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Listerine Antiseptic kills stubborn bottle-
shaped germ (Pityrosporum ovale) which
scientists proved causes dandruff. That’s the
secret of Listerine’s amazing results . . . why
many people have turned to it for real relief.

F you have the slightest evidence of a dandruff

condition, start now with the delightful twice-a-
day treatment of Listerine with massage.

See how quickly you get relief. See how those
humiliating flakes and scales disappear.. Watch
how fresh and elean your hair becomes. Note how
healthy and full of vigor your scalp feels, how
quickly irritation ends.

People who have tried remedy after remedy in
vain, say that the Listerine Antiseptic treatment
really works—and really gets results. This con-
firms the brilliant results achieved in dan-
druff clinies where dandruff sufferers were
under scientific observation.

LISTERINE —ixmeeess,

Even after dandruff has disappeared, it is:wise y

to guard against re-infection by occasional Lister-
ine Antiseptic massages at regular intervals,

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY |
St. Louis, Missouri

THE TREATMENT §

MEN: Douse Listerine Antiseptic on the scalp jaf
least once a day. WOMERN : Part the hair at various
places, and apply Listerine Antisepiic right alonz
‘the part with a medicine dropper, to avoid wettmg
the hair excessively. i
Always follow with vigorous and persistent
massage with fingers or a good hair brush. But
don't expect overnight results, because germ
conditions cannot be cleared up that fast.

. Genuine Listerine Antiseptic is guarnnteed
not to bleach the hair or affect texture.
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Have you ever dreamed of
holdingdown a steﬂde good
. pay job? Have you ever
dreamed of. dmng the work you
really like in a job that holds
promise of areal futureinthe
years ahead?
Well, we all know that you

gause they had
he foresight to
equip themselves with the rlghthnd of train~
ln%1 Most of these men were only average fellows
ort time ago, but the proper training helped
to lift them out of the low pay ranks of unskilled
workexs‘ The same opportunity is now offered to you,
e great fascinating field of ELECTRICITY offers
2 real future to many men and young men who are willing to
Drepare for a place in this giant Industrys

If you are short of money—you can get thxs train-
ing first—then pay for most of it lat y
monthly payments, starting 60 days Sfer Your 12
‘weeks training period is over— th ll you have 12
months to complete your payme

If you need part time work Lo help out with ex-
penses while training in my shops, my employmcnt
department will give you their assistance to help
get it. Then after graduation this Gepartment will
glve you valuable lifetime employment service.

e coupon today for all details, When 1

get lt l 11send you my big free book containing dozens
of pictures ofscudents at work in my shops. I'lialso tell
vou about my “Pa. er Graduation” Plan, and 3
how many earn wi ﬂe leammg and how we help

~LEWIS, President

COVNE

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
500 S. Pautina. St., Dept. 6945, Chicago

" Here at my school in Chicago, the world’s

. an extra 4 weeks Cour:

PLL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING

our studenuuaftet graduation. Fill in, clip

e @@ FOR M}Z]@

—cacccceccacca

Electrical Center, you can get 12 weeks
Shop Tminlng in ELECTRICITY and
'se in Radio that
‘x,an help give you your start towards a
etter

You wlLl be trained on actual equip-
‘ment and machinery cause of our
method of training, you don’t need pre-

Many of my successful graduates never
_even compmed Grammas

, motors, dynamos, you do house
wiring, wind armatures and
do actual work in many other
branches of electricity and
right now I'm inciuding val-
uable instruction in Diesel,
Electric Refrigeratnon

NDU WIRING
ir Conditioning at anly mﬁﬁol the wmany
it o Ot practical , branches o
shop metheds make it casier “Learn By Boine.
to learn — Fir: e instruc- yne

tors tell you o a thmg should

be done —then they show you
how it should be done—then you do the
actual work yourself.

i today for your start toward

[o=sscosnoonononans
H. C. LEWIS, President,

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, N
500 S. Pnullnn Stmt. Dept. 69-45C. Chicago, 111, X/

Dear Sir: send me free your big catalog and full
1ase of yous Dresent offer, also your r *Pay-Tuition-After.

articu-
radua-

NAME. cccevvnnnnnes

ADDRESS. ... cieuaraes
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38 as Hunter Plummets
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JAMES KIDWELL

M. Vernon, Texas

@ "With my hound Jep, I had bagged seven "possums and was headmg back for
bed,” writes James Kidwell. “I was cutting through the yard of an abandoned
hilltop house, “heu the hound-gave a frightened yelp and lic out for home.

"l chuckled, for superstitious folks down our @ "I landed at the bottom of an old well. It was
way-regard this as an ill omen., The next moment, impossible to scale thé walls. I retrieved my flash-
rotten timbers crashed under me—I was falling! light from the icy water. She still worked.

"My enly chanee was to keep shooting the beam
upward, hoping that it would be seen and that the
batteries would last. My luck was good—two boys
going home from town saw the strange flashes, and
investigated. Those ‘Eveready
fresh DATED batteries posi-
tively saved my life, as I would
have died of exposure, if help
hadn’t come. You've got to be
in the predicament I.was be-
fore you really can appreciate
the value of fresh batteries.

" (Signed) - i XTo
. ” & |,1F
K AR w0 BA: ";.;v

NATIQNAIL CﬂRIQM COMPANY, NC. 5, 30 EAST 42ND STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Unit of Union Carbide [I[dg and Carbon Corporation
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In a world oppressed with so much of nerve tension, neurosis, and stark
madness, it would seem that some such study of the mind as is suggested in “The
Elder Gods” might be more helpful tb mankind, in general, even than so “evi-
deéntly important and valuable a thing as the study of cancer. We know a bit of
the world of material things; we know so piteously little of our own minds. We

know so little of the vast possibilities that pure mentality has, and infinitely ,

less of the art of controlling the powers we know it has.

By the exercise of will alone, 2 man can paralyze an arm or leg—or bring.

on death. “But not by, conscious application of that will. A man brought to the
operating table for a very minor, entirely safe little operation, protesting complete
absence of fear—an anzsthetist suspicious that the man.actually was fearful. The
anzsthetist, to ease the patient’s mind, dropped plain water on the chloroform mask
at first, to relax tension. At the third drop of water—the man died!
= Only superstitious natives can be killed by fear, they say.

If pure will can kill a healthy man—what might pure will, controlled, do for
a dying man? Pure will can—men know now by actual experience—blank out
all pain, or pain from one region of the body, immobilize an arm or leg. “Hys-
teric paralysis,” doctors call it. Suppose they used that a bit for immobilizing a

wounded arm to give it time to heal? Suppose they learned a bit about man’s

mind and learned to stop the useless agony -of neuritis?

“We've learned a lot of the world and how it works in the past century; I
wonder if, in learning that, we haven’t forgotten, and even consciously buried a
lot of immensely valuable knowledge of man’s mind that ancients knew.- They
had no laboratories, no reagents and tools. But laboratories, reagents, tools and
meters don’t help much iii the study of so immaterial—yet potent—a thing as will.
Before men had facilities to_study material things, the seeker after knowledge had
but one channel for his cufiosity, the channel forgotten almost today—the study
of the mind. ’

We know far more than the ancients did, of course. So any scientist can
prove. They had no laboratories.

The ancients might have something more to say; they had no laboratories—
so they studied man!

The priests of Egypt had powers, certainly—and some very sound, if tricky,
engineering, too—as did priests in many other lands. As for modern medicines
—drugs—the Egyptians had a very nice collection. Most of modern medicine’s
remedies come from plants and animals; one of the two chemicals known that

will actually cure—not merely relieve—a disease is quinine, which the South’

American Indians revealed to Europeans. And for other drugs—

Norvell W. Page’s new novel of Prester John, “Sons of the Bear-God,” com-
ing next month in Unknown, brings up something of that, the magic of .an an-
cient race who lacked laboratories, but yet had minds to work with—and -on! ¢

Tnr Ebrror.




MY RAJSE DIDN'T COME THROUGH
MARY -1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UP.
IT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

\ IT ISNT HOPELESS EITHER
. BILL. WHY DON'T YOoU

TRY A NEW FIELD

LLIKE RADIO\?

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A GUICK
START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO,
3 MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

TOM GREEN WENT
w, INTO RADIO ANO HE'S
(S22 MAKING GOOD MONEY,
S TOO. V'LL SEE HIM
RIGHT AWAY,

THAT'S 915 IVE
MADE THIS WEEK
IN SPARE TIME

TRAINING FOR RADIO 1S EASY AND I'M

TTING FAST~~
GETTING AloNe GET AJOB SERVICING Sprg |

TOM'S RIGHT = AN UNTRAINED
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE. I'M
GOING TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO. IT'S
TODAY'S FIELD
- v OF 600D PAY
" OPPORTUNITIES

m
OR INSTAL g tou

"f
THERE'S NO END TO THE X7 g
GOOD JOBS FOR THE
TRAINED RADIO MAN

Yore,

N.R.I. TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS.
OUR MONEY WORRIES ARE

OVER AND WEVE A BRIGHT 4 ULL ?@AUN Y@M AT W@ME

FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO. i Iﬁ )Y@@F 5@@?@ %ﬁﬂ@ ﬁ@F{ﬁ

OH BILL, 1’5 WONDERFUL @.@@ @A@n@ QB@‘

YOUVE ‘GONE AHEAD
20 FAST IN RADIO.
Many Radie Exports Mako $30, $50, $75 a Week
Radio broadcasting statlons employ engineers, aperators, statian
mlxuzl”ll’s :nd D Y Wellslal’ lralner.\ wmen. Fixing
many

ncnco. avition, commerctal

c €000 oppo: rlunines "now and. for_the,
it mmuu to open many good jobs soon. Men I
in. these braches of Radio. Read how they got

s
their Jobs.  Blail coun

EKJEE@E@

v MY TRAINING %WE

Broad- 910
cast 0825
Operator g waek
After in Seare |
Twenty Time
Lassano
- “I am making from
1 ad., $10 to 825 a week In

spare time while still

holding my regular

job 23 & machiniat,

1

gt 1 ome’ny, uccenta

ere 1 am

Row Chief Operator RU'PP. 203 w. lrm

o onsho-

St.,  West

HAYES, 85 Madison ~ hocken, Pa.

8., Labeer, Mich.
$3,500 & Year
in
Oun Business
"hAll!r completing

béea me’

tor o
Courter. Lakar [ started a Healo
Service busine own, and
have nT-uud am $3.500 8

4 657
Srosdvay, Bultalo, N. Y.

Many maka $5 $10, $15 a Weok Extra
aroc Time While Learning
Money Job

J. E. SMITH, President
Natfonal Radlo Institute
Established 25 years
has directed - the

men

e day vou mmu L start sending Extrs

He
tralning of more
than  anyone

for Ra
MODERN, PROFESSIONAL e
WAYE. ALL-TURPOSE RADI SET SERVICING INST

UR| ]
b you' make good money fxing Radios while i

and equip Sou for full timo jobs after. £radus

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act Today. Mafl the coupon now for “Rich Rewards in
1t points out Radi re time and full time opportunities and
those coming in Television: tells about my training in Radio and
Television; shows s I ained, telling_what
are d eamning. Find out what Radio offers YOU!
CouP uN m s envelope, or paste on @ postcard—NOWI

ITH, Presidant, Dept. 9D
Wationst Radis Institute, Washington, D. C.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9JD f]
lhmmal Radio Institute, Washington, D. C. a
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “Rich Rewards in mdln" E
witidh pointa out the oppartunitics in' Radio and explains vour 5030 metho 8
o
o
a
o
a
a

of tralning men at home to become Radio Experts. (Please Writo Plainly. i

NAME. AGE.

ADDRESS

TATE....:
1 DO00000080OD000oDBAR]
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“Son,youve got
the makin's of a man!”

JIT does me good, Son, to see you takin’
to Union Leader.. There’s a tobacco a
man can tie to! .

In my time, I s’pose I've tried a hundred
brands, but I always come back grateful-like
to Union Leader. For there’s no substitute
for what Unjon Leader puts into that big
red tin:—flavor-filled, hill-grown Kentucky
burley . . . aged to make it mellow-mild . . .
processed to rule out annoyin’ tongue-bite.

Me—1I like Union Leader burnin’ cool in
my pet pipe. But I can see how you young
Jellers enjoy those crisp, fresh’ cigarettes

UNION LEADER

THE GREAT AMERICAN SMONKE

that Union Leader makes! Yes sir,‘ and on
a young man’s pay, that 10¢ price is someg-
thing to be thankful for, too!

FOR PIPE |
% i % il
z~AND 1
CIGARETTE]

. Coprright, 1039, by T, Lorillard Co.
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By. DON A. STUART

ORD NAZUN, chief of the Elder
‘Gods,” looked down at the city
4 of Tordu, and sighed softly. Be-

side him, Talun snorted angrilyga pleas-

antly dilute “odor of drying kelp and salt
sea eddying about him in the soft breeze,

Lady Tammar chuckled and spoke softly,

"It oppresses you more than usual to-
night, Talun?”

“It’s sure we'll gain nothing in this
way. Nazun, tell me, what was in the
minds of men when we appeared first?”

Nazun stirred uneasily, a vague, lean

* bulk’ against the midnight blue of the °
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sky. “I know, my friend—but there
was a certain fear,
not change with the changmg times.
Perhaps that is our flaw.”

“And the greater flaw,” the sea lord
growled, “is standing by in idleness and
watching the destruction of our people.
The Invisible Ones are
death not of the body, but of the spirit
and mind. Where are my sea rovers
gone? Dead and decayed. Fishermen
—good, stout workmen though they
be—lack the spark that makes the sea
rover.”

“We cannot attack the Invisible Ones
by attacking, by taking over, the minds
of our people; that is the First Law,”
Nazun pointed out.

“No—and ye need a solid right arm
to attack the Invisible Ones, which
none of us possesses. But, on the same,

“we possess neither a solid thing that
keys us subject to material weapons
such as a solid right arm may wield!”

“You'll turn no man of Tordu against
the Invisible Ones. The pattern and
movement of every Azuni is so set and
known to the Invisible Onés, as to us,
that he would be dead at the hands ‘of
the priests of the Invisible Ones before

. he.moved half across Tordu,” Lord Mar-
tal pointed out. “There are chances in
the lives of men—but not when the
Invinsible Ones have time to plot out
those chances first”

“No stranger has reached these islands
in five centuries,” Nazu sighed. “Your
sea rovers, Talun, rove as close by the
shore as a chick by the old hen’s feet.
While they rove the shorelines of. the
continents, they’ll never find Azun . . .
and without wider knowledge of the
pointing needle, no seaman ventures fas.
It will be a century yet before men wan-
der the oceans freely once more.”

Talun’s sea-squinted eyes narrowed
farther. “They wander,” he said ex-
plosively, “where the will of the winds
drive them, my friend. Now if ye want
a stranger here on these islands, we'll

too, that we would .

death— ~

see what the winds and my seas can
dot”

Nazun stood silent, squinting thought=
fully at the sea beyond, and the town
below.  “One stranger, Talun—only
one. One stranger, without background
known to us or the Invisible Ones, is be-
yond calculation and the prophecy of the
gods; half a dozen strangers, and there
would be more factors on which to base
foreknowledge—and defeat !”

“One, then,”=growled Talun. “One
good sea rover, with a spark and flame
within him, these damned Tnvisible On&
can’t read or quench!”

* LORD NAZUN looked down at the
wilted form on the pebbled beach with a

wry, dry smile on his lips, and a twinkle

of amusement in his narrowed, gray
eves.” “A sorry specimen you've fished
up for us, Talun. And did you need to
cause so violent a storm as the recent
one to capture this bit of drift?”

Talun’s dark face knotted in a grimace
of anger, then smoothed in resignation.
His roaring voice cut through the dy-
ing whine of winds and the broom of
surf on the beach below. “I never
know, Nazun, whether you mean your
words. The scholars that fathered you
forgot me, and forgot to give me wis-
dom—a sad lack in this day. That
washed-up thing may be a bit bedewed,
a bit softened by- immersion in good
brine, but he’ll dry out‘again. And he’s
a man, a real man! There’s more than
mush in his back, and mere than jelly
in his heart. These Azuni men that
sail by the bark of a dog and the twitter
of a bird will be the vanishment of me!

“By the sea, I'd say such a storm as
that last was needed to net that nian!
There was courage in him to build his
ship on the edge of the brine, and sail
straight out from land! A man who
uses land as a guide only to show him
how to get farthest from it quickest has
my liking, and my protection.”

Talun’s heavy brows pulled down bei-
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ligerently as he looked Nazun in the eye
defiantly. Slowly his gaze shifted back
to the man uneasilyx Nazun’s deep-set,
narrow gray eyes were friendly, twin-
kling with pleasant good humor, but
there was in them.a depth beyond depths
that left Talun, for all his own powers,
ill at ease and unsettled.

Lady Tammar laughed softly. “And
while you argue, he dries out. Now,
good Nazun, you have netted your fish,
or Talun has netted him for you and
brought him to this beach. What plans
have you for him next?”

“He’s been well stripped,” Lord Mar-
tal grunted. He waved a muscle-knot-
ted, stout-fingered hand at the man who

" was beginning to stir again on the lumpy
mattress of hard quartz. “He has
neither gold, nor sword to carve it out
with, nor any other thing. I'd say he
was fitted to take advice for his next
move. He could have used a sword for
defense, Talun. You might have left
him ‘that. By the cut of his figure, I'd
say -he would sooner fight than ask for
help, weapon or no.”

Talun scratched his, bearded chin un-
easily and snorted. The dying wind per-
mitted the faint aroma of fish to cling
about the bulky figure once again in a
not unpleasant intensity. More a sig-
nature or card :of ‘identity than an of-
fense. “Your favorite irons don’t float,”
he said, half annoyed. “The man
showed sense when he parted with that
when his cockleshell went down. Now
leave my works alone, and let me worry
of my sea. I've done my task—a

man, such as you asked, at your feet,

stripped as you asked; but sound. You
can find him swords and breastplates
enough in the 'junk shops of Tordu,
where your ex-friends have left them,
Martal,
me.” .

Lord Martal laughed. “Good enouigh,
friend, and right enough. We’ll equip
him once again. There’s a house, a

small temple where men worship chance _

My fishermen are still with -

and pr'obabilities, where I may find a way
to help our new-found friend. Ah, he’s
getting up.”

WEAKLY, Daron pushed his elbows
under him, sneezed vigorously, and
gasped. He looked about him at the
empty beach. The pebbles that had
left a faithful imprint on every aching
muscle of his back and shoulders gave
way to broken rock .a hundred feet
away, and that in turn became a rocky
cliff. Daron turned his head. wearily,
heaved himself erect, and dragged him-
self over to the nearest good-sized-boul-
der. He held his head firmly in place
till the dizziness left, then looked about.
The wind was dying away, but the surf
still made hungry, disappointed noises
on the beach as it tried to reach him.

He looked at it resentfully. “You
took' my ship, and you took my crew,
which seems enough.. Also you took
from me“all sense of where I am, which
was more than enough to rob me of.
May the gods give that there are men
somewhere near—though it seems un-
likely. No man of sense would inhabit
so unpleasant a coast.”

He looked up the beach, which curved
away somewhere beyond thé rain mists
into a gray, formless blank. Down the
beach, the high rocky cliff dwindled away
just before it, too, was swallowed by the
gray, wind-driven mists. Overhead, the
dull ‘gray was darkening to night, and
the dull gray of his spirits darkened
with it.

He followed the line of the cliff spec-

ulatively, and looked ‘at the smug, up-
lifted brow of it near him. There was
no sense struggling up here if it fell away
to an easy slope half a mile down the
beach, e heaved himself up.from the
bouldet and started, annoyed that he had
not the faintest idea whether he was

" moving south, east, north or west. To

his sea rover’s mind it was a feeling of
nakedness equal to the undressed feeling
the lack of his sword gave him.
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Half .a mile, and the cliff did give
way to a.cragged set of natural steps.
Above, he found his dizziness returned
by the effort of climbing, and the begin-
nings of a mist-obscured meadow of
some wiry grass that thrived on salt-
spray. He set off across it doggedly as

the gray of the skies gave way to almost -

total blackness. The wiry grass clutched

at his toes, and he felt too weary to lift.

his feet above it.

Resignedly, he lay down to wait for
daylight. Half an hour later, the chill-
ing, dying wind ‘induced him to change
his mind. He stood up again and
started on. The wind had swept away
the last of the rain mist, and presently he
made out a gleam of light that camé and

went erratically. He stood still, squinted -

his eyes, and watched.

“It may be' like the pools I saw in
the Dryland, a dream of something I
want, but, again, it may merely be that
trees are blowing in front of the light.
In any case,.it’s something other than
gray mist to walk toward.”

He stopped a hundred yards from the

little” building and watched carefully.
Strangers were not welcome in most

" of the world he’d known, but a rough

.gauge of the way an unknown people
received a stranger lay in their buildings.
Sticks and wattles—the  stranger was
apt to be the dinner. Good timber and
thatch—the stranger was welcomed to
dinner, usually roast sheep or lamb.
Crude stone—the stranger was allowed

to enter, if he could pay for his dinner.’

Finished stone—the stranger was shown
the way to the public house.

It augured ill. The house was built
of fieldstone, well mortared. But still—
they'd be less likely to make dinner of
him, even tliough they might not make
dinner for him. :

HE KNOCKED, noting, for all his
weariness, that the door was singularly
ill-kempt. It opened, and Daron paused
in measurement of the man who faced

" he looked up at his host.

him. Six feet and more, Daron stood,-
but the man before him was four inches
more, built long and supple, with an
ease and grace of movement that spoke
of well-ordered muscles.

But the face eased the sea rover's
mind. It was high and narrow, but
broad above the eyes—strange eyes—
gray and deep, almost black as they
looked out from the warm firelight of
the room heyond.- The cragged, strongly
hewn features were keen with intelli-
gence; the eyes and the tiny wrinkles
around them deep with a queerly eternal

-wisdom.

“Your coast, yonder,” said Daron, his
mouth twisted in a grim smile, “offers
poor bedding for-a man whose ship is
gone, and the grass of your meadows
seems wiry for human gullets. T've

-naught but my gratitude left to buy me a

meal and a night away from the wind,
but if that be good value in your land—"

The cragged face of the native wrin-
kled in good-humored acquiescence as
he opened the door more fully. “It is
a depreciated currency, much debased
with counterfeit, a strange trouble of our
land. But come in, we'll try the worth
of yours.”

Daron stepped in, and passed his host.
Rather quickly he sought a chair made
of X members supporting broad leather
bands. It creaked under his,weight as
“My knees
have yet to learn their manners, friend,

-and they seemed unwilling to wait your

invitation.”
“Sit, then.
without food 7
“Some twenty -hours—since the
storm came up. It’s not the lack of food,
I think, but the too-free drinking of the
last five of those hours. . Wine has made

How long have you been

my knees as unsteady but I-liked the.

process better.” -

“I have little here to offer you—
a shepherd’s fare. Tordu is some two
days’ journey away, beyond the Chinur
Mountains.”
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“Hm-m-m . . . then this is some ex-
tensive land I've reached. Friend .
but stay, if I may eat, the questions and
the answers both will boil more freely.
If you have the bread and cheese of
the shepherds I-know, they’ll serve most
excellently to sop this water I've im-
bibed.”

“Sit here and rest, or warm yourself
nearer the fire. The wind is dying,
but turning colder, too.” The tall man
moved away, through a doorway at the
far side of the stone-walled room, and
Daron’s eyes roved over the furnishings.

There were simple things, chairs—
stools of leather straps and wooden X's,
some simple, wooden slabs—a table of
darkened, well-worn oak. Some sense
of unease haunted Daron’s mind, a feel-
ing of decay about the smoke-grimed
stone of the walls not matched by the
simple {urnishings,

Then his host was back with a stone
jug, an oval loaf of bread, and a crum-
bling mass of well-ripened cheese on an
carthenware plate. He set them on the
table, as Daron moved over, for the first
time observing closely the dress of his
host. His clothes were of some blue-
green stuff, loosely draped to fall nearly
to his leather-sandaled feet, bunched be-
hind his head in a hooded cowl thrown
back between the shoulders now.

Daron’s quick eyes studied the fingers
that set out the food even as he reached
toward it. They were long, slim, supple
fingers, and the forearm that stretched
from the loose sleeve of the blue-green
cloak was muscled magnificently with the
ropey, slim, deceptwc cords of the swift-
actioned man’s strength.

DARON'S eyes raised to the face of
-his host. - The level, gray eyes looked
down into his for a long moment, and
Daron shrugged easily and turned back
to his food. The eyes had regarded him
with honesty of good' intent—and the
green-robed man was his host. If he
chose to call himself a shepherd within

his own house, to a stranger he be-
friended, that, then, was his business.

“T am, called Nazun,” his host said
presently. ~ His voice was deep and
resonant, friendly, yet holding within it
an air of certainty and power that the
sea rover had heard in few men before.
One had been his friend, and had carved
out an empire. None of them had heen
shepherds—for long.

“I am Daron, or- Kyprost—which
T think you may not know. I am af-
flicted with a strange curse—like
quicksilver, I cannot long remain in

“any place, yet in all my wanderings I've -
-never heard of land that lay haliway

from Western world to Eastern. -And
—unless I swam back in five hours
over the course my vessel spent twelve
days laying—this is a land I never
knew existed.”

“This is the island Ator, of the Azuu
islands. Some few of our people have
sailed eastward to the borders of the
great .continent from which you came,
but not in many generations have the
Azuni been the sea rovers they once
were,  They wandered here from the
lands you know, long ago, but now they
see no joy. in roving Azun is very
pleasant ; they forget the old ways, and
the old gods, and worship new ideas
and new gods.”

Daron grinned. “Pleasant, is it? It
was a hard, gray place I found. But
for your light, it seemed I might find
no more of it, for that the wind was
cooling, T found for myself before I

. found your door.”

Daron looked up again into Nazuns
eyes, his blue eyes drawn to the gray. For
an instant the firelight fell strong and
clear on the cragged, sun-tanned face of
the giant before him. The deep-sunk
gray eyes looked into his levelly, from
a face set for an instant in thought, a
face of undeterminable age, as such

strongly hewn faces of ‘men may be.

There was kindliness about it, but in
that instant an overwhelming power. Da-
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ron’s careless smile dropped away, so
that his own strongly chiseled face was
serious and intent.

The gray eyes, he suddenly saw, were
old. They were very, very old, and
something of the chill of the dying
wind outside 1eaked mto Daron from
those eyes.

The sea rover dropped his eyes to Ins
food, broke a bit of bread and some
cheese, ate it, and washed it down with
the full-bodied wine from the stone jug.

The room was quiet, strangely quiet,
" with only the rustle of the fire to move
the drapes of silence. Daron did not
look up as he spoke, slowly, hought»
fully. His easy, laughing voice was_
deeper; more serious. ‘I am a stranger
to this section of the world—friend.
I . . .'T think I would do better if
you would give me some advice as to
how Lmight proceed, and how I might
repay you for.this meal, which, at this
time, is life.”

NAZUN’S voice was soft against the
silence, and Daron listened without look-
ing up. “Yes, it is a strange.corner of
the world, Daron. Many . generations
ago the Azuni came, sea rovers such’as
you, and settled here. They found rich

- land, good temperatures, a good life. For

some long time they roved the sea, but.-

- Azun was home. They built a peaceful
country—there were no other sea rovers
then to menace them—and prospered
here.

“It was a peaceful home—they stayed
by it 'more- and .more.
der harsher lands? The Aziini have not
wandered now in many generations.
There is no need. And with peace,
comes wisdom. They grew too wise to
worship the old gods, and found new

gods—you'll learn of them, the Tnvisible

Ones, in Tordu, the capital of A7un——
in new ways.

“But you will learn of this. - Primarily,
for safety and for pleasure here, remem-
ber this: the Azuni know more of minds

.and stepped out into the' night?

‘Why wan-

and the works of the power of mind than
any people of the Earth. This power may
make things uncertain for you . . . but
only certain of the Azuni have the full
knowledge now.

“For certain reasons, fncnd 1 can-
not have you here the night. Go from
the door straight out. There is a broken
wall of stone some two hundred paces
out, which-you will see by the light of the
moon—the clouds are broken to a
scudding wrack, now—and beyond
it is a cart road. Turn right on this,
and follow it along. You'll find a pub-
lic house along the road within the hour.

And—if someone offers you a game, .

accept and you may have luck. - Take
this—it’s a small coin, but planted
‘well, it may grow a large crop.”

Daron rose from the table. Turning
as he rose so that his eyes sought the'
glowing fire. He slipped- the small
silver coin into his palm, tapped his
hand, and vhe coin spun neatly in the
air to slip, edge on, between his fingers
and be caughL
right. And—I will Jearn-later, I
think, 2 y
Tordu would seem to be the goal of a
sound ‘man on this island of yours.”

“To the right,” Nazun nodded.

Daron stepped to the door, opened it,
. The
moon shone through rents-in the shat-
tered cloud veil. He went on steadily
to the broken wall, crossed-over, and
turned right. . He flipped the silver coin
in his fingers and noticed to himself that
_the bright fire-in the stone house no
“fonger shone through the windows. For
that matter, the moonlight shone through
the rdined roof to make 'a patch of
light in the room beyond the shattered,
unhinged door.

Daron shrugged uneasily, and remem-
bered the friendly creases ‘about the
deep-set“gray eyes and tossed the coin
into a pocket with an expert flip. He
swung easily down the rutted cart road.

“Nazun,” he said, and cocked an eye

“Aye, friend. To the-

‘how I may return this favor.”
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at the scudding cloud wrack, “Now the
local people might know that name—
and there are other ways than asking
questions to learn an answer.”

L.

THE WIRY GRASS gave way to
scrub, and the stunted brush to patches
of trees. The stone inn house nestled
in a group of the trees, half hidden by
them, but a signpost hung out over the
road to rectify that flaw; the traveler
would riot miss it, Daron fingered his
single coin and squinted at the signboard
as the moonlight flickered across it like
rthe glow of a draft-stirred candle. |

“That,” said Daron softly, “means
‘The Dolphin,” which would be a right
goodly name for such a place, so near
the sea; but that lettering is like to
none I've seen before!” He let it go
at that, and went on toward the door,
with a clearer idea in mind as to the

-meaning of the name of Nazun. He had,

seemingly, acquired a new fund of wis-
dom, a new language!

The voices of men and the laugh of
a girl came through the heavy oaken
panels of the door as he raised the
knocker, and the heavy, rolling tread of

. the fost as he dropped it down again.

The man who faced the sea rover now
was no giant, but a short, round-bellied
little man with a face all creases sprout-
ing seedling whiskers of a red beard as
the only clue to what his vanished hair
might once have been.

“Aye, and .come .in, for though the
night is bettering, it’s foul enough yet,
my friend.”

Daron smiled in answer to the infec-
tious good humor of the innkeeper. “And
who knows better than I? Pray your
drinks are better than brine, for I've had
my fill of that, and your beds are bet-
ter than the quartz the waves laid me
out on. T've lost a ship, a crew, a
sword, and all but one silver coin.”
Daron looped it upward so it glinted in

the light of a hanging 1amp and the glow
of the fire.

The innkeeper’s smile-creased mouth
pursed worriedly. “Your luck seems
bad, and . and your coin small,”
he said doubtfully.

“Ah, but you think too "quickly,
friend,” laughed Daron. -“Look, out

~of a crew of a dozen stout lads, I lived.
You say my luck is bad? Out of all
that I possessed, this bit of silver stayed
with me like -a true friend, and you
think it will leave me now?

“Now let us test this thing. Look; I
want a bit of meat, a bit of bread, and
perhaps some wine. You want my
coin. Fair enough, but you say my
luck is bad, which is a curse on any
seaman. Let’s see, then; we'll try this
coin. If it falls against ine, it is yours,
and I seek another place for food. If it
is the friend I say—"

The innkeeper shrugged. “I am no
worshiper of Lord Martal, and I've no
faith in the luck he rules. Go back
through yonder door, and you'll find
his truest worshipers in all Ator, T
swear. They gamble away two for-
tunes in an evening, and gamble it back
between ’em. But.they gamble away my
wine, and pay for that, wherefore they’re

welcome. Perhaps I should thank Lord
Martal at that.”
Daron chuckled. “By all means, man!

He smiles on you, and the old gods are
good protectors, I feel.” The seaman
swung across the little entrance room to-
ward the curtained entrance to the main
dining hall beyond. The smoke-stained
oaken beams hung low enough to make
-him stoop his head a bit ds he pushed
the curtain aside and looked beyond. A
dozen men, some in well-worn, stout
clothing bearing the faintly sour, wholly
pleasant odor of the sea, some with the
heavier smells of earth and horses, clus-
tered about ‘a table where five men in
finer clothes were seated. Three girls,
in tight-bodiced. wide-skirted costumes
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Nlustrated by Isip

Nazun shook his head. “A man acts on experience of the past; a god can
predict his future. But a god.acts on khowledge of the past and the future!
The fate of gods none may know—nor the fate of those who serve gods!”

watched and moved ‘about to fill the or-
ders of the men. i

* None saw him at first, as they watched
the play of the dice that leaped and
danced on the dark wood of the table top.
Daron moved over, and some of the
outer fringe looked up . at ‘him, their
boisterous voices quieting for an instant,
then resuming at his easy grin and
nod. The ring of farming people and
the fishermen made way a bit, uncertain

by his dress, for, sea-stained and fla-
vored, it showed “fine-woven cloth of ,
good linen, worked in an unfamiliar pat-.
tern with bits of gold and silver wire.
The seated men looked up at him, and
back at the dice, and rolled again. Da-
ron leaned forward, putting his hands _
spread- on the table. “My friends,” he

_said seriously, “I have an unpleasait

mission here. My ship is lost, my crew

is gone, and all possessions left me save
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coin.”. The single silver bit clinked

““Our good host has said my luck

“feel. that"it.is good.-” Wherein
does ‘this concern you? - It is'this; if
would sleep softer .than the stones out-

- side, and eat fare tenderer than twigs,
[ must plant this seedling ‘coin and reap
a harvest.. I fear:it is from your pock-
ets, then; the harvest must come.”

The ‘nearest of the ‘players laughed,
spun Daron’s coin, and nodded. “One
stake, friend, and we'll finish- the work
the seas began!" A man- with such a
thing is ‘hard put—it-would buy a
bit of food, or a bed, but not both, and
the decision~would “be’ I1a1d We shall
1eheve youl”

. “Now by Nazun, you won't I feel!”
Daron lauglied—and watched their eyes.

The player shook his head and
faughed. “Now by the Invisible Ones, I
know we shall. If you still put your
faith in outworn gods, it is small sur-
prise they stripped you thus.”

Daron relaxed, and nodded to himself.

“Then we shall see.”

And,” said the holder of the dice,
paasmg them to Daron, “this is no field
for Nazun, for there’s. no wisdom in
these bits of bone.. If the old gods.ap-
peal to you, why then Martal, I'd say,
would be the one youd swear by here”

“No wisdom in the’ dice—no, that

may be. But wisdom may reside in
fingers, thus?” Daron spun out the
three polished cubes, and saw them turn
a five, a five and a six. “What would
you have me throw ?”

“T'll take your stake,” said the hawk-
nosed player to Daron’s right. “Better
this.” His fingers caressed the dice,
spun them, and shot them forth. They
settled . for a total twelve.

“With two dice; I'd match it, with
three—" Daron’s roll produced four-
teen. “But even no,” as he picked up
two silver coins, “we need some further
crops. A bed and board I have, but

Tordu is farther than a seaman walks,

match me more

17

A horse, I think'—:' Will, some pue

VORD ﬁlled the suabbaxd at his

U).T

N

ﬂugh and a good dirk. was. thrust in

his-belt, a-horse was-his, and _money

for a.day or two when he sought his

bed that night. He whistled a bit of a
tune as he Jaid aside his things, _dropped
the thick oak bar across the -door, and-
settled for. sleep. “I'll say. this- for
this land,” he muttered, “very practical
gods they have., Unique in my experi-
ence. * They dc a man very material
good turns. . Wisdom, it is, eh? 1
rhought as mugh—" 2 ;

The sun was:bright, the air warm,
but not uucomfortable, and the horse
better even than the lamp’s- weak light

started off. The cart road had. broad-
ened to a highway, and this to one well-
traveled within a pair of hours. The
scrub bush and . sheep-dotted meadows

.gave-way to farmlands bordered with
. fences growing neatly from the ground,

well-barbed fences of some cactus bush
that the sheep showed sound ‘respect for.
There was little timber here, but un-

'der the clear sun, the meadowlands and
. farms stretched off into pleasantly blue-
_hazed distance, where the banking of

the haze seemed to indicate a mountain
range stretching off from east to west.

* The road led south, but like most farm-

land roads, seemed unconcerned with
haste and directness. dt visited from
door to door, and rolled aside when some
small swale of land suggested climbing
hills. The horse was sound and strong,
and seemed to have a fundamental na-
ture as blithe as Daron’s own, and little
minded to bother a fair day about a
change in masters.

Toward noon, the rising swales of
ground began to show some .signs of
timber, and the stone-walled farm cot-
tages began to trail attendants in wooden
walls, and sheep appeared again more
frequently. “The haze rolled up by

_had suggested in-the night, .when Daron”
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the rising sun still banked to the south,
but the shining gleam above it indicated
that the haze had retreated to solid
mountain fastnesses, with a SNowW-
crowned peak above.

The sun was warmer now, and where
a small stream trickled through a wood-
patch, Daron dismounted, tethered his

. mount to a bush near the stream, and
spread his food, e até, and leaned
back in easy contemplation and thought.
The wandering breeze brought some
faint hint to him of a wvisitor, and his
swift thoughts placed his line of action
before the -odor was more than identifi-
able to him. He looked up with a smile

s the footsteps of the . newcomer
crunched on the twigs nearby, i

He saw a wind-blown, ‘sun-tanned
man, rather stocky and heavy-muscled,
with eyes squinted permarently from the
glaire of the sun on_waters; a sailor’s
cap perched solidly~on his round, dark-
haired head.. A black stubble of beard
showed on his heavy jowls and on his
thick, muscular arms, and an inipudent
tuft thrust out from each ear.

“My friend,” said Daron, “you’re a
way from the sea, which, by your gait,
would be more homelike to you.” '

The stocky oné séated himself with a
grunt, “Aye, and the sanie to you.
Those linen's were never stained in a

“brook, and, unless you ride yon horse
lying on your back, it’s not the sweat of
your beast.

“Bound for¥Tordu?’

“One T met last night named such"a
city. I am not familiar with this coun-
try—a remarkable land I find it—and it
seemed the part of wisdom to seek the
center of the place. Aund, by the bye,
men call me Daron.”

“Talun,” grunted the stocky one,
seemingly annoyed. “Tordu’s a foul
place for an honest seaman, though
seamen of that ilk seem fewer with every
season. The whole race of Azuni have
grown soft and stupid, and the. stupidest

have gathered in Tordu to admire their

"gods,’
_gods of their fathers, for, say they, the -

overweening stupidity. They have no
sensé or judgment, and they shun the
sea like the plague. "Time was when the
Bay of Tor was a harbor.” Talun
snorted disgustedly. ““They've got it

“cluttered so” with fancy barges now no

‘merchant ship can enter, and they've
‘set. d temple to those precious Invisible

- Ones ‘of theirs across the mouth of the

bay—they call it Temple.Isle now; it
‘sed to be the finest sliipyard in Azun——
“and fheir slinking Inivisible Ornles: hang
over the bay mouth till the good clean
sea stays out in dlsgust 7 e

“INVISIBLE ONES? Hm-m-n1.
I'm somewhat unacquainted here, though
I've heard a dozen times of these In-
visible Ones—not including several
references to them, both prayerful and
annoyed last night, from certain gentle-
men of the countryside I gamed with— "
but little explanatlon of them. Gads, are .
they?” .

“Gods ?” Talun snorted angrily. “They
pray to them as to gods, and say they
are'not gods. The people of Torduy are
fools and crazed ones at that. =‘No
say they. They scorn the old

old gods are foolishness—made in the

-image of men, and hence no more than

projected men and the power of men’s
minds. The true god-being, these wise,
wise thinkers say, is certainly no man, a
thing of force in form mere mortal mind
cannot conceive. So they build. them-
selves these Invisible Ones, and-give
them power, and curse the old gods.

“They're fools, and have no wisdom,
and admire each other’s mighty
thoughts.”

“The wise thinkers, eh?” mused Da-
ron. “We have such thinkers in my
land, ‘and we have certain other thinkers

“who have one certain trait that sets them

off—a remarkable thing. They think
long ‘study much, and confess to those
who ask that they learn steadily that they
know little, Some think that a crabwise
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way to knowledge—but T am prejudiced ;
I learned from such a man.”
Talun stirred

blue bow! of the sky. The blistering sun
was burning down from it to his face,
but as he stared upward a fleecy cloud
formed, roiled, expanded and hid the
sun. Talun settled back comfortably.

“Learning nevei appealed much to
me. One of my friends—but not to me.
The wisdom of the fools appeals.not so
strongly to the countrymen, nor to the
sailors, and on that alone these In-
visible Ones would gain no‘strength, for
these thinkers are few, if noisy with
their thoughts.

“But another thing “has influenced
them,” continued Talun “The gods,
these deep thinkers say, should know the
future—else what’s the use of consulting
gods? Now the old gods did nét know
—or did not explain, at least.”

Daron sat more upright, looked
harder at this stocky, hairy figure, the
very image of a sailor or fisherman,
from whom the shifting breezes brought
a gentle tang of salt and fish and drying
kelp.  “Your gods, in this land, are
most unique, to me,”
“Perhaps men have a certain reserva-
tion in their thoughts of gods in other
lands—a thought that a god.is some
vague thing, whose statue man may
carve, and to whom offerings may.be
made, but a remote being who does
strangely little manifest for his worship-
ers. Now the gods of this country, I
find, are most substantial beings—and
most helpful. The Lord of Chance, of
Contests, let us say ; he wished me well
tast night, I think.” Daron nodded to-
ward the browsing horse. “Now if a
people blessed by gods who have ‘such
usefulness -complain, it would seem they
set hard standards indeed.”

Talun grumbled and rolled over. Da-
ron cast an eye upward ; alone in the blue
vault of the sky the single white fleece
of cloud remained mononless between

UN-2

. uneasily, and his™
squinted eyes turned upward to the clear -

said Daron softly.

them and the sun, casting a pleasant,
tempering shade. “Men want more than
they have—and that, my friends tell me,
is good, and the reason seems sound
enough,” answered Talun, “If a man be
satisfied with what he has, why, surely,
he will get no more. If a man catch
a dozen fish, which is enough to feed
his wife and a child, and fish no more,
T’d think little of his courage, or his
sense.

“But now this knowing the future.
It is not always good. . These wise
thinkers of Tordu, they put it that the
gods should know, and the gods should
tell men—and their Invisible Ones do.
But the priests of the Lord of Wisdom,
the wisest of the old gods, says gods
should know—but should not explain all
things.” .

“Why not?’ asked Daron.

“If a”god should tell you that this
night you would wager your horse
against a slave girl, and lose both girl
and horse on a toss of the dice, what
would you do?”’

“Why, sure I'd be a fool mdeed to
wager then!”

.

“WHEREBY, if you do not, you
make a liar of the god,” said Talun with
a snort. “The god’s prophecy of the
future was not accurate, for you did not.
Now such a prophecy the old gods made.
‘If,” might the priests report, ‘you cast
your nets at Seven-Fathom Bank, you'll

snare a swordfish and spend three days

mending nets.” Now the fishermen
would not, but would lose a good: day’s
fishing, and grumble that.the prophecies
were vague.

“But these Invisible Ones; they have
no vagueness.
walk home this night a horse shall kick
and break your skull., Farewell, wor-
shiper "  And, that night the man is
dead. He swears no horse shall -come
near him—they did at first—but the
prophecy is right, of course. If the
Invisible Ones read future right, then

They tell a man ‘As you -,
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that must be his fate. If he has wit to
escape that end, why then he’s made a
liar of the gods.”: Talun dropped one
heavy lid, and his dark-blue eye speared
Daron sharply. “And, young friend, old
gods or new, no mortal man makes a
fiar of the gods!”

“That calls for thought,” sighed Da-
ron. “I see no joy in knowing my end
if T have no hope of changing it.”

Talun grunted and stretched himself
up. “Nor did the country folk or fisher-
men at first. But try a human with
that ‘thought for long, and not even the
gods will make him stand firm, Live a
year beside a temple of these Tnvisible
Oues, knowing cvery day that there
you can find sure and absolute the day
and manner of your death— No. Men

ave mortal, and they fear old Barak, the -

dread god of their mortality, but the
sharp, itching bite of curiosity will drive
them on. You've seen the countryman
twist the ox's tail to drive it in the pen
the: ox can smell is death? So curi-
osity sends men into that temple they
kunow means loss of hope.”™

Talun shrugged. “Once there—what
mau has courage ‘and will to walk
away? They sink like wine sots, drunk
with future knowledge. giving up all
strength and drive of spirit, for the In-
visible Ones tell them what is coming
—and they know it will come, try how
they may, so you may be sure they do
not try..

“Go your way, friend. I have busi-
ness at times in Tordu, too, so I may
see you again.” Talun wandered off
through the woodpatch and vanished be-
hind a tree. Suspiciously Daron looked

after him. The phrase sectued to fit this -

Talun's exit with a discomfiting literal-
ness. .
Daron lay back to stare again at the
cloud. It hung still precisely between
the sun and the spot where ‘Talun had
sat. But it was evaporating rapidly now,
and presently the blue vault of sky was
clear. Daron chuckled as he untethered

his horse and swung onto his back. Con-
venient, that trick.

His horse trotted on easily across the
plain, passing a farm wagon here, neigh-
ing to a browsing horse along the way,
and Daron sat straight and thought. A
notion was forming at the back of his
mind that Talun had not altogether been
a friend to him. That storm, now, that
took his ship and crew— .

But—gods were gods. There was
no sense to cavil at their decisions ; they
did as they might choose—and there’s
an end to it. ~ :

Well, it was evident he had a mission
here, and surely no.higher adventure
had he sought than this! With gods
like those this land hoasted—they did
not seem a stingy lot!
 The day passed, and he stopped that
night in another inn, the Sheath and
Scythe, it was, and the men who drank
the lank, cadaverous host’s wine had no
smell of sea or fish- about them. -The
heavy, earthy -smell that permeated the
inn was thick to Daron’s sea-trained nos-
trils.

Experimentally, he tossed the dice

again this night. He lost three throws,
won two, and knew his answer. What
he needed, seemingly—but these gods
did not take the spice of gambling from
him by constant winning. He' settled
down then, and what Martal's help did
not bring him, a certain deitness. of
fingering did well to make up for.. The
night grew fatter then, when he found
that, somehow, this land had neverr
learned the mighty magic of the three
snail shells and the pebble.
* Content, and more than warmed by
good wine—his shells had betrayed hitn
with clumsiness, else he’d have stayed
longer—he went to sleep.

. 1L

WITH a sailor’s instinct, for all his
hoofed carrier, Daron found his way to
the docks of Tordu- straightaway—and

S
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snorted as he saw them. No smell of
good” fish and bad, no circling, wide-
winged argosies of gulls. The broad,
V-shaped Bay of Tor spread out, its
mouth plugged by the Temple Isle, its
waves showering familiar gold and dia-
mond back to the blue skies and the sun.
But the clean, salt-and-fish smell of any
coastal sea was gone, buried, drowned
away in a scent that reeked in the sea
rover’s nostrils. Incense! The bay was
dotted with hoggish, bloat-belly barges,
with white canvas mocked in pretty silks,
good yellow cordage tinseled to golden
threads.

The final insult to the sea was the
crews. Girls! Golden-tanned pink skins,
and dainty figures playing seamen ! Slave
girls with beribboned chains of gold pull-
ing at the oars that drifted the sill)v
barges out.

Daron groaned. The sailor’s eye roved
Tound the harbor, and his sea rover’s
soul writhed in anguish. High, granite-
glinting cliffs, impregnable to any storm,
formed a solid wall broken.in two deep,
sharp clefts, the twin mouths of the
bay. Set like a grim, squat fort across
it was the island, a grim, stanch island
of black, pinnacled basalt bedecked with
carved and spidery-lined temples, be-
flowered with beds of plants in artificial
soil. :

Here was_a harbor the gods had made
impregnable! They’d set across its
mouth such harsh defenses as no sea
could smash; nor any force of men in-
vade, for but a few score of good cata-

-pults could make those deep-cloven chan-
nels—wide enough for peaceful ship-
ping—invulnerable to all assault.

Yet the great walls of granite fell
away in rapid slopesso that the city of
Tordu, at the head of the bay, straddling
the Tor River, was on a level beach-
front.

And barges—pretty barges mocking
galleys with their silly, slim slave girls
—monepolized this port !

Daron clunked his heels disgustedly

against the stout ribs of his horse, and
turned his back on the place. The horse
plop-plopped away in an easy trot, while
Daron’s ire mounted within him. The
horse, not Daron, avoided the rumbling
carriages of gaily decked men and
women, skirted the shore-side area of
marble-fronted shops selling things for
temple decorations and offerings.

Even the sound of this section of the
city was unlike any Daron had known
before, It rang with the voices of men
and women, as any good town must, and
the creak and plop of harness and horses’
hoofs. But the ringing jingle of good
steel swords, the strong, hard ring of
vital, active voices was gone. The calls
were vague, unimportant, even to them-
selves; the faces of the men were in-
terested, but more from seeking interest
than because they found interest in each
small thing of life.

Daron drove westward across the
city,.away from the bay. The level of
the ground swelled upward gently, and
the street ‘was bordered by high, plas-
tered walls, tinted white and pale blues
and greens and pinks, as pale as the life
force of this silly cify. -

Then the ground dropped down
again; and as it fell, the view of the
bay was lost hehind, and the large
estates that hid behind those plastered
walls shrank quickly. The broad street
split, and narrowed—and Daron began
to look about more keenly. The pale
color of the walls gave way, the pale, soft
voices changed, the timbre of the city’s
sounds changed, and the smoky, spicy
scent of incense gave way with it. From
the east a breeze was sweeping the
smell of a true city, the odor of foods
and men and the green of growing things.

A GOOD two miles back from the bay
he found the sector he sought. The men
were taller, heavier ; two women leaned
from nearby windows listening with
hand-cupped ears to the angry voices
floating from a neighboring house. The
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sweetly sour smell of wine floated out of
a whitewashed inn, and the smell of
hay turned the horse’s nose to the sta-
ble yard as easfly as the other turned
his master’s course.

Daron dropped the reins into the hand

of the boy that roused himself from
whistling lethargy to split his freckled
face in a friendly grin. . “You've seen
a man become a fool with the aid of
wine?” said Daron grufly.

The boy's eyes rounded.
my father runs tle inn—"

“A horse may do the same with food
and water. Feed the beast, but mind
he’s no more sense than you, so feed him
light, and water him gently.” Daron
grinned, and a coin flashed suddenly in
the air and winked into nothingness as
the boy’s hand moved.

Daron swung from the courtyard to
the street, and filled his lungs with a
grunt of satisfaction. The air had not

SMY e

the tang of clean sea sweeps, but the in- -

sult of the incense was out of his nos-
trils. He blinked his eyes and entered
the inn.

A half dozen townsmen, in loose arm-
less cotton shirts that slipped on over
their heads, and woolen breeches falling
loose to their knees, contracting sharply
to mold the shins, looked at his different
garb. The shirts were blue or green
or yellow, but the breeches all were
brown. - :

Daron grinned. “You've a good eye
for color, lads, but tell me this: is it good
brown earth or- dye that makes your
breeches match?”’ —

One of the townsmen looked casually
round the room and chewed on some-
thing slowly before replying. . “And
where would you be from, stranger? It's
clear you never heard of the Elder
Vows.”

“That might be, and that might be
an answer. What is this Elder Vow?
And is it the custom here,. too, that
the host so hides himsell a guest goes
thirsty 2"

“No guest goes ‘thirsty, but the host
wears no more badge than does the
guest.”  The man rose slowly, unfold-
ing from behind his table like an.end-
less python pouring from his hole, Lank
as a.ship's mainmast, he towered over
Daron, his..long arms dangling down-
ward like wet rags hung out to dry.

- Daron stepped back and eyed him up
and down. “By Talun, now, you'd serve

‘as jury-rig in any tall-sparved ship! If

your drinks be as long as you, then
there’s good value for the money here!
Give me something cool and wet that
has less of the vinegar than the wine I've
had since I landed on this shore.”

The innkeeper grinned, leaned slightly, -
and plucked a cobwebbed bottle from a
little door that sprung open at his touch,
put it on the table, and gestured hroadly.
“You've learned the trouble of the wines
here quick enough.

“Now as to thecolor of our breeches;
it seems small account of yours, but a
long morning makes for easy talk, so sit.
The answer’s short enough, but there’s
little joy-in short answers.”

. Daron smacked his lips and sighed
contentedly. “Hm-m-m . . . a drink
at last that wouldn’t eat its way through
marble stones! Let’s hear this answer
then, be it long or short. T'll leave when
my business presses.”

“I'm a fool.” said the innkeeper sadly.
“My friends”"—he waved his queerly
flexible long arm—*“are fools. My fool-
ishness—our foolishness—lies in this;
we like to think that what we strive for
we get, and what we get we get by

. striving for.”

“A sound-seeming thought. Wherein
lies the foolishness #”

The lanky one waved his arm, agaiti.
“The street is full of those who will
tell you. The temples on the isle are full
of Invisible Ones and priests who will
prove it-for you.

“We go to the Older Gods. We wear
these breeches to save us headaches.”
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-DARON cocked his head. “A curi-
ous custom. In the Dryland, where once
T was, there was a race of men who
wrapped a white cloth about their heads
o keep it cool and save them headaches,
but this trick of wrapping the nether
end seems somewhat strange. Still, one
cannot tell. It seemed insane enough—
that wrapping up the head to keep it cool
—until [ tried it, after twice finding that
the sun was no puny light for man’s con-
venience there. So I suppose you have
some logic in your acts.”

The man on the innkeeper’s left
blinked his eyes slowly, combed a full,
spade-shaped beard of curly hairs, and
patted a pate as bald as an empty sea-
scape. “We tried wrapping our ears.
The worshipers of the Invisible Ones
still argued. So we wore the brown
breeches and simply knocked down those
who argued with us. A year or so—and
they stopped arguing.”

“By Nazun, that's wisdom!” Daron
laughed. “But still T seek the explana-
tion of the foolishness of striving for
your wants.” .

“I,” said the innkeeper, “am Shor-
hun.” He stopped and chewed thought-
fully, looking at his sandaled foot.

“Daron, I'm called.”

“If 1 go to the Temple Isle, the In-
visible' Ones will tell me whether or not
the landlord of this place—who believes
that I am a fool because 1 do not go—

is going to throw me forth into the.

street. Incidentally, I'd be a fool in
truth to seek -an answer from the In-
visible Ones on that; I know he ‘is.
But they might also tell. me where I next
will go, and whether I will prosper. Say
that they say I will. The Invisible Ones
prophesy always what will happen.
Wherefore, if they say I will prosper, it
will mean little to me that T do. It
seems no prize of my good effort. If,
through carelessness, I crack my pate on
yonder doorframe, even that I prefer to
think of as my own, my personally blun-
dering act. If ‘the Invisible Ones

prophesy it—why, I have yet to crack
my pate, and lack the satisfaction of curs-
ing myself for a blind and imbecilic nit-

“~wit in the doing of it.

“Wherefore it 'is foolishness. I
Should go and learn my fate and then
sit back to live it, like a twice-told tale,
mumbling in my teeth as my preknown
date of death draws near.

“No, I prefer old Nazun. He deals in
warning of things he well knows will not

happen, I suppose—things I am warned .

against and, by avoiding, avoid trouble.
Things—so the Invisible Ones say—I
was not fated to meet in any case.”
Shorhun shrugged, a mighty thing that
started like a tidal wave running up a
narrow bay to crash in final jerkings at
hi§ head.

“I had thought,” said Daron slowly,
“to-see the temples of the Old Gods. I
saw none near the bay front.”

Shorhun barked, a laugh that seemed
half cadaverous cough. “Talun’s Tem-
ple moved first. It fell to pieces one
night with a mighty roaring and cursing,
a sound that satisfied my feelings in its
depth and originality, if it did disturb me
next day in seeing his retreat.”

“Eh?. Talun was driven from his
temple P

“Aye. The old sea lord brought down
a storm that ripped up every tree and
all the neatly planted gardens of the
Temple -Isle, but that stubborn basalt
was a bit too much for him. The isle
stood.”

“But what .drove him out?” Daron
asked intently.

Shorhun barked—or coughed—again.
“Incense,” he said lugubriously. “Before
Tan Lormus, High Priest of the Invisi-
ble Ones invented that, old Talun came
near to driving out the pretty barges of
the rich devotees of the Invisible Ones,
Talun, like the true Old God he is, was
using only natura! -things—though the

-number of fish that died on the beach

that .year was natural only by a wide
stretch of allowance.”
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Daron burst into a roar of laughter
till the tears rolled down his leathery
cheels. “Praise be Talun! Now that
was an idea well worthy of the sea
rover’s god, and may this Tan Lormus
live again in a fish's body for his ruprure

"

of so fine a plan!

“BUT Talun moved,” sighed Shor-
hun. “And the others moved after him,
one by one, till last of all sweet Lady
Tammar moved. She lacked not for
worshipers, even with the Invisible Ones,
for, Iuvisible Ones or not, men and
women yet must have love, and no fine
thoughts or wise prophecy can satisfy in
place of that.”

“But—she moved? The bay, foul as
it may be for a sailor’s eye, might still,
with a .good round moon, be a goodly
place in a lover's eve,” said Daron.

“It was it was. But Lady
Tammar is strangest of .the gods in
many ways. Lady of-Love, she is all
loves, all things to all men, She is the
strong adventurer’s companion mate, as
strong as he, and as faithful. She is the
young man's first love, very young, and.
never wise;> She is the mature -man’s.
wife—his. ideal of- her, understanding,
forever réadv to aid ‘him in his
troubles. But—she is, too, thie fop’s sim-
pering’ coquette, for she is the ideal of
every man, however weak that ideal -may
Seo slie. moved back, back from .the
bay ‘and its lack of common men in
honest need. Lady Tanimar had no 1oy
in-appearing.thus-to any man.’ ’

- Daron sipped: quxctlv at-his wine. “['

think,” he said softly, “that T must see
the new temple of Tammar.’

Shorhun shook his great hea éléwly,'
and a little smile touched  "his face,
changing it from the harsh look of
weather-slit granite.  “You can go—
but Lady Tammar is wise. She does not
appear to every man—for every man
cannot find his perfect ideal, save in
Tammar herself. And she is for no

.looked back at his rider.

“all we started eatly.
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man. Once each month [ go to her tem-
ple; threc times she has appeared to
me, and I go always iri hopes. My wife
is dead, and Tammar—

“But you can go.”

“Are all the temples of the Old Gods
near together?"" asked Daron.

“Near together, yes. But some six
miles beyond Tordu, six miles up the
slopes of Mt. Kalun, looking out across
the city to the sea beyond.”

“I think that I shall go there, then.
There are inns nearby ¥

Shorhun shook his head slowly. © Ncme
nearer than Tordu. The Old Ones ruled
it thus. Only the priests and priestesses
and the temple people live on Mt
Katun."”

“Thcn this shall be my home And

~—you’ have a tailor. who could pro- .

duce such. fine brown breechex for me,
perhaps 7 t 9

LIV, o
- DARON sniffed, and his head nodded
approval to'the easy motion. of the horse.

- There was incense here, on this road up

Mt. Kalun, to the tcmples of thé Old
Gods—but incense he liked. ;The ‘smeil

* of 'spicy pine tar, baked from. the tall,

straight trces in the hot su The hight
air hérc was clear and crisp as.a sea
breeze, cleared by the lummou .greea
masses of the.trees. -

The horse stopped abruptl . blew
through his nostrils vigorously, and
Daron laughed
swealy . neck,

and patted the arching,

- “Enough, my friend® -A bit of climb it

is. Good, then, it’s near high noon, for
Tammar’s temple
has stood these good few years. dl]d will,
I thmlc, wiit while we re:[ _And- Tam-
well, Lady- T ammar has lasted
longer still. W'l stopr—and there's
a nicely sheltered place.” . Daron slid
off his mount, threw the reins over the
animal's head, and led him off the trail.
A hundred yards to the right, the pine-
needle carpet of soft brown gave way to
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a little clearing, green with grass.

From. the saddlebags, Daron lifted a
flask of wine, wrapped in a dozen layers
of crushed green leaves, wilted now and
somewhat dried.” But the wine within
was pleasantly cooled. A loaf of bread,
and a cut of meat was food enough, and
Daron settled comfortably. The horse
was browsing at the grass, and blowing
annoyedly. He was a lowland horse, it
seemed, and the effects of some seven
thousand feet -of altitude were puzzling
to him. .

Hidden beyond the stand of straight-
trunked pines, the road that led up to the
temples carried a sprinkling of other vis-

itors—hardy countrymen and tough-
muscled seamen, the common men who
had the will and muscle, too, to climb
that narrow track.
" No carriage road—those who came
this 'way did not from indolence and lack
of other occupation, but because their
minds and spirits drove them on.
Daron, himself unseen, watched the
steady, strong-backed walk of a man
browned with the sun, hands dark with
rich brown soil, bearing an offering- of
ripe, round melons slung in twin sacks
across his shoulders.

“Now there,” said Daron, his eyes
closed down to slits of concentration,

The priest dropped forward, sprawling in death as Darow’s long blade found
his throat—and leaped up an instant loter, to fight more madly than before!
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“goes a man who knows his mind. No
fine-tongued orator would guickly move
him to war—but, 1. would be loath to
meet his kind as enemies.”

A pair of_sailors, the breeze bringing
even here the good, round talisman of
their calling and proof of the god they'd
worship, went noisily up the trail, blow-
ing, laughing, rolling slightly in their
walk, spurring each ‘the other with in-
sults of his weakness. Blowing like a
hard north gale on.th nall slope? The
wine had washed away his strength!

“Gods,” said Daron to himself, “have
little need of help in working miracles—
but these gods of Azun be strange gods.
Why niight a god call on a man for help?
Why. to lead and-work with other men.
‘A god is no doubt, a mighty leader—but
men and gods are different things. I'd
fight for a~god in whom' I found just
cause—but not behind such a one. There
would seem to me a certain delicacy in
“the question. A man who leads against
the enemy is credited not perhaps with
skill. but in any case with more than
jelly up his spine.

“But a god? An immortal god? Is
courage needed for one who cannot die
to face a deadly foe? And would such

anomalous courage hearten those tough- *

minded farming men, or those strong, if
odorous, fishers? Why, the god might
. be courage itseli—but still lack proof,
where he cannot die or feel steel cutting !
“So—perhaps this is a certain question
of leading men against those foppish
ones that rule Tordu. Foppish—but
from the nice-kept stable yards I saw,
well mounted. ~ And your mounted
cavalry is a savage thing for simple farm-
ing ‘men to face, no matter how ill-
trained the mounted ‘man may be.”
Daron looked out and down. Two
giant old pines, their trunks scaled like
yellow-brown bodies of gigantic, uprear-
ing serpents, had throttled out .lesser
competition to the northeast. Between
their mighty boles, Tordu was visible, a
sprawl of white and green and pastel

blues against the green-brows farming
land. The sparkling blue of the bay, with
the white-crowned Temple Isle across its
mouth mocked up at him with tiny,
bright-ribboned barges plying slowly
back and forth, like water beetles crawl-
ing across a puddle on their oars.

Daron fingered a single silver coin
tucked well down--in one pocket, and
looked down across the town. “Tam-
mar I'll see—T think—for this bit of sil-
ver should be more than coin, keeping ia
mind its source. And gods do not favor
mortals for naught, and if this Nazun,
chief of Azuni's gods, sees fit to speak.
to me, why T;}mmar—" .

He paused. his slit-narrow, night-blue
eyes widening and easing away the
straight furrows of concentration.
Mixed visions swam before his mind—
oval faces Iramed in spun-golden hair,
with wide-opened eyes like sapphires
staring out in seeming wonder, and
black-haired heads; round and olive-
skinned, with black-jet evés. Tall
bodies willowy slim; and lithe as tem-
ple dancers, figures strong and tall and
fine, free-swinging. life-loving—

He shook his head and laughed. “No-
one—but part of all, perhaps. But Lady
Tammar will know—and -be, if Shorhun
tells me cight.” He leaned back, eyes
rising to the vaulted roof of interlacing;
dark-green bouglis.

!

A FOOTSTEP near brought his eyes
down, and his hand shifted half an inch
to reach in one flashing drive, if need.
should be, the long, well-balanced wea-
pon at his side. His hand fell away, his
eyes slitted down, then widened slowly-
as a smile overspread his tanned face.

“You are too late, good friend to. me.

"My wine is gone, my meat and bread:

consumed—and I cannot repay a meal
of some few evenings gone. But my ac-
commodations here are good in many
ways. The seats are soft, the needles
pad them well, and keep away the
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ground's damp chill. Would you be
seated 7"

Nazur’s gray eyes smiled, and his head
nodded easily. His lean, muscular body
folded down gracefully, till he was seated.
at the base of a mighty pine, facing
Daron’s curious eyes. Nazun’s eyes
flickered swiftly over horse, silver-
mouunted saddle, Daron’s good and well-
stitched clothing, and the jewel-hilted
sword he carried. “A single coin has
seeded well, since last we met.”

Daron laughed easily. “One crop it
raised—but the next night I found a
planted pebble—planted beneath the

- shelter of three small snail shells—grew
better still in the good soil of Azun.”

Nazun's eyes laughed,.and he nodded
gravely. “Strange plants flourish well
where the ground has not been sowed
before. Yet the thing is very old.”

“Perhaps.” said Daron, “you could tell
me its age?” He looked at Nazun's
grave, unchanging face through nar-
towed eyes.

Nazun shook his head. “I've seen this
earth  somewhat longer than you,
Daron, but that is older still. What

legends of antiquity do your people

kuiow; Daron?”

Daron's eyes swung up to watch the
bowing. swaying. stately dance of dark-
green boughs against a clear-blue sky.
His long, powerfully muscled figure
looked relaxed and easy, his dark-green
jacket blending. here; and his gray-blue
woolen breeches loose and floppy about
well-corded legs. His face looked
blankly easy—save fot the eyes, where
fine networks of tiny creases slitted down
about the night-blue eyes peering up-
ward at the noon-blue heavens.

“Iegends? Legends—and this ‘Na-
zun is no mortal man, but Lord of Wis-
dom. Now legends are for children’s
ears, it seemed to me, but—but I am
not Lord of Wisdom.”* Daron’s thoughts
flashed swiitly over years and nations—
and legends. A pattern formed abruptly

_in his mind, a pattern he'd never seen

before, and with his understanding, he
started so he moved and looked deep in
Nazun's eyes.

“Now by the gods!” said Daron, soft-
voiced. “I've seen a hundred nations,
and heard a hundred tales, and spent
long nights around the fires to the music
of the ballads and the thrill of long-
d: vn legends. T've heard how Bum-
muér of the Tutz nations defeated Lacoor
of the Parrys from the Tutz balladeers.
And, two nights later, heard how, in that
self-same battle, Lacoor of the Parrys
drew Bummuer of the Tutz to follow his
retreat, and trapped him—from a bal-
ladeer in Par.

“But in the Tutz ballads, and in those
of the Parrys, in those of évery nation
I have met, there is one common
basis of ancient, ancient legend, stories
Slder than the histories of nations, Once
men were gods—and flew in air. And

. men were gods, to ride on fire. heyond

the air, and spoke with the voices of
gods, heard across all Earth, from nation
to nation, and they had thundecbolts of
gods.

“But men were men—not gods. They.
flew on their wings, and loosed their
thunderbolts at one another, till each
had stripped all godhood from the other.
And—men were men, and grubbed in
ground again, and rode the air no more,
but plodded earth on old Shank’s mare.

“Now a man may lie, and, having
taken council aforehand, a dozen men

- may lie, and lie alike. But when 2 hun-

dred men, in a hundred nations, men
who have never met, lie the same fine
tale—there’s more than lying there!” -

NAZUN'S gray eyes twinkled, deep
beneath their shadowing brows, and his
head nodded lazily. “I've heard such
legends among the peoples of Azuni—
and one legend heard only here. That,
when man stripped man of godlike
powers, and the world rocked and
heaved in torture to their thrusts, lands
sank and new lands rose from the sea-
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beds. The island group that is Azun
rose from the seas then, and some hun-
dred peaceful men, who had certain wis-
dom of those things that made for god-
hood, took council. Now tell me, friend,
if the nations tore like mad dogs at each
other’s throats and every nation was em-
broiled, and new lands rose- from the
sea—" ; %

“1,” said Daron, “would found a new

nation-on that untainted land.”

Nazun nodded slowly, settled back
against the tree and looked up to where
a scarlet-breasted bird cocked wary eyes
downward before he drew back his head
to rap resounding tattoo on the great
trunk. “Now,” said Nazun, looking up-
ward, “let us think what wise men might
do—in days when the world was mad
with bloodlust and mighty powers. Say
you were such a refugee that settled here
on Ator, largest of this Azun group.”

His eyes wandered down again to rest
on 2 hopping bird fighting with a stub-
born worm. “That bird there, walks
but he can fly, thanks to certain mech-
anism—a sort of machine that. he was
gifted with. . Pity we have not that
machine.” .

Daron cocked a squinted eye, and
watched the bird triumphantly gobble
quickly, ruffle his feathers, crouch and
leap into the air.
sand times to do the same,” the sea rover
sighed. “I’ve-seen coasts no ship could
reach, and no walking man could find.
And the bird flew in where I could not.”
He shrugged. “I could not make such
mechanism.”

“But once—men were, the legends
say, near godlike—men might have had
the wit for that, perhaps,” suggested
Nazun.

“Ah,” said Daron softly, and watched
the bowing, dancing, swirling limbs
abovef his head. Thoughts flashed
through his mind such as he’d never con-
templated. Gods, or godlike, the legends
said. But—if their godhood had rested
in mechanisms, in cleverness of tool and

“I've tried a thou-.

UNKNOWN v

trickery— That was a sort of godhood
one could -well strip away, as one force.
took the catapults of another, to leave
them helpless, wandering in rout. .

“They’d need,” said Nazun’s soft, al-
most dreaming voice, “most wonderful
tools for that, no doubt. Bettéer, finer
tools than we. Springs, perhaps, of a.
steel better than we know, and mighty
forges to make the steel.”

"The picture roiled and cleared in
Daron’s mind. . That was the source of
legend, then! They had been godlike,
those men of old! But their godhood
had rested in machines—and the tools to
make the machines. Once smash those
tools—and machines wore out, with no
more tools to replace them— ;

“They,” said Daron slowly, “had wit,
perhaps, but, it seems, more trickery
than godhood. Wit, knowledge—but no
judgment, and. wisdom' is also judg-
ment.” . :

“Men’s minds.are strange, are they
not, my friend? And little known.” Had
-5uch ones, as these ancient legends speak
of, known more of themselves, perhaps
their godlike knowledge of the things
they bent to toys might-have made them
gods indeed.”

Daron looked closely at the pine-
needle-strewn ground on which he sat,
and thought. There was a story here—
a further story. Gods did not speak to
men to while away the time. There
would be reward, perhaps, but also—
when the affairs of gods were concerned,
and mortal men were brought to enter
—danger, adventure! “Had I escaped,”
said Daron softly, “from such a world,
and founded on an island, unmolested,
a new city, a new nation, having some
remnant of that godlike knowledge—I
think I would forget it, I think, per-
haps, more knowledge of myself would
make life:worthier to myself. How does
man think—and how go mad? Some
say a demon enters the spirit of the mad,
and some say only that his mind is sick,
like the belly with a colic. .And-some
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are only queer, and, growing somewhat
queerer, we say are mad. '

“I know the thousand riggings of a
hundred nations” ships—and know not
how that knowledge lodges in my skull.
I think,"were I to build a new nation
on the wreckage of that old, I'd learn
myself a bit, before I tried the rebuild-
ing of such powers as once destroyed
men.”

“And wait, before you learned again
those things, till every man in all the
race had judgment enough to carry burn-
ing brands through the granary of man
without setting fire? Wait, as the ages
passed, - till there was not, and never
*would be again, a madman to loose the
spark? Yes,” said Nazun softly, “that
would be—safe, at least.”

Daron laughed, and nodded slowly.
“Safe,” he chuckled, “and stupid, as the
turtle in his shell. We need— Oh,”
said Daron suddenly, and looked at
Nazun with a sudden, whelming under-
standing. “Man needs a god, or godlike
guide who acts, who interferes to direct
man upward as he longs, and halt the
downward settling of his urge!”

Nazun moved easily, his long, blue-
green-clad body rippling lithely to whip-
cord muscles under tanned and healthy
skin. “Man needs his ideals personified,
made real and given power.’ Given
power enough, indeed, to stop the in-
dividual man who errs, but judgment
enough to spare the man who sees ahead.
One who is not man—for man -is
jealous of man, and unyielding to man’s
suggestions.”

DARON sat very still, and concen-
trated on the brown soft mass of needles
at his feet. “A mighty plan,” he sighed.
“And if man, through centuries, learned
once to rule the rest of the world with
godlike powers, perhaps ‘through other
centuries he might learn to rule himself.
But how, T wonder, might it be?”

“The compass needle points to north,
drawn by a thread of force unseen; un-

. ence, a

felt by men. The brain of man is made
of many tiny parts, working one against
the other, millions on millions of them,
by threads of force like the force that
moves the compass needle, perhaps. A
somewhat different force, more akin to
the spatks that come from combing hair
on cold, dry nights, it might be. If these
small parts—these cells—act thus against
each other, and it is their interaction, not
the cells themselves, that is thought, then
it is the force the cells generate, and not
the cells themselves, which is thought.”

“Yes,” said Daron, his eyes narrowed
and alert on those bottomless gray wells
of Nazun's eyes. “And—the force that
is the interaction is not material, as in-
visible as the fine thread of pull that
turns the compass needle.”

Nazun relaxed, and his eyes wandered
from Daron’s, as though the important
story were told. “If these things were
true, men might then learn to make those
interactions that are thought self-ex-
istent, apart from the material of the
cells. A group of many men, wise and
learned, might cause a concentration of
such forces to take an independent exist-
self-thinking,  immaterial
thought. It would be—almost godlike.”

“It would be the essence of man—his
ideals, without his needs, his heights,
without his weakness.”

“And the minds of many men might
mold and build it better, nearer to human
kind, while yet it had the power to re-
ject, by my own judgment, the wrong
in men.

“With such—man might go onward
safely, for such a guardian of man, could
guide and aid men.”

“Why"—Daron halted, licked his lips
with tip of tongue, and rephrased his
thought. If Nazun wished indirection,
there might be reason, must be reason
here—“if such a thing should be at-
tained, say . . . five centuries ago—"

“Perhaps seven and a half,” suggested
Nazun.

“—or so long as seven and a half cen-



30 ' UNKNOWN

turies ago, then men so protected might
advance that knowledge of material
things once more in safety. It seems to
me, they would.”

“But _if,” 'said Nazun, “some twelve

long centuries had passed since Azun .

first was settied, and twelve long cen-
turies of vilifying those studies had es-
tablished strong tradition— And does
the young man choose the stony hillside,

though it have rich and virgin soil be- -

neath the rocks, when.the proven, fertile
soil of the valley is there?

“Daron, where would you start the.

search for facts that lead to knowledge
that might make men fly again?”
> “Why . with birds.”

“There is a tradition, I have heard,
handed down from the days of legends.
It is very strong, and probably true. The
way to flight is.not the way of the birds.
‘The wings men fly upon must not move.”

“I’d like,” said Daron dryly, “to study
this science of the mind.”

“So many did. But that is gone—
since the Invisible Ones came.”

“These thought-force things 1mg‘1l be
invisible, might they not?”’

“But, being thought,” Nazun said,
lazily turning to shade from the shift-
ing sun, “might make themselves have
form in man’s mind.”

“But any form!” said Daron softly,
thinking suddenly of Lady Tanumar, who
was,. so Shorhun. said, every man’s
ideal, but not for any man. ’

“But why should they? These gods
—men are men; they are limited as
men, and cannot truly conceive of a
god, can they? It is not logic. To m-
bue a god with human qualities is basic
contradiction. They are more than
hwnan, and hence, by definition, not
human. A human, then, could not con-
ceive them. A god should see the future,
and be possessed of absolute logic.”

“The logic is sound,”. Daron nodded,

eyes narrowed, “but the logic of a wise
man of Tharsun, in the Tutz nation, was
soimd, too. It was logic that a heavy

rock should drop much faster than a
light one. It doesn’t, incidentally. I
had him show me, by test, the sound-
ness of his proof.

“A god such as you describe might be
a god! I could not know. But he'd
be a poor neighbor, with his absolutes.
The laws of nature are absolute, and
logical. But I've seen a small child
thrust its hand into the pretty glow of
molten brass——and be punished with the
absolutes of nature’s laws.”

NAZUN shrugged. “I repeat the
logic of the priests of the Invisible Ones. *
They have no root in human brain—
though they draw their powers from
the tiny generators of the force of
thought that make up human brains.
They live by the energies of the thoughts
their worshipers give. But their root
and existence lies within a . . . crystal
ball, a thing some three feet through.”

. Daron stiffened where he lay. “That
is material ?” = :

“It 1s material, and may be crushed
by a blow.” .

Daron knew, that instant, what His
task must be. “Where might this crys-
tal be?”

“On the Temple Isle—but no one
knows. ‘The Invisible Ones guard that
knowledge—with certain™reason. But
it is not readily seen, nor wisely seen.
The priests of the Invisible Ones, the
Invisible Ones themselves—and the
sphere itseif. Three defenses make it
safe.”

“The sphere—"

“It js- a sphere of clearest crystal,
three feet through, and.in its heart a
myriad ‘of pin-point bits of light fash
and weave a-pattern, weaving, moving,
dancing, lights of évery.color moving,
lights that come and fade—"

Daron nodded, and shivered slightly.

“1...1 saw a thing of similar nature.
And thereby came near to being no
more! A certain wizard of the Tahly
folk showed me it, and, but for a friend,
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I'd be standing paralyzed before him
yet! He learned, though, and taught
me certain things. Hypnotism, where
the mind is slaved!” .

Nazun nodded. “It's strong defense,
a final barrier. It was not meant so
originally, but meant only as the basis
of the Invisible Ones, its weaving lights
their - patterned thoughts, and, being
mechanism, they are uninfluenced by
anything but logic.”

Daron snorted ‘softly.:
in such gods as that!”

“No comfort—but knowledge.”

“Useless knowledge, if what I hear be
truth.”

“Useless—but satisfying, at " times.
To know the result of tomorrow’s deeds.
The Invisible Ones are there, that
knowledge can be had. No good it can
do, for, being truth, it can’t be changed.
But—a young man’'s wile is suffering
in labor—and he can know the true re-
sult, two lives—or none! Or a child is
sick, and the father sleepless with prod-
ding fear, which might—and the In-
visible Ones know——be needless.

“A day, you'll stay away, not caring

“Cold comiort

greatly for that ultimate knowledge, what

day and hour Lord Barak has closed
your book—but a month, a year, a dozen
years. The knowledge is there—"

Daron nodded. “No man has will to
fight such steady pull forever. And once
indulged—the man’s mind and will is
trapped. Aye—that is logic, but lacks
ideals. But—I wonder if the Invisible
Ounes"~Daron looked at Nazun's
crag'ged face through narrowed lids—
“could ‘tell me when | shall dxe’ Or
——-\xhen they shall die?”

“They cannot. The course of a man
is straight through time, from past to
future. basing actions of the present on
the memories and knowledge gained in
the past. But a god acts on his knowl-
edge of the past and future! That is
and cannot- be predicted. And
ren who associate themselves
with gods—cannot be predicted,”

Daron’s eyes looked upward again.
The lowering sun was casting longer
rays, and the zenith sky was dark, deep
blue, with the clarity of high mountain
air. The darkening branches wove
across the spot of sky, and whispered
soft accompaniment to eager, anxious
birds. A three-foot crystal ball with
moving. weaving, hypnotic lights. A
material thing that a blow could smash
—but which, because it was matcrtal no
immaterial thing could harm!

Daron’s eyes swept down—and wid-
ened sharply. The tree across the way
swayed gently to the breeze, but Nazun
was gone. There was a helmet where he
had sat, a thing of woven wires of sil-
ver and gold, wires fine and solt as young
lamb’s wool, and five strange jewels.
A blue-green, queerly luminous bit of
stuff lodged at the front, a bit of stone
that matched in color Nazun's garb. A
bit of stone like agate, red-streaked and
white, above the right ear, a bit of rose
quartz above the left, and a sea-green
crystal at the rear.

At the peak, a blob of utter night-
made solid was fixed in the fabric of

the weave. “Barak, Lord of IFate and
Death,” said Daron softly. “And the
others—Talun’s sea-green, my Lady

Tammar’s rose, and Martal's streaked
stone, Lord Martal’s Stone of Chance.”

Abruptly, as he settled it upon his
head, it occurred to him that immaterial
forces such as thought did not ordinarily
move weighty gold and silver.

Slowly he caught up the reins of his
browsing horse and mounted. Lost in
thought, he nodded gently to the motion
of the animal, and wondered further
how it might be that clouds should form,
and a howling storm move up at the be-
hest of a- wholly immaterial Talun. And
puzzled at how much of a full, round
truth Nazun had seen fit to gift him with.

A good hour later he roused, and
looked about—and cursed himself for a
fool. The Horse, in natural course, had
found the going easier down the moun-
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tainside. - The temples, and Lady Tam-
mar, were far above, and for this day,
he must. wait,

Ve

. THE SUN. was set, and the moon
well up, a round, pale lantern of lies,
pretending to light the city of Tordu,
when Daron turned down the cobbled
street. toward Shorhun’s inn. The
moon’s light was a snare and a decep-
tion, as Daron well knew; it lied about
the colors of the walls, saying that dirt-
streaked muddy yard wall there was
touched with silver paint, and that yon-
der wall was built of glinting gold.
Daron well knew it was blue-tinged plas-
ter, and the black tiled roof was bright
green by day.

And the shadows, where only low
voices and soft laughter originated, were
people—though the moon would not re-
veal it. Deceptive. The glow of light
on walls and streets, smelling with the
faint and blended odors over which pre=
vailed the queer, wet scent of water
poured on hot stone cobbles and lawns

" at sunset. * The little trees and sunken
entrances. casting shadows sharp and
black, the narrow, canyon alleyways
black gouges -through the = twisting
buildings of the section.

Daron was deep in thought—but
Daron had visited more nations than
one, aid, in most, he’d found an eye

that didn’t sleep of more than slight aid -

for long and healthy life.. The black
shadow of an entrance arch, cut through
a high plastered garden wall, spouted
figures, two clumps of shadow that ran,
topped with white blobs of faces, and
lightening with moon-glinmer on steel.

- The horse reared and screamed and
twisted round in panic as Daron’s sharp
spurs raked his sides in a way he’d not
known since this new master niounted
him. He lurched and pawed {forward—
and the two shadows ducked aside from
the sharp shod hoofs. Daron was off on
the far side of the horse. The animal

snorted once, and felt his rider gone.
Startled, hurt, he clattered away. Daron
was on his feet, bulancing lightly in the
shadow of the wall, while the two shad-
ows turned to face him, TFull moonlight
struck at them now, while the walls high
shadow engulfed and blotted out clear
sight of Daron’s figure.

“Right!” said a low voice, and one

of the pair leaped to Daron’s right, the
other to his left. They wore. cloaks of
some dark stuff, and cowls that snugged
about their -heads. The cloaks hung
close about them, no hindrance now as
they came on mincing, dancing feet, and
lunged, a trained: chorus that attacked
from two sides at once.

Daron blotted out in shadow, and was
behind the one as he spun on his heel.
His cloak swirled loose at the hem, and

" the moon-glimmer of his sword reached

tp—and fouled in it. Moonlight sil-
vered on his face, a lean, bony face
with hollow, blackened eyes and line-
thin lips that writhed in-blazing anger.
Daron’s sword licked out, twisted neatly
round the fouled weapon, and sent it
flying, a glinting fragment of light, across
the garden wall.  Somewhere bcyond it
landed with a 1mgmg clang.

“Hold!” said Daron sharply. “I have
no enemies here.”

The second man danced forward, his
face lifting in a smile of keenest pleasure
as his blade. darted under Daron’s mo-
mentarily lifted sword. Daron’s body
shifted slightly at the final instant—and
the, blade bent double as it scraped on
the thin steel plate benéath the sea
rover’s jacket at the breast.

The cowled man danced back as
Daron’s blade came down, a soft-voiced,
vicious snarl on his lips. The second
man was circling, his cloak stripped off

- in an instant’s timé and wrapped about

his left arm, the glint of a dirk in his
right hand.
“So be it, then!” Daron snapped. “I
Jiad no enemies here!”
“And,” the sword bearer whispered,
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“you will have none—ifor the dead have
neither friead nor foe!”

DARON slipped aside, backed toward
the wall as he caught the other’s sword
on his own, the swiit wrist play making
the steel thrum and sing and the close,
keen following of blade on blade making
scarce a click of coiitact. Daron danced
and moved and wove, and watched the
moon-whitened faces of his attackers.
They were twins, twin meal-white faces
with twin sooted, shadowed eves. But
one stood forth in lighter clothing, loose
teousers gathered at the cali”to tight
stocking breeches, loose jacket hanging
below the waist. But each arm carried
an armlet of jewel-glinted- metal, and
across the breast was woven a pattern of
spliere and many jewels stitched on.

Daron danced back and back, feeling
out the swordsman, and knowing in the
spring and slash of the blade he faced
this was one who'd handled weapons be-
fore, and handled well. He moved and
danced and backed away, and the dirk-
maaq, short of reach with his small blade,
circled helplessly.

Daron moved forward in a deceptive
glide that seemed scarce motion, and
twisted as he moved. The long. thin
blade lunged out, flicked once, and laid
open his opponent’s arm from wrist to
elbow. A soit: thick inhalation of pain,
and whispered curse; the cloaked one
held his blade in his left hand, and
charged in for revenge. Daron backed,
circled leit to avoid the lunge of the
dirk. His twisting, glimmering blade
lugged out once more and buried in the
swordsman’s  throat.  An instant’s
scream was throttled in a rush of blood,
and the sword dropped down to ring on
cobbled pavement.

Simultancously, as Daron freed his
blade, the dirk rang on the street, and
the second man had swept up the fallen
sword. Daron leaped forward, and in

the engagement wrapped his blade about
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the base of the other’s, and sent it fly-
ing. His own straightened out, and
hovered near the jewel-sprinkled breast.

“Now how is this, my jeweled dandy,
that you seek strangers for your mur-
dering? Would not wisdom suggest you
know your victim and his capabilities be-
fore you practice up on assassination?
I have no knowledge of your laws here,
but there is one of mine I think good.
Who attacks me is an- enemy—or gives
good account of why he sought me out.
Speak, and ‘speak truth!’ :

The moon-whitened face was move-
less, the thin, straight lips held shut. He
faced'the moon now. and the shadowed
eyes were lighted, gleaming fish-belly
white against the face: They shifted
minutely—and Daron leaped aside and
whirled.

The sword he had just thrown with
his blade licked past his shoulder like
meial lightning. The man whose throat
Daron had spitted whirled. and leveled
the blade for a second attack as the other
swooped to retrieve the dirk. glowing
like molten silver on the cobbles.

Daron fell back in clumsy coverage,
and stared at the throat of the man that
faced him. It bubbled blood. and the
loose-hung mouth worked and dribbled
blood that looked like ink under the
moon’s rays.

Daron cursed softly, and: engaged the
dead man’s blade. It swept and. swung
and danced to meet his every move. It
glinted like a sweep. of sunlit rain, a
thousand lines of steel in place of one.
Daron danced back, drew back his arm
as the dead man lurched forward
clumsily. blood bubbling through slow-
formed words. “Stand.still, fool, you
die!”

Daron’s arm swept downwar(l and
his sword fled hilt-foremost toward the
dead, white face. The dead mdn’s sword
swept up too slow, and the heavy hilt
crashed true across his eyes, with all the
strength of Daron’s arm behind it.
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The pribst was dead—stabbed through the. throat—and fought on! Sav-
agely Darow’s blade licked out to sever the sword hand from its wrist.

THE SECOND attacker lunged in,
grasped Daron’s sword before it fell, and
reached out for Daron’s dancing form,
The dead thing squalfed, riked at
blinded eyes, and twisted vainly. Barely,
Daron reirieved the blind thing’s sword
and danced away with skin still whole.

“Men,” said Daron tensely, “T'll fight
fair—but when the fairly killed "come
back again—why, there’s an end.-to fair-
ness!”

“You'll die,” the rustling, laughing
whisper of the other assured him. His
cloaked arm reachied, and suddenly, as
the two blades engaged, grasped Daron’s
sword.  Daron released the blade,
dropped his hand to his dirk before the
other, expecting a frantic pull, recovered
balance. The dagger flashed, spun
through. the air, and buried in the be-
jeweled man’s face.. He screamed, and
stumbled _ forward, dropping the two
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blades he held to claw at the dagger.
Daron whipped up his own blade from
the street. and slashed coldly at the
fallen man's throat, then stood back.
Like " uncoiling springs, the hands
snatched out the dagger, drew it back
and hurled it toward Daron’s own throat.
The watchful sword rang against
sent it.dancing down the street.
The thing stood up and stared at him
with blank, dead eyes. .
“You die,” it said. : “You must—for
I cannot!”  The words ivere whistling,
nasal, ‘but half formed. The slashed
throat whistled and .moaned_ as air
sucked in and out. - 2
“You cannot die,” Daron agreed.with
cold, live things squirming in his belly,
“but blind, you cannot-see!” The sword
he held danced out agaii, swept, parried,
datted in—and in a second time. Daron
stepped bacl, his blade lowered, to. watch
the blinded thing——and almost died on
the lunging blade! - ~

Desperately, the sea rover met the

blade that danced and lunged and parried
at his own, 2 dead, blind thing seeking
cut his every move and driving him back
—back—uvith tireless speed, while lead
flowed down Daron's veins and settled
in his wrist. “Nazun—Lord Nazun,”
Daron whispered softly, “T ask no help
in things [ know, T ask no help in do-
ing—but give me knowledge to stop this
thing ™ ¢
The swords sang: and danced and
winked, and soft leather sandals scraped
on cobblestones—and Daron felt the
blade come nearer. Air whistled in the
dead throat, and in his own dry throat,
and he glanced sharply at the corpse that
lay outstretched beside the dirk—and
wondered when it would again arise!
Daron’s breath sucked in in sudden
understanding.  For an instant, - the
leaden load of tiring muscles lightened
with glimpse of relief. His defense grew
bolder, then attack that wrapped the
dead thing’s blade gave him the chance
he sought.- His_own blade lunged for-
UN—3 *

-bow.
" blade, and as the other.arm swept down,
-a slashing cut at the left w rlsl ka it mth
-useless:fingers:

t it, and- .blind."” Daroii panted hoarsly, ©

-enéd in rigor.

tired mascles of his fmeau
tioti of the city was quiet

‘moon alone remaining.

sounds of ci

ward again as he twisted—and laid open
the dead thing’s afi from. wrist to el-
The severed.teridons dropped the

may not
it tho<e

“You . may not dlc you

hands will grip no more!”
. The dead man dropped liké an emptled

sad\, lay liinp an instant in the street

and,.as Daron watched ’(hc Ivmbs stiff- .

COI D gnawed at the sca rover’s brain
as. he walked silently: down’ the street
his horse had_vanished in, rubbing the .
e his sec-
s. those men
had at fast become, the silvering of the
Somewhere the
Jow voices and the laughter had van-
ished.. Only far away across the still
rustle of .trees in the night wind came
's movement, the restless,
rustling tone that rises and falls aund
‘never dics while a city lives. The smell
of flower gardens-and fresh salt air swept
from the bay on the wings of -the in- ~
shore breeze. -But no sound nearby.

Then, a block away, he heard the
hesitating - clop-clop of a shod horse’s
hoofs, the irregular rhythm of an un-
ridden horse, uncertain of its way, feel-
ing the weight of loneliness lacking
liuman guidance. Daron started-toward
the “sound, loping silently, mind
skipping agilely, yet numbed withal, and
bewildered mightily. His enemy was
clear—for none but 2 god could make
those’ dead things dance to their strings.
But his friends—

Or had he thought that solution for
himself? Had his own mind seen clear
the ripped arm of the abandoned corpse,
and the reason lying. there for its de-
sertion? It was no more than he had
done hefore—save that that dead,: blind
face opposing him with inhuman skill
had frozen and numbed. his thoughts he-




36 UNKNOWN % e

yond any experience he had ever known.

He thrust the thirg to the back of his
mind, and turned down a narrow street.
His great gray stallion tossed its head
uneasily, and faced him, whickering un-
certainly. “So, boy, it's easy now. . I
raked you then to save you from being
spitted. Come, now—it hurt, T know,

but a foot man does not fight a mounted

man, but first his horse. Come—ah!
Daron swung up, and soothed the-un-
‘cerfain animal to an easy walk, and
guided him once more toward the inn.
But the sea rover’s eyes kept sharper
watch than ever they had at a good
ship’s bow.

VI

THL‘ TTR\‘GI\IG hmp was dark,
with charred and smoking wick, and
Shorhun’s lanky figure draped uneasily
in the fireside chair, asleep and snoring
gently. His long, Jlean arms,
knotted ropes, hung loose beside the:
chair, his fingers half opened to the
glow of the dying fire. Across the room,
the hoy was curled upon a bench, head
pillowed on an elbow, and one long arm,
a small duplicate of Shorhun’s knotted
cables, reached down to grip in lax
fingers a dog's collar. .

The dog looked up abruptly, with
wide-opened eyes -as Daron’s horse
clopped softly in the courtyard, and the
creak and grunt of leather harness at-
tested to the stabling of the horse. His
silent eyes watched Daron enter the
room. He snorted soitly, and lowered
his massive head upon his paws, eyes
watchfully awake.

Daron rubbed his arm and smiled.
Softly he stepped over to Shorhun, and
laid a friendly hand upon his arm. The
lanky innkeeper mO\ed and raised his
head.

“Daron?” he said, his voice niechani-
cal and toneless with broken-sleep.

“Aye, Daron—and with a throat as
dry as IFraka’s plains. And— But get
me wine, my friend.” .

like

Shorhun heaved up, and ambled to-
ward his supply, to return with a bottle
and a glass on a small tray. He set the
lot before Daron, and slumped into his
chair, resting his head within his palms.

“Ho, am I to drink alone? Come,
Shorhun, another glass, and join me in

-it.  And tell me, is it customary for this

town- that men should seck to murder
strangers on sight ?” .

Shorhun rzuscd himsell, and fetched
another glass. ““No,” he said tonelessly,
pouring wine into the two.

Daron looked up into the lank, tived -

man’s eyes. He was quiet for a moment
as he watched the eyes, and watched
Shorhun pick up the glass. Then his
strong, brown fingers gripped Shorhun’s
wrist and stayed the hand. “Waif,
friend. I think—I think your lamp
needs oil, and I need.light, I know. I
would not drink until I see the color of
my wine.”

Shorhun moved wordlessly to do the
task, pulling down the counterweighted
lamp, filling the reservoir, trimming the’

-wick and lighting it so that the room was

warm with yellow light.

Daron’s fingers were busy then with
an aimless spinning of a bit of palished
metal on a cord, a polished metal mirror
that spun first one way, then the other.
“Sit here,” said Daron, as the innkeeper
finished, “and listen, friend.. I bhave a
tale to tell.”

Wearily, Shorhun sat down across the
table, and Daron began. Iis voice was
Jow and soft, and he described his start
that morning, following Shorhun’s direc-
tions, and Shorhun’s sleepy eyes were
watching the dancing, spinning mirror
on the cord, and the swirling reflections
of the lamp that danced with it.

“Once before,” said Davon somy in
a sleepy voice, “I traveled such a hill-
climbing road, to the dwelling of a
wizard of the Ind people. I was tired
as you are tired, and wanted sleep—
as you want sleep—the rest and ease of
sleep—sleep—sleep—"
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Daron’s voice was toneless, sleepy—
but his eyes were bright and hard, and
the mirror in the lamplight spun and

spun, and hesitated to spin the other way

at'the end of its cord. “Sleep you need
—sleep—"" Shorhun’s sleepy eyes sanlk
lower, then abruptly tried to rise, his
body seemed to struggle to rise, his head
to turn from the mirror. “You hear
only my voice, as you sleep—sleep—
and forget all other things, but see the
mirror that tires your eyes and makes
vou sleep. Shorhun, you hear only your
friend, Daron, Daron who, like you,
seeks only the Old Gods. You hear no
voice but mine, and obéy.me in all things.
You obey me, and only me, Shorhun!”

THE tonelessness was gone, and there
was the whip of sharp command in
Daron’s tone—and the mirror spun.
“You will and must answer any ques-
tion I ask. That is true!”

“Y-yes,” said Shorhun.

“I am your friend, and friend to your
friends.”

“Yes,” said Shorhun promptly.

Daron’s eves were tense and dark.
Very softly to himself, he whistled a
litle turie, and thought. “Now this is
clear; someone has been here and
worked upon this .man, and thanks be
to old white-headed Barhamu for what
he taught me in the hills of Ind! But
what is the purpose? No god did this,
for the look of his eyes in good close
view was clumsy revelation. Buta man
—il Barhamu knew enough to match
at all these god-making wizards of Azun
—cannot make another do what that
other would object to—such as murder-
ing his friends!”

Daron thought ﬂeeply, then; “Shor-
Imn he snapped, “is this wine good?"”

“Y-yes,” said Shorhun, and stirred
uncasily. his forehead careworn and
weather-browned, wrinkling in a frown
of childish puzzlement.

“Shorhun, there was a stranger here
who laid commands on you?”

Shorhun’s face worked, his mouth
moved and knotted and fell still. Daron
nodded grimly. “But that stranger,
while tio god, knew this mind art-well,
Now how to break that. spell—"

A thought came to him, and he rose.
“Shorhun,” he snapped, “sit there, and
do not move until I return.” Then,
thinking of certain things that lay upon a
cobbled street—*“Or,” he added—"until
the sun rises and the day is here.”

Daron strode out the door, and sought
down the road. It was half an hour he-
fore he returned, swearing softly, with
a mewing cat in his arms.- His clothes
were torn somewhat, and stained with
varicolored plaster dust from climbing
many walls.

He set the cat upon the table strok-
ing it. “Shorhun,” he said softly, “I
know. You can tell me, because I know
these things already. The stranger
came, and talked with you, and laid com-
mand on vou to forget. But you were
to give to me this wine, and do what-
ever was needed that I might drink it.”

" “Yes,” said Shorhun, uneasily. “It is
good wine. The flavor is better than
my own.”

“Watch,” commanded Daron. He
spilled a bit of wine, and forced some
down the cat's unwilling throat. The
cat mewed and spit and scratched, and,
released. sat down and cleaned its’ fur.
Daron waited patiently. Abruptly the
cat jumped, doubled up, screeched in
agony—then straightened down with
ruffled fur to lick itsell clean. Two min-
utes later it doubled up again, screeched
louder, and writhed unhappily. The
spasm stopped. to resume again y Wltlll(l
a minute more.

Within five minutes the cat was dead,
in one last spasm wherein its cries were
choked in a muscle-knotted throat, and
its muscles convulsed so violently the
broad abdominal muscles ripped them-
selves across in frightful spasm, and
every muscle tore, so that the carcass
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was a loose bag of death wrapped up in
skin, G

Softly Dafon spoke. “That is the

wine you would have fed your friend,
Shorhun, That is the wine you would
have drunk with me! That is murder
in its foulest form!”

Shorhun shuddered, his face worked
in knotted muscles, and his staring eyes
twitched and danced. Abruptly he
shook himself, and stumbled erect. “Eh?

* _ Daron! Youhere? Eh—it’s night!”

Daron leaned up .and looked and
nodded, -smiling. “Aye, it’s night, my
friend, and you may thank a man you

. never knew, one Barhamu, that you and
I live now, and are riot—that!” .

Shorhun looked at the body of the
cat, then picked it up and dropped it
sharply in disgust, rubbing his hands as
though they were contaminated by the
contact, “What . what ' is this?
And -where is that dandied priest of
the Invisible Ones that visited me here ?”’

“Ah, now the tale appears! I.thought
it might. Now listen to me, friend, and
in the future look not so keenly at spin-
ning mirrors, glittering jewels, or other
tricks of wizards. Tl tell you something
of a tale to straighten up that knotted
hair of yours, but first bring me some
wine—some wine of your own, and no
more of this hell’s brew.
time, I sense a bit of trickery in your
son’s sleep.”

AN HOUR later, Daron was dream-
ing, Now even one with the easygoing
conscience and the tough stomach that
Daron had, dreams now and then, but no
such dream as this. He dreamed, and,
moreover, knew he was.dreaming.

For that last hour before he went to
bed, the helmet of woven gold-and-silver
wire beside him, he had :been thinking
as he talked with lanky, grimly boiling
Shorhun, With half his mind he’d told
his tale, and explained many things to
- Shorhun that he ‘had learned in a high,

- shattered mountains of the' Ind.
-with the other, deeper half of his mind,

In the mean-

dry old building far up the slopes of the
And

he had been thinking, stewing about one
problem; the problem of the sphere.
The menace of iron and flesh and

* blood' that was the priests of the In-

visible Ones, he set aside. That sort of
menace he had known before, and would
know again—with luck! But the In-
visible Ones themselves? That, it
seemed, was in the immaterial,. potent
province of the Lord Nazun., But the
sphere—.

- A single strong blow could smash it
~—but to see it was to be paralyzed. His
keen, smoothly = working mind was

‘baffled; - brought solid and firm against

a'thing that, he knew, was the one thing
in all the world against which it could
not fight effectively; itself. Too long
and well had old° Barhamu taught him
for self-deception here. “The trick of the
Spinning Mirror and the Trick of the
Winking Light were, alike, tricks that
no mind could well resist—for they were
tricks that turned that mind upon itself.
. And then the dream had come, as he
sought sleep.- He stood before an altar
of blue-green beryl, a mighty, perféct
gem four feet high, by three feet square,
his head bowed down in prayer. Be-

“hind- the altar stood Nazum, his gray

eyes deep as” night, with unplumbed
depths so vast that the lack of bottom
made them black. The eyes drew up his
bowed head, till his own blue eyes looked
info them, and through them, swallowéd
by them—and saw  with the eyes of
Nazun! ’

His sight hurled out cross the night,
driving out through walls of blue-green
stone, through  the dark, whispering
forests of the mountain, across the city,
where Tordu lay dark beneath the set-
ting moon, with only here .and there
some late light gleaming.. The world
was a painted map, luminous with moon-
glow and the Bay of Tordu was a lake
of quicksilver, with the black comma of
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- the Temple Isle.  TFor hall an instant
the .world held in suspense; then, as
though his point of sight had plunged
like a falling. meteor. the Temple Isle
exploded upward, turned black and sil-

ver as buildings -appeared, exploded
outward, - and his sight penetrated
through. Tor an instant of time he was

. deep, decp within the heart of one, deep
in a ‘rooni whose black walls, carved
from the living basalt of the isle’s
foundations, were lighted with a glow
that seemed pure white.

A circle of warrior guards stood
vound the sphere, the three-foot sphere
of crystal, like a fragile bubble floating
in a three-clawed rest of gold. Un-
counted myriads of pin- pomt lights cir-
cled in darting, swooping, pmcmcd
orbits, a mathematically precise involve-
ment of inextricable cycles and epicycle
progressions and ordered, intricate or-
bits. The row of warrior guards stood
firm-about the sphere—but every back
was toward it, and every guard stood
with hand on sword and metal sKicld.

In a fraction of a second—then the
vision was gone, chopped off with a hol-
low sensation of frightful fall that
gripped and wrenched at Daron’s mind
‘and soul. .

His mind retched and quivered in ter-
ror—then quieted as some vast thing of
calm laid fingers on it, soothing, still-
ing. And Daren stood again before the
blue-green altar gem of beryl. Lord
Nazun stood behind it, and his gray eves
were tensed and tired, his strong-
muscled hands leaned on the aliar top,
gripping it, it scemed, for support. The

tanned. rough-hewn face of the Lord of"

Wisdom was white with =tmm and very
tired.” -

TLord Nazun's voice was tired and
strained as it whispered in the dream.
“The Invisible Ones are wary ; they cut
oft the vision soon. No further sight
of that can T afiord, for the cost is more

than human wind could understand. But

you have seen. Now—sleep again, and
think!” i

VIL

DARON sipped fragrant feye. and
watched the sun shadows play in the
couttyard with drowsy eyves. The
sounds of Tordu City were waking
round him: the cries of women, the shrill
voice of a-small hoy carrying on con-
versation with some friend two blocks
away, the heavy. creak of a laden ox-cart
plodding toward the market, bearing

“round, green melons and green-wrapped

ears of corn. .

Behind the drowsing eves, the vision
of the sphere danced and spuri and
moved, the myriad lights flashed in their
orbit there. and, despite the strong pro-
tection o azun’s mighty will, half
hypnotized him still. Slowly, to Daron’s
‘inward gaze. one fact was forming from
the vision. Those myriad points of light
moved not aimlessly, but with an order
‘more precise than the swinging. ticking
pendulum of the clock upon the \\aII
They looped and moved and (lzmccd*m
ordered, plotted curves.

And abruptly Daron started. The
drowsing eyes became alive. and the im-
mobile face moved in a sudden, grim
smile. He laughed softly, and swung
to hisfeet. Shorhun, sitting silent at his
table looked up. and opened sleepy ey

“Ten minutes more, my friend.” the
Tanky innkeeper sighed, “and for all your
concentration I'd have broken in. I
have a question of some small momeat I
would ask.”

Daron laughed, and swung his sword
belt round to greater comfort. “Then
ask away, Shorhun, for one cactus-
spined and triply damned question that's

“festered in my mind is solved, perhaps

1 can solve vours.’

The innkeeper unfolded up\vard and
shrugged. “It was merely this. I live
today, because your eyes do more than

‘see, and your brain holds more than

imost, But—I know mnot your plans, of
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course, but if they do.not include your

death within some three hours, 1'd ad- -

vise you seek some other seat.”

“Hm-m-m. My plans did not include
quite that,” Daron nodded. He cocked
a hali-closed eye at Shorhun's ugly,
solemmn face. “But why should this seat
—a very comiortable one seemmgibc $0
sadly dangerous *”

“The . priests of. the Tnvisible Ones
know it's here. If hali your tale of last
evening be true, then you murdered one
priest. If it be wholly trie, then you
did murder enough to bring down the
wrath of all the Invisible Ones on a
dozen men.”

Daron g}ruuted softly. “They are
slow to anger, then. I'd act without
thinking over the problem a whole night
through.” %

“Shorhun'nodded. “They would. But
King Elmanus wouldn't. And it's King
Elmanus’ word that's needed. He
wakes at ¢ight, breakfast at eight and a
half, and holds no audience before nine
and:a half. It's nine and a quarter
now.” -

Daron looked up at Shorhun with in-
terest. - “Now if this King Elmanus has
these haughty priests of the Invisible
Ones trained so well to leave his sleep
alone, he holds my strong respect. He
is umique among the monarchs of the
world I've seen; he can make a high
priest wait as high priests should, until
he’s had his breakiast. What potent
secret does he hold for this?”

SHORHUN sighed. “Old Elmanus
is near eighty years old now, and he’s
reigned for fifty-five. For fifty-five long
years, the Old Gods' priests have
howled in his left ear, and for fiity-five
long years the priests of the Invisible
Ones have shrieked into his right.

“It’s reached a sorry state, where now
he can hear very little in either ear, and
not at all when he is sleeping. But he
has curiously sensitive hearing to the

wail "of countrymen and seamen both.
His nobles he hears continuously, where-
fore he need not listen hard to them.”
“T'd think,” said Daron shrewdly
priests"would have found another king.”
Shorhun chuckled. “Old Elmanus
has not the slightest fear of death. He's
lived too long, and during that life the
two sets of gods have grown apart and
hatred grown between. Now each fears

. a new king more than they loathe the

old.”

““Has neither \\nrl\cd ‘on the will of
leanus successor ¥

“Elmanus has no son, and his daugh-
ter is a priestess of Lady Tammar—but
no woman may hold the throne. His

_successor must be elected.”

“He’d be a noble, and the nobles—
50 you say—are all besotted with the
future knowledge of the Invisible Ones.”

“He'd be no noble,” said Shorhun
sourly. “The nobles all know well that
several hundred exceedingly tough sea-
men loathe their blood and bones, and
several thousand countrymen obey old
Elmanus blindly because he's just.

“Hm-m-m it would make a
throne as hot as the Sun's own fires!
But—perhaps I'd best be on my way.
Where would you suggest?”

“It depends upon your plans,” said
Shorhun, shrugging like a beaching

wave. “If you intend permanent escape

from Elmanus” guard I'd say your own
land would be a sound place to seek.
If for a day—start west, and" 1'll say
north. They'll find you, though.”

started through the door. “Call up that

_imp you name your son, and have him

fix my Horse: I saw a watchmaker's
place two blocks away, ‘and I have
business there.”

“Fll call my son, but my memory is
short. He may remember long enough
to bring the horse to Granner's place.”
Shorhun vanished through the kitchen
door.

Daron rose, stretched mightily, and

-~
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THE SUN was warm, and the’

breeze that slid joyously down the moun-
tainside was fresh with pine-laden scent,
and the smell of many breakfasts pleas-
ant to the nostrils. The cobbles, round
beneath the feet, were easy walking, and
Daron’s eyes alert as he swung down
the street. Two blocks away he came
upon the little doorway that he sought,
signed without by a huge wooden cog
bearing the symbols “WATCHMAK-
ING.” .

The place was dark, and cool still
with last night’s air, and the watchmaker
that looked up at him a half-seen figure
in the gloom.- His head was bald.and
polished as the faces of his products, but
fringed around with a halo of white
hair so fine ‘it floated in the air. His

face was a wizened, dried-up apple, .

split by a smiling mouth, and sharp blue
eyes as old as the skies, and laughing
with them.

“And what is time and timepiece to
one as young as ye?” he snapped as Da-
ron entered. .

“Father, T am touched by a strange
The malady is never fatal, I am
told, but long enduring,” Daron said sol-
emnly. “This malady some c:xll in-
ventor’s itch.”

The bright-blue eyes speared up at
him. “Huy-hu, now. Unless this thing
you have invented is.the size and crude-
ness of an ox cart those fingers of yours
will never make it.” )

“Alas, father, they won't.” Daron
sighed. “Yours will, though, I suspect.””

“I've work enough with things I know,
and things that work, without befuddling
my old head with foolishness. What
have you in mind ?”

“A thing about the size of a pocket
watch, but of special and strange mak-
ing. Now look you here, for all my han-
dling of ships cordage, still my fingers
have certain skill at drawing things, and
this is what I'd need. T'lt-pay you for it
with twice its weight in gold, and add

“we call more often maduess.

another weight if it be done by the third
hour of the afternoon.”

Rapidly. Daron sketched, and the old .
watchmaker's keen eyes followed him.
A-dozen sketches, and many special stric-
tures and explanations. were demanded,
but at last the old man snorted under-
standmg

“That malady )ou call inventor’s itch,
The thing
is mad, and has no use, but I shall make
it as you say. You'll have it by the sec-
ond hour after noon.”

“Good,”" said Daron. “Now here is
proof of my madness, for I'll give you
now the gold.” Four round, hard coins
he laid on the old man's desk and stepped
outside. where Shorhun’s freckled son
lounged by his horse.

“My father says,” the boy whispered
softly, giving him the reins, “that guards
are popping out of ash receivers, and
springinw up among the flowers. I'm
going to the house of my grandmother
for.a week or so: Good-by.™

Daron stood an instant in thouglt,
then stepped around the corner of the
building where the lad had vanished to
take him on his way. Two legs scram-
bling over a roof top disappeared as
Daron turned the corner, and the lad

-was lost.

SHRUGGING, Daron sct off across
the town, his mind busy with his plans.
Deeper and deeper into the city he went,
stopping once at an inn where he was not
known. Two hours later—the loungers
there had learned a certain respect for
threesnail shells and a pebble that.made
longer stay uneconomic—Daron sought
out a small tailor’s shop, and took off
his hands some misfit clothes that reeked
in Daron'’s nostrils of earthy sweat. Rut,
at least, they did not betray the seaman’s
origin,

- For three long hours more he visited
in armorers’ shops, obscure secondhand
places, seeking a shield. It was well
afternoon before he found the place
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he sought,’'a uny cubbyhole feft when
two haughty ‘buildings had not quite'met,

a’ mere a]leyway betweeri them roofed”

over by some' sad:faced individual with
the salesmanshxp of Jeremiah.

“Ashiiéld,” hé sighed, and- sat’ ﬁrm'

on the brokeil chair before his door, “I
don’t think I have many. What kind?”

Daron’ Iooked at him sourly
beard ‘was of the kind- that prolonged
and persistent laziness, not art, produces,
and -his hands stained not “with the

gnm of toil but, it seemed-to the sea

. Tover, ‘thie dust that settles on anything
]ong mouanless

Daron careiully “A round, flat shield

of good steel, or of silvqr»pla(ed bronze.”””
1 “had one -

“Si]vér“plated bronze?

‘think it’s. gone—but they are
not practical, I'm'told,” he:added hastily:’
“A shleld of hard- tanned hide wxll turn

fromy h re speualxzés iri them.”

“Aye, - !said .Daron’ panenﬂy:
“That’s what I learned" some five, _min-
utes past. Now 160k ‘yous friend, your,

aura is that of-a wild goat, mcreased in
strength by your advanced age and
greater size. The spiders have spun
their webs between your feet, and how
one so immobile has escaped a load
of flowing fat surprises me. Or-can it
be that your colossal lethargy forbids you
rising to seek food ?

“Be that as it may, I'll' see your
shields, my friend, if I must prick your
dusted hide to make you seek them in
defense. Now move!” Dafon’s sword
left its scabbard of its own volition, seem-
ingly, and pricked the cadaverous, sad-
faced one.

With a howl of anguish he bounced
within his shop, with Daron on his
heels.

The sea rover halted. The place was
darkas the maw of some deep cave,
and rank with lack of cleaning. Very
slowly Daron’s eyes made out its con-
tents,. while the whine of the proprietor

‘Daron.
-shield you. have:

His-

“A round shield,” said'

- -sought to convince him he wanted none
-oi the merchandise. - ’

Be - quiet, or by Martal,: I'H let that
‘out through your throat,” snapped
“Now bring me that. bronze
Is' it not clear. to.you
that T am mad and not to be rsasoned
with?”* % .

The shield was brought Tt “was
bronze, a well- made :shield” that some
craftsman had labored over, and in see-
ing it, Daron knew .that chance had fa-
vored him. Unlike any shield he’d seen
before, its face was. absolutely ‘flat and

ncu

_plain, without decoration save a very

chaste and simple geometric pattern that
inscribed ‘a .circle round the edge. The
face was bronze, véry thin, for lightness,
but by its ring a hard, true melt. ‘The
back was crossed, with a patterned grid
of ‘bars that made it strong enough to

* . turn a broadax swing.

“Now. by . Martal,‘ chance 1§ behmd
me thxs day-indeed,”’" said' Daron ‘with
satisfaction, . “What prxce do you-want,

 Goaty One?-

- “Ten thords T paid. for 1t and less
than twenty I cannot take and stay in
business,” the merchant w_hmed

“Ten thords it is then,” said Daron,
dropping two golden coins, “and good
day.”

“No, no! Twenty, I said!”

DARON swung on “his horse, and-
started down the street. Behind him he
heard a long, sad sigh, and the heavy
creak of the broken chair. The shield,
he saw, was bronze, plated, well with
silver, and the price was fair. The
silver was black as night with lack of
care, and a dark, old bronze patina had
coated over the gridwork at the back.

Daron rode back to the watchmaker’s
shop, and entered in. The old man
looked up from where he worked and
nodded. “Ten minutes more, son, and
your madness will spin as gaily as you
like. You are early.” ’

“No,” said Daron wearily. “I'm late,
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The old king chuckled.
priest!” he roared. “You'll not assassinate this man!”

I needs must polish up my shield.”

The old man’s shaip eyes turned on
the metal shield and narrowed down
“Now, by Nazun, I know your wits have
left you, or you've more strength
than cven those none-too-puny arms sug-
gest. That thing may make a fine dis-
play—old Elmanus’ guards once carried
those, I think—but as protection, they're
as light-and dainty as a good stone wall.”

Daron laughed. “I'm vain as the pea-
cock of Ind, and must make a flashing
display, father. Give me polish, then,
and a bit of cloth, that I way dazzle those
who look at me.”

“His logic belters yours, “

"The old man bent, and drew out soft
rags, and a cake of black-streaked rouge,
and some white, moist paste., “Damp the
rag at the pump yonder, rub on the
vouge and mix the white paste with it.
Ii there's any silveér left, that thing should
shine.” )

For half an hour more, Daron rubbed
till his back-and shoulders ached, and’
his new-old gavments were stained with
a dozen shades of red and black and
green from the bronze. But when he
finished, the old shield's face shone like
the sun, with scarce a dozen .bad
scratches.
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“So it’s old Elmanus I've to thank for
finding this shield, eh? I knew it was
mad to hope to find so useless a thing,
but this thing was what I needed, none
the less.”

“King Elmanus it was.
special guard of twenty men, who used
those things. Elmanus found that a good
spot of sunlight cast back hy. twenty mir-
ror shields would stop men quicker, and
with less stain of blood, than twenty
swords. With those {wenty shields, the

guard could "blind a wan for half a -

week.

“Whereiore all Elmanus’ enemies
came at him after dusk, and found, of
course, his twenty guards as well pro-
tected by those heavy shields as though
they each were weighted down with
chains. - Elmanus lost three full comple-
ments of guards before he gave up
those shields.

“You heing only one, I'd think you

had poor chance to learn wisdom—but
that, my son, is your own task. It is
your skin that. shield is supposed to de-
fend.” )

“Ah, yes, and so it is. Now tell me,
is that thing finished ?” Daron asked.

“Done. And Here it is. 1 owe you
also a coin, for, having an affection for
those who are mad, T made it very light.
Undoubtedly, it shows I am a’ kindred
spirit, and mad as you.”

“Mm-m-m,” said Daron, holding the

tiny thing, “it seems good enough in-

deed. I know good workimanship, and
that is here. Keep the extra coin. Good
day, father.”

“Good day, and if you now seek Na-
zun’s temple, he will cure your mad-
ness.”

“I have no time. I have another ap-
pointment now. IZlmanus’ guards. are
seeking me for certain questions involv-
ing the death of two priests, and I must
find them.” "

Whistling ‘Daron went out, and the
old man looked "after him with shrewd,
hard- eyes. With sudden decision,

He had a

brought. on by overpowering itch -of
curiosity, “the old man swung heavy
shutters across his tiny window, barred
them, barred the door, and hobbled off
across the town, On his weak legs, it
would take him some time to reach El-
manus’ court.

VIIL

ON THE HIGHEST crest of the

rolling land that frented on the bay, the
palace of Elmanus set, overlooking the
estates of the nobles down the hills. The
avenue here was broad, and paved
with bricks of well-baked, hard, red ciay.
Daron’s horse trotted along easily and
turned into.the broad way that led up
to the gate.. A- half dozen uniformed
guards, in bright blue-and-white foppish
cut, barred his way with neat precision.
Daron stopped at their hail and demand
of identity, and looked them up and
down. "
" “Now, lads, for all that foppish rig,
you've: bone and muscle underneath,
1, do swear! Now let me—officer,
1 should say by your stance, and the
hroadness of your palm, you've walked
behind a plow and seen a furrow turn.
And a good half of you knows the smell
of drying kelp.” :

“Enough of that!” snapped the of-.
ficer. “I ask no guesses as to whence
we come, but whence you come. In the
name of the king, answer, or you'll find
‘time to answer in the keep.”

“Now that, my friend, is no threat at
all, for there be few places safer in this
land that I can think of. Further, your
good king ‘would favor seeing me. 1
understand  certain  of your brother

“guards have marched hot streets the

whole day through seeking me. Men

call me Daron, and my origin is some-

thing even I am not too certain of.”
“Daron! Ho, forward, round!” The

- guardsmen moved with perfect military

precision, and with a smoothness Daron
admired.. He was instantly the center
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of a small circle hedged with good steel
lance points.

“Daron, dismount,
King Elmanus.”

“Now softly, friend. What other pur-
pose, think you, brings me here? Take
down that hedge, and ease your nervous-
ness. Good. Now, you of the infant
mustache, take the horse, and feed him
well. T'll want him back. Take sound
advice, too. When your friends tell
you that is not a mustache, but merely

in the name of

evidence of laziness, believe them. Either

shave if off, or dye it dark. On your
tanned face, the blond hair seems some-
what weakened and like drought- -burned:

gram *
The ‘mustached guardsman’s face
turned red, and his eyes dropped,

but He took the horse’s reins, his young
face sullen. The officer’s eyes were light-
ing with a suppressed amusement and
liking.

“Enough, Daron;
here. But take his horse, Kahlmur—
and, by Nazun, his advice! Now, for-
ward. Elmanus bhas ordered your ar-
rest,”

“Your statement, officer—very in-
courteous officer, too, it seems. I know
not your name, though you know mine
—is exact. He has ordered my ar-
rest;: he does not want to. see me.”

“Pordan Holum, Daron. Holum,
Pordan of the Outer Guards. Maybe
his majesty does not desire to see you,
but you may rest assured the priests of
the Invisible Ones do.”

The Inner Guards they passed, and to

. the doors of King Elmanus’ Hall of
Justice they were passed. Abruptly, there
was an eruption of activity about Daron,
and. shouting officers. Priests began to
appear from a dozen ways, priests in the
flaming "orange-scarlet of the Invisible
Ones, and in the blue-green of Nazun,
the deep, sea-green of Talun’s temple,
and the red-streaked white of Martal's
retinue.

A tall, gray-eyed priest of Nazun first

I give the orders y

approached Daron, - where he waited
easily among the group of Holum’s men.
The priest was as tall as Daron, lean and
thoughtful of mein, but there seemed
some lack of fire in his eyes and face,
a worried, tired and strained appear-
ance round his mouth, and a crease be-
tween his brows.

“In the name of my lord Nazun, T
appear for you, Daron. The adepts of"
the Invisible Ones accuse you of mur-
dering two of their neophytes within the
streets of Tordu.” There was a hasty,
uneasy pressure to his words, and .a
curiously worried, uncertain tone in his
voice. And, withal, a Jook of deep re-
spect with which he regarded Daron.
Very softly, so that only Daron himself
could hear, he added : “Lord Nazun him-
self has ordered this appearance—but I
fear their case is strong!”

Daron laughed. “I have no knowl-
edge of the laws and rulings of this
land, wherein your kindly aid is much
to be desired, but none save Nazun him-
self and, perhaps, the Invisible Ones,
knows isore of this case than I T think

.we may manage, and—if Nazun has

given you some charge regarding me,
perhaps he- gave a charge to follow
somewhat as T lead in my argument.”

“Aye,” said the priest uneasily. “He
—Lord Nazun—takes interest in few
men.”

"A PRIEST in. scarlet-orange, be-
decked with gold and flaming jewels hut-
ried up, a fat, round man waddling
busily, with sweat-bedewed pate glisten-
ing in the light. “Pordan,” he howled,
“this man is armed. What manner of
arrest is this! Take that shield, that
sword and dirk from him. The man is
a murderer ; would you have an armed
killer brought before our king!”

Daron turned to him, and -beat a
steady, hard-eyed gaze upon his fat,
sweaty face. “Now by Nazun, my fat

- friend, you'll need no murdering. Have

not your Formless Ones told you you'il
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die of bursted veins? And ‘would you
make a liar out of them by dying before
" your time?”’

The fat-faced priest paled, and panted -

heavily. “You have no knowledge of
that!” he gasped.

“So, I have not, I know nothing of

" what they say? But yet I do, it seems.
Now, be that as it may, remember this.
This is the house of King Elmanus, and
your orders here are wanted no ‘more
than ‘mine; in fact, I think, somé sev-

“eral degrees' less. I came to this
place seeking justice, and of my own free
will. Wherefore, my friend, Pordan Ho-
Jum shows inore courtesy than you.

“Now, Pordan Holum,” said Daron,
turning to the officer,

" and dirk-and shield into your keeping, as
an officer of the sea to an officer of the
king’s guard, to hold and protcct wtth
honor, till T may call for them.”

" “I take them as an officer, to hold and
protect,” replied Pordan” Holum ' for-
mally—with‘a gleam of satisfactiondi-
rected at the fat priest. '

The great oaken doors, bound with
‘mighty hinges of black wrought iron, be-
fore which they stood, swung slowly
open, and a herald spoke. “In the
name of King Elmanus, in the name of
Ator, and the people of Azun, the Hall of
Justice opens. Bring in those who seek
‘justice before the king.”

The crowd surged forward, and 1t
was a growing crowd. 'A half score of
priests in scarlet-orange, and a-score in
the assorted colors of the Old Gods
flanked the little group. of Holum’s
‘guards that marched with, Daron toward
the throne.

"The room was vast and cool after-the
heat of outside, the light softened and
dimmed. Great slabs of translucent
milky quartz made the’ roof; pouring in
the sun’s light diluted-and cooled. The

walls were made of cool, green stone,

and the floor was black basalt, soft and
soothing "to the eye. Great pillars of
sea-green stone reached up, carved in

“T give my sword ~

UNKNOWN

intricate and graceful geomietric design.
At the far end of the long, high room,

‘sat King Elmanis, on a throne that nar-

rowed Daron’s eyes. There was a dais

of red granite, and a backdrop of night-

“blue velvet behind. A ring of guards in

. that same night-blue velvet faded into it
-almost unseen, save for the flicker of
their unsheathed swords, and their faces.
Those faces were tanned and strong, and
the men-were big, broad-shouldered men
with the tapering build of speed and
starnina. These were no city breed, but
strong countrymen and seamen, every
one. .

But the throne itself! ' It was a chair
of good blue leather, and deeply padded,
without hint of gold or jewel, or any
frippery. It was a broad, deep Sseat,’
with broad, comfortable arms, and the
man that sat in it was broad and com-
fortable.

Daron’s narrowed eyes slanted in a
smile. Now heré was a king who knew
his dignity beyond reproach, and sought
the comfort aging bores enjoyed more!

. Two slim, and pretty girls stood beside,
and slightly behind the throne, and Da-
ron’s respect .increased. They were
dressed in simple, easy-falling robes of
some light linen stuff, and in- the very
simplicity of their garments Daron saw
more the character of their master.

‘With neat precision the guards drew
up and halted before Elmanus’ throne,
and behind them stood the fat priest of
the Invisible Ones, and the lean and wor-
ried priest of Nazun. Directly before
Elmanus, Daron halted.

ELMANUS was old, his head
crowned with a wealth of white hair that
gleamed and shone against the backing of
the night-blue velvet drape. He wore
a simple jacket of white silk, on which
was embroideréd in golden threads and
scarlet, a crest and coat of arms. And,
beneath it, in the oldest language known
to man, a brief ‘motto. His breeches
‘were night-blue linen, with gold-thread
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tracery, and in his hand he carried a
staff of pure gold, chased with, deep-
-cut formal design. At the peak of the
staff there gleamed a single, monster sap-
1)lme. as deep as sl\les, and large as a
man’s two fists.

Llmanus” face was tued the dark
eyes sunken in old and leathery skin,
his mouth creased about with the
graven lines of many years of struggle,
but over all lay lines of easy humor, and
his eyes twinkled with good humor as
they looked back into Daron’s steady
gaze.

“And this is the man you bring me,
Tor Lamon, as double murderer? I say

with satisfaction, you are a liar or mis- "

taken.”
noddtd to himself.
case ?

The fat priest qul\'cred angnly
Invisible Ones, your majesty,
stated that this is the man.”

“Well, what say vou for yourself . . .
er . . . Daron, isn't it?”

Daron shrugged, and smiled. “It is
a matter of temperament. These two an-
noyed me. I was. forced to remove
them.” 5 ®

Elmanus' jetting brows of white, stiff
hairs drew down. “Annoyed you, eh?
Are you given to these mad tempers,

-Elmanus snorted gently, and
“What is your

“The
have

“Aye, in case of such annoyance, Onc
sought to spit me on his blade, and the
other tried hard with dirk and- cloak.”

Llmaous snorted and leaned back.
“Annoyance enough. What said the In-
visible Ones of that, priest?”

“If this man's words be true, then
why is it that, not content with killing
them, he coldly mutilated their corpses
so? One, Rehsal,.a neophyte of two
practice, was run through the
throat, and blinded, too. :
be blinded, . what need to run him
through, and if he be run through, why
blind a corpse, save out of coldly murder-
ous temperament ?

“And the other was yet more fiend-

ishly mutilated!
.on the Temple Isle seven years; and was

-tirned to face
‘the dead man rose and attacked me with

-alive!
-and it seemed the best thing was to make

. Now if the man

@
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Shulthas was with us

a man of good and even temper, yet lis

-body we found run through the throat,

blinded, and with the hands cut off. «

“This Daron, [ say. is a madman, a
fiendish manjac. Give him to us, hefore
this voyager from other, barharic lands
destroys more. -He must hc done away
with."”

Elmanus looked at Daron with ]ow-
ered ‘brows. “Your temper seems ex-
treme, for even sueh provocation. What
brought this thing about "

“The power of the Invisible Ones,
your majesty. These things I did; Iran

‘the one attacker through the throat, and

he died as aiy good man should. I
his companion—and

a dirk.. I blinded him—and he
fought me with a skill he had not shown
Now, such things I do not like,

those hands incapable of grasping blade,
and only then did that dead thing lie
down as a dead man should!”

“Eh?” Elmanus gasped.
fought!”

“The man lies to save lus skin! The
dead cannot move!” Tor Lamon roared.

Daron turned to the priest, and re-
garded him through narrowed eyes.
“Now tell me this, priest, your gods can
predict the future, can they not?"

“As every Azuni knows”

“And you can tell me the exact and
final end to each and every power these
gods of yours possess?”

“No, for they are gods, and no true
god can be envisaged by a man,” the

“The dead

.priest replied haughtily, looking point-

edly at the lean and. worried priest
of Nazun. ~ “Their powers are unknown,
and unknowable.” i

“Then," said Daron with finality,
“they can raise their dead neophytes to
fight again. That may he unknown and

-unknowable to you; I saw them, you did
,

not.”
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ELMANUS leaned back, his old eyes
brightening,

Tor Lamon sputtered.
cannot rise!” he snapped.
posterous, insane! No—"

“Man,” said Daron firmly, “can. en-
visage the powers of a god. So. 1 saw
your Invisible Ones bring the dead to
life, Go back to your temples now, and
learn more ahout your gods.”

“I think,” said Elmanus, with a
chuckle in his voice, “his point is very
sound. Now on his testimony alone, I
would not ordinarily have ruled that
be was attacked, but since his arguments
are so sound, his logic good enough to.
meet that of Tor Lamon, who seems
sane enough, he must be sane. And
if he is sane, he would not make an in-
sane defense. The defense he has pre-
sented is insane, or true. If it is not
insane, then it is true. 'We have shown
him sane—sane at least as Tor Lamon—
and- therefore we must accept his state-
ment and defense as true.” :

Elmanus leaned back with satisfac-
tien in his sparkling old eyes, and
watched the empurpling countenance of

- Tor Lamon. *“I dismiss the charge.
Daron is free.”
“Your majesty,” said Tor Lamon

“The dead
“It is pre-

with difficulty, “there is a further vital -

point.. "I must accept your ruling that
this outlander can murder—"

Elmanus’ heavy brows shot down, and
his finger shot out to stab at the fat
priest violently. “I said the charge was
dismissed " he roared, in a voice that
blasted at the great room’s roof, and set
Tor Lamon back’in shock. “You deny
my ruling by that statement.”

“I . .. Iretract my words. I ...
T spoke without due thought. But, your
majesty, there is a further trouble this
outlander brings.”

“Speak, then,” snapped the old king,
ms deep eyes sparkling.

i = s

The predictions of the future that
our whole country depends upon to-
day—"
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“And more fools they,” ‘said Daron
softly., Elmanus lips twitched.

“—are upset by this outlander. These
predictions are based on a knowledge of
-all things that enter into life upon this
empire you rule. Now this outlander
has appeared, and injected a new and
disturbing element, an element not in

~-the orbits of the peoples of Azun, and

"upsets’ the predictions of the longer
range.”

“Your gods are stron said Daron
softly. “They are mighty, beyond the
understanding of man.” One man up-
sets their powers, which is, indeed, be- .
yond the understanding of man, as far
heyond his understanding as that a heavy
ox cart be upset by a single grain of
dust. Strange are.the ways of the In-
visible Ones.”

Tor Lamon purpled wiih rage. “As
much,” he ground out, “as the power to
predict the future is beyond your com-
prehension.”

“The man’s point,” said Elmanus
mildly, “is well made. It does seem
strange.” LElmanus relaxed back into his..
chair with a deep satisfaction. This was,
beyond doubt, one of the most excellent
examples of priest-baiting he had seen in
fifty-five years of weary tending to dry
and wordy cases. This Daron was a
man to have around !

Tor Lamon's cheeks paled from their
fat-bleached dusky red to a cold, white
rage. “If a man have two children, and
cach of these children have but two, and
these in-turn have no more than two,
there will be sixteen then, in the course
of one man’s lifetime. Now if the man
—and his children like him—be
an active man, given to killing neighbors
who annoy him, at the rate of two in
four days, such a family may have pre-
found effect. In fact, it would appear,
but some four generations of such men
and we would have no more Azuni Jeit
in our empire!”"

_“That sounds somewhat improhable,
but still seems a point possible of argu-
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ment,” said Elmanus weightily. “Surely
you have asked the Invisible Ones when
this man shall die:?”

Tor Lamon writhed, and Daron, who
had. studied more than one useful art,
spoke softly. ‘“The Invisible Ones could
not give him that answer, for their
powers are strangely limited, but they
could, and did, tell him this; Tor Lamon
dies here, this day!”

THE paleness of Tor Lamon’s face
became ghastly, his lips and eyelids be-
came blued and purpled slowly as he
stood, and stark fear shone in his eyes,
all rage dying out. “You . . . youcan-
not know!” he gasped—and screamed
as he said it, doubling up and- clutching
at his heart. He rolled, and fell at El-
manus’ feet, dead.

A dozen lesser priests sprang for-
ward, and knelt by the fallen Tor-La-
mon’s side. Slowly they straightened.
“Tor Lamon knew that he would die
here,” they acknowledged.

“How,” asked Elmanus uneasily, “did
you know this? Are you some newer
god still, another god to plague my peo-
ple here with death?”

Daron shook his head slowly. “There
is a vein in the neck, even so fat a neck..
and a swelling at the base of his neck,
even beyond his fat, and many other
small signs that the skilled may learn. I
learned those signs. If.the man's brain
be exposed, there may be found a small

. but fatal leakage of blood. It may be,
though, that the bursting of the great
vein of the heart did this. The man was
doomed, and being given to anger,
doomed him doubly.”

“Your majesty,” a scarlet-orange
robed priest said, “we ask one thing.
This man should die; his very presence
has, now, three times taken Azuni lives.”

“Through defense against attack,
twice, and orily by the overweening an-

ger of Tor Lamon, the third time. The -

said Elmanus decisively.
in the name of the Invisible

man lives,”
“Then,

Ones, let this man be taken for study
to the Temple Isle, that he may be fitted
into the pattern, that the knowledge of
the future may not be disrupted.”

“With the proviso that one month
hence, the man be returned to me,
healthy, whole, and sane as he is now,
that seems a fair request.” Elmanus
looked at Daron. ’

“With that proviso,” said Daron dis-
tastefully, “and the additional one that
1 be given time to see the sun and breathe
the air, I suppose I must agree.”

“So be it then,” Elmanus nodded.

.“Take him and all his possesions with

him, save his horse, to be returned to
him when; one month hence, he returns
here before me.”

Daron looked slowly at the silent
priest of Nazun. The inan looked wor-
ried, tired, and wearied by his worry.
He looked baffled, too, as he looked
into Daron’s ey€s and saw therein a deep
total satisfaction!

IX.

DARON stood motionless, weapon-
less. helmetless, before the scarlet-orange
robed high priest of the Invisible Ones.
This temple room was small, its walls
pure white marble, their decorations
a bas-relief of symbolic scenes in the
creation of the Invisible Ones. Behind
the high priest stood a block of basalt
as black as the pit, streaked and grained
with flaming scarlet-orange veins in
lightning darts of brilliant color.

There was no other thing in the room,
and light that entered came through
plates of pure white marble shaved thin
as heavy paper, diffused and softened,
shadowless. But above that altar there
remained a feel of vast and angry ten-
sion, a . straining, malignant drive that
sought to reach and tear at the mind of
the sea rover standing between four
heavy-thewed and brawny priest
guards.

Priests those four might be, but by the
ripple of their scarlet-orange cloaks
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across their broad and heavy shoulders,
their training had come in larger de-
gree from the hilt of a sword and the
grip of a shield than from the pages of
a book. They gripped their silvery
needle swords now with an easy sure-
ness that spoke conclusively of con-
fidence in handling them.

But confidence was gone now from
the face of the high priest; his brows
were contracted in a frown of futile
anger, his eyes blazing with rage, and
his lips, strangely tense with fear and

Jack of surety.

“Who are you, outlander? Was thdt
aged fool, Elmanus, right in naming
you some new and potent god, a god
both material and of force, too? The
Invisible Ones shy off from you, can-
not reach and touch your brain, Speak,
what are you—man or god ?”

A slow, easy smile of complete and

easy satisfaction- touched Daron’s lips.
“Now that, friend priest, it seems to
me, is the purpose for my being here;
you seek to find that answer. Sure it
seems, Elmanus gave you thirty days
to learn, and me no orders to inform
you. ;

“This T will say: you'll know before
the thirty days are gone—but not from
my lips.” Daron’s smile changed to
a solemn frown of thought. “But hold.
You and your priests have maintained

that no true god can appear as a man. "

A god, you say, by very definition is
nonhuman, beyond conception of a hu-
man mind. Now that is a point I would
not agree upon, but your own definition
shows you, it would seem, that I must
be a man, and no god.”

“Why do you dxspute that deﬁmnon »
snapped the priest. “It is clear that a
man-thing is no god, for, by very
definition, a god is superhuman.”

Daron laughed. “True enough, and
sound logic that may be. But you have
lost, here, it seems, the principles of
logic. Have you heard, perhaps, of the

‘undistributed middle’?
fish swims in the sea.”

“Aye.”

“I swam in the sea. Therefore I am
a fish.”

“And of what importance is your
false and silly sophistry ?”

“A god is more than man,” said Da-
ron pointedly. .

“By definition, that is so.”

_““And more than man’s_conception. can
hold. Wherefore you limit his powers
stringently in one thing; whatever he
may be, it must be unfamiliar, he can-
not appear a man. So—and, swimming
in the sea, I am a fish.”

The high priest cursed softly to him-
self, and glared at Daron’s mocking eyes,
and cursed again at old—but potent !—
King Elmanus.

“Your mind, is a maze of silly, tricking
traps and nonsense thoughts. The In-
visible Ones ‘appear -in any form.they
choose ; watch now the altar top, watch
closely, see the darkening -there—the
slow darkening and condensation—see
it grow, grow darker, more solid, a
vague cloud at first—solidifying,
strengthening—forming to no normal
man, but a winged being of luminosity
—a glowing, slowing forming thing—"

Daron smiled and nodded to himself,
and stole a sideward glance at the four
priest guards that stood beside him.
Awe and fear were growing on their
faces, and in Daron’s mind a dry old
voice repeated an old refrain in the
liquid, fluent syllables of the Ind: “No
mind but yours can rule your thoughts,
no mind but yours can control your
inner self.. But your mind will, if you
permit it, follow after any other mind,
and see and feel and be as that other
mind -desires—if you will let it! I
can make you see-the flower or the tiger,
smell the perfume or the acrid breath,
but it is your mind, not mine, that does
that thing.”

And Daron looked at the empty altar
and smiled at the futile mouthings of the

Look you, a
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fat and sweating priest. His hands
moved and waved in futile gropings,
and Daron let his mind laugh at the fu-
tility and pay no heed at all to all the
high priest’s exhortations.

“Your men,” said Daron softly, “see
wondrous things. I see an empty altar.
Cease your foolish mouthings, and get
on with what you seek to do.”

The high priest’s eyes blazed in ex-
asperation, and he collapsed from mighty
dignity like a pricked bladder of air.
“Wake!” he snapped fretfully. “You
see no more.”

Four priest guards started, their eyes
blinked rapidly, and their mouths
gawped foolishly at empty air. With the
white calm of incandescent fury, the high
priest spoke again. “Take this accursed
outlander to the South Wing of cells,
‘and keep ‘him there. I’ll search him
later.”

Angrily the high priest turned away,
and vanished through a door that seemed
a part of the marble wall. Daron turned
to the awed guards, and looked at them
through lowered lids, a broad grin split-
ting his face. “Remarkable! These In-
visible Ones are invisible indeed. You
seemed to see something there ?”

“Quiet ! snapped the leader of the
four. “March, and step along.”

Daron followed easily, his mind busy
with his thoughts. For one thing old
Barhamu had said was true: no mind
but his could touch his inner self. And
one thing he had said was not true of
these Azuni—they could trick the minds
of many men, a mass of worshipers!

DOWN from the upper marble levels
of the temple they went, and through
corridors hollowed out in black basalt
that formed the foundations of the isle,
then .across half the width of the isle it
seemed, to rise again into a building of
gray, hard granite, and huge oaken,
iron-bound doors. -A guard in dull-blue
cloak and well-worn leather turned a
huge iron lock, and passed them through,

UN—4

Lang, we bring this prisoner.

accompanying them, to use his key again
upon another door.

The passageway before them now—
walled and floored and ceiled with hard
gray stone—was lined with heavy doors,
iron bound and locked. It was a nar-
Tow passage, so that but two men could
walk abreast, and at the far end an
open door gave into a guard room where
four blue-caped and well-weaponed
guards lounged at their ease, to
straighten into interest as the men came
up the hall.

“In the name of the hlgh priest, Shor
By King
Elmanus’ given order, one month he
stays, to be guarded, fed and kept in
health. And these are the orders of Shor
Lang,” said the scarlet-orange garbed
leader of the priest guards formally.

Ohne of the blue-caped prison guards,
his head covered by a good steel helmet,
worn at a jaunty, carefree angle, nodded,
grunted, and tossed a heavy iron key to
the priest guard. “Number three, down
the way. If he’s the howling menace to -
peace of mind that stinking fisherman we
just threw out of there has been, you
can have him back and welcome.”

Daron’s swift eyes took in the room.
Two benches, two chairs, all hard and
made of slabbed wood. One table, with
a good and comfortable chair. A pan-
eled case on one wall filled with bound
volumes with a thousand titles—all re-
ligious. The table was littered with a
dozen stacks of a dozen different forms,
ink and pens, and odds and ends. As
Daron turned away, the captain of the
guards was filling in one of the forms.

“Where’s his equipment, or does he
walk the' streets as naked of blade as
he is now ?” he asked.

““His materials will be brought to you
for storing in the locker room, Elmanus
ordered all returned to him one month
hence. A shield—and it’s one of those
mirror things old Elmanus finally got
sense to dispense with—a sword, a dirk,
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and a helmet of gold and silver wire and
phony jewels.”

“Wire?” The captain of the guards
looked up, ‘then looked toward Daron’s
retreating back. “A fool. If he had
gold and silver, he could get good steel
and leather.” T'll hold this form till the
things arrive. Here’s receipt for your .
man. Hm-m-m, he-rolls like a seamah,
but his garb stinks of earth.”

Daron stepped through the oaken door
to his cell. The walls were hard, gray
granite, too tough it seemed for even
prisoners’ patient scratching of names
“and decorations. One cot, one chair of
hard oak slabs, and little furnishing else.
The door came to behind him with a”
thunk of very sound and solid oak, and *
the lock turned with an oily grate of
heavy steel.

Daron paced the room with eyes keen
in observation. The door was no flimsy

" thing, but it was pierced by a spy-hole
with a little sliding plate that let the
guards look in whenever they might
think of it, but-left the prisoner. blind
as to passings in the corridor,

A window, high on the other side of
the’tiny cell, was barred with inch-thick
wrought iron, blackened by weather, but
resistant to rust. They were let into a
granite block of size and strength that
echioed clearly: “No—not this way, my -
friend.”

Daron lay down to pass the time and
think a bit. A month he had to plan his

_ way—which should be time enough. An
liour after he came, a guard came down
on feet so soft 1l1ev made no noise
through thick oak p_ane[> Only the sud-
den clank of the sliding spy-hole plate
appraised Daron of *his coming, and the
gleam of a weirdly unsupported eve. Da-
ron grunted. ~With that sudden sort of
inspection, there’d be no safe working out -
of tools within this room.

Restlessly, he went over to the spy-
hole again. Six close-spaced bars of
metal stopped it from the inner side.

% %
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. him if he'd-'feed him,”

Bronze, though, and Daron eyed them
speculatively. ' Daron carried a dirk-
blade without handle beneath . his
clothes, a haidy thing he'd found:

The light died out of the high win-
dow, and the cell was dark. Daron slept.

WITH morning, the door was opened.
by two guardsmen, accompanying a
single small and worried man in a greasy '
apron. The small and worried man
edged nervously into Daron’s room, and
offered him a tray of wood, bearing two
bowls of food. -

The sea tover laughed. “My friend,
I eat men only when most direly hun-
gry. Keep me well fed, and your bones
are safe enotigh.”

The little, gray-haired man’s lips
pulled aside in a mechanical and nervous
smile. “Yes. Yes, yes, oh yes. Foad,
Yes, sir. 1"

Daron looked at the vrmnmg guards‘
“Has some one been frowning at him?”

“There’s a fishermian \\nh hair and
strength enough to, be old Talun him-

_self down the way, and this-goat-eared

thing that calls itself a cook has been
underfeeding him. Drathun, our fishing
friend, swears he'll eat him yet;” said one
of the guards.

“Why, if T know seamen and their
ways, there’d- be peace and safety for
Daron com-
menced.

“Eat up yourself, and get ready,”
said the guard, as the little man danced
nervously through the closing door. “Old
Elmanus, so they tell me, ordered exer-
cise and air> And Shor Lang says the
gardens.. So . .". so you'lI learn soime
gardening in an hour more.’ .

An hour later, 'the little man was
back to pick up the empty bowls. The
food was bad enough, but fairly plenti?
ful, so Daron felt easy as he strolled
out to the passageway. Six guards were
there now, and the captain of them was
going down the hall, opening-the great
cell doors one at a time, with a huge
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brass key. A dozen assorted prisoners
came out, some seamen, browned -and
smelling of dried kelp and fish scales,
some farming men, with brown-stained
hands, and shambling, easy walk, and
one man with the mold of Jumbering.

Daron watched the process keenly. -

The corridor was lined up all one side
with cells, and heavy doors that opened
outward into the passage. Two cells
opened from the other wall. At one end
of the passage—the end but two doors
from his own cell—there was a heavy
oaken door that let out to the main
buildings. At the opposite end was the
guardroom’s ever-watchful doors.

As Daron stepped out into the cor-
ridor the men from the cells nearest that
outer door were already waiting. One, a
massive, squat chunk of a man with
bearlike arms. and legs, and bearlike
forward-slanting neck, looked up at him
from. deep-sunken eyes. beneath enor-
mous, bushy eyebrows, black as charcoal
marks. His body, through torn and salt-
stained jacket and bxeeghea was as hairy
as an animal’s.

But the little, far-sunk eyes were twin-
kling with good humor, and the mouth
was wide and strong, the creases round
its corners slanting upward.

“So,” he said, in a gentle rumble,
like a starting avalanche, “this he the
outlander then? I'm Drathun,
man because no other of the scum of
Nozos have the guts to sail beyond a
dog’s bark or a birdie’s peep. What are
these other lands? As big as Azun,

then
“Nozos?’ said Daron. “Hm-m-m,
that’s on the Isle of LEran, is it not?

Al yes. As to the outer world. There’s
more sea than land, man, but there’s
far more land than ever you've seen.
What brings you here

“Catching fishes in the isle’s shadow !” 4

he boomed ‘in laughter. “They feared
their pretty barges would smell of good,
clean food.”

fisher- .
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“So they teach you now the beauty
of the little pansy and the delicacy of the
rose’s sweet perfume? A mnew trade
for you, then?” i

“Gardening " Dratliun snorted. “And
two more months of that. Solnun, my
helper—aye, the lad with midget mus-
tache on his lips—goes free in another
week.”

“Quiet,” roared the guard 'captain.
“Now, march!”

He led them to the door, worked at
the lock with his great key, and the lit-
tle troop was led outside, down an
angling corridor to stop hefore another *
oaken door. Three guards remained
with them, and three stepped through
the door as the captain unlocked it with
his key. Racked tools occupied one wall,
and on the other, Daron’s sharpening
eyes saw a miscellany of possessions,
Nets and clubs and hats and—a silver-
plated’ bronze shield, a long, strong
sword, a jewel-hilted dirk, and a familiar
helmet of gold and silver wires and curi-
ous jewels.

A heavy mattock in his hands, Daren
followed quietly to the gardens outside.
A tangled mass of weeds and tough-
rooted creepers sprang from an uneven
plot of newly imported soil that lay upon
the barren basalt rock. Two lanky farm-
ing lads, one crossbow-armed guard,
Daron and Drathun, the chunky fisher-
man were set to work.

* The sun was hot, the air was still, and
the roots were tough. The position of
work \\7-?15 one Daron was not accus-
tomed to, and his musclés ached before
the day was done. He slept that night
with the heavy, solid sleep of exhaustion.
And—of contentment. He had a month,

. X

DARON sat down, with his back to a
tree, and the heavy, rich odor of new-=
turned, sun-baked earth in his nostrils,
Only faintly the salt, clear scent-of the
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sea swept in, and he looked with sour
eyes at the glint o[ sun on wind-ruffled
waters.

“Drathun, my friend,” he sighed at
last, “that, and not this- stubborn land,
is the place for men. Now a plant be-
longs in soil, rooted and fixed, unchang-
ing itself in a never-changing stuff. But
for a 'man to grow—and growth is
change—he "needs must -live where
change is constant. On. the sea.” ;

“Aye—and a month, a week, and
two more days before T get back to it.”
Drathun’s deep-buried, twinkling ‘eyes

“Move, fool?
Daron snapped.

looked saddened. - “To turn this filthy
dirt, and sit penned in a room, and never.
smell the sea from week's end to week's
end, Ugh

“I think,” said: Daron sofily, looking
up through the tracery of an ornamental
tree, “that we might leave these peoplé
here without their full consent.  If you
don’t rear it out like a captain calling
the. bow-watch in a storm.” 5
© “Eh?” said Drathun. sharply, in a
much reduced bellow. His powerful,
blocky body tensed.

“Do you,” asked Daron, “like our aid

& o

901»1&2'/10( in your mass of junk yow'll have it,"
“A shicld—a bronge shield with mirror cur[am—-
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‘and helper there, Tarmun, thé farmer ?”
“He’s a solid ox, but good enough.”
“Tarmun!” called Daron, turning to-

ward the farmer lolling under a hedge,
a floppy hat of woven straw laid across
his face. )
" The gangling farmer raised his head,
and the hat fell away. - His face was long
and ‘sad and brown, and the man him-
self was long and sad and brown—and
only Daron had the strength of arm the
slow-movifig farmer showed.

“This shade is cooler here—and our
brief hour of rest draws to a close. Come
nearer, friend. I want to know that
triply “distilled essence of vegetable evil
the next time- I. pull its. 1oot That——
what is' the.name P .

#Snake-bite Toot,” the.farmer roused

himgself gradually, stretched, and ambled .

over. ““You can tell'.it,” he sxghed
lugubriously, “by the purple veining of
the root, anid”—his voice fell as he sat

* néar ‘them,; and farther from the gudrd

still munching ‘on-his lunch in the shade
of dnother tree—“you’ré a liar, my
friend. You know it well after one bite,
being above the .wit of a hog, which
learns likewise, in one good sting. What
do you seaimen want of me?”

“You like it here, perhaps, in'the Tem-
ple of the Invisible Ones, my {riend ?”

“I loathe their rotteri-ways as heartily
as you meén of Talun do, as you well
know.". His hamlike hand raked up a

dozen ‘stems of ‘a- sweet-flavored grass,

and he chewed on thém .moodily.
“Then, my strong-armed friend,” said
Daron easily, staring up through the tree

to the free blue.sky, “do me the favor of

tying this lumpy one in‘a.goodly runnmg
bowline as the guard puts us in the
cells this night. . You krow perhaps an
insult or two to'sting a seaman’s hide”

“Oh, the sedman’s good enough inhis
place, but the place has too much smell.

That stifiking” merchandise that Drathun -

would have us think is food, makes right
good nourishment for plants, when well
rotted at their roots.”

Drathun’s deep-sunk eyes grew some-
what brighter, and his wide, friendly
mouth grew harder. “My oxlike, friend,
you learn your wit and knowledge from
the horses you nurse about your farm.
T'll knot those hawser-things that you
call arms with greatest joy tonight.”

“Aye, so?” said Tarmun sadly. “But
then, Daron perhaps knows better why
and when and where this thing should
find its working out.”

“In the passage before our cells, when
all but we have been locked away.
Drathun, yous cell is nearest to the door,
on that same side.on which my cell is
placed Tarmun, your cell is .across
from Ty owi.” The cell-on*your side

. nearest.to the outer way is-tnoccupied.
- We ‘three will be* Tast to be ‘put away.

If you would. fight-—"
- “Aye,”said Drathun. -“We will, but,
friend—" His. brows drew down in

**puzzled - wonder, and his tiny, deep-set

“eyes looked up at Daron from under
paint-brush brows.

-A guard stood up, stretched Ielsurely
and roared a call to work. The three
beneath the tree moved: apart re-

“_—know the accursed rope next time

1 spot it, and, my frxend I 1] fry it slow
-and happily.”

‘Tarmun yawned. “Do that seaman,

vand you'll learn that plants have ‘better

.protection than your brainless fish. Fry

- .it, and the vapors will give you such an

itch on -all your.body as you've never
‘known, nor ever will forget. Drop that
—it's mine. It’s lighter.” .

“Yours, you mud-footed farmer, that
tool is mine!” roared Drathun, grabbing
.at the mattock angrily, .well knowing it
was his, and that Tarmun knew it, too. -

“Let  160se, fishi-skin. ~You'll' never

- swing a mattock like a. man, and that

will bring ‘more .aches than' results, with
your soft-muscled flesh.”

“Why, you horse-faced flounder of
the land! Let go that hold, before I try

q

]uctantly, Daron’s voice rising slowly _
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the mattock blade in that dried clay you
call a head! T'U—"

“You,” said a bored guard, “will
drop that thing, seaman. If your friend,
the ox, wants to play with it, why let
him. Sure it fits his hand better than
yours, but I'll try a rope’s end ‘on your
back if your prefer to argue.”

Growling, Drathun picked up another
mattock, and swung to his- work, his

" brow-hidden eyes darting™at the sham-

bling, long-armed farmer

FROM a do7en ornamental trees
about the gardens, Da:on collected bits
of exuding gum, and chewed them
placidly, to damp his work-dried mouth.
The guards sat.comfortable in the shade,
and joked at the laboring men, and kept
the water bottles handy. _ .

Twice through the long, hot afternoon
the stubby, bearlike seaman and the
horse-faced farmer came near blows, and

" twice the hored guard captain stopped

their angry voices. - With sunset, the
dozen nien were gathered together, and
marched back to their cells, placed before
their doors, and one by one locked in.

The captain locked away. the fourth

from last, and turned to Daron. In a
slow, drawling voice* the lanky farmer
spoke. “Was it,” he asked of Drathun
gently, “your mother or your father that
was the bear? For surely you cannot be
full hdman with such a pelt as that. You
should use a currycomb more frequently,

-and comb the stink of fish from it.”

From the gray granite floor, Drathun
swung a calloused fist toward the far-
met’s heavy jaw. With the slightest,
slowest movement possible, Tarmun
moved aside. His long arm reached out,
grabbed Drathun’s fist, and in an instant
the two were rolling, struggling on the
floor.

The captain of the guard looked down
with exasperated boredom.

Daron roared in laughter. “Ho’

guard, give me that key! They've been

wanting to fight this out all day; we'll
let 'em try it for a night.”

Grinning, the captain released the key,
and Daron, with a mighty heave of his
foot, sent both the struggling pair into
the vacant cell, and locked the door on
them, to toss the key to the captain. He
stared through the peephole slot, till the -
guard captain shoved him aside.

“Now my fine buckoes, you two can
fight the whole night through,” said the
captain soutly, “if such be your mind,
or you can learn the part of men and
stand up here. Your supper will be in
your cell, but by the Invisible Ones,
there’ll be no scrap or blte of food m
that place you've got now.

Sullenly, the two men rose, eying each
other angrily. Tqually sullenly, they
came out, to be locked in their separate
cells, as Daron stepped into -his. In
Daron’s closéd ‘palm, however, was an
impression on the gums he’d gathered
of that master key that turned all locl-.s
in this whole wing!

And in ‘Daron’s mind—lest the In«_

_ visible Ones"be seeking to read his

thoughts and plans—was a turmoil that
defied their every effort. And that, too,
was thanks to the old wizard of the Ind.

- Daron was trying to remember places,
- people, and happenings he had forgot-

ten, and, since most forgetting .is because
there is a subconscious barrier to remem-
brance, both conscious and subcon-
scious minds were’'in a fine fog to any
probing mind.

Under the tree, the next noon hour,
Daron and Drathun sat, and, at long and
patient calling, Tarmun at last came
over, mollified. He sank down beside
Daron, well away. from Drathun, the
half-amused, hali-bored guard captain
watching Daron’s laughing eyes as he
smoothed their ‘anger down.

“And now, since Drathun plays with
closed fists, I have an eye two shades
darker than the other,” sighed Tarmun,
“and no good reason for it. I like the
man—and he’s as slippery as one of his
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own eels.
for this?” (

“An impression in a bit of gum. I've
a design of that magic bit of metal called
a key our guard captain conjures our
doors open with. Within another pair
of nights, I could carve out a key to do
the same—but for that thrice-accursed
peephole in my door, But—I've a mind
‘to block it up.”

“The guard,” said Tarmun sourly,
#will approve of ‘that.”

“He will,” laughed Daron, “when he
sees my block! Now Drathun; you say
your assistant was held less blame-
worthy, less punished for the crime of
fishing in the bay ?”

A)e The Tnvisible Ones are touchy
on. the score since old Talun sent droves
of dying fish to pollute the bay, and
drive the noble pretties on their way.”

“He goes in two days, I think?”

S“Aye.”
“Now if I were a fisherman released
" from this place, I'd go to Talun’s good
temple on ¥Mt. Kalun, and give thanks
to him,
a time as this, I'd tell the priests of
‘Talun that the fishing fleets might well
be here—following a heavy run, perhaps
—when next the moon is dark Say
five days hesice.”

“Aye, would you now? Daron, you
seem to me a man of sense; I'll tell the
boy your good advice,” Drathun’s deep
eyes looked umeasily at Daron’s im-
mobile, placid face. “A run of fish, the
whole fleet’ would follow willingly—if
Talun would grant such things at any
man’s request.”

“And, were I released, a seaman, now,
after seeing Talun’s temple, I'd seek
the fishing fleet, and tell them of my
strong dislike for this prettied isle, and
this misused harbor that has beribboned
barges, rowed by gold-and-ribbon-
decked girls. 1’d even try to urge them
to sail in here in force.”

“Their reluctance would not be over-

What, pray, was the reason

And, if I were released at such

" He came to No. 3,

whelming—if they saw a reason there,”
remarked Drathun. 2

“Now,” said Daron, ‘i such things
had been suggested.to you, as a fisher-
man, and it had been mentioned that, if
Talun approved, a run of fish would
come—would you follow such a run,
and enter the harbor?”

“And every man of Nozos, and every
other fishing port as well!” Drathun an-

swered.

“And,” said Tarmun lazily, “you
might mention that idea to a farmer here
and there. Who be ye, Daron? Man
or god ¥’ ’

.- “There'll be small loss, however it

may fall, if no run of fish appears to tell
of Talun’s approval,” said Daron with

finality.

“None,” agreed Drathun, stretching
mightily, and standing up. .He wan-
dered off to settle heavily beside his
young assistant, a hundred yards away.

Daron was wandering about, picking
up Some bhits of wood and twigs. Pres-
ently the guard called them to work
again.

THE captain of the guard walked

down the row of cell doors on soft ieet,

mechanically slipping open the peepholes
of the doors to glance at the men within.
leaned toward the
peephole and ‘slipped the plate aside—
and jumped back with a howl of dismay.

Abruptly from within came a roar of
echoing laughter, and the captain of the
guard looked again,-heard the running
feet of the guardsmen down the corridor,
and cursed luridly.

“By the Invisible Ones!” he roared,
“that triply-damned slot nipped out a
piece of my thumb as neatly as you
please. Go on back, ye foo]s Tl fix
the thing.” -

L\ncnly he mnlocked the door and
swung it open as his men came back.
He stepped inside the door, and pulled
it halfway shut behind him. On the cot,
doubled up in the light of his lamp,

el
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Daron was laughing soundlessly now.
He wiped his cyes, and looked up at
-the furious -face of the captain of -the
.guard.. “By the gods, captain, do me
this small turn; leave up the thing. and

let your men bite as hard as you! So
_it nipped ‘your thumb, .eh?” . :
The' captain glared at him.. “Nipped

-my_thumb?  Blazes. no, as you well
know, fish-skinner! Tt7stuck its leering
face out into mine when I slid that peep-
hole cover aside, and 1 liked to jump
out of my sandals with the startlement.”

Daron Jlaughed silently. and through
his laughter managed: “My respects,
captain! Ye've a mind that works fast.
The nipped thumb- was a pretty alibil”

The captain suorted softly and turned
toward the door and its peephole. “And
have my men make mc a laugliingstock
for crying ‘Guard! Guard!" for fright
at a silly jack-in-the-hox—though, by
the god's, a more obscenc face my eves
“have never laid on before!
“cursed thing 7

Oue of the light bronze bars had been
twisted from the:peephole grate to make

" room for the contraption of paper, twigs

and strings. A knotty root supplied an
evil, tiny face with hideous, wormy
Dbeard, held on a sprifigy twig that had
_been. compressed behind. the peephole
plate to thrust the startling obscenity of
the twisted root in the captain’s face
when the plate was moved.” A bit of
luridly red paper supplied a ‘body of
.snakelike form, a wholly startling thing
to burst forth from the door.

“A root!” the captain grated in dis-

What is the -

gust. k E
“A root!" said Daron, shaken with
laughtet. . “Liet not this art be sacrificed -

with but one showing. friend!”

In silent anger at his own stupidity,
‘the captain closed the door, and slipped
the peephole shutter back. Beyvond the
door, he could hear the scratchings as
Daron fitted up his contraption again.

He walked on his“rounds. and so did
not hear the further scratchings -as

i

Daron carved, from the removed bronze
rod, a duplicate of the captain’s key that

‘had been’ hiddén against his belly when

the captain opened the door.
An-hour later, there was another howl

.of terror; a moment's silence, and a lurid

cursing of a nipping slide.. Daron. in
silefit laughter, stared out the hole into

‘the red and foolish face of the guard.

In determined silence the guard replaced
the trap, and Daron returned to his carv-
ing. Slow work, for even good hard
steel does not make fast-progress. on
well-tempered hronze. But the key was
shaping. )

XI.

“MAYAN'S a fool—he never
brought in more than a thousand pounds
of fish at once in his life—but he's agreed
to do it tonight. And Tarmun will be
ready.” Drathun whispered as.he passed
Daron. The guard snapped something
at him, and ke turned into the cell.

Thirty seconds  later, Daron” was -
locked in his cell, and within an hour,
the last meal of the day w ‘as gone, and
the little timid man had collected the
bowls of their food.

Then: “Guard!
mun was roaring.

The guardsman walked down the cor-
ridor lazily. “Aye, what is i

“The captain gave me permission to
wash the earth from my jacket this eve-
ning. Let me down to the washroom.”

“Captain, Tarmun,.the farmer, wants
to wash his jacket down the passage.”

“Let him go.”. called the captain
boredly, “but keep an-eye on him.”

Daron heard the click and scrape of
the heavy key in Tarmun’s lock, then
the hcavy tread of the hnnm passing
by his door. .

“Hey, guard!” ;

“Aye, what now?”

“I be going mad of sitting here in one
small room. Tn the name of the gods,
Wwill you let me get sonmtluug to read,
at least?”

Ho; guard!” Tar—
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“Captain! Mayan, the fisherman,
“wants somethmg to read. Shall T send
him down.”

“Now by the Invisible Ones! I didn’t

think the fool had brains enough! Aye,
send him down the hall, and if he must
read, he'll read of the true gods.”
. Again the great bronze key scraped in
a lock, and the heavy hinges creaked as
the door was forced open. Mayan’s roll-
ing steps echoed down the stone-walled
hall,

_ Mayan’s cell was but one door beyond
Daron’s, and on Daron’s side of the cor-
ridor. Tarmun’s cell was directly across
the corridor. With the two men out of
their cells, one walking by the guard
down to the washroom, the other bound
down the long hall to the guardroom—

With a single flowing motion, Daron
was up and at his door, The five re-
maining bronze bars behind the.peep-
hole clinked in Daron’s hand, and, noise-
lessly, the peephole plate slid back.
Through the hole, Daron saw what he
had prayed for.. With both men out of
their cells, their great oak doors stood
open——open into the narrow passageway
from opposite sides, coimpletely cutting
off the view from the guardroom! And
the guard was watching Tarmun wash
his jacket.

Daron’s long arm snaked out through
the peephole, reached down, and thrust
the key he’d carved into-the lock of the

-door. It scraped, stuck a bit, turned—
and the door opened. Instantly, Daron’s
arm was back, the five bronze bars were
refixed in the peephole, and the contrap-
tion of roots and paper blocked the hole
again.

-Daron swung through the door, and
as the door closed soundlessly behind
him, he stiffened in horror.

“Ho!” came the roar of Tarmun’s
great voice "down 'the. passageway.

- Daron had the door half open again, and
was darting through as the voice roared
on.

“—on a fair spring day,

“When the snoi's away,

“We'll plant the seed and pull the weed,

“sind wait the harvest's sway-ay—"
Daron cursed weakly, and stepped out

the door again, The lock clicked to be-

hind him, and the key was in his hand

again. Two steps, two motions, and

‘Drathun’s door swung open, and the

squat, powerful seaman moved sound-
lessly out. Two steps more, the door
was shut and locked behind him, and
the outer door swung open. Instantly
Drathun was through, then Daron, and
that door, too, was locked tight behind.

“Left,” whispéred Daron, and the two

were off on soutidless, shoeless feet—
each, at Daron’s strict order, thinking
furiously of things they could nof re-
member! Left, and down, and across a
deserted corridor, and the key slipped in
another iron-bound oaken door. The
unoiled hinge creaked softly, and Daron
cursed beneath his hreath then they
were in. ’

FROM beneath his jacket, Drathun
pulled a stub of candle, lit it, and the
door was closéd behind them.. In the
light of the candle’s glow, the locker
room was ghostly with hunched things,
unnamable and unrecogmzable Twa
tense-nerved men danced lightly on their
feet as each made his way to his own
things.

Ten seconds later, Daron was out, and
Drathun close behind. On Daron’s head
sat now the gold-and-silver wifed cap
of Nazun, and in his hand he carried
his own good sword. Drathun, behind
him, had a helmét of good round: steel
he'd looted from some temple guard, and
bore a sword like a good ship’s spar for
length. and mass.

Daron’s mind went blank for Just an
instant’s time, as he sent a frantic prayer
t6 Nazun for guidance—then something
‘smashed into his mind, and exploded in
his brain. In the instant it came, it died
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—but left its trace on Daron’s mind.
“Remember forgotten things,” Daron
whispered to Drathun, and the squat sea-

man nodded, his deep-set'eyes blank with -

thought. Daron .took his arm, and
jetked him to motion down a side cor-
ridor.

In that instant’s ﬂash of underovand-
ing, a map of the entire Temple Isle had
been engraved upon his mind—and the
room of the sphere he knew! On flee-
ing, soundless feet he set out, with Dra-
thun’s shorter legs rolling fast and noise-
less behind. Down long gray corridors
of granite he went, then down a stair that
led to bldack basalt corridors. .

The. candle flickéred in the lightless.

dark, and shadows writhed beliind .them
and before. . There was ‘an odor of musty
dark, and the faintly sour smell of sed-
washed.rock about them Through long,

-long tunnels they fled, till they were far.’

beneath the main feniple of -marble.
“There’s something pricking ‘at my
mind,” Drathun whispered.
As he spoke,. Daron felt the. first

strange tingling of the cap he wore, and
_a-softydim glow of bluish.lights like the -~
_ lights of the, winter- sky in the far north,

played round his head. Simultaneously,

Daron was turning off and down, along
a horizontal corridor. of black basaltic
rock, then' down 2 stajr. Another cor-
ridor branched off, turned, and de-
scended once more. - But now thesblack
basalt of the isle” was not fine enough.
This run was lined with white marble
blocks. ;

The candle was out, and far ahead
Daron heard the stir of men, and ex-
cited voices. A light sprang into being
ahead, and the two_dropped aside in a
branching. corridor o wait.

A pair of scarlet-orange cloaked
priestly guards ran by, their voices tense
and angry, bearing a crystal lamp. Be-
hind them another pair appeared. Then
the lights were all upon the way the sea-
men had come. y
made a hundred yards, when from a

floor..

They started on, had *
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black- tunnel mouth two guards sprang

out with roaring cries' that mouthed and
mumbled down the bore, and lost alt

_semblance of voices to:become vague

animal cries.

“Their hands!” snapped " Daron,

© “Take off their hands—or -these "things

will not. die!”
- Drathun snorted, and his broad mouth
opened in a grin. The great sword he

. bore he twirled like a staff of wheat,

his great, thick wrists untiring in its
lightning glimmer. ~ Tt struck the priest-
guard’s lighter weapon, twisted, flung
the thing aside to clatter on the floor—
and drank at the man’s heart. The
figure in scarlet-or: ange slumped, fell-for-
ward, and measured its length on the
‘Drathun. turned to find Daron
engaged with a Teft-handed opponent
now-—and gasped as the man he’d killed

_ stabbed up’at him from fhe floor, dead

eyes white' and ghastly in the light of

‘the lamp-'the priests_had carried. =
“They can’t diel” the’ fisherman

, gasped; his blade s| lowed by his-very fear

of’ this unholy thing,

.“No fool—their hamds take off the

hands, and dead or ahve they car\t

grlp blades

T\’\’O M NUTES lost, two handless
corpses behind, they presspd down. the
corridor. The men they dodged were
ranging back now, their shouts and
cries an echoing confusion down the
corridors. Daron ran on, eyes grim and
determined, Drathun beside him sweat-
ing cold with horror. This thing was
new to him, and none too old to Daron
yet.

“Two turns more, Drathun, and we
reach the room. Look not within, or
you fall paralyzed. Believe me there,
as 'you did -not believe what T said of
those undeéad guards: ‘I'll go within;
you guard my back, and look not in the
room until I call. Hear?”

“Aye. T’ll wait outside.”

They turned a corner—turned an-

-

/A

P
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The roaring mob swept Daron to their shoulders, and, half regretfully,
Daron looked up the hill toward Lady Tammar’s temple—still unattained !

other, and inet a dozen guards, looking
this-way and that to locate the source
of echoing calls that resounded endlessly
in the halls. The two were in their
midst and through them to the door-
way before they well knew they’d come.

And at that doorway, a sheet of livid
lightning struck, struck—and held! Blue
curling flame, that writhed and danced
and shrieked! A scarlet-orange guard
backed away in leaping panic of. the

“thing af his back, and Daron tripped him

with a flying foot. The man stumbled,
twisted, shrieked as he touched the wall
of -flame.

Then he fell through, but was not
consumed. Instead, he wavered slowly
to his. feet, as guards and attackers
stopped alike in fascination. The man
stood up, and his face was blank, his
lips lax; his arms helpless, flabby things
that swung at his sides. He laughed
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and chuckled, and the chilling sound
rattled loosely in the corridor. He
laughed, and the laughter grew in Gar-
gantuan reboundings, thrusting fingers
of madness in their brains.

Then the soldier-priest was dancing,
dancing. skipping down the hall, and the,
men drew back and let him pass.

.Daron stiffened. and his face went
white and tense. “Nazun!" he called—
and leaped toward that sheet of waving
flame.

He touched it, and the helmet on his
head grew warm while icy pricklings
tore at his scalp. A shrieking hell of
warring forces danced and sang and
shattered in  crystalline  trumpetings
about him, his body ran in crimson
flame, blue laced, and wrapped in the
Dblue lightnings of the Invisible Ones, a
sheath of flickerings that blinded.

Warring things struggled there, with
low mumblings of sound and silent fury
that underran-the root of. their blasting.
Then slowly, from the very peek, where
the dead, black stone of Baralk, Lord of
Fate reposed. a veil of black welled out,
a heavy, clinging smoke of night that
rippled, spread out. and overran, tum-

-bling down about the figure that stood
paralyzed, a helpless point on which two
unseen forces concentrated.

The black lapped out, and drank the
‘blue curtain of flame. drank and pulled
and grew, and the howling hell of light-
ning died down, wéakened, till only the
mad. maddening mutterings remained,
and cven they grew weak. The icy
pricklings left his scalp: the crimson co-
coon of fire' withdrew—

Abvupt]v he was through the door-
way, and in the 'same instant that the
cloaking -cloud of blackness vanished.
Daron pulled the tittle mechanism. made
for him, from a hidden pocket,
clamped it in his eyes,-a monocle, of
mechanism.  He touched a button, and
it whirred.- softly, swiftly. Behind him
e hieard the roar of fear-struck guards

. coming again to life and action, and the

and.

- on the faces of the guards.
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clang of Drathun’s mighty sword. Be-
fore him, in the same instant, he saw
the circle of guards.

A.dozen picked fighting men, men in
cloaks of pure white wool. with harness
of creamy leather, studded heavily with
silver fittings leaping toward him who
faced at last the three-foot glohe that
was the root and l)emg of the Invisible
Ones!

There was fear and sta:l\ amazenient’

unknowingness that hampered at their
minds, and slowed their movement.
This huge and bearded warvior who
stood before them, with one_blue eye
closed, and a monocle of
mechanism mounted in his other eye,
this—man or god—-w ho pa:;ul the veil
of madness!

Daron's silvet shield swept up, and
every warrior of them looked to it,-as
any -trained and instant-reaction war<
rior must—

And every man of them slowed; stiff- "

-ened—angd hecame a rigid, useless thing,
eves fixed and glazed, staring at the
image of the thing of mystery that every
one had kept always his back toward!
In the polished, perfect mirror of the
shield, they stared into the mystery of
the whirling. circling, patterned lights,
the lights that boiled and raved and
twisted now, as though some madden-
ing thing was driving. hurrying, forcing
them on.

Daron moved forward, two slow steps.
His heavy blade came up—and fell.

. A HIGH, clear and piercing note
sang out, a sweet, cloying sound of ex-

, quisite tone, as from a mighty, perfect

bell. Again the heavy biade came up,
wd fell. Louder rang the note—but per-
fect still. -

The silver shield moved, streaked. for-
ward, and clanged in brazen wrath—and

the silver sphere exploded in a mighty

blast of light, a shrieking, howling toc-

a fear and ~

whirting
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nado of more-than-sound, a light that
seared and darkened eyes.

The sphere was gone.

. Daron snatched the whirring mechan-
ism from his eye, opened his closed eye
—and had by that one eye the advantage
of  every other. -The twelve white-
‘cloaked guards were down, down in limp
and broken postures that told the war-
rior’s eye a tale of ultimate defeat.

These men were :arp:es—and had
been!

The power that animated them—the
Invisible Ones—was gone!

Daron turned. Drathun was stand-
ing, half leaning against the doorway,
-holding a streaming wound in his left
arm. “They fled when that bubble burst
—and all shrieking furies of the world
fled by me, too! By Talun and Martal,
man, what deadly stuff ‘is this we bat-
tered into?”

“That was the death-howl of the In-
visible Ones, my friend,” said Daron
grimly. “Now we've a rendezvous
above, I think.” .

. “The _ﬁs_hertﬁen’s ships!” -
gasped. “The Invisible Ones are gone !”

“Come up—they’ll need guidance,
. they’ll need to know!”

Along the winding passages they ran,
passages that seemed like veins of some
dead animal now, drawn of all life, dead
things that had been living. The guards
.were fled, they saw no men, but far
away they heard the howling, shouting
clamor of men in terror and in pursuit.

They vomited from a sloping ramp,
and stood in a garden torn and trampled

"now, a score of corpses fallen on the
grass. Strange corpses, dead and use-
less things—with no mark to show their
death! Fallen, Daron knew, in the in-
stant that the crystal shell that was the
root and basis of the Invisible Ones was
shattered.
" Daron charged across the gardens to-
ward the main entrance to the vast,
snowy temple of the Invisible Ones. A
line of blue-cloaked guards was fighting,

Drathun,

" bit of fact.

holding back a horde of howling, rough-
clad seamen. And at their very head,
roaring in a voice of thunder, stood a
rough and hairy figure, a very squat
giant of a man—

“Talun !’ roared Daron, and charged
forward. “By Talun and the Old Gods
all, they’re gone, ye seamen, they’re
gone! The Invisible Ones are fallen!
Their power is broken for all time to
come! Take back your harbor, seamen!
Take back your island, too!” .

“Ah, Daron!” the mighty, squat, old
figure roared. “Come on, lad—fight,
don’t waste good breath in idle talk!
Drive out these scum! We'll bring the
good, clean sea back to Tordu, and drive

P

that stink of incense out forever!

XII.

DARON looked up and ahead, where,
in the early sunlight, the topmost parts
of Nazun’s blue-green temple loomed
above the trees. He halted momen-
tarily, and breathed deep of the clear,
crisp mountain air.

Drathun, panting, looked up at him.
“Ye be a determined man, Daron. This
air is thin. Now while you rest and
get a bit of breath, give me one more
You drive me mad, friend!
What was that whirring thing ye wore
in your eye last mght as you broke the
sphere?”

Daron laughed, -and pulled the little
thing from his pocket. “Here, Drathun,
look at it. Look through it, and press
this button here.”

The seaman did. A hole drilled
through front and back, covered by
smooth glass surfaces, was darkened
suddenly as a plate of metal hegan to re-
volve, passing in front of it, then moving
away, then circling back. Swiftly it
gained, till the moving metal was but a
blur, a haze that slightly dimmed the
clear sight through the pierced hole.

The seaman grunted and passed it
back. “A hole, with a bit of metal re-

y



64 UNKNOWN

volving past so fast it is not seen, A
blur—no more. Now what is the magic
of this thing ?”

“In the lowlands of Looz Yan, in the
land of the West, I saw a similar thing.
They have there great windmills, and
this thing they call a strobe. Now the
magic of the thing is this: if you peer
through this at a whirling thing, that
thing " seems to stand still! When- I
looked througli this at the ordered whirl-
ing of the lights of the sphere—the lights
moved slow, and lost all order, and
made no sense. The magic of their
power was broken, just as my view of
them ‘was broken by that metal plate.
Yet; because the men did not whirl in
ordered circles, I could see them move
in normal lines.”

“Hm-m-m, there’s more magic in
simple things than T have thought. Now;
one thing more—" ’

“We climb - the

‘mounfain now,”
laughed Daron.

“And while you go to

Talun’s temple, T pay respects to good ’

Nazun—and visit Lady Tammar. . Up,
my friend.” 77 '
Drathun vrunted “Aye, up. My

bones grow wearied, for I've had no
sleep this night, and action enough for
a dozen nights. I'm no young man such
as you, or those who seem to be follow-
ing us."

Daron looked hack for the first time.
Below them, a rushing crowd of men
and women struggled up the path, pant-
ing, calling, beckoning. Daron smiled.
 “I think the Old Gods have gained 1 in
‘popularly, with thé death of the new.”

“So the wine-sot turns to water when
his -affliction is withdrawn,” Drathun
growled. “Half those who worshiped
at the Temple Isle could not stay away,
though they willed it. Well—we have
given them sound cure for that!

Talun this night, on the red-orange altar
of the Invisible Ones!”

Daron-walked on, steady and slow, as
 the mountain man must, who would gain

A hun- -
dred tons of fish were offered there to.

his goal in health, The high hills of the
Ind had taught him that, as well as other
things “The_fools will kill themselves
in runmng up that mountain.”

A voice, a shade more plercm(r than

the rest, reached up to them. “Daron
—Daron—wait there!” B}
“Eh?” Daron turned.  “Someone

called my name.”
Drathun Iaug hed,
amusement. “Are you fool enough to
think that ‘name .unknown after tlns
night! All Tordu calls your name now.”
Daron shrugged. Again the call came

a deep roar of

. up, clearer now. and the speaker, a long-

legged youth, blowing like a spent horse,
shouted out again. “Wait there for us,
Darou! We've need of you!”

DARON turned and looked up at the
tops of the temples above, clustering in
the long-slanting rayvs of the risen sun.
He looked back at the crowd, and the
youth, and said to Drathun: “Tll wait,
or the young fool will run his heart out.”

“Elmanus’—alled the .youth. He
slowed now, gulping deep breaths of air,-
and “stumbled nearer, to throw himself
on the pathside grass. “Elmanus is
dead!”

“Eh?” snapped Drathun. “Old El-
manus gone?” s

“Aye—he died this night.”

A half dozen other men were

struggling ‘up, blowing hard. Long-
legged farm men, and a seaman with
rolling gait. The seaman laughed and
panted all at once, and stuttered out the
tale.

““Aye, the good old king is gone—may
the gods proteét his nanie—and gone
happy, at that.””™ i

“What struck him down?” Daron
asked.  The king had been old, but
seemed strong and well for all that. '

“Joy," panted a horse-faced farmer. -
“And foolishness.” .

“He. had a wine bottle in one hand,”
the youth panted.

“And a slave-maiden of his on the

a0
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other,” the seaman managed, between a
Jaugh and a gasp for air.

“And the old fool danced a jig! At
his age! He was howling in glee, and
dancing round, and the girl had more
sense than he!”

“She tried to stop him,” the seaman
nodded. “But he was howling praises
on your name, and curses on the van-
ishied Invisible Ones, and shrieking—"

“—that,” the farmer interrupted glee-
fully, “he didn’t give a damn what gods
were gone, so one set or the other was
destroyed.”

“Ah,” said Daron, a half-smile tug-

ging at his lips. “Too much release .

from pressure—and he exploded.”
“Avye, he tried to dance, and tripped
and fell. His leg bent under him, and
hroke his hip. He was old and drunk
with wine, and the shock killed him two
hours gone.” &
“But,” the seaman panted, “as he died,
he was conscious again, and he said to
his ministers, ‘Bring me that Daron!
Bring him here! He's the only one in
all this land with force to be a king!"*
The cvowd was growing, surging,
panting all around them now, and shout-
ing out to Daron. Suddenly they parted,
and an officer in"old Elmanus’.livery
came up, panting hard, his face red and
sweating. “I near killed my horse, I
fear, Daron, and these seamen and farm-
ers beat me even so. King Elmanus
is gone—gone from joy, and gone de-
manding that you take his place.”

THE

“T—" said Daron, and looked about
the crowd. LEvery hot and sweating face
looked -up at him eagerly. Abruptly, he
spotted one face that was’ cool, and
slightly smiling, a round, rough-hewn
face, with dark and heavy brows, and
leathery, tanned skin.

Old Talun shut one eye slowly and

nodded to him. Beyond, behind him,
even, Daron saw a tall, lean man in
blue-green robes.
” said Daron with a
sudden laugh, “is a broad, and right-
good land, and one thing T like about
it. It has good gods, gods who act and
do, and.fight for what is theirs! And,
better, these gods pay those who help
them in their own way, and show no
stinginess !

“So be it then; not for King Elmanus
alone, hut if ye people—fishermen and
farmers  hoth—want me there—why
there I'll go!”

There - was a roar of cheers that
washed up about him like a pounding
surf, and a hundred hands laid hold of
him, Before he well knew what had
happened, he was riding down the
. mountainside on the shoulders of a
howling, cheering crowd.

His roars and protests went unheard,
and, at last, he grinned and accepted it.
But, hack across his shoulder, he looked
toward Tammar’s temple, glowing rose-
quartz vanishing behind, glowing in the
sun.

He'd reach that temple yet!

END. %
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- I saw: her stoop .as she caught the toad.

by JAMES | H. BEMH]

Donald is sick and the ﬁre wont I)urn ) ., .
And Dirk is cringing. behind thechura. © - -
A haplcs: bab),-a cold, damp floor, ~ - ’

And a dog that never showed "dread before.”

-Why does: Dirk tremble ‘behind the chuea?.

What of a fire that will not burn?

I heard i\er stick as she tapped the road,

1 could cut such. a stick in any. hedge, .
T could catch such a toad on.Deston's led,

“What harm to a-child if she catch a toad,

. To fire, or Dn'k if=slie tap ‘the road?

- V\’h'\t of d clmrm and what of_a spell >
" Afe the ways of witches the wa ays.of Hell?

A senseless jumble .of sticks and bon
Afoolish miumble of sighs and groan

* Why should such ionsense ‘make ‘for, Helt? .. sl §
. \Vhat good,. what lnrl in Clldl'nl or spell?

TIE.T were sure that shie teant tio ill, . ’ " a : i g
- She could sit inside when the wind ‘is chxll

A cup of milk and a bit of bread,

And a rag to. cover her poor old head:
It’s. hard on the old when the wind is chill.
1 pity the old when thf:) mean no itl.

1i I were sure she caused Don'’s woe, : ’ -

. T'd feather a shaft aid string Hal's bow.,
"~ T'd wait near the door till she passed-again,’ - :

And laugh in her face when shé screamed with pain.
If 1 were sure, I'd  bend Hal's bow : ' =
And a singing shaft would bring her woe.

Ts- she really-a: witch or a’ lonely .hag,
With a crooked stick and a.dirty bag,
A crazy womap, w ho does no harm,

© Of a child of Hell with her spell -and charm? ) * ok : 3

What does’ $he hide,in her dirty, bag?”
Shall I pity or hate the ‘lonely hag?



UN—$



‘

_ ter at length.

DREAMS MAY COME

What are the turning points—the decisions
that lead a life up or down? Or—would they?

by H. WARNER MUNN

k Ilustrated by Wesso _

ARTIALLY" shielded by the
P bridge abutment, the woman

stared into the windy night.
Sleet hid the farther shore and, except
for the melancholy and distant lowing
of a tug and the occasional grinding of
wheels on the El far overhead, she could
have fancied herself alone upon a barren
seacoast,

But that, she knew, was only a fancy.

Beyond the .scud lay the city, with
lights, music and warmth to cheer the
myriads of people it contained. Some
were fortunate, most were contented,
but every night a few sought lonely
places, troubling no one. to do that
which she soon must do.

However, a few moments cou]d be
spared to collect one’s thoughts. She
leancd back in the corner and closed her
eyes. It was good that the wind had
lost some of its sharpness.

If she could only have foreseen, she
thought, that the dreams of her child-
hood were to have proved so brutally
true!  Could she have taken warning
by them and avoided the acfions which
had inevitably brought her to this river
bank on such a night?

Or had she merely possessed a gift of
“seeing” denied .to most people, but
found it impossible to profit by her pre-
monitions which, not heeded until now,
had been almost forgotten?

There had been, she remembered, the
young student of philosophy whose
studies had made him somber and de-
spairing. They had discussed the mat-
She could see him now,

as_he twisted his glass and eyed the -
dregs of the stale beer.

“You know, Madge,” he said, “it was
a fine and wise provision of nature
which hid the future from mortals, for
who, knowing all that was to befall him,
would choose to live?”

“Perhaps,” she had replied,” “if one
really did know, he could change his
future.”

“Not so. The reasoning is fallacious,
for'if the future could be changed, thea
his foreknowledge would have been
wrong and the future he had foreseen
would not have been his real Iuturc at
all.

“No, Madge, a man could as easxly
change his past as his immutable future. *
Seeing his life as a whole, he would find
that little uriconsidered events in his past
had caused deviations through the years,
as a misplaced pebble on the watershed
can change the course of the rivulet and
eventually affect the strength of the
river,

“Now, if a man could but return into
his past, remove those distant causes
and have his life to live again, what a
desirable thing that would be! But the
future cannot be changed and neither
can the past—we have only the present.”
- “But could the past be changed?

Only in memory did the past live now.
Then let her go back in memory and
search for the deviation which had
caused her life to be what it had been.

She must find that deviation, the ex-
act’ infinitesimal fraction of a second
that, taken .in the wrong way, had
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changed, beyond repair, all her. possible
unformed -future and brought her down
the years to this dark stairway leading
to the river. :

Skip then, the years of migery and
degradation! Pass over the dirty alleys
and byways. Back, farther back, to the
stage doors and bhotels® of - the little
towns, with which she was so familiar.
Forget them and press on—deeper into

- the past!

There was her name high in the lights
of the city, but the moment of deviation
was not here! 'Other stages, other
hotels, champagne, pearls—nights of
hectic living, days of restless sleep.
Back, back, further back! - .

Back to a rose perfumed night of

"June!

SHE opened her eyes and looked up
into the dim face of the man who held
her.
of his arm, feeling his strength about
her like a-protecting wall. Shortly his
life would be her life, his future, her
future. Years without drudgery, years
with glamour, sparkle—L1rE!

She sighed happily and raised her lips
to be kissed. Sweetly distant from the
dance pavilion, drifted strains of music.

She hummed :

“Margie, I'm always |hmkmg of you,
Margie.”

“I'm  always thmkma of  you,
Margie!” and the impetuous, passionate
kiss stopped both the humming and her
breath. .

“What a dcar you are,” she gasped,
Jlaughing. “Will you always be like
that, Arnold?”

“Always and a day, hone)
you know it?”

“Perhaps. But suppose some day
you say to yourself, quite quietly, of
course, when I can no longer dance so
well, when my voice is a little edgy—
‘Why, what am 1 domg here? She's
passé !’

Don’t

I couldn’t understand.

She cuddled deeper into the nook -

. “T had-a dream, I think, about this;
when 1 was a hittle, little girl, a dream
I was always
dreaming -such horrible dreams! For
years and years I was so frightened!
Almost every night 1 walked in my
sleep, because of them. And some have
since come true and brought me sorrow.
I-wish I could remember -what I

dreamed about you!”

The arm tightened,about her.

“Maybe I have been a little wild,
honey, but a man gets tired of wander-
ing. You and I will go far, We'll be
topnotchers, I tell you. We'll have the
best act in the big time, but without all
that, if you were lame, or couldn’t sing
a note, I'd love you.”

“Iwonder. I thought I'd always love
Paul—"

“That clod? Forget him. You're
with me tonight, tomorrow night and alt
the nights from now on.” -

She began to laugh hysterically;
“How funny! Paul said just that when
he proposed to me! Just exactly those
same words !~

He looked nervously out of the
coupé’s rear window. “Not so loud,
honey, somebody might hear you.”

“Afraid?” There was a slight tinge
of scorn in the tone. “I'm giving up
my home, my husband, my reputation.
Everything I have, and you're afraid to
be seen with me!”

With a lithe twist she freed herself
from the encircling arm and sprang out
of the car.”

All at once, it seemed that a little
warning bell jangled in her brain. This
was the turning point of her life! In
this second she could make the decision
that would affect all her years to come.
Should she re-enter the car and make
up, or should she shut the door?

His hand was outstretched but not to
seize, only to urge. Her choice was
free. "Should she?

“Get in, you little fool!” he said,
rudely, harshly. “I'll have your name
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in lights on Broadway in six months,
You'll never see a chance like this again,
‘We'll coin money !”

Suddenly she saw with dreadful
clarity what she had been about to do,
what she must -escape from. She
slammed the door.

“No, Arnold, we're through, finished!
I never want to see you again. 1'd die
before I'd go away with you. Find
some other girl who can dance and sing'
I'm going back to Paul!”

She ran sobbing -through the dark
woods toward the distant music -that
sang as though to mock her:

“Bought a home and ring and everything
for Margie!”

~
AFTER that one secret lapse, she
was a faithful wife, but more than mere

fidelity is needed for a happy home and

her home life was not happy.

An atrocious housekeeper, her sloven-
liness drew constant cutting remarks
from  her not-too-patient husband.
Sparks. flew as her quick spirit clashed
against the sullen flint of his determina-
tion to enjoy a neat and peaceful ex-
istence. Quarrels were followed by
mutual repentance, -and hidden ill-feel-
ings that would not, could not die.

A breach once begun, widens swiftly.
There were times when each felt like a
stranger to the other, as the home.be-
came only a house, and it seemed that
any change would be better than to con-
tinue thus sordidly.

Yet for a long time there was no defi-

nite break. Children might in the end,
have kept them together, but there were
none and their interests in life also lay
apart.
. “I gave up a career to marry you,”
she once wept. “I could have gone to
business college and made something of
my life. But I didn’t, and look what I
got! You'll never be anything but a
dumb, flat-footed cop!”

He did not answer, but nowadays he
seldom did. Soon he went quietly out

to his beat and left her to another lonely
day.

The depmssxon brought its changes
and economics, little privations, reduced
wages—a ~ cheaper apartment, then. a
tenement.

Still they clung together in a shifting,
crashmg world, united by despair, need-
ing each other even as their different
natures - repelled. The small extrava-
gances which alone had made life bear-*
able for her, were now mno longer
possible and temper was held in check
even less often than before.

A chance word precipitated the final
quarrel which ended when she said,
calmly and deliberately: “I can under-
stand now, how a woman can take an
ax and finish off her whole family !

The last words were shouted .at a
slamming door,

Returning late, he found her asleep
The words he had intended to speak
were left unspoken. He would apologize
tomorrow. With patient sympathy he
bent and kissed her, then with a weary

‘sigh, stripped off his wet clothing and

went to bed. It was a bad night.

Long later when she was. positive he
was sound asleep, her hand stole beneath,
her pillow and found the staghorn han-
dle of the carving knife she had secreted
there hours before. i

Then—Blood, = Horror! Frenzied,
fantastic, unconsidered, unplanned flight
into the storm! Aimless walking, ﬁnally
an empty taxi.

There was less than a dollar in her.
purse. She gave it all to the driver.
“Take me north, as far as this will carry
me. I want to get out of the city.”

Immediately the words were spoken,
she regretted them. - Had she said the
right thing? Would he suspect from
her manner that something was wrong?
Apparently not, for he touched his cap
brim casually, flipped up the flag and
started, threading through the occasional
downtown traffic almost driven from the

 streets by the inclemency of the weather.
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THE WARMTH of the cab made
her drowsy. He had to speak twice to
ronse her. “This all right, lady?”

“Oh! Where are we?” -

And when she knew—"“Yes, quite all
right. I have friends across the river.”

“Give me the address and I'll take
you there. This is a bad neighborhood.”

“No, I'll walk. The cold will clear
my head. It’s only a short distance.”

The cab door clicked behind her.

He called something after her, but the
closed window and the wind in her ears
muted the words below her hearing.

She hurried on, feeling his unbeliev-
ing cyes upon her back. Would he fol-
Jow? Did he suspect that something
was not as it should be?

No! Her purposeful manner had
misled him. . There was the mutter of
the engine as he turned about.
the red eye of the taillight vanished into
the storm.

She had crossed the bridge and come
to the spot before she consciously real-
ized where she was. The driving sleet
in her face and the harsh wind had
combined with her distress to produce
an effect like stupor. She moved more
or less directly to her objective.

Now that she had arrived, her senses
cleared. Before her were avet icy steps
leading down, and beyond—darkness
and: oblivion for a lost soul.

She strained her eyes to peer into the
watery dark. ‘Was someone already
there?  Was that a huddled shape,
crouched in wet- rags, in the corner
where the bridge abutment met the
wall?  She shook her head and dashed
away the rime from her eyelashes. No,
it was a trick of her vision.
Was there.

Lights fell upon her from a slowly
moving car, rolling to a stop. Wet tires
squealed upon the icy street. Cruisers,
searching the city, searching for her?
A shrill ery irom the car! Meant for
her? That taxi-driver! She had been
recognized ! '

Yonder -

No one .

Steeling herself, she started down the
slippery steps that led to the river—and
rest. " -

Just for one last second she leaned,
eyes closed, against the icy wall, near
the bridge abutment. i

“Oh, Lord!” she whispered passion-
ately. “Why did I have to come to
this?'"If only I hadn’t married Paul!
If only I had gone to business college
and forgotten him.

“If I could live my life over again, Jive
that one second-over again, L.would say,
“‘No! No! No!”

“No. I am.so sorry, Paul, but I have
to say it.”

Her voice trembled just a little as she
raised her eyelids and looked at lim
fairly. She hoped he would not notice
the quaver. At least her will was firm
and even his warm kiss, his strong clasp
could not swerve her resolution, she was -
confident. '

Yet, she fended him away when he
sought to draw her close. The ham-
mock swung gently—like a cradle, she
thought, the cradle she would never
rock. - .

“But 'why? Margaret, darling—
why? We love each other?”

This was terrible, much worse than
she had expected, yet she could not
draw back now.

“T love life more, Paul. I want
luxuries, excitement, adventure. I want
knowledge. All those, Paul. I would

never make you a good wife, I am -two
restless, too discontented.” .

“Well, I know I'm not much!”

Now his dignity was.ruffleds He was
like a small boy, she thought. She could
not let him know she loved him. She
must be hard, ruthless, if she was to
turn aside her destiny. She must hurt

Chim!

“That's just it, Paul, I want things
that you can’t give me.”

“I can give you—love.”

Now he was standing over her.

She
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would not look wup, she must not! acumen made her head of the firm.

Would he take her in his arms_again
and kiss her fears away? She knew ithis
time her resolution would break fike
spring ice. S g

Paul—Paul!  Hold me close and
moeld my future for me! Paul!
Now he was going. #e had not

caught her agonized thought. He would
never come back!

Paul! "

She could call him, yet!

The gate clicked. Again there rushed
over -her the memory -of that «dream,
that dreadful, torturing dream that was
somehow realer than real.

A night of blood, of storm—Paul
lying . dead in blood-soaked sheets—
blood en that knife! Tce in the air, in
her heart—ice on the steps leading to-
ward the black river.

He was gone beyond recall, yet she
softly.cried after him: “I did love you,
Paul, so much! And T'll never marry
anybody now, never in all my days.”

YEARS followed years. Thete were
years of study, of preparation. Years
of secretarial work. Long. lonely years
of adhering to her secret vow. Years
of denying, of hurting others as she had
hurt Paul, while her heart seemed to
slowly wither. becoming dry, indurated.

Drab years spent at desks, her mind
weary with business, drearily concerned
with depressions, . recessions, market
quotations. Then feeling herself gray
before her natural time, knowing herself

respected, feared for her power by her’

underlings, distantly admired by her
equals. Treated as a man among men
in the world she had chesen, she lived
a neutral life without other Strong in-
terests than her work.

The years passed slowly over her in
their relentless march, bringing new
honors. From secretary to head buyer
was one step, on to district manager was
a second. Her savings brought her a
partnership; <death and her husiness

" ‘Gruen.

‘Carmichael & Klein,
pered.

Then at long last. en the Fifth Ave-
nue windows, in Dun’ and Bradstreet’s,
in “Who's Who in America,” the naime
Carmichael meant a great deal. :

‘She sat alone one night. in a lighted
office, thinking, after the books had been
locked away. Somewhere in the sare-
house, the watchman was making his
rounds, but if he was anywhere at hand
just at present, the sound of sleet against
the window hid his movements.

Long ago she had regretted her wealk
moment of superstition and that dream
so preghartit of omen had become over-

Furriers, pros-

‘laid by life and almest forgotten, hut

the dnvmg patter of the sleet brought
it vividly back to her mow.

Would events have come about as she
had imagined them, if she had ‘said,
“Yes" to Paul? Could a slight turning
from the path bring one to such a dif-
ferent end as the way she had trod had
brought her?

She looked at her turguoise incrusted
Eleven thirty. Stevens would
be waiting in ‘the Rolls. The work was
done, it .was only ennui which had
brought her here at all. N

SHE YAWNED. stretching like a
man and threw her head back, to gaze
straight up into the dark interior of a
sack «descending silently upon her head.
Instantly, she rolled out of the chair to
the floor. crushing weight fell upon
her legs, a harsh grip pinioned” her
hands behind her. She opened her
mouth to call to the watchman and ‘re-
ceived in it a choking wad of waste as
a gag.

It was then she knew it was useless
to struggle or hope for aid. One of the
men was the watchman, another a dis-
charged employee, the third a man
whom she did mnot know, hut
whoni she felt she had seen before in a
dream and could not in any conceivable
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circumstance, forget. A scarred cheek,
and a missing lobe on his right ear
would see to that!

The watchman tried to put the bag
over her head again, but the stranger
who obviously gave the orders, mo-
tioned him to desist.

“No use in that,” he growled. “She
knows you and she’ll know me, if ever
she sets eyes .on me again—won’t you,
old lady?”

She could only mumble, but she did

that-much and managed to nod her head.

“Well, we'll have to see to it then,
that you don’t,” he chuckled and they
went out, closing the door behind them.

They were away for what seemed a
long time, while she listened to the peck-
ing slect and wondered if Stevens would
become alarmed and call for ~her.
Finally the door opened again, but it
was not Stevens who entered. .

The watchman and the other sub-
ordinate picked her up and, preceded by
the scarred man, they passed through
the echoing warehouse toward the rear
entrance.

Rage filled her, to see the many empty
hooks where costly furs had swung, but
she was hurried on, unable to remon-

-strate, at such a pace that even the
watchman grumbled: “Slow dow n, will
you, Arnold? We can’t see!”

Then, out of the warchouse and into
a large sedan. - She was uncere-
moniously thrown, on bales and hags of
furs—and so, off through the storm.

With her head below the level of the
window, she could not guess at her
route, but kept working with tongues
and teeth at the gag which was suffocat-
ing her. At length she spat it out, just
as the brakes were applied and the wet
tires squealed on the icy street.

The driver, Arnold, looked back over
his 'shoulder and snarled: “Come on,
hurry it up! Let's get out of here.”

They dragged her out, neck and heels,
and she could see. The icy scud hid
the lights of the distant city, but before

her was the heavy railing of .a bridge
and the first steps of a flight of stairs
leading down.

She thought she saw ‘a dark figure
standing below, looking back, nearly
down the steps, almost beyond her range
of vision. She could not be quite sure,
yet she screamed, “Help! Help!”

A violent blow dazed her and she
could feel warim wetness on her neck,
but she was not unconscious as they
picked her up again.

“This must be a dream,” she dazedly
thouglit, “but I haven’t had such a bad
one since I was a little girl and scared
my mother, because I walked in my
sleep to get away from my dreams.
How foolish these thugs will seem when
I wake up!”

She chuckled quietly, as she felt her-
self being carried down the long icy
stairway leading toward the river.

IT WAS very dark in the corridor
and a draft blew cold against her bare
ankles and knees beneath her nightdress.
By the very absence of the night light
always burning in her bedroom, she
knew instantly that she had climbed, yet
again in her sleep, the five flights of
stairs leading to the attic and had been
wandering about, hag-ridden by a dream.

She could feel the tears still wet upon
her chéeks because of the dream. . In
the dream she had thought first of blood,
then slect, which, melting upon her, was
drenching her skin.

* It must have been the storm outside
which had caused the dream; and that
was another odd thing. because every
night that she had walked thus in her
sleep, either raindrops, hail or sleet had
resounded upon the unsheathed roof of
the echoing attic as though she stood
within an empty drum. .

She felt weak and dizzy and she knew -
that even yet she was not fully awake,
for tears still flowed.- She could net,
would not stand another of these dreams.

What if her mother did not come
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sometime? The landing was only foirf
steps wide! Twice she had been two
steps from the edge, once, the last time,
teétering, rocking o the very brmk the
last step—emptiness! .

Yet—she gasped at the enmmlty of
the sw1ft thought, the awfal blasphemy
of it. "Would it'not be. better if she had
takeri the last step? - Suppose -the
dreams she had been having would some
day come true? One little second of
firm resolve would forever. prevent the
dreadful possibilities of the future from
ever becoming real!

In the’ corndor ‘at a .distance, she
heard swift steps searching frantically,
running ‘now: That - woéuld be her
mother, she knew, hii 'ng for her little
sleep- walkmg daughter..” Just as before,
she ‘would be fotirid on - the’ verge of the, *
stairwell. e

She would be” drawn back if she did
not hurry, drawn back to, safety and to.
walk throughi " the long ycars again.
Turn and twist as she might, she would

_ be directed™ “unyieldingly to one inex-
orable end—the end of every dream.

She mnust hurty, This was the ctucial
factor of her life, the deciding second,
the. one deviation from which return
would ~ be " impossible! - A bright “light
fell upon het face! i o

How, very, very strange' ‘Mother
was behind her in the corridor, ‘calling;
running—yet there she was before her,
too, benkomng, smiling, her eyes full of

UNKNOWN

* “Give -us a_hand:with her, noo.”
" associate . was- a- devout man and .he,.

love and understanding!  And how her

- robes shone!

She stepped forward across the land~ .

- ing, to mother’s embracmg arms;three

—four— - She. took-the fifth ‘step.
- The wind was in her ears-as she fell,
and a sharp keen sound.. It was her
mother’s agonized cry;: it was:the squeal
of wet tires on an icy pavement it was
the mournful sound: of a tugboat on the
river—it was a policéman’s whistle. .
She was smiling, as. she fell into the
abyss ‘of eternity. -She would not
hurt, she would not strike—people never *
did  in dreams—she -would not wake :
from this dream.

THE patrolman ﬂa.shed hxs hght mto
the corner again.

“Aye, its Meg, right enough,” he sa1d
to his companion, unfeelingly, the end
ye'd be expectin’ for the auld rip.”

" “Was she such a bad one, theu? the

other quened 5
- “Hm-m-m.” Thg: grunt was eloquent.

- His -~

doffed his cap. “Faith then, I'll' not be *,
doubting your word, if you say it, but .
I hope I have as easy an hour of my '
‘passing as she had: Twenty yéars have

‘T covered the water front and never
. before 'seén a face like yon.

“Why, she looks as peace{ul and con--
tented as a baby asleep in the arms oi
her mother!”
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A GOD IN A GARDEN

" He was most excessively ugly, and had queer ideas
as to how to deal with truth—but he had power!

by THBI]]]UBE STURGEDN

Hiustrated by Isip

one could see, was plenty sore.
No man works so.hard and vi-
. ciously digging his own lily pond on his
own time unless he has a man-size gripe
against someone. In, Kenneth's case it
was a wife who allowed herself to be
annoyed by trifles. The fact that in
“her.arguments she presented a good case
made Kenneth all the angrier be-
cause it made him sore at-himself too.
Suppose he fiad come in at four a. m.?
Aund suppose he had told Marjorie that
he was working late? A 'lie like that
was nothing—much. The only trouble
with lies was that people—especially
wives and bosses—can make such a
dama fool out of a man when they catch
him in one. Al right; so it wds a poker
game, and he had lost a few bucks,
Marjorie, as usual, got all the details
out of him; but she didn’t stop there.
She cited instance after instance when
he had done- the same thing. Her kick,
it developed, was not so much the poker,
but the fact that he had lied to her
about it. Well, and why should a man
brag to -his wife.about losing twenty-

KENNETH COURTNEY, any-

four bucks? Tf only she'd take his sim-

ple littlé explanations without all those
fireworks, Tife would be more worth liv-
ing. At least he wouldn't-have to ré-
treat into the garden and take out his
fury on a pick zmd shovel.

He had reached about this st'\gc m

his mental monologue when his shovel
rang dully against old Ralkna.

Of course, he didn't know then that
it was Rakna. He might well have

‘the:time.

stopped digging altogether if he had -.

known. And then again, he might not.
It didn’t work out so badly in the end.

At any rate, all he knew was that
there was an unyielding mass, and a
large one, in his way, and he couldn’t
finish digging the little lily pool until he
moved it. That would have to happen’
now, he thought bitterly. Tiverything’s
going wrong today.

He - threw ‘down his shovel and
stamped up. the garden path toward
the house. Sore as he was, he
still found room m his sulking mind to
admire that narden It began at the
house, almost as if it were part. of it,

-and led downward into a little gully.

Kennetli “had, by ranking trees and
shrubs carefully, built a small lot up to

look like something twenty - times as

big. s
The sunken rockery, well out of
sight, was the hidden theme of the

whole; you-stumbled on it, that rock
garden; and yet because of the subtle
placing of the trees and plants drbund
it, you knew that it had been there alt
There was a miniature bridge,
and a huge pottery teapol—-—a]l the ix-
ings. And once you were in the rock

- garden, you and your eye were led to

the shrinelike niche by the lily pool.
For months Kenneth had been search-
ing for an old idol ugly enough for that

. niche ; he wanted it there so that it would

frlghten people. . Something nice and
hideoits, to be a perfect and jarring foil
for the quiet and beautiful effect of all
that surrounded it. Kennetl: determined

i



to leave that niche empty until he found

a stone face ugly enough to turn an-
average stomach—not wrench it, ex-

actly; Kenneth was mnot altogether

fiendish in.his humorous moments!—

but plumb ugly. .

He went into the back kitchen—it
served as a tool-shed as well—and took
down a crowbar. His wife came to the
door when she heard him. :

_ “How’s it going?” she asked in the
dutifully interested tone of a wife whose

most recent words to her hisband were;

violent ones.

“Swell,” "he
equally forced.

“See?” she cried in feminine trmmph
“You even lie to me about a little thing
like that. If everything was swell down
there, you wouldn’t need a crowbar to
dig with. This ground isn’t rocky. Why
can’t you tell the truth just once?”” Then
she fled into her own territory, to be
alone with her indignation.

Kenneth shrugged. Fight all morning
with your wife, and you’re up against
things like that. He hesitated. She
was probably crying, aiter that blowup.
That’s a woman for you. Fire and
water all at once. Oh, well. He
shrugged again and “started back with
his crowbar. The tears would wait, he
‘reflected callously, There were more
where they came from.

His conscience bothered him a little,
though. Maybe she had something
there. It did seem as if he couldn’t
tell her—or anyone—the absolute truth.
It ‘was just a conversational habit, that
lying; but it did make trouble. Buf
what could a man do? Maybe he’d be a
little more careful in future—but, damn
it, why did she have to be so picky ?

said, his casualness

As usual, he took it out'in work, pick-

ing and prying and heaving. Well, this
tump of brownstone or whatever it was,
was something worth while working on.
Not like digging in the soft earth around
it. He began to forget ahout Marge and
her annoyances in the task on hand.

- shook himself from
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SLIPPING the bar well under the
brown .mass, he heaved strongly and
lifted it a few inches at the corner.
Kicking a rock under it, he stepped back
for a look at the thing, and was con--
fronted by quite the most hideous
imaginable face. He stared, shook his
head, stared again.

“Well, I'll be . here’s my idol,
right where I need it. Now where the
devil did that thing come from?” he
asked no one in particular.

Yes, it was an idol, that brown mass
in the half-finished 111y pool. And what
a face! Hideous—and yet, was it?
There was a certain tongue-in-cheek
quality about it, a grim and likable hu-
mor. The planes of that face were

" craggy and aristocratic, and there was

that about the curve of the nostril and-
the heavily lidded eyes that told Ken-
neth that he was looking at a realistic
conception of a. superiority complex.
And yet—again; was it? Those heavy
eyelids—each, it seemed. had been closed
in the middle of a sly wink at some huge
and subtle joke. And the deep lines
around the mouth were the lines of
authority, but also the lines of laughter.
It was the face of a very old little boy
caught stealing jam, and it was also the

-face of a being who might have the

power to stop the sun.

“Or a clock,” thought Kenneth. He
his apathy—the
thing nearly hypnotized by its ugliness
—and walked around it, knocking off
clods of dirt with his hands.

The face was lying .on its side. Yes,
he discovered, it was more than a face.
A body, about half the size of the head,
was curled up behind it. Kenneth shud-
dered. The body looked like unborn
fetus he had seen at the Fair, floating in
alcohol. The limbs were shriveled, and
the trunk was big-bellied with an atro-
phied chest, jammed up against the back
of that enormous head. The whole thing
was, maybe, five feet high and three
wide, and weighed a good ton.
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Kenneth ‘went back to the house
shrugging off an emotional hangover,
and called up Joe Mancinelli. Joe had a
two-ton hoist at his “Auto Fixery” that
would do the trick.

“Joe,” he said when he got his con-
nection, “I want you to come right over

with your truck and the two-ton lift.

And listen, 'What I've got to lift will "
knock your eye out. Don't let it scare
you.”

“Hokay, Kan,” said Mancinelli. “I
feex. I no scare. You know me, boy!”

Ienneth had his doubts.

“Who are you calling, dear?” Mar-
jorie called. .

“Joe Mancinelli, I've got to have
help. I ran acrossa . . .. a big rock in
the lily pool.” There it was again. Now,
why did he have'to say that?

Marjorie came across the room and
put her hands on his shoulders. “That’s
so much better, sweetheart, It isn’t ter-
ribly hard to tell the truth, now, is it?”’

Her eyes were a little red, and she
looked very sweet. He kissed her.
“T ... . Il try, kiddo. You're right,
I guess.” He turned and went out to
the shed, muttering to himself.

“Can you beat that?. Tell her a lie
and she raises hell. Tell her another
and everything’s all right. You cant
win.”

HE RIGGED a set of shear poles.so
that the chain hoist would have some
kind of a purchase, and dragged them
down to the rock garden. The sight of
the half-buried idol gave him -another
fascinated shock. He looked at it more
closely. - It seemed old as time itself

and carved—was it carved? Its execu--

tion made him think that if nature had
carved rock into idols, then this was
a natural work. And yet, it was so flaw-
less! What human artist could do.such
_ macabre sculpture? Kenneth had seen
the striges on the carved galleries on
Notre Dame cathedral in Paris, and had
thought that they were tops.in outré

art. But this— He sh/ruggcd and went
back to the shed for a wire strap to slip,
under the thing, meeting Joe haliway to
the house. Joe was staggering under.
the coils of chain over his shoulders.

“Hi, keed! Ware you got heem, thees
- beeg theeng ”

“Down at the bottom of the .garden,
Joe. What made you come ‘over here
so fast?”

“I like to see thees theeng make scare
Joe Mancinelli,” wheezed Joe. X

“Well, look it over for yourself. Its
half buried. I've got shear poles rlgged
Be with you in a jiffy.”

As he reached the shed, Kenneth
smiled at the roar of polylingual profan-
ity which issued from the rock garden.
Joe was evidently impressed. Coming
to the door with the wire strap in his
“hand, Kenneth called: “Scared, Joe?”

The answer came back hollowly: “I
no scare. I sorry I come. But I no
- scare!”

Kenneth laughed and started down.

He had taken about five steps when he.

heard a sound like a giant champagne
cork; and Joe Mancinelli came hurtling
up the path as if he were being chased
by one of the devil’s altar boys. ~
“Hey! Whoa there!” Kenneth called,
laughing. “What happened? Hey!”
He surged forward and tackled the
Italian low. They slid to a stop .in a

cloud of dust. “Easy, now, boy. Easy.”.

“The ’oist is down dere, You do you
work, calla me, I come back, get heem.
1 don’ never touch that theeng.”

“All right, all right. But what hap-
pened?” .

“You don’ tell nobody ?”

“No, Joe. Course not.”

“So I see thees face.  Thees not so
gooda face. Maybe.-I scare, maybe no.
I tell this face, ‘I no lika you. So. I
speet on you. .So. Ptui’” Joe turned
white at the recollection, and swallowed
hard. “Thees theeng shake all over like
wan piece jally, is make the mouth like
dees”—Joe pursed his lips—“an’ .
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ptow! Ts speet on me. So. Now, I

ou dreamed it,” Kenneth s:ud un-
cnnvmunfﬂy '

“So, I dream. But I tella you, boy,
T go now to church. I take wan bat’ in
holy water. I light wan dozen candles.
An’ I bring yeu- temorra plenty d\na-
mite for fee\ that theeng.” - -

Kenneth . laughed. I«orget it, Joe,”
he said. “Tll take care of old funnyface
down there. Without dynamite.”

Joe snorted and went back to his
truck, starting it with a violence that set
its gears’ teeth on edge. Kenneth grinned
and picked up the wire strap. “I no
scare,” he said, and laughed again.

HI was not, evidently, the only one
who was amused by the episode. Old
funnyface, as Ken had called the idol,
really seemed to have deepened the hu-
morous lines around his tight-lipped,
aristocratic mouth. A trick of the light,
of course. “You know,” said Kenneth
conversationally,. “if. you were alive
you'd be a rather likable dog.”

He burroyed under the
pushed the end of the strap as far under
as he could reach. He was flat on his
stomach, reaching out and down, with
his . shoulder against .the mass of the
thing. when he féle it setile slightly. He
pulled his arm out and rolled clear, to
see old funnyface settling steadily back
into the hole.

“You old devil!”

" most had me that time.
on ])l\l])OSC

The idol’s face seemed to have taken
on a definite smirk.

“—is speet on me,” Joe had said.
Well, he was no better than Joe. He
picked up a clod of earth, held it poised,

he said. “You al-
Bet you did that

and expectorated explosively, following --

_up by ramming the clod into the sardohic
lips of the idol. There was a small but
powerful explosion and Kenneth found
himself flat on his back six feet away.
Now Kenneth Courtney was no story-

* hook here.

idol and.

He was just an ordinary
driver' for an ordinary trucking firm.
But in his unbrilliant but satisfying past,
he had found that. the best thing to do
when he had this cold, crawling feeling
at the pit of his stomach was to smile
at his antagonist. Nine times out of
ten, said qnhgonm was floored by i
So he reared .up on his elbow and
smiled engagingly at the idol.

The smile faded quickly; one glance
at ‘the idol’'s mouth took care of that.
The lower lip was quivering, like an
angry child’s, or like -a railroad bull
about to take a poke at a tramp. Sud-
denly it snapped shut.. The jaws bulged
and contracted, and little bits of earth
fell into the hole around its cheeks.

More than a little  shaken, Kenneth
got his feet under him and walked over
to the idol. **1'd bury you where you
are, tough guy, but you're in my lily
pool. Come up out of there!”

He went furiously to work, rigging
the hoist over the idol. In a remarkably
short time he had-the ends of the strap
hooked into the chain-fall, and was heav-
ing merrily. To his surprise, he found
that the idol came up easily—there could
not have heen more thaa three or four
hundred pounds’ load on the hoist. - He
stopped hauling and stood off a bit.

“Why, you son of a gun!” he ex-
claimed. “"So you'vé decided to co-
operate, hey ¥

It was true. The idol’'s emaciated
legs and arms straddled the pit, and
were lifting the massive. head steadily.
Iiven as he watched, the chain-fall be-
gan to slacken as the weight came off
it, - By this time Kenneth was almost
bE) ond surprise at anything.

“0. K., buddy,” he cried, and hea\ ed
away. Higher and higher rose the idol,
until the shear poles creaked -and their
bases began to sink deeper into the soft
earth. lﬂna)ly it swung clear. Gaug-
ing the distance nicely, Kenneth toppled
the shear poles and the idol swung. face
inward into the niche, landing with a
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rubbery thump. Kenneth grinned.

“Stay that way, old boy,” he told the
idol. “You're no uglier behind than
you are face-outward.” He threw the
strap over his shoulder, lifted the shear
poles at the lashing and dragged them
béck up to the shed.

When he came back: with a spouting

garden hose, the idol was facing out-_

ward.

“On second thought,” said Kenneth
conversationally, as he busily sluiced
down that hideous, humorous face, “I
don’t blame you. You are a little more
presentable stern-foremost; but then
vou're a damsite more likable this way.”
Kenneth was scared stiff, but he
wouldn't show’ it, not even to an old
graven image.

“That’s much better,” said the idol,
blinking the mud out of its eyes. Ken-
neth sat down weakly on the nozzle of
the hose. This was the payoff.

“DON'T sit there looking so stupid !’
said the idol irritably. “Besides, you'll
catch cold, holding down that hose.”

Kenneth’s breath came out in a rush.
“This is too much " he gasped. He
was more than a”little hysterical. “T
.« I ... in just a minuie I'll wake
up and smell coffee and bacon. 1 don't
believe there is a crusty old idol, or that
it talked, or that—"_

“Get off that hose,”
added .meaningly. “And dry up.”

Kenneth rose and absently began
wringing his clothes. “What sort of+a
critter are you?”

“I'm a god,” said the idol.
Rakna. What's yours?”

“K-Kenneth Courtney.” ¢

“Stop stammering. man! I'm not go-
ing to hurt you. What's the matter;
cl(du t you ever see a god before 7"

” said }\enneth a little 1clxeved
“You don’t seem like . . ., I mean—"
Suddenly something about the god,
something in his incredibly deep .eyes,
made it very easy to talk.- “I thought

said the idol, and

“Name’s

L

¢

gods lived up in the clouds, sort of. And
anything T ever read about it said that
g0d< core to earth'in fire, or.lightning,
or.in the shape of some kmd of ani-
mal, or—"

“Nuts,” said the god. S

Kenneth was startled. “Well, gods
don't talk like that . . .uh . . , do
they 2" )

“You heard me, didn’t you?” asked
Kakna, “Think I'm a liar?” The

" piercing gaze -madé Kenneth wince.
“Like you? No, you dope; I was cre-
ated by common people, who thought
common thoughts and spoke in a com-
mon way. Not in this language, of
course, or in this time. But people are
pretty much the sameé, by and large.
Think the same way, y'know.”

“Well, what people were you the god
of 2"

“QOb, you wouldn’t know if I told
you. They disappeared quite a while
back. Used to be one of themn buried
near me. Had his thigh bone poking into
my . .-. well, never mind. Anyhow,
he faded out.” There's not a trace of
those people left anywhere, This earth
has been here quite a while, you know.
They come and they go.”

“How come you can speak Lnglish,
then?”

“Because T know ‘everything you
know, which isn’t much, by the way, and
considerable besides. - LEvery time a
thought passes in that gab factory of
yours I know what it is. You drive a
truck.  Your wile’s. named Marjorie.
She's. very capable; knows all about
budgets and calori es and such. She
thinks you're a liat.”

“If “you're a god.” Kenneth said’
quickly, to change the subject, “why
couldn’t you dig yourself out ?” :

“Listen, lamebrain, who said T wanted
to dig myself out? Can't a god grab
forty wmks once in a while?” :

“Forty winks? How long were you
asleep.?”’

“I don’t know. Couple of hundred

e, B
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million years, maybe. Il tell you when
1 get a chance to look at the stars.”

“But there wasn’t any earth that
long ago!”

Rakna leered at him..“Vas you dere?”

Kenneth sat down again, this time on
dry ground. Standing was too much of
a strain.

“Hm-m-m . . . I see steam’s back
again. Electricity? Yes. You're get-
ting along, you people. Atomic power?
Oh, well; it won’t be long now. Levita-
tion? Trans—”

Kenneth had the uncomfortable feel-
ing that he was being read like a news-
paper—a back number at that. He was
2 little annoyed, and besides, those
waves of beneficence still flowed from
Rakna’s eyes. Kenneth’s fear departed
completelv and he rose to his feet and
said

“Listen.  All this is a little too strong
for me. As far as I’'m concerned, your
somebody’s half-ton Charlie McCarthy.
Or maybe you're wired for sound.”

RAKNA chuckled deep in his jowls.
“Aha!” he rumbled. “A skeptic, no
less! " Know what happens to little mor-
tals who get cocky? They suffer for
it, In lots of ways. For instance, I can
increase the density of your bones so
that your own skeleton will crush you
to death. Like this!”,

The deep eyes turned on Kenneth,
and he fell to the ground, crushed there
by an insupportable and- increasing
weight.

“Or I can put your eyes on your
fingertips so that you have to see with
your hands.”

Kenneth found himseli on Ius feet
dgain. He was staring at the. ground,
although his head was up. He saw the
world reel about him as he clapped. his
.sceing hands to his face. He cried out
in an ectasy of terror.

“Or,” continued the god conversation-
ally, “I can finish your iy pool for you
and drown you in it.”

Kenneth was_ hurled forward into
shallow water, where no water had been
before. He bumped his ‘head. stunningly
on a solid concrete surface and lay there,
immersed and strangling. Suddenly he
found himself before the idol again. His
clothes were dry; his eyes were in
place; everything was quite, quite nor-
mal. Except that damned idol, and the
brand-new lily pool. It had all taken
possibly eight seconds.

“Or—" said the idol

“0.K, O K.,” said T\exmeth weakly,
“You wm

“THAT’S better,”” smirked Rakna.
“Now listen to me. I don’t want-you
to think I intend any harm! I don’t.
But unfortunately for my character I
was created in more or less a man’s
image. The only faults I have are bhu-
man ones, and even though I have im-
proved considerably, I still possess those
faults, One of them is vanity. 1 don’t
like to be called a weakling any more
than you do. You'll take a poke at
someone who calls you a pansy; all
right, so will I.  Savvy .

Kenneth nodded.

“Right. All T want from you is a
little consideration. Keep your mouth
shut about me; I don’t mind being ad-
mired, but I don’t want to be a museum
piece.” Amused pity: suddenly mani-
fested itself on those craggy features.
“Look, Kenneth, I've been a little hard
on you. After all, you did give me a
comfortable. place to sit. Anything I
could do for you?’ Again those fear-
erasing waves of friendliness. Kenneth
stopped trembling.

“Why . . . Idon’t know. I've got
a good JOb and about eyverything I
want.”

“How about your wife?
altogether happy ?”

"Why, sure I am.
is—” 5

“Never mind the details. T know all
about it. She calls you a liar and she’s

Are you

Well , . ., that
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right, and you wish something could be
done about it. Want me to make you
incapable of telling a lie? I can do it.”

“You mean—"

“I mean that every time anyone asks
you a question you'll be able to tell them
only the truth. How much money you
have, what you did that night in Den-
ver’—Kemeth quailed at that—“what
you honestly think of your boss—"

“Oh, no!” said Kenneth, “That

doesn’t sound so hot.”
. Rakna grinned. “All right. - Let’s-
do it this way. Everything you say
will be the truth. If you say black is
white, it will be white. If you tell your
wife you were working late instead of
playing poker, then it w1ll be true. See
what T mean?’

Kenneth couldn’t see anything wrong
in that. “By golly, Rakna, you've got
something there. Can you do it?”

“I've done it,” said Rakna: “Look.
See that chain_ hoist you hauled me up
with ?”

Kenneth glanced at it. “Yeah.”

“Now tell me it’s not lying here, but
it’s in the shed.”

“It's in the shed,” said Kenneth obedi-
ently.

The hoist vanished. A clinking of
chain. drifted down the garden path.
Rakna grinned.

“Hot cha!” exclaimed Kenneth.

“Nothing but the truth. Thanks a mil-
lion, Rakna.- You're an ace!”

“Skip it,” said the god. “Now beat
it. I want to think.” .

Kenneth started up the path, his sur-
liness quite gone and a new spring in
his step. Rakna gazed after him aund
chucklcd deeply. .

“Cocky little devil,” he’ said. “This

ought to be good.” He relaxed and let
his mind dwell casually on profound
matters.

AS HE came to the turn in the path
and out of -the range of old Rakna's
quizzical gaze, Kenneth's steps suddenly

slowed and he began to wonder a little
at all this. Surely a thing like this
couldn’t be true! He found himself in
a very precarious mental state. He
could go back again and see if there
really was a god in his garden, or he

could blindly believe everything that -

had happened, or he could go on as
usual and try to forget the whole thing.
The worst part of it all was that if it
all was a dream, he was probaby nuts.
If it wasnt a dream, who was nuts?
He shrugged. Once you got used to
the idea of having a god in your back
yard you could get a kick out of it. But
how did the old sourpuss think he could

i prove his power by making Kennefth

speak the absolute truth? Not, of course,
that there was anything in it.

Marjorie heard him coming into the

house.

“Hurry and -wash up, darling,” she

called briskly. “Supper’s-on!”

“Be right with you, kid!” He
scrubbed up, put on a clean shirt and
came down to the dining room. - In
one of the steaming dishes on the table
was turnips. He frowned. His wife
noticed, and said forlornly:

“Oh, dear, I forgot. You don't like
turnips !

“Dont be silly,” he lxed gallantly. “I
love ’em.’

No sooner had _he said the words than

the lowly turnips seemed to take on a
glamour, a gustatory perfection. His
mouth watered for them, his being
cried out for them—turnips were the
most delicious, the most nourishing and
delightful food éver to be set on a man’s
table. Heloved ’em.

A little startled, he sat down and be-

- gan to eat—turmps more than any-

thing else.- “Most delicious meal T ever
had,” he told a gratified Marjorie. No

sooner said than done. Tt was. And as .

a matter of fact, it was strictly a budget

meal—one of those meals that good little-

managers: like Marjorie Courtney
throw together to make up for yester-
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day’s spring chicken.. She was vastly
flattered.

“You must have worked terribly hard
to fix up a meal like this,” Kenneth said
with his mouth full. “You must be
tired.” '

She was, suddenly, a little. Kenneth
laid down his fork. “You look tired,
dear.” Lines appeared on her fresh lit-
tle face. “Darling!” he said anxiously.
“You're terribly tired!”

“I don’t know what’s the matter,” she
said haggardly.

“Marjorie, sweet, you're sick! “What
is.it?”

“I don’t know,” she said faintly. “All
of a sudden I feel—" Her head dropped
on the table. He caught her in his arms.

“Buck up, kid. Tl carry you up-
stairs, Hang on, now. I’ll get you set-
tled and call’a doctor.” He crossed the
room and started up the stairs.

“I'm too heavy—" she murmured.

“Nonsense!” he scoffed. “You're as
light as a feather!”

Her body seemed to lift out of his
arms. He was halfway up the stairs by
this time, poised on one leg, about to
take another step. The sudden lighten-
ing of her body had the effect, on him,
of a kick on the chin. Down he went,
head over heels, to the bottom of the
stairs.

It was a nasty jolt, and for the mo-
ment he couldn’t see anything but stars.
“Marge!” he muttered. “You all right?

P

Say you're all right!

A whimpering cry cleared his head.

Marjorie was settling gently down to-
ward him, bumping: each step lightly—
lightly, like a floating feather.

He reached out dazedly and took her
hand. She came drifting down toward
him as he sprawled there, until their
bodies rested together.

“Oh, God,” moaned Kenneth., “What
am I going to do?”

He rose and tried to help her up. His
gentle pull on her arm sent her flying up
over his head. She was crying weakly,

UN—§

hysterically. He walked into the living
room, his wife literally streaming out
behind him, and held her poised over
the day bed until she rested on it. Then-
he ran for the telephone.

BUT as the singsong “Operator!”
came over the wire he laid down the
receiver, struck with a thought. Bit
by insane bit ke pieced the thing to-
gether; Rakna's promise; the power
that he now had over the truth—the
whole crazy affair. In the last few
hectic minutes he had all but forgotten.
‘Well, if he could do it, he could undo it.

He went back to his wife, drew a deep
breath, and said :

“You're not sick,
hundred and fourteen,”

Marjorie bounced up out of the day
bed, shook her head dizzily, and ad-
vanced toward him. Kenneth sensed
thunder in the air.

“What sort of a joke was that P she
demanded, her voice trembling, Ken-
neth thought a little faster this time.
“Why, darlmg' Nothing has happened
to you!”

Marjorie’s face cleared. She stopped,
then went on into the dining room, say-
ing: “What on earth made us wander
out here when we should be eating?”

“Nothing,” said Kenneth; and that
seemed to tie up all the threads. He
felt a little weak ; this power of his was
a little too big to be comfortable. He
noticed another thing, too: he could
make his wife forget anything that hap-
pened, but he still knew about it. Lord!
He'd have to be careful. He had a
splitting headache, as always when he
was. excited, and that didn’t help any.
Mar;one noticed it.

“Is something the matter, Kenny?"
she asked. “Have you a headache?”

“No,” he said automatically; and as
he said it, it was true! For the first
time he grinned at the idea of his power.
Not bad! No more toothache, stomach-
ache, business worries—business— Holy

You weight one
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smoke! He was rich! Watch.
“Marge,” he said as she put two
lumps in his coffee, “we have twenty
thousand dollars ifi the bank.”
“Yes. I know. Isn't it
Cream?
“You know? How did you know 2
“Silly! T've always known. You told
me, didn’t you? Anyway, I’'ve known
about it quite a while, it seems to me.
Why ?” o i
“Why?” Kenneth was floored. Then
he shrugged. The truth was Jike that,
he guessed. If a thing was true, it re-
quired no explanation ; it just was. He
finished his coffee and pushed back his
chair. “Let’s go to a show, kiddo.”
“That would be nice,” she said. “Just
as soon as I get the dishes done.”

nice?

“Oh,” he said airily. “They’re done, =~

She turned astonished eyes to him,
Tt occurred to him then that if he per-

sisted in this sort of thing he might make .

her doubt her sanity. A bank account
was one thing ; but the dishes—

“I mean,” he-explained. “We did
them.” i

“Oh . . . of course. I ... well,
let’s go.” : Vs

He made up his mind to go a little
easy thereafter.

That was the beginning of a hectic
three weeks for Kenneth Courtney. Hec-
tic, but fun, by golly. Everything came
his way; everything he said was true,
and if everything he did wasn’t quite
right, it could be fixed. Like the time he
was driving his big twelve-speed Diesel
tractor-trailer job through the mountains
one night, and a light sedan whipped
around a hairpin turn and steered
straight between his headlights. _

“Look -out!” he called to Johnny
Green, his helper, who was in the bunk
over the seat. “We've going to smash!”

And as the car approached, as’ their
bumpers practically kissed, Kenneth re-
membered his powers. “We missed
him!” he bellowed.

Miss him they did. The car vanished,

“look like a ghost:”

and a second later its careening tail light
appeared in the reav-view mirror. It
just wasn't possible—but it was true.
He did learn to be careful, though.-
There was the time when he casually re-
marked that it was raining cats and dogs.
That mistake cost him half an hour of
running madly around - telling people

.that it really wasn't raining cats and

dogs, you know, just raining hard. The
thing would have made quite a sensa-
tion if lie had not thought of declaring
that it had nort rained at all that day.
-His influence’ was far-reaching. One
night he happened 'to tune into a radio
soprano who was mutilating Italian
opera to such an extent that Kenneth in-
advertently remarked: “She’s -lousy!”
Thirty seconds later the loud-speaker
gave-vent to a series of squeaks and
squalls which had no conceivable con-
nection with.ltalian opera. .

HE HAD to watch his language. No

author or orator was ever so careful -

ahout avoiding clichés and catch-phrases
as was Kenneth Courtney in the weeks
in ‘which he enjoved his powers. A
friend once remarked that he had been
working all day; “I'm dead!” he
said. Kenneth turned pale and sol-
emnly swore that he would never use
that expresion again. He began to no-
tice things about the way we speak:
“I’'m starved.” “You're crazy.” “You
“I hate you.”
“You're a half-wit,” or “idiot” or “im-
becile.”” “You never grew up.”

At first Kenneth was a good man to.

have arcund the house. From his easy-
chair he did the housework, made the

“beds, cooked a delicious series of meals,

redecorated the living room, and re-
newed every article of clothing and
linen in the house. Pretty soft. But
he found that the wear and tear of the
thing was too much for his wife.
Though Marjorie had every evidence
that the work was done, still she had no
memory of doing it—unless, of course,
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she remarked on it to Kenneth. In that
case she would be told, and truthfully,
that she had done the work herself. But
she began to worry a little about her
memory; at times she thought she was
losing it altogether. You don’t cook a
six-course dinner without remembering
anything about it.except the fact that
you cooked it; and Marjorie even had
" to be told ahout that. "~ So Kenneth,
after a while, left the house to its ap-
pointed boss, and amnsed himself else-
where.
An Kenneth never told her—or any-
one—about Rakna and what he
,done.. Why?
that matter-of-fact, efficient little Mar-
jorie Courtney wouldn’t believe such a
far-fetched tale was so deep-rooted that
it never occurred to him to use his
power on her.
called him a liar so many times with
justice that he felt subconsciously that
she would "do it again. That, inci-

dentally, 7itight have been Rakna’s doing. -

Well, for three weeks this went on.
Kenneth had money to burn, all the
leisure time he wanted—he worKed now
for the fun of it—and life was a song—in
swingtime; of course,
He had heen so busy experimenting and
amusing himself that he hadn’t ‘thought
of really celebrating.  And- on. one
memorahle Saturday night he wént
downtown and threw a whingding that
made history.

Only an old sailor or an ex-soldier or
a man with Kenneth's powers can throw
that sort of a binge. He was not a
heavy drinker; but every time that
sickly, c]oyino fecling .came over him
he’d say, like every other swiller:
not dmnk 1 may be tight, but I'm not
drunk.”  And then he could start over.
Never mind the details; but let this
suffice: the next morning, stocks on
Tiquor jumped two points, and on thé

. various hangover remedies, six -to ten
points. Not -a sober man went out of
a barroom anywhere in-town that night.

had |
Because the conviction

She had, in the past, -

but still_a song.-
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Kenneth painted the town bright, bright
red; and he and all the tipplers he could
possibly find—and everything was pos-
sible to Kenneth —llter1lly drank the
town dry.

He reeled homc about six in the
morning. He had poured some two
hiindred gallons of the best down his
throat, and his breath would fell a strong
man.at thirty vards. Yet he was only
delightfully high; he.even remembered
to- eradicate the breath as he came in
the door, by remar l\mg that it was sweet
as a baby

MARJORIE was up when he entered
rockily, flinging his hat to the right, his
coat to.the left, and .himseli on the
carpet. She said nothing, which was
bad; just walked daintily around him
and upetairs He caﬂed her, but she

kept on aonw

“Oh, oh ! he said. He started after
her, found the stairs a little too much
for him, and so declared himself on
the second floor. Once there; he stum-
bled in on Marjorie. She was packing.

“What goes on? ?” he wanted to know

“I'm going-to stay with mother for a
while;” che said tiredly.
ber up.”

“Sober up?” he repeated.
perfectly sobér!” It w:
but that made no difference. Just he-
cause a thing is basically, unalterably
true doesn’t mean that a woman and a
wife is going to helieve it. She kept
packing. ~

“Now wait a minute, darling. Haven't
1 been good.to you? What do you want
me to do? Marjorie!” This was the
first time she had pulled anything like
this. He was flabbergasted.

She turned toward -him. “Kenneth,
T'm sorry, hut T've got to go away from
vou for. a while. Maybe forever,” she
added forlornly. “You see, something’s
happened to me tous, . . . in
the last few weeks. - I don’t know what
it is, but I think sometimes that I'm

“Why, T'm
true, of course;
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losing my mind. I forget things . . .
and you, Kenneth! 1T can’t understand
what you're up to, with all your run-
ning around at all hours of the night,
and the strange things that are hap-
pening. The other day I was in the liv-
ing room and just happened to be look-
ing at Aunt Myrtle's vase when it dis-
appeared . . . vanished, just like that.”
She snapped her ﬁngers

Kenneth swore€ under his breath. That ..

was a slip. He had hated that eyé-
sore, and happened to think of it one
day when he was on the road. He had
stated that it no longer existed, for-
getting that his. wife might be in the
room at the time.

“So you see I need a rest, Kenueth.-”
She began ‘to cry, but turned to her
packing all the same. Kenneth tried to
put his arms around her, but she pushed
him away.

Now Kenneth had ]eamed durmg his
. year or so of marriage that the only way
to stop one of these bickerings was to
tell the truth, take his medicine like a
man, and then be forgiven. Well, he
reasoned, the truth wouldn’t be so hard
to tell this time. Again, it never oc-
curred to him to tell her that nothing
was the matter, that she wasn’t angry
and frightened. No, the only thing he
could think of that would fill the bill was
to share his secret about the god in the
garden, That was the cause of it all, so
it might be the cure.

“Marjcrie . , . I can explain every-
thing.”

“Oh, yes,” she said bitterly. “You al-
ways can.” ’

He swallowed that and tried again.
“Listen, darling, please. I was digging
our lily pool, and—" -

As the story unfolded she stopped her
packing and sank down on the edge of
the bed. His words carried a peculiar
conviction, and he thrilled to the dawn-
ing belief in her face.

“—and so Jast night-I thought of cele-

brating it. It would do no harm that
couldn’t be set right. See? So don’t
go, sweetheart. There’s no need—'
The remark brought her engrossed
mind back to the fact that she had been
in the midst of leaving his bed and board
when he had interrupted with this story,
this—yes—preposterous story. She re-

" membered that she was angry at him,

and that fact was quite sufficient. He
was so horribly smug, so terribly in the
right about everything.  Marjorie
Courtney was by no means the first
woman who, incensed, refused to be-
lieve the absolute truth simply because
that truth put her in the wrong.

“I don't believe any of it!” she said
firmly. Suddenly she drew back a little.
“Kenneth. . . . Ido believe that'it’s you
who are losing your mind, not I

Ohhh—

KENNETH realized then that if she
kept that up any longer she'd have her-
self convinced. ‘That wouldn’t do. He
took *her by the arm, hurried her out
and down the stairs. - “Come on,” he
said grimly. “You’re about to be intro-
duced to a god. Tha.t’ll show you who's
crazy.”

She struggled a little, but allowed
herself to be forced out into the yard
and down the garden path. She wouldn’t
believe it! She wouldn’t!

As they reached the pool she looked
up at Kenneth's face. Tt was grimly de-
termined ; she was frightened. She did
not see -old Rakna grin and raise his -
carven eyebrows.

“Rakna!” called Kenneth. “My wife
won't believe in you. What can I do to
convince her ?” g .

Marjorie said brokenly: “It’s just an
old statue . . . Tknow . .. Isaw the
hideous thing last week ., . . it can’t
talk . . . It's stone—" '

Rakna said: “I am stone, to her. I
told you I'didn’t want anybody but you
knowing anything about me.”
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S “But. i . o. she's my wife!” cried
Kenneth. )
Mar]one said{ “What 2.
“You see,”’ said Rakna,
hear mé. She thinks.you're talking to a
piece 6f stone.” . The god laughed rlchly.

I don’t blame her for thmkmg you re
nuts'“ Bl &

to leave me if T can’t
- “She ‘just” won’t
I thought you-said T would
always ‘spedk-the absolute truth? Why
wcont ‘shie believe nie ?”

" éKenneth!” gasped Mar]oﬂe hys-
terically. “Stop i Stop- talking to
lhat awful statue! Pléase, Kenneth!”
kna laughed. dgain. -“Look, dope,
don’t you- know ruth, as such, does
not Exnst to y- ‘'woman, unless

oty urseli mto this, I
; ost” aniusingy too. Now get
.youraeli out.. That ought to-be furinier.”
2 “Why you old <, Lxsten Rakna,
give me a break,: w)ll you » ~said Ken-
neth- desperately ' o
¢ Rikna just. chukled. -
* Suddenly . Marjorie fell on her knees
béside Kenneth. ~ She looked up at him
wuh fedr-filled, imploring eyes. . She
‘was- incredibly lovely, !ove]y and pmful
as she ‘knelt there.

“Kenneth,” she moaned: * Oh darlmg

“she - can'’t. .

' This“idol

" her-

-+ The stone idol had. no power.

“show you his ugly old idol. as
“craggy.” aristocratic face, with an ex-

: the -way, still lies to’ his.wife.

I loveyou . .-.- I always will, no matter
what happens to you, no matter—-—” She
drew a great shuddexmg sigh, and Ken-
" neth’s heart .and -soul- went. out. to her.
“Tell me you're all right, Kenneth. Tell
me this is all a dream. Oh; God. .. .
Kenneth! I'm your wife, and I'm cry-
ing for you! - You re out of your mmd'

1éth~d spped Béside het. an
close. “Rakna chuckled’ agam—hxs
last- chuckle 3

Kenneth w ispered in \Iar)one s €ar.:
“Darling, it’s%all right! 1'm quite _sane
truly 1 am. ]ust' forget. everything:
There is no'Rakna . . . you're right.’
Just a brownstone idol. Rakpa has- no-
power over me. I have no powers that .
he gave me—" Anything to comfort
her. He murmured’on and on, ~ >
" They ¢r ouched there, ‘those two’

young people,.at the foot of an.incredibly )

old brownstone ‘idol,” who was .once
Rakna, a god with the power of 4 g

neth Courlriey; for Kénneth had spoken
the truth when he said those. w ords 5

They lived, of course, happily ever.
after. And if you visit them; Kenneth
may take you into. the rock garden -and
It has a

Hewas
]\Lnneth by

pression on it of rueful humor.
a good sport, that Rakna.
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ANYTHING

"Anything” he said would do for his n’ome; and any-
thing he soid he'd do—and did! To the acute dis-
comfort of the busybodies who don’t do anything!

by PFHILIF ST. JOHN E '

Hiustrated by fsip

NTIL Anything came_to Carls-
burg, I thought I knew the town
m\e the bick of my hand. A
small-town paper is built on knowledge
of the people it serves, rather than news
value, and I'd been editing the weekly
Union Leader, unofficiaily known as the
- Onion, for eight years. But the rumors
1 heard of the Man in Brown refused to
it into the picture. s
In common with most small farming
communities where the popu]anon is I:\H—
ing instead of rising, gossip was the
leading rival of the newspaper; and in
Carlsburg, it had been raised to a high
art.” From Aunt Mabel's dizzy spells to
Unele Tod’s rheumatism; cverybody’s
husiness was commen property, and a
stranger should have been dissected and
analyzed within three days
The Man in Brown wasn’'t. There
were rumors, of course, but they all
boiled down to practically nothing. Ap-
parently, he'd first been scen about a
week before, looking for work, ,and
vouchsafing no information about him-
seli. - IFor some reason, nobody had
thought to ask him who he was’or where
he came from—which was lhe mystery
of the affair.

Jim Thompson dropped into the

Union Leader’s office one morning, to
talk about some advertising and to relay
his wife’s orders.  Jim ivas the owner
of the local lumber yard and hardware
store, and one of the best advertisers I
had, even if he did wear himself bald try-
i1g. to save penmies. -.

Now, Luke,” he told me, “it's up to
you te find out about this here Brown
Man, and Molly don’t want any non-
sense.  That's what you're supposed to
be doing, running a newspaper hike you
are. \lnll\ swears she'll drop her 'scrip-
tion and get the Club to do the smm if
you don d out about him. been
“in town over a week now, ain't he’?

“Uh-huhk.”  Moelly ran the Carlsburg

Culture Club, and T'd had trouble. with
her before. “I've been trying to get the
facts, Jim, but the lack of- information

—-is stupendous.. Anyhow, I heard yester-

day that your wife has already met the
fellow, which is more than 1've heen able
to do. What'd she say about him?”

" “He come to the door as
seems like ; said he didn’t want no pay.
Now T ask vou. don’t that sound hali-

cracked ?”. Thompsen reached over jor:
mf'.

my tobacco and” filled his pipe, g
around for a match until T handed him
one. “Molly give him the mower and
-told him to cut the lawn, which he did
right smart ard proper.. Seems like she
no more'n stepped back inside when the
job was done.. So she give him the
. bowl of bread and milk he wanted—
that’s all he’d take—and away he went.”

Tt was the same story wvith minor
variations, that I'd heard all week; he
was continually searching for odd jobs,
and taking his pay in bread and milk, or
a place to sleep for the night. “But
didn’t she ask him where he was from
and ‘what he intended doing ?”

“That’s the funny part of it all. You

ing for work, !

S,
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know how Molly is?” Jim grinned, and

I nodded. Even in Carlsburg, Molly’s
" nose for scandal enjoyed a large reputa-

tion. “Somehow, she never got around
to asking him, They kinda talked about
the weather and them begonias, but all
the questions just slipped plumb out of
Molly s mind. Matter of fact, she didn't
even get his name.”

Thompson took out his fountain pen

and turned to the bench where I kept the’

ink, but stopped halfway. “Speak of
the devil,” he muttered, pointing across
the street. ‘“Here he comes now, headed
right this way.
make of him.”

The man crossing the street was or-
dinary enough in appearance, a little
over average height, with a weathered
brown hat and wrinkled brown suit
hanging loosely on him. His very lack
of distinction made description impos-
sible, except for the easy humor of the
smile he was wearing. With a loose

. springy stride he came up the steps and

leaned against the door facing me.

“Good morning, gentlemen. You're
Luke Short, the editor here, I believe ?”
The voice was soft and casual. “T'd like
to run an advertisement in the paper if
you'll let me pay you in work, I haven’t
much use for money.”

“Know anything about type setting?”

I asked. My regular one-man staff had -

been sick, and I needed a man to replace
him in the worst way. “If you do, I'll
run your item and pay regular wages.”

He sauntered in. “Anything. I'm
sort of an all-around worker, from baby-
minding to house building. Only I don’t
work for money; just give me a place
to stay and a couple of meals a day, and
we'll call it square. That's what I
wanted to say in the ad. You want the
setting done now "

“This afternoon.” I pulled out a gal-
ley proof and held it out as a rough test ;
most people, I've found, don’t know 6-
“What size
type is this?”

-make

Now see what you can.

“Pica, or, 12-point onr the caption; the
reSt’s brevier; or 8-point, upper and
lower case. I told you I did anything
—use a stick or linotype, run a job press,
cuts, write copy—anything
What'lk T do-this morning, and where’ll
I sleep?”

Jim Thompson had ﬁnally succeeded
in filling his pen and was sticking a few
blotters and envelopes in his pocket He

piped up. “You say you do building
work ?”
“Anything.” The Man in Brown laid

peculiar stress on the word whenever he
used it. .
“Well, I'm putting a new lumber shed

- up at the yard. and we're a mite short-

handed.” The truth of the matter was
that Jim had lost his workers because
they asked more than he was willing to
pay, and because his fat wife tried to
run their private lives. “If you want
work so bad, you can lay asbestos
shingles, whenever Luke don’t want you.
Sure you don’t want money? O. K,
there’s a cot in the back office where .
you can sleep. That O. K.?”

“Perfectly. . And you'[l find me a
rapid worker, I'm sure.’

They were almost out of range before
I remembered enough to shout after him.
“Hey, you! What’ll I call you?”

He grinned back over his shoulder,
“Anything,” he answered, and it struck
me as being appropriate, at that.

I HAD to cover-the Volunteer Fire
Departriient’s proposed drive for money
that noon, and it wasn’t until I neared
the office that 1 remembered Anything,
I also remembered that the old second-
hand linotype was out of order as usual,
and needed 2 new cam installed before
it -could be used. Well, the paper had
gone to bed late often enough before, so

* there was no use worrying.

Anything had his feet cocked up on
the desk when I came in, and a pile of
galley sheets lay beside him, “Setting’s
all done,” he said. “Want me to make
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it up while you ﬁmsh that slory you've
been out on?” -
T looked at my watch and .calculated

the time needed to set the work I'd left -

for him., It didn’t work out right, and
alinotype refuses to be hurried, but there
was no disputing the galley sheets; the
work was done. “What about the lino-
type?” P "
- “Oh, I fixed that, Had a little trouble
finding whether you had a new cam,
but my nose led me to it. By the way,
your former helper called ‘in to say the
doctor says-no more work for him, I
stuck” a ‘faithful service’ notice in the
editorial column.”

“I suppose you finished- laying Thomp-
son’s shingles.this morning, in your spare
time ?”

The sarcasm -didn’t register. “I
finished about eleven-thirty—he - only
had eight thousand to lay. I spent my
spare time over at the garage helping
Sam White tear out and overhaul.a trac-
tor engine. How about that make-up ?”

1 gave up. “O. K., just as soon as I
proofread these sheets

“No need. They're all perxect now.
I'found a few broken face type when'I
ran off the proofs, and fixed that up.”
There was no hint of boasting, and his
voice was casual; but I'd punched
ETAOIN SHRDLU myself, so I had
no faith in perfect typesetting. I went
over the proofs carefully—and there
were no errors!

We put the paper to bed ahead of
schedule for the first time in a year, and
I took Anything home with me to the
bungalow I was renting on the edge of
town. For the berefit of Subscribers,
he’d written a quarter column on him-

self that gave no information but would *
fool the readers into thinking they knew

all about him. Anything was a master
of .vague phrasing.

“Look here, Anything,” I -opened up
on him as he began cooking the supper,
at his own insistence. . “You might fool
the others with that story you wrote, but

just what is the truth ? - All you said was -
that you'd come from somewhere, done
something;, were somebody, and meant
to stay here as long as you felt like it.”

He grinned and began dishing out the
meal. “At least it wasn't a lie, Luke.
You like catsup with your meat?”

“I take meat straight. Better try some
yourseli.”

“Bread and milk’s all that agrees with
my stomach. Let's say I'm on a diet.

How long you been running- the

Onion?”- i
“About eight years. . Um, that’s

good!” - Anything was more chef than

cook, and I appreciated a meal that
wasn’t thrown together. “T've been try-
ing to get on the regular papers in Chi-
cago or' Minneapolis, but there’s not
much hope. 'I'd have to quit here and
take potluck in the city ; they don’t think
much of small-town .editors.”

He finished his frugal meal and.ac-
cepted a cigarette. “You're a preity
good man, Luke; maybe some paper’ll -
take you on yet. In the meantime, you
might do worse than the ' Onion.
<Thanks, I will take a piece of cheese, at
that. You know, I think I'll like it
here.”

“Expect to stay lonv 7

. “Maybe. It's sort oE hard to say, the
way things go. I had a pretty fair job
on a farm upstate, but the farmer was
«Scotch.”

I hoped for more information, but he
gathered up the dishes and carried them
out to the sink in silence, refusing my
help. “Thanks, but L can do them faster
alone. I suppose I can’t blame people
for suspecting e, at that, - Anyone who
works for room and board nowadays
is supposed to be crazy; but I happen
to have a dislike for money. The
Scotchman got the idea I was a =
brownie.”

The word should have meant some-
thing to me, but not very much. 1 was
sure it- had something to do with super-
stitton, though; something about little
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_men who went around doing things for
people until somebody tried to pay them,
or they were driven away.

“Sort of an eli?"”" I hazarded.

“Sort of ; you might call themScotch
elves. They tended the cows or chil-
dren, cleaned up the house of a woman
who was sick, and made themselves use-
ful in any way they could, though hardly
anyone ever saw them work. Mostly

they worked at nights, and all they
wanted was a cranny in a barn where "

they could sleep and a bowl of food left
for them once or twice a day. If any-
one tried to force other payment on them,
they had to leave.”

“That doesn’t sotind like thc sort of
person a farmer should object to.”

“Well, there's more to the superstition
than that. It seems that they could do
ill as well as good. Make the milk turn
sour, cause a cow to go dry, and the like.
‘Any time they were displeased, it was
bad business. Sometimes the people got
together and drove them away, and that
was always.the wrong thing to do. - So
when I come around dressed in brown
and working for their wages, a few peo-
ple got worried.”

I could see where he'd worry some
people, but more from curiosity than
fear. “But the brownies, if T remember
right, were supposed to be little short
fellows. And I never read about their

smoking or doing work in the newspaper -

line.”

“Oh, I'm not suggesting I am one.”
He grinned with a hint of -puckish
amusement. “That sort of superstition
has pretty well died out, anyway, and
sensible people—like us—know there
couldn’t be such things. Still, if there
were, I imagine they’d be modernized by
now. They'd have to be more human
looking te mix with men, and they'd
have to adapt themselves to city life, per-
haps. Of course, some of the old rules
might still apply.”

T wondered whether he was telling me
all that in the hope of -disccuraging

article I ran on: him in this

further questions, or whether he had

some other purpose in mind. But that
was his business. “Maybe.they would
change, if there were such things,” 1
agreed. “Fow about staying hete to-
night? That cot of Thompson's won't
be overly comfortable.”

“It’'ll be all right. ~ Anyhow, Thomp-
son's putting me to work making general
repairs tomorrow morning, so I'll be up
early. -See you in the afternoon, Luke.”

As he disappeared toward the yard, I
had a crazy idea that he'd do more than
sleep during the night. Maybe it was
what he'd been saying that caused it.

JIM THOMPSON came in the next
morning with-a smile that was so gen-
uine it had to mean money for him.
“That Anything’s what I call a worker,”
he greeted me. “Does more work than
any six men I ever had, and I den't
have to stand watch over him, neither.
Just goes off by himself and first thing
1 know, he's back asking for more.”

“He's the best helper I ever had,” T
agreed. “How'd your wife like the
weelk's
paper?”

“O, fine, fine. ’Bout time you got it
out, too. She says it's just what she
wanted to know.”

1’d had other compliments on the item,
teo. Anything had succeeded beauti-
fully in telling everybody what they
wanted to know without actually telling
a thing ; but I didn’t explain that to Jim.

He drew some wrinkled sheets out of
his pocket, covered with what he called
writing, and I knew there was more ad-
vertising to be had from him. “Got a
little job for you, Luke. Want you to
run some handbills for me, like it says
here.”

“Which is—"

“When you ever gonna Icam to read ?”
He suorted at that for the hundredth
time. “O. K., just say I'm willing to
contract for repairs around town to cost
only the price of the lumber and hard-



%4 . UNKNOWN

ware. I'll furnish the labor free for this
week to anyone wanting work of that
kind done. -"Town sorta needs-a lot of
repm ., "ues:., and it’s a good time for
‘em.’

When Jim offered free labor, it meant

that it wwas free—especially to Jim.'

“You'll get the value of vour cot out of
Anything, “won’t you?” I asked.

I had to admit that Anything was a
good worker, “When I'd opened the
office that morning, I'd found an en-
velope inside the door with half a dozen

- mews items in it; as I'd guessed, Any-
thing hadn’t wasted the night. “Sam
White’s figuring on cutting in on it, too.
He called up this morning wanting' Any-
thing to help with a couple of cars when
we're not using him.”

“Sam’s a chiseler, always has_heen.”
He rounded up a scratch-pad and eraser
and pocketed them. “You make him
fork over for Anything’s hoard, or you'll

be a fool. By the way, you hear about
Olsen’s sick horse?”

“No. The vet finally succeed in cur-
ing.dt?”

“Vet didn’t have a thing to do \\nh

it, though he claims he done it all. Ol-
sen woke up this morning and there the
horse was, r'aring to go.’ Thompson
filled his pipe and picked up a couple of
red pencils. “You get the handbills out
right away, Luke. I'm expecting to
sell a smart hit of Jumber this week.”

Jim sold more than a smart bit. By
the time the week was almost up, there
wasn’t a house in town that didn't have
some of Anything’s work in it, and sev-
eral ‘houses were practically made over.
Where he found time for the work, was
a mystery that puzzled everyone except
Thompson.

Anything worked when people were
é\\/ay from home, and there were rumors
that he had a staff of assistants, but no
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one -ever saw them., Molly Thompson -

had started that idea and the rumor that
Anything was a millionaire come to town
to rebuild it secretly; somebody else
added that he was planning on opening
a factory there, which explained his in-
terest in ‘Carlsburg. There were other
contradictory rumors, too, but that was
the normal course of events in the town.

All T knew was that Anything could
do more newspaper work in part of an
afternoon than any other man could turn
out in a week, and better work, at that.
If he stayed in town long enough, paid
subscriptions should be doubled at the
end of the year. Sam White felt the
same about his garage business.

AND THEN the Carlsburg Culture
Club held its monthly meeting, and the
rumors that had been drifting -around
were focused in one small group. Asa
clearing house for scandal, the Culture
Club acted with an efficiency that ap-
proached absolute. But since it was
purely for women, I had to wait for the
results of the meeting until the sound
and fury were over and Moly Thomp-
son brought in the minutes for publica-
tion.

She usually came in about nine in the
morning, but this time she was late. It
was nearly ten ‘when Anything opened
the door and. walked in, and T was still
waiting.

“Good morning,.Luke,” he said. “Is
that bed over at your place still open
to me?”’

I nodded. “Sute is, Anything.
What’s the matter with the cot and
why aren’t you working for Jim this
morning?”

“Carlsburg Culture Club,” he an-
swered. But his grin was a little sour,
and he sat back in the chair without
offering to do anything around the place.
“Molly’ll be calling you up in a couple
of minutes, I guess, and .you'll hear all
the dirt then. Got a cigarette, Luke?”

When Anything asked for something,

it was news good for two-inch type, pur-
ple ink and all. I handed him the ciga-
rette and reached over to answer the
phone that was beginning to ring.
“Carlsburg Union Leader; editor speak-
ing.” .
Molly’s shrill voice tapped in over the.
wire, syllables spilling all over each
other. “Don’t you ‘editor’ me, Luke
Short; I know your voice. You want
them minutes, or don’t you?” .
~ “Of course I do, Mrs. Thompson.
People always want to know what hap-
pened at the Culture Club.” Personally,

I doubted whether ten people, club mem-
bers excepted, cared enough to know
they were printed ; I'd always begrudged
the ink that put them on paper.

“You ain’t fooling me with that soft
soap. But you do want our 'scriptions,
don’t you? There’s over forty of us,
and we can make a lot of other people.
stop ’scribing, too. You want our
*scriptions ?”

The line ‘was old; I usually heard it
‘six times a year, and in eigh't years, the
words hadn’t changed. “Now, Mrs.
Thompson, you know I want your sub-

scriptions. . What can I do for you this
time?” | .
“Humph! Well, you better want

‘em.” She stopped for a dramatic pause
and drew in her breath for a properly
impressive .explosion. “Then you get
rid of that Anything; Luke Short! You
hear. me, you get him outta there today.
You 'n’ that hosband of mine, mixing up
with him like you had a bargain, just
’cause you’re too stingy.to hire honest
workers. I'll tell you, I put a bug in
Jim’s ear; and he won't try that again.
And ‘that . Anything—a-telling me he
was a millionaire trying to build up the
town! Humph!” .

I tried to .calm her down and be
patient. “Now, Mrs. Thompson, I'm
sure you'll remember he.never said that.
I knew, of course, that several rumors
were going around, but I can assure you
he was responsible for none of them.”
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“Like fun he wasn’t. Every member
- of the club heard a different story, and
€éveryone of them heard it personal from
him.  They told me so themselves.
Wasn’t no two alike!”
doubtedly true; rumors in Carlsburg
always were heard “personal” from the
person concerned, according to reports
“And look what he done!”

Anything had come over and had his

ear within a few inches of ‘the receiver

<—as near as his eardrums could stand.

He was grinning. Molly Thompson
went on with a truly religious zeal.

“Going around doing all that work.

Tt don’t fool me. He had a purpose, and

* you be sure it wasn’t for nobody’s good.

Besides, look at Olsen’s horse. And

Turner’s boy that got bit by a hyderfoby

dog' and never even felt' it.

any weeds or quack ‘grass any more.
Fanny. Forbes saw him working in her
garden one night.” He's up to every-
thing funny that's going on in the town,
. doing free work just to fool you men
into thinking he’s your friend. Tt's a

good thing us women keep' our eyes’

open, or you'd all wake up with your
throats cut some morning.”

I.remembered another stranger who’d
come to town before and shut himself- up
in a house, hardly.coming out. The Cul-
ture Club had decided he was a famous
swindler and tried to instigate tar-and-
feather proceedings: They almost suc-
ceeded, too, when it was léarned he was
a writer trying to fulfill a-contract for
abook. Lverything that was mysterious

- was evil to the-club.

But I still tried to keep the peace. *“I
can’t see any wrong in-what has been
done.. He- merely told us he could do
anything, and kept his~word. Surely
that’s nothing against the man.”

“Anything! 1'd like to see a person
‘who could do anything -at all. ~ If 1
couldsi’t name a hundred things nobody.
could do, I'd eat my shoes. And him
saying he could do anything !

‘Which was un-’

And ook .
at them gardens where nobody ‘ever finds

. “So far, he’s done what he claimed,
Mrs. Thompson, and I'm not firing him
for that.”

She choked on it, and. then snickered
in greasy nastiness. “I'll just show you
whether he can do anything. If he'll do
just what T want him to; you keep him
and' I'll .not say another word. If he
don’t, you fire him. That a bet?”

Anything nodded, but I didn’t like the
sound of it. “Lord knows what she’s
got in mind,” I warned him. He nodded
again, emphatically, and there. was: little
humor in his.smile.

“It's a bet. You tell him what you
want,” I answered, handing Anything
the phone,: :

She must have lowered her voice, be-
cause I couldn’t hear what she said next.
But Anything's smile grew sharp and
pointed, and there was something on his
face I'd never seen before, and didn't
want to see again His usunal soft voice
was low and crisp as he ﬁnal]y spoke ~
into the instrument.

“As you wish, Mrs. Thomp:on Its

-already done.”

There was a sudden shriek over the
phone, and he put the receiver back on
its hook. “Come on, Luke,” he said.
“P'm afraid 1 got you into trouble that
time,"and I'm sorry about it. Let's go
home and see w hat happens.”

Well, the paper was all made up,
ready to be turned out the next day, and
there. wasn't much left to do. During
the week I'd learned to respect Any-
thing’s judgment, ‘and I had a hunch
that this was one of the .times to follow
his advice. In five minutes, the shop
was closed, the curtains down, and we
were heading back to my bungalow.

"You won't believe it; Luke, so don’t.
ask questions,” was all he would tell me.
“She asked something she thought im-
possible, and I did it. Matter of fact, -

“you ought to-kick me out, and not be

seen with me-again.”
That shriek over the telephone had
suggested the same; but, hell, I liked the
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fellow. “Tli stick,” I told him. “And
when you get ready to talk, I'll listen.
How about a little work in.the garden
this afternoon?”

WE DIDN'T do much work, and at
Anything’s suggestion, we made an early
supper of it, leaving the dishes unwashed

and sitting around smoking. He seemed -

to be waiting for something. or listening
to something. .

“You got any good {riends in town,
Luke?”" he asked finally. = “I mean,
somebody you can really depend on in
a pinch?”

“There’s Sam White.
his last clean shirt.

He'd lend me
And he's a pretty

good friend of yours, if I'm not mis-

taken.”

“He seemed pretty square. You and
he were the only ones who treated me
like a white man.” Anything stood up
and began pacing around uneasily, go-

ing out to the door and back, “Why
doesn’t that messenger come ?”

“What messenger?"”

“Special delivery letter for you.

He
was standing on the Qorch, staring down
the street. “Ah, there he is now. Go
out and sign for it, Luke.”

“Special delivery for Lucian Short,”
the man said. He avoided my eyes,
though - I'd known him half my life,
scized the signed book, and scurried back
to the car.
side.

The letter was short:

Your letter, requesting a chance to work
with us has-come to my attention. At .
present, we are looking for a man to fill
the position of City Editor, soon to be va-
cated. We have checked your references
and examined your previous work, and
believe you are particularly qualified for
this position. Please report at once.

It was signed by the managing editor
of the Chicago Daily Blade, a paper I'd
been trying to get on for years; but I
hadn’t tried for the City Desk.

I grunted and went back in-
L& - g

T grunted, holding it out for Any-
thing’s inspection. “Damn it, they don’t
hire men that way—not for jobs like
that on a Chicago paper.”

He chuckled. <It seems they did.
Maybe that will solve the problem.
You'll be leaving on the 7:10 bus, T
reckon. Better answer the phone, Luke,
while I pack up your things. It’s been
ringing a couple of minutes now.”

With clumsy hands I stuffed the en-
velope into my pocket and made a dash
for the phone, buzzing its head off. Sam
White's voice answered.

“Luke, for the. love of Pete, is Any-
thing there?” .

“He sy - »-

“Well, get him out of town! Get out
of town yoursel{ until ‘this blows over.
You're mixed up with him, and they’re
crazy enough to do any fool thing.”

“What's up?’ I'd expected some-
thing, and the expectation had been
growing all afternoon, but nothing that
justified the frantic urge in Sam’s voicé.

“The town's gone gaga, Luke! Ab-
solutely nuts! Molly Thompson, the
two Llkridge sisters, the whole damned
Culture Club and some besides, have
been stitriug up people since before noon.
Nobody's in his right mind. They're
talking about a lynching party!” :

That was strong. “Lynching party?
You're drunk, Sam. We haven't killed .
anybody.”

“Worse than that. They've gone back
to the Middle Ages, I'll swear they have.
I don't know nor care how he did it, but
Anything’s gone too far for them.
They're talking about witchcraft and his
being either Satan or a substitute for
him, I thought this was a -civilized
town, but it's not. They’re all drunk on
supersition and fear.”

“Sam, in Heaven’s name, slow down
and make sense!” His words were
jumbled together until I could hardly
understand him. “What happened ?”

Sam caught: his breath and slowed '
down a little. :“Seems Anything hexed
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Molly and the Elkridgés.. You. know.,
how fat they were? Well, theyre the.
thinnest, scrawniest women' in town now. |
Molly doesn’t weigh over eighty pounds!”
You've got to leave town hefore they -
really get stirred’up, *You-can still make
it, but;gnc them.arother hou and“hell’ s,
gomna pop! Get out, Luke!”

So that was what the-screech over the
phone -had meant. . At heart,.
people hadn’t changed much jn the last
thousand years, and.T could imagine.
what was going on. * “O. K.,. Sam, and’
thanks,”. T saul chiting:off hla e\postu]a»
tions. “T just got a job in Chicago, and.,
I'm going theie.” Daily B

Rehet was heavy in h
fine, Luke.” T'll sée.you in Chicago.

My
brother has a garage therefand.he wants

me to_join him..  Just vqt a. special de-
livery from him_ After, tonight, I don’t’
want. another thing to do with.this crazy.
bunch. -Make it'as quick as you can.”]

“I'm_leaving now.”. Anything. had
just come.down with the bags. The fur-
niture was furnished with the house, and
I hadn't acquived much. e\Lept a. few
books, _ “See you in'Chicago.”.

The 1 line wenf dead, and T grahbed for
abag. “We're Tedving, :\nylhmg. Sam?
: ‘aays the. tm\n " hlodd.?

'mwht ]nppen .
to nnl\e her-. thm L couldn’t- resist “the’
opportunity.  Hope you'ré not-mad
"I wasn't. The whole thing struck me-
as funny—if we got out all'r - The'
bus station, really only a covered . plat-
form, was on the other side of town, ‘and
1'd have to catch it to Winoma: -and trans-
fer to'a-Chicago train the; No train
would pass th|lough Carlsburg -hefore®
ten o'clock. But the whole main street
lay beh\ een my- hozue and (he bus stOp

\N]‘ W. A\LT\TD
There were people.ahead, crowded into
fittle groups, talking in low voices with
cxuled gestures.” As they saw us com-

along in sl]en ce.

T knew,”

. tween ‘their légs.

Tany

-'fhrty and 'uout ¢

“own bright spots. -

UNKNOWN

ing, they drew back and dispersed
qhickly. “For a half block on each side .
of us, the sfreet was deserted; but they
reformed their groups after we had’
‘passed.. Watching ' them do . that, .T
quickened my steps, l)ut Anything pulled
me back,
. “Tak Jt'easy ? he urged. « “They
chied. the boxlmcr point, but
1hcy re pletty close to it. If we take our
time, welll make. it, but_let’ them think
we're running_from them, or afraid of
them, and they’ll be on us in a jiffy.”

It made senge, and 1 calmed-down, but
cold shocks kept running up and down’
my backbone.. "Even the dogs-around us
seemed to ‘slink aloing ‘with tlieir tails be-
3 “When a whole.town
turns on-a man in one day, it isn’t the
pleasantest thing in the world.

Anything griuned easily, and.his voice -
was mocking. "Sorehow, Luke, T don't
think, peop]c will like living here much.
‘moré.. The town seems sort of
dingy and dinky, doesn’t it ¥

I hadn’t noticed, but now I-did. . Up
ahead,. things still. looked reasonably
well-kept-and -attractive, but as we drew .
dearer, T noticed that the paint seemed

to scale, off, the build-
to crumble -in, and’
gloom and sickness,
* Behind us it was worse. |
There wis o real d_i rence that I could
see, but the chayge was there. No,
people ‘weren't going to enjoyliving in
Can]sbmg

We came up to 5'1m White’s garage,
now closed for: the night, bm there
seemed to. be nothing wrong- with the
place. -Anything nmlde “Cheeriul
here, is ,\Vcl].,each town has its
And there's your
officé.” Own any of the papér, luke?

T shook my-head, and noticed the same
desolation fall. on the Union ' Leader
office. Even .the people on the street,
behind seemed different. Before, they
had been ordinary peple, but now they-
looked older, m_p%e frustrated,  like

-

ings seemed -a
there was an ai
abotit the town.
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come back to haunt a place after

ing dismally, and I could see none on the
street now,

Tt was a relief to see the bus stop come
into view, and then feel its platform un-
der my feet. It lacked two minutes of
being time for the bus, but topping a hill
in the distance, I could make out the
amber glow of its lights in the growing
dusk. -

T turned to Anything. ‘Where are
you going now?"

“Think I'll take that side road there,
and head west this time.” It ‘might
have been a week-end trip for all the
emotion he showed.

“Better come with me; maybe we can
get yvou a job on.the Blade. You're too
gooed a printer and newspaperman for
small towns.”

He grinned.

“I'll be all right, Luke.

was done. The dogs were howl-

but thanks for all you've done, Some-
day, maybe, 'l look you up in Chicago.”

I nodded and glanced oft toward the
approaching bus. “So long, Anything,
and good luck.” Then the question that
had been bothering me for a week finally
came to my lips. “Just what kind of a
man are you, anyway "

But as I turned back to him, there

- was no need of an answer. Where he had

been, a little brown man. stocky and with
a large head. was walking down the
road. FHis clothes were fashioned: like
something out of a child's storybook, and
he carried a little bag on a pole over his

shoulder. .As I looked, he turned his
- head back. and .there was a purring
- chuckle in his answer.

“A brownie. So long. Luke.”

Aud then the bus pulled up and cut
oft my view of the best newspaperman
that ever hexed a town.
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-The Moving Finger Writes,

e

vae»xssue summary.

Dear Editor: * N

I bave beiore me the five copies of Un-
knewn which have appeared to date. I have
just finished reading them—one after the
other. I.saved the earlier issues till now be-
cause I had no time to tead till recently.
Therefore, with no Jlapse of time between
issues, I feel that I can evaluate and compare
the issues more exactly.

Your best novel has been “The Ultimate
Adventure.”  “Flame Winds” comes second
and “Slaves of Sleep” third. Despite its
ballyhoo, “Sinister Barrier” was not the
classic you called it. It is fourth. After the
first thirty pages it was a good story. Before
that it was great. It could have been shorter.

“Returned from Hell” is a poor fifth. It's
a disgrace to your magazine—the paorest
story you've printed. The basic idea’ sounded

. intriguing, but-it was ruined by sloppy han-
dling and by sex. It facked all semblance of
plausibility.  Please, Mr. Campbell—never

* again.

L. Ron Hubbard is great. But ii the story
“The Ghoul” next month is a novel he’s being
overworked. 1 could stand much, more of
Prester John or a similar character by Page.

Your best issue was either June. or July,

" It's hard to choose. I hope you can continue
“to find so many good stories,

In looking over these five issues I have

---AND HAVING WRIT---

become convinced that your magazine is at
its best in humorous stéries—fairy tales, wi
fulfillment yarns like “The Hexer,” et cetcra.
L. S. de¢ Camp, H. W, Guernsey and H. L.
Gold have shown great proficiency along
this line. Hubbard also, bas the saving grace
of humor. )

About the best of the grim stories you've
printed was Bloch's “The Cloak.” “Divide
and Rule” was.a gem of delicious and often
subtle humor and satire. -

1 say, don't bother too much about logical
explanations—let your author’s imagination
have full sway. Stick to your formula of
pure entertainment Jike “The Ultimate Ad-
venture.” TFor variety give us a sheer fantasy
of the C. L. Moore and A. Merritt type and
an.occasional robust yarn like “Flame Winds.”
Make weird stories be exceptionally well
written to find a place in your pages.

Now, for the July number: Best story—
“Slaves of Sleep,” of course. That Cartier
is a splendid artist. Don't lose him. Ditto
H. W. Scctt., Orban’s at his best for you,
too. "
“Nothing in the Rules” comes second—de-
lightful nonsense. Then “The Elemental” and
“The Joker” each of which seems to lack a
slight “something.” “Way Station” was good,
but inferior to the others.

The -foregoing all adds up to a decided lik-
ing for Unknown. Keep it up—Donald ¥.
Allgeier, Springfield, Missouri.




Slave of “Slnves of Sleep”?
Dear Sir:

As a rulc, I do not read’ the “dime story”
magazines.” When I ‘was at. the - newsstand
the other day I happened to be attracted by
the cover .of . your .Unknown magazine. I
bought a: copy. and carried it home. That
night I sat.down to look through it. IL.started
reading the story “Slaves of Sleep.” It ab-
solutely enthrailed me. The next thing I
knew it was 2 o’clock a. m. and I had nearly
read my eyes out. “Slaves of Sleep was
‘stupendous, magnificent and entirely different.
I was so disappointed when I had finished it

that T "couldn’t sleep. If the rest of .your *

stories are half as good as this one, you can
het I will he a steady reader of your maga-
zine, and will subscribe at the end of 'the
summer when I have a permanent address.

How about a sequel to “Slaves of Slcep
—P. P. Phillips, Jr. 905 Dacian Avenue,
Durham, \orth Carolina.

“What happened to the victor?”
Dear Mr. Campbell :

Your editorial in July Unknown reminded
me of some notes I made not so long ago for
my file of future stories.

“Right up to the latest mesozoic rocks we
find these reptilian orders flourishing unchal-
lenged. There is no hint of an enemy or a
competitor 1o them in the relics we find of
their world. Then the record is broken. We
do not know how long a time the break
represents; many pages may be missing here,
pages that represent some great cataclysmic
climactic change— When next we find traces
—the pterodactyls are gone, so are the great
magnitude of reptile species, dinosaurs, pleiso-
saurs: only the crocodiles and the turtles and
the tortoises carry on—"

The quotation comes from Wells Outline,
It fitted in so well with your editorial that T
could not resist calling it to vour attention.

What happened -to his earth-shaking
majesty, Tyrannosaurus Rex? Did an ice
age get him? Or did some other creature
rise and challenge his supremacy? 1f so, what
happened to the viclor?—R. M. Williams,
6120 Greenwood, Chicago, Illinois.

How do you like Stein’s’ cover?
Dear Mr, Campbell:

Permit me to compliment you on what I
znd many others call the two top magazines in
fantasy, Astounding Scienca-Fiction and. Un-
known, Having just read the April Unknown,

“_AND HAVING WRIT—" 0

1 shall hat on. the
. The cover was nothing extraordinary. Try
some other artists; please. I like the modern-
istic contents sheet. Very simple and easy
o read.
" “The Ultimate Adventure” was, perhaps,
L. Ron Hubbard's most appealing yarn. T've
read his work in Argosy, and various detec-
tive magazines, but he is splendid this time.
I want to know "how Stevie ever grew so
much bone. and .muscle, though? What's the
answerf

It seems lhat Burkc has donc some really

-readable writing, * First the “Josh McNab”

stories and now ‘“The Changeling.” I didn't
care for thé ending, though. [t séemed forced
and even- more fantastic than theé ‘story itself.
. The only criticism of “Death Time” is the
extreme hackiness of the plot. - “Hoffman

. Price’s “Strange Gateway” was very similar

to other stories, but I doubt -if’ I. have ever
read ‘one with quxtc such a chmax LExcellent!
“You Tholight Mé Dead” ‘was very readable.
Give it a good mark in your little black bool,
Mr. Campbell. 3 i .

The gem of the issue was, of course,
“Divide and Rule!” T have enjoyed, very
thoroughly, everything L. Sprague de Camg
has ever written, and this one is really tops.
It was so fascinating that I read most of it
before I learned it was a serial. 'Generally [’
get most of the parts before I'start in. but this
time I had to go right ‘along to the conclusion.
I'm on pins and ncedles waiting for the next
issue—Louis Kuslam, Cosmic Tales, 170
Washmqton Avenue, West Haven, Con-
necticut,

DeCamp’s working on another
tale of annch(:(mism._

Dear Editor:

So far I have only read U|rcc stories in this,
the April issue, but on the whole the issue
seems to be no better nor worse than the first
issuc, There was a greater balance of good
stories, whereas. the last issue had one stu-
pendous story and its share of good ones.

The cover is certainly not unique, nor typical
of Unknown. It is, indeed, the least fantasy-
minded cover I have ever seen oun a science-
fiction or fantasy magazine.

The story itself, “The Ultimate Ad:enture
was superb, and quite delightful. [ heard

from the last issue—and the fan magazines—

that the next -issue of Unknown wouid have
a story about “a man who could project him-
self into any story hé read” .and so I was
quite surprised and pleased when ' the author
worked out the “projection” so plausibly. that
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'is, in ‘the light of the story itself.
T can unhesitatingly say that “The Change-
> ling” is the greatest story that Arthur J:
Burks ever has written, .and- he will have to
go a long time: before he writes a better one,
‘While “the; s!ory was what- the editor would
__bave called “sheer fantasy,”’ T find ‘that it is
that type of iantasy. that 1s welcome any-
where,

The other. story Wthh I ‘was dellghted over
“was “Divide and'Rule!” = For samie reason it
appeals to my* sense of: humor, though I can't
-say why."The' otto “Give 'Em the Works”

a.gem. “ It Féally has another angle. All
those phrase: which We see on lodge emblems,
such-as “Ad Astra, Per Aspera ? “E Pluribus
"Unim,” “Nao Toon ky’Nakke Tut,” ad nau-
seum,‘pmbably sound just as silly and mean-
the 'speakers.of that language, as

at it from a iorelgn mind, 1
ive "Em the Works” looks as
t dnd. powerful as ““Wer zyerst
Xommt, mahlt. zuerst.” 'In the German lan-
guage ' ‘it is merely silly. |
' 1ook forwa:d to more of. this series.—
Briice Yerke, secretary Los Angeles
Chapler, S..-F. L, 120734 N. Tamarmd Ave-
, mue, Hollywood Ca.lxiorma. s

"‘Coinments on Yoga'."’
"Dear’ Mr. Campbell: ~
- I--see that my, comments on Yoga got a

reacnon irom a ‘couple of your correspond-
“ents. 1 rather thought that .might happen,

but'I didn't. expect one of them to give the_

show away, quite as completely as Mr. chsley
does by the statement: “The philosophy is
based . .on the theory that all knowledge, and
consequently all’ power, may be obtained by
deep introspection.”

Now, Mr. Hensley, people have been trying
_to obitain “all knowledge by just that method
for' a‘long time—some thousands of years—
and -if anything is certain ‘in this’ world itis
‘that” that. méthod: is utterly uEelcss and d1s—
credited_ for .the purpose .in--question.. In
“ :science after science, men have ‘tried for years
.10 learn’ something .by pure deduction—sorry,
Mr. Campbcll you got “Inddction” and “de-
ction” ‘transposed ‘in your blurb—and have
‘gotten’ precisely ‘nowhere:
.have comie, along and attacked them with em-
pirical;- expenmemal observational mettiods—
laoking jat the extérnal world.aid fot, at your

provahlc «checkable facts as a result.’
¢ Examples? Astronomy for one.
nen of India’ 'in their infinite wisdom con-

“cluded, that the ‘world is parked on the batk . N.

UNK\IOWN

; going outdoors.
_ tribute_to . astronomy?

‘Works” would-to an English--

" disease - than-

" Then other men -

'wn woozy memal states—and . have ‘gotten -

The “wise

of an clephzme1 who stands on a tortoxse ‘who
stands on God knows what. Well, is ‘it?
Plato, another: mtruspcchomst chided (hc ob-
servers of his time with the words; “The true
astronomer should have no need of the starry
heavens and went on to explain that if they
tried’ hard they could get the correct answers
out of their own fittle minds' without cven
And. what ‘did “Plato con-.
Nothing, of course.
Only” about 2 century ago, the philosopher
Hegel censured astronomers for looking for
more than seven planets. He advised astrono-
mers to forget their teléscopes and study
philosophy ; if they did they'd know that there

_just had to be seven planets and no more, for

assorted occult reasons. Unfortunately - the
planetoids Ceres and Pallas were discovered
Jjust about that time, and, of course, three ma-
jor planets have been found since then.

Or take.medicine. Books could be filled—
and; I think, probably have been filled—with
the 3crewy. physiological and pathological
theories evolved by introspecting philosophers
out of their subconsciousness, before Leeuwen-
hoek—pronounced lay-v'n-hook—gave observ-
ers a tool with which to see ‘what actually
went on. in- human and other carcasses. But
today we still find Mr. Ghandi,. for instance, -
&xpressmg “his abhorrence of, njodérn’ medicine
and saying that it has probably’ caused more
it _has cured. That- from the
“greatest” man in one of the most disease~
ridden countries, ‘and certainly the most mysti-
cal and introspective country,; in the whole
world! Gentlemen, how much more evidence
do you want, anyway, of the utter worth-
lessness of pure introspection as a method
of finding out what is and isn't?

Just a couple more points:. Sure, exercise
is exercise. But when I got dizzy from trying ~
to lift a bar.bell too many times, I didn't
jump to the conclusion that my karma was
about to have kittens. No, of course sciénce
hasn’t explained everything, "If ‘the facts are
infinite, it obviously takes an infinite time to
explain everything by ‘any method- with a'
finite. rate .of operation. But ‘every detailed,
accurate, logical,: precise, .and werifiable ex-
planatlon of any aspect of the nature of man
and the “universe that has
been gotten by the scien

>tropxc compression of a”gas heats it: true?

Sure; if you don't believe it try it. Sixteen
male angels, or nineteen femaie .ones, can
dance -on the pomt of a needle: true?-
There’s no way of telling, because we don't
know how to.catch. a.herd of angels and make
them perform in that silly manner.—L.. Sprague
de Camp, 44 East 63rd Street, New York,
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BLUE ANT SILVER BR

CARE

The tale of a patchwork quilt—a patch-
weork of bits from o hundred lives—

by DOROTHY DUICK

Itustrated by Kirchner

HEN 1 had gone to bed the
air had been cool and balmy,
it “wa t It

now it “was aetually cold.

was much too late to ask Aunt Ama-
bel for anothér cover. An eiderdown
was what I longed for, but even a thin
blanket would help. Tomorrow I would
get them both, but I couldn’t disturb
Atint Amabel now. I had sat up for a
Jong time—it was after one o'clock and
Aunt Amabel was old and went to sleep
at nine. Hester stayed in' the room
with her and the other servants were in
a separate wing. I'd have to get through
the night as best I could.

Just at that moment a gust of cold
air swept in the window and snaked its
way down my back. That made 'me de-
termine that I must either do something
about it or risk catching pneumonia. I
sat up, lit the bedside lamp and pulled
my woolly bathrobe around my shoul-
ders. Then I leaped quickly out of bed
and in another minute the window was
down. At least no more icy blasts would
come in, but I still needed something
against the damp cool of a stone house
on the Scotch moors.

T went to the closet where my, tweed
coat was hanging. To.be sure, it would
look like a ﬂy on the surface of the great
carved bed, but it was bettér than.noth-
ing. - It wasn’t until I was in the closet

and saw the boxes piled on the top

shelves that I had the idea perhaps one
-of them might contain the eiderdown I
Tenged for. Aunt Amabel was a care-
ful, o]d fashioned housekeeper she prob-
ably had extra covers in each roem. I

: : ; v
piled up my suitcase and stood on them
to reach the high shelves and began
searching through the boxes. I found
everything from sealskin coats exuding
camphor to a collection of hundreds of
valentines, but not what I wanted.

T was about to give up when T saw
one more box. T had almost missed ir,
as it was tucked behind the others. It
was tied with strong twine which T had
pulled off before I noticed that at the
opposite end it had been sealed with red
wax.

For a second I hesitated. It might
contain some treasured heirloom of Aunt

. Amabel’s. Still, having gone this far, I

might as well complete the job. 1 lifted
the lid and then breathed a deep sigh of
catisfaction. My search had heen re-
warded—TI had found a patchwork quilt.

1 gathered it up out of the box, thank-
ful that Aunt Amabel had put no cam-
phor in it. As I took it in my arms I
had the strangest feeling—as though

something warm and alive was nestling .

against ‘me. It was light and warm.
Just holding it, seemed to shut out the
dampness. Now, I thought, I would he
able to go to sleep!

I hopped back into bed, shed the
wrapper, and with a big fluff put the
quilt over me. It was onlv then that T
noticed its beauty. It was quite different
from any patchwork quilt I-had ever
seen. To begin with, the patches.were
not the tiny bits of matexnl such quilts
are usually made of, These patches
were quite large—big enough for my
hand to rest upen:and still be rimmed

v
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with the material of thaf particular. patch.

They were of all sorts of faterials that
scemed oddly at variance.

Here a gorgeous piece of blue-and-
silver brocade, another of rich criuson
that might have come from a cardinal’s
robe, and then a ragged patch-of some
woven stuff that looked very ancient.
There was even one patch that seemed
like parchment—dry and wrinkled—an-
other of puce colored velvet, and next it
a square of black wool cloth that seemed
entirely out of place. They were joined
together with ‘raised embroidery in .a
kind of pattern that seemed to change as
I-looked at_it. Like the runes on the
Swedish swords, it appeared to be mov-
ing and trying to spell out words.

“T'm half asleep,” T told myself, “and’

can't even see straight. Tomorrow I'll
look more closely at.the embroidery and
examine the materials. They are so fas-
cinating I'll never stop looking at them
unless I turn out the light.”

I leaned over to follow my own ad-
vice and as I did so, the blue brocade
patch became clearer. I had never seen
such beautiful stuff. The blue of a
fringed gentian crisscrossed with silver
lines making diamond-shaped patterns
in the center of which were tiny figures.

T wanted to see what the figures rep-
resented but I was firm with myself and
snapped off the light, cuddling down into
my new luxury. I pulled the quilt up
about my neck and held it there with my
right hand. As I moved my fingers a

- little, T was aware that they rested on
the piece of blue brocade. I could feel
‘the crisscross intersections of silver. I
remembered the figures and wondered
idly what they would turn out to be. In
the morning I would look, but now I
was warm and comfortable and wanted

nothing but to go to sleep. -
THE SILVER was cold to my

fingers. I moved them to find another
“patch and still {felt the cool of the sil-

ver and no trace of “the raised em-
broidery. I moved my hand farther—
what should have been the length of two
patches—and still touched only what I
knew to be the blue brocade.

I looked down and was suddenly
poignantly aware that I was not in bed.
I was standing in the center of a room
I had never seen before, and I was wear-
ing a dress of blue brocade. Just like
the patch in the quilt, it was crisscrossed
with silver which made diamond shapes
in the center of which wére tiny ‘silver
crowns. ’ : '

“I must be dreaming,” T thought, and
pinched myself. . Then I knew it wasn't
a dream, for my nails hurt my flesh and
left a red mark.

Yet it"must be a dream. ~ 1 couldn’t
be in a paneled room hung with tapes-
tries, dressed in strange clothes. But
I was. There was no patchwork quilt,
no four-poster "bed, not one familiar
thing.

Actually, there was little furniture—a
few high-backed chairs ornately carved,
handsomely - upholstered, several low
footstools and an oaken chest—scrolled
with a coat of arms on its top. Candles
burned in sconces on the wall and one
huge candlestick had a large candle in
it and stood near a fireplace in which
wood burned. I moved toward it-con-
scious of the rustle of my full skirts.
There was heat when I.held out .my
hands to it: --I wished I could see my-
self. . .
My figure certainly was different.. I
had a tiny wasplike waist from which
the brocade billowed, held by huge hoops
far out over my hips. The dress had a
square neck, cut very low. There were
puffed sleeves and a high lace collar. I
had ropes of pearls about my neck, and
I could feel that my hair was clustered
in curls all over my head. I looked
everywhcxc for a mirror but there was
no sign of one.

What was I, and where was I? [
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knew that I was still Alice_Strand in my
mind, but certainly my body was dif-
ferent. To be sure I had a nice figure
as Alice, but now it was altered. Alice
had no wasplike waist, nor such volup-
tuous curves, Alice’s hair was black
and went into a soft roll about the neck.
These curls were red gold—T pulled one
down to see. I was Alice—but not
‘Alice. .

T thought of my famous prototype—
and that perhaps I. had strayed into
Wonderland, too. But how strange that
I knew nothing about ‘the thoughts and
life of the person I now was. Surely, if
I had stepped back into time I should
be wholly the- persou I'had appatently
become;

T began laughing at myself—this was
all ridiculous. It was a dream. - It must
be ‘a dream—or madness—and yet' I
wasn’t mad,

There was an odd clicking noise and
one of the tapestries was flung -aside.
From behind it came a woman—the
most beautiful woman I .had ever seen.

She was dressed in the same style as

myself only her dress was yellow—the
rich vibrant color of new gold—and her
curls were the same shade. Her eyes
were so blue it seemed as though all the
sapphires in the world were stored in
their depths.

“Jeanne, you are laughing,” she said
reproachfully.
" S6 my name was Jeanne! That was

“strange, but stranger §till was to hear
and feel a voice issuing from my lips—
-a voice musical and sweet, but totally
unlike my own. o

“Of a truth, how can I not laugh
when I think of the folly that we do this
night. Francoise, I swear that we are
mad to go forth on this venture.”

The woman in yellow was Francoise
—but what was the venture? It was
maddening to be a person_and, yet have
ne knowledge of her thoughts, her
plans.

UNKNOWN -

FRANCOISE sat in one of the high-
backed chairs. She was majestic and
her loveliness illumined the room more
than the candles. '

“Come here, child.” She beckoned

-me to a footstool near her.

I—or Jeanne—settled my voluminous

“skirts and timidly laid my hand upon her

knee,

“Madame, if we are discovered or,
your identity becomes known’—/Jeanne
shuddered and her fear became my fear.
Her actions, knowledge, speech were her

) own, while I remained like a spectator

seeing through alien eyes-—but her emo-
tions were my emotions. I shared her
fear—only I did not know of what I was
afraid and she did. -

Francoise- tapped her heavily-ringed
fingers on the arm of the chair.

“I know, I know. People have been
sent to their deaths for much less and
yet—there are tiines, my Jeanne, that
I think death mlght be preferable to
life.”

“Do not say that, madame.”
“"“And why not? Do you think I care
to be tolerated when I was loved? To
be supplanted by one in my own ser-
vice?” The great eyes were tragic. “To
not know from day to day, what my fate
will be? Truly, death might be prefer-
able to life.”

“So, madame, it may be with you, but
with me it is not so, nor is it so with—
Raoul.” Jeanne’s voice was low—
aghast at her own temerity.

The ringed hand caressed my face.

“My Jeanne, a few months ago you
‘would have welcomed death for my sake,
but now you think of Raoul. Love is
sweet—so, too, is life. Well, I cannot-
blame you. Stay here safe as a bird in
a nest. I will send Raoul to you and
he will be safe, too.”

“But you, madame?”

“1”—Francoise took her hand away
and her full lips curved enigmatically
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—“T, who am_not afraid of death, ot
even of tlie lady who, it seems..is
Dcath’s vicar here on earth, will go—
alone.”

I caught her hand.

“No—uo—madame! Truly I .could
not be other than-at your side. If go
vou must, Raoul and I will go with you.
I but tried to persuade you against this
madness, but if you persist my place is
at your side.” Jeanne was still afraid.
I, who strangely shared her body; knew
this, but knew, too, that she had cour-
age.

For answer Francoise began drawing
the r from her fingers. My own
hands tock the -pearls away from her
neck and then removing ‘those T was
wearing, T put them all into a secret
drawes of the chest. the catch of which
my fingers found so quickly that T knew
they liad often worked it before. From
yet another secret place in the pancling
I withdrew two long black capes with
hoods. T say “I but it was teally
Jeanne who did this, but being a part
of Jeanne, it is casier to use,the proncun.
Once the cloaks were adjusted we were
two inconspicuous black figures.
trace of the blue-aind-silver brocade was
hidden—all of the glowing yellow. The

lwods threw our faces into such deep

shadow ‘that even Francoise's
was lost in blackness.

For a second there was silence, then
she said huskily, “It is time to go—
and truly T am glad you are to be with
me. Methinks T am a coward but this
journey would he ill to make alone.
Come.”  She held back the tapestry,
pressed a part of the paveling and it slid
back with the same clicking noise that
had heralded her entrance.

She pressed me into a narrow passage
almost completely black. I followed
with a heart that beat toq fast. The
door swung shut behind us.

We were going somewhere—Fran-
coise and Jeanne knew where. I, Alice,

beauty

All.
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knew nothing except that T must go, too,
and that Jeanne was afraid and her fears -
were mine.

We walked for what seemed like

‘hours, guiding our course by clinging to

the walls. Once I heard a sound like
rushing water and Francoise sighed,
“The stream she feeds with living men
for fish flow fast.”

Raoul! . Suppose Raoul should be
walking along a corridor and suddenly
go hurtling down through blackness into
the river's embrace instead of mine!
That much of Jeanne's thoughts T could
read, perhaps because they were so in-
tense.

" We went on in’ silence for what
seemed an’ interminable time. Then
once more Trancoise pressed her hand
against the wall and a door opened
There was a swift rush of cool night air
and we stepped out into a courtyard. A
man, wrapped as we were in a long black
cloak, came out of the shadows.

" “Madame!”. He bowed low to Fran-
coise but he caught Jeanne's hand in his
and the thrill of his touch reached me

" through her consciousness.

“We are friends tonight, Raoul,”
Francoise said. ~ “You knew my name.
Have you the guard’s password for the
night #”

He nodded. “It i§-‘For the king.

In the dim light I could see his face.
He was very handsome—there was love
in his eyes for Jeanne, admiration. for

Francoise. ~ His voice was deep and
resonant. g 2

“We will have no difficulty,” said
Raoul. “I have let it he known I am

going forth with two’wenches from the
scullery—begging your pardon.”

Francoise smiled. “Tt is not the first
time I have been called a wench—nor
the last, I'll warrant. Keep your blue-
and-silver brocade well covered, Jeanne.
The lady’s livery is too well known for 2
scullery girl.”,
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“I abhor wearing it,” Jeanne said.
“My heart is yours.”

Francoise touched Jeanne’s hand.. “I
know. Lead on, Raoul.”

SOME hali an hour later we were
alighting from a ceach in front of a row
of dark houses. There was no sign of
a light in any of them, yet one was
obviously our destination. On the ride
in the coach, Raoul had tried his best to
turn Francoise from her decision, but he

(had had no luck. Her mind was firm.

As Alice, I was full of curiosity as to
who Francoise was, who the lady was
and what the object of our expedition!
Jeanne’s terror—which not even Raoul’s
presence had lightened—made me even
more so. B

Well, in a few more minutes I would
know. We were climbing the steps of
one of the houses. The coach had gone
off to wait on the other side of the
square some distance away. Raoul ex-
plained. As Francoise knocked four
times on the carved door, Jeanne made

| the sign of the cross and muttered a

little prayer,
A woman stood in the lmllw'\y hold-

| ing one candle which gave just enough

light to reveal her thin ratlike face.

“Your party is waited for,” she mum-
bled through toothless gums, but her
eyes were bright and alert.

Jeanné shivered and shrank back
against Raoul, but- Francoise entered
without hesitancy. I could feel Jeanne's
revulsion to the ratlike woman and the
place, and through it all her love ior
Raoul and her fear for him, as well as
herself, but I still knew nothing of the
reason for the visit to this shabby house
with its nasty occupant. :

Raoul thrust his arm around me, and
together we followed Francoise into the

| hall. The door slammed shut behind us

and with it went a kind of hope that per-
haps something would prevent this ven-
ture.

““Only God—or. the devil—can help
us now,” Raoul whispered.
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. Jeanne shuddered. The little ratlike
woman smiled _strangely, knowingly, at
Francoise.

“All is readv-come——l w1l1 return
for these others.”

Francoise let back the hood of her
cloak arid her curls seemed like a ray
of sunshine in the darkness.

“I will see you again. Fear nothing.
After tonight the world will be mine
once more.” * _

Then she was gnne—fo]lowmg the

little woman down the long corridor—
the candlelight throwing its feeble heam
upon her exalted face. * Presently it was
dark—complete blackness—and .I was
aware that Jeanne's heart was beating
faster as Raoul took her in his arms,

It seemed strange to feel strong arms

holding a body that was not mine, in
which for some reason,
imprisoned along with the girl Jeanne’s,
but I, Alice, felt the force of Raoul's
lips and the thrill of his kisses and real-
ized that for-Jeanne no greater joy could
be. In this moment she touched the
heights.and knew supreme happmess I
enjoyed it vicariously.

* _Far down the corridor the flickering
light of the candle appeared again.

“Listen, Jeanune, whatever happens
our loyalty is to her.” He said the word
reverently and I knew he meant Fran-
coise. “If there is trouble, it is.you I
would want to save with every instinct
of a heart which beats for you alone, but
despite my love for you she must come
first.”

“I would not have it otherwise. It

" is so with me—yet I love you, Raoul.”
Jeanne was calmer now—ready to meet
- whatever came. =

“As I do you.”

One more kiss—then the little woman
was back. Still smiling strangely, she
led us down the corridor, through a door
into another narrow hallway until we
finally came to a room half filled with

my spirit was’

H T

people dressed in black-cloaks as .we
were with hoods, that overshadowed
their faces. Our guide motioned us to
seats and then -glided oft. o

IT WAS a strange room, ‘circular in
shape, with a ]'ugh ceiling like an 'if-
verted umbrella from the rafter ribs of
which hung -peculiar-| Iboking objects.
The walls were draped in black velvet
and there was very little light—only two

candles burning on either side of a white

marble altar.. It was completely bare,

‘but at its foot directly in the center was
‘a huge. bronze-bowl “Froni w vhich athin
‘cloud of incense floated; filling",the air
“with' a* pungent odor- which permeated

everything. V\’lthout it one might have

‘wondered whal -thé room -was for, but
-with it.one knew imriediately that here
dvas evil—evil attended by horror. and

terror. Jeanne knew it, Raoul knew it
and all the other people knew it, too.
It was in their tense attitudes.

I looked everywhere for Francoise,

but could see no figure that resembled
hers. A faint rustle swung my eyes
back to the altar, and there before it was
a tall man dressed in white robes hide-
ously spattered with blood.
- .Before T had time to recover from the
shock of this, through two unseen open-
ings in the black velvet slipped four
other white-robed figures whose robes
were also stained. One held a cushion
on which lay something that: gleamed
wickedly- in the candlelight, another
held a censer with more of the mal-
odorous incense, the. third held a great
bow! and the fourth an oddly shaped
bundle that seemed to be moving, strug-
gling to escape. .

The tall-man began to chant and an
unseen chorus supplied melody that was
evil in its beauty. And in that moment
1 ‘understood why Jeanne had been
afraid. It was the black mass—that
terrible travesty. of good—the worship
of-the lord: of all evil-—Satan himself.

\
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- Revulsiori—yes, and hitred of it filled
me, but there: was fascination in it. Just
as a 'bird is charmed by a snake, so did
the ‘music-—that unearthly, demoniac
music—and: the incense hold the people
enthralled. . I: cou_ldnt také' my eyes
away from the tall 'nan,nr his blood-
stained robes! .
The mcantatxon went on, the singing
-mever: ‘ceasing ino matter what the man
did," and -1 found miyself thmkmg that
nothing_ mattered but that -fifusic. It
swlrled around me and went to my head
“had’ been the strongest of
; w that whatever it com-
m:mded I would do_gladly, willingly—
even thouoh ‘my whole oul revolted

o

powder into the b bow] in front of the
altar. From it a screen of smoke arose
that hid ‘the -altar; the: priest and its
attendants. from ‘our ‘view.

Suddenly. it cleared away and I saw
the altar was no’longer empty. On it,
lying as though chiseled from marble
was the figure of al'woman. There
was no color anywhere in that.ajabaster
skin—even the lips were pale—but back
from the pale face swept a mane of
golden hair that hung down over one
end of the altar.

Even without that beautiful, vibrant
hair I should have known it was Fran-
coise from.the classic profile, but I had
“had no idea of the wonderful figure the

- golden -gown had hidden. She had all
‘the perfect curves of a Greek statue. In-
deed she might have been the statue of
some ancient goddess of love carved on
the top of a tomb as she lay there.” Her

eyes were closed, her breathing scarcely -

perceptible, yet T knew somehow, that
she was alive and cognizant of all that

happened. She had said “death was per- _

ferable to life”—was it death she had
- “conie here-to seek? T wanted to cry out,
to beg her to come away, but, entrapped
as I was within another’s body, I could

flo nothing.” The suspense was madden-
ing.

Jeanne at this moment spoke en-
lightening. words.

“All this in search of more beauty
when already she is perfect!”

“Raoul heard the whispered words.

“Tb regain the affections of a king al-
ready besotted with- love for the lady,

‘she risks our lives and her own peace of

mind. This is foolishness. It would
take more than Satan himself to outwit
the lady.” '

His sanity struck a different note.
For a minute there was calmness—peace
—and then the tall devil-priest turned
fo the attendant with the bundlé in
his arms, who -knelt before the priest
holding the bundle. The attendant with
the cushion also knelt. ’

' THE PRIEST leaned ové}' so far that
the backs of the kneeling attendants con-
cealed from us.what he was doing. Then

suddeénly he rose to his full height. In. ~

one hand he held ‘a knife, cruelly sharp:

in the other, curved into the hollow tof

his arm in a grim gesture of mother-
hood, was a large black cock struggling
to free itself from the man’s hold.

I knew this was only the beginning of
the ritual and I grew sick with Jeanne’s
horror and my’ own. Raoul sat closer
so I could lean against his shoulder.
I needed the support for just as the cock
crowed, the knife descended and the ex-
pression of pride ended in a sickening,
choking gurgle as the blood spurted from
its severed throat.

But greater horror was still to come
for the priest held the still-moving body .
over Francoise and the blood poured

~down upon her. In a thin red line it ran

down, down over the whiteness of her
skin. I saw her wince and then faint-
ness overcame me. The incense, the
music, the chanting of the priest, Fran-
coise’s alabaster loveliness stained with



'

blood merged into a Swimming whirl
through which T could distinguish noth-
ing. I only knew. the service was go-
inff on toward its evil end. .

Then a loud knock shivered through
my senses and brought everything back
into distinctness.  The little rat-faced
woman ran in. . .

“The king’s officers=they are break-
ing in the door: We are caught like rats
in a trap!” .

Rats! She was a rat—she should. be
caught!  But not Francoise—no, not
Francoise, no matter what she had done
\—nor Raoul—mnor I.

Francoise’s head was turned toward
us, her eyes agonized.

Below we heard the door crash in—

and the tramp of feet and clink of ar-

ll]Ol
Raoul took comm'md

“There is no way ou

The priest shook his head. “I die in
the service of my master!” The light
of the true fanatic gleamed in his face,

“And we!” echoed the sycophants.

“Then die silent!” cried Raoul. *

Turning to Francoise, Raoul whis-
pered, “Lie still and say nothing, if you
value vour life.” He, threw his cloak
over her face. hiding it and the beauti-
ful hair—leaving ouly her body: un-
covered.

Ile had: hardly done
.guards were.in the roon.

so when the

The priest plunged the gory knife into
his own breast and-fell beside the body
of the cock he had killed. The four at-
tendants drew
‘and followed his example.
was a shambles.

The ratlike- woman cowered in one
the worshipers still sat in their
—only Raoul and Jeanne were erect
and facing the guards.

The altar

scats

The captain, seeing” Raoul, gasped in
smpnse

lord you here!”
“Of a curious nature, I came to see
what went on in this temple.”

knives from their robes.
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“I must needs arrest you with these
others.” The captain was very plainly
sorry. i

“And so you must—but my friend”
—he puthis hand on Jeannc’s shoul-
der—*"“could you not forget that she was

here

The captain shook his head.

“The lady’s: orders were very strict,
my lord. liveryone in this place was to
be put under arrest.”

Raoul held my cloak aside, revealing

the blue-and-silver brocade.

“Even then, my lord.”

" Raoul sighed. *You said, ‘Open .in
the name of the king,’ but it seems you
ohey the lady!” -

“Of a’ truth—she is the harder
master. She demands good service. I
am sorry, my lord. You must all come
with us.”

“And 'the dead—will you take the
dead or leave a guard over them?”

I could sense the tension in Raoul’s
voice, but fortunately the captain did
not. He strode over to the altar, the
metal of his armor echoing through the
room as he moved. He kicked the pros-
trate priest and the others. He bent
over Francoise and for one awful mintite
we thought he was going to liit the cloak
from her face, but he shuddered away
irom the altar and came back to us.

“My stomach can savor no more
horrors. To see the bird and these dead
men is had enough, but to look at the
cut throat of a woman so beautiful likes
me not. lNo, my Jord. T have few men.
1 need them to guard the living, not the
dead. The dead cannot get away. When
you are all safely bestowed, we will re-
turn and see to the dead.

“Come now.” .

He signaled his men who ringed us
round—the company of waorshipers, the
ratlike woman, Raoul and Jeanne.

one’ who wears the lady’s:

UNKNOWN

Raoul’'s hand was firm on mine. [
heard him sigh with relief as we were
marched -out of the room. Francoise
was safe.  With no guard she could
make’ her escape and get back to the
palace.

THIS MUCH of Jeanne’s thoughts
were mine and I could piece out the
story, too, from what Jeanne and Raoul
had said. 1 was gfad Raoul had told
Francoise the password. No matter,
what happened to us—Francoise . was
safe. To Jeanne that seemed to matter
most. '

When the captain locked the door of
the house and thrust the key through his
belt, I had no fears for Francoise. There
were windows through which she could
climb to safety.” The coach still waited
on the other side of the square. - She
was safe—safe—SAFLE!
~ The words kept repeatiiig themselves
i1 Jeanne's thoughts until finally she
stood alone in a small room with
Raoul—a second’s grace granted them

by the captain.

“This is good-by,” Raoul said slowly
after a long and lingering- kiss.

“Good-hy,” jeanne echoed.

“When they go hack and find she is
gone, they will begin to interrogate us
all. - No one but you and 1 know who

she is. Can you bear torture for her
sake

Jeanne's voice faltered.

“I hope so.” 2

“The lady will stop at nothing to'un-
earth the truth. She evidently thought
she had ‘her’ trapped tonight and the
lady will be like an angry snake lashing
its tail to find a yway to strike at ‘her.
Jeamie, you must never breathe ‘her’
name.,”

“I would not willingly, but Raoul, I
am not strong like you. 1 am afraid of
the rack and the things it will wring
from me. Yet I would rather die than
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betray ‘her.”” Kill me, Raoul, so I can-
not speak. Kill me now, and then join
me quickly—

She had courage—this Jeanne. Lven
though it meant my own annihilation, T
was proud of her spirit.

Raoul sighed. “I have no weapons.
They took them all—else I would gladly
spare your body torture, knowing soon
I would come to join you in eternity, my
love.”

“You have your hands. Let me die
with your hands about my throat—your
lips on mine.”

His eyes became great wells of un-

* derstanding pity. ’

“So be it. We will cheat the lady and
Madame de Montespon will triumph
yet,” he whispered and, bending over,
placed his lips on: Jeanne’s, locked his
hands about her throat. “Forgive me
—~—there is little time.”

His hands pressed firmly. For a
minute the rapture of his kiss mingled

with the pain of the pressure of. his-

hands, then the pain became a quick,
biting agony—so intense as to be unbear-
able. Jeannie gasped, tried to breathe,
tried to beg him to stop, but the .pres-
sure was inexorable

Jeanne- was d\mg—and T Al:ce—-
‘what-would happen to me? When she
died, would I-be thrown bodyless into
Limbo, or would T die, too? And what
use Jeanne's dying? Since Raoul had
.mentioned Francoise's name I had re-
membered history—Francoise, Marquise
de Montespon! She had staked all upon
one throw—and she had lost. The
black mass had not brought King Louis
back to her. It had not allowed her to
triumph over -the lady. Instead, the
lady—Madame de Maintenon had tri-
umphed over her! TFor the rat-face
woman had talked. And De Montespon
had been sent away from court—to a
convent, as I remembered.

So Jeanne was dying in vain.

I tried to communicate my knowledge

© Aunt . Amabel,

. loathing.

to Jeanne, but I was helpless There
was a final gasp through that ‘tortured
throat then a great blackness, and I knew
no more,

FROM far away I heard Aunt Ama-
bel's voice callmg, “Alice, Alice, what
is it?”

1 tried to answer but my throat was
constricted. 1 couldn't make words
come.. T sat up in bed reaching in-
stinctively for the light. As I turned
it on the quilt slipped to the floor and
supported by Hester,
came into the room. ;

It was Hester who grew suddenly
white and pointed to the quilt.

“It’s the quilt, ma’ am—the patchwork
quiltt”

I was back in the four-poster bed sur-
rounded - with people 1 knew, familiar
things. - 1 -was Alice—there was no
Jeanne. I had been dreaming—and yet
it had not seemed like a dream.

“I must have had a nightmare,” I
said slowly.

“No,”Aunt Amabel shook her head,
“you went to sleep with the quilt over
you. Do you remember which patch

-your hand was on?”

“Yes, of course—blue-and-silver bro-
cade—there were " tiny figures, too—
crowns—" No, that was wrong. - I
hadn’t known last night what the figures
were. I had meant to look in the morn- -
ing and I hhd dreamed—I looked down
and my eyes went wide. The figures
were crowns!

“The quilt should have been burned
long ago.” Hester regarded it with
Aunt Amabel sank into a
chair.

“Hester is right—but I've never been
able to bring myself to destroy it. It
would be like killing a living thing.”

I remembered the feeling I had had
when T first took it in my arms. “Tell
me about it,” I begged. . '
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“The quilt was made by an old witch
woman centuries ago. Each patch has
some horrible and weird happening con-
nected with it. She collected them all
in odd and stange ways and wove them
together with her magic spells. She
liked to relive the lives of others and
savor the unnatural. If'you go to sleep
with your hand on a patch; it takes you
back into tlme Each patch. has a dif-
ferent experience.” For an instant
Aunt’ Amabel's voice faltered, then she
took ‘up the tale. .

“The quilt came into the possession
of one of .my husband’s ancestors. He
had a pervertéd sense of humor and put
it on his guest-room bed. The stories
his guests ‘told of their nightmares
amused hin. It wds a great jest until
one man went mad after going to sleep
with his hand on .one of the patches.
Then the quilt was put away. It be-
came-a famlly heirloom, memxoned in
hushed voices.

“When I-was first married, /my hus-
band showed .it to me. I was full of
curiosity. I slept with it two nights,
then I could stand no more, so I sealed
it away." They say such things can’t be,
but undoubtedly, there is something
strange about :the quilt and the adven-
tures it provokes. Call them dreams if
you don’t believe the witch’s power, but
the effect of the quilt cannot be denied.
I suppose T must destroy it now.” There
was regret in my- aunt’s voice. o

- lieve it.

UNKNOWN

“No,” I said firmly. “I want to sleep
with it again!” :

“You must not, child”"~Aunt Amabel
raised a shaking hand.  “Didn’t I tell
you one man went mad? i

1 hesitated—torn. between curiosity
and a reluctance to admit, even,after my
recent experience, that there. could be
dangerin a few pieces of silk sewn to-
gether. Tor a minute my.- sense of cau-
tion balanced the fascination of the un-
known, but then I glanced down at the -
patch that looked like shriveled parch-
ment. “I wanted desperately to knew
where that patch would take me—into
what part of time. Parchment? Why,
it might even be human skin! I would
have to find out. '

““T must try again,” I told my aunt.

“You.are very brave,” she said slowly.

“You are a fool,” Hester grunted.
“One woman who slept under that quilt
was dead the next morning. No one
knows what patch she chose. Suppose
you selected. the same one!”

"Pleése Alice, fet us put the quilt
away,” Aunt Amabel's. old eyes were- _
pleading.

But I shook' my head Madness—
death—it could be, but I wouldn't' be-
1 must .deny its existence, be-
cause no matter what awaited me, I had
to find out if the shriveled patch’ was
parchiment or human skin. T had to find
out—

“l TALKEI

ang, as a result uf that Jittle talk with God some ten
years ago, a strange new Power came into'my life.
After 43 years of horrible, sickening, dismal failure,
this strange Power brought to me a sense of oVer-
whelming victory, 'and 1 have been overcoming every
uadesirable condition of my life ever since. ' What &
change it was: Now—I have credit at more than one
bank, I own a beautiful bome, drive a dovely car, own
a newspaper and a large office building, and my wife

and family are amply ‘provided for after I leave for.

. shores unknown. In addition to these material bene-
fits, I bave a sWeet peace in my life, I am happy as
happy can be. No circumstance ever upsets me, for I
have learned how to draw upon the invisible God-Law,
under any and all circumstances,

here for your use too.

B +
You too may find and use the same staggering

Power of the God-Law that I use. It can bring to
you too, whiatever things are right and proper for you
to have. Do you believe this? It won’t cost much to
find out—just a penny post-card or a letter, addressed
to Dr. Frank B. Robisson,.Dept. S.§., Moscow, Idako,
will bring you the story of the most fascinating suc-
cess of the century. And the same Power I use is
T'll be glad to tell you abput
it. All information about this experience will be sent
you free, of course. The address again—Dr. Frank B.
Robinson, Dept. S.S., Moscow, Idaho. -Advt.. Copy-
right 1989 Frank B. Robinson,
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THE ENCHANTED WEER END

Unquestionably Merlin's- magic still was po-
tent—but it lacked, somewhat, in discretion.

by JOHN MacCORMACE

‘Miustrated by Gilmore

[\O THE LODGE gates of Castle
Lnniscrow was four hours by

train from London ‘and another :

half hour by motor.
castle ‘was five more minutes. That
was a long journey in England, but
James Fielden did not begrudge it
when a winding drive finally burst

into open parkland and Enniscrow’

became visible “among "its lawns and
flower beds. There was a Celiic dark-
ness over all this Jand of Cornwall, in
the hair and eyes and complexions’ of
its people. The trees of Lnniscrow
Wood were clad in a danker, lusher
foliage, and their trunks and limbs
looked old and’ twisted. A place for
dryads—or Druids. With the Septem-
ber sun setting behind it Castle Ennis-
crow—its older wing at any rate—looked

ancient and enchanted, its walls clothed -

and its windows veiled by blue-green
ivy. A place for dreams and speils.
It.was dreams, but not spells, that
brought the purely American James
Fielden to the old, and purely English,
castle, Fielden had dreams of prov-
ing that the English dida’t know where
theiv own King Arthur had ruled;
Fielden believed he had ruled in Corn-
wall rather than in Wales, as the Eng-
lish insisted. Castle Enniscrow

legend sel\ed—have records of Arthur
'md Merlin.

Tt had taken a bit of wangling. ]ames
Fielden- himself might not have accom-
plished it; he was a scholar, and known
to and among scholars. Castle Ennis-

N

Trrom gate to

should .
have some old records, and might—if.

crow was not acquainted with scholars—
they went in more for sporting names
here. But James Fielden's polo-play-
ing brother was ‘a different matter;
a letter of introduction from him carried
weight and authority with the friends
of the Enniscrows—if it did, perhaps,
carry a bit of a wrong impression. James
Fielden did not play polo; he did-not
play in fact. "Sports were a field of activ-

ity that did not interest him, hecause he

was, -and ‘always had been,”unquestion-
ably bad at anything in the line.

_Old manuscripts, though, and libra-
ries—

His eye. followed the-heavy, lichen-
crusted old stones of Castle Enniscrow’s
early wing. The great buttresses and
narrow windows had been built for pur-
poses_other than containing a collection
of manuscripts, though this, he under-
stood, was the present function.

But it was at a porticoed entrance
gate in the newer' wing that James
Fielden was deposited. Tt wasn't ancient
nor dreamlike. ‘Although his bedroom,
he thought when a footman showed him
up to it, 'was not a bad-place for a night-
mare. It was not the fault of the room
—which, if overlarge, was well propor-
tioned—but of the decorations. There
was a tasteful congeries of bows, arrows,
assegais, knives and axes. There was
also a collection of animal heads which

James was ready to believe were remark-

able specimens of their kind, but seemed
somewhat out of place in a.bedroom.
Particularly the head of a huge and re-
volting warthog which, with singular dis-
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regard for esthetic standards, had been
given a place of honor where it could
not escape the regard of the innocent
spectator, nor he its glassy stare,

The havoc wrought on JamES was So -

obvious that the footnun felt explana-
tion was necessary.

“Belonged to General Enniscrow, Sir
Bertram's uncle and a famous big game
hunter, the room did, sir. The general
had to keep his room in-his old age, and
liked to have his victims where he could
see them, as you might say.”

Feeling that if he stayed long enough
the general might posthumously bag-one
more victim, James hurriedly bathed and
dressed and escaped downstairs, reflect-
ing that the Enniscrows must he made

+of pretty stern stuff. . There was, he im-

mediately noticed, a look of hard fit-
ness about most of their guests. But
Lady Enniscrow proved to be the moth-
erly, if slightly weather-beaten, type .f
hostess, and all apologies.

“Mr. Fielden, isn't it? Of course
we've all heard about your brother. So
sorry we had to put you in the museum
—you're not a big game hunter your-
self by any good luck? Nof—but we
have a house party for the hunting—it
begins on Monday, you known—and it
was the only decent-sized room we had
Jeft. If it hadn’t been for a tiresome
hazaar in the village I would have been
on haud to break the blow. for you. As
for Bertie, well, you see they’ve made
him master of the Bottesmore, so
naturally he lives at the kennels all day
and at seven comes back and hov\ls for
his food.”

Sir Bertram came up. He was tall
and rawboned. The nostrils of his long,

straight nose quivered slightly when he.

talked. He had heen descanting on
the proper care and education of fox-
hounds to a reverent audience of spin-
sters with that sandy, windburned look
that marks the skirted young of the
English county family. At his wife’s

remark he parted: his large and curi-
ously stony teeth in a smile.

“Better than growling aiter it, what?”
he whickered, a witticism greeted by a
whinny of appreciation from the outdoor
maidens.

“It is my duty to warn you, Mr.
Fielden,” said Lady Enniscrow gravely,
“that if you are going to-hunt with the
Bottesmore, you must learn to laugh at
my husbhand’s jokes. TLaugh and the
hunt laughs with you is his rule.”

“I would make a point of laughing un-
til 1 fell off my horse,” said James po-
litely, “only’ I shan't be hunting with
the Bottesmore.”

“I say—a polo player and not going te
hunt?” said Sir Bertram increduously.

“It's my brother who plays polo. And
didn’t Mr. Holme explain? About how
T wanted to do research work in that
Lelebx ated library of yours
Nunny’s mcoherent enough when’
talking to you,” said Lady LEnnis-
“When he writes, you throw up
your hands. Something about polo, I
remember, and about those old manu-
scripts the British Museum wanted Ber-
tie's ' father to give' them. = And then
there was some nonsense about King
Arthur.”

“I hope it isn't nonsense,” said James,
“because that's why I'm here. It will
be terribly boring for you, and it's ex-
tremely good of you to have me—"

he’
Crow.

BUT OTHER  guests had drifted up
and Lady Eleanor began those casual
English introductions that enable a coun-
try house party to discuss sport, politics
and the weather from Friday to Monday,
and to forget each other, if need be, for-
ever afterward.

“Lady Needbore, Mrs. Curvett, Mr.
Harold Anthony—Mr. Anthony is in the
Foreign Office—Captain Thruster, Lady
Clatter—she doesn’t hear very well—my
daughter Ninjane—"

‘But James Fielden heard no names
after that and forgot all those which had
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‘gone before.  Was it not Niniane, a
king's daughter—or as some accounts
had it, a water fairy—who had beguiled
from the mighty Merlin the secret of his
magic and imprisoned Arthur’s bard and
soothsayer for all time living in a rocky
tomb? To hear the name seemed a good
omen for his quest. But it was not hi$

quest that was uppermost in James.

Fielden’s-mind.

An 1mpenet\al)le :hvnecs had dm(led
him from girls in his youth. In its
adlt guise of superiority it had con-
tinued to hold women at arm’s length.
He had never been inoculated against
femininity and could not now withstand
a massive dose. Not that he would have
admifted -the metaphor in connection
with the Lady Niniane. Though in her
cvening slippers, she ivas almost as tall
as James Fielden, and produced-an effect
of such latent vitality_as to make that
voung scholar feel suddenly anzmic, her
long-limbed  figure : with ' its melting
curves was to become now aund forever
his standard in these delicate ‘atters.
Nor was there anything saundy about her,
nor windblown. - She ‘was all gold, that
warm and glowing gold of the positive

* blonde. There were golden glints in the
depths of her green eyes, as of hidden
treasure, Mr. Fielden thought. But this
“may have been because he g'n/ed so long
and deeply. into them. They were cer-
tainly merry and mocking -depths, dis-
couraging to springboard techmque had
he possessed any. 2

IL.

BUT MR. FIELDEN possessed
none. The waters of fate, he felt, had
closed over his ‘head for the first and
last time] They were still roaring faintly
in his-ears.as he weut in to dinner. - He
found himself at his hostess’ left. Across
the narrow table, but one place farther
removed, sat her daughter, her pearly
shoulders reflected by its four-hundred-
vear-old patina.” On Lady Lnniscrow’s

right, beside Lady Niniane and making

the most of his advantage, was a datk,
smoothly handsome young man of con-
sciously athletic appearance. He looked,
unathletic Mr. Fielden thought, like the
self-confessed - hope of his side.  And
that, it turned out, was. just what hc
was., -

“It was really charming of you to
come, Mr. Braivne.” Lady Enniscrow
was ‘saying, “when Iingland has that
match on nex ,.
you be practicing or something?""

“Dear -lady. I should indeed. But
there are things more important even
than himbling the  proud . Gaul,” said

this highly mannered young-man in a

tone rich with gallantry. Lady Ifunis-
crow, a pracncul hostess, )ccogmzed her

t enough then But
Could the . middic- aged

what. things?
mother of children be expeued to I‘now

them *”

But Nmmnc broke in smftly to in-
ferrupt the tender confidence. so obvi-
ously onits way. 3

“Why,\ of course, mother, can’t you
see? - Gerald 'means that what is- more
important than beating the French just
now is not to beat them. Didn't I read

that they were worried about the enfente
are trying .to_ keep up.

cordiale, or
public confidencein the franc, or some-
thing? And, of course, the Foreign.Of-
fice wouldn't like Gerald to make them
feel any worse.” _

“I have often heard,” said James,
“that the battle of Waterloo was won on
the playing fields of Iiton. But I had
no idea.Downing Street obtained its vic-
tories on the tennis courts of Wimble-
don.” S J

“Why, of course. It's.practically be-
come a hranch of the Toreign Office,
only the examinations are different. Of
course, when Gerald tours the empire
they second him to the Dominions Of-
fice, and when he plays. at home
he’s under the FHome. Office.. - They
did  that,” ‘she - explained gravely

week in Paris. Shouldn't
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to James, “because Jlast year he
almost let the public-parks champion
beat him and the Daily Mail said it was
an encouragement to communism. So
you see,” she concluded, “that’s what
Gerald means when he says there are
things more 1mportant than beating the
French.”

“Point, game and set,” acknowledged
" young Mr. Brawne. “To Jove—" he
added forgivingly.

“You see, he’s only been playing a
game with me,” said his tormentor
“pathetically. “Watch him twist his mus-
tachios and sneer. A maiden’s curse on
you, sir.”  While Mr. Brawne giggled
ecstatically, she turned her disturbing
eyes on James Fielden. “Perhaps Mr.
Fielden can give you some practice,
Gerald. You play tennis, of course, Mr.
Fielden?”

“I'm afraid I'm not much good at
games,” James apologized.

“Games! He thinks tennis is only a
game,” “she’ marveled. “Don’t go on,
Mr. Fielden. Gerald is a little young

" yet to hear the.facts of life.”

“But I thought,” said Mrs. Curvett,
“you Americans took your sports so
seriously.”~

“Games, perhaps,” said James. “But
if you want to know which race takes its
sports seriously, come up to my bed-
room.”

The Lady Niniane gxggled. “He’s not-

trying to be ribald, Mrs. Curvett.” It’s
just that we had to put him in the
museum.”’

“Ah, yes, the general’s room. Itis a
bit grim,” said Mrs. Curvett. “But
surely-you hunt, Mr. Fielden?”

“I know what you mean,” said James.
“You mean, do I hunt foxes? “The last
time I did that was fifteen years ago on
my uncle’s farm in Virginia. I used to
shoot them with a*.22.”

“You used to shoot them "’ said Nini-
ane, with a shock not entirely simulated,
as Lady Enniscrow gasped and Mr.
Brawne looked startled. “I wonder

what our husband and father, the
M. F. H., would think of that!”
“Would Sir Bertram not like it?”

asked James,

HIS DISCLOSURE had temporarily
paralyzed conversation at their end of
the table. In the lull Sir Bertram had
heard his name mentioned.

“Eh, what’s that?” he asked.

“Don’t tell him,” whispered Niniane,
but James could see no reason to take
the admonition seriously.

“Your daughter asked me if T liked
fox hunting, and I merely remarked that

‘I used to shoot them. Thats all,” he

said.

“Shoot foxes, did you say? Shoot
foxes! Good God!” was all Sir
Bertram could find to say. But the

veins swelled alarmingly on his fore-
head. He lifted his glass and then set
it down again without drinking.
“Shoot fo—" He took up his glass
once more and drained it at a gulp. A
murmur of horror ran around the table.

Lady Clatter, interrupted in the full
flight of some highly audible confidences
about a recent operation, asked “What’s
that? What’s that?” This good lady
had so long lifted her eyebrows over the
way the world was going that they had
permanently retreated into the region of
eternal snows. When informed by an
embarrassed neighbor of James’ wrong-
doing she remarked “What a barbarian !””
in a tone heard around the whole table.

James attempted a light laugh, but it
was an unconvincing effort. “Oh, I
suppose it seems a little unusual to you
here,” he remarked in a tone meant to
be mollifying. “As a matter of fact,
we ride to hounds in America too. My
brother is quite good at it. I was only
a youngster, of course. But, does it
matter very much ?”’

General- Scarrett broke in. He had
been swelling so visibly during James’
explanation that it was obvious that
either he or his feelings must explode. It
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had been, the general’s boast that he had
had hundreds of men shot under him,
but never a horse. Only second to his
conviction that the only way to fight a
war was on horseback was his belief that
it was the only way to hunt a fox.

“Matter, sir> Of course it matters,”
said General Scarrett. “It's not sport-
ing to shoot a fox. -It's simply not.done,
sir. T would as soon shoot my grand-
mother.” His voice failed him. Indig-
nation seemed to be registered in every
eye but Niniane’s. ' In hers there was a
look of light mockery. .

James Fielden felt half amused, half
nettled, at the seriousness with which’
these privileged adult children of an
old and mighty race regarded a matter
"~ of so little importance,,
cial,” indulgent, a little professional.

“I never met your grandmother, of
course,” he said to General Scarrett,
“but I'm sure you do her an injustice. I
used to shoot foxes. .You hunt them
with horses and dogs. “You've got to kill
your foxes in a certain way or it's not
kosher, as the Jews would say.”-

“]ews’ Kosher ¥ snorted Sir Ber-
tram. “Young man, do you know that
you are talking about the most Lnglish
thing in England? What, if I may ask,
have the Jews to do with fox hunting?
Stuff and nonsense.”

“Probably,” agreed James soothingly.
“Ot course, T know fox hunting isn’t

really a matter of religion with you. It’s -

a matter of taste:. I shoot foxes. You
hunt them on horseback and let dogs
kill them for you. . For that matter, take
the horses and dogs. You keep' them
as pets. But the Chinese, who are a
much older race, eat dogs, and the
. French, who' are more cultured, eat
horses. Again, a difference of taste. Or
take yourselves. Tifteen hundred years
ago vou Lnglish used to stain yourselves
blue. Now you like to lie out on some
beach and burn yourselves red. = Taste

again.” ~

He became judi--

UNKNOWN

SIR BERTRAM'S countenance, as
James finished this little homily, ap-
peared to indicate that he had been ly-
ing out on some very hot beach indeed.
Lady Enniscrow, gauging her spousé’s
blood pressure - with a - practiced eye,
thought it time to intervene.

Talkmg about tastes, perhaps. you
like golf, Mr. Fielden,” she said hur-
riedly, “You Americans are so won-
derful at golf, arent you? We: have
a very good course near here, really a
championship course, and we could drive
_you over tomorrow—"

“I'm sorry, Lady Enniscrow,” said
James “but I am no golfer. I am sav-
ing it for my next incarnation.” =

“It’s my guess next,” said Lady Nini-
ane, “perhaps Mr. Iielden is just a trout
fisher out of season.”

“No,” replied James. “It may sound
over-squeamish, but not for many years
have T _heen able to relish the thought
of sticking a barbed hook lengthwise

- through' a worm.’

“A’worm?” said Mr. Brawne, “I'm
not a fisherman myself, but, good- HeavA
ens, a worm!”

“Don’t tell father, Mr. Fielden,”
pleaded -Niniane. “I think he’s had
enough.” = - |

“As a sportsman said Mr, Brawne,
falling into line, “I fear your methods
would be too col_dly logical for him.”

“I don't claim to be a sportsman.”
said James stlfﬂy

“But if, you're not a sportsman and
you don't play games—" said Mr.
Brawne helplessly. “I mean to say, how
-do you keep fit. to put it on the iowest
ground "

“ drmk a pint of -hot water every
morhing,” said James seriously.” “Then

-1 lie on my right side and practice

Yoga 3 .
i “Vexy interesting, I'm sure,” said Mr.
Brawne coldly, “but I was referring to
sport, not religion.’_’

T “Well, you see” James explamed

’ bnghtly, “some people make a religioh
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of sport, so I decided to make a sport of

religion.”

“But I thought,” interposed Lady En-

niscrow hurriedly, “that one practiced
Yogi 'in a sitting position.”

“I tried that,” said James, “but I
could never get up afterward.”

Mr. Brawne's snort at this confession
of weakness was no more disapproving
than the cold silence maintained by all
others whd had heard it. During the
remainder of the meal and the rest of
the evening James was permitted to feel
like an outsider who had somichow got
his foot across the doorstep. He felt
exasperated, discomfited and regretful
when he ascended to his room. Ex-
asperated that—what was Bernard
Shaw’s name for it?>—Horsebadk Hall
should take its little games so seriously.
So did his brother, perhaps, but he
wouldn’t mind your joking about it. Dis-
comfited because he was depending on
these people for hospitality and he
seemed to have offended them. Regret-
ful because the first woman on whom
he had ever desired to make an im-
pression was obviously the Jast on whom
he could hope to do so. No one, he
supposed, who couldn’t sit a horse or
pursue a ball or a fox could hope to cut
an impressive figure in the eyes of a
girl so adept at all of these things.

HE HADN'T wasted his time: he
bad been too busy doing something more
important to learn how to chase balls or
beasts. He had even acquired distinc-
tion in his chosen field, but it obviously
counted for less than nothing here. “Per-
haps I should have betii a warthog
hunter,” he growled. The repulsive
specimen.of the genus on. the wall, grin-
ning evilly in the flickering light cast by
a pleasant open fire, so exasperated him
that he tried to throw a bedspread over
its evil face.

“Missed, of course,” he said peevishly
as he retrieved the bedspread from the

- fireplace. Well, after ‘all, he had not

come to Enniscrow Castle to waste his
time and affections on someose who,
however desirable, was obviously not of
his kind, nor he of hers. Tomorrow he
would set to work, the work that he
could do so well, that was so much more
thrilling and important than all this kill-
ing of time and animals.

Awakening in this same mood of de-
termination, he thumbed his nose at the
warthog, dressed briskly and was for-
tunate enouigh to find Lady Enniscrow
alone in the breakfast room and to ex-
plain to her what he wanted. The li-
brary, it seemed, was in the old ‘west
wing of the castle. It was catalogued
except for the oldest portion, of which
the catalogue was lost. Bertie would
have been quite willing to give the mu-
seum what the museum wanted from it,
but his grandfather, who, it seemed,
hated all governments, had made it part
of the entail. There was also, she added
with a laugh, supposed to be a curse or a
secret or something in connection with
the library. But it had not prevented
experts from looking over it from time
to time and she thought that they must
have noted everything of value.

James Fielden’s soul sank within him.
He had hoped this would prove virgin'
material. But there was always the
chance, he thought, as he followed a
footman down echoing corridors to the
west wing, that those who had been
before him might have missed some-
thing. z

That seemed more likely when they
reached the library, a huge, circular
room, with stone walls and pointed,
vaulted wooden ceiling, that was really
a separate wing in itself. The cathedral
light admitted by its high and narrow
windows left in darkness five deep bays
or recesses which, James Fielden remem-
bered, found their counterpart in the fly-
ing buttresses which sustained the k-
brary without. ‘And everywhere there
were books. The older ones, his guide
informed him, were to be found in the
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Fielden found his concentration on the old tomes tending to wander. Per-
haps, after all, a bit of ability at those sports would be a good thiig—
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Tecesses and there, too, were many -George with a grin "‘IThere’vs only a-few

manuscripts in tin boxes to protect them for lunch hennyway, sir.

_There’s Lady

from the damp that seeped, even through ~ Clatter—her ladyship “is a “bit “ard -of

*those solid, four-foot walls, from the
* clustering ivy outside.

The footman bowed and left him.

James Fielden got to work: There were
“five recesses. Where a sixth one m1ght
have been expected there was,. surpris-
4ingly, what seemed like a huge stone,
roughly oblong, its front adorned by a
statue carved in thrée~quarter relief. The
figure might haye beén that of a Welsh
bard, was ‘at any rate that of anold
man in flowing garments with _long hair
and beard. The attitude was curious.
The left hand -veiled the downcast eyes
as though their owner were lost in a
dream: 'The right was flung high as
thoiigh”in ‘warning to him’ who should
seek to disturb that slumber. The chis-
eling was rough but .powerful. The
statue ahd -the tomblike stone seemed
to-be more ancient-even than the library
itself, which, Lady Ennisctow had said,
was reputed once to have been a chapel
and was older’ tha.n the Norman Con:
quest -

" HERE, James thought, was to be

found- the origin of the “curse or secret:
or something” with which legend had’

“haunted the library. Buf it 'was not the
-riddle he had come to solve.
methodically to examine "the contents
of the first recess.

Hours “later he was roused, thh a
start, from his researches. It was his
friend, the footman, with information.
'”The;’unt isn’'t back, sir, but her lady-
ship left - word that lunch was to be
served at 1:30 for those as wanted it.”

““James—nb, that’s my: own name—I
mean George,” said James Fielden.
“Would it be not cricket, or even.some-
thing definitely_criminal,, like shooting a”

. mg for truth and not finding it.

“his sandwiches, he "had noticed it.

’earing, if you remember—and General
Scarrétt, that's too old to "unt, and Mr.
’Astings, that -can’t becatise he has a
broken collarbone, and the ‘Cutate that
caimé to see her ladyship about the car-
penter threatenin’ to vote socxahst only
she’s ‘unting too.”

“And so am 1,” said Jamcs

"’Hunt—

Try«
ing to make the dead past give up uxts
dead.”

George shuddered slightly. _“I don’t
like to ’ear you talk that way, sir. " This
place halways gwes me the creeps hen-
nyway.”

“Haunted ?”

“No, sir, not exactly. It's the feeling
it gives you. Like a tomb, somehow.
And I never go into it but I feel there’s
somebody here, like. The maids say the
same. They won't go into the place
alone, at least not after dark. ’Aven’t

‘you noticed it?”

Yes, James Fielden thought, as he ate
A
feeling that there was somebody there.

His passion for history had always made
the oldest and dustiest chronicle come
alive as he read it. But this was dif- "
ferent. This room * ‘felt as ‘though it

He began  were haunted by the emanation of an-

other brain, not: merely peopled by his
own. Not somethirig malign and watch-
-iig.. More somettiing blmd and thwarted
and’ brooding’

But perhaps he was merely mvestmg
the place with his own mood: Not that
he was blind now: he knew now that
‘what he wanted in life was - the Lady
Niniane, but the price of vision was the
realization of its hopelessnes. “He re-
called with a wry smile the sense of
scholarly superiority that had sustained

fox, if.you brought me a sandwich and - him’in-his dealings with his fellow men:

a glass of buttermilk, and let me get on
with my work?”

- “No sir, not at all, sir,” said James or

how futile ‘and insubstantial an air to
amour propre it seemed in this emer-
gency. The lovely Lady Niniane was a
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wife for a hero.
heroic figure who had with ridiculous
inappropriateness élected to make him-
self an.authority on a heroic’ age.- A
weakling pathetically studying the deeds
of strong men.

1L .

WELL, it was too late now to change.
Better to get on with his.work and rid
Enniscrow Castle as soon as posible of
its incongruous guest. In the five re-
cesses there were perhaps two hundred
volumes and a wealth of manuscripts.

These, -working with expert care and.

swiftness, he had narrowed down to a
dozen which hore on the object of his
quest. There were copies, earlier.than

any James had ever seen, of the works

of that intriguing bishop-historian, Gi-
raldus Cambrensis. There was a bril-
liantly illuminated missal containing an
old and detailed~account of the legend of
St. Padarn. There was a very ancient

copy of De Excidio Britanniae executed

in-Cymric by a morikish hand on time-

defying” parchment, but fifteen minutes '

sufficed to show that, like the English
translation” ‘which James' had already
seen >~ it mystifyingly made ‘no.mention
of King Arthur or his kingdom. . A
tenth-century collection
ances of the Cymiric bards, oracular and
obscure though these minor prophets al-
ways took care.to he, promised well, but
~on examination proved disappointing.
And now James Fielden had come al-
most to the end of his search and with
nothing ‘of "value to show for it. There
remained in the last recess only a bronze
chest, massive and antique, which might
he thought, contain some manuscnpt of
special va]ue It was green with- vér-
digris, and so much effort' was required
to turn its huge key that he thought the
task would be beyond his strength. But
at last the lock clicked open and with a
clang that resounded through the room
he threw back the top. -
eipty.

He was orly an un--

of the utter-

The chest was -

James Fielden felt ar almost physical
pang of disappointment.” The chest had
been his last chance. It had, in its age
and massiveness, seemed so likely a con-
tainer of last. chances and it had failed
him,. Strauge that it should be empty.
If it had held something of value, why
and where had it been transferred? 1f
not, why was the coffer here in this
storehouse of records? And besides,
James Fielden had the illogical, obvi-
ously baseless but persistent feeling that
there wwas something in it.

He examined it with care. =~ Bottom
and sides yielded nothing. But inside
the lid was there not, faintly visible,
somelhmg that looked like an mscnptmn
something— Yes, by gosh, it was an in-
scription and ‘in ancient Cymric, too. A
Cymric inscription inside a-Roinan cof-
fer! That was interesting, though, for
that matter, the- Romans must have left
behind much beside walled towns, paved
roads and aqueducts when they fled back

- to the heart of their threatened empire.

Now . James Fielden, who could not
ride a"horse or hit a hall, could read
Cymric, which is just the oldest kind of
Welsh, This is what he read, thc trans-
lation being his owri: )

< If chest or tomb doth empty seemt
W ho knoweth if or not, or why?
Till Fate wills, let their secrets lie.
Warned be the mortal that shall pry
To wake the Mighiv from his dream.

JAMES TFIELDEN ran his dusty
fingers through his rumpled hair. Mighty
intriguing. all this, but damned .puzzling
too.: “If chest or tomb—"" Well. this
was the chest. And the tomb? “Like a
tomb, somehow,” had said the footman.
Tomb, tomb—why, of course, that must
be the tomb, that huge piece of hvmg
rock in the sixth recess.

Eagerly he examined ‘it. But no-
where, top or bottom or sides, did he
find any crack or cranny which would
indicate that this was not what it seemed,
solid stone. He tapped it with a heavy
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poker. No hollowness, he could swear.

He re-examined the bronze coffer.
Tt was four feet long, three feet wide, and
three feet deep. Its top, front and back
were bare of ornament. On each of its
two ends was depicted, in half relief,
what seemed a representation of the ris-
ing sun, with diverging rays. In the
center of each disk was a heavy bronze
handle. James measured the coffer, in-
side and out, bottom and sides.
measurements corresponded. Since the
coffer was an inch thick everywhere,
however, that did not rule out the pos-
sibility of a false bottom, or hollow sides.
With a careful eye and probing finger he
examined every inch of its surface. He
jound neither crevice, lever, button nor
other apparent means of operating a se-
cret panel. He tried pulling and twist-
ing the two rings. They did not move.
That left nothing—no, it did leave one
thing : the lock.

James closed the lid of the coffer and
tried locking and unlocking it.  All
seemed normal. He threw back the lid
and repeated the operation. O, oh, that
felt different somehow. What was the
difference? There was none when he
turned the key to the left, as he would
ordinarily have done to unlock the cof=
fer. But when he turned it to the right
it seemed—yes, it did turn an inch
farther than if the lid were down and in
process of being locked. IZagerly James
jiggled the massive-key hack and forth,
shook and kicked the coffer. Nothing
happened. 3

He was sure he had taken one step in
the right direction. It must be -some
simple form of combination—something
else must be pulled or twisted at the
same time. If so, that something else
could only be the handles. James tried
twisting the right-hand handle while
holding the key in its extreme rightward
position. Nothing happened. He twisted
the left handle and, with a clatter, the
bronze disk of the rising sun to which

- the handle was attached came away from

The.

its rays and fell to the floor. What it had
hidden was a shallow secret compart-
ment. In thé compartment was a single

- sheet of parchment.

James Fielden’s fingers trembled with
excitement as he took the piece of an-
cient, crackling parchment from its hid-
ing place of centuries. It also was in
Cymric, but the oldest form of it that
James had ever seen. The parchment,
he knew, must be fourteen or fifteen cen-
turies old. Under the dust and corrosion
of the years its message, inscribed in a
shaky, spidery hand like that of an old
woman, was only faintly visible. But
James could read it.

What he read was a Druidic incanta-
tion,“a formula for the conjuration of
mighty natural and demeonic forces to
insure that the luckless victim on whom
it was worked should

“. . . lie for alweays i a waking dream,-
LEntombed forever in the living rock.”

MORE THAN that, the world will
never. know about it textually, since
James Fielden, for reasons that will be
obvious, would never publish it, even in
safely scientific journals of limited and
erudite “circulation. Tfor, as everyone
knows, there are jealousies even in sci-
entific circles, and who would willingly
subject a resentiul controversialist to
the temptation to silence his antagonist
forever?

There was a peculiar, hypnotic qual-
ity about the runes, and yet, as he read
and reread them, James detected also a
certain force and tortuous use of words
for which he could not account. It was
like a conundrum I . a conundrum

. . no, not a conundrum, an anagram!

“Good Lord, it's an anagram,” said
James. “Of course. You recite it back-
wards and undo the charm. Here goes.”
And with no thought except to give
proper effect to the direful words, he
raised a hand over his head and de-
claimed them in the most sonorous voice
he could muster.
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What followed took place so quickly
and with such clemental violence that
James could never be quite sure what
did happen. He had an instant im-
pression of the library being filled with
“a sort of roaring darkness™ as he ex-
pressed it. " Storm and avalanche and
earthquake and volcano seemed to rage
against each other in deafening anarchy.
His ears were assailed by sounds like
the raving of whirlwinds, screams of an-
guish and the howling of wolves. The
darkness was sphl by a blinding flash
of lightning, there vas a slmttcnng crash
as ol thunder—and all was’ still -again.
All was still.  But the recky tomb in-
the sixth recess lay in {ragments on the
floor and fames Tielden’s reeling senses
reeled again as he saw the statue- that
had garnished it standing before him
it the form of ‘an aged man of awing
appearance who, except that he lacked a

- scythe, might have been Iather Time
himseli. , .

James closed his eyes, shook his head
and pinched himself. He opened his
eyes: The awe-inspiring apparition was
still there.  ° :

For God’s sake.”
devit are you?"

“In the name of both 1ho~e rmgh\\'
Ones,” replied the sage, “1 am’ Mer-
lin.”

He spoke in Lnglish, \\lmh did not
surprise James.at the time. Neither,
‘when he knew more about Merlin's
powers, did it surp him later.
“*Not* Merlin, bard and magician of
Atthur's time 2" he asked incredulously.
All this.-he knew, was only a dream, but
‘even in a dream, he thought, a scholar
should take nothing for granted.

A look of pledsmc cxo«cd the scvexe
features of his companion. “Yes, Mer-
lin, counsellor to Vortigern and Uther-
Pendragon and later” to the holy . Ar-
‘thur,” he said. “But that was long ago,
and even in my _.dreams I have been
aware that much was changed in the
world. Were I not above human weak-

he said, “who the

ness I should find it pleasing to discover
my name and fame still so pat upon
men’s lips.”

“The world kuows a qxeal deal less
about you than it would like,” said
James. “You speak, for instance, of
your dreams. Can it possibly be true,
then, what we know only by legend, that
you were bewitched by Niniane, a
king’s daughter, with one of your own
spells #”

“Strange that you shuuld ask, who
have relcaacd we from it said Merlin
with a frown. © “Yes, Niniane: it was.
The shameless hussy cozened the spell

_from me with much asking, oun the plea

that she would use.it on her stepmother,
who had looked ‘with litle favor on our
—association. I was-far removed from
human deceits and -suspected - naught.
Sorcery I could cope with, and “the
power of kings. But—it is difficult to
explain—the “wench had ‘Something in
her eyes—" He paused.

“Don’t explain,” said James, “I know
a'wench of the same description and she
also has sometliing in her eyes. She.is
a daughter of this hou Her name—
as it happens—is also Niniane.”

MERLIN started violently.  .His
brows contracted and lightnings flashed
from under them.  “Niniane, did you
say? And of this house? Spawn must
she be of the same. evil breed. This day
I shall destroy her and all her kind. Ah,
Niniane, daughter of Gwledigau! It has
been a long 1cndc1v0us \\xth vengéance,
but Methn has L(pL it.” . He raised one
trcml)lmv hand in the air and appeared
on the point of beginning one of those

mighty conjurations whose efficacy
James had seen so overwhelmingly
demonstrated. -

“One moment,” said James hastily.

“Before you begin T had better tell you.

that although it is true that the daugh-
ter of this house iz called Niniane, it is
also written' in the books of heraldry
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that her family is descended from the
m\ghty Metlin.” '

Ha, what do you say?” replied the
sage. “From Merlin? In sooth, young
man, that puts a different light on the
matter. Mm-m-m. It is true I
was fourscore and ten at the time, but
as you will understand, far above human
limitations.” - He stroked his beard
reminiscently, “Ah, well, young blood,
young blood. Immune from the petti-
ness of mortals, Merlin knows how to
be magnanimous and will forgive.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” said James.

“But Merlin' knows how to be grate-
ful, too. It is long since I exercised my
powers, but I have no doubt that they
will suffice for any common boon. What
would you have? A principality? A
thousand fighting men? The favor of
your king’s wife? The hand of a king’s
daughter ?” .

“None of those things,” replied James
hastily. “Glad.to have been of service.
I don’t ask anything at all. Except per-

“haps a little information. Was Arthur’s

kingdom in Cornwall or was it in
Wales? Did you really bring Stone-
henge from Ireland? These stories
about Guinevere, now—were they—"
“As for Arthur’s kingdom,” answered
Merlin, “the whole world knows that it
extended over Wales and Cornwall both.
And farther, too. With my cunning I
contrived it so. Stonehenge? Yes, that
was a little feat of magic I did to amuse
the court. The Irish resented it, as they
were using the stones at.the time as a
foundation for their king’s palace. But,
then, you couldn’t please them. As for
She was a beauti-
fuil, proud woman, and Arthur was ever
too much immersed in affairs of state
when he ‘might well have left them to
me. It was only to be expected. There
were—al,, sober, solid men about the
court who would have been glad to con-
sole her discereetly, but she took an un-
accountable fancy to that sprig Lancelot,
a brawling meddlesome fellow who used

%
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to go around the country righting
wrongs, as he called it. A maiden would
come to court with a tale about some
man, Before she could get the words
out of her mouth, Lancelot would be off
to kill the fellow who might have had
provocation enough, for all he knew. In
any case there was the maiden, still
wronged, and with the man no longer
alive who might have put it-right. But
we waste time. Never mortal yet but
had some wish to gratify, Search your
heart. Do you crave love? sttmctnon?
Merlin w111 grant them.”

A WILD IDEA coursed through
James Fielden’s brain. This, of course,
was only a singularly vivid dream, but
being in dreamland, why not do as the
dreamers do? Why not be honest? He
loved Niniane, and the only kind of
distinction he valued was that which
would lend him favor in her eyes.

“Well,” he-admitted, “now that you
mention it, thére is something you could
do for me. This girl Niniane, your
many-times-great-granddaughter. As it
happens, I love her. But, as it happens,
she is young and has been taught to
value skill in various games and sports
which are today what skill with sward
and lance was in your time. Is there
such a thing as a talisman which would
repair my awkwardness in these mat-
ters? And, while we are about it, have
you a specifi¢ charm which would cap-
ture the maiden’s affections X

An indulgent smile crossed Merlin’s
features.
monplaces of my apprentice days,” he
said. “Full many -a magic sword and
spear have I supplied, and a hundred of
our British beauties owed their sur-
render to charms of mine. It is true,”
he added thoughtfully, “that I never
found charm yet that would insure that a
woman'’s affections, once granted, would
remain constant. There was Yguerne,
wife of the Duke of Cornwall—but
thatis another story. Take this ring. I

“Such boons were the com--
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know.naught of these games and sports
vou speak of, but while you wear it you
will win all games or contests you enter:
All will be possible for you:
parchment. You have but-to pronounce
what is inscribéd: thereon; and’ the love
of the worhan ¥ou desire will-be yours,
whethér she be maid or wedded 'wife.”
““Tt’s very good of you,” said James.
“And now,” said Merlin, “it is time,

Mon.a] for me to take my leave.”

“Where do-you intend to- go?” asked
James curiously.

“During the last two huudred ‘yedrs
of my dream,” replied Merlin, “a Yogi

who' lives -and meditates in a cave in

the niountains of  Tibet was in astral
communication with me. He invited me
to visit himi- after my disenchantment,
which he predlcted 1 go now. For-
tune be with ‘you.”

, IV. -

AND, WITH complete suddenness;,
the library was empty. Empty, yes, but
on the floor still lay the shattered frag-
ments of Merlin's tomb. Ddzed, James
lodked dewn at the curiously chased ring
of - soft, Jpure’ gold, that adorned his
tnger -and theé little fragment of palch-
ment in his hand. And then thcre cathe
a knock.at the door.

Creorge, the Tootman; entcrcdz
he began,
to remind you—" And- then 'his eye
t"the chaos on-the. foor,
off in amazenient. “Coo snr,
e thonght it was a clap of thuu—

“Her

But € must ‘2’ been th|s here, we
Wbat happéned, sir?"

id James truthfully

as working at the books.”
been a bit of a shock, sir.”
said - ]dmes

sky.
heard:

“so. much’ so

that I could use a ‘good,. st[ﬁ‘ whl:key-

rightsriow.”
“There’s a tray.in the ’all, sir, with

Take this:

and he'.
el

“mingle with the whiskey.

UNKNOWN

ever)thing you need.
‘there.”. el

Wlth “his” head * alreadv ui- a whirl,
James helped himself to two inordinately
stiff drinks; which did’ nothing -to com*
pose it.  As he dressed with. fuinbling
fingers, . ‘he- med ‘to rauonalue the. dxs—
ordered record “of the afternoon. ' It
couldnt have been-a dredm; because
there in’ the libtary was the 5l\attued
tomb; and here in"his bedroom ‘were the
ring and scroll. Could: he have fourd
them in"the coffer,” been "dazed by a
blow from otie of the rock fragments—
exploded in some mysterious- mannet—
and then~imagined the Test?~ Could 'he’

! jus_;t" put it

“—uwell, there-was one way of- finding out:.

“Games and contests you will win. "All
will be possible to yo'u"' But he couldn’t
play games or sports in his bedrooui-—*

And then his eye fell on the bow with
its brood of steel-tipped -arfows,. thére
on the wall underneath the boomerangs
and the. assegais. Wasn't. archery -ar
recognized sport, even in Merlin's time?
A target? His eye fell-on the repulsive
features of the warthog. - “Old boy,”
said Jame<: Fielden, “this is whcre you
get yours.”

Ashe strung the bow and pullcd an
arrow to its length, he felt a sense of
power and:sureness flow into him and
Something

. difficult, now—something worthv of his -
skill.-

‘thought T ought

Say the left nostril.

a whizz the arrow flew Lhrough
‘and -buried itself..exactly- in -the
center of its objective. -Aiiother arrow
~—the right nestril. ~ Whi, The right
ear—whizz!”.“The left eat—whisz!
right eye—but *James had run out: of
arrows and the mellow notes.of a gong

. floated -up from bBelow ' with its promlse 5

-of dinner.”

- that wa

P Should he remove the.ar:
‘Doggone it, .you look -better
“Like.a
pincushion. in-a " fightmare,” was his
parting shot as hie walked gravely down-
stairs, rejecting a wayward impulse to
try the banister. ;

rows?

Tis: -
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Ny

As he spoke the last words the ancient tomb’ c.r/;[odgd ontrward into rubbish.
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He found his fellow guests discussing
over cocktails what had evidently been
a satisfactory day’s hunti

“We found in Pool T
handed at Carnage Withyhead, and
kilted back of Spook Spinney,” Sir
Bertram was explaining to General Scar-
rett.

=t

our daughters- may have your
seat,” Captain Thruster was maintaining
gallantly “to the plump but energetic
Lady Needbore, “but they'll never have
your hands.”

Lady Needbore Lumcd to Iames

“The man’s flatteri ing me,” she said.
“Not at all,” said James politely. “T
think you have very pretty hands.”

LADY NEEDBORE goggled. Nini-
ane Jomed them “I gather from your
c(plc:sxon ” she said, “that Mr. Fielden
has been giving you some more views on
hunting. Last night he said it was all
a matter of . taste—our bad taste was
what he meant.”

“T didn’t,” said James.

“And anyway
T was

wrong. .I've been thinking it
over. It's not kosher.. It's. totemism.
Yeu've got to kill cerfain.animals in a

certain way.  The North- American In-
dians used to do it,” though they never
ingisted on a céremonial’ eostume.  If
you kill them any otherway it's
and the animal will ‘haint you. I
-should have recognized it. I was wrong.”
“Charming of you,”-sdid Lady Need-
bore. ¥ ’
“Tt seems: to make” everything all
right,” said Captain- Thruster. «
“We're not silly: we're just savages,”
said Niniane. :
“Better than l)emg sis
phed agreeably. “I'm thinking of -tak-
m-'r up h\mmw myseli.”

\\I\}' not  tennis # asked Gerald
Brawne, who had drifted to Niniane's’
snde

“I might play you tomorrow if it's
fine,” 5'\1d James. -

Mr. Brawne smiled. It will-have to.

il, turned left- .

. to talk.
. terinig eve.

“weapon called reason.

W
s.a sm

+ ginning to set hounds.to the cosmos.

" story ‘of everything

UNKNOWN .

be in the morning then, hecause I'm go-
ing to turn heretic in the afternoon. Golf.
Pavlicek, your open champion, is going
to play an exhibition against Flammen-
werfer—you know, the new German pro
who's beaten everybody in Lurop

“They say it's hecause he's afraid to
lose,” said Captain . Thruster. “You .
lcnow—toncentmle or  concentration
camp.”

“And we're all driving over to- Put-
ting-on-Stones tomorlo\\ to see it,” said
Niniane. .

“T'll go'along.” said James amiabl_\'. B

At dinner he found himself sitting be-
side Niniane. This was a good fortune
he had. not expected. “Delilah turned
censor _over ‘the cnfant terrible,” he
thought. But. the: unprecedented com-
bination -of Dutch and Welsh courage -
that fermented within him lent him a
unique audacity. James Fielden began
He held Niniane with his glit-
He took complete charge of .
her and the conversation. He -talked
amply, discriminatingly, but with vigor
and animation. -His theme was man,
strange oftspring- of ‘cannibal ‘Mother
Nature, who had stumbled.by accident,
when-she was not looking, on a'terrible-
\\'\th it, he had _
grown stronger than Natiire; mvlshed
lxu cnshvcd her, and was reaching out’
for the universe. He was already greater
than the universe, for the universe ex-
isted only in his mind. He-was the real -
creatof?  Qut of eartli- and water he had”
created a world: he had peopled the -
sky with suns and planets: he was be~

The story of man, said James, was. the
His story- was his
tory. Of savagery and civilization he
now talked, and of how the growth of
knowledge had not been matched by the
growth of wisdom. He talked of nations
and he talked of peoples. He talked: of
little England and its greaf story, of the
Celts and the Romans and the Saxons.
Inevitably he came at last to the misty




THE ENCHANTED WEEK END L w Lo

but enchanting legend of -Arthur, or Ar-
thur’s kingdom and his theory of it.

“I-have .talked too: much,” .he said,
“but- this part of it should have a special
interest for you.” A .

“Oh, I know.: Our reputed descent
from Merlin and all that sort of thing

. But of course we don't take it ser i-
Ome &

“You should,” said James, * “hecause I
have. good reason to helieve it's true.
Descended not only from Merlin, but
from Niniane, who enchanted him with
one of his own.spells. One story is that
she was a king’s daughter. ‘Another ‘is
that she was a water fairy. I forgot to
ask—that is, I have not hbeen al)lc to
find out which.* But when I look at her
descendant I _find either hypothesis
credible.”

“For.a scholar, you pay very pretty
compliments, But is that why you came
to Enniscrow Castle? To prove that my
ancestors were 10 bc(ter than  they
should be 7 £ :

“No, it was to e~1.xh]hh a nem—y of-
mine that King Arthur.ruled in.Corn-
wall and not only in Wales, as .every-
body else believes.”

‘And have you done so? # asked.Nini-
ane. She was leaning on one elhow,
looking into his face, to the neglect of
manuers and her other:dinner partner.

“I think so,” said James.

. “How splendid to have ‘got what you
wanted. You must he very happy.”

“Not very happy,” said James. “Not
happy at all.  You see, T found out ‘at
the same time that it .was not what 1
really wanted.”

“No-07" said Niniane \wth suxpnae
“And.what do you really. want, ther

“What all men want sooner or ]ater
Love”

inniscrow to find that out 7 asked Nini-
ane smilingly. .

¢ 7 said _lamea quietly.

“Let us hope that you  will he suc-
cessful in -hoth quests,” said Niniane.

UN—9

‘\nd did you h.we—to come -to Castle -

The tone was Jight, but something in
James Fielden's "voice and eyes' had.
faintly flushed her cheek. . Qpportunely
came the sudden scraping of chairs that’
meant the.men were to he leit to their
port, o B
. DID SHE avoid him after dinner?

James,. suddenly conscious that he had

been guilty not only of verbal hemorrage
in general, but the more specific crime

of seribus conversation at the dinner ta-

ble, was only too ready to think so. ]n,

the grip of such gloomy reflections, he

allowed himself to be: coerced by:Tady-
Enniscrow into inaking a bridge fourth.

When her further explanations stung

hml into recollection of “the slnnnee: of

his " theorétical qualifications = for the

game, and the unvaryingly humiliating

character of his experiments in its prac-

tice, it was too late to.retreat.

“You will enjoy it,” said Lady LEnni
crow. “Captain Thruster is one of our
bridge "authorities in Lngland. . Some
peop)e think, Mrs. Cm\veu is .ﬂmo t
good. .General Scarrett’s ‘game is
tle old-fashioned, but Lnghuully sound.
And I.suppose you are very good your-
sell Jike most Americans.”

© James .was about to un(]ecenc lier
when he remembered Merlin's” promise.
Wasn't bridge a game? = . .

“L. can’t say,” he said cautiously.
may be very good .md I may be tern—
ble. I never l\no\\

With a.smile for this. disarming mod-
esty, Lady. Enniscrow left the four to
their devices. James drew Mis. Curvett
agaiiist Captain- Thruster and Gener:
Scarrett. ! ’

- “What conventions, par: tner 77 asked
that vivacious hrunette. it
"\{y game is entircly unconven-

tional,” n(l James. ~

© Mrs..Curvett smiled pohtel) “Yes
but I' mean what system. .Culbertson ?
. “The Merlin system,” said James.
never heard of it.”
“It’s very. complicated.

No use try-
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ing to explain it now. Just bid as you
sec fit and leave the rest to me.”
Mrs. Curvett stared, Captain Thruster

looked dumfounded, General Scarrett
barely représsed a’snort. The game
commenced.

The moment James plcl\ed up his
hand, he knew the charm was working.
He felt his brain grow exact, precise and
clear, 1t felt like a machine, lx'lge one
of those marvelous indexing machines he
had seen in archives and libraries. As
he stared at the cards in his hand they
became so many mathematical symbols
of the working of the great law of
chance, He seemed instantly to recog-
nize their pattern and to divine that of
the other three hands. He felt his face
harden into imperturbability thinly
masking—cunning. Into his brain leaped
an anguished distrust of his partner, and
a conviction “that she would let him

_down. In short, he felt like a good
bridge player.

Mrs. Curvett, who had dealt, passed.
General Scarrett passed. James, with
five tricks in his hand, also passed. When
the hand wére thrown in, Mrs. Curvett
asked with astonishment: “But why
didn’t you bid, partner ?" :

“Because of the distribution. All the
spades in General Scarrett’s hand, all
the hearts in Captain Thruster’s, and
even the diamonds, wouldn't have
broken,” said James.

“But how on earth did you know all

_that?"” asked Captain Thruster.

“Al, that's the advantage of the Mer-

lin system,” said James.

“I'm glad you haven't had time to ex-.

plain it to Mrs, Curvett,” said Captam
Thruster, “but I hope you'll explain it
later to me.”

GENERAL SCARRETT, who dealt”

the next hand, promptly called “Two
hearts.”  James, who had drawn . the
king, jack, ten, seven, six and four of
spades, the nine, eight, four and three
of hearts, no diamonds, and the ace, king

~- spades.

and queen of clubs, said two spades.
Captain Thruster said three diamonds
and Mrs. Curvett pased without' cere-
mony. Three hearts, said General Scar-
rett. James called out three spades, fol-
lowéd by four hearts from Captain
Thruster, and another pass by Mrs. Cur-
vett.

“Five diamonds,”
rett’s next bid.

“Five spades,” said James with de-
fiance and, when six hearts was bid
against him, he apparently threw ‘cau-
tion to the winds and bid six spades.

, “Double,” snapped General Scarrett,
angered at this futile obstinacy.

“Redouble,” was James’ reply. Cap-
tain Thruster led the ten of hearts and,
with a look of despair, Mrs. Curvett laid
on the table an absolute Yarbotough.

Captain Thruster led the ten of hearts.
James trumped it and led a club, -mak-
ing the AKQ in his own hand. Then he
trumped ‘another heart and led the first
of his remaining .three clubs from
dummy. General Scarrett, after long
consideration, trumped with the nine of
James overtrumped and en-
tered dummy, with another heart. On
the next club led, General Scarreft in
desperation trumped with the. ace of
spades and led his king of diamonds.
James trumped it in his own hand,
trumped his third héart in dummy with
his remaining spade, and the lead of
dummy's last club made General® Scar-
rett’s situation hopeless. -

“Six tricks in our combinéd hands
and a little slam is made against us,”
he said in disgust as he threw down his
cards. :

“When you kept on bidding and I
looked at my perfect Yarborough I

was General Scay-

. thought one of us must be seeing things,”

said Mrs. Curvett.

“T knéw your hand would be good for
four tricks in spades,” said ]ames

This. was more than General Scarrett
could bear, “I am ready to believe in
miracles, sir,” he said, “but if you knew
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all this, why did you take so long to get
up to your little slam?”

" “Because if I had gone up qunc.dy
you might not have doubled me,” said
James logically.

General Scarrett’s countenance glowed
with all the stored-up heat of a thousand
chutneys, curries and' blazing Indian
suns, and it was with a trembling hand

" . that he picked up the cards that James

now dealt him. . One glance showed
James that he had a probable little slam
in hearts, for he had ten hearts with all
the honors, the ace queen of clubs, and
the six of spades. But cards so unbal-
. anced suggested similar possibilities in

- the other hands, and so it proved. Over
James’ attempted shut-out bid of six
hearts, Captain Thruster immediately
bid six spades, and General Scarrett,
having no hearts’and the ace of dia-
monds, triumphantly said seven hearts.
When Captain Thruster bid
spades, however, James in his turn bid
seven hearts.

“It's an underbid,” said Captain
Thruster. “You must bid eight hearts.”

“But that's impossible,” said Mrs.
Curvett.

“It’s obligatory under the rules,” said
Captain Thruster.

James promptly bid eight hearts and
was doubled.. “I suppose I can’t re-
double?” he asked.

“No,” said Captain Thruster.

“Too bad,” he commented regretfully.

Captain Thruster led the ace. of

spades, and Mrs. Curvett, with a stricken

face, laid down what is called in better
bridge circles an absolute bust. But
there was one welcome card in it—the
nine of hearts.

CAPTAIN . THRUSTER, having
won his ace, led the king of spades which
James trumped. He then entered

dummy by playing .a small heart to the -

nine, there, led a club and finessed his
queen. He could new have laid down
his hand, but instead one after another

seven

he played out five hearts. . Captain
Thruster threw away spades and Gen-
eral Scarrett. clubs. Then James sud-
denly shifted to his ace of clubs. Cap-
tain Thruster and dummy followed suit
and Genefal Scarrett discarded a dia-
mond. -

“Having no clubs, partner?”
Captain Thruster.

“No clubs,” said the general. -

James then ldid down his hand.

“It takes twelve tricks, and General
Scarrett has revoked by not playing his
two of clubs on my ace,” he said.. “He
had it_tucked in with his spades. Two
tricks for the revoke gives me eight
hearts, doubled, for the game and rub-
ber.”

There was a moment of paralyzed si-
lence. Then General Scarrett, with
great dignity, thrust back his chair and
rose to his feet.

“Sir,” he ‘said, “I owe . you nine
pounds fiiteen on the rubber. Here it
is. In thirty years of play, sir, I have '
never seen any bridge like yours. There
may be a place for it on the stage, among
the other mystery turns. But this hap-
pens to be an English country house.

asked

-And now, if you will permit, I should

like to say good night.

General Scarrett retired in good or-
der. Crestfallen, James regarded his
rigid and retreating form,

“I'm sorry the general took it that
way,” he said. “Of course, as it hap-
pened, we had all the luck.”

“I don’t think it’s the luck he ob-
jected to,” said Captain Thruster. “By
the way, I shan’t ask you to explain vour
system after -all. I'm afraid T couldn’t
afford to make use of it.”  And Captain
Thruster also departed.

Only Mrs. Curvett was left. “What

was wrong with my system anyway?”’
James asked her, aggrievedly.
. ‘Mrs. Curvett stuffed her winnings
into her evening bag, delicately inserted
another cigarette in a long, jade holder,
and rose.
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“I don't see any reason why I should
complam about it .myself,” she said,

especlally as T don't kriow what it-is.
But you will admit'it’s a bit bizarre.”

Yes; James had to admit, his perform-
ance had been-bizarre. Like.the Indian
rope frick ‘or"sawing "a woman in half.
People “who set -such store by  gamies
shouldnt object , when they lost them.
But 1t. was the story of fox huntmg alt =
over agam You must.win only in a
certain way.. It was not essentlally that

his. system wa unfa,xr for thé meére ex-. -

istenice of good. bridge* players, when '
you ‘thought about it, was unfair to poor

one§ But 'it " was unfair in the wrong
way. - "WHhat . would Niniane think when
she heard t it? He must be more

Merlm formula

]AVIES WENT early to bed.” The
warthog, he roticed, had been deprived.
of his feathered embellishments: ~He-
could only specu]ate on the thoughts that -

must have."crowded - the brain’ of” ‘the .

housemaid ‘who’removed them. ' Did she
thitik he ‘Wwas, insane? Or had 'she, per=
haps; shared-his feelings about the odious. -
mask that -now- ‘again stared down -at”
him in its “ristine horribleness ? e

Eidfly to bed meant early to rise.
J'ames steppmg outdoors .into a golden
September ‘morning, heard a plonk,
loyk, from the tennis courts. It
iniane- and " Gerald" Brawne:
Throwing the whole weight of her
splendid young body into. her shots,
and covering" her .court with the
speed of a ‘young autelope Niniane
seemed to_James to be ‘giving her dis-
tinguished opponent’an even battle; But~

she knew better, and atJames’, a,ppear-

ance threw down her racket.

“He never makes a mistake,” she sa1d
it simply never. It's heartbleakmg
You ‘take him on, Mr; Fielden. "Try
your system on him. I hear you're ‘strong
on system.”

Cve RO

_Brawne

‘burst. ,

UNI(NOWN

“Yes of course. You challenged me
yesterday, didn’t you?” said young M
Brawrie, every wave of his dark hair: as

5 neatly ind ‘place as the-pleats in his ten-

nis frousers: “Were you pullmg my.
leg, or are you somebody pretty good
one of those dark horses, you know ?”

“More- likely just a Sllly ass,” sald
Jamés. . “Still 'll play-you.”
"Slaughter each: ‘other, please,” sa1d

Nxmane
day. “
“You serve,” sald young Mr B aw)
James had layed in all’his fe, pe
haps ‘half a T}:mdred games' of tennis.
But whén he swung Niniane’s" racket
at_his first service ball;
_not going to matter.. “And’ it- did
"“The racket sw:shed down, ‘therl
tp and forward with ‘such speed that

. f

There was a terrific plonk Theére was,

in"‘mid-air, a sort of  explosion...~And .
then. James was dusting fragmeits of -

cloth- and rubber off his face an

Brawne was: dazedly: askmg \Nhat hap-"

pened ?* |
“L:-think the ball must have burst

) sa.zd James.

ity ’Straordmary e saxd young -Mr
“Take two more.]

But one more was enough " This- ball
was made of sterner stuff. It did not
It ‘merely whizzed through ‘the
air. like- a high-velocity shell, raised the

.dust in the most:inaccessible corner of *
Mr.
way through green canvas and stop net- .

Brawne’s forehand- court, burst its

ting -at the back, and was never ‘seen
in.
“My God,” said young Mr. Brawne,
who had been caught flat-footed by all
these developments

Agam came a swish;’
, a patch’of, duist,

X yawsiing hole in’the ‘court. surround. The’
face "of his opponent, who* had not yet‘
succeeded in_getting his racket on the

ball, turned a deep red.

like .2’ Roman hoh-

he Knew that it"

Niniane's dazzled eye:could not follow it.”

s .crossed 10 his backhand court
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Poising himself like a cat, Mr. Brawtie
awaited the next service with an air of
grim determination. * It came, he leaped
convulsively to the right and stabbed at
it with outstretched racket. There was
a splintering sound and a second later
the racket, with a broken frame, was
lying against the stop nctting and Mr.
Brawne was dazedly regarding his empty
and stinging fingers.

“Sorry,” said James.

MR. BRAWNTE looked at him. Then
he looked at Niniane. With a great dig-
nity and deliberation he helped himself
to_another of the three rackets without
which he had not for years made his ap-
pearance on any court. '

Mr. Brawne acted in this measured
manner because he had not the slightest
idea what to do next. As it turned out,
this did not matter. Fate did it for
him. Tor James' next service ball, ris-
ing from the ground like a bullet, hit
young Mr, BraV\nc fairly and squarely
in the midriff, drove him back a yard,
and prostrated him’ flat on his -back.
Minus wind and cénsciousness, the ris-
ing tennis hope of Britain lay spread-
eagled” beneath the. skies and did not
move. )

“When I asked you to slaughter each
other,”
you were going to take me so literally.”
Her fice was pale.

" Still paler was James as he ran for
help. Young Mr. Brawne, his raven
hair now falling interestingly over a
pallid brow, was carried into the house.

" A doctor, hastily summoned, gave hlS

verdict.

“Two broken ribs and a tertific brulse.
Lucky it wasn't worse. But he won't
play any more tennis this year.”

“That means the Davis Cup will go to
France—or America,” said . Captain
Thruster in a flat voice. Ylaborately he
avoided looking at fames.

' “That it should have happened -under
my roof,” mourned Sir Bertram, ignor-

said Ninianc, “I did not know .

ing the fact that Mr. Brawne had been
stricken under ‘the open sky. “By Gad,
ir,” he said to the sheepish’ James, *the
powers of destruction seem to he keep-
ing a rendezvous with you. A monu-
ment stands for a thousand years un-
harmed in mv library; but wrecks itselt

~ when you look: at it. Poor Brawne

plays tennis five years without a scratch
and the first time he meets you gets his
ribs broken.”

“Perhaps Mr. Fielden doesn’t know
his own strength,” said Mrs. Curvett.

“He can gauge it very well at br 1dg€.
said Captain Thruster.

James, looking about hir
well-bred countenance fixed in lines of
resentment and disapproval. “What can
I say?’ he cried. “Iixcept, that if I had
any idea this would happen, I never
would have touched a racket. . But you
people are all so enthusiastic about
games, I thought . . . Tfelt I would try
to enter into the spirit of the occaston—"

“Well, you did it,” said Captain
Thruster.; “the spirit of the occasion
and very nearly the body of Mr. Brawne.
Well, who's for Putting-on-Stones and
golf this afternoon
© “I am,” said Niniane. “And Mr..
Fielden had better come so that we cdn
keep an eye on him. And you, Hir:
old 7 "

“Yes,” said the young diplomat, for it
was Mr. Anthony. “Some of the Ger-
man crowd may be there, and you never
know when you can pick something up.”

He was right.  Some of the German
crowd were there, including a young at-
tache with’ whom Mr. Anthony entered
into an animated conversation. = He
talked perfect German, to which the
German insisted in replying in faultless
English. The German champion was
there, looking Aryan enough to dehgllt
Mr. Hitler'’s eye with his close- c:opped
blond hair, his light-blue_eyes, his per:
fectly trained figure, his look of bristling
and brittle dignity. The German cham-
pion’s German caddie was there. He

saw every
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had arrived the day before and had made

an intelligence map, drawn to scale, of -

every hole. . On this his chief had
charted every drive, iron, chip and putt.
It merely remained to carry out this
meticulous plan of campaign, and that
he could do so the champion had assured

» himself by hours and days and weeks
and months of practice. What his op-
ponent might do, he did not allow to
trouble his calculations. He had yet to
meet an opponent who could do himself
justice against this methodical, merciless,
mathematical application of science to
sport.

BUT THE American champion was
" not there. Three o’clock came, but not
Mr. Pavlicek. Three o’clock passed and
so did the patience of Mr. Flammen-

. werfer and his supporters.

“Es ist unerhort,” he said. “So long
to wait. This American comes not and
sends even no word. Er will'mich be-
lmd1qen r”

“He says your champion is trying to
insult him,” said Harold Anthony.
“Nazis take those things so seriously.”

“Pavlicek,” snorted the champion in
another outburst. “Was fur ein Awmeri-
kaner ist das! Veilleicht is er nicht so-
gar ein Arier.”

“Hm-m-m,” said Mr. Anthony. “He
says your man is a coward, and afraid
to meet him.” .

“What Tonsense,” said James.

Ot course,” agreed Mr. Anthony

. amiably, “Although, from what I hear,
Flammenwerfer would be sure to win.”
" At the words “sure to win,” a thought
flashed through James’ mind. “I know
someone,” he thought grimly,
would be even surer to win.” And what
better use could he make of Merlin's gift
than to exercise it for the honor of his
country and the temples of its gods,
especially that of the great god Golf?
Resolve gripped him.

“Ask him,” he said, “whether, rather
than disappoint everybody, he would

“who _
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care to play against an American ama- -
teur.”

“But heavens, man, surely you can’t
play ‘his kind of golf” said Mr. An-
thony.

“I'm not sure, but perhaps I can play
a better kind,” said James.

It was arranged. As Mr, Anthony

‘put it, what the crowd had gathered for

was to see the great Flammenwerfer play .
golf. Rather than disappoint them, an
American amateur would deputize for
his professional compatriot who, for ‘all
they knew, might have been killed or
injured en route. Surely the great
Flammenwerfer, in the circumstances,
would not disappoint his admirers? . Of
course it would merely be an exhibi-
tion—

The great Flammenwerfer consented.
Clubs and a caddie were found. for
James. The first hole was a slight dog
leg, 450 yards. The German played a
faultless drive just to the left of the angle
of woods that made the dog leg™ James
took out his driver. He had played golf
intermittently between the ages of six-
teen and eighteen, and never since.

“By the way,” he said, ‘“these are
right-handed clubs.”™

““Yes, sir,” said his caddie.

“U'm left-handed,” said James, ‘“but I
guess it doesn’t matter.” X

“Why ¥

IT DIDN'T. As he swung, aiming in
the general direction. of the hole and
leaving the rest to Merln, James felt .
his body coil up into something like a
stainless steel spring lubricated with
honey. There was a high-pitched swish-h,
a crack like the sound a bullet makes in
the ear of the man whom' it has just
missed, a follow through that wound
James up like a corkscrew, and the ball
flew like a comet over the woods.

“Man, what a drive!” said James'
caddie, looking at him with respect. Even
Flammenwerfer looked surprised.

His surprise, however, did pot inter-

fere with his plavihg a faultless high



" pitch that lit on the green amd ro]led 10!
At .

within two feet of the hol
ball was nowhere to bé séén. " :

But there was a shout from the spec-.
tators gattiered about the greei. -They
pointed toward the flag.;" Jaies and- his
caddie looked at each other ‘with"a wild-.
surmise.” It was true. The ball was
in the hole;.a 450-yard hle in one.

“It caime over the woods like a bullet,
missed me by an inch and- just rolled
strawht in,”" said an excited young
woman .tith a* shootmg stick. .

SAh a lady killer,” murmured Nini-

“ ane, who had folk wed the players to the

£ thought he read ad-

who ]ooked d; rMy susptuous and mut-
tered guttulally ds they went to the next
teg. 2
- The second hole was a short one. But
such a formidable:one-shotter, 180 yards.
long, ringed round with deép and deadly
sand ‘traps, the green narrow, hard and
guileful of contour. - To play for the
lole was to roll: past it and on into a
bunker. To play safe was possible, but’
in ‘that event a cunning slope’ enticed
the ball to the most distant edge of the-
green, There .was a third method, of
cotrse, - buf since that required pitching
the ‘ball directly -into_the hole, nobody
had ever tried it. |
‘But that was how ]ames played it.
Before the- startled -caddie could pluck.--
the flag from the hole, his ball -had
dropped neatly into it, wedging itself be-
tween pin and cup to obvidté any posst—
bility of bouncing out again.
There was a - long-drawn
from the -crowd massed around the
green. ‘Two consecutive holes in one!
The like 'had never been seen of heard
of. “
Flammenwerger tried hard, but could-
not duplicate. the ‘feat. Looking like a
Siegfried *who has just discovered that.
the dragon has. $tolen his enchanted °
sword, he strode to the next hole.

“Ah-h-h"”
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]ames also felt embarmssed if - for:

At the prevmus two hol

merely his objective, “and’ the ‘desire :to. 5
This time he would select i

get there.
mark sotmewhere short of the grcen

IT ‘'WAS a long~ hole 560 yards

" James aimed at a’spot 200 yards away.

a smiilé,

Straight as an arrow, the ball flew there.

Two. hundred yards was no drive for
a champjon. Wlth something almiast like
-Flammenwerfer slammeéd his
ball seventy yards farther,  James picked
out another spot on the fairway, well
short of the -green, and hit it “neatly.
Flammenwerfer, certainly. a brave -and

gifted golfer-when not Warring against -

the fates, dropped. his st’.cond shot dea.d

for an assured i i
James: thoug!

win the hole..

right of the gfc#n .-The ball ‘started m_ i

the désired direction - but curved in
midair, dropped -on the
rolled; still curving, into the hole. Flam-

‘menwerfer was'a man of iron. But even N
iron can lose its temper.
‘hitherto imperturbable champion lost h15

Perhaps that

- for he missed his two-foot putt.

Had it really been FLxmmenwerfers
fault, James wondered, or was it that

‘the charm would mot permlt hlm to lose .

a hole?”
acid test

He determmed to.

fee at its nearest was a s)ugg‘x

With great dehberatlon He drove . hls-

bail into it and saw with’ Sansfa
resulting splash of muddy water:” Flam

. menwerfer snatchmg -at hls advantage,‘

to his dehght that its posmon was hope-

green and’

7
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“It zwasn't fair, perhaps, and it caused no end of trouble,
I know,” le sighed, “but it was altogether accidental—""
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less. .. Half ‘embedded in -sludge under
four inches of water,

2 tion had not been )mproved by his invol-
it nestled for -

further safety against one-end of a board *

which ‘acted as a retaining wall for:the
muddy farther side of the ditch. .
Ctt's unplaygble He'll- have to go
back and drive another,”
die gloomily.
- But James would have none of it He
did' not intend to imperil this heaven-
sent opportunity to lose the hole. Plac-
ing one foot on a -stone‘and the other

on the bank, he swung gallantly with a.

niblick in the general direction of the
ball’ where it lay dimly gleaming in' its
sure’ re!uﬂe
‘drew; back to evade the expected splash.

But what happened defeated all precau- -

tion. Like an ax in the hands of a ber-
serk woodsman, .the niblick divided the
waters, cleaved the mud, struck the ball,
and heaved it and the nearer end of- the
six-foot retaining boafd which blocked it
bigh in the air. The board, still held at
its farther end, catapulted sideways a
fountain of water and what seemed like
half a ton of bldck:and incredibly cling-
ing mud. When -it ‘descended, neither

Flammenwerfer nor that politely dressed.

crowd of spectators looked like anything
their mothers would have recogmzed
They suggested nightmares, voodoo vi-
sions in the jung]e; surrealist adventures
in” Harlemi, but nothing IEnglish or
Aryan. It was difficult to recognize in

Mr. Anthony, for instance, anything that

suggested a diplomat, even from Liberia.
Nor had Niniane, that lovely girl, es-
caped.unscathed. By the time James be-
gan his apologies she had achieved little
mdre than recognizability. But it must
be.said in her favor that her sense of
" bumor, emerged with her features. When
James proffered his more adequate hand-
kerchief she:laughed hystencally N
- “Is this a golf oame ’ she asked, “or a
polmcal campaign’?”’
. James*found his ball in the middle of
the fairway, a Jong but not impossible
shot to the green. His opponent™s disposi-

said —hns cad-~

Opponentand- spectators.

- proper direction.

untary mud bath, but he played a long
brassie shot within fifty yards .of :the
flag. 1t was evident that on thi -
vard hole he would get at worst.a five,
and perhaps a four. It was equaJIy evi-
dent to James that if he himself play eda
third shot to the green it would, w
~direful certainty, roll into thé hole. *T
“resclved. to aim-it anywhere but in the
‘On the left of '_the
fairway no trouble offered, but the Tight
was bordered by thick woods in ‘which a
red-roofed ',bungalov‘v .nestled.
played for the corner-of the bungalow
and was réwarded by-the sharp sound of
a ball a]whtmg on tzles .

VI

FOLLOWED by his bewildered cad-
die, he strode into the woods. His ball
had struck the roof and rebounded some
ten feet. Between it and the green lay
the bungalow : between it.and the adja-
cent fairway lay the impenetrable Wwood.

" James looked at the trim but solid:mass

of the bungalow and exulted. A placid
cat, drowsing on a window sill, -opened
its eyes sleepily, regarded him for a
moment, and closed them again. Per-
haps it was reassured by the sight of

" the club secretary among the handful of

officials and spectators who "had {ol-
lowed James into ‘the wood and now
commiserated, with him. For this was
the secretary’s bungalow and behind the
ground-glass windmi: though the-seere-
tary did not knew this. lay his young
wife in a bath of agreeable warm water.
This lady, being of a luxurious habit,
was wont to temper the ardors of the

-toilet, with the pleasures of literature. -

‘The book she had chosen being as sooth-
ing as her scented bath water, she now
found herself in much the same halcyon
state_of ‘mind as her cat Daisy, which

slumbered so sweeily on the windowsill

without. . Neither pet nor mistress, just

" then, was ready for any abrupt rendez-

James
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vous with Fate. And yet they. were to
keep one, and that soon.

At that very moment, in fact, l'ates
instrument stood poxsed niblick in hand,
with the intention of wasting a shot
-against the side of the bungalow under
the pretense of trying to loit a ball over
its roof. Alas for the plans of cats
and men, for the sanétity of the home

. and the modesty of women! No sooner
had James begun his. backswing than
he felt the club take charge. Like a
white streak the ball flew, not against the
brick ‘wall, but against the frail win-
dow. Shattering its single pane to frag-
ments, it whizzed with undiminished
speed diagonally ‘across the - bathroom,
crashed through the window of the ad-
joining. wall, and a few seconds later a
muffled shout announced its arrival on
or near the distant green. -
, But before that was heard, a large
number of other things had happened at
once, It 1s doubtful whether a cat of
domesticated' habits could ever be ex-
pected to remain calm when deluged un-
expectedly with: large fragments - of
broken glass. - This one was in a state of
unique unpreparedness for anything of
the kind. When she erupted into the
air with every hair and whisker standing
on end, Daisy was already a severe case
of nerves. With a vague idea that the
danger had come from’ without, she
leaped blindly toward the interior of the
bathfoom and safety. She found none,

" for instead the waters of the bath closed

- over her head. Now water, however
warm, is no_element for a cat, and this

one was in a mood to clutch-at any straw,

She discovered. something more sub-

stantial in the body of her mistress, who,“
equally- startled but less prompt in her

_reaction, had: just begun to emerge from
‘the bath on her own account.

idly as an- electric current, and with

much the same effects, Daisy swarmed®

up the tender walls of this human. ark,

finally to dig-in at the highest point she.

could find.

As rap-

Now probably the best thing to do.
if you are in a bath and a cat has taken
refuge on'your head is to put your head

_under water and encourage the cat to

find some other way out of its difficulties.
But the club secretary’s wife did not
think of that. - Instead, with a .single
piercing scream,. she leaped from the
middle of the bath-to the middle of the
room. The window was low, as is.the
case in bungalows, and now that it was
minus its.ground glass, lay wide to the
astonished gaze of the little party with-
out.

THEY.HAD a vagu‘e impression of
Aphrodite arising from the waves with

“record speed and a dash of Medusa-about

the head. In the next breath Susanna
perceived the Elders, and tried to walk

through the closed door of the bath- -

rooti. ~That, of coursé, cannot be done,
no matter how loudly one shrieks. By
the time the lady had discovered this, her
husband, galvanized into action by this
sudden” exposure of his domestic sanc-
tities to the vulgar “gaze, "had raced .
through. the bungalow to,the bathroom
door. To tear the- spitting, clawing
Daisy from his spouse’s head and to fold
her in his reassuring arms was the work
of a moment, and here it.would be proper
to leave them, as did the rueful James
and ‘his little. following. ~Of these the
younger element were almost helpless
with laughter. Among. them, it is re-
grettable to note, was Niniane. .

“] sa-i-d you were a lady killer,” she
gurgled. “But have . . . have you no
shame at all?”. ~ I

In contrast to the.ribald mirth which
it had excited among their juniors, older
spectators of the harrowing event were
not amused. " Although not ready to af-- b
firm that James had d

way to the green, they felt a sense of
outrage that such things should: be .al-
lowed to happen to an English woman
on‘an English golf course. Janies caught .

ehberate]y driven, o
“hig_ball through the window as the only;
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murmurs of “By Gad, sir—" “preposter-
ous shot,” “totally unnecessary,” “clown=
ing, not golf—" which heightened his
already acute embarrassment. Tt was
nowise lessened by the fact that pro-
longed screams from the direction of the
bungalow " indicated that the lady was
now indulging in a fit of hysteria.
James felt that he would like to do the
same. It was with burning ears and a
scarlet face that he addresed his ball,
which he found lying some forty yards
short of the green. This preposterous
comedy, this parody of a golf game,
must. be ended, he was resolved, here
and now. He would knock his ball into
the middle of next week. And then—
the bright thought sttuck him just as he
began a vicious backswing with this in-
tention—he would remove Merlin's ring
from his finger,
rough he could find, lose a dozen holes
to the worthy Flammenwerfer, and re-
tire before he had done further damage.
Alas for good intentions! The worthy
Flammenwerfer, as it happened, had
played his fifty-yard pitch to within a
long but posible putt from the hole and
now stood beside_the green’ waiting for
his rival to match it. With amazement
he saw James open his shoulders and

swing into his thirty-yard chip shot with_

enough energy for a full drive. And that
was the last Herr Flammenwerfer was to
see for some time. Hit with a driver,
James® ball would probably have killed
him. Hit with a mashie niblick, it
merely gave him concussion of the brain.

“He will live,” was the doctor’s ver-
dict, “but the sooner he gets to a hos-
pital the better.”

LIKE Mr. Brawne before him, Herr
Flammenwerfer was borne away. His
cars, had they been functioning, would
have recorded above an excited: buzz of
conversation from the English-speaking
crowd, and the soprano keening of the
lady of the bungalow, now in diminu-

endo, loud shouts of Teutonic intigna-

part of a

toss it into the thickest |

tion from his own compatriots. W here
English spectators of James Fielden’s
niethods had ‘only doubts, they appearéd
to cherish certainties that this was all
dark and devious Anglo-Amer-
ican plot against their champion. Had
he not been the butt of trickéry or black
art? Had not mud been thrown at him
—at them all? And finally had he not
been a victim of assault and battery?
There were threats of diplomatic pro-
test, and even of immediate physical re-
taliation.

Mr. Anthony’s face, black and pmk
before, turned black and" white. “For
God's sake come away,” he appealed to
Jarhes, “before they make an interna-
tional incident of this. It's bad enough
asitis. If only it had been someone eclse
who arranged it!”

Niniane réinforced his pleadmg “If
the Germans don't get you,” she said,
“just think what the secretary is apt to
do!”

“Would the charge be housebreak-
ing.” asked Captain Thruster sar-
donically, “or indecent assault?”

James had no reply to these quips. His
sense of humor refused to function. He.
felt sorry for the poor lady of the bath;
sorry for poor Herr Flammenwerfer,
sorriest for himself. He had hoped to
shine in Niniane’s eyés. Instead he had
become a figure of fun himself, and in-
flicted physical damage and mental pain
on other totally innocent persons. It
was all that fool Merlin with his slap:
dash methods. His magic was potent,
but showed a certain medieval lack of
discretion. James began to understand

. why miracles had dropped so inevitably

out of religious practice. They compll-
cated everything,

He sat glum and silent on the  joue-
ney home. At dinnet he found himself
between Lady Clatter and Lady Need-
bore. Lady Clatter kept her ear trumpet
turned the othér way and Lady' Need-
bore devoted herself ostentatiously to
the partnet on her right. The tale of
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his latest misdoing had -obviously be-
come common property. The older mem-
bers.of the house party were sending him
to Coventry. The younger ones burst

-into laughter every time they looked

in his d\rectlon which was almost a$

- bad. James gazed straight- ahéad and

-mean it,”

devoted himself to his dinner.. The

“service was good at Enniscrow Castle.

As fast as the nervous James emptied
his glass it was filled again, and by the
time dinner was over the edges of his
discomfiture—and of everything else—
were a little blurred.

This was ‘well, because the situation
did not improve. - James drifted diffi-
dently up to. a group gathered around
Niniane and found them discussing the
next day's hunting. They greeted him
with merry cries.

“Enter the gladiator,” “Make way for
the killer,” “Here comes false Sextus,
that did the deed of shame.”

“Pay no attention - to theni, Mr.
Fielden,” said the Lady Niniane sooth-
ingly. “Their  remarks, when not in-
delicate, are inspired by jealousy and
fear, What we want to know is whether
now that you have—ah—devastated
other fields of sport you will come hunt-
ing with us tomorrow.”

“I am going back to Lon(lon tomor-
row,” said James stiffly.

“All the more reason why you should
come hunting,” said Niniane. “No, 1
she said, dropping her ban-
tering tone. “Will you come ?”

“James found himsef ‘looking into her
eyes and saying "I promise,” when he
had intended nothing of the kind.

Captain Thruster broke the spell. “If
you are coming,” he said, “I shall bor-
row a crash helmet.” ’

“And Tl bring a (]ressmg gown,” said
young Pamela‘Needhore with a giggle,
“in-case of emergency.”

- INDECOROUS Jaughter -pursued
James as he walked away. But it was
more welcome than the cold silence he

" sodas as he went his-way to bed.

encountered evérywhere else. He drifted
into the billiard room. Three members
of the hunting crowd possessed it, genial

* souls whom James remembered to have

seen nightly, consuming brandies and
They
called each other Bunny. Dodo and
George, and James was not then or aiter
to know them by any othér names. Or-
dinarily he would not have sought their
company. But tonight he was a derelict
and_they so much' flotsam and jetsam
floating on a commion tide of alcohol.

- There was, at any rate, neither frown-
ing nor frigidity here. They invited him
to join their game. He declined quickly.
Billiard balls, he reflected, were even
harder and more deadly than golf balls,
and he had no desire further to tempt
Merlin and his allies, the unkind Fates.
They invited him to have a drink. He
accepted.” The drink, and others which
followed it, dissolved his mood of de-
pression. He began to see the ridiculous
side of his day’s adventures. Pressed
for a first-hand relation, he supplied it
with a .precise choice of descriptive
-phrase and a dry underlining of bizarre
detail that his new friends found ir-
resistible.

ent mood, found it all friendly, and

. healing.

“You're slaying me. By Jove, you're
slaying me,” cried the one who was
krown as. George. “Bumny was right.
He said you were pulling Sir Bertram's
leg the other night. About huntin’, you
know.”

“By Gad, so he did,” Deodo agreed.
Dodo was very tall, véry solemn, and
his red hair was parted in the middle.
“Though how he knew beats me.”

“It was because he kept his face so
straight,” said Bunny complacently.
“Nobody but a curate could keep his
face as straight as that and mean it.”

“Tll wager you hunt _yourself,”
George.

“I don't,” said James) ‘but now that

said

‘

They were seized by parox- _
ysms of laughter, but Janies, in his pres-




Aing on your head.

you remind .me, I thought of learning
the sport tomorrow. I suppose I should
get to bed early.”’

- “To hell with bed,” said George.
George was the red-faced one. “The
night’s young and the brandy’s old.”

“No,” said Bunny “he’s right, you
know. If we're going to hunt we
mustn’t get boiled. And I'm beginning to
simmer myself.”

“You'll take your fences all the bet-
ter for it tomorrow,” said George. “But
Tl tell you what. We'll do what we
used to-do in our mess in India. It was
at Peshawar, you know, in the hill coun-
try, which meant that you always had to
be ready for a night alarm whether you
were on duty or not. So:we made it a
rule that when no one was left who-
could stand on his head we all went to

“bed.”

“Sounds silly to me,” said Dodo._
“Why didn’t you - walk a chalk line ?”

“We used to,” said George. “And to
make it harder you had to walk it with
your eyes closed. And then a fellow
came to our mess named Hare—March
Hare we called him, for he was as mad
as one when he was sober. But do you
know, that fellow could walk a chalk line
with his eyes shut when the rest of us
were all under the table! And it wasn’t
until they caught him walking the ridge-
pole of a marquee in his pajamas one
night ‘that we knew why. He was a
somnambulist. So we changed to stand-
It's harder. It
makes the fumes rush there or some-
thing.”

“I don't know whether I could even
do it cold sober,” objecled James.

“Neither do 1,” agreed Bunny,.“but
T'll bet you all a pound T last longest.”

“It’s a new game to me,” said Dodo,
“but I'll take you.”

“And I'm on,” said George. {

AT THE WORD “game” a warning
bell seemed to ring in James’ brain, but
so faintly and from so far ‘away that he

"ing sensation in your pockets?
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heeded it not. “Count me in,” he said,
“I might have beginner’s luck.”

George placed a cushion on the floor
and with the assistance of his two hands
and several grunts balanced himself up-
side down upen it. James, to his sur-
prise, was able to imitate him. So was
Bunny. But when the solemn Dodo
hoisted his long legs into the air he
lost his equilibrium and fell with a loud
crash through the doors of the billiard
room. To the ladies of the house party,
ascending at the moment like angels to
bed, his prone form, with the’red faces
and loud. laughter of his companions for
background, conveyed a brief but unholy.
suggestion of bacchanalia and - that
purely masculine and clownish ribaldry
which women do not understand and
therefore cannot pardon. Had the mouth
of hell opened, displaying Satan and his
imps complete with horns and tails, Lady
Clatter and Lady Needbore at least could
scarcely have looked more disapproving.

Dodo, looking sheepish, picked him-
self up and closed the door. James was
perturbed, but George was no whit
abashed. ;

“Don’t worry about those two old
busybodies,” he said. “You've done
them a service, Dodo—given them a bit
of scandal to take to bed with them.
Eleanor Enniscrow is a good sport, likes
her guests to enjoy themselves, -Let’s
have another drink. Do you feel a burn-
It’s those
three pounds I am going to win.”

“Over, 'my—hic—dead hody,”
Bunny.

“Over your - dead-drunk body, you
mean,” said George. ‘“And, by the way
you’re hiccuping, I don’t think it will
be long now.”

“You're quite wrong,” said Bunny
with dignity. “It’s not the brandy; it's
the soda. I'm always hkely to get it
when I drink soda. It runs in -our
family.”

“You mean it blows in your family,”
said George unfeelingly. “It’s just the

said
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" wind blowing through your family tree.”

“It's—hic—no joke,” said Bunny.
“People have—hic—died of it. I re-
member one of my aunts—hic—hiccup-
ing for a whole day. They had to give
her drugs to—hic—quiet her.”

James looked sympathetic. “I have
heard,” he remarked, “that if you drink
out of the wrong side of a glass it stops
you.”

“I’ve tried it,” said Bunny, “but, dash
it—hic—my neck is so stiff or some-
thing that I don’t—hic—seem able to
manage it.”

“Why don’t you stand on your head,”
volunteered George, “and then drink in
the ordinary way? It should amount to
the same thing.” -

Bunny locked doubtful, but Dodo,
whose fall had barred him from con-
tinuing the contest, but not the brandies
and sodas; loudly agreed that it would
be either the same or better. So Bunny,
with some difficulty, again stood on his
head.

“We .had better not give him any

soda,” said George, “hecause that makes
He poured out half a -

him hiccup.”
glass of neat brandy and began care-
fully to decant it into the open mouth of
his friend. The operation. had to be in-
terrupted from time to time to allow
Bunny to hiccup, and finally, despite
George’s care, a gulp going down met,
somewhere in Bunny’s weasand, a hic-
cup coming up. He collapsed on the
floor with a crash and coughed and sput-
tered so alarmingly that George and
James stood him on his feet, and George
slapped him vigorously on the back. Un-
der these rude ministrations he regained
his breath.

“Hang it,” he said, “I thought for a
moment I wash drowned. . Of all the
shilly-ass ideas, George, you get the
shilliest.”

“Just the same it's.cured your
hiccups,” said George.

And so it had. The brandy had cured
Bunny’s hiccups, but at the expense of

UN—10

his sobriety. He relapsed upon a sofa

“and ceased to take an active interest in

his surroundings. By this time Dodo
was loudly asleep in a chair. d

VIL

GEORGE, obviously a drinker ot
proved ability and long experience, was
still holding out. But his face was pur-
ple and in his speech and movements
deliberation was thinly masking diffi-
culty. He was drinking more and more
slowly, and each time he upended him-
self his balance was obviously more
precarious.  Finally he attained an
equilibrium so brief that its achieve-

ment and termination looked less
like a headstand than a somer- |
sault. But the only effect of James’

potations had been to give him a
feeling of complete, almost supernatural
control over. his faculties. It was so
acute that he felt he could, if he wished,
take off from the floor and float around
the room. Instead, he matched George's
sketchy performance with an equili-
bristic feat that normally he would have
found completely impossible and equally
distasteful. He stood on his head,
folded his arms on his chest, clapped his
heels together several times, cried, “Look
George!” and then regained his feet by
means of a neat handspring.

George’s feelings found vent.

“Dammit,” he said, “it’s not human.
The more you drink the better you get.
We've had fifteen double brandies and
all they’ve done is to give you a wild
look in your eye.”

James laughed heartlessly. “Beware!
Beware! My flashing eyes, my floating
hair,” he declaimed. “Don’t you know,
George, that I on honey-dew have fed
and drunk the milk of Paradise?”

“It may be milk to you,” said George,
“but it'sh beginning to sour on me.”
‘With obvious reluctance he drained an-
other glass, hoisted himself to his feet
and approached the cushion. His inten-
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tion was to drop on his knees, place his
head upon it and hoist himself heaven-
ward as before. - But. George’s “timing
had been affected by his libations. - He
forgot about his'knees, and merely tried
with head and hands.to make a three-
point landing on the-cushion.
notably unsuccessful. ~ He crashed to the
floor, andJay spread-eagled upon. it in
the ‘Tattitude which, - James _thought,

seemed to have hecome characteristic of

all’ who engaged in any’form'of com-
petition .with him. .
- Without opening his - eyes, - George
murmured: “You've won. Firsh- time
ever beaten. Here's pound.”
fore he could pay his, wager, alcohol,
reinforced perhaps by slight concussion,
took -him.to its-own, and George Jay
slumbermg heavxly but” peacefully upon
the carpet. -+

- At the words, ,You ve won,” James
felt liis unnatural- sobnety drop away
and drunkenness rush. upon him. The
vivid perceptweness the acute sense of
co-ordination in which he-had been re-
joicing -a. moment hefore disappeared.
His mind, which had been.like a search-
light on a_clear night, became like a can”
dlein a:-fog. . He seemed-to be looking at
his” three snoring companions as though
“through the large end of an opera glass.
The faint warning chime whose signal
he had disregarded two hours earlier be-
gan to ring again, this time like a pass-
ing bell. ~“You've been playing -games
again,” was if$ message, “and of course
you had to win, and now-you've won
and " you're drunk, you're beiuddled,
. you're _besotted. Worse, you've be-

- trayed three better men into the same -

condition. - What will Enniscrow Castle

- think when it sees them lying there next’

morning ? - What will Niniane think ?”

WHAT ' indeed?
swaying on his feet, with wave after
wave of intoxication rolling over his
head and threatening to drag-him out
into a sea of oblivion, he knew that

It was.

But be-.

- As James stood -

UNKNOWN

Something must be done. He must get
George and Bunny and Dodo to bed. He
> opened the door of the billiard room, to
be. confronted- with deep .darkness.
Someone had ‘turned off the lights that
should have illuminated hall and stair-"
way. James felt along walls, fell over
chairs and sofas, but could find .no
~switches. And then he remembered the
pleasing custom whereby, in this' day
of grace and electricity, guests of Ennis-
crow Castle were still supplied with can-
dles-in _ancient silver sconces, to light
their way to bed. There should I)c
some in the billiard room:-
There were.. James lighted one and
again explored for switches. - But he
found none, for they had been put by

design in places where they would not =~

show. Very well then: he would use
candles. He lighted more of them and
placed ‘them ‘at strategic.points. e
dragged the limp form of Bunny to the
foot of the staircase, -With ‘more diffi-
culty he did the same for the lengthy
-Dodo.

for cargo capacity rather than stream-
lines, and to make port with him strained
He:

]ames lap1d1) declining energies:
had his three friends at the foot of:
staircase, but he knew now that.it was,
as far as he could bring them..
. preservation dictated that he¢ should- go
upstairs himself while the- goirig -was’
good.. But dimly through -
coursed the thought: Suppos
should come downstairs in th
step on Dodo. or Bunny or -George?
Suppose George, ‘or Bunny or: Dodo
should waken and find themselves in un-

selves. They might be afraid of the
dark and have hysterics.
. a last, unSteady. voyvage to the library;”
lighted every candle he found there and
.set them carefully about”the three re-
cumbent and parallel forms.

Mistily, as he took a Jast look at the
scene, he became aware that it sug-
. gested some familiar association. The

But George had been designed |

Self-

-his’ bmm '

relieved gloom? They might hurt them- .~

James' made
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still forms, the flickering candles, what
was it? ~ “Why, of course,” he said to
himself, “opera, Tosca, Scarpia. Tha’sh
what they are, Scarpias.” Three Scar-
pias. But T didn’t kill them, and I don’t
feel like singing about them either. Any-
way, it'sh time for bed.”

It was high timé for bed. Hali way
up the stairs James found his equilibrium

. deserting him. . He begin to complete’
the journey on’his hands and knees.

It was at this juncture -that Lady
Needbore pased along the dimly lighted
hallway at the head of the stairs. Per-
haps she had been helping her friend,
Lady Clatter, to bring up to date for
castle and county the chronique scan-
dalense.  For this sort of journalism, -

like others, is mostly done at.night” The
suspicion, on the other hand, may he un-
worthy, and lady Needbhore, as one
who would rather prevent scandal than
retail it, may merely have been paying
a nocturnal visit to_her daughters. And

there is always the fact that the bath-
room facilities at Castle Inniscrow

" were overtaxed by the unusual propor- *
tions of the house party.

WHATEVER the reason, it is a mat-
ter of simple history” that Lady Need-
bore, in a dressiig gown, passed the head
of the stairway as James, on his hands
and knees, had all but gained its top step.
What followed was not so simple, and
drama rather than history. Viewed
from the top of the stairs in the flicker-
ing light of the corpse candles that sur-
rounded them, the three prone figures
undoubtedly Jooked like so many cadav-
ers. Llven to James they had suggested
tragic opera. But to lady Needbore,
better acquainted | with Castle Tinnis-
crow’s long tradition of murders, ”
wraiths, banshees, specters, hogles, be-
nignant and malignant hduntings, they
suggested things that made the hair rise
on her head and her skin develop quali-
ties that would have heen useful on the
outide of a matchbox.

N

Perhaps in another second, reason
might have prevailed and the cry that
rose gurgling in the good lady’s throat
have heen denied utterance. But at that
precise moment a scrambling figure on
all fours mounted the ultimate step of
the stairs and crawled along the hall al-
most under the very skirts of Lady
Needbore’s dressing gown. Its face was
averted, the hall was dim: there was no
real chance for Lady Neebore to recog-

nize who it was or even what it -was. -

It might merely have heen a murderer;
but then on' the other hand it could have
been a ghoul fresh from feasting on the
dead.

This, however, was a nice point which
T.ady Needbore did,not stop to debate.-

Instead, the incipient scream inspired by~

the sight of the mortuary scene helow
stairs, was allowed to find vent and came
into the world all the stronger for being
delayed in gestation. . 1t split the noc-
turnal peace in which Castle Lnniscrow
lay wrapped from top to bottom.- It ac-
celerated the crawling motion of the

creature which had inspired it to what .

Lady Needbore afterward described as
“a sort of horrid scramble.”

This actually did less than justice to
James, whose four-footed progress down
the hall, stimulated, by Tady Needbore's
whoops, may have been an atavistic per-
formance, hut was. one whose speed
would have thrown no disgrace on his
remotest forefathers. Before she had
screamed twice he had rounded the

corner of the corridor leading to his’

room, and before a single door had

“opened in response to her ululations he

had gained his own and thrown himself

inside.* He even managed to crawl into
bed and draw the clothes up to his
chin. And then oblivion took him, and
Lady Needhore’s hysterics, the loud re-
assurances and interrogations of the
ladies whg sought to minister to her, the
puffings. and heavy footsteps of the men
as they carried the still senseless forms
of Bunny and Dodo and George in dis-
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grace to bed, troubled neither his con-
science nor his dreams.

James’ slumbers were profound, but
they were not refreshing. If his eve-
ning had closed on a theme from “La
Tosca,” morning opened appropriately
with a feeling that the anvil chorus from
“Il Trovatore” was being played with
great fire and vigor on his head. He
could feel the blows and see the sparks.
It must have been going on for some
time, for- otherwise why should his head
feel red-hot and twice its usual size?
James opened his eyes, closed them with
a groan, opened them again—and saw
untouched and cold by his bedside the
“morning cup of tea” which the maid
had as usial deposited there. He had
been in the habit of pouring it out his
window rather than drink it or hurt her
feelings by scorning an old English cus-
tom. But this morning he gulped it
eagerly and could have sworn that he
heard it hiss as it went down. The cup
rattled against his teeth. When he
tried to sit up, the room played seesaw
with him. Dully, he perceived that he
was still in his dinner jacket. Dimly
he wondered why.

AND THEN, above the dull roaring
in his ears, a small but insistent voice be-
gan ‘to make itself heard. “You prom-
ised,” it said.

James fumbled at his disordered tie,
his strangling collar. He would get into
pajamas. and fall again into merciful
sleep, before his head burst or his jan-
gled nerves stretched and broke. He

would— But again from the depths of _
consciousness came the remainder: “You

promised.”

“Promised ? | What did I promise?”
James asked. He asked it aloud and in-
dignantly, as though his tormentor were
somewhere.in the room. For this young
man had drunk enough alcohol the night

-before to incapacitate many a more ex-

perienced drinker for forty-eight hours.
Had it not been for the categorical im-

perative now voicing itself in his brain,
it is doubtful whether anything short of
physical violence would have aroused
him before evening. As it was his hold
on reality was slight. ' v g

“You promised—her,” vouchsafed the
voice.

It was little information, but it was
enough. Drunk or sober, there was
only one “her” now to James: And
drunk or sober, he would keep his prom-
ise to her. But what was it?+ The an-
vil chorus seemed to change its tune to
“A-hunting We Will Go.”

“O God,” said James. “I promised
to go hunting with her.” He darted a
glance at the clock by his bedside.
Eleven! The meet would have taken
place an hour before, and here he was
without horse or habit. He could not
ride at any time as they accounted rid-
ing, and now he could scarcely stand up.
He was drunk, unshaven, disgraced. He
had better pack and leave Enniscrow
Castle before the hunt returned. He
had—

“You promised,” said the voice.

Setting the Fielden jaw in a grim °
line .and steadying himself against the
end of his bed, James disrobed, drew
himself a cold bath and, while it was
filling, rang. Dimly he was relieved to
see that it was his friend George, the
footman, who responded.  George’s
feelings seemed to be equally com-
pounded of surprise and admiration.

“George,” said James, “could you get
me some breakfast and some hunting
kit, all in the space of ten minutes?”

“I could that, sir. Major Bingham—
was you with him by any chance last
night, sir 7—won’t be needing his today.
Neither will two other gentlemen, but
his would fit you best. T'll ask his man.
And what would you want for break-
fast, sir?” r '

A“Take a look at me, George,” said
James, “and bring what you think I
need.” '

“Very good, sir. I think I know what
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And what " you “gentlemen
from - America call' a” pick-me-up?’
“All right,” said- James; “but make
sure it’s also'a stay-me-down.” - ~
“Ha, ha, sir.- Very.-good, sir.
always have your joke.”
departed, chucklmg
- “Joke,” 'said’ ]ames as he “lowered
himself into his cold bath. “Joke! The
English. would poke fun at a death’s
head. And that,” he added when he
surveyed himself in his shaving mirror,
*“is not far removed front the present in-
stance.”

-You

_'TH_E COLD bath-and George’s pick-
me-up gave James strength to shave and
to scramble into the riding breeches that,
he conjectured,
other than his late.drinking companion,
and ‘final victim. But they could not
give him an appetite for breakfast,zand, -
without foundation of food, proved
treacherous allies. "By the time he had
mad¢_his way to the stables, James

- found himself carefully placing one foot

in front of another, like a man who

" picks his way through a fog.

He found the stables - surprisingly
empty. . Finally a youth garbed like an
undergroom appe:ued

‘Can you .give me a horse?” James
asked. “I was to have gone out with
the hint, but I overslept. I'll catch up
with them.” o

“O. Lor’, -sir, that I can’t,” said the
boy. “There isn't a riding horse left
in the stables. The few that. was lelt

over, sir, was borrowed from us by Sir-

Trevor Bigham for a party that came
unexpected like to stay at The *All, sir:
The grooms has taken. them over and
there’s only me here.”

“But haven't you got any sort of a
horse ™ asked James.

“No, sir, nothing you could throw a.
leg-over in the ‘ole stablés.”

Dully, . James™ turned "away. His
agonies had been all for nothing, then.
He had promised Niniane and broken

'And Géorge -
" the -hope of a future dizzying and

must. belong to rnone _

_duced nothing bigger or stronger.

UNKNOWN -

his” promise, and he had no excuse to
give that would stand the light of day.
There had been something in her eyes
as she had asked him to come—it had
come and gone like summer lightning—
that had sent thrilling through his nerves

sweet. And now, cursed fool, he had
thrown away his chance.
It was at this moment that James

heard, "almost at’ his. elbow, the high-
pitched neighing of a horse.
The boy had disappedred. Why had

he said there were no riding horses in
the stables? James opened the door of
the stall—and knew. There was a horse
there, a lot of one. Iqually, even fames
could see that this was no riding horse.
Not even for a knight of old, clad in
full armor, with his ladylove on a pillion
behind.

What James beheld was a Shu‘e stal-
lion. Generations of breeders have pro-
Not
even the Percheron or the Clydesda]c is
so magnificent a specimen of equine
power. And this was a champion speci-
men of the breed, the apple of Sir Ber-
Aram’s eye, darling of the show ring,
winner of a score of medals, and ribbons
galore. His name, blazoned in brave let-
ters above his manger, was Pride “of
Perizance. . .

Pride’ of Penzance was black from
head to foot, glossy black? A shade
over seventeen hands high
ton in weight, he bulked in the shad-
owed confines of his stall like an ocean
liner in dock. His abundant covering of
long, black hair had been carefully
brushed, combed and parted down his
short, straight .back and allowed to
feather out from his hocks so that it com-
pletely obscured his huge hoofs. No
bantam, but feathered like one, he was
. a living picture of tremendous but docile
strength. When James made a fumbling
entrance into his stall he turned his
broad head on his long, arched neck and
nuzzled _against the visitor’s pocket for

, an English

’




sugar. For deep in that enormous chest
dwelt a heart as gentle and kind as that
of any Newfoundlander that was ever
left to guard a toddling baby.

THAT WAS the Pride of Penzance,
the most distinguished occupant of
Castle Enniscrow’s stables. He was,
James soon discovered, also the only
one, The hunters were hunting, the
workhorses in the.fields working. He
shouted for the groom, but even the
groom had gone. There were left only
himself—and the Pride of Penzance.

By no stretch of the imagination could
that giant of his race be considered a
riding horse. James knew that. But
James no longer cared. He stood sway-
ing on his feet, his early-morning
wretchedness returned in full vigor,
every nerve crying out for rest and sleep,
but that small voice within him still en-
forcing its dictatorship over his re-
bellious stomach, his confused head.
Suddenly James laughed a short laugh.

“I promised,” he said. “All right, I'll
keep my promise in a big way.”

He lurched through the stables ‘in
search of saddle and bridle. When he
found them, he had to notch fresh holes
in the girth to permit it to circle the
enormous bullk of the Pride of Penzance,
and to stretch the bridle to its fullest
extent to insert the bit between his huge
jaws. Eventually he led his strange
mount into the stable yard, saddled and
bridled after a fashion no self-respecting
hunter would have tolerated. But the
Pride of Penzance took it all in good
part. He had been ridden before. As
many as three farm hands at a time had
availed themselves of his broad back
for a lift home from the fields, and their
weight had incommoded him no more
than that of his own hair. .

James clambered into the saddle, no
easy matter in his condition. “Take the
graveled road to the left of the stables,”
George had said, “and keep on until you
come to the pine wood. Take the first

.path you see to the left. That's Sandy
Lane and will lead you to Spook Spin-
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ney, which is the most likely place they it
be Jooking for a fox.”

- James took the vmvded road.. The

Pl ide, of " Penzance sniffed the morning-
air, tossed his arched neck and, to ]amea
surprise, struck into a trot. James knew
it must be a trot, for it was not a gal-
lop.  So large-scale, however, s0
planetary was the movement and so
broad the back upon which he sat .that-
he felt as though he were straddling a
motor car whose driver was trying to.
veach Ireland via the Giant’s Cause-
way. DBut the motion, he reflected, was
probably just the thing for his liver.
He did not know whether to credit
to this; or Merlin, the fact that his head
began rapidly to clear. . Hunting, aiter
all, came within the range of those
sports and games in the practice of which
he had been guaranted success by his
mighty, but strangely indiscriminating,
patron.  With  returning perspicacity
came a sense of the ridiculousness of the
figure he would cut, mounted -on this
mastodon, in the eyes of Lady Niniane
and of the hunt in-general. But it was
balanced: by a C\mml and- reckless hu-
mor. He had already. been. thru
revocably ‘beyond -the pale by the series
of bizarre and unseemly adventures into
avhich his contract with Merlin had led
him. It was given to him now to per-
ceive the dramatic fitness of this, his
last appearance,” as the grotesque ap-
propriate crown of all that had gone
before.

7

VIIL

L HE CAME to the pine wood and took
the path to the left. Fifteen minutes
brought him to Spook Spinney. He ar-
vived at a crucial moment. The hunt
had heen late in meeting; Spook Spin-
ney, a cover which almost never drew
blank, had been late in. produting a fox.
By the timé one was finally started, the
younger menibers of the field had got out
of hand and headed him back into the
spinney, where he was Jost. ‘These de-
velopments had done everything but im-

prove the temper of the new M. F. H.
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His face had grown as red as his coat
and shocked matrons had moved their
offspring out of earshot of- his lan-
guage.

But finally, from one of those whlte- :

and-tan shapes-hunting ardently in the
green gloom of the spinney, came a
-long-drawn yell. The other hounds
found the hot scent and elaborated this
opening bar into that heart-stirring

overture that tells the huntsman the’

-curtain is being rung up on his be-
. loved sport.- James, as he reached the
spinney, had a brief glimpse of the pack
pouring out its farther end, followed by
the huntsman, the whips, Sir Bertram,
and his following. Hounds, horses and

men were setting a hot pace and dis-.

charging in it the suppressed energy and
the accumulated exasperation of the
morning’s false starts.

It was a pace that could not- last,

that not even a blooded hunter could-

‘keep up for long. It was nothing that
should be attempted, even for a moment,
by a draft horse weighing a ton. But
the shire, though James-did not know
it, is a direct descendant of the old Eng-
lish warhorse. Through the elastic veins
of the Pride of Penzance coursed blood
that had thrilled to the sound of the

trumpets at Crecy and Agincourt. Speed

had been bred out of him, but not his
great heart. Here was thunder- and
shouting, and, like his scriptural an-
cestor, the Pride of Penzance pricked
up his ears and neighed a loud “Ha,
ha!”  Then, spreading his huge hoofs
in an awkward but stretching gallop, he
began to clatter along the edge of the
spinney after the pack.

Past the spinney, down a long slope

of grassland and up another, he thun-'

dered. When he reached its crest, James
. saw the tail of the hunt disappear into
another pine wood. It was an ancient
wood, filled with cathedral silence, the
trunks of its huge trees covered.to a
height of ten feet'with a thin coating of
moss. It was like the Bronze Wood
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through which ‘the hiers rides in Grlmms
fairy- tales, hefore -he comes to the Sil-
ver Wood and the Gold ‘Wood. I“resh:
air, alcohol and’ his’ surmundmgs com-, -

‘bined to.invest'the ride for. James with*
“a strange, dreamlike quality..

As' the
Pride of Penzance went pounding down:
the long aisles of the pine wood like &
flying freight over a rough siretch ‘of
track, he began to feel as though' he had'
ridden out of reality into the fourth di-
mension, This did not diminish’ when
a-chorus of yapping ahead indicated-that
the hounds had checked, and an' o¢ca-
sional gleam of a red-skirted coat told:
him that he was overtaking the hunt. ~*

BEFORE HE had quite overtaken it}
the hounds found again and the field
was off. Through the.pine wdod they
pounded and over another stretch of
pasture. This gave way to farm land,
and their way was barred by a long
stretch of thorny hedge. It was low only
at one point and on the other side of
this -was a duck ‘pond, deeper’ but as
muddy ag all its kind: Sir.Bertram and
his immediate following, knowing their
country like a book, a'v_zdlcd themselves
of a gate at the extreme right.” Nini-
ane did the same, but turned-back at left
angles with the kindly.intention-of warn-
ing off the young, the imprudent or the
ignorant from the duck pond.: Just as
James * thundered up, young Pamela
Needbore had charged the- hedge at a
half gallop, but, warned by Niniane’s
shout, had éhecked her mount at the last,
moment. - James tried to follow .her €x-
ample, but:he might as well have tried
to bridle an avalanche. The Pride of
Penzance took off from the ground as a
wrécked ‘freight takes off from a rail-
road track, sideswiped Pamela’s horse.
with his huge hindquarters ‘and séared
diagonally over the hedge. The impact
drove the lighter hunter into the hedge,
but sent his luckless rider. flying, still
sitting an imaginary mount, half- over,
half through its spiny top. Pamela had
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‘elected that day to wear ‘a pair- of light
summer jodhpurs. They were ill-adapted
for riding a thornbush, and-by the time

she had landed sitting in the duck pond,’

her prophecy that she would need a
dressing gown -if James were to have
any _part in the hunt had been all too
obviously - fulﬁlled

Th1s, however, was: not ‘the end “of
that young “man’s misdoing. Contact
with Pamela’s hunter threw the Pride. of
Perizance somewhat ‘off his‘ course and
defeated a.mighty. attempt to clear. the
duck pond.
midst of its turbid waters with a viclence
that sent them flying heavenward. in
fountain effects that were as interesting
as opaque. James had time for one
glimpse at the startled face of Niniane
before.the falling waters descended upon
it. The next moment the Pride of Pen-
zance heaved himself up, climbéd; out of
the pond and was off in full gallop, leav-
ing behind him two mdlgnant studles in
chiaroscuro.

James, seeking to rein him in, mlght
as-well have-tried to restrain-an ele-

phant with a dog leash. Across a plowed.

“field -they pounded, ‘over another hedge
into another farm. Here the chase led
across the fields, past the corner of the
farmer’s cottage, to the laneway .on
which it abutted.” The gate stood open;

two thirds of the hunt had already passed
thréugh it. But as James thundered to-
ward it there stood, full in his way, the
farmér’s., three-year-old - son.  James
wrenched. mightily -at the bridle of his
charger, They missed the farmer’s son,
but not a clothes, line ‘on which, as on
ground and hédge, the farmer’s wife was
drying household linén. Her scream at
hér endangered son had—hardly. died
Wwhen it was followed .by .éven “shriller

valedictory- ululation over the disappear- -

ance of the more intimate part of her
week’s wash. © Through thé gate and
down the lane ‘it departed, kite-tailing
bravely on its reft line from the mighty

neck and shoulders of the Pride of Pen- -

- for him.

:Instead- he landed in the.

zance. ' 'Endowed unaware with a com-
et’s characteristic feature, that startled
animal did his best to imitate a comet’s
speed. He overtook the main body of

“the hunt before it had left the Jane. A

head, slewing round over pink-coated
shoulders to divine the cause of this
mighty clattec of hools,” disclosed the
surprised face of Captain Thruster. Fate
had another and greater surprise in store
‘As surely-as a holas-thrown
by the hand of an-Argentine gaucho, a
pair of stockings wrapped themselves
around his neck, an article of lingerie
not uncommonly in next association with
them blinded his eyes, and muffled his
protests, and he. was dragged from his
saddle - with_a violence which indicated
that a crash helmet would indeed have
been a useful precaution on that day.

FREED of his distastefu] trappings as
suddenly” as he had acquired them, the
Pride of Penzance galioped on, a clothes
horse no more. His mighty lungs were
heaving, his glossy hide was in a lather,

but his pace still resisted all James’ ef- -
forts to ‘rein him in.

And -if he was
nearing the end of his tether, so was

the chase. When they debouched from

the Jane on rolling "pasture land there
were the fox; the hounds close on ‘his
track and, in irregular procession be-
hind them, Sir Bertram, his huntsman,
whipper-in and a half dozen keen riders
all going as though their own lives, not
the fox’s, hung on every hoofbeat. In
every line of their set faces and tense
bodies, thought James, was expressed

. the conviction that to be in at the death

of that small red animal before them

_was the supreme experience of civiliza-
_tion.

At the thoucht the trancelike quality
of the morning’s experience seemed to
deepen in James.” His dream turned into
a nightmare in which the red coats of
the riders took on a horrid symbolism,
the yapping, slavering hounds becane
embodiments of all cruelty which has
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ever spattered the story of man and the |.

panting, toiling figure ahead, the help-
less victim, of some dark, Druidic blood
sacrifice.. Thrilling through his veins
ran a fierce determination to balk these
demon hunters of their prey. With a
shout he spurred on the Pride of Pen-
zance for the first time in that morning’s
ride. . He felt the mighty loins flex and
reflex beneath him as their tired but will-
ing owner gave of his brave best, he
heard the thunder of his hoofs increase.
A few score strides and he was level
with the foremost riders, a few more and
he had passed them. As he passed, he
saw Sir Bertram Enniscrow, M. F. H.,
for the first time become conscious of the
unbidden presence in this, his hunt, of
the stranger who as a household guest
had already marred the orderly chronicle
of domestic events with so many bizarre
and uncomfortable happenings. He saw
Sir Bertram’s eyes widen as he recog-
nized the Pride of Penzance, saw his
face swell and redden, saw his mouth
open. From all appearances would have
emerged ‘comment of a kind to wither
the earth and blast heaven: But fate
willed that it should never find vent, for
just at that moment, a huge clod from
one of the mighty hoofs of the Pride of
Penzance took his owner full in the
mouth and effectually sealed it. There
are tribes of men who eat clay and like
it, but Sir Bertram was obviously no
geophagist. James had a moment’s vi-
sion of him, standing in his stirrups,
whip brandished heavenward, eyes pro-
truding, mouth spouting clay and bad

words, a vision apocalyptic and apoplec-

tic. And then the Pride of Penzance
was among the hounds, and had com-
mitted the unforgivable offense’ of kick-
ing several, yelping, out of his way. "But
if the charger’s offense was unforgivable,
that of his rider was monstrous, and, in
the three-hundred-year annals of ng-
lish fox hunting, probably unique.

For as his mount drew level with the
small, spent, furry figure just beyond
reach of the hounds’ jaws, James leaned
from his saddle, scooped it up, and rode
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off with it in his-arms. Once there, the
fox lay as.limply as a slain warrioi. on
his way to Valhalla across.the saddle-
bow of a Valkyrie. Whether motivated
by intelligence or. fatigue, it was obvious
that he would make no difficulties for his
rescuer. The difficulties, it was immedi-
ately apparent, would be made by his
p\lrSllCTS.

AT THE sight of this monstrous rape
of their natural, their traditional and
sanctified prey from under their very
noses, men and hounds simultancously
gave tongue, and, amid a chorus of
shouts, curses, howls and oaths, began
with a common impulse to pursue the
perpetrator of the sacrilege. The other
had been but the chase, which is mimic
war, but this was a crusade against the
heathen, the blasphemer of holy things.
As hotly as the fives of the Inquisition
and as eager to consume a victim,
hurned the hearts of Sir Bertram andhis
followers as they raised the hue and cry

As he listened to the yapping and
yelling behind him, James began to feel,
in a new, intensified and unpleasantly
personal way, the agohy of the fox and
all things imminently  pursued by the
forces of destruction. Hounds, he knew,
had been known to drag down a man,
and he "was not at all .sure that Sir
Bertram .and his companions would he
too anxious to prevent them. They were

impeccably mounted, while the Pride of

Penzance had already gone ‘ten times,
too far and- too fast for one of his
breed. He could only hope that this,
too, ‘would bé considered a sport and
within the meaning of the act according
to Mevlin,

For five minutes th\' pounded on,
with hounds and men still hot at their
heels. Then ahead of him,:on his lef
James saw what had heen a rutted trac!
in the pastuie-fand dive between sparse
woods and. thick hedges and become a
lane. Along the track and toward the
lane two herdsmen were urging a herd
of cattle, of the breed from which Corn-

wall derives the clotted cream for which
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it is famed. In ‘another minute they
would enter ‘the lane, but James, with
hope dawning in him, resolved to enter
it first. He made it—by seconds—and
then the cattle closed in behind him and
the narrow way was filled with tossing
heads and trotting, bulky forms. A few
more seconds and what he had foreseen
occurred, On the heels of the herd ar-
rived a flying wedge of eager hounds,
pressed under the hoofs of the fright-
ened cows, tried to leap over their backs,
nipped their flanks and drove them into
a wild panic. In a moment the lane
was jammed solid with milling, lowing,
eve-rolling bovinity, the air filled with
the shouts of the herdsmen and the
curses of thé whip and huntsman as they
tried to extricate the hounds. As James
pressed on, it swiftly died on his ear.
The pursuit had been dammed in full
flood. The danger was over.

And then, they trotted past a familiar
gate. Inside was a farmyard. On the
ground and on the hedge linen was dry-
ing: a broken fragment of line dangling
irom a pole told where but a short time
before other linen had fluttered in the
breeze. Another criminal had returned
to the scene of his crime.

James reined in the Pride of Pen-
zance. As he did so, the fox, which
had lain so quietly across his saddle,
leaped with one spring to the ground,
with another in the middle of the farm-
yard. A flock of hens was clucking
there. With an entire disregard of ‘the
Golden Rule, the fox gathered the neck
of the plumpest of them in his jaws,
bounded with it over the farther hedge
and was gone.

THAT HE had been rescued from the
necessity of providing dinner for others
was no reason why the fox, being
rescued, should neglect to provide his
own. In this the fox was far more
logical than James, who could not help
regarding the incident as the final touch
of bathos, the ridiculous anticlimax

which typified the foblishness and fatuity
of all that he had been and done at
Castle Enniscrow. The trancelike mood
in which he- had begun his morning’s
adventure, the sharp excitement Which
had ended it, were alike gone. Left was
only a writhing awareness of himself as
a clown, a laughingstock, a preposterous
prig whom ‘not even a supernatural
patron could keep from making a ir
himself. There was only one thing
for him now—flight. Flight back to his
own world of past actions since he was
obviously so singularly unfitted for the
world of present ones. Before the hunt
returned to Castle Enmscxow he must
be gone.

While James’ reflections were taking
this somber turn, the Pride of Penzance,
with head hanging as low as his rider’s,
was picking his way home. Through
the pine wood, past the spinney and down
the graveled road they went. Now they
stood at the door of the still silent sta-
bles. Into his stall James led the Pride
of "Penzance, draped a stable. blanket
over his lathered bulk, and patted his
mighty neck with a prayer that no harm
should come from his morning’s exer-
tions. There was no sign of Sir Ber-
tram nor his friends. With another

af

" prayer of thankfulness, James hurried

. was enigmatic,

into the hall. There, standing in front
of the fireplace, he found Niniane.

She had changed her muddied habit
for a housedress of codl green. It
matched her sea-green eyes and caressed
the fluent contours of her undinelike
figure. The look she bent on James
Not even her far an-
cestress, Niniane the water sprite, could
have looked more desirable, Jaines

‘thought, nor more fateful.

“Well?” she said.

Into James’ cheeks, pale with fatigue,
the cool interrogation brought-a flush.
As he looked at her and 'was shaken: by
the sense of her exquisite desirableness,
his face took on an expression bitter: and
desperate.

/



musically you -say that, ‘Niniane, but
how much

.of yourself -this time and what ‘sort of

explanation have you for it? is what it

means. Well,- I haven’t killed anybody
as far as I know, but they will-be bring-

_ing your friend, Captain Thruster, n-

sogn on his way 'to the hospital. T don’t
think I have quite killed your father’s

best' show horse, but that remains to
I think I ruined'a number of:
the hounds, and I certainly" carried.the:
fox away from under your father’s nose.
You-don't lynch. people here, I under-

be seen.

stand, but you have lunatic asylums. Tt

wotld-be bétter for me to leave before’

your father gets back. And thats all
dld lh:s time.”
It seems’ quite’ énough,”
- “But=—why ?”.

saud Nlm-

“IF YOU. mean-‘how,’ I can tell.you.
I"can tell you, but you won’t believe it.
You'll believe I was right about the
lunatic asylum “Your.ancestor, Merlin,

whom: we' were talking aboit the other..

night.  Well, he’ really was your an:
cestor.” He really was double-crossed by
your ancestress -with 'one’ of: his ‘own
spells. And' T released hini from it by
-accident : that's’ how the tomb in. your
Iibrary got broken.
be <a kind' of hypnotism—Y oga-——that
‘sort of thing. "I don’t'know. Anyway,
in'retirn-for-what I had done, he gave
e two of them.~ One was-to insure:iie
uccess: in ‘the’ things you seém .to>sét
--such store’on hefe.” You l\now, games
v.md all that sort of thing.”
“Thisis’a falry tale, of couyse, ]ames.
But why aré you telling it to-me?” Tt

was_the first time ‘she had used “his’

Christian name, but James was  too.in-
tent to remark it.

significance you give it.:
‘Well, what sort of fool have you made:

These spells may’

"+ UNKNOWN

“And the other?”-

“Is to make you love me.

* The words came deﬁantly from be—
tween his clenched teeth. The. Lady
Niniane looked indignant.. She noted

. the lines of resolution that furrowed his

.der amusement ?—:

‘devil.-

tired face and read pain and longing
there. Tor an instant a complex of ex-
pressions seemed to flaw the transpar-
ency of her sea-green eyes, realization,
relief—could it even be a sort of ten-
and then they became
as"enigmatic as before.

“Everything’s fair in love or war,”
said James stubbornly”

“Not fair, effective. -In War perhaps.

- Your enemy is just as dead if you stab
‘himin the back. ~ But love?

Assuming
your incredible story is true and you
have this power—of what use would my

love be-to you if you kinew that you -

had never earned it? It would be like

‘taking a sleepwalker to wife.”

“At least no one else would have you.
I couldn’t bear that. Obh, T know what
you are going to say. I know what I
am.. Nature's fool turned ravisher. An-
other Faust who's sold his -soul to the
Well, the. price- is not -too -high.

CIf T lose you, I lose it anyway. You

. tered. History!

_'the race.
It’s all there.”

“Because-it’s the truth... Oh, 1. know ’

it’s incredible, but you see, you will
soon_have proof of it.
gave me two charms.”

1 said Merlin

‘seems.

‘ny eyes were so expressive.

have drawn my soul from me. You have’

water witch’s blood in you. I know it
for T would willingly sink down in the
green depths-with you. And for you, it
God, it makés me laugh to re-
member that a few short weeks ago I
thought a man’s work was all that mat-
When I.look into your
eyes I can read more history. than Alex-
ander ever--dreamed of. The story of
The meaning of life. My. fate.

“It’s all there, is it? I never dreamed

charm, where do you keep it?”

“Here in my watchcase. And I am
-going to use it.”
“You are going to use it.. You are

.going to take me whether I will or not.

Well, in that case”—switly she dropped

And the -



her negligent pose and came to James’
side—“well, in that case, since I must
yield, it would be better to-yield grace-
fully. Dear James"—and she took his
hot cheeks between her cool hands—
“dear, sweet, silly James, did you never
hear that the quickest way to win a
woman is to ask he
“You mean—
mean 7"

iniane, you can’t

SHE MIMICKED him. “Yes, I
mean and I can mean. Why were you
so sure that I couldn’t? There’s a limit
to what a woman can do in the way of
encouragement, Even if she has witch’s
blood in her.”

“But I can't do any of the things you
do,” said James miserably. “And all
your friends do them so well. I felt T
must seem like a sort- of prig beside
them, something pallid and pedantic.
Not your kind.”

“If you mean games and sports,” she
said, “I am not exactly tired of them,
but I am tired of people who can’t do
or think or talk about anything else. I
am bored by hunting sets and county
society. I may-not have a brain, but I
know one when I meet it. What does a
woman want in a man? Something dif-
ferent—irom herself and everybody else.
And you must admit, James, that you
are that. I loved you that evening when
we sat together and you talked to me.
You made me think: you made it excit-
ing to think. No one else had ever done
that. And besides, James, you are such
a dear, silly thing and so much in need
of—mothering—"

Niniane stirred in his arms, disen-
gaged herseli, patted her hair into place.

“I have been a forward girl,” she
said. ““I think you must have used your
baleful arts on me after all. Not, thank
heavens, as you used them on Lady
Needbore. It was you, of course?”

“I am afraid so,” said James. “It was\
an accident.”

“I  recognized your handiwork.

L’honune fatal. After all, I've been a
victim myself even though you only
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hlackened niy face a few times.”

® »
247 1 _ “That was an accident, too.
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FELTDEN ?@W
WINS ’-Tl‘mg " TIRE COVERS MADEOF

FAMOUS Jee OVERALL JELT DENIM
ARE ST/LL WHOLE ano GOOD

AFTER GRUELING 50-MILE RUN/

Ruege”

'ROLLIN BUCK— Amenca‘s Typlcal Overall Wearer"
Says: ") COULDN TBELIEVE TILL | SAW/
MO WONDER LEE GIVES SUCH EITAHD COMFORT!

A PAIR OF OVERALLS
CAN BE MADE WITH
ASFEWASIOPIECES

OF CLOTH-5 BUT TONS-
2 BUCKLES ANDTHREAD

IT TAKES 73 PARTS anp 4584} OPERATIONS
TO MAKE SUPER: CORFORT TAILORED-SZE

J@T‘ @ENﬂM
' OVERAHES

Sarprer po PROCF

mISMlN(ATURE CUT-OUT OVERALL OF SELT DENIM
WILL SHOW YOU WHY.THIS TOUGH MULTIPLE-TWIST

\ DENIM WEARS LONGER-~ Beljevelt or Nol/
iy o . . e i e o S o i i e

RIPLEY’S EXPLANATION: 50-Mile Test Run—Tires covered with The H. D. Lee Merc. Company, =
genuine Jelt, Denim carried Buzz Lewis, dirt-track speedster, on an (Address nearest office) Dept. AF-10 |
amazing test run! No rips—no worn spots! These tiré-covers looked Kansas cny Mo_; Trenton. N. J.; San Francisco, Calif.;
as though they had many miles left in them. This test proves why uth Hend, Ind.; Minneapolis, Minn.
Jelt Denim used only in Lee Overalls gives you far more wear— Please send me that miniature cut-out overall and my |
Believe It Or Not ! l nearest Lee dealer's name, too! : i

“Tailored"” Sizes—(repeated by request): To make each size give | Name. = -\
the wearer a perfect fit, Lee uses 76 parts and 484 operations! Lee |
is the only overall made of genuine Jelt Denim—sanforized for | Address I
lasting fit—and woven of multiple-twist yarn for extra wear! . . .. ]

Believe It Or Not! e
Copyright 1939, The H, D, Lee Mere. Company l_ s
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