















































“Glenlyon, eh?” she said. “Not as good a name as Camp-
bell, but more fortunate. And there’s one thing to settle.
Do you still lay claim to Thorn#”

Campbell met her half-laughing eyes. Fine brave eyes,
ablaze with an cager light: dark cycs, a merry open coun-
tenance but one filled with character.

“Did you send word to Angus:” he asked.

“I did. And Thorn belongs to me, do you understand?”
The dark eyes were no longer laughing.  They were intent
and passionate. “To me!”

“Not a bit of it,” said Campbell. “Is he a crawling sert
to be the mere property of any person?  Rather, a friend.
Let him choose. Go to the door, yonder, and call him.”

Impetuously, she obeyed, crossing to the doorway and
swinging around with a swish of skirts. She extended her
hand and called the dog,

“Down, Thorn!” said Campbell quictly.

Thorn looked at her, his curved tail moving. He looked
up at Campbell, looked again at the girl who called him,
then sank down, head on paws, at Campbell's feer.

“You sec? He has decided for himself.”

A touch of anger lifted in her cheeks.

“Why, I wonder, did the Regent pick you for such a
mission?”

“Because your father, who is the Regent's steward, rec
ommended me.” said Campbell.  “And because an un-
known gentleman might get through, where some great
lord could not.”

“And now vou'd steal my dog! That's what one might
expect of a Campbell of Argyll. They're all cattle rievers
in the west country.”

“No,” he said. lightly amused. “A Campbell of Glen-
lyon. That's title enough, my lass, if it's a title you're look-
ing for.”

“My lass, indeed! You presume on short acquaintance.
Lady Anne to you, Campbell lout! Mind your manners,
now you're at court.”

“Ave, your father said you had a harsh tongue,” he re-
joined casily. **A harsh tongue like her mother. and like
her a heart of gold and the ambition of an angel! And a
tidy hand with the broom or the cookstove.” 1 doubt if
you'd handle the cookpot well, however: you scem a fine
lady indeed, though I owe you great thanks for serving me
so well this night.”

“Not you, but our queen!” she said stubbornly, as though
fighting to keep up her hot impetuous temper. “You're
harsh enough of tongue your own self, it scems: the touch
of the King's hand has set you up mightily. The man who
asked help in the cold night sang a different tune.”

“Did he, indeed? God forbid!” said Campbell. “I'm
sorry for that, Anne Haworth. You have the bloom of
Scots mists in your cheeks, and your father’s pride in your
eye; a bonny lass, and no harm in the word cither. Not
cut to a standard pattern, like these French ladies who are
all alike: but hot porridge one minute, cold porridge the
next. . . . Why, you're a woman in a thousand! Hasty
word, and quick smile afterward, like sunlight and shadow
on heather.”

He smiled at her, but his words died and his smile failed.
Weakness, a sudden lct-down from crisis, sent everything
swimming before him. He saw her as through a mist.

“What is itz” Her face changed. “Why, vou're pale!”

“Nothing, nothing, mere weariness,” he said. His head
cleared. ‘“‘Come along, lct's get the job over with and a
lodging found. Who's this St. André we're seeking?”

“The Master of the Household, and a great noble,” she
rejoined, then came to him and put out her hand to his
arm. “Please, Malcolm Campbelll It's true I've a quick
tongue, and spoke you harsh; but the thought of you
keeping my dog was a cruel one and goaded me. You'll
not take Thorn from me? I brought him from Scotland
three years ago. My father raised him.” She was all
friendly now, her dark eyes alight with pleading. The soft
warmth and beauty of her went to Campbell’s heart.
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“You'll not take him?
and me all his days!”

“No, I will not,” said Campbell gravely, striving to over-
come the weakness that gnawed at him. “I'll not lift a
hand to take him from you.” He paused an instant, then
went on: “But there's more 10 the story than you know.
We've been stung and whipped by the same lash, and that’s
a strong bond.  Also, he owes me his life and knows it.  So
il he follows me, I'll not say him nay. To you he’s but a
dog, as I'm only a Campbell lout. To me he's a friend and
comrade whom I nced sorely.  So like that or like it not,
as you please.”

He stooped to touch the dog's head, felt the quick tongue
lick his hand, and scarcely remembered what followed;
nothing mattered. He had won his race with death, and
was aware only of the consuming weariness upon him,

He’s known you but a little while,

CHAPTER FoOur
HE flicht of the Earl of Arran was only a two days’
wonder at court, though it was destined to be far more
than this in the annals of Europe.  If the chief of the
Hamiltons were gone, however, others of the name re-
mained. More than once, Campbell caught a flash ot
the scarlet-and-blue Hamilton tartan among the stalwart
figures of the Guards, like an evil omen,

Those three days betore Mary Stuart and the Dauphin
arrived set Campbell firmly on his feet again. His wound
had healed as by magic, good food and rest worked won-
ders. Thorn stuck by him like a shadow, but of Anne
Haworth he had scen no more except at a distance.

On the third morning, when word of Arran’s sudden
flight was no longer a scecret, Campbell was watching the
grooms excrcise certain horses belonging to Mary Stuart,
as part of his new duties, when he saw Black Angus and
two other resplendent figures in Highland dress approach-
ing.  He himself, as befitted his position, had acquired a
quietly rich court dress of blue Genoa velvet, but the
Guards retained all the panoply of the Scots regime.

Campbell was getting fairly well shaken down. Most
of the French nobles and officials trcated him with indif-
ference: a few with hostility; still other few with fawning
subservience, since the King had twice stopped and spoken
bricfly with him.

“Come away, Malcolm.” sang out Angus, drawing near.
“Here's two of the lads off duty to have a word with you,
so call their names and prove if ye be a Scot or no.”

Campbell glanced at the kilts and bonnets, and held out
his hand, smiling.

“By the badge of broom and the blue-green kilt, you're
both Forbes of Craigicvar,” he said, meeting warm grips.
“My father's olten spoken of a Long John TForbes who
raided the border with him in the old days.”

“Muyself, at your service,” said one of the two, a towering,
lanky man with reddish-gray beard. “And this is my
cousin Alec, the best man in the company with crossbow
or long bow: and it's heart’s pleasure to meet with your
father’'s son.  Come for a walk up the glen, man, and
we'll have a bit talk before noon meat.”

On guard duty, the Scots Archers carried no bows or
targets: the kilt and plaid were one, in that period, to be
used as a cloak by day and a blanket by night, while the
dirk and belted claymore were weapons enough. A glance
at the serious face of Angus told Campbell that something
was afoot: dismissing the grooms, he joined the three and
walked with them among the trees behind the stables and
outbuildings, while Thorn nosed about the undergrowth.

“So you're a fine gentleman of the court, Malcolm of
Glenlyon,” spoke up Alec Forbes, who was red as his long
cousin, but beardless.

“Avye, he is,” said Angus. ““And looks better than of late,
with his beard shaved clean and his braw new clothes and
bit of a sword.”

























































buy out half the city of New York. That's one reason
I wanted you as first officer. Tell you later.”

Grauman came back, bearing a thefmos, and Macklin
shut up. Danroy munched at his sandwich and pondered
the cryptic saying; it did not make sense.to him, he de-
cided. -

It was soon to make plenty of sensc.
ANROY made the most of the sandwiches and coftee.
D Then, lighting a cigarette, he rose, strolled to a win-
dow. Carefully, he put aside enough of the curtain to
get a glimpse of darkness and slashing rain. As he turned,
he found the young man at his side, with a request for a
light. He provided matches.

“Arc you one of us?"' asked the young man frankly, a
smile on his lips.

“Search me. I'm Cap’'n Macklin's mate,” replied Dan-
roy, giving his name. The other put out his hand.

“Oh, I seel My name's Jim Ekhart. Cincinnaui. Mack-
lin said he had engaged a tough lot. You don't look so
bad.”

“Thanks.” Danroy chuckled. Something about this
young fellow, who seemed so young despite his years, ap-
pealed to him. “What do you mean, one of us? Are you
one of us?”

“Technically, I suppose so.” Ekhart smiled. “As a mat-
ter of fact, I'm just the family goat. In fact, I'd be in the
Army now except for some heart trouble they imagined
when they examined me. So I'm a bit out of my depth.”

Danroy was puzzled. “Family goat? I don't savvy it at
all.”

“I'm the picked messenger of the family. You'll find a
lot of Ekharts scattered around Ohio. Some spell it Ec-
hardt, some make it Eckhardt; me, I've cut it down to

lain Ekhart. That didn’t save me from the job, though.”

“Wait,” said Danroy, feeling that he was taking ad-
vantage of innocence. Absurd as it was, he could not help
it. “Perhaps I ought to tell you that I'm completely in the
dark about this game, except that it's something illegal.”

Ekhart blinked at him. “What? You don’t know?”

“Not a smidgen.”

The young man swallowed hard and turned away.
“Sorry," he said.

Danroy came back to his chair. Dinner or no dinner, he
was conscious of a high tension in the air. Some of the
men smoked, few talked; they looked nervous and strung
up. The girl was combing her yellow hair; it was bobbed,
yet was a glorious mass. She seemed quite calm and cool,
thought Danroy; her high-angled features even looked
cruel.

Young Ekhart was staring at her in open admiration.

“Young? He’s no younger than I am. What's the mat-
ter with me?” thought Danroy with irritation. ‘“Macklin’s
my kind; yet he’s really not. He's a cold and murderous
rat. I'm off balance. I'm not seeing things straight.”

The cabin door opened and a man, glistening wet,
looked in.

“Anyone that wants air can take the deck,” he sang out.
“Navy Yard's behind us and all safe. But no talkin’ and
not a light, not a smoke! You see to it, Cap'n Macklin.”

“Aye,” returned Macklin. He stooped and picked up the
bundle he had carried; part of it was a slicker which he
extended to Danroy. “Yes? Let's do. A spot of rain won't
hurt.”

Voices were yammering from all around, uncertain faces
were blinking, demanding. Macklin stood up, donned his
own slicker, and spoke back to them.

“You heard, gentlemen. Plenty of wet deck room out-
side; but no loud voices and no smoking. Any man who
makes a light, out there, I'll kill him. . . . Ready, Mr.
Danroy?"”

Danroy was in his slicker. They stepped outside to-
gether. After a glimpse of that rain-wet deck, apparently
no one else wanted air. They went to the rail together;
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the lights of the barge and the tug and the other barge
glimmered on the darkness. The rain had lessened, but
closed in all horizons. Now and then the barge came
down hard, but had little movement.

“Don’t know what got into me, inside there,” said Dan-
roy. “My head's clear now; it was fuzzy before.”

Macklin laughed softly. “The psychology of fear.
Every person there was in stark terror except maybe the
%oung chap Ekhart, and that girl. Blasted German woman-

ood, that's what she isl A female machine without a
soul. By thc way, you watch out for that Grauman! I
had to take what I could get. He was mate on a Great
Lakes boat; is wanted for murder in that region, rather
brutal. Suspected of murdering a woman, too. He's the
onc to handle the men. You and I must handle him with
an iron hand.”

“Doesn’t seem a bad sort.”

“That kind will kill for the sheer fun of it. You'll
see. What he doesn’'t understand will cow him. He’s in
terror, too. That cabin was acrawl with terror; 1 could
feel it. Fear in the air like fog. Made me nervous, even.”

A strange man, Macklin. Danroy could sense him
again, now, as cold and dcadly.

“Well,” said Danroy easily, sucking at his empty pipe,
*“is there any reason why you shouldn’t come across? You
speak of fear and terror. True, perhaps, but why?”

“They're the pick of some three hundred thousand

eople 1n the United States who are in the same sort of
jam,” said Macklin. *“These few largely represent the
others, or those who have wealth. I will say the thing'’s
been well organized. It's hopeless to try to get out of the
country on any mass scale, and they know it. However,
it's quite possible that by sitting quiet themselves, they
can get a very few people smuggled out with a large pro-
portion of the mass wealth.”

Light dawned suddenly on Danroy’s mind.

“Good Lord!" he exclaimed. “Italians, Germans . . .
Why, of course! So that’s it!”

“Right. They're caught in the same sort of trap lhcg
or their pcople sprung on half Europe. Irony of fate, eh
Those people inside, and two or three others on the
second barge, haven't much luggage, but it's compact . . .
jewels, securities, cash. Each of these men represents a
group of pooled resources. Uncounted millions in dollars.”

Danroy's breath came sharply. Everything came into
clear focus: Ekhart's words, the strained, tense atmos-
phere of fear, the riveted thought concentrated on that
pile of luggage. The careful preparations.

“Our job is to run 'em out, eh?"” he said. *“But where?
To a waiting German ship?”

Macklin laughed thinly. “Nothing so crude. The worst
danger’s past now. Everything’s been beautifully arranged.
Another two hours, and the scheme's as good as succeeded.
We risk a spot of bad luck, nothing worse. But it's too
bad that damned woman’s aboard! That's something I

hadn’t figured on.”
S

A hattan, his brain was busy for a moment with the
ethical values of the situation. Undoubtedly it was

his duty as an American citizen to turn in this whole outfit

to the authorities; not so easy a thing as it might sound,

at this stage of the game, unless he were eager to die a

hero’s death, which he was not.

On the other hand, he would probably have chances to
do so in future; so thinking, he let the future take care
of itself. He had stepped into this affair with his eyes
open, and was taking money for his services; therefore he
owed full service to those paying. Ethics and practical
considerations were in sharp conflict, as usually is the case.
A Government agent might have one clear course of action;
he himself had another.

“Either way, I'm a heel,” he reflected. He caught an
almost inaudible laugh from the man beside him.

Danroy looked out at the rain-dimmed lights of Man-






What futile imagining! Nobody was what he seemed:
a good lesson to learn. Danroy smiled at his own
thoughts. They all looked painfully ill at ease, fish out
of water: they were at sca. physically and mentally. No
cool, competent cfficiency among them . . . except possibly
the Wetzler girl.  Sigrid: good name for her.

The barge was rocking a little more, not cnough for
anyone to notice; getting the open swell now, thought
Danroy. Ekhart and the girl were speaking ol him. dart-
ing furtive glances at him.  He smiled and nodded to
them, coolly, and Ekhart flushed a little, as though de-
tected in something underhand.

HEN the door opened, evervone started: a wave of

alarn ran around. It was only Macklin coming in,

reseating himself beside Danroy. He, too, pulled
out a pipe and stulfed it

“Harbor patrol boat just came along.” he said under
his breath. “Exchanged a hail with the tugmen and
weni her way.”  He raised his pipe and lifted his voice,
to auract general attention.  “Take it easy. gentlemen.
Everything's going very nicely. Still raining outside and
geuing thicker.”

Everyone began to speak at once, showering questions
on him. Macklin smiled. answered one and another,
seemed perfectly composed and at ease. His manner
lessened the strain. The man in tweeds came over, bit at
a cigar, and spoke.

“The air's terrible in here. Think I'll step out.”

“Not with that cigar lighted,” Macklin said.  “Mr.
Wagner, shake hands with my first officer, Mr. Danroy.
Fecling homesick for St. Louis

“Yes," said Wagner, and shook hands cordially.  Not
an insurance man at all, it appeared: he was a machinery
salesman, and tops in his line.  He had recently returned
from Mcxico and South Amcerica. a business trip.  He
pocketed his cigar and moved o the open air,

“I don’t think we have any California representative
aboard.” said Macklin. “Except you  That place you're
from—inland, you say?"

Danroy nodded.  “Visalia, ves.
Sierras.”

“Never been there”  Macklin sighed perceptibly.
many places I've never been, and wanted o see!
late now. I fancy—"

The voices of the four ltalians suddenly rose 10 a pitch
of excited passion.  One leaped to his leet. So did the
others.  Gesticulation. furious speech—one of them slid a
hand under his coat-arm.

Like a flash, Macklin was out ol his chair and among
them in onc leap. His teeth bared in a snarl, his eyes
glittering, he swept a big service automatic [rom man to
man. His voice crackled and burned with clectric force.

“You blasted tools!  Want me 10 kill the lot of you?
Hands up, there—up!  That's right. T'll take your guns.
Tomorrow you can kill one another and nobody will
interfere: but right now I'll do all the killing that's done.
You can have your guns tomorrow.”

From two of them, he 1ook an automatic pistol cach,
came back to his chair, and gave the guns 1o Danroy.
The four halians looked at hinm in paralyzed terror; that
explosion ol cold. deadly rage had vitated their own
anger, giving them a common and acute fear of him.
They sat down again, looked at one another, exchanged
sheepish smiles, and wene on talking.

The Wewder girl was regarding Macklin sicadily.  For
the first time, Danroy caught a {licker ol human fecling
in her golden feaiures.

“You've started something.” said Danroy, amused. “She’s
got her eye on you.  Likes your style, I'd say.”

Macklin sworc. heartily and not under his breath cither,
but made no comment.

Time passed. The heavy barge bumped and wallowed
through the scas until, for very boredom. the tension
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began to gather anew. Danroy was dozing when three
choppy toots from the tug brought him up, wide awake.

Macklin rose, catching up his slicker.

“That’s for us. Better come along.”

Danroy was on his feet instantly, with vivid relief and
curiosity tugging at him.  They passed out into the rain,
which had thickened, slashing along on the wings of a
brisk brecze: Danroy felt the water trickle down his neck
inside the slicker. Voices were bawling across the water,
but the tug used no scarchlight.

“T'hey’ll hundle evervihing.” said Macklin, as though to
reassure him. “Nice work: prompt to the minute.”

Red and green winked out of the dark. Some craft
was there. bow on, Danroy realized: then only the green
showed, and the masthead light like a lost star in the rain.
Wonderful luck thar no sea was running.  Macklin ob-
served. A voice hailed him from the tug, and he made
answer.

“Everything's jake,” came the response. “Two boats
working.  Thev’ll have lights: keep all doused. Your
crowd will go first.  Get ‘em ready.  Boats coming now.”

“Ayc-aye,” rejoined Macklin, and gripped Danroy's arm.

“I'll take Grauman along with me.  You stay till the
last.  No hurry, no conlusion, no delay, no lights. Here's
a ladder rigged: no grating below, so warn ‘em.  Obey
the boatmen.  It's their job, mind, till we take over the
Aleeste. Go ahead, rout ‘em out.  Single file.”

Danroy reéntered the cabin.

“Line up single file. No hurry, take your luggage,” he
said calmly. Vo lights; we'll direct you as you come.
And no crowding.  All right. Miss Wetzler. You come
along first.”

She flashed him a look almost of scorn, as though re-
coiling from woman’s prerogative. However, she came
to the door and picked up one of the bags there. The
others began to jam forward.  Grauman, at a word from
Danroy. pushed past and went on to join Macklin.

“Pass back the word,” Danroy said to the girl, as he
watched the line form behind her, “that there's no grating
under the ladder; the boat will have lights.  All's quite
safe.”

She complied. Voices and faces were eager, excited,
jubilant; tension was gone.

Danroy led her out into the wet night, and to the
ladder.  Nice work, he thought; the boat was below, two
men with boathooks holding on. They were in the lee
of the barge. and no sea was running anyway; it was quite
simple. A Hashlight from the boat glimmered insermit-
tently on the ladder. Macklin and Grauman were already
down.

“Go ahead, miss,” said Danroy.

HE went: it was stcady enough for a one-hand descent.

No faltering: a regular athlete, Danroy noted. In-

deed, she went down far better than the men behind.
They made a job ol it, whining, growling, cursing. One
ol them slipped halfway down. lost his grip, and fell.
The light went out. A laugh from below followed the
crash,  startled, alarmed voice broke out, then became
silent. All well.

Danroy dirted back to the cabin.  Empty; everyone out.
He lollowed, the last to go down. The boat was not the
first. but another. It pushed out, oars dipped, and they
were away.,

With a dim light 10 guide, they came in under a ship’s
lec. Here was a different matter; a hanging Jacob's lad-
der. From above camce a voice:

“Here's a line. Send up your duffel, one piece at a
time, while you're climbing. And shake a leg. We've got
no idcar to wait all night.”

“Idecar!” Danrov chuckled; that was Boston speaking.
No mistaking it. A Yankee, one at least, up above. He
wondered what was going to become of this Yankee crew.
The wind sang in unseen rigging overhead, canvas slatted.
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And again the squall of ma-
chine-gun fire drove them back like
leaves before the wind.

But the attack had shaken the morale

glancing up at Gregor, standing close
by him. “You know what they're
singing, don’t you? I expect you've
sung the song yourself.”

“...Own the earth . ..” the words
came clearly at that moment crossing
the intervening space, then the silence
again descended over the steppe. The
Cossacks were amused, and somcone
in the middle of the line burst into
laughter.

“Do you hear that? They want to
own the earth!” Mitka Korshunov
sneered, and cursed foully. “Gregor
Pantaleev! Shall I send that one on
horseback off his horse?”

He fired without waiting for per-
mission. T'he bullet disturbed the
rider, and he dismounted, handed his
horse to a soldier, and marched on
foot in front of his men, his bare sword
gleaming.

The Cossacks began to fire, and the
Reds lay down. Gregor ordered the
machine-gunners to open fire. After
a couple of rounds the first line of
Reds rose and advanced at a run for
some thirty yards, then again lay down.
Through his field-glasses Gregor could
see them working with their trenching
tools, digging themsclves in. A bluish
dust hung above them, and little
mounds like mole-hills grew in front
of the line. An irregular volley came
from the mole-hills. The battle threat-
ened to be protracted. In less than an
hour the Cossacks had losses: onc of
the first troop was mortally wounded,
three others crawled back to the horses
in the hollow. The second squadron
appearcd on the enemy’s flank and gal-
loped into the attack. It was repulsed
with machine-gun fire, and the Cos-
sacks galloped back in panic, scattering
and riding in bunches. The squadron
was reassembled, and silently advanced
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again.

of the Red Guards. The first two lines
were Hlung into confusion and began
to retreat.

Without ceasing hire Gregor brought
his squadron to its feet. The Cos-
sacks began to advance, not stopping
to lie down. The first irresolution
passed, and they were emboldened by
the sight of a battery galloping into
position. The first gun was posted
and opened fire. Gregor sent a man
to order the Cossacks in the hollow to
bring up the horses. He prepared for
the attack. By the crab-apple tree
whence he had watched the opening of
the battle a third gun was posted. An
observer and a senior officer were
standing about half a mile away . . .
gazing through field-glasses at the re-
treating lines of Reds. Telephonists
were running with a wire to connect
the battery with the observation post.

There was a howling. shattering
roar, and Gregor watched for the shell
to fall. The first shrapnel covered the
rows of ungathered wheat, and a white,
cottony clump of smoke hung against
the blue background. The four guns
in rotation sent shells into the rows of
cut wheat, but, contrary to Gregor’s
expectation, the gunfire caused no per-
ceptible confusion in the ranks of the
Reds. They continued to retreat un-
hurricdly, organizedly, and disap-
peared into a valley. Realizing the
senselessness of attack, Gregor none
the less decided to discuss the matter
with the commander of the battery,
whose appearance inspired him with
confidence. He awkwardly went up
to the officer and, touching the end of
his moustache with his left hand, gave
him a friendly smile.

“I thought ot leading my men into
the attack,” he said.
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“How can you attack?”” The cap-
tain shook his head violently, wiping
the sweat away from his brow with
the back of his hand. *“You can see
how steadily they're retreating, the
swine! They won't yield. And it
would be absurd to think they would:
all their commanding officers, men
raised from the ranks, are in those sec-
tions. An old comrade of mine is
there.”

“How do you know?” Gregor asked
distrustfully.

“From deserters. Cease firel” he
ordered his men, and, as though to
justify the command, explained to
Gregor: “Our fire is not achieving
anything, and we're short of shells.
You're Melekhov, aren’'t you? My
name’s Poltavtsev.” He drew some
cigarettes out of his pocket. “Have a
smoke?” He offered Gregor one.

With a muffled thunder the drivers
galloped up with the limbers from the
hollow. Gregor mounted his horse
and led his squadron after the re-
treating Reds. The enemy occupied
the next village, but yielded it without
a struggle. The battery and the three
squadrons of the Vieshenska Regi-
ment scattered through the village.
The terrified inhabitants would not
show their heads outside their huts.
The Cossacks swarmed through the
yards in search of food. Gregor dis-
mounted outside a hut standing a
little apart, led his horse into the yard,
and tied it up by the porch. He found
the master of the house, a tall, elderly
Cossack, lying on the bed, groaning
and tossing his disproportionately
small head on the dirty pillow.

“Are you ill?" Gregor smiled at the
man.

“Yes, I'm ill."”

But the man was only feigning 1ll-
ness and, judging by the uneasy shift-
ing of his eyes, he guessed that Gregor
did not believe him.

“Will you give my Cossacks some
food?” Gregor demanded imperatively.

“How many are there?"”

“Five.”

“Well, bring them in. Whatever
God has sent us we’ll give them.”

FTER eating with his Cossacks,
Gregor went into the street. The
battery was drawn up in full fighting
order by the well. The horses were
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Fewer prisoners were taken. More
frequently summary exccution was
meted out on the spot. A wave of loot-
ing swept over the front: the Cossacks
pillaged the families of Red Guards
and those suspected of Bolshevik sym-
pathies; they stripped the prisoners
naked. They took cverything, from
horses and wagons to quite unncces-
sary articles. Cossacks and officers all
stole. The baggage trains were piled
high with trophics: clothes, samovars,
scwing-machines, harness, anything
that had the least value. From the bag-
gage trains the articles flowed home-
ward in a steady strcam. Relatives ar-
rived at the front, willingly bringing
ammunition and provisions and pil-
ing their wagons with plunder. . . .

Gregor had never becn able to be-
have like the other Cossacks: he took
only food for his horse and himself,
refusing to touch anything clse and
loathing pillage. He was especially
repelled when his own Cossacks loot-
ed. He kept a tight hand over the
squadron. If any of his men took any-
thing, it was in secret and very rarely.
He gave no orders for prisoners to be
stripped and exterminated. His unu-
sual softness of heart caused discon-
tent among his Cossacks and the regi-
mental command, and he was sum-
moned to give an explanation. One of
the members of the staff roared at him
roughly:

“Ensign, what are you spoiling your
squadron for? What's all this liberalism
of yours? Preparing a soft bed for
yourself against a possible change in
the situation? Playing with both sides
for old times’ saker Now, no arguing!
Don't you know your discipline?
What# Replace you? We will! I'll give
orders for you to hand over the squad-
ron this very day, and no grumbling
from you, brother!”

He was reduced to the rank of a
troop commander. . . .

CHAPTER EIGHT
ACHAIN of days, link forged with-
in link. Marches, battles, rests.
Heat and rain. The mingled scent of
horse’s sweat and the hot leather of
the saddle. Blood that under the con-
tinual strain is turned to a boiling
steam in the veins. Through lack of
sleep a head heavier than a six-inch
shell. Gregor longed for rest, for slcep.
And afterwards to walk along the soft
turrow left by the ploughshare, whis-
tling to the bullocks; to hear the trum-
pet call of the crancs, to remove the
flying silver gossamer from the checks,
and to drink of the autumnal scent
raised from the earth by the plough.
But instead, grain slashed by the
blades of roads. Along the roads

crowds of prisoners, unclothed and
cadaverous, black with dust. Squad-
rons trampling the roads, threshing
the grain with iron horseshoes. In the
villages, requisitions on the families
of the retreating Reds, whippings for
their wives and mothers. . . .

All autumn a sluggish struggle went
on. The main strategic centre was
Tsaritsyn, and both Reds and Whites
Hung their hnest forces in that direc-
tion. In consequence neither side had
any strong preponderance on the
northern front. The Cossacks had
large forces of cavalry and, exploiting
this advantage, they carried on co-or-
dinated operations, flanking move-
ments, and attacks on the enemy's rear.
But the Cossacks gained the ascend-
ancy only when they were opposed by
morally unstable divisions consisting
of newly mobilized Red Army men
drawn mainly from the area imme-
diately behind the front. The Saratov
and Tambov men surrendered in
thousands; but as soon as the Red
command flung a workers’ regiment
or a sailor detachment into action the
situation was changed, and the initia-
tive passed from hand to hand, only
victorics of local significance being
won by each side. . . .

It was cvident that Gregor's star
still burned with a quiet, fickering
gleam. Evidently the time had not yet
arrived for it to break away and fly
off, burning the sky with its cold, dy-
ing light. During the autumn three
horses werc killed beneath himn, and
his jacket was holed in five places.
Death seemed to be playing with him,
wrapping him in its black wing. One
day a bullet pierced through the cop-
per hilt of his sword, and the sword-
knot fell at his horse’s feet as though
bitten off.

“Someone’s praying hard for you,
Gregor,” Mitka Korshunov said to
him, and was astonished at Gregor’s
cheerless smile. . . .

From the end of November the Reds
took the offensive. They stubbornly
forced the Cossack divisions back to
the railway line. After a long strug-
gle, on December 29 the Red cavalry
threw back the Cossack 33rd Regi-
ment; but in the section held by the
Vieshenska Regiment they met with a
desperate resistance. From behind the
snowy selvages of yard fences the regi-
mental machine-gunners welcomed the
encmy infantry with a hail of bullets.
The machine-gun on the right flank
spread a rain of death, while on the left
flank certain squadrons were thrown
into a flanking mancuvre.

Toward evening the feebly advanc-
ing Red Army forces were replaced by
a detachment of sailors newly arrived
at the front. They poured into the
attack against the machine-guns, not
lying down and not shouting.

Gregor fired incessantly, until the
barrel of his rifle was red-hot and
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burned his hands. He cooled the rifle,
then again thrust in cartridges, aim-
ing with screwed-up eyes at the dis-
tant little black figures.

The sailors smashed through the
Cossack defense. Taking to their
horses, the squadrons galloped away
through the village and up the rise
beyond. Gregor glanced back and in-
voluntarily dropped his reins. From
the hillside he could see the far-stretch-
ing, mournful snowy steppe, with lit-
tle mounds of snow-covered bushes,
and lilac evening shadows lying along
the sides of the hollows. For the lengt
of a mile over the steppe lay the bodies
of sailors shot down by the machine-
gun fire. In their sailor jackets and
leather jerkins they looked like crows
settled on the field.

In the evening the disintegrated
squadrons, having lost contact with
the rcgiments on cither side of them,
halted for the night in two villages sit-
uated on a little stream, a tributary of
the river Buzuluk. All night transport
wagons were dragging through the vil-
lage where Gregor's squadron was
quartered. A battery halted for a long
time in the street. Gunners and staft
orderlies wandered into Gregor’s hut
to warm themselves. . . .

All the next day the regiment was
retreating. Transport wagons gal-
loped along the roads. From some-
where to the right, beyond the grey
clouds veiling the horizon, came the
thunder of gunfire. The squadrons
splashed over the melted road, the
horses churned up the wet snow with
their hoofs. Orderlies galloped along
at the edge of the road. Silent crows
stalked awkwardly, like dismounted
cavalry-men, about the wayside¢, im-
portantly watching the retreating col-
umns of Cossack squadrons, skirmish-
ers, and lines of wagons as though re-
viewing a parade.

Gregor realized that nobody could
halt the springs of the retreat now.
The same night he deserted from his
regiment.

“Where are you off to, Gregor?”
Mitka Korshunov asked, watching
with a smile as Gregor put on his great-
coat and fastened his sword-belt and
revolver holster.

“What do you want to know for?”

“I'm just curious.”

Gregor's face worked, but he re-
plied merrily, with a wink:

“To the land of ‘mind your own
business.” Understand?” He went out.

His horse stood saddied. Until sun-
rise he galloped over the frozen field
by-ways. “I'll stay at home, and I'll
hear as they go by and can rejoin the
regiment,” he thought casually of those
with whom he had been fighting side
by side only the previous day. By eve-
ning of the following day he was lead-
ing his horse, worn out and emaciated
with the two-hundred-mile ride, into
his father’s yard.































































He peered out at the hitching-rack. Three saddled
horses were there. Being a horse-thief was dangerous, but
trying to stay in town more dangerous. In the vague light,
he couldn’t very well judge which was the best horse—but
decided on the ncarest. Men were going back and forth
down the street, not running. A little shooting scrape
didn’t mean so very much; but there would be endless jaw-
wagging about why he had shoved Taggart out through a
slit in the canvas. Patton smiled some more. It was al-
ways a good thing never to talk too much. He hadn’t
shown his hand, cven to Taggart. He had intended to
make Taggart show him wherc the Davids and Harringson
party were being held.

The horse’s reins were on the ground, and he was tied
loosely with a saddle-rope.  Patton, not hurrying, coiled the
rope, retied it to the saddle, leaving the noose about the
horse’s neck.  He took the reins and led the horse slowly
away from the hitching-rack, behind the stage office, and
on out toward the edge of town. Whocever saw him would
not be likely to think he was stealing a horse on loot. He
was well out of town belore he swung into the saddle,
slapped with the reins’-ends and set out for Fenton City.

When the young Texan, Alford, came for his horse, 1t
was not there. He let out a string of cuss-words that would
have made a rattlesnake back away; then his voice soltened,
and his cuss-words had a soothed wonderment as he thought
he could guess at what had happencd: Patton had chosen
his horsc to escape, which was all right with young Alford,
though he was in a hurry to get back to the camp with the
bad ncws that Colonel Blade had been killed.

Al had ridden in to sec if Patton had lcarned anything,
and was just in time to get into the commotion around the
Red Onion. Nobody knew why Ned Patton had done a
thing of that kind: he had dropped a wagon-guard with
a broken leg, and, some said, had killed Taggart. Any-
how, Taggart was dead. At first men surged all about look-
ing for Patton, but there was much talk and 0o much
drinking: and the general feeling grew that a dead man was
merely a dead man, though he be Berny Taggart.

Al went down to the corral and told about how he had
lost saddle, horse and all in a poker game, but fellows had
made up a pot lor him to hire a horse so he could get back
to camp, a buffalo-hunter’s camp.

“Me, I'm a skinner,” said Al. “Let me have a horse that
aint worth stealin’—if you don’t think I can be trusted.”

It was well past sunup when the tired horse trotted into
camp, and from the saddle Al told the news: “Blade’s dcad!
Taggart too—Patton killed 'im! Patton ride down here?”

The boys looked at All and grinned, looked at onc an-
other and snickered some. He demanded angrily: “What's
the matter with you galoots? No joke as I sec! The Col-
onel’s dead, and—"

The lanky Tex's grin widened. “Yeah, we knew! His
ghost rode in barcback on a mule he stolc at the end of the
track! He'd hid himself like he was dead, so nobody but
us would know. Hc's asleep over there. Pile yourself off
that bonce-rack. We're ridin® into Plummer tonight! The
railroad’s give the Coloncl ten days 1o do his doin’s. He
wants to give ‘em back about seven or eight, so—"

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

HEY jogged toward Plummer City, in a wide circle

that avoided the road, and waited five miles from

town for darkness. The boys squatted cross-legged
and on haunches, letting the horses graze, drawlingly teased
Alford, who couldn’t remember where the blacksmith's
shop was, but had told the Colonel where there was the
prettiest girl!

Blade had as good a map as Alford could give, which was
not good. “The Red Onion, stage office, hotel”—"some
more tents,” vaguely. “Freighters over there—1 never been
there in daylight, Colonel.”
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Blade, who knew what a map ought to be like, was not
critical.  The boy had given the best he knew, and towns
were confusing to men who were used to judging distance
by the mile.

There was no necd of trying to guess what Patton had
been up to. He had counted on Patton, who was there
playing a lone hand. He had sent other fellows riding in
and out, never—except to young Alford—mentioning Ned
Patton, and without learning anything ol specific value.
Plummer, not Weldron, was supposcd to be at the head of
the town.  But Weldron had brought oft an audacious
stroke, with cleverness; and Blade had the chagrin of hav-
ing perhaps tragically underestimated the fellow.  There
was only one chance to strike back, and he could strike in
only onc way. It was not cnough to move boldly; there
must be certainty too, for if he lailed this night, it would
be known that he was not dead and—well, he felt that he
might as well be dead for any good he could alterward do
General Harringson. . . .

\When darkness came, they rode on at a walk: there was
lots of time, a whole night of it.  They went through low-
land grass higher than their stirrups, plodded up the rise
and saw the glow of Plummer City two miles off.

A bunch of heavily armed men riding into town, even in
darkness, might attract notice.  Anyhow, Blade did not
want them waiting around in town. They were young, in-
cautious: girls would be at them, and they might start
drinking, or snap back at quarrclsome words without drink-
ing. Blade knew the hazard he was 1aking.

Somewhere, far ahcad, a dog barked—probably a wag-
oner's dog. Blade studied the sky. which was not cloudy
enough to promise the rain he would like to have for this
night.  The horses walked on with faint creak ol saddles,
clink of spurs, jingle of bit-chains as they bobbed their heads.

“This 1s close enough, boys.  You wait here. Be a long
wait,” Blade told them. Saddles creaked as they swung off,
dropping reins, hitching up their pants. “Be carcful about
cigarettes. Light them behind your hats, close to the
ground. If anybody comes nosing close, tie 'em up! But
no noise!  And Tex, let's trade hats. Mine's no better, but
yours is gray. 1'd give a couple of dollars for a full beard!

“Another thing.  If you hear shooting, stay right here.
Stay here till Al comes back.  And unless he tells you other-
wise, when you ride in, ride slow!”

Blade and Alford went on, stirrup to stirrup, still walk-
ing. A horse nickered as they passed a wagon. A man
called out of shadows, “Howdy?" as if inviting conversa-
tion. Alford said, “Howdy,” but they did not pause. Far
ahcad in the sureet some fellow was whooping.

Alford said: “Funny, you just don’t feel you're havin’
fun unless you make a noise. All of us that way—only
mebbe not you.”

They turned from the street, picking a way around tents
and buildings. “Yonder's the hotel. Block away, back of
i, the warchouse. 1 forgot it when I made the map.
Sure hot here in daytime, 1 bet. Not a tree in town.” They
came up an cmpty side-street, rounded the corner, and were
again on Main. “Stage office,” said Alford. “Corral’s on
down there.  Other horses were at the hitchingrack. Men
had ridden in from hunters’, graders’, perhaps timber-cut-
ters’ camps.  “Noisy as hell,” said Alford, looking off down
the street, listening.

The fellow was still whooping and had roused other men
to the merriment of answering and joining in. “I'm a
woll, whee-whoo-pee!”  —"Best you c'n howls” a powerful
voice taunted, amiably. It was all fun. Figures came out
doorways, passcd through the street’s dimness, appeared at
other doorways. Music jangled through the noise.

“You keep out of sight, and wait. I'll be back,” Blade
told him. “Be a long night.”

Blade pulled the hat forward, rubbed at his cheek as he
walked away. Two days without shaving had roughened
his face to a slightly unwashed look, but had not helped
concealingly. He stepped back to let a mule-drawn wagon















tened down, afraid of bullets. Blade looked through, with
“Come on, Tex! Tom!” They backed out, Tex linger-
ing at the door as it hopeful somebody would pull a gun.

Blade's men came {from about the hotel, yelling like In-
dians, irrepressibly. A hand thrust a revolver out of the
dining-room window, shot twice—and rifle-bullets smashed
glass where the hand had been. That was cnough to quict
the men there.

“Climb up!" said Blade to Weldron. “We brought this
horse in for you! Give him a hand up, Tex.”

They were snatching reins from Jess, the horse-holder,
and swinging into saddles. Jess said: “Damn, I aint shot
once!” He drew his revolver and emptied it, just for the
noise.

Blade was the last man into the saddle, and he rode last.
Young Alford, all agrin, rcined back alongside of him,
“They can’t follow anyhow, Colonel! You cut the bridles
and latigo straps!”

“Not to keep men from following!"

“Then what the hell, Colonel?”

“I was afraid Davids and Harringson might be held
where somebody could get to them before we could. No-
body can! You'll see! Weldron had a brilliant idea—but
locomotives travel faster than horses!"

As the horses jogged by a woman rushed torward. Hands
snatched to pull her back for fear that she would be
trampled, but she ripped her clothes to break away, and
men reined aside, avoiding her—a half-drunken dance-hall
girl. She pressed right up to Weldron's stirrup, screamed
mockingly at him, “Now do you bclieve me! Threw me
out, you did! Laughed! Said you wished he wasn't dead!”
The horse with Weldron on it had gone by, and her voice
followed him in a shriek as if to sphit her throat and make
him hear: “You got your wish, yvou—"

Blade looked down and said, “Good-by, Betty, and
thanks for helping!” He rode on while she stood staring.

T was mid-alternoon when tired men with horses sweating

came to the end of track. The iron gang that loafed
morosely shouted one to another and ran with mob-like
rush for the telegraph-car, pressing in among the horsemen
who grinned in happy weariness.  Blade, they said, was in-
side there. And with Weldron. Blade. dead? Not that
man! Of course they knew where Davids and Harringson
were. Blade now was after an engine and car (o take them
back to Soote.  They had raided Plummer City and walked
out, by God! Shot it up, good! The road would go on.

In substance that was about what an excited telegrapher
hammered over the wire into Fenton. Colonel Blade “'re-
spectiully reports”—the General liked reports to be made
“respectfully”—and so forth and so forth. One Royal Wel-
dron, “prisoner,” together with a letter signed by the pris-
oner and addressed 1o once Jacob Gilcroy, New York City,
his uncle, giving details of the successful accomplishment
of said Royal Weldron's mission, and so torth. Engincer
party reported to be held prisoners at deserted timber-cut-
ter's cabin near Soote Station.  “Respectfully requests” that
locomotive and box-car be placed at disposal ol Blade for
transporting men and horses.

Old Pop McVey gouged, clbowed, pushed his way
through men, up the car steps, came in excitedly.  Blade
leaned against the wall, rolling a cigarette. Old Pop shook
a puny fist, cried, "You've spoiled it all, you have! Here
I've set up the nicest piece about what a fine man you were
and how sorry we all are that you are dead!  And now you
come 1o life and spoil my masterpicce! Oh, well,” said Pop,
“I'll go through 1t and change the name to Ayers! He is
dead and no doubt about it. They have his body!”

“Avyers?”

“Yes sir. Old Ayers.”

“Who? How?"

Pop shook his head. “Nobody knows. Right through
the heart. Last night it was. He wasn’t liked, but who'd
think he had an enemy? At least, one to do that!”
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Blade finished the cigarette, eyed Weldron, still in stock-
ing feet, barcheaded, with shirt unbuttoned but tucked in-
to his trousers. He was more than saddle-weary.  Blade
had read the letter, vain with claim for credit and boast-
ings, to his uncle. “I wonder,” Blade thought, “if you had
anything to do with Ayers?”

“Something’s coming!” said the telegrapher. It came:
“Colonel Blade, End of Track beyond Wilkson. Sir: Re-
quest granted. Hallard”  Just that. No viclding to even
one congratulatory word. Blade read and smiled wryly,
not caring. Maybe that was what made Hallard strong.
He never yielded. Would he be hurt by Ayers' death?

“Wait!" said the telegrapher. “‘Something clse.  General
Harringson has been sent for.”

The iren men went into action.  With muscles that
ached from idleness they threw commissary supplies out
of a box-car. They carried a wagon-bed trom the team-
sters’ yard, tore oft the side-boards. nailed cleats on one
side, supports on the other for the horses to walk up into
the car.

Presently General Harringson's message came through:
“Any conditions involved in prisoner’s surrender?”

“Hell. no!” said Blade. “And send just that!”

“To the General?” asked the telegrapher in a weak voice.

“You are right, boy. That would be wrong. So take it
this way, ‘Coloncl Blade respectfully begs to report, “Hell,
no!" """ He looked straight at Weldron. *“‘Only conditions
involved are that Colonel Blade will hang him if engineer
party is not where he says. Send that!”

The click ot the sender went on and on, then stopped,
and there was the hush ot waiting. Soon came back: dot
dash—dot dot dot dot dot—repeated—dot pause dot dot—
and so on until Blade read: “Approved. Harvingson.”

The rescue of the engineer’s party was made in the dawn.
Blade, using an old cavalry trick, had his men crashing
about through the woods in a way that gave an impres-
sion ol great numbers.  Plummer himself said, “Surrender!”
and came out first.  He looked like a very sick man. The
others followed with hands up.

Plummer seemed to have the weary relief ot a man glad
it was all over: and, not knowing that Weldron had been
caught, he said bitter things. “As soon as we hcard you
were dead, he had me come here, with a treight-wagon to
follow . . . take the men back nearer Plummer City . . .
he never intended to let them be released . . . hated Jack
Harringson, and—"Then Blade brought Plummer and
Weldron together and their exchange of remarks inter-
ested him,

Blade sent men out to mect the {reight-wagon and hurry
it in. It was a good vehicle for transporting prisoners!

The men who had captured the engineer’s party had not
known what it was about, being put to it by Plummer as
a wity to extort money {rom the railroad, and had be-
come friendly with their prisoners.

Davids, Jack Harringson, and the three others, were
dirty, unshaven, unwashed.

“Bunch of wramps!” Blade told them.

Young Hamby, called the “Kid,” took off his glasses,
rubbed the Ienses with the cleanest spot on a dirty hand-
kerchief, peered grinningly at Blade. ' Jack said you would
find us!”

“Don’t be 1oo happy, any of you!"” Blade told them, smil-
ing a little. “The only reason the General wanted you res-
cued is so you can be punished for disobeying orders!”

“'Disobeying’?” asked Davids.

“Going ncar Plummer City!”

“But, hell!” said Jack Harringson with forward lurch of
shoulders. ““We were sent to—"

Davids exclaimed, “But look here, Colonell” and fished
a soiled folded paper from his pocket. It was an order in
Hallard’s name to inspect and check the graders’ work be-
yond Plummer City, immediately; and signed by Ayers.

The paper was from Hallard's office, but the signature:
“Forgery—or not?” Blade could not guess.



























‘Look out, you damned tool!"” With
a shout, half of warning, half of horror,
Hardesty leaped at the cab. The driv-
er snarled, kicked open his door, and
was out with a furious oath.

“Who ye calling names? I'll learn
ye to butt in—"

Hardesty's fist knocked him back
against his own cab; then, seeing the
squalling but uninjured boy under-
toot, he stood slack-jawed. Hardesty
stooped and extricated the boy. There
was a rush of people, yellow and
white, and a policeman strode u% just
as the driver came to life and began
to hurl accusations at Hardesty. On
all sides voices dinned up angrily; Har-
desty set the boy down and straight-
ened

“Sure 1 hit him,” he said to the po-
liceman’s question. *“He'd have killed
the kid, in another minute!”

The crowd was ugly; the driver
climbed back into his cab and waited
there, while the officer importantly
took down names and addresses. Then
he turned to the driver.

“Scram! And you're lucky 1 don’t
take you in for reckless driving! Lay
any assault charge against this man,
and what you'll get will be plenty.
Scram!"”

The taxicab swung off down the hill.
Hardesty grinned at the officer and
drew clear of the jabbering crowd
around. The boy had vanished.

Sauntering on aimlessly, Hardesty
realized that he had come well out of
the affair; it might have developed in-
to a nasty brawl with attendant pub-
licity, which he did not desirc. He
was utterly at a loss how to go about
his business with Mr. Shu, and was
desperately sceking some suggestion as
to an angle of approach. To walk in
and present such a claim, against such
a man, would be shcer nonsense.

Thanks to his past success, money
was no longer a prime objective. At-
tracted by a handsomely embroidered
robe in a shop window, he entered the
place with the idea of sending it to
Miss Negli as a present. Then he re-
membered that she had lived in China.
Her father had been killed in Chung-
king; she herself had been hurt in that
bombing. A Chinese robe would hold
no allure for her; she probably had
fincr ones already than Ke could buy.

IVERTED from his intention, he
oked about the shop counters
and Enally bought a grotesque little
goldfish carved from red agate; the
shopgirl agreed to send it by mail, and
Hardesty wrote out a card to Miss
Negli, care of Cavendeen & Carver.
The Chinese girl looked at it and
glanced up, a smile in her eyes.
“Almost a Chinese name, Mister!”
she said gayly.
“Eh? How's that?” Hardesty dc-
manded. The girl pointed to it, and
took the pencil.

“Negli. Same as Ng Li; a famous
poet of ancient China, before Con-
fucius.”

Hardesty laughed at her joke, paid,
and left the shop; but he gave no
thought to the incident. Stella Negli
had nothing of the Chincse in her
makeup, unless it were the black eves
and the lovely complexion like faint
rose-petals heightened with gold. He
was thinking of something else. Hc ab-
horred sneaking and trickery. He had
determined to go straight to Mr. Shu
and get the worst over at once. Then
he would know where he stood. He
walked back down Grant Street brisk-
ly, and encountered the policeman
who had taken his name at the scene of
the Iray. The officer crooked a finger
at him.

“I don’t think you’ll have any trou:
ble with that bird, Mr. Hardesty; but
in case you do, look me up. Flaherty
is the name—Chinatown detail. I'll
take care of things.”

“Thanks very much,” said Hardesty,
and went on. No, he thought with a
chuckle: not likely the taxicab man
would mauke any trouble!

E encountercd no dclay in his in-
terview.  An outer room held sev-
eral Chinese girls at desks; the private
office was small and crowded. Mr. Shu
was not large, but he was very wide in
the shoulder; obviously, a powerful
man. His features, too, wcre wide,
solid, heavily boned, with heavy-lidded
black eves, but he was smiling genially
as he shook hands.

“Mr. Hardesty, representing Chosan?
Glad to mcct you. Sit down,” he said
amiably. “And what can I do for you,
Mr. Hardesty?"”

“Pay mc cight hundred thousand
dollars,” said Hardesty gravely.

Mr. Shu's gcniality vanished. He
offcred his visitor a cigarctte, took one
himsclf, and held a match to each.

“I thought so. Do you really expect
to collect that claim?”

“Not by process of law.”

Shu Wen looked at him tor a mo-
ment, as though appraising this slow-
sKokcn, dark, intent young man with
the firm lips and undeviating gaze.
Then he nodded.

“I see. You've been given the ac-
count to collect if possible. You've
only a superficial knowledge of the
matter. You're an honest man, cap-
able, not shrinking from direct action;
and not hopeful of results—because
you're dealing with a scoundrel.”

Hardesty’s lips twitched. *“Nobody
said you were a scoundrel. Other-
wise—"

“A good gucss. eh? Supposc I of-
fered to compromise the matter?”

“I have full power to settle,” said
Hardesty. “Then you admit the debt
is just?”

“Let’s not talk like children.” The
other leaned forward, speaking ear-
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nestly “I'm an Amcrican citizen; 1
was born here, I was given the best
available education; but the blood of
Han remains the blood of Han. Our
people, Mr. Hardesty, do not forget
a kindness, even beyond the grave; nor
is an injury ever forgotten. Some
years ago, the man who founded the
Chosan Import & Export Corporation
decply injured my father.”

R. SHU rclaxed comlortably; he
was enjoying himselt now, it ap-
peared to Hardesty.

“In return, 1 caused Asiatic great
vexation,” he pursued. “And finally,
that old injury to my father cost them
eight hundred thousand dollars. Fur-
ther, I was instrumental in breaking
up what remained ol the corporation,
after its virtual destruction in the
bombing of the Chinese capital. 1
trust that you catch my drift:"”

Hardesty nodded.  Those black eyes
were malignant as the devil's own.

“You make it fairly obvious, Mr.

Shu.  Why do you offer to compromise
the debe?”
“Idon’t. 1 mcrely asked a question,

to sec how tar your powers extended.”

Shu Wen chuckled amuscdly, like a
boy, a very cvil boy. Bencath his mask
ot bland geniality Hardesty sensed a
quiver as of deep and deadlv forces at
work.  “No; we cannot make a deal.
The only person with whom 1 would
talk on the matter is Miss Stella Negli.
I understand that she is the only one
of the family who escaped the Jap
bombs."

“If you have any ofler to make, I'll
relay it to her,” said Hardesty.

“So you know her! You are lucky;
they say she is very beautiful. Well,
there’s a possibility.” Mr. Shu frowned
thoughttully.  “You'll understand, of
course, a man does not write a check
for cight hundred thousand dollars—
a man in my position, at least.”

“A man in your position is one who
might well do so,” Hardesty said with
irony. The other flung him a look
and a slow smile, and nodded.

“You, too, have a certain sense of
humor, eh? I have an idea.” Mr.
Shu glanced at his wrist-watch. “Hml
The bank is closed now; too late today.
After all, why should I cling to a
hatred that is ended? [I've more than
squared my account with Chosan, . ..
Negli is dead, the spirits of my ances-
tors have not lost face, the past is
closed.” Mr. Shu seemed thinking
aloud. He turned to Hardesty with
decision.

“I will discuss this matter with you;
then, if we reach an agreement, with
Miss Negli. Is that satisfactory?”

“If she consents,” said Hardestry
cautiously.

“Very well. Comc here at eleven
tomorrow morning; I shall be ready.”

Mr. Shu was most cordial, shaking
hands and seeing him out personally.


































































“Now look here,” said the city cditor gently. *“What will
the cops think if we tell them maybe that is our publisher’s
body floating around in a rowboat.”

“You never know,” Swett said ominously.

“We do that, and Mrs. Peck finds out, and what do we tell
her?”

Swett pulled his lips into a straight line for a minute.
“I heard a man threagen her vesterday,” he said primly. “I
heard her son-in-law say he should have split her head
open.”

“You what:"

“Joe Borsden,” said Swett.

“Oh, God.” the city editor sighed, “what next!
could you identily her? This says the body's naked.”

“Mrs. Peck hay a peculiar scar on her left arm,” Swett
said. “Just above the elbow. She was burned as a child on
a hot-water bottle.”

“All right.” the city editor said. “We'll check.” And he
hustled a young reporter named Craig off to the morgue
to find our. Half an hour later the young man returned,
breathless,

“T'he scar,” Craig said.  “It’s there!”

The city editor dropped the phone.

“Hold cverything,” he yelled. *“Somebody knocked off
Mus. Peck.”

There was absolute silence for a moment. Then onc of
the rewrite men spoke: “Don’t anybody move until the cops
get here,” he said in a stage whisper.  “You're all suspects.”

But

CHAPTER ELEVEN

?—QS—’F—". OBBIE park_erl her car on the rough track
b | above the bridge and walked down through
& i the willows to the water’s cdge. The steady
beat of a one-cylinder gasoline engine came
across the water as she stood on the bank and

stared out at the barge. She could see Joe

£

Borsden’s strong figure bent over the sluice-box.
It was some time belore she could attract his attention.
She wried yelling: she tried throwing stones—not very suc-

cesstully—toward the barge.  She waved her arms; she
yclled some more. "Then Borsden straightened, turned and
saw her.  He shut the motor off, called, “Hello!”

Robbice beckoned to him. “Come here,” she called back.

Borsden slid his canvas kayak off the barge, climbed in
and paddled across the bright strip of water, bringing the
boat skilllully to a spot just below where Robbie waited.

“Been here long?””  His lelt hand smothered her small
right hand, held it.

“Not long.” Robbie tried to smile back. She didn’t feel
like smiling.  Humphrey Campbell’s crisp order remained
in her consciousness—"Tell him to hot-foot it to the sheriff's
office,” Humphrey had said.  “If he won't go. drag him
there”  She thought of Mrs. Peck’s mutilated body in the
boat, of the ominous black headlines on the front page of
the News, and shuddered.

“What's up?"”

“They found the body,” Robbie said.

Joe nodded.  “Didn’t take long,” he said thoughtlully.

“Mr. Campbell wants you to go right to the sherilt’s
office.”

“Why?"

“He said you should go there before they start after you.”

Joe nodded again. “I'll drive you in,” Robbie told him.
“On the way I can tell you what you are to say.”

They walked up the hill to her battered roadster, and Joe
helped her under the wheel. She liked the feel of his fingers
on her arm—swong fingers. He got in beside her, didn’t
speak until the car was on the road rattling toward Joaquin
through the lush bottom-lands. “Let’s have ijt.”

“You're to say you were in town and saw the paper,”
Robbie e¢xplained. “You're to tell them you want to.do
anything you can to help.”

“Have I seen Campbell?”

“Yes. You went to him about the custody matter.  You
hired him 1o work on that. He says to be truthful about
everything cxcept what happened this morning.”

“What's Campbell doing¢”

“Right after you left, he went out to the lodge. He was
gone a long time. \When he came back, he had me find out
who a man named Don Skeel was. Then he went across the
hall and talked to Mr. Beaumont. That was when the
paper came out about Mrs. Peck.”

“Skeel—who is he?”

“He manages the News radio station.”

Joe leaned back and lit a cigarette. He stared moodily
at the road that climbed up now to the top of the bluff and
ran along its edge. Below was the river and the green
fields on either side. He asked: “Where was she murdered?”

“In the woodshed,” Robbie said. “With a double-bitted
ax.”

“When?"

“They think early this morning. About six."”

“Suppose they ask me about the boat,” Borsden said.
“About sceing 1t? If it floated by in broad daylight, I
couldn’t have missed seeing it.”

“Mr. Campbell said you might casually mention seeing
somcthing float by. You might say you were busy and paid
no attention.”

“Well, I had a few months of peace.” He spoke softly.

“Everything will be all right,” Robbie comtorted.

He laughed. “No. I'm in for it. They'll charge me
with murder and put me in jail,” Joe said. “I haven’t any
doubt of that.”

“Oh, no.” She took her hand from the wheel and put it
on his sleeve. “Mr. Campbell will prove you didn't do any-
thing.”

“1 hope so.”

“They won't put you in jail. They couldn’t do that.”

“I won't mind that part of it so much. What I'll mind
is having the past shoved down my throat.” He studied her
profile. “How much do you know, Robbie?"

She liked it when he used her name. “Not very much.”

“I don’t want to go back,” Joe said. “The first thing,
I'll be pitying myselt again. That won't do, Robbie. I've
worked things out pretty well.  Managed to convince myself
that I lost nothing, really.”

“Nothing,” Robbie echoed.

“I never had her. And it’s not this.”  He hit his black
glove on his knec. “Rather, what it represents.  Conceit,
Robbic. I thought I was grecat. Iwasn’t. The world goes
along without me just as well. The music’s there, and
there’s always some one to play it.  When she cut it off—"

Robbie took her gaze off the road, stared at him mo-
mentarily.  “IWhat?”

“Of course, you don’t know. Mus. Peck threw a hatchet
at me. That's how I lost the hand.”

Robbie bit her underlip. Horror surged up in her.
“They ll—they 11-"

“Say I killed her because of that. Yes.”

“She deserved killing,” Robbie said bitterly.

“For that? No.”

Again she shot a quick glance at him.
killed, Joe?"”

“You doubt me?"”

“No, no,” she protested.

“l can’t make cven you understand.”  Joe smiled wryly.
“I won't fare well with the law, will 1"

“But I do understand.”

“Your mind does, pcerhaps.  Your heart doesn’t. 1 lost
a wife and a hand because ol Mrs. Peck. What better reason
for murder?”

“The hand or—her.”

“Why was she

HELY didn’t speak again until they reached the court-

house park. “Here I leave you,” Joe said. She stopped
the car. He gestured toward the ugly bulk of the jail.
“Maybe they'll let me have visitors.”
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clear for another day, the Old Guy
with the Book turns another page.

Out of nowhere came a cavalcade
of Albatros D-3's that did not spit a
slug until their props were almost
chewing up our rudders. How we
managed to stay alolt after that first
charge, the Old Guy with the Book
only knows. Fortunatcly, some ol the
other gunners were more awake and
alert than I, and they opened up
quickly cnough to at least get them
gingerish in the last few dozen yards
ol their dive.

I was soon up on my locker, firing a
few frantic bursts over our top planc.
That's the sort of tail-defense you had
to produce aboard a Fee.

I looked down toward Clement’s
planc and saw the camera plancs beat-
ing it back across the line with their
priceless plates. Yes, they used plates
in those days, so that if you made a
bad landing and cracked them all up,
you could go back again and get some
more.

GREEN-AND-WHITE Albatros went

down in blue-black smoke and

disappeared. I do not know who got
it.  Most certainly T didn'r.

They came in on us again and
pounded away, and I was amazed at
their garish colors. Bluc noses, red
wheels, green prop-bosses and yellow
wings. It was a tornado ol color that
threw death-strcamers of sparkling
tracer. Two came at us from a stift
angle that left me blocked oftf by my
own wingtip. I tricd shooting through
the struts and risked clipping our own
flying-wires, but Captam Bush yelled
at me, so I chucked that and climbed
up on the locker again.

Another Jerry went down in flames,
throwing his tail away on the way
down. Bush doll-danced our plane all
over the sky, and we finally managed
to drive them off.  Bush kept on stunt-
ing her unul I finally scnsed he'd
stunted us clear out of the formation.
When I slipped down off my locker, I
discovered that we were all alone in
the air. Where the other Fees had
gone to, I had no idca.

“You all right?" asked Bush.

I nodded. and he turned north in-
stead of beating it for our side of the
line. Istared at him. but he had what
is now known as a dead pan. I knew
then he had no intention of going
back. He was out to win the war on
his own.

“You're heading for Roulers, you
know,” I intormed him, and showed
him my map.

He nodded, perfectly satisfied. 1
pointed ahead and indicated a torma-
tion ol about ten cnemy machines pa-
trolling back and forth about two
miles away.

“Theirs or ours?”” he asked.

I stood up, crossed my two index
fingers to indicate the Jerry insignia.

“Theirs —and therc's too many of
them!" I yelled at him.

He flew on, studying them with his
calm gray cyes. He nodded finally,
and agreed that I might be right.
Then, to my astonishment, he turned
cast, deeper into enemy territory.

“Where are you headinges” T de-
manded.

“Going around them, lrom the Jer-
ry side!”

“But they're Huns!”

“I know. Thev'll never expect us to
come in lrom theiy side, will they?”

I gave up. We were already ten
miles on the wrong side of the line.
Now he wanted to go in deeper be-
hind Lille and attack them from the
rear! Then I remembered that my es-
pecial Captain Bush was never quite
sure where he was. I rammed my map
into his dial and pointed: *“Look!
You're over here! Here's our line—
over here!”

He peered at it for several seconds,
and gradually the beautiful truth be-
gan to sink in. A clatter of Archie
bursts helped toe. Four lovely black
carnations burst out just in front of
us, and we had to skitter out of it.
He nosed down and rammed his rud-
der over and started for home. I took
a note and wrote: “10 E.A. ... 12:10
over Roulers.”

Then out of nowhere they came.
They always secem to come out of no-
where. Four gaudy Albatri! I glanced
about and discovered that in spite of
his move to get to our line, Captain
Bush had somehow managed 1o get
over Roulers. I gave him as dirty a
look as I could muster, and whirled
on the Jerries.

Captain Bush got mec a splendid
opening and I gave them plenty. They
were in a tight V formation, and it
was impossible for more than one to
get a rcal bead on us, since they car-
ried fixed front guns. 1 had had
enough experience to know how far
these single-seater fghters could go,
and what their limitation of fire hap-
pened to be. The oncoming leader
took a full packet in the nose, and he
zoomed up; and the others had to
swerve sharply to clear him. I swung
the front gun around then, and did a
little hosing and scattered them some.

They retormed behind us, and I had
to scramble up on the locker again to
man the gun, which was on a tele-
scopic mounting for firing over the
top planc. Only three came back after
us, and I blazed away again: and when
Bush had stopped his skating all over
the sky, I could see only one.

That one was a scarlet baby, and 1
found wmyself watching him, fasci-
nated. Sull, I did manage to warn my
pilot. “Beat it,” I said.  “There’ll be
more of them!”

But the red devil hung on and con-
tinued to peck away at us. I really
wasted a lot of good ammunition on
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him, until suddenly he started throw-
ing old fat-irons at us—at least that's
what it scemed like. Great chunks
were gouged out of our top wing. The
Fee jerked and jumped and almost
tossed me out of the nacelle. I glanced
down at my pilot, and he was twisting
back and lorth in his scat, evidently
trying to find the guy behind with the
sledge-hammer.  He snapped at the
ignition switch, and I stared out to-
ward the tail to watch the propeller
quit. It did quit, but instead of being
in its usual position, it was facing up-
ward toward the sky.

“We must be in a steep nosc-divel”
I hgured.

But I looked around, and every-
thing else was in its normal position.
I looked at the prop again, and it was
still Hlat.  Another flat-iron went
through the top planc, and a red devil
roared over our hcads. There were
others too now, sporting greens and
browns, but I was too busy to bother.

My pilot was shouting at me. I had
an idca he wanted to use one of the
movable guns, since he had nothing
else to do. I was still trying to hgure
out that prop. Then it all dawned on
me: the rear portion of our Beardmore
engine had been blasted away some-
how: it had buckled the prop-shalt
in such a manner that the lour-blad-
ed prop was in an almost horizontal

osition. A chunk of Archie shell had.
Eanged through the crankcase and had
cut a connecting rod in half. "I'he low-
er half had continucd its merry round,
and had cut the last two cylinders
away.

“Go that way!"" I yelled at my pilot.
“Our lines arc over there!”

I wanted to make certain he would
not try any morc of this c¢ncircling
business. We were far ecnough over as
it was.

HE next few minutes werce a night-

mare of terror for me. My pilot
seemed to be cnjoying himself. He
just sat there with the engine behind
his back and watched my frantic ef-
forts 1o keep the red swine oft. Actual-
ly, we glided twelve miles with that
orange crate, and the last I saw of the
red guy was when he and a green-
tailed pal were beating it past some
Jerry balloons with six British Camels
in hot pursuit.

We got down somehow, with the
German anti-aircraft plunking away
at us as we lost altitude and skimmed
in over the barbed wire. Bush made a
swell landing with what he had lcft to
work with, and we rolled across a bat-
tered ficld and came to a halt near a
scraggy hedge. We sat there for sev-
eral minutes, Bush laughing uproar-
iously, while I tried to collect my wits
and brecath.

“You all right?” he asked again.

I nodded and then looked myselt
over. My leather Ilying-coat was in























