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Somewhere, hidden deep in a desert fortress, a
monstrous THRUSH secret weapon lay waiting to
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THE
SHEIK OF ARABY
AFFAIR

by ROBERT HART DAVIS

Deep in the trackless desert THRUSH had forged
a weapon of unthinkable deadliness, as April

Dancer faced a ring of foes to rescue Mark Slate
and bring back to U.N.C.L.E. her deadly secret

ONE
A PENNY SAVED

BRITISH MEN, being more re-
served than Americans, don’t
stare as openly at attractive women
under ordinary circumstances. Yet
every male head at the race track

turned in the wake of the girl as.

she passed by.
She was a slim girl in her early

(AR 5‘\.‘

b3

twenties, perhaps five feet five
inches tall and a pound or two less
than a hundred and ten. Although
this left her a bit on the willowy
side, her small weight couldn’t have
been distributed .more delightfully.
Dark hair falling to her shoulders
framed a lovely, delicately featured
face with vivacious flashing wide
eyes.

But there was more.

It wasn’t only her beauty that
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‘turned heads, however. It was also
her dress.

Not that it was in any way strik-
ing. As a matter of fact her neat
blue sport suit was smartly conserv-
ative both in color and design. But
Englishmen, particularly those af-
fluent enough to occupy the private
‘box section of a race track, tend
not only to notice women’s clothes,
but to be excellent judges of their
quality.

It was apparent to the more dis-
cerning men that the simple sport
suit was an Italian original which
couldn’t have cost less than fifteen
hundred dollars. They also noted
that she wore no jewelry whatever
except an attractive but inexpen-
sive charm bracelet.

The woman was obviously
American, and English experience
had been that moderately wealthy
American women cover themselves
with gems in order to flaunt their
wealth.

English connoisseurs of such
matters had also noted that the
enormously wealthy, feeling less
compulsion to impress others, often
wore little jewelry or none at all.

The woman therefore was an
American heiress. And, since she
wore neither wedding band nor en-
gagement ring, apparently avail-
able.

Approximately every second
male head which turned as she
passed was considering ways which
might be arranged to meet her.

Two of the men eyeing her sat

in a private box directly in the line
of her approach. One was a tall,
dark man in his mid-thirties with an
athletic build, wearing a conserva-
tive dark suit and an old-school tie
which would have told the initiated
that he was a graduate of Oxford
University’s Balliol College.

He had a lean, intelligent face
with liquid brown eyes and a
slightly aquiline nose. A thin black
mustache and a small, close-
trimmed black goatee gave him the
appearance of a handsome Meph—
istopheles.

The other man was short and
squat, with powerful shoulders and
bandy legs. His slightly oversized
head had thick, Slavic features and
moist, pendulous lips. He was
somewhere in his mid-forties.

“Do you know who she is, Max=
im?” the younger man asked.

“Never saw her before.”

“She is checking box numbers,”
the Mephistophelean man said.
“Do you suppose we could be lucky
enough to have her looking for us?”

“I hope not,” his companion said
definitely. “Playing companion to
you on this ridiculous jaunt is de-
grading enough without having to
dlsentangle you from some fe-
male.”

“Ridiculous jaunt?” the younger
man said with raised brows. “I’ve
been training Salome for this race
for over a year. And I really don’t
require a companion.”

“A matter of opinion,” the squat
man said dourly. “To insist on tak=
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ing time out for this nonsense in the

middle of the most important proj='

ect the organization has ever un-
dertaken hardly impresses me as
responsible action. With your
knowledge of the project, I would-
n’t turn you loose among strangers
for a triple promotion.”

“I’m glad you came along,” the
tall man said with a grin. “You’re
so suspicious of everybody we meet
and so refreshingly incapable of en-
joying anything but work.”

Then his face lighted. “I do be-
lieve the lady is looking for us. She
is heading this way.”

The girl stopped before the box,
examined its number, then looked
up with a dazzling smile.

“Sheik Ranjit Sighn?” she in-
quired in a musical voice, glancing
from one man to the other as
though she didn’t know which to
address.

The younger man rose and
bowed. “At your service, sultana.
My poor sword is yours to com-
mand.”

The squat man rose also, reluc-
tantly. The girl ignored him, too in-
trigued by the romantic statement
uttered in an Oxford accent. Oddly
the words hadn’t sounded corny,
although from the twinkle in the
sheik’s eyes she wasn’t sure wheth-
er he was sincere or merely teas-
ing. ~
She decided he was teasing and
replied in kind. “I’m sorry I don’t
have any dragons to slay today.
Salome’s handler told me your box
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The complete novels depicting the dad-
ventures of April Dancer and Mark
Slate, with the rest of the famous
U.N.C.L.E. cast are especially written,
entirely new and, in magazine form,
depict the ‘“‘Girl from U.N.C.L.E.?
which appears also, on television un-
der the MGM-ARENA banner. Buy
the magazine regularly at your news=
dealers—and read the best of alll

number. I know this is impertinent,
but is Salome going to win?”

“The sheik’s horses usually win,”
the other man said in a guttural
Slavic accent. “He devotes most of
his time to training them.” )

His tone was slightly peevish, as
though he considered his compan-
ion’s devotion to horse training a
waste of time. s

After a flick of a glance in the
squat man’s direction, the girl re-
turned her attention to the sheik,
her eyes questioning. ‘

He exposed white teeth in a
smile. “No one can guarantee a
win, sultana. But I always race my
horses to win. No jockey of mine
ever holds a horse back to build up
the odds for future races.”

“But do you think she will win?”
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she persisted. “I want to make a
bet, you see.” )

The sheik laughed with delight-
ed amusement. “I wouldn’t give a
bad tip to such a charming lady.
Salome can outdistance anything
she’s against today. Barring unfor-
seen accidents, such as her break-
ing a leg, you may bet her with
confidence.”

“Oh, thanks,” the girl said, and
started to turn away.

“A moment, please,” the sheik
said.

Pausing, she glanced up inquir-
ingly.

“You can’t move into a man’s
life, then out again without even
telling who you are,” he said. “I
would never again sleep.”

“Oh, I'm April Dancer,” she
said airily, and started to walk
away again.

“Wait!”

She paused a second time, this
time frowning.

“Won’t you join us and watch
the race from our box?”

“Thank you,” she said politely.
“But I have to find my bookie to
~ get a bet down. And he’s clear over
near the box of the people I'm
with.”

“You may use my bookie,” he
said. ‘It will be simple to arrange.”

When she pursed her lips unde-
cidedly, the sheik said, “We would
be delighted to have you. And I
may be able to give you tips on
other races.” '

April’s eyes lighted.

“All right,” she said. “I love to
win.”

The sheik gallantly descended
the short steps leading from the box
to take her hand and personally es-
cort her up them. He introduced
his friend as Maxim Karsh.

The squat man dourly said he
was charmed, but he didn’t sound
it. .
When they were settled in seats,
April between the two men, Sheik
Ranjit Sighn motioned over a port-
ly man in a bowler who was stand-
ing nearby.

“This is Miss April Dancer,
Basher,” he said. “Put the name on
your books and cover any amount
she wants to bet.”

“Sure, guv’nor, your ’ighness,”
the bookie said. “What’s your lik- -
ing, Miss?”

“Oh, Salome, of course.”

Basher made a notation. “’Ow
much, and what position do you fa-
vor?”’

“Just a moment,” April Dancer
said.

Opening the alligator bag she
carried, which both men could see
was loaded with currency, she took
out a piece of paper bearing a col-
umn of figures and studied it.

“Let’s see,” she said, speaking
aloud to herself. “I’'m ten shillings
sixpence ahead. If I dropped the
ten shillings, I would still be six-
pence up.”

To the bookie she said, “A half
pound on second place.”

“Second!” the sheik said with a
|
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mixture of amusement and indigna-
tion.

April hiked her eyebrows at
him.

“T don’t want to risk losing,” she
said.

The sheik laughed aloud, as one
laughs at the cute exploit of a small
child. “Put it down, Basher. And a
thousand for me on the nose. You
want to place a bet, Maxim?”

“You know I don’t gamble,”
Maxim Karsh answered.

The horses were led from the
paddock and began parading up
‘and down. The sheik said, “Salome
is number two.”

“I know,” April said. “Isn’t she
beautiful?”

Ranjit Sighn swelled like a new
father whose baby daughter has
just been complimented.

“I’m rather proud of her,” he ad-
mitted.

“I love horse racing,” the girl
confided. “I almost always win.”

“I can imagine,” the sheik said
with dry amusement.

“We do it differently in America,
you know. We have betting win-
dows, There are no bookies at the
track.”

“I know,” the sheik said. “I've
been to America.”

“Oh? Sorry I can't return the
compliment. I've never been to
Arabia.”

“I'm not from Arabia,” Ranjit
said. “I happen to be the Sheik of
Mossagbah.”

“Oh?” April said blankly.,

The sheik’s expression turned

-rueful. “Few Americans seem to be

aware that my country is on the
map. It’s on the edge of the Ara-
bian desert. It’s not large, but it’s
rich in oil and equally rich in beau-
ty. Nothing is more beautiful than
the desert.” j

“I would like to visit it some
day,” the girl said politely.

“I would be glad to arrange it
now,” the sheik said.

She smiled at him. “I'm afraid I
have to return to the States next
week. How do I address you, inci-
dentally? Sheik? Your highness?
Or guv’nor, like Basher?”

“Ranjit,” the sheik said.

“Then you may call me April.
Oh, look, it’s post time.”

Conversation ceased until the
race was over. It is not the custom
in England to shout for your horse
at race tracks, but April got car-
ried away as the horses entered the
stretch and yelled Salome home.
It wasn’t until Salome crossed the
finish line first, that April glanced
around and saw people staring her
way and she realized her breach of
etiquette.

Putting her hand to her mouth,
she abruptly sat down and gave the
sheik an abashed look.

“] embarrassed you,” she said.

“You delighted me,” he assured
her. “The English could enjoy life
more with a little American-type
enthusiasm.”

Salome had been the favorite.
When the results were posted,



8 THE GIRL FROM U.N.C.L.E. MAGAZINE

April discovered that the odds had
been so low, she had increased her
winnings only by three shillings six-
pence. But she exhibited no disap-
pointment. As a matter of fact she
seemed eminently satisfied.

It wasn’t the amount you won
that was important, she explained
to the sheik. The important thing
was to win.

The comment further amused
Ranjit Sighn. If there had been any
doubt in his mind that April Dancer
was actually an American heiress,
her performance dispelled any un-
certainty. It had been his experi-
ence that only very rich Americans
showed concern over small
amounts of money.

Probably the value of money had
been drilled into her since child-
hood, he thought. This was a pe-
culiarity of American millionaires.

A penny saved was a penny
earned. He had once read that the
children of old John D. Rockefeller
were allowed a spending allowance
of fifty cents a week until they
reached their teens.

TWO
THE SILENT LISTENER

UNDER THE indulgent tutelage of
the sheik, April made equally
frugal and successful bets on the
remaining races. By the end of the
last race she was two pounds eight
pence ahead and was obviously de=
lighted by her winnings.

The sheik was equally delighted,
but in a different way. Between
races he had worked considerable
personal information from the girl,
and was now convinced beyond all
doubt that she was a multimillion-
airess. She had told him she was an
orphan and had been the only child
of a freezer manufacturer in
Akron, Ohio,

A casual mention that her father
had died in the very three-hundred-
bed hospital he had donated to the
city amounted to an admission that
she had inherited millions, for only
a multi-millionaire could make
such a charitable donation.

Ranjit Sighn was not impressed
by money; he was a multi-million-
aire himself. But the girl’s enthusi-
asm over her small winnings when
she could probably have bought
the whole track outright from her
pocket money tickled his sense of
humor.

It even seemed to amuse dour
Maxim Karsh. By the end of the
afternoon he had thawed so much
that he was actually being pleasant.

In the process of giving out in-
formation about herself, April

_ managed to acquire some about the

two men too.

The sheik had a palace in Mos-
sagbah’s capital city of Fada, a
chateau on the Riviera, and a
chalet in the Swiss Alps, she
learned. But his favorite residence
was his oasis fifty miles from Fada,
out in the middle of the desert.

“It’s the blood of my nomadic
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ancestors, I suppose,” he said.
“Even after years of exposure to
western culture, I'm most at home
in a tent.”

“You live in just a tent?” she
asked.

The sheik smiled. “There are
tents and tents. This one happens
to be a hundred feet square with
numerous rooms, a modern kitch-
en, electricity and some rather
priceless art treasures. 1 hardly
rough it. It’s quite as luxurious as
any modern hotel.”

“It sounds enchanting,” she said.
“Just like an old Rudolph Valen-
tino movie!”

Ranjit laughed at the compari-
son.

The only actual prying the girl
did was as to Ranjit’s marital sta-
tus. He was a bachelor, he assured
her, although under Moslem law
he was entitled to a total of three
wives.

April also learned that Maxim
Karsh was a geological engineer,
and his acquaintance with the sheik
stemmed from the fact that his
company was in the process of drill-
ing for oil near the oasis.

This information was volun-
teered by Ranjit, and for some rea-
son it seemed to upset the engineer.
April got the impression he would
have preferred the sheik to give no
explanation of him whatever.

When the last race was over and
the bookie Basher had settled ac-
Counts, the sheik asked April where
she was staying.

“In London at the King George,”
she said.

“I'm at my club, which is only a
stone’s throw from there. May I
call to take you to dinner this eve-
ning?”’

When April graciously accepted
the invitation, he pressed his ad-
vantage by asking if she would
ride back to London with him in
his limousine.

“Oh, I couldn’t,” she said. “I
came with Lord Thaxton and the
American Ambassador and his
wife. We were in Lord Thaxton’s
box. I'm going to have to apologize
for deserting them so shamefully all
afternoon.”

“Try to make excuses,” he
urged. “We’ll wait for you at the
main exit,”

“I'll try,” she said dubiously.
“But don’t count on it.”

Her party was ready to leave
and was waiting for her when she
returned to Lord Thaxton’s box.
After apologizing for her long ab-
sence, she drew the ambassador
aside,

“I managed to make my con-
tact,” April said. “You’ve been
very helpful. Now I have a chance
to follow it up. Do you think his
lordship would be offended if I did-
n't drive back to London with
you?”’ :

“I'm sure he’ll understand. Th
old fellow followed you with his
glasses and saw you seated with
that handsome bearded young fel-
low. He’s quite a romantic beneath
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his reserved exterior. He probably
expects you to desertus.”

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s all
I wanted to know.”

She went over to the elderly
Lord Thaxton and made her ex-
cuses to him and the ambassador’s
wife. Both assured her it was per-
fectly all right for her to return to
London with Sheik Ranjit Sighn
and Mr. Karsh.

She found the sheik waiting for
her alone at the main exit.

“All set,” she sald
Mr. Karsh?”

“He went to tell the chauffeur to
bring the car around from the
parking lot. We’ll be picked up
right outside the gate.”

The limousine was a long black
Rolls Royce, chauffeured by an
Arab in uniform. Maxim Karsh was
seated in front next to the driver.

Ranjit helped April into the
back, told the chauffeur to drive to
the King George Hotel when he
reached London, then closed the
glass partition between the front
and rear seats.

“Now we can talk in privacy,”
he said.

April  rather doubted that.
Knowing how THRUSH, the arch-
enemy of UN.C.L.E., operated,
she was sure everything they said
would be recorded for later study.
It was possible, though, that Ranjit
Sighn didn’t know his limousine
was bugged. According to her in-
formation file on him, his connec-
tion with the organization was fair-

“Where’s

ly recent, and he may not yet have
learned that THRUSH didn’t even
trust its own agents. )

As they turned onto the road for
London, the sheik said, “Do you
have to return to the States next
week, April?”

“Im afraid so. There’s some
business about my estate. A trans-
fer of stocks, I think Larry said.
He’s my lawyer. 1 really don’t
know exactly what it’s all about but
nothing can be done without my
signature. What difference would it
make anyway? You said you have
to go back to Mossagbah about the
same time.”

“I do. I thought I might talk you
into coming along and seeing the
wonders of the desert.” =

April smiled. “Sorry. Larry will
have a fit if I don’t show up in New
York when I’m supposed to.”

“I can’t stand the thought of be-
ing parted so soon,” the sheik said,
taking her hand. “When will I ever
see you again?”’

“You re going to see me this eve-
ning.”

“Oh, sure. And every evening
for t.he next week, if you’ll allow
me. But after that are you just going
to walk out of my life forever?”

His touch sent a small tingle
along April’s arm in the direction
of her heart. My, he was a hand-
some man, she thought. It was too
bad he was involved = with
THRUSH. Under other circum~
stances she might generate kinder
feelings about him.



THE SHEIK OF

‘Steeling  herself against such
weakness, she said, “Do you ever
oet to Cairo?”
~ “Sometimes. If you’re going to
be there, I'll make a point of it.”

“I'll be there for a day or two
soon. I've signed for a Mediter-
ranean cruise at the end of this
month. I know there’s a short lay-
over at Cairo for fuel and supplies,
because that’s the end of the route.
From there we start back.”

“I'll pick you up in my plane

and fly you to Mossagbah,” he said

enthusiastically.

“We won’t be there that long,”
she protested. “I would miss my
Ship.”

“You can always catch it at some
other port of call,” he said reason-
ably. “Tripoli or Tunis or what-
ever. I'll fly you wherever neces-
sary.” :

She pursed her lips as though
thinking it over,

“I suppose something like that
could be arranged,” she said final-
ly. “But suppose we table it tempo-
rarily. After a week of my com-
pany you may want to withdraw
the invitation.”

“Never,” he said fervently, giv-
ing her hand a squeeze. “I consider
the matter settled.”

When the sheik helped her from
the car in front of the King George
Hotel, she insisted it was not neces-
sary to escort her into the lobby.

“I hardly think I'll be attacked
by any dragons between here and
the front door,” she said with a

ARABY AFFAIR 11

smile. “They aren’t allowed to
loiter in front of the hotel.”

“All right,” Ranjit conceded,
smiling. “Can you be ready for
cocktails and dinner by eight?”

“Easily. I'll expect you then.”

She stuck her head in the front
window to say good-by to Maxim
Karsh. The car was equipped with
a telephone, she noted when she
saw the bracketed instrument on
the dash board.

As April Dancer walked from
the lift to her hotel room, she
dipped her hand into her bag and
brought out a small, flesh-colored

ear plug. Pushing back her dark

hair, she slipped the plug into her
ear. When she let her hair fall for-
ward again, the plug was invisible.
The precaution had been instinc- -
tive, because April really hadn’t ex-
pected to find her room bugged. To
her surprise a faint humming sound-
ed in her ear the moment she
opened the door. ‘
THRUSH had moved even fast-
er than usual, she thought. April
had known she’d be put under ob-
servation after she managed to
meet Ranijit Sighn, but she had
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hardly expected this rapid action.

Maxim Karsh, she thought.
When she left the sheik waiting at
the main gate and went after the
car, he must have used the car
phone to contact THRUSH’s Lon-
don office.

April would have to be careful
of that one. She was sure her mas-
querade as an idle American heir-
ess had fooled him, yet he was tak-
ing no chances. Probably everyone
who came in contact with Ranjit
Sighn was thoroughly investigated.

Closing the door behind her,
April Dancer moved over to the
bed and dropped her bag on it. The
hum grew louder until she reached
the center of the room, then began
to fade as she passed it.

Casually she turned, walked to
the dressing table and examined
herself in the mirror. Again, from
this new direction, the hum was
loudest in the exact center of the
room.

The bug was in the overhead
chandelier, the UN.C.L.E. agent
decided. She didn’t glance up, be-
cause it might be a visual device as
well as a sound receiver.

Returning to the bed, she picked
up her bag and walked into the
bathroom. When she closed the
~ door behind her, the humming
promptly stopped.

At least she could have privacy
here, April Dancer thought sar-
donically.

She removed the ear plug and
dropped it back into her purse.

THREE
NO MAN’S LAND

EN APRIL came from the
bathroom she had arrived at a
decision. She always got a mild
kick from turning the enemy’s own
weapons against them, and the bug
in her room gave her a perfect op-
portunity to give the listening
agents an earful.

Going over to the writing desk,
April sat and picked up the phone.

“I wish to place a call to Mrs.
Cornelia Amster,” she told the
switchboard operator. “She’s stay-
ing with Lady Mowbry in Kent,
You’ll have to look up the number,
because I've forgotten it.”

While she awaited the connec-
tion, she smiled to herself. There
were advantages in having attend-
ed a good New England school.
One was her schoolgirl friendship
with Cornelia Amster, nee Crowl-
ey, heiress to the Crowley chain-
store fortune.

THRUSH might have difficulty
finding any record of a deceased
American freezer king from Ak-
ron, Ohio named Dancer, but they
could hardly question that Cornelia
Amster was anything but an Amer-
ican heiress. She was as well known
as Barbara Hutton,

April was also thankful for the
American tabloids which reported
Cornelia’s every move. It was

through them that she had learned

her old school friend was honey-
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mooning in England with her re-
cently acquired second husband,
and that the couple would be stay-
ing with Lady Mowbry for a week.
April had made careful note of the
honeymoon itinerary just for use in
such an emergency as this.

She heard a very British voice
say, “Lady Mowbry’s residence.”

“London calling,” the operator
said. “Mrs. Cornelia Amster,
please.”

When Cornelia came to the
phone and recognized April’s
voice, she squealed, “April! Where
are you?”

“At the King George in London.
Having a happy honeymoon?”’

“Simply divine. Henry is so
sweet. I’'m dying for you to meet
him. When can you come up?”

“Corny, you don’t want callers
during your honeymoon.”

“One more won’t matter. We’ve
been surrounded by people ever
since it started. Henry is showing
me off to all his relatives. He’s the
younger son of the duke, you know.
I’d be a duchess some day if Henry
had managed to get born before his
brother Albert. Lady Mowbry is
his aunt. I'm ‘sure she would love
to have you.”

“I’'m afraid I won’t have time,
Corny. I just called to say hello
and wish you happiness. I'll only be
here a week and I'm all tied up—
I'hope.” .

“What do you mean, you hope?
Can’t you spare me one day out of
a whole week?”

April giggled. “Would you ex-
pect me to spare a day from a
brand new romance?”’

“Romance! Have you finally
fallen, April? Who’s the lucky
bridegroom?”’

“Whoa,” April said. “I’'m not
planning to get married. Can you
picture me in a harem in the mid-
dle of a desert? It’s just a pleasant
interlude.” |

“A harem? Are you tangled up
with some oriental prince? You be
careful! I nearly accepted the pro-
posal of a sultan last year, and
when I discovered he had four
other wives.”

“He’s not a prince, Corny. He’s
the sheik of Mossagbah, and he
doesn’t really have a harem. He’s
a quite eligible bachelor. Tall and
dark and handsome and absolute-
ly divine. Would you believe it, he
actually lives in a tent on a desert
oasis. As he describes it, it’s about
the size of a palace and is fur-
nished just as ornately, but it’s still
a tent. Just like Rudolph Valen-
tino in the Sheik. I can hardly wait
to see it.” '

Cornelia wailed, “April, you're
not going there with him!”’

“Not now,” April reassured
her. ‘“Maybe not at all. Depends
on whether he still looks as hand-
some to me a week from now. It
won’t be for some time in any
event. I have to fly back to New
York next week because of some
tiresome legal business about a
transfer of stocks or something.”
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Although Cornelia was fully
aware that April had only modest
financial means, April was reason-
ably sure she would exhibit no
surprise at this. Her old school
friend had been raised amid such
tremendous wealth, she probably
took it for granted that all women
owned stocks and securities.

Cornelia said, ‘““When are you

going to visit this dreadful place?”

“It’s not' a dreadful place,
Corny. The sheik says it’s as com-
fortable as any modern hotel. Af
the end of the month I have a
Mediterranean cruise planned. I
happened to mention I would be
stopping at Cairo. Ranjit said he’d
meet me there and fly me to his

canvas palace.”

' “It sounds dangerous to me,”
Cornelia said dubiously. “Way off
alone in the desert with a hand-
some sheik. You be mighty care-
ful.”

“Oh, Ranjit is a perfect gentle-
man, Corny, Don’t worry so.”

“Ranjit, eh? Sinister sounding
name. How long have you known
this character?”

“I just met him today.”

This brought another wail of
protest from April’s old school
chum. April soothed her by assur=-
ing her she could take care of her-
self. Before she hung up, she also
had to assure her she would phone
again before leaving for the
United States.

That would stifle suspicion, she
thought as she cradled the phone.

Naturally the phone was bugged,
so THRUSH agents had heard
both sides of the conversation. It
should have convinced them that
April was exactly what she
seemed: a bored American heir-
ess looking for new thrills,

MAXIM KARSH was staying at
the Woodford. The limousine
dropped him there, then drove on
to Ranjit Sighn’s club. The sheik
instructed the chauffeur to be
ready to leave again at a quarter
to eight.

Fifteen minutes later the squat,
broad-shouldered Karsh paused
alongside the parked Rolls Royce.
Turning  his oversized head to
glance both ways, he opened the
back door and lifted a hidden
panel in the back seat. He re-
moved a small cylinder from the
recess .beneath the panel and re-
placed it with another.

Back in his hotel room, he fit-
ted the cylinder into a tape record-
er, switched it to play-back and
listened to the conversation which
had taken place in the back seat
en route to London. i

When the tape reached the
point where the sheik invited
April to visit his oasis, his slavic
featured face darkened with an-
ger.

After the taped conversation
ended, he switched off the ma-
chine and strode from the room.
Outside Karsh caught a hansom
cab and gave a Soho address.
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The address was a dingy billiard
parlor. Karsh told the driver to
wait and entered the place. He
passed through a room where
seedy looking men were playing
billiards at several tables, and he
went into a men’s room.

Checking to make sure the
room was unoccupied, the short,
squat man took a key from his
pocket and unlocked the mop
closet.

Karsh then switched on a light
in the closet, pulled the door
closed and locked it behind him.
Reaching up, he gave the burning
light bulb a half turn to the left.
As the light went out, the rear wall
of the closet slid aside to disclose
a short passageway, ending in a
curtained doorway.

The panel automatically slid
back in place when Karsh stepped
into the passageway. He pushed
through the curtained doorway in-
to a large room where several men
monitored communication equip-
ment of various types. One or two
glanced up, then went back to
their duties.

Going over to a slim, youngish
man who sat idly before a panel,
earphones clipped to his head, he
said, “Anything?”

“She’s taking a shower at the
moment,” the young man said.
“You can hear the water running
¢ven with the door closed. She
made a telephone call right after

she came in. Want to hear it? Now,

I mean!”

“Of course,” the squat man
said impatiently.

The young man threw a switch
on the panel. April’s lovely voice
came from a speaker saying, “I
wish to place a call to Mrs. Cor-
nelia Amster.”

Karsh listened intently to the
whole phone conversation. When
it was over his expression indica~
ted that his anger had somewhat
abated.

“At least she doesn’t seem to be
a plant,” he muttered, more to
himself than to the young
man., “Cornelia Crowley-Amster
couldn’t be an U.N.C.L.E. agent.”

“Akrim = double-checked the
thing,” the young man offered. “It
actually is Mrs. Amster and her
new husband staying with Lady
Mowbry. So they didn’t ring in an
actress just to play the part for our
benefit.” ;

“I guess Miss Dancer is only
what she seems,” Karsh said, more
relaxed. “Stay on the monitor un-
til further notice.”

He turned and retraced his way
back through the men’s room and
on outdoors. He gave the hansom
cab driver the address of Ranjit
Sighn’s club.

By the time he arrived at the
club it was nearly a quarter of
eight. Karsh saw the sheik, ele-
gantly attired in evening clothes,
just coming down the steps.

Telling the driver to wait again,
Karsh climbed from the cab and
went over. ;
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The Arab chauffeur already
had the rear door of the Rolls
open for the sheik to enter. Ranjit
paused to look at Karsh.

“Oh, hello, Maxim, What’s
up?”

“I’d like a word with you,” the
squat man said grimly, taking his
elbow to lead him out of earshot
of the chauffeur.

The sheik frowned at a wrist-
watch. “I haven’t much time.”

“You'll have to take time for
this,” Karsh said frigidly. “How
dare you invite a woman to the
oasis at this point? Have you lost
your mind?”

The sheik’s eyes narrowed.

“And how did you learn of the
invitation?” he inquired ominous-
Iy

Maxim Karsh blinked. “That
doesn’t matter. What matters—"

“It matters to me,” the sheik
interrupted coldly. “I'm not one
of your paid underlings. I happen
to be the chief of state of an inde-
pendent sheikdom. I haven’t of-
fered my services for money, but
for a share in the eventual power.
I highly resent being spied upon
by an inferior.”

The short, squat man reddened
slightly. “I may be your social in-
ferior, Ranjit, but I am your supe-
rior in this project. You will learn
that THRUSH requires absolute
discipline, no matter what your
status is in the world, It is my or-
der that you withdraw this invita-
tion,”

The sheik’s expression suggest- |
ed he was more amused by the
man’s impudence than irked. He |
said sarcastically, “You certainly
can’t suspect April Dancer of be-
ing an UN.C.L.E. agent.”

“That isn’t the point. As a mat- |
ter of fact I instigated a check on
her before we ever left the race-
track, and it seems she’s an Amer-
ican heiress, all right. But you
can’t take any outsider to the oasis.
She’s bound to. see things she
shouldn’t.”

“She won’t understand them,” i
Ranjit said dryly. “As lovely as |
she is, she doesn’t impress me as |
loaded with brains. I've already%
mentioned to her that you’re

z

‘supervising the dnllmg of an oil

well near the oasis. That will ac- 'jf .
count both for your presence there |
and all the activity going on. You |
worry too much.” %

“You don’t worry enough 7 i
Karsh exploded. “I gave in to
your unreasonable insistence on |
taking time out to race your horse, i
but I absolutely put my foot down |
on this. I forbid you to bring this |
woman, or anyone else to the oasis
until our project is completed.” ;

The sheik stared down his nose
athim.

“I don’t take orders from peas-
ants,” he said coldly. “If the lady
accepts my invitation, which is my
devout hope, you may expect to
see her there as my guest. Mean-
time, whatever listening devices
you have in my car or elsewhere to
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| - eavesdrop on my personal conver-
sations, I expect to be removed at
once. Understand?”

“I do as my superiors say,”
Maxim Karsh growled.

In the same cold tone Ranjit
said, “Then, since I am obviously
your superior in every way, elim-
inate the bugs. Now you will have
to excuse me. I am already late
for our reservation at Annabel’s in
Berkeley Square.”

He strode over and climbed in-
to the back seat of the limousine.
Maxim Karsh glared after him,
controlling his anger by chewing
at his pendulous lower lip.

FOUR
DESERT DEATH DEALER

ONE wEEK later April Dancer
walked along a New York
street in the shadow of the U.N.
building., She turned into a mod-
est shop whose window sign iden-
tified it as Del Floria’s Tailor Shop.

At the trear of the shop a pleas-~
ant looking woman seated before
a pressing machine glanced up
and smiled. April smiled back,
entered a dressing cubicle at the
rear of the shop and pulled the
door closed behind her. She wait-
ed, facing the rear wall.

In the outer room the pleasant-
looking woman touched a button
on the machine which had noth-
Ing to do with its pants pressing
function,

A panel at the rear of the dress-
ing cubicle slid aside and April
Dancer stepped through into the
lobby of U.N.CL.E. headquar-
ters. : :

The UNCL.E. agent ex-
changed a pleasantry with the
clerk on duty, picked up her 1.D.
triangle—without =~ which  she
would have set alarms to jangling
all over the place if she had at-
tempted to go farther—and
walked down the hall to Alexan-
der Waverly’s office.

The director of UN.C.LE.’s
New York headquarters was a
tweedy, soft-spoken man past
middle-age who gave the impres-
sion that nothing less than atomic
attack could jar his inevitable
poise. Two other people were in
the office with him.

Mark Slate, in his early thirties,
was a lean, muscular man with
the eyes of a poet and the build
of an athlete. A Cambridge gradu-
ate, an RAF veteran and a former
member of the British Olympic ski
team, he was a recent transfer
from UN.C.L.E’s London head-
quarters.

His dress was a trifle flamboy-
ant for an undercover agent, since
an effort to look unobtrusive is
usual in that field. It wasn’t garish,
but he wore a rather loud tie and
a checked vest. He gave the im«
pression that to complete his outfit
he should have been strumming a
guitar.

The other person was Randy
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Kovac, a tall, coltish teen-ager.
Randy, still in high school, was an
experiment. - UN.CLE.'s" ' first
and only part-time on-the-job
trainee, he was supposed to work
in = Communications only four
hours a week. The training so fas-
cinated him, though, he could be
found at headquarters, as often as
not in areas which had nothing to
do with communication, practi-
cally every minute he could spare
from school and study.

Mr. Waverly said in his usual
formal manner, “Ah, Miss Danc-
er. We’ve been expecting you.”

Mark Slate smiled at her affec-
tionately and said, “Hi, April.”

Randy, who had a teen-age
crush on the girl agent, silently
gazed at her as a peasant regards
a queen, waiting for April to speak
first. '

April made Randy’s day com-
plete by greeting him first with a
friendly, “Hi, Randy.”

“Welcome back, Miss Dancer,”
he said enthusiastically. “Have a
nice trip?”’

“Just
Mark?”

“Curious. What did you find
out?”

“Enough to know something
definite is going on in Mossag-
bah.” She turned to Waverly.
“Mission accomplished, sir. The
sheik has invited me to visit his
oasis. He’s to meet me in Cairo on
the fifteenth and fly me there in
his private jet.”

fine. How are you,

Randy said, “Is this trip going
to be chaperoned?”

All three looked at him. Randy
blushed.

Waverly turned back to April.
“Excellent, Miss Dancer. You
didn’t attempt to learn anything
about the project, did you?”

April shook her head. “You
told me to do nothing which might
arouse suspicion that I was prying.
I even pretended some misgivings
about visiting the oasis, but of
course I finally let the sheik talk
me into it. It is a THRUSH proj-
ect, though. Maxim Karsh was
with him.”

Alexander Waverly’s left eye-
brow raised slightly, a gesture
which for him denoted extreme
startlement. “One of THRUSH’s
top electronic engineers. Well,
well. Did the sheik volunteer any
explanation of his presence?”’

“He introduced Karsh as a ge-
ological engineer. He said Karsh’s
company was drilling a new oil
well near the oasis.”

Mark Slate said, “Maxim Karsh
wouldn’t know an oil well from a
hole in the ground. He’s strictly a
physicist.”

“You know him, Mr. Slate?”
Waverly asked.

“Not personally. I read his dos-
sier when I was stationed in Lon-
don. He was one of those on the
required study list for all agents.”

“He’s on the list at this head-
quarters too,” Waverly said.
“Which is how I assume Miss
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Dancer was familiar with his
name. You had never encoun-
. tered him before, had you, Miss
Dancer?”

“No, sir.”

“If Maxim Karsh is involved in
- this project, it must be a major

one,” Waverly said. “And it most
- certainly has nothing to do with
oil.” He turned back to Mark
Slate. “I think we’ll have you do
a little advance scouting, Mr.

. Slate. Fly over to Mossagbah and

- do a bit of nosing around. Perhaps
you can pick up some rumors of
. what’s going on from the natives.”
. When Slate nodded, Waverly

~ said to April, “You go ahead with

your cruise as planned, Miss
Dancer. By the time you arrive in
Cairo, Mr. Slate should have some
preliminary information for you.
You can check with Cairo head-
quarters before you fly to Mossag- L
bah with Ranjit Sighn.” \
“All right, sir,” April agreed.
Randy asked, “What kind of
guy is this Ranjit Sighn?” : ‘
“A couple of years older than
Mark, I think,” April said. “Tall
and dark and extremely hand-
some, with a cute little mustache
and a goatee which makes him
look kind of devilish.” _
She was unaware of the touch
of dreaminess in her voice as she
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described the sheik, but Randy
caught it. He said belligerently,
“And just what’s on this oasis?”

“Just a tent.”

“A tent!” Randy said in a high
voice. “You’re going to spend
maybe a whole week or more all
alone in the middle of the desert
in a tent with this man?”’

“It’s not just an ordinary tent,
Randy,” April said with a smile.
“It’s more like a canvas palace,
with innumerable rooms. Ranjit
has assured me that I’ll have my
~own private room in the women’s

quarters. And we’ll hardly be
alone. There are numerous ser-
vants with quarters in the tent.”

“Oh,” Randy said, somewhat
mollified. “You be careful any-
way.”

Waverly told the boy in a kind-
1y tone, “I’m sure she can take care
of herself.”

Mark Slate said, “I’'ll call the
airport to see if I can get a reserva-
tion to Mossagbah tomorrow.,
Meantime, April, do you have a
date for dinner tonight?”

“No, I came straight here from
the airport.”

“Then I'll pick you up at six-
thirty. During dinner we can work
out contact plans in case I'm still
. in Mossagbah when you get
there.”

“How romantic,” April said
with a mock sigh. “I’ll be waiting
with bated breath.”

Slate cocked an eyebrow at her.

“I know I can’t compete with a
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handsome multi-millionaire sheik,
but at least I can dance a mean
frug. If you behave yourself, I
may take you dancing after din-
ner.”

BY THE TIME Mark Slate had
been in Mossagbah two weeks, he
gave up all thought of learning
anything of significance from the
natives. Not that he found them
close-mouthed. He spoke Arabic
fluently, and he had spent the first
week in Fada simply picking up
the Mossagbahan dialect.

With his hands and face dark-
ened and robed as an Arab, he
was accepted without suspicion
when he began to visit the nomad-
ic tribes. '

It was simply that no one had
any information as to what was
going on at the oasis. While it was
widely known that foreigners had
built a number of strange build-
ings there, no one had any idea of
their purpose. Since it was also
understood that the foreigners
were under the protection of Sheik
Ranjit Sighn, the tribesmen ex-
hibited no great curiosity. Ranjit
was an absolute monarch. Too
much curiosity about his affairs
might not be healthy. ’

Eventually Slate decided that
the only way he was going to learn
anything was by a visit to the
oasis.

It was just past dusk when he
halted his camel atop a sand dune
and studied the lights below. In
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.the center of the oasis the walls

of the huge, palace-like tent
glowed dimly from lights within it.
Even dimmer glows came from the
numerous small tents surrounding
it.

Just beyond the oasis several
rectangles of light denoted the
windows of some kind of building.

Slate kneed the camel forward.
Fifty yards from the oasis he halt-
ed again, signaled the animal to

kneel, and dismounted. Leading

the camel behind a sand dune, he
drove an iron stake into the sand
and tethered it securely.

Silently he circled the oasis on
foot toward the rectangular lights.
The moon was just rising. By its
light he could see, when he got
close enough, that the glow came
from the center of a line of five
flat-topped buildings. The other
four, taller, longer and wider than
the center one, were all dark.

This was a major project, he

thought. The larger buildings were
at least a hundred feet long by
fifty wide and quite evidently fac-
tory buildings. The smaller one in
the center of the row was probably
the administration building, and
fifty yards out in the desert, was a
towering skeletal structure he
could make out but dimly. Slate
made a wide circle of the row of
buildings in order to get a better
look at it. .

Twenty-five yards from the
structure he dropped flat when he
spotted a robed Arab guard armed

with a rifle slowly patroling around
it. He was now close enough to
make out what it was, however,

It was the half-completed mis-
sile tower of a rocket-launching
pad.

On hands and knees Mark
Slate headed for the administra-
tion building. Halfway there he
sank flat again when he spotted
another Arab guard patroling the
rear of the line of buildings.

When the guard had passed be-
yond him and had his back to him,
Slate rose and sprinted to the
shadows alongside the administra~
tion building.

The lighted windows were  at
the far end of the building, the
end facing the oasis. Cautiously
he moved to the nearest one and
peered in.

It was a small mess hall. Seven
men were at dinner around a
single long table. They seemed to
be of mixed nationality, but none
looked Arabian. ‘

The only familiar face he saw
was at the head of the table. Slate
had never personally met the
man, but he felt sure he recog-
nized Maxim Karsh from the
complete description in his Lon-
don dossier and from April’s per-
sonal observation.

Retreating to the dark end of
the building. Slate peered around
the corner. The Arab guard had
not yet reached the far end of his
post and still had his back turned.
Slate stepped around the corner

N
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and tried the door centered in that
end of the building.

Finding it locked, Slate pro-
duced a small pick-lock and easily
opened it.

A dimly lighted hall ran the
length of the building, ending at
the door to the mess hall he had
peered into.

Mark Slate hesitated for a mo-
ment, then drew out his UN.C.-
L.E. gun and buried it in the sand
just outside the door. He felt a
trifle naked without it, but he
knew it would be foolish to take
it into the building with him. If he
were surprised, the gun would
identify him as an U.N.C.L.E.
agent, even if he managed to shoot
his way clear, thereby alerting
THRUSH that UN.C.L.E. was
aware of the project.

Since nothing else in his posses-
sion which couldn’t be easily dis-
posed of in an emergency identi-
fied him, there was an excellent
chance that Slate could pass him-
self off as simply an Arab sneak-
thief if apprehended.

With a final glance toward the
Arab guard, who was now ending
his route and in a moment would
turn to come back this way, Slate
stepped inside and eased the door
closed behind him. He left it un-
locked.

There were two doors on either
side of the hall, all but one stand-
ing open.

Glancing into the ones either
side of the hall nearest the door

by which he had entered, Mark
Slate saw they were living quar-
ters. Probably for Maxim Karsh
and his first assistant, he decided,
since they were both single rooms.

Halfway down the hall the open
door on the right gave on to a
larger room containing two sets of
triple-decker bunks and six metal
wall lockers. The barracks for the

lesser technicians, Slate deduced.

Across the hall from the bar-
racks was a closed door. Trying
it, he discovered it was locked.

One twist of the pick-lock
opened it. The room was dark, but
by the light from the hall Slate
spotted a wall switch.

Easing the door shut behind
him, he flicked on an overhead
light. '

FIVE
DESERT DEATH DEALER

LATE FOUND himself in a com-

pletely equipped, windowless
physics  laboratory.  Glancing
around, he, spotted a small safe in
one corner. He was making for it
when something on a work table
distracted his attention. ‘

It seemed to be a scale model of |
a curious Y-shaped contrivance, |
consisting of numerous separable
parts fitted together by small pegs
and holes. "

When Mark Slate looked inside
the various pieces, he saw that the |
contrivance was a miniature mod-
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el of some kind of space vehicle,
Parts housed many kinds of elabo-
rate machinery; there was a tiny
control room with a panel full of
knobs, levers and dials, and a liv-
ing cabin with six tiny bunks. .

Putting the model back togeth-
er, Slate knelt quickly before the
safe. From a pocket in his robe he
took a small earplug similar to the
one April had used to detect the
listening device in her London
hotel room.

Inserting it into his ear, he
placed his ear next to the combin-
ation dial and slowly turned the
dial.

After a moment Slate heard the

distinct sound of a tumbler falling

into place. Reversing the direction
of his turn, he again moved the
dial slowly until he heard a sec-
ond click. Twice more he reversed
movement, then, after the fourth
click, tried the safe door. When
it failed to open, he turned the dial
again until there was another
click. This time the door opened,
He smiled, realizing it had been a
five-number ' combination instead
of a four., '

Removing the earplug, Slate
dropped it back into his pocket.
Then with curiosity, he examined
the contents of the safe. There
was nothing inside except a set of

drawings and some  technical
notes,
After rapidly scanning the

drawings and notes, Slate drew
out a gold medallion suspended

around his neck by a golden chain.
A small diamond centered the me-
dallion and circling the diamond
was a carved inscription in Arabic,

Holding each sheet of the notes
and drawings flat on the floor,
Mark Slate held the medallion
over them and pressed a nearly
invisible plunger on the medal-
lion’s back.

When he had completed this
process, he carefully replaced all
the documents in the same order
he had found them, closed the
safe and spun the combination
dial.

Taking out a fountain pen, he
twisted the barrel and a small
chromium antenna thrust upward
from its end.

“Section two,” he said in a low
voice.

After a moment Alexander
Waverly’s voice said, “Yes, Mr.
Slate?”

“I'm in the lab of the project
at the oasis,” Slate said, quickly.
“Do you recall the secret super=
rocket fuel formula Professor
Bettner reported stolen from his
lab safe last February?”

“Yes, of course.”

“THRUSH has it. They plan to
use it to put the components of a
space platform into orbit, then
weld them into place in outer
space.

“I don’t know how far they’ve
progressed with the individual
components. There are four fac-

tory buildings here, but I haven’t
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been inside any of them yet. They
have the missile tower for a
launching pad about half com-
pleted, though.”

“Were you able to get to their
plans?”

“I just finished microfilming all
of them.”

“Good work,” Waverly said.
“Don’t attempt to break into any
of the factory buildings. Miss
Dancer will be in a much safer
position to look them over when
she gets there. That microfilm is
too important to jeopardize by
risking apprehension over minor
information. Get out of there and
take the first flight back here you
can get.”

“Yes, sir,” Slate said. “I'm on
my way. I'll route through Cairo,
so that I can leave word for April
at headquarters there.”

He twisted the pen barrel and
the antenna disappeared. Putting
the pen away, he flicked off the
overhead light, cracked open the
door and peered out into the hall,
When Slate saw no one, he slipped
out, pulled the door closed and re-
locked it with his pick-lock.

He had barely taken a step to-
ward the exit from the building
when the door to the mess hall be-
gan to open. Instantly Slate darted
through the closest door, the one
into the six-bunk barracks.

Pulling the door nearly shut, he
watched through the crack as men
trooped from the mess hall into
the corridor. Since the room he

. Spaced only about six

was in, plus the two single ones,
were the only rooms in the build-
ing aside from the laboratory and
the mess hall, Slate knew he was
going to have lots of company
within moments if he waited
around.

Clicking the door shut, he made
for the moonlit window. It was
barred by inch-thick steel rods
inches
apart.

Slate took out his fountain pen
communicator and twisted the
barrel and said, ‘“Section two.
Emergency.”

Almost immediately Alexander
Waverly’s voice said, “Yes, Mr.
Slate?”

“I’m about to be taken,” Slate
answered rapidly. “I probably

can’t talk my way out of it, but I = -

may be able to pass myself off as
a sneak-thief.”

“Get rid of that communica-
tor,” Waverly said sharply. “Don’t
let them suspect you’re an U.N.-
C.L.E. agent at all costs.”

“Yes, sir, I know,” Mark Slate
said, as he silently broke the con-
nection.

The earplug in his pocket
would be as dead a giveaway to
his identity as the U.N.C.L.E.
gun would have been. With his
thumb and center finger he flicked
it between the bars, far out into
the night. The pick-lock wouldn’t
be as much of a giveaway, but it
might create suspicion that he had
been in the lab. Slate dropped it
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into the sand just below the win-
dow.

Then he whipped out a small
gunny sack, began jerking open
locker doors and dumping every-
thing of value he could find into
the sack. A watch, two rings, three
wallets, a set of jeweled cuff-links
and two tie clips went into the sack
before the door started to open.
Before it opened completely, Slate
had dropped his fountain pen
communicator on top of the loot
in the sack.

The man in the doorway
switched on an overhead light,
then gaped at Slate. Recovering,
his hand darted beneath his arm
and reappeared with a thirty-eight
automatic,

Several angry-faced men were
behind the first one., They all
reached for guns too.

The man in the doorway, a
thickset blond with heavy Tue-
tonic features said, “Who are
y0u?,’

With a subservient bow, Slate

answered, speaking in the Mos-
sagbahan dialect, “I Abdul the
merchant, master. I look for cook
to ask for dinner.” ,

“Yeah?” the blond man said.
His gaze fell on the gunny sack
and his eyes narrowed suspicious-
ly. Moving into the room, he said
over his shoulder, “Perez, see
what he’s got in that sack.”

The thin, wiry man named
Perez and who looked Spanish,
moved past him and took the sack
from Slate’s unresisting hand.
Perez dumped the contents on one
of the bunks.

The blond man, Perez and the
men crowding the doorway all
stared from the items on the bunk
to Slate. Slate gave them a cring-
ing, apologetic smile.

“Why, you lousy thief!” the
thickset blond man said finally,
“Turn around and get your hands
agamst the wall. Perez, shake him
down.”

As Slate turned and leaned his
hands against the wall, the blond
man said to one of the men in the
doorway, “Sven, hurry. Go get
Karsh.”

By the time Sven returned with
Maxim Karsh, Perez had thor-
oughly searched the intruder and
had reported there were no weap-
ons or additional loot on his per-
son. He had pulled out the
medallion suspended by the chain
around Slate’s neck, and it now
hung in plain view on the outside
of his robe. Slate decided he might
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call less attention to it by leaving
it where it was, than by attempt-
- ing to shove it down inside his robe
again.

The squat, wide-shouldered
Maxim Karsh looked Slate up and
down suspiciously. Suddenly he
said in Arabic, “What is your
name?”

He had an atrocious accent.
Apparently THRUSH wasn’t as
finicky about its agents’ linguistic
ability as UNN.C.L.E. was.

Sure of his pure Mossagbahan
dialect, Slate said, ‘“Abdul the
merchant, master.”

Karsh turned to the blond man
and said in English, “Find any-
thing on him, Fritz?”

- Fritz shook his head. “Perez
searched him. He’s clean.” Then,
pointing to the loot on the bed, he
added, “Except for that. He was
cleaning out the lockers when we
walked in.”

Karsh returned his attention to
Slate and said, still in Arabic,
“Are you one of the sheik’s men?”

“Yes, master. All Mossagbah-
ans the sheik’s men.” e

“I mean do you live at the
oasis?”’

“No, master.”

“Where are you from?”

Slate shrugged. “From the des-
ert. My tribe move with the
winds.”

'Noticing the medallion hanging
around Slate’s neck, Karsh moved
closer to examine it. ‘“What’s
that?”

“Kadar prayer medal, master.
Protection against Jinn and Eblis.”

Karsh started to reach for it,
Slate stepped back and raised
both hands protectively, “No, no,
master. Beat me if you like, but
no take medal. Is no protection
for infidel.”

Karsh reached impatiently for
it again. Slate put his hand across
it.

“Is sacrilege,” he said with dig-
nity. “His highness not like.”

The squat man paused. Sheik
Ranjit Sighn had made it quite
clear that the western intruders
should not violate any of the na-
tive religious customs. Even
though this man was a thief, he
was still a Mossagbahan apparent-
ly. Karsh decided it might be bet-
ter for the sheik himself to handle
the matter of the medallion.

He dropped his hand and Slate
poked the medallion back down
inside his robe. :

“How’d you get in here?”’ Karsh
growled.

“Door unlocked.” ‘

“I mean into the building?”
Karsh asked. ,

“Door unlocked too.” Slate
jerked his thumb in the direction
of the door by which he had en-
tered. ! :

Karsh turned and left the room.
They could hear his footsteps re-
ceding up the corridor. When he
returned, he glared at the blond
Fritz. ‘

“It was unlocked. You know se-~ |
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curity rules. You were on check
duty this evening.”

Then a sudden thought struck
Karsh. Without awaiting the blond
man’s reply, he turned and strode
across the hall. After trying the
lab door, he took a key from his
pocket and opened it. He left the
door open, and through it Slate
could see him glance around,
then kneel before the safe and be-
gin working the combination.

When he had it open, he care-
fully checked the documents in-
side, replaced them and closed the
safe again. Relocking the lab
door, he came back across the hall.

“We won’t take any chances,”
he said to the blond Fritz. “The
sheik will be able to tell if this man
is really a native. Put that stuff
back in the sack and bring it
alone.”

The whole group seemed pre-
pared to trail along, but Karsh del-
egated only Fritz and the wiry
Perez to escort the prisoner.

“The rest of you take a look
around the area,” he ordered.
“Abdul heré had to have transpor-
tation. Find out what he used to
get here and report to me at the
sheik’s tent.”

Karsh then led the way up the
corridor to the mess hall, through
it and out the door leading from it
to outdoors. Fritz and Pirez fol-
lowed with Slate between them,
covering him with pistols.

Karsh led them across the
stretch of sand to the oasis and to

the front entrance of the sheik’s
tent. i

They were challenged by a
robed Arab sentry just outside the
tent, but when he recognized Max-
im Karsh, he stepped aside to let
the group enter.

This was it, Slate thought. It
was going to take superb acting to
convince Mossagbah’s supreme
ruler that he was a native. And if
he didn’t convince him, he was
very shortly going to be dead.

SIX
ENEMY TERRITORY

ANOTHER Arab sentry armed
with a rifle stood just inside the
door. He frowned at the drawn
pistols of Fritz and Perez, but ap-
parently he knew them both; be-
sides, it was quite obvious that
they were drawn to cover the pris-
oner.

He let the group pass without
making any objection to the guns.

The inside of the tent was like
something from the Arabian
Nights, with modern overtones.
The main room was huge—prob-
ably fifty by thirty feet—and the
walls were hung with jeweled tap-
estries. A rich oriental rug covered
the floor. Cushions to sit on were
spread here and there, and low
tables next to them contained
beautifully carved gold and silver
urns and chalices. ‘

But there was also some mod-
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ern western furniture among the
oriental splendor. A long hand-
some teakwood dining room table
with six ornately carved chairs had
been placed in the center of the
area. In one corner, there were a
couple of long sofas and several
easy chairs. Lamps spaced around
the room were electric, Slate not-
ed. Then there must be a genera-
tor, because cables could hardly
have been run this far out in the
desert.

A tall, handsome man in a
white riding habit, glistening black
boots and a jeweled turban was
seated in one of the chairs reading
a book. Even if he had met him
somewhere else, Slate decided he
would have recognized Sheik Ran-
jit Sighn from April’s description.
The thin black mustache and close

cropped goatee did rather make

him look like a debonair devil.

The sheik glanced up in mild
surprise at the intrusion, then laid
aside his book and regarded Slate
and the two guns trained on him
curiously.

Slate bowed deeply and said in
Arabic, “May Allah smile on you
always, most high and exalted
one. I am your humble subject,
Abdul the merchant.”

Ranjit Sighn said, “Greetings,
Abdul. May Allah smile on you
also.”

He looked at Maxim Karsh in-
quiringly.

é Karsh said, “We caught this
‘man’ looting the lockers in the
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men’s barracks. At best he’s a
thief. At worst he could be an
U.N.C.L.E. agent.”

Ranjit glanced at Slate, with
amusement, then back at Karsh.

“Oh, come, Maxim. You see U.N.~

C.L.E. behind every palm tree.”

“Maybe he is Abdul the mer-

chant,” Karsh said doggedly. “He
speaks Arabic. But that could be
a pose. I want you to check him

out thoroughly. You ought to be

able to tell.”

Before the sheik could reply,

curtains covering a doorway at the
rear of the room parted and a

dark, lovely young girl in Arab .
costume entered, bearing a tray

containing coffee, sugar

and

cream. After glancing curiously at

the visitors, she set it on a table

next to Ranjit.

“Thanks, Konya,” the sheik |
said absently. “Would any of you

gentlemen like coffee?”

Karsh answered for all of them

with a guttural, “No thanks.”

The girl walked away and

gracefully sank onto a cushion.

She examined Slate’s darkened
face with interest, then ran her
gaze up and down his robed body. |

Ranjit added sugar and cream
to his coffee, stirred it and sampled
it before turning his attention to |

Slate.

“What were you doing in the

men’s barracks, Abdul?” he asked

in the Mossagbahan dialect.

In the same language Slate said,
“Liberating a few worthless pos-
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sessions I thought the infidels
would have no more use for, your
highness. I was not aware they
were under your protection.”

Ranijit smiled slightly. “What is
your tribe?”

“The Kadars, your highness.”

In English the sheik said to
Karsh, “Nomads. Completely loy-
al. This is no U.N.C.L.E. agent.”

“How can you be sure?” Karsh
asked.

“I understand that most U.N.-
C.L.E. people are excellent lingu-
ists, but you can always tell when
a language has been learned in
school. This man speaks the low-

er class Mossagbahan dialect
without accent and knows the
slang. '

“It is surprising more liberators
of worthless possessions haven’t
appeared before now, because
word of the foreigners’ new build-
ings must have spread among all
the nomadic tribes by this time.
While no native would dare steal
from me because it would be sacri-
lege, no such religious scruples ap-
ply to foreigners.”

Karsh was still unsatisfied. “He’s
wearing some kind of medal
around his neck. I want you to look
atit.”

Without waiting to be told, Slate
pulled out the medallion by its gold
chain and moved nearer to the
sheik.

Ranjit reached out to cradle it
in his palm and examine it, then
dropped it.

“A Kadar prayer medallion,” he
said. “A fine one, too. Solid gold
with a diamond setting. They
sometimes save for years in order
to own one. It keeps away evil Jinn
and protects against Eblis, you
see.”

“That’s what he said,” Karsh
admitted  reluctantly. “Who’s
Eblis?”

“The prince of the apostate an-
gels. Allah turned him into a devil
for refusing to worship Adam. Ad-
am and Eve are in our mythology
too, you know.”

Slate tucked the medallion back
down inside his robe.

The sheik frowned at the still
drawn guns held by Fritz and Per-
ez ‘ :
“Put those away,” he  said.
“They aren’t necessary. And let’s
see what'’s in that sack.”

The men meekly holstered their
guns. Fritz handed over the gunny
sack. After examining its contents,
Ranjit gave it to Karsh.

“Return all the items to their
owners and forget it. Now that Ab-
dul knows you are under my pro-
tection, you won’t be bothered
again. I'll tell him to spread the
word among his tribe, so that none
of them will bother you again.”

“You mean you’re just going to
turn this thief loose?”” Karsh said
indignantly.

The sheik frowned again. “He
won't appreciate being called a
thief. He broke no Moslem law by
‘liberating’ possessions from infi-
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dels. He wouldn’t understand pun-
ishment from his ruler and protec~
tor.”

“But suppose he is an UN.C.-
L.E. agent after all?”

The sheik glanced at the fake
Abdul. “You speak English, do
you?”

“Some, a leetle, your highness,”
Slate said with an Arabic accent.
“Not good.”

“French?”

Slate shook his head. “No, your
highness.”

In French, which Slate spoke as
well as Enghsh Ranjit said to
Karsh, “No UN.C.LEE. agent
could fool me into believing he’s a
Kadar, unless they’ve actually re-
cruited a Kadar. And that’s impos-
sible. It would be against his relig-
ion to act against me.

“This man will obey any order
I give him, but I’m not going to or-
der anything he would regard as
punishment. He has to be released.”

Also in French, with an accent
nearly as atrocious as his Arabic,
Karsh said, “Would he obey your
order to stay here and work on the
construction project for pay? We
could use another laborer, and at
the same time we could keep an
eye on him, just in case U.N.C.L.E.
‘has managed to recruit one of your
loyal tribesmen.”

The sheik looked slightly pained
by Karsh’s refusal to accept that
none of his subjects were subver-
table, but after considering, he re-
‘luctantly nodded.

“That’s an acceptable comproms-
ise which will save face all around.”
He said to Slate in Arabic, “Ab=
dul, the sheik has need of your
strong hands in the building of the
structure he has commissioned the
foreigners to erect. You will receive
pay in accordance with the num-
ber of hours you work. Under-
stand?” |
With a low bow, Slate said, “Yes,
exalted ruler.” 4
“Go with Mr. Karsh here,” Ran~ |
jit said, pomtmg to the broad- |
shouldered engineer. “Do as he*
tells you. I will see that you are,
paid adequately for your work.”
Slate offered another subm1ss1ve i
bow. 4
As he was led from the room,
Slate glanced toward the servant |
g1rl still quietly seated on her cush~ ;
ion. She gave him a shy smile. e
A friend in enemy territory was
always welcome. He smiled back,
but his smile wasn’t shy. It was so j
intimate the girl blushed.
The man named Sven was wait= j
ing outside the tent. He said to
Karsh, “He came on a camel. It |
was staked behind a sand dune |
over there.” He pointed vaguely 1
to the west.
“What did you do with 1t?"§j_
Karsh asked.
“Put it in the corral.” He ges-
tured in the direction of a large |
barbed-wire corral near the edge »j
of the oasis. ;
In the moonlight Slate could see‘f
an armed Arab sentry slowly pa=/
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troling along the outside of the
parbed-wire fence. That cut off his
transportation, he thought. Even if
he managed to overpower the sen-
try, he would be in full view of the
ouard stationed in front of the tent.

The whole place was crawling
with guards; getting out of it was
going to be a considerable prob-
lem.

And it was essential that he get
- the microfilm out.

The guard in front of the tent
would have to go first, Slate decid-
~ed. Once he was disposed of, the
one guarding the corral could be
taken.

Sometime after midnight, when
the whole camp was asleep, he
would make his move.

Maxim Karsh put a hitch in this
plan. Slate had assumed he would
be quartered in one of the smaller
tents with other Arab laborers. His
assumption was wrong. He was led
back to the administration build-
ing and placed in the single bed-
room opposite Karsh’s.

“My assistant is in Switzerland
locating certain electronic equip-
ment,” the engineer explained.
“His room will be vacant for a
week, so you may as well use it.
Aren’t you lucky?” Slate knew ex-
. actly how Karsh felt about him.

Slate attempted to summon a
smile of appreciation.

“We rise at six-thirty and begin
work at seven-thirty,” Karsh said
curtly. “See you at breakfast.”

He went out, closed the door

behind him and there was the
sound of a key turning.

The cautious Slav was taking no
chances, even after the sheik’s as-
surance that Abdul couldn’t pos-
sibly be an UN.C.L.E. agent,
Slate thought ruefully. He checked
the single window and found it
barred.

He took off his hooded robe and
hung it up on a wall hook. Beneath
it he wore the typical costume of
a desert nomad: baggy trousers
stuffed into well-worn knee boots
and an upper pullover garment
somewhat resembling a sweat shirt.

Slate kicked off his boots,
switched off the light and lay on
his back on the single bunk.

After locking the newly hired
laborer in his room, Maxim Karsh
walked down the hall to the men’s
barracks. He found all six occu-
pants there.

He said to Fritz, “Did you re-
turn everything to the proper own-
erms?’”’

“All but this,” the big blond man
said, holding up a fountain pen.
“Nobody claimed it.”

Karsh took it from his hand and
examined it.

“Good pen,” he said. “You’re
sure it doesn’t belong to any of
you?”

One by one the occupants of the
room shook their heads.

“It looks familiar,” Karsh said
with a frown. “Seems to me I used
to have one like it. But how would
it get in here?”
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The slim Spaniard Perez said,
“Maybe one of the fellows bor-
rowed it from you some time, boss,
and forgot to return it.”

' Karsh looked around the group.
“Did one of you borrow it? Is this
my old pen?”’

Nobody would admit being the
culprit.

“Somebody here’s mightly for-
getful,” Karsh growled. “Here-af-
ter when you borrow something,
remember to return it.”

He stuck the pen in his shirt
pocket.

SEVEN
ROAD TO ESCAPE

IT WAS just past midnight when
Slate was awakened by a low
hiss outside his window. Rolling
over to look that way, he saw the
dim outline of a head and shoul-
ders. This side of the building was
in shadow, but the head and shoul-
ders were silhouetted against the
moonlight beyond it.

With a catlike movement he
bounced erect and went over to the
window.

It was the servant girl the sheik
had called Konya.

Slate merely smiled at her and
waited.

“Hello,” she sa1d shyly in Ara-
bic.

“Hello yourself.”

After a moment of silence she
volunteered, “I am Konya.”

“Allah bless you, Konya,” Slatq
said. “I am Abdul.”

“Allah bless you also, AbduL
Why have they -made you a pris-
oner?”

“The infidel Karsh does not un~
derstand our ways,” Slate said.
“He thinks I'm a thief. The sheik
didn’t order me locked up. It’s only,
Mr. Karsh’s idea.” !

“Do you wish me to talk with
his highness?” Konya asked. “Per=
haps he will order you freed.”

Slate contemplated this and de-
cided it might be poor tact1cs~
Having passed one inspection byé
Ranjit Sighn, he preferred to stay
out of his way. The sheik might
ask some embarrassing questlontf
Slate couldn’t answer, such as an
inquiry after the health of some

sub-chief of the Kadars of whom!

Slate had never heard. --J
“I'm not being mistreated,” he
said. “It’s comfortable here. To-%i
morrow I am to start work on the|
steel tower the foreigners are bulld-z
ing-and am to be paid for it.” A
Konya said Wlstfully, “In a Way§
I am as much a prisoner as you
are.” A
“I thought you were a membet
of the sheik’s household,” Slate
said in surprise. “You’re a prlsom;
er i
“Not really. I only feel like one.\
Actually I have some status. I a
the daughter of Orkhim,”
“Orkhim?”’ '
“The chief of his highness’ per.u
sonal guard.” !

ot 4 e a pw wede
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“Oh. Then why do you feel like
a prisoner?”

“You do not understand how it
is with women in our country, be-
cause you are a man. Oh, I am en-
vied by the other women of the
oasis because I have fine quarters
in the sheik’s tent. I would not have
to work as his servant. It is my

own choice.

“But what is my alternative? I
can live in the small, poorly fur-
nished tent of my father and cook
for him.”
~ “You could get married,” Slate

said. “A girl as attractive as you
should have no trouble finding a
husband.”

“To one of the sheik’s guard or
one of the laborers?” she said
scornfully. “They are all ignorant
and illiterate.” She added proud-
ly, “I was educated by the sheik’s
royal tutor. I speak English and
French and can read and write in

8 both. I have read in books of how
"~ women are treated in such places

as the United States of America.
Do you know that women there
have the same rights as men?”’
“Sometimes more,” Slate said
dryly. ‘
“It is my dream to go to the
United States,” Konya said wist-
. tully. “I would run away from this

place in a minute if I thought I

could get there.” Then she sighed.
“It is but an idle dream. I have no
money and no friends in the out-
side world. I wouldn’t get even as
far as Fada before I was caught

and brought back and beaten by
my father.”

Slate said, “Are you really seri-
ous about this?”’

“I was never more serious in my
life,” she said fervently. “I hate my -
lifehere”

He examined her upturned face,
considering whether to trust her or
not. She could be a plant sent by
the sheik to test him.

Then he decided she couldn’t be.
The sheik had been so convinced
of his estimate of Abdul the mer-
chant, he had been irritated by
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Karsh’s continued suspicion. He -

decided to take a chance.

Switching to English, he -said
quietly, “I could maybe get you to
America, Konya.”

She looked surprised. In the
same language she said, “You?”
Then she frowned. “You speak
English better than you did in the
sheik’s tent. You sound like an edu-
cated man.”

“I'm not exactly illiterate,” he

admitted.
" “You have been to school?”

“Yes.7’

She gave him a delighted smile.
“I knew there was something spe-
cial about you the moment I saw
you. You held yourself with more
pride than the cringing dogs who
serve the sheik. You are the first
Mossagbahan aside from the sheik
1 ever met who had education.”

He decided there was no point
in letting her know he wasn’t one
of her countrymen. He said, “There
are many others. Your experience
has been confined to desert no-
mads.”

“Could you really get me to
America? You are only joking, of
course. How could you do it?” she
asked eagerly.

“Not only get you there, but see
that you are taken care of after you
arrived. I have friends. We'll go
together.”

She gave him a sidelong glance,
“You wish me to run away with
you?’Q

He said, “Let’s get something
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straight. I’'m not making romantic’

advances. I’m suggesting a business
deal. You help me get out of this
cell and Il take you with me to
America. My friends there who
will see that you receive enough
training for you to get a job and
make your own living. But don’t
get any romantic ideas.”

She looked disappointed. There

was a long silence. Finally he said,
“Well?”?

“You’re not teasing me?” she
asked. “How come you, a mere
Kadar tribesman, have such impor-
tant friends in America?” ;

“It’s a long story,” he said. “T’ll
explain it on the way to America.
But may Allah strike me dead if I
deceive you.”

She stared at him through the

bars for some moments. Then she

breathed, “I believe you, Abdul. I
do not understand, but I believe
you. What do you wish me to do?”

“Do you know where the men’s
barracks room is?”

She nodded. “On the oppos1te
side of the building.”

“Somewhere in the sand just be-
neath the window is a thin strip of
steel about three inches long. Find
it and brmg it to me.” :

“A piece of steel?” she said puz-
zledly.

“Like a nail with a head, only

thinner and flatter. It is what is
known as a pick-lock. Withit I can
get out of here.”

“But why would such a thing be

there?”

U
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“Don’t ask questions,” he said
patiently. “Just go find it.”

From birth Moslem women are
trained to be submissive to their
male betters. Konya was obviously
still puzzled, but she obediently
moved to the rear of the building
and around to the other side.

She was gone nearly a half hour.
When she finally returned, she
looked in at Slate apologetically.

“I have sifted the sand all
around the barracks window with
my fingers,” she said. “Twice I had
. to run and hide in the shadows of
the building next door, because that
side of this one is in moonlight and
I heard the guard coming. The
thing you wish is not to be found.
The sand is so deep.”

That should have occurred to
him, Slate thought. It was probably
like trying to locate a needle in a
haystack.

“Maybe it will be easier in day-
light,” he said. “I’ll try to break
away from work tomorrow and
look for it myself. I guess we’ll have
to postpone our flight until tomor-
row night.” .

“I am sorry,” she said.

“It’s all right. This will give you
time to pack a few possessions.
Don’t take many, because we’ll
- probably be riding double on a
camel. I’d rather not steal a mount
for you.”

Konya understood this. A Mos-
sagbahan wouldn’t steal from his
sheik. Slate thought it unnecessary
to explain that moral considera-

tions had nothing to do with his de-
cision. He merely wanted the sheik
to continue to believe he was a
Mossaghahan, even after he was
gone, and that his reason for flight
had been simply elopement with
Konya.

“Shall T come tomorrow night at
the same time?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Now you’d bet-
ter scoot back to bed before a guard
spots you.”

“Good mght Abdul,” she said
softly, and faded away from the
window.

Apparently Mossagbah didn’t
have any labor laws, Slate thought
sourly after his first day of work on
the launching pad tower. He and
the Arabs working with him under
the supervision of the THRUSH

.engineers and technicians put in a

twelve-hour day in the boiling heat.
with only forty—ﬁve minutes for
lunch.

All the laborers except Slate
were allowed to return to the oasis
during the noon break, for lunch
prepared by their women folk.
Slate lunched in the mess hall un-
der the watchful eye of THRUSH
men.

No one objected when after
lunch he wandered outside and
sank into the shade of the adminis-
tration building just beneath the
barracks room window.

He noted that Perez and Fritz
followed him out and sat in the
shade on the same side of the build-
ing, however. Maxim Karsh was
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still taking no chances that Abdul
the merchant might just possibly be
an UN.C.L.E. agent. -

Idly Slate sifted sand through
his fingers. It was so dry and loose,
‘he could probe down several
inches. Occasionally he unobtru-
sively shifted position. By the time
Maxim Karsh blew a whistle in sig-
nal that it was time to go back to
work, he had covered the whole
area beneath the window.

His groping fingers had encoun-

tered nothing but sand. Probably

the pick-lock had worked its way
down a foot or more.

Slate - contemplated wusing the
next day’s lunch break to dig up
the UN.C.L.E. gun buried by the
rear door of the administration
building, but rejected the idea after
some thought. He could hardly
shoot his way past seven THRUSH
agents, plus the Arab guard. Even
if he did manage to fight his way
to the corral and escape on a camel
or horse, he would be pursued
across a hundred miles of desert to
the Mossagbahan border.

Besides, that would leave no
doubt in anyone’s mind that they
had been harboring an U.N.C.L.E.
agent. Also Slate had promised to
take Konya with him.

The only realistic plan of escape
was somehow to get out of his cell
during darkness. There was no
point in recovering the U.N.C.L.E.
gun until he was ready to take off.

That night Konya visited him
again.

“Did you find the little steel
thing?” she whispered.

“No. It’s hopeless. I have an«
other plan, but it’ll have to wait un-
til tomorrow night.”

She looked disappointed. “I am
all packed to go, Abdul.”

“Then you won’t have to pack
tomorrow night. Do you know what
is in any of the other four build-
ings?”

Konya shrugged. “The sound of
machinery comes from them. I do
not know what the machinery’s
purpose is.” 1

“There must be a work bench!
with small tools in at least one of:
them,” Slate said. “Would you
be challenged if you wandered
through the buildings tomorrow?”” |

She pursed her lips. “I could say.
I was looking for the sheik. If I+
wait until the lunch break, there
will be few in the buildings.”

“Fine. I want you to steal a
hacksaw blade. Know what one
looks like?” ‘

She shook her head. d

“It’s a slim, steel saw blade about:
so long,” he said, spacing his palmsxg
apart about a foot. “It has little |
steel protuberances on either end“
which fit into a frame with a han-
dle. But I don’t need the frame, ]ust §
the blade. Think you’d 1ecogmze
one?”

“Oh, yes,” she said conﬁdently.z
“You describe very good. PR

During the morning of Slate’ s,
second day of labor a small ]et
plane was wheeled from the build-' f

(o
:

O
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ing farthest north. Ranjit Sighn,
wearing a white linen suit and a
jeweled turban, was accompanied
by an Arab attired in a chauffeur’s
uniform.

They climbed into the plane. It
took off and disappeared into the
distance.

“Never mind the rubber-neck-
ing,” Maxim Karsh yelled from be-
low to the workers on the tower.
“Get back to work.”

That night Konya passed a slim
metal blade between the bars. Slate
was elated until he examined it. It
was a scroll saw blade.

When she saw the expression on
his face, Konya said worriedly, “It
is not right?”

“Apparently I don’t describe as
good as you thought,” he said kind-
ly. “This will only cut wood. A
hacksaw blade is a little wider and
longer and heavier. I also should
have mentioned that it will prob-
ably be blue steel.”

“I saw one of those,” she said
forlornly. “I thought the little one
would be easier, to conceal.”

“Want to try again tomorrow?”

“All right,” she agreed. “But my
heart was set on going tonight.”

“It’s only one more day, Konya.
Where was the sheik going?”

“To Cairo. I do not know why.”

Slate did. April’s ship was due to
dock there that afternoon.

After Konya left Slate snapped
the scroll saw blade in half and at-
tempted to pick the lock. It didn’t
work,

He hid it beneath the pad on his
bunk for future reference.

EIGHT
“THEY CAN RULE THE WORLD”

WHEN HER ship berthed at
Cairo, April Dancer was a lit-
tle put out to find Ranjit Sighn
waiting for her at Customs. She had
written him to meet her at the
Royal Hotel, where she had an
overnight reservation. His meeting
the ship confronted her with a
problem, because she had planned
to stop by Cairo’s U.N.C.L.E.
headquarters en route to the hotel.

April didn’t let her irritation
show, however. She clasped both
his hands in hers and gave him a
delighted smile. His response was
just as enthusiastic. She suspected
that only the inbred reserve of an
Oxford education prevented him
from publicly attempting to take
her into his arms.

She liked the expensive cut of
his white linen suit and admired
the turban with a ruby in the center
of the forehead. April studied Ran-
jit for a minute. _

“You look more like a sheik
than you did in England,” she said.
“There you merely looked like a
handsome race horse owner.”

“When in Rome, do as the Ro-
mans do,” he said with a smile. “In
England people stare at a turban.
Here it’s accepted as a matter of -
course.”
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“I like it,” she told him. “It
makes you look kind of interesting-
ly sinister. You’ve surprised me,
you know. I didn’t expect you to
meet the ship.”

“I couldn’t wait until this eve-
ning.” Reluctantly he released her
hands. “Do you mind?”

“I'm glad,” she lied. “You can
help me through Customs.”

He was a help there, so much of
a help that her irritation nearly dis-
appeared. With the sheik running
interference she had no problem
with Customs at all. She was bowed
through with only the most cursory
inspection.

The same uniformed Arab
chauffeur Ranjit had with him in
London loaded April’s luggage into
a limousine, this time a Lincoln. It
also had a phone in it, she noted.
As a matter of fact the sheik called
her attention to it.

“We could phone the hotel from
the car and cancel your reserva-
tion,” he suggested with animation.
“Then we could drive straight to
the airport.”

“I haven’t seen Cairo yet,” she
objected. “I want you to take me
mght-clubblng

“Of course,” he said instantly.
“I am being selfish. It is only that
I am eager to show you the won-
ders of Mossagbah’s desert.”

He told the chauffeur to drive to
the Royal Hotel.

It was only three when they ar-
rived at the hotel. April said she
wished to take a shower, and after-

ward a short nap so that she could
stay up late for a night on the town.
She suggested that Ranjit return for
her about six.

Obviously he had been prepared
to monopolize her every minute,
because he had the afternoon all
planned.

“You won’t want to miss the ba-
zaars,” he said. ““And they won’t be
open tonight.”

“I would rather miss them than,
the night clubs,” she told him.|
“And it’s a choice of one or the!
other. Honestly, I’ll be unable to/
keep my eyes open tonight if I
don’t have a nap. We had a ship’s
party last night which lasted until
all hours and if you must know, T
had a little too much French cham-/
pagne.”

He gave in gracefully. With a:
parting hand squeeze the Sheik
said he would return promptly at|
SiX. i i
On the way up in the elevator
with the bellhop, April slipped the
flesh-colored earplug from her bag,
and fitted it into her ear. |

THRUSH still wasn’t trustmgi
her completely, she discovered
when the bellhop keyed open her!
room door. The moment she
stepped inside, a low hummmg‘
started in her ear.

When the bellhop had beet
tipped and had departed, April
casually moved about the room un-
til she located the bug. This time it
was in the lower left corner of the
dressing table mirror,
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She sat at the dressing table and
creamed her face, at the same time
unobtrusively studying the device
from the periphery of her vision.
The mirror was fixed to the wall
by decorative glass-headed studs
in each of its four corners. The low-
er left one was slightly different.
It was the same design, but there
was a tiny glass lens in its center.

A visual bug, she thought in-
dignantly. The peeping Toms!
Since she was relatively sure
THRUSH didn’t really suspect she
was an U.N.C.L.E. agent, and this
was merely a routine check ordered
by the suspicious Maxim Karsh,

the only reason for a visual bug
was that some lecherous agent
hoped for an eyeful when she pre-
pared for bed.

She would stymie that little
peep show, she thought. And right
now.

A box of tissues lay on the dress-
ing table for the convenience of the
guests. April picked it up, drew out
a handful of tissues and carefully
wiped off the cleansing cream.
When she was finished, she care-
lessly tossed the tissue box down.
It landed at an angle, so that she
was still in view of the lens as long
as she was seated at the dressing
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table, but the view of the rest of
the room was blocked.

April let her eyes droop and
stifled a yawn. Then she rose, went
over to the phone and called the
desk.

“This is Miss Dancer in room
312,” she said. “I’'m going to take
a nap and want to get up at five.
Will you please ring me?”

The desk clerk said he would be
glad to.

Hanging up, April crossed to the
bed, sat down just hard enough to
make the springs creak and re-
moved her shoes. She dropped
them to the floor one at a time.
They landed on the carpet with two
subdued but distinct thumps.

When she flopped back on the
bed, the springs creaked again. She
emitted a tired sigh.

Slowly and silently she rolled to
the edge of the bed, eased her
stockinged feet to the floor and
stood erect without allowing the
springs to creak this time.

Stooping for her shoes, she tip-
toed to the door.

She took a good fifteen second
to open the door, turning the knob
slowly so that there would be no
giveaway click. Just as slowly and
quietly she turned the small catch
which would leave the door un-
locked. When she returned, she
didn’t want to risk the sound a key
would make in the lock.

Easing the door closed behind
her and allowing the knob to turn
- so slowly that the catch re-engaged

without sound, April slipped on:
her shoes. Then she took out her |
compact and replaced the makeup |
she had removed with cleansing
cream.

Although she considered it un-
likely, it was possible that a
THRUSH agent was stationed in
the lobby. To circumvent the possi-
bility, she located a fire stairs,
walked down three flights and came |
out in an alley. Then April Dancer |
jammed a match folder between
the door and the frame next to the |
spring catch of the fire exit so that
she could get back in the same way. |

Four blocks from the hotel she
entered a small book store. When a'
dark-haired female clerk politely
asked what she could do for her, |
April said, “Do you have Alexan-*
der Dumas Pere’s Three Muske-u
teers?”

Momentarlly the dark-halred
woman’s eyes hooded over. Then/
she said with a smile, “In the or1g1~‘
nal French?” 3

“No, in Greek,” April said. ‘

“That will be in the classicall
section,” the woman murmure&f: :
“Come this way, please.”

At the rear of the room she stoope,.
to touch something on the undei-
sideof a lower shelf. ¢

tain.,



. THE SHEIK OF ARABY AFFAIR

When April stepped through the
curtain, the bookshelf automatical-
ly swung back in place.

She found herself in a lobby
nearly identical to that of New
York’s UN.C.L.E. headquarters.
The clerk on duty glanced up, and,
failing to recognize her by sight,
asked, ““Name and assignment,
please?”’

“April Dancer Section Two,
New York headquarters.”

“Ah, yes, Miss Dancer. We've
been expecting you. One moment,
please.” He noticed how attractive
she was. Then, consulting his agent
file, the clerk pressed a combina-
tion of buttons on a small panel be-
fore him and glanced up at a screen
similar to a television screen fixed
on the wall. ’

The screen began to glow, then
front and profile portraits of April
appeared on it.

“I guess you pass,” he said pleas-
antly, flicking a switch to darken
the screen. He handed her an I.D.
triangle. “Last door at the end of
the hall. Walk right in. Mr. Raj will
know you are coming by the time
you get there.”

April walked down the 1ndlcated
hall, opened the door and went in.
It felt good to be back at an U.N.-
C.L.E. headquarters again. A
stocky man with one of the pleas-
antest smiles April had ever seen
sat behind a large, hand carved
desk.

Rising and bowing, he said,
“Amhed Raj, Miss Dancer. Please

L)

&l

be seated. Did you have a pleasant
voyage?”

“Very pleasant,” she said, tak-
ing a chair. “Has Mark Slate left
any messages for me?”’

Amhed Raj sank back into his
desk chair. ‘“Unfortunately, no.
U.N.C.L.E. is no longer in contact
with Mr. Slate. But I'll let your own
chief explain the situation. He
asked to be contacted the moment
you arrived.”

Raj pressed one of numerous
buttons on a desk panel before him.
Light flickered across a large glass
screen on the wall and Alexander
Waverly’s image appeared behind
a desk. Young Randy Kovac was
standing beside the desk. ;

“Hi, Miss Dancer,” Randy said
eagerly. “We sure miss you around
here.” i

In his quiet voice Waverly said,
“Glad to see you arrived safely,
Miss Dancer. Have you anything
to report?”

“Ranjit Sighn met me at the
ship,” April said. “I managed to
shake him long enough to get here,
but he’s to pick me up again at six.
I probably won’t have opportunity
to contact you again until we get to
the oasis, because I'll be with the
sheik except when I’m in my hotel

‘room, and my room is bugged.”

Waverly frowned. “You’re un-
der suspicion?”

“I don’t think so. I think it’s just
routine precaution. Maxim Karsh
doesn’t trust anybody. What hap-

pened to Mark?”
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“He was taken three days ago,
at the oasis. His last message indi-
cated he thought he could pass him-
self off as a sneak thlef and we've
heard nothing since.’

“He’s probably okay,” Randy
put in loyally. “Mr. Slate can wrig-
gle out of any spot.”

Waverly glanced dourly at the
boy. “Before his capture he learned
and reported on what THRUSH’s
project is at the oasis. The super
rocket formula stolen from Profes-
sor Bettner’s laboratory some time
back is in the possession of
THRUSH. They are building a
space platform at the oasis, pre-
sumably with the intention of put-
ting its individual components into
orbit, then welding them together
in outer space.”

April asked, “What advantage
will a space platform give them?”’

Randy, who kept abreast of all
facets of the space program, said
dramatically, “They can rule the
world. With atomic weapons aimed
at Earth, they can deliver notice to
every nation that unless the reins
of government are turned over to
them, they will blast their cities to
nothingness one by one.”

Cocking an eyebrow in Randy’s
direction, Waverly said, “Lucidly
put, young fellow, but—harumph.
That obviously is their aim, Miss
Dancer. No doubt they plan to
blast a few cities in advance as ob-
ject lessons. Probably such places
as New York, London, Paris and
Moscow.”

April’s dark eyes flashed. “What
are your orders, sir?” |

“First locate and release Mr.
Slate, if he’s still alive. If he isn’t,
recover the Moslem prayer em-
blem he was wearing around his
neck. It contains microfilm photo-
graphs of all THRUSH’s plans for |
the space platform. Contact Sec- f;
tion Two when that is accom- |
plished for further instructions.” J}

“Yes, sir,” April said, her eyes|
wide with alert understanding of
her grave duty.

Ahmed Raj reached for the pan-
el button to cut communication.
Before the picture faded, Randy
got in the final word.

“You be careful, Miss Dancer,”

he said.

NINE 3
THE EVIL PLACE

'T WAS four-thirty when April got
back to the fire door leading
from the hotel into the alley. She!
found the match folder she had left,
in the crack of the door undis- d
turbed. She dropped it in her purse%
and let the door click shut behind | i
her. |
When April reached her room,
she kicked off her shoes and plcked
them up with her left hand. She~
turned the knob with the same care *
she had used when she left and
cracked the door open just far
enough to shp inside.
After easing the door shut, Aprﬂ
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pancer glanced toward the dress-
ing table. The tissue box was still in
the same position she had left it,
she was relieved to see. If it had
been moved, it would have been
sure evidence that her ruse had
been discovered.

Tiptoeing to the bed, she stooped

to lay her shoes on the floor without

sound, then carefully eased herself
onto the bed. Noiselessly she shift-
ed over a little at a time until she
lay on her back in its exact center.

April lay quietly staring at the

ceiling for twenty minutes before

the phone rang.

The U.N.C.L.E. agent let it ring
three times before sitting up and
swinging her feet to the floor. When
she said, “Hello,” into the mouth-
piece, Aprll made her voice husky,
as though it were still heavy with
sleep.

“It’s five o’clock, Miss Dancer,”
the desk clerk said.

“Oh, thank you.”

Cradling the phone, she yawned
audibly. Then April crossed to her
suitcase, took out sheer fresh linge-
rie and carried it into the gleaming
bathroom.

She made a second trip to choose
an apple green evening dress and
green satin shoes with square rhine-
stone buckles from her wardrobe
trunk. April carried these into the
bathroom also.

She was starting to close the
bathroom door when a thought oc-
curred to her. Returning to the bed-
room once more, April carried her

purse into the bathroom and closed
the door.

She fitted the ﬂesh-colored ear-
plug into her ear. There was no
humming sound. Satisfied that the
bathroom wasn’t bugged, April re-
moved it and dropped it back into
her purse.

On the verge of undressing to
take a shower, a pixie thought
struck her.

Reopening the bathroom door,
she crossed over to the dressing ta-
ble, picked up the tissue box and
pulled out a tissue. After rubbing
at an imaginary spot on her dress,
she dropped the tissue into a waste
basket and tossed the box back on
the dressing table. It landed some
inches to the right of the visual bug,
so that the entire room was again
in view of the tiny lens.

Humming to herself, April sat
on the edge of the bed, her profile
to the bug, and stripped off her
stockings. She did it slowly, letting
the nylon caress her long, well
shaped legs as each stocking came
off. Then she rose, reached for the
zipper at the back of her dress and
slowly pulled it down.

April crossed her slender arms
to grip the dress on either side, as
though preparing to pull it off over
her head, then casually walked into
the bathroom just as the hem began
torise. :

Closing the door, she smiled. She
hoped that the dirty old man who
was on the receiving end of the
visual bug had high blood pressure.



44 THE GIRL FROM U.N.C.L.E. MAGAZINE

Anticipation should have raised it
considerably, and perhaps the sud-
den letdown had given him a stroke.

After her shower, April emerged
from the bathroom fully dressed.

Ranjit Sighn arrived promptly at
six. Tonight his turban was cen-
tered by a diamond. He wore black
formal trousers, black patent-
leather pumps and a white jacket.

He was a handsome devil, April
had to admit, when she opened the
door to his knock. That she had to
regard him as an enemy made
April feel some regret,

He seemed equally impressed by
her appearance. He said slowly, “I
didn’t think it possible, but you in-
crease in beauty every time I see
you, April.”

“It must have been my nap,” she
said lightly. “You’re quite hand-
some yourself this evening.”

“Thank you,” the sheik said with
a bow, and offered his arm to es-
cort her to the elevator.

In London Ranjit Sighn had
been so charming and gentlemanly
that April had found it difficult
to remember he was a tool of
THRUSH. Although he had made
no secret of the immense attraction
he felt for her, he had never at-
tempted any more familiarity than
a good night kiss. This, coupled
with his air of almost overpowering
virility, had intrigued April more
than she was willing to admit.

It wasn’t until tonight that she
got a glimpse of a side of his nature
he had never revealed before, and

finally realized why he had aligned
himself with an organization she
regarded as the imbodiment of
treachery and evil.

It was late in the evening, after
a fine dinner and a tour of Cairo’s
better night spots. They had finally
come to a small, quiet native cafe’
where a stringed quartet softly
strummed the discordant notes so
pleasing to the eastern ear, but so
difficult to appreciate by western-
ers.

April sipped a glass of dry wine.
Ranjit, who didn’t drink alcohol
because of his Moslem religion,
dawdled over a cup of tea. He
dropped a hand on top of one of
hers.

“I called you sultana when we
first met,” he said. ‘“You would
make a lovely sultana-mine, dear
April.” :

“Is that a proposal?” she asked
lightly. ‘

¥ es

The simple statement sobered
her. After gazing at him for a mo-
ment, she squeezed his hand and
said, “I’'m an American girl, Ran-
jit. 'm flattered by the offer, but
our backgrounds are too far apart.
I’m afraid I wouldn’t be very hap-
py in a tent—no matter how mod-
ern—in your desert so far from
Rome.”

“You would rule beside me over.
far more than just a desert, April.”

“You mean your Riviera chateau
and your Swiss chalet? You told
me yourself your favorite home was
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the oasis. Besides, I couldn’t leave
Christianity and embrace your re-
ligion.”

“Religion won’t be a factor in
the world much longer,” he said.
“That’s no problem.”

She examined him quizzically.
“What do you mean by that?”

He shrugged. “Religion is a mean
of controlling the masses. I go
through the forms of my inherited
faith because it’s one of the things
I use to keep my subjects in order.
But soon there will be so many
more effective means, religion will
no longer be necessary as a social
control mechanism.”

“Soon? And why?”

“Vast revolutionary changes are
on the verge of taking place in the
world, April. The old orders are go-
ing to crumble and new rulers will
emerge. I don’t plan to remain
merely the ruler of an obscure and

almost unknown sheikdom forever.

I’'m going to be one of the powers
in the new regime.”

“I'm afraid you’re over my
head,” April told him innocently.
“Are you talking about the move-
ment to consolidate the Arab
states?” .

Releasing her hand, he made an
impatient gesture. “I’m not talking
about anything you’ve read in the
news. This is something the world
Is going to discover quite suddenly
and drastically.” His eyes began to
burn with a fanaticism April had
Never before seen in them—a fire
S0 bright and soul-consuming that,

she instinctively recoiled. It fright-

. ened her.

The sheik was too engrossed by
his obsession to notice April’s reac-
tion. Fixing her with his burning
gaze, Ranjit said, “How would you
like to become empress of the en-
tire East?”

So that was what had impelled
Ranjit Sighn to barter his soul to

THRUSH, she thought. Power. He
was selling out his sheikdom, sell-
ing out the whole Arab world, even
selling out his religion on the prom-
ise of being made one of the rulers
of the new era. i
She would have felt sorry for
him if his barter hadn’t been so
ruthless. If THRUSH succeeded in
its monstrous plan, Ranjit Sighn
would never rule, she knew. He
would be cast aside as a no-longer-
necessary tool—probably he would
even be assassinated—and some

member of the already established =
‘heirarchy of THRUSH would move

into the promised spot.

Quietly probing for more infor-
mation while the sheik was still
wound up enough in his dream to
be indiscreet, April said, “You
can’t possibly mean that little Mos-
sagbah intends to conquer the en-
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tire East. Even if you had the mili-
tary strength, the U.N. wouldn’t
permit it. You would find yourself
at war with the whole world.”

“Mossagbah won’t even be in-
volved in the matter,” Ranjit said
confidently. “At least not militarily.
I can’t go into details, but the revo-
lution I speak of will be world-wide
and sudden. All I can tell you is
that I’ll be in one of the key spots
when it’s over. You will have to ac-
cept that on faith, April. Do you
think I'm merely a paranoic with
delusions of grandeur?”

April pretended to study him.
Then she smiled. “No, Ranjit. I'm
sure you’re quite sane. And I'm
convinced you actually believe
what you’re talking about. But it
sounds so incredible. What kind of
revolution is going to take place?”’

“I can’t tell you that,” he said
soberly. “But believe me, it is in-
evitable and it isn’t far off. When it
comes, I want you with me on the
winning side. I'm offering you a
choice between sharing in the rule
of an important part of the world
and the loss of everything you now
have. In the new order the idle rich
will certainly be stripped of all their
possessions. I don’t want that to
happen to you.”

“You frighten me,” April said.
“I’'m really beginning to believe
you. I don’t know why, because it
sounds so fantastic, but all at once
you’ve convinced me that this revo-
lution .is actually going to take
place.”

rising of the sun,” the sheik said
“Do you want to be my empress?”
She reached across to squeeze
his hand. “Can’t we wait until this
new order becomes a fact before

“It’s as inevitable as tomorrow’1

. decide? And I haven’t seen Mos-*j:

sagbah yet, you know, Ranpt i

The obsessive light in his eyes‘
faded, to be replaced by a mask.

“The cautious Americans,” he
said dryly. “I've seen the same
characteristic in your businessmen
in oil deals in countries where the
governments weren’t quite stable.
They always wait to see which fac~
tion is going to end up in control
before offering backing.”

She had momentarily lost him,
April felt. Quickly she brought the
situation back under control.

“I'm not simply being selfish,”
she said in an offended tone. “I
would want time to consider, no
matter what you were or what your

“ prospects are. Even if it meant my

financial ruin, I couldn’t say yes un-
til I was sure I loved you.’

“P’m sorry,” Ranjit said with in-
stant contrition. “Of course you
may have time. I wouldn’t want you
unless you loved me.”

It bemused April that he made
no mention of loving her. She
couldn’t imagine being proposed to
by an American man without first
hearing a declaration of love. The
Moslem relationship between men
and women was so different, per-
haps love was something the men
didn’t understand.
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Despite his constant air of gal-
lantry and the respect with which
he treated her, April suspected that

if she ever did marry Ranjit Sighn, .

even if she held the title of em-
press, she would be regarded as his
slave.

Later that night when she was
alone, April had no trouble remem-
bering that he was a tool of
THRUSH. The sheik had given her
too close a look at the true nature
beneath his charming veneer. Ran-~
jit Sighn was as ruthlessly uncon-
cerned about anything but his own
power as any THRUSH agent.

CHAPTER TEN
HOT—OR COLD?

THEY LEFT the airport in the
sheik’s private jet the following
morning. The - Arab chauffeur,
whom the sheik told April was also
a professional pilot, handled the
controls with ease.

They had been flying over des-
. ert which stretched endlessly to the
. horizon for some time, when Ranjit
- suddenly pointed through a cabin

window below.
.~ “The Mossagbahan border,” he

said with pride.
. April peered downward. There
.~ was no sign of change in the for-
bidding terrain. All she could see
| was a small concrete structure
which she recognized as a pillbox.
Then she spotted another pillbox
. perhaps a mile beyond the first, and

still more arranged in a curving line
off into the distance.

Why did Mossagbah need a for-
tified border, she wondered dismal-
ly? Who would want it?

April’s question was answered a
few minutes later, when they began
flying over one oil tower after an-
other. The barrenness of the land
was no disadvantage when oil
flowed beneath it. Any oil-hungry
nation would be glad to step in and
take it over if the opportunity arose.

Shortly afterward the sheik
pointed out a small dark spot on
the burning sand some distance
away.

“My oasis,” he said, smiling.

As the spot increased in size and
its color began to turn to a rich
green, April saw that it was ringed
by towering palms.

“It is beautiful from the air,” she
said. “What is it called?”

“It’s original name in Arabic
means ‘The Garden of Life,’ but it
is never called that. The natives
simply refer to it the oasis of Ranjit
Sighn.”

The plane came in to a smooth
landing and taxied over near the
edge of the oasis between it and a
line of five adjoining buildings
which had been built on the sand
near the oasis.

The pilot cut the engine, touched
a control on the panel, the cabin
door automatically opened, and a
set of metal steps descended to the

ground.
Ranjit Sighn backed out first and
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assisted April to the ground. Glanc-
ing around, April saw numerous
Arabs and a smattering of men in
western dress lolling in the shade of
the buildings or under palm trees
of the oasis. She decided if these
men were connected with the proj-
ect, it must be the noon lunch
break.

A partially completed frame-
work of steel girders towered above
the buildings some distance beyond

them in the desert.

“Why are you drilling so close to
the oasis?” April asked the sheik.

“It seems a shame to spoil the view
of the desert with an oil tower.”

“You have to drill where the oil
is,” he said with a smile. “Here
comes Maxim to greet us.”

April glancéd in the direction
Ranjit was looking and saw that
the squat, broad-shouldered engi-
neer had just emerged from the
central and smallest of the five
buildings. Before he reached them,
two Arabs arrived from the direc-
tion of the oasis.

They seemed to have come to
unload the luggage, because when
the sheik spoke to them in Arabic,
they bowed, climbed the ladder
and began hauling out baggage.

Maxim Karsh approached with
a sour expression on his face. He
was thinking, she realized, that the
sheik must have brought her here
over Karsh’s strong objections.

Nevertheless April threw him a
dazzling smile and said, ‘“Hello,

~ Mr. Karsh.”

“How are you, Miss Dancer?
he said politely enough, but with=
out any real welcome in his voice.

“Hello, Maxim,” the sheik said
casually, then ignored him and of-~
fered his arm to April to escort her
to the tent centering the oasis. 4

Maxim Karsh trailed along be-
hind them. _

A robed Arab guard armed wit
a rifle came to attention as the
passed into the tent. Another im-
mediately inside momentarily cam
to attention also, then relaxed
quickly at a negligent wave of the
sheik’s hand.

April gazed around with interest
at the oriental luxury so incon-
grously mixed with western furni-
ture. ;

Ranjit touched a small gong. A
moment later the curtains over a
door at-the rear of the main room
parted and a lovely young Arab
girl appeared. _

“This is Konya, April,” the shelk"

said. “Miss Dancer, Konya.” ‘

The girl inclined her head in a
small bow. ‘

April smiled at her and saxd
“How do you do, Konya.”

“Konya will show you your quar-
ters,” Ranjit said. “Get Miss Dan-
cer anything she desires, Konya.”

“Yes, your highness,”
said in fair English. “Follow me,
please, Miss Dancer.”

Maxim Karsh had determinedly
followed them into the tent. He
stood quietly until April and Konya
had disappeared, then looked at

the girl =
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Ranjit with barely suppressed an-
ger.

~ “You've really. managed to put
us into hot water,” he said. “I have
received word that Lin Yang is
coming here.”

“Lin Yang, eh?” the sheik sa'nd
with more interest than concern.
“What’s he want?”’

“To inspect our progress on the
project, obviously. He’ll be furious
when he learns you’ve brought an
outsider here. I'm going to tell him
you did it over my strong objec-
tion.”

“Don’t worry about April,” the
sheik said. “She thinks you’re drill-
ing for oil. I made sure she knows
nothing about oil before I invited
her. She thinks that launching pad
tower is an oil derrick.”

“Well, you can explain her to
Lin Yang.”

“Lin Yang doesn’t worry me. He
may be big in THRUSH, but he
- won’t be so big when this is over.

And until then, no one is bigger

. than me in Mossagbah.”
. “Why do you have to be so diffi-
. cult?” Karsh complained. “I’'m
. supposed to be in charge of this
project. Lin Yang isn’t going to take
the excuse that I can’t control you
| just because you happen to rule
- this god-forsaken country.”

“This god-forsaken country hap-
. pens to be my homeland and I con-
- sider it beautiful,” Ranjit said cold-
- ly. Then he relented and smiled.
. “T’ll concede it’s probably uncom-
fortab]y hot working out there on

the tower and that there isn’t much
social life to be had. You need to
relax. Would you like to dine with
me and Miss Dancer tonight?”’

Karsh looked somewhat molli-
fied by the invitation.

“All right,” he agreed. ‘“What
time?”’

“About seven.”

“I’ll be here,” Karsh said.

Meantime Konya had led Arpil
along a short corridor to the rear
of the tent. They passed an open-
ing through which April saw a
modern electric stove, a refrigera-
tor and other kitchen equipment.
Other openings seemed to give on
to sleeping quarters.

At the end of the corridor was a
rear exit from the tent. Konya
turned through a doorway just be-
foreit. )

The room was about twenty by
fifteen feet, with elaborate jeweled
tapestries covering the walls and a
rich oriental carpet on the floor.

Like the outer main room, it was
furnished in a combination of ori-
ental and western style. There was
a wide, comfortable looking sleep-
ing mat and the usual cushions.
But there were also a couple of
easy chairs and a modern dressing
table. In one corner was an ornate-
ly carved round bathtub.

The two Arabs brought in April’s
luggage, placed it where Konya di-
rected, and departed.

Konya said, “Would you like a
bath before lunch, Miss Dancer?
There is time. Agri will not even
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start to cook until she has conferred
with his highness.”

(13 A grl‘)’?

“The cook.”

“Oh.” April eyed the tub.
“Sounds interesting, but I don’t see
any faucets.”

“I will bring the water,”
said. “You like hot or cold?”

“In this weather about luke-
warm would be fine,” April said.

“I shall return shortly,” Konya
told her, and departed.

April seated herself at the dress-
ing table, dipped her hand into her
purse and brought out a rattail
steel comb. At the same time she
palmed the flesh-colored earplug.
In case she was under visual ob-
servation, she didn’t want just to
push the plug into her ear without
camouflaging the act.

With the comb in her rlght hand
and the earplug palmed in her left,
she pushed back the hair on the
left side of her head preparatory
to running the comb through it. The
- plug slipped into her ear. She ran
the comb through her hair several
times before stopping, then re-
moved the plug and let it drop with
the comb into her purse.

April was slightly surprised that
there had been no humming sound
in her ear. Maxim Karsh must have
finally decided she was harmless
after receiving the report that noth-
ing suspicious had been heard or
seen by means of the visual bug in
her Cairo hotel room.

- From her purse she took a foun-

Konya

tain pen similar to the one that
Mark Slate had dropped into the
gunny sack of loot. =

Twisting the barrel to cause the
antenna to shoot out, April said in
a low voice, “Calling Section Two.”

After a moment Alexander
Waverly’s voice said, “Yes, Miss
Dancer?”

“I just arrived at the oasis, sir. I
haven’t had an opportunity to look
for Mark Slate yet. There are four
rather large buildings and one
smaller one near the oasis. Beyond
them is a partially completed steel
tower somewhat resembling an oil
tower.”

“Part of the launching pad,”
Waverly said. “Mr. Slate already
described the physical setup in one
of his reports before he was taken.
Is Maxim Karsh there?”

“Yes, sir,” April said. “He final«
ly seems satisfied that I’'m harm-
less, because he knew I was com-
ing and my room isn’t bugged.”

“Good. Report back as soon as
you learn what happened to Mr.
Slate. And keep on the lookout for
that Moslem prayer medallion.”

“Yes, sir,” April said. Then,
hearing approaching footsteps, she
added hurriedly, “Someone is com-
ing,” and twisted the barrel of the
fountain pen to make the antenna
disappear.

April had dropped it back into
her bag and was touching up her
lipstick when Konya appeared with
a steaming earthernware jug bal-
anced on her head.
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“This is only the hot,” the girl
said as she decanted it into the
bathtub. “You must wait until I
also bring the cold.”

ELEVEN
THE GIRL FROM OUTSIDE

PRIL DANCER HAD no opportu-
nity all afternoon to find out
what had happened to Mark Slate.
She did her best by suggesting after
lunch that she would like to see the
‘oil-drilling operation.
~ “It’s too dangerous while drill-
ing is going on,” Ranjit told her. “If
they happened to strike a gusher
while we were nearby, the whole
tower might blow up in the air and
come down on our heads.”

April couldn’t decide whether to
resent his considering her stupid
enough to swallow this, or be
pleased that she had convinced him
she knew so little about oil-drilling
operations.

The sheik suggested a ride on the
\ desert.

“I don’t have any riding clothes

with me,” she said.

~ Ranjit had a surprise for her. He
had accurately estimated her meas-
urements and had brought back
from London a complete riding
habit in anticipation of her visit.
April had no choice but to agree to
the ride. :

They spent the entire afternoon
on a horseback ride across the des-
ert. It was insufferably hot, and

51
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April got the peculiar impression
that the sheik had insisted on it as
a kind of test of her ability to be a
desert queen. Since she had no de-
sire to make him lose interest in
her at this point, she managed to
pretend that she thoroughly en-
joyed the ride. The sheik was quite
obviously impressed by April’s abil-
ity to tolerate the oppressive heat.
Apparently, the girl remained cool
and collected.

They reined in their horses atop
a tall sand dune which gave them
a view of the endless waste for sev-
eral miles.

“I find beauty in the desert,” the
sheik said. “But perhaps it is be-
cause I was born and grew up here.
Most westerners see only the sand
and feel only the heat.”

That was all April could see and
feel, but she said with enthusiasm,
“There is beauty in it, Ranjit. I
really love it.”

Ranjit was obviously delighted
with April’s reaction.

It began to cool by the time they
got back to the oasis at six. When
April Dancer entered her room at
last, she found Konya preparing
another bath.

“I saw you ride in,” she said. ‘I
knew you would want to freshen
up after your hot ride.”

April stripped off her riding
habit, bathed quickly and put on a
. cool white dress. She joined the

" sheik in the main room of the tent

at a quarter of seven. The only oth-
er person present was the Arab

guard just inside the entrance to
the tent.

The sheik took both her hands
and smiled down into her face.
“Now that you have seen my home,
have you come to any decision?”’

She glanced at the Arab guard.

“I would rather not discuss such
a personal matter in front of peo-
ple, Ranjit,” April said in a low
voice,

“Orkhim? He sees and hears
only what I wish him to. Otherwise
he is blind and deaf.”

He tried to take her into his
arms, but April twisted away. With
a touch of frost she said, “I don’t
make love in front of an audience,
Ranjit.”

“Excuse me, my dear,” the sheik
said with a formal bow. “I was car-
ried away by your beauty. But I
would really like an answer one
way or the other.”

“I haven’t had time to think
yet,” she protested. “You only
asked me yesterday.”

“Did I?” he asked wryly. “It
seems eons ago. Perhaps I haven’t
been aggressive enough. 1 know
that Americans have a different
way of thinking than we do.”

April cocked an eyebrow at him.

“And, yes, perhaps this is nei-
ther the time nor place to discuss
it,” Ranjit said with a glance at
Orkhim. “His presence doesn’t
bother me, but it obviously does
you. Suppose I drop by your quar-
ters later tonight, where we can

talk in privacy.”
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When she did not reply immedi-
ately, he smiled at her. “I said talk.
Surely you’re not afraid of me?”

April examined him with pursed
lips. “Not as long as you under-
stand that this American girl does-
n’t have loose moral values.” Then
she decided to change the subject.
“I thought Mr. Karsh was dining
with us.”

“He should be along any min-
ute,” the sheik said. Raising his
voice, he called, “Orkhim, look
over toward the administration
building and see if Mr. Karsh is on
his way.” |

As the guard left the tent, Ranjit
said, “He’s been chief of my guards
since I was a young man, shortly
after my father died. He’s Konya’s
father, you know.”

April was surprlsed She had
been under the impression that the
guard was rather young, because
his beard was coal black and he had
a powerful build. She looked at him
more closely when he came back in
and realized by the lines in his face
\ that he was past middle age.

. “Hes not yet in sight, your high-

' ness,” Orkhim reported.

At that moment Maxim Karsh
was already in the tent, but he had-

n’t entered by the main entrance.

| He had come in by the rear way

and had slipped into April’s room.

Taking a small device from his
- pocket which resembled a jeweled
. shirt stud, except that its base was
| about the size of a half dollar, he
* unscrewed the jeweled head. At a

point where the wall tapestry was
divided, he thrust the base behind
it and forced its pointed tip through
the material into the center of a
cluster of jewels. When he screwed
the head back on, it merely looked
like one more jewel.

After examining his handiwork
critically, he slipped back out.the
rear way and rounded the tent to
the front entrance.

“Sorry I'm late,” he apologized
to the sheik. “I was held up by an
emergency problem.” He bowed to
April. “Good evening, Miss Dan-
cer”

The sheik touched the small
gong which served as a signal for
Konya. When the girl appeared,
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