up
for the later rounds; Gantry would
have to sap away Billy's deadly co-
ordination in the early rounds.

1 made Bnlly condition for 3 long
fight. The day he got tired in the
g he wold L trsugh; becauseihe
bhad nothing but the greatest punch
ever seen at that weight.

o was Hingaide fos:the fight, and
Billy smiled confidently at her. She
waved nonchalantly and gave me the
blg smile.

“This guy'll box you dizzy, Billy,”
I said. I was repeating what I had
Bamier<d Hm bin ever: since e
signed for the fight.

“Don’t let it bother you, and don’t
lose your head. He'll keep pecking
away, trying to wear you down, but
save your strength, wait for him to
slip and then let him have it.”

illy's lips set, and his shoulders
Hmaciaed & Bitle axif be were Skeady
feeling the smack of his gloves on
Ganury's face.

sNAKED the stool through the

ropes as the bell rang. Billy stalked
out flatfooted, as he always did,
and Tommy Gantry came out on
his toes.

For a full minute Gantry didn’t
come close to Billy, and gradually the
expectant roar of the crowd, looking
for another Minute Man performance,

couple of boos arose.
The referce said something to Gantey,
and suddenly Tommy darted inside,
put his head againe Billys chm and
punished Billy in_the by he
crowd scllcd and Billy s oL up
as T ha him.

Gutiey g back.pualde. and pe

ered away with some long range Eite

hen he picked off Billy's right and
came inside again.  Billy tried o hit
him two or three times, but Gantry
made him look bad. And when the
round ended, 1 was cursing myself
for bringing the kid along oo fast.
It looked as if Gantry could keep this
up all night.

The second round was the first all
over again, and Billy couldn't catch
Gantry m one E(lcr long enough to
do any good. Going into_the third,
Billy's face was red from the pepper-
ing he had taken, slthough the'skin

wasn't broken, His body had red
blotches on it where Gantry had
staked out his target. But Billy

wasn't_breathing hard, and 1 knew
the kid was still dangerous.

Gantry was getting confident now.
Billy and I saw it at the same time.
It was about thirty seconds into the
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third round, and Gantry stopped m
ing for long enough to throw a n
right and Icft into Billy's face. Bill
backed up, surprised, and the croy

thought i et ey ssphel
out in crescendo the way sports fans
do, and they started yelling for more

action.

Billy had been pentup for three
rounds, and when Gantry did that T
began to feel better; at the same time
Lfelt sorry for America's Number One
middleweight challenger—for he
been fighting a lousy fight from the
spectator’s standpoint, but a beautiful
technical job, and in a way, it was a
shame to see him throw it away like
that,

Gantry stayed outside, then came
inside with a few body blows, brought
a light one up to Billy's chin, and
then went back outside.” He stopped
out there and threw_another long
one-two.  Billy was waiting for it, an
before the second half of the combi-
nation landed, Billy's deadly codrdi-
nation smashed home a right to the
bridge of Ganitry's nose.

Gantry went bac" halfway across
the ring on his heels, blood streaming
from his nostrils, and bounced off the
ropes o fall on his hands and knees,

Gantry took the count of nine and
came back up, but he was no longer
the neat, dancing, confident fighter.
scared, and he didn’t want
t0 be hit like that again. He backed
away fast, but Billy was stalking him.
Billy slowed him up along the ro)
with a hard left, and then hit him
three times in the

Gantry went into his own corner
and tried to_cover up, but Billy was
the same savage madman that hag
carved his way to the top of the mid-
dleweight heap. He weaved from
side to side as he stood in (mm o(
Gantry and hit every exposed
e oa oottt iy el
his face and hamr cred home cach
blow with a soggy splat that couldn’t
be heard two Tows away because
Comiskey Park was full of screaming
people, sta on their seats ang
turning the place into bedlam.

Gy was out on his fect, but
Billy wouldn't let him fall as he
hammered home the killing blows.
The towel came sailing in from Gan-
try's corner, and the referee leaped to

Billy, wr;\pl ing his arms around the
Kid and:pulling hirr away so Gantry
coult

1 wa; in the ring immediately, as
usual, and I could se the nsane look
in Billy's back to
el oy and L
old man. What Billy had

s ot good—it was winning for him
now, but it would lose for him later,
in a different kind of fight we ali
have to face. And I didn't know
e e




E were lucky to get the cham-
pion. A champlon is usually
picty cagey about whom he fgh
any times, especially if
who fell into the e,

Suatim
eIl dodge
. Collins,
i champion of the world,
was no bum. And in addition to
that, he was lured by the one thing
any fighter will go for: a big gatel
That was his one reason for dodging
Tommy Gantry—he'd be laying his
ilcon e = wmall gates Bt Billy
had the drawingpower; and Emil
Clemmons, Collins’ manager, knew
that Comiskey Park would be ful o
the fight.

Emil had promised a championship
fight to the winner, but I was afraid
he'd back out when he saw Billy's
power; both he and the champ were
at ringside for the Gantry fight, But
the morning after Bnlly ut_Gantry
away, 1 got a call from e
sioner, and I got Billy out of bed to
sign the papers before Emil changed

is min

We had to give the champion 3314
per cent of the gate and be satishied
with 121/, per cent for our share, but
you couldn’t expect a champion to
lay his title on the line for nothing.

e signed the papers, and we bot
came out of there feeling like a mil-
lion dollars. Eight months after
Marchie and I took him out of the
sucet that night, Billy was signed
for a championship gol Thats a rise
as startling as pun

Looking s it, I "Bk Collns
figured he might as well get to Billy

while he was still green, He had
Sea Gantiy maka s mynkey out bé
him for two rounds, and was planning

do_the same for a longer time.
B Gollos b & o, ek et
than Gantry. “We were to find that
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h right then we were very happy.
“Pop,” said Billy, and his yes were
glowing, “when 1 beat Collins, I'm
going 0 marry
The happiness left me like wind
leaving a pricked balloon. “When”
he did it, as if he didn’t have a sworry
in_the world! And marry Jo—some-
thing 1 hated 10 see. o was all right
—(he hadn’t bothered Billy's training,
don't like anyone that never
o any emotion stow. I was mar-
ried once, to a swell girl; and as far
as I'm concerned a woman has to hit
some rocks in life, just like a man,
B e bors vint happiness is.
Loyalty comes from hardship and un-
derstanding, not from having a lot of
mon

“Have you asked her yet?” I asked
‘him.

“Not yet,” said Billy. “Tell you
whn let's go ask her right now—come

"Whlt do you want me along for?
Go ahead, ask her.

“You're my manager; 1 may need
help from my corner. Come on,
Pop, I know what the answer will be.

Let’s go over to her apartment right

"Bty sarted the litle car we bad
purchased. ~ Since I was already in it,
rito g it e Gy Ei Tt
sourly until we got there, mad about
the whole thing. I liked the kid; I
hated o see him go wrong. I wanted
him to meet a girl who would take
that burning hate out of his soul, the
hatred that he turned loose on’ the

unchingbag and on the men he
Fought, “Win fights? Td rather lose
every fight that we had than to see
me kid getting burned up inside that

"YW pulled up in frout of the apart-
menthouse where she lived, and again
T trid to et oot GLits: “You don't
want me around when you propose,
kid.”
T jus Honey, when '
el wel pesmaisied . hen 11
kiss her, and then you can kiss her.
How about that?”
He took me by the arm and dragged
me inside, into the elevator. I'd
never scen him so happy before in
the long months I'd known him, so
1 went along.
‘e got to her door, and it was
standing open a crack. Billy whis-
: “She must be up. Let's

surprise her.

He opened the door, and we walked
into a hallvay with one of those
carpets that come up around your
ankles. Billy strode across to the
livingroom and rounded the corner
into a sumptuously furnished place
that was only about half as big as the
Versalles palace.

T WAS right behind Bily and
bumped into him, he stopped so
suddeny. 1 peered over his shoulder,
and wished I had:

Frainhere we wers Yol coildsce
right across the livingroom into Jo's
bedroom. She was standing at ‘the
foot of her large, rumpled bed in a
negligee she might as well have for-
gotten to wear. Standing in the
dooryay, leaning casily aguinst the
door-jamb, a smirk on his face, was
{he ada it the paustache 1 femern:
bered_seeing the first’ night we met
Jo.They looked just ik two pcople
caught in the middle of a lovers’

uarrel—a sort of surly look on their
fices.

Then Jo saw Billy, and for once
that_polished veneer wasn't there,

Her hand covered her mouth and her
eyes widened as she realized the situ-
ation.

The dude saw her reaction and
turned to see who was causing the
commotion.  When he saw Bill, his
smirk turned to a

el well, the gladiator:”
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“Jo,” said Billy, his voice like I'd
never heard it. “What is this?” It
sounded like a sil'y question. The
dude was dressed, but it still looked
pretty plain to m

“Billy,” said Jo, “I can_ explai

. “Naturally,” said the dude, loung-

ing tovard Billy. “Who can'e I

e it that you are now the Queen's
tavorite?”

“Shut up,” said B

“Oh, no, real]y, ald “boy. There's’
no need being that way. After all,
this is one girl you can't lay out in
sixty seconds, and 1 can give you
some very good pointers on
nique.”

“Shut up!” Billy said hoarsely,
while Jo and T watched the tableau
without being able to move.

PTHE dude kept lazily movin
ward Billy, hands in his pocl e
You'll find it necessary .)u ve
twice a day,” he was saying,
il
worth it.”

1 saw Billys lipy ighten and hig
shoulders hunch. , dom’t!” 1
yelled, and leaped for mm But 1
was too late, His right came over in
that blurring arc I knew so well and
the dude :allcd halfway across the
into a coffee-table and

ing to the foor amid its splinters.

e was out cold.

Billy went over to him and stood
looking down at him. There was
insanity in his eyes, and I knew he
was hoping the dude would get up—
but the guy was listening to the birds
and wouldn’t come around for five
minutes.

Jo was_standing in the doorway
looking like a wonderful advertise-
ment for a burlcsque show, except
that she was rcgmuin; tragedy in-
stead of glam

“Billy,” she mid real low, “may, 1
explain now?

Billy turncd on his heel and left
the apartment. _She started after him,
but I blocked the way.

“Pop,” she said, grabbing me by the
lapels, tears and urgency in her voice,
“Ican explain!”

Nacurall

" 1 aid,in imitation of
the n't” 1 roughl
i s ot my Iapels an
followed Billy.

We went down to the car in silence,
Billy drove through the traffic, and
in a few minutes I saw that we were
headed for the gym. I thought it
might be sutomatic, that he va't
thmkmg, s0 1 prot

e e today,”

Is

kot doing,” he an-
gwered. 1 at him then, and
hell eyes. That flame was

buruing inside: ik and ! knesiie
wanted o hit out against the world
for always kicking him.



rked outside the gym, and
i dgy h 3

1 should have

he golden life isn't for me—I'm a
misfit, wherever 1 am. 1 hate poverty,
and I don’t understand what makes
rich people tick. I made a mistake—
TI'm_admitting it to you right now.
And from now on, et not talk about

atever you want, kid,” I said.
muy moddei his head and got out

of the car. - In some ways he was very
mature for one just turning twenty;
but Tike moat 10ds he didut really

know what life was all about.

1 followed him into the gym, and
we just nodded when some of the boys
yelled congratulations at us. I stoo
silenly by while he got into his Iogs.

I helped him on with his gloves and
w-xrhed him walk over to one of the
heavy bags. I didn't [
S ey e fight, but I didn’t
ry to stop him.

He started in on that bag, and his
eyes blazed as he hammered away at
it. 1knew he would rather have had
human flesh standing there, but fiesh
wouldn't have lasted as long as he
wanted to go. 1 sat on a bench and
watched him weave and smash until
I couldn’t stand it any longer. 1 saw
the sweat running down his back; 1
heard him panting, his breath coming
harder and harder as he tried to tear
that bag apart. And then I knew
what the Bible meant when it said the

Lord had struggled with the devil.
Toats what Billy Munson was doing

ow.

T went into the small office the gym
manager, Smiley Johnson, has, an
struck up a desultory conversation
wuh im. He must have known
something was wrong, because he
steered away from talking about Billy
But every time that the conversation
lagged, we could hear the vicious
crack and smack of Billy's gloves on
the heavy bag.

e it stopped, and I hurried to
e door.  Billy had both gloves
on the rope that suspends the
was holding himsclf up, his head be-
twen his arms. were heav-
ing in and o e for hica to
R i bkttt fgningho would g0
Back to, the lockerroom. But when
Billy finally straightencd up, he went
ack o work on the bag. 1 went in
to lk v y some more, sick at

e steady pounding sopped agaln
sometime later, aited to hear

S pesuites s Whendt. Aldas, 1. took
another look, and Billy wasn't at the
g He was in the locker-room,

opped against his locker, sitting on
The ench n front. of it, sl gerting
his breath in painful gulps.

“She's fixed you so you can’t even hit an old man,” I scoffed.

Billy's handsome .young face was
sweaty and dravn; his eyes had lost
their fire and were du as
satisl oF the wall, st b At 10
ing anything.

1 took his gloves off and made him
take a shower. I drove the car b k

to the zparlmcm and put
bed. He slept like a little lnl)y 1
Tgetcy,

AT month of uaining for the
championship fight was a night-
mare. A couple of times I was on
the verge of calling it off. If I could
have drummed up a good excuse,
would have. But I couldn't call the
Commissioner and tell him 1!
boy had been disappointed in love
and didn’t want to fight next month.
It sounded silly when you put it in
words, but it was very Teal ‘and very
serious,

Billy couldn’t put the gloves on for
the first week. hands were swol-
len and tender, and his wrists sore
from the terrific workiout on the
heavy bag.

1 had him do road work, but he
didn't get much out of it. His body
was in condition anyway; it was his
mind that was fouled u d
lost his desire—he no longer had a
reason for winning,

Tt Billy in the ring wich sparring
partners that a month ago
have scared with a single look. 1.Ly
valtzed around hir and belted hin
f he were a punchingbag. Not
once did I see the tightened lips that
I had come to recognize as a warning
ngnal

tried. He tried because 1
R T hanging on
to me like a hurt oneman dog.
felt 1 was the only thing in life he
could count on. But the harder he
tried, the worse he got. Hu timing
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was gone. That perfect cobrdination
of eye, mind and muscle that makes
the great athlete was gone.
ention Jo to him, and
he didn’t mention he o me, although
Tt getting to the stage where T
thought maybe that was the only
thing that would cver bring him
around.
Jo. on her side, didn't uy to get in
toiuch with him. ~She was apparently
lakmg the Mm!c thing like the lady
she tried
Billy mgnd in for the fight at a
low 155, and the sports-writers bally-
hooed that he was trimmed down for
the fight of his life. Nuts. He was
in worse condition than the night
Marchic and I took him off the street
to fight the preliminary. At 155, it
meant was giving nearly  ten
pounds to the champion.
The night before the fight 1 gave
up and talke m like a Dutch
uncle. l\alhmg Fcould: e wocae G

the way b
“Look, hd ” l sai give it to
you straight: The only thing that

i i great fighter is that you
can hit a moving target more surely,
quickly and harder than T

ever seen. le of th:

.
s bed and
dumbly sgreed 5
continued, “you haven’t
e e T
You fell for a glamour girl and let
yourself go to when  she
turned out to be a cheap tramp.
on't you understand that she isn't
worth that? There are girls left in
the vorld who ate what you expectad
her to be.
This drew a spar B ook
at me. “Leave Jo'out of this”




“What do you mean, leave Jo out
of this? She's it. She's responsible
for all this. How can I leave her out
of it? Shes a bum, and shes turned
a good fighter into one.”

“Pop,” said the kid, and there was
some spark in bis ey, “leave her out
of

NoTie could have siopped me
then. If getting him mad was
Sl it ook el e eihin
“I won't leave that tramp out of this,”
Isaid. “You could have made a bet-
ter deal than that for ten dollars at
any one of a numbe- of places I know
about. You could have,got & slut
that was honest about

EClie Vi Tipe-ighised, and his
shoulders hunched.

“And then you let his fluffy-pants
uin you fora fighter,” I went on. “A
B T St s doug
ball out of you.”

His right came blurring_through
the air, but I had been watching him
and I knew him better than anyone
he'd ever fought. Besides, 1 used to
be a boxer, remember? 1 moved just
cnough so'I could fecl the wind of
it whistle past my fac

i1  hate 1 scofed. “She's
fixed you so you can’t even hit an
old man; that's what she has done

He salked me, biseyes blazing with
the old fi

“You read sorics when you were &
kid about some lousy woman tearing
a man down, and you laughed at
them. How docs it fec]

He tried with a left and a right,
and I got away from both of them,
but he had me in a corner. 1 knew
what Derkin, Gantry and the rest felt
like with those eyes on them and

" 1 con-
tinued just as :crcmlessly 8 he had
poured it on in the ring, now
a tramp from a lady, Bt you stll
think—"
he world exploded in bright
lights, pinwheels and stars. Gradu-
ally the room faded back into focus,
and I was on the floor, The kid was
holding my head and crying like a
hurt baby. Real, genuine tears were
streaming down his face, and he kept
“I'm sorry, Popl I'm sorry,

5

chin
away, everything’s all righ The
unding stopped, and in a moment
could hear footsteps walking away
down the hall.

The kid looked at me through the
tears that were gathered in his eyes—
and that's all he was, just a Kid that

d been hungry all his life and that
had suddenly been made famous.
Just turning’ twenty, and he'd had

more stuff thrown in his teeth than
most men all their life.
“I'm 501 ’

i
had a kid of my own, but I patted him
on the back kind of clomsly.

uldn’t have done it, kid,” I
“"But 1 hate to see you this

way.!

“I know,” he said, and he examined
his hands the way he had -a habit of
doing. 1 knew, then, that 1 had
fired him up for a minute, but I had
Just made matters wors in.the long

 Neithis oo, oF s lege ch lhal
night, and the next morning my
e ¥ toeeil ol A G bl
fast. 1 couldn’t remember ever being
hit that hard before, and I've been
hit by experts. It was like running
into an express train.

1 took the kid out for a long drive
along the lake shore to get some
fresh air in the morning, and in the
afternoon I made him lie down and
est. He hadn't slept much the night
before and fell zsleep for a while as
1 sat looking moodil out the window.

e were lots of people lining
the runway when we went into
the dressingroom and they gave the
kida big cheer The park was nealy
sold out, as the writers were looking
foc' thartblaody Batale. T¢ was the
biggest gate there since back in 1935,
when Joe Louis salted away King Le-
vinsky before the crowd had even set-
tled. The writers had warned that it
was just possible this fight might end
as fast, and the fight fans were on
hand carly.

The champ wasn't quite the boxer
Gantry had been, but he knew his way
around, and had a terrific punch him-
self. The experts figured he'd have
to get to the kid before Billy landed
one of those pieces of dynamite. The
way the kid was, I knew he wouldn’t
land anything. But all I could do
was hoj

A lot of people figured the kid had
just been built up for a big champion-
ship gate, and so there was money on
the champ. But the sports-writers
weren’t fooled, and they said plainly
that the kid was the hardest punch-
ing middleweight in history. So the
two were even money when they went
into the ring.

The kid was nervous, which was
new for him. Usually he was just
anxious' to tear into someone.
couldn't stand it in the dressingroom
so 1 let Willie Runyon, who'd be in

the corner with me, put the gloves on
the kid, and [ went over to watch the
champ’s put o

1 made my wm along the edge of
the grandstand, the way it was fixed
it e

and ran into something. that
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tyrned me so sick I didn't care
whether school kept or not.
I saw Jo Stanton—very clearly it was
she-—talking carncsty o my old pal
ie. 1 bitterly wondered who
e
When I brought the kid down the
aisle to his corner, the fans gave him
as big a hand as they did the cham-
His rise was as meteoric as that
great puncher, Joe Louis.
Louis, by the way, was at ringside,
along with Baer, Dempsey, Tunney,
Ross, Canzoneri, McLarnin and a few
other asorted pugilistic_greats
rybody wanted to see Billy and
Sbmtr e e el
They weren't. going to be any more
disappointed than 1 was. It
be (& very short and bloody fight, all

n.uy was apathetic in his corner.
He looked at the champ, and there
wasn't any of the old straining at
the leash.” He took his instructions
from the referee in a dull way; and
when the bell rang, he moved out
in his old peculiar stance, but the
shoulders weren’t hunched the way
they were when he was really after
akill.

The champ moved around outside
him, feeling him out, and Billy moved
with him. The crowd was
and expectant. Both of these men
had a K.O. punch.

The champ was being cautious and
Billy didn't care, so there wasn't much
action. 'Then the champ feinted, and
Billy took a_premature sw
mised a mile. That
he wasn't alert, never have
been fooled by thas it he'd bemn

ar)
Al sudden the champ ducked
his head and stepped inside to
hammer Billy in the body, the way
Gantry had ‘done. But the champ
could hit harder than Gantry. Billy
tied him up automatically, and the
referee broke them. Twice more the
champ did st but the sound emled
without much damage dong
champ was afraid of mur. “deadly
punch or the fight would have been
over by now, or so I thought.
(OXAY, Billy 1 said to him a3 1
ponged him off, “just kee
matching g youll gt an opening.
“Don’t worry, Pop,” said the kid,
“I won't let you down."
1" 1 said gruffly, *

“save

your wind.

The champ was moving a little
faster in Round 'l
carowd w ed action,
good champion. A pi
Teft with his right and crossed a long
left and then moyed away fast. The
left snapped back Billy's head, but
there was o counter-punch.  The
champ looked disappointed and tricd
it again, but again there was no re-




wrn. Billy just wasn't reacting that
fast, and I could sce he was upsetting
the champ's strategy. The champ
wanted to do some counter-punching
himself.

The champ came inside again and
hammered at the body, an

one-two to Billy's whiskers, what there
was of them. It brought the crowd
to their feet.

Billy had swung a few times, and
just the swift power of his swing
brought a roar irom the crowd, but
he hadn’t come close and both rounds
went to the champ,

s he came out for Round Three,
the champ was still cautious. I could
see he was afraid of getting overcon-
fident, remembering what had hay
pened to Gantry, and it was the o..{'y
thing that was saving Billy. The
was wide open for a slaughtering .my
time the champ wan‘ed to start it, be-
cause I knew Billy couldn't get his
mind and his body together tonight.

The champ continued his cautious
fighting through the third round,
scoring points but not hurting Billy,
and the crowd was getting impatient.
They wanted the blood they had been
promised.

ARLY in the fourth the fireworks

started, as I w it was bound
to sooner or later. ‘The champ tossed
one of those long lefts, and it caught
a sleeping Billy a little off balance.
The kid stumbled a bit, and the
champ pounced in quickly, driving in-
side with rights and lefts to the face
as Billy stumbled back against the
ropes. The ball-park vibrated with
the crowd's roar, and the champ
threw caution to the winds as he fol-
lowed in. He nailed Billy on the
ropes and hammered with right and
left.

Billy swung back with right and
left, but they were wild, .md the
champ was under them
Billy's body. ~Billy slipped a\vry o
a neutral corner, but the champ was
on top of him to rock him with a long
right, and the champ drew first blood.
The crowd saw the red and screamed
a little louder.

Billy wied to tie up the champ, but
the cagey old warrior moved a
and then charged back in with more
punishment.  Billy hung on, the
bell rang on pandemonium and a
near knockout.

We worked hard on the kid be-
tween rounds. I don’t know why 1
tried to patch him up for more pun.
ishment, but 1 kept hoping that the
beating would wake him up. But it
didn't. He just didn’t care. I knew
it was only for my sake that he didn't
quit, that he kept trying. I almost
told him to take the easy way out and

“Go away,” I said, angered. “This is your faull

forget the whole thing, but it wasn't
my creed, and I kept hoping some
thing would happen.

'The champ saried the Gifth can-
tiously. He had eleven rounds yet,
and he wasn’t making any mistakes.
But unce he worked an opening and
ot _inside, he started hitting hard

He pounded Billy in the bod
suddenly switched to the head,
Billy went back against the ro
e was helpless againse the Aurry of
blows.

K.O. Collins felt he had the fight
then, and s1o0d up to slug.  He had
Billy helpless against the Topy
he hit him with lef¢ and x

left and right, and slowly Billy sagged
TR lip was open again,
and there was a ¢ over his

left eye to add to the flow of blood.
Billy stayed on his hands and
knees, and 1 knew he'd be up at nine.
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ow go away.”

was, and the referce wiped the
off Billy's gloves before he let
them come back togethe

The champ was a little anxious,
and Billy managed to clinch, wrap:

g both arms around Collins and
il fous whict gave hinseite
mre scconds to recuperate

Billy was strong a
I, and the champ moved
But once Collns got inside,
he again hammered Billy

back against the ropes.
the kid, and hit with a right that
would have ended the fight if the bell
hadn't intervened.

HURRIED 1o Billy halt dragged

him to the corner, and Willie put
the stool under hir 1 swabbed is
battered face with the sponge, and
saw that he was badly cut over the
eye.



oy 1 said to Willie, “this is
noug! ed to
over and throw in the towel, when 1
heard a feminine voice calling desper-
ately.
It was Jo, and she was practically
in the ring

“Go away, i3 e
endurance to see the cause of our
wouble trying to make things worse.
“THis is your fault; now go awa

But Billy heard her and turned.
For a long moment she looked at his
battered face, and he looked into her
desperate eycs.

“Billy,” she said, and her voice was
strained, “Billy, that man, Steve Bald-
win, was my husband. Listen, Billy,
he took me when I was a poor hungry
kid working in a restaurant, and gave
me clothes and money and married
me. 1 was only seventeen, Billy, and
I thought money was everything.
But I've been divorced from him for
a year, and he was trymg to get me
back. ‘That's why he was there.”

Billy was staring stupidly, trying to
take it in, and the buzer sounded ten
seconds. ~ Jo rushed on, tumbling the
words over one another, trying o get
them in:

ST love, you. Bill
counts—1 love you.’

“That was it she was a hurt kid, just
That explained a lot of
things o me. The shell she wouldn’ ;
let get_broken, the manner in which
she weighed mu{‘ and above all, why
the dude was in her bedroom and she
not excited about it.

The bell rang, and 1 had to pull
the stool out from under Billy and
get out of the ring.  Billy stood up
and looked down at Jo, and they sai
alot of things with their eyes.

The champ was coming across the
ring, and Billy sill had his back

that's all that

ned.

“UKidr 1 yelled. “Look out”
ILLY turned and the champ was
on him. Collins hit him_ with

a right and a left, and the kid's legs

turned to rubber and my stomach

turned to mush. Collins hit him
again and again, and the kid went to
the floor, his cuts all reopened despite

Willie's expert patching.

The referee came over to our corner
to count and yelle.l a: me: “Why don't
you sop it The rel hates to stop
a_championship match for a

un out on his feet.
the ref picked up
the timeKeeper's count, and his arm
began to swing.  Billy climbed to his
hands and knees, and 1 picked up the
towel. But then I got a.look into his
gges and they wercn'e groggy at all
They were blazing slits, and I gripped
the towel so hard 1 ripped it in two.

Billy got to his feet, and his bloody

line, His
champion

ips were
shoulders hunchedptu the

moved in for the kill, and _ prayed
it wasn't too late. If only it wasn't
too_late—because the old Billy was
back in the ring!

Collins threw a hard, confident

vight and Billy moved his head to let
it slip by. He didn't looked tired or
rubbery at all.  He moved surely, and
his eyes were on ais target. The
champ saw Billy’s right coming and
ducked so that ‘it caught him_high.
But he felt it, and this time it was
Collins who hung on for a clinch
while he thought it over.

There is nothing so demoralizing as
to hit the other guy with everything
yowve got and sec him standing there
just as fresh as when the fight started.
It takes something out of you.

K. O. Collins moved away now, and
he was cautious again. The cro
sensed, somehow, a change in his atti
tude and their roar grew louder.

Billy walked after him flat-footed,
and the champ tried his old tactic of
picking off and throwing the long leit.
“This time he got the counter-punt
he had been looking for carlier, but it
whistled past him so close that he
moved away fas. He ducked under a
left, and came in clos und
Fillys s tho kid met him comang in
with a right to the ribs, and I could
hear Collins grunt. How that kid
could: hit!

he champ knew he had met the
end of the trail then, I think, because
as the referee separated them, I could
sce the respect in the champ's eyes
that I had seen before when one of
Billy's opponents realized for the first
time how hard he could hit.

s the champ moved away, he
wasn' fast enough, and Billy hi him
with a left. It knocked Collins into
the ropes, and he came off fighting,
because he was a champion and the
title does something to most men.
Collins moved in slugging and almost
turned the trick. For just a moment
the battle swayed his way as Billy
gave a step or two, but the kid was
setting up for the kill, and he drove
a right to the champ’s chin that no
man’ could withstand. The champ
went back into_the ropes again, and
Billy followed him with another right.

The fight was over then, but I knew
my Billy, and sure enough, he was
the same madman. He wouldn't let
the champ go down—he propped Col-
lins up with a stiff left and measured
off with a right that would have
knocked Collins’ head of

But as Billy had the right cocked,
as the champion was helpless under

his gloves, as the crowd went berserk,
something happened and Billy didn't
let it go. Slowly he stepped back-

,lawly the champion went to the floor
inaheap. He fell - Billy's fect and,
as the kid stood there looking down
at him, much in the manner the
ancient' Roman gladiators stood over
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their fallen opponents, two drops of
bload slipped “off Bilys chin and
splattered on the champ’s sweaty,
sleaming shoulder under the bright
Tights. They winke. up at Billy for
2 moment and then slithered off
the rounded shoulder, leaving little
rails.

Billy turned and went to a neutral
corner for the count and I was a
happy old man, because my kid had
won two fights that night. He had
won the championship and he had
won the fight with himsclf. OF the
two, the championship was the least
important.

AT st the enc of Billy's siory.
You probably read how the kid
married Jo, and how I was the best
man. They're very happy, and Billy
is training to meet the lightheavy
champ. He's not the same ol¢ blaz-
ing killer, because hie isn’t hungry any
more and he's learned a few things,
but he doesn't have to be that way,
He's keen as a razor in the ring and
all he has to do is tag them once.
He'll get old, he'll slip, and some day
he'll ‘take his beating. But don't
worry, I'll get him out before he gets
his brains addled.

But the good part about this story
is that it has a tag line. The tag
yam't written undl sbout a month
after the fight. | met my old pal
Matchle at & shindig ard e s gy

is best.

“Thanks,” 1 said,
horse in the mouth.

was wortied about that boy of
jours,” he said.

“Alot of people were,” 1 said, non-

looking a gift

w about those two kids?"
“Wasn't that the silliest thing
you ever heard of?
“What do you mean?"
“The fight they had -~ you know,
Billy and
“Oh,” I'said, not getting four out
of two and o,
Theyd be mad at cach other yet
£ hadu't told Jo 1 thought she way
id litle vench.”
Hubh:

ure,” said Marchie, looking decp
into his glass and drinking the same
way, “I had to_practically shove her
up o the ring there between the fifth
and the sixth.”

“You,"—I incredulous—"you
shoved her up to the ring?”

lon’t suppose a woman in

e setse enough e do that her-
self, do you

et  why?
hated the

Marchic shrugged Lis shoulders.
“Hell, lets leave personal feelings out
of this. 1 had tweniyfive grand on
your k dded to me
e msually ey

That Marchiel

1 thought that you

5
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B Ordinances...

instructions & advertisements
of and for the direction of the intended §
voyage for Catha), compiled ...by the right %
worshipfull M. Sebastian Cabota Esquier, governour
of the mysterie and companie of the Marchants
adventurers for the discoverie of Regions, Dominions,
Islands and places unknowen, the 9.day of May 15535.

Exéracted. £rom Rich.Hakluyt’s “Principall Navigations
of the English Nation ...Here newly illuminated by
Peter Wells, a saylor & late scourge of the Sulu Sea...

42 Item,

iF¥\hat no blaspheming, of'
God, or detestable

O swearing be used in
‘any ship,nor communication
of ribaldrie, filthy tales, or
ungodly talk to be suffred in
the company of any ship,
neither dicing, carding, tabling,
nor other divelish games
to be frequented, whereby
ensueth not only povertie
to the players, but also strife,
variance, brauling, fighting,
and oftentimes murther [
to the utter destruction [ge
of the parties, and pro- |
voKing, of Gods most just

vengeance.These and

all such like pestilences,
and contagions of
pvices,and sinnes to
wed, and the

bee esche

offenders once monished,
and not reforming, to bee
punished at the discretion of
the captaine and master.
45Ttem,
0 liquor to be spilt on the
balast, nor filthines
be left within boord:
the cook room, and all
other places to be Kept -
cleane for the better
iealth of the companie...

»é!y
Y “Swrath, and sworde of X2

LMl than they, and be warie of

2% Ttem

<0 person so taken,{/Som
a strange shore} to be well
entertained, used, and A 4

apparelled, to be set on W
land, to the intent that
he or she may allure
other to draw nigh to B
shewe the commodities: ‘&g
and if the person taken may be
made drunKe with your beeve,
or wine, you shall Know the
29 Ttem, secrets of his heart. .

£ you shall be ianvited into
any Lords or Rulers house,
to dinner, or other pariiance,
goe in such order of strength,
that you may be stronger

woods and ambushes, and



PERLAGUNA

1D CAP FRAZIER was @ queer

one. No one could ever

figure him out. He looked

like an old retired heavy-

welght bus he lived and calked like
int. 1 m real thing, not
g,hony Plemy o dy:ople believed

He wi ppoled to
sea upt:m in' the old sallmgshl};
ys, and a good one, but he'd quit
when he was still young—almost forty

remember the seastories he used to
tell me when I was a kid.
ver since I can remember, he lived
alone in his pretty ltle place out at
the end of Kualami Drive, right on
the shore, where the fishing was good.
He lived mostly on fish and rice, like
a native, and usually dressed like one
too. He'd built the house himself out
of conarete block and red tile and
ative woods, and it was the cleanest,
neatest little place you ever saw, with
a litde patio in the middle, and a
[oumam in it, and lun of flowers and

e fishing, he was
always whitewashing the B o
making rattan furniture for
carving wonderful designs i e

ucer designs, like noth-
you ever saw before, but delicate
and ‘beautiful. You'd have thought
he was some kind of artist, but
always denied it, and he never sold a
thing. He just liked to make things
beavtifal, e said, T was sort of &
Babic he'd picked up, living with some
people out in the Orient.

s kg it s i el ool
think, although he had the saddest
eyes, like people who have never got
over something that happened to
them a long time ago. Sometimes,
yhen he vas talking about the things
he believed in, you'd wonder whether
he really PRl only his

Foward nu» Jast e wied 10 alk a
lot_about i alled Perlaguna,
‘Cgis] thore called Meiling, - You
could see he was still in love
girh and she'd never grown any
im. id she was bequtiful,
R o b vade
him the Kind of a man he was. But
as he went on about Perlaguna, it
began o look as if all the people
there were beautiful and kind_and
good, and T began to wonder. They

older

with the

were just too good o be true; and so
was Perlaguna. He wouldn't tell me
where it was, even when I asked him.
He said he'd aken an oa'lh not to tell.

Dav cy he said on n
You're v.hmkmg Tve taken 1o day-
dreaming in my old age. You just
doa't belleve thire could be any such
people as that. Its a shame. It
would do you youngsters a lot of good
to know that people can really-live
that way; and if it weren't for my
oath, I'd prove it to you. I've been
thinking lately that someone ovght to
know about it before I go. Maybe
some day T'll tell you, anyway.”

And one day he did. It was a Sun-
day. We'd been fishing on the rocks
all afternoon, and he'd been talkin
about Perlaguna again. T guess I sti
had that skeptical look, because after
supper, along toward dusk, he limped
out into the patio and sat down and

id: “Leave the dishes and come on
out; I'm going to tell you a story.”
I came out and lay down on the warm
tile, and folded my hands under my
head and looked up at the star, the
way I used to when I w

“T'll begin at the l)cgmnmg, with
the wreck of the Naiad,” he said, and
it sounded familiar. He always began
a the beginning and there was alwayy
a shipwreck s glad, because 1
Santid o hear something) 1 could
believe in, and you could always e
lieve in his shipwrecks. But this one
was different, and after a while 1
didn't know what to believe.

,;

was back in ‘98 (he said) ; the Nai-
ad was the last of P. Conway &
Co.'s handy little barques. The com-
pany has long since succumbed o the
steam trade, so they'll never know
Swhat became Of ber. 1 way their scc
ond senior master in sail then, Davey;
at the age of thirty, mind you. But
1 wasn't willing to ship in steam, an
so 1 had to go as mate of the Naiad,
under the senior mast
Eis rains e Bl lLukncs:, and
ner scoundrel never lived.
don'’t try 1g disguise my contempt i
him from the start. He was a litde
pop-eyed, scrawnynecked, gray-haired
Cockney, with the narrow jaw and
jutting tecth of so many of his breed,
asted continually, and talked
lhmugh his nose, poking it at you
like a speaking-trumpet, as if
pected you to contradict ev:ry(hmg
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he said. He seemed to enjoy riling
everyone within sound of his voice,
and especially me. Having a master
for his mate excited him the way an
open wound excites flies.

In those days T looked pretty rug.
ged, Davey. It was enough, with a
handy knowledge of seamanahip,
win me the respect of the crew with-
out having to use much force, which

never liked. Harkness, though,
being a little man with a taste for
tyranny, tried to make up in profan-
ity and bluster what he lacked in
character, reminding me of a little
srect spartow nolsly picking on a
dungheap. Stil se he was ca
Mas T

tin, his r;ulhnrn
his vord as the

s s hard ‘sivisation, ‘and.the
S DE BT e e
beating up the South China Sea in
the northeast monsoon; and the low
overcast, frequent mists, head winds
and variable currents had all made
my accounting of he ship's position
fror to day very- cificulr sad

iy

HIS was not too bad as long

were south of Latitude
north, and west of Longitude 113°
east. North and east lay a vast area of
uncharted dangers which to this day
has never been surveyed, and is shown
on the charts simply as Dangerous
Ground. The Chinese call
Bhu Hao Hai, or No Good Sea.. It
nearly three hundred miles long
and two hundred wide, and is the
graveyard of more ships than anyone
has counted. From shipboard it looks
like just another expanse of open
ocean, but the mists that haunt it
hide as treacherous a collection of
sunken atolls, coral reefs and sub.
merged pinnacles as you'll find any
where in the world. I advised Har
ness to keep to the open sea to the

estward of this gravopard along the
that

coastof IndoChina, but
enough, in itsel
oure.. Gl
shore, e was oing 1o
hold her to an easterly course until
e made the Coast of. Bornco, and
then take her up 0 Passa
with the Bhu Hao Hai on one side
and the unsurveyed recs off the west
coast of Palawan on the other.
made but one landfall, toward
sunset, before setting course for the
Passage, and I will always believe that
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it was the coast of Balabac Island
and not Borneo, as Harkness thought.
But he started beating up it, an ay,
standing off and on in_the black
night and the howling wind
the midwatch the barometer
begzn to_drop like a crazy thing, and
by morning we were fair in the teeth
of a bad typhoon. I had her down
to her main course by then, and be-
fore long we were bucking the moun-
as under nothing but ji
r, hove to on the starboard
Even so, it was all the men at

=
tack,
the seas that kept piling aboard. At
l:m the jib blew e and then the
igger. ‘Twice we rigged sea-anchors
it carvicd awas o
the storm-trysail on the spanker boom,
but nothing could stand against the
stout little hooker blew
i vl e poloe- el
lowing in the wastes of the No Good
Sea, at the mercy of wind and wave.

Fon wencyfour hours 1 had kept
he deck with Harkness, although
G5 his funk. he ke . ardering me out
of his sight. By midnight,
realizing the ho peliancs of thie st
ation, I was glad enough to go below

and save my strength for the final
rerkoning,

was still below when she struck,
a little after two Aa. That awful jar,
that is the nightmare of every sailor,
brought me out of my bunk at a lexp,
standing. The ship staggered free
REE S otbion ik T wes fight-
ing my way up the companionvay to
the deck. 1 arrived, to find Hark
screaming at the top of his lungs and
struggling o free himself from the
mizen shrouds that had cartied avay
and pinioned him to the r:
The whole world was & secthin

ing else. Before I could reach Hark-
ness, the ship struck again, “heavily
and finally, and heeled to her gun-

R e e s
onto the reef, and each blow fractured
more of her ribs and stove more of
her planking.

Everything that could go overboard
then, went. boats first,

nte:
B ke nca. findlly, the mass, or
one. The crew, swarming up from
below, were torn from their lmml—
holds and washed into the sea. Onl
the smm,,m el the martest coul
keep their holds on the wreck. Those
that swarmed up the masts, like ants
up a grassstalk, went when the masts
two hours there was
only the captain and me let at, and
B carpenter, the cook, and. ¢
three seamen lashed to e et
head.
There was no more reason for us
to stay. At the rate the ship was

breaking up, there would be nothing
left to cling to by morning. But there
was no place to go. Nothing but the
S0 Tha ermumadcd S wnlek
blacknes i the mist to ecward might
nd. It was not likely, as there
yas thought to be litle land in the
Bhu Hao. Hai; straining my
cars above the gue, 1 ought 1 could
make out the faint thunder of distant
urf.
Tt was our only hope, and 1 decided
to abandon ship. Harkness couldmre
interfere_as long as he was still
trapped in the s
hailed the miserable little group on
the forecastle-head and signaled them
o work their way aft to us if they
could,  Like mountainlimbers, al
lashed together and swinging from
hold to hold, they Sought. e way
across the n decks until_they
Ging with me on the' poop. They
were all big men, but near the en
of their strength.

When we had got the spanker-boom
rigged with lifclines and cast free to
launch to leeward, I fought my way
up to the weather rail to fre Hark-
ness. 1 was met with such a hail of
abuse for not attending him earlier
that I was tempted to leave him there
to the mercy of the sea he claimed to
know so well. But in all humanity,
1 couldn't bring myself to do it. It
s a misake that I've regretted more
than any other I've ever ma

(BHAR Tas, tox. every’ moment
aboard was liable to be our last,
chopped away the mizen shrouds ind
lowered Harkness down
e Willih waayethat ot
would float us to land before we were
all drowned or crushed against the
rocks, we launched it into the sea.

1 don't remember much after that
for a while. After what seemed like
3 long time, the spar struck somethin
hard in the gray dawn, recoiled
struck again. 1 felt a terrible —
some place in my halfdead body, and

there was something solid un-
der foot, I couldn’t stand on it. A
ety e um P oo 1
struggled for footing in_the surf. 1
grabbed it, and swimming, crawling
and clawing, dragged it clear of the
water up a slight slope, and fell right
to sleep.

When 1 awoke, it was murky day-
light, full of sireaming mist and

hric] on a narrow
beach of coral mm  backed by a sheer

sthrow of the
S Soicimele o Cap-
tain Harknes stll ithin reach of
my hand. lown the beach
fht bodies:of a doten or w0 men lay
sprawied out as if they were either
ead o wlec

tried to get up, but it was too
ram[ul My right leg was broken.

ness was breathing,
and tricd hnl(hunedly to shake him
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3

thout success. 1 called once
0 Ficndbo the Ui bk e
response, and lay back to thinl o
ging my fingers into the.sand when-
ever the pain was too much.

T'had not the Talateat 1ea where 1
was. It couldn’t be Palawan or Bor-
neo or Balabac, because the ship had
been blown away from them by the
typhoon. It couldn’t be the coast of
Indo-China, five hundred miles across
the South China Sea, because we

land, someyhere in the Bhu Hao Hai.
But what island, and whether it was
charted or uncharted, inhabited or
uninhabited, T couldn’t tell. I hoped
that it wasn't inhabited, because the
most likely inhabitants would be
cither the head-hunting Dyaks from
Borneo, or the murderous Moros from
the Sull Sea, and here vasn't much

to_choose between
But-it clylt roally. mastes et
It wouldn't affect anything but_the
way I would die. ~Because if 1
couldn’t move, T was going to starve
or dic of exposure anyway, and the
tropic sun_that would follow  the
storm would just help me along. I
supposed the others on the beach, i
they weren's dead already, were o0
. Iknow I was. I

Woke up the’second time,
the afternoon sun was fightiny
with the mists for the commang
beach. The wind had hauled ofshore
and fallen to a hearty breeze, and
Pk it etes it et
Tiltecian 1 coult Aee syl hidredt
more feet of volcanic rock and lava-
spill_rising above me. Down the
cach most of the bodies still lay on
the sand, though the carpenter and
one se
ing

f

nvu the

At that msmnl I hesiee (pottallon
the coral behind me, and swiveled my
ead around fst, Tsaw a big man in
3 pareo standing almost atop ol
Fiktmore 1ike Richistood » hele s
ther back, in a group.

was a srange thing, Davey. 1 was

cting
on that island, i
T was expecting (s
ute T sas these.eliows, 1 kiew I
wasn't going to; and it wasn't their
appearance so much, because they had
dark skins and not much clothes, like
any other native. It was just the look
in their eyes. You could see. they
were intelligent and ki

Chey.wer e with white
men'’s features, .tml just ¥ slight Ori-
ental slant to the eyes. them
had light hair; onc ot cheen ‘was red
headed; and the others were dark,
ey s opore,theies Balt: Atiwtihad
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“In Perlaguna we think violence is the same as insanity.

O'Byrnne spoke up.

were not even armed. - They seemed
to be more curious than hostile
The ohe standing over me was smil-
ing, showing a fine set of teeth.
“Buenas dias. Como esta?”
was so surprised to hear Spanish
that T couldu’t remember 3 word of
answer. I wanted to tell him my
broken, but all I could think
vords for good and bad.

th

can
God’s name

The man’s smile: broadened.
you don't know where

Well,
ink at all the;
" 1 finally stammered.

are

!
held out his hand
ad to ask him to repeat it twice,

and stil | coulda's believe it,
Isat pa .md lonk Im hand and shook
tol
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you are,”

e
c is Tsu Shih O'Byrnne.

I was 00 dumfounded to
'm a

he

But

him,

'mate of the American barque Naiad,
wrecked out there last night. This is
Captain Harkness, master of the
Naiad”—pointing to the form beside
me. “The others are all that's left of
our crew.”

Harkncss opened. his eys at
and croaked for w
with the C
and the Spanish-F

ese-Irish name
0 looks, spoke

to his men in Spanish one of
offered Harkness water from a

e carpenter was hallooing for

mp down the beach, and  the



O'Byrnne fellow sent a couple of his
men down there with a stretcher of
bamboo and grassmat that they took
from a big twowheeled cart. Two
more brought another stretcher for
me, and picked me up easy in spie of
my size, and carried me to ¢

ke cthes survivors vere brought
up and crowded in beside me.  There
were only six of us left, in pretty sad
condition, out of the whole ship's
company of fortyfour. Besides the
captain and me and the Swede car-
penter, whose name Neilson,
there was the colored cook Willie
Pomeroy, and two seamen, both Ha-

waiians, whose names I don’t remem-
ber. 1 asked after the others I had
seen on the beach, and was told that
their bodies would be decently buried
there after a while. When 1 asked
were there any others still on
wreck, O'Byrnne just pointed to sea,
and lifted up my head and saw that

eck had washed from the reef
B e O oy vae
busy hauling wreckage from the surf
for salvage Iater, and 1 was gla
ness was still too weak to notice, be-
cause he surely would have had some-
thing o say about it that would have
got us all off on the wrong foot with
these people.

Those six big fellows started pull-
ing the cart down the beach, and they
made good time till they came to a
narrow stream that rushed out of a
gorge in the cliffs and across the beach
to the sea. There were a couple of
narrow outrigger canoes there decked
over to make space for a half-dozen
men to lie on, and I wondered how
they were ever going to get them uj
that stream against that current. It
was easy. When we were loaded
aboard, one of the islanders blew on
a big horn he carried, and the canoes
started moving up the stream on the
end of a long towrope that ran up
the gorge clear out of sight.

y was cool and dark and
noisy with the roaring of water and
the whistling of wind, and damp with
blowing mist and spray. The walls
fos shee into the mist on both sides

1 began to wonder how anybody
Bl h7e i such s place, T bedut
seen anything on the island yet that
would support a_mountain goat,
much less a man. But the gorge only
got narrover and the corrent swifer
and the boatmen had all they could
10 just to Keep us From crashing fnto
the sides.

When we finally stopped cravling
upstream, the roar of falling water
was a din that covered us like shroud.
I raised my head, and saw that the
boats lay straining at the tow-rope at
the foot of a huge lockgate.
lock took up about half the ity 0(
the gorge, and the other half w;
Siied by » big millwheel and a spill
way, a good ten feet high.

The lower lock gate swung slowly
open, and the- boatmen cast off the
tow-rope and hauled us into the lock,
and the lower gate closed behind us.
From the great clanking and grinding
of machinery somewhere, i sppeared
that the power to work the gates came
from the millwheel.

Cu Frazier stopped and fumbled
in his pockets for his pipe. The
tile of the patio had got cold, and I
gotup and moved (@ the hamod

‘What pulled the tow-rope?” 1
asked him.

His big bumpy old face clouded up
in the flare of his match. “You never
used to ask questions like that" he

;d “You beginning to doubt my

w
_‘No." 1 10ld bim, *Ot couise not

Wall." e ‘said, Eufﬁng leisurely,
“those people had a big windlass they
could gear into the millwheel, too.
They had that stream fixed so nobody
could ever get up it but themselves,
and 1 figured rightly that it was the
ony way into the interior of that
island. 1 was mighty glad they were
so friendly, because you couldn't get
out of there, either, unless they want-
ed you to. It made me wonder,
They had the kind of faces you would
call civilized, all right—anywhere else.
But in a place like this—well, you
can’t blame me for wondering
He went on:
ked up to see the one who
cled el 0" Byrnne bending over

me. With the boats resting in the
lock, he a moment to look
around. “It won't be long now,” he
shouted.

L “How are you leling
That made me feel better. I nod-
ded and managed a smile. 1 wanted
to ask him a lot of questions now that
Twasfeclng up to it but the spillway
was making t00 much noise.

mess was begnning to si around 5
moan, and 1 couldn’t help wondering
how these people were going to act
when he came to and began to boss
them around. 1 wasn't so sure they
would keep on being so friendly then.

HE lock had filled; the upper gate
swung open. The current was
slower above the dam, but the boat
men still had to work hard to paddle
us against it. orge widened
mpxdly up h('re. and |l|e walls fell
avay into stecp slopes with a litle
tcrub ‘on them. w fog that
capped the et gorge lifted gad-
ually, and the air grew warmer.
There were glints of sunshine on the
water ahead, and the roar of the spill-
way had falien away to 3 murmur:
had propped my head on my arms,
expecting to see a change of scenery.
Suddenly the banks opened up, and
we slipped out into warm and blind-
ing sunlight. We were floating on a
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broad lake or lagoon, all clear tur-
quolse, ying like & jewel in » broad
bowl of jade. It was a huge volcanic
cruter, it iner slope Sl boyertd with
tropical growth. A few bright green
islands dotted the big inland sea, and
the banks lay flat and fertile in some
laces, with a narrow collar of white
each, and in others they rose sharp
toward the summit of the surrounding
ridge, several thousand feet high
Here and there a colored sail slanted
in the breeze. A crown of clouds rode
the ridge, making rainbows on the
inner slopes, like soapsuds spilling into
spiggreen cup. Afier whatwe'd been
through, it looked mighty goo

T trailed my fingers over Setide
and tasted them. It was a salt-water

n. 1 figured it was about three
miles in diameter. I gave the crater
a diameter of about five miles, and the
island about six.

“What do you call this island?"
asked O'Byrnne, and he said it o
Perlaguna.’ Id hever heard of it. He
said it came from two Spanish words
meaning pearl and lagoon. 1 told
him it Jooked more like turquoise to
me, and asked him where it w

“From the ridge, it looks more like
a pearl set in jade,” he said with a

He had hauled a furled sail
from a hatch, and his men were busy
rigging it on a bamboo mast.

Harknes had come to lie
taking all this in. “Mr.
piped, “I'l do the talking Erom now

As usual, you're not getting any
hh ere.

“Mr, Frazier has not tried,” said
Sefior O'Byrnne. “His leg is broken,
and he's in pain. How
Captain Harkness? My name is Tsu
Shih O'Byrnpe.”  He was still work-
ing on the sail.

“I didn’t ask you!” snapped Hark-
ness. “Now what's the position of
this place?”

O'Byrnne and his men had spread
their sail to the light breeze, and the
boat was skimming along like a feat
er, with its lee outrigger kicking up
spray. The other boat was following
under sail too.

O'Byrnne sat_down at_the tiller-
ropes, and just laughed. “I thought
1HAk thip.capeaing ahways knéw, where
iy van el

“You keep a civil tongue in your
head” Harine ‘or you'll regret
you didi'e when 1 get. ay strengah
back.”

All three of the boatmen looked at
the Captain as if he'd kicked them.
He stuck his nose out and swore at
them through it. 1 waited for them
overboard.  Finally
O‘Bymnc spoke up. “I ought to tell
you” he said, “that in Per] aguna we
think violence, except in sport, is the
same as insanity, and treat it that way.
If you don’t want everyone here to
think you're crazy, please try to

nd was




decent,  Ocherwite, you'l be locked
p. It's been so long since any of us
to o up with your kind, that

we don’t know just how to take it.

OU understand, Davey, that this

O'Byrnne didn't talk like you or
me. He talked like an Englishman
or a college professor, giving Hark-
ness a lecture, but you can't expect
I'don’t suppose Harkness
could even understand him, but he
yelled, “And who the hell are you!”
achim, and then told him he must be
some smallfry interpreter for his
chief, or he wouldn't be sent out on
the beach with a handful of rousta-
bouts.

The two ciewmen kept stiring at
Harkness as if he was a mad do
But O'Byrnne |\|~I d
“Please, pt
warned y y don't under-
stand English, but they understand
nger, and think it's crazy. They'll
report you for quarantine unless 2

; Y olied over to look at 0'Byrnne
‘Are you serious?” 1 asked him.
“Of course,” he said, as if 1 was

crazy, too.

1 decided right there that 1 could

learn a _lot from those people, and

1 was willing to try
“You're the

Harkness

that's crazy,”
“A \\ImlL island of |)Ln|)|l:

1'd
chance to set the C
that score, but 1 decided this wasn't
it. By the law of the sea, he was still
absolute ruler of his crew until we

ere legally discharged. Or until he
dicd, of course. I wondered why I'd
saved his life twie, g that this

the last time I'd wonder

"Where are you taking us?
O'Byrnn

“To the Univercity,” he said as if
it made sense

1 looked at him, “University!” T
In the middle of the Chi
e you out of your head

plain:

lhuvuu\l(l.l(l
Two wunh put
0 explain.

1 asked

Spanish,” he
univer-city, that is.
togethe

You'l se

ACtinode
off here by some government or other,
like a leper colony. I warned you to
let me do the talking,” he told me.
elbows and
looking for
Sokieiing (it itk b e
I had to"admit it sounded crazy, and
I began to think that Harkness might
be right. Something about the place
ert queer. These people
Wwete too fricndly, for one thing, and
lk didu't make

their sense,
for another. kind of ashamed
hat I'd pre arly been taken

T've been thinking of leaving, Meiling,” I said.

by it. 1 began to look for the usual
crummy nipa shacks, rusty tin roofs,
&nd pecling plaster walls that marked
settlements parts. . But

ated to th ying for weeks with
a broken leg in some dark stinking
hole with the chickens and hogs
scratching around under the floor,
and the heat and the dust, and the
, and nothing but herbs and

insects,

mumbo-jumbo for medical care
e two

boats were heading for a
t that made out into the
ways, but I couldn’t see sy
bitation on it. The land
b(yoml fell away into a deep cove or

P
1 R

Your city's well hidden,” T told
O'Byrnne.

“Yes,” he grinned.
our ancestors were

You'll discover
wise in many
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Their town was around the other
side of the point, on gently sloping
ground at the head of the bay. At
first it looked like a little
town I'd once seen on th
coast—all gleaming white -
ernoon sun, with red tile oofs. - But
as we got closer, I knew I'd never seen
anything like it before, except maybe
under a el e at the Paris
s tha b ana At
The: building ‘were all the
me’ simple style, laid out on semi
Chcéa withiiokesiraim agta AN
a huge sprawling group in the center
that looked as If it might
sity, at ¢

e e sacos (R
eyed ultichi ioith hAghiett
and all our men were sittiog up HES
statues. 1 wanted to tell O’Byrnne
how pretty his town was, but couldn’t




think of any words that wouldn't
sound foolish to the men.

‘They didn’t sound foolish when
O’Byrnne said them. He said: “The
Univercity of Santo Tumaro—isn't it
beautiful?” And all I could do was

nod.

“Tll be eternally damned!” Hark-
ness saic “These kanakas weren't
Iying much at that.”

BEEERE vt & e wandering
down through the town with a
ot of stone bridges over it, and there

a stone pier on_the waterfront
with a big Chinese junk at it that
made me wonder. It was the only
ordinary thing about the place, and
1 figured it was probably used to trade
with the mainland, and 1 was right.
But there were no forts or walls or
anything elsc to defend the place, such
s You usually find in Spanish colonics
out that way.

e A0 closer it Tooked s i 2
celebration of some sort was going on.

here were a lot of people along the
waterfront in bright pareos, and a lot
of gaudy sails Sibci s Db e
grounded genty on 2 wide beach
among the boats, and I looked up to
sce a big crowd standing along. the
seaall biyond it staring down at us
and laughing and g They
were all brown-skinned, like our boat-
men, and dressed the same, except
that the women's pareos covered them
decently. They were a handsome lot,
gay and colorful, and I figured our
saors ought to be happy to sce so
many pretty women,

e Easiambered v togetcr
on the sand. Everybody was able to
walk now except me. I was on a
stretcher again. The islander asked
our pardon for a slight delay.

“There'll have to be a little recep-
tion,” he said. “The people expect
it. ‘They don't often get (o see stran-
gers. T hope you won't ming

He led us up the wide steps in the
seawall to an odd bunch that waited
there, all decked out like the Spanish
Conquistadores. They looked like a
painting of Columbus discovering
America._ But they wore the fancy
dress as if they were used to it, and
the old man in the middle might have

assed for Columbus himself, except
or his skin.

O’Byrnne_introduced us, one at a
time, to this fellow by the name of
Jenkins Alvarez. He was their head
man, and his title was a mouthful. It
was President of the Central Council
of Academics. He bowed to cach and
every one of us, down to the last sca-
man, and amiled and said in, funny
English, “Welcone, frend. We hope
you like it here”—or something i
that. Actually, he talked like a col-
lege profestor too; and come to find

t, e. ' Those people put
an awlul lot of siore by education.

All this time there was orchestra
music coming from a shell across the
park behind the sea-wall, and it was
something I knew and liked, like a
Strauss wallz We followed the old
Grand Seiior across the k toward
the shell, and went in the back and
came out on a stage among the musi-
cians, all barefooted, brown-skinned,
and 'halfdressed, like no-orchestra
you've ever seen or heard of. But
they played very well, and from music

RTE = \ert o e T cairied
through an aisle to the front of the
stage, and there was about the whole
population of the town, facing us.
“There must have been several thou-
sand of them, like a big flock of bright
tropical birds, roosting on the broad

steps that swept in a semicircle uj

the portico oF & huge building fating
the pard

The music stopped, and Sefior Al
varez addressed the crowd in Spanish
for about one minute. There was a
lot of handclapping, and then we
were introduced separately, each get-
ting his share of applause. Harkness
just stuck out his nose and glared at
them with hands on his hips, but it
didn't seem to affect their enthusiasm.

The Sefior led us from the stay
and the music started again, and the
crowd settled down to enjoy it. In
the park, he apologized for the delay,
and promised that we would all be
taken care of right away. We il
have our own quarters, he said, and
private tutors o teach us Spanish, so

' at home and make
Siinls «Proc \hekganner orihis
speaking, 1 thoughe he meant more

an he said, and began to see what
was in store for us. ured the
public reception was pmba ly
part of it, and I think I was ig]

Hatknce: couldn'c sec amy of this
and hu‘ly put his foot through it right

crell be ng lolling about
i fearning Spanish,” he
day or two o fet out strength ok
and we'll thank you for a boat to set
us down in the nearest port. My
owners will be expecting word from
me by then, and 1 won't keep them
waiting.”

It seemed impossible to make these
people mad. _ They just seemed to
think Harkness was *funny.  Sefior
Alvarez laughed. “T'd forgotten how
fast you Yankees run,” he said. “But
you seem to have forgotten Mr. Fra-
Zier's injuries, Captain. 11l be a few
weeks, at least, before he'll be ready
to travel again.

Harkness gave ook,
“Mr. Frazier can come along later, if
be's'a mind (0" he said, “Or he can
stay here and rot, for all of me.
dare ay it srikes me s the right find

lace for him.”
e Seflor merely raised his eye
brows. “Well,” he smiled, “we'll see.
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me a sour

We live very leisurely here, and I'm
afraid i1l be hard to Our
lmle ading junk, che Poka, is u

ing some repairs and Altcrations,
o bea il belone shet ready
for sea. In the meantime, we'll try to
make you as comfortable as we can,
and we'll get Mr. Frazier to our little
hospital right away.

'he hospital was on the upper floor
of the big colonnaded building facing
the park, and like cverything else in
it, belonged to one of the five acad-
emies that sort of educated the people
and governed them at the same time.
I told you they set a great store by
education. Only it was what th
called moral education, and the whole
town had been run for a century as
if the main object in life was learning
how to get along with each other, no
matter what else_they were doing.
That's why they called it a Univercity,
and thats why they were the kind of
people they we

¥ was & small haspital but spot
lesly white, and eemed to be well
equipped for those days. was
turned over to a dark-skinned docmr
named Miquel Hein, who said he'd
studied in Holland; and to my sur-
prise I was given ether before he set
my leg. When I came to, it was dark,
and the music in the park had
stopped. I was alone in a small white
room, under a canopy of mosquito-
net. The bed was hard, and the grass
pillow harder. My leg was in a cast,
and I couldn’t move it. It was a long
time before I got to sleep again. .

he morning was warm and bright.
The room was brilliant with sunlight
streaming through the window, an
gmelled of the wopical flowers at the
foot o:‘ Vd A chorus of birds
were chirping and singing in the
and my lég ﬁun bardly Seall l":eu
as I 1 were dreaming, and had bee
ever sinee T woke up on-the beach
the day before. I was sure of it when
I looked toward the window.

‘TOLD you already the island wom-

en were pretty. This one was the
prettiest thing I'd ever seen. She was
young and all, and had vavy black
hair down her back with a big red
hibiscus in it. areo was red
too, with white flowers in it, and she
wore it as if she were proud of her
figure, which she should have been
You've probably guessed it was Mei-
ling, and you're right. She was look.
ing out the window, so that all I
could sce of her face was her profile,
but it was enough to keep me from
making a move for fear of breaking
the s

She turned, and saw me staring at
her, and smiled and came over to me
on little carved wooden sandals that
clacked on the bare_boards as she
walked. That's how I could tell she
wasn't a dream. But I couldn’t speak.




“Good morning,” she said in care-
ful English, and told me she was Tsu
Shil’s sister, and had come to teach
She said her Eng ghsh

ou

must forgive me,” she said

“ihle, was aa warem and bright
as the sunlight on het shoulder, and
her teeth were as white as the room.
She didn’t use paint or powder, and
she didn’t need it. The flush in her
cheeks was plain even under the gold
of her skin. 1 thought she must be
about sixteen. She was twenty.

1 still couldn’t think of anything
to say. aud wouldn't have trusted my
voice if I c

b Tt e mosquitornet
and sat on the edge of m
o ol T
smile, because 1 was so_tongue-tied,
had become shy. Do you mind to

anish?” she “It is
all basic Spanish and very

sy. You will learn qui
dies’ man, Davey. You

can tell by my looks and my solemn
ways that I was never cut out for the
part. But I managed to stammer
something that brigltened her smile
again. and 1 didn't say ¢ I'd o
known Spanish quite’ well; or any-
thing elsc that would take her from
me any sooner than need

We' talked for a while, and she
made me repeat everything after her
in Spanish. I picked it all up so
casily again that she thought T was a
lot smarter than I am. But that was
e for 1 was plessed to
have her like me. 1 asked her where
she had learned her English, and she
told me that her whole family spoke
They were the official English
for the Univercity, just as
milies were translators of vari-
ous other languages.
people must travel a lot,
said, surprised, “because your
told us you don't have for-
cigners here often.”

Meiling laughed.
how ulun and sweetly she
Di

Ive told you
laughed,

she said. “You are he firs
s in fourtcen years. And

one but the crew of the Pohai ever
goes beyond the island, or ever wants
to. But the Pohai s an_annual
wading voyage every year, and brings
back whole cases of books, and
wranslate every one of them. That is
the way we keep up with your cul-
~|u‘ said. “We've been doing
yclopedia  Britannica _for
years, u|«| all of Shakespeare, for o

thy She. thought smmpa..n
aa wondertul, and she knew his writ-
ings—and Milton, and Wordsworth,
and Dickens, like I'll never know
them, Davey, though I've been read-
ing them ever since. And she was
only a girl—a darkskinned girl in a
pareo and sandals.

we

The Pohai was
roomy and com-
fortable;

She brought me my breakfast final
ly, an s a man's breakfast, such
a4 you might get here, but everything
raised right there. And when
I'd finished it, she continued my edu-
cation, and I learned a lot that first
day, aithough I'm afraid I was much
more interested in my teacher than
my lessons. I think she knew it too,
for she blushed often and k
eyes from mine. I won o e
all our men had tutors as attractive
she, and thought I could see the
almrc of our fate, if they had, for it
could not be accidental,

1 was fumbling for some way of
asking her abouc it without embar:
s both, when I was saved
the tiguble, _For Tou Shih came in

R

Shih
to visit me, and brought his father
and mother and the two younger sis-
ters, whose names were Maureen and
course, u.e girls were
were both,

Mercedes. Of
the other tutors, and

It was easy to sec why. Their
mother, even in a pareo, was like a
lovely China doll, her Chinese blood
plain in the shape of her eyes and the
color of her skin. She smiled a lot
but said liutle for she v
of them who didn't spe
The Seflor, a big brown man with
wise cyes, who Jooked more Spaniah
than Irish, was clearly proud of them
all. I liked them all very much too,
but they only made me wonder more
about where they came from.

When they were leaving, 1 begged
ng to stay, and tell me about it,
for my curiosity was like a fever. She
said she had to go and tutor the cap-
tain, because he was her pupil also,
and'1 told her it would be labor
wasted. uld not bear to think of
her hcmg alone with the man. - She
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scemed willing enough to stay with
me, and sat again on the edge of my
e had lost some of her shy.
cs; and Her Iaughing Eyes wefd Siits
n mine. It is a wonder t
that I remember any of what she told
me then.

HE told me about her family,
wluch was one of the oldest in
The first O'Byrnne was
an ln\h .nlvenuncr with a Spanish
colo pedition sent out to the
Philippints ia 1716, and shipwrecked
en route the following year. The
whole shipload, many of them women,
made it ashore from the wreck, and
found their way to the interior of
island, where they built a miserable
little_town; a lot different from this
one.  The small native population
was friendly, and in two or three gen-
eratio been absorbed by the
Whites,” The ilanders Bl bech b
sorbing cveryone who stumbled on the
¢ since, although waylarers
e A
o Dot o e et
burned their ship in 1774, and an Eng.
lish brig that was wrecked in 1817, and
several *Chinese fishing junks with

crews that were whole families. Mei-
ling’s mother was the granddaughte
of one of these. She was not pure Chi

nese, Meiling said, because interionss
ge was the rule.

So you see it was pretty clear that

¢ right, and we were

nd never leave the

island ag

1 had qul pertectly happy think-
ing about (il it occurred to
e v peee really, paso
didn’t like that. 1 had no family or
other ties in the world to make me
restless, and I was already getting very




fond of these people generally, and

ing in particular, but the idea of
being held there againat.my will was
something clse again. 1 was ornery

enough to want to fight my way out,
the first chance I got, and told Meiling
that her people couldn't eve
when T got feady o leav
ican, 1 said,
being corraled like a. prize stalion
for breeding purposes

She just laughed again._ It was like

the music of rp. “But you are
wrong!” she S0 Yot ot
prisoners; only guests. You'll see.

When you are strong enough, and the
time comes for the regular voyage of
the Pohai t the mainland, you v ill
b 0 go, if you wish.

e added quickly, and made

be fr
be sad,
e lu'l

ke a

mny ono hurry to leave,
S er to, to that she would
not think tlike her. But then
Ithough bk, tod 1 aughed,
t00. It was plain that we would be
held there 25 long as the excuse of
the Polai was good, and that could
be months, Harkness would have
plexy long before that, 1 told

ree with me, and was
sure that she could win him over, so
that he would not want to leave at all

when the time came.
“You don't know Harkness,” I said.
'E au(l 'u\ am-
r life

R esncncn: . good il oﬂcu
nothing to his thirst for power.”

did not say, t0o, that I could not
bear the thought of her trying to

“That's all he was wait-

ing for, and he came out

of bed like a cat, knife
in his hand.”

charm the scoundrel as she had
charmed me. But I decided I had
to get out of the hospital right away
10 see that she wasn't alone with him
any more than I could help.

was several days, though, before
they would let me go, and aithough
feiling was with me hal: of those
days, 1 'was far from content as long
a she was with Harkness the other
half. It helped little that our men
came to visit me in a group the second
day, for Meiling’s sisters as well as
two other charmers were with them,
and [ was upset by the easy familiarity
between girls of such gentle natures
and et who were, stseroall;. only
common sailors, however good and
honest. But it was clear that there
vas nether class nor color distinctidn
in his place, and T had to admit that
they al e very happy.
Certainly the men had nothing but
praise for their treatment, and were
either unaware of its purpose, or con-
ent with it. They left in high spirits,
and I resigned them to their fate.

HEN on the fourth day the doc-

to my pleas and let
me with Meiling, 1
found Tyu SHih walting for 13 in n the
srect with & crude rictaha, wh

Th s
it Feslighina #and: the 'veineie Tike
everything of that sort, was borrowed
from the Univercity.

was struck again by the cleanli-
ness of the town. The buildings were
kept fresly whitewashed, and the

gstone streets, carrying only. pe-
e S e B TR
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Washed daily by the frequent rains.
Each street had its wide green park-
way in the center, gt
ing recs, and many children playing
under them. The buildings were in

solid blocks and flush with the curb,
in the Spanish style. lassless
windows were shuttered, an

wood, tle and plastr, local
duced, and almost every piece
visible was elaborately carved, and

would have thought you were among
a race of wood-carvers, although this

asionly, partly tie: Ik swas s VEE
all these people had learned 1o love
artistry, and would

surely. Time as well as nature was
kind to them, who had so long and
so_earnestly cultivated kindness.

The O'Byrnne house faced the
park-bordered stream, called the Sil-
verado, and_though it was near the
outer semicircle of the town, it was
only five blocks from the center. It

that was bright with flowering plants
and gay with the song of caged birds
and the laughter of a little fountain,
The furniture was mostly rattan, and
the fabric almost all native Rbers.
There was only a little wool, and the

nly cotton was in their dress. It all
had to come from the mainiand, and
was_carefully om the an-
nual cargo of the Pohai.

Harkness was at the O'Byrnnes’
when I got there. 1 would have been
even more testless if 1 had known
that, and was just as glad 1 hadn’t
been told. Thc

ne

and he wouldn't, or
Jeain Spanish. " The toler
ance of those people knew no bounds.
e had not changed. If anything,

o ingufferable than at sea
Wi h(-n he w gging or criticiz-
e e oo smug air

= implin e hal
ing. 1t was plain that he il

tives,” and even made sy advances to
Meiling and her sisters with that ati
tude. Still they tolerated
reated him kindly, confident’ that
here was no limit to what kindness
and generoity could accompl

res 1 visited them in
their own_ house, very similar to the
O'Byrnnes’, where they had been
quartered and supplied with every:
thing that a man could wish for, in
moderation. It had spoiled them at
frst, but they had learned that drinke
caness shays got them toued b
girit of fun, into the
e kept there until they




were thoroughly sobered up. The
Capain had once—and only once~
d this treatment; was very

B haro e
Our men had also lcamcd that the
prety

Perlaguna wome
SRoad= 6> tdescemion = cruduy.
but were as fond of romance as an
It had done so much to promote their
desire to conform, that I found them
wearing pareos with pride, and trying
out their Spanish on me with enthu-
siasm if not skill. Within a few weeks
they were all firmly attached to youn,
ladies of heir choice, one being Mer-
ling’s sister Maureen, and it was
fectly clear by then that if they hould
stay in Perlaguna much longer, they
wouldn't want to leave at all.
Bt i o ot thomiany,

NSIDE a month I was in the same
condition myself. I'had been living
with the O'Byrnnes, where 1 could
p an eye on Harkness, and was so
much in love with Meiling that I ate,
moved and slept in a rosy cloud, and
cared for nothing else.

‘e spent most of our time in the
atio, or on the grassy bank of the
Silverado actossthe tree,in whit we

to call improving my
Srzms . Actually, 1 was silent more
often_than not, content to sit with
a swollen heart, and drug myself with
the wine of her beauty and the music
of her voice while she told me of her
people. It was in those days, Davey,
184 1 learned maose of what. T have
told you of that amazing marriage of
religion and science that their first
priest, Salvador Tumaro,
lished in the carliest years of their
Fistarys 1t ‘was ‘hia firm founding
a_science of peoy
of things, that
through decades of moral education
to the general love of kindness an
onderliness and beauty that_made
their vay of lfe so pleasant.
never was in theworld another pmplc
as happy s they vere, nor a human
soclety with les confic or evil
r people ever laughed and
g0 5 ch At i ek, o porkod
more conscientiously, for this moral
education of theirs was really an edu-
cation of the conscience. They ate
well, on the produce of their collective
farms and fuheries, which hey pre-
pared and served in the Chincse man-
B e or e Jigoon
ool because of a

quite ocean
s i o e
bottomless chasm opiers

in it, an
were common on their table.
“The cool lagoon was ideal for swim-
ming; and men, women and children
were much in the water, gron it in
their gaudy lttle boats.” They swam
in nothing but the loin< o they
wore under their pareos, but it wasn't
long before I was swimming that way
myslf, and with Meiling, 00,

1In all this uulc. 1 had said nothing
to her of love; and my reasons, when
1 look back on it, seem ludicrous, al-
though they were real enough at the
time. It was mostly a matter of age,
I think. Meiling was so much better
educated that at times she scemed too
old and too wise for me, while at
others, the ten years between us made
me think of her as a child who could

have no use for such an old rough-
neck as mysell. My injured leg had
much to do with this, for it had

healed  litle shorter thay the other,
of my

mind and_emtions that tormented

¢ much, and prevented me from
taking hes i my arma s Td often
longed to. 1 had even taken to think-
g vaguely about leaving when the
time came, although that only made
me more miserable,

It was Meiling Gl
me from this foolishness. I'll never
forget the occasion. We were sitting
under an ancient banyan tree on the
bank of the Silverado. It was twi-
light, and the dark crater rim stoo
bold against its collar of opal cloud.
The birds were hushed, and the silent
city at rest, but there' was no
in m; Our eyes met for a lon
moment, and Meiling’s were soft an
bright, like a misty moonrise at sca.

she said,

w
“le Tl S oo YL
¥ caldnt s pame for it, and
was silent for a long time before 1
id: “Tye been thinking of leaving,

Mei
HerSiand went to her throat, and
her eyes were wide. Her grip on m
arm was quick and strong.
she_said, couldn’t, Tan!
ol chink of leavm,; mel” T
were tears in her eyes then, and fright,
and an overwhelming love tha
like a wave washing over me.
a little sob, she was in my arms,
The warmth of her body was a fire
in my blood, and my bones were
melted wax. heart was in
lips. It was a long time before I let
her go; and then we lay silently smil-
ing at each other on the mossy bank.
When we spoke again at last, it was
of marriage, for somehow I'd lost all
thought of leaving.

(C 4 Fraiexslitle patio had grown
% 1 could hardly sce him
e s His
pipe had gone out, and droj
e it e plck e
up. T could hear his heavy breath-
e dark, and was afraid that
he wasn't going able to go on,
Dot T coun thank of anything to
s2y.  The heavy sience lasted 1o fony
that Idﬁ:xu:n up o see if he was a
right, when he blew his nose nom]y
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and said: “Thei
e Pl

rriage customs
e went on:

HE women hiad to have a permit

from the Univercity before they
could have any children, I)ccausc the
island would ' supj im-
ited population; anc i o
cugenics, too. But marriage, to them,
was mainly an arrangement for the
protection of children. They wor-
shiped kids, you sec, and took parent-
hood mighty seriusly, and there was

no such thing as divorce. They had
just reversed the ancestor-worship.
idea; and it was a fine thing, because

it kept them always looking forward,
instead of back.

But Meiling wouldn’t be getting
her first childpermit for another
year, and 1 couldn’t bring mysclf to
live there in her parents” home with
her in the meantime, as we_ were ex-

pected to, So we had to wait; Dave o
Neither she nor her family and frien
could-understand it much, bug all 1

d do was explain that my con-
Rl inig.

We were happy, though, Davey—fat
happier than I 'can tell. For we had
everything to look forward to; and the
more I knew Meiling, the more I
loved her; and the more I learned
about her people, the more b
to be like them.  Life couldn't have
been much brighter in those days, it
it hadn’t been for Hark

For some time now he'd been act-
ing mighty strange. He was a lot
more amiable, and even t at
times.  He never bragged any more,
and had very little to say, but went
around with a sly grin that I didn’t
like at all, because it never reached
his eyes. They were as cold a
culating as cver.

For a while I was willing to agree
with Melling that maybe e was be
coming civilized after all. But then
I got to wondering how I could be
so stupid, knowing him as I did. It
was an awful lot more likely that he
was just putting on an act to cover
up some dirty work he had afoot, and
I began keeping nd” e:
open to see if I could fi d out what
it was before it was too

I stumbled on it indirectly, because
of something he wid to Meiling. He
never missed a chance to make some
dly remark about her and me. We
were all sitting in the O'Byrnnes'

atio one evening, a lot (ki

avey, only it was still light. I was
talking to the Seilor in Spanish when
I saw Harkness lean over Meiling and
say something that made her face 3

d cal-

red and teans st to her eyes
heaeelishby ks wn e penke o
Cameiael] s keame wad st

about it. I was all for getting up and

knockmi bis grinning tecth down his
hroa 't because of how

people {6l o dhas Eindof



thing.  But as soon as they had all
turned in that night, 1 went around
to Harkness' room with something
like that in mind.

T walked right in without knock-
ing, and found him sitting there at a
table, sucking on his teeth, and drib-

U6 & hathil o pearls’ from ‘one
hand to the other. We stared at each
other for a minute; and I saw, in a
flash, the answer to a lot of things
that had been bothering me lately. It
made me forget why I'd come there.

i ERE dnd you get those?” T
asked hi

Hie told me it as none of my damn’
husmcss, and to get

“If you stole cmv G people
will finally put you where you be-
long.” [ told him.  *Lying, cheating,
stealing and killing are about_the
anly hipgs they won' stand for rom

“They were a gm. he said, “from
a litde brownskin with long black
hais

“What are you going to do with
them?” I asked him.

He stood up and tried to look like

pta he said,

“you'se iasabordinate. It you don't
watch your step, I'll forget you're sup-

sed to be lost at sea, and take you
Foek tor tral.”

It was my turn to laugh
not going back,” 1 said
than the Tes' of us. Tl see to that.”

T went right to Meiling’s room and

t her to come out, and asked her
about the pearls. She took me down
to the patio again, and told me the
whole story. . The shallow water of
the lagoon was just one big pearl bed,
she said. Her people had found the
first ones over a_hundred years ago,
and had learned how to’ cultivate
them not long after, and had _been
harvesting them ever since. Every
family on the island had a share of
them, just for ornaments, but no one
was supposed to show them until all
of us were regular citizens.

“So thats what you trade for all

cloth, and metals, and books,

Jd axt)” T said. “Ive been wonder.
ing, Ysuppote you have vault loaded
with pearls for the Pohai's voyage
right now. How do you keep people
on the mainland from coming out
hordes and pirating the

“You're

s been very careful

| “It is only a few here and
there, and now and then, and in such
@ way that o one.can now where
they come fro

“Harkness knows,” J told her. “1t
he ever leaves l\mE, none of us can
have nt’s peace the rest of
our live

But she only laughed. “Why should
he want to leave?” she asked, “when

he can have all he wants if he stays
here?”

“You don’t know the man,” I told
her. “What does he care about orna-
ments? Pearls mean money to him,
and money means power, among his
own kind. He wouldn't be satisfied
with a bucketful, if he thought he
might have them all.”

ut she wouldn't listen to me.
That kind of greed was simply beyond
her understanding, and I let her go.

was the same with_all

O'Byrnnes the next day.
lieved that Harkness meant it when
he kept saying that he had no inten-
tion of leaving. And even if he did
leave, they said, it simply wasn't
reasonable that any man would want
to harm anything as beautiful as their
Univercity. It was unbelievable to
me that any grown people could be
so_naive.

Even when I went to their quaran-
tine authorities, which were the only
police they had, and mare Iike pro-

essors, at that, T met the same atti-
tude. "They just read me 2 lecture
on the folly of anger, and the futility
of force. They had been isolated too
long, too, in spite of all their book-
learning; and their éxperience_with
the lust for power was nil. They
believed that their way of life would
automatically civilize anyone, in time.

TEAT s the end of my bappy
days in Perlaguna. I couldn’t rest
for thinking of the island's fate if
Harkness should ever leave, and every-
thing pointed to his leaving. 1 had
kept in_close touch with our men,
hoping they could be some help in
handling him, because I knew they
hated him as much as I did. But they
couldn’t think of anything except
maiming or killing him, and although
a couple of them offered to do it for
me, it was out of the question in that
place. 1 suppose it was then, though,
Bt T seatios that it must be done
sooner or later. dreams became
nightmares of e my wak-
ng hours & torture of fear for the
future of all I loved most

Fotkhad o Belp: Alliof o, o5
cept Harkness, had been contributing
our share of labor to the Univercity
for some time. But no matter how
much I exhausted myself on the la-
goon each day with the pearl fisher-
men, T could not sleep in peace. The
work only kept reminding me of the
fabulous ‘wealth of nd,
fended by, nothing bt 5 Bolation
and the honesty of its people. If it
had been possible to get Harkness out
in the boats, or anywhere but the safe
streets and homes of the town, his
death might have occurred accident-
ally.  But he was careful—very, very
arcful

the meantime Neilson, the car-

ptn!:r. and one of our scamen
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married their girls; and Willie Pom-
eroy and the other seaman were only
waiting for theirs to get child-permits,
with as much impatience as I. So
Harkness was the only one of us who
hadn’t_formed a permanent attach-
ment in Perlaguna, and the reason
he gave was revealing. It was because
of his devotion to his wife and chil-
dren back in California, he said, with
a sad look that was almost funny to
anyone who knew him as well as I did.
In'eight months at sea with him, I
had never once heard him mention
any wife or family, although he could
talk for days about himself and every-
thing he'd ever done or had. But he
knew how strongly the island people
felt about marriage and kids, and it
gave him the perfect excuse for leav
when the time came.

‘or_reasons of his own he waited,
though, until the sailing of the Pohai
was announced, four months after our
arrival, to reveal his desire to return
to California to bring back his family.
He claimed he couldn’t think of
spending his old age in Perlaguna
without them. But there was now no
longer any doubt in my mind of his
wreacherous intentions; and 1
glad, in a way, that the torture of
uncertainty was over. 1 had alrcady
decided that there was only one way,
in case Harkness left, to save the peace
of the island, and that it was entirely

tome. 1t was a heartbreaking de-
hion il T 23 ksl SR up to
it, but could only hope that I might

e to do i heat what T could

never have done in cold blood.
T could not bear to tell Mexlmg or
her hmll{ until the day of sailing.
before, I took leave of my
Bigadssinithe pearlfiset daying (08
would return soon, and to the au-
thorities of the Univercity I explained
that I had a debt of honor to discharge
on the mainland that required my
Jeaving with the Pohai, This was, 1n
a sense, true; for 1 felt my debt to
thesc people was great, and 1 had no
troubleconvincing them of my in-
tention to return soon. It was clear
that T would be leaving my heart in
Perlaguna. 1 have often wondered,
though, whether the learned doctors
were not far wiser than either Hark-
ness or 1 thought, in letting Provi-
dence thus work ifs own justice in a

way that they clearly foresaw. It was
then hat T took heir oath of allegi
ance and secrecy, which I have never

broken till this day, nmy

ImN T tell you of my parting from
Meiling. You can imagine how
T felt. Meiling mus ad some
intuition of what was to become of s
for she scemed unable to share my
confidence that I would be back in a
month or two, although she never
doubted a moment my love or my in-
tention to return. In token of this,




she made me take her beautiful wed-
ding headdress of fine starched. lace
enausted with pearls, that was the
work of her mother's hands, and the
dearest treasure of her life. I didn’t
want to, for it represented all of her
own and her mother’s share of pearls,
but her mother insisted too. She felt
with Meiling that it was the most sin-
cere gesture of love and trust that the
could make, and I was deeply move

But with the small fortune in
Joose pearls that _her father had al-
ready pressed upon me, for the occa-
sion, it burdened me with a wealth
that T had not expected nor could for-
sce any use for. At the last, my be-
loved was quite brave, and even cheer-
ful, although I am sure now that she
not only feared for my safe return, but
suspected my true motive for going.
But she said nothing of it, and 1
laughed off her fears and left her with
a long kiss and a promise of a bright
future in a few weeks.

Harkness had had no notion that 1
was leaving with him until he saw
me aboard the junk at the last min-

ute. He was surprised into one of his
familiar black s of rage, swearing
and stamping sbout and threatening
me with exposure and _professional
ruin if I showed my face in the world.
But he pulled himself together be-
fore he was led off as a lunatic, and it
ouly served to put me on my guard
against him. 1 had no more use for
my reputati S anyway,
and was glad enough to see him in his
old colors.

The Pohai was roomy and comfort-
able, and the weather fair for the Bhu
Hao Hai. cargo we carried be-
low-decks must have been worth a
king’s ransom, but it was well buried
beneath a clutter of common trade-

s, and never mentioned. If

arkness was aware of it he made a
point of not showing it. He watched
me, most of the time, with his little
shoe-button eyes full of hate, as if he
knew what was in my mind, and I was
careful not to keep my back turned to
him t0o long. was unnarurally
quiet, after his outburst at the pier,

e me uncasy.

I didn't sleep well the frst night,
and woke up once with a start, feeling
like my life was hanging by a thread.
Both Harkness and 1 slept with the
crew under a large shelter aft, and
there was no light.” I thought I saw a
shadow melt into the darkness; but
when I got up and went over to his

allet, he seemed to be aslecp. 1 must

ave only dreamed he knelt beside
me with a knife, for he was too smart
0 risk violence on the boat, knowin

ow the crew felt about it. But
didn't get much sleep aiter that.

In less than a week we were working
up.the direy, sinking Canton River,
and would be in the city before dark,
16 mcisy kyline, that I knew wel

from a haltdosen voyages before, bad
never looked so ugly. Already I was
heartsick for Pcrlaguna and the peace
and decency of the Univercity. Id al-
most forgotten how miscrable and
mean the Test of the world looked be-
side it.

Harkness was all set up and on edge
to get ashore. The sight and smell of
his kind had brought out some of his
old bravado. He took to bragging to
me, like the old days, and seemed in
his crude way to be trying to make
friends, telling me that he forgave me
all my mistakes and wishing me well
in the world until we met again in
Perlaguna, as if it was a_bond be:
tween us. But it was only a blind, and
I wasn't taken in.

S soon as he left 1 followed him

ashore, much as I hated the
place; after seeing him established in a
second-rate hotel near the waterfront,
T went on to Wang Lo San's; he was a
comprador, and had been one of the
finest riends I ever had, ever since the
days when I had my o

fered me a bed i
slept easier that night than I had in a
week. 1 had only had to tell Mr.
Wang wh I was there for, to have
him offer (o have Harkness watched
for me. I'll admit I'd_counted on
that, It was a game the Chinese liked
e o ad went to sleey
smiling over the suupidlooking, tail
wagging China boy that Harkness had
bly picked up for a bodyservant
already.

3 ceted me in the morn-
ing with his nice smile, and a full ac-
count of everything Harkness had
done during the night, ‘He'd lost no
time. He already had Wang's man
acting as gobetween with a gang of
waterfront_ thugs. Tt was a relief to
know I'd figured o right, and 1 was

tient to have it out with him
e t away, but Mr. Wang advised me
to wait until I had more to go on, and
I realized he was right.
afford to make any mistake about it
1 got another good night's sleep, fecl-
ing more sure of what I had to do and
more confident that I could do it.

The second morning at Wang's
brought the whole story of Harkness’

arrangements; and they were all, and
more, than I had expecied. He was
not only planning to take the Po-
hai’s cargo, but the ship as well. It
could only mean that he intended to
use the junk to get up through the
lock into the lagoon with his thugs,
and I had to admit it was smart. With
thirty or forty men with rifles, and a
couple of old cannon below-decks, he
would have the town at his mercy,
once he was in the lagoon. 1 don't
think there was a man in Perlaguna
who had ever seen a rifle, and the
{unks cargo was more ihan enough to

uy him all he necded, and the men
to use them.

It was enough to make my blood
boil, and that’s all I'd been waumg
for.” But again Mr. W:

¢ had certain u
with the Chinese police, he advised,
that he thought might be very helpful
to me. 1 did't doub it at all, for
na are simply

d Mr. Wang

‘m very sorry,” he apologized,
“that I can do nothing with the Cap-
tain for you, since he is an American
citizen.” But his employees”—Mr.
Wang smiled his nice smile—"1 think it
might be wise to get them out of your
way o avoid any little interruptions
while you are visiting the Captain.”

1 waited with as much patience as |
could, eating and drinking _with
Wang's fiends that night untl the
small’ hours of the morning.
when th€ Taw of the. gusvs hadiaed

I could wait no longer, and sleep was
I:y then impossible. 1 was anxious to
catch the Pohai too, before she sailed,
or got wind of the plot against h
and the wine I had drunk added noth-
ing to my good temper. 1 walked out
of the house with  hot head, without
a word to Mr. Wang, and took a rick-
sha to Hatkneis' dingy hotel: s o
C v Frazier stopped and drew a

long breath. 1 could hear him
let it out in a sigh from way over in
the hammock. He leancd over in his
chair then and picked up his pipe
from the tiles. The little fountain kept
whispering hush, hush, in the dar)
ness, and the stars looked far away.
st 1 was afraid that Gy
wouldn't go o, and.then I was afraid
he would, because I knew what he was
going to say, and I could never believe
it. But I didn’
a while he sai
fifty years ago, Davey.

1 guess it can’t

hurt anybody now if I tell the rest.”
Then he deared his throat and
id:

o't have any trouble brib-
ing the mgm porter

Harkness' room. It was on the second
floor, over the river, and at first it was
so dark that 1 couldn’t sec a thing.
The shuters on the river side were

o let me into




“I struck a match and saw Harkness
in the bed with his Adam’s apple
sticking up in his scrawny neck and
his mouth open. He was drunk.
went over and it the lamp on the
table. There was nothing in the room
but_the bed and the table and one
chair and a washstand. But it was
crowded. The air was close and stank
of the river.

“I went to open the shutters, but
they stuck, and the nofse woke Harl

ness up. He closed his mouth and sat
up and blinked at me. He wasn't so
drunk that he couldn’t see who I was,
and he was scared. He knew what
was there for. He could see it in my
face. He tried to say something, but
it was just a croak, and I laughed. He
Honted pitifl, but he losked funny,
to0, with nothing but his underwear
on, and his eyes popping out of his
head. He weacing

Z3 muldnl A oo hin ke
that. Get up,’ and he said,
‘Get out of here, Frazicr, before I kill

ou,” or something like that. It was a
Dad Bluk, and his voice cracked.

“I had to get him out of the bed,
and I had to make him mad. 1 fig-
ured his knife wis in his clothes on
the chair. 1 took my own out and
R et R i
the river.

“"You're brave, ain’t you? " he said.
“You're fifty pounds ~ heavier and
owenty years younger” But his eyes
kept going to his clothes. 1 started
picking them up and throwing them
at him, calling him a yellow skunk,
and everything else I'd always wanted
to call him. His pants caught him
right in the face, hard, and I turned
my back on him as if I was going for
the wash-basin, to throw it.

HAT'S all he was waiting for; he
came out of the bed like a cat,
his knife in his hand. I could see the
white blur of his underwear in the
mirror, and | turned and caught his
fist, and drove his knife into his ribs,
under his heart. 1 killed him with his
own knife, Davey, and I've never been
sorry. He owed me his life twice over,
and 1 was only sorry that I'd ever
saved it for him. I've been sorry for
that all my life, and 1 always will be,
because it took me from Meiling.

“T was thinking of her as soon as 1
got out of that stuffy hole, and into the
street, and the thought of her was all
I needed to forget what I'd done. All
T wanted now was to get back to her,

and I headed down the waterfront to
the Pohai.

But the junk had gone.

and clea
terfront till daylight [()l' her, and then
went back to Mr. Wa
“I'd thrown Harkncss into the
river, but T knew they'd find the body
and be looking for me before long,
when the American consul heard of

1 told Mr. Wang all about it, but 1
didn't need to. 1 should have known
he would know all about it, the way
he always seemed to know everything.
But he didn’t know anything about
the Pohai, and 1 could't el him, be-
cause of my o:

s dambisas daf e junk
would still be there, and now I never
doubted that she would come back, al-
though I hadn’t thought it necessary
to arrange it. 1 thought her men
knew that, They knew how much 1
wanted to return to Perlaguna, but
they must have thought I meant to

my own wa

“I thought it would be easy, Davey,
for a seaman. 1 waited as long as I
could at Wang's while his men
watched the waterfront for the Pohai,
and combed the town for some
‘merchant or shipping agent that could
tell me her movements on the coast.
But nobody knew anything about her,
and that's when I began o realize how
well the islanders covered their tracks.

“I remembered how she was always
undergoing ‘repairs and alterations’ at
the island, and realized that she prob-
ably never looked the same on any two
trips, and even had a different name,
and papers, and supercargo cach voy-
age. It began to look pretty hopeless,
and 1 couldn't stay in Canton any
long

*f Said good by to Mr. Wang with a
full_heart, and made him take the
choicest of my pearls. He had ar-
ranged my passage to Manila, from
where 1 hoped to make my way to the
western shore of Palawan. From
there it was my plan to charter a fish-
erman that could take me a hundred
and fifty miles to sea to the part of the
Bhu Hao Hai where my last reckoning
of the Naiads position would place
the islan

“It sickens me now to think how
confidently I undertook that journey,

avey-not only the first time, but a
dozen times in the next two years, It
was only in the third year of sailing,
foul weather an 5 Cissicred
schooners, and stinking fishing bancas,
among the endless reefs and shoals of
the No Good Se, that I fnally lost

completely. 't seem

e Teckoning could have
been so far off; and even when I knew
it was hopeless, I kept on searching,
until my heart was broken and scat
tered amon ocks forever, and
1my Tast peat) spent-all but my dearcat
uessure, my beloved's wedding crown,
and that I could never part wi

“How can 1 tell you of those years,

Davey? I can't, and I don’
Nor of the years that followed, sailing
the teeming coasts of the East, from
Tsingtao to the Indies, a_miserable
fugitive hunting one familiar junk,
among ten thousand slatternly ‘ones,
haunting the pearl-markets for one fa-
miliar face among ten million faces.
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“It’s well that I gave up while 1 was
still sane, and came ashore here to for-
get. 1ts well that I could forget for so
many years, and may, with God's help,
forget again. For how often in those

the_island vessel searching for me
while T floundered hopelesily in the
Bhu Hao =
link “we' mght EAuS phbeed W00
night when she sailed with the junk
herself, unwilling to give up the last
fond hope?  She loved me, Davey,
only those people knew how to love.
“Or do you still think that no such
people could ever exit, and it was all
a shipwrecked sailor's delirium, or
Rip Pan Winkle's long sleep? Weli,
maybe it's better so, Davey. I'll say no
more about it. For I've tried long and
hard enough to believe that mysel,
and there have been times when 1 suc-
ceeded. But still I've gone on dream-
ing of Perlaguna, and living as they
taught me to live, in love and kind:
ness, as Meiling would have me do.

% tae, and ehe night dark, buc
the soft air was still warm, and n

breeze stirred the little fountain in the
¢ with his

When I finally got up and went
to him, I found the tears large on his
cheeks. Without a word, | hel
himlimp o his oom, and then valked

n hom 1o weeks later
et oo i pel ot wetl
cight.

He had never mentioned Perlaguna
again, and his eyes in those last weeks
were so haunted with sorrow that 1
couldn’t_bring myself to mention it
cither. But I couldn’t forget it, or be-
lieve that it was a dream, for it ex-
plained too perfectly the old man’s
character as I had known it all those

ears, and T was more than anxious to
elieve that it was possible for a whole
people to live like that somewhere in
this fouled-uj
was sure, t00, that the Captain

would have left something behind in
the quaint house that would remove
all doubt, but I scarched for a long
time without finding anything. There
was only the house itsel, with its close
resemblance to his description of the
O’Byrnne home, and an old sea-chest
under the floor, with nothing in it but
his navigation instruments and work-
books and a roll of worn-out charts
of the Sout! After months
of patienty decipher
figures in the work-books, I was finall
convinéed that his story was, after all,
just another stos

idle curiosity tha
brought out his batter
and jimmied its keyless lock.
delicate little lace headdress, encrust-
od with pearls that lay crumpled on
the faded green felt, was worth a
sl fortute,




Who's Who 222 this Issue

Karl Detzer

WAS born in Indiana in 1891; have

been a reporter, photographer, ad-
vertising writer, Chicago department-
store executive, writer and technical
director for several major Hollywood
studios.

Served as sergeant, Mexican border
campaign, 1916-'17; captain of infancry
in France, World War I; colonel, Gen-
eral Staff Corps, in the Pentagon, and
also in European, African, Middle East
and China-Burma-India _theaters in
World War II. Was captain, American
Division of Criminal lnvestigation in
Europe, 1919, Explored in Hudson's
Bay country in 1914, in Baja California
peninsula of Mexico, 1935- 36.

a fire buff, and have ridden the
ed “wagons in most lacge citics and
many small ones from New York to
Los Angeles. Honorary chief, Leland,
(Mich.) fire department, and of Mich-
igan State Police. Published five hun-
dred magazine stories, eight books, fifty
pieces in the Reader's Digest, of which
I am now a Roving Editor.” Recently
purchased and publish cvo small Mich-

newspapers. Have wife,
dnughmr all of whom can outwrite
me. Live on a small lake-shore farm
in Northern Michigsa.

B/ll Erin

D the standard four-year educa-
tion at the University of Wiscon-
sin. Learned while a frosh that I was
10 great shakes as an athlete, so did the
next-best thing and started broadcast-
ing sports. Went from the University
to WOWO in Fort Wayne, Indiana,
where, in addition to Purdue, Indiana,
2 Notre Dame play-by-play, 1 5ot in
on the great basketball circus of the
country: Indiana’s State Tournament.
Went from there to Springfield, Ohio,

as a sports announcer, where the war
caught up wit

Spent a couple years or so winning
the war, during which I collected the
usual complement of Merchant Marine
ribbons, including the Direct Enemy
Action bar. Was discharged from the
Marine Hospital in San Francisco in
February of *45 and went back to radio
with the American Broadcasting Com-
pany as a staff announcer.

Did play-by-play announcing of the
big University football and basketball
games around the Bay area in '45, '46
and part of 47. Helped start a new
radio station in Springfield, Ohio, last
summer and since then have devors
time to writing and fishing. Dorrance
& Company is publishing a book of
mine somerim in 1948 which bas noth-
ing t0 do with s

The fighting sry[e of Billy Munson
in "Minute Man" is copied after that
of Omar Crocker, great Wisconsin Unic
versity fighter— three dmes NCAA
ing champion. Sports-weiters isbeled
Crocker a “Minuke Man” because of
the frequency with which he knocked
out his opponent in less than one min-
ute of the first round. However, the
resemblance becween Billy Munson
and Omar Crocker ends with the fight-
ing style. All characters are fictional
and any resemblance, etc. Crocker
never turned pro but went into the
Army upon his graduation, since he
had been an ROTC officer.

Frederick Chapman

HE fact that I am a Californian of
English, Irish, French and Dutch
descent may account for the restlessness
which has beset me for most of my sixty
years, and 1 have managed to wander
back to all the countries to which 1 owe
those strains and to some others as well.
Whatever talents 1 inherited were

Bill Erin

Frederick Chapman

given a boost by a couple of years of
anatomy at the Art Students’ League in
New York; but beyond that I have had
no schooling in my craft excep for the
intangibles which one gains through
association with men better than him-
self—and a passion for accurate obser-
vation.

My last real adventure was an ambu-
lance driver with that incredible army,
Montgomery’s Eighth. To have served
with the men of Alamein, the Sangro,
Coriano and the Po Valley, was a privi-
lege given to few Americans. To have
been invited by a Subahdar Major t0 a
drink of fiery Indian rum under shell-
and mortar-fire in an lualian castle; to
have had a Gurkha pusoncon the back

say, "O.K., Johnny,” for having
done a job one hoped was at least ade:
quate; o have had a Scottish M.O. with
a passion for the music of the pipes,
play dirges in one’s blacked-out ambu.
lance; to have invited the colonel to
share a bottle of port on New Year's
Eve in the same old wagon, and to have
had his acceptance; to have been pre-
sented with a kukri taken from one of a
cartload of dead Gurkhas by one of

dering nuns just bombed and shelled
out of their abbey—these are a few of
the indelible impressions I shall always
cherish. The fact that a few of those
modest heroes see fit to remember me
with occasional letters from the Near
East, India or the Western Isles, is flac-
tering to say the least, to one ol

enough to have been their father, and
who might just as well be forgotten.
Perhaps the most fitting end to the
whole mad business was that our last
billet was an insane asylum in Louvain,
Were those blank faces any more mad
than those upon whom they gazed at
mess, in halls that once were theirs?
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