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P itoneer OfZAfInca

By Peter

KOMAZI—who was the wife of the

local witch-doctor, as well as tribal

midwife—emerged from the tent in
which my mother had just been confined.
“Ohe-e-e-e!” Inkomazi cried, waving
toward the sky the bundle that was my
newborn body. “Guard him, ye birds;
guard him, ye beasts; feed him with your
flesh that his spear hand be strong and
his feet swift in the homecoming after
battle.”

It was the common Swazi ritual after
birth which old Inkomazi was practicing;
and yet— “homecoming after battle,”
that phrase seems to fit somehow, al-
though it was spoken nearly fifty years
ago by an ignorant old savage. | am
back in Africa again, writing this in our
Maadi home, with the wide lawns in
front, the Nile flowing by, and the pyra-
mids of Giza shimmering in the sun glare
behind the white sails of the feluccas.

It has been a battle, the life | have
lived. But it has been a full life. . ..

My father had been cutting timber on
contract for the new Barberton mining
field in the Transvaal at the time of my
birth, but my first recollection is of ox-
wagons, eleven of them, great clumsy
affairs, loaded high with freight, all but
the tented one in which we lived.

“What makes your wagon run so fast,
Rooibatje?” asked an old Boer transport
rider, who was coming up the hill with
his wooden axles creaking in their wooden
bushings, and his cowhide tires hanging
in tatters from the sharp rocks of the
Drakensberg passes. The Boers called
all Englishmen rooibatjes in those days,
because the British soldiers still wore
red coats.

Rainier

“My new iron axles and iron tires, of
course,” cried my father, from the high
wagon-box which overlooked the long
span of sixteen oxen in yoke as the bridge
of a ship overlooks the foredeck.

“If the Alamagtag had meant us to use
iron in our wagons, he would have caused
iron trees to grow in the forests,” re-
proved the old man, wagging his beard
and cracking his forty-foot lash against
the flank of one of his fore-oxen with a
report like a pistol-shot.

I loved the roaming life of a transport
rider. | slept with my mother on the
cartel bed made of rawhide strips, or
watched the country creeping by at the
rate of two miles per hour from the open
flap of the wagon tent, or sat proudly on
the wagon-box beside my father, while
he told me tales of the sea.

He liked the life too, when the eleven
great lumbering wagons rolled ponder-
ously across the gently heaving plain of
the highveld, like a convoy of East In-
diamen across a brown sea. | believe it
reminded him of his life as a sailor, cut
short when he jumped his ship in Port
Elizabeth, South Africa, joined a wagon-
train for the new Barberton gold strike,
met my mother, and got married to her on
the way by some old Boer Predikant in
some little town in the Transvaal.

“Rainier is the name of a mountain in
Oregon,” an American prospector once re-
marked to my father.

“It's the same name,” my father had
replied. “Vancouver discovered the
mountain and named it after a British
admiral who was his friend. That ad-
miral was my great-grandfather.”

(Please turn to page 184)



What Strange Powers
Did The Ancients Possess?
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VERY important discovery relating to
mind power, sound thinking and cause
and effect, as applied to self-advancement, was
known centuries ago, before the masses could
read and write.

Much has been written about the wise men of
old. A popular fallacy has it that their secrets
of personal power and successful living were
lost to the world. Knowledge of nature’s laws,
accumulated through the ages, is never lost.
At times the great truths possessed by the
sages were hidden from unscrupulous men in
high places, but never destroyed.

Why Were Their Secrets
Closely Guarded?

Only recently, as time is measured; not more
than twenty generations ago, less than 1/100th
of 1% of the earth’'s people were thought
capable of receiving basic knowledge about the
laws of life, for it is an elementary truism that
knowledge is power and that power cannot be
entrusted to the ignorant and the unworthy.
Wisdom is not readily attainable by the gen-
eral public; nor recognized when right within
reach. The average person absorbs a multi’
tude of details about things, but goes through
life without ever knowing where and how to
acquire mastery of the fundamentals of the
inner mind—that mysterious silent something
which “whispers” to you from within.

Fundamental Laws of Nature

Your habits, accomplishments and weaknesses
are the effects of causes. Your thoughts and
actions are governed by fundamental laws. Ex'
ample: The law of compensation is as funda-

ki

mental as the laws of breathing, eating and
sleeping. All fixed laws of nature are as fas-
cinating to study as they are vital to under-
stand for success in life.

You can learn to find and follow every basic
law of life. You can begin at any time to dis-
cover a whole new world of interesting truths.
You can start at once to awaken your inner
powers of self-understanding and self-advance-
ment. You can learn from one of the world’s
oldest institutions, first known in America in
1694. Enjoying the high regard of hundreds
of leaders, thinkers and teachers, the order is
known as the Rosicrucian Brotherhood. Its
complete name is the “Ancient and Mystical
Order Rosae Crucis,” abbreviated by the ini-
tials “AMORC.” The teachings of the Order
are not sold, for it is not a commercial organi-
zation, nor is it a religious sect. It is a non-
profit fraternity, a brotherhood in the true
sense,.

Not For General Distribution

Sincere men and women, in search of the truth
—those who wish to fit in with the ways of
the world—are invited to write for complimen-
tary copy of the sealed booklet, “The Secret
Heritage.” It tells how to contact the librarian
of the archives of AMORC for this rare
knowledge. This booklet is not intended for
general distribution; nor is it sent without re-
quest. It is therefore suggested that you write
for your copy to Scribe M. R. A.

<JL ROSICRUCIANS

[AMORC]

San Jose California



An authentic and moving story of air adventure,
by a working pilot who is also an able writer.

HE DC-2 was cocked up on her

ear in a stall, and | was testing

the functioning of the propeller

governorsunderdifferent speeds,

shouting the readings to the
who sat in the co-pilot’'s seat beside me,
when | heard Ben Grant, the Miami radio
operator, go on the air.

“Miami to Three thirty-four—Miami
to Three thirty-four.”

We were at four thousand feet over
Biscayne Bay. | yelled at the inspector
to watch the tachs, and reached for my
microphone.

“Three thirty-four to Miami,” | said.
“Go ahead, Ben.”

“Bill,” Ben Grant said, “Charley found
the Russians—I1 intercepted a message
about it. He found 'em on an ice-floe four
hundred miles north of Point Barrow,
and picked 'em up.”

I said: “Swelll Thanks for calling
me!” | hung up my mike, and started
reading the revvs to the inspector again.

insperter way.

But | wasn't thinking about the revvs.
I was thinking about Charley— Charley
Craig, my brother. 1 was happy and re-
lieved, of course, and yet worried in a
For more than a month
Charley had been in Alaska, searching for
the Russians who had gone down in an
attempted flight from Moscow to Port-
land. And now he had found them, after
days of exquisite excitement. There
wasn’'t much basis for it, except my un-
derstanding of how restless Charley al-
ways had been; but now | was wondering
how he would like the humdrum routine
of a run on the air line again.

We got all the prop and engine data we
needed, and | went down and landed.
Lucy and Gretel were still waiting in the
car where | had left them. Since Charley
had been gone, Gretel had lived with
Lucy and me more than in her own house;
she liked people around her. She was a
slender, brown-haired girl with ultrama-
rine blue eyes and a sweet, piquant face;



By Leland Jamieson

every time | looked at her, | saw again
why Charley had fallen in love with her
the first time they had met. Not that my
Lucy was any tramp, either. With a
bright ribbon tied around her straw-col-
ored hair, she looked incredibly young
and fresh and beautiful. Getting into the
car, | thought irrelevantly that it couldn’t
possibly be twelve years since we were
married, but it was.

“Well, girls,” | said, smug with my
news, “ Charley found his Russians today.”

“Really ?” Gretel exclaimed. A proud,
happy glow came into her face. “Oh,
that's wonderful! Is he all right? Where
is he now? When will he be home?”
Impulsively she grabbed Lucy and hugged

her. *1 can't wait to see him!”
Lucy curled her good-looking legs
under her on the seat, grinning. “Know-

ing Charley as | do,” she said lightly, “I
don’t know whether you’ll ever see him.
After all, a man with twenty-five thou-
sand dollars can go a long way!”

Gretel laughed. She and Charley had
been married a little more than a year,
and they adored each other. “He better
not spend that money!” she said. “We're
going to buy a house with it.” Then she
added vivaciously: “Let’s celebrate! |
feel as if somebody had just lifted the
world off my shoulders!”

So we celebrated. We went out to din-
ner, and then to a movie, and we all felt
wonderful. For five weeks we had been
under the strain of waiting for word that
Charley was safe. Immediately after the
Russians had been reported lost, he had
taken leave from the air line and flown
to Point Barrow: A rich explorer in New
York had offered twenty-five thousand
dollars and expenses to any pilot who
found them; and Charley, having flown a
good deal in Alaska before he took his job
with the line, thought he knew where to
look. So now, finally, he had succeeded,
as he had succeeded eventually in every-
thing he had ever attempted to do.



In a lot of ways, he was an extraordi-
nary guy. From the time | could re-
member, he had been blessed—or cursed
—with an insatiable craving for excite-
ment, and an almost feverish ambition.
He had started in aviation as a wing-
walker and acrobat with a flying circus,
at seventeen, and he had made himself
what he was. Outwardly he was a hard-
boiled, emotionless, cynical little bozo,
but I knew that was only a pose.

It was because | thought so much of
him and knew him so well that | was con-
cerned about how he would like coming
back to the line. | didn’'t say anything
to Lucy or Gretel, but all the time we
were waiting for Charley to get home, |
was thinking about it.

It was during this period that | reached
the top of the co-pilot list, and was being
checked out for promotion. So | had a
lot of other things on my mind too—
instrument take-offs under a hood, and
beam-orientation problems, and C.A.A.
regulations. But | kept up with develop-
ments. Charley made a triumphal return
to New York. He had not been a noted
figure in aviation before, but now he was
an international hero, with the Russians
lionizing him and inviting him to Mos-
cow, and the President having him down
to the White House for lunch.

All the publicity and build-up seemed
funny to Gretel and Lucy and me, be-
cause we knew Charley didn’t care about
personal fame: He had gone to Alaska
after twenty-five thousand dollars, and he
had got it. It was only because of the
accident of placement and timing that he
had become famous too.

Things like that seem to have a sort of
self-energizing quality. For just at the
height of Charley’s acclaim, the young
son of a high American diplomat in Lon-
don got a blood-stream infection, and the
doctors over there had given up hope,
when in a laboratory in New York, some
scientists discovered a new drug that
would save him. It all came up almost
overnight; it came up the night before
Charley was supposed to leave New York
and come home. The President himself
called him and asked him if he could take
that drug, and a laboratory technician, to
London. Bang! “Canyou fly to London
tonight?”

RETEL came over to tell us, at five in

the morning; Charley had phoned
her just before taking off. Sitting with
Lucy and me over coffee at that unholy
hour, she explained the whole thing.

“How much is he getting?” | said.

“Getting?” Gretel repeated. “Why,
he’s not getting anything.”

“He’s doing this for nothing?” | ex-
claimed. “He’s using that Bolsheviki

hunt money to fly medicine to a sick kid
in London ? Well, kitten, there goes your
house. Aren’t you sore?”

“No,” Gretel said, in a tone that
showed she had never once thought about
being sore. “After all, he's trying to save
somebody’s life.”

“Well,” Lucy said, “1 think it's nife of
him. | think it's a sweet thing to do.
And it’s just like Charley to do it.”

| didn’'t say anything. | just sat there,
drinking my coffee, doing a whole lot of
thinking. There was something here that
didn’'t add up to give the right answer.
Charley was a generous guy, all right,
but he couldn’'t afford to go galloping
across the Atlantic at his own expense,
unless there was a chance to make some-
thing out of it. And there was no chance
of that, doing favors for Government
officials, even the President.

“Unless,” |1 thought suddenly, “this is
the beginning of—"

“What's the matter, Bill?” Lucy said
abruptly.

“Nothing,” | said. “Why?”

“There was the funniest look on your
face,” Lucy said.

“1 guess I'm still asleep,” | said.

But | wasn't still asleep. | had never
been so wide awake in my life.

ELL, I got my promotion before
Charley got back, and the first job

they gave me was ferrying ships to Santa

Monica for a factory overhaul. What a
sweet detail that was! 1'd take a crate
out, and sit around twiddling my thumbs
while it was overhauled, and then fly it
back to Brownsville, where, at the end of
one of our routes, 1'd trade it for another
crock that needed an overhaul—and then
back to Santa Monica 1'd go. That went
on for almost three solid months, and |
never got home. Believe me, when | did
get home, | was in a mood to appreciate
Lucy.

And when | got home, | got a terrific
shock— because, three days before, Gretel
had packed her things and walked out on
Charley. When Lucy got through telling
me that, she could have knocked me over
with an eyelash.

“But why?”
breath.

“Wait till you see him,” Lucy said.

“What's the matter with him?”

| said, when | got my



llustrated by
Grattan Cohdon

Lucy shrugged. “Darling,” she said,
“1 couldn’t begin to tell you. But if your
ego ever outgrows your head the way his
has, it'll take an air-mail letter a week to
reach me!”

“So that's it,” | said. | sat down heavi-
ly, scrubbing some of the weariness out of
my f&ce; 1 had flown nineteen hundred
miles since daylight, and it was only ten
o'clock at night now. “I thought any-
thing else might happen to him, but I
never thought he'd get a swelled head.”

“It’s pretty terrible,” Lucy said. “He’s
famous, now.”

“Isn’t that irony?” | said wryly. “He
didn’t start this. He started out to save
five Russians’ necks, and to get twenty-
five thousand dollars so he could buy
Gretel a house. It was an accident that
he got famous.”

“Not to hear him tell it, it wasn't,”
Lucy said.

I got up and went to the telephone.
Nobody answered, when | called Char-
ley’'s house. | thought I would call again
in the morning, and go over and talk to
him. He needed Gretel. 1 didn't know
how I could help him, but | wanted to try.
I had seen him once before in a situation
like this, when he thought he had lost
her, and | was afraid he would go off the
deep end. He had quit drinking, when
she married him—but now he would prob-
ably start again; and he and alcohol
didn't get on well together. Thinking
about it, | wondered if he realized how
much Gretel had done for him. With-
out her, he might drift into the pathetic
dissolution | had seen in so many pilots
of his restless, unstable type.

He slammed the ship around . . . did
a vertical bank off the ground.

But it turned out that | didn't see him
the next morning. They called me to
take Trip 6 to Newark, and of course |
went. And then, coming back the next
night, 1 was landing in a thin scum of
ground fog at Charleston, and overshot
just enough to have to ground-loop to
keep from running out through a fence.
I knocked off a wheel.

So for a few days | was automatically
grounded, while the pilots’ board met
with the V.P. of operations and decided
what should be done. The brakes had
been bad on that plane, and so it wasn’t
altogether my fault. But just the same,
they gave me a month “on the right side,”
and assigned me to ride with Charley.

Probably I had some punishment com-
ing: a pilot's job is to get his airplane
where it's going, and excuses don't pay
repair bills. But 1'd been so eager to
prove to the brass-hats that | was compe-
tent to skipper one of the big crates. For
four years | had been working toward my
first command, and it didn't seem quite
fair, after only three months of that com-
mand, to be tossed back on the right side
for thirty interminable, mortified days, a
co-pilot again. | felt heartsick and hu-
miliated and sore as a raw burn.

But riding north on Trip 6 with Char-
ley, I forgot all about that, in my amaze-
ment at seeing how he had changed. We
had not flown together for nearly two
years, and this was the first time | had



seen him since before he had gone to
Alaska. And now he wasn't the same
Charley | knew.

He didn’t look any different. His com-
pact face was still tanned and hard, his
gray eyes still squinted and piercing; out-
wardly, at least, he still showed about as
much emotion as a wing de-icer boot.

I had expected a little consolation from
him about my mistake, but | didn't get
any. He was in the cockpit, waiting for
the dispatcher to “call” the trip, when |
climbed into the plane. 1 held out my
hand and said: “Hi! Long time no see.
How the hell are you?”

He shook hands with me, and his face
was a mask. He said in a clipped voice:
“For God's sake, didn't | teach you
enough not to overshoot a field as big as
Charleston ?”

“Well,” | said, and | felt like crawling
under the fire-extinguisher, “you see, it
was foggy.”

“Sure it was foggy. So what? A child
could land one of these crates in fog, on
a dime! And what do you do? You
overshoot and knock a wheel off—you
make a laughingstock out of me!”

DIDN'T say anything, because |
I couldn’t think of anything to say. His
reasoning floored me. But | began to see
what Lucy had meant. The famous
Charley Craig—and | had disgraced him!
| just sat staring at him. They got the
passengers loaded, and Charley took off.

He had changed a lot, in his flying. He
had always been as smooth as a piece of
silk rolling out of its loom. But now he
slammed the ship around viciously, taxy-
ing out, as if he hated it. He yanked it
into the air, and did a vertical bank just
off the ground. It frightened me, the way
he did it. Not the flying, but the realiza-
tion that he cared so little about his job
and his pilot’s certificate. Because you
just don't toss the big crates around,
loaded with passengers, and the air full
of C.A.A. regulations. If you do, and
persist, you get fired, or you get grounded.
But Charley was tossing it around, sort of
contemptuously, with a grim anger glint-
ing hot in his eyes. | didn’t have to look
very far into the future to know what
would happen, at this rate.

Well, it is painful for me to remember
that trip, and the trips that followed it.
In the air, Charley flew as if seventeen
devils were chasing him. And on the
ground— 1 don’t like to do it, because it
makes me ashamed, but I'll have to tell
you what he did on the ground.

10

You see, he was famous now. At each
stop, when he rolled up to the passenger
station, he had his head stuck out of the
cockpit window about a yard. There were
always people lined up on the fence, wait-
ing to catch ,a glimpse of the fam'ous
Charley Craig. ™ In *the» daytime, there
were a great many peoplfe. Even at night,
there were a lot of people.

The first time it Happened; when we
stopped at Jacksonville, |1 said, “What
the devil are you looking at?” when | saw
him poke his head out the window.

If he had grinned, if he had said it with

his old deprecating, caustic humor, it
wou>ld have been all right. But he didn’t.
He was perfectly serious. He said: “At

my public, punk.” And then he said re-
sentfully, “There ought to be more here
tBan this!”

“You must be slipping!” | said acidly.
“The great Charley Craig—and he’s slip-
ping!” 1 wanted to sting him. It had
hurt me a lot, his response to my ground-
looping that crate. | wanted to Blast him.
“What a jackass you turned out to be!
No wonder Gretel walked out on you! |
don’t blame her a bit!”

He seemed to freeze. | had hurt him,
all right, and | could have bitten my
tongue off for what | had said.

“Where is she ?” he said suddenly. His
voice was taut and low.

“1 don’t know,” | said.

“Lucy knows,” he said accusingly.

| didn’t say anything.

“1've written her letters—Lucy’s sent
her the letters. But I've got to talk to
her! She’'s got to come back! | can't
say what I mean, in a letter.”

| took a slow breath, and | had a hard
time getting the words out. “1 don’t know
anything about it,” | said.

He sat there for a little while. Then,
almost explosively, he said: “Well, she'll
come back! She'll come back!”

“1 hope so,” | said. | did hope so. But
I knew Charley would have to change,
before she came back and stayed.

"VV 7HEN 1| get through with the flight

\y I'm going to make next month,
she’ll come crawling back,” he said con-
fidently. “I'm the greatest pilot who
ever lived—and next month the world will
know it. She'll come back!”

It was one of those things you don’t
want to say, but which you feel compelled
to say. “Charley,” | said, “the trouble
is, you're too great now. You haven't
got what Gretel wants—what any woman
wants—any more.”



“Nuts!” he said, and got up and went
down the cabin aisle. | watched him walk
into the passenger station. He was swag-
gering just a little with a jaunty cocki-
ness, looking at all those people without
seeming to see them.

During the next couple of weeks, I
would have given anything if 1 could
have been flying with somebody else. But
I couldn’t of course, because the V.P. of
operations had assigned me to Charley.
So | just sat up there with him, feeling
ashamed of his display of bad taste and
vanity before diminishing crowds, listen-
ing to him rail about the stupidity of
pilots who stayed on the air line.

“Why,” he said over and over, “I could
fly this run fifty years, with one hand tied
behind me! It’'s ridiculous for me to
waste my time. When | get back from
this next flight, 1I'll have enough money
I can quit—and I'll quit!”

That sort of thing was bad enough, and
Charley’s flying was bad enough; his fly-
ing was really lousy, and it had already
got him a warning from the V.P., | knew.
But that didn't upset or frighten me near-

ly so much as his plans. Because now he
was set on outdoing Wiley Post and How-
ard Hughes at one stroke: he was going
on a round-the-world flight, solo, with a
hammock strung up above the gas-tanks
in the cabin, where he would sleep while
the automatic pilot took him through the
long jumps.

As soon as he told me, I had a hunch
he'd never come back from that flight.
After all, you can only stretch your luck
so far before it runs out. | argued with
him in desperation not to go, but he
wouldn’t listen. | told him | knew he was
going to get killed, and he laughed. There
was no use to argue; nobody could ever
get anywhere arguing with him, and es-
pecially not now, when he was in such a
state of mind over Gretel. He never said
anything about her, but | knew that by
some warped reasoning distilled from the
misery of his mind, he was going on this
flight in the hope of coaxing her back. It
wouldn’t coax her back, of course; and if
he had not been so upset, he would have
known that in an instant. But people in
his mood can think strange things.



We were due out on Trip S, and it was
a black night, with a dirty yellow over-
cast doming the glow of the field flood-
lights. We got into our crate on the
Newark ramp. | turned on the radio,
and had started to check things in the
cockpit, when Charley suddenly said:

“Well, kid, this is my last run. 1'll not
be pushing one of these trucks, after to-
night. | sent in my resignation today.”

| sat there, feeling a jarring and violent
conflict of emotions. Somehow | knew
that this was the end of Charley’s career,
no matter what he hoped to accomplish—
and | was afraid it was the end of him.
For an instant | felt an angry impatience
at his stupidity, but that was quickly sub-
merged in a frantic desire to stop that
resignation from being accepted. But of
course there was no way | could stop it;
there was no way | could do anything.

“1'm sorry you did that,” | said. “Char-
ley, for God’'s sake—

“You won't be,” Charley said. “Listen,
kid, when | get back—"

\

We were plunging to earth with a fiery comet streaking out.
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Then he was off again, about how fa-
mous he would be, about how Gretel
would have to come back to him because
he was famous. But | didn't listen, real-
ly ; I had heard it so much. 1 was think-
ing of all the years he and | had been to-
gether, and | was thinking that this was
the end of something | treasured in-
finitely in spite of how he had changed.
I could never get into a cockpit with him
again on a night like this, and push down
the line. | sat there, watching the clouds
and the lights, and suddenly I wanted to
burst into tears like a child.

When the passengers were aboard, |
called W.R.E.E. for our clearance, and
Charley taxied down to the end of the
field and took off. We sliced up into
the clouds at eleven hundred feet, and the
wet black murk of them blotted out the
lights of Elizabeth. There was mild tur-
bulence, in the clouds.

T was just after we had leveled off at
two thevsand feet that | felt a tremor
pass through the plane—and it wasn't a
bump we had hit. | glanced at Charley.
He was sitting there, flying by instru-
ments, his compact face unperturbed.

A moment later the thing came again,
more strongly. | leaned over and yelled:
“Did you feel that?”

He nodded. “Probably a fouled plug
that hasn’t had time to clear out,” he said,
and went on down the beam.

It could have been a fouled plug. | re-
laxed. Charley was doing a nice job on
instruments, the best job of flying | had
seen him do for some time. He was never
so happy as when he was fighting a crate
through bad weather.

But when the vibration struck through
the ship once more, | knew it wasn't a
plug.

| yelled : “ Something’s wrong with that
right engine!”

Charley grinned. “Let 'er rip! When
she quits, we’ll go back!” For a moment
he was the old Charley, that reckless glint
in his eyes, and | admired him vastly.
We roared on through the ink of those
clouds. Whatever it was that was hap-
pening was not dangerous, | thought, be-
cause it was in only one engine; and if
that engine did quit, we could go back on
the other one. And the chances were, it
would clear up pretty soon.

But it didn’t clear up. It struck once
more, and this time it was violent. The
right engine bucked, and slowed, and
bucked again. And then there was a dull
whap that shook my seat under me.

Almost instantly, the mist that sur-
rounded the ship was lighted up like a
blast furnace. | snatched my side win-
dow open to look. A plume of flame was
spurting back from the engine—back
over the wing and out of sight under the
tail. My blood froze in my veins.

“Fire!” 1 yelled at Charley.
right engine’s on fire!”

Charley said crisply: “We’ll never
make it back to the field!” And as the
words came out, he was doing things faster
than | ever saw any pilot do them before.
He shoved the right mixture-control all
the way open, cutting gas off from the
burning engine. He closed both throt-
tles. He turned the gas valve over to the
left engine. He reached down and flipped
the cover from the fire-extinguisher,
snapped the lever to “Right” and pulled
the valve. He clicked on the seat-belt
sign. And all the time, he was flying
the ship, nosing down—fast.

As soon as the fire-extinguisher gushed
fluid, the flames began to diminish. We
plunged toward the earth at fifteen hun-
dred feet a minute. The only hope we
had, | knew, was for that fire-extinguisher
fluid, before it was exhausted, to beat out
the flames. If it didn't—

The burning engine was still “wind-
milling” from the flow of air over the
prop, and it was rough; every time it
turned over, it shook the whole ship. |
sat there, straining my eyes to see what
was below us when we broke out of the
clouds. 1 had my hand on the flare-cable
handle to drop a flare as soon as we were
under the ceiling. The thought seared
through my mind that if the ceiling had
lowered rapidly since we had shoved out
of Newark, we were dead men right now.

But there was ceiling. We popped out
at one thousand feet. | took a deep breath
of thankfulness, when | saw we weren't
over a town. We still had a bare chance,
if we could hit in a field without trees.

“Yell, when you want a flare!” | said.

“The

UT | never pulled the flare. Because
just then, with a dull explosion and a

terrible wrench, the right engine tore itself

out of its mount and fell away from the
ship. The flames built up instantly. And
as they built up, Charley was yelling at
me in a hard yet steady voice: “Give me
some help here! 1 can’t hold her 1’

| grabbed my controls, taking a quick
glance at the instruments. The left wing
was far down, from the loss of the weight
of the right engine. We rolled the control
wheels all the way around, until the flat



sides were on top instead of on the bot-
tom. But with full right rudder and full
aileron, the left wing continued to go
down.

My thoughts were confused. | thought:
“This is my time. My number’s on this
one, and it's already up.” But | didn't
feel anything, really, except a dull, bitter
regret that there was nothing I could do
to prevent it. And | thought: “This is
going to be tough on Lucy and the kids.”

All the time | was fighting, using all my
strength. But all my strength and all
Charley’'s together could not hold that
wing up. | knew that in a moment we
were going to end in a heap of twisted
metal and spraying gasoline—and | hoped
1'd go out in the crash instead of having
to wait for the fire to finish me. You think
things like that.

Charley yelled: “Kid, if we come
through this one, we're good!”

I didn't answer. The altimeter showed
five hundred feet; its needle was sweeping
the dial. When it got down to zero—

Charley let go of his wheel with one
hand, and gunned the left engine. Some-
how | had forgotten entirely that we had
a left engine. When he gunned it, | felt
the controls taking hold.

“Down gear!” he yelled. “When the
wheels are down, give me full flaps! Just
as we hit, pull the gear up again!”

Even as busy as | was, | had time to
think for an instant how wonderful the
guy was. There we were, in for a crash—
but he’d never admit it. He was giving
orders in his old tone of battling chal-
lenge. And all the time we were plung-
ing to earth with a fiery comet streaking
out of the right nacelle, so bright it was
blinding us until we couldn’t even see
when to start leveling off.

COLD sweat was bathing me, acrid

and strong in my nostrils—the odor

of terror.

with one hand, and got the gear down.

Then 1 got the flaps down. And then I

waited to get the instrument-board back
in my face.

Charley was gunning the left engine
intermittently, just enough to hold that
wing up. He started to level off. |
couldn’'t see anything. | didn’t see how
he could possibly level off accurately. |
thought of trees, and | thought of power
lines—and | thought of Lucy and little
Wild Bill and Gwen. | knew 1I'd never
see them again.

In the glare of the fire | saw the ground,
twenty feet below us, coming up fast.

And then, seeming to push up suddenly
out of the ground, J saw a single tall tree,
straight ahead.

“Look out!” 1
bursting.

The tree sliced back out of darkness.
“Get that emergency hatch open, soon
as we hit!” Charley bellowed. *“But
dump the gear—”

His words were carried away in the
detonation, as that tree took off the right
wing. It seemed to me that | was being
hurled out of the cockpit, but somehow |
stayed in my seat. We were on the ground,
whirling around. 1 clung to the landing-
gear valve, pulling it upward, feeling the
wheels rolling over rough earth as they
folded back into their nacelles and let
the ship down on its belly.

screamed, my lungs

E rolled backward for a hundred
feet, and stopped. The plane was

tailed away from the mass of burning

debris we had sprinkled over the ground.
In a blank wonder, | realized that Charley
had flown deliberately into that tree, to
turn us around, so the cabin door would
be away from the fire.

“Go up through the hatch, kid—and
you'd better move fast!” Charley yelled.
He jumped out of his seat. A tongue of
red flame licked up between the panels of
the companionway floor. He jumped over
it, and ran back into the cabin. | heard
his voice back there, saying with a calm
yet thundering urgency: “Don’t get ex-
cited—but get out of here—fast!”

And | knew we all had to be fast. We
had left a lot of the fire when we got rid
of the wing back there, but not all of it.
And apparently the tree had fractured a
gas tank that was still in the center-sec-
tion. Already, flames were roaring up by
the side of the fuselage, getting higher
every second.

I got the cockpit emergency hatch open,

I let go of the control Wheehnd reached up and caught the rim and

boosted myself out, feeling the searing
blast from the pillaring flame six feet
away. In the two seconds it took me to
get out and jump to the ground, all the
hair was singed off the back of my neck.
But I got out, and ran back and helped
the passengers out. Then all of us moved
to a safe distance and waited for the other
tanks to blow up. The passengers were
too stunned to say much, and Charley
didn’t say anything. Yet it was plain to
everyone that the only reason we were all
not still in that caldron of flame was be-
cause Charley had planned and executed
this crash landing in exactly the way he



had done. Standing there within that
circle of garish light as the fire consumed
the plane, and as farmers and motorists
began to assemble from all sides, |
thought no matter how good a pilot he
himself believed he was, Charley was bet-
ter than that. He was a whole lot better
than that—and as far as | was concerned,
he could brag all he wanted to. From now
on, | would help him. ...

Later, after the passengers and the
company brass-hats had arranged a din-
ner in his honor,—where they planned to
present him an award for his bravery and
skill,—it occurred to me that if Gretel
could only understand how wonderful he
really was in most ways, she could toler-
ate that blatant egotism which had be-
come his great fault.

So, because it seemed so tragic and so
utterly needless that they had separated,
and because he needed her, | wired Lucy
to bring her to New York to that dinner.
| was determined to try to make her see
how great he was. Perhaps | should have
told Charley, but I was afraid to.

He had no idea she was there, until we
went in with Mr. Canton, the air-line's
president, to sit down at the speakers’
table. And there were Lucy and Gretel,
waiting to meet us. The enormous dining-
room was filled with big names of the
aviation industry, and many reporters,
and the passengers who had been on that
plane; and there was a low, tumultous
rumble of voices all around. Yet to me

that sound seemed to dissolve into a si-
lence filled with an infinite tension as
Gretel and Charley came face to face.

“Hello, Charley,” Gretel said. She
glanced at me, and said, “Hello, Bill,”
and then looked back at him. Her blue
eyes were level and appraising and very
reserved, as if she were a little afraid
Charley might make a scene; and | got
the impression that she didn’t really want
to be here at all. | wondered how Lucy
had prevailed on her to come, if that was
true.

But Charley didn't make a scene. See-
ing her, his face filled with a sort of
startled pleasure and relief. He ex-
claimed, “Gretel!” and started to reach
involuntarily to touch her, but checked
the impulse self-consciously. He re-
covered quickly from the confusion of his
surpifse. “Well,” he said pleasantly, but
with an obvious effort to keep his voice
casual, “1'm glad to see you!” It made
my throat tighten, to see how glad and
eager and happy he was.

They had only that moment to talk, be-
cause just then Mr. Canton came up, with
Mr. Walters, who had been one of the
passengers on the plane that night; and
there were the introductions to Lucy and
Gretel, and the business of getting seated
at the semicircular table. Mr. Canton
sat in the center, with Charley on his
right, and Gretel next to Charley, and
Mr. Walters next to her. | sat on Mr.
Canton'’s left, with Lucy beside me.
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From where | was sitting, | could see
all the others. Mr. Canton was monopo-
lizing Charley, and | heard him say: “I
got your resignation, but | haven't had
time to act on it yet. I'm sorry you're
leaving the line.”

Mr. Walters was giving Gretel all his
attention. From occasional snatches of
conversation | heard, | knew he was tell-
ing her what a wonderful job Charley had
done, and what a fine pilot he was, and
how everybody in this room was here to
pay him honor. Gretel was listening,
sweet and gracious enough; but | could
see she didn't really feel any of it.

“Doesn’t she realize what he’'s done?”
I whispered to Lucy, and | must have
sounded vehement about it. “He did
something no pilot could be expected to
do—he wasn’t even human when it was
happening—he sat there like a god that
even fire and death couldn’t frighten!”

"YV7HY, darling!” Lucy said, low—
W and she was smiling provocatively.
“You're really poetical! Why, I love it!”
“Nuts!” | said. “1 wanted her here so
she could see what these people think of
him. If she can realize how great he is,
she can put up with his egotism.”

Lucy said: “Didn’t it ever occur to you
that his greatness is what's been wrong
all along? It was driving her crazy!”

“But damn her, if she doesn't come
back to him now, he won't care what the
hell happens! He may get killed just
because—"”

“If he really loves her, why can’'t he
change—why can’t he give her a little
companionship)—why can’'t he be hu-

man?” Lucy stopped abruptly. She
squeezed my hand, under the table.
“Darling, let’s not fight about them! It’s
been a week since I've seen you. I'm so

thankful you're safel What happened ?”

“A cylinder broke off at the base, and
knocked the oil sump)}—"

“Could it happen again?”
manded quickly.

“No. As soon as they found out what
caused it, the manufacturer designed new
cylinders, and the company’s changing
them all. It won’t happen again.”

“1 hope not!” Lucy said, and shivered.

Well, as soon as the dinner was over,
Mr. Canton got up, and made a little
speech about air transport; and he said a
lot of nice things about Charley, and said
he was sorry he couldn’'t persuade Charley
to stay with the line, instead of resigning
and making another big flight. Then Mr.
Canton introduced Mr. Walters, who was

Lucy de-

the president of one of the largest steel
companies in the country. Mr. Walters
got up and made a short talk.

He said that no matter how much air-
planes were improved in the future, they
would still be machines, and would have
little mishaps occasionally, and big mis-
haps once in a great while. He said it was
the pilots of those planes who must de-
termine whether big mishaps became
tragedies or just exciting memories.

After that he told how Charley had
come from a farm in Indiana as a boy,
and how he had started to fly. He out-
lined Charley's flights to Alaska and
London, and said that in a few weeks the
world would be thrilling to new headlines
as Charley circled the globe. Then he
said it was because of Charley’s great
flights and what he had learned on them
that he had been able to meet the emer-
gency a few nights ago, and that while
the passengers on the plane owed him for
their lives, all aviation owed him a debt
it could never forget nor repay. And fin-
ally he told just what Charley had done
—his prompt decision to pick a field in-
stead of trying to return to the airport,
his amazingly quick thinking in hitting
that tree to cut the wing off and turn the
plane around so it would be tailed away
from the fire. Mr. Walters knew all
about it, because | had told him myself.
He thought Charley was wonderful.

When he got through with that, he
reached down on the table and picked up
a small jeweled case, and opened it. There
was a watch in the case—even from where
I was sitting, | could see that it was the
finest waterproof wrist-watch that could
be bought anywhere.

hartey Craig,” he said, and his voice
Vy had a profound emotion in it, “in
behalf of the passengers who rode out of
Newark with you that night last week,
and in behalf of every man and woman in
aviation, | present you this token of our
esteem.”

Charley got up slowly, and although
there were two hundred people in that
dining-room, there wasn't a sound. He
glanced at the watch, and shook hands
with Mr. Walters, and then looked down
at Gretel. When he looked up again, his
heart was shining in his eyes.

It got me by the throat, that look. Be-
cause | could see that he thought Gretel
was here because she meant to come back
to him. | knew she was here only be-
cause Lucy had practically dragged her.
From what Lucy had told me, I knew
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Gretel would never go back to him, until
he changed.

And it was too late for him to change,
now; henceforth, for his livelihood, he
must work at being a hero, going on from
feat to feat and banquet to banquet—
until the quest for fame trapped him in
death, or he faded into the quick limbo
that swallows all pilots who follow the
course he had chosen. Watching the
proud, happy glow in his face as he drank
the adulation of these two hundred peo-
ple, 1 thought of how a shooting star
blazes momentarily across the sky before
it explodes into darkness. Charley was
a star, dazzling everyone now, dazzling
even himself. | felt a sudden frantic com-
pulsion to shout at him not to be such a
fool. But I couldn’t, of course. | could
only sit there, holding my breath, feeling
my pulse in my ears.

OR a minute he didn’'t say anything
—he just stood there. And then, in a

low yet distinct voice, he addressed Mr.

Walters and the people in the room, and
thanked them all very graciously.

This morning, in our hotel room—when
he had had no idea Gretel would be here
tonight—he had shown me his notes,
written out on little cards which he in-
tended to hold in the palm of one hand
for quick reference. So | knew the gist
of what he intended to say: how he had
landed the plane, and how it was only
what any other pilot would have done—
which was a big concession from Charley
in his frame of mind.

But something was wrong, now, | saw.
He was reaching into his pocket—and his
hand was coming out empty. | realized
anxiously that he had mislaid the cards.
He started to speak, and stopped, floun-
dering over his words. | grew uncom-
fortable, suffering a sort of transmitted
stage-fright.

But finally he regained his poise, and
said quietly: “Ladies and gentlemen,
I've never attended a banquet that af-
fected me as this one has; and |'ve at-
tended a good many. The others were
given because | had done something for
myself—this one was given because a few
people thought | had done something for
them. | wonder if any of you realize
what a difference that can make.”

He paused, and a sort of prickly heat
was spreading over my spine. This wasn’t
anything like what he had intended to
say.

“As | listened to Mr. Walters,” he went
on, “I realized all at once that 1'm a farce.

I've never really done anything for avia-
tion—but aviation has done a lot for me.
Sitting there, | suddenly wished | could
do something and know in my heart that
| deserved all the praise and flattery that
Mr. Walters has given me tonight.

“But Mr. Walters has got things mixed
up. It was my air-line training that en-
abled me to fly to Alaska and London.
And the fact is, those flights didn’'t help
on that landing—because | never saw the
ground when we landed, and | didn’t
know we had hit a tree, until after it was
all over.” He grinned suddenly, a twisted,
whimsical grin. “1 leveled off by the
altimeter; and then we went on—and if
there had been a mountain there, or a
forest, or open water, we would have had
to hit just the same.”

He paused, leaving an infinite hush
tightening over the room.

“A pilot can imagine he’s in command
of every situation that can come up—it’s
so easy to think that, and when some-
thing does happen, to take credit for it.
But | just realized, hearing Mr. Walters
tell all about it, that | hadn’'t landed that
plane at all. | suddenly realized that I
was really only a passenger in the cockpit
that night.” His voice fell almost to a
whisper: “God was the pilot.”

You could have heard the folding of a
napkin, just then; in all my life I have
never heard such a profound, moving
silence. Charley stood there, and | had a
sense that his whole personality had
changed in some strange way. It was as
if, admitting to frailty, he liked himself
and everyone else a lot better.

And Gretel must have felt the same
thing, for just then she reached up and
took his hand tightly, as if she never
would let it go. There was a radiance in
her face, and tears in her eyes.

Charley sat down suddenly, and turned
to Mr. Canton. “I’'ve just decided to call
off that round-the-world flight,” he said.
“1'd like to postpone that resignation—
about twenty years.”

Mr. Canton nodded, looking quKe
pleased. He said heartily, “Fine, Charley.
That's fine!”

EN Charley reached into his coat
pocket. He brought out that sheaf of
little reference cards, and tossed them
over to me. He was grinning, a glint in
his eyes.

“Here, kid,” he said. “Save these, and
you'll know what to say at a shindig like
this, when you’re a famous hot-shot and
get a kink in your brain.”



Trumpets from

X IlI—The Serpent-People
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R plays the devil with all
of us,” said Norman Fletch-
er. .. . “But I'll expect you
,]onight, with all of the

crowd you c#h get together. Good-by.”

| rang off, and got into touch with all
the members of the Inventors’ Club |
could reach. Dinner, a final demonstra-
tion of Fletcher’'s wizardry, and a special
announcement to our club—something, |
gathered, of great moment. For Fletcher
was leaving us, was going to Washington
as a member of the war-defense commit-
tee. War, or the threat of war, plays the
devil with all of us, as he said. If the
present threat came true, our club would
end in the army.

Nearly the whole crowd got together
that evening. Fletcher had given many
demonstrations of his ability to bring
back scenes from the past, on the theory
that light and sound never die. His
process was unknown to us; as the effect
was apparently a remarkable variant of
television, which Fletcher emphatically
denied, we concluded that it was evolved
from his work with high-frequency and
ultrasonic currents.

At first we had laid it to illusion. But
this, with Norman Fletcher, was impos-



Oblivion

By H. Bedford-Jones

sible. He ranked with the foremost elec-
trical brains alive. His genius had
made the Pan-American Corporation the
greatest unit on earth. Now that it was
turned to government service with the
national defense program, predictions
were freely made that any nation at-
tempting to measure barbaric might
against Yankee wits would get a shocking
surprise; and this was no joke.

During the afternoon Hopkins, the
president of the Inventors’ Club, called
me. OIld Hop had been a professional

Pen drawings
by John
Richard
Flanagan
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magician before he retired on invention
royalties; he had traveled widely, and
had lived long in the Orient. He knew
his stuff.

“You know,” he said over the phone,
“that Norman Fletcher has turned this
apparently useless but fascinating in-
vention of his, to the purpose of proving
that all the legends and fables of man-
kind have some factual basis.”

“He’s done a good job of proving it,”
I answered.

“Sure. Well, he called me, askirtg that
| suggest a subject for demonstration to-
night. 1 gave hima lulu! It’'s the legend
of snake-men or serpent-people.”

“Never heard of it,” | rejoined, more
crossly than kindly.

“A legend deeply roo'ted in India,
whence the Portuguese brought it; and it
bulks large in Buddh'ist tradition. In
Angkor and other ruined cities of Indo-
China, the carvings show how widespread
was the belief in Nagas, as they’re called
—a cobra, see? It's supposed that some
original race in tlfose parts had the name,
and worshiped the cobra; and when the
Khmer race came along and conquered
that part of Asia, they took over the be-
lief. But the Khmer race has vanished
now, and who knows the truth? Might
be interesting.”

I assented mechanically and hung up,
rather disgusted with old Hop for pro-
posing so asinine a legend. Snakes did
not appeal to me. | took occasion to look
up the matter, however, and discovered
that belief in snake people extended
everywhere, even to American Indians,
not to mention the Garden and Eve and
the Serpent: People who could command
snakes, people who could change into
snakes, and so forth. There were a Ibt of
variations there. . ..

Being a bachelor, Norman Fletcher
lived at the Pan-American laboratories,
where they had built him a gorgeous
place of his own. A round dozen of us
drove out from the city that evening, and
Fletcher greeted us with his beaming
hospitality.

The dinner was a rare one, and the
wines were elaborate; it was, said Fletch-
er, a very special occasion. He had an
announcement for us, but preferred to
make it after the demonstration; he pre-
dicted that it would surprise us consider-
ably.

The meal over, we lighted cigars and
followed our host to the laboratory—his
own private workshop, within high gaunt
walls of stone. We took the easy-chairs
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facing one of those stone walls. Coffee
and liqueurs were served, and we were
left alone. Fletcher sat at his co'ntrol-
board, an instrument like an organ of
many manuals, the keys of which con-
trolled his lights and tubes. There was
no other apparatus visible.

White-haired, urbane, genial, the old
Yankee surveyed us with a twinkle in his
eye.

“Invariably, you look around for ap-
paratus,” he observed amusedly. “Yet
there is none. It's all here, here!”—tap-
ping the keys under his fingers. “Here
are the tubes, here’'s the magic, the il-
lusion, the trickery you’ve sought so long
and vainly to find!”

He was gently poking fun at us now.
He went on more seriously:

“Mr. Hopkins, | believe you are a mas-
ter magician. Did you ever see the most
famous trick in the world—the rope trick
of India?”

Hopkins laughed. “No; and no one
has ever seen it. No reward has ever
produced it on any stage, in any part of
the world. It’s one of those things talked
about but never seen, like the sea-serpent.
Every magician knows this. It's an im-
possibility.”

“You're to see it this evening,” said
Fletcher softly. “You've asked for the
origin of the legend of serpent-people.
I've had great difficulty, | must admit, in
getting the language of ancient Indo-
China transcribed—for | need make no
further mystery, gentlemen. When | re-
capture some scene from the past, by use
of these tubes, | recapture the language
as well. Sometimes it is an unknown
tongue, and | must translate it as seefns
best, in making and synchronizing the
soundtrack. So it happens now: You're
to see the vast ancient cities of the Khmer
race, or one of them; it takfs us back a
thousand years or more, when the land
that is now all jungle was teeming with
myriads of people. An Aryan race, brown
and intelligent with the brains of more
ancient India, but a race doomed to sud-
den death. The reason will appear. The
rope-trick will appear. So will the o'rigin
of this singular legend, typified by the
cobra, the serpent which expands its wide
hood—"

IS voice died out.\ The'room lights
had sunk to nothing, and on the stone
wall before us was playing the-yellowish
radiance wffich we recognized. The sec-
tion of Wall on which this light played,
gradually disintegrated. It dissolved be-



fore our eyes. We looked as through a
window, 'hot .upon the exterior darkness,
blit upon a glowing sea of green, waving
in sunlight and shadow—green trees lift-
ing high crowns into the very heaven, in-
credibly tall, creating a s'ort of twilight
below them.

Dwarfed by these enorm'ous trees, &an
elephant padded along. A driver sat on
his neck ; a howdah of gold and scarlet
was on his back, and in the howdah sat a
young man whose dress flashed with
gems. Now it was seen that the elephant
followed a road of stone slabs, thirty
feet wi'de and straight as an arrow. Water
glimmered ahead; the road became a
causeway and crossed it. A lake? No;
merely a moat within stone walls—a
moa't a thousand feet wide that circled
walls hnd vaguely enormous buildings
lost within a le'afy cover opposite. The
young man leaded forward and spoke.
>V'‘Stop at the bridge! A chariot there/
and those priests. Ask them.”
~The beast slowed. Ahead, at the end
of the causeway, appeared a chariot and
a group of priests, yellow-robed, with
whom the driver Was talking. Something
else appeared, towering above them on
either hand; this was the head of an
enormous cobra carv.ed in stone. On
either side of the causeway lifted such a
head, the body running al'ong the cause-
way on either hand and upheld by stone
figures of men, life-sized.

The soldier in the chariot, the priests,
saluted the figure on the elephant.

‘!Greeting, Prince Varmal!” cried the
soldier in a lazy voice. Upon him, as up-
on the others, sat an air of listless in-
dolence. The driver leaned far over.

“Where can we find the juggler Ras-
wan, of whom all the people talk? The
foreigner who came out of the jungle and
does miracles ?”

One of the priests made response. “I
hear, lord, that he may be found at the
old shrine of Siva, across town, where the
priests have given him shelter.”

The elephant moved on. Prince Var-
ma looked at the uplifted cobra heads of
stone, on either side, on a level with his
eyes. Now it appeared that each head,
representing a cobra with out-puffed
hood, was composed of many smaller
heads, perfect in each detail—a startling
vision to one not accustomed to this form
of art. Prince Varma merely glanced at
them and looked on, across the moat, to
the gigantic walls that rose amid palm-
trees—the city of Ayuthia, where the
king his father ruled the Khm'er people.
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Others appeared on the causeway, mul-
titudes of people, who made room for the
elephant. Some saluted, others did not.
They were flower-decked, laughing, jest-
ing, yet in all their faces lay the same
listless expression. Prince Varma was
one of the few who showed energy in his
chiseled features and dark eyes.

A fragrance that was not of the forest
flowers and jungle creepers drifted down
the causeway; the elephant flung up his
trunk to it, distastefully. It grew strong-
er. It was the fragrance that hung above
Ayuthia and other Khmer cities, day and
night. Prince Varma spoke to his driver.

“Will it be difficult to find them at that
shrine ?”

“That depends, lord,” replied the other.
“The old shrine is small; it will not have
more than twenty thousand people around
it—a third the number of those who live
about the larger shrines and downtown
temples. The priests will know, how-
ever; this juggler has become famous in
the past two weeks.”

The city gates appeared, open as al-
ways in these days, guarded by indolent
archers. People crowded everywhere in
masses— laughing, merry, lackluster peo-
ple, always smiling. The gates had plat-
forms of stone, the height of a howdah,



The girl shrank back, for the hooded bead was rising!
Variha pointed to an opening in the stone flooring.

for nobles and princes to disembark, but
the elephant did not pause. The soldiers
saluted the prince, wagged their heads
after his frowning passage, and muttered.
Prince Varma was highly unpopular; in
fact, he was hated because he tried to en-
force discipline and instill spirit into the
troops. Who needed such things ? Khmer
rulbd the world. The whole wealth of
eastern Asia was poured into these ci'ties,
and chiefly into Ayuthia. It was fifty
years since the legitins had done any
fighting, so terrible was the Khmer name
to others.

But in those fifty years, a warrior race
had flriftdd close under the jungle trees.
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Within the city, the fragrance became
more perceptible, permeating the very air.
One scarcely noted it at first, for sheer
amazement; this seemed a home of gods,
rather than of men. The wide street
showed straight ahead, for miles. To
right and left lifted masses of car-ven
stonework in fantastic shapes of pierced
galleries, each tier smaller than the tier
below—gigantic erections of stone. No
one lived in these immense structures;
they housed shrines, or religious devotees,
or were monuments to dead kings. The
people lived around them in slight bam-
boo structures; people by the thousand
and ten thousand to each one. And as



the elephant advanced along the mighty
stone street, whose slabs were rutted by
the wheels of chariots across the cen-
turies, the subtle fragrance in the air
deepened ever.

Chariots, bodies of troops, laughing
crowds filled the street and crowded the
bazaars lining it. They all made free
passage for the elephant; a good-natured
people, it seemed, with laughter every-
where, and the clangor of bronze bells
from the temples or clumping bamboo
bells held by monks. Good-natured—
why not? Everywhere towered coco
palms, shutting out the sky; bananas,
fruits of every kind, sprang profusely
from the earth. Into Ayuthia poured
tribute of riches from all countries, until
gold was common as dirt, and precious
gems were bartered for a pig, and artists
used such things to decorate the carved
walls. In Ayuthia was no crime, no care,
no trouble; even life and death were of no
account here.

For ten miles ran this street, amid un-
counted multitudes of laughing listless
folk, past temples that lifted enormous
stone faces to the sky, past the huge cen-
tral park of the palace, on toward the old
shrine of Siva. And the subtle fragrance
was everywhere. No one hurried.

T the ancient shrine, where about the
. crumbling towering temple huddled

twenty thousand attendants and priestsSilva.

and slaves and guests, in their flimsy
bamboo structures, were two people, vast-
ly different from the half-million in this
city. They occupied a small guest-house
of the temple; just the two of them, with
a servant.

The juggler was powerful in build, a
forceful but suave energy in every line of
his strong golden-bronze features. He,
Raswan, was of the Cham people—that
fierce warrior folk who had come out of
the northern hills to*the verge of civiliza-
tion, and whose mailed fist was beginning
to close on this doomed race. His daugh-
ter Silva was a small, delicate creature,
lovely as a flower, her skin like old ivory;
she seemed rather some sprite of the for-
est than a girl, so fragile and beautiful
she was.

“Bah!” said Raswan with scornful
glance, at some question from her. “This
city is a hell-hole; I shall cleanse it with
fire and sword, | tell you! And sooner
than you think, my girl. These people
must be wiped out to the last person!”

“Why?” She turned to him, pity in
her eyes. “They're a friendly, kindly
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people, father! They've made no war
for two generations and more.”

“No, they've lost the art of defending
their wealth,” said Raswan with thin
mockery. “You've seen the temples, the
passages, the wondrous carvings; in all of
them, have you ever seen one hint of one
indelicate subject?”

The girl frowned, lightly.
true. Never. Why?”

“Ask this reeking air about us,” rasped
her father, who seemed more warrior
than juggler. “A decadent people, a
plague on the earth! In the King’s
stables are elephants by the hundred,
chariots by the thousand; a hundred
thousand warriors garrison this place.
Yet in one night, with a thousand of my
men and four elephants, will | destroy
this whole city and every soul in it.”

“That doesn't answer my question,
Father. About the carvings.”

“Oh, that!” Raswan smiled grimly.
“Opium. These people have lost all en-
ergy; look at their faces! They eat
opium, burn opium, spend vast sums on
the accursed drug. It’s in their food; its
incense is perpetually in their nostrils—
temples, houses, men and women, babes
at the breast, all are soaked in it from
birth to death! If you and | didn't get
out in the open jungle every sunrise, we'd
sicken and die of the fumes around us.”

“They're not all like that,” murmured
Her father laughed.

“Aye! That prince— Varma, was it? |
grant you, he’s of the old Khmer stock.
Let me warn you, girl! 1've brought you
here and hidden you away, so that you'll
see no more of him; take care! He's a
degenerate like all of them, not a man.
He may use fine words and have a hint of
hot blood in him, but he’ll go the way of
—ah! What's this?”

He sat quiet, listening to sudden voices
outside. The girl stared at him, rebel-
lious yet shrinking, dominated by him. He
dominated everything around, whether he
wore the blue robe of a coolie, the saffron
robe of a priest, or the jeweled robe of a
king. His lean steely features were made
for dominance. As a juggler, performing
tricks for the temple crowd, he dominated
that crowd completely. His character, his
presence, was a force that was felt.

“No; that's

HE door opened. A priest entered,
bringing another man with him.
“They are here, lord; there sits the
man you seek.”
Prince Varma dismissed the priest. He
flung one swift glance at Silva, then fas-



tened his gaze on her father, and stepped
forward. He was quite unflurried beneath
that frowning, black-avised regard, and
with a salute, seated himself, still meet-
ing the steely eyes.

“1 have found you,” he said calmly.

“It is not by my desire,” snapped Ras-
wan. “You're a prince; my daughter is
not for you. You have women by the
thousand in your palaces. Go! Leave
us in peace.”

“That is impossible,” the Prince re-
joined lightly. “The memory of your
daughter does not leave me in peace;
during four days I've been quartering the
jungle, the roads to the frontier, the river
banks, the hills. | have talked with the
Nagas, the cobra people. Do you know
that my fathers who ruled this land were
descendants of the Nagas? That is true.”

“Are you drunk?” demanded Raswan.

The Prince smiled.

“Yes, when | look at the eyes of your
daughter. But in your eyes | see a sword,
and it is the royal sword of the Cham
kings, hiked with ivory.”

HE girl shrank suddenly, staring.

The gaze of Raswan slitted keenly;
in a trice, he wiped all expression from
his face. The Prince still smiled, and
waited. Suddenly, unexpectedly, it was
he who dominated this room.

“What do you want here?” shot out
Raswan.

“Food. A king does not poison the rice
of a guest.”

“Our food,” rasped the juggler, “con-
tains none of your accustomed drug.”

“That is why | desire it; | never touch
opium.”

“Serve us,” said Raswan to his daugh-
ter, and flung a sneer at the prince.
“You're the only person in Ayuthia who
can boast as much. Your father the king
is a sodden wreck; your captains have
never seen a battle; your soldiers, your
very slaves, have no will or power. They
drift like lotos leaves on a pond.”

“That is true,” murmured the Prince,
his face setting hard. He watched Silva
as she moved about with the servant,
bringing rice and fruits. Raswan went
on, harshly:

“You are in disgrace. Your people
hate you because you try to stir them to
work. Your soldiers hate you because
you love discipline. Your very father
and brothers detest you, because you try
to make them govern the land.”

“All true,” said Prince Varma. “But
I'm still descended from the Nagas.”
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“What do you mean by that?” de-
manded Raswan sharply. The prince
shook his head.

“You'll discover that too late, juggler;
I have magic more powerful than yours.”

Raswan eyed him scornfully. The
food was set before them; they began to
eat. Prince Varma presently lifted eyes
of calm challenge.

“Do you juggle tonight ?”

“In an hour. For the last time,”

“The king of the Cham warriors, jug-
gling for the pleasure of Ayuthia!”

“Well ? Who told you | was a king?”

“Yourself; your words, your looks,
your ways. Parties of your warriors are
encamped in the hills and in the jungle;
you have horsemen and elephants ready.
You're here, disguised, a spy. Why?”

Death quivered in the room, in the
gaze of Raswan.

“You fool!” he said softly. “Do you
expect to leave here alive, to warn your
people ?”

Prince Varma shrugged lightly. “Oh,
warnings would do them no good; they've
had plenty! All you say is true. There
aren’t five hundred men in the garrison
worth their rice. Some of the regiments
of archers haven't strung a bow in a year
or two—and in olden days the Khmer
archers were the greatest in the world!
No; no use giving them any warnings.
It's you I'm warning.”

Raswan stiffened. The Prince spoke
on, easily, without heat.

“My people aren’t worth fighting for or
saving. Let them perish! Your war-
riors are barbarians; |'ve learned much
about them, about you. You, a king with-
out sons, with one daughter whom you
love above all the world. You, a little
king of a little hill race, who spy upon
Ayuthia and dream of looting this city,
crammed with all the wealth of Asia!
Well, because | also love your daughter,
and because she loves me, | shall let you
go. Tomorrow noon, be out of the city or
take the consequences.”

SWAN controlled himself, though
. lightnings sat in his eyes.

“1've gained what I came here to learn,
Prince Varma,” said he softly.

“Aye? One thing you don’'t know.”
The Prince tossed a rice-ball into his
mouth. “Why the images of Nagas are
everywhere about the city. Why the
royal family of Ayuthia is said to be de-
scended from the serpent-people. What
it means.”

“Suppose you tell me,” said Raswan.



His daughter was intent upon the two
of them.

“Why not?” Varma smiled. “Look!
Long ago the world was young. My an-
cestors took for their emblem the cobra,
the Naga of a hundred and one heads.
The legend arose that they were descend-
ants of a lovely princess of the Nagas,
who took human form. They encouraged
this legend. Time and again, it saved
them in crisis; this story of the serpent-
people who lived under the earth. Be-
hind it all was a secret, held precious in
the family, given from father to son. So
I received it, though of late generations
it has meant nothing to my family. To
me, it means much.”

“What is it?” demanded the other
harshly. The Prince wiped his lips and
shook his head.

“Not now.” He stood up. “I give you
until tomorrow noon before | tell any that
you're in the city. It would not be wise
if you were to try and kill me now/’

“That will come in due time,” said Ras-
wan grimly. He cocked his head, listen-
ing. “Ah! The drums! The ceremonies
will soon begin. | must juggle for your
people, and do tricks.”

“1 shall be there,” said the Prince, and
flung a smile at Silva. “And | shall prove
that my magic is greater than yours, spy
and juggler and king!”

So, pleasantly, he took his leave. Ras-
wan sat for a space like a man carved in
stone; he wakened, abruptly, and crooked
his finger at his daughter.

“Go, make everything ready. Ha! |
shall trick this rascal yet. Go, | say!”

She departed. Raswan beckoned the
servant, who was a sturdy, deep-chested
Cham, and utterly devoted to him.

“You must drop everything and leave
the city at once, and find our men.”

“Lord, the gates are never closed, and
the guards pay no heed to anyone.”

“Good. You know where my brother
and the Cham princes are encamped, Six
miles outside of the city. Go to them,
now, at once. Instead of striking a few
days hence, as we planned, they're to
strike before dawn—and without fail!
This very night.”

The eyes of the Cham flashed.
gestured understanding.

“Here are the orders,” went on Ras-
wan. “One elephant to each gate; the
gates are open, but the elephant must
push down the gate-towers, which are old
and ruinous. One party to each of the
four gates; and each party must bring
fire. Explain that this whole city is
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built of flimsy bamboo, like this house;
these structures form solid masses about
the temples.

“Once inside the gates, set fire to the
houses—quickly! Pause not to slay.
Time enough for that later. Then rush
down the four great streets to the palace
in the center, and fire the stables. After
that, nothing remains except to loot and
kill. We have a thousand men close at
hand. Send at once for another five
thousand, who should reach here before
tomorrow night—cavalry. Runners will
take the word, from my brother. Under-
stood ?”

The Cham assented, and was gone from

the room like a shadow.

PON the night air, the sickly-sweet
U odor of opium lay heavy. This old
shrine of Siva, one of the first structures
built when the ancient city was new, had
an enormous open court before its cen-
tral portico. This portico was reached
by two terraces. On the first terrace be-
side the steps stood two stone lions of
monstrous size. On the second and upper
terrace, before the temple entrance, were
two of the enormous stone Nagas, amaz-
ingly carven. Each of those great up-
lifted cobra-hoods was composed of hun-
dreds of tiny cobra figures, crested and
puffed out and most intricately chiseled,
like lacework: the bodies formed the
frontal edge of the terrace.

Dancing girls and musicians were up-
on the terraces now, posturing silently to
the low throb of drums. From inside the
building, whose carven fagade mounted
into upper darkness, voices chorused the
sacred texts, for worship and instruction
went on ceaselessly. People were gather-
ing in the open court, eternal smiles up-
on languid lips, flower-wreaths every-
where; flowers eked out the universal
garb of both sexes— the sampot, a twisted
length of silk, artfully arranged.

More people, ill and halt and maimed,
were flocking in from the temple-hospital
up the street—a larger, newer structure
with some forty thousand permanent at-



tendants. The men and women flocked
in serried masses, moving listlessly, float-
ing rather than walking. There was no
hurry, no pushing, no crowding. Life
was like that in Ayuthia, drugged to the
very soul. The air was heavy with opium
incense.

Now, at a pause in the dancing, slaves
set up an enormous candle on either side
of the Nagas before the entry. These
candles were huge cylinders of bamboo,
stuffed with fats and incense; as they
burned, the fragrance of opium drifted
ever more heavily.

Gold and jewels were everywhere.
While Britain, across the world, was still
a Roman province, the wealth of all the
Far East had been pouring into the cities
of the Khmers, and now it still poured in
uncounted. The temple dancers, in their
stylized costumes, were coruscating with
rare gems.

A harsh gong lifted brazen clamor to
the shadowed balconies above. It was
close to midnight. Raswan appeared sud-
denly between the two Nagas and the gi-
gantic candles; he was naked except for
a loin-cloth—a brawny, magnificent fig-
ure of muscular ease, at which the crowd-
ed people gaped curiously, and applauded
with faint excitement. His daughter ap-
peared beside him, a slim and delicate
shape, sampot twisted about her body.
She handed him a sampot of flowing silk,
and stepped away.

Other lights were extinguished; the
two huge drugged candles gave sufficient
light on the spot where the juggler stood.
All else merged into obscurity. A figure
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slipped out of the temple, came over to
the towering Naga on the right, and stood
in its shadow. Prince Varma stood lost
to sight, unobserved, and watchful.

As a juggler, Raswan was exceptional.
In deft silence, he began his tricks, and
his personality dominated the scene im-
mediately. When he smiled, the crowd
broke into laughter. When he waited,
tense, the crowd swayed in suspense.
These people loved tricks of magic and
juggling, and Ayuthia had seen the best
on earth, but never a man such as this.
Raswan performed none of the usual and
simple feats; everything he did was ex-
traordinary. When he retired and came
back wearing a Chinese robe, and pro-
ceeded to the Chinese “production” tricks,
the materialization of objects from thin
air, applause swept the massed throngs.

OR an hour or more he held them.

The whole court and street behind was
a sea of faces; the crowd was jammed
thickly, impenetrably, yet the utmost
good humor prevailed. In Ayuthia were
no quarrels, no lost tempers.

Stripped again of his Chinese robe,
Raswan knelt and prayed to the gods.
He rose, and cast the silken sampot on
the ground; he jerked it away, and in the
lighted space was seen a coiled rope, a
thick and heavy rope that lifted in air as
though pulled by some invisible hand. It
uncoiled and went up and up until it was
lost in the shadowed carvings far above.
Then it settled and became firm, like a
rope of stone.

Raswan motioned his daughter. She
went to the rope; her light, lithe shape
swarmed up its pillared length with ease,
became dim among the shadows above,
and vanished. With one sudden fierce
cry, Raswan flung down the sampot anew,
and then jerked it away. Two men, two
warriors, uprose from the ground, naked
blades held between their teeth. They
swarmed up furiously, swiftly.

They too were lost in the weaving
shadows. From somewhere far above
came a wailing shriek, a cry of agony.
Even Varma, knowing it all to be a trick,
thrilled and stiffened in sharp surmise.
Something thudded on the ground—a
hand, lopped off at the wrist. Something
else fell, and a gasp went up as Raswan
lifted and displayed it. The head of his
daughter. Another hand, a foot. One
by one, the portions of her body fell to
earth. Women cried out and sickened.
Men swayed with fear and dismay, but
Raswan smiled and gestured reassuringly.



He collected all the portions of the
girl’'s body, and over them spread the
silken sampot. He waved his hand, and
the rope unlimbered, began to descend;
it came down and coiled as it came, until
there was only a coil of rope on the
ground. Then Raswan knelt again and
prayed aloud to Siva, and stood up. With
a momentary hesitation, he reached out
to the sampot. Suddenly he caught it up
and jerked it away.

Silva rose to her feet, unhurt, smiling.
Quickly, Raswan flung the sampot over
the coiled rope, and jerked it up. The
rope was gone.

Applause burst forth. For once, the
listless people were moved to real emo-
tion. Flowers were thrown at the two.
Masses of flowers fell about them. Jew-
els and ornaments showered around them.

Then, suddenly, a silence spread. A
dread, incredulous silence. A woman
shrieked out in wild horror. Raswan

turned about, and took a step backward.

That enormous stone Naga on the right,
the cobra’s head composed of a thousand
tiny heads, was moving!

The carven stone seemed to undulate.
It moved upward as though the Naga had
come to life and were lifting its head.
Figures burst across the terrace—priests,
shrieking out in horrible mad panic. What
happened there beside the Naga, was
hard to say; a dim shape moved, the
daughter of the juggler screamed some-
thing. Then the great stone head moved
again and settled into place, and the earth
tremblred to the movement.

SWAN turned, peering about. His
.voice lifted; it lifted in alarm, in
sharp terror.

from the frightened cries of the crowd.
His daughter had disappeared. From the
shrine behind him, a dozen archers ap-
peared and closed up around him; they
were smiling, and their officer was smil-
ing, as he saluted the juggler.

“My daughter!” cried out Raswan.
“Where is she?”

“l know not, lord,” said the officer
amiably. “But | have orders from Prince
Varma to escort you home to your guest-
house, and to guard you there until noon
tomorrow.”

For one instant, the juggler was petri-
fied. Then he broke into furious words,
furious actions. Escape, he could not.
There was something unearthly and hor-
rible in the smiling refusal of the archers
to answer force with force, in their re-
fusal to heed him or his words. Only
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when he flew into a mad and insensate
frenzy, when he produced a knife and
stabbed at the officer—then they closed
more tightly around him. Golden fet-
ters were brought out and laid on his
arms and legs. He screamed, shrieking
wild words about death and destruction,
attack by the Cham warriors—and ignor-
ing him, smiling, unhurried, they forced
him away and his hoarse desperation died
out in the distance.

ANWHILE, Silva felt herself car-

ried ; she was enveloped in a mantle

that muffled her cries.

the voice of Prince Varma at her ear, she

fell silent. He pulled the mantle away

from her head, and she perceived that he

was carrying her along a corridor, which

ended in lighted chambers where lamps

burned softly. A gasp escaped her, for

these chambers were of a magnificent
luxury such as she had never glimpsed.

Laughing, Varma set her on her feet,
dropped the mantle, and looked into her
eyes.

“You're my captive, precious lady!”
he exclaimed gayly. “You vanished from
beneath the very eyes of your father—”

“What's happened? Where am 1?”
she exclaimed.

“In your kingdom, my princess! The
kingdom of the Nagas, the serpent-people,
under the ground.”

He stood silent, waiting; watching her,
admiring her, giving her time to drink in
the wonders all around. In all Ayuthia,
only certain members of the royal family
knew of this subterranean retreat; and
most of them had forgotten about it.

It was a marvel from the days when

He had no answer, exceptslaves by the hundred thousand carved

and toiled and died for the conquering
Khmer princes. Human labor and wealth
beyond calculation had made this place,
far underground.

The walls were lined with carven stone;
and, like the walls of the high temples
above, every inch was sculptured. Here
were laughing, fantastic little figures
scuttling along; smiling temple dancers
performed slow posturings; animals and
Nagas—everywhere Nagas. Screens of
intricately worked marble closed a vista
of other chambers beyond. In the stone,
gold had been run, filling the carven
spaces here and there or solidly encasing
the pilasters of columns, and everywhere
was a sparkle of gems.

In the center of this room was set a
table, heaped with fruits and wines, glim-
mering with golden dishes. At either side

When she heard



of this table, from the profusion of rich
stuffs that covered the floor, lifted great
Naga heads to the height of a man. The
hoods and heads were composed of count-
less smaller heads, each one standing out
full-chiseled, yet the whole forming one
glorious cobra with distended hood. The
serpent scales were exquisitely carved,
and the lines filled with gold, the eyes of
each tiny head were of ruby, and a pro-
fusion of other gems glittered from the
flowing stone.

“My father 1’ Suddenly alarmed, the
girl turned, hands clasped.

“He’s quite safe.” Varma smiled. “Be
at ease, my dear. I've had him taken to
your guest-house, under guard, until to-
morrow noon; then he'll be sent back to
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your own people.” He took her hands
and kissed them. “My dear, my dear!
You don’t detest me?”

“You know better.” Her glowing eyes
warmed, her delicate features were radi-
ant. “You're not like other princes, other
warriors; when | first saw you— 1 knew!
But there’'s much to be explained and
understood, dear Varma.”

“Much.” He drew her to him. “Come,
then; you must be tired. Sit and eat,
talk, restt We are alone. No slaves
could be trusted with this secret.”

“But what happened? How did | get
here ?”

He seated her at the table, and went to
one of the two Nagas, and put out his
hand.



“These are like the monster heads out-
side the shrine, Silva. They're not for
ornament alone; watch!” Under his
touch, the Naga moved. A cry broke
from the girl; she shrank back, for that
glorious hooded head was rising, undu-
lating, rising! Then it stopped, and Var-
ma pointed down, to an opening in the
stone flooring.

“Even if this underground place were
betrayed, or found and looted, there
would remain the Khmer treasures, un-
found—certain treasures stored away
here in past ages. You see the boxes, here
below? Gems and gold, safely packed
away.” He touched the stone head again,
and it sank back into place. “So there’s
the secret for you!”
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Her eyes drifted on the wonders
around, as she sipped wine.

“But still 1 don’t understand.
are no serpent-people, really ?”

Varma laughed heartily. “Not even
among the gods, my dear! More than
once, my ancestors escaped war or revo-
lution or sudden death, through such un-
derground retreats as this. They fostered
the legend of serpent-people. They con-
ceived these wondrous Nagas. Two hun-
dred years ago, the king who built the old
shrine overhead, vanished during some
struggle; he returned and recovered his
throne, saying he had been among the
serpent-folk. This place had saved him,
you see. It's all symbolic, with a prac- =
tical fund of wealth at hand, to boot.”

There
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She relaxed gradually, and her gaze
rested upon his eager, alive features.

“You didn't know that my father was a
king—at first?”

“No; but I knew you were the only
woman |'d ever love,” said Varma frank-
ly. “Then | got reports from spies whom
| keep on the frontier. | investigated. |
took an elephant and went, myself. | got
word of armed forces gathered, hidden,
waiting. | found a man who knew the
Cham king and described him minutely;
then | knew who your father was. And |
came back, as you know.”

“What are you going to do about it?”
she asked.

“Escort him from the city, and marry
you. If he wishes to make war, let him
do so!”

Anxiety glimmered in her eyes. “But
you don’'t understand. He planned a
great raid on Ayuthia, a few days from
now! That's why the warriors are gath-
ered, ready—"

“1 guessed as much,” said Varma, calm-
ly. “I'll have a talk wit'h him before he
leaves. | can't help these people of mine,
you know; to them, life isa dream. They
have no ambition, no will, no energy. All
has been sapped from them by opium.
Do you know what my ambition is?”

“1'd love to know—if it concerns me,”
she said, radiant once more.

“By the gods, you're most of it!” he
cried. “1'd like to leave here forever, put
this whole land away from me; take you,
take the wealth that belongs to me, take
the two or three warriors who love me,
and go. For ever. North to the land of
China, perhaps; or west to hither India,
or on to the greater India beyond—"

Upon this their minds met-; she was in
a delighted flame on the instant. They
were alone with love, and the future
opened out before them in a glorious
sheen of achievement; ambition arose,
shooting like arrows at half-glimpsed
marks. They talked of the things they
would do afar, of strange sights and the
marvels of the world, of what they to-
gether would accomplish in new lands be-
yond the horizon.

So the hours fled away.

the guest-house King Raswan lay fet-
rtered in his golden chains, with anguish
and terror increasing upon him. The
archer guards smoked opium, or ate
opium, and threw dice languidly, or gos-
siped. When his desperate voice beat at
*them, they merely smiled. When he
offered gold and wealth if they would
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take messages quickly, they laughed and
ignored his words. At last, he became
silent—a baffled man upon whose brain
beat the horrors of futility, with certain
knowledge of what was coming.

T dawn, the careless guards at each
A. of the four great city gates saw the
same thing happen:

Across the causeway bridging the enor-
mous moat came an elephant silently
padding along. He was a war elephant in
full panoply, armored, with an armored
howdah on his back. Behind him came a
small following of men, dimly seen—not
above a few hundred. Some party of
royal hunters returning, the guards sup-
posed. They paid but scant heed.

The elephant came to the gates, and
there turned aside, and lowering his head,
put it against the great guard-tower. Now
the guards saw that the men on his back
were Chams, and a trumpet blew alarm.
Too late! The tower was groaning and
shaking. It began to crumble, and with
a roar collapsed in shattering ruin. The
Chams drew great scarlet-lacquered bows,
and their long black shafts drove afar, as
the elephant charged across the ruins and
the screaming guards. Behind came the
little column of armored men and scat-
tered quickly, fire-brands waving alight
in their hands. The elephant charged on,
on down the wide empty street of stone,
and behind lifted the roaring crackle of
flames and the thin screams of the dying.

On, on to the peaceful center of the far-
flung city, where as yet no alarm reached.
Here the elephants met, from each of the
four streets. Their riders came to earth
and scattered. A few sleepy guards ap-
peared; the black shafts flew, the yell
arose, the Khmer trumpets blared, drums
began to throb upon the daylight.

Then the crackle of flames arose. In a
flash, a sea of fire was sweeping across the
enclosures around the palace, as though
answering the ruddy light of fire in the
north and south, east and west. Above
the roar of flames, above the screams of
men, above the drums and trumpets,
lifted the frightful trumpeting of ele-
phants in panic. They came bursting
from the royal stables, huge towering
shapes gone mad with fear—not a dozen
nor a score, but a hundred or more lordly
bulls, trumpeting terror, charging blind-
ly away in all directions, trampling every-
thing underfoot. Some went headlong
into temple buildings and died amid the
ruins, but most of them scattered out to
avoid flames, met other flames and were
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turned away, and in blind horror went
careering on to destruction.

The whole city, for miles, was now a
sea of fire and a tumult of frenzied sound,
made up of innumerable human voices
and the explosions of bamboo joints. The
flimsy structures flared up everywhere,
in a flame that consumed swiftly and flew
on; there were no heavy structures to
burn slowly. The rising bulk of the tem-
ples were of solid stone. To these the
people fled by thousands, clinging every-
where like ants in a stricken ant-heap.
Some one thought, here and these, to open
the sluices that the waters of the moat
might come in and flood the lower por-
tions of the city. Multitudes who had es-
caped the flames, drowned here.

The sun rose upon a scene of smoking
ruin, hideous death and destruction. The
Chams, unhurried, slaughtered every liv-
ing thing in the palace buildings, and
then turned to the butchering of the hap-
less folk huddled in the high temples.
Here and there elephants were careering
about, some blinded, all of them gone
mad; but the strangest thing of all was
seen near the old shrine of Siva.

At this point the water was flooding in
fast over the ground and stirring the lit-
ter of ruin and corpses which were piled
high everywhere. An elephant, the might-
iest bull of the royal stables, a gigantic
beast with gold-tipped tusks, was stuck
fast. His hind parts had broken through
the earth, and he was trying frantically
to pull himself free, his trunk upflung,
scream upon scream trumpeting in frenzy.

The Cham captains gathered to look
upon him, thinking he had fallen into
some pit. As they looked, as the waters
came rushing down more thickly, the gi-
gantic beast, with a supremely agonized
effort, pulled himself free. His hind-
quarters came up an'd out. As they did
so, with a vast sucking sound, the water
swirled and eddied and lowered; it
seemed drawn into the very earth.

"T OOK, look!” shouted the Chams,
1—i pointing to the elephant. “Look!”
They saw that blood was dribbling
from wounds in his belly and legs; these
were not hurts, but wounds. The water
was no longer being sucked down; it
rolled over everything in a placid wash
of dead bodies. The Cham captains
looked one at another.
~ ‘The Naga people!” said one, and the
others nodded. “The bull broke through
into the dwellings of the serpent-people!

It was the Nagas who wounded him, and
now the waters have rushed in upon them
all, and they are dead. The Nagas are
the gods of the earth; away from this ac-
cursed spot! Away! Find King Raswan!”

But him they found not, then nor ever.

E pall of smoke, the sweetish fra-
grance of opium, grew less; they all
blurred and vanished, towering buildings
and high trees. The lights of the room
clicked on. We sat there, hardly realiz-
ing that it was ended, relaxing with some
difficulty.

“By heavens!” blurted some one.
“Then the two of 'em died, down there!
Drowned like rats, they were!”

The earnest tension of the voice pro-
voked a smile or two. Norman Fletcher
left his controls and turned to face us, an
envelope in his hand.

“My friends, you've seen the last dem-
onstration of this invention that | shall
give you,” he said gravely, and we hushed
to hear his words. “I'm off to Washing-
ton in the morning; when | shall return
here is doubtful. We have witnessed
many remarkable scenes from the past,
thanks to this apparatus of mine, in
company; | have enjoyed knowing you
all, more than | can say.

“Here, Mr. Hopkins,” and he handed
the envelope to Old Hop, “is an attested
copy of my will; | ask you to keep it. In
the event of my death, I am bequeathing
to the Inventors’ Club this apparatus of
mine, with full instructions for its use.
If 1 live, as | expect to live, | shall some
day bring the apparatus to better perfec-
tion and then hand it over to you gentle-
men. But one never knows, in times like
these; therefore, if anything should hap-
pen to me, | want you to have this in-
vention as a token of friendship and
esteem from one who valued highly his
association with you all.”

But | did not join in the outburst, as
the others gathered around him. | was
still thinking of those two caught down
below, broken in upon and trapped, in the
midst of love and dreams and golden am-
bitions, all lost and brought to naught.

Suddenly 1 found Norman Fletcher at
my side, his hand on my shoulder.

“1 know what's in your mind,” he said
gently. “Reflect on this, my friend: if
there were no hell, what were the use of
heaven? If we all gained our ambitions
and brought our dreams to fruition—
what good were dreams or ambitions?
Good night.”

v Mr. Bedford-Jones begins a new and even more picturesque historical series inan early issue.
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The

A rchie Page, the football captain-

/\ elect, came into the office on
f —% the third floor of Eastminster’s
A. X old gymnasium ar.d sat down

on the corner of Matt Wood’'s desk.
“Well,” Archie Page said, “how does it
look?”

Matt Wood scratched his gray head.
“1t looks like fall,” he said.

Archie grunted.

“l was around some this summer,”
Matt Wood said. “We got some pretty
good frosh cornin’ up. Maybe some we
can use on the Varsity.” He paused.
“This will probably be the last year,” he
added, “that we’ll have four-year eligi-
bility.”

“There’s a guy rolled in today,” Archie
Page said. “I saw him over at the Ad-
ministration Building. A big tall guy,
nice shoulders. Got a sweet-'.ookin’ road-
ster too,” he added. “You dig him up?”

ands of

By Eustace

“What's his name ?” asked Matt Wood.

“John Leland,” Archie Page said.

“No,” Matt Wood said. “ 1 never heard
of him.” He got up, took a list from his
drawer. “We ought to have thirty-five
out, but unless we find something in the
frosh, we are kind of short on backs.”

“Moose Campbell's back,” Archie Page
said.

“He aint quints,” Matt Wood sai'd. He
got up and walked over to the window.
The Eastminster campus was still brown
from the August heat, but the vines were
faintly green on the buildings, and the
curving drive was pretty. Matt watched
the roadster pull up in front of the library,
and he watched the boy get out of it and
go into the building. He liked the way



John Lerand

Cockrell

the boy walked. Over his shoulder he
motioned to Archie Page. “That his
chariot ?” he asked.

Archie Page came over and looked
down. “Yeah,” he said. They stood
there then a moment, looking down. As
they watched, the boy reappeared. With
him was a girl. Archie Page grunted in

surprise. “That's Midge,” he said. “My
sister.”
Matt Wood nodded. “That Leland,”

he said approvingly, “has got a nice eye.
| didn't know you had a sister.”
Archie Page dismissed his sister. “ She’s
a freshman,” he said, then added: “The
guy moves nice, doesn’'t he? Big, too.”
Matt Wood frowned. “Yeah,” he said.
“You know,” he went on, “there’'s some-

thing about that boy. If | haven't seen
him before, I'm crazy.”

And Archie Page from his four years’
intimacy, said: “You probably haven't
seen him before.”

Matt Wood apparently didn’t hear. He
watched the roadster roll down the drive
and out of sight. “Go out and see him to-
night,” he said.

Archie Page nodded.
town got?” he asked.

Matt Wood walked back and sat down
at his desk. “I1 was wondering myself,”
Matt said. “They got a week on us in
practice, though.”

“Tomorrow’s the day,” Archie Page
said, exultation in his voice.

“Yeah,” Matt said. “Tomorrow’s the
day. Two-thirty on the old field. | hope
we have a club.”

“We’ll have a club,” Archie Page said.
“1t'll be good to get out there.”

“What's Johns-
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tt Wood watched the assistant
Mcoach putting his squad through

somebody that can carry the mail. . , .
Moose has got to have a little help."

calisthenics. His eye roved from one end “We may develop some one,” Matt

of the long line to the other. When the
exercises were over, he motioned to
Archie Page.

“Well?” Matt Wood said.

“They look good,” Archie said.

“Thirty-five,” Matt Wood said. “They
aint in bad shape. We may have a club
yet.”

Archie looked out where the candi-
dates, clad this first day in shorts and
cotton jerseys, were passing the ball
around, punting, gamboling about in the
sheer joy of wearing cleats again. “I like
their looks,” Archie said again.

Matt Wood didn’'t say anything for a
moment. Finally he asked, casually:
“See Leland ?”

Archie Page’s face darkened. “Yeah,”
he said. “I saw him. No soap. He gave
me a song-and-dance about having prom-
ised some one he wouldn’t go out for
athletics—any athletics.”

Matt walked over to a freshman and
took the ball he had in his hands. “You
can’t take that extra step punting against
a good line, son,” he said. “Start on the
other foot.” Matt Wood demonstrated.
Then he walked back to Archie,

“1 talked to him half an hour,” Archie
said. “He’s a panty-waist if ever | saw
one; you ought to get a load of his lingo.”

“Where’'s he live ?” Matt Wood asked.

“QOut on the River Road,” Archie said.
“Got a swell flat. But he won't come out
for football.”

“That's too bad,” Matt said. “But if
he’s like you say, it's probably no loss.”

Archie Page said grimly: “1 told Midge
to find another roadster to take the air in.
T don't want my sister runnin’ around
with anybody like that.” And Archie
Page walked out on the field.

Matt Wood sighed. Then he too walked
out on the field to start to work, and
John Leland became only a vague an-
noyance far back in his mind.

rchie Page Came into the office, limp-

i ing a little, and sat down on the

corner of the coach’s desk.
ing,” he said bitterly. “We luck out on
Johnstown six to nothing, and we out-
weigh 'em fifteen pounds to a man.”

“They didn't make but two first
downs,” Matt said.

“Moose Campbell is a pretty good line-
plunger,” Archie Page said, “and he looks
like a million backing up that line, but
we got to have a break-away runner,

Wood said.

Archie snorted. “Yeah ?” he said. “How
you gonna develop a ball-carrier when
we haven't got a man out for the back-
field that can run a hundred in less'n
eleven-three? 1 ask you, how are you
gonna do it?”

Matt Wood sighed.
he said.

Archie Page got down off the desk
and walked around the desk, “I saw that
big Leland,” he said, “runnin’ for a ten
o’'clock, and he came across that campus
faster than anyone on the squad could.
Tn street shoes, too.” He scowled dark-
ly. *“He’s still hangin' around Midge,
too,” he added.

Matt looked at the ceiling. “Tsk-tsk!”
he said.

Archie Page stopped his pacing. “It’s
not so funny—"” he began, and stopped.

John Leland stood in the open door.

“1 don’'t know,”

AGE muttered something and went
out. John Leland came up to the

desk and looked down at Matt Wood.

Matt didn’t say anything,

“What is the procedure,” John Leland
said, “when one wants to try for the
eleven ?”

“Why,” Matt said, “you get the stu-
dent manager to give you a suit, and then
you get out there and try. It's very
simple.”

“1 should like to try it,” John Leland
said, and he looked quite determined.

Matt stood up and walked around the
desk with his hand held out. “1'm Matt
Wood,” he said. “You're John Leland?”

John Leland took his hand and bowed
oddly from the hips.

“Sit down,” Matt said, and he pointed
to a chair. Then he went on: “I'm kind
of in favor of people keeping their word,”
he said. “Archie told me you had prom-
ised not to go out for athletics.”

“I'm twenty-one,” John Leland said
hotly. “I1've told the person | promised
that | was going out. They can’'t keep me

“Six to nothfrom it.”

“Who'd you promise?” Matt Wood
asked. “Your mother ?”

“I'm an orphan,” John Leland said.
“1 didn’'t promise anyone who had any
right to make me promise. | came to this
school because it was small, and | thought
I could be just a plain person in it. |
liked its reputation—no insincere preten-
sion to culture. 1'm sick of culture.”
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Matt didn’t smile. “No,” he said slow-
ly, “it's not much for culture. They'd
rather have a new stadium any day than
a new library.” He paused a minute, and
smiled a little ruefully. “But you can
get sick of muscles too,” he added.

“Where do | find the student man-
ager ?” John Leland asked.

“He’ll be down in the locker-room from
two to three,” Matt Wood said, then
added: “Ever play any football?”

Leland relaxed a little. “No,” he said,
and smiled for the first time. “I'll prob-
ably be awfully rotten.”

“What makes you want to come out?”

Leland didn’t say anything for a mo-
ment. Then he looked straight at Matt
Wood. *“It has come to the attention of
some one | admire, that one isn't a man
unless he plays football.”

Matt Wood sat and looked at Leland
for a long time. “Son,” he said doubt-
fully, “haven’t | seen you some place be-
fore ?”.

John Leland stiffened. “I've been in
Europe a great deal the last few years,”
he said. “Perhaps there?”

Matt Wood sighed. “Nope,” he said.
“1 aint been in Europe since '18, but it
sure does seem to me that I’'ve seen you
some place before now.”

John Leland bowed again, oddly, from
the hips. “I shall see you,” he said, “this
afternoon, on the gridiron.”

Matt Wood nodded, not smiling. “The
alumni,” he said, “have had me on the
gridiron, off and on, for thirty years.
Maybe you can helg me get off for a
while.” He picked up some papers from
his desk and did not look up again until
he heard the door close. . . .

Moose Campbell and Archie Page were
standing by Matt Wood, watching the
scrimmage. “The guy’'s got rhythm,”
Moose Campbell said. “He moves like
water, but fast.”

Margaret Page said:
“l don't care if he
never speaks to me
again; you've got to
take him outl”

“1 don’t understand what’'s wrong with
him,” Archie said. “He’s afraid to tackle.
He acts as if he doesn't want to use his
hands. He’'d be all right if he'd play de-
fense as if he wasn't wearin’ gloves he
didn’t want to dirty.”

ELAND had been out for football five
La weeks. Twice Matt had put him in

a game, and twice he’d made long runs to

score.

Matt Wood smiled uneasily, watching
him now, in scrimmage. “I've seen that
guy before,” he said. “I know it.” Then
he paused and grinned, looking at Archie.
“He aint a power-house on defense,” he
said. “But he’s what you wanted. He’'s
a break-away guy for fair.”

Archie Page started to say something
in reply, but just at that moment Leland,
playing in the second-team backfield,
took the ball on a direct pass from center
and broke to the right on a long end run.
Halfway across the field he went, fast,
moving easily but like the wind; then
suddenly he was running back, obliquely
toward the line of scrimmage. The safety
man ran him out of bounds.

“1f he could tackle,” Archie said, “I
wouldn’t care if Midge married him.”
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“If he goes like that against State,”
Moose Campbell said, “I'll marry him
myself.”

“1f we beat State,” Archie said, “we
won't lose this year.”

N the morning of the State game,
Margaret Page came into Matt
Wood'’s office. “Mr. Wood," she blurted
out before Matt had a chance to say any-
thing, “you mustn't let John play today.”
Matt Wood stood up, sighing. “I don’t
believe I've had the pleasure,” he said.
“I'm Margaret Page,” the girl said.
“Archie’s sister.”
“Oh,” Matt said.
play today?”
Margaret Page leaned over on the desk.
“Do you like beauty, and art and music?
Good things, lovely things?”
Matt Wood’'s jaw dropped for just a

“Why mustn’t John

moment. “Well,” he said finally, “I'm a

kind of frustrated musician, and | like

some pictures that | can understand.”
“Then,” the girl said finally, “you

mustn’t let John play.”

“You mean,” Matt said, “you've ex-
plained it all to me?”

Tears came to the girl's eyes. “I can’t
tell you any more,” she said. “ But please,
please do as | ask. | have really broken
my promise, coming to you at all.”

Matt looked at her. His eyes were a
little hard. “Your brother kind of egged
you into needling John into going out for
football in the first place, didn’t he?”

“Oh, yes,” the girl said desperately;
“but | didn't know, then.”

“You didn't know what?”

“l can't tell you. But you mustn't,
you mustn’t let him play.”

“l1 don’t quite understand this,” Matt
Wood said. “But I'm a football coach. |
try to win games. | do everything | can
to win games. | guess that about closes
the interview.” He walked over and
looked out the window onto the little
campus. “I guess, offhand, that your part
in this little drama doesn’t reflect to your
credit. 1'll thank you in the future to let
me handle the football team, and you
take care of the adolescent romance.
We'll both be better off.”

TATE had a good team—a very good
team, big and with replacements three
deep all the way across the line. They
had two backfields you couldn’t tell apart,
and they were a bit contemptuous, play-
ing down in this little stadium. East-
minster was a breather for them. Their
big game was next week.

IMatt VWood wes talking to his squed in
the dressing-room down under the sta-
dium. “They're big, and good. They're in
a better league than we are, really. But
they can be beaten. And if they can be
beaten, there’s only one way for us to do
it. They'll start a second team; even it'll
be a better team than you've ever played
against. They'll leave them in the first
quarter if all goes well; then they'll put
in the first team to smack over a couple of
touchdowns, and then they’ll pull the first
team. Now what we've got to do is this:
We've got to score, right off the bat. The
first series of plays. I've drilled you all
week on these plays. They are designed
to shake Leland loose. We've got to
score, and then it's a matter of defense.
I'm starting Leland. | want you to use
the plays I've given you, Moose, right
off. Then if you score, you've got to hold
‘'em.” Matt Wood paused.

“1 could give you a lot of the ‘Die for
dear old Whoosis,” but I'm not going to.
| expect you to die for dear old Eastmin-
ster without my asking you to.” He
stopped then, and read the starting line-
up. “Okay,” he said; “that's all.”

John Leland dropped into step beside
Matt as they walked out toward the field.
“l—” he began. He tried again. “I
haven’'t been playing my best,” he said
finally.

Matt looked up at him. “No?”

“1 can tackle,” John Leland said. “I
can tackle, | think, as well as anyone.
But I've been afraid to.”

Matt remained silent.

“If 1 play well today,” John Leland
said, “on defense, will you leave me in?”

Matt Wood walked ten more steps.
They were out in sight of the crowd, and
a cheer was going up, and Matt could
feel the old excitement tightening his
heart. “You try it, son,” he said, “and
see.”

State kicked off.

The ball came down in a long, slow,
curving arc, and John Leland caught it,
fumbled it, gathered it up, and following
his interference, swept for the left. They
brought him down on the twenty-yard
line.

Then, lining up quickly, without sig-
nals, Eastminster ran another play. They
ran it so fast, so unexpectedly, with such
well-drilled precision, that the first real
picture one got was that of John Leland,
bursting off tackle, and going for the side-
lines. Matt Wood leaned back. “It's a
touchdown,” he said. “They can’t catch
him now.”



Moose helped him
to his feet after
he had cut down
the big fullback.
“Bud,” Moose said,
“I'm proud to play
beside you.”

Eleven men in colorful new jerseys
swarmed on the field from the State side-
line. They were grim. The score was
seven to nothing against them in two
plays. They elected to receive.

HEN the hammering started. Wide
Tend runs and off-tackle smashes, short
gains, cruel jolting men behind big fast
men. State started their march. And
John Leland, playing a defensive half-
back, threw all caution to the wind and
came up to back the line with Moose
Campbell, and you couldn’'t say which
one was the better.

Eastminster stopped State on their own
thirty-yard line. They had disdained to
punt, and had missed their first down by
measured inches. Moose Campbell hit
the line twice for Eastminster, picked up
a lone yard, and kicked.

State started to march again. And as
the big State fullback was brought down
by a crashing tackle as he careened
through a hole off tackle, a small hand
tapped Matt Wood on the shoulder.

Margaret Page had come down from
the stands, and by the guards, and the
cheer leaders, and she was behind the
center of the Eastminster bench; and she
was leaning over, and she tapped Matt
Wood on the shoulder. He didn't turn.
She tapped him again, and he looked
back, his face creased with anger.

“John Leland,” Margaret Page said in
a small thick voice, “is Jan Lewan-
dowski.”

Matt Wood grunted. It didn't go
through to his mind for a moment, be-
cause Matt Wood was on the field with
his mind, and he was making every tackle
and he was planning every play. Then
he straightened.

“Jan Lewandowski ?” he said stupidly.

“There aren’t five better in the world,”
Margaret Page said. “If you know any-
thing about music, you know that. He'll
play the piano for millions of people to
hear, before he dies. He'll make people
happy for years and years to come. He’s
a great genius. What if he breaks a
hand?”



Matt Wood looked out on the field,
and it was coming to him, slowly. He'd
seen John Leland, all right. He'd seen
him on a concert stage in New York the
winter before. And here was Jan Lewan-
dowski trying to have one year as an av-
erage boy. The orphan from Brooklyn
who'd been a genius! Matt Wood stood
up. He barked a name, and a boy ap-

peared before him. “Go in, Joe—” Then
he stopped.
He turned to Margaret Page. “I prom-

ised him, practically,” he said, “that if
he played all out on defense, I'd leave
him in.” And Matt Wood looked down
at the ground, afraid to watch the game.

UT Jan Lewandowski was happy. He
was not afraid, and was glorying in

Illustrated by
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“He'll play for millions of

people, before he dies. He'll

make people happy for
years to come.”

ms own nine-yard line; and Archie Page,
playing right end for Eastminster,
dropped the State safety on Eastminster’s
forty-five, and State took up the march.

They didn't pass. They poured the
power over the lighter line, and the East-
minster secondary came up to make the
tackles, and it was bruising business.
The State fullback weighed two ten, and
he was going to be All-American this
year; he ran like a train down grade,
with his knees high and his head low;
and tackling him was like tackling a roll-
ing boulder on a steep hill; but Moose
Campbell and Jan Lewandowski, backing
up the line in a box-formation defense,
kept his gains short.

Margaret Page said: “I don’t care if
he never speaks to me again, and | don’t
care whether Eastminster loses; you've
got to take him out!”

“] don't know what to do,” Matt Wood
said. “I heard him once myself.”

And it was that way at the half. . . .

In the dressing-room Matt Wood
walked to each player, and he said some-
thing to him—some word of praise or of
advice. The room was rank with lini-
ment ; and Moose Campbell on a rubbing
table leaned over and patted Jan Lewan-
dowski on the back, where Jan Lewan-

not being afraid; and Moose Campbelljowski sat beneath him, looking at his

helped him to his feet after he had cut
that big fullback down with a tackle you
heard clear across the field.

“Bud,” Moose Campbell had said, “1'm
proud to play beside you.”

They stopped State on the fifty; and
this time the State quarterback punted.

But Eastminster didn't shake Leland
loose this time. The State first team was
in there now, and they were raging mad.
They'd seen Leland go once before, and
the greatest runners in the world can’t
gain if you can’'t get them in the open.
Moose Campbell went back to punt from
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hands. Archie Page came then, and
stopped by Jan Lewandowski and said:
“Mrs. Leland’s little boy John is a hell
of a football-player.”

Matt Wood had made his rounds, and
he was standing in front of Jan Lewan-
dowski, and he was looking down at him;
and of all the ones that had played in
that first half, Jan was the only one to
whom he didn’t speak.

The time between the halves went
quickly, and Matt Wood cleared his
throat and read the starting line-up. Johq
Leland’s name was not in it.



He sat beside Matt Wood out on the
bench for all the third quarter; and luck
and fumbles twice cheated State from
touchdowns. But then, in the fourth
quarter, like lightning, the first team,
rested now, poured in; and they scored
twice.

There were eight minutes left of the
last quarter, and State had not converted
either time—and the score stood twelve
to seven.

OR the fiftieth time Jan Lewan-

dowski pleaded: “Please, Mr. Wood,

please let me go back in.
wouldn’t take me out if | played well de-
fensively—and | played my best.”

Matt sat there. He didn’'t say any-
thing; he didn’t answer. But finally he
made reply: “I know who you are, son.”

Jan’ Lewandowski didn’t say anything
for a long moment. Then finally he said:
“1 see. He had no thought of me, and of
the thing that it has done to me, to be
unselfish and with no thought of myself,
to be unselfish and brave just once. You
are interested in music. In preserving,”
—and his voice crackled with scorn,—
“my hands, so that | can play.” He
paused, and then went on: “My answer,
to you and all the world, is this: | am,
in ten seconds, going to get up from this
bench and walk out on that field and take
my place with that team, with those boys
who respect me as a football-player; and
I am going to play my position until this
game is over.” Jan Lewandowski’s voice
was low and hard, but Matt Wood heard
each word with peculiar clarity. “Or,”
Jan Lewandowski said, “1'll never touch
a piano again as long as | live.” And he
got up and walked out on the field.

Matt Wood didn't know; but he was
happy, as one brave man is always happy
to watch another.

Eastminster had the ball, and it was on
their own forty-yard line. State was
coasting with their lead and Eastminster’s
men were tired.

Jan Lewandowski called time out; and
in the huddle this is what he said: “They
will watch me. They will never let me
get away; but Moose Campbell is a line-
plunger as good as that one over there.”
And he pointed to the big State fullback.
“So | think the thing to do is drive.
Drive now with Moose, and throw a pass
or two to keep their secondary back.
And | have the tune | want you to play
to.” And Jan whistled then a lilting
waltz. “Listen to me,” he said to the
Eastminster center, “and pass the ball

You said youup and said:

back on the down beat.” And Eastmin-
ster went into their huddle and came out
of it; and Jan Lewandowski whistled all
the time.

They moved. They moved eight yards
on the first play, and the State secondary
came up to plug the gaps, and Moose
Campbell tossed a short pass to Archie
Page, and Archie pulled it down on the
State forty-yard line.

Then Moose hit the line aga'in. Four
long yards, and the line was charging like
one man. Three yards then, and Moose
wiped the blood off his mouth as he got
“Why, lads, it's like the
bloody Junior Prom.” And the East-
minster team laughed immoderately at
this, and laughing, tapped that last re-
serve of strength they didn't know they
had; and Moose Campbell made it a first
down on the State twenty-five.

Then it happened. Jan Lewandowski,
leading interference on a short end run,
took a long flying block at the defensive
half, and something snapped. It snapped
loud enough for you to hear it, and Jan
Lewandowski didn’'t get up, and Matt
Wood was running out on the field. Jan
Lewandowski, lying there with a cleanly
broken ankle, held up both his hands as
Matt Wood bent over him and Matt
Wood smiled a smile of sheer relief.

They carried Jan Lewandowski off the
field; and as he went, he whistled his
tune, and Moose Campbell scored through
the center of the line three plays later,
running like an enraged bull, with the
line charging in front of him as one man.

rchie Page came int'o the office and
A. sat down on the corner of the desk.

“Well,” he said,
wasn't he? He was terrific. He whistled
old Moose forty yards up the field, and
he whistled him right over for a touch-
down. He’s good, all right.”

Matt looked up, and his face had a
dreamy look on it. “You should hear him
play,” said Matt Wood, frustrated mu-
sician,

“Play!” Archie said. “He had me and
Midge and Moose out for supper last
night, and he’s got a piano as big as all
outdoors; and me and Moose tried him
on everything we could think o f: ‘Jeepers
Creepers,” ‘St. Louis Blues,” ‘Tiger Rag,’
—and he didn’t know any of 'em. What's
the use of bein’ able to play, if you don’t
know any pieces?” Archie Page paused
then a moment, and looked at the ceiling.
“But he can sure play that football,” he
added reverently.

“the guy was good,



By Frederick
R. Bechdolt

T was a morning in late February,
and the wind was raw on the Texas
prairies when the man called Nat-
chez came riding up the road from

San Antonio.

lupe river bottom were tinged with pale
green; he saw the ferry waiting for him
under the bank, and Bertha standing at
the windlass in the bow.

She watched him approaching through
the checkered light and shade: his coat
was in tatters; one leg of his breeches
was split to the knee, and his unshaven
face was blue with cold. That nickname
of his had come from the roaring town
under the bluff beside the Mississippi,
where flatboat men and river pirates
gathered to drink and gamble; it had fol-
lowed him through two filibustering ex-
peditions into Mexico and the first three
months of the Texas Revolution. This
latter project had looked like a good bet,
and he had thought to make his fortune
from the free lands which were promised
to the soldiers; but a few weeks of beg-
ging for his living like a tramp and listen-
ing to the growls of his unpaid com-
panions had cured him of the idea. So he
had traded off his Kentucky rifle for two
quarts of mescal, and when the carouse
was over, he had ridden away from San
Antonio, where a ragged handful of troops
now awaited Santa Anna’s thousands.

The gale which was ruffling the placid
surface of the river whipped Bertha's
coarse skirt to her body, revealing lines
which were altogether too generous. Her
big face was reddened by harsh weather,
and her hands were calloused by the
windlass crank. She had listened to many
rough jests from men, but never a soft
word. Her large eyes were filled with
longing; there was something bovine in
their softness.

By the time the ferry was halfway
across the river, he was standing beside
her with one arm around her ample waist
while she toiled at the windlass. In the
little log cabin on the eastern bank, she

.possessed glass windows.

fed him cornbread, wild honey and a stew
of jerked venison. Her father was down
Goliad way with Fannin’s ill-fated com-
panies ; her mother was buried in a mes-

The thickets in the Guadauite thicket beside the Brazos. Natchez

lingered about the place until the next
morning; and when he left, hei3id not
tell her his intention to resume his jour-
ney eastward: it would have meant fare-
well caresses, and he was weary of those
bovine eyes.

The raw little town of Gonzales lay
just beyond the summit of the low bluff:
two stores, a blacksmith shop, and some
thirty-odd tog houses, several of which
He was riding
down its only street when the thing which
we call the Irony of Fate overtook him.

Occasionally in those pioneer days, a
girl’'s good looks survived through her
young womanhood. Nancy Tuttle’s pret-
tiness was heightened by a delicacy of
coloring which was exotic in these windy
reaches. She was standing in the open
doorway of the largest store; and when
Natchez saw her, he rode straight to the
nearest hitching-rack.

She had disappeared within the store
by the time he dismounted. He took his
stand before the doorway and waited for
a good half-hour; but when she came out,
she passed him without knowing that he
existed. And all that afternoon, while
Bertha was watching the road down in
the river bottom, trying to make herself
believe that he would come back to her,
he hung about the village like a lost dog
that looks up at every footfall, hoping to
see its owner. That is how he happened
to be on hand when Albert Martin rode
up the hill with the setting sun behind
him, bringing the news that Santa Anna
and the Mexican troops had arrived in
San Antonio.

raw-boned Man, Albert Martin; his
weatherstained face was lean as an

Indian’s ; his buckskin breeches and hunt-

ing shirt were stained with the sweat of
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hard riding. He was standing beside his
jaded horse with a dozen men around him
when Natchez joined the group and heard
him say:

“Our boys have crossed the river, and
they’'re holding down one of those Spanish
missions that Jim Bowie and Old Ben
Milam took last fall when they drove the
greasers back acrost the Rio Grande. It's
the one they call the Alamo. Santa
Anna’s got a thousand regulars surround-
ing the place, and there’s three thousand
more coming on the Laredo road.”

And there were, Natchez was thinking,
less than two hundred Texans.

“This revolution’s going to end before
it has begun,” he told himself.
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“1 fetched a letter—” Albert Martin
thrust his hand beneath his hunting shirt,
and produced a crumpled paper. “ Bowie's
sick; he broke his laig and got took down
with lung fever. Travis is in command
now, and he wrote this to the governor
and council, asking for reinforcements.
I'm sticking here. Somebody’s got to
take it on.”

“And all the good it'll do,” a voice an-
nounced, “is to start the governor and
council calling each other more names.”
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The laughter that followed that sally held
no mirth. There were nearly twenty men
in the crowd now, and a few women hov-
ering around the edges. Albert Martin
unfolded the paper and his voice grew
louder as he read:

“*‘To the People of Texas and all Amer-
icans in the World—

Natchez listened to the plea for help
which yoUng William Barret Travis had
sent through Santa Anna’s lines, and he
cursed himself for having lingered here.

“You better pull out before these fools
ask you to go and get killed with them.”
So his thoughts ran, and he was edging
away toward the fringes of the little audi-
ence when he came face to face with
Nancy Tuttle. She was looking straight

The Mexicans made the assault at dawn. ...

into his eyes, and her eyes were inquiring.
He halted in his tracks.

“I’'m going to recruit a company,” Al-
bert Martin was saying. “Who’ll go back
with me to take their chances with Travis
and Davy Crockett and Bowie and the
boys ?”

And then Natchez heard his own voice
as if it were another’s, as he answered
loudly: “You can count me in.”

Nancy smiled at him, and her eyes had
grown soft; he marveled at his own con-
tentment in that moment.

It took Albert Martin a week to finish
his recruiting: and on the third day two
more riders arrived from the Alamo; one
of them lingered only long enough to
change horses before he pressed on for the
capital at Austin; the other stayed: a boy

It took them more than an hour to get inside.



LAST MESSAGE

in his early twenties, his hair was as
black as a crow’s wing, his face as smooth
as a girl's. His name was St. John Whit-
ney, and he had ridden westward from
some Louisiana parish the previous fall
to cast his lot with Texas. When Natch-
ez looked at that young face, he did not
know how badly Fate was treating him.

As a matter of fact, his only concern
now was Nancy. He managed to ma-
neuver it so that he ran across her nearly
every day, and she stopped to speak with
him three times: not long, just a few
words in passing; but every meeting left
him shaken to the bone....

It was coming on a Norther, the morn-
ing when Albert Martin’s little company
of thirty-two men set forth. The women
gathered around them and the murmur
of soft voices filled the brief street.

Natchez was standing at one end of the
thin line; the bitter wind went right
through his ragged coat, and he was rub-
bing his hands against the neck of his
horse to drive away the numbness; but
he was warmed within by the hope that
Nancy might come to bid him good-by.

He heard her voice behind him, and
he whirled on his heel.

“Always,” she was saying, “always. As
long as | live.” Her face was trans-
figured, and she was looking into the eyes
of young St. John Whitney.

Five minutes later the company were
in the saddle, and when they made the
crossing on the ferry, Natchez was hang-
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ing in the rear. So Bertha did not see
him until he rode by the windl'ass in the
bows as they were disembarking, and
waved his hand at her.

They made the line of bluffs east of
San Antonio late in the second afternoon,
and they lay on their bellies looking down
into the valley where four thousand
Mexican regulars, foot, horse and artil-
lery, encircled the ruined chapel and the
three-acre enclosure within whose stone
walls the men of Texas were waiting to



show the world something new in hero-
ism.

The thin notes of a bugle floated to the
watchers, faint with distance; a puff of
-white smoke blossomed above the mes-
quite thickets by the edge of the town
across the river, and the dull boom of a
cannon followed. The flat-roofed houses
of San Antonio looked like children’s
blocks, and a banner that hung above the
plaza church was a fleck of scarlet against
the pale sky. The son of the Gonzales
blacksmith was lying beside Natchez; he
pointed at the red flag.

“What's that mean?”
Natchez said:

“It means that after the greasers have
licked us, they’re going to cut the throats
of everyone who's left alive.” He watched
the beardless face change color, and the
lips go tight, and he smiled unpleasantly.

he asked, and

T was near midnight when they slipped
through the Mexican lines, and it hap-
pened that young St. John Whitney was
at his side. They stole down the hill on
foot, leading their horses; and when they
were within a hundred yards of the sen-
tries, they swung into the saddles. The
final dash was in the nature of an anti-
climax, for there weren't a half-dozen
shots fired. After the heavy gate in the
south wall had closed behind them, the
youth clapped Natchez on the back.

“We've made it!” he shouted;
Natchez laughed harshly.

“Why not?” he asked. “Santa Anna
knows nobody’s coming to help us out.”

And as he looked into the handsome
face, the thought came to him: how he
could, just as well, have stayed behind
with Nancy Tuttle when this successful
rival had gone forth to die.

The days dragged by. Every morning
the Mexican artillery began a lazy bom-
bardment; occasionally a cannon-ball
knocked a few rocks from the wall, and in
the evening the ragged garrison mended
the damage. The sentries watched the
eastern skyline where the road to the
Texan settlements disappeared; but the
reinforcements which they were seeking'
never showed. Every night they heard
the dull clank of caissons and the tramp
of marching troops; and when dawn
came, they picked out the spots where
the enemy’s lines had drawn a little closer.

It would need one thousand men to de-
fend this place against any kind of a
force: two convent yards surrounded by
eight-foot walls of limestone, and three
rows of stone buildings lining the inner

and
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sides of these walls; in the southwest cor-
ner the roofless chapel. There were one
hundred and eighty-three in the garrison,
the tattered, undisciplined companies
who had quarreled among themselves in
San Antonio until Natchez had deserted
in disgust.

But since they had entered this place,
a change had come. Natchez saw pri-
vates who had cursed the officers to their
faces, leaping to the orders of these same
officers in silent obedience.

One morning he saw four hard-eyed ex-
filibusterers whom he had known in Ma-
zatlan, carrying a sick man on a cot out
of a low building by the south wall. When
they set down the cot in a patch of pale
spring sunshine, he drifted over to the
group who gathered around it, and he
listened to the quavering voice of the sick
man: it was so faint that he had to cup
his hand to his ear to catch the words:

“1 want you men to remember this—
and tell it to all the boys that came with
me—Travis is your commander now.
Stick with him.”

Natchez pushed his way into the group
and got a glimpse of the waxen face on
the cot. The last time he had seen those
features, they had been flushed with
anger, and the voice had rung strong that
afternoon when James Bowie released a
half-dozen prisoners whom Lieutenant-
Colonel Travis had sent to the guard-
house in San Antonio.

ERE"was an evening when Natchez

sat among a crowd of ragged privates

in a room of the two-story convent build-

ing while old David Crockett, who had

been a member of Congress and almost as

much of a celebrity as President Andrew

Jackson, fiddled and told stories, and

Sergeant John MacGregor played his

leaky bagpipes until the two of them
were so weary that they fell asleep.

And another evening when he was on
his way to sentry duty at the gun-em-
placement in the ruined chapel, he heard
soft voices in the shadows, and looked
through a doorless arch into a room
where several women were sitting on
pallet beds, the wives of officers who had
chosen to remain here with their hus-
bands instead of fleeing to the Texas set-
tlements.

He saw these things and many others:
the drunkards were sober now, the brawl-
ers were at peace; the grumblers had for-
gotten their old grievances; and men who
had not been on speaking terms two
weeks ago, traded salty jests concerning



Natchez handed her a folded slip of cartridge-paper. “I'll take It,”
she said, “if the Mexicans let me through.”

General Antonio de Lopez de Santa
Anna’s private habits, while they were
building breastworks of rammed earth
in the doorways of the two-story convent
building where they planned to make
their final stand after the Mexicans had
scaled the outer walls.

Something had happened here. It was
as if these who knew that they were go-
ing to die were setting their houses in
order.
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There was a breach in the north wall
which the Texans had made last fall when
they drove the Mexican troops back across
the Rio Grande; and Natchez was standing
behind it on the fourth evening after his
arrival; he was looking out into the night,
and he was thinking how easily this hand-
ful of defenders could slip away through
the enemy’s lines; he was marveling at
the quixotic folly which held them here.
For that was the way he saw it. Then his



The men of Texas retreated to the rooms where black-robed nuns bad told their

mind went back, as it did so often during
these days and nights, to Nancy Tuttle;
and he was cursing himself for having
come here, when a soldier appeared out
of the shadows and touched him on the
arm.

“Colonel Travis has sent for you,” the
man said.

He was still seeing Nancy Tuttle’s
face as he had seen it that morning when
she looked up into St. John Whitney’'s
eyes, as he went to the little room in the
stone convent building where Travis had
established his headquarters. There
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were two candles guttering in sconces on
the wall; there were five men lined up
within the doorway, and St. John Whit-
ney was among them.

Travis was standing behind a table at
the other end of the room; the light of
the candles rippled on his auburn hair; it
made his handsome face as red as fire.
Natchez gave him the sloppiest of salutes
and took his place in the line.

Travis said: “I'm sending one more
courier to Austin tonight. | want a man
to go with him, who can answer if he’s
challenged. It’s got to be some one who



beads in kinder years. .

can speak Spanish like a Mexican, and
he must know the road from having been
over it. All of you answer those re-
quirements.” He paused for just a mo-
ment, and he smiled. “There’s no use
asking for volunteers to go out; I've tried
it before, and no one answers.” He drew
a deck of cards from his pocket and laid
it on the table. “You’ll cut for it. High
man gets the job.”

He singled them out, one by one, with
his long forefinger. Each man stepped
forward and drew in silence; he laid his
card face upward on the table; and the
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. . Tliei-e the man Natchez died, his slain before him.

chance that orders this sort of thing
willed it that St. John Whitney was next
to the last, and that Natchez followed
him.

Two treys, a five and a seven were
showing on the table when St. John Whit-
ney made his draw: it was a ten.

Natchez said: “I'm feeling lucky to-
night.”

He picked up the deck and shuffled it,
and he threw down the eight of spades.
His eyes were like two stones. . . .

On the next night, which was the last,
a woman sat within the room beside the
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gaping doorway of the roofless chapel,
holding a baby in her arms. One candle
on the wall cast a small circle of radiance
around her; the limits of the circle
widened and shrank; the faces of the
sleepers around her appeared and van-
ished with the vagaries of the small flame
—the dark faces of Mexican wives whom
members of the garrison had wed in San
Antonio during other years, and of the
children whom these had borne in days
of peace. She was the only American
woman among them. Her name was Mrs.
Almaron Dickerson, and she had followed
her husband from Gonzales when he went
to San Antonio with old Ben Milam'’s
men last fall.

She was sitting on the edge of her pal-
let bed, soothing her baby, while the
members of Albert Martin’s company
slipped in out of the darkness, one by
one, bringing her letters and keepsakes
for the women whom they had left be-
hind. It was getting on toward mid-
night when Natchez appeared and handed
her a folded slip of cartridge-paper.

He said:

“Will yo' take this to Gonzales when
yo' go out, ma'am?”

And she answered: “I'll take it if the
Mexicans let me through.”

The shadows were thick, but she could
see that he was smiling; it was a queer
smile; she did not understand it; and
when she read the name on the rough
cartridge-paper, her eyes widened in won-
derment. . ..

The Mexicans made the assault at the
crack of dawn. A bugle shrieked. A

band down by the river struck up march
music: a savage tune that had come
down from the days when the Spaniards
were fighting the Moors—the “Deguello”
which means No Quarter. It took them
more than an hour to get inside the stone
walls of the convent yards, and their
dead lay in heaps. Then the men of the
little army of Texas retreated to the
rooms where black-robed nuns had told
their beads in kinder years, and they took
such ghastly toll of the attackers that
Santa Anna’s officers afterward described
them as being possessed by demons. It
was in one of these close rooms that the
man called Natchez died, among the last,
with his own pile of slain before him.

There was none who knew that, in the
roaring town under the bluff beside the
Mississippi, where he had gotten his nick-
name, he was the most adept of the whole
crew of gamblers at manipulating the
cards. It was said, that if you let him
pick up a deck and shuffle it, he could
deal you whatever card he chose.

He carried that secret and another
with him.

WEEK later Mrs. Dickerson brought
his letter to Gonzales, and joined the
straggling procession of fugitives who
were on their way to the Eastern settle-
ments. She saw young St. John Whitney
riding beside Nancy Tuttle, but she did
not know, and neither did they, that he
owed his life to a man who had never
any liking for him.

And she saw Bertha, the ferry girl,
pressing one calloused hand against her
breast, where she was holding a folded
slip of rough cartridge-paper, the only
love-letter she had ever received in her
life.



A lively story of Tiny David and the State police.

By Robert R. Mill

AX PAYTON, top-sergeant

of the Black Horse Troop,

—New York State Police,—

knocked smartly upon the
door of the private office of Captain
Charles Field, the commanding officer.
There was a pause, during which Mr.
Payton listened intently. No sound was
audible.

Mr. Payton knocked again, this time
with more force. He was rewarded in
due time by the creaking of a swivel
chair. There was a muffled clump, that
might have been caused by a large and
heavy foot leaving the surface of the
desk for the more secure support of the
floor. The top-sergeant also heard a
deep sigh, almost a groan, and then a
deep voice told him:

“Come in!”

Mr. Payton entered, and confronted
Lieutenant Edward David, better known
as Tiny, who, because Captain Field was
attending a conference in Albany, was
acting as commanding officer.

Mr. David stared at Mr. Payton with
all the composure possible for a man
just awakened from a sound sleep. Mr.
Payton stared back.

“Sorry to disturb the lieutenant.”

“What's that?” demanded Mr. David.
“1—1 was thinking.”

“Yes sir. Sorry | had to barge in
when the lieutenant was—was thinking.”

Mr. David studied Mr. Payton’s face
intently, but could find no cause for
action.
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“You are in now,” was his rather ob-
vious comment. “What's on what you
jokingly call your mind?”

“My mind,” said Mr. Payton, “is as
empty as a lieut—as a lieutenant’'s in-
come-tax blank.”

Mr. David gave this recovery grudg-
ing and silent approval.

“The reporters are here,” Mr. Payton
continued.

“Show them in,” Mr. David directed.

Soon three young men entered, and
took chairs.

“This,” said one of them, “is a very
dull day.”

“Good day for sleeping,” volunteered
a second.

“And how!” said Mr. Payton, then
closed the door behind him.

“Now that we are rid of certain un-
toward elements—"” observed Mr. David.
He attacked a stack of complaint-slips.
“Let’s see what we have to offer. . . .
Hum. Mrs. Sarah Barnes reports that
her lawn has been ruined by the dog of
a neighbor. A gentleman reports the
loss of one license-plate. One Maltese
cat also is missing. Why don’t you boys
just call it a day?”

“We,” said one of the reporters, plac-
ing considerable emphasis on the pro-
noun, “have to work for our money.”

Mr. David did not choose to find any-
thing personal in the remark.

“Good thing for the young to keep
occupied,” he declared. “lI can remem-
ber when—"



Mr. Payton entered and placed a strip
of paper torn from a teletype machine
before Mr. David.

“Something from Hyde Park, Ser-
geant?” asked Mr. David. He turned
to the reporters with a bland smile.
“While this third-term agitation is on,
they have asked me to keep in close
touch.”

“This,” said Sergeant Payton, “comes
from Deerville. Hardly worth the lieu-
tenant’'s attention. Just a hold-up.”

E reporters sat up in their chairs.

“What is it, Max ?” asked one.

Mr. Payton allowed his left eyelid to
droop a trifle.

Mr. David consulted the paper:

“One Gus Tetro reports that he was
driving south on the Syrchester road be-
low Deerville. Struck tacks that ob-
viously had been placed in the road.
When he stopped to fix a flat, a masked,
armed man stepped out of the woods.
Robbed him of eighteen hundred dollars.
Sergeant Linton is investigating.”

“How come Gus Tetro was carrying
eighteen hundred dollars?” asked a re-
porter.

“Tetro,” said Tiny David, consulting
the paper, “is a collector for the Skill and
Patience Amusement Company.”

. “',I'hat's the pinball-game outfit, isn't

“Yes. If we had to have a robbery,
I can't think of anybody more eligible
than one Gus Tetro.”

“How does that case stand, Tiny?”

“They got an injunction restraining
us from touching the machines until a
learned judge decides whether they are
games of chance or games of skill. A
judge may decide it takes skill to pull a
lever, but we know they are a gyp, de-
signed to take nickels from kids.”

A reporter grinned.

“Evidently somebody has taken a few
nickels from Mr. Tetro.”

“Yes,” said Tiny David; “and it is
our job to try and get them back for
him.” He turned to Payton. “Max,
tell Jim Crosby to get out his kiddie-car.
He will have some passengers.” He
looked at the reporters, who nodded as-
sent. He hesitated, then ignored the
fact he should remain in barracks, and
cast his lot where excitement beckoned.
“Four passengers,” he added.

Mr. Crosby accepted the load without
enthusiasm or protest.

“You three birds,”—he indicated the
reporters in the back seat—“will take
the place of sandbags.” His thumb in-
dicated Mr. David, who was draping
himself in the front seat. “But how can
he get away? There might be another
crisis in Europe.”

“Secretary Hull,” replied Mr. David
with considerable dignity, “knows where
he can get in touch with me.”

“In that case,” declared Mr. Crosbhy,
“he is one up on the laundryman. He
had no luck yesterday, or the day be-
fore. It seems there is an item of two
dollars and eighteen cents. He has been
carrying it in his head for a week, and
it is beginning to ache.”

“I'll knock it out tomorrow,”
David promised.

The trip to Deerville was enlivened by
an argument regarding Mr. Crosby’s abil-
ity as a driver. Mr. Crosby summed up
his case by slipping the car into a very
small parking-space along the main street
of Deerville.

“How’s that?” he demanded.

“Fair,” Mr. David admitted.
why stop here?”

Mr. Crosby was very patient.

“See that building? It has a sigh on
it. The sign reads, ‘Restaurant.”’ My
watch says that it is twelve, just noon.
Mrs. Crosby taught her boys to eat at
noon.”

Mr.

“But



They found seats at the counter, with
Tiny David on one end. Next to him sat
a middle-aged man who wore a gray
coat and dark trousers. His clothing was
worn but neat and clean. He looked up
as the five entered, and a smile crossed
his face as he recognized the trooper.

“Hello, Lieutenant.” He extended his
hand. “How is it going ?”

“Middling,” Tiny David declared.
“What brings you over here?”

“Heard of a job.” He smiled wryly.
“1 was too late.” He squared his shoulders
in a determined manner. “But I'll keep
trying.” He accepted his check from the
counter-man. “And don’'t think I've
forgotten all you've done for me.”

Tiny David flushed. *“Forget it,” he
growled.

When the man had left the restaurant,
Mr. Crosby said:

“That bird’s face seems familiar. . . .
No, don't prompt me. Ah, | have it.”
He turned to the reporters. “Just some
of our pal's Watch and Ward Society
work.”

“What does he mean, Tiny?” asked a
reporter.

“Nothing,” said Tiny David. “Just
a guy who made a mistake. Had to
help send him away. So when he came
out, after he had learned his lesson, |
looked him up and gave him a hand.”

“Just a Boy Scout,” said Mr. Crosby.

Then they devoted their attention to
soup, roast beef, three vegetables, a salad
and double orders of pie.

Mr. Crosby sighed as they returned to
the car.
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.“As Uncle Elmer used to say: ‘Thank
God for that little snack; many a fool
would call it a square meal.’”

EXT stop was the Deerville substa-

tion, where they found Sergeant
Henry Linton in charge, and reasonably
calm.

“How you doing?” asked Mr. David.

“S0-s0,” Mr. Linton admitted. *“Gen-
eral alarm, and all that. Routine check
on all suspicious characters. Searched
the woods where Mr. Tetro parted with
his jack. No luck. But all these things
are the least of my worries.”

“Outside of your mental
what worries you most?”
Crosby.

“Past tense on that,” declared Mr.
Linton. “Mr. Tetro did worry me. But
no more.” He waved a hamlike hand in
a gesture of surrender. “Bigger and
better minds have arrived. They can
take care of everything— in this case
meaning Tetro.”

“What'’s his chief trouble?” asked Mr.
David.

“It is a mixed verdict,” Mr. Linton
explained. “He has no complaint about
the service he received along the road.
He says it was a very professional job.”

“He should know,” said Mr. David.

“Them is my sentiments,” Mr. Lin-
ton admitted. “But until I get a note
from the Governor to the effect that | can
skip all robberies in which the victim is
a louse, I'll have to carry on in my
feeble way. And it’s my feeble way that
Mr. Tetro objects to.”

condition,
asked Mr.



Mr. David
scratched his
head. “It has
me stumped,”
he admitted.

“What's his chief objection?” asked
Tiny David.

Mr. Linton replied by pointing to the
clock.

“Why not get your complaints from
the source? He is due here in ten min-
utes.”

Mr. Crosby, who had spent some weeks
on the pinball-game investigation, dou-
bled his fists in pleased anticipation.

“Skip that until he gets his money
back,” Mr. David ordered. “More fun
to work on a guy who has eighteen hun-
dred dollars in his pockets.”

“That,” Mr. Crosby admitted, “is a
thought.”

OON Mr. Tetro arrived, and he wasted
no time.

“Any action?” he asked Mr. Linton.

“No,” came the prompt reply.

Mr. Crosby was next to be favored.
“Hello, Cossack.”

Mr. Crosby contented himself with,
“Hello, Drizzlepuss.”

Mr. Tetro turned to Mr. David.
in charge here?”

“More or less,” came the admission.

“How about a place where we can
talk—alone ?”

“There is the back office,” Tiny David
suggested.

“You
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“You might want this,” Linton said,
placing a copy of Tetro’s statement in
the Lieutenant’s hand.

Tetro seated himself with cane, adjust-
ing the creases of his narrow trousers.
“We might as well have a showdown,”
he declared. “Just because your outfit
and me has got a legal matter pending
aint no reason why | aint entitled to
protection on the roads. | pay taxes,
too. And that monkey out there—"”

“There is no monkey out there—now,”
said Mr. David.

“Wise guy?” growled Mr. Tetro. “All
right. But you can’'t laugh this off;
This stick-up was a professional job.
It wasn’'t pulled by no yokel, unless it
was a yokel what has trained with a
smart mob; maybe a guy what has done
time and got wised up.”

Tiny David glanced up from the re-
port. “It reads like a professional job,”
he admitted.

“Okay. Then why don’t that monk—
that guy—out there, pull in the guys in
this district what has done time? He
knows them. | could at least give 'em
the once-over. The guy wore a mask,
but—"

“We may get around to that,” Tiny
David asserted.

“Say, do you know that I know Sena-
tor Zenim?”

Mr. David showed signs of interest.

“Do you? Wish you knew Myrna
Loy. | keep hoping I'll meet somebody
who knows her, so that | can—"



“When | want comedy,” declared Mr.
Tetro, “I'll turn on the radio.”

“Why not look in the mirror?” de-
manded Mr. David.

R. TETRO stood up.

“Do | get service? I'll get it here,
or I'll get it in Albany. You can write
the ticket, wise guy.”

“You'll get service here,” Tiny David
told him, “just as soon as you stop tell-
ing me how to run my job, and start
being helpful.”

“Such as—"

Tiny David examined the report. “You
say here that the bandit wore rough
clothing. What do you mean by that?”

“In the city, that's English. It was
cheap stuff.”

“Coat and pants?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Did they match?”

“Say, | aint no tailor.”

“l mean in color?”

“Wait a minute. | was busy right
then. But come to think of it, | don't
think they did.”

“Probably one
dark ?”

“Yeah.
was.”

“Which was which?”

“Wait a minute. Like | said, | was
busy and—"

“Take your time,” Tiny David di-
rected. “It's important.”

Mr. Tetro was deep in thought.

“Maybe | can refresh your memory a
bit,” Tiny David suggested. “On the
way over here | ran across a guy we
have on our books. He would be eligible
for a job like this. He was wearing gray
trousers and a dark coat. Mean any-
thing to you?”

Mr. Tetro’'s deep thought continued.

“Yes, it does,” he said. “I waited be-
cause | didn't want to call a strike on a
guy unless the ball was across the plate.
But now that you give the old memory
a jog, it comes to me that when this guy
reaches for the jack, his sleeve is dark-
colored.”

“That's what | would call it,” Tiny
David admitted.

“His trousers,” Mr. Tetro continued,
“was a darker shade of gray.”

“That's right,” declared Tiny David
with obvious pleasure.

Thus encouraged, Mr. Tetro expand-
ed:

“] couldn’t tell much about his face,
on account of his mask, but he was a guy

light, and the other

Sure. That was the way it

of about medium height and build. Does
that help?”

“Lots,” said Tiny David. “I have a
little errand to do. It shouldn't take
long. You might stick around, because
I think 1 will have something for you.”

Mr. Tetro registered approval.

“You know your way around,” he de-
clared. “You aint like them other mon—
them other cops.”

Tiny David, walking through the outer
office, called over his shoulder, “I'll be
back soon,” and made his way to the
car.

“What does that mean?” asked a re-
porter.

“Mystery,” said Mr. Crosby. “Heavy
mystery.” He raised his voice. “Hey,
you! Secretary Hull won't like it if

you are out of reach by telephone.
pose they have trouble in Tokio?”

“Deerville comes first,” declared Mr.
David, as he started the car.

Sup-

ERE was no protest from Mr. Hull
as the minutes increased. But as the
hour-mark was passed, Mr. Tetro be-
came restless.
“He said to wait,” he ventured.
“In that case,” said Mr. Croshy, “you

wait. If your mind isn't clear about
that, I'll be glad to straighten it out for
you.”

The next interruption was furnished
by the telephone. Mr. Linton answered
it, but quickly surrendered to Mr. Crosby,
smirking his relief as he did so.

Mr. Crosby’s part in the conversation,
and it was a minor part, went like this:



“Yes, Captain, I am in Deerville. . . .
Yes, Captain, David is here too.
Yes sir, | think he knows he was left im
charge at the barracks. ... No sir, he'
is not here now. ... He didn't say, sir.
... Yes sir, we know the Captain went'
to Albany to see the Major and the at-
torney general, and that they are trying
to keep these pinball-game racketeers
from taking over the territory lock, stock
and barrel.... No sir, we haven't turned
out the whole troop for a bunch of lousy
racketeers. We are just—"

Mr. Crosby returned the instrument
to its cradle. He attempted a smile.

“He hung up,” he explained.

“Oh,” said Mr. Linton. *“I1 thought
it was a gun | heard.”

“A rough day on the ocean,” ventured
a reporter.

Mr. Crosby wiped sweat from his
brow.

“One of the roughest passages encoun-
tered during my fifty-four years at sea,”

he admitted. “However, the ship be-
haved admirably. You may quote me
as—"

Mr. Tetro gloated, openly but silently.

“You may quote me,” continued Mr.
Crosby, “as saying that in addition to
my knowledge of navigation, | practice
plastic surgery. If the smirk doesn’t
fade from a certain puss, I'll be glad to
show you how to remove it scientifically.”

The smirk faded. Mr. Tetro glanced
at his watch.

EN Tiny David was back, and with

him was the man they had encoun-

tered in the restaurant. The man wore

gray trousers and a dark coat. One of

the reporters looked up with surprise,
and began:

“Why, he has cha—"

“Stow the conversation,” Tiny David
ordered. “We have work to do.” His
face was grim. He turned to Crosby.
“Let’s keep this legal. Make out a slip:
‘Horace Geevon. Held for investiga-
tion.”” He herded the man into the
back office. “Come in here, Tetro.”

The door closed.

“Give him the once-over,” Lieutenant
David ordered.

Tetro obeyed at length.

“The clothes is right. Make him rub
his sleeve acrost my face.”

Tiny David seized an unresisting arm,
and drew it none too gently over Mr.
Tetro’s face.

“Feels like the same stuff; he brushed
me when he was lifting my poke.”
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“How about his face?” asked Tiny
David.

“Couldn’t see his face.
walk.”

“Walk,” Tiny David ordered.

Horace Geevon obeyed.

Tetro nodded with satisfaction.

“Make him talk. Make him say,
‘Heist 'em!”’

“Say it,” Tiny David ordered.

The man obeyed.

“That's him!” cried Tetro. *“I
swear to it!”

“That,” declared Tiny David, “clears
up things a bit.”

“How about my jack?” demanded Mr.
Tetro.

“He says he doesn't have it,”
Tiny David.

“Say, what the—"

At this point there was an interrup-
tion out front.

Sergeant Henry Schermerhorn drove
up, accompanied by an unwilling pas-
senger—a sullen, shifty-eyed individual.

“What you got?” asked Mr. Crosby.

“Found it in the railroad station at
Woodvale,” Mr. Schermerhorn explained.
“Had a ticket for Syrchester. | am al-
lergic to his face. In addition to that,
he had more than his share of the coun-
try’s wealth. Little over eighteen hun-
dred bucks, to be exact.”

“Tiny!” Mr. Crosby bawled. “Here
is a guy with eighteen hundred bucks.”

Mr. David appeared in the doorway.

“How come?” he demanded.

“His statement,” said Mr. Schermer-
horn, “is brief and to the point: Quote.
‘l aint saying nothing.” Unquote.”

“Hum,” said Mr. Crosby, thoughtfully.
“Bring me my medicine Kkit, somebody.
What he needs is a few drops from the
little brown bottle.”

But make him

can

said



“Maybe that won't
Tiny David protested.

Mr. Tetro entered the picture.

“This guy,” said Mr. David, “has what
may be your eighteen hundred bucks.
Ever see him before?”

Mr. Tetro inspected the candidate.

“Nope. He—he aint the guy what
held me up.”

. DAVID scratched his head, ignor-
ing Mr. Crosby’s warning regarding
the danger of splinters.

“That's funny. Geevon!”

Geevon answered the summons.

“Ever see this guy before ?”

“No sir,” said Geevon.

Mr. David went back to his head-
scratching. Mr. Crosby cited what he
believed was a Biblical quotation re-
garding the futility of plowing in barren
ground. Then Mr. David addressed Mr.
Schermerhorn’s victim. “Ever see this
guy before?” His thumb indicated Hor-
ace Geevon.

“1 aint sayin’ nothing.”

“Unquote,” added Mr. Schermerhorn.

Mr. David addressed Mr. Tetro.

“It has me stumped,” he admitted.
“You say Geevon stuck you up, but he
hasn’'t your jack. This other guy appar-
ently has the jack. You didn’t see two
guys, did you?”

Mr. Tetro pondered.

“Nope. It looked like a one-man job.”
He hesitated. “He would have been a
sap to pull it that way if he had a pal.”

“That’'s the way | doped it out,” Tiny
David admitted. “And | have been
watching Geevon. When he denied the
robbery, | knew he was making a liar
out of himself. But when he said he
didn't know that guy, | figured he was
on the level.”
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Tetro’s voice
was shrill with
rage. “Get wise,
clown! We make
monkeys out of
hick cops!”

‘mtev-

Mr. Tetro admitted he shared that
impression.

Mr. David beckoned Mr. Tetro aside.

“1 dope it out like this: Geevon stuck
you up. He is wise. He knows he has a
record, and might be picked up, so he
hid the jack. This other guy either hap-
pened to see him, or stumbled on the
money—could’'ve happened either way.”

“Yeah,” Mr. Tetro admitted. “It
could. But what does that get us?”

“Not much,” Tiny David admitted.
“But it is a place to start.” His face
lighted up. “Here is a thought: We
will take this guy in the back room: [1'll
leave you alone with him, because he
doesn’t like cops. You put it up to him
cold turkey. Tell him you know he has
your jack. Proposition him that if he
will make a statement telling where he
found it, you won't prosecute, and then
he will be in the clear.” Tiny David
paused. “It would be a swell break'if
he saw Geevon hiding that jack. That
would sew the case up tight. But you
can’'t have everything. Any kind of a
statement from that guy will make us
able to go to bat, you will get your jack
back, and everybody will be happy.”

Tetro hesitated. *“Say, suppose that
bird goes to work on me?”

“I'll be right outside,” Tiny David
promised. “Sing out, and I'll come on
the run.”

“Okay,” said Tetro.
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Tetro and the suspect entered the rear
office. The door closed.

The troopers, the reporters and Gee-
von sat in the front office.

“How does it look ?” asked a reporter.

“Tough for Geevon,” said Tiny David.

“And not so hot for us, if anybody
should ride up and ask you,” added Mr.
Crosbhy. “There was no word from Secre-
tary Hull, but the skipper called up from
Albany, while you were out touring.”

“Leave any message?”

“You might call it that,” Mr. Croshy
admitted, “but there are other words
that would describe it better. Nothing
that you haven’t heard before, though.”

A reporter leaned forward.

“1 thought Geevon was one of your
pals.”

Tiny David’s face clouded.

“l did too. But | haven't any pals
when hold-ups start happening.”

Geevon sat staring at the floor.

There was a long, awkward silence.
Then the door opened, and Tetro beck-
oned to Tiny David, who entered the
rear office. Mr. Tetro was smiling.

“Your hunch was good, copper.
guy has come clean.”

“S0?” Tiny David brightened visibly
as he faced the third man in the room.
“What's your name?”

This

“Herb Dalm.”

“Where do you live?”
“Syrchester.”

“All right. Let's have your story.”

“Well, I was walkin’ along in the
woods near the Syrchester Road, takin’
a shortcut, when | sees a guy coming
along with his fist full of jack. | steps
behind a tree. This guy doesn’'t see me.
He walks on a way until he comes to a
rock. He rolls it over, puts the jack
down, and rolls the rock back on it.”

Mr. Dalm paused for inspiration.

“He says he thinks he can take you to
the rock,” Mr. Tetro volunteered.

"/"ET on with the story,” Tiny David
V j directed.

“Well, after the guy is gone, | get the
jack. 1 dope it out there is something
phony, and I might as well have it in my
pocket. The trooper picks me up at the
station, and brings me here. After | has
a talk with Tet—with this guy here—I
sees the jack is his. He says he has no
yen to hang a rap on me, so | comes
clean. That's on the up and up, isn't it?
About him not putting the finger on me?”

“Sure,” Tiny David told him. *“I am
sure Mr. Tetro won't prosecute. And

you have helped us a lot. Just one more
thing: could you identify the man you
saw hide the money?”
Dalm grinned. “That's easy,
He is the bird in the other office.”
“Are you sure?”

Cap.

“Sure. | seen his face. And | seen
his clothes. Dark coat and gray trousers.
Couldn’t miss him. Pick him out of a
hundred.”

Tiny David called: “Geevon!”

Geevon entered.

“Leave the door open a little,” Tiny
David directed. “It's hot in here, and it
may get worse.” Briefly, Tiny David
outlined Dalm’s story. “What do you
think of that, Geevon?”

“Not very much, Lieutenant.”

“Neither do 1,” said Tiny David.
“They could have improved it a lot by
using a hollow tree instead of a stone.”

ALM had a puzzled expression on his
face. Tetro was on his feet, sputter-
ing angrily, and waving his arms.

“Shut up!” Tiny David barked. “You
had a long session as a fiction-artist, and
you were a flop. Now it's my turn.”

He stood close to Tetro.

“Listen, rat! Your hold-up story was
lousy. Tacks on the road! Lot of traffic
there. How would the bandit know he
would get somebody with money?”

Tiny David paused for breath.

“Only a fool would pull that job in
that section without a get-away car.
You said the bandit came out of the
woods, and you made no mention of a
car. There were other things—plenty
of them.

“You tossed me bait about looking for
a man with a record. | tossed it back
to you in the form of a man wearing a
dark coat and gray trousers. You took
it, hook, line and sinker. You were per-
fectly willing to let Geevon take a rap
to back up your phony.”

Tiny David's big hand
Tetro’s shoulder.

“Get this, rat! In the first place,
Geevon has an alibi for the time you say
the robbery took place. Also, at that
time he was wearing a gray coat and dark
trousers. After | picked him up, |
dressed him to match the bait you had
swallowed.”

“You are crazy! Why would | pull a
phony?” Tetro cried.

“That's easy,” Tiny David cut in.
“For eighteen hundred dollars. Money
that wasn't yours, but had to be shared
with other rats. You flashed it around
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before you started, so witnesses would
be able to say it was known you carried
a large sum of money. Then you turned
it over to your pal Dalm.”

“1 never seen him before in my—"~"

Tiny David laughed aloud.

“He started to call you by name, but
just caught himself. It will take check-
ing in the city to prove you are old pals,
but we can do it. The rest is easy. Ser-
geant Schermerhorn gummed up the bum
rap you were hanging on Geevon, when
he brought in Dalm with the money.
You were in the fog.”

Tiny David grinned.

“1 felt sorry for you. | gave you some
more bait: The yarn about Geevon hid-
ing the money, and Dalm finding it. |
gave you a chance to sell that to Dalm,
and you did. But you disappointed me.
I was counting on a hollow tree. The
best you came up with was a stone.”

“So what?” Tetro demanded. “What
does it get you?”
“Just a routine case solved,” Tiny

David admitted. “But it gets you and
Dalm a rap for grand larceny.”

“Not a chance,” Tetro snarled. “The
guys | am hooked up with won't press
no charges against me.”

Tiny David’s grin was broader.

“In that case, they make themselves
liable for compounding a felony. But
even if they stick, you boys aren’t in the
clear. There is a charge of conspiring to
defeat justice, and if that goes boom on
us, there is always the good old reliable
disorderly conduct. You and Brother
Dalm will be busy boys.”

Tetro’s voice was shrill with rage.

“Get wise, clown! You are tangling
with a big outfit. We make monkeys
out of hick cops.” Mr. Tetro waxed ex-
pansive. “You're off the tracks all along
the line. Take that rap on the games.
It is coming up in Syrchester, aint it?”

“Yes,” Tiny David admitted.

Tetro’s laugh was derisive.

“Sure it is, and before a judge we own.
And prosecuted by an assistant attorney
general what we keep tied up in our vest
pocket. Facts is facts. That is why I
say you would be wise if you keep—"”

HE telephone-bell rang. Mr. Crosby
Tanswered the call.

“Yes sir. He is here.
Captain. —Oh, Tiny.”

Mr. David walked to the telephone.
There was a long one-sided conversation.
Tiny David, who was on the receiving end,
contented himself with an occasional,

I'll call him,

“Yes sir,” as he listened to a recital of
his faults, the faults of his parents and
dire predictions regarding his future.
Then Captain Field asked:

“How about the hold-up?”

“All cleared, sir. Tetro robbed him-
self.”

“Hurmph! Maybe you have managed
to slam Tetro into jail, but that is no
excuse for you chasing out of barracks
when you were left in charge. Besides,
bagging Tetro is small game. Major
Harner, the attorney general and | have
done our best, but we know when we are
licked. That outfit is going to hang
crape on us when their case comes up in
Syrchester, and we can’t do a thing.”

“Yes, Captain,” said Tiny Dauvid.
“That's what Tetro told me. He says
they have a judge and an assistant at-
torney general right in their pockets.”

"YV/HAT'S that?”

W  Field.
it?”

“Well,” Tiny David began, “there was
Lieutenant Crosby, Sergeant Linton,
Sergeant Schermerhorn and three re-
porters. They were in the next room,
but I left the door open in case Mr. Tetro
dropped any pearls of wisdom.”

Captain Field was shouting:

“That puts us in the clear! We can
get the case shifted to another court.
And any judge will think twice before
he hands down a verdict for the sort of
mob we will show this up to be. But
get affidavits. Get them right away—"

“Yes, Captain.” There was a note of
patient resignation in Tiny David’s voice.
“l was starting on the affidavits when
the Captain called up to say that | would
wind up as the worst case in the ward
for the worst cases in a hospital for in-
curable— Sir? . .. Yes, Captain, things
like that have been poured on me before,
and they rolled off, but they always pain
me. . . . Very well, sir. I'll take a
week’s leave when | get this case cleared
up. But there is one thing before | go:

“You will remember that the Captain
told me to look out for a good stone-
mason to take charge of the work on the
new garage and other jobs at the bar-
racks? | have just the man. Put him
on the pay-roll, as of this morning. The
name is Geevon. Found him right here
in Deerville. You see, Captain, I never
leave the barracks except on busi— Sir?

. No sir, I am not using my big mouth
to crowd my luck right off the road.
I'll hang up, Captain.”

roared Captain
“Who else heard him say



F he is here,” the Commissaire said
slowly, “he will be under the pro-
tection of Lan Ah.”

“Your professional concealer?”

“Our professional almost-everything in
a criminal way, monsieur. Saigon is not
big enough to support specialists, but
Lan Ah makes a very good income con-
trolling our underworld. He has a finger
in every crook’s pie. He is absolute king
of Chalon, where his countrymen tremble
at the sound of his name. | know that he
is exacting more and more tribute from
Saigon itself. He has even been extend-
ing his activities into Gia-Dinh, where the
Annamites live. In many respects, mon-
sieur, he is like one of your American
racketeers.”

I smiled a little. It would have seemed
strange to travel halfway around the
world to find an Oriental A1 Capone! But
I didn't believe it.

“You, monsieur, are a private investi-
gator. How is it that you have come so
far in search of L'Araignee ?”

“He stole a basin from a client of
mine.”

The Commissaire’s gray eyebrows rose.
He was a worldly-wise little man, and
this was the first time | had seen him
show amazement.

“A Bernard Palissy ewer,” | explained.
“My client had just paid four million
francs for it. It's worth far more than
that to him. It exactly completed and
made perfect his collection of Sixteenth
Century French porcelain, which he keeps
at home in the States, and which is un-
doubtedly the best of its kind. The rob-
bery took place in Paris, before my client
had a chance to take the ewer back.”

“Ah.” The Commissaire sipped his
aperitif. Yet he seemed puzzled. *“But
perhaps this is not the same L’'Araignee
of whom | have heard? It is a popular
name among the Apaches of Paris, mon-
sieur. L ’'Araignee—how would you say it
in English?”

“The Spider.”

“Ah! The Spider. Perhaps this is not
the same one. His name is Gaston Col-
lot?”

“ Gaston Collot,” 1 confirmed.

“But | had been informed from Paris
that he was wanted for murder.”

“Your information was correct. You
see, when he stole this ewer from my
client's apartment in Paris, he held up
two of my client’s servants at the point of
a pistol. At least, we suppose that he did.
We know that he tied them to chairs, a
valet and a maid, and then cut their
throats. It must be that his mask had
slipped and they had seen him. But he
was careless, or nervous. He left a finger-
print.”

The Corhmissaire said “Ah!” again.
He liked to say that, and he could pack a
world of meaning into it.

“So that you policemen want him for
murder. But | want him for one thing
only—and that is to recover that ewer.
If 1 can toss him into your arms Mter
that, tant mieux. But all I'm really hired
for is to get that ewer back.”

The Commissaire took another sip of
his aperitif and replaced it on the cafe
table, staring at it. He moved his fingers
up and down over the glass.

“And what makes you think that he is
in Indo-China, monsieur?”

“l've been on his trail,” | answered,
“for more than seven months. 1 won't
go into the details now, but it was hard
work. The reason | was picked for it was
because of my knowledge of your lan-
guage.”

“You speak it excellently, monsieur,”
the Commissaire murmured.

“1 traced him to Marseilles. Then I
heard that he was in Alexandria. | missed
