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. . . the Atom Bomb first exploded in the pages of AMAZING STORIES
. . . mysterious Flying Disks swept across the pages of this prophetic
magazine years before startled eyes viewed them in the skies . ..

There's not one accepted miracle of today which was not foretold in
AMAZING STORIES.

Each monthly issue is an exciting glimpse into the astonishing science
world of tomorrow, a thrilling document of truths-to-come—revealed
in fictional form to provide entertainment for inquiring minds.
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THE WORLD’'S GREATEST SCIENCE FICTION MAGAZINE

AT YOUR NEWSSTAND EVERY MONTH
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ERHAPS this is not in keeping with
P an FA editorial, since we’re going to

start off this month by mentioning

our big sister publication, AMAZING
STORIE S—but we've got something
worth mentioning, so here goes. Next year
marks the Silver Anniversary of “The
Aristocrat of Science Fiction”. For twen-
ty-five vears AS has been the leader in its
field. During that time the magazine has
undergone relatively few important
changes in Ilormat, this being especially
true during the last decade. We've won
countless thousands of new and enthusiastic
readers (to both AS and FA) and the
popularity of AMAZING :ontinues to
grow. But now comes our big Anniversary
year. And we intend to celebrate it along
with you readers. How?

MAZING STORIES is going slick. Our

plans call for a large size mapazine,

with color work on interiors and the word-
age of each issue practically doubled. We
want to bring you the first slick stf book
the world has ever known—and what bet-
ter magazine to present this new .format
than the world's best! You'll read stories
and fact feature articles by men such as
Robert Heinlein, Willy Ley, L. Ron Hub-
bard, L.. Sprague de Camp, Fletcher Pratt,
Ray Bradbury, A. E. Van Vogt, Theodore
Sturgeon, and—but need we go on? That’s
it, the stellar writers in the stellar mag-
azine,.

UST WHEN will we give the announce-

ment of the first big issue to hit the

stands? Keep watching both AS and FA
for news along these lines. You’ll be
hearing about it very soon,

“"Just forget about
wouldn't “believe us

it — they
anyway!"

A CONFIDENTIAL CHAT WITH THE ED/TOR

IO

ND WHAT OF I'A? You’'ll continue to

get the same fine magazine you al-
ways have—but with even finer material.
For instance, we've just scheduled L. Ron
Hubbard’s great new novel, THE MAS-
TERS OF SLEEP. This is the long awaited
sequel to his famous SLAVIES OF SLELP,
avallable in book form. When we say this
1S a fine story, we are, if anything, under-
stating the fact. An L, Ron Hubbard novel
19 always big news. You'll find it in our
October issue.

HEN THERLE'S a new novel by our

own pride and joy, Geoff St. Reynard.
We've already menfioned in the past that
St. Reynard is a pen-name for Robert W.
Krepps who has a steady stream of seri-
ous novels on the Rinehart list. Under his
very well known stf by-line, Geoff now

presents MISTRESS OF THE DJINN, as
fine a piece of science-fantasy as you've
ever read. Then of course there’'s Lester
del Rey who's even now coming through
with a new novel. Need we go on? Just re-
flect back on the past few issues of TFA.

There’s Robert Bloch in the current issue:
I'ritz Leiber last month; Charles F. Myers

the previous issue—and the top headliners
coming up. So while IFA is holding its
present format and AS is making the won-
derful change to a slick status, you’ll find
that FA is not going to suffer for want
of the best material money can buy for
your reading enjoyment. Nothing But The

Best is a Ziff-Davis byword,

E JUST got a phone call from Rog

Phillips relating some interesting
news that we’d like to pass along to you.
Rog has been negotiating with one of the
top radio networks on a science fiction ra-
dio series for a national hookup. Rog just
told us that the first script for that series
has been passed on with enthusiastic ap-
proval. So it looks like you’ll be hearing
Rog Phillips" stories on the air very soon.
All of which pgoes to show how popular
science fiction is getting these days.

HE THOUGHT j)ust struck us that the

cartoon on this page would have gone
very well with our editorial last month. It
came in too late to use with that issue,
but the connection is worth mentioning.

Nope, that ain’t no tongue in our
WLH




Do you seek guidance—are you one who dares to look beyond

today into the mysteries of the future?— Will we have peace—or
atomic war? How soon will we travel to distant planets—what
about the weather—business conditions—your personal relation-
ships? Look ahead, find truth and guidance, each month in
MODERN ASTROLOGY. Join the thousands of serious astrological
readers who have welcomed MODERN ASTROLOGY’s new and

daring approach to one of the world’s most ancient studies.

JULY ISSUE ON SALE AT YOUR NEWSSTANDS JUNE 16"  25¢ per copy
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By Robert Block

When the magicians descended on the
Hotel Flopmoor for their annual convention

they decided to raise

MUST have been the fickle

Ifinger of Fate.
There is no other explanation

possible. It was the fickle finger of
Fate, moving at random over the map,
which descended upon Davenport,
Jowa, plunged through the roof of Moe
Hare’s  Furniture Factory, tapped
Bill Dawson on the head and granted
him a two-week vacation with abso-
lutely nothing to do.

Destiny’s capricious phalange point-
ed the way to New York, and Bill
went there. After all, why not? He
was twenty-six, an orphan, unat-
tached, and he’d been reading back
1ssues of The New Yorker at the
public library for years. It might be
a fine place to spend a vacation. So
Bill reasoned, or thought he reasoned
—but actually, it was Fate’s finger-
nail scratching away inside his brain.

It followed him on his trip, sat up

T

9

hell—literauy! * o ¢

with him on the day-coach, yanked
him into a taxicab at Grand Central,
and directed him at random to one of
the big city’s famed hostelries—the
Hotel Flopmoor by name. The fickle
finger guided his hand as he regis-
tered, indicating room 522. It notched
into his collar, guided him through
the sireets that first evening, and
turned his head away from any sights
that might prove interesting.

Fate had plans for Mr. Bill Daw-
son—big plans. And the finger was
very definitely on him. It rode back
up with Bill on the elevator that
night, after a stroll down 42nd Street.
It almost helped him undress, in its
eagerness to get him into bed. As a
last gesture, it was the fickle finger
of Fate that tucked the covers around
Bill’s neck and stroked his forehead
into a dreamless sleep.

At least, Bill thought it was dream-
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less, until he opened his eyes. It
seemed as if his wristwatch indicated
midnight. It seemed as though some-
body had switched on the bedlamp.
It seemed as though there was a
stranger in bed with him.

Bill lay on his side and stared. Yes,
there was a man lying in bed beside
him—a long, thin man whose long,
thin legs were desperately tangled 1n
the blankets.

The long, thin man had a long, thin
face, and his sardonic grey eyes
snapped behind gleaming spectacles as
he favored Bill with a long, thin smile.

“Pardon me,” said the intruder. “I
don’t believe we’ve met. My name 1s

Marmaduke Hicks.”

BILL GOGGLED, but not for long.

For a second voice came from
somewhere behind his back. Bill
whirled in the bed. To his utter dis-
may he found himself staring into an-
other face lying on that side; a fat,
moon-iface, supported by a pudgy
body. The smiling little fat man
brushed a chubby hand through a
tangle of red hair. He ignored Bill’s
gaze and peered over at the thin gen-
tleman,.

“Hicks!” he shouted, cordially.
“How did you get here?” |

“Crawled through the transom,
Tubby.”

“Good for you,” said Tubby. “I’'ve
been hiding in the closet for ever so
long. Think he’s spotted us?”

“Who? You mean old Bipple? He’s
too drunk.”

“I wish T was,” said the fat man,
wistfully. “I’ve never been too drunk.”
He smiled at Bill. “Pardon me, stran-
ger, but you don’t happen to have a
little something around, do you?

Bill sat up in bed and grimaced.

“Anti-social, eh?” grunted Mr.
Hicks. “Guess there’s nothing we can
do about it, then.”

“You can get out of my bed,” Bill

suggested. “I want to go to sleep.”

“Hear that, Hicks?” asked the {at
man. “He wants to sleep.”

“Well, let him. I’'m sure I won’t dis-
turb the lazy swine. But it’s a {ine
thing, I must say, when a host hasn’t
the simple courtesy to stay awake and
entertain guests when they drop in on
him.”

“We could sing him a lullaby,” sup-
gested Tubby, with elaborate irony.
“Or tell him a bedtime story.”

“Listen here,” Bill grated. “I don’t
know who you are or what you’re do-
Ing in my room, but you’ll have to get
out. You two are either drunk or
crazy, and I don’t care which.”

“I care,” replied Mr. Hicks. “And
I'd much rather be drunk. Come to
think of it, I am.”

“Now, look,” Bill began—but his
tirade was iInterrupted. An ominous
knocking shook the door of the room.

“Open up in there!” shouted a
voice,

“Good Lord,” whispered Mr. Hicks.
“It’s Bipple!”” He slithered down in
the bed and pulled the covers over his
head. The fat man attempted to fol-
low suit, but too late. For a key grated
in the lock and a man entered the
room. He switched on the light, re-
vealing his harsh, square-jawed coun-
tenance to Bill and Tubby.

“Aha!” The square jaw waggled ac-
cusingly. “Caught you! Telbertson,
what are you doing in that bed?”

He addressed the fat man, who
timidly squeaked out a reply. ‘“That’s
a very personal question,” he said.
“But if you must know, I'm having
a baby.”

“Thieves! Swindlers! Deadbeats!”
The manager’s voice rose with each
word. “For two years you’ve been
sneaking from room to room in this
hotel, moving in with guest after guest,
ducking the house detective, ducking
me. You have ruined my temper,
broken my health, driven me to
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the horrors of drink.”

As if to prove his point, Manager
Bipple produced a flask from his side
pocket and gave a convincing imita-
tion of a man being driven to drink.
It needed no glance at his flushed
face to see that this was not his first
drink; only rage had kept him sober.

Tubby Telbertson and Marmaduke
Hicks rose from the bed as one man
and approached the manager. “Let’s
settle this affair man to man,” Hicks
coaxed. “Over a friendly drink.”

He took the flask, used it, and
passed it to Tubby. After a long time,
the flask returned to Bipple, who
drank again.

“You're a good sport,” Hicks said.

“Am I?” asked the manager, with
a tipsy giggle.

“Best sport I know. And I've got
a sporting proposition for you. We
owe you for two years ol room rent.
What say we play you for it—double
or nothing?”

“Oh no you don’t!”

Tubby patted the manager on the
shoulder. “Come now, that isn’t sports-
man Bipple talking. Here, have an-
other drink. You got the dice, Hicks?”

Hicks nodded.

“Well, suppose you phone room
service for a quart of rye and some
ginger ale?”

IPPLE RAISED his hand to pro-

test, but Hicks waved him aside
with a gracious leer. “It goes on our
bill, naturally,” he explained. “Drinks
on us. Well, let’s get started.”

Bill Dawson clambered out of bed
and gathered his pajama tops about
him in a flurry of righteous indigna-
tion. “You mean you’re going to play
dice here in my room?” he asked. “I
demand that you get out and let me
go to sleep. I don’t know whose idea
of a joke this is, but it’s my room and
I want you to leave.”

“It’'s not your room.” This, sur-

prisingly enough from Bipple. “It’s my
room. I own this hotel and I can shoot
dice wherever I please.”

“Good old Bipple! Spoken like a
true host!” Hicks patted the inebri-
ated manager on the back. then
squatted on the floor and produced a
pa:r of dice. “Now, how much do we
owe you?”’ he asked.

“Let’s see.” Bipple fumbled for a
bill as Tubby phoned room service.
“Ah, here we are. Comes to exac’ly
four thousand, six hundred and forty-
three dollars and fifty cents,” Bipple
droned. ‘“That includes the liquor you
just ordered, of course.”

“Fair enough. Shall we say double
or nothing?”

“Well—"" Tipsy as he was, the man-
ager hesitated. Bill chose that moment
to open his mouth again.

“Get out of here!”
“Don’t be a fool!”

“Nobody tells me what to do,” Bip-
ple retorted. “Of course I'll make it
double ’r nothing. Whose dice?”

Hicks, Bipple and Tubby knelt and
peered at the cubes. Tubby scooped
them up in one pink paw and rattled
them, rolled them in an ivory pattern
across the rug.

“Seven!” the fat man shouted. And
seven it was. “You lose, Bipple.”

A tap on the door sent Bill on his
way. He half-expected to see a couple
of wuniformed men Dbearing strait-
jackets, and in his present confusion
he would probably have donned one
himself. But it was only the bellboy
bringing up the drinks.

The bellboy poured expertly, and
before Bill could protest he found a
tall glass of rye and soda thrust in
his hand. He gulped air, then his
drink. The bellboy stood smirking at
him. |

“Will that be all, sir?” he inquired.

Tubby nudged Mr. Hicks. “Wants
his tip, I guess,” he whispered.

Hicks nodded. “Look, boy,” he be-

he yelled.
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gan. “I’ll shoot you for the tip. My
dollar against your quarter.”

“Well—” The bellboy hesitated.

“Go ahead,” Bipple boomed, down-
ing his rye with more alacrity than
ginger-ale. “See what a sport I am?
Just lost over four thousan’ to my
good friends here. Go ahead and
shoot!”

HE BELLBOY squatted. Dice

rolled. Bill edged closer. This was
madness, but interesting.

“Three!” yelled Tubby. “You lose
the quarter. Shoot you for another,
same odds.” The bellboy lost a dollar
as fat little Mr. Telbertson’s fingers
thumped the dice in a savage ward-
ance to the Congo Goddess of Fortune.

And the rye changed hands. Bill,
dazed, automatically accepted an-
other drink. It descended on his stom-
ach like a blazing meteor and he
looked on with new interest. Thin Mr.
Hicks was shaking now, and the bell-
boy had just lost his uniform.

Manager Bipple drew a roll of bills
from his pocket and they disappeared
as the dice were cast.

“Roll them?” offered Hicks to Bill.
The young man took the dice in nerve-
less fingers.

“Drink up!” Bipple urged. ‘“What
you shooting for?”’

“How about his hotel bill?” asked
Hicks.

Bill cast a seven.

“You win!”’ Tubby nudged him and
whispered, “Say fifty dollars on this
one. Bill shot and made a six, then
failed to make a nine. And Tubby had
the dice again.

“I’'ve got no money,” Manager Bip-
ple confessed, downing a drink. “You
boys have cleaned me.”

“Shoot you for the bridal suite,”
Tubby offered. “And two brides.” He
cast and threw an eleven.

“What a lucky dog!” moaned the
manager. “I’ve lost our best rooms.”

“Take the dice,” Tubby urged,
pressing the now overheated cubes into
Bill's hand. “We’ve got to hold this
winning streak.”

“Nothing to bet any more,” Bipple
sighed, in drunken woe.

“Shoot him for the hotel,” Hicks
suggested to Bill. “Come on, Bipple,
be a sport.”

“Wager my hotel—are you crazy?”
Bipple pleaded.

“Your hotel won’t look much good
after Tubby here tears out the bridal
suite,” Hicks reminded him. “Better
get it back or lose the whole thing.”

“All right,” Bipple conceded. “It’s
a bet.” |

“Shoot him {or the hotel, Bill,”
Tubby yelled. ‘“Go ahead.”

Bill’s gaze was blurred, his hand
was shaky. He threw the dice and
watched them hit the rug through a
haze. Four and—three.

“Seven!”

“You won!” Hicks exulted.
won the hotel!”

“Well, isn’t that nice,” said Bill.

And promptly fainted.

“You

WHEN BILL opened his eyes he

expected everything to be all
right. He’d be back in his comfortable
bed, the two drunks and the manager
would be gone, and the dream would
be over.

As 1t happened, things proceeded
a bit differently. To be exact, when
Bill opened his eyes he got an ice-
bucket of cold water full in the face.

“That’ll bring him around,” he
heard Tubby mutter. “A little water
always does the trick.”

“Trick!” grumbled a voice Bill
identified as belonging to Manager
Bipple. “Don’t mention that word to
me.”

Bill sat up and brushed the water
from his face and pajama-tops with a
towel Hicks thrust into his hand.

“I'm sorry,” he said.
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“For passing out?” Tubby chuckled.
“Think nothing of it. I do it every
night—eventually.”

“No, not that.” Bill strode over to
Mr. Bipple. “I mean, about the dice
game. Winning your hotel from you.
Of course I wasn’t serious. I have no
intention of holding you to the bet.”

Manager Bipple shook his head and
smiled. “On the contrary, my dear
boy, T insist! You won the hotel fair
and square and it’s all yours.”

Bill blinked as he saw that Bipple
was serious. Not so Mr. Hicks.

“This calls for a little drink,” he
said. “All that water makes me
thirsty. Tubby, do the honors.”

Tubby did. By the time Bill had
donned dry pajama-tops the fresh
highballs were ready, and so were his
companions.

“Here’s to our new manager!”
Tubby toasted. ‘“May he enjoy his
stay here as much as we do.”

“That’s very generous of you,” Bill
sald, thoughtfully, “but I'm not so
sure. You see, I know nothing at all
about running a hotel. It must be a
pretty big job.”

“Nothing to it,” Hicks told him.
“Calls for no intelligence at all. Look
at Bipple here—he got away with it
for years.”

“But there’s five hundred rooms in
the Flopmoor. A ballroom and a ban-
quet hall and dozens of bellboys and
walters and cooks and chamber-
maids—"’

“—and millions of cockroaches,”
Tubby finished for him. “So what?
They all know their jobs. All you have
to do 1s sit back and watch the money
roll in. My boy, you’re in business.”

“We'll stick around and help you
out, too,” Mr. Hicks offered. “I hap-
pen to be on friendly terms with most
of the staff here—"

‘—particularly the chambermaids,”
Tubby again concluded. ‘Yes, Bill, we
won't let you down. So stop worry-

ing and drink up, I say.”

ILL DRANK up, but he didn’t

stop worrying. He turned to Mr.
Bipple, painfully aware of a smug
smile on that worthy’s face.

“See here, Mr. Bipple,”’ he said. “I
may be the new owner of this hotel,
but that doesn’t mean I want to be
the active manager. Suppose I make
you a deal? You can name your own
terms, if you like. How about staying
on here as manager?”’ |

To everyone’s surprise, Bipple shook
his head. The smile faded from his
face and for a moment he seemed al-
most sober.

“No!’’ he declared. “Ab’slutely no!
I'm getting out of here before tomor-
row morning and that’s that!”

“Wait,” Marmaduke Hicks broke
in. “What’s the big 1dea? Why all
the rush?”

““The Convention starts tomorrow,”
Bipple explained. “And I want no part
of it.”

“What Convention?”’

‘“The Magician’s Convention, that’s
what. And I’'m getting out of here be-
fore they get in. You won’t catch me
going through what 1 did last year.
Whassa matter, don’t you remember
it?”’

“Come to think of it, Tubby and I
weren’t around that week last year.
We went to Florida for a change and
a rest.”

“The nightclubs got our change,”
Tubby explained, “and the race-
tracks got the rest.” He peered
thoughtfully at Mr. Bipple over the
top of his glass. “So that’s it! I
thought it was funny—you giving up
the hotel so gracefully. You wanted to
get away from this Convention, eh?
Why?”

“You’ll find out,” Mr. Bipple as-
sured him.

“But please,” Bill broke in. “You
can’t rush off this way and leave me
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holding the bag.”
“What bag?”

with sudden interest.

‘tinued his plea.

“Surely it can’t be so bad that you
won’t even tell me what to expect,” he
went on.

“It can!” Bipple shivered. “Why do
you suppose I started drinking to-
night? Even thinking about those aw-
ful magicians is enough to give me the
shakes. You wanna know something?
I'm glad 1 lost the hotel—glad, I tell
you! Glad, glad, glad!” With each
repetition of the word, Manager Bip-
ple had edged closer to the door. Now

he opened it and darted out into the
hall.

“Goodbye!” he called. “And watch

out for Dritch! Whatever you do, be-
ware of Dritch!”

The door slammed behind him.
Hicks stared at Tubby, who passed the
look along to Bill.

“What’s a Dritch?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” Hicks confessed.
“But we’'ll find out. We'll find out
lots of things; don’t worry.”

“But I am worried. T can’t run this
hotel alone.”

“Tubby and I will help you. First
thing to do, of course, is go down to
the wine-cellar and take inventory.”

“Never mind the wine-cellar. What
I want to do i1s sit down and have a
long talk with somebody who really
knows the score about this hotel. The
assistant manager or the maiire de ho-
tel, some one like that. If we’re ex-
pecting a convention tomorrow I
should be prepared. And I'd like to
find out what made Bipple so fright-
ened of these magicians.”

“This is no time of night to be
thinking about conventions,” Tubby
grumbled. “Besides, all those people
you mentioned must be home in bed.
Or somewhere in bed, anyway.”

“How about Annabel?” suggested

asked Mr. Hicks,
But Bill con-

the thin partner.

“The wvery thing!” Tubby ex-
claimed. “She’s not in bed anywhere,
1s she? I mean, she’s on duty down-
stairs all night.”

“Well, call her and tell her to come
on up.”

“She might misunderstand.”

“That wouldn’t stop Annabel. Be-
sides, you can always say the mana-
ger wants to see her.”

Tubby wobbled over to the tele-
phone and called.

Hicks offered Bill another drink.
Bill's acceptance was almost automat-
ic. Only a part of his mind seemed

to be functioning; just enough for him
to ask, “Who 1s this Annabel?”

“Old Bipple’s niece. She runs the
cigar counter in the lobby. One of our
favorite people, that girl—you’ll like
her, wait and see.”

“But why drag her up to my room
in the middle of the night?”

“l could think of several reasons,
all good,” Hicks observed. ‘“However,
right now you want to talk to some-
body about running this hotel. Anna-
bel's your girl. She’s been here for
over a year and she knows the whole
routine 1nside and out.”

“She said she’ll be right up,” Tubby
called, from the phone. “So we’d bet-
ter mix another drink, fast.”

HE PARTNIERS mixed another

drink, fast. Bill sat down on the
bed and began to dress with equal
haste. He felt, somehow, as though he
were beginning to learn a lot about
life in the raw, and wondered what
he’d learn about life with clothes on.

He bhad learned about drinking,
about gambling, about the pleasures
of taking things easy. His education,
however, still lacked one most impor-
tant feature. No man is really edu-
cated until he knows about women.
Therefore some schools of thought
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maintain that no man is really edu-
cated.

At any rate, Bill Dawson was now
about to discover an entire new sec-
tion of existence—the eternal, infernal
feminine.

There was a soft knock and the
door opened. A girl entered the room.

“Hello, Annabel,” Hicks cried, ge-
nially. “What took you so long?”

“Just stopped on the way for a
drink and a chaser.”

““Ten minutes just for a drink?”

“No. But it took me a while to get
rid of the chaser. He was very per-
sistent.”

“Hi!” piped Tubby. “Just in time.”
He handed her a glass which she ac-
cepted eagerly. She peered over the
rim at Bill.

“Who’s the new face?” she inquired,
casually.

“Excuse me,” said Bill, rising. “My
name’s Bill Dawson.”

“I’'m Annabel Bipple.”

“Pleased to meet you.”

“You should be,” the girl observed.
For a moment they stood eyeing each
other in appraising silence.

Bill saw that the girl was tall and
slender, with the type of figure which
1s described by female fashion author-
ities as “interesting”’ and more exact-
ly characterized by men in the form
of a shrill whistle. Annabel’s hair had
evidently been offered a choice of be-
comng either blonde or auburn, and
had finally adopted the best of both
shades. [Her face contained the usual
combination of eves, lips and nose.
But behind that tilted nose was de-
termination, bevond those full red lips
was character, and beyond those deep
violet eyes lay a strange new world
of hidden, whimsical beauty. A love-
ly girl but somehow dangerous, Bill
decided.

Annabel, meanwhile, was critically
interested in this strange staring crea-
ture before her. He was tall, blond

and young—but there are many men
who answer to that description. Yet
for some inexplicable reason, Bill in-
trigued her. She decided it must be
his face. There was something incom-
plete, unfinished, about it; something
missing in the man’s eyes. He looked
unawakened and lonely.

Among Annabel’s many weaknesses
was a liking for unfortunates. Despite
her carefully-calculated air of hard-
ness and sophistication, she was a
sucker for pigeons, alley-cats, and lost
dogs. And this was surely one of the
lost dogs of the world. The realization
that she felt an instant attraction to-
wards this man caused her to adopt
an air of defensive mockery. She knew
she had designs on this man, and she
was a finished artist. Consequently,
Bill was already a finished man.

Annabel broke the silence at last.
Furious with herself for feeling sym-
pathetic, she disguised her attitude iIn
an outward insolence. “Well,” she
asked, “have you finished your In-
spection? Or must I go Into my
dancer”

“You were staring at me, too,” Bill
flashed, defensively.

“Was I? Well you can hardly blame-.
me. Who 1s this creature, Hicks? Did
you suddenly decide to start a rescue
mission?”’

‘“Not at all,” the tall gentleman as-
sured her. “As a matter of fact, Bill
is the new manager of the Flopmoor.”

CAREFULLY, Hicks explained to

her just what had happened ear-
lier in the evening. Annabel listened
closely and nodded.

“What a tragedy,” she mused. “My
poor uncle out of a job and the whole
hotel at the mercy of this—this—"

‘“Hey,” Bill interrupted. “It’s not
that bad. After all, I'm not a complete
idiot.”’

“You mean there’s something miss-
ing?”’
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“Please, no insults. After all, this
may come as quite a shock to you—
I mean, about your uncle and all—Dbut
at least you might be courteous about
it.”

“T am courteous,” Annabel ob-
served, deliberately goading him into
a rage. “Otherwise I'd probably burst
out laughing whenever I looked at
you, you long-legged squirt.”

“Who’s a long-legged squirt?”

“You are.”

“Listen,” said Bill, goaded by
alcohol and exasperation alike. “No-
body can get away with calling me a
name like that. T have half a mind to
do something about it.”

“You may have hali a mind,” the
girl retorted, “but what can you do
about it?”

Bill stepped forward, grabbed the
bewildered Annabel by the shoulders,
propelled her to a chair, sat down,
turned her over, and applied the palm
of his hand repeatedly to the most
likely available spot.

“This is what they do in
movies,” he muttered, grimly.

“Well, I'll never go to the movies
with you,” the girl gasped. Then,
“Ouch—you’re hurting me!” Her
hardboiled exterior was breaking down
rapidly. So, she feared, was something
else.

“Squirt, eh?” Bill muttered. “I’ll
show you!” He emphasized each word
with a hearty whack.

“Oh,” {fumed the
“You'll pay for this!”

Bill released her suddenly and she
slid to the floor. For a moment Anna-
bel sat there stupefied. then her vio-
let eyes misted and she indulged in
the common feminine reaction. Some-
what awkwardly, Bill knelt beside her
and proferred his handkerchief.

“Blow,” he suggested, chivalrously.

When Annabel’s eyes were clear
again she looked at the young man
with deeper insight. She had never ex-

the

enraged girl,

pected anything Iike this, and it
knocked out her plans for casual dalli-
ance completely. This man might be
a lost dog, but he knew his way
around. He had, she mused, rising and
patting herself gingerly, left his mark
on her. |

“I'm sorry,” Bill said. “Guess T lost
my temper.”

“That’s all right. T deserved it.” The

words came out before she could stop
them.

“Let’s be friends,” Bill placated.
“Forget all about this.”

“Right.” Annabel turned to Tubby.
“Quit staring at me, vou little round-
er, and mix up some drinks.”

“Coming right wup,” Tubby an-
nounced. Hicks, whose mouth was nev-
er closed except around the neck of a
bottle, looked amiably at Bill and
Annabel.

“Glad you two have decided to
make up,” he said. “Looks like you
hit it off all right.”

“Let’s forget about hitting, if you
don’t mind,” Annabel begged. ‘Tt
brings back all-too tender memoties.”

“We have other problems,” Hicks
agreed. “Such as running this hotel.
Don’t forget, the convention arrives
tomorrow-—{or that matter, I'll bet
most of the magicians checked in to-
night. We’ll have to figure out what
to do.”

“The Magician’s Convention?”
Annabel jumped up. “No wonder my
uncle left so suddenly.”

“Then you Lknow something? All

we could get out of him was a few
hints.”

“That’s plenty. Plenty for me.” The
girl started for the door. “Ixcuse me,
I have to pack.”

“Please-—you can’t run out on us
now,” Tubby begged.

“I'm relying on you to show me the
ropes,” Bill added.

“It would be a pleasure,” declared
the girl. “But this convention is an-
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other matter. Whenever I think about
last year, I feel like going to bed and
pulling the covers over my head.”

“A fine 1dea,” Hicks leered. “Go
right ahead.”

‘“Never mind that. I'm serious.”

“But what about those magicians?”
Bill persisted. ‘“What did they do
that’s so awful?”

“What didn’t they do? For three
days this hotel was full of rabbits and
white mice and black cats and pigeons.
The cats chased the mice and the
pigeons chased the people.”

“What about the rabbits?”’

“They chased each other. It was a
mess. And all those prestidigitators,
pulling knives and forks out of their
sleeves in the dining room and chang-
ing the color of peoples’ drinks in the
bar, and making the potted palms in
the lobby grow before your eyes—you
never saw anything like it.”

“Sounds like fun,” Bill mused.
“Why is everybody so scared of a
thing like that?”

“Dritch,” sighed Annabel.

“Dritch? Seems to me Mr. Bipple
was using that word. What on earth is
a Dritch?”

“It isn’t a Dritch, it’s Mr. Dritch.

And I’m not so sure he’s on earth.”
I(Huhp”

“He’s a terrible little man—or may-
be not a man.”

“I’m getting more confused every
minute,’’ Bill declared.

“So were we, during the last con-
vention. He showed up and took a
room, him and his beard. And his
friends. I don’t know which was the
worst—his beard or his friends. We
tangled with both of them. The im-
portant thing is, nobody has been able
to use that room since.”

HWhy??I

‘“Because,” whispered Annabel, “it’s
haunted!”

SEVERAL' drinks later, the party
went down to the lobby and ap-
proached the night clerk at the desk.
“It’s my duty as manager,” Bill had
persisted. ‘“Besides, if this Dritch
shows up again this year, I want to
know what he’s been doing.”

As for Hicks and Tubby, they were
only too willing to co-operate, particu-
larly after the last of the whiskey was
gone.

Annabel stayed discreetly in the
background. Not seeing her, the clerk
assumed the men to be strangers.

“I'm sorry,” he said, looking up
from his ledger. “I’m afraid I’'m out of
rooms.”

“Aren’t you In one now?” Hicks
quibbled.

“No, gentlemen, you don’t under-
stand. There’s a convention in town
and we’re all full.”’

“So is the convention,” muttered
Tubby, unhelpfully. “But never mind
that now. We want the key to the
haunted room.”

“What?”

“I’m the new manager,” Bill of-
fered. “Didn’t Mr. Bipple tell you?”

“Oh—Mr. Dawson!’”’” The clerk
beamed. “Yes, Mr. Bipple did men-
tion your name in passing. But he
passed awfully fast. I never saw a man
leave this hotel in such a hurry. You'd
have thought the Devil himself was at
his heels. And come to think of it, with
this particular convention coming
up—"" The clerk shrugged eloquently.
“Seeing as you’re the new manager,
I'd better warn you. These magicians
are a pretty queer bunch. Particularly
Mr. Dritch, that little man with the
beard. Mr. L. Dritch, he called him-
self, and—"

“Blast Mr. Dritch!” Bill exploded.
‘“That’s all I hear around here. All I
want is the key to the haunted room.”

‘‘Please, don’t go up there,” warned
the clerk. “It hasn’t been opened for
a year. The chambermaids say there’s
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something terribly wrong with the
furniture, and other things.”

“I've  been in plenty of hotel
rooms,” Hicks remarked, “and none of
them were haunted by anything worse
than bedbugs.”

“Remember, sir, I warned you. I
take no responsibility.”

“Pooh to your ghosts,” Tubby
sneered, brandishing a bottle. “Look,
we’re bringing our own spirits.”

“Very well, then.” The clerk pro-
duced a key. “But let me know 1if you
see any astral phenomena. Or any-
thing that might be construed as part-
ly astral.”

‘“Half-astral, even,” Hicks nodded.
“Very well, as you say. Let’s go.”

Brandishing the key to Room 1013,
Bill and the partners joined Annabel
and made for the elevator. A bellboy
stepped forward and accosted Bill.

“Carry your baggage, mister?” he
inquired.

“No thanks,” said Annabel. “I’ll
walk.” The party whisked into the
elevator and ascended. Bill found him-
self suddenly quite nervous; partly be-
cause of the nature of thewr coming
adventure and partly because of the
close proximity of Annabel. The lively
young lady and her livelier compan-
ions had already done strange things
to him, and he feared that if they
sowed any more wild oats he might be
ploughed under in the process.

Room 1013 proved on first glance
to be a spacious apartment with a
large number of chairs, several hand-
some tables, and a {fine sofa. There
was also a massive bed.

“Looks comfortable enough,” Tubby
commented. ‘“Certainly can’t see anv-
thing wrong with this set-up.”

“Speaking of set-ups,” Hicks said,
“that reminds me. Where’s the bot-
tle?” Tubby produced a fifth; Bill
switched on all the lights and closed
the door, and Annabel pulled the

shades. The room was still for a mo-

ment as they instinctively waited for
something to happen. Nothing did. Si-
lently, Hicks passed the bottle around.
Gurgling, then more silence.

“Well,” sighed Bill, “let’s make our-
selves comfortable and wait {for devel-
opments.” Suiting action to word, he
lowered himself into the nearest chair.

‘“Hey, be careful!” came a voice out
of nowhere. “Who do you think you’re
sitting on?”’

Bill hastened to rise. “What’s this?”
he gasped.

“An order, buddy,” continued the
soft, deep voice. “Don’t sit on me.”

Bill appealed to his companions.
“Am I crazy, or did that chair just
speak to me?”

“I wouldn’t vouch for your sanity,
brother,” purred the voice, “but I cer-
tainly did speak to you. I'm sick and
tired of having strangers flop all over
my lap.”

The partners goggled. “A talking
chair,” said Annabel. “So that’s what’s

been going on here.”

“You can sit on my lap anytime,
sister,” the chair beguiled.

“Why not?” A new voice chimed
in, from the direction of the sofa in
the corner. “Drape yourself all over,
if you like. This one 1s on me.” The
invitation was followed by a purgle
of low laughter.

HE MEN listened to this unusual

suggestion with mounting appre-
hension. Only Annabel showed no dis-
may. She turned to the sofa in de-
fiance. “One more crack like that,”
she warned, “and I’ll knock the stuft-
ing out of you.”

She had scarcely [inished speaking
when a pillow detached itself from
the sofa and sailed through the air,
striking her smartly on the head.

“Hold it, sister,” the sofa advised,
calmly. “I’m liable to get rough.”

Annabel huddled in the center of
the room. “I'm beginning to under-
stand what they meant by a haunted
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room, all right.”

“I’'m not,” Tubby complained. ‘“But
I’m afraid I will unless I have another
drink.” He set the fifth of whiskey
on a small table and turned to his
companions. “Have a shot,” he invited.

“Thanks,” said a voice behind him.
“Don’t mind if T do.” Tubby turned
just in time to see the bottle upset
itself and pour whiskey on the table’s
surface, which absorbed the liquor
rapidly.

“Wheeee!” chortled the voice. ‘“This
is better than furniture polish. Now
have one on me.”

Tubby was trembling, but he man-
aged to snatch the bottle before it
emptied further. He drank and the
others quickly followed his example.

“I don't understand it,”” Bill whis-
pered. “Could we possibly have a
ventrilocuist in the crowd?”

“No,” said the chair. “It’s a pity,
though-—you’d make a lovely dummy.”

Bill’'s temper gave way for a second
time that evening. “Shut up!” he told
the chair. “I'd like to break your
legs.”

“You and who else?” jeered the fur-
niture.

“Yes,” added a large, feminine-look-
ing burcau in the corner. “Lay oif the
rough stuff,”’” it continued in a girlish
voice.

Bill regarded the bureau with a
menacing eye. Then, “How would you
like a good kick in the drawers?” he
demanded.

A shrill burst of laughter greeted
‘this remark. “Why you fresh thing!”
taunted the bureau. “That’s no way to
speak to a lady.”

Goaded beyond belief by this in-
sane conversation with wood-work,
Bill forgot what he was saying or do-
ing. “Lady indeed!”’ he shouted. “Look
at those drawers. Great knobby things!
Besides, they’re half-open.”

“What a thing to say!”’ shrieked the
volce. .

Bill turned to his friends. “Let’s get
out of here,” he panted. “Talking fur-
niture—haunted rooms—I've had just
about all I can take for one evening.”

At that moment came a furious
knocking at the door. Half-suspecting
a trick, Mr. Hicks gingerly turned the
knob. Two women promptly entered.

“Is this the room where they're
holding the party?”’ demanded the tall-
er of the two. “Somebody called the
bar and invited us up—some magician,
he said it was.”

“Called himself the Great Little,”
volunteered the second girl. “Great
Little what, he didn’t say.”

“Oh Lord!” groaned the spectacled
man, and turned to his friends with a
hasty whisper. “We can’t let word get
around about the furniture, I suppose.
Might as well invite them in for a
minute or they’ll get suspicious.” He
faced the women again with assumed
gaiety. “All right, come on in,” he in-
vited. “This 1s the party, and we're
always glad to have company.” He
indicated Tubby. ‘“Meet the Great
Little hinself. The other two are his
assistants. As for me, I’'m Marmaduke
the Magnificent. And that thing over
there is a bottle of whiskey. Shall we
get acquainted with 1t?”

Introductions were accomplished
and drinks were poured, while the fur-
niture remained mercifully silent. Tall
blonde and short blonde gravitated to
Hicks and Tubby, and Hicks and
Tubby gravitated towards the furni-
ture, soon forgetting their recent ex-
periences as the drinks went round.

WITHOUT thinking, Tubby invited

the short blonde to sit on the
sofa with him. Bill tried to signal, but
Tubby didn’t notice.

“My,” murmured Tubby’s girl, pat-
ting the mohair. “What an elegantly
upholstered sofa.”

“You’re pretty well upholstered
yourself,” muttered a muffled voice




20 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

from somewhere below.

“What was that?”’ asked the girl.

“Oh, nothing,” Tubby gasped. “I
think my voice is changing—getting
much lower, lately.”

“So are your topics of conversation,”
the girl told him.

Hicks had escorted his blonde to a
large chair. When she was seated, he
twined his angular body over the side
and put his arm around the girl. Sud-
denly the young lady uttered a shrill
squeal.

“Why, what a way to act!”

“Did I do anything wrong?” Hicks
asked, innocently.

The girl regarded him with a strange
glint in her mascara-laden eyes. “You
didn’t do anything any good,” she
confessed. In a moment she squealed
again and jumped up from the chair.

“Am I offending you, somehow?
Hurting vour ifeelings?”

“You hurt more than that,” the

gir] declared, f{uriously. She stared -

down with a puzzled expression. “You
couldn’t have, though,” she mused. “I
was watching this time, and you didn’t
pinch me. Unless—say, it couldn’t
have been the ckair now, could it?”

She appealed to Hicks, but the chair
supplied its own answer.

“You bet it was, baby,” it chuckled.
“I haven’t had so much fun since the
time I caught a Congressman.”

The blonde gaped at the laughing
furniture with awe in her eyes. Then
she turned to Hicks again.

“Pinch me quick to see if I'm
dreaming,” ‘she begged. Then, hastily,
‘“No—don’t. I've been pinched enough
as it is!”

The chair guffawed.

The other blonde rose and ap-
proached her companion. “Let’s get
out of here,” she suggested. ‘“This
place is creepy.”

Her companion shrugged. “It’s all a
gag,”’ she decided. “Don’t forget, these
fellows are magicians.” And in a lower

voice, she quickly added, “Besides,
they have plenty of liquor. What can
we lose. Let them have their fun.”

Hicks and Tubby were by this time
sufficiently bottle-weary to accept any
situation, and Annabel seemed content
to be anywhere as long as Bill was
present. As for Bill himself, he was
In no condition to object. Each out-
burst from the furniture had been an
excuse for him to refresh himself from
the bottle; now he no longer cared if
the furniture talked or not. In fact, it
was beginning to seem natural.

Since the women didn’t appear to be
upset by the queer room, the party
made up 1ts mind after another drink.
“It’s a nice place we have,” Hicks an-
nounced, stubbornly. “We’'ll stay here,
and phooey to the furniture!”

““The same to you, buddy,” boomed
a volce from the washroom.

“Aw, shut your trap!” rejoined the
thin man.

“Let’s order more drinks,” his
blonde girl-friend now suggested. “This
looks like a real party.”

Bill went to the phone and jiggled
the receiver.

“Let go of me!” the mouthpicce
scolded.

Bill ignored its chattering as he
contacted room service—a Drunette
switchboard operator he remembered
seeing in the lobby.

“Hello,” he began;, brightly. “This
is Room 1013. Send us up a fifth of
rye, If you please.”

“Make that two fifths, you cheap-
skate,” the phone cut in.

“What?”’ asked the
operator.

“I didn’t say anything.”

“Do you ever?” This
phone.

“See here,” Bill shouted. “One more
remark out of you and I’ll disconnect
your wiring. I'll tangle your batteries.”

“What’s thate” asked the switch-
board girl.

switchboard

irom the
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“I'm not talking to you,” Bill ex-
plained. “I mean, I am talking to you,
but-—'

“Is there another party on the line?”
the girl asked.

‘““This party is ba1 enough in itself,”
the phone put in, promptly. “At least
it’s as bad as it could be without you
being present, you trull!”

‘““See here,”’ said the girl at the desk,
in repressed {ury. “Are you trying to
insult me?”’

“That’s pretty hard to do over the
phone, baby,” shot back the voice,
“However, if you must be insulted,
come on up.”’

This was too much for Bill. With an
oath he ripped the offending telephone
irom the wall and tottered away.

IS COMPANIONS weren’t mak-

ing out much better, he discov-
ered. The chairs refused to be sat on.
Whenever one of the gathering at-
tempted to lodge in a seat, they were
promptly booted ([rom behind and
thrown to the floor, where the sofa
pelted them with cushions.

Bill tried to sit on the latter with
Annabel, and it promptly overturned,
grumbling in a loud voice about
“lounge lizards!”

Panic gripped the party, and almost
by instinct the three men and the three
girls huddled together in the center of
the room as the furniture laughed and
jeered 1 wooden accents.

Suddenly the table rose and sailed
gracefully over their heads. IEveryone
ducked until it landed against the
other wall.

“Maybe it serves us right,” Tubby
whispered. “I've smashed a lot of fur-
niture in my time—can’t blame furni-
ture for wanting to smash me.”

‘“Certainly turning the tables on us,”
Hicks agreed. “Ii some of those spiri-
tualist mediums could only see this!”

Bill was not taking matters so calm-
ly. “Let’s get out of here,” he snapped.

it

He crawled over to the door and tugged

at the knob. The door refused to
budge.

“Open up!” he shouted.

“Closed for the night,” echoed a
hollow voice from the keyhole. Bill
tugged desperately, but nothing hap-
pened.

“Trapped!” he groaned. A vase de-
tached itself from the mantel and
winged straight at Tubby’s head. The
little man ducked just in time, then
rose and ran for the bed.

“Golly!” he panted. “I’'ve been driv-
en out of bed by those things belore,
but this i1s the first time I've ever been
driven into one.”

The sailing table now zoomed for-
ward, and Hicks rose from the floor
and joined his partner in the bed.
“They’re ganging up on us,” he panted.
“They want to kill us!”

Chairs began to scrape across the
room menacingly, stiff-legged and
strong-armed, and the girls retreated
to the safety of the big bed.

Bill put his arms around Annabel
protectingly as a pillow struck him in
the head. The furniture continued its
eery march. Suddenly the lamp flick-
ered and went out, and in the darkness
the legs of the chairs scraped in
grumbling  whispers, the drawers
banged squeakily, and the blackness
was filled with creaking laughter.

Bill turned and propelled Annabel
towards the bed, diving under the
sheets with the other four. It was cozy
but crowded, and there was little time
to consider the proprieties or even the
improprieties of the situation.

For as if Bill’s arrival were a signal,
the entire bed began to rear up on its
base, sliding the scrambled sextette to
the bottom, where they lay in a con-
fused heap.

“Ouch!” competed with ‘“Eeeek!”
and was overridden by “Hey!” and
“Golly!” and ‘“Help!” but the bed
paid no heed. The head now rose, and
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they tumbled back and forth.

“I'm getting seasick!” Tubby
moaned. IHe rose and tried to race for
the door iIn the darkness. Immediately,
the bureau carommed across the room
and barred his path. Then the chairs
closed in. Inch by inch, Tubby vras
forced back into the bed.

Deep, mocking howls filled the
blackness. “I’ve taken a lot of punish-
ment in my time,”’ observed the mat-
tress, in a rather stuffy voice. “Yes sir.
Bruised springs, broken cords.” The
bed-frame itself interrupted.

“That’s nothing,” it complained.
“You ought to see my bolster. My
poor, cracked bolster!”

“The blazes with you, and your
bolster too—whatever that is!” Bill
replied.

“We're talking about punishment,”
the bed resumed. “No more taking it.
I'm going to give a little in return.”

So saying, the bed lifted itself about
a foot In the air and came down with
a rousing thump. What it did to the
sextette was definitely unnerving.

“Listen, sister,” came Tubby’s walil,
from the bottom of the tangled, fleshy
pile. ““Just because we have no chairs,
you don’t have to use my face for a
substitute.”

““Oh, then those must be your teeth!
I thought for a moment I was sitting
on a mouse-trap.”

Laboriously, the frightened party
disentangled while the bed continued
its soliloquy.

“What a life I've led,” it whined, in
self-pitying tones. “The things I’ve
stood for!”

“We quite understand,” Hicks said,
hastily. “You needn’t go on. How did
you and the {furniture come alive in
the first place?”” he asked, trying to
change the subject.

“At the Magician’s Convention last
year,” the bed explained. “One of the
magicians—guess he was a friend of
Dritch—happened to sleep in this

room. He talked in his sleep, and while
talking he repeated a magic spell of
some kind that brought us to life.”

“What became of him?” Hicks
asked.

“He snored too much,” said the bed,
quite horridly. “So 1 smothered him
under the mattress.”

“Quit talking to the furniture,” one
of the blondes begged. “We want to

get out of here!”
“Out, eh?” muttered the familiar

voice from below. “Good idea. Hang
on everybody—here we go!”

UDDENLY the bed began to move.
Before anyone in the party had

realized their predicament the bed slid
gracefully over to the door. Now the
door obligingly opened, allowing the
bed and its dazed occupants to pro-
ceed out into the hall corridor of the
hotel. They rolled along towards the
end of the hallway with startling
speed.

“Stop it, somebody!” Annabel
screamed, clinging to Bill’s neck.

‘“Yes!” Tubby added {rantically,
“Can’t somebody pull the throttle?”

“You’re thinking of a runaway
train,” Hicks shouted above the clat-
ter of rolling casters. “This i1s a run-

away bed.”
“Runaway?” Tubby wailed. “If

anybody sees us it’ll be a giveaway!”

“I'm getting off right here,” said
one of the blondes. But she could not.
In some mysterious fashion the covers
had managed to twine themselves
around the various members of the
party, who were now held in a tena-

.Cclous grip.

“These damned things are holding
us like the octuples of a tentapus,”
Hicks muttered.

“You mean the tentocts of a puli-
pus, don’t you?” Annabel corrected,
sweetly.

“Never mind the details!” Mr.

Hicks shrieked. “Look where we’re go-
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ing now!”

The mad bed had clattered down the
hall as far as the staircase. Now, de-
spite the loud protests of its inmates,
it began to descend the stairs. Imme-
diately the scrambled sextette slid
again to the bottom of the bed where
they lay groaning at every bump.

“Oh!” sighed Bill, whose long
silence had been due to a pillow that
was wedged in his mouth. “If I ever

get out of this, I’ll be an invalid for
life.”

“A bed-ridden one,” added Tubby.
“From now on, I sleep in a hammock,
if at all.”

“Or a nice cool grave,” Hicks bab-
bled. “Oh Lord—here we go again!”

And so they did. Ten f{lights of
stairs were clatteringly covered. For-
tunately, nobody else in the hotel
seemed aware of the noise; the hour
was late and the convention guests
probably believed the sounds were
caused by their own members coming
home. So the ten {lights of stairs were
painfully descended by the bed and its
reluctant passengers, and at last the

strange. vchicle bounced right out into
the lobby.

It was two A. M., but the sound of
the tumult served to awaken the ever-
watchful house detective from his
slumbers.

He ambled over as Bill nudged his
companions. ‘“Know him?” he whis-
pered.

Hicks shook his head. So did
Tubby. Even Annabel tossed her curls.
“A new one,” she explained. “Hired
yesterday, I think. The old house dick

quit when he heard the Magician’s
Convention was coming.” '

“Then let’s get out of here,” Bill
implored. “Bed, do your stuff! Keep
right on moving!”’

But the bed, for reasons of its own,
stopped right smack in the center of
the lobby as the Law approached.

CONSEQUENTLY, all that gentle-

man witnessed was a lone bed oc-
cupying the deserted lobby. Its six oc-
cupants immediately pretended slum-
ber. Annabel cradled her face in her
hands, Tubby snored, and Hicks hid
under the blankets. But the detective
was not convinced. He strode up to the
bed and poked Hicks in the side.

“What have we here?”” he demanded.

“Huh?” Hicks assumed drowsiness.
“What do vou mean, waking a man
out of a good sound sleep?”

“Get up, you,” barked the house
dick, slapping Hicks sharply on the
bottom of his feet. -

‘“Here, now,” Hicks objected. “Why
not let sleeping dogs lie?”

“You picked a fine place for it,
brother,” the detective snarled. “Right
here in the middle of the lobby.”

“A fine place for what?” inquired
the smaller of the two blondes.

“Never mind, lady. All T want to
know is, why did you decide on the
lobby?”

“Just trying to advertise the hotel,”
Tubby offered, weakly.

“I suppose these ladies constitute a
portion of your advertising matfer?”
the detective wanted to know. “One
thing I’d like to find out before I run
you all in. Just how did you get the
bed all the way down those stairs?”

“This I can’t answer,” Tubby an-
swered. “But I'd like to give it a good
kick in the slats.”

“We're not responsible,” the larger
blonde added. “We just rode down.”

“Well, all out—this is the end of
the line.” The detective gestured at
them with his cigar. “Rise and shine.”

“We can’t,” said Annabel, in a small
voice.

“You mean you won’t?”’ asked the
house dick, menacingly.

“No, we can't. We're—we’re not
dressed for the lobby.” She attempted
a blush. ’

“Get up anyway.”
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“No,” Tubby broke in. “‘I have my
alarm set for seven. I need my rest.”

“Out!”’ the detective insisted.

“We paid for this bed and we’re
staying in it,” Hicks replied. “How do
you like that?”

“How do you like this?” countered
the detective, drawing a nasty-looking
black revolver. “I'll give you just ten
seconds.”’

“But we’re not dressed, either,” Bill
protested, stoutly defending Annabel’s
story.

“You mean to tell me all six of you
are—?”’ The man could go no further.
“All 1n one bed, too!”

“We're Scotch, mister,” Annabel ex-
plained.

‘““Listen,” said the detective, despair-
ingly. ‘“Any more of this talk will
drive me screwy. I want you all to
wrap some blankets around you and
come into the office. There’s an awful
lot of funny business going on around
here.”

“But we can’t come,” Bill said, de-
ciding to tell the truth. “The bed won’t
let us go.”

The detective groaned and Bill sub-
sided.

“You see, sir,” Tubby went on. “It
seems like we made our bed and now
we have to lie in it.”

“I’ll call the manager!”’ vyelled the
detective.

“But—"" Bill blurted out, ‘“J am the
manager !’

AT WAS too much for the house
dick. Gibbering insanely, he dis-
charged his gun at the bedsheets,
which immediately burst into flame.
The bed, angered at this sudden attack,
began to roll after the detective. With
a scream of horror, the poor man fled
before the ill-tempered bed’s charge, as
the flaming sheets parted to release the
six bed-partners.

Bill, completely unnerved, headed
for the elevators. The last thing he

saw was a backward vision of the bed
knocking down the detective and
jumping frantically around on his
prostrate form. '

Reaching the open, empty elevator,
Bill slammed the door shut and glided
upwards. He meant to stop at the
second floor, but through the glass he
saw that the halls were now crowded
by pajama-clad people, all aroused by
the revolver shots and the general bed-
lam over the bed that took it on the
lam.

Bill didn’t care to face people for a
long, long time to come. For this rea-
son he sped the dark elevator up to the
twelfth and topmost floor. Here was a
stairway corridor that led up to the
roof garden. Bill opened the elevator
door and stepped out.

‘“Now for a little air,” he whispered.

“Tust what I needed,” said a musical
voice from behind him. Bill whirled
suddenly, half-expecting to see the
elevator stool rising to beat his head in.

Instead he encountered Annabel.

“How did you get here?”’ he de-
manded.

“I was here all the time,” said the
girl, demurely. “But you didn’t even
bother to look around. If you had, we
might have taken more time to get up
here.”

“What?”

“Not very bright tonight, are we?”
the girl jeered. “Very well, let’s stroll
around the roof.”

Bill agreed. It was the worst thing
he possibly could have done under the
circumstances, These circumstances
included the deserted roof-garden, the
wicker sofa, the night breeze, and the
moon.

The garden looked down on the eliin
lights of a great city—a city of en-
chantment when viewed from this
height. The wicker sofa invited watch-
ers to sit down, whereupon the night
breeze, cooling their cheeks, caused
them to gaze upwards. And then, of
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course, they could not help but notice
the moon.

[t floated secrenely in the sky, a
white witch among ghostly clouds.
Moonbeams tangled in Annabel’s hair,
melted mto Annabel’s eyes.

Bill gazed at her silently, and she
cave him back a mocking smile. Any
other man, under simnilar circumstanc-
es, would have embraced his oppor-
tunity—that i1s to say, Annabel. But
Bill’s innocent reaction made her feel
strangely tender. This, the girl did
her hardboiled best to disguise.

“You great big chivalrous square!”
She moved closer to him and Bill
moved away. “What’s the matter—am
I really so repulsiver”

“Of course not,” Bill confessed. “I
can’t trust myself when I get near
you.”’

“You sound like the second act of a
lousy play,” she told him. And moved
still closer.

“I wonder what’s become of the
boys,” Bill quavered. “Perhaps we’d
better go downstairs.”

“We will,”” Annabel promised, a
gleam in her violet eyes. “We will,
eventually.”

And, eventually, they did. ..

WHEN’ Bill Dawson awoke in his

own room some hours later he
was not, strictly speaking, a new man.
But he was not an old man, either.

Whatever had happened to him in
his peculiar nightmare, it had all been
for the best, he decided, as he dressed
and faced the morning. He [elt re-
freshed, alert, confident, ready to face
New York and his vacation with re-
newed zest. The vividness of his weird
dream seemed to add to his well-being
this morning.

Actually, as he remembered it, the
mental images of Mr. Marmaduke
Hicks and Tubby were more vivid
than those of the people he had known
back at the f{urniture factory. He

could recall the details of their dress
with greater clarity, the intonations of
their votces, the peculiarities of their
expressions. He fancied he could al-
most smell their breath.

Bill remembered, too, that he had
been quite drunk in this nightmare,
and happily so. He had behaved in an
uncouth, uncivilized way, and found it
all surprisingly attractive. He recalled
the exuberant antics of his dream com-
panions. And he remembered Annabel.

Annabel! A vision of her white
slimness, honeyed hair and violent
violet eyes crossed his mind. A dan-
gerous girl, but a delectable one. What
a dream £{/al had been, he mused. But
now, to face reality—

Bill was just ready to go down for
breakfast when the phone rang. He
picked it up. A male voice came across
the wire. ‘

“Hello, is this the manager?”

“No. This is Mr. Dawson’s room.”

‘“That’s who I'm looking for. Mr.
Dawson, the new manager.”

‘“New—manager?”

“Yeah. Aren’t you the gent what
won the hotel last night in a crap
game?’’

Bill almost dropped the phone.

Then it wasn’t a dream. 1t was rea!l’

That meant Annabel was real. And
Hicks, and Tubby—

The door opened. Hicks and Tubby

marched 1n.

Bill's grasp on the phone wavered.
“What do you want?” he murmured.
““This i1s Janus,” said the voice on
the phone. “I'm the doorman. And if

you're the new manager, I figure you’d

wanna know that—"

“Yes, I'm the new manager, 1
guess,”’ Bill admiited, more to himself
than to the doorman. “What was it
you wanted me to know?”

“Only that somebody just brought a
wolf into the hotel.” |

“A wolf?"”
“Yeah. One of them magicians, 1
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guess. So what do I do?”

“I’ll be right down,” Bill promised.

He hung up hastily and turned to
face Marmaduke Hicks and Tubby
Telbertson. Both the tall and the
short gentlemen were attired in spot-
less morning clothes; black tailcoats
and grey, striped trousers.

“How do we look?” Tubby piped.
“Thought we’d better get into these
outfits and pretend to be assistant
managers or something.’”

“Wonderful,” Bill agreed. “But I
thought vou two were broke. Where’d
you get the wardrobe?”’

“There was a mortician’s conven-
tion here last month,” Hicks explained.
““Things were pretty dead, but we man-
aged to get hold of these undertaker’s
suits.”

“Well, change into some zookeeper’s
costume,” Bill sighed. “We’ve got a
wolf in the lobby.”

“l told you these magicians played
rough,” Tubby said, not at all per-
turbed. ‘‘Let’s go see about this.”

“Annabel’s downstairs,” Hicks add-
ed, as they moved to the door. “Just
drank breakfast with her. She told us
you hit the roof last night.”

“What happened to vyou?”
changed the subject, hastily.

“Oh, we were around. Which re-
minds me, we have a date to meet
Mrs. Pratt and Susan Foster at the
Convention Meeting this noon.”

“Who are they?” Bill asked, as
they entered the elevator.

“Our little playmates of last night.
The blondes,” Hicks explained. “Mrs.
Pratt’s ex-husband is President of In-
ternational Legerdemainiacs. That’s
the official name of the Convention,
you know. She doesn’t like him, but
she came here hoping some other
magician might give her a job. She
used to be Pratt’s assistant in the
magic act—he worked under the name
of Houdonit, you know—and she
claims he did a lot of prestidigitation

Bill

with her.”

“You seem to have found out a lot,”
Bill observed.

“Oh, we did,” Tubby assured him.
“Susan Foster wants to get in a magic
act, too. She used to be in burlesque,
and she has a wonderful idea for a
strip-tease. After she removes her
clothing, she vanishes completely.”

THE PARTY emerged f{rom the

elevator on the lobby floor. The
first person Bill saw was Annabel. She
flew Into his arms, and if Bill had any
doubts as to her reality, they were
quickly and firmly dispelled. Bill lost
himself in a long kiss, but he was
called into awareness by a terrible
thing.
The thing was a sound. A howling.
“The wolf!” Tubby exclaimed. Nor
was he alone. An excited knot of
guests clustered along the lobby wall,
out of harm’s way. Over at the regis-
tration desk stood two men—and the
wolf.

Bill stared at the great shaggy
beast, then turned his attention to its
companions. They were equally strange
and equally dismaying. One of them
was tall and gaunt, a cadaverous
fipure muffled 1n a long black cloak.
The other was a walking beard.

Never in his life had Bill seen such
a beard. It was shaggier than the wolf;
a huge white Fuller Brush of a beard
that swept the floor. Somewhere be-
hind the beard a face must have been
concealed, because a red nose pro-
truded through it about four feet from
the floor. Bill judged the beard’s
wearer must be a small man. How he
was attired could not be told. He
might have gone nude i he chose-—lor
no one could appear naked with that
beard.

Wolf, cloak and beard were now
confronting the desk clerk, and an ar-
gument seemed to be In progress.

“I’'m sorry,” the desk clerk was
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saying. “I can’t register a woll.”

“You don’t need to register him,”
came a voice from behind the beard.
“This 1s not a dog show.”

“We do not permit animals, sir.
Everyone who stays here must be reg-
istered.”

“But it’s for the Convention,” the
beard argued. ‘“I’'ve told you a hun-
dred times.”

“Wolves do not belong at Conven-
tions,” was the answer. “I am sure the
rest of the magicians would not ap-
prove. Think of the publicity—the
press will be here, and we’ll even have
a broadcast over the radio tonight. We
can’t afford to have a wolf in the ho-
tel—suppose he howled when we
went on the air? Wolves and radio
don’t mix.”

“On the contrary,” persisted the
beard, ‘““This wolf may come-in handy
on the radio. We could use his paws
for station identification.”

“Sorry, but I cannot give a room to
the wolf,” the desk clerk snapped.

“Let me speak to the manager!” It
was the cloak who spoke now.

“Here 1 go,” Bill muttered, remov-
ing Annabel’s arms from his shoulders.

“No, Bill—keep away!” warned the
girl. ““That wolf looks dangerous. Re-
member what my uncle said about this
Convention. Lots of queer things hap-
pen. Be careful!””

“I’m the manager,” he said. “I’ve
got to take care of these problems or
the hotel will get a bad name.”

He strode resolutely towards the
desk.

“Manager!” vyelled the cloaked
man. “We want the manager!”

““That’s me,” Bill announced. Cloak,

beard and wolf turned and stared at

him. The wolf made a low noise in its
throat and opened a big red mouth.,

Bill quickly dodged to one side and
entered the desk clerk’s cage. “What’s

the trouble?” he asked.
““These gentlemen have just reg-

iIstered here, and they Insist we give a
room to the wolf,” the clerk explained.
“It’s the Convention, of course.”

“I see.” Bill glanced at the ledger

and noted the names of the cloak and
beard.

“You are Pseudo W. Nym?”

The cloak bowed, and the Ilong
white face creased into a smile. “That’s
my stage name, of course,” explained
the cloak. “My real name 1s Onymous.
N. Onymous, to be exact.”

“Greek?”

“From Transylvania. Triladelphia,
Transylvania.”

Bill noted the second name on the
ledger—the beard’s-——and his heart

sank.
“Mr. L. Dritch?”

‘“That is correct.” The beard bowed.

“Dritch. Weren’t you here last
year?”

‘“That is correct,” said the beard. “I
made a preliminary investigation of
the premises. My findings were sat-
isfactory, so this year—as you can
see—I have returned with my f{riends.”

“Very decent of you, I'm sure,”
Bill quavered, eyeing the gigantic
wollf.

“More of them will be arriving this
evening,” Mr. L. Dritch purred,
through the beard. “Some of my
friends do not—er—care to be seen In
daylight.”

“This I can understand.”

“What’s that?r”

“T mean—it will be nice to have
them here. Are they all magicians?”

“Definitely, my dear sir. Thauma-
turgists, necromancers, adepts, cabal-
ists, goetists and evocators. To say
nothing of mages and wizards and
other practitioners of the mantic arts.
This will be, unless 1 greatly err, a
real Convention.” A chuckle filtered
through the beard—a chuckle filled
with malice and dandrutt.

“We’ll try to make you ieel at

home,” Bill promised, wondering
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whether it would be best to keep the
mysterious Mr. Dritch happy until he
thought of a way to get rid of him.
“Anything you want, just ask me.”

“I will do so,” ‘Mr. Dritch nodded.
“Perhaps you could begin by finding
me some raw meat.”

“Raw meat?”’

“For the wolf, here. He's hungry.”

“Never mind that,” the cloaked Mr.
Nym interrupted. “Are there any
children around?”

Bill turned pale.

“He’s very fond of children,” Dritch
explained.

““‘Raw children, that 1s,” added the
cloak.

BILL DECIDED that pleasing

these peculiar guests was out of
the question.

“Now see here,” he said. “One thing
you simply must understand. We can’t
have a wolf staying at this hotel.”

The beard shrugged, and Mr. Dritch
shrugged with it. “But that is just
what I've been trying to tell this stupid
room clerk,” he said. “This isn’t an
ordinary wolf.”

“He’s not?” Bill glanced down at the
great slavering beast as it sniffed
hungrily at his leg.

“Certainly not. He’s really a were-
wolf!"”

“A  were—but that’s impossible,
there are no such things!” Bill turned
and appealed to the group loitering
fearfully in the lobby. “You heard
what he said, folks. Tell himx there are
no such things as werewolves.”

The group was silent, but every eye
stared glassily at the shaggy creature
at Bill’s side.

“You see,” Bill laughed, weakly.
“Nobody believes in a silly supersti-
tion like werewolves any more.”

The wolf opened red jaws.

“All right,” said the wolf, “Have it
your own way, then, smarty. So I'm
not a werewolf. Boo/”

“Good heavens!” Bill peered at the
lobby spectators. “Did you hear what
I heard?”

Apparently they had, because there
wasn’t anybody in the lobby any more.

“Now do we get that room?” purred
Mr. L. Dritch, dusting the carpet with
his long white beard.

“Give them the room,” Bill sighed.
“Give them anything they want, just
so they get that—monster—out of
sight.”

“Fine,” said the cloak. “I want to
go up to my room right away and
change for the Convention meeting.
It must be started in the ballroom
by now.”

“I want to change, too,” remarked
the werewolf. |

“Not in the lobby,” Mr. Dritch
warned.

The desk clerk extended a pen with
a trembling hand. The wolf grasped
it between its teeth and laboriously
scratched a signature in the register.

“Mr. W. Woli” it wrote.

Sighing, the room clerk extended
keys to the trio and they marched
away. Nobody offered to carry their
baggage, and Bill, feeling that the ho-
tel must extend some courtesy even
to such unusual guests, tagged along
to the elevator.

“What about vour luggage?’ he in-
quired.

The man in the cloak turned and
smiled. “Never mind,” he said. “Two
men will bring it up later.”

“Two men?”

“Well, you can’t expect one man
to carry such a load alone,” the cloak
explained. ‘“Ordinarily it takes six,
three to a side. Plus the honorary pall-
bearers, that is.”

Bill didn’t care to ask any more
questions. He went for the corridor,
to find his new assistants and Anna-
bel. The last he saw of Mr. Dritch,

Mr. Nym and Mr. W. Wolf was
when they entered the elevator. The
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hairy trio looked as if they belonged
at a Barber’s Convention, and Bill
heartily wished that’s where they’d
gone.

“Looks
sighed.

‘“‘Right,” said Mr. Hicks, grabbing
him at the hall door and yanking him
through. “Come on into the ballroom.
The Convention’s just started, and all
hell is busting loose!”

like trouble ahead,” he

HE SEVENTH Annual Conven-

tion of the International Leger-
demainiacs at the Hotel Flopmoor,
New York, opened promptly in the
Grand Ballroom at 10 A.M. the
morning of October "30th.

The magicians, some two hundred
in all, including professional stage
and nightclub performers and a large
group of skilled amateurs and hobby-
ists, were welcomed to the two-day
session by Oswald Pratt, better known
to the public as ‘“Houdunit”,

He promised them a business meet-
ing 1n the afternoon and an election
of officers that night; a free tour of
the city next morning, and a Grand
Hallowe’en Ball for the following eve-
ning to wind up the Convention.

But this morning’s session, said Mr.
Pratt, was to be devoted to introduc-
ing a number of prominent and inter-
nationally famous practitioners of 1l-
lusion and deception, who would
speak on new tricks and variations of
old ones.

“The first distinguished guest I
wish to present,” saild Mr. Pratt,
peering down from the stage at the
audience of bearded, goateed and
mustached stage magicians who sat
stiffly in the evening clothes and tur-
bans usually associated with their
deceptive calling, ‘“is that celebrated
mentalist, star of stage, screen, radio
and television—none other than the
famous Dumbinger—who has ar-

ranged to give us a demonstration of

his mind-reading powers and his re-
markable feats of memory. As you
all know,” Mr. Pratt informed his
hearers, ‘“Dumbinger 1s the man who
never misses, the man whose mental
concentration 1s the marvel of the
world today. It 1s a pleasure and a
privilege to present the one and only
Dumbinger—in person!”

There was loud applause. A spot-
light flashed on the stage, Mr. Pratt
bowed and gestured, and—

Nothing happened.

Nobody appeared. Mr. Pratt peered
up at the platform as the crowd
stamped and whistled. He walked
back on the stage. “Mr. Dumbin-
ger!” he called.

A pimply-faced bellboy suddenly
raced down the aisle and whispered
up at the stage. Mr. Pratt nodded
and faced the audience. He held up
his hands for silence.

“I’'m sorry,” he said. “There has
been an error. It seems Mr. Dumbin-
ger forgot his appointment this morn-
ing. As a matter of fact, he has
registered at the wrong hotel. He just
phoned and said he will be down
later as soon as he can find his trou-
sers, which he seems to have mislaid.”

Jeers and hoots from the magicians.
Mr. Pratt, a large, red-taced man,
became if anything larger and more
red-faced. “In his absence,” he said,
“I will carry on myself. Since this
morning session is devoted to 1llu-
sions, I'll show you how I perform
one of my own. It’s a variation of
that famous old standby—sawing a
woman in half.”

Pratt stared into the darkness of
the hall. I have my own equipment
here,” he said, “But I need a volun-
teer. I'm wondering if my former
wife happens to be present. She is
familiar with the trick and may be
kind enough to assist me.”

“Here 1 am, Oswald,” called the
tall blonde who had entered Tubby’s
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life the night before. “I'll be right
UP-”

She took the stage, and there was
more whistling as she bowed to the
onlookers. Pratt rushed to the wings
and presently returned, wheeling a
huge table and a circular saw attached
to an electrical turbine.

“I thought you’d be here, Mabel,”
he whispered to his ex-wife. “And I
hope you’re behaving yourseli. Re-
member our agreement—if I ever
catch you with another man, I cut
off your alimony.”

“You can saw me in half,”’ retort-
ed the blonde, “But if vou cut ofil
my alimony you’ll be sorry.”

BOTH NOW presented smiling

faces to the audience, and the
stunt began. Mrs. Pratt lay down on
the table. Pratt went into his patter
routine. He placed a box over the
blonde’s body and then set his elec-
tric saw above her midriff. He turned
on the current. Spotlights flashed on
the gleaming circle of steel as the
motor hummed and the saw rasped.
It bit into the board, cut through the
wood, sliced through the blonde’s
body, sliced through the table Dbe-
neath. There was a hiss and a roar.

Pratt moved the two halves of the
table apart, showing Mrs. Pratt’s head
and bust separated from her legs and
torso. There was loud applause.

Presently he covered the two halves
with a cloth, waved a small wand,
and caused a cloud of smoke to cover
the entire table. When the cloud waft-
ed away he lifted the cloth and Mrs.
Pratt jumped down from the table,
smiling and exhibiting a whole body
once again.

There was louder and prolonged
applause.

And at this moment a voice in the
audience cried, ‘“Fake!”

“Fake?” gasped Mr. Pratt.

“Fakel” yelled the -voice. “A great

big fake!”

At this juncture, Hicks had noticed
the uproar and dragged Bill down
the hall towards the ballroom. As he
entered it with Annabel and Tubby
tagging along, the cries of “IFake!”
grew louder and more furious. The
entire meeting was 1n a tumult.

- “Who calls me a fake?” Pratt de-
manded, staring into the darkness
and trying to locate the voice.

HI dOI”

“And who, pray tell, are your”

“Archie!” yelled the voice. “Archie
the Archfiend!”

“Never heard of you,” DPratt
snapped. “Who books your”

“Nobody. I’'m on my own.”

“Where'd you appear last?”

“I never perform in public,” Archie
yvelled back. “People don’t appreciate
my type of magic.”

Mr. Pratt forced a laugh. “You see,
gentlemen?” he asked the crowd.
“Here is a rank amateur, who has
never even appeared on the stage,
challenging my illusion. I suppose you
object to my timing?”’

“I object to the whole thing”
Archie called up. “It’s all a fake.
That big saw and that box and black
cloth—all a lot of hooey, that’s what
it 1s. You can’t saw a woman in halt
and make it look real.”

“Perhaps you can do better?’’ chal-
lenged Mr. Pratt, in a fine red rage
that went nicely with his white gar-
denia.

‘“Sure I can. Matter of fact, I wilL.”

The small figure came down the
aisle and clambered up to the stage.
Bill and his companions saw a little
portly man with a snub nose who
looked more like a burlesque comic
than a magician. He peered taunting-
ly up at the huge Mr. Pratt.

“Well, here I am,” he said. “Ready
to go. Of course, I didn’t bring a girl
with me, you know.”

‘“‘Excuses,”” snorted Pratt. “L
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thought so! Cheap excuses! Well, you
won’t get out of this so easily. We
can get you an assistant from the
crowd, can’t we?”

“You mean some girl would be
willing for me to saw her?” asked
Archie, incredulously.

“Why not? How about my ex-wife,
here?”

But Mrs. Pratt shook her head.
“Sorry. Once is enough. Besides, I'm
afraid of this character. He looks
like a schizophrenic to me.”

“Like a what?” demanded Archie,
red hair bristling.

“Schizophrenic,” repeated  Mrs.
Pratt. “You know—split personality.”

“Lay on the table and I'll split
your personality for you,” Archie of-
fered. But the tall blonde moved
away. “You see?” said Archie. “I
can’t do it without a volunteer.”

“I’ll take a chance.” A {eminine

voice rose from the darkness of the
hall.

MOMENT later the girl ap-

peared—a slim, blackhaired
young woman clad in slacks. “I ain‘t
a professional,” she explained, “but
I've always wanted a chance to go on
the stage on account of my friends all
say I'm lousy with talent.” GShe
snapped her gum roguishly at Mr.
Pratt.

“Will she do?” Pratt demanded of
Archie. |

“Why not? No great loss.” Archie
rubbed his hands. “Now for the
equipment.”

“Want to use my table and box
and saw?”’

“No. Who needs all that crud?”
Archie shrugged. “That’s just what
I mean about fakes. I want to show
you all how to really do a saw rou-
tine. All I need is a chair and a saw.
A regular hand saw.”

“Hand saw?”

A Dbellhop was fetched and dis-

patched to bring back a saw from
the basement. Archie strutted before

the crawd.
“You never saw an act like
this before,”” he told them. “This

will give you a real thrill. T learned
my magic the hard way—no props
for me, no siree! Here, stretch out,
honey, and relax while I cut up.”

The girl bent back over a low
chair, resting her trunk against the
seat.

“This is awfully nice of you to
help,”” Archie crooned at her. “You
sure you don’t mind?”

“Not if it helps me professionally,”
the girl assured him. “It—it won’t
hurt, will it?”

“Of course not. I told you I'm a
real magician. So I'll make sure you
don’t feel a thing.”

The. bellboy returned with a hand-
saw—a gleaming, wicked little thing.
Archie hefted it. “Used to play one
like this back on the farm,” he mused.
“That was before I got on the Arthur
Godfrey Amateur Show.”

“Never mind the autoblography,”
snarled Pratt. “You made some dirty
remarks about my trick. You prom-
ised to show us how you saw a wom-
an in half. Now get going, and let
the chips fall where they may.”

‘“Hips,” corrected Archie the Arch-
fiend, sweetly. “All right, here we
go.”

He picked up the saw and poised
over the young lady’s midriff.

“Hey, wait!”’ Pratt exclaimed. “No
cloth? No patter to the audience? No
misdirection or sleight of hand?”

“Naw!” Archie grunted. ‘‘That’s
the beauty part of my trick. I just
saw her, see? See-saw. Right out in
front of everybody. Like—this.”

And he took the saw and began to
saw the girl in half.

There was no noise, no smoke, no
black cloths fluttering, no music, no
drama. Just a stout little man sawing
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pieces.”’
“But it didn’t hurt—it’s a trick,”
MHe raised the saw in a gesture of triumph and the girl persisted.
stepped back. The table—and the girl—had partfed “Sure, that’s the trick, doing it so
in the middle, the pieces falling to the floor it doesn’t hurt, and so you're still
alive. But you’re in two pieces, all
right.”

The audience rose.

It was true. The girl was in two
pieces, all right or all wrong. One
piece consisted of head, bust and
arms. The other piece was legs and

torso.
“There you are,” called Archie the

a shapely brunette across the mid-
dle with a plain carpenter’s handsaw.
The saw sliced into her, the little man
worked away, and pretty soon the
saw came out the other side.

“Hey!” yelled the girl. “I’'m chil-
ly!?l‘

“Fresh air blowing on yer stom-
ach,” Archie explained. “You’re open
at (he middle now, see? In two
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Archfiend. “That’s what I call really
sawing a woman in half.”

“Good Lord!” wyelled Pratt. “He
—he did it! I can see she’s been
bifurcated.”

“Watch yer language, buddy,” cau-
tioned Archie.

“You—you mean I'm really cut in
two?” wailed the brunette, ‘“Actual-
Iy??l

“Actually.”

“But I didn’t know—and how will
this help me professionally—ooh, 1t’s
true!”’ gasped the girl, looking down
and seeing her legs wiggling on the
floor as her torso moved independent-
ly of her own volition.

CREAMS rose from the audience.

Annabel grasped Bill’s arm tight-
ly. “See what I mean about magi-
cians?”’ she whispered.

“Do something!” yelled Mr. Pratt
at Archie, who stood smiling and
pointing at the divided girl.

“What more do you want?” asked
Archie. “I told you what I'd do and
I did it.”

“Put me back together,
gasped the girl.

“Yes—hurry up and put her back
together!” Pratt moaned.

“Sorry. That’s not part of the
trick,” Archie smiled. “I never said
I would put her together again. Mat-
ter of fsct, I don’t know how to.
Never got any instructions, and like I
say, this is the first time I really
tried to saw a woman in half.”

“But I can’t stay like this,” the
girl screeched.

“Why not? You’re alive, and noth-
Ing hurts you, does it? Why beef?”

“Oooh!” The girl tried to sit up
but failed, since she no longer had
anything to sit up with, let alone on.
“Why, you sawed-off little squirt—"

“Look who’s calling me sawed-off!”
chuckled Archie.

“Stop him!” yelled Pratt, as the
little man walked away.

quick!”’

“Yes—stop him!” the girl echoed.

The audience still wasn’t quite
sure if the whole thing was a gag
or not. Now they learned the ghastly
truth. For as Archie walked away,
the girl followed him.

To be exact, the legs Iollowed him.
The legs and torso got up from the
chair and began to chase him through
the hall. '

The sight of the trunkless torso
moving through the darkness was a
little too much for the magicians at
large. They began to run, too. So
did Bill and Annabel and Hicks and
Tubby.

As for Mr. Pratt, he stood on
the stage and stared at the head and
arms of the sawed-up girl.

“I can’t make heads nor tails out
of all this,” Pratt sighed.

“Do something!” she yelled.

“Yeah,” Pratt muttered, to himself.
“I guess I'd better.” Picking up the
gavel, he banged lustily and yelled,
“Meeting is adjourned.”

But nobody heard him. The dark-
ened hall was completely empty.
Pratt’s last glimpse of the audience
consisted of a vision of Archie the
Archfiend, struggling to worm his
way through the crowd at the rear
exit, while the animated torso of a
woman kicked him in the pants.

CERNTOW WHAT do we do?” Bill

groaned, as Annabel dragged
him along the corridor.

‘“Relax,” the girl advised, panting
and lashing out at the crowd. “Be
like me,” she told him punching
one of the fleeing magicians 1n the
ribs, “Keep calm and cool.”

“Yes,” Hicks shouted, above the
din, as he ripped the coat of the man
ahead of him, “Don’t get excited!”

Tubby, who was running inter-
ference, grunted in assent as they
moved out into the lobby.

“But this will ruin the hotel’s repu-
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tation,” Bill objected. “We'll lose all
our business.”

“Take it easy. In a couple of hours
everybody will have forgotten about
the whole thing. The story will be
twisted around until everyone thinks
it was all a gag. These magicians are
a wild bunch anyway. Look—they're
not checking out. They’re just head-
ing for the bar to drown their mem-
ories.”

The girl spoke truly. Bill could
see the guests crowding into the cock-
tail lounge.

“We’ll have to make plans, though,”
he warned. “Remember those awiul
creatures who checked in this morn-
ing with Mr. Dritch? Wait until they
get loose—"

‘“WVe’ll think about that problem
later,” Hicks promised. “When we’re
equipped to handle it.”

“He means when we’re drunk,”
Tubby supplied, unhelpfully. They
halted beiore the elevators and Bill
peered around, trying to locate Archie
the Archfiend and his pursuer. But
the little redheaded sorcerer and his
unusual better half were nowhere to
be seen.

“Time to go,” Hicks remarked,
glancing at his watch. “We have a
date for lunch with Mrs. Pratt and
Susan Foster, remember? Are vyou
two joining us?’’

“Not at the moment,” Bill sighed.
“I couldn’t stand the thought of eat-
ing lunch while the bottom half of a
woman 1s running loose in this hotel.”

“That sounds a little odd, but I
guess I get what you mean,” Annabel
conceded. “You and I will stay here,
then. See you boys later.”

She waved farewell to Hicks and
Tubby as the twosome took their
leave, and the elevator went up.

“Come on,” Bill said, grabbing
Annabel’s arm. “I’ve got work to do.”

“What sort of work?”

“Well, I'm the manager., I'd better

find out what this is all about.” He
led Annabel to the offices behind the
registration desk. There he Iintro-
duced himself to the hotel steward,
the comptroller, the assistant manager,
a Mr. Al Gonquin, and several other
dignitaries who had all been informed
of Bill’s new job by Manager Bipple
before he left.

Bill said as little as possible. He
asked polite questions about how
things were going, indicated his ap-
proval of arrangements for the day,
and rejoiced in the knowledge that
news of the terrible scene in the ball-
room had not yet come to their at-
tention.

“Why, running a hotel seems to be
easy,” Bill confided te the girl as
they left. “All you need is a lot of
guests and some beds.”

“A great theory,” Annabel agreed.
“I'm all for it, myself. Shall we go
upstairs and relax a bit?”

‘“Not yet.” Bill was grimly deter-
mined. “I've got to solve this business
about the sawed-up woman. Go to
the desk and ask Al Gonquin to call
a meeting over in the service room. I
want to speak to all the bellboys, and
also to the hou. = detective.”

EN MINUTES later a dozen bell-

boys and the house detective
faced Manager Bill Dawson in the
small room off the lobby. The house
dick was properly apologetic for
events of the previous evening.

“lI didn’t know you was the man-
ager,”” he explained, “or else I
wouidn’t have paid no attention how
many people you had in bed with
you.” The bellboys exchanged won-
dering smirks at this.

“Thank vyou,” said Bill, with a
pained smile. “Let’s consider the in-
cident closed. I trust it will not hap-
pen again.”

“Oh that’s all right,” the house dick
beamed. “You can do it again tonight
if you like. Round up a whole bunch
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and climb into bed right in the lobby
if you like, it’s OK with—"

“Kindly shut your fat mouth,” Bill
snapped. “Now, men, let’s get down to
business. I have called this meeting
for a very serious reason. The good
name and reputation of the Flopmoor
is at stake. No guest should be In-
formed of what I have to say here,
and it will be your duty to conceal
the facts wherever possible.”

“You can trust us, boss,” said the
head bellhop.

‘“‘Good. Briefly, I want to warn you
all about a certain woman, or rather,
a certain portion of a certain woman.
Her bottom half is running around
loose.”

“What?”

“I mean—oh, how can I explain
it? I want you all to conceal the
bottom half of this woman. Don’t let
it get out whatever you do.”

‘“Please, sir,” said one of the bell-
boys. “I don’t quite understand. Do
you want us to find this loose woman
for you and bring her herer”

“No. Just the bottom half is what
interests me—I mean, it’s chasing af-
ter the guests and I want it to stop.”

“What’s its name?r” asked the house
detective. “I don’t recall us register-
ing half a woman before.”

“We didn’t,” Bill gulped, desperate-
ly. “She was all right when she came
in. It’s just that somebody cut her in
two iIn the ballroom recently—"’

“Then it’s murder!” shouted the
detective. “I’ll call police—homicide—
we’ll tail the guy that cut her—”

‘“He’s already being tailed,” Bill
explained. “By her lower limbs. Can't
you understand? This bottom half
1sn’t dead, it’s very much alive, and—
oh, Annabel, help me!”

Annabel patted the stricken man on
the shoulder and took over. In a few
words she explained the unusual situa-
tion to the bellhops and the detec-
tive. They promised faithfully to keep

on the lookout for the animated torso
and try to bring 1t back to the upper
portion of the woman in the ballroom.
“Don’t let that half get away, either,”
Annabel warned. “You'd better spht
up; some of you look for one section,
some for the other.”

Then Annabel led Bill away, as the
bellhops tossed coins, heads or tails,
to determine which half they would
look for.

“You need a drink after all this,”
she suggested. “And some rest. Let’s
go up to your room and take things
easy for a while.”

“All right,” Bill agreed. “But we
can’t stop work now. I want to be
prepared for those magicians—no tell-
ing what Mr. Dritch will be up to.
If he animated furniture last year,
Lord knows what to expect now.”

The lobby was quiet once more.
Bill stopped at the desk to order
sandwiches and a bottle of rye sent
up to his room, and then escorted An-
nabel to the elevator.

“Wonder what Hicks and Tubby
are doing?” she mused, as they as-
cended. She was not long in finding
out.

The elevator came to rest on the
second floor and two men entered,
casting nervous glances over their
shoulders. Both of them wore violent
bathrobes and still more violent

frowns. The elder of the two, disre-

garding Bill and Annabel completely,
grumbled to his companion in low
tones.

“There I lay,” he muttered, ‘“when
all of a sudden the door opens and
these two women come running in
like all hell was at their heels. Into
the washroom they go and turn on
the showers, just like that.”

“You don’t say!” commented his
companion,

“I do say. So I yelled through the
door and asked them what they
thought they were doing. ‘We'’re tak-
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ing a bath’ one of them yells back. So
I asked ‘Why?’ and she says ‘Be-
cause we’re drunk, that’s why, and
we want to sober up fast so we can
drink some more. And don’t come 1n,
because the tub is crowded and be-
sides, we’re only half-dressed.” Then
they started to laugh and I got out
of there.”

“Lucky I came along in the hall,”
remarked the second man. ‘“What are
you going to do about it all?”

“I’'m going to find the manager and
complain about those half-dressed
women.”’

‘““That’s going to sound funny com-
plaining about half-dressed women, I
mean,”’ mused the second man.

“Well, I'll make the manager find
them and throw them out, whoever
they are.”

“How will you recognize them if
they’re only half-dressed?” his friend
pondered. “I mean, they all sort of
look alike that way, don’t they?”

“Don’t tell me there’s any more of
them in this hotel,” said the first
man, hastily. “I came here for a rest.
And there’s darn little rest with those
half-dressed women around.”

“Or any bhalf-dressed women,” his
companion added thoughtfully.

ILL SHRANK back in the corner

and hid his face. The elevator

paused on the fourth floor and al-
lowed another passenger to enter—a
scantily-clad man who was attired
quite simply in a small bath towel. He
looked bewildered and apologetic as
he addressed the occupants of the
Car.

“Have you noticed any half-dressed
women running around?”’ he inquired.

“Do you want a half-dressed wom-
an?’”’ asked Annabel, curiously.

“Gawd no, lady—I've had my fill
of them!” groaned the small man.

“Frank, aren’t you?”, Annabel re-
plied. “You and your half-dressed
women.”

“Quit saying that word, lady,”
begged the man. “Half-dressed women
have ruined my day. And that’s not
the worst.”

The elevator-boy was so engrossed
in this story that he failed to start
the car. The little man in the bath
towel buttonholed him and continued
his tale of woe. “I came into my room
a little while ago and there they were,
two women lying right on my bed,
fast asleep.”

“They’re pretty fast awake, too,”
Annabel offered. But the little man
ignored her. “So I went over to wake
them up and all of a sudden I stum-
bled on something lying on the floor.
I was standing on a man’s stomach.”

“Go on,” said Bill, softly, although
he was beginning to realize who the
man was talking about.

“By this time I was a little con-
fused, I guess. Because I kicked this
man quite hard in the face. He slid
under the bed, but believe it or not,
as soon as he disappeared another
man stuck his head out from down
there and began to curse me. By
this time the women woke up and
the other man crawled out and all
four of them began chasing me
around the room, drunk as coots.

“I tried to talk to the tall man,
the one who wore glasses—and he
said they were unfrocked members of
the Ku Klux Klan and if I would
undress they would make me Supreme
Kleagle. Then I could join them in
the big hunt.

“So I asked what they were hunt-
ing for, only half-dressed like that,
and what do you think they told
mer”’

“What?” asked Annabel.

“They said they were looking for
half a woman. Half a woman, mind
you—and just the bottom half at
that. Said she, or it, was running
loose somewhere in the hotel and they
had to find her. Told me to be on the
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lookout for a pair of green slacks with
nothing up above.

“And all the time they were telling
me this, they kept pulling off my
clothes—said they were going to use
me for a decoy for this half-whatzis.

“So I told them they were crazy,

and drunk, and to get out of my
room. I even went over to the door
and opened it. And then—"

The little man gulped and shud-
dered. He nearly dropped the bath-
towel in his agitation.

“So help me, when I opened the
door, in marched half a woman! A
pair of green slacks and nothing else.
Just a torso—but even more so, if
you know what I mean!

““They all jumped on her, or it, and
it tried to kick, but they wrapped
it up in a sheet, and I saw my chance
and ran for the elevator. And here
I am.”

“And here we are,” said Annabel,
as the elevator stopped on their floor.
She turned to the elevator operator.
“Boy, take these gentlemen down-
stairs and see that valet service pro-
vides them with fresh wardrobes. Then
send them all into the bar for some
refreshment. On the house, of course,
compliments- of the management. We'll
see that the rooms are cleaned up for
them again.”

“Thanks, lady,” said the little man.
“Are you the manager?”

“He 1is,”” Annabel indicated Bill.
“And those drunks are just relatives.
You know how it is with relatives—
got to put up with them, can’t kick
them out. I trust you’ll pardon the
whole affair.”

“All right with me,” agreed the big
man in the bathrobe. “I'd pardon any-
‘thing for a drink right now.” He
peered at Bill. “So they’re your rela-
tives, eh?” he mused. “Well, if I
may ask just one question—what rela-
tion are you to that half of a wom-
any”’
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“Oh, she’s my half-sister,” Bill re-
plied.

“Of course, now I get it,” the man
said, as they exited. A slow look of
doubt crept over his face. “But
wait—" he cried.

Bill and Annabel didn’t wait. They
hastened to his room.

“I hope they sent up that bottle,”
he sighed. “I need a drink right now
more than those men. What a panic
this turned out to be—and imagine,
me, wanting a drink!”

“Do you good, Annabel said.

T DID. The bottle and sandwiches

waited, but not for long. Bill and
the girl sat down and ate. And drank.
And drank some more. It was getting
on towards afternoon, and Bill felt
the need of relaxation. Once more life
had resumed its unreal quality; things
were happening much too fast, and
there seemed to be no solution save
an alcoholic one. One drink led to
another.

Annabel sat down on the edge of
Bill’s chair and stroked his hair as he
poured into the glasses.

“It may be a little strange to you,
all this excitement, but I hope you're
having fun,” she murmured. |

‘““Yes, I am, heaven help me!” Bill
sighed. He was having a good time,
and it bothered him. Bill, like most
sedentary souls, had always looked
on pleasure as something that one
watched, not as something one did.
One was offered the pleasure of mu-
sic, reading, seeing entertainment—
but the idea of participation was
something new. And yet here he was,
plunged into a whirl of pleasurable
events. It was too much to cope with,
so he took refuge in drink. The liquor
warmed and worked in him.

“So much has happened,” he told
the girl. “Up to a few days ago all
this was strange to me. Believe it or
not, in the town I come from, 1'd
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never stayed out all night. I'd never
had anything to drink but a glass or
two of beer. And I'd never—well, 1
mean—"’

“You’d never met a girl like me,”
Annabel supplied, helpfully. “Sorry
now?"’

“How can you say that?’’ Bill took
another drink, a big one. He felt very
flushed and feverish, but pleasantly
so. “You’re wonderful, Annabel. You
and Hicks and Tubby—I suppose I
shouldn’t approve of the things you
say and the things you do, but I lke
it. Every bit of it. Take this drink-
Ing, now. You know, I'm almost get-
ting drunk.”

“Almost?” Annabel giggled. “I'd
say you were quite drunk, pet. Quite,
quite drunk.”

Bill scowled defiantly. “Wrong,” he

sald. “Changed my mind. I'm all
right.”

“How could vyou tell?” Annabel
teased.

“Well, for instance—i1f I started to
see funny animals. Like, maybe pen-
guins. If I saw a penguin walk into
this room I’d be drunk.” |

‘“Penguins don’t walk,” Annabel
said. “They waddle.”

“So does my Aunt Minnie,”” Bill
answered. ‘‘And she’s no penguin.”

“My Uncle George is a Moose,”
Annabel offered.

“Don’t confuse me,” said the tipsy
young man, taking another big swal-
low from his glass. “We were talking
about something else. Drunks and
penguins,”’

“Did you ever see a drunken pen-

guin?”’ asked Annabel, innocently.
“They have Arctic circles under their
eyes.”’

{((TTY

iow true,” Bill murmured. “How
too, too true.”

“Now 1 know you're drunk,” said
the girl. “Come and let me put vour
head under the faucet. You've got to
sober up.”

“Oh, no—I'm sober’s a judge!?”

At this ill-favored moment the door
of the room opened.

“Quick!” Bill sprang to his {eet.
“The police must be here!” But it
was not a policeman who entered the
room, It was a duck.

A large, white, fat duck waddled
into the room and sanity fled before
it.

Bill bounded away to the wall.

““Good Lord! I must be drunk—it is
a penguin!”

Annabel stared calmly at the duck
as it waddled across the carpet, but
Bill howled.

“Yes, I am drunk, all right, Get
me a doctor!”’

““That’s no penguin, dear. That’s
only a duck.”

“Then pget a quack!” Bill, un-
nerved by the notion of being under
the influence of alcohol, suddenly
dropped to his hands and knees and
crawled hastily towards the door. The
duck waddled behind him, seeming
to examine his retreating flanks In
sly silence. Suddenly the bird extended
its beak and Bill rose with a wild
squeal. He darted at the bird, but it
waddled into the washroom.

Bill sighed in relief. “Thank heav-
ens it's gone,” he breathed. “Give me
a drink.” He started across the floor,
then half-tripped over an object ly-
ing on the carpet. It was round, and
white, and shiny.

“A duck egg!” yelled the harassed
young man. “It laid an egg on my
carpet!”’

Annabel laughed, then stopped as
her eyes encountered an apparition
pecring through the open doorway.

T WAS a face—a big, coarse face,
followed by an even bigger and
coarser body. The coarse face had a
coarse voice, too.
‘“Pardon me, folks,” said the face,
in an offensive manner. ‘“But have
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youse happened to see my duck?”

“Do you want to show us a duck?”
asked Annabel, politely.

“No,” the face denied. “I’'m lookin’
fer one. Is it loose in here, my duck?”

“I've seen your duck, all right!”
Bill suddenly yelled. “And if I ever
see it again, 'l knock the stuifing
out of 1t.”

“But it ain’t a stuffed duck, Mis-
ter,”” whined the face. “It’s a live
one.”

“I’ll say it’s a live one,” Bill pant-
ed. “Look at this.” And he thrust the
newly-laid egg under the nose of the
face in the doorway.

“What’s the matter with 1t?” the
face inquired. “That there’s a good
eggz. Duck eggs is worth money. Don’t
get sore, Mister—just tell me where
my duck is and I’ll go away.”

“What do you want with the duck,
anyway?”’ Annabel asked.

“I’m a poultry-fancier,” replied the
face, proudly.

“Well, we didn’t fancy this partic-
ular specimen.”

The face became suspicious. ‘“Come
clean now, folks. Where’s my duck?
What did youse do with it?”

“What can a person do with a duck
anyway?” Annabel inquired.

The face was not convinced.
youse kill my duck?” it accused.

“Do we look like a couple of duck-
murderers?” gibbered Bill.

“Well, somethin’ happened to it,”
mused the face. ‘“Been plenty of fun-
ny business in this hotel today, I
hear. Duck busted outta the crate
downstairs when I brung it to deliver
to some magicians for the conven-
tion here. It’s a trained duck, see?
Does tricks. Magicians said they
wanted a duck so as they could make
it vanish. Well, it vanished, all right.
S0 I follers it up here. Somethin’ hap-
pened to it, and you folks had better
pay the bill.”

“What bill?”

“Did

Annabel wanted to
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know in an insistent voice.

‘“Why, the bill for my duck.”

“But your duck already has a bill,”
Annabel argued. “I saw it.”

‘“And I felt it,”” Bill grated, rubbing
his memento pamfully

This tipsy argument did none of the
participants any good. The face be-
came irate. “Come on, youse killed
my duck and youse know it. Pay up
and quit squawking!”

As if to refute his words, an ago-
nized squawk now issued from behind
the washroom door. Bill raced over,

The duck was swimming merrily
about in the bath-tub.

Something snapped inside Bill at
the sight. He reeled forward and
plunged into the tub, seeking to
strangle the mocking bird.

He slipped and struck his head—
and went out, cold.

Bill came to five minutes later, on
the sofa, with Annabel’s arms around
him.

“It’s all right now,” she soothed.
“The duck is gone. And guess who's
here?”’

‘“The half-woman,” Bill groaned.

“Wrong!” Hicks peered over the
side of the sofa. “It’s me and Tubby.
We captured the half-woman and took
her downstairs to be glued together
or something. Anyway, she’s out of
the way, now, and everything is quiet.
Aren’t you glad we fixed things?”

“Sure,” Bill sighed. “I heard about
it in the elevator. You and those
women. Such vulgar antics!”

“What you need, {riend—aside
from a drink, which is coming right
up, that is—is a vacation from the
hotel business,” Tubby told him.

“Right, an excellent idea,” Hicks
chimed in. “Let’s all go away f{rom
here and relax. We'll pick up the
girls and find a spot to drink in.,”

“Now stop that!” Bill raged. “I'm
through with vulgarity! I'd like some-
thing cultured and refined.”
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“The very thing,” Annabel ex-
claimed. “Let’s take Bill to the bh-
brary. Or maybe a museum.”

“Why not?” Hicks agreed. “I’ll call
Mrs. Pratt and Susan and tell them
to meet us downstairs. Let the Magi-
cian’s Convention run itself this eve-
ning. We’'ll get away from it all and
have some nice, cultured, refined
fun.”

Bill groaned as Annabel assisted
him to his feet. “This sounds too good
to be true,” he sighed. “I've got a
sneaking hunch we’re heading for
trouble.”

“What kind of trouble can you have
iIn a museum?” Tubby wanted to
know.

He soon found out.

E PARTY met Mrs. Pratt and
Susan Foster in the lobby.

“What’s up?” asked Mrs. Pratt,
sweetly.

“We're going to acquire culture,”
Hicks told her. This remark did not
exactly kindle a look of enthusiasm on
the blonde’s face, and Marmaduke
Hicks hastened to ask, “What’s the

matter? Don’t you girls want to be
cultivated?”

“Certainly,” Susan Foster agreed.
“My room number is—"

“Never mind!” Bill broke in. “I’'m
thinking of education.”

“I’ll handle your education,” Anna-
bel said. “You’re my star pupil.”

“I don’t like this,” Mrs. Pratt re-

marked, as Tubby hailed a taxi.
“That ex-husband of mine is very
jealous, you know. He'’s been trying
to get something on me for years.
Wants to stop paying alimony. And I
think he’s been spying. If he finds
me running around with strange
men—"’

“Oh, we’re not strangers,” Hicks
assured. “We’ve been introduced.”

“Nevertheless, I’'m worried.”

“Come on,” Tubby coaxed, as the

cab pulled up. He gave an address to
the driver as the party took seats.
Annabel climbed in last, completely
ruining Bill’s shoe-shine, and seated
herself on his lap, ruining his morale.
The taxi jolted along.

In a few moments the vehicle halt-
ed before a large cafe. “Here we are,”
Tubby announced. The Cafe de Paree.
Run by a little Frenchman named Le
Vinsky.”

‘“Here, this is no museum!” Bill
protested.

“Don’t be impatient. We’'ll get there.
Just thought we ought to have a little
refreshment first to tide us over.”

‘“Have you no appreciation of
art?” Bill raged. “They tell me the
Metropolitan is showing a glassware
collection from ancient ruins.”

“They have some ancient bottles in
here,”” Tubby soothed, “I appreciate
them very much. And their contents
will turn you into a magnificent ruin.”

Bill, protesting, found Annabel
dragging him in after the rest of the
party, and soon the six were seated at
a table near the orchestra. The noise
depressed Bill so that he drank sev-
eral stiff highballs without thinking.
The others needed no encouragement.
It was some time before a now befud-
dled Bill rose in determination.

“Enough of this,” he announced.
“We're going to a museum if it kills
us. Come on, you promised!”

Another taxi took them down to the
Metropolitan, which appeared to be
closed for the night. “Too late,”” Tub-
by mformed them. “We might as well
go back to the cafe.”

“No you don’t!” Bill was stubborn.
“If we do that, we’ll just get into trou-

ble. I want a museum—any museum
will do.”

“Okay, buddy.” The cab-driver en-
tered into the conversation abruptly.
“Museum it is. Let’s go.”

They went.

“Here you are, Buster!” The cab-
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driver ground-to a halt and gestured
up at a large, dingy-looking structure
over which hung the legend, Imperial
Wax Museum.

“But this isn’t a regular museum,”
Bill groaned. ‘“Let’s go somewhere
else.”

“Yes,” Hicks agreed. “No wax mu-
seum for me. Who wants to look at a
lot of candles?”

“Only one open this time o’night,”
the driver argued.

“All right. Come on in.” Bill dis-
embarked and helped the girls alight.
They approached the door and paid
admission to a dyspeptic and doleful
doorman,

“Why so sad, friend?”
asked, with alcoholic amiability.

“You'd be sad, too,” the man re-
plied, “if you had nothing else to do
all day but look at a lot of dummies.”

““‘Here, now, no insults.”

“I mean the waxworks,” assured
the doorkeeper. “Give me the creeps,
they do. Dummies all day long, that’s
all T see.”

“Don’t take it so hard—Ilook what
it did for Edgar Bergen.”

This remark was lost on the door-
keeper. “It ain’t so much the job it-
self,” he babbled. *“It’s the bloodiness
of the thing. Regular chamber of hor-
rors. I get the shakes just thinking
about it.”

Tubby

TH'E PARTY passed inside, then

regretted it. For it was a cham-
ber of horrors they entered, and no
mistake. Some sweet, sadistic soul had
executed the wax figures, and they
were fiendishly calculated to inspire
shudders. After looking around, Bill
decided the designer should have been
executed himself. The place was a
domicile of dread.

At this evening hour the dim rooms
were deserted, save for the sextette,
and the wax figures assumed added

terror in the silence.

“Have a drink,” Tubby whispered,
producing a pint bottle from his in-
side pocket. For once, Bill did not ob-
ject, but swallowed as eagerly as the
rest. In a moment, coniidence re-
stored, the party proceeded.

Jack the Ripper—Landru—Gilles de
Retz—Dr. Crippen—Salome with the
head of John the Baptist—Black-
beard the Pirate-—the beheading of
Anne Bolyen—the assassination of
Marat—the murder of Rasputin—the
Inquisition—the Cleveland Torso
Slayings—all passed in review.

By now the party was growing
gruesomely gay. A few nips from the
bottle primed them against horror,
and Mrs. Pratt giggled a trifle hys-
terically. Annabel clung to Bill and
her nearness did things to his heart
and head. He was almost content to
give up the goal of culture. A certain
recklessness rose in him, an urge to
plunge madly into the sea of life and
battle the waves until he reached the
Happy Isles. Annabel did this to
him and he no longer wanted to fight
against it. He was ready {for any-
thing; or almost anything except what
happened.

It was at this dangerous moment
that another party entered the muse-
um. It consisted of two heavy-set,
thick-jowled men Bill remembered
having seen back at the cafe they had
stopped at for a drink. One of the big
fellows seemed even more familiar;
Bill did his best to remember his

‘name.

“l1 could swear they came here,”
sald the taller and fatter of the two to
his companion. “I wonder what she’s
pulling off now?”

“Heavens!” whispered the divorcee,
suddenly ducking behind a pillar.
“That man is my ex-husband, Mr.
Pratt.”

At the mention of the man’s name,
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Tubby giggled.

“Don’t laugh!” breathed the wom-
an, furiously. “He’s got his lawyer
with him. They’re after my alimony,
all right.”

“What’ll we do?”” Hicks asked. “We
don’t want to let him get his hands
on that.”

“Shut up and get out of here, fast,”
Mrs. Pratt hissed.

It seemed that everybody took an
immediate dislike to Mr. Oswald
Pratt. The beefy magician was much
more like a typical big business man:
big-muscled, big-shouldered, big-voiced
and big-headed. The type of man who
smoked expensive cigars, told cheap
jokes, and knew only one master—
the Almighty Dollar, which he am-
biguously referred to as “Success”.
Mrs. Pratt, in fact, had divorced him
mainly because he insisted on refer-
ring to her as “the little woman.”

All this she hastily explained to her
friends in a whisper as the two men
peered about the gloomy corridors of
the wax museum. ‘“Now, let’s sneak
out before he sees me,” she concluded.

ICKS PRODUCED the bottle
again and passed it hastily.
“Wait,” he told them, “I have a great
idea.” He proceeded to explain it
quickly in muffled tones. It was re-
ceived with subdued but inebriated en-
thusiasm. A moment later the little
group scattered off into the dimness,
each bent on his or her own errand.
Meanwhile Mr. Pratt and his legal
friend, “Honest John” O’Toole, paced
rapidly down the center corridor.

“See anybody?” Pratt snapped im-
patiently. ‘“Don’t know where they
could have gone to.”

“If they’re here, we’ll find them,”
the legal eagle assured him. He
glanced intently about him in the gath-
ering gloom, but his professional eye
was attracted by the fascinating pa-
rade of criminal activity displayed

here. Before he realized it, O’Toole
had taken up a position before the
Gilles de Retz display and was gazing
happily at the spectacle of Monsieur
de Retz assaulting one of his wives
with a long, sinister-looking knife.

“What’s this?” demanded Pratt,
halting beside the exhibit.

“Gilles de Retz,” the lawyer ex-
plained. “French guy who killed his
wives. Regular Bluebeard, that baby
WﬂS.”

“Good for him,” Pratt muttered. “I
wish to heaven I'd handled mine that
way.” He chewed his cigar viciously as
he considered the last statement.
“Yes,” he continued, “I should have
tried this on Dorothy.”

“Why not?” said O’Toole, humor-
ing his employer. “They say this was
quite common in them old royal fam-
ilies.”

“I come from a very old family,”
observed Pratt, proudly.

“Yeah?”’ sneered a voice out of no-
where. “Which one—the Jukes or the
Kallikuks?”

Pratt, thinking this remark came
from his companion, became indig-
nant. “I’ll have you know,” he
snapped, “that my ancestors came
over on the Mavflower.”

“Is that so?” mocked the wvoice.
“Well, it’s a good thing the immigra-
tion laws are stricter now.”

Pratt became livid. “What’s that?”
he demanded, collaring O’ Toole.

“T didn’t say anything. Not a word.”

“Come on,” Pratt rejoined. “There’s
something screwv going on here. Ever
since I thought I saw that torso mov-
ing this morning, I've been a little
punch-drunk, you know.” He walked
on, followed by his friend. Suddenly
he halted beside the Salome exhibit.

“So help me,” he observed, ‘“if I
didn’t know that was a dummy, I'd
swear this figure was my wife.”

He pointed at Salome, who stood
regarding the head of John the Bap-

-~
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tist, which rested on top of a large
cabinet.

‘“Not a bad figure,” commented the
lawyer, “for your wife.”

‘“Ah, she wore falsies,” sneered her
ex-husband.

The* Salome image trembled vio-
lently.

“Do my eyes deceive me,” Pratt
said, suddenly, “or did that dummy
just quiver?”

“Must be the light.”

“My wife used to quiver like that
all the time,” Pratt mused. “It was
due to drinking, of course. That bat
was always lushed up.”

This was too much for the figure
to bear.

“] can’t blame her,” said a furious
feminine voice. “A woman would have
to drink in order to stand living with
you.”

3

RATT HAD the eyes of an insane

fish. “Am I mad?” he asked.
“Torsos running this morning. Now a
statue, moving and talking. Let’s go
back to the Convention—I want to lie

down.”
“No,” said O’Toole, a baffled look

in his own bulging eyes. “You're not
crazy. I heard a voice too.” Suddenly
he reached out and tapped the figure
of Salome with his cane. The response
was instantaneous, although it did not
come from Salome.

Instead, the head of John the Bap-
tist began te squirm hideously on the
cabinet. The eyes opened and bearded
lips writhed into a horrid life. It was
a nasty-looking head with a brown

beard and incongruously red hair.

There seemed to be a lighted cigar be-

tween its lips.
“Lay off the lady,” the severed

head whispered. “And put down that
cane, you squirt, before I bite it in

half.”
With shrill gasps, the two men

tumed_ and fled down the aisle. In
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their confusion, they ran in the wrong
direction.

“It spoke to me,” O’Toole kept
mumbling. “It spoke to mel”

“Did you notice the cigar?” Pratt
panted. ‘I wonder how it could in-
hale?” Then, “Now what?”’ he cried,
caroming into a hooded figure that
blocked the passage with upraised
sword.

“Just a dummy,” he sighed, in re-
lief. The figure, on inspection, proved
to be part of the group depicting the
death of Rasputin. It was a realistic
scene—too realistic for Pratt’s jan-
gled nerves. He gazed at it in mute
horror for a moment while regaining
his breath. Suddenly he spotted some-
thing peculiar.

“Funny,” he observed. “I never
knew that guy Rasputin wore glasses
before.” He pointed a shaking finger
at the Mad Monk who was lying on
the floor in a pool of red paint. Ras-
putin was indeed wearing glasses—
and his beard had a tendency to sag
rather foolishly to one side.

“Lverything’s wrong in here,” whis-
pered O'Toole. “Rasputin with glass-
es, Salome with the quivers, and John
the Baptist getting his voice back after
that throat operation. Think it’s all a
trick? After all, you’re a magician.”

“Since that torso business this
morning I’'m not so sure,” Pratt re-
plied. “Did you notice all the stran-
gers at the Convention? Funny-looking
characters I never saw or heard of be-
fore. Some of them came in tonight,
and I swear something terrible’s going
to happen before long. This is all a
part of it, too. Maybe I'd better re-
sign, get out of this racket, turn In
my wand to the union.”

“Don’t let it get you, pal,” said
O’Toole. “We’re still out to find your
ex-wife. I mean business and nothing
is gonna scare me off her trail.”

Suddenly Pratt was tapped on the
shoulder by a hand out of nowhere.

??
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He whirled and confronted a very tall
thin gentleman who wore a streetcar
conductor’s uniform.

“Right this way, gents—I’'m the
guide,” said the man.

Perhaps the guide might have ex-
plained why somewhere down the line
was a naked window dummy which
had once worn the streetcar con-

ductor’s uniform in a scene depicting
Murders of the Mad Motorman Who

Went Off His Trolley.

UT MR. HICKS did not choose to

reveal this. Instead he led his un-
suspecting victims easily along the
aisle, drowning out their protests in a
flood of conversation.

“Wonderful museum we have here,”
he babbled. “Never saw a more splen-
did set of waxworks. Speaking of wax-
works,” and he turned to address
O'Toole, “do you wax your mus-
tacher”

“I haven’t got a mustache.”

“But would you wax it if you had
one?” inquired Hicks, earnestly.

“Certainly not!”

“Then how about a nice mustache
made of wax?” pursued Hicks.
“Would you care to buy one? I could
steal it for you off that statue of Gen-
eral Grant over there.”

“I don’t want any of your lousy
mustaches,” O’Toole said, wearing the
look of confusion Hicks had made for
him. “I’'m here on business. I'm a
criminal lawyer.”

‘“‘What did they throw you in for?”

“You don’t understand,” Mr.
O’Toole managed to answer, In a
strained voice. “Everything I do 1s
within the law.”

“Well, I know just the place for a
lawyer like you,” Hicks babbled,
stalling for time. “You ought to see
our mounted police exhibit.”

“Canadian Northwest?” 1inquired
O’Toole, more out of desperation than
any desire to know.

“New York mounted police,” Hicks
answered.

“How did you get the horses?”

“What horses?”

“Why, for the mounted police.”

“There are no horses,” said Hicks.

“Then what are the policemen
mounted on?”’

“Why, on a platform, of course.”

“Phooey on all this,” interrupted
Mr. Pratt. “See here, I'm in this place
looking for my wife.”

“What would she be doing in this
museum?”’ parried the false guide,
with a disarming smile. “Don’t tell me
you married one of the waxworks?”

‘““No,” Pratt forced himself to re-
ply. “But I think she’s hiding here.
As a matter of fact,” he continued,
““she might be right over there.” And
he pointed to Mary, Queen of Scots.

Before Hicks could stop him, Pratt
bolted over the railing and began to
shake the wax figure violently. But he
was wrong—the dummy did not
move.

“You'’re crazy,”’ the guide assured
him:.

“Beginning to think so myself,”
Pratt muttered. He laughed shrilly.
“Perhaps we’re all crazy., Maybe I’'m
Napoleon.”

“No!” boomed a voice. “I am Na-
poleon!”

At the sound of these words Pratt
wheeled suddenly, then collapsed.
Tubby, in the costume of the Little
Corporal, stood at his side. “I’m Na-
poleon,” he announced. “You must be
nuts!” Then he stared at O’Toole.
“Don’t start telling me vyou’re King
Tut, either, because this gentleman
can prove it.”

And Mr. O’Toole was forced to
confront Bill, who leered at him mad-
ly from inside an open mummy-case.

Where the girls had found the
Wooden Horse of Troy will never be
known. It is enough they had, and
somehow managed to struggle into it.
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Now this beast put in an untimely
appearance.

There is nothing worse than the
sight of a wobbly wooden horse in a
wax museum—a big wooden horse
that is unexpectedly alive. As this
nightmare loped drunkenly down the
corridor on six legs, Mr. Pratt and
Mr. O’Toole suddenly decided that
they had suffered enough.

With low animal moans they fled
for the door, just as the horse sud-
denly split in the middle and pur-
sued them. The head charged Mr.
O’'Toole and the terrifying other end
bounded after Mr. Pratt. Neither of
these gentlemen stopped running until
the museum was several blocks be-
hind them.

Here a policeman halted them and
asked the reason for their haste. |

“The head of a wooden horse was
chasing me,” gasped Q’Toole.

The policeman sneered, and looked
at Mr. Pratt. “And just what was
chasing you?” he asked.

But for some reason, Mr. Pratt
wouldn’t tell. He just sat down on the
sidewalk and strangled himself.

¢ 'REAT WORK!” said Mr.
Hicks, surveying his compan-
ions. “I’'m proud of you.”

“Splendid,” Mrs. Pratt agreed,
emerging from the wooden horse-head.
“You frightened that wretch almost to
death. Let’s all have a drink on that.”

The bottle changed hands. Annabel
handed it to Bill, who was helplessly
fumbling in his mummy-wrappings.

“Baby want?”’ she inquired. “You
know, you look cute that way.”

“Get me out of here,” demanded
the struggling young man. He took a
long drink that didn’t do him any
good, and a long look that helped
a great deal.

“Why, Bill, you’re helpless,” ex-
claimed the girl. Ske placed her arms
about the man, and in a moment Bill

ADVENTURES

was investigating the claims set forth
by the advertisements of a popular
lipstick.

The experiment was pleasant and
prolonged. By the time it was finished,
Tubby had an idea.

“Let’s give our wax friends here a
break,” said the fat man, with a tipsy
leer. “Don’t forget, they were a big
help to us and they deserve a re-
ward.”

“What can you do for a wax
dummy?” demanded OSusan Foster,
who had a practical mind about some
things.

“Well, we could take them out and
buy them all a drink.”

“Fine!” Hicks agreed, without
knowing why. “I’ll handle the door-
man.”

He went out into the corridor and
approached the dour fellow who
stared stolidly into the night, ignor-
ing all uproar from within the muse-
um,

“Nice place you have here,” Hicks
said. “We enjoyed it a lot.”

“That’s funny,” mused the door-
man. “Two other guys went in for a
while and then they came running out
like the devil hisself was at their
heels.” |

“They weren’t frightened,” lied
Hicks, valiantly. “Just killing time for
a while and then they had to leave
in a hurry.” He lowered his voice.
“You see, one of them expected to
become a father.”

“He picked a funny place for it,”
snorted the doorman, sourly.

“Don’t be silly,” Hicks argued.
““One can become a father almost any-
where.”

“I’d hate to become one in a wax
museum,”’ said the doorman. “The kid
might be born witl two heads.” Sud-
denly the dour man warmed up and
became talkative. “My cousin’s wife
once had a baby in a movie theatre.
Twins.”
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“Oh,” Hicks murmured. “A double
feature.”

“Right,” said the doorman. “But she
only had a chance to see one show.
Later she went back and got her
money refunded.”

Now Hicks had intended to con-
fuse the doorman, but he was more
than a little confused himself by this
conversation. ‘“Here,” he said, pro-
ducing the bottle. “Have a drink.”

The doorkeeper accepted. As he
tilted his head back, his neck gurgled
and contorted in a revolting fashion.

Hicks stopped the foul spectacle by
deftly winding a scarf around the
man’s neck. He produced another and
tied his hands and feet. Then he de-
posited him safely on a couch inside
the hall, and reclaimed his bottle.

“Hereafter don’t drink strange
liquor,” he warned the writhing man.
“It’s liable to gag you.” On this re-
mark he turned and rejoined his com-
panions side.

His friends were drunkenly select-
ing their waxwork escorts. Tubby took
to another redhead—Queen Elizabeth.
Mrs. Pratt seemed to find comfort
m that divorce-fiend, Henry the
Eighth. Susan Foster, for no reason at
all, decided on Rasputin. Bill merely
grabbed the first dummy available—
which unfortunately proved to be
Lady Godiva. Annabel sniffed at him
and turned to something called a Chi-
nese Hatchet Victim. Hicks lifted
down Madame Pompadour.

The result was quaint, to say the
least. Tubby still wore the Napoleon
costume, Bill’'s mummy-wrappings
were intact, and Hicks changed the
guide outfit for a convict suit. The
three women wore their street clothes.
Thus arrayed, the party crept out the
front entrance, each dragging a silent
wax companion.

Convict and French courtesan;:
Napoleon and the Virgin Queen; the
overdressed dummy and the over-ex-

posed Lady Godliva; followed by three
girls escorting a bloody corpse, a
bloody king and a bloody monk—it
was a ghastly procession.

Two taxis were summoned—ifor a
cabdriver will carry Death Himself,
provided that gentleman has the
fare—and the motley assemblage
whizzed back down the street to the
Cafe de Paree.

T WAS THE after-theatre dinner

hour as they entered, and tables
were crowded. A harrassed head wait-
er met them in the doorway. When
his eyes had feasted upon the costumes
of these unusual customers, his over-
worked smile sagged dreadfully. It
was only by straining his suavity to
the utmost that he was able to meet
the commanding gaze of Mr. Hicks.

“Well?” challenged the gentleman
in the convict suit. “What are you
staring atr”

“Nothing, M’sieu,” the waiter as-
sured, in a voice that entirely lacked
conviction. “Nothing at all.”

“Get us a table,” Hicks ordered.
“A big table.” Then, “Don’t mind us,
we're going to a masquerade party,”
he explained, “and besides, we’re all
awfully drunk.”

This last statement was heartily en-
dorsed by the head waiter. Never had
he seen a more dreadfully drunken
crowd. Fully half of these people
seemed incapable of walking at all,
but were supported by their partners.
Some of them seemed to stare quite
hideously, with eyes void of all ex-
pression. Unless he escorted them to
a table at once, it was quite possible
that a number of his guests would col-
lapse on the lobby floor, and this

would be a bad advertisement for the
cafe.

Accordingly, Francois, forcing a
fixed and frozen smile, bowed to
Hicks and choked forth a despairing,
“Follow me, M’sieu.” The halif-
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dummy, half-drunken cavalcade trailed
across the empty dance floor.

The bodies of the wax dummies
dangled from their partner’s arms, and
the feet traitled loathsomely behind.
Once or twice the living members of
the party got their own legs tangled
up, or tramped viciously on waxen toes.
But the expression on the dummy
faces never altered. Dorothy Pratt
finally became so enraged at the an-
tics of Henry the Eighth that she
picked him up bodily and slung him
across her shoulder.

This remarkable procession did not
pass unnoticed by the patrons of the
cafe, who gazed in wonder at the
group’s peculiar progress.

“Gawd!” breathed a lady from
Brooklyn to her escort. “What is this,
a circus? That must be the strong
woman,"”

“Lordy!” muttered a wellknown
Broadway columnist, “What will Billy
Rose think of next?” He shook his
head. “If they’re celebrities, I don’t
know them. Unless that fellow with
the beard is one of the Smith Broth-
ers.”’

“Don’t say that,” pleaded his com-
panion. ‘‘Because if you tell me that
little fat guy is really Napoleon, I'm
going to collapse.”

Several other customers seemed pre-
pared to follow his example. Fortu-
nately for their shattered nerves, the
group finally found places at a table
on the far side of the dancefloor.

Francois stood by while the group
seated themselves, then wished he
hadn’t. The six drunkest of the lot—
which were, of course, the dummies—
were brutally dumped into chairs by
the more lively members of the party.
The sight of Susan Foster daintily af-
fixing a napkin to Rasputin’s beard
was almost too much for the head
waiter’s sanity. Casting professional
dignity to the winds, Francois stared
aghast.

“What'’s the matter, man, are you
crazy?” asked Hicks. The head wait-
er refused to answer that one. He had
too many doubts.

“Bring us twelve champagne cock-
tails,” Hicks ordered. ‘“The way your
hands tremble, you can probably shake

‘them up yourself.”

FRANCOIS regarded his hands in-

tently for a moment. They were
indeed shaking most violently. He at-
tempted to stop them by clenching his
fists, which gave him the appearance
of a man trying to shake two pair of
dice at once.

“Well,” barked Hicks, “what’s the
matter—St. Vitus Dance?” He turned
to his comrades. “What a dive! The
management is so destitute they have
to employ a head waiter with palsy!”

Stifling a sob, Francois hurried

-away. “Twelve champagne cocktails,”

he told the bartender. “And don't
spare the arsenic!”

From which it might be concluded
that Francois was very upset indeed,
for the Cafe de Paree had never
served anything remotely resembling
arsenic since the days of the wartime
liquor shortage.

Bill and his [riends were now settled
at the table and they had time to
glance around. The other patrons were
engaged In the good old American cus-
tom of having a ‘“big evening.” The
place was filled with sophisticated cos-
mopolites from Omaha, while at the
bar crouched a few native New York-
ers, who gazed timidly at their more
daring big-city cousins.

It was an unusual spectacle for Bill
and a common one for Annabel. She
didn’t laugh, because she pitied these
people and their philosophy. They
were trying so hard to snatch a little
happiness and paying so dearly for
the privilege. Tomorrow many of them
would be on their way home—back to

their oiffices, their household drudgery,
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their children, and the long winter
nights.

Life was pretty much routine for
most people, Annabel decided. She and
her carefree companions were among
the elect. If she could only make Bill
understand that; learn the secret of
living without worrying about appear-
ances. Not like these pathetic couples
who would return tomorrow to eternal
monotony with nothing but the mem-
ory of this synthetic evening to comfort
them. They were so brave about it,
too; so eager to go through the mo-
tions of enjoyment. Willingly they en-
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