


“THE HEAVY LINE ORAGGED

ME TowARD ETERNITY ! "

A true experience of C. J. LATIMER, Warren, Ohbio

““ANOTHER FISHER-
MAN and myself had
just finished setting a
heavy trot-line in
Lake Erie,” writes
Mr. Latimer, “when
a sudden treacherous
squall lashed out of
nowhere and churn-
ed the water into
towering waves.

“A WAVE SMACKED
us broadside, and over
we went! Then I felt a
heavy drag on my leg.
I was caught in the
crot-lineand was being
pulled to my doom. In
the darkness, my com-
panion couldn’t un-
tangle me!

S

“BUT ONE OF OUR PARTY ON shore brought his flashlight into action. Its
powerful beam cut the distance and darkness—and in a minute I was free. I
shudder to think of what might have happened except for those dependable
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Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves

at a Fraction of the Expense

“This isa call for men everywhére to handla
exciusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day,’

Forty years 2g0 the horse and buggy business was supremie—~today
almost extirict, Twenty years 2go the phonograph industry ranato
many millions—today practiczlly a relic. Only a comparatively few
forésighted men saw tgg foraunes ahead in the automobile and the
gadio, Yet .irresistible waves of Eub!ic buying swept these men o
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So

are great successes made by men sble to detecs the shifc i public f:votL

from one industry to another,
Now another change s taking place. An old ‘established Industry=-an incegral
and {mportant pa:z :f the nation's Stguctl::‘:—-in which millions of dollars chaage haads
eveéry year—is 10 thousands of cases being rcplsccdx{“a)tml astonishing, simpic invens
cion which does the work better—more reliably—, A]]A COST OFTEN A3 LOW
AS 29 OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! "It has not required very long for men
who have takea over the rights to chis valuable invention to do a remarkuble busioess,
earnings which 10 chese times are slmoss voheard of for the average maa,

Not a “Gadget” —
Not a “Knick-Knack* =

but a valuable, proved device which
Hhas been sold suc lly by busi=
ness novices o a5 #&as
veterans.

$lake 00 mistaks—this is 08 noveliy—oo flimsy creatlon
which (hlinveuwr hopes ¢o put on the mx::;.’ You
3 ave secn nothin, it yer—perl pever
of the existsnce dm‘ch a device—yer it has already
been vsed by corporations of ding p by
dealers of great cozporations—by sheis bearclics—by doc-
papecs, publish schools—bospitals, etc., etc.,
and by thousands of small business mea. Ycu don't have o
convinoe a man that he shoald use an clecvic bolb to light
s office instead of 2 gas lamp.  Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some day hem:{ooed
something like this invention. The need is zlzeady there—e
the moacy is usually being spems nghs at that vety -
moment—and ¢the desirability of savicg che grestest

offer

$1,16700, The

.—in other wi

perecatage.

A Money-Making Opportuni
for Men of Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE
A MULTI-MILUON-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for thece
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time, Another writes
from Delaware—~"Since I have been operating (just a little
Iess than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, becanse I have been getting organized and had to spead
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profic for one month.”’ A man working smali
city in N, Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets‘over $300 in less than a2 week's time, Space does net peee
mit meationing here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this busincss is coupled with immediate carnings for the
right kind of man, One man with us has already made over
4 thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $50
ﬁ“ sale and more, A great deal of this business was repeat

usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the-kind of opportunicy this business
offers, The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men 4s formes bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demaad only the highest type of oppottunity aad
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right ficld inwhich to make his start and develophis future,

Profits Typicolof
the Young, Growing Industr g

"Golng into this business is mot like selling something
in every grocery, drug or department store, For
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. Oa $1,500 worth of busincss, your share can be
lease you ger a8 your part of every
dollar’s worth of busiacss you do is §7 ceats—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on 2 huadred dollars’ worth $67.00
two thirds of every order you get is,
yours. Not oaly oa the firse order—but on repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of earning an cven larges

* This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing
zidolf do' y_g: !gng.qz !I:naw anythi‘zg about high-pressare

No Money Need Be Risked

g this busiazss out. You can measure the possle
bilitics 20d not be ouc a dollar. If you are koking for @
busimass thar b3 oot overréid:d—z busiaess that'is juse
coming into its own—oa the upgrade, instead of the
downgrade—2 business that offers the buyer relicf from
a bufgcnsm, ‘buc unavoidable expense—a business thag
basa pfocgm pncdall{ in every office, store, o factory
into which you can set fodt—rczardless of size—that és 3
mesessiry bue doces pot have any price cutting to coneead
with as other nacepsities ds at because you coawrol
the sales in exclusive terricory is your own businesgee
#has pays move on sowwe individual sales than many mem make
1 a week wnd somutions in & month's time=if such a business
fooks as if it is worth javestigating, ge# in ronch with ag
@t encs for the rights in your terricory=don’t delay—e
Secause the chaaces are that if you do wait, someoas else
will have writtea to us in the meantime—and if it curng
out that you were the better man—we'd both be .
So for convenience, use rhe coupon belw—but send c:%
away=of wirc i you wish. Buc do it now.

the ordinary scose of

. E. ARMSTRONG, Presideas

of. chis 2 is Obvi Yo
p‘— Cxpcﬂ.k  ObviIows IZ., m‘:‘u.d. A d
. ng to ‘0“2
Some of the Savings s 4

You Can Show

Yaom erall into an ofiice 2nd pat down before yoor

@ letter from 2 salss organizacion showing thas they did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,6001
An’sutomobile de:iar pays our repeessotative $15, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has expenss of $38.60, possible cost if doac ourside
the business being w2l over $2,000. And <0 on. We ¢

not possibly list oll cascs here. i

hammering away at the customer
" a2 sale, you make a digaified,
call, leave the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
customer sell himsclf after the device is in and working.
‘This does away with the nced for pressure on the cuse
tomer—it climinates the haadicap of erying to get the
moncy before the customer has really convinced ﬁim«clf
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer’s particular lioe of business.
‘Then leave the inventioa without 2 dollar dowa. It
starts working at oace. In a few short days, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough money to pay
for the deal, with profics above the iavestment coming in
at the same time. You thea call back, collecz your money.
Notking is 30 convincing as our offer o let results speak
ﬁ‘:t themselves without risk 00 the cuspomer! While others
i to ; 5 +

Dept, 4047E, Mobile, Als,

r.—'-—--—--.-

FOR_EXCLUSIE
1 RUSH Ternivony erorosrmon §

§ F.B ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. AM7E, Mobile, Alas §

‘Without obligation to me, sead mé Tull infore
‘ ; mation or your proposition. '
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THAT } CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

QOOJ Job-

&58

Clip the coupén and mail it. I'm certain
I can train you at home in your spare
time to be a Radio Technician. I will send
you a sample lesson free. Examine it, rcad
it, sce how clear and easy it is to under-
stand  Judge for yourself whether my
course is planned to help you get a good
Job in Radio, a young, growing field with
2 future. You don’t need to give up your
rresent job, or spend a lot of money to
become a Radio Technician. I train you
zt home in your spare time.

Why Many Radio Technicians Make

$10 to $20 A WEEK
IN SPARE TIME
“I repaired many Radio
sets W was on 1y

&

tenth 1 x}x, and ]’ !.}rne $30, $40, $50 a Week 5 §20 t 500 2 ; - - o :
made et 1 money o pay 5 2 3 > e 5 a year in spare time
for wy Budio course aud Radio broadcasting stations employ engi- ‘Tli;ilc lucar(x"ning sI send Ss’pecial Rax()iio equip-
also my instrumenis. 1 meers, operators, technicians. Radio mane« 3

really don’t see how
can give so much for 3
2 small amount of money, I made $600
in a year and a half, and I have made
an average of $10 to $20 a we«l—
spare time.”’—JOLIN JERRY,
Arapahoe St., Denver, Colo.

DOUBLED SALARY

IN 5 MONTHS i

“‘Shortly after I started »
the N, R. I. Course I be-

gan teaching Radio classes ¢

at the Sparton School of !
Aeronautics.  After five

months I was given _aE 3
chance to join the Ameri- [aEERS
can_Airlines at a salary 3
double that which I received from
school.””—A. T. BROTHERS, 11
Ocean Park Blvd., Santa Moenica, Caif.

$200 TO €300 A MGNTH
IN OWN BUSINESS
“For the last two years
I have been in busine:s
for myself making be v
$200 and $300 a
Business has stez

j creased. I have
4 to thank for my siart
in this field.” — ARLIE

n t
J. FROEHNER, 300 W,
Goose Creek, Texas.

Texas Ave.,

elped Hundreds of
e More Money

"Hes H
M

en

5 e
- FREE BOOK

ufacturers employ testers, inspectors, fore-
men, servicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio
Jobbers, dealers, employ installation and
servicemen. Many Radio Technicians
oven their own Radio sales and repair
husintsses and make $30, $40, $50 a week.
Others hold their regular jobs and make
$5 to $10 a week fixing Radios in spare
time, Automobile, police, aviation, com-
mercial Radio ; londspeaker systems, elec-
tronic devices, are other ficlds offering
opportunities for which N. R. 1. gives the
required knowledge of Radjo. Television
promises to open good jobs soon,

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll, I start sending you
Extra Moncy Job Sheets which start
showing you how to do Radio Repair jobs.
Throughout your Course I send plans
and directions which have helped many

J. E. Smith, Prasident, National Radio Instituts
Dept. OE09, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith:
Lesson and 6i-page book “lich Rewards in Ra
tells about Radio’s spare time and full time opport
and how I can tr:
call. (Write Plainly,)

ment to conduct experiments and build
circuits.  This 50-50 training method
makes learning at home interesting, fasci-
nating, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A
MODERN PROFESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE,
ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVICING IN-
STRUMENT to help you make more moncy
fixing Radios while learning and cquip you
for full time work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson and
my 64-page Book, “Rich Rewards in Radio.”” They
point out Radio’s spare time and full time oppor-
tunities and those coming in Television; tell about
my course in Radio and Television; shaow letters
from men T have trained telling what they are do-
ing and earning. Read my money-back agreement.
Find out what Radio offers YOU! MAIL COUPON
in an envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOW'!

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

Mail me FREE. without obli:atien, Sampla
** which

0 at home for them. No saiesr
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JAMBO, fellow globe trotters!

It seems very natural for me this
month to convey my greeting to you in
this way—the greeting of Africa. For Af-
rica, as you probably know from reading
my previous columns, has been very much
on my mind, and I can tell you now that
the promise I made of bringing Africa to
you in all its vividness will at last be re-
deemed in the truly blazing and thrilling
fune issue of THRILLING ADVEN-
TURES!

In that issue you and I will “go into the
blue.” That phrase too, like my greeting,
is appropriately African. For it is the way
men speak, in Africa, when they are about
to set forth on a journey. That is what
“‘going into the blue” means—a departure,
a leave-taking, a safari to far places. And
the distances which men may travel in Af-
rica are so great, and the sky above them
so blue, that they know a peculiar sense
of freedom in their loneliness and seem
journeying always toward that beckoning
blue horizon which makes them say in re-
sponse to the question: ‘“Where are you
going?”—simply “Into the blue. .. .”

Next Month—TARZAN!

Next month, then, as I have promised,
you and I will go into the blue with—
TARZAN OF THE APES! What better
companion could we have? Who knows
the jungle better? Who can better teach
us its ways and acquaint us with it, its
denizens, friendly and hostile?

I am glad to express my thanks here to
Edgar Rice Burroughs, creator of Tarzan,
who wrote TARZAN AND THE JUNGLE
MURDERS especially for us, thus mak-
ing it possible for you and I to journey
into the blue in the June issue of T.A,
and to share excitingly in Tarzan’s latest
adventure.

Jambo, Edgar Rice Burroughs—gold-
miner in Oregon, cowpuncher in Idaho,
cavalryman in Arizona, trekker into the
blue, creator of the world-famous Tarzan!

In this column, heralding the publication
of TARZAN AND THE JUNGLE
MURDERS, we spell out the next issue
of our magazine—T-(hrilling) A-(dven-
tures) R-Z-A-N!

The Living Past
Last month I promised you also that in

Manly Wade Wellman’s Civil War novelet,
TO SAVE ABE LINCOLN, the past
would be made to live again. I don’t think
I was mistaken, was 1?2 Manly Wade Well-
man has generously acceded to my request
for a letter on the subject. Here it is:

Dear Globe Trotter:

To my way of thinking, the War Between the
States was not only the mest dramatic and im-
portant epoch in all Amecrican history, but also
had as its star actors two of the three greatest
Americans—Abraham Linceln and Robert E. Lee.
That I, and many others, can revere almost equally
these two leaders of desperate rivalries should not
be a mystery any more; beeause the deepest hopes
and sympathies of Lincoln and Lee were alike
American. They never met, but they respected
each other. They knew each eother’s honor and
value. This story tries to show hew, even in the
bloodiest and bitterest moment of the struggle,
they were striving for what was basically the
same thing—idealistic American liberty and inde-
pendence.

If my assassination plot seemg far-fetched, I can
but say that it is based upon an actual murderous
project, which came to naught only by the merest
chance. There were a nuntber of people who
wanted to kill Lincoln. John Wilkes Booth made
two abortive attempts before he finally succeeded.
Lord Charnwood, in his Linecoln biography, dem-
onstrates that assassinatton of Lincoln was pos-
sible at almost any time during the war, by a
brave man; and the Confederacy, though it lacked
almost all things else, was mever short of brave
men. That they were honerable men also is shown
by the fact that Lincoln lived until Lec had sur-
rendered, and_that his death came, not from a
Southern warrior’s hand, but frem the pistol of an
unbalanced noncombatant, whose deed was im-
mediately and totally repudiated by the South.

For my protagonist, I have tried to construct
a Virginia officer snd gentleman, with the virtues
and limitations ef his time and metier. I wish
there had been a real man of guch type, to forestall
Booth that night in April, 1888, at Ford’s Theater.

Manly Wade Wellman.

The South Seas

The South Seas have long been a favorite
stamping ground for adventure fiction
writers. Few of them know the fascinat-
ing coral island as well as Crawford Sul-
livan, author of THE WRATH OF
DAKUWANGA in this issue. Here is
what Crawford has to say about it:

Dear Globe Trotter:

Desnite half a centnry of missionary influence
the old superstitions of Tiji still exist. Witeh=
craft has not died out entirely, and the ancient
rite of drau ui kaw is practised even in the more
populous regions.

T found this rite particulaxly interesting. Seems
that if a native has an enemy he first manages to
acquire a portion of the ememy’s clothing—pos-
sibly a shirt-tail or part of a sulu skirt. The
witch doctor then performs a ritual, and the bit of

(Continued on page 9)



THIS Special

MODIFIED “4° (WHOLE LIFE)
POSTAL POLICY

COSTS THE PERMANENT
NOW H ALF RATE FOR THE
ONLY NEXT 4 YEARS

This policy is offered especially to meet
today’s conditiens. It gives you about
twice the insurance protection now that
the same money ordinarily buys, yet it is
a full Legal Reserve Life Insurance Policy
with all Standard provisions; Cash and
loan values; Automatic Premium Payment
Clause and Guaranteed 9Y; % Dividends!

Assure a college education for your chil-
dren! Provide a last expense fund! To
pay off a mortgage; or own this policy for
any other purpese for which insurance
can be used!

GIVE YOUR LOVED ONES PROTECTION
MAIL THIS QUICK ACTION COUPON NOW!

HERE ARE LOW RATES

AT YOUR AGE
q Age Age Age
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29 95| 38 1.25{ 47 179

Monthly rates shown in table are one half

permanent rates beginning the fifth year,
A further saving is made by paying |

premium annually or semi-annuelly.

* Owing to low rates at which this policy

is offered, the minimum amounts issued

are: ages 21 to 45, $1,500; 46 to 53, $1,000.

Thousands are buying insurance this money-saving way
from Postal Lifc of New York. Delay may bae serious.
It takes less than thirty seconds to fill in this coupon,
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: g Postal method of doing business direct. ]
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THE GHOST
STRIKES BACK

at his underworld foes
in the year’s most
exciting mystery

THE GHOST
STRIKES BACK

by and about

GEORGE CHANCE
The Magician Sleuth!

George Chance has combined twin fields—
criminology and magic—and has made them
his own! He ranks at the top of both pro-
fessions—and his exploits spell T-H-R-I-L-L-S!

GET THE SPRING ISSUE OF

GUOST

SUPER-BDETECTIWE
NOW ON SALE 10¢ AT ALL STANDS




THE GLOBE TROTTER
(Continued from page 6)

cloth is buried in seme remote spot. Hoon after.
that the enemy begins to die. He wastes away
slowly day by day, and unless he quanages to find
the buried object he is certainly doomel. :

This may sound preposterous, but an Australian
miner vho had spent five years on the island of
Taveuni told me that he had scen the curae per-
formed two or three times and that in every iu-
stance the victim died. 3

Another superstitious custom which exists
throughout the islands is the giving of tambuas.
The tambua is the teoth of the sperm whala and is
regarded as sacred. In the old days many a mun .
was killed by the powér of the tambua, among
them the Rev. Mr. Baker, who was the iast white
man to be eaten. Today tambugs are often ex-
changed between governiment officials and chief-
tans as a symbol of trust and_esteem.  These
whales' teeth are very old, and the supply is
limited, so it is against the law, I'm told, for tour-
ists to carry them away. I Jocated one for sale in
a Chinege stere—price ten bueks, which is quite a
bit to put out fer a yellow whale’s tooth.

The ijians made no idols, but they regarded
every unususl thing ir nature as sacred. Odd-
shaped stones, \\'e-atTwrvd volcano plugs, the shark
and ferocieus harracuda, all were deified. Inci-
dently, the home of Bakuwanga, the shark-god, is
the tiny island of Benau off the southeast tip_ of
Vanua Leviu, where THE WRATH O%F DAKU-
WANGA takes place. z

Hope this bit of additional celor will be of
interest to the Globe Trotters. By the way, any
reader who still doubts that a ilmrk will attack
a man without prevecation would do well to talk
with a certain native who is selling missionary .
tracts around Suva. Since his last swim in Suva
harbor he hastd’t had any arms.

Sincerely,
Crawford Sullivan,

The IMailbag
Whew, what a mail! If this keeps up,
we’ll have te have our own Post Office
branch. But I'm not complaining. The
more the metrier, especially when they're
like the following:

Dear Glohe Tretter:

Your column werked again. When you printed my
last letter asking the whercabouts of Ralph Dar-
nard, an old pen pal sccured through your column
seven years ago, I had slim hopes he would even
see it, but it seems he still reads the magazine
(who wouldn’t?) It wasn’t long after the issue
was printed that he answered it from 1.0s Angeles,
California. After leaving me five or six years ago,
he trotted about the globe a bit, then settled in
California, where he now has a business of his
own.

Now. Glohe Tretter. I've got itching feet again.
I'm getting tired of running a boat up and down
the same channel every day of the year for a local
outfit. It's getting =0 that I know every fish and
crab in Baltimore harbor by their first names.

I told you in my last Ietter that my wife and I
wanted to sell Heloisc—that’s our hoat—buy a
yawl and sail around the world. The war has
put a crimp in that. Besides I would have to work
?t g-nst two more years to raise the nccessary
unds.

We mulled over different plans and finally set-
tled on the following: We would sign on four or
five persons, male or female, before a U. 8. Ship-
ping Commissioner. These persons would share
the initial expenses, such as fuel, provisioning,
etc. Wo'd start out for the West Indies, taking
in all the places ordinary tourists can’t get to.
Whenever a chance crops up, to make a little
money with the beat, we'd do so.

‘When we tire of the West Indies, we have South
America, then the Pacific Islands. After that?
It's too far on the future to say.

This venture will not be any bed of roses or
Cooks tour. The crew will have to have stamina
and the ability te take things with a smile, Thev
must have the ‘“Three Musketeers’ " gpirit of ail
for one and one for all, and all for the ship. There

(Continued on page 108)
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Rebel Captain Story Dares Certain Death when He Slips Through
the Northern Lines —to Rescue the South's Greatest Enemy!

CHAPTER 1 bowing his bearded head, he prayed
for the success of this venture into
; enemy country.
HE shabby columns of gray A Virginia baritone, hoarsened by a
and butternut splashed on year’s outdoor campaigning, set up a
through the shallows of the song. Others joined in, singing with
Potomac. It was chilly even this distant-eyed nostalgia.
early in September. Some soldiers

Strange Command

Dear mother! Burst the tyrant’s chain,

bore their shoes slung from their Maryland, my Maryland!

necks or musket-barrels. Others had Virginia should not call in vain,

no shoes to comserve. Maryland, my Maryland. ...
Stonewall Jacksen rode across the Then, with wheels churning mud,

river ahead of the infantry. Bearing rolled the cannon and the supply
his old forage cap in his hand and wagons. Most of them had been cap-
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ABE LINCOLN

By
e ' MANLY WADE
| WELLMAN

Author of
“M e’rm%rféland,” “Rascal-at-A
<R 3

rms,” ete.

Before the President could
infervene, he struck the
driver over the temple

tured during the summer from Yankee tain’s salute, but paused to scribble
invaders. As for Jeb Stuart’s cavalry, orders. One told the cavalry to make
that had crossed over long ago. Now headquarters at Frederick, ten miles
they were spread screenwise in front north. A second would send Jackson
—all but one captain, who sat his big swooping upon the blue garrison at
bay expectantly and a little ruefully Harper’s Ferry. He smiled at the
before the commander who had asked maching song, as though he hoped
him to wait, that Maryland would indeed rise.

General Lee was all of silver-gray— That would confirm the Southern vic-
beard, hat, coat, gauntlets, the very tory, already half assured in this sec-
horse he rode. He returned the cap- ond autumn of the War Between the

15
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States. Then he had time to address
the waiting officer.

“Captain Marcum Story, I think?
Second Virginia Cavalry, commis-
sioned after Gaines Mills? General
Stuart says that you are resourceful
and dependable. You have your coun-
try’s interests at heart. You have
never failed in a mission, however
important or dangerous.”

“General Stuart flatters me, sir,” re-
plied Captain Marcum Story. He was
young and medium-sized, but lank
enough to ride light and graceful.
His cavalry mustache was a lighter
brown than his weathered face, and
his eyes were as blue as the Septem-
ber sky. “I’d hoped,” he went on
wistfully, “that General Stuart would
see fit to employ my talents at the
forefront of the advance—"

General Lee put a hand into his
inside pocket.

“I have even sterner employment
for those talents, Captain,” he said,
and produced a letter. . “Will you
come closer? This is secret as well
as important.”

WYHE bay charger sidled within
touch of the gray. General Lee
opened the letter and continued.
“What I am showing you comes
from a man whe thinks to please me.
His father served under mine in the
War for Independence, and his loy-
alty I do not question. As to his
judgment—but rezd for yourself.”
The troops, still singing, formed in
battalions as they left the water and
moved forward watchfully. Story
took the offered letter and read:

Dear Genl Robt Lee

You will be glad Im sure to heare that
the days of the tyrant is numberd Sept 6
old Abe Lincon will be kiled as he deserve.
With him gone therel be no holdin the
Sothern boys I am swore not to tell this
but I must tell you so you can act accordin
Long live the Sethern confedarasy

Your cbdt servnt
Lucius Ambler

Cottage Corners

Sept 1 1862

Story, trained to be quick of deci-

sion and appreciation, yet paused for
long moments to digest what he had
read. Lee’s voice broke in upon his
musings.

“Well, Captain, do you see what it
means?"”

“Why, that Old Abe—Lincoln, the
Yankee President—"

“Will be assassinated, and on Sep-
tember sixth. Tomorrow! Captain
Story, I want you to prevent it.”

“Prevent the death of Abraham
Lincoln?” demanded Captain Story,
struggling to understand. ‘““The gen-
eral feels that Lincoln would—serve
us better alive?”

“I am convinced of it.” The silver-
bearded jaw was firm, the brown eyes
deeply bright. “Consider, Captain.
Today we begin an invasion of the
North. It comes propitiously, after
our victories on our own soil, and the
lowering of Northern morale. We
have driven McClellan once. We may
do so again.” Lee silently exulted at
the thought. “Such a success on
Northern soil might gain us Mary-
land. It might move the tardy gov-
ernment of England to recognize us.
It might induce Mr Lincoin to talk
peace.”

“Peace!” cried Captain Story.

Lee glanced at him shrewdly.

“Your tone shows that the hope of
peace is as dear to you as to myself.
It is also attractive to Mr. Lincoln.
He is our adversary, sir, but kind and
understanding. It is only that he is
utterly sincere in his wish to preserve
the Union.” Lee paused. Story re-
membered that his commander had
been, up to the moment of Virginia’s
secession, an earnest Union man him-
self. “You must realize why his life
is valuable to us. When peace is dis-
cussed, we want a sane and honest
man to deal with. Without Lincoln,
there can be no peace.”

“Not even if we rout McClellan?”

Lee shook his head. “Lincoln’s
place in Washington would be taken
—by whom? Perhaps an intolerant
zealot, a bloodthirsty hater of all
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things Southern. His heart would
surely be hardened by his predeces-
sor’s foul murder. The deed would
certainly be laid to us, not to a hand-
ful of deluded -conspirators like
Ambler.

“The North, just now undecided,
apprehensive, half pacifistic, would
rally. Even if we wiped out Mc-
Clellan’s last man, millions would
rise. No,” Lee said emphatically.
“Lincoln must be saved. The North
must not even know that he was in
danger.”

TORY handed back the letter.

“The general detaches me for
this service? All I can say, sir, is
that I will do it, or die.”

“Do it and live,” Lee bade him.

They exchanged salutes, and Story
gathered up his reins and rode away.

His preparations were few and
quick. He sought out friends on vari-
ous regimental staffs. From one he
borrowed a black hat and a dark
broadcloth cloak without military in-
signia. From another he took a
civilian saddle. Regretfully he left
his saber behind and took instead two
Navy revolvers. A short double-
barreled pistol he thrust into his
waistband. Under the cloak he wore
his uniform. Only his boots could
be seen, and they would not betray
him. If captured, he could drop the
cloak and still be a soldier, entitled
to the honors of war.

Thus prepared, he rode off to the
east.

Not once, since the First Manassas,
had Captain Marcum Story taken time
to study the rights and wrongs of the
conflict, They had all seemed clear
to his young viewpoint. The South
was a persecuted, courageous nation
of heroes. The North was a pack of
invaders and looters.

But now he was being sent to save
the life of Old Abe Lincoln, the King
Yankee responsible for everything
from Fort Sumter to the advance on
Richmond. It wasn’t a question of

right or wrong, deserved death or
deserved rescue. Justice was out of
it. Lee had shown that. Expedience
was all that was involved.

Well, maybe the day of crusaders
was past. Story hoped he was a good
enough soldier to obey orders, at
least: He’d save Abe Lincoln but he’d
never brag about it.

He knew by repute the little cross-
roads community of Cottage Corners,
from which Ambler had dated his
letter. It was northeest of Wash-
ington, a stop on the underground
route whereby contraband goods and
intelligence were smuggled South. It
might easily be a spy rendezvous, a
conspirators’ lair. Frem where Lee
forded the river it was a good sixty
miles to Cottage Corners. Story
might reach there well after dark.

Behind him as he departed rose a
new verse of the marching song.

Thou wilt not yield the vandal toll,
Maryland, my Maryland!

Better that fire should on thee roll,
Better the shot, the blade, the bowl,
And crucifixion of the seoul,
Maryland, my Maryland!

That songwriter knew damned little
about war, thought Story. If Mary-
land escaped battle under any terms,
she’d be well off. War had frazzled
the romanticism, though not the
idealism, out of him.

He made slow progress. At the
town of Oak Junction waited a whole
regiment of Union cawvalry. Story
left the road. He watked on foot
through swampy woods, one hand
clamping his bay’s muzzle lest it
whinny and betray him, the other
holding a revolver. Beyond was a
guarded bridge. He avoided it, wad-
ing an icy creek.

He then came upon a crowded turn-
pike, and lost himself in its traffic.
At sundown he had supper in a little
inn, eating without a candle lest some-
one see his gray jacket beneath the
cloak. When he finished, a fine half
moon had come up to show him the
way. Continuing his ride, he spoke
to other wayfarers only when need-
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ful, hardening the r’s and shortening
the diphthongs of his Virginta speech.

OTTAGE CORNERS was not

even a town—only a clump of
five houses, all in one angle of the
crossroads. There were no lights ex-
cept in a square-fronted building that
looked like a small general store.

Before this lighted house Story
dismounted. DPrawing his cloak tight,
he rapped on the door. Only silence
was within, but a shadow moved in
the lamplight. Somebody peered
through the glass pane of the door
before it opened.

Story had seen taller men, but none
so large all over. The figure in the
doorway towered at least six feet five.
Yet it was so broad and thick, from
far off it must appear grotesquely
stunted. A great bony block of a
head rode necklessly upon shoulders
a full yard across. Inside the sleeves
of a tentlike coat bulged arms like
knotted hickory beams. Coarse hair,
banged on the brow, shaded staring,
challenging eyes. The monster’s slab
mouth opened.

“Well?” came a gruff roar.

“I'm looking for the home of Mr.
Lucius Ambler,” replied Story.

“What for?”

Story drew himself up truculently,
like a terrier to 2 mastiff,

“If it is any affair of yours, sir,
Mr. Ambler is my cousin and I'm
visiting him on family business.
Which is his house?”

The bulk on the threshold shifted
ponderously from leg to leg, like a
shackled elephant,

“Well, now—"

“Wait, Harkins,” said another
voice, inside the lighted room.

Story heard the lively bustle of ap-
proach. A slim white hand appeared
from behind to clutch the big man’s
sleeve. That hand guided the giant to
one side, and Story confronted a sec-
ond stranger.

This was a gentleman, or Story
gounted himself no judge. He was

small, with an elegant dancer’s figure,
modish garments, braid on the frock
coat, a profusion of cravat., The face
was of a delicate handscmeness—
palely clear, with a curly forelock,
close-trimmed black side-whiskers, a
chiseled Greek nose, burning eloquent
eyes. But the mustache was waxed
to a debonair gaiety that Story dole-
fully knew he himself could never
approximate.

“Mr. Ambler’s cousin, you say?”
asked the paragon. “Welcome, sir, I
am a friend of Mr. Ambler. He is
good enough to let me lodge here at
his little shop. My name is Mingle-
ton, Mr.—" He paused expectantly.

“Story,” replied the other, who saw
no reason to take a false name. “If
youw’ll point out my cousin’s house,
I'll be grateful.”

The whitest of teeth gleamed cor-
dially under the gay mustache.

“But, Mr. Story, I will conduct you
myself! A pleasure, sir.” The man
who called himself Mingleton came
out on the porch. “Harkins,” he called
over his shoulder, “will you see to this
gentleman’s horse? Come, Mr. Story.”

Story resented this empty-headed
interest in his affairs, but he could not
well refuse. He fell into step with
Mingleton. They had not twenty
yards to go, to the nearest of the other
houses.

“Here is your cousin’s home,” chat-
tered his guide. “Dark, but I dare-
say he is still awake. You will speak
to him alone, I suppose? Good night,
sir.”

He bowed and walked off. Story
mounted two steps and knocked at the
door of Lucius Ambler’s house. From
inside came slow movements, then
the flare of a light. A bolt grated,
and the door opened halfway. Out
poked a bearded head.

“What is it?” asked a sleepy voice.

Before Story could reply, Mingle-
ton called back cheerfully.

“He came—tonight of all nights—
saying he was your cousin, Ambler!”

Ambler gulped out a startled oath,
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and shoved the door all the way open.
He stood revealed. A sturdy middle-
aged man in an old flannel night-
gown, he held a shotgun across his
chest, Even as the door swung wide
enough to give him room, that shot-
gun whipped to his shoulder, threat-
ening Story.

CHAPTER 1I
The End Begins

STORY ducked un-
der the barrels,
9 clutching Ambler’s
| wrists and seeking to
) disarm him. But there
was a rush of great
% feet coming from be-
hind. Mighty hands
snatched him up like
a child. A moment later he was rushed
into the house, held by Harkins, while
Mingleton deftly searched him,
snatching away his double-barreled
pistol.

“Present for you,
chuckled.

He gave the pistol to the bearded
one, who grunted and laid it on the
table beside the lamp.

Harkins became aware of Story’s
uniform under the cloak.

“Look,” he growled. “He’s Secesh!”

“Secesh,” repeated Mingleton, and
licked his lips. “Pull his cloak clear
off. . .. Well, an officer—the bars of a
captain. Better and better, Ambler,
meet your kinsman, Captain Story,
CS.A”

“He’s no kin of mine,” said Ambler
at once, glaring.

“No, and no captain. And certainly
no Confederate! He’s a Yankee spy
who got wind of this, and came by
himself to trick and betray us!”

“Iet’s finish him,” snarled Harkins.

Mingleton’s curly head shook

“No, no. We may need him. Tie
him up.”

Harkins slammed Story into an arm-
chair. Story wrenched free, and then
something crashed against his head.

Ambler,” he

He subsided amid a rain of sparks in
the blackness of his head. ...

When his wits crawled slowly back,
his head ached. He was bound to the
chair, wrists to the arms, ankles to the
front legs. His captors were grouped
in front of him, along with a fourth.

The newcomer was lean, with a
pointed beard and a shaven upper lip.
His hollow eyes were hard.

“Captain Story,” said Mingleton
with mock deference. “May I have
the honor of presenting our colleague,
Mr. Wolmuth?”

Wolmuth cleared his throat. “You
had better talk, spy,” he boomed deep-
ly. He had some kind of foreign ac-
cent.

Story met his eyes.

“Listen to me. If you are going to
kill Lincoln—"

“Didn’t I say he found us out?”
laughed Mingleton. “Well, sir, if we
kill him, what then?”

“It will damage the South,” Story
told them earnestly. He tried to re-
member all that Lee had said. “We're
trying to win fairly. We want a sane
and honorable man to talk peace with
at the end. If Lincoln—"

“Ah,” interrupted Mingleton once
more. “If Lincoln is killed, you were
saying, some harsh, vengeful soul
would replace him? That will be sad.”
The handsome head shook with simu-
lated gloom. “Touching concern—in
a fraud and a spy!”

“Who sent you, Story?” Wolmuth
spoke again. “If that is your name.”

“It’s my name,” snapped Story.
“And Robert E. Lee sent me.”

“Oh, to be sure, General Lee sent
him,” cried Mingleton airily- “It’s log-
ical that the South wants to save Lin-
coln, and sends her brave Captain
Story to arrange it!”

His laugh was joined by those of
Harkins and Wolmuth. Ambler re-
mained silent, glaring at Story.

“One thing is certain,” put in Wol-
muth gravely. “We must do the busi-
ness tonight, not tomorrow. Lincoln
drives the road nightly, He will have
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made the trip already. But he will
come back before midnight.”
“You’re going to kill him tonight?”
cried Story. “I understood—"
Mingleton nodded at him.
“You knew our plans, then. I have
hopes of you. Gentlemen,” he said to
the others. “WIill you grant me a few

moments alone with Captain Story?”’

HEY filed into a rear room. Am-

bler, going last, closed the door
behind him. Mingleton drew a chair
close to Story

“I shall explain some things, sir,”
he said softly. “I shall also quiet your
further protestations by saying that I
believe your claim. I know you are a
Southern captain, executing the or-
ders of General Lee.”

“Then, in heaven’s name, believe
me. Lincoln’s life is necessary to the
Confederacy!” cried Story.

“I believe that, too.” Mingleton
stroked his mustache, “But you must
understand me as well, I, who have
planned this adventure, have not taken
the Confederacy into consideration. I
am killing President Lincoln for my
own ends.”

Story tugged at his bonds.

“Then, whether you are Northerner
or Southerner—"

“I am neither,’
rupted silkily.

“No?” demanded Story. A new
question drove into his brain. “Are
you the agent of some other govern-
ment?”

Mingleton nodded. “Yes: A govern-
ment across the sea. I shall not name
it. This American civil war—"

“War between the states,” corrected
Story automatically.

“Whatever it is, it greatly interests
certain minds abroad. But what if it
ends before the two sides are ex-
hausted?” He spread his delicate
hands as if in horror of the thought.
“That would hamper us. But, by strik-
ing down Mr. Lincoln, I hope to strike
down another president—Mr. James
Monroe.”

’

Mingleton inter-

“Monroe died long ago,” said Story.

“His achievement still lives. I refer
to the policy which bears his name.
The Monroe Doctrine.”

Monrce Doctrine. . . . Story had
thought little of it lately. Didn't it
maintain the freedom of all western
nations? What did Mingleton mean?

As if reading the question in Story’s
mind, Mingleton went on.

“Your war is to be encouraged to
the end. Which means that we want
one side obliterated, the other victori-
ous but exhausted. A dead Lincoln
will cause an aroused North, a desper-
ate South. Meanwhile, the outmoded
Monroe Doctrine, with its rebuff to
more civilized powers, will be no
more.” He snapped his slim fingers.
“My own nation will come into its
proper place, with an empire in this’
hemisphere. Perhaps it will even in-
clude some of the States now fighting
against each other.”

“You damned pirate!” Story snarled.
Again he surged against his bonds.
Mingleton laughed.

“You lose dignity, Captain. Pause
and wonder why I have told you this.
Why have I put you in possession of
valuable information? Why do I
promise to leave you alive behind me?
Not only that. I will give you for
companion the one possible convert to
your side. Ambler, an American and
a Southerner like yourself.”

“You’re fantastic,” was all that
Story could gasp.

“Yes,” said Mingleton. “Ambler is
our one honest member. We included
him because his home and store are a
proper base of operations. He thinks
we are Southern sympathizers like
himself. Wolmuth, however, is as de-
voted to my government as myself.
He has worked with me before. Har-
kins is a dull lump from the New
York slums, in it for the money I
give him. I, sir, am the real villain.
. . . But now I leave you. I invite
you to convince Ambler.”

He called to the others, who came
in,
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“Ambler,” said Mingleton. “Take
charge here. Keep this prisoner safe.
When we return, we'll knock three
times and speak the password. If any-
one else tries to enter, shoot this spy
at once.”

“I understand,”
bearded mouth firm,

“Take Story’s horse.” Mingleton ad-
dressed Harkins. “It’s a fine one, and
strong — good enough to carry even
your weight. It’s better than the
other, anyway. And now we leave.”
He ushered Wolmuth and Harkins
out, pausing at the front door to bow
mockingly. “I wish you two a pleas-
ant evening together.”

said Ambler, his

BRUPTLY he was gone. Ambler

sat down in the chair Mingleton

had occupied. He had tucked his

nightgown into a pair of woolen

pants. Now he laid his shotgun across
his lap.

“I ought to shoot you,” he grum-
bled. “I don’t know why Mingleton
ordered you kept.”

“Ambler,” replied Story earnestly,
“how can you be such a fool? I see
the whole plot now. You're being de-
ceived, exploited.”

“Don’t call me no fool!” warned
Ambler deep in his beard.

He raised his shotgun. Despite the
threatening gesture, Story persisted.

21

“Mingleton isn’t a Southerner, not
even American. He’s an agent of a
foreign power that wants to wreck
both North and South. Lincoln’s mur-
der will cause that. Then these for-
eigners will come in and pick up the
pieces.”

Ambler barked a short,
laugh.

“You’re crazy,” he sneered. “I
might have known you’d try some
cock-and-bull story. But I don’t swal-
low everything. It’ll take better lies
than that to fetch me.”

Story remembered Mingleton’s
words.

“I invite you to convert Ambler,”
he had said.

It had been deliberate on Mingle-
ton’s part, that setting forth of his
real reason for seeking Lincoln’s
death. Too late, Story realized how
fantastic it would sound to Ambler.
Far from profiting by what he had
learned, Story had only damaged him-
self by talking about it. He tried to
marshal new persuasions.

“Ill make a guess,” he said at
length. “The assassination is planned
to take place not far from here.” He
watched Ambler’s face, and saw that
the shot had gone home. “And there
are still some hours before your
friends strike.”

throaty
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Ambler’s hard stare of rage soft-
ened a little, as the eyes widened with
amazement,

“You’ve been finding out lots of
things, haven’t you?”

Story was able to judge by these
words that besides knowing the des-
tined place of attack or ambush, Am-
bler was informed on other matters.
Not everything had been kept from
this dupe of Mingleton. He might
even now have been riding with the
assasgsins, but for Story’s arrival and
the resultant complications, The pris-
oner continued.

“I guessed that because Mingleton
told Harkins to take my horse. I've
ridden a long way today—sixty miles
—and my horse is tired. Mingleton
would take it only if there was a short
way to go. But there will be some
time — hours, perhaps — allowed for
rest before the stroke and the dash
away. Isn’t that right?”

Ambler did not reply. Story felt
sure that the bearded man would have
denied it if he could. He went still fur-
ther along his new tack of persuasion.

“General Lee thinks kindly of you.
He’d be proud if you would help by
smashing up this plot.”

“I’'m helping General Lee my own
way,” returned Ambler bleakly.

Story looked at him levelly.

“Your father was a brave man, I
judge, or he wouldn’t have ridden
with Light Horse Harry, the father of
Robert E. Lee. My grandfather was
in the War for Independence, too. He
was with Marion in Virginia, and then
with Colonel William Washington
when Tarleton was defeated. When he
was alive, and I was just a little boy,
he talked of seeing Light Horse Harry
Lee. He never dreamed Americans
would fight Americans.”

GAIN Ambler touched his
weapon significantly.
“] don’t want none of your damn
Yankee talk.”
“What if I told you that General
Lee showed me a letter you wrote?”

“I’d call you an all-fired liar,” was
the immediate reply.

“But it’s the truth. I caneven quote
it.” ‘Story thought for a moment, then
began:

“Dear General Robert Lee. You
will be glad, I'm sure, to hear that
the days of the tyrant—"

Lucius Ambler gave a wordless cry
and sprang to his feet. The muzzle of
the shotgun quivered in Story’s very
face.

“You Yankees have captured him!”
he charged shrilly. “Got him and his
staff—maybe his whole army—Found
my letter, and now—"

His finger found the trigger.
thumb drew back the hammer.

But Story knew how to face a gun.
He kept his eyes fixed, not on the
staring weapon, but upon the face of
the man who held it. He replied, as
evenly and impressively as possible.

“No, Mr. Ambler. Lee’s still at the
head of his army, and has led it into
Maryland. The South was never so
far from defeat.”

“Huh?” The gun-barrels drooped.
Ambler’s face softened again. “If I
could believe that! If you could prove
it!” He paused, considered, and then
grounded the butt of his gun. “All
right. How long they been in Mary-
land?”

“We crossed today, at Noland’s
Ford. The cavalry first, and General
Stuart disposed them to scout and de-
velop the enemy front.”

“If I believed you,” said Ambler
again, “if I thought you told the truth
about coming from General Lee, I
might—" He suddenly flung out a
question, with a cunning air. “What
kind of a looking man is Jeb Stuart?”

“Tall and thin, with a big brown
beard and dandy uniform,” said Story
at once. “But don’t judge me by that
answer, friend. Many a Yankee knows
what Jeb Stuart looks like—and would
like to forget.”

“That’s right, You know Jackson’s
men?”

“Some of them, Jackson crossed at

His
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the head of the infantry, with the
Stonewall Brigade.”

“Stonewall Brigade,” repeated Am-
bler eagerly. “You know the Second
Virginia Infantry?”

“Colonel Allen’s regiment?
know some of the officers.”

“Officers. Mmmm— Yes, There’s a
Captain Scaife, or is there? Do you
know him, or am I just making the
name up?”

Yes, I

CHAPTER II1
The Death Seat

ABOVE the beard
the eyes were crafty,
and the butt of the
shotgun came off the
floor again,

“I know a Captain
Scaife, though not
well,” replied Story,
wondering if his life
depended on the words. “He com-
mands Company F — or G, I'm not
sure. His first name, I think, is Mat-
thew.”

“Matthew Scaife, you say?” Ambler
did not call the answer right or wrong,
but stared the harder at Story. There
might be something of yearning hope
in the light that came into his eyes.
“What does he look like, then?”

“Captain Scaife is not tall, but
strongly made,” Story made careful
reply. “He is a very fine shot with the
pistol, and has some knowledge of
medicine. Studied to be a doctor be-
fore the war, I hear. He has a thick,
dark beard and bright eyes. In many
ways he resembles yourself, Mr. Am-
bler, except that ke is younger.”

“That’s a gocd picture of him,” said
Ambler hoarsely, “He’s my sister’s
boy, her oldest.”

Once again the gun-butt thumped
on the floor.

“He comes from Monroe, Virginia,”
said Ambler. “Ever been in Mon-
roe?”

“No, but my brother was an attorney
at Lynchburg, just a few miles away.

He’s now on the staff of A. P. Hill.
Probably he knew the Scaifes before
the war.” Story drew a deep breath.
“In Matthew Scaife you have a fine
nephew, sir, and I think that in you
he has an honest uncle.”

Ambler sat down abruptly.

“Go on, Tell me everything., Ex-
plain why you’re doing this—and why
Mingleton should be doing what he’s
doing, if it’s wrong.”

“I've told you my side, and that of
General Lee,” replied Story, full of
new hope. “As to Mingleton, I’ll haz-
ard another guess. If he was honest
in the plot, he’d have killed me, But.
he leaves me alive, under your guard.”

“Until he returns,” added Ambler,
“and knocks and gives the password.”

“But what if he knocks the wrong
knock?”

“Why, I expect I'd shoot you—"

“Yes!” Story fairly shouted. “He'll
knock at the door. Not the signal,
and he won’t give the password! He'll
stampede you into killing me. That’ll
be the end of me, and you, too!”

“How?” demanded Ambler. “How?”

“He’ll dash off then, with his three
friends. You’ll be left here, with
everybody running in at sound of the
shot, to find you stranded with a
corpse to explain. You'll be impris-
oned, maybe hanged. And you're the
only man who could incriminate Min-
gleton!”

“Thunder, it could be!” exclaimed
Ambler. His hand tugged furiously at
his beard.

“It will be,” insisted Story. “You're
useful to him no more. He only
wanted your house as headquarters.
Now you’re only a piece of dead tim-
ber.”

“It could be,” Ambler muttered
again., “Those three would whisper
together, and leave me out, time and
again. Like I was an outsider.”

“I've proved to you that I was a
Southern officer,” Story plcaded des-
perately, “and that General Lee gave
me his confidence in this matter.”

Ambler rose and carried his gun
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across the room, leaned it in a
corner, and turned to face Story.
“If there was still time to save Lin-
coln, you’d do it?”
“Do it or die,” replied Story, as he
had replied to Lee.
“It’s set to happen on the Seventh
Street Road.” Ambler spoke rapidly.
“You know where that is, not far from
here. There’s a hospital, out in the
country but inside the defense picket
lines, for convalescent Yankee sol-
diers.
President Lincoln goes out there
almost every night to visit. He
goes in a closed carriage, with only a
driver. Generally stays late —mid-
night.
“Mingleton has bribed the driver to
always take him at a certain time,
along a certain route. At one point
there aren’t any houses—a grove of
trees where men and horses can hide.”
He came a step toward Story. “Well,
what you waiting for? Why ain’t you
going?”
“Because I'm tied!” Story yelled.
Ambler had forgotten. He ran to
Story, knelt and tore the bonds loose.
Story rose, chafing his wrigts. Ambler
was offering the pistol that had been
laid beside the lamp.
Story thrust it inside his jacket.
He snatched up his fallen cloak and
hat.
“A horse?” he asked.
. Ambler led him quickly through the

rear of the house. In a ramshackle
shed, the two of them saddled and
bridled a big, solid roan,

Ambler said that this had been
Harkin’s mount, deserted for Story’s
better charger.

Hand on saddle-horn, Story paused
for a last word.

“Got another horse, Mr. Ambler?
Why don’t you clear out?”

“I was going to, after the killing,”
Ambler replied.

“There won’t be a killing,” Story
assured him., “Not of Lincoln, any-
way. Go south, now. Here, I'll give
you some help.”

From his pockets he took all the
paper money he had and thrust it into
Ambler’s fist.

“Confederate scrip,” he said. “Good
anywhere south of the Potomac. Good
luck sit:¥

They shook hands.
and rode away.

He came quickly to the outskirts of
Washington. There he asked a Negro
pedestrian the way to the Seventh
Street Road, and sought out a hard
dirt wagon-track parallel to it. Put-
ting the roan to a canter, he went some
distance and inquired at a cottage the
way to the military convalescent
home. When he had come near to it
he followed a side track to the Sev-
enth Street Road. He waited under
a tall elm at one side, within view of
the institution’s gates.

Story meunted

E WAITED a full hour, shaking

with a nervous tension that
baffled and enraged him. The slice
of moon was almost at zenith when he
heard a wheel creak and the drum of
hoofs. He saw emerging from the
driveway of the convalescent home a
dark closed carriage. Two horses
drew the vehicle into the road and it
came toward him, headed in the di-
rection of Washington.

As it drew abreast of him, Story
shook his bridle and rode out, trot-
ting beside the left fore wheel. Stand-
ing in his stirrups, he spoke to the
driver.

“Hst!” he said softly. “I've got a
message from Mingleton.”

“Not now,” the driver mumbled back
nervously. “Too close to the guard
back there at the home. Later—"

“It’s important,” Story insisted.
“You must listen. You know who I'm
talking about?”

“Mingleton? Yes, but—"

“Pull up,” Story ordered.

With a protesting exclamation the
driver did so.

“What is it?” asked a pleasant,
drawling voice from within. “Why
are you stopping here?”
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Story leaned toward the carriage,
shot out both hands and seized
the driver’s leg. With a sudden
heave, he dragged the man from the
box. Both came heavily to earth. The
driver sprawled but Story landed upon
his feet.

The carriage door opened. Some-
one sprang out into the moonlight.

Story’s frst impression was of a
frame as tall as that of the monstrous
Harkins, but far more spare. The
man’s height was increased by a tall
chimney-pot hat.

“What is happening?” asked the
drawling voice again.

Story knew at once who spoke. He
caught the driver by the collar and
hauled him erect. His other hand
drew the pistol. :

“Treason, Mr. President. This
driver has sold you to a band of
assassins.”

“My ankle’s sprained,” moaned the
fellow he had collared.

Story thrust his pistol-point under
a slack jowl.

“Confess,” he ordered. “You took
money from Mingleton. He was go-
ing to waylay this carriage.”

“Yes—that’s so—" whimpered the
driver, in abject fear of Story.

That was enough. Story struck him
over the temple with the pistol. The
driver collapsed, and Story dragged
him to the ditch at one side. Return-
ing, he stoed at attention before the
towering President of the United
States.

“Sir,” he said, “few words are best.
The plot to kill you will harm all
America, North and Scuth. I hope to
bring it to nothing. I hope, Sir, that
you believe me. I have little time for
proof.”

BRAHAM LINCOLN actually
smiled, though not happily.

“I have long expected such an at-
tempt,” he replied. “I hoped to trust
my driver, but his words and manner
convicted him just now.” The mighty
shoulders shrugged, the tall hat
wagged. “Well, I never thought to
run from danger when it came. What
do you look for now?”

“Mr. President,” said Story, “I re-
spectfully request that you help me.
The plot, though exposed, is not de-
feated. There are reasons why it
must be dealt with by me alone—with
you to approve and aid. Three dan-
gerous men wait to ambush this car-
riage.”

“What then?” asked Lincoln.

“Let me take your place in the car-
riage, Sir. If you will mount the
box as driver and go back to Wash-
ington the way you came, you will
be called upon to pull up. Do so at
the command. You will seem to be
the accomplice-driver. You will be
safe. T’ll do the rest.”

Lincoln gazed at Story, for about
the time it took him to breathe four
times.

“I agree,” he said. “Your reasons
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must be good ones, honest ones. I
place myself in your hands.”

“Thank you,” replied Story saluting
smartly.

Knotting the reins upon the roan’s
neck, he struck its rump with his
hand. It sprang away, startled, along
a side-track in the direction of Cot-
tage Corners. It would return to
Ambler’s stable in time to help him
on his flight south.

RESIDENT LINCOLN doffed

his high hat and threw it upon
the seat of the carriage. Quickly he
mounted to the box and took the lines.
Story entered the carriage, pulled
down the blinds. He relaxed against
the cushions. He heard the President
cluck expertly to the horses, and the
carriage resumed motion.

He loosened his cloak and took off
his own hat. His pistol he kept in
his hand. Suddenly he felt almost
peacefully weary. Here in the dark
heart of the carriage, sitting in the
place of Lincoln and courting Lin-
coln’s danger, Story stretched out his
legs.

He sighed and was serene.

Minutes passed quietly by. Nothing
happened. Could some warning, an
intuition perhaps, have balked the
conspirators from their attempt? If
Story only knew the exact place of
ambush—but he did not. This was
the only way. If any of the three
escaped him, Lincoln’s life would still
be in peril. The mission entrusted
by Robert E. Lee to Marcum Story
could fail. He must not let it fail!

At that instant of his meditations
came the challenge he had half given
up.
“Stand!” rang out the booming
voice of Wolmuth.

Lincoln, on the driver’s box, reined
the team to a halt.

There was a rush upcen the door to
the right. Story came off his seat,
dropping to one knee on the carriage
floor, pistol raised. The door was
assaulted, torn open,

CHAPTER 1V
America First!

IT WAS Mingleton
who came first to the
carriage. One hand
was on the catch of
the open door, the
other lifted a big re-
volver. Story, kneel-
ing before him,
scowled into the
handsome face at a distance of a bare
fifteen inches. The inward flood of
moonlight may or may not have helped
Mingleton to recognize Story. At
least he could see that this was not
Lincoln,

“Why—why—" stammered Mingle-
ton, confused.

Seeking only to understand what
had gone wrong, he leaned far into
the carriage, peering as though to find
Lincoln in the deeper shadows.

Story clapped the muzzle of his
pistol to the center of Mingleton’s
chest and shot him stone dead.

The graceful figure sagged inward,
like a fallen roll of blankets. Story
ducked lower, letting the weight of
the body lie against him. Mingleton’s
torso hid his, the dead man’s shoulder-

‘point jutted above his own stooped

head.

He was just in time. Both Harkins
and Wolmuth, following their leader,
fired their own revolvers again and
again. Six shots blazed out at a range
of less than four feet. Story heard
the heavy thud of bullets into Mingle-
ton’s body. He felt the dead man
surge against him with the force of

fte impacts. The carriage quivered
as the frightened horses plunged and
sought to flee. But the powerful
hands of the President on the box
held them from a runaway and fought
to control them. And no lead pierced
the shield of flesh that protected

Story.
Harkins and Wolmuth stopped
shooting, began to jabber loudly.

Their torrent of words drowned each
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other. Story thrust the dead Mingle-
ton from the carriage door, so that it
fell violently, like a great puppet. At
the same moment Story drew up both
feet and sprang out himself. He
landed erect in the road, straddling
Mingleton’s body. The cloak jerked
from his shoulders as he jumped. He
stood revealed in his cavalry jacket
of Confederate gray.

“I'm Captain Marcum Story!” he
thundered.

As he had hoped, the pronounce-
ment gave pause to the two foes re-

muscles were too mighty to be sub-
dued. His left arm whipped around
Story, hugging him close. The gun,
despite all efforts to hold it away,
began to push around into firing po-
sition.

“I'll kill you,” grunted Harkins
above Story’s tossing head. “I’ll kill
you—"

The gun hand forced itself within
inches of a target. A dip of the
muzzle, and it would be the end. In
a new grimness of desperation, Cap-
tain Story shot out his head and set
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maining. In the moment gained,
Story aimed at the nearest. It was
Wolmuth. He sent his second and
iast bullet straight between the wide,
astonished eyes,

Before Wolmuth had collapsed,
Story hurled his empty gun at the
huge Harkins and charged in after it.

The missile struck somewhere, stag-
gering Harkins only momentarily.
With both hands Story seized the
huge fist that held a revolver. He
desperately wrung and twisted in an
effort to gain possession of the
weapon, But Harkins recovered. His
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his teeth in that great hand, just at
juncture of wrist and thumb. He bit
with all the strength in his jaws. He
heard Harkins yell like a wolf. Then
the revolver exploded once, almost in
hic ear.

He was too deafened to catch the
fall of the weapon from the paralyzed
fingers of his opponent. Next instant
Harkins had released him. The giant
tore his hand free, and stood panting
and staring.

Story kicked the fallen gun away
into the bushes at the side of the
road.
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“I’'ll kill you,” roared Harkins again.

The giant clesed in like a bear on
a hound. Like a hound, Story slipped
backward on the defensive. Then,
standing suddenly, he rose on tiptoe
and struck Harkins on the jaw with
left fist and right. The big man’s
teeth clicked with the force of the
blows. But he did not reel or retreat.
Again his left arm gathered Story in.
His right hand dived into a pocket
and brought into view a huge clasp-
knife, such as sailors and hunters
carry.

Story struck at the knife, but the
other was not to be disarmed twice.
Still crushing his smaller adversary
to him, enduring a rain of blows on
chest and stomach, Harkins lifted his
right hand to his mouth, trying to
pull the blade out with his teeth. He
failed, cursed. He pressed Story
closer. With his left hand free for a
moment, he opened the knife with a
loud snap.

Story heard that snap, like the
signal for his own destruction. He
made a last floundering jerk with all
his weight, to tear himself free. He
succeeded only in wavering backward,
dragging his captor with him. Be-
hind him, out of his sight, sprawled
Mingleton’s body. His boot-heels
struck that limp obstruction, slipped
out from under the weight they sup-
ported.

Story fell, heavily and flatly upon
his back, With him and directly upon
him crashed the huge weight of Har-
kins.

Both of them lay still.

Story found himself gazing up into
the sky, dusted with stars that winked
and danced before his eyes. The
moon rose higher still. He could see
it. Harkins lay full upon him, seem-
ingly tense, but neither moving nor
speaking.

He himself felt no pain except that
of exhaustion.

Was that the way a stab-wound
worked? Stcry had never been
wounded before, save by a minie ball

at Catlett’s Station. His first move
would tell where the knife had en-
tered his body. He set his teeth and
wriggled sidewise. Harkins made no
effort to pin him down.

Story rose to his feet. The front
of his jacket was drenched with
blood, but still he felt no pain.

Harkins lay face down and silent in
the churned dust, looking more un-
gainly huge than ever. Story hooked
a boot under him. With a quick
heave he turned him over.

The great lumpish face stared up
with wide eyes and slack mouth,
Against the barrel-chest a big right
fist was clenched. Around it spread
a great dark stain.

At the moment when the two had
fallen, Harkins had been holding his
knife daggerwise. The point had
turned toward himself. The tumble
and shock had driven the blade
squarely into his own breast.

Gazing down, marshaling these
facts in his beating brain, Story real-
ized that his whole struggle, one
against three, could not have taken
more than thirty seconds. Mr. Lin-
coln had only just calmed the plung-
ing carriage-horses.

FTER that desperate, noisy
4~ 3 battle, Captain Marcum Story
suddenly felt that the world was
strangely still and lonely. It was as
though the three men he had slain
were the last fellow-creatures alive,
and now he was solitary on an empty
planet. But, as he leaned against the
side of the carriage, fighting for
breath, a slow drawl addressed him,

“Sir,” said President Lincoln, de-
scending from the box, “I doubt if
even my most imaginative critic
would predict that I’d say thank you
to a rebel.”

Story realized that his Confederate
gray was now revealed. He straight-
ened and moved backward a pace. He
had remembered hearing that Lincoln
was once the strongest wrestler on
the old Illinois frontier. He did not
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wish to clinch with anybody again,
ever.

“Mr. President,” he replied for-
mally, “please don’t thank me. I saved
you only to serve my own country.”

“You’re really a Confederate?”

“Captain Marcum Story, Sir. Sec-
ond Virginia Cavalry, Stuart’s Divi-
sion.” He saluted, Southern style,
palm outward.

“Thank you, Captain,” was the grave
rejoinder. ‘“Does this mean that I am
your prisoner?”

“No, Mr. President. You're free
to go. But I beg you. Please be
more careful; don’t drive unguarded.”
He remembered all that Lee had said.
“We can’t afford to have you die, Sir.
Not until peace comes.”

President Lincoln stooped into the
carriage door as a derrick stoops,
picked up his hat, and smoothed the
nap against his sleeve,

-“A little marred,” he commented,
“but still serviceable—like myself.”

He put it on, and the brim shadowed
his full dark eyes and big nose. Only
the wide mouth and the short fringe
of beard showed in the moonlight.

“Yes, I hope to live until peace is
at hand,” went on Lincoln. “Captain
Story—you said that was your name
—I am glad to hear that your people
think kindly of me. It is the most
comforting thing I have heard since
this war so unnecessarily began.”

Story refused to comment on the
unnecessity.

“Mr. President, we’re trying to
make a gentlemen’s war of it.”

The big, sad head shook. “Impos-
sible, Captain. Gentlemen fight in
wars, but cannot ennoble them. Yet
I shall not forget what you say. It
makes me hope that friendship will
follow the war.”

“I hope so, too,” ventured Story.

Lincoln cleared his throat. “It may
not be the time for a joke, but I am
reminded of one. In the West an
officer of our Northern army led a
force to occupy a captured town. He
considered himself dashing, and said

to one of the ladies there: °‘If all
Southern girls were as pretty as you,
I would have no desire to conquer
them.” And she replied. ‘If all North-
ern soldiers were as ugly as you, I
would have no desire to conquer
them.””

Lincoln chuckled softly to him-
self,

“There it is, Captain. I doubt if
either side has conquest in mind. We
both have ideals. If we are true to
them, I daresay that they are right,
both North and South. The situa-
tion—"

“Your pardon, President Lincoln,”
said Story. “I am not a proper person
to discuss such things with you. 1
am no diplomat, nor do I represent
my nation’s government. I'm only a
soldier. But this much demands to
be said. By the deaths of these
would-be murderers, you have been
saved to America.”

“To America?” Lincoln repeated.

“I pronounce that, Sir, as an Ameri-
can,” Story told him. .

EMEMBERING how fantastic

Mingleteon’s tale sounded, Story

forbore to repeat it. He contented
himself with adding:

“I have become sensible that there
are greater divisions than the one be-
tween North and South. Despite the
war, there are situations where we two
peoples must and shall stand to-
gether.”

“Then let me reply thus. When the
fighting is over, I hope to deal with
your people as though they had never
been away.” Lincoln paused and
looked into Story’s eyes. “Take that
message back with you, to whomever
sent you.”

“Thank you, Sir,” said Story.

Lincoln rummaged in his pockets,
produced a bit of paper and a stub
of pencil. He wrote hurriedly, and
offered the paper to Story.

“A pass for you, Captain. I can’t
afford to have you captured by my
pickets.”
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“Can’t afford to have me captured?”
echoed Story.

The wide mouth smiled softly. “No.
We understand each other a little,
you and I, But this business must
not be told. Your friends would call
you a traitor for saving me. Mine
would call me a fool for letting you
go.’i

Story pocketed the pass, and Lin-
coln held out his hand. It was a
strange hand for so tall and ungainly
a man. It was big enough to swallow
Story’s fingers, but it was as slim and
delicate as an idealized plaster model
in an art school. And its grip still
had the strength of Lincoln’s wres-
tling days.

Turning from Story, the President
mounted again the box of his car-
riage. He shook his lines. The horses

moved away in a burst of speed to-
ward Washington.

Story found three saddle-horses
tethered in the thickets to one side.
There was light enough for him to
recognize his own bay, the one that
Harkins had taken. Quickly he
mounted and rode in the direction
that would take him around the city
and away toward Frederick.

Lincoln’s pass would satisfy picket
posts. By dawn he would be free.
Before noon he could join his com-
mand. There was fighting to be done,
and he need not doubt the right of
his cause. But never again would he
think of Lincoln’s men save as folk
to be convinced and, in the final an-
alysis, sided with. No matter how
the war ended, the surviving Ameri-
cans must stand together.
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E LEANED heavily on the
bar, a big man with a bronzed
forehead and glinting cobalt

eyes. His massive fist clutched a
jagged particle of red rock—clutched
it with such evident strength that his
companion half expected to see the
stone crumble to dust.

When interested in something,
“Butha” Bill Hardin concentrated all
his attention and strength upon it, and
his eyes became as blue as ice.

Hardin sprang as
Cavendish fited
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“Where’d you get this, Collins?”
Butha Bill asked.

Relaxing his grip, Hardin let the
stone clunk to the bar and turned to
the grizzled man at his side.

“Thakaundrove,” replied Peter Col-
lins. “I haven’t shown it to a soul be-
fore you. How much is it worth?”

“Can’t tell, offhand,” said Hardin.
“But if there’s more where this came
from—"

“Lots more,” declared Collins. “I
know gold when I see it.” He took
a drink of whiskey and brushed a few
amber globules from his shaggy mus-
tache. “I'm airaid to file a claim with-
out proper advice,” he continued.
“You've been working for the land
commission; so maybe—"

“Sorry, gentlemen. After closing
time.”

The half-caste bartender pointed at
a rusty alarm clock and commenced
wiping the mahogany industriously.
Butha Bill Hardin covered the drinks
with a five shilling note and started
to leave.

“We can talk better aboard ship,”
stated Collins.

He jammed the red stone into his
coat pocket, picked up his umbrella
and followed Hardin outside. For a
few moments the two men stood on
the arcaded sidewalk, peering into a
driving tropical rain.

Except for a yellow, flickering glow
in an Indian laundry, the street was
dark and deserted. As the saloon door
slammed shut, the light inside the
building winked out, and a pair of
eyes stared furtively from a crack in
the boarded window.

OLLINS opened his umbrella;

held it high in an effort to cover
Bill Hardin’s bare head. Passing a
dank row of copra sheds which bor-
dered the canal, they made for King’s
Wharf.

Moored ocpposite the harhor mas-
ter’'s tower was a salt-caked, seven-
hundred ton steamer. The Airama
was Peter Collins’ only property. For

nearly a decade the old man had sailed
around the Fiji group hauling copra,
but of late the price of copra had
fallen so low that Collins was on the
verge of bankruptcy.

Bill Hardin knew of Collins’ pre-
dicament. He knew that the trader
had mortgaged his ship to a hawk-
faced importer called Cavendish. If
Cavendish foreclosed, Collins would
become a penniless derelict.

The red stone in Collins’ pocket
offered a ray of hope, however. The
island mining companies were always
on the lookout for new territory, and
this specimen seemed to be a high
type of gold bearing ore.

“T’'ll make you my partner,” pro-
posed Collins. “Help me stake out a
claim and file it proper. You've been
surveying that Thakaundrove coast-
line—"

“For five years,” Hardin cut in.
“Now I’'m heading back to the States,
where they don’t eat dalo or drink

_chemical beer.”

“But this is a chance to get rich,”
insisted Collins. “A chance to—"

Two thin, steely hands grasped
Peter Collins’ throat from behind,
yanking him backward.

The umbrella fell in front of Har-
din’s face, and before he could push
it away, a heavy weapon split the
taut cloth, landing on his forehead.

Crumpling to his knees, Hardin
rolled into the flooded gutter. His
eyes were misty, but he could see a
squat, turbaned figure before him
armed- with a steel pipe.

The pipe swished again, cracking
Hardin on the shoulder blade. If the
first blow had dazed him, the second
restored the cold, fighting calm that
had made Butha Bill Hardin a formid-
able name along the coast of Thaka-
undrove.

Gaining his feet, Hardin waited for
the assailant to strike once more. As
the pipe fell, he caught the full force
of it with outstretched hands.

The dull, dead smack of steel on.
calloused palms gave way instantly to
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a harsh scream, and the Indian lay
writhing on the sidewalk, his turban
soaked in blood. Wielding the pipe,
Hardin turned to the spot where Col-
tins had fallen.

Two muddy figures were writhing
ueside a pile of lumber. In the gloom,
Hardin caught sight of a white, flow-
ing garment, heard Collins’ guttural
surses.

As he reached the spot, there was a
‘ow groan, a flurry of white, and the
second Indian hurdled the lumber pile
with one leap.

Hardin chased the marauder
through the dock shed which bor-
dered the canal; crunched his weapon
against a bony cranium. There was
a flat splash from the end of the
wharf. Hardin stared vainly toward
the water but could hear no sound but
rain splattering into the canal like
buckshot. Hurriedly, he retraced his
steps.

The skeleton of an umbrella lay in
the gutter, but the man in the bloody
turban had disappeared. Collins was
ielplessly huddled by the lumber pile.
tTardin knelt at his side.

“You got to do it, Bill,” the old
-nan mumbled. “I need money—to pay
«ff that blighter, Cavendish. My boy,
7,omba, will take you there —in the
Yirama. You make a map of the claim
—file it legal. Don’t trust anybody.
You saw how them devils got us from
“ehind.”

“Sure,” said Hardin softly.
you’ll be okay by—"

He dropped one hand to the trader’s
shirt and found it warm and sticky.
The hilt of a small clasp knife pro-
truded from Collins’ side. Quickly,
he patted the trader’s coat pocket. The
jagged particle of red rock was miss-
ing.

Standing on the Mirama’s bridge,
Butha Bill Hardin watched the red
rooftops of Suva melt into a green
hillside. Black clouds hung ominously

“But

over grotesque volcanic pinnacles, but’

beyond the reef, the sky blended into
the blue of a sparkling sea.

Hardin leaned on the rail, watching
a gang of chocolate-skinned natives,
straighten dunnage on the well deck.
There were no white men in the
Mirama’s crew., Peter Collins knew
how to get the most out of natives,
and, in turn, he had won their confi-
dence and respect.

“You think Skipper Collins be well
soon?”

Hardin turned around and found
himself facing a stalwart brown man
whose handsome features were out-
matched only by his wealth of woolly
black hair. The Fijian wore a red
sulu and a clean white shirt. He 