








x FANTASTIC *
Myateriecs -

(Combined with Fantastic Novels Magazine)

Vol. 111 DECEMBER, 1941 No. 5

Comp[ete Book;LenstL Novel

THE AFTERGLOW.............George Allan England 6

Beatrice and Allan, awakened in a Vacant World after a great cata-

clysm had destroyed civilization, begin their stupendous task. To them

has been left the toil and peril .of creating a new world for mankind

against the resistance of a sub-human anthropoid horde, and well they
realize the odds to win before they can claim Victory

Short Stories

THE LOST GARDEN....................MaxBrand 96

The happenings of that night h?d been foredoomed five hundred years
before. . . .

CRIMES OF THE YEAR 2000.........Ray Cummings 109

If the inventions of the future make crimes more dangerous, so will
they make crime-detection more infallible! . -

Feature
THE READERS’ VIEWPOINT 120

The Fobruary Issue Will Be On Sale December 10

A RED STAR Magazine

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, Publisher, 280 Broadway, NEW YORK, N. Y.

WILLIAM T. DEWART, President & Treasurer WILLIAM T. DEWART, JR., Secretary
PARIS: HACHETTE & CIE, 111 Rue Réaumur
LONDON: THE CONTINENTAL PUBLIS!HERS & DISTRIBUTORS, LTD., 3 La Belle Sauvage, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C. ¢

Copsright, 1941, hy Frank A, Munsey Comipany. Published bi-monthly. Sinzie copies 15 cents. In' Canada 20c. By the

year 75¢c; in United States, its dependencies, Mexico and Cuba: Canada, $1.00. Other countries, $1.20. Currency should

not be sent unless registered.  Remittutices shouid be n.ade Dy clwck, oxXpress woney order or postal money order. IReentered

a8 second class matter March 80, 1940, at the post office, New York, N. Y., under ths Act of March 3, 1879. Copyrighted
in Great Britain. Printed in U.S.A.

Other RED STAR Magazines
ARGOSY - CRACK-SHOT WESTERN - DETECTIVE FICTION - SECRET LOVE REVELATIONS - DOUBLB
DETECTIVE - ALL STORY-LOVE - RAILROAD MAGAZINE - ALL-STAR LOVE

2






This Sealed
















beauties he never had beheld, colors and A

fragrances that to him had been but dim
traditions of antiquity.

“I can’t preach,” said Stern. “I'm not
that kind, anyway, and in this new world
all that sort of thing is out of place. Let’s
just say good-by, as to a friend gone on
a long, long journey.”

Beatrice could no longer keep back her
grief. Kneeling beside the grave, she
arranged the flowers and the evergreens,
on which her tears fell shining. '

“Dust unto dust!” Stern said. “To you,
oh Mother Nature, we give back the body
of this friend, your son. May the breeze
blow gently here, the sun shine warm,
and the birds forever sing his requiem.
And may those who shall come after us,
when we too sleep, remember that in
him we had a friend, without whom the
world never again could have hoped for
any new birth, any life. To him we say
good-by — eternally! Dust unto dust;
good-by!”

“Good-by!” whispered the girl. Then,
greatly overcome, she arose and walked
away.

Stern, with his naked hands, filled the
shallow grave. He rolled three large
boulders onto it, to protect it from the
prowling beasts of the wild.

Beatrice returned. They strewed more
flowers and green boughs, and in silence
stood a while, gazing at the lowly bed
of their one friend on earth. .

Suddenly Stern took her hand and
drew her toward him.

“Come, come, Beatrice,” said he, “he is
not dead. He still lives in our memories.
His body, aged and full of pain, is gone,
but his spirit still survives in us—that
indomitable soul which, buried alive in
blindness and the dark, still strove to
keep alive the knowledge and traditions
of the upper world, hopes of attaining it,
and visions of a better time to be.

‘“Was ever greater human courage,
faith or strength? Let us not Zrieve. Let
us rather go away strengthened and in-
spired by this wonderful life that has just
passed. In us, let all his hopes and
aspirations come to reality.

‘“His death was happy. It was as he
wished it, Beatrice, for his one great am-
bition was fully granted—to know the
reality of the upper world, the winds of
heaven and the sun. Impossible for him
to have survived the great change. Death
was inevitable and right. He wanted rest,
and rest is his, at last.

“We must be true to all he thought us,
you and I—to all he believed us, even
demigods. He shall inspire and enlighten
us, my love; and with his memory to
guide us, fortitude shall not be lacking.

-

“Now, we must go. Work waits for us.
Everything is yet to be planned and
done. The world and its redemption lie
before us. Come!”

He led the girl away. As by mutual
understanding they returned to where
the biplane lay, symbol of their conquest
of nature, epitome. of hopes.

Near it, on the edge of the abyss, they
rested, hand in hand. In silence they sat
thinking, for a space. And even higher
and more warmly burned the sun; the
breeze of June was sweet to them, long-
used to fogs and damp and dark; the
boundless flood of light across the azure
thrilled them with aspiration and with
Joy.

Life had begun again for them and for
the world, life, even there in the presence
of death. Life was continuing, develop-
ing, expanding—life and its immortal
sister, love.

CHAPTER 11
EASTWARD HO!

RACTICAL matters now for a time

thrust introspection, dreams, and sent-
iment aside. The morning was already
half spent, and in spite of sorrow, hunger
had begun to assert itself; for since time
was, no two such absolutely vigorous and
healthy humans had ever set foot on

" earth as Beatrice and Allan.
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The man gathered brush and drykye
and proceeded to make a fire, not far
from the precipice, but well out of sight
of the patriarch’s grave. He fetched a
generous heap of wood from the neigh-
boring forest, and presently a snapping
blaze flung its smoke-banner down the
breeze.

Soon after Beatrice had raided the sup-
plies on board the plane—fish, edible sea-
weed, and the eggs of the strange birds of
the abyss—and with the skill and speed
of long experience was getting an excel-
lent meal. Allan meantime brought water
from a spring near-by. And the two ate
in silence, cross-legged on the warm, dry
sand.

“What first now?” the man asked,
when they were satisfled. “I've been
thinking of about fifteen hundred sepa-
rate things to tackle, each one more im-
portant than all the others put together.
How are we going to begin again? That'’s
the question!”

She drew from his cassock pocket the
golden cylinder and chain.

“Before we make any move at all,” she
answered, “I think we.ought to see what’s
in this record—if it is a record. Don't
you?”












brought the airship up at a sharp tilt.
Banking, he advanced the spark a notch;
the engine shrilled a half-tone higher,
and with increased speed the airplane
lifted them bravely in a long and rising
SWoop. .

He snatched his automatic from its
holster on his hip and as the plane swept
past the beach, down-stream, let ‘fly a
spatter of steel-jacketed souvenirs at the
fast-thickening pack on the sand.

Far up to the girl and him, half heard
through the clatter of motors, they
sensed a thin, defiant, barbarous yell—
a yapping chorus, bestial and horrible.

Again Stern fired.

He could see quick spurts of water jet
up along the edge of the sand, and one
of the creatures fell, but this was only
a chance shot.

At that distance, firing from a swift-
skimming plane, he knew he could do
no execution, and with a curse slid the
pistol back again into its place.

“Oh, for a few pulverite bombs, same
as we had in the tower!” he wished. “I'd
clean the blighters out mighty quick!”

But now Beatrice was pointing, with a
cry of dismay, down, away at the bun-
galow itself, which for a moment had be-
come visible at the far end of the clearing
as the plane went past.

Even as Stern thought: “Odd, but
they’re not afraid of us—a flying-ma-
chine means nothing to them, does not
terrify them as it would human savages.
They’re too debased even to feel fear!”—
even as this thought crossed his brain
he, too, saw the terrible thing that the
girl had cried out at the sight of.

“My God!” he shouted. “This—this is
too much!”

All about the bungalow, their home,
the scene of such happy hours, so many
" dreams and hopes, such heart-enthrall-
ing labors, hundreds of the Horde were
swarming.

Like vicious parasites attacking prey,
they overran the garden, the grounds,
even the house‘itself.

As in a flash, Stern knew all his work
of months must be undone—the fruit-
trees he had rescued from the forest be
cut down or broken, the bulbs and roots
in the garden uptorn, even the hedges
and fences trampled flat.

Worse still, the bungalow was being
destroyed! Rather, its contents, since the
concrete walls defied the venomous troop.

They knew, at any rate, the use of
fire, and not so swiftly skimmed the
plane as to prevent both Stern and Bea-
trice seeing a thin but ominous thread
of smoke out-curling on the June air
from one of the living-room windows.
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‘VITH an imprecation of unutterable

hate and rage, yet impotent to stay
the ravishment of Hope Villa, Stern
brought the machine round in a long
spiral.

For a moment the wild, suicidal idea
possessed him to land on the beach,
after all, and charge the little slate-blue
devils who had evidently piled all the
furnishings together in the bungalow and
were now burning them.

He longed for slaughter now; he lusted
blood — the blood of an Anthropoid pack
which from the beginning had swung
upon his flank and been as a thorn unto
his flesh.

He seemed to feel the joy of rushing
them, an automatic in each hand spitting
death, just as he had mown down the
Lanskaarn in the Battle of the Wall,
down below in the abyss. Even though
he knew the inevitable end—a poisoned
spear-thrust, a wound with one of those
terribly envenomed arrows—he felt no
fear.

Revenge! If he could only feel its
sweetness, death had no terrors.

Common sense instantly sobered him
and dispelled these vain ideas. The bun-
galow, after all, was not vital to his'fu-
ture or the girl’s. Barring the set of
encyclopedias on metal plates, everything
else could be replaced with sufficient
labor. Only a madman would risk a fight
with such a Horde in company with a
woman.

Not now were he and Beatrice en-
trenched in a strong tower, with terrible
explosives. Now they were in the open,
armed only with revolvers. For the pres-
ent there was no redress.

‘“Beta,” he cried, “we’re up against it
this time for fair—and we can’t hit
back.”

“Our bungalow! Our precious home!”

“I know!” He saw that she was cry-
ing. “It’s a rotten shame and all that,
but it isn’t fatal.”

He brought the airplane down-wind
again, coasting high over the bungalow,
whence smoke now issued ever more
and more thickly.

“We're simply hamstrung this time,
that’s all. Where those devils have come
from and how many there may be, God
knows. Thousands, perhaps; the woods
may be full of ’em. It’s lucky for us they
didn’t attack while we were there!

“Now—well, the only thing to do is let
’em have their way for the present.
Eventually—"

“Oh, can’t we ever get rid of the hor-
rid little beasts for good?”

“We can and will!” He spoke very
grimly, soaring the machine still higher

»






He helped the girl alight, for she was
cramped and stiff. Presently their camp-
fire cheered the down-drawing gloom, as
so many other times in such strange
places. And before long their evening
meal was in course of preparation, close
by a great glacial boulder at the edge of
the sand-barren.

IN GOOD comradeship they ate, then

wheeled the biplane over to the rock
and under the shelter of its wide-spread-
ing wings made their camp for the night.
An hour or so they sat talking of many
things—their escape from the abyss, the
patriarch’s death, their trip east again,
the loss of their little home, their plans,
their hopes, their work.

Beatrice seemed to grieve mote than
Stern over the destruction of the bun-
galow. So much of her woman’s heart
had gone into making that nest, so many
thoughts had centered on a return to it
once more, that now when it lay in
ruins through the spiteful mischief of the
Horde, she found sorrow knocking insist-
ently at the gates of her soul. But Allan
comforted her as best he might.

“Never you mind, little girl,” he said
bravely. “It’s only an incident, after all.
A year from now another and a still more
beautiful home will shelter us in some
more secure location. And there’ll be
human companionship, too, about us. In
a year many of the folk will have been
brought from the depths. In a year mir-
acles may happen—even the greatest one
of all.”

Her eyes met his a moment by the
ruddy fire-glow and held true.

“Yes,” she answered, “even the great-
est in the world.”

A sudden tenderness swept over him at
thought of all that had been and was
still to be, at sight of this woman’s well-
loved face irradiated by the leaping blaze
—her face now just a little wan with long
fatigues and sad as though with realiza-
tion, with some compelling inner sense
of vast, impending responsibilities.

He gathered her in his strong arms, he
drew her yielding body close, and kissed
her very gently.

“Tomorrow!” he whispered.
realize it?”

“Tomorrow,” she answered, her breath
mingling with his. “Tomorrow, Allan—
one page of life forever closed, another
opened. Oh, may it be for gopod—may we
be very strong and very wise!”

Neither spoke for the space of a few
heart-beats, while the wind made a
vague, melancholy music in the sentinel
tree-tops, and the snapping sparks
danced upward by the rock.

“Do you-
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“Life, all life—just dancing sparks—
then gone!” said Beatrice slowly. “And
yet—yet it is good to have lived, Allan.
Good to have lighted the black mystery
of the universe, formless and endless and
inscrutable, by even so brief a flicker!”

“Is it my little pessimist tonight?” he
asked. “Too tired, that’s all. In the morn-
ing things will look different. You must
smile, then, Beta, and not think of form-
less mystery or—or anything sad at all.
For tomorrow is our wedding-day.”

He felt her catch her breath and trem-
ble just a bit.

“Yes, I know. Our wedding-day, Allan,
Surely the strangest since time began.
No friends, no gifts, no witnesses, no
minister, no—"

‘““There, there!” he interrupted, smil-
ing. “How can my little girl be so wrong-
headed? Friends? Why, everything’s our
friend! All nature is our friend—the
whole life-process is our friend and ally!
Gifts? What need have we of gifts?
Aren’t you my gift, surely the best gift
that a man ever had since the beginning
of all things? Am I not yours?

“Minister? Priest? We need none! The
world-to-be shall have got far away from
such, far beyond its fairy-tale stage, its
weaknesses and fears of the Unknown,
which alone explain their existence.

‘“Here on Storm King, under the arches
of the old cathedral our clasped hands,
our mutual words of love and trust and
honpr—these shall suffice. The river and
the winds and the forest, the sunlight
and the sky, the whole infinite expanse
of Nature herself shall be our priest and
witnesses. And never has a wedding been
so true, so solemn and so holy as yours
and mine shall be. For you are mine, my
Beatrice, and I am yours—forever.”

A little silence;~while the flames leaped
higher and the shadows deepened in the
dim aisles of the fir-forest all about them.
In the vast canopy of evening sky cluster-
ing star-points had begun to shimmer.

Redly the camp-fire lighted man and
woman there alone together in the wild.
For them there was no sense of isolation
nor any loneliness. She was his world
now, and he hers.

Up into his eyes she looked fairly and
bravely, and her full lips smiled.

“Forgive me, Allan,” she whispered. “It
was only a mood, that’s all. It’s passed
now—it won’t come back. Only forgive
me, boy!”

“My dear, brave girl,” he murmured,
smoothing the thick hair back from her
brow. “Never complaining, never repin-
ing, never afraid.”

“Afraid? How could I be, with you?”

Their lips met again.



Afar 4 wolf’s weird, tremulous call
drifted downwind. An owl, disturbed in
its nocturnal quest, hooted upon the slope
above to eastward; and across the dark-
ening sky reeled an unsteady bat, far
larger than in the old days when there
were cities on earth and ships upon the
sea.

The fire burned low. Allan arose and
flung fresh wood upon it, while sheaves
of winking light gyrated upward through
the air. Then he returned to Beatrice
and wrapped her in his cloak.

And for a long, long time they both
talked of many things—intimate, solemn,
wondrous things—together in the night.

And the morrow was to be their wed-
ding-day.

CHAPTER V
THE SEARCH FOR THE RECORDS

ORNING found them early astir, to

greet the glory of June sunlight over
the shoulder of Storm King. A perfect
morning, if ever any one was perfect
since the world began—soft airs stirring
in the forest, golden robins’ full-throated
song, the melody of the scarlet tropic
birds they had named “fire-birds” for
want of any more descriptive title, the
chatter of gray squirrels on the branches
overhead, all blended, under a sky of
wondrous azure, to tell them of life, full
and abundant, joyous and kind.

Two of the squirrels had to die, for
breakfast, which Beta cooked while Allan
quested the edges of the wood for the
ever-present berries. They drank from a
fern-embowered spring a hundred yards
or so to south of their camp in the for-
est, and felt the vigorous tides of life
throb hotly through their splendid bodies.

Allan got together a few simple imple-
ments at their disposal for the expedition
—his ax, a torch made of the brown weed
of the abyss, oil-soaked and bound with
wire that fastened it. to a metal handle,
and a skin bag of the rude matches he
had manufactured in the village of the
folk.

“Now then, en marche!” said he at»
length. “The old cathedral and the rec-
ords are awaiting a morning call from
us—and there are all the wedding prepa-
rations to make as well. We’ve got no
time to lose!”

She laughed happily with a blush and
gave him her hand.

“Lead on, Sir Knight!” she jested. “I'm
yours by right of capture and conquest,
as in the good old days!”

“The good new days will have better
and higher standards,” he answered

gravely. “Today, one age is closed, an-
other opened for all time.”

Hand in hand they ascended the bar-
ren spur to eastward, and presently
reached the outposts of the forest that
rose in close-ranked majesty over the
brow of Storm King.

The going proved hard, for with the
warmer climate that now favored the
country, undergrowth had sprung up far
more luxuriantly than in the days of the
old-time civilization; but Stern and Bea-
trice were used to labor, and together—
he ahead to break or cut a path—they
struggled through the wood.

Half an hour’s climb brought them to
their first dim sight of the massive tow-
ers of the cathedral, rising beyond the
tangle of trees, majestic in the morning
sun.

Soon after they had made their way
close up to the huge, lichen-crusted walls, °
and in the shadow of the gigantic pile
slowly explored round to the vast portals
facing eastward over the Hudson.

“Wonderful work, magnificent propor-
tions and design,” Stern commented, as
they stopped at last on the broad débris-
littered steps and drew breath. “Brick
and stone have long since perished. Even
steel has crumbled. But concrete seems
eternal. Why the building’s practically
intact even today, after frfteen hundred
years of absolute abandonment. A week’s
work with a force of men would quite
restore it. The damage it’s suliered is
absolutely insignificant. Concrete. A les-
son to be learned, is it not, in our re-
building of the world?”

The mighty temple stood, in fact, al-
most as men had left it in the long ago,
when the breath of annihilation had
swept a withering blast over the face of
the earth. The broad grounds and drive-
ways that had led up to the entrance
had, of course, long since absolutely van-
ished under rank growths.

Grass flourished in the gutters and on
the Gothic finials; the gargoyles were
bearded with vines and fern-clusters; the
flying buttresses and mullions stood
green with moss; and in the vegetable
mold that had for centuries accumulated
on the steps and in the vestibule—for the
oaken doors had crumbled to powder—
many a bright-flowered plant raised its
blossoms to the sun.

The tall memorial windows and the
great rose-window in the eastern facade
had long since been shattered out of their
frames by hail and tempest. But the
main body of the cathedral seemed yet
as massively intact as when the master-
builders of the twentieth century had
taken down the last scaffold, and when
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the gigantic organ had first pealed its
“Laus Deo” through the vaulted apse.

TOGETHER they entered the vast silent
space, and—awed despite themselves—
gazed in wonder at the beauties of this
magnificent temple.

The marble floor was covered now with
windrows of dead leaves and pine-spills,
and with the litter from myriads of
bird’s-nests that sheltered themselves
on architraves and galleries, and on the
lofty capitals of the fluted pillars which
rose, vistalike, a hundred feet above the
clearstory, spraying out into a wondrous
complexity of ribs to sustain the marvel-
ous concrete vaultings full two hundre
feet in air. :

Through the shattered windows broad
slants of sunshine fell athwart the walls
and floor. Swallows chirped and twit-
tered far aloft, or winged their swift
way through the dusky upper spaces,
passing at will in or out the mullioned
gaps whence all the painted glass had
long since fallen.

An air of mystery, of long expectancy
seemed brooding everywhere; it seemed
almost as though the spirit of the past
were waiting to receive them—waiting
now, as it had waited fifteen hundred
years, patiently, inexorably, untiringly
for those to come who should some day
reclaim the hidden secrets in the crypt,
once more awaken human echoes in the
vault, and so redeem the world.

“Waiting!” Stern breathed, as if the
thought hung pregnant in the very air.
“Waiting all these long centuries—for us’/
For you, Beatrice, for me! And we are
here, at last, we of the newer time; and
here we shall be one. The symbol of the
pillars, mounting, ever mounting toward
the infinite, the hope of life eternal, the
majesty and mystery of this great temple,
welcome us! Come!”

He took her hand again and now in
silence they walked forward noiselessly
over the thick leaf-carpet on the pave-
ment of rare marble.

“Oh, Allan, I feel so small in here,” she
whispered, drawing close to him. “You
and I, all alone in this tremendous place
built for thousands—"

“You and I are the world today!” he
answered very gravely; and so together
they made their way toward the vast
transept, arched with a bewildering
lacery of vaultings.

All save the concrete had long van-
ished. No traces now remained of pews,
of railing, altars, pulpits, or any of the
fittings of the vast cathedral.

Majestic in its naked strength, the
building stood in light and shadow, here

banded with strong sun, there lost in
cool purple shade that foiled the eye far
up famong the hanging miracles of the
roof.

At the transept-crossing they stood
amazed; for here the flutings ran up
five hundred feet inside the stupendous
central spire, among a marvelous. filagree
of windows which diminished toward the
top—a lacework as of frost-patterns
etched into the solid substance of the
fiéche.

“Higher than that, more massive and
more beautiful the buildings of the fu-
ture shall arise,” Allan said slowly after
a pause. “But they shall not serve creed
or faction. They shall be for all man-
kind, for the great race still to come.
Beauty shall be its heritage, its right.

“And loveliness shall crown the waiting
world
As with a garland of immortal joy!

“But come, come, Beatrice — there’s
work to do. The records, girl! We mustn’t
stand here admiring architecture and
dreaming dreams while those records are
still undiscovered. Dowx into the crypt
we go, to dig among the relics of a van-
ished age!”

“The crypt, Allan? Where is it?”

“If I remember rightly—and at the
time this cathedral was built I followed
the plans with some care—the entrance
is back of the main southern cluster of
pillars over there at the transept-cross-
ing. Come on, Beta. In a minute we can
see whether fifteen-hundred-year-old
memories are any good or not!”

UICKLY he led the way, and as they
rounded the group of massive but-
tresses whence sprang the pillars for the
groin-vaults aloft a cry of satisfaction
escaped him, followed by a word of quick
astonishment.

“What is it, Allan?” exclaimed the girl.
“Anything wrong? Or—"

The man stood peering with wide eyes;
then suddenly he knelt and began paw-
ing over the little heap of vegetable drift
that had accumulated along the wall.

“It’s here, all right,” said he. “There's
the door, right in front of us—but what
I don’t understand is—this!”

“What, Allan? Is there anything
wrong?”

“Not wrong, perhaps, but devilish pecu-
liar!”

Speaking, he raised his hand to her.
The fingers held an arrow-head of flint.

“There’s been a battle here, that's
sure,” said he. “Look, spear-points—
shattered!”
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He had already uncovered three obsid-
ian blades. The broken tips proved how
forcibly they had been driven against the
stone in the long ago.

“What? A—-"

His fingers closed on a small, hollow
shell of gold.

“A molar, so help me! All that’s left
of some forgotten white man who fell
here, at the door, fifteen hundred years
ago!”

Speechless, the girl took the shell from
him and examined it.

“You’re right, Allan,” she answered.
‘““This certainly is a hollow gold crown.
Any one can see that, in spite of the
patina that’s formed over the metal.
Why—what can it all mean?”

“Search me! The patriarch’s record
gave the impression that this eastern

expedition set out within thirty years

or so of the catastrophe. Well, in that
short time it doesn’t seem possible there
could have developed savages fighting
with flints and so on. But that there cer-
tainly was a battle here at this door, and
that the cathedral was usec as a fort
against some kind of invasion is posi-
tively certain.

“Why, look at the chips of concrete

knocked off the jamb of the door here! .

Must have been some tall mace-work
where you're standing, Beta! If we could
know the complete story of this expedi-
tion, {ts probable failure to reach New
York, its entrapment here, the siege and
the inevitable tragedy of its end—star-
vation, sorties, repulses, hand-to-hand
fighting at the outer gates, in the nave,
here at the crypt door, perhaps on the
stairs and in the vaults below—then de-
feat and slaughter and extinction—what
a tremendous drama we could formu-
late!”

Beatrice nodded. Plain to see, the
thought depressed her.

“Death, everywhere—" she began, but
Allan laughed.

“Life, you mean,” he rallied. “Come,
now, this does no good, poking in the
rubbish of a distant tragedy. Real work
awaits us. Come!”

He picked up the torch, and with his
primitive but serviceable matches lighted
it. The smoke rose through the silent air
of the cathedral, up into a broad sunlit
zone from a tall window in the transept,
where it writhed blue and luminous.

A single blow of Allan’s ax shattered
the last few shreds of oaken plank that
still hung from the eroded hinges of the
door. In front of the explorers a flight
of concrete steps descended, winding
darkly to the crypt beneath.

Allan went first, holding the torch high.
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‘“The records!” he exclaimed. ‘“Soon,
soon we shall know the secrets of the
past!”

CHAPTER VI
TRAPPED!

SOME thirty steps the way descended,
ending in a straight and narrow pas-
sageway. The air, though somewhat chill,
was aboslutely dry and perfectly respir-
able, thanks to the enormrously massive
foundations of solid concrete which
formed practically one solid monolith six
hundred feet long by two hundred and
fifty broad—a monolith molded about the
crypt and absolutely protecting it from
every outside influence.

“Not even the Great Pyramid of Ghizeh -
could afford a more perfect—hello, what’s
this?”

Allan stopped short, staring downward
at the floor. His voice reechoed strangely
in the restricted space.

“A skeleton, so help me!”

True indeed. At one side of the pas-
sage, lying in a position that strongly
suggested death in a crouching, despair-
ing attitude—death by starvation rather
than by violence—a little clutter of hu-
man bones gleamed white under the
torch-flare.

“A skeleton—the first one of our van-
ished race we've ever found!” the man
exclaimed. “All the remains in New York,
you remember, down in the subway or
in any of the buildings, were invariably
little piles of impalpable dust mixed with
coins and bits of rusted metal. But this
—it’s absolutely intact.”

“The dry air and all—" suggested Bea-
trice.

“Yes,” he answered.
But—"

He stirred the skull with his foot. In-
stantly it vanished into powder.

“Just as I thought,” said he. “No chance
to give a decent burial to this or any
other human remains we may come
across here. The slightest disturbance
totally disintegrates them. But with this
it’s different.”

He picked up a revolver, hardly rusted
at all, $hat lay near at hand.

“Cartridges; look!” cried Beatrice,
pointing.

“That’s so, too—a score or more!”

Lying in an irregular oval that plainly
told of a vanished cartridge-belt, a string
of cartridges trailed on the concrete floor.

“H-m-m-m! Just for an experiment,
let’s see,” mupmured the engineer.

Already he had “broken” the gun and
had slipped in a charge.

“Intact, so far.






“And now the records!”

Even as Stern spoke he saw again a
dimly painted line, this time upon the
floor, all but invisible beneath the dust
of centuries that had come from God
knows where.

“Come, let’s follow the line!” he cried.

It led them straight through the mid-
dle of the crypt and to a sort of tunnel-
like vault at the far end. This they en-
tered quickly and almost at once knew
they had reached the goal of their long
quest. .

In front of them, about seven feet from
the floor, a rough white star had been
smeared. Directly below it a kind of al-
cove or recess appeared lined with shelves
of concrete. What its original purpose
may have been it would be hard to say;
perhaps it may have been intended as a
storage-place for the cathedral archives.

But now the explorers saw it was partly
filled with pile on pile of curiously crin-
kled parchment not protected in any way
from the air, not covered or boxed in. To
the right, however, stood a massive chest,
seemingly of sheet-lead.

“Some sense to the lead,” Stern
growled; ‘“but why they left their records
open to the air, I can’t see.”

He raised the torch and flared the light
along the shelves, and then he under-
stood. For here, there, copper nails
glinted dully, lying in dust that once up-
on a time had been wood.

“I’m wrong, Beta; I apologize to them,”
Stern exclaimed. “These were all secure-
ly boxed once, but the boxes have gone
to pieces long since. Dry-rot, you know.
Well, let’s see what condition the parch-
ments are in.”

She held the torch while he tried to
raise one, but it broke at the slightest
touch. Again he essayed, and a third
time. Same result.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated, non-
plused. “See what we’re up against, will
*you? We’ve found ’em and they’re ours,
but—"

They stood considering a minute. All
at once a dull metallic clang echoed
heavily through the crypt. Despite her-
self, the girl shuddered. The eery depths,
the gloom, the skeletons had all conspired
to shake her nerves.

“What’s that?” she whispered, gripping
Allan by the arm.

“That? Oh nothing! Now how the
deuce are we going to get these—"

“It was something, Allan! But what?”

He grew suddenly silent.

“Ry Jove—it sounded like—the door—"

“The door? Oh, Allan, quick!”

A sudden, irresistible fear fingered at
the strings of the man’s heart. At the
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‘back of his neck he felt the hair begin to

lift. Then he smiled by very strength
of will.

“Don’t be absurd, Beatrice,” he man-
aged to say. “It couldn’t be, of course.
There’s no one here. It—"

But already she was out of the alcove.
With the torch held high in air, she
stood there peering with wide eyes down
the long blackness of the crypt, striving
to pierce the dark.

Then suddenly he heard her cry of
terror.

“The door, Allan! The door! It’s shut!”

CHAPTEL. VII
. THE LEADEN CHEST

OT at any time since the girl and he

had wakened in the tower, more than
a year ago, had Allan felt so compelling a
fear as overswept him then. The siege of
the Horde at Madison Forest, the plunge
down the cataract, the fall into the abyss,
and the battle with the Lanskaarn had
all taxed his courage to the utmost, but
he had met these perils with more calm
than he now faced the blank menace
of that metal door.

For now no sky overhung him, no hu-
man agency opposed him, no counterplay
of stress and strife thrilled his blood.

No; the girl and he now were far un-
derground in a crypt, a tomb, walled
round with incalculable tons of concrete,
barred from the upper world, alone—and
for the first time in his life the man knew
something of the anguish of unreasoning
fear.

Yet he was not bereft of powers of ac-
tion. Only an instant he stood there mo-
tionless and staring; then with a cry,
wordless and harsh, he ran toward the
barrier.

Beneath his spurning feet the friable
skeletons crumbled and vanished; he
dashed himself against the door with a
curse that was half a prayer; he strove
with it—and staggered “back, livid and
shaken, for it held.

Now Beatrice had reached it, too. In
her hand the torch trembled and shook.
She tried to speak, but could not. And as
he faced her, there in the tomblike vault,
their eyes met silently.

‘A deathly stillness fell, with but their
heart-beats and the sputtering of the
torch to deepen it. )

“Oh!” she gasped, stretching out a
hand. “You—we—can’t—"’

He licked his lips and tried to smile.

“Don’t—don’t be afraid, little girl,” he
stammered. “This can’t hold us, possibly.
The chain—I broke it.”



“Yes, but the bar, Allan—the bar! How
did you leave the bar?”

“Raised!”

The one word seemed to seal their
doom. A shudder passed through Beatrica8.

“So then,” she choked, “some air-cur-
rent swung the door shut—and the bar—
fell—"

A sudden rage possessed the engineer.

“Damn that infernal staple!” he gritted,
and as he spoke the ax swung into air.

“Crash!”

On the metal plates it boomed and
echoed thunderously. A ringing clangor
vibrated through the crypt.

k¥Crash!”

Did the door start? No; but in the long-
eroded plates a jagged dent took form.

Again the ax swung high. Cold though
the vault was, sweat globuled his fore-
head, where the veins had swelled to
twisting knots.

“Crash!”

With a wild verberation, a scream of
sundered metal and a clatter of flying
fragments, the staple gave way. A crack
showed round the edge of the iron bar-
rier. :

Stern flung his shoulder against the
door. Creaking, it swung. He staggered
through. One hand groped out to steady
him, against the wall. From the other the
ax dropped crashing to the floor.

Only a second he stood thus, swaying;
then he turned and gathered Beta in his
arms. And on his breast she hid her face,
from which the roses all had faded quite.

He felt her fighting back the tears, and
raised her head and kissed her.

“There, there!” he soothed. “It wasn’t
anything, after all, you see. But—if we
hadn’t brought the ax with us—"

“Oh, Allan, let’s go now! This crypt—
I can’t—"

“We will go very soon. But there’s no
danger now, darling. We’re not children,
you know. We've still got work to do.
We’ll go soon, very soon; but first, those
records!”

“Oh, how can you, after—after what
might have been?”

He found the strength to smile.

“I know,” he answered, “but it didn’t
happen, after all. A miss is worth a mil-
lion miles, dear. That’s what life seems
to mean to us, and has meant ever since
we woke in the tower, peril and risk, labor
and toil—and victory! Come, come, let’s
get to work again, for there’s so endless-
ly much to do.”

Calmer grown, the girl found new cour-
age in his eyes and in his strong embrace.

“You're right, Allan. I was a little fool
to_"

He stopped her self-reproach with
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kisses, then picked up the torch from the
floor where it had fallen from her nerve-
less hand.

“If you prefer,” he offered, “I'll take
you back into the sunlight, and you can
sit under the trees and watch the river,
while I—"

“Where you are, there am I! Come on,
Allan; let’s get it over with. Oh, what a
coward you must think me!”

“I think you’re a woman, and the
bravest that ever lived!” he exclaimed
vehemently. “Who but you could ever
have gone through with me all that has
happened? Who could be my mate and
face the future as you’re doing? Oh, if
you only understood my estimate of you!

“But now let’s get at those records
again. Time’s passing, and there must be
still no end of things to do.”

He recovered his ax, and with another
blow demolished the last fragment of the
staple, so that by no possibility could the
door catch again.

FOR the second time, then, they pene-
trated the crypt and the tunnel and
once more reached the alcove of the
records.

“Beatrice!”

“What is it, Allan?”

“Look! Gone—all gone!”

“Gone? Why, what do you mean?
They’'re—" .

“Gone, I tell you! My God! Just a mass
of rubbish, powder, dust—"

“But—but how—"

“The concussion of the ax! That must
have done it! The violent sound-waves—
the air in commotion!”

“But, Allan, it can’t be!
must be something left?”

“You see?”

He pointed at the shelves. She stood
and peered, with him, at the sad havoc
wrought there. Then she stretched out a
tentative finger and stirred a little of the
detritus.

“Catastrophe!” she cried.

“Yes and no. At any rate, it may have
been inevitable.”

“Inevitable?”

He nodded.

“Even if this hadn’'t happened, Bea-
trice, I'm afraid we never could have
moved any of these parchments, or read
them, or handled them in any way. Per-
haps if we’d had all kinds of proper ap-
pliances, glass plates, transparent ad-
hesives, and so on, and a year or two at
our disposal, we might have made some-
thing out of them, but even so, it’s doubt-
ful. -
“Of course, in detective stories, Hawk-
shaw can take the ashes right out of the

Surely there









“It lives in you again, the past!” he
cried. “In you the world shall be made
new once more!

“I seem to behold the vast, clear-lighted
space of the Metropolitan anew, the tiers
of gilded galleries and boxes, the thou-
sands of men and women hanging eager-
ly on every silver note—I see the marvel-
ous orchestra, many, yet one; the Vene-
tian scene, the moonlight on the Grand
- Canal, the gondolas, the merry-makers
—I hear Giuletta and Nicklausse blending
those perfect tones! My heart leaps at
the memory, beloved, and I bless you for
once more awakening it!”

“With my poor voice?” she smiled.
“Play it, play the record, Allan, and let
us hear it as it should be sung!”

He shook his head.

“No!” he declared. “Not after you have
sung it. Your voice to me is infinitely
sweeter that any that the world of other
days ever so much as dreamed of.”

He bent above her, caressed her hair
and kissed her; and for a little while they
both forgot their music. But soon the girl
recalled him to the work in hand.

“Come, Allan, there’s so much to do.”

“I know. Well, now—let’s see, what
next?”

He paused, a new thought in his eyes.

‘“Beta!”

“Well ?”

“You don’'t find Mendelssohn’s ‘Wed-
ding March,” do you? Look, dearest, see
if you can find it. Perhaps it may be
there. If so—"

She eyed him, her gaze widening.

“You mean?”

He nodded.

“Just so! Perhaps, after all, you and I
can—"

“Oh, come and help me look for it, Al-
lan!” she cried, enthusiastic as a child in
the joy of his new inspiration. “If we only
could find it, wouldn’t that be glorious?”

Eagerly they searched together.

‘“‘Ich Grglle Nicht,” by Schumann, no,”
Stern commented, as one by one they ex-
amined the records. “‘Ave Maria,” Arca-
delt-Liszt—no, though it’s magnificent.
That’s the one you sing best of all, Beta.
How often you've sung it to me! Remem-
ber, at the bungalow, how I used to lay
my head in your lap while you played
with my Samsonesque locks and sang me
to sleep? Let’s see—Brahms’s ‘Wiegen-
lied.” Cradle-song, eh? A little prema-
ture; that’s coming later. Eh? Found it,
by Jove! Here we are, the march itself, so
help me! Shall I play it now?”

“Not yet, Allan. Here, see what I've
found!”

She handed him a record as they sat
there together in a broad ribbon of mid-
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morning sunlight that flooded down
through one of the clearstory windows.

“‘The Form of the Solemnization of
Matrimony, by Bishop Gibson,’ ” he read.
And silence fell, and for a long minute
their eyes met. .

‘“Beatrice!”

“I know, I understand!
these words—"

“Shall be spoken, O my love! Out of
the dead past a voice shall speak to us
and we shall hear! Beatrice, the words
your mother heard, my mother heard, we
shall hear, too. Come, Beatrice, for now
the time is at hand!”

She felt a trembling, and for a moment
could not speak. Her eyes grew veiled in
tears, but through them he saw a bright
smile break, like sunlight after summer
showers.

She stood up and held out her hand to
him. “My Allan!”

He caught her in his arms. .

“At last!” he whispered. “Oh, at last!”
WHEN the majesty and beauty of the

immortal marriage hymn climbed the
high vaults of the cathedral, waking the
echoes of the vacant spaces, and when it
rolled, pealing triumphantly, she leaned
her head upon his breast and, trembling,
clung to him.

With his arm he circled her; he leaned
above her, shrouding her in his love as in
an everlasting benison. And through
their souls thrilled wonder, awe, and pas-
sion, and life held another meaning and
another mystery.

The words of solemn sacredness hal-
lowed for centuries beyond the memory
of man rose powerful, heart-thrilling,
deep with symbolism, strong with vibrant
might—and, hand in hand, the woman
and the man bowed their heads, listen-
ing:

“Dearly beloved, we are gathered here
to join together this man and this woman
in holy matrimony—reverently, discreet-
ly, advisedly, soberly. Into this holy es-
tate these two persons present now come
to be joined.”

His hand tightened upon her hand, for
he felt her trembling. But bravely she
smiled. up at him and upon her hair the
golden sunlight made an aureole.

The voice rose in its soul-shaking ques-
tion—slow and powerful:

“Wilt thou have this woman to thy
wedded wife, to live together in the holy
estate of matrimony? Wilt thou love her,
comfort her, honor, and keep her in sick-
ness and in health, and keep thee only
unto her, so long as ye both shall live?”

Allan’s “I will!” was as a hymn of joy
upon the morning air.

So, after all,






CHAPTER IX
AT SETTLEMENT CLIFFS

TEN days later the two lovers—now man
and wife—were back again at the east-
ern lip of the abyss. With them on the bi-
plane they had brought the phonograph
and records, all securely wrapped in oiled
canvas, the same which enveloped the
precious objects in the leaden chest.

They made a camp, which was to serve
them for a while as headquarters in their
tremendous undertaking of bringing the
Merucaans to the surface, and here care-
fully stored their treasure in a deep cleft
«of rock, secure from rain and weather.

They had not revisited the bungalow
on the return trip. The sight of their lit-
tle home and garden, now totally devas-
tated, they knew would only sadden them
unnecessarily.

“Let it pass, dearest, as a happy mem-
ory that was and is no more,” Stern
cheered the girl as he held her in his
arms the first night of their stay in the
new camp, and together they watched
the purple haze of sunset beyond the
chasm. “Some day, perhaps, we may go
back and once more restore Hope Villa
and live there again, but for the present
many other and far more weighty mat-
ters press. It will be wisest for a while to
leave the East zlone. Too many of the
Horde are still left .there.

“Here, west of the Ohio River Valley,
they don’t seem to have penetrated—and
what’s more, they never shall! Just now
we must ignore them—though the day of
reckoning will surely come. We’ve got our
hands full for a while with the gigantic
task ahead of us. It's the biggest and the
hardest that one man and woman ever
tackled since the beginning of time.”

She drew his head down and kissed
him, and for a while they kept the silence
of perfect comradeship. But at last she
questioned:

“You've got it all worked out at last,
Allan? You know just the steps to take?
One false move—"

“There shall be no false moves. Reason,
deliberation, care will solve this problem
like all others. Given some fifteen hun-
dred people, at a depth of five hundred
miles, and given an airplane and plenty
of time—"

“Yes, of course, they can be brought to
the surface. But after that, what? The
dangers are tremendous. The patriarch
died at the first touch of sunlight. We
can’t afford to take chances with the
rest.”

“I've planned on all that. Our first
move must be to locate a rocky ledge, a
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cave, or something of the sort, where the
transplanting process can be carried out.
There mustn’t be any exposure to the ac-
tual daylight for a long time after they’re
on the surface. The details of food and
water have all got to be arranged, too. It
means work, work, work! God, what
work! But—it’s our task, Beta, all our
own. And I glory in it. I thank Heaven
for it—a man’s size labor! And if we're
strong and brave enough, patient and
wise enough, we’re bound to win.”

“Win? Of course we’ll win!” she an-
swered, her faith in him touching the
sublime. “We must! The life of the
whole world’s at stake!”

Night came, and redder glowed the fire-
light in the gloom. They spoke of life,
of love, of destiny; and over them seemed
to brood the mystery of all that was to be.

The very purpose of the universe en-
wrapped itself about their passion, and
the untroubled stars kept vigils till the

dawn.
DAYLIGHT called them to begin the
epic campaign they had mapped out—
the rescue of a race.
After a visit to the patriarch’s grave,
which they decked anew with blossoms

‘and fresh leaves, they prepared for the

journey in search of a suitable temporary
home for the folk.

Nine o’clock found them once more on
the wing. Stern laid a southerly course
along the edge of the abyss. He and Bea-
trice definitely decided that the new
home of humanity was not to be the dis-
tant regions of the East, involving so long
and perilous a journey, but rather some
location in the vast, warm, central plain
of what had once been the United States.

They judged they were now somewhere
in the one-time State of Indiana, not far
from Indianapolis. So much warmer had
the climate grown that for some months
to come at least the folk could without
doubt accustom themselves to the change
from the hot and muggy atmosphere of
the abyss to the semi-tropic heat.

The main object now was to discover
suitable caves near a good water supply,
where by night the folk could prosecute
their accustomed fisheries. Agriculture
and the care of domestic animals by day-
light would have to be postponed for
some time, possibly for a year or more.
Above all, the health of the prospective
colonists must be safeguarded.

It was not until nearly nightfall of the
next day, and after stops had been made
at the ruins of two considerable but un-
identified towns—for fuel, as well as to fit
up an electric search-light and hooded
lamps to illuminate the instruments and






explored with improvised torches, and
penetrated far into some of the grottoes.
“The main thing to consider is that we
can find darkness and humidity for the
folk by day. They mustn’t be let out at
first except in the night. It may be weeks
or months before they can stand the di-
rect sunlight. But that, too, will come.
Patience, girl—patience and time—and
all will yet be done.”

Yet, even as he spoke, a strange anxi-
ety, a prescience of tremendous difficul-
ties, brooded in his soul. These were not
cattle that he had to deal with, but men.

Could he and Beatrice, rulers of the
folk though they were now, could they—
with their paltry knowledge of the peo-
ple’s language, superstitions, prejudices,
and inner life—really bring about this
great migration?

Could they ravish a nation from its ac-
customed home, transplant it bodily,
force new conditions on it, train, teach,
civilize it? All this without rebellion, an-
archy, and failure? .

“God!” thought the engineer. “The
labors of Hercules were child’s play be-
side this problem!”

His heart quaked at the thought of all
that lay ahead; yet through everything,
deep in the basic strata of his being, he
knew that all should be and must be as
he planned.

Barring death only, the seemingly im-
possible should come to pass.

“I swear it!” he murmured to himself.
“For her sake, for theirs, and for the
world’s, I swear it shall be!”

At high noon they emerged once more
from the caverns, climbed the steep cliff
face, and again stood on the heights.

Facing northward, their gaze swept
the lower river-bank opposite, and
reached away, away, over the rolling hills
and plains that lay, a virgin forest, to the
dim horizon, brooding, mysterious, quiv-
ering with fertility and wild, strange life.

“Some time,” he prophesied, sweeping
his arm out toward the wilderness—
“some time all that—and far beyond—
shall be dotted with clearings and rich
farms, with cottages, schools, and reap
and rest. Here love shall traverse it. The
hum of motors, of machinery, of indus-
try—of life itself—shall one day displace
the cry of beast and bird.

“Some time the English tongue shall
reign here again—here and beyond. Here
strong men shall toil and build and reap
and rest. Here love shall reign and women
be called ‘mother.’ Here children shall
play and learn and grow to manhood and
to womanknod, secure and free.

“Some time all good things shall here
come to realization. Oppression and slav-

ery, alone, shall be undreamed of. These,
and poverty and pain, shall never enter
into the new world that is to be. :

“Some time, here, ‘all shall be better
than well.’ Some time!”

He circled her with his arm, and for a
while they stood surveying this cradle of
the new race. Much moved, Beatrice drew
very close to him. They made no spéech.

For the dreams they two were dream-
ing, as the golder sun irradiated all that
vast, magnificent wilderness, passed all
power of words.

Only she whispered “some time,” too,
and Allan knew she shared with him the
glory of his vast, tremendous vision.

CHAPTER X
SEPARATION

THEY spent the remainder of that day

and all the next in hard work, mak-
ing practical preparations for the arrival
of the first settlers. Allan assured him-
self the waters of New Hope River were
soft and pure and that an ample supply
of fish dwelled in the pool as well as in
the rapids—trout, salrion, and pike of
new varieties and great size, as well as
other species.

Beatrice and he, working together, put
the largest and darkest of the caves into
habitable order. They also prepared, for
their own use, a sunny grotto, which they
thought could with reasonable labor be
made into a comfortable temporary
home.

Though it isn’t our own cozy bungalow,
and never can be,” she remarked rather
mournfully, surveying the fire-place of
roughly piled stones Allan had built. “Oh,
dear, if we only could have had that to
live in while—"

He stopped her yearning with a kiss.

“There there, little girl,” he cheered
her, “don’t be impatient. All in good time
we’ll have another, garden and sun-dial
and everything. All in good time. The
more we have to overcome, the more
we’ll appreciate results, en? The only
really serious matter to consider now is
you!”

“Me, Allan? Why, what do you mean?
What about me?”

He sat down on the rough-hewn bench
of logs that he had fashioned and drew

. her to him.

“Listen, Beta. This is very serious.”

“What, Allan? Has anything hap-
pened?”

“No, and nothing must, either. That’s
what's troubling me row. Our separation,
I mean.”

“Our—why, what—"
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of civilization. With an improvised lance
Allan also speared three salmon in the
rapids. The game and fish he dressed for
her and packed among green leaves in the
cool recesses at the extreme inner end
of the cavern.

“No need whatever for you to leave the
cave while I'm gone,” he warned her. “I'm
not forbidding you to, because I'm not
your master. All I say is I'll be far hap-
pier if you stay close at home. Will you
promise me that, whatever happens you
won’t wander from the cave?”

“I needn’t promise, dearest. All I need
to know is your wish. That's enough
for me!”

Together they set about fortifying the
place. They built a rough but strong bar-
ricade of rocks across the mouth of the
cavern, leaving only one small aperture,
just sufficient to admit a single person on
hands and knees.

Allan fetched a rounded stone that she
could roll into this door by night and ar-
ranged a stout sapling to brace the stone
immovably. He supplied her well with
fire-wood and saw to it that her bando-
liers were full of cartridges. In addition,
he left her the extra gun and ammunition
they had found in the crypt under the
cathedral.

With a torch he carefully explored ev-
- ery crevice of the cave to make sure no
noxious spiders, centipedes, or serpents
were sheltered there.

From the plane he brought his .own
cloak, which he insisted on her keeping.
This, with hers, would add to the com-
fort of the bed they had made with fra-
grant ferns and grasses.

He fashioned, out of the tenaclous clay
of an earth-bank about half a mile down
stream, two large water-jars, and baked
them for some hours in a huge fire on
the terrace in front of the cave.

When properly hardened he scoured
them carefully with river-sand and filled
them one at a time, struggling up the
hard ascent with a stout heart—for all
this toil meant safety for the girl; it was
all another step on the hard pathway to-
ward the goal.

In her sleep that night he bent above
her, kissed her tenderly, and realized how
inexpressibly dear she was to him.

The thought: “Tomorrow I must leave
her!” weighed leaden on him. And for a
long time he could not sleep, but lay
listening to the night sounds of the forest
and the brawling stream. Once a deep,
booming roar echoed throughout the can-
yon, and a sound as of hollow blows.

But Allan could not think their mean-
ing. Only he knew the wild was full of
perils; and in his mind he reviewed the
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precautions he had taken for her welfare.
Bit by bit he analyzed them. He knew
that he could do no more. Now Fate
must solve the rest.

He slept at length, not to waken till
morning with its garish~eye peeped in
around the crevices of the rock doorway.
Returning from his swim in the pool, he
found Beatrice already making breakfast.
They ate in silence, overborne with sad
and bodeful thoughts.

But now the decision had been made
nothing remained save to execute it. Such
a contingency as backing out of an un-
dertaking once begun lay far outside
their scheme of things.

The leave-taking was not delayed. They
both realized that an early start was
necessary if he was to reach the village
of the folk before sleep should assail him.
Still more, they dreaded the departure
less than the suspense.

TOGETHER they provisioned the plane,
back there on the rocky barren, and
made sure everything was in order. Allan
assured himself especially that he had
fuel enough to last four or five hours.
“In that time,” he told the girl, “I can
easily reach the rim of the abyss. You
see, I needn’t fly northward to the point
where we emerged. That would be only
an unnecessary waste of time and energy.
I'm positive the chasm extends all the
way up and down what was once the
Mississippi Valley, and that the Great
Central Sea is fed by that and other riv-
ers. In that case, by striking almost due
west, I can reach the rim. After that I
can glide the plane easily till I sight the
water.”

“And then?”

“Then the power goes on again and I
scout for the west shore and the village.
The sustaining power of that lower-level
air is simply miraculous. I realize per-
fectly well it’s no child’s play, but I can
do it, Beta. I can find the place again.
You see, I'm perfectly familiar with con-
ditions down there now. The first time
it was all new and strange. This time,
after all those months in the abyss, why,
it will be almost like getting back home
again. It'll be quite a triumphal return,
won’t it? The chief getting back to his
tribe, eh?”

He tried to speak lightly, but his lips
refused to smile. She frankly wept.

“There, there, little girl,” he soothed
her. “Now let’s go back to the cave and
see that you’re all right and safe. Then
Ill be going. Remember on the third
night to kindle the big fire we've agreed
on just outside your door on the terrace—
the beacon-fire, you know. I'll have to






burst triumphantly from his lips as the
light-ray, suddenly piercing a rift of
cloud, sparkled dimly on a surface shiny-
black as newly cleft anthracite. -

Allan threw in the motor once more
and quickly got the plane under control.
In a long downward slant he rushed,
like some vast swallow skimming a pool,
over the mysterious plain of steaming
waters. And ever, peering eagerly ahead,
he sought a twinkle of the filshermen's
oil-flares wimpling far across the sunken
sea.

Moment by moment he consulted his
instruments and the chart he had
stretched before him under the gleam
of the hooded bulbs.

“Inside of half an hour now,” said he.
“I ought to sight the first flash of the
flares upon the parapet—the glow of the
flaming well!”

And a singular eagerness all at once
possessed him, a strange yearning to be-
hold once more the strange, fog-shroud-
ed, reeking city of the lost people, almost
as though it had been home, as though
. these white barbarians had been his
own people.

Men! To see men once more! The idea
leaped up and gripped him with a pow-
erful fascination.

So it was that when in reality the first
faint twinkle of the fishing-boats peeped
through the mist—and beyond a tiny
necklace of gleaming points that he
knew marked the walls of the town—his
heart throbbed hotly and a cry of eager
greeting welled from his soul.

Quickly the ship swept him onward.
Maneuvering cautiously, jockeying the
great machine with that consummate
skill he had acquired from long practice,
he soon beheld the dim outlines of the
vast cliff, the long walls, the dull reflec-
tions of the fire-plume, the slanting slope
of beach.

And with keen exultation, thrilled with
his triumph and his greeting to the folk
he came to rescue, he landed with a whir
upon the reeking slope.

To him, even before he had been able
to free his cramped body from the sad-
dle, came swarming the people, with loud
cries of welcome and rejoicing. Power-
fully the-automatics he and Beatrice had
used in the Battle of the Walls had im-
pressed their simple minds with almost
superstitious reverence.

More powerfully still his terrible fight
with Kamrou, ending with the death of
that great chief in the boiling vat. And
now, acknowledging him their overlord
and ruler, whom they had feared to lose
forever, they trooped in wild, disordered
~ throngs to do him reverence.

IN FROM the sea, summoned by waving
flares, the fishing-boats came plowing
mightily, driven by many paddles in the
hands of the strange, white-haired men.

Along the beach the townsfolk
thronged, and down the causeway, be-
neath the vast monolithic plinth of the
fortified gate, jostled and pushed an
ever-growing multitude.

Cries of “Kromno kh’viat! Tai Kromno!”
re-echoed— “The chief has come back!
The great master!”—and the confusion
swelled to a mighty roar, close-pent un-
der the heavy mists blued by the naph-
tha-torches.

But Stern noticed, and rejoiced to see
it, that none prostrated themselves. None
fell to earth or groveled in his presence.
Disorderly and wild the greeting was, but
it was the greeting of men, not slaves.

“Thank God, I've got a race of real men
to deal with here!” thought he, survey-
ing the pressing throng. “Hard they may
be to rule, and even turbulent, but they’re
not servile. Rude, brave, bold—what bet-
ter stock could I have hoped for in this
great adventuring?”

For a while even thoughts of Beatrice
were crowded back by the excitement of
the arrival. In all his wonderful experi-
ence never before had he sensed a feel-
ing such as this.

To be returning, master and lord of a
race of long-buried people, his own peo-
ple, after all—to be acknowledged chief-
tain—to hold their destinies within his
hand for good or evil—the magnitude of
the situation, the tremendous difficulties
and responsibilities, almost overwhelmed
him.

He felt a need to rest, and think, and
plan, to recuperate from the long journey
and to recover poise and strength.

And with relief, as he raised his hand
for silence, he perceived the wrinkled
face of one Vreenya, head counselor of
Kamrou, his predecessor.

Him he summoned to come close, and
to him gave his orders. With some de-
gree of fluency—for in the months Bea-
trice and he had spent in the abyss they
had acquired much of the Merucaan
tongue—he said:

“I greet you, Vreenya. I greet my peo-
ple, all. Harken. I have made a long
journey to return to you. I am tired and
would rest. There may be many things
to tell you, but not now. I would sleep
and eat. Is my house in readiness?”

“It is in readiness—the house of the
Kromno. Your word is our law. It shall
be as you have spoken.”

“That is good. Now it is my will that
this air-boat on which I ride should be
carried close up to the walls and carefully
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covered with mantles, especially this
part,” and he gestured at the engines.
“After that I rest.”

“So it shall be,” Vreenya made answer,
while the folk listened. “But, master,
where is the woman? Where is the an-
cient man, Shungaav, who sailed with
you in the air-boat to those upper re-
gions we know not of?”

“The woman is well. She awaits in a
place we have prepared for you.”

“It is well. And the ancient man?”

Stern thought quickly. To confess the
patriarch’s death would certainly be fatal
to the undertaking. These simple minds
would judge from it that certain destruc-
tion must be the portion of any who
should dare to venture into those myste-
rious upper regions which to them were
but a myth, a strange tradition—almost
a terror.

And though the truth was dear to him,
yet under stress of the greater good he
uttered a falsehood by implication.

“The ancient man awaits you, too. He is
resting in the far places. He would de-
sire you to come to him.”

“He is at peace? He found the upper
world good?”

“He found it good, Vreenya. And he is
at peace.”

“It is well. Now the commands of Tai
Kromno shall be done. His house is
ready!”

While Stern clambered out of the ma-
chine and stretched his half-paralyzed
limbs the news ran, a murmur of many
voices, through the massed folk. Stern’s
heart swelled with pride at the success
so far of his mission. If all should go as
well from now on his mighty object
could and would be accomplished. But if
not—

He shuddered slightly despite himself,
for to his mind arose the ever-present
possibility of the folk’s custom of trial by
combat—the chance that some rebellious
one might challenge him—that the out-
%ome might another time turn against

im.

He remembered still the scream of
Kamrou as the deposed chieftain had
plunged into the boiling pool. What if
this fate should some time yet be his?
And once more thoughts of Beatrice ob-
truded; and, despite himself, he felt the
clutch of terror at his heart.

He put it resolutely away, however, for
he realized that all dey2nded now on
maintaining good courage and a bold,
commanding air. The slightest weakness
might at any time prove fatal.

He understood enough of the barbarian
psychology to know the value of domi-
nance. And with a command to Vreenya:
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*“ “ake way for me, your master!” he ad-
vanced througr the lane which the
crowding fo.k made. for him,

S, FOLLOWED by the counselor and

the elders, he climbed the slippery
causeway and passed through the laby-
rinthine passes of the great gate strange
emotions stirred him.

The scene was still the same as when
he first had witnessed it. Still flared the
torches in the hands of the populace and
along the walls, where, perched on the
very ledge of the one-time battle with the
Lanskaarn, the strange waterfowl still
blinked their ghostly eyes.

No change was to be witnessed in the
enclosure, the huts, the wide plaza,
stretching away to the cliff, to the fire-
pit, and the Dungeon of Skeletons.
But still how different -vas it all!

Only too clearly he remembered the
first time he and Beatrice had been
thrust into this weird community, bound
and captive; with only too vivid dis-
tinctness he recalled the frightful indig-
nities, perils, and hardships inflicted on
them both.

The absence of the kindly patriarch
saddened him; and, too, the fact that
now no Beatrice was with him there.

Slowly, wearily, he moved along the
slippery rock-floor toward his waiting
hcuse, unutterably lonesome even in this
pushing throng that now acclaimed him,
yet thanking God that the girl, at least,
was far from the buried town of such
hard ways and latent } erils.

At the door of the round, conical stone
hut that had been Kamrou’s and now
was his—so long as he could hold the
chieftainship by sheer force of will and
power—he paused a moment and faced
the eager throng.

“Peace to you, my people!” he ex-
claimed, once more raising his hand on
high. “Soon I shall tell you many won-
ders and things strange to hear—many
things of great import and good tidings.

“When I have slept I shall speak with
you. Now I go to rest. Await me, for the
day of your deliverance is at hand!”

A face caught his attention, a sinister
and brutal [ace, doubly ominous in the
flaring cresset-glare. He knew the man
—H'yemba, the cunning iron-smith, one
who in other days had before now crossed
his will and, doglike, snarled as much as
he had dared. Now a peculiarly malevo-
lent expression lay upon that evil coun-
tenance. The dead-white skin wrinkled
evilly; the pink eyes gleamed with dis-
concerting malice. .

But Stern, dead tired, only glanced at
H’yemba for a second, then with Vreenya



entered the hut and bade the door be
closed.

All dressed as he was, he flung himself
upon the rude bed of seaweed covered
with the coarse brown stuff woven by the
folk.

“Sleep, master,” Vreenya said. “I will
sit here and watch. Bu: before you sleep
loosen the terrible fire-bow that shoots
thz bolts of lead and lay it near at hand.”

“You mean—there may be trouble?”

“Sleep!” was all the counselor would
answer. “When you have rested there will
be many things to ask and tell.”

Spent beyond the power of any further
effort, Stern laid his automatic handy
and disposed himself to sleep.

As his weary eyelids closed and the first
outposts of consciousness began to fall
before the attacking power of slumber,
his thoughts, his love, ais enduring pas-
sion, revertec. to the girl, the wife, now so
infinitely far av-ay in the cavern beside
the brawling canyon-stream. Yearning
and tenderness unspeakable flooded his
soul.

But once or twice her face faded from
his mental vision and in its stead he
seemed to see again the surly stare, the
evil eyes, and venomously sinister expres-
sion of H'yemba, the resourceful man of
fire and steel.

CHAPTER XII
CHALLENGED

AFTER many hours of profound and
dreamless sleep, Allan awoke filled
with fresh vigor for the tasks that lay
ahead. His splendid vitality, quickly re-
cuperating, calmed his mind; and now
the problems, the anxieties, and fears of
the day before—to call it such. though
there was neither night nor day in this
strange place—seemed negligible.

Only a certain haunting uneasiness
about the girl still clung to him. But,
sending her many a thought of love, he
reflected that soon he should be back
again with her; and so, resolutely grasp-
ing the labor that now awaited him, he
felt fresh confidence and hope.

After a breakfast of the familiar sea-
weeds, bulbs, fish, and eggs, he bade
Vreenya (who seemed devotion incar-
nate; summon the folk for a great chergu,
or tribal council, at the Place of Skele-
tons.

Here they gathered, men, women, and
children, all of fifteen hundred, in close-
packed, silent masses, leaving only the
inner circle under the stone posts and
iron rods clear for Allan and for Vreenya
and some half-dozen elders.
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The rocky plaza-floor, sloping upward
somewhat from the dungeon, formed a
very shallow natural amphitheater, so
that the majority could see as well as
hear.

No platform was there for their Krom-
no to speak from. He had not even a
block of stone. In the true native style
he was expected to address them on their
own level, pacing back and forth the
while.

In his early days among them he had
seen one or two gatherings. His quick
wit prompted a close imitation of their
ceremonies and ancient customs.

First, Vreenya sprinkled the open space
between the poles and the dungeon with
a kind of sea-weed swab dipped in the
w.ters of the boiling vat, then with a bit
of the coarse brown cloth washed Allan’s
lips—a pledge of truth.

The counselor raised both hands toward
the roaring flame back there by the cliff,
and all inclined themselves thereto, the
only trace of any religious ceremony still
remaining amorg them.

Allan likewise saluted the flame; then
he faced the multitude.

“O my people,” he began, striving to
speak clearly above the noise of the fire-
jet, his voice sounding dull and heavy in
that compressed atmosnhere, “O Folk of
the Merucaans, I greet you! There be
many things to tell that you must know
and believe. I have come back to you
with great peril in my flying-boat to tell
you of the upper world and all its good-
ness.

“Easily could I have stayed in those
places of light and plenty, but my heart
was warm for my people. I thought of my
people night and day. The woman
Beatrice thought of you. Alone, we could
not enjoy those happy places. So I re-
turned to tell you and to show you the
way to liberty. Thus have we proved our
love for you, my folk!”

He paused. Silence overhung the as-
semblage save for the fretful cry of chil-
dren here and there, squeezed in the
press or clinging to their mothers’ backs
after the fashion of the Merucaans.

Afar, on the --alls, the faint and rau-
cous quarreling of the sea-birds drifted
through the fog. Allan drew breath and
began again:

“In those places, my people, those far
places whence your forefathers came, are
many wonders. Betimes it is dark, as al-
ways here. Betimes a great fire mounts
into the upper air and makes the whole
world brighter than around your flaming
well. In the dcork time lesser fires travel
in the air. Of birds there are many kinds,
strangely colored. Of beasts, many kinds



—I cannot make you understand because
none of you have ever seen any animal
but fish and bird. But I speak truth.
There be many other creatures with good
flesh to eat, and the skins of them are
proper for soft ~lothing.

“Here you have only weeds of the sea.
There we have tall growing things, many
hundred spedi high, and rich fruit, de-
licious to the taste, grows on some kinds.
In a few words, it is a place of wondrous
plenty, where you can all live more easily
than here, and with more plcasure—far.”

Again he ceased his discourse, but still
continued to pace up and down the open
space uader the swaying skeletons on the
poles above.

Through the dense press of the folk
murmurs were “7anderint. Man spoke to
man, and many a new thought was com-
ing now to birth among those white bar-
barians.

The elders, too, were whispering to-
gether: “So runs the ancient tradition.
So said the ancient man! Can it be true,
indeed?”

Stern continued more and more earn-
estly, with the sweat now beginning to
dot his brow:

“It were too long, my people, to tell you
everything about that land of ours above.
Only remember it is richer and far more
beautiful than this, your place of dark-
ness and of clouds. It is the ancient home
of your fathers in the very long ago. It
is waiting for you once again, more fertile
and more beautiful than ever. My errand
is to carry you hither—two or three at a
time. At last I'shall be able to take you
all.

“Then the world will begin to be as it
once was, before the great explosion de-
stroyed all but = few of your people, who
were my people once. Will any of you—
any two bold men—believe my words and
go with me? Will any be as brave as—
the patriarch?”

He flung the veiled taunt loudly at
them, with g raising of both arms.

“I have spoken the truth! Now an-
swer!”

_ Heceased, and for a short minute there
was silence. Then spoke Vreenya:

“Oh, Kromno, master! We would ques-
tion you!”

“I will answer and say only the thing
that is.”

“First, can our people live in that other,
lighter a1r9”

“They can live. We have prepared caves
for you. At first you shall not see the
light. Only little by little you shall see
it, and you and your children will change,

_till at last you shall be as I am and as
your people were in the old days!”

Vreenya pondered, while tense interest
held the elders and the folk. Then he
nodded, for his understanding—like that
of all—was . een in spite of his savagery.
He said:

“And we can eat, O Kromno? This
flesh cf beasts you speak of may be good.
This strange fruit may be good. I know=~
not. It may also be as the poison weeds
of our sea to us. But, if so, there are
fish in those waters of “he upper world?”

“There are fish, Vreenya, and of the
best, and many! Near the caves runs a
river—"

“A what, master?”

“A going of the waters. In those waters
live fish without number. At the dark
times you can catch them with nets, even
as here. The dark times are half of each
day. You shall have many hours for the
fishing. Even that wil. suffice to live;
but the flesh and fruits will not hurt you.
They are good. There will be food for all,
and far more taan enough for all!”

Vreenya pondered again.

“We would talk together, we elders,”
he said, simply.

“It meets my pleasure,” answered Al-
lan. “And when ye havz talked, I desire
your answer!”

He crossed his arms, faced the multi-
tude, and waited, while the elders gath-
ered in a little group by the dungeon and
fcr some minutes conferred in low and
earnest tones.

OUTWARDLY, the man seemed calm,
but his soul burned within him and
his heart was racing violently.

For on this moment, he well knew,
hung the world’s destiny. Should they
decide to venture forth into the outer
world all would be well. If not, the long
labor, the plans, the hones were lost for-
ever.

Well he knew the stubborn nature of
the folk. Once their minds set, nothing
on earth could ever stir them.

“Thank God I managed that lie about
the patriarch!” thought Allan quickly.
“If I'd slipped up on that, and told them
he died at the very minute the sunlight
struck him, it would have been all off,
world without end. Hope it doesn’t make
a row later. But if it does, I'll face it. The
main and only thing now is to get ’em
started. They’ve got to go, that’s all there
is about it.

“After all, it’s a terrific proposition I'm
putting up to these simple fishers of the
abyss. I'm asking them, just on my say-
so, to root up the life, the habits, the
traditions of more than a thousand years
and make a leap into the dark—into the
light, I mean.

35



“I'm asking them to leave everything
they've ever known, for thirty genera-
tions, and take a chance on what to them
must be the wildest and most hare-
brained adventure possible to imagine.
To risk homes, families, lives, everything,
just on my unsupported word. Columbus’s
proposal to his men was a mere afternoon
jaunt compared with this! If they re-
fuse, how can I blame them? But if they
accept—what stuff I'll know they’re made
of! With material like that to work with,
the conquest of the world’s in sight al-
ready.”

His eyes, wandering nervously along the
front ranks of the waiting folk, dimly il-
lumined by the dull blue glow of the fire-
well that shone through the mist, sud-
denly stopped with apprehension. His
brows contracted, and on his heart it
seemed as though a gripping hand had
suddenly laid hold.

“H’yemba, the smith, again! Damn
him! H’yemba!” he muttered, in sudden
anger strongly tinged with fear.

The smith, in fact, was standing there a
little to the left of him, huge and sinewed
hands loosely clasped in front of him,
face sinister, eyes glowing like two ma-
levolent evil fires.

Allan noted the defiant poise of the
body, the vast breadth of the shoulders,
the heavy hang of the arms, biceped like
a gorilla’s.

For a minute the two men looked each
other steadfastly in the eye, each measur-
ing the other. Then suddenly the voice
of Vreenya brcke the tension.

“0O Kromno, we have spoken. Will you
hear us?”

Stern faced Lim, a strange sinking at
his heart, almost as though the foreman
of a jury stood before him to announce
either freedom or sentence of death.

But, holding himself in check, lest any
sign of fear or nervousness betray him,
he answered:

“I will hear you. Speak!”

“We have listened to your words. We
believe you speak truth. Yet—"

“Yet what? Out with it, man!”

“Yet will we not compel any man to go.
All shall be free—"

“Thank God!” breathed Allan, with a
mighty sigh.

“—Free to stay or go, as they will. Our’

village is too full, even now. We have
many children. It were well that some
should make room for others. Those who
dare have our consent. Now, speak you
to the people, your people, O Kromno,
and see who chooses the upper world *ith
you!”

Once more Allan turned toward the
assemblage. But before he had found
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time to frame the first question in this
unfamiliar speech, a disturbance some-
what to the left interrupted him.

There came a jostling, a pushing, a
sound of voices in amazement, anger, ap-
probation, doubt.

Into the clear space stepped I‘’'yemba,
the smith. His powerful right hand hé
raised on high. And boldly, in a loud
voice, he cried:

b ‘;Folk of the Merucaans, this cannot
e' »

CHAPTER XIII
THE RAVISHED NEST

“IT cannot be? Who says it cannot be?
9Who dares stand out and challenge
me?”

“I, H'yemba, the man of iron and of
flame!”

Stern faced him, every nerve and fiber
quivering with sudden passion. At re-
alization that in the exact psychological
moment when ~uccess lay almost in his
hand, this surly brute might baffle him,
he felt a wave of murderous hate.

He realized that the dreaded catas-
trophe had indeed come to pass. Now his
sole claim to chieftainship lay in his
power to defend the title. Failure meant
—death.

“You?” he shouted, advancing on the
smith.

His opponent only leered and grimaced
offensively. Then without even have giv-
en an answer, he swung toward the elders.

“I challenge!” he exclaimed. “I have
the right of .rords!”

Vreenya nodded.

“Speak on!” he answered. “Such is our
ancient custom.”

“Oh, people,” cried the smith, suddenly
facing the throng. “Will ye follow one
who breaks the tribal manners of our
folk? One who disdains our law? Who
has neglected to obey it? Will ye trust
yourselves into hands stained with law-
kreaking of our blood?”

A murmur, doubtful, wondering, ob-
scure, spread through the people. By the
greenish flare-light Stern could see their
looks of wonder and dismay. Some
frowned, others stared at him or at the
smith, and many muttered.

“What the devil and all have I broken
now?” wondered Allan. “Plague take
these barbarous customs. They’re worse
than the taboos of the old Maoris, in the
ancient days! What’s up?”

He had not long to wonder, for of a
sudden H'yemba wheeled on him, pointed
him out with vibrant hands, and in a
voice of terrible anger cried:



“The law, the law of old! No man shall
be chief who does not take a wife from out
our people! None who weds one of the
Lanskaarn, the island folk, or the yellow-
haired Skeri beyond “he Vortex, none
such shall ever rule us. Yet this man, this
stranger who speaks such great things
very hard to be believed, scorns our cus-
tom. No woman from among us he has
taken, but instead, that vuedma of his
own kind! What? Will ye—"

He spoke no further, for Allan was up-
on him with one leap. At sound of that
word, the most injurious in their tongue,
the fires of hell burst loose in Stern.

Reckoning no consequences, staying for
" no parley or diplomacy, he sprang; and
as he sprang, he struck.

The blow went home on the smith’s jaw
with a smash like a pile-driver. H’yemba,
reeling, swung at him—no skill, no
science, just a wild, barbaric, sledge-
hammer sweep.

It would have killed had it landed, but
Allan was not there. In point of tactics,
the twentieth century met the tenth.

And as the smith whirled to recover, a
terrible left-hander met him just below
the short ribs.

With a grunt he doubled, sprawled, and
fell. By some strange atavism, which Al-
lan never afterward could understand, he
counted, in the folk’s tongue: “Hathi, ko,
zem, baku—" and so up to “lamnu”—ten.

Still the smith did not rise, but only lay
and groaned and sought to catch the
breath that would not come.

“I have won!” cried Allan in a loud
voice. ‘“Here, you people, take this greun,
this child, cway! And let there be no
further idle talk of a dead law—for sure-
ly, in your custom, a law dies when its
champion is beaten! Come, quick, away
with him!”

Two stout men came forward, bowed
to Allan with hands clasped upon their
breasts in signal of fresh allegiance, and
without ceremony took the insensible
smith, neck-and-heels, and lugged him
off as thougl: he had only been a net
heavily laden with fish.

The crowd opened :n awed silence to let
them pass. By the glare Allan noticed
that the man’s jaw hung oddly awry.

‘“What a wallop that must have been!”
he thought, now perceiving for the first
time that his knuckles were cut and
_ bleeding. “Old Monahan himself taught
me that in the Yale gy:.. fifteen Z1undred
years ago—and it still works. One ques-
tion settled, mighty quick; and H’yemba
won’t have much to say for a few weeks
at least. Not till his jawbone knits again,
anyhow!”

Upon his arm he felt a hand. Turning,

he saw Vreenya, the ancient counselor.

“Surely, master, he shall not live, now
you have conquered him? The boiling
pit awaits. It is our custom—if you will!”

Allan only shook his head.

“All customs change, these times,” he
answered. “I ¢m your law! This man’s
life is needed, for he has good skill with
metals. He hall live, but never shall he
sreak before the folk again. I have said
it!”

To the waiting throng he turned again.

“Ye have witnessed!” he cried, in a loud
voice. “Now, have fear of me, ycur
master! Once in the Battle of the Walls
ye beheld dea*h raining from my fire-
bow. Once ye watched me vanquish your
ruler, even the great _iamrou hiniself,
and fling him far into the pit that boils.
And now, for the third time, ye have seen.
Remember well!” ’

A stir ran through the multitude. He
felt its potent meaning, and he under-
stood. '

“I am the law!” he flung at them once
more. “Declare it, all! Repeat!”

The thousand-throated chorus: “Thou
art the law!” boomed upward through the
fog, rolled mightily against the towering
cliff, and echoed thunderlike across the
hot, black sea.

“It is well!” he cried. “One more sleep,
and then—then I choose from among ye
two for the journey, two of your boldest
and best. And that shall be the first
journey of many, up to the better places
that await ye, far beyond the pit!”

TRAINING his eyes in the night,

pierced only by the electric beam that
ran and quavered rapidly over the broken
forest-tops far below, Allan peered down
and far ahead. The fire, the signal-fire
he had told Beatrice tn build upon the
ledge—would he never sight it?

Eagerly he scanned the dark horizon
only just visible in the star-shine. Warm-
ly the rushing night wind fanned his
cheek; the roar of the motor and propel-
lers, pulsating mightily, made music to
his ears. For it sang: “Home again! Bea-
trice, and love once more!”

Many long hours had passed since, his
fuel-tanks replenished from the appara-
tus for distilling the crude naphtha,
which he had installed during his first
stay in the abyss, he had risen a second
time into that heavy, humid, purple-
vapored air.

With him he now bore Bremilu, the
strong, and Zangamon, most expert of all
the fishermen. Slung in the baggage-
crate aft lay a large seine, certain supplies
of fish, weed, and eggs, and—from time to
time noisily squawking—some half-dozen












edge of a hunt to the bitter end. So
long as one of that foul breed should
live, he would not rest from killing.

“Master! This way! Here, master!”

The voice of Zangamon sent him once
more crashing through the jungle, after
his questing guides. Again he fired the
signal-shots, and now with the full pow-
er of his lungs he yelled.

His voice rang, echoing, through the
black and tangled growth, startling the
night-life of the depths. Something chip-
pered overhead. Near-by a serpent slid
away, hissing venomously. Death lurked
on every hand.

Stern took no thought of it, but
pressed forward, shouting the girl’s
name, hallooing, beating down the un-
dergrowth with mad fury. And here,
there, all about he flung the lightbeam.

Perhaps she might yet hear his hails;
perhaps she might even catch some dis-
tant glimmer of his light, and know that
help was coming, that rescuers were
fighting onward to her.

Silent, lithe, confident even among
these new and terribly strange condi-
tions, the two men of the folk slid
through the jungle.

NO HOUNDS ever trailed fugitives

more surely and with greater skill
than these strange, white barbarians
from the underworld. Through all his
fear and agony, Stern blessed their cour-
age and their skill.

“Men, by God! They’re men!” he mut-
tered, as he thrashed his painful way
behind them in the night.

Of a sudden, there somewhere ahead,
far ahead in the wilderness—a cry?

Allan stopped short, his heart leaping.

Again he fired; and his voice set all
the echoes ringing.

A cry! He knew it now. There could
be no mistake—a cry!

“Beatrice!” he shouted in a terrible
voice, leaping forward. The guides broke
into a crouching run. All three crashed
through the thickets, split the fern-
masses, struggled through the tall saber-
grass that here and there rose higher
than their heads.

Allan cursed himself for a fool. That
other cry he had heard while on his way
from the plane to the Settlement CIliffs
—that had been her cry for help—and
he had neither known nor heeded.

“Fool that I was! Oh, damnable idiot
that I was!” he panted as he ran.

From moment to:moment he fired. He
paused a few seconds to jack a fresh
cartridge-clip into the automatic.

“Thank God I've got a belt full of
ammunition!” thought he, and once

more smashed his way along with the
two Merucaans.

All at once a formidable roar gave
them pause.

Hollow, booming, deep, yet rising to
a wild shriek of rage and horrid brutal-
ity, the beast-cry flung itself through the
jungle.

And, following it, they heard again
that muffled drumming, as though gi-
gantic fists were flailing a tremendous
tambour in the darkness.

“Master!” whispered Zangamon, re-
coiling a step. ‘“Oh, Kromno, what is
that?”

“Never have we heard such in our
place!” added Bremilu, gripping his ax
the tighter. “Is that a man-cry, or the
cry of a beast—one of the beasts you
told us of, that we have never seen?”

“Both! A man-beast! Kill! Kill!”

Now Allan, sure of his direction, took
the lead. No longer he flashed the light,
and only once more he called:

“Beatrice! O, Beatrice! We're coming!”

Again he heard her cry, but suddenly
it died as though swiftly choked in her
throat. Allan spat a blasphemy and
surged on.

The two white barbarians followed,
peering with those strange, pinkish eyes
of theirs, courageous still, yet utterly at
a loss to know what manner of thing
they were now drawing near.

They burst through a thicket, waded
a marsh swale and went splashing, stag-
gering and  slipping among tufts of
coarse and knife-edged grasses, the
haunt of unknown venomous reptiles.

Up a slope they won; and now, all at
once the roar burst forth again close at
hand, a rending tumult, wild, earth-
shaking, inexpressibly terrible.

All three stopped.

“Beatrice! Are you there? Answer!”
shouted Stern.

Silence, save for a peculiar mumbling
snuffle off ahead, among the deeper shad-
ows of a fern-tree thicket.

“Beatrice!”

No answer. With a groan Allan shot
his light toward the thicket. He seemed
to distinguish something moving. To his
ears now came a sound of twigs and
brushwood snapping.

Absolutely void of fear he pressed for-
ward, and the two colonists with him,
their weapons ready. Stern held his re-
volver poised for instant action. His
heart was hammering, and his breath
surged pantingly; but within his con-
sciousness and soul lay calm.

For he knew one of two things were
now to happen. Either that beast ahead
there in the gloom or he must die.
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the shot true!” Allan prayed, and fired.

A hideous yell, ripping the night to
shreds, burst in a raw-and rising discord
through the forest—a scream as of a
damned soul flung upon the brimstone.

Then, as he glimpsed the white arm
falling and knew the thing had loosed
its grip, the light died. Bremilu, start-
ing at the sudden discharge close to
his ear, had pressed the ivory button—

A heavy crash through the wood told
that the thing was charging.

With bubbling yells it came, trampling
the undergrowth, drumming on its huge
breast, gibbering with demoniac rage and
pain—came swiftly, like the terrific
things that people nightmares.

Behind it, shouts echoed. Stern heard
the voice of Zangamon as, spear in hand,
the Merucaan pursued.

He raised his revolver once more, but
dared not fire.

Yet only an instant he hesitated, in
the fear of killing Zangamon.

Bremilu turned on the flashlight. And
now quick-looming, a huge bulk, pant-
ing, snarling, chattering, sprang—an
avalanche of muscle, bone, fur, mad with
murder-rage.

Crack! spoke the automatic, point-
blank at this rushing horror.

A grinning, white-fanged face came
close to Allan’s own, and clutching hands,
and terrible, thick, hairy arms."

Then it hurled itself at Stern; it bore
him backward. Beside its strength his
was as a baby’s. It was vast, irresistible,
hideous beyond all telling.

Stern felt the flesh of his left arm
ripped up. Crushed, doubled, impotent,
he fell.

And at his throat long fingers clutched.
A fetid, stinking breath gushed hot upon
his face. He heard the raving chatter
of ivories, snapping to rend him.

Up sprang another figure. It swung a
weapon high. The blow thudded hollow,
smashing, annihilating.

Hot liquid gushed over Allan’s hand as
he sought to beat the monster back.

Then down upon him there fell a
crushing weight.

Fainting, he knew no more.

CHAPTER XVI
A RESPITE FROM TOIL

THE bright beam of the flashlight in
his face aroused Allan to a conscious-
ness that he was bruised and suffering,
and that his left arm ached with dull
insistence. Dazed, he brought it up and
saw his sleeve of dull brown stuff was
dripping red.
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Beside him, in the trampled grass, he
vaguely made out a hairy bulk, motion-
less and huge. Bremilu was kneeling be-
side his master, with words of cheer.

“It is dead, O Kromno! The man-beast
is dead! My stone ax broke its skull.
See, now it lies here harmless!”

The currents of thought began to flow
once more. Allan struggled up, unmind-
ful of his wounds.

“Beatrice! Where
gasped.

As though by way of answer the tall
growths swayed and crackled, and
through them a dim figure loomed—a
man with something in his arms. )

“Zangamon!” panted Allan, springing
soward him. “Have you got her? The
girl—is she alive?”

“She lives, master!” replied a voice.
“But as yet she remains without knowl-
cdge of aught.”

“Wounded? Is she wounded?”

Already he had reached Zangamon,
and, injured though he was, had taken
the beloved form in his arms.

‘“Beatrice! Beatrice!” he called, press-
ing kisses to her brow, her eyes, her
raouth—still warm, thank God!

He sank down among the underbrush,
and gathered her to his breast, cradling
kFer, cherishing her to him as though
to bring back life and consciousness.

To her heart he laid his ear. It beat!
She breathed!

“The light, hefe! Quick!”

By its clear ray he saw her hair dis-
heveled; her coarse mantle of brown
stuff ripped and torn, and on her throat
long scratches.

Bruises on her hands and arms as
from a terrible fight she had put up
azainst the monster. And his heart bled;
and to his lips rose execrations, mingled
with the tenderest words of pity and of
1cve.

“We must get her back to the cave
an once!” he exclaimed. “Quick! Break
branches. Make a litter—a bed—to carry
her on! Everything depends on getting
her to shelter now!”

But the two Merucaans did not under-
stand. All this was beyond their knowl-
ecige. Ignoring his hurts, Allan laid the
girl down very gently, and with them set
to work, directing the making of the
litter.

They obeyed eagerly. In a few minutes
the litter was ready—made of fern-tree
branches thickly covered with leaves and
odorous grasses.

On this he placed the girl.

“You, Zangamon, take these boughs
here. Bremilu, those others. Now I will
hold the light. Back to the cave, now—"

is the girl?” he



“We need not the light, master. We
see better without it. It cazzles our eyes.
Use it for yourself. We need it not!”
exclaimed Bremilu, stooping over the
body of the dead monster to recover his
ax. '

Involuntarily Allan turned the beam
upon the horrible creature. There stood
Bremilu, his foot upon the hairy shoul-
der, tugging hard at the ax-handle.
Thrice he had to pull with all his might
to loosen the blade which had buried
itself deep in the shattered skull.

“A giant gorilla, so help me!” he cried,
shuddering. “My God, Beatrice—what a
ghastly terror you've been through!”

Still grinning ferociously, in death,
with blood-smeared face and glazed,
staring eyes, the creature shocked and
horrified even Allan’s steady nerves. He
gazed upon it only a moment, then
turned away.

“Enough!” said he. “To the cave!”

A quarter-hour had passed before they
reached shelter again. Allan bade the
Merucaans heap dry wood on the embers
in the cavern, while he himself laid
Beatrice upon the bed.

With a piece of their brown cloth
dipped in one of the water-jars he bathed
her face and bruised throat.

“Fresh water! Fetch a jar of fresh
water from the river below!” he com-
manded Zangamon.

But even as the white barbarian
started to obey, the girl stirred, raised
a hand, and feebly spoke.

“Allan—oh—are you here again? Allan
—my love!”

He strained her to his breast and
kissed her; and his eyes grew hot with
tears.

“Beatrice!”

Her arms were round his neck, and
their lips clung.

“Hurt? Are you hurt?” he cried. “Tell
me—how—"

“Allan! The monster—is he dead?” she
shivered, sitting up and staring wildly
round at the cave walls on which the
fresh built fire was beginning to throw
dancing lights.

“Dead, yes. But hush, Beta! Don’t
think of that now. Everything’s all right
—you’re safe! I'm here!”

“Those men—"

“Two of our own folk. I brought them
back with me—just in time, darling.
Without them—"

He broke off short. Not for worlds
would he have told her how near the
borderland she had been.

“You heard my shouts? You heard our
signal?”

“Oh—I don’t know, Allan. I can’t
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think, yet—it’s all so terrible—so con-
fused—"

“There, there, sweetheart; don’t think
about it any more. Just lie down and
rest. Go to sleep, if you can. I'll watch
here beside you. You're safe. Nothing
can hurt you, now!”

SHE lay back again with a sigh, and
for a while kept silence while he sat
beside her, his uninjured arm beneath
her head.

His one ambition, now that he found
she was not seriously hurt in body, was
to keep her from talking of the horrible
affair—from exciting herself and re-
hearsing her terrors. Above all, she must
be quieted and kept calm.

At last, in her own natural voice, she
spoke again.

“Allan?”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“I owe you my life once more! If I
was yours before, I'm ten times more
yours now!”

He bent and kissed her; and presently
her deepened breathing told him she had
drifted over the borderline into the sleep
of exhaustion.

He blessed her strength and courage.

“No futility here,” thought he. ‘“No
useless questions or hysterics; no scene.
Strong! Gad, but she’s strong! She real-
ized she was safe and I was with her
again; that sufficed. Was there ever an-
other woman like her since the world
began?”

Only now that the girl slept did he pay
any attention to the two Merucaans who,
sitting by the cave door, were regarding
him with troubled looks.

“Master!” said Zangamon, arising and
coming toward him.

“Well, what is it now?”

“You are wounded, O Kromno!
arm still bleeds. Let us bind it.”

“It is nothing—only a scratch!”

But Zangamon insisted.

“Master,” said he, “in this we cannot
obey you. See! While you and the woman
talked I fetched water, as you com-
manded. Now I must wash your hurts
and bind them.”

Allan had to cede. Together the two
Merucaans examined the injuries with
words of commiseration. The “scratch”
turned out to be three severe lacerations
of the forearm. The gorilla’s teeth had
missed the radial artery only by a fluke
of fortune. i

They bathed away the clotted blood
and bandaged the arm not unskilfully.
Allan pressed the hand of Zangamon,
then that of his companion.

“No thanks of mine can tell you what

Your









Now Beatrice, too, awoke. Allan took
her in his arms, unmindful of the new-
comers, and there were words of love
and joy, and self-reproaches, and a new
faith plighted between them once again.

She was unharmed, except for a few
bruises and scratches. Her nerves had
already recovered something of their
usual strength. But at sight of Allan’s
bandaged arm she turned pale, and not
even his assurances could comfort her.

They talked of the terrible adventure.

“It was all my fault, Allan—every bit
my fault!” she exclaimed remorsefully.
“It all came from my not obeying orders.
You see, I was expecting you last night.
Instead of staying in the cave, with the
door barricaded, I lingered on the ter-
race, after having piled the signal-fire
high with wood.

“I sat down and watched the sky, and
listened to the river down below, and
thought of you. I must have dozed a
little, for all of a sudden I came wide-
awake, shuddering with terror I couldn’t
understand. Then I heard something
moving down the path—something that
grunted and snuffled savagely.

“I started up, ran for the cave, and
just got inside when the brute reached
it. I rolled the stone in place, Allan,
but before I could brace it with the pole
it was hurled back, and in crawled the
gorilla, roaring and snapping like a de-
mon!”

HE hid her face in both hands, shud-

dering at the terrible memory. But,
forcing herself to be calm, she went on
again: '

“I snatched up the pistol and fired.
Then—"

“You hit him?”

“I must have, for he screeched most
horribly and pawed at his breast—"

“So, then, that explains the blood-
marks on the floor and the great hand-
print on the wall?”

“Hand-print? Was there one?”

“Yes; but no matter now. Go on!”

“After that—oh, it was too ghastly!
He seized me and fought— I struggled
against that huge, hairy chest; he
gripped me like iron. My blows were no
more than so many pats to him.

“I tried to fire again, but he wrenched
the pistol away, and bent it in his huge
teeth and flung it down. But, though he
was raging, he didn’t wound me—didn’t
try to kill me, or anything. He seemed
to want to capture me alive—"

Allan Shuddered. Only too well he
understood. Gorilla nature had not
changed in fifteen hundred years.

“After that?” he questioned eagerly.

“Oh, after that I don’t remember much.
I must have fainted. Next thing I knew,
everything was dark and the forest was
all about. I screamed, and then again
I knew no more. Once more I seemed to
sense things, and once more all grew
black. And after that—"
¢ “Well?”

“Why—I was here on the bed, and
you were beside me, Allan—and these

men of our folk were here! But how
it all happened, God knows!”
“I'll tell you some time. You shall

have the story from our side some day,
but not now. Only one thing—if it
hadn’'t been for Zangamon here and
Bremilu—well—"

“You mean they helped rescue me?”

He nodded.

“Without them I'd have been helpless
as a child. They traced you in the dark,
for they could see as plainly as we see
by day. It was a blow from Bremilu’s
stone ax that Kkilled the brute. They
saved you, Beatrice! Not I!”

She kept a little silence, then said
thoughtfully:

“How can I ever thank them, Allan?
How can I thank them best?”

“You can’'t thank them. There’s no
way. I tried it, but they didn’t under-
stand. They only did what seemed nat-
ural to them. They’re savages, remem-
ber; not civilized men. It’s impossible
to thank them! The only thing you
can do, or I can do, is work for them
now. The greatest efforts and sacrifices
for these men will be small payment for
their deed. And if—as I believe—the
whole race is dowered with the same
spirit and indomitable courage—the
courage we certainly did see in the Battle
of the Wall—then we need have no fear
of our transplanted nation dying out!”

Much more there might have been to
say, but now the meal was ready, and
hunger spoke in no uncertain tones. All
four of the adventurers ate in silence,
thoughtful and grave, cross-legged, about
the meat and drink which lay on palm-
leaves or in clay bowls, hard-burned and
red.

A kind of embarrassment seemed to
rest on all, for this was the first time
they had eaten together—these barbari-
ans with the two white folks of the upper
world.

But the meal was soon at an end, and
-he prospect of labors to be undertaken
cheered Allan’s spirit. Despite his stiff
and painful arm, he felt courage and
energy throbbing in his veins, and longed
o be at work.

“The very first thing we must do,” he
sald, “is fix up a place for our guests.
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They’ve got to stay here, out of the light,
till nightfall. That will give us plenty
of time. I want to get them settled in
their own quarters, and bring them into
some regular routine of life and labor,
before they have a chance to get home-
sick and dejected.”

He warned the Merucaans to cover
their heads thickly with their cloaks
while Beatrice and he opened the door-
way.

He closed it then, with other rocks
outside, and covered it with his own outer
cloak; then, wearing only his belted
tunic, he rejoined Beatrice half-way up
the path to the cliff-top. Both were
armed; he with his own automatie, she
with the one they had found in the crypt.

“Our first move,” he said, “will be to
transport the various things from the
plane. It will be something of a task, but
I don’t dare leave them out there on the
barrens till night, when the men them-
selves could bring them in. The sooner
we get things to rights the better.”

She agreed, and together they took the
path toward the landing-place, which
they had christened Newport Heights.
Stern felt grateful that his right arm,
his gun arm, was uninjured. The other
mattered little for the present.

An idea crossed his mind to seek out
the dead gorilla and make a trophy of
the pelt; but he dismissed it at once. The
beast was so repellent that the very
thought of it sickened him.

THEY reached the plane in some few
minutes, found everything uninjured,
and loaded themselves with the Meru-
caans’ goods and chattels. Stern took
the bags of edible seaweed and the metal
crate of fowl; she draped the big net
over her shoulders, and together, not
without difficulty, they returned to
Settlement Cliffs.

By noon they had prepared a habita-
tion for the newcomers, deep in a far
recess of a winding gallery which thor-
oughly excluded all direct sunlight.

Only the dimmest glow penetrated even
at high noon. Here they stowed the
freight, built a rock fireplace, and threw
down quantities of the long, fragrant
grass for bedding.

They returned to their own cave, told
the colonists to again cover their heads
and enter, carefully closing the door-
way after them. All four dined together.
in true Merucaan style, on the familiar
food of the abyss. The colonists seemed
a little more reassured, but talk lan-
guished none the less.

The afternoon was spent in preparing
a second cave; for, in spite of all the

girl’s entreaties, Allan was determined to
make another visit to the village of-the
lost folk as soon as his arm should per-
mit.

“Nothing can happen this time, dear
girl,” he assured her as they sat resting
by the mouth of the newly prepared
dwelling. “You’l. have two absolutely
faithful and efficient guards always
within call by night. By day you can
barricade yourself with them, if there’s
any sign of danger.”

“I know, Allan, but—"

“There’s no other way!
just begun!”

She nodded silently, then said in a low
tone:

“Yours the .labor; mine the waiting,
the watching, and the fear!”

“The fear? Since when have you grown
timid ?”

“Only for you, Allan! Only for you!
Suppose, some time, you should not
come back!”

He laughed.

“We thrashed that all out the first
time. It's old straw, Beta. My end of the
task is getting these people here. Yours
is waiting, watching-—and being strong!”

Her hand tightened on his, and for a
little while they sat quite still and with-
olut speech, watching the day draw to its
close.

Far below, New Hope River chattered
its incessant gossip to the vexing boul-
ders. Above, in the blue, lazy June
‘clouds, wool-white, drifted to westward,
as though seeking the glory that there
promised to transmute them into gold
and crimson.

A pleasant wind swayed the forest,
wherein the scarlet birds flitted like
flashes of flame. The beauty of the out-
look thrilled their hearts, leaving no
room for words.

But suddenly Allan’s eyes narrowed,
and with a singular hardening of ex-
pression, a tightening of the jaw, he
peered away at the dim, haze-shrouded
line of far horizon to north-eastward.

He cast a sidelong glance at Beatrice.
She had noticed nothing.

One moment he made as though to
speak, then repressed the words, un-
spoken, and once more gazed at the hori-
zon-line.

There, so vague as almost to leave a
doubt in mind, yet, after all, only too
terribly real, his keen sight had de-
tected something which caused his heart
to throb the quicker and his eye to gleam
with hate. “

For, at the very rim of the world, dim,
pale, ominous, three tiny threads of
smoke were hanging in the evening air.

Our work is
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CHAPTER XVIII
THE ANNUNCIATION

A WEEK later all was ready for Allan’s
second rip into the abyss.

His arm had recovered its usual
strength and suppleness, for his flesh,
healthy as any savage’s, now had the
power of healing with a rapidity un-
known to civilized men in the old days.

And his abounding vigor dictated ac-
tion—always action, progress, and ac-
complishment. Only one thing depressed
him—idleness.

It was on the second day of July,
according to the rude calendar they were
keeping, that he once more bade fare-
well to Beatrice gnd, borne by the air-
ship, headed for the village of the lost
folk. -

He left behind him all matters in a
" state of much improvement. Zangamon
and Bremilu were now well installed in
the environment and seemingly content.
By night they fished in New Hope Pool,
making hauls such as their steaming sea
had never yielded.

They wandered—not too far, however—
in the forest, gradually making the ac-
quaintance of the wondrous upper world,
and with their strangely acute instincts
finding fruits, bulbs, and plants that well
agreed with them for food.

Allan had carefully instructed them in
the use of the wonderful “fire-bow”—
the revolver—warning them, however,
not to waste ammunition. They learned
quickly, and now Beatrice found her
larder supplied each night with game,
which they dressed and brought her in
the evening gloom, eager to serve their
mistress in all possible ways.

They fished for her as well, and all
the choicest fruits were her portion. She,
in turn, cooked for them in their own
cave. And for an hour or two each night
she instructed them in English.

Short are the annals of peace—and
peace reigned at Settlement Cliffs those
few days at least. Progress!

She" could feel it, see it, every hour.
And her thoughts of Allan, now abandon-
ing their melancholy hue, began to thrill
with a new and even greater pride.

“Only he, only he could have brought
these things .to pass!” she murmured
sometimes. “Only he could have planned
all this, dreamed this dream, and
brought it to reality; only he could labor
for the future so strongly and so well!”

And in her heart the love that had
been that of a girl became that of a
woman. It broadened, deepened, and
grew calmer.
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Its fever cooled into a finer, purer
glow. It strengthened day by day, trans-
muting to a perfect trust and confidence
and peace.

Allan returned safely inside the week
with two more of the folk—warriors and
fishers both. Beatrice would have wel-
comed the arrival of even one woman to
bear her some kind of company, but she
realized the wisdom of his plan.

“The main thing at first,” he ex-
plained, as they sat again on the terrace
the evening of his return, “the very most
essential thing is to build up even a small
force of fighting men to hold the colony
and protect it—a stalwart advance-
guard, as if this were a military expedi-
tion. After that the women and children
can come. But for the present there’s
no place for them.”

Now that there were four Merucaans,
all seemed more contented. The little
group settled down into some real sem-
blance of a community.

Work became systematized. Life was
beginning to take firm root in the world
again, and already the outlines of the
future colony were commencing to be
sketched in.

So far as Stern could discover no dis-
affection as yet existed. The folk, in
any event were singularly stolid, here
as in their own home. If the colonists
sometimes muttered together against
conditions or concerning the lie Allan
had told about the patriarch he could
never discover the fact.

He derived a singular sense of power
and exaltation from watching his set-
tlers at their work.

Strange figures they made in the upper
world, descending the cliff at night, their
torches flaring on their pure-white hair
bound with gold ornaments, their nets
slung over their brown-clad shoulders.

Strange, too, were the sensations of
Beta and Allan as they beheld the flam-
beaux gleaming silently along the pool
or over the surface when the folk put
forth on the rude rafts Allan had helped
them to build.

And as, with the same weird song they
had used in the under world, the heavy-
laden Merucaans clambered again up the
terraces to their dwelling in the rock,
something drew very powerfully at
Allan’s heart.

He did not analyze it, being a man of
deeds rather than of introspection; yet
it was “the strong man yearning toward
his kind,” the very love of his own race
within him—the thrill, the inspiration of
the master builder laying the foundations
for better things to be.

Allan and the girl had long talks about



the character of the future civilization
they meant to raise.

“We must begin right this time at all
hazards,” he told her. “The world we
used to know just happened; it just grew
up, hit-or-miss, without scientific plan-
ning or thought or care. It was partly
the result of chance, partly of ignorance
and greed. The kind of human nature it
developed was in essence a beast nature
with ‘Grab!’ for its creed.

“We must do better than that! From
the very start, now, we must nip off the
evil bud that might later blossom into
private prqperty and wealth, exploita-
tion and misery. There shall be no rich
men in our world now and no slaves. No
idlers and no oppressed. ‘Service’ must
be our watchword, and our motto ‘Each
for all and all for each!’

“While there are fish within the river
and fruit upon the palm, none shall
starve and none shall hoard. Supersti-
tion and dogma, fear and cruelty, shall
have no place with us. We understand
—you and I; and what we know we shall
teach. And nothing shall survive of the
world that was save such things as were
good. For the old order has passed quite
away and the new day shall be a better
one.”

THUS for hours at a time, by starlight
and moonlight on the rock-terrace or
by fire-glow in their cave—now homelike
with rough-hewn furniture and mats
of plaited grass—they talked and
dreamed and planned.

And executed, too; for they drew up
a few basic, simple laws, and these they
taught their little colony even now, for
from the very beginning they meant the
germs of the new society should root in
the hearts of the rescued race.

The third trip was delayed by a tre-
mendous rain that poured with tropic
suddenness and fury over the face of the
world, driven on the breath of a wild-
shouting tempest.

For the space of two days heaven and
earth were blotted out by the gray, hurl-
ing sheets of wind-driven water, while
down the canyon New Hope River roared
and foamed in thunder cadences.

Beta and Allan, warmly and snugly
sheltered in their cave, cared nothing for
the storm. It only served to remind them
of that other torrential downpour, soon
after they had reached the village of
the folk; but now how altered the situa-
tion! Captives then, they were masters
now; and the dread chasms of the abyss
were now eXchanged for the beauties and
the freedom of the upper world.

No wind could shake, no deluge in-
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vade, their house among the everlasting
rock-ribs. Bright crackled their fire, and
on the broad divan of cedar he had hewn
and covered thick with furs they two
could lie and talk and dream, and let the
storm rage, careless of its impotent fury.
“There’s only one sorrow in my heart,”
whispered Beta, drawing his head down
on her breast and smoothing his hair
with that familiar, well-loved caress.
“Just one, dear—can you guess it?”

“No millinery shops to visit, you
mean?” he rallied her.
“Oh, Allan, when I'm so much in

earnest, how can you?”

“Well, what'’s the trouble, sweetheart?”

“When the storm ends you’re going
to leave me again! I wish—I almost wish
it would rain forever!”

He made no answer, and she, as one
who sees strange and sad visions, gazed
into the leaping flames, and in her deep
gray eyes lay tears unshed.

“Sing to me!” he murmured presently.

Stroking his head and brow, she sang
—as before at the bungalow upon the
Hudson:

“Stark wie der Fels,

Tief wie das Meer,

Muss deine Liebe,

Muss deine Liebe sein! ...”

The third trip was made in safety, and
others after it, and steadily the colony
took shape and growth. :

More and more of the caves came to be
occupied. Stern set the Merucaans to
work excavating the limestone, piercing
tunnels and chimneys, making passage-
ways, and preparing for the ever-in-
creasing number of settlers.

Their native arts and crafts began to
flourish. In the gloomy recesses fires
glowed hot. Ores began to be smelted,
with primitive bellows and techniqué as
in the under world, and through the
night-stillness sounded the ring and
clangor of anvils mightily smitten.

Palm-fibers yielded cordage for more
nets or finer thread for the looms that
began now to clack—for at last some few
women had arrived, and even a couple of
the strong, pale children, who had trav-
eled stowed in crates like the water-fowl.

By night the pool and river gleamed
more and more brightly. Boats navigated
even the rapids, for these were hardy
water-people, whose whole life had been
semiaquatic.

The strange fowl nested in the cliff
below the settlement, hiding by day,
flying abroad by night, swimming and
diving in the river, even rearing their
broods of squawking, naked little mon-
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temporary hangar he was building for
the plane on Newport Heights, to which
" a broad and well-graded roadway now
extended through the jungle.

Entering the home-cave suddenly—
and it was home now indeed, with its
broad stone fireplace, its comfortable
furnishings, its furs, its mats of clean,
sweet-smelling rushes—he stopped, toil-
worn and weary, to view the well-loved
place.

“Well, little wife! Busy, as usual? Al-
ways busy, sweetheart?”

At his greeting Beatrice looked up as
though startled. She was sitting in a low
easy-chair he had made for her of split
bamboos cleverly lashed and softly
cushioned. .

At her left hand, on the palm-wood
table, stood a heavy bronze lamp from
some forgotten millionaire’s palace in
Atlanta. Its soft radiance illumined her
face in profile, making a wondrous
aureole of her clustered hair, as in old
paintings of the Madonna at the Annun-
ciation.

A presage gripped the man’s heart,
drawing powerfully at its strings with
pain, yet with delicious hope and joy,
as she turned toward him.

For something in her face, some new,
beatified, maternal loveliness, not to be
analyzed or understood, told him what
was to be.

Breathing hard and deep, he strode
to her, his face aflame with hope and
adoration.

No word was uttered there under the
golden lamp-glow; but the strong kiss
he pressed, reverently, proudly, upon her
brow renewed with ten-time depth their
" eternal sacrament of love.

-

CHAPTER XIX
THE MASTER OF HIS RACE

DAYS, busy days, lengthened into

weeks, and these to months, happy
and full of labor; and in the ever-grow-
ing colony progress and change came
steadily forward.

All along the cliff-face and the terraces
the cave-dwellings now extended, and
the smoke from a score of chimneys
fashioned among the clefts rose on the
temperate air of that sub-tropic winter.

At the doors nets hung drying. On the
pool boats lay anchored at several well-
buikt stone wharfs. The terraces had
been walled with palisades on their outer
edge and smooth roadways fashioned,
leading to all the dwellings as well as
to the river below.

On top of the cliff and about three hun-

dred yards back from the edge another
palisade had been built of stout timbers
set firmly in the earth, interlaced with
cordage and propped with strong braces.

The enclosed space, bounded to east
and west by the barrier which swung
toward and touched the canyon, had all
been cleared, except for a few palms and
fern-trees left for shade.

Beside drying-frames for fish and
game and a well-smoothed plaza for
public assemblies and the giving of the
law, it now contained Stern’s permanent
hangar. The plane had been brought
along the road from Newport Heights
and housed there.

This road passed through strong gates
of hewn planks hinged with well-wrought
ironwork forged by some of the folk
under the direction of H’yemba, the
smith. For H’yemba had been brought
up by Stern early in December.

The man was essential to progress, for
none knew so well as he the arts of
smelting and of metal-work. Stern still
felt suspicious of him, but by no word or
act did the smith now betray any re-
bellious spirit, any animosity, or aught
but faithful service.

Allan, however, could not trust him
yet. No telling what fires might still be
smoldering under the peaceful and in-
dustrious exterior. And the master’s eye
often rested keenly on the powerful fig-
ure of the blacksmith.

Across the canyon, from a point about
fifty yards to eastward of CIliff Villa—
as Beta and Allan had christened their
home—a light bridge had been flung,
connecting the northern with the south-
ern bank and saving laborious toil in
crossing via the river-bed.

This bridge of simple construction was
merely temporary. Allan counted on
eventually putting up a first-class canti-
lever; but for now he was content with
two stout fiber cables anchored to palm-
trunks, floored with rough boards lashed
in place with cordage, and railed with
strong rope.

This bridge opened up a whole new
tract of country to northward and vast-
ly widened the fruit and game supply.
Plenty reigned at Settlement Cliffs; and
a prosperity such as the folk had never
known in the abyss, a well being, a
luxurious variety of food stuffs—fruits,
meats, wild vegetables—as well as a pro-
fusion of furs.for clothing, banished dis-
content.

Barring a little temporary depression
and lassitude due to the rarer, drier air
of the upper world, the transplanted folk
experienced but slight ill effects from the
change.



And, once they grew acclimated, their
health and vigor rapidly improved.
Strangest of all, a phenomenon most
marked in the children, Allan noticed
that after a few weeks under the altered
conditions of food and exposure to the
actinic rays of the sun as reflected by
the moonlight, pigmentation began to
develop. A certain clouding of the iris
began to show, premonitory of color-
deposit. The skin lost something of its
chalky hue, while at the roots of the
hair, as it grew, a distinct infiltration
of pigment-cells was visible. And at this
sight Allan rejoiced exceedingly.

Beatrice did not now go much abroad
with him, on account of her condition.
She hardly ventured farther than the
top of the cliff, and many days she sat
in her low chair on the terrace, resting,
watching the river and the forest, think-
ing, dreaming, sewing for the little new
colonist soon to arrive. Some of their
most happy hours were spent thus, as
Allan sat beside her in the sun, talking
of their future. The bond between them
had grown infinitely closer and more
intimate. They two, linked by another
still unseen, were one.

“Will you be very angry with me, dear,
if it’s a girl?” she asked one day, smiling
a little wistfully. .

“Angry? Have I ever been angry with
you, darling? Could I ever be?”

She shook her head.

“No; but you might if I disappoint you
now.” .

“Impossible! Of course, the world’s
work demands a chief, a head, a leader,
to come after me and take up the reins
when they fall from my hands, but—"

“Even if it’s a girl—only a girl—you’ll
love me just the same?”

His answer was a pressure of her hand,
which he brought to his lips and held
there a long minute. She smiled again,
and in the following silence their souls
spoke together though their lips were
mute.

But Beta had her work to do those days
as well as Allan.

While he planned the public works of
the colony and directed their construc-
tion at night, or made his routine weekly
trip to the abyss for more and ever more
of the folk—a preatly shortened trip, now
that he knew the way well and needed to
stop below ground only long enough to
rest a bit and take on oil and fuel—she
was busy with her teaching of the people.

They had carefully discussed this mat-
ter, and had decided to impose English
bodily and arbitrarily upon the folk. Ev-
ery evening Beatrice gathered a class of
younger men and women, always includ-

ing the children, and for an hour or two
drilled them in simple words and sen-
tences.

She used their familiar occupations,
and taught them to speak of fishing,
metal-working, weaving, dyeing, and the
preparation of food.

And always after they had learned a
certain thing, in speaking to them she
used English for that thing. The folk,
keen-witted and retentive of memory as
barbarians often are, made astonishing
strides in this new language.

They realized fully now that it was the
speech of their remote and superior an-
cestors and that it far surpassed their
own crude and limited tongue.

Thus they learned with enthusiasm;
snd before long, among them in their
cwn daily lives and labors, you could hear
words, phrases, and bits of song in Eng-
lish. And at sound of this both Allan and
the girl thrilled with pride and joy.

Allan felt confident of ultimate success
zlong this line.

66 E must teach the children, above

all,” he said to her one day. “Eng-
I'sh must come to be a secondary tongue
to them, familiar as Merucaan. The next
generation will speak English from birth,
and gradually the other language vill de-
cay and perish—save as we record it for
the sake of history.

“It can’t be otherwise, Beatrice. The
superior tongue is always bound to re-
place the inferior. All the science and
technical work I teach these people must
Le explained in English.

“They have no words for all these
things. Bridges, flying-machines, engines,
vater-pipes for the new aqueduct we’re
putting in to supply the colony from the
kig spring up back there, tools, processes,
everything of importance, will enforce
English. The very trend of their whole
evolution will drive them to it, even if
they were unwilling, which they aren’t.”

“Yes, of course,” she answered. “Yet,
after all, we’re only two—"

“We’ll soon be three.”

“S> few among so many—it will be a
kard fight, after all.”

“I know, but we shall win. Old man
Adams and one or two others, at the time
of the mutiny of the Bounty, taught Eng-
lish to their one or two score wives and
rumerous children.

“The Tahitian was soon forgotten, and
the brown half-breeds all spoke good
English right up to the time of the catas-
trophe, when, of course, they were all
wiped out. So you see, history proves the
thing can be done—and will be.”

Came an evening toward the beginning
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of spring again—an evening of surpassing
loveliness, soft, warm, perfumed with the
first crimson blossoms of the season—
when Bremilu ran swiftly up the path to
the cliff-top and sought Allan in the pal-
“isaded enclosure, working with his men
on the new aqueduct.

“Come, master, for they seek you now!”
he panted

llwho?l'

“The mistress and old Gesafam, the
aged woman, skilled in all maladies!
Come swiftly, O Kromno!”

Allan started, dropped his lantern, and
turned very white.

“You mean—"

“Yea, master! Come!”

. He found Beatrice in bed, the bronze
lamp shining on her face, pale as his
own.

“Come, boy!” she whispered. “Let me
kiss you just once before—before—"

He knelt, and on her brow his lips
seemed to burn. She kissed him, then
with a smile of happiness in all her pain
said:

“Go, dearest! You must go now!”

And, as he lingered, old Gesafam, chat-
tering shrilly, seized him by the arm and
pushed him toward the doorway.

Dazed and in silence he submitted. But
‘when the door rad closed behind him,
and he stood alone there in the moon-
light above the rushing river, a sudden
exaltation thrilled him.

He knelt again by the rough sill and
kissed the doorway of the house of pain,
the house of life; and his soul flamed in
prayer to whatsoever Principle or Power
wrought the mysteries of the ever-chang-
ing universg.

And for hours, keeping all far away, he
held his vigil; and the stars watched
above him, too, mysterious and far.

But with the coming of the dawn, he
heard a cry within! The cry—the thrill-
ing, never-to-be-forgotten, heart-wring-
ing cry of the first-born!

“Oh, God!” breathed Allan, while down
hic cheeks hot tears gushed unrestrained.
The door opened. Gesafam beckoned.

Trembling, weak as a child, the man
faltered in. The lamp still burned upon
the table. IIe saw the heavy masses of
Beta’s hair upon the pillow of deerskin,
and something in his heart yearned
toward her us never until now.

“Allan!”

Choking, unable to formulate a word,
shaking, he sank beside the bed, buried
tﬁis face upon it, and with his hand sought

€rs.

“Allan, behold your son!”

Into his quivering arms she laid a tiny
bundle wrapped in the finest cloth the

folk could weave of soft palm-fibers.

His son!

Against his face he pressed him, sob-
bing. One hand held and sheltered it;
the other pressed Beatrice’s hand. *

And as the knowledge and the joy and
pain of realization, of full achievement, of
fatherhood, surged through him, the
strong man’s tears baptized the future
master of the race!

CHAPTER XX
DISASTER!

THAT evening, the evening of the same
day, Allan presented the man-child
to his assembled folk.

Eager, silent, awed, the white barbar-
ians gathered on the terrace, all up and
down the slope of it, before the door of
their Kromno’s housz, waiting to behcld
the son of him they all obeyed, of him
who was *heir law.

Allan took the child and bore it to the
doorway; and in the presence of all he
held it up, and in the yellow moonlight
dedicated it to their service and the serv-
ice of the world. '

“Listen, O folk of the Merucaans!” he .
cried. “I show you, anc I give you, now,
into your keeping and protection for-
ever, this first-born child of ours!

“This is the first American, the first of

- the ancient Yace that once was, the same
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race whence you, too, have descended,
to be born in the upper world! His name
shall be my name—Allan. To him shall
be taught all good and vseful things of
body and of mind. He shall be your
master, but more than master; he shall
be your friend, your teacher, your
strength, your guide in the days yet to
come! To you his life is given. Not for
himself shall he live, not for power or
oppression, but for service ir the good of
all!

“To you and your children is he given,
to those who shall come after, to the new
and better time. When we, his. parents,
and when you, too, shall all be gone from
here, this man-child shall carry on the
work with your descendants. His race
shall be your race, his love and care all
for your welfare, his every thought and
labor for the common good!

“Thus do I consecrate and give him to
you, O my folk! And from this hour of
his naming I give you, too, a name. No
longer shall you be Merucaans, but now
Americans again. The ancient name shall
live once more. He, an American, salutes
you, Americans! You are his elder
brothers, and between you the bond shall
never loosen till the end.












To her little son she returned, and in
her arms she cherished him—in her trem-
bling arms—and the tears came at last,
welcome and heart-stilling.

Old Gesafam, gazing compassionately
with troubled eyes that blinked behind
their mica shields, laid a comforting
hand on the girl’s shoulder.

“Do not weep, (' Yulcia, mistress!” she
exclaimed in her own tongue. “Weep not,
for there is still hope. See, all things a»
going on, as before, in the colony!” She
gestured toward the lower caves, whence
the sounds of smithy-work and other toil
drifted upward. “All is well with us.
Only our Kromno is away. And he will
yet come; he will come back to us—to
the child, to ‘ou, to all who love and obey
him!”

Beatrice seized the old woman’s hand
and kissed it in a burst of gratitude.

“Oh, if I could only believe you!” she
sobbed.

“It will be so! What could happen to
him, so strong, so brave? He must come
back! He will!”

“What could hapnpen? A hundred
things, Gesafam! One tiny break in the
flying boat and he might be hurled to
earth or down the abyss to death! Or,
among your folk, he may have been chal-
lenged again, and this time defeated, for
many of the folk are still savage and
very cruel! Or, the Horde—"

“The Horde? But the Horde, of which
you have so often spoken, is now afar.”

“No, Gesafam. Even today I saw their
signal-fires on the horizon.”

The old wuoman drew an arm about the
girl. All barbarian that she was, the
eternal, universal spirit of the feminine,
pervading her, nade her akin with the
sorrowing wife.

“Go rest,” she whispered. “I under-
stand. I, too, have wept and mourned,
though that was very long ago in the
abyss. My man, my Nausaak, a very brave
and strong catcher of fish, fought with
the 'Lanskaarn—and he died. I under-
stand, Yulcia! You must think no more
of this now. The child needs your
strength. You must rest. Go!”

Gently, yet with firmness that was not
to be disputed, she forced Beatrice into
the cave, made her lie down, and pre-
pared a drink for her.

Though Beta knew it not, the wise old
woman had steeped therein a few leaves
of the ronyilu weed, brought from the
abyss, a powerful soporific. And presently
a certain calm and peace began to win
possession of her soul.

For a time, however, distressing visions
still continued to float before her dis-
ordered mind. Now she seemed to see the
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plane, flaming and shattered, whirling
down, over nd over, meteor swift, into
the purple mists and vapors of the abyss.

Now the scene changed; and she saw it,
crushed and broken, lying on some far
r.:k-ledge, amid impenetrable forests,
while from bencath a formless tangle of
wreckage protruded a hand—his hand—
and a thin, dripping stream of red.

Gasping, she sought to struggle up and
stare about her; but the drugged draft
was too potent, and she could not move.
Yet still the visions came again—and
now it seemed that Allan lay there, in the
woods, somewhere afar, transfixed with
an envenomed spear, while in a crowding,
hideous, jabbering swarm the distorted,
beast-like anthropoids jostled trium-
phantly all about him, hacked at him
with flints :nd knives, flayed and dis-
membered him, inflicted unimaginable
mutilations—

She knew no more. Thanks to the
wondrous beneficence of the ronyilu, she
slept a deep and dreamless slumber. Even
the child being laid on her breast by the
old woman—who smiled, though in her
eyes stood tears—even t:is did not arouse
her.

She slept. And for a few blessed hours
she had respite from woe and pain un-
speakable.

At last her dreams grew troubled. She
seemed caught in a thunder-storm, an
earthquake. Ske heard the smashing of
the lightning bolts, the roaring shock of
the reverberation, then the crash of shat-
tered buildings.

A sudden shock awoke her. She thought
a falling block of stone had struck her
arm. But it was only old Gesafam shak-
ing her in terror.

“Ch, Yulcia, noa!” the nurse was crying
in terror. “Up! Waken! The cliff falls!
Awake, awake!”

Beatrice sat up in bed, conscious
through all the daze of dreams quick
broken, that some calamity—some vast
and unknown peril—had smitten the
colony at Settlement Cliffs.

CHAPTER XXII
THE TREASON OF H'YEMBA

NOT yet £.cn fully awake, Beatrice was

conscious of a sudden, vast responsi-
bility laid on her shoulders. She felt the
thrill of leadership and command, for in
her hands alone now rested the fate of
the community. .

Out of bed she sprang, her grief for the
moment crushed aside, aquiver now with
the spirit of defense against all ills that
might menace the cclony and her child.



“The cliff falls!” she cried, starting for
the doorway.

“Yea, mistress! Listen!”

. Both women heard a grating, crushing
sound. The whole fabric of the cavern
trembled again, as though shuddering;
then, far below, a grinding crash re-
echoed—and now rose shouts, cries, wails
of pain.

Already Beatrice was out the door and
running down the terrace.

“Yulcia! Yulcia!” the old woman stood
screaming after her. “You must not go!”

She answered nothing, but ran the
faster. Already she could see dust rising
from the river-brink; and louder now the
cries blended in an anguished chorus as
she sped aown the terrace.

What could have happened? How great
was the catastrophe? What might the
death-roll be?

Her terrors about Allan had at last
bee:x thrown into the background of her
mind. She forgot her boy, herself, every-
thing save the one crushing fact of some
stupendous calamity. All at once she
stopped with a gasp of terror.

She had reached the turn in the path
whence now all the further reach of the
cliff was visible. But, where the crag had
towcred, now appeared only a great and
jagged rent in the limestone, through
which the sky peered down.

An indescribable chaos of fragments,
blocks, débris, detritus of all kinds half
choked the river below; and the swift
current, suddenly blocked, now foamed
and chafed with lathering fury through
the newly fallen obstacle. "

Broken off short, the path stopped not
a hundred yards in front of her.

As she stood there, dazed and dumb,.

harkening to the terrible cries that rose
from those still not dead in the ruins,
she perceived some of her folk gathered
along the brink of the new chasm. More
and more kept coming from the scant
half of the caves left. And all, dazed and
numbed like herself, stood there peering
down with vacant looks.

Beatrice first recovered wit. Dimly she
understood the truth. The cavern digging
of the folk, the burrowing and honey-
combing through the cliff, must have
sprung some keystone, started some
“fault,” or broken down some vital rib
of the structure.

With irresistible might it had torn
loose, slid, crashed, leaped into the can-
yon, carrying with it how many lives
she knew not.

All she knew now was that rescues
must be made of such as still lived, and
that the bodies of the dead must be re-
covered.
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So with fresh strength, utterly forget-
ful of self, she ran once more down the
steep terrace, calling to her folk:

“Men! My people! Down to the river,
quickly! Take hammers, bars, tools—go
swiftly! Sav- the wounded! Go!”

There was no sleep for any in the
colony that day, that night, or the next
day. The vast pile of débris rang with
sledge blows, louder than ever anvils
rang; and the torches flared and sparkled
over the jumble of broken rock, beneath
which now lay buried many dead—none
knew how many—nevermore to de seen
of man. Great iron bars bent double with
the prying of strong arms.

Beatrice herself, flambeau in hand, di-
rected the labor. And as, one by one, the
wounded and the broken were released,
she ordered them borne to the great cave
of Bremilu, the Strong.

Bremilu had been in the house of one
Jukkos at the time of the catastrophe.
His body was one of the first found. Beta
transformed his cave into a hospital.

And there, working with the help of
three or four women, hampered in every
way for lack of proper materials, she
labored hour after hour dressing wounds,
setting broken bones, watching no few
die, in spite (f “he best that she could do.

Old Gesafam came to seek her there
with news that the child cried of hunger.
Dazed, Beta went to nurse it; and then
returned, in spite of the pleadings of the
old woman; and so a long time passed—
how long she never knew.

Disaster! This was her one clear real-
ization througl. all those hours of dark
and labor, anguish and despair. For the
first time the girl felt beaten.

Till now, thrcugh every peril, exposure,
and hardship, she had kept hope and
courage. Allan had always been beside
her—wise, and very strong to counsel and
to act.

But now, alone there—all alone in face
of this sudden devastation—she felt at
the end of her resources. She had to
struggle to hold her reason, to use her
native judgment, common sense, and
skill.

HE work of rescue came to an end at
last. All were saved who could be.
All the bodies that could be reached had
been carried into still another cave, not
far from the path of the disaster. All the
wounds and injuries had been dressed,
and now Beatrice knew her force was at
an end. She could do no more.

Drained of energy, spent, broken, she
dragged herself up the path again. In
front of the cave of H’yemba, the smith,
a group of survivors had gathered.



Dimly she sensed that the ugly fellow
was haranguing them with loud and bit-
ter words. As she came past, the speech
died; but many lowering and evil look::
were cast on her, and a low murmur—
sullen and ominous—followed he:r on up
tke terrace.

Too exhausted even to note it or tc
care, she staggered back to CIliff Villa
flung herself on the bed, and slept.

How long? She could not, tell when she
awoke again. Only she knew that a dim
light, as of evening, was glimmering in
at the doorway, and that her child was in
the bed beside her.

“Gesafam!” she called, for she heard
some one moving in the cave. “Bring me
water!”

There came no answer. Beta repeated
the command. A curious, sneering mocks
ery startled her. Still clad in her loose
brown cloak, belted at the waist—for she
had thrown herself upon the bed fully
clad—she sat up, peering by the light of
the fireplace into the half dark of the
room.

A third time she called the woman.

“It is useless!” cried a voice. “She will
not come to help you. See, I have bound
her—and now she lies in that further
chamber of the cave, helpless. For it is
not with her I would speak, but with you.
And you shall hear me.”

“H’yemba!” cried Beatrice, startled,
suddenly recognizing the squat and brutal
figure that now, a threat in every gesture,
approached the bed. “Out! Out of here,
I say! How dare you enter my house?
You shall pay heavily for this great in-
sult when the master comes. Out and
away!”

The ugly fellow only laughed menac-
ingly.

“No, I shall not go, and there will 'be
no payment,” he retcrted in his own
speech. “And you must hear me, for now
I, and not he, shall be the master here.”

Beta sprang from the bed and faced
him.

“Go, or I shoot you down like a dog!”
she threatened.

He sneered.

“There will be no shooting,” he an-
swered coolly. “But there will be speech
for you to hear. Now listen! This is what
ye brought us here to? The man and
you? This? To death and woe" To ac-
cidents and perishings?

“Ye brought us to hardship and to bat-
tle, not to peace! With lies, deceptions,
and false promises ye enticed us! We
were safe and happy in our homes in the

abyss beside the sunless sea, till ye fell .

thither in your air-boat from these cursed
regions. We—"
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“For this speech ye shall surely die
when the master comes!” cried she. “This
is treason, and the penalty of it is death!”

He continued, paying no heed:

“We had no need of you, your ways, or
your place. But the man Allan would
rule or he would ruin. IZe overthrew and
killed our chief, the great Kamrou him-
selff—Kamrou the terrible! To us he
brought dissentions. From us he bore
the patriarch awa)y and slew him, and
then made s a great falsehood in that
matter.

“So he enticed us all. And ye behold
the great disaster and the death! The
man Allan has deserted us all to perish
here. Coward in his heart, he has aban-
doned yo: as well! Gone once more to
safety and ease, below in the abyss, there
to rule the rest of the folk, there to take
wives according to our law, while we die
here!”

ENACINGLY he advanced toward the

dumb-stricken woman, his face
ablaze with evil passion.
“Gremnya!” (coward) he shouted.

“Weakling at heart. Great boaster, doer
o’ little deeds! Even you, who would be
our mistress, he has abandoned—even his
own son he has forsaken. A rotten breed,
truly! And --e die!

“But listen now. This shall not be! I,
H’yemba, the smith, the strongest of all,
shall not permit it. I shall be ruler here,
if any live to be ruled! And you shall be
my serving-maid—your son my slave!”

Aghast, struck dumb by this wi'i
tempest of rebellion, Beatrice recoiled.
Her face showed like a white blur in the
gloom.

“Allan!” she gasped. “My Allan—"

The huge smith laughed a venomous
laugh that echoed through the cave.

“Ha! Ye call on the coward?” he
mocked, advancing on her. “On the cow-
ard who cannot hear, and would not save
you if he could? Behold now ye shall

kneel to me and call me master! And
my words from now ye shall obey!”
She snatched for her pistol. It was

not there. In the excitement of the past
hours she had forgotten to buckle it on.
She was unarmed.

H'yemba already grasped for her, to
force her down upon the floor, kneeling
to him—to make her call him master.

Already his strong and hairy fingers
had all but seized her robe.

But she, lithe and agile, evaded the
grip. She sprang to the fire. She caught
up a flaming stick that lay upon the
hearth. With a cry she dashed it full
into his glaring eyes.

So sudden was the attack that H'yem-



ba had not time even to ward it off with
his hands. Fair in the face the scorch-
ing flame struck home.

Howling, blinded, stricken, he stag-
gered back; beat the air with vain blows
and retreated toward the door.

As he went he poured upon her a tor-
rent of the most hideous imprecations
known to their speech.

But she, undaunted ncw, feeling her
power and her strength again, followed
close. And like blows of a flail, the sput-
tering, flaring flame beat down upon his
head, neck, shoulders.

His hair was blazing now; a smell of
scorched flesh diffused itself through the
cavern.

“Go! Go, dog!” she shouted, outraged
and furious, in consuming rage and hate.
“Coward! Slanderer and liar! Go before
I kill you now!”

In panic-stricken fright, unable to see,
trying in vain to ward off the devastat-
ing, torturing whip of flame and to ex-
tinguish the fire ravaging his hair, the
brute half ran, half fell out of the cave.

Down the steep path he staggered,
yelling curses; down, away, anywhere
—away from this pursuing fury.

But the woman, outraged in all her
inmost sacred tendernesses, her love for
child and husband, still drove him with
the blazing scourge—drove, till the torch
was beaten to extinction—drove, till the
smith took refuge in his own cave.

There, spent and weary, she let him lie
and howl. Exhausted, terribly shaken
in body and soul, yet her eyes trium-
phant, she once more climbed the pre-
cipitous path to her own dwelling.

She ran to the far recess of the cave,
found Gesafam bound and helpless, and
quickly freed her.

The old woman was shaking like a leaf,
and could give no coherent account of
what had happened. Beta made her lie
down on the couch, and herself prepared
a bowl of hot broth for the faithful soul.

Then she bethought herself of the
pistol Allan had given her.

“I must never take that off again,
whatever happens,” said she. “But—
where is it now?”

In vain she hunted for it on the table,
the floor, the shelves, and in the closets.

The pistol, belt, and cartridges—all

were gone.
CHAPTER XXIII
THE RETURN OF THE MASTER
'SUDDENLY finding herself very much

alarmed and shaken, Beatrice sat
down in the low chair beside her bed,

and covering her face with both hands
tried to think.

The old woman, somewhat recovered,
moved about with words of pity and in-
dijnation, and sought to talk to her,
but she paid no attention. Now, if ever,
she had need of self-searching—of
courage and enterprise. And all at once
she found that, in spite everything, she
wes only a woman.

Hder passion spent, she felt a desperate
need of a man’s strength, advice, sup-
port. In disarray she sat there, striving
to collect her reason. ’

Jer robe was torn, and her loosened
hair, escaping from its golden pins, cas-
caded all about her shoulders. Her heart
beat hard; a certain shivering had taken
possession of her, and all at once she
go;iced that her forehead was burning

o..

Resolutely she tried to put her weak-
ness from her, and marshaled her
thoughts. In the bed her son still slept
quietly, his fat fist protruding from the
clothes, his ruddy, healthy little face
half buried in the pillow.

A great, overpowering wave of mother-
lov> swept her heart. She leaned for-
wa'd, and through lids now tear-
dimmed, with eyes no longer angry,
peered at the child—her child and
Allan’s.

“For your sake—for yours, if not for
mine,” she whispered, “I must be very
strong!”

She thought.

“Evidently some great conspiracy is
going on here. Beyond and apart from
the calamity of the landslide, some other
anc even greater peril menaces the.
colony!”

She thought over the incident of her
pistol and ammunition having been
stolen.

“There can be no doubt that H'yemba
did that,” she decided. “In the confusion
of the catastrophe he has disarmed me.
That means well-planned rebellion—
and at this time it will be fatal! Now,
above all else, we must work in harmony,
stand fast, close up the ranks! This must
not be!”

Y2t she could see no way clear to
crush the danger. What could she do
aga:nst so many—nearly all provided
with firearms? Why had H’yemba even
taken the trouble to steal away her
weapon?”

“Coward!” she exclaimed. ‘“Afraid for
his own life—afraid even to face me, so
long as I had a pistol! As I live, and
heaven is above me, in case of civil war
he shall be the first to die!”

She summoned Gesafam.
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“Go, now!” she commanded; ‘‘go
among the remaining folk and secretly
find me a pistol, with ammunition. Steal
them if you must. Say nothing, and re-
turn as quickly as you can. There mray
be many guns among the folk. I mist
have one. Go!”

“0O, Yulcia, will there be fighting
again?”

“I know not. Ask no questions, but
obey!”

Trembling—shaking her head aad
muttering, the old woman departed.

She returned in a quarter-hour with
not only one, but two pistols and sev-
eral ammunition belts cleverly concealed
beneath her robe. Beta seized them glad-
ly with a sudden return of confidence.

But the old woman, though she said
no word, eyed her mistress in a strange,
disquieting manner. What had she
heard, or seen, down in the caves? Bea-
trice had now neither time nor inclina-
tion to ask.

“Listen, old mother,” she commanded.
“I am now strong enough to leave you
and my son here together. After I am
gone lock the door. Let -no one in. I
alone shall enter. My signal shall be
two knocks on the door, then a pause,
then three. Do not open till you hear
that signal. You understand me?”

“I understand and I obey, O Yulcia
noa!”

“It is well. Guard my son as your life.
Now I go to see the wounded and sick
again!”

The old woman let her out and care-
fully barred the door behind her. Bea-
trice, unafraid, with both her weapons
lying loose in their holsters, belted un-
der her robe, advanced alone down the
terrace path. )

Her hair had once more been bound
up. She had recovered something of her
poise and strength. The realization of
her mission inspired her to any sacrifice.

“It’s all for your sake, Allan,” she
whispered as she went. “All for yours—-
and our boy’s!”

Far beneath her New Hope River
purled and sparkled in the morning sun.
Beyond, the far and vivid tropic forest
stretched in wild beauty to the hills that
marked the world’s end—those hills be-
yond which—

She put away the thought, refusing
- to admit even the possibility of Allan’s
failure, or accident, or death. -

“He will come back to me!” she said
bravely and proudly, for a moment stop-
ping to face the sun. “He will come back
from beyond those hills and trackless
woods! He will come back—to us!”

Again she turned, and descending

some dozen steps in the terrace path,
once more reached the doorway of the
hospital cave.

AUSING not, hesitating not, she

lifted the rude latch and pushed.

The door refused to give.

Again she tried more forcibly.

It still resisted.

Throwing all her strength against the
barrier, she fought to thrust it inward.
It would not budge.

“Barred!” she exclaimed, aghast.

Only too true. During her absence,
though how or by whom she could not
know, the door had been impassably
closed to keep her out! X

Who, now, was working against her
will? Could it be that H'yemba, all
burned and blinded as he was, could have
returned so soon and once more set him-
self to thwart her? And if not the smith,
then who? .

“Rebcllion!” she exclaimed. “It’s
spreading—growing now, at the very
minute when I should have help, faith,
and cooperation!

“Open! Open, in the name of the law
that has been given you—our law!” she
cried loudly in the Merucaan tongue.

No answer.

She snatched out a pistol, and with the
butt loudly smote the planks of palm-
wood. Within, the echoes rumbled dully,
but no human voice replied.

“Traitors! Cowards!” she defied the
opposing power. “I, a woman, your mis-
tress, am come to save you, and you bar
me out!”

She ran down along the pathway to-
ward the next coor.

That, too, was sealed. And the next,
and the fourth, and all, every one, both
on the upper and the lower terrace, all
—all were barricaded, even to the great
gap made by the landslide.

From within, no sound, no reply, no
slightest sign that any heard or noticed
her. Dumb, mute, passive, invincible re-
bellion!

In vain she called, commanded, plead-
ed, explained, entreated. No answer. The
white barbarians, all banded against her
now, had shut themselves up with their
wounded and their dying, to wait their
destiny alone. '

How many were already dead? How
many might yet be saved, who would die
without her help? She could not tell. The
uncertainty maddened her.

“If they den up that way,” she said,
“pestilence may break out among them
and all may die! And then what? If I'm
left alone in the wilderness with Gesa-
fam and the boy—what then?”
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The thought was too horrible for con-
templation. So many blows had crashed
home to her soul the past week—even
the past few hours—that the girl felt
numbed and dazed as in a nightmare.

It was, it must be, all some frightful
unreality — Allan’s absence, the ava-
lanche, H’yemba's attack, and this wide-
spread, silent defiance of her power.

Only a few days before Allan had been
there with her—strong, vigorous, confi-
dent.

Authority had been supreme. Labor,
content, prosperity had reigned. Health
and life and vigor had been everywhere.
On the horizon of existence no cloud;
none over the sun of progress.

And now, suddenly—annihilation!

With a groan that was a sob, her face
drawn and pale, eyes fixed and unseeing,
Beatrice turned back up the terrace path,
back up the steep, toward the only door
still at her command—3ope Villa.

Back toward the only one of these
strange folk still loyal; back toward her
child.

Her head felt strangely giddy. The
depths at her left hand, below the para-
pet of stone, seemed to be calling—call-
ing insistently. Before her sight some-
thing like a veil, but a peculiar haze, now
and then intershot with sparkles of pale
light.

Through her mind flittered for the
first time something like an adequate
realization of the vast, abysmal gulf in
culture-status still yawning between
these barbarians and Allan and herself.

“Civilization,” she stammered in an odd
voice, “why that means—generations!”

All at once she wondered if she were
going to faint. A sudden pain had
stabbed her temples; a humming had
attacked her ears.

She put out her hand against the rock
wall of the cliff at the right to steady
herself. Her mouth felt hot and very dry.

“I—I must get back home,” she said
weakly. “I'm not at all well—this morn-
ing. Overexertion—"

Painfully she began to climb the
stepped path toward the upper level and
Cliff Villa. And again it seemed to her
the depths were calling; but now she
felt positive she heard a voice—a voice
she knew but could not exactly place—
a hail very far away yet near—all very
strange, unreal, and terrifying.

“Oh—am I going to be sick?” she
panted. “No, no! I mustn’t! For the boy’s
sake, I mustn't! I can’t!”

With a tremendous effort, now crawl-
ing rather than walkins—for her knees
were as water—the girl dragged herself
up the path almost to her doorway.

Apgain she heard the call, this time no
hallucination, but reality.

“Beatrice! Beatrice!” the voice was
shouting. “O-he! Beatrice!”
His hail! Allan’s!

Her heart stopped, a long minute, and
then, leaping with joy, a very anguish
of revulsion from long pain, thrashed
terribly in her breast.

Gasping with emotion, burned with the
first sudden onset of a consuming fever,
half-blind, shivering, parched, and in
agony, the girl made a tremendous effort
to hear, to see, to understand.

“Allan! Allan!” she shouted wildly.
“Where are you? Where?”

“Beatrice! Here! On the bridge! I'm
coming!”

She turned her dimming eyes toward
the suspension-bridge hung high above
the swift and lashing rapids of New Hope
River—the bridge, a cobweb-strand in
space, across the chasm.

There it seemed to her, though now
she could be sure of nothing, so strangely
did the earth and sky and cliffs, the
bridgz, the jungle, all dance and inter-
play--there, it seemed, she saw a moving
figure.

Disaeveled, torn, almost naked, lame,
and slow, yet with something still of pow-
er and command in its bearing, this
figure was advancing ‘ver the swaying
path >f bamhco-rods lashed to the cables
of tw:sted fiber.

Now it halted as in exhaustion and
great pain; now, once more, it struggled
forward, limping, foot by foot; crawling,
hanging fast to the ropes like some in-
sect nieshed in the wind-swung filaments.

She saw it, and she knew the truth at
last.

“Allan!
—help!”

Then she collapsed. At her door she
fell. All things blended and swirled, fad-
ed, darkened.

She knew no more.

CHAPTER XXIV

Allan—come quick! Help me

THE KI: TAPING OF YOUNG ALLAN
THE man, weak, wounded, racked with

exhaustion from the terrible ordeal of
the past days, felt fresh vigor leap
through his spent veins at sight of her
distress, afar.

He vroke into a strange, limping run
across the slight and shaking bridge; and
as he ran he called to her, words of cheer
and ¢reeting, words of encouragement
and love.

But when, having penetrated the pali-
saded area and stumbled down the ter-
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And, worse than all, Beatrice now lay
in his arms, stricken by some strange
malady. He could not know the cause—
the sleepless nights, the terrible toil, the
shattering nervous strain of catastrophe,
of nursing, of the swift rebellion.

But he saw plainly now, the girl was
burning with fever. And, raising his face
to heaven, he uttered a cry, half a groan,
half a sob—the cry of a soul racked too
long upon the torture-wheel of fate.

“But—but where’s the boy?” he asked
himself, striving to recover his self-con-
trol; trying to understand, to act, to save.
“What’s haphened here? God knows! An
earthquake? Disaster, at any rate! Bea-
trice! Oh, my Beta! Speak to me!”

Unable to solve any of the terrible
problems now beating upon him, he
raised her still higher in his arms.

Loudly he shouted for help down the
terrace, calling on his folk to show them-
selves; to come to him and to obey.

But though the shattered cliff rang
with his commands, no one appeared. In

The mass of anthropoids found themselves trapped, and ran wildly about, shrieking and
gibbering, some to finally fall off into the torrent
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all seeming as deserted and-as void of
human life as on the first day he and
Beta had set foot there, the canyon
brooded under the morning sun, and for
all answer rose only the foaming tumult
of the rapids far below.

“Merciful Heavens, I've got to do
something!” cried Allan, forgetting -his
own laceratiors and pain in this su-
preme crisis. “She—she’s sick! She’s got
a fever! I've got to put her to bed any-
how! After that we’ll see!”

With a strength he knew not lay now
in his wasted arms, he lifted her bodily
and carried her to the door of CIliff Villa,
their home among the massive buttresses
of rock.

But, to his vast astonishment and ter-
ror, he found the door refused to open.
It was fast barred inside.

Even from his own house he found
himself shut out, an exile and a stranger!

Loudly he shouted for admission, sav-
agely beat upon the planks, all to no pur-
pose. There came no sound from within,
no answering word or sign.

Eagerly listening for perhaps the cry
of his child, he heard nothing. A tomb-
like silence brooded there, as in all the
stricken colony.

Then Allan, fired with a burning fury,
laid the girl down again, and seizing a
great boulder from the top of the para-
pet that guarded the terraced walk,
dashed it against the door. The planks
groaned and quivered, but held.

Recoiling, exhausted by even this sin-
gle effort, the disheveled, wounded man
stared with haggard eyes at the barrier.

The very strength he had put into that
door to guard his treasure, his wife and
his son, now defied him. And a curse,
bitter as death, burst from his trembling
lips.

But now he heard a sound, a word, a
phrase or two of incoherent speech.

Whirling, he saw the girl’s mouth move.
In her delirium she was speaking.

He knelt again beside her, cradled her
in his arms, kissed and cherished her—
and he heard broken, disjointed words—
words that filled him with passionate rage
and overpowering woe.

“So many dead—so many! And so
many dying. You, H'yemba! You beast!
Lg_t me go! Oh, when the master comes!”

ALL.AN understood at last. His mind,
now clear, despite the maddening
torments of the past week, grasped the
situation in a kind of supersensitive
clairvoyance.

As by a lightning-flash on a dark night,
so now the blackness of his wonder, of
this mystery, all stood instantly clear.
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He understood.

“What incredible fiendishness!” he ex-
claimed, ‘quite slowly, as though unable
to imagine it in human bounds. “At a
time of disaster and death, such as has
smitten the colony—what hellish vil-
lainy!”

He said no more, but in his eyes burned
the fire that meant death, instant and
without reprieve.

First he looked to his automatic; but,
not one cartridge remained either in its
magazine or in the pouches of his belt.
The fouled and blackened barrel told
something of the terrible story of the past
few days.

“Gone, all gone,” he muttered; but
with sudden inspiration, bent over the
girl.

“Ah! Ammunition again!”

Quickly he reloaded from her belts.
One belt he buckled round his waist.
Then, pistol in hand, he thought swiftly.

Thus his mind ran:> “The first thing
to do is look out for Beatrice, and make
her comfortable—find out what the mat-
ter is with her, and give treatment. I
need fresh water, but I daren’t go down
to the river for it and leave her here. At
any minute H'yemba may appear. And
when he does, I must see him first.

“Evidently the thing most necessary is
to gain access to our house. How can it be
locked inside, when Beatrice is here?
Heaven only knows! There may be ene-
mies in there at this minute. H’yemba
may be there—"

Anguish pierced his soul at thought
of his son now possibly in the smith’s
power. . .

“By God!” he cried. “Something has
got to be done, and quick!”

His rage was growing by leaps and
bounds.

He advanced to the door, and putting
the muzzle of his automatic almost on the
lock, shattered it with six heavy bullets.

Again he dashed the boulder against
the door. It groaned and gave.

Reloading before he ventured in, he
now set his shoulder to the door and
forced it open slowly, with the pistol al-
ways ready in his right hand. ’

Keenly his eyes sought out the dark-
ened corners of the room. Here, there
they pierced, striving to determine
whether any ambushed foe were lying
there in wait for him.

“Surrender!” he cried loudly in the
Merucaan tongue. “If there be any here
who war with me, surrender! At the first
sign of fight, you die!”

No answer.

Still leaving the girl beside the broken
door till he should feel positive there was



no peril—and always filled with a vast
wonder how the door could have been
locked from within — Allan advanced
slowly, cautiously, into their home.

He was cool now-—cool and strong
again. The frightful perils and exposures
of the week past seemed to have fallen
from him like an outworn mantle.

He ignored his pain and weakness as
though such things were not. And, with
index finger on trigger, his eyes watchful
and keen, he scouted down the cave-
dwelling.

Suddenly he stopped.

“Who’s therc?” he challenged loudly.

At the left of the room, not far from
the big fireplace, he had perceived a dim,
vague figure, prone upon the floor.

“Answer, or I shoot!”

But the figure remained motionless.
Allan realized there was no fight in it.
Still cautiously, however, he advanced.

Now he touched the figure with his
foot, now bent over it and peered down.

“0Old Gesafam! Heaven above! Wound-
ed! What does this mean?”

Starting back, he stared in horror at
the old woman, stunned and motionless,
with the blood coagulating along an ugly
cut on her forehead.

Then, as though a prescience had swept
his being, he sprang to the bed.

“My son! My child! Where are you?”
he shouted hoarsely.

With a shaking hand he flung down
the bedclothes of finely woven palm fiber.

“My boy! My boy!”

The bed was empty. His son had dis-
appeared.

CHAPTER XXV
THE FALL OF H’YEMBA

BLINDED with staggering grief and ter-
ror, stunned, stricken, all but anni-
hilated, the man recoiled. .

Then, with a cry, he sprang to the bed
again, and now in a very passion of
eagerness explored it. His trembling
hands dragged all the bedding off and
threw it broadcast. By the dim light he
peered with wide and terror-smitten eyes.

“My boy!” he choked. “My boy!”

But beyond all manner of doubt the
boy had been stolen.

Unable to understand, or think, or
plan, Allan stood there, his face ghastly,
his heart quivering within him.

What could have happened? How and
why? If the door had been securely
locked and the old nurse been with the
child, how could the kidnaper have borne
him away?

What? How? Why?
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More, ever more, questions crowded the
man’s brain, all equally without answer.

But now, he dimly realized, was no
time for solving problems. The minute
demanded swift and drastic action. He
must find, must save, his son! After that
other riddles could be unraveled.

“H’yemba!” he cried hoarsely. “This
is H'emba’s work! Revenge and hate have
driven him to rebel again. To try to seize
Beatrice! To steal my son! At this time
of peril and affliction, above all others!
H’yemba! The smith must die!”

But first he realized he must get Bea-
trice into safety.

In haste he ran to the door, picked up
the girl, and carried her to the bed.

The old nurc2 he laid upon the broad
couch by the fire and likewise tended. He
saw now she ha ! been struck with a stone
ax, a glancing blow, severe, but not nec-
essarily fatal.

“Probably trying to defend the boy!”
he thought. “Brave heart! Faithful even
unto death—if death be your reward!”

Now, he well understood, he had no
time for emotion. There must be no false
move! Even at the expense of a little
time, he must plan the campaign with
skill and execute it with relentless energy.

He alone now stood for power, rule,
order, law, in this disintegrated com-
munity—this colony racked with disas-
ter, anarchy, and death.

Upon him alone now depended its
whole fate anc¢ future, and, with it, the
fate and future of the world.

“Merciful Lord, what a situation!” he
whispered. “At home, disruption and sav-
agery. Outside, the Horde—the Horde
now pressing onward after me!”

He sat down and forced himself to
think. Weak as he was and wounded
with a spear-thrust in the lower leg as
well as a jagged cut across the breast, he
felt that he might still keep strength
enough for a few hours more of toil.

Of a sudden he realized an overpower-
ing thirst. Till now he had not felt it. He
arose, drank deeply from the jar.

“No use in losing my wits and rushing
out to find the boy unprepared,” he
thought. “If H'yemba has stolen him it’s
certain the boy is hidden beyond my
present power in some far recess of the
intercommunicating rabbit-warren of
caves below there in the cliff.

“I feel positive no bodily harm will
be done the child. H’yemba will hold him
for power over me. He will try to exact
terms—even to leadership in the colony,
even taq possession of Beatrice. And the
penalty of refusal may be the boy’s
death—"

He shuddered profoundly, and with



both wasted hands covered his face. For
%. moment madness sought to possess

im.

He felt a wild desire to shout impre-
cations, to rush out, fling himself against
the cave-door of H’yemba and riddle it
with bullets—but presently calm returned
again. For in Stern’s nature lay nothing
of hysteria. Reason and calm judgment
dominated. And before he acted he al-
ways reckoned every pro and con.

“It must be a battle of wits as well
as force,” he thought. “A little time will
decide all that. For now Beatrice de-
mands my first care and thought!”

IIOW he examined the girl once more.

Closing the door and lighting the
_bronze lamp, he carefully studied the sick
woman, noting her symptoms, pulse, and
respiration.

“What to do?” he asked himself. “What
means to take?”

But, though he questioned the old
woman and tried desperately to make her
answer, he could get no coherent infor-
mation.

Only the name of H'’yemba and some
few disconnected mutterings of terror
rewarded him. He knew now, however,
with positive certainty that the smith
was responsible for the kidnaping of his
son.

“And that,” said he, “means I must seek
him out at once. All I ask is just one
sight of him. One sight, one bullet—and
the score is paid!”

He arose and, again making sure his
automatic was in complete readiness,
stood for a second in thought. Whatever
he was now to do must be done quickly.

In a few hours, at the outside, he knew
the vanguard of the pursuing Horde
would enter the last valley on the other
side of the canyon. By afternoon an-
other battle might be on.

“Whatever happens, I must get my grip
on the colony again at once!” he realized.
“Such of the folk as are still sound must
be rallied. Otherwise nothing but anni-
hilation awaits us all!”

But, even as he faced the exit of Cliff
Villa, all at once the door was hurled
violently open and a harsh, discordant
cry of hatred and defiance burst into the
cave.

Stern saw the detested figure of H'yem-
be. standing there, loose-hung, powerful,
barbaric, his eyes blinking evilly behind
the mica screens that Allan himself had
made for him.

With a cry Allan started forward.

“My son!” he gasped. :

There, clutched in the smith’s left arm,
lay the boy!

Allan heard the child crying as in pain,
and rage swept every caution to the
winds.

He ran toward H’yemba, cursing; but
the smith, with a beast-laugh, raised his
right hand.

“Master!” he mocked. “No nearer or
ye die!”

Allan, aghast, saw the flicker of sun-
light on a pistol-barrel. With only too
true aim, H’yemba had him covered.

Came a little pause, tense as steel wire.
Somewhere down the terrace sounded a
murmur of voices. Allan seemed to sense
that the rebel had now gathered his
forces and that a general attack was
imminent. ' )

Time! At all hazards he must gain a
moment’s time.

“H’yemba!” he cried. “What is your
speech with me, your master?”

“Master?” sneered the smith again.
“My slave! Power has passed from- you
to me. From you, who speak the false,
who entrap us here to suffer and die,
who slay and ruin us, to me, who will yet
lead the people back to their far home,
to safety and to life!”

“You lie!”

The smith laughed bitterly.

“That shall be seen—who lies!” he
gibed. “But now power is mine. I have
your son in my hand. Move only and I
fling him from the cliff!”

Allan felt his brain whirl; all things
seemed to turn about him. But he fought
off his faintness, and in a shaken voice
or.ce more demanded:

“What terms, H'yemba?”

“Slavery for you and yours! Your son
shall be my serf; your woman my chat-
tel! Ha, that woman! Sh. has already
fought me, like one of these strange
wood-beasts you have made us kill! See!
My hair is burned and my flesh blis-
tered with her fire-beating! But when I
hold her in these hands then shall she
pay for all!”

Stern’s hand twitched, with the auto-
matic gripped in the fingers, but the
blacksmith cried a warning.

“Raise not that hand, slave!” he or-
dered. “You cannot shoot without danger
of killing this vile spawn of yours! And
remember, too, the river lies far below,
and very sharp are the waiting rocks!

“Fool that you are, that think yourself
so wise! To leave this place with me!
“7ith me, skilled in all labors of metal
and stone, strong to cut passageways—"

“You devil! You hewed a way into my
house?”

H’yemba laughed brutally.

“Silently, steadily, I labored,” he boast-
ed. “And behold the reward. Power for
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me; eternal slavery for you and all your
blood—if any live.”

INSANE with rage and hate, Allan nev-
ertheless realized that now all de-
pended on keeping his thought and
nerve.

One single premature move of his and
his son would inevitably be hurled over
the parapet, down two hundred and fifty
feet to the river-bed below. At all hazards
h2> must keep cool.

The smith, after all only a barbarian
and of limited intelligence, had not even
thought of the obvious command to make
Stern drop his pistol on the floor.

Upon this oversight now hung all
Allan’s hopes.

Even though the man’s retainers might
rush the cave and slaughter all, yet in
Allan’s heart burned a clear and steady
flame of hot desire to compass H’yemba’s
death.

And as the smith now loudly boasted,
insulted, vilified, in true manner of the
savage, imperceptibly, inch by inch, Allan
was turning his pistol-barrel upward.

Higher, higher, bit by bit it crept to-
ward the horizontal. Unaccustomed to
shoot from the hip, Allan realized that
right before him lay a supreme test of
nerve and marksmanship and skill.

To shoot and kill his boy—the thought
was too hideous even to be considered.
His father-heart yearned toward the
frightened, crying child there in the
traitor’s grip.

The unconscious form of Beatrice,
fever-burned and panting on the bed,
seemed calling aloud to him: “Aim true,
Allan! Aim true!”

For one false shot inevitably sealed the
child’s death. To wound H’yemba and not
kill him meant the catastrophe. If the
bullet failed to enter the brain or heart
H'yemba—though mortally hurt—would
surely, with his last quiver of strength,
sling the boy outward over the dizzying
parapet.

Allan prayed; yet his prayer was word-
less, formless, and unconscious.

He dared not glance down at the auto-
matic. His eyes must hold the smith’s.
And he must speak, must parley, at all
hazards must still gain another moment'’s
respite.

What Allan said in those last terrible,
eternal seconds he could never afterward
recall.

He only knew he was treating with the
enemy, making terms, listening, answer-
ing—all with mechanical subconscious-
ness. .

His real personality, his true ego, was
absolutely absorbed in the one vital, all-
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deciding problem of that stiffening pis-
tol-hand.

Suddenly something seemed to cry in
his ear: .

“You have it now! Fire!”

His hand leaped back with the crashing
discharge, loud-echoing ir the cave.

H’yemba did not even yell. But at the
second when he seemed to crumple all
together, falling as an empty sack falls,
some involuntary jerk of his finger sent
a bullet zooming into the cave.

It shattered beyond Allan in a little
shower of steel and lead fragments, min-
gled with rock-dust.

Before these had even fallen Allan was
upon him.

Neglecting for an instant the bruised
and screaming child, who lay there strug-
gling on the terrace-path, Allan seized
the still-twitching body of the monstrous
traitor.

With passionate strength he dragged it
to the parapet.

Below, down the path, he caught a
swift glimpse of grouped folk, wondering,
staring, aghast.

To them he gave no heed.

He lifted the body, dripping bright
blood.

Silent, indomitable,
raised it on high.

Then, with a cry: “See, ye people, how
I answer traitors!” he whirled it outward
into the void.

Over and over it gyrated through va-
cant space. Then, with an echoing splash,
the river took it, and the swift current,
white-foaming, boisterous, wild, rolled
it and tumbled it away, away forever, into
the unknown.

With harsh cries and a wild spatter of
bullets aimed high above them, Allan-
drove the cowed and beaten partizans of
H’yemba jostling, fleeing, howling for
mercy, down the terrace-path between
the cliff and parapet. i

Only then, when he knew victory was
secure and his own dominance once more
sealed on them, did he run swiftly back
to his boy.

Snatching up the child, he retreated
into the home cave again; and now for
the first he realized his wan and sunken
cheeks were wet with tears.

disheveled, he

CHAPTER XXVI
THE COMING OF THE HORDE

OW that, for an hour or two at least,

he felt himself free and master of
the situation, Allan devoted himself with
energy to the immediate situation in
Cliff Vvilla.



Though still weak and dazed, old Gesa-
fam had now recovered strength and wit
enough to soothe and care for the child.

Allan heard from her, in a few dis-
jointed words, all she knews of the kid-
naping. H'yemba, she said, had suddenly
appeared to her, from the remote end of
the cave, and had tried to snatch the
child.

She had fought, but one blow of his
ax had stunned her. Beyond this, she
remembered nothing.

Allan sought and quickly found the
aperture made by the smith through the
limestone.

“Evidently he had been planning this
coup for a long time,” he thought. “The
great catastrophe of th: landslide broke
the last bonds of order and restraint, and
gave him his opportunity. Well, it's his
last villainy! I'll have this passageway
cemented up. That’s all the monument
he’ll ever get. It's more than he de-
serves!”

He returned to Beatrice. The girl still
lay there, moaning a little in her fevered
sleep. Allan watched her in anguish.

“Oh, if she should die—if she should
die!” he thought, and felt the sweat start
on his forehead. ‘“She must not! She
can’t! I won'’t let her!”

A touch on his arm aroused him from
his vigil. Turning, he saw Gesafam.

“The child, O Kromno, hungers. It is
crying for food!”

Allan thought. He saw at once the im-
possibility of letting the boy come near
its mother. Some other arrangement
must be made.

“Ah!” he thought. “I have it!”

He gestured toward the door.

“Go,” he commanded. “Go up the path,
to the palisaded place. Take this rope.
Bring back with you a she-goat. Thus
shall the child be fed!”

The old woman obeyed. In a quarter-
hour she had returned, dragging a wild
goat that bleated in terror.

Then, while she watched with amaze-
ment, Allan succeeded in milking the
creature; though he had to lash securely
all four feet and throw it to the cave-
floor before it would submit.

He modified the milk with water and
bade the old woman administer it by
means of a bit of soft cloth. Allan, junior,
protested with yells, but had to make the
best of the hard necessity; and, after a
long and painful process, was surfeited
and dozed off. Gesafam put him to bed
on the divan by the fire.

“A poor substitute,” Allan thought,
“but it will sustain life. He’s healthy; he
can stand it—he’s gof to. Thank God
for that goat!”

He tied the animal at the rear of the
cave, and had Gesafam fetch a good sup-
ply of grass. Thus for the present one
problem at least was solved.

Beatrice's condition remained un-
changed. Now and then she called for
water, which he gave her plentifully.
Once he thought she recognized him, but
he could not be certain.

And day wore on; and now the hour
of noon was at hand. Allan knew that
other duties called him. He must go down
among the fol* and save them, too, if
possible.

Eating a little at random and making
sure as always that his pistols were well
loaded, he consigned Beatrice and the
child into the old woman’s keeping and
left the cave.

On the terrace he stopped a moment,
gazing triumphantly at the blood-marks
now thickly coagulated down the rocks.

Then he peered out over the canyon
and the forest to northward. His eyes
caught the signal-fires he knew must be
there now, not Len miles away; and with
a nod he smiled.

“They've certainly trailed me close, the
devils!” he sneered. “Since the minute
they first attacked my two men and me,
trying to repair that disabled airplane in
that infernal valley so far northward,
they haven’t given me an hour’s respite!
Before night there’ll be war! Well, let
it come. The quicker now the better!”

He turned, and with a determined step,
still clad in his grotesque rags, descended
toward the caves of the folk, such as still
were left.

Where all had been resistance and de-
fiant surliness before, now all had be-
come obedience and worship. He under-
stood enough of the barbarian psycholo-
gy to know that power, strength, and
dominance—and these alone—command-
ed respect with the folk.

And among them all, those who had
not see as well as those that had, the
sudden, dramatic, annihilating downfall
of H'yemba had again cemented the
bonds of solidarity more closely than
ever.

The sight of that arch-rebel’s body
hurled from the parapet had effectually
tamed them, every one. No longer was
there any murmur in their caves, no
thought save of obedience and worship.

“It’s not what I want,” Allan reflected.
“I want intelligent cooperation, not adu-
lation. I want democracy! But, damn
it! If they can’t understand, then I
must rule a while. And rule I will—and
they shall obey or die!”

Quickly he got in touch with the situ-
ation. From cave to cave he went, esti-
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might be counted on before the inevi-
table, decisive battle?

A score, a hundred questions, more and
more illusory, blent and faded and re-
formed in his overtaxed mind.

Then, blessed as a balm, sleep took him.
A VIOLENT shaking roused him from

dead slumber. Old Gesafam stood
there beside him. She had him by the
arm.

“Waken, O master!” she was crying.
“O Kromno, rouse! For now there is
great need!”

Dazed, he started up.

“What—what is it now? More trouble?”

She pointed toward the door.

“Beyond there, master! Beyond the
river there be many moving creatures!
Darts and arrows have begun to fall
against the cliff. See, one has even come
into the cave! What shall be done,
master?”

Broad awake now, Allan ran to the
door and peered out.

Daylight was fading. He must have
slept an hour or two; it had seemed but
a second. In the west the sun was burn-
ing its way toward the horizon, through
a thick set of haze that cloaked the rim
of the earth.

“Here, master! See!”

Stooping, she picked up a long, slight
object and handed it to him.

“One of their poison darts, so help
me!”. he exclaimed. “Cast that into the
fire, Gesafam. And have a care lest it
wound you, for the slightest scratch is
death!”

While she, wondering, obeyed, he
hastily reconnoitered the situation.

He had felt positive the Horde, after
his escape from it by devious and terrible
ways, would track him down.

He had known the army of the hideous
little beast-folk, that for a year now had
been slowly gathering from north and
east for one final assault, would even-
tually find Settlement Cliffs and there
make still another attempt to crush him
and his.

But, knowing all this, knowing even
that the whole region beyond the river
now swarmed with these ghastly mon-
strosities, the actuality appalled him.

Now that the attack was really at
hand, he felt a strange and sudden sense
of helplessness.

And with a bitter curse he shook his
fist at the dark forest across the canyon,
where—even as he looked—he saw a
movement of crouching, furtive things;
he heard a dull thump-thump as of clubs
beating hollow logs.

“You devils!” he execrated. “Oh, for

T2

a ton of pulverite to drop among you!”

“Look, master, look! The bridge! The
bridge!”

He turned quickly as old Gesafam
pointed up-stream.

There, clearly outlined against the sky,
he saw a dozen—a score of little, crouch-
ing, loping creatures emerge from the
forest on the north bank, and at a
clumsy run defile along the swaying foot-
path high above the rapids.

CHAPTER XXVII
WAR!

AT SIGHT of the advance-guard of the

Horde now already loping, crouched
and ugly, over the narrow bridge to
Settlement Cliffs, Allan’s first impulse
was one of absolute despair.

He had expected an attack before
night, but at least he had hoped an
hour’s respite to recover a little of his
strength and to muster all the still valid
men of the folk for resistance. Now,
however, he saw even this was to be de-
nied him. For already the leaders of
the Horde scouts had passed the center
of the bridge.

Three or four minutes more and they
would be inside the palisade, upon the
cliff!

“God! If they once get in there we’re
gone!” cried Allan. “We’re cut off from
everything. Our animals will be slaugh-
tered. The boy will die! They can bom-
bard us with rocks from aloft. It means
annihilation!”

Already he was running up the path
toward the palisade. Not one second was
to be lost. There was no time even to
call a single man of the folk to reenforce
him. Single-handed and alone he must
meet the invaders’ first attack.

Panting, sweating, stumbling, he
scrambled up the steep terrace. And as
he ran his thoughts outdistanced him.

“Fool that I was to have left the
bridge!” choked he. “My first act when
I set foot on solid land should have been
to cut the ropes and drop the whole thing
into the rapids! I might have known this
would happen—fool that I was!”

The safety, the life, of the whole colo-
ny, including his wife and son, now sole-
ly depended on his reaching the southern
end of the bridge before the vanguard
of the Horde.

With a heart-racking burst of energy
he sprung to the defense, and as he ran
he drew his hunting-knife.

Reeling with exhaustion,spent, winded,
yet still in desperation struggling on-
ward, he won the top of the cliff, swung












ward. “It may ravage thousands of
square miles before rain puts an end to
it. It may devastate the whole country.
A change in the wind may even drive it
back on us, across the river, sweeping
all before it. This may mean ruin!”

He paused a moment, then said aloud:

“Ruin, perhaps. Yes; but the alter-
native was death! There was no other
way!”

Now none of the attackers remained
save a few feebly twitching, writhing
bodies caught on some protuberance of
rock. Here, there, one of these fell, and
like the rest was borne away down
stream.

Through the heated air already rever-
berated a strange roar as the forest-fire
leaped up the opposite hillside in one
clear lick of incandescence. This roar
hummed through the heavens and trem-
bled over the long reaches of the river.

The fire jumped a little valley and
took the second hill, burning as clear as
any furnace, with a swift onward, up-
ward slant as the wind fanned it for-
ward through a dry brush and among
the crowded palms.

Now and then, with a mufiled explo-
sion, a sap-filled palm burst. Here, or
yonder, some brighter flare showed
where the fire ran at one clear leap
right to the fronded top of a fern-tree.

Firebrands and dry-kye, caught up by
the swirl, spiraled through the thick air
and fell far in advance of the main fire-
army, each outpost colonizing into swift
destruction.

Already the nearer portion of the op-
posite cliff-edge was barren and smok-
ing, swept clean of life as a broom might
sweep an ant-hill. Turbillions of dense
smoke obscured the sky.

The air flew thick with brands, live
coals and flaring bits of bark, all whirl-
ing aloft on the breath of the fire-demon.
Showers of burning jewels were sown
broadcast by the resistless wind.

Stern, unspeakably saddened in spite
of victory by this wholesale destruction
of forest, fruit, and game, turned away
from the magnificent, the terrifying
spectacle.

He left his riflemen staring at it,
amazed and awed to silence by the splen-
dor of the flame-tempest, which they
watched through their eye-shields in
absolute astonishment.

Back to CIiff Villa he returned, his
step heavy and his heart like lead. In
a few brief hours, how great, how ter-
rible, how devastating the changes that
had come upon Settlement Cliffs!

Attack, destruction, pestilence, and
flame had all worked their will there;

and many a dream, a plan, a hope now
lay in ashes, even like those smoldering
cinder-piles across the river—those pyres
that marked the death-field of the hate-
ful, venomous, inhuman Horde!

Numb with exhaustion and emotions,
he staggered up the path, knocked, and
was admitted to his home by the old
nurse.

He heard the crying of his son, vigor-
ously protesting against some infant
grievance, and his tired heart yearned
with strong father-love.

“A hard world, boy!” thought he. “A
hard fight, all the way through. God
grant, before you come to take the bur-
den and the shock, I may have been
able to lighten both for you!”

The old womarn touched his arm.

“Oh, master! Is the fighting past?”

“It is past and done, Gesafam. That
enemy, at least, will never come again!
But tell me, what causes the boy to
cry?”

“He is hungered, master. And I—I do
not know the way to milk the strange
animal!”

Despite his exhaustion, pain, and dour
forebodings, Allan had to smile a second.

“That’s one thing you’ve got to learn,
old mother!” he exclaimed. “I'll milk
presently. But not just yet!”

For first of all he must see Beatrice
again. The boy must cry a bit, till he
had seen her!

To the bed he hastened, and beside it
fell on his knees. His eager eyes devoured
the girl’s face; his trembling hand sought

- her brow. -
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Then a glad cry broke from his lips.

Her face no longer burned with fever,
and her pulse was slower now. A profuse
and saving perspiration told him the
crisis had been passed.

“Thank God! Thank God!” he
breathed from his inmost soul. With his
arms he circled her. He drew her to his
breast.

And even in that hour of confusion
and distress he knew the greatest joy
of life was his.

CHAPTER XXIX

ALLAN’S NARRATIVE

HE week that followed was one of ter-
rible labor, vigil, responsibility for
Stern. Not yet recovered from his wounds
nor fully rested from his flight before the
Horde—now forever happily wiped out
—the man nevertheless plunged with un-
tiring energy into the stupendous tasks
before him.
He was at once the life, the brain, and



inspiration of the colony. Without him
all must have perished. In the hollow of
his hand he held them, every one; and
he alone it was who wrought some meas-
ure of reconstruction in the smitten set-
tlement.

Once Beatrice was out of danger, he
turned his attention to the others. He

administered his treatment and regimen

with a strong hand, and allowed no op-
position. Under his direction a little
cemetery grew in the palisade—a mourn-
ful sight for this early stage in the re-
construction of the world.

Here the folk, according to their own
custom, marked the graves with totem
emblems as down in the abyss, and at
night they wailed and chanted there
under the bright or misty moon; and by
day the number of graves increased till
more than twenty crowned the cliff.

The two anthropoids were not buried,
however, but were thrown into the river
from the place where they had been
shot down while rolling rocks over the
edge. They vanished in a tumbling, eddy-
ing swirl, misshapen and hideous to the
last.

With his accustomed energy he set
his men to work repairing the damage
as well as possible, rearranging the liv-
ing quarters, and bringing order out of
chaos. Beta was now able to sit up a
little. Allan decided she must have had
a touch of brain-fever.

But in his thankfulness at her re-
covery he took no great thought as to
the nature of the disease.

“Thank God, you'’re on the road to full
recovery now, dear!” he said to her on
the tenth day as they sat together in
the sun before the home cave. “A mighty
close call for you—and for the boy, too!
Without that good old goat what
mightn’t have happened? She’ll be a
privileged character for life in these
diggings.”

Beta laughed, and with a thin hand
stroked his hair as he bent over her.

He kissed her tenderly, and for a
while they said nothing. Then he asked:

“You're really feeling much better
today?”

“Awfully much! Why, I'm nearly well
again! In a day or two I'll be at work,
just as though nothing had happened.”

“No, no; you must rest a while. Just
SO you're better, that’s enough for me.”

Beatrice was really gaining fast. The
fever had at least left her with an in-
satiable appetite.

Allan decided she was now well enough
again to nurse the baby. So he and the
famous goat were mutually spared many
a bad quarter of an hour.

m

TALLYLNG up matters and things on

the evening of the ninth day, as they
sat once more on the terrace in front of
Cliff Villa, he inventories the situation
thus :

1 Twenty-six of the folk are dead.

2 H'vemba is disposed of—praise be!

* 3 Forty still survive—twenty-eight men,
nine women, three children. Of these forty,
thirty-three are sound.

4 The plane is lost.

5 The bridge is destroyed, and eight of
the caves are gone.

6 The entire forest area to northward, as
far as the eye can reach, is totally devas-
tated.

7 The Horde is wiped out.

“Some good items and some bad, you
see, in this trial balance,” he commented
as he checked up the items. “It means
a fresh start in some ways, and no end
of work. But, after all, the damage isn’t
fatal, as it might easily have been. We're
about a thousand times better off than
there was any hope for.” .

“You haven’t counted in your own
wounds, just healing, or the terrific time
you had with the Horde,” suggested Bea-
trice. “How in this world you ever got
through I don’t see.”

“I don’t, either. It was a miracle,
that’s all. From the place where I de-
scended for a little repair work, and
where they suddenly attacked us, to
the colony can’t be less than one hun-
dred and fifty miles. And such hills,
valleys, jungles! Perfectly unimaginable
difficulties, Beta! Now that I look back
on it myself, I don’t see how I ever got
here.”

“They killed both the men you had
with you?” ’

“Yes; but one of them not till the
second day. You see, the carburetor got
clogged and wouldn’t spray properly. I
realized I never could reach Settlement
Cliffs without overhauling it. So I
scouted for a likely place to land, far
from any sign of the cursed signal-fires.

“Well, we hadn’t been on the ground
fifteen minutes before I'm blest if one
of my men didn't hear the brushwood
crackling to eastward.

“ ‘O Kromno, master!” he said, clutch-
ing my arm, ‘there come creatures—
many creatures—through the forest!
Let us go!’

“I listened and heard it, too; and
somehow—subconsciously, I guess—I
knew an advance-guard of the Horde
was on us!

“It was night of course. My search-
light was still burning, throwing a pow-
erful white glare into the thicket about



a quarter mile away, beyond the sand-
barren where I had taken earth. I
turned it off, for I remembered how much
better the folk could see without arti-
ficial light in our night atmosphere.

“‘Tell me, do you see anything?’ I
whispered.

“The other fellow pointed.

‘“‘There, there!” he exclaimed. ‘Little
people! Many little people coming
through the trees!

“For a moment I was paralyzed. What
to do? There was no time now for a
getaway, even if the machine hadn’t
been out of order. My mind was in a
whirl, a rout, an utter-panic. I confess,
Beatrice, for once I was scared absolute-
ly blue—"

“No wonder!
being?”

“Because, you see, there was no way
out. Lord knew how many of the little
fiends were closing in on us; they might
be on all sides. The country was much
broken and absolutely new to me. I had
no defenses to fight from, and it was
night. Could anything have been worse?”

“Go on, dear! What next?”

“Well, the Horde was coming on fast,
and the darts beginning to patter in, so
I saw we couldn’t stay there. I had
some vague idea of stratagem, I remem-
ber—some notion of leading the devils
away on a long chase, outdistancing
them and then swinging around to the
machine again by daylight, and possibly
fixing it up in time to skip out for home.
But—"

“But it didn’t work out that way?”

“Hardly! I emptied my automatics
into the brown of the advancing peak,
and then retreated, flanked by my two
men. They were keen to fight, the Meru-
caans were—always ready for a mix—
but I knew too much about poisoned ar-
rows to let 'em. We stumbled off through
the woods at a good gait, crashing away
like elephants, while always, apelike,
creeping and hideous, the little hairy
beast-people stole and slithered among
the palms.”

Beatrice shuddered.

‘“Heavens!” she exclaimed. “I—I'd have
died of sheer fright!”

“I didn’t feel like dying of fright, but
I infernally near died of rage when in
about five minutes I saw a flicker of
flame through the jungle, and then a
brighter glare.”

Who could have helped

66THEY burned the plane?”

“I guess so. I never went back to
see. They probably burned the wings,
and tried to batter up the rest of it
with rocks. They wrecked it all right

enough, I guess. That was for the attack
we made on ’em from its safe elevation
at the bungalow. Well—"

“What then?”

“I can hardly remember. We trekked
south, as near as I could reckon it, or
south by east, with New Hope River as
our objective-point. Oh, what’s the use
trying to tell it all? You know the jungle
at night?”

“Wild beasts, you mean?”

“And snakes, Beta! Some sensation to
step on a copperhead and then leap off
just in time to miss the snap of the
fangs!”

“Oh, don’t, Allan! Don’t!”

“All right; I'll skip that part. Anyhow,
we hiked till daybreak, when my men
began to complain of severe pain in the
eyes. I had to stop and rig up some
shields for them, and smear their hands
and faces with mud to keep off the sun.
Well, we managed to eat a little fruit and
get a drink of water; but as for the rest,
there was none. For.inside an hour,
hanged if the darts didn’t begin drop-
ping again!”

“They’d come up with you?”

‘“Maybe. Or else it was another group
of ’em. No telling. The whole country
seemed to be a-swarm with the devils.
Anyhow, we had to mosey again. But—
well—one of the darts got home on my
best fighter. And—h-m!—he didn’t last
five minutes. He turned a kind of bluish-
green, too. And swelled a good bit. I'll
spare you the details, Beta. At any rate,
we had to leave him. So there were only
two of us now, and God knew where
home was, or how many thousand of the
hairy devils were lying in the ambush on
the way. So then—”

“What did you do?” she asked, shud-
dering.

“We hiked, and kept on hiking! All
day we beat and trampled the forest,
and toward night there was no more go
in us. So we decided to make a stand.
Pretty objects we were, too, torn and
bruised, mired from swamps clear to our
waists, and a mass of scratches and
bruises! Well, we hadn’t long to wait
when the attack was on again. ;

“I gave my one remaining man the
spare automatic, and showed him how to
handle it; and for about an hour we
stood off the devils. But they flanked us,
and all at once my man grunted and
pitched forward. I'm damned if they

- hadn’t driven a spear clean through his
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lungs!

“After that, good God! it was just a
man-hunt, endless and horrible, through -
trackless wilds, over hills and mountains, -
through valleys, across rivers, Heaven






than the dreaded Lanskaarn ye fought
in the abyss! But a little more and ye
had all died with battle and disaster.
Only my hand alone saved ye—all who
still live to breathe this upper air.

“Men! Ye beheld my doing with the
earthquake and the Horde! Ye beheld,
too, my answer to H’yemba, the evil
man, the rebel and traitor. Him ye saw
hurled, bleeding, from the parapet! That
was my answer to his insolence! And
if not he, then who can ever stand
against me?”

He paused, and swept them with his
glance, letting the lesson sink deep home.
Before him their eyes were lowered;
their heads bowed; and through them all
ran murmurs of fear and supplication.

“My folk! Rightly might I be angered
with you, and require sacrifice and still
more blood; but I am merciful. I shall
not punish; I shall only teach, and
guide, and help! For my heart is your
heart, and ye are precious in my eyes.

“But, hark ye now, and think, and
judge for yourselves! If any ever speak
again of rebellion, or of treason, and
seek to break the law, on his head shall
Je the blood of all. For surely woe shall
come again on us. In your own behalf I
warn you, and ye shall be the judges.
Now answer me, O my folk, what shall
be done unto any one who rebels?”

"“He shall die!” boomed the voice of
Zangamon. The loyal fighter, now lean
and gaunt with great labors, but still
powerful, raised his corded hand on high.
“Of a truth, that man shall die!”

“What death?” cried Stern.

“Even the death of H’yemba! Let him
be cast from the parapet to death in
the white rushing river far below!”

All echoed the cry: “Death to all trai-
tors, from the rocks!”

“So be it then,” Stern concluded. “Ye
have spoken, and it shall be written as
a law. From execution rock shall all
conspirators be cast. Now go!” )

He dismissed them. While they de-
parted and filed down the terraces to
their own homes, he stood there with
folded arms, watching them very gravely.
The last one vanished. He nodded.

“They’ll do now!” said he to himself.
‘“No more trouble from {hat source! An-
other milestone passed along the road of
self-control, self-government, and com-
munal spirit. Ah, but the road’s a long
one yet—a long and hard and stony road
to follow!”

Next day Stern began making his plans
for the recovery of the lost airplane.

“This is by far the most important
matter now before the colony,” he told
Beatrice, watching her nurse the boy as

they sat by the fire, while outside the
rain drummed over cliff and canyon, hill
and plain. “Our very life depends on
keeping a free means of communication
open with the mother-country of the
folk, so to call it, and with the city-
ruins that supply us with so many neces-
sary articles. No other form of trans-
portation will do. At all hazards we must
have an airplane—one at least, more
later, if possible.”

“Of course,” she answered; “but why
not make one here? Down there in your
workshop—"

“I haven’t the equipment, yet,” he
interrupted; “nor yet the necessary
metal, the wire, a hundred things. All
that will come in time when we get some
mines to work and start a few blast-
furnaces. But for the present, the best
and quickest thing to do will be to look
up the old machine again.”

¢PUT,” she objected, terrified at the

thought of losing him again; “but
I thought you said the Horde wrecked
it!”

“So they did; but beasts like that prob-
ably couldn’t destroy the vital mecha-
nism beyond possibility of repair. That
is, not unless they heaped a lot of wood
all over it, and heated it white-hot,
which I don’t think they had intelligence
enough to do. In any event, what's left
will serve me as a model for another
machine. I really think I'll have to have
a try for it.” -

“Oh, Allan! You aren’t going to ven-
ture out into the wilderness again?”

“Why not, dearest? You must remem-
ber the forest is all burned now; prob-
ably for hundreds of miles. And the
Horde, the one greatest peril that has
dogged us ever since those days in the
tower, has been swept out with the
besom of flame!”

“Which has surely also destroyed the
machine, even if they haven’t!” she ex-
claimed, using every possible argument
to discourage him.

“I hardly think so,” he judged. “You
see, I left it in a wide sand-barren. I
think, on the whole, it will pay me to
make the expedition. Of course I shan’t
take less than a dozen men to help me
bring it back—what’s left of it.”

“But Allan, can you find your way?”

“I've got to! That machine must posi-
tively be recovered! Otherwise we're
totally cut off from the abyss. Coloniz-
ing stops, and all kinds of hell may break
loose below ground before I can build an-
other machine entire. There are no rail-
roads running now to the brink,” he
added, smiling; “and no elevators to the
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basement of the world. “It’s the old
plane again or nothing!”

The girl exhausted all her arguments
and entreaties in vain. Once Allan’s
mind was definitely made up along the
line of duty, he went straight forward,
though the heavens fell.

Four days later the expedition set out.

Allan had made adequate preparations
in every way. He left a strong and well-
armed guard to protect Settlement Cliffs.
By careful thought and chart-drawing
he was able to approximate the probable
position of the machine. With him he
took fifteen men, headed by Zangamon,
who now insisted he was well enough to
go, and ably seconded by Frumuos. .

Each man carried an automatic, and
six had rifles. They bore an average of
one hundred cartridges apiece, and, in
knapsacks of goat-leather, dried rations
for a week. Each also carried fish hooks
and a stout fiber line.

The party counted on being able tc
supplement their supplies with trout,
bass, and pickerel from countless un-
touched streams. They might, too, come
into wooded country, if the fire had left
any to northward, and here they knew
game would be plentiful.

One thing seemed positive in that new
world; starvation could not threaten.

Cloudy and dull the morning was—
yet well-suited to the needs of the folk
—when the expedition left Settlement
Cliffs. The convoy, each man provided
with eye-guards and his hands and face
well painted with protecting pigment,
waited impatiently in the palisade, while
Allan said farewell to Beta and the little
chap.

For a long moment he strained them
both to his breast, then, the woman’s
kiss still hot upon his lips, ran quickly
up the path and joined his picked troop
of scouts.

“Forward, men!” cried he, taking the
lead with Zangamon. )

Some minutes later Beatrice saw them
defiling over the long, shaking bridge.

Through her tears she watched them,
waving her hand to Allan—even making
the baby shake its little hand as well—
and throwing kisses to him, whe re-
turned them gaily.

On the far bank the party halted a
minute to shout a few last words to the
assembled colonists that lined the para-
pet of the terrace.

Then they turned, and, striking north-
west, plunged boldly into the burned and
blackened waste.

Long after the marching column had
disappeared over the crest of the second
hill Beatrice still watched. Up on the

cliff-top, with the powerful telescope at
her eye, she followed the faint, drifting
line of dust and ash that marked the
line of march.

Only when this, too, had disappeared,
merged in the somber gray of the hori-
zon, did she sadly and very slowly de-
scend the path once more, back to the
loneliness of a home where now no hus-
band’s presence greeted her.

Though she tried to smile—tried to
believe all would be well, yet old Gesa-
fam, glancing up from her labors at the
cooking-hearth, saw tears were shining
in her beautiful gray eyes.

Barbarian though the ancient beldame
was, she knew, she understood that after
all, now as for all time, in every venture
and in every task, the woman’'s portion
was the harder one.

CHAPTER XXXI
A STRANGE APPARITION

AT a good round pace, where open

country permitted, the party made
way, striking boldly across country in
the probable direction of the lost air-
plane.

Some marched in silence, thought-
fully; others sang, as though setting out
upon the Great Sunken Sea in fishing-
boats. But one common purpose and
ambition thrilled them all.

A man less boldly resourceful than
Allan Stern must have thought long,
and long hesitated, before thus plunging
into desolated and unknown territory.

For, to speak truth, the finding of the
needle in the haystack would have been
as easy as any hope of ever locating the
machine in all those thousands of square
miles of devastation.

But Stern felt no fear. The great need
of the colony made the expedition im-
perative; his supreme self-trust ren-
dered it possible.

From the very beginning of things,
back there in the tower overlooking
Madison Forest, he had never even ad-
mitted the possibility of failure in any
undertaking. Defeat lay wholly outside
his scheme of things. That it could ever
be his portion simply never occurred
to him.

As they progressed he carefully re-
viewed everything in his mind. Plans
and equipment seemed perfectly ade-
quate. In addition to the impedimenta
already mentioned, a few necessary tools,
a supply of cordage for transporting the
machine, and three bottles of brandy for
emergencies had been judiciously added
to the men’s burdens.
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Toward mid-afternoon he sorted out
the tools, and kept only an essential
minimum. Now that they had seen no
possible need for ammunition, he de-
cided to leave half of that also.

The tools ‘and ammunition he care-
fully cached under a rock-cairn and set
a tall, burned pole up over it, with a
cross-piece lashed near the top. The
position of this cairn he minutely noted
on his map. Some day he would return
and get the valuables again.

Nothing could be spared from the pro-
vision packets, but these were much
lighter, anyhow. This helped a little.
But Allan could see that the strength
of his men, and his own force as well,
was diminishing faster than the burden.

So, with a heavy heart, now half in-
clined to abandon the task and turn
back, he surveyed the horizon for the
last time that night in vain search for
the landmark mountain of his hopes.

Morning dawned again, pitilessly hot
and sun-parched. By five o’clock the
party was under way, to make at least
a' few miles before the greatest heat
should set in.

Allan realized that this might be the
crucial day. Either by nightfall he must
sight the mountain or he must turn
back. And with fever-burning eager-
ness he urged his limping men to greater
speed, chafed at every delay, constantly
examined the horizon, .and with con-
suming wrath cursed the Horde which
in its venomous hate had brought this
anguish and disaster on his people.

Just a little past eight o’clock a cry
suddenly burst from Zangamon, who had
left the line during a pause to look for
water in a near-by hollow.

Stern heard the man’s hoarse voice
unmistakably resonant with terror. He
ran to him.

“What is it, Zangamon?” he cried
thickly, for his tongue was parched and
swollen. “What have you found? Quick,
tell me!”

“See, O Kromno! Behold!” exclaimed
the man, pointing.

Stern looked—saw a human body,
charred and distorted, face downward
on the blackened earth. Up through the
back something hard projected—some-
thing hard and sharp.

He stooped, wide-eyed, staring at the
thing.

“A spear-head, so help me!”

Then he realized the truth. They had
found one of his slaughtered companions
of the terrible flight from the Horde!

Stern recoiled. Shocked though he
was, yet a certain joy possessed him. For
now he knew he could not be far from
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the path of success. The wrecked ma-
chine, he knew, could nct lie more than
one or two days’ march ahead. If the
party could only last that long—

The others came hobbling. When they,
too, saw the mournful object and knew
and understood, a deep silence fell upon
them. In a circle they surrounded the
corpse of their murdered comrade, and
for a while they looked on it with woe.

LLAN realized that he must not let

inaction, thought, and fear prey on
them, so he commanded immediate
burial of the body.

They therefore dug a shallow grave
in the baked soil, and, taking good care
not to touch the poisoned spear-head,
carefully laid their companion to rest.
Over the filled-in grave they heaped
rocks.

“Does anybody know his name?” asked
Allan.

“He was called Relzang,” answered
Frumuos. “I knew him well—a metal-.
worker, of the best.”

“That’s so—now I remember,” assented
Stern. “What was his totem?”

“A circle, with a bird’s head within.”

“Let it be placed here, then.”

Their best stone-cutter roughly hewed
the mark in a great boulder, which was
set on top of the pile. Then, nothing more
remeaining to do, the expedition once
more pushed forward.

But Allan could sense that now even its
diminished strength had greatly lessened.
Discouragement and forebodings of cer-
tain death were working among the men.

He knew he could not hold them more
than a few hours longer at the outside.

During the noonday halt and rest,
under a low cliff, he made a charweg,
saying:

“O my people, barring the matter of
the patriarch’s death I have always
spoken truth to you. Now I speak truth.
This shall be the last day. Ye have been
brave and strong, uncomplaining in great
trials, and obedient. I shall reward ye
greatly. But I am wise. I shall not drive
ye too far. The end is at hand.

“Either I see the cleft mountain by to-
morrow night or ye return. I shall push
no further forward than the march of
one da. and a half. After that I shall
either have the flying boat or we shall go
quickly to our safe home at Settlement
Cliffs.

“Be of good heart, therefore. The re-
turr shall be much easier and shorter.
We can follow the picture of the way that
I have made. Despair not. All shall be
well. I have spoken.”

They greeted his promise with murmurs



of approbation, but made no answer, for
body and soul were grievously tried.
When he gave the order to advance again,
however, they buckled into the toil with a
good heart. Their morale, he plainly saw,
had been markedly improved by his few
words.

And, now filled with hot, new hope,
once more he led the painful march, his
binoculars every few minutes swinging
round the far horizon in a vain attempt
to sight the longed-for height.

But other events were destined and
were written on the book of fate. For, as
they topped a high ridge about five o’clock
that afternoon—dragging themselves
along, parched and spent, rather than
marching—Allan made a halt for careful
observations from this vantage post.

The men sank down, eager to lie prone
even for a few minutes on the ash-cov-
ered soil, to hide their eyes and pant like
hard-run hunting dogs.

Allan himself felt hardly the strength
to remain upright; but he forced himself
to stand there, and with a tremendous
effort held the glass true as it slowly
scoured the skyline to north and west.

All at once he uttered a choking cry.
The glass shook in his wasted hands. His
eyes, staring, refused their office., and a
strange purple blur seemed to blot the
horizon from his sight.

With the binoculars he stared at a point
N. N. W., where he had thought to see the
incredible apparition; but now nothing
appeared.

“Hallucinations, so soon?” he muttered,
rubbing his eyes. “Come, come, buck up.
This won’t do at all!”

And again he searched the place with
his powerful lenses.

“My God, but I do see them—and
they're real—they’re moving, too!” he ex-
claimed. “No hallucinaticn, no mirage!
They’re there! But—but what—What can
this mean? Who can they be?”

Tiny and clear against the dazzling
background of the afternoon sky he had
perceived a long line of human figures
trekking to southeast over the distant
hill-top, almost directly toward the point
where his exhausted troupe now lay inert
and panting.

CHAPTER XXXII
THE MEFTING OF THE BANDS

CONVINCED though Stern now was of
the reality of the amazing sight he
had just witnessed through his binocu-
lars, yet for a long moment he remained
silent and staring, utterly at a loss for
any rational explanation.

Exhausted in body and confused in
mind, he could hit upon no answer to the
riddle.

Might these be some detached and be-
lated members of the Horde? No; for
their figures and their gait, as he now for
the third time studied them through the
glass, were unmistakably human.

But if not anthropoids, then what?
Enemies? Potential friends? Some new
and strange race, until now undiscov-
ered?

A score of possible explanations strug-
gled in his mind, only to be rejected. But
this was now no time for questions,
analysis, or thought. For, even as he
looked, the end of the line came to view,
t;:ien vanished down the blackened hill-
side.

Invisible, now that they no longer stood
silhouetted against the sky-line, the
c';ange company had disappeared as
tliough swallowed up b, the earth. Yet
Stern well knew that they were coming
almost directly down upon him and his
little party. Already there was pressing
need for swift decision. .

What should he do? Advance to meet
these strangers? Risk all on a mere
chance? Or turn, retreat, and hide? Or
ambush them, and kill?

He found himself, for the moment, un-
able to make up his mind. Yet, should
a pinch arise and the last contingency
become necessary, he felt a powerful ad-
vantage. He was positive his little band,
armed as they were, could easily wipe out
this column. But, after all, must he fight?

His questions all unsettled and his mind
confused from the terrible exhaustions
of the march, he waited. He surveyed
the neighborhood, with a view to possible
battle.

On his left rose a ridge that swung to

northward between the advancing
column and his own position. On his
right an arroyo or gully, choked with
fallen tree-trunks and burned forest
wreckage, descended in an easterly di-
rection toward a rather deep valley. In
this gully he saw v'as ample hiding-place
for his whole force.
+ “Men!” he addressed them; “it is
strange to tell, but there be others who
come against us there!” He pointed at
the far crest of the sawlike highlands,
where now he thought to see a hazy,
floating pall of dust.

“Until we know their purpose and their
temper we must have care. We must hide
ourselves and wait. Come, then, quick-
ly! And prepare your guns against the
need of battle!”

His words aroused and heartened his
exhausted men. The prospect even of war
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was welcome—anything in place of this
unending trek through the burned wil-
derness.

Zangamon cried: “Where be those that
come, O Kromno? And what manner of
men?”’

“Yonder,” indicated Stern. “I know not
who, save they be men. Wait but a little
and you shall know. Now to the ravine!”

All got up, and with more energy than
they had shown for some time, they
trailed to the gully. Here they were soon
entrenched, with weapons ready. Stern
now felt confident of the situation, how-
ever it might turn.

They waited. Some little talk trickled
up and down the line, but for the most
part the men kept quiet, watching eager-
ly.

Now already the dust of the advancing
column had grown unmistakably visible,
drifting down-wind in a thin haze that
ever advanced more and more to the
southeast, came nearer always, and rose
higher in their view.

“Be ready, men,” cautioned Stern. “In
a few minutes, now, the foremost will
pass over that blackened hilltop there,
ahead of us!”

Higher and thicker grew the dust. A
far, shrill cry sounded; and some minutes
later the breaking of wood became audi-
ble as the column cut through the charred
barrier.

STERN was half standing, half lying in

the arroyo, only his head projecting
* over a charcoal mass that once had been
a date-palm.

His weapon hung, well balanced, in his
hand. All along the edge of the gully
other pistol and rifle barrels were poked
through débris. Forgotten now were sore
and wounded feet, thirst, hunger,ophthal-
mia, discouragement—everything. This
new excitement had wiped all pain away.

Suddenly Allan started, and a little
nervous thrill ran down his spine. Over
the top of the hill they all were watching
a moving object which had suddenly be-
come visible—a head!

Another followed, and then a third, and
many more; and now the shoulders and
the bodies had begun to show; and now
the whole advance guard of the mysteri-
ous marching column was plainly to be
seen, not more than a quarter-mile away.

Allan jerked the binoculars to his eyes,
and for a long moment peered through
them.

His eyes widened. An expression of

blank amazement, supreme wonder, and’

vast incredulity overspread his face.
“What?” he exclaimed. “But—it’s im-
possible! I—if can’t be—"
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Again he looked, and this time was
forced to believe what seemed to him be-
yond all bounds of possibility.

“Our own people! The folk!” he cried
in a loud voice. And before his men could
sense it he was out of the ravine.

Hi, first thought was a relief expedition
from Settlement Cliffs; but how could
there be so many? The colony now con-
tained only twenty-five of the folk, all
told, and in this long line that still at a
good pace was defiling down the hillside
already more than fifty had come to view,
with more and ever more still topping the
rise.

Utterly at a loss though he was, incap-
able of seeing any clue to the tremendous
riddle, he still retained enough wit to hail
the column, 10w passing down the slope
s me three or four hundred yards to west-
ward.

“Ohe, Merucaan v’yolku!” he shouted
between hollowed palms. “Yomnu! Troin
iska ieri!”

Already his men hacd scrambled from
concealment, and were waving hands and
weapons, cloaks, burned brushwood, any-
thing they could lay hands on, to attract
attention. Their shouts : nd hails drowned
out the master’s.

But the meaning of the words mattered
little. For the column on the hillside,
understanding, had stopped short in their
tracks.

Then suddenly, with yells, it dissolved
into the confusion of its component
pcorts; and at a run the people of the
abyss swarmed to the greeting of their
kinsmen and their own, the colonists.

Barbarians as the folk still were, they
met with a vociferous affection. A regular
tangi, or joy-wailing, followed, and many
prostrated themselves to Stern, with hails
of “Master! Long live our master, our
great chief!” in their own speech.

But Allan, dumbfounded by this in-"
credible happening, broke the ceremony
as short as possible. The sight of these
unexpected reenforcements dazed him.
He managed to keep some coherence of
thought, however, and flung rapid ques-
tions, to which he got scant answers.

Amazed, he stared at the newcomers,
now shouting with their relatives from
the colony in wild abandon. To his vast
astonishment he saw that tkey had con-
trived eye-shields similar to those of his
own p: rty, and that they likewise painted
their faces.

They had supplies as well—dried fish,
seaweed, crated waterfowl, and even fresh
game. Allan’s astonishment knew no
bounds. )

He laid a compelling hand on the shoul-
der of one, Rigvin, whom he remembered



as a mighty caster of the nets on the
great sunken sea.

“Oh, Rigvin!” he commanded. “Come
aside with me. I must have speech at
once!” ,

“I come, O Kromno. Speak, and I make
answer!”

“How come ye here without the flying
boat? How did ye escape from the abyss?
Whither went ye? Tell me all!”

“We waited, O Kromno, but you came
not. Did you forget your people in the
darkness?”

“No, Rigvin. There has been great dis-
tress in Settlement Cliffs. The flying boat
is lost. Even now we seek it. Enemies at-
tacked. We destroyed them, but had to
sweep the world with fire, as ye see. Many
things have happened to keep me from
my people. But how came ye here? How
have ye done this strange thing, always
deemed impossible?”

“Harken, master, that I may tell it in
few words! Later, when we reach the col-
ony whereof you have spoken, we can
make all things clear; but now is no time
for a great talking.”

“Go on quickly!”

“Yea, I speak. We waited for you many
days, O Kromno; but you came not again.
Days on days we waited, as you measure
time. Sleepings and wukings we waited
eagerly, but no sign of you was seen.
Then uneasiness and fear and sorrow fell
upon us all.”

- “What then?”

“We held a great charweg there at the
Place of Bones, near the Blazing Well, to
take thought what was best to do. For
you were our chief; and our very ancient
law commands that if any chief be in dis-
tress, or deemed lost, the folk must risk
all, even life, to seve and bring him once
more to his own.

“FOR many hours our wisest men spoke.
Some declared you had deserted us.
but them the folk cried down; and barely
they escaped the boiling vat. We agreed
some calamity had befallen. Then we
swore to go to rescue you!”

“Ye did?” exclaimed Stern, much
moved. “Gods, what devotion! But—how
did ye ever get out of the abyss? How
find your way so straight toward Settle-
ment Cliffs?”

“That is a strange story, and very long,
O Kromno! All our elders took thought of
what ye had told us so often, and they
made a picture of the way. We fashioned
protections for the eyes and skin, as ye
had said. .

“Then the wise men recalled all the
ancient traditions, which we had long
deemed myths. They looked, also, upon
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certain records graven in the rock beyond
the walls, past the place of burial. They
decided the way might still be open past
the great vortex and through the long
c'cft, whereby our distant fathers came.

“But they said it may mean death to
try to pass the vortex. They forced none
to go. Only such as woul " need try.”

“A volunteer expedition, eh?” thought
Allan. “And l-ok at the size of it, will
you? These people are without even the
slightest understanding of fear!”

“Thus it was arranged, master,” con-
tinued Rigvin. “Eight score and more of
us offered to go. All things were quickly
made ready, and much food was packed,
and many weapons. In fifteen long canoes
w2 started, after a great singing. Men
went in each canoe to bring back t'e
boats—"

“They didn’t even wait for you? But
if ye had been lost, and sought to return,
what then?”

“There was to be no return, maste:.
All swore either to find you or die!”

“Go on!” exclaimed Allan, deeply
moved.

“We sailed across th2 Sunken Sea, O
Kromno, and reached the islands of the
Lanskaarn. There we had to fight, and
thirty were killed. But we kept on, and in
two days, watching for the quiet time be-
tween the great tempests, entered the
vortex.”

“You all got through?” _

“No, master. There was not time. Many
were lost; but ctill we kept on. Then on
the fourth day we reached the great cleft,
even as our iraditions saia. And here we
camped, and sang again, and once more
swore to find you. Then the boats all re-
turned, and we pushed forward, upward,
through the cleft.”

“And then?”

Rigvin shook his head and sighed.

“O Kromno,” he answered, “the story
is too long! We be weary, and would
reach the placc whereof ye have told us.
Later there will be time for talk. But now
we cannot tell it all!”

“Ye speak truth, Rigvin!” he exclaimed.
“I, too, have many things to tell. It can-
not be this day. We will lead ye to the
colony. We, too, need rest. My men are
i. sore straits, as ye see!”

He gestured at the groups gathered
along the edge of the ravine. A great
noise of talking rose against the heated
air; and food and water, too, were being
given to the Settlement men by the new-
comers.

Stern knew the day was saved. Deep
gratitude upwelled in his heart.

“Nothing that I can ever do will repay
men like these!” he thought. Then, all at






thing, Allan. It was all foreseen and
nothing ever stopped you, just as the fu-
ture beyond this time is all foreseen by
you and must and shall be as you plan it!”

“Shall be, with your help!” he mur-
mured, and silence came again. Together
they watched the holiday crowd gradual-
ly congregating in the vast plaza where
once the palisade had been. Now the
old wooden stockade had long vanished.
Cleared land and farms extended far be-
yond even Newnort Heights, where the
plane had first come to earth at New
Hope.

Well-kept roads connected them all
with the settlement. And for some miles
southward the >rimeval forests had been
vanquished by the ever-extending hand
of this new, swiftly growing race.

“With my help and theirs!” she re-
joined presently. “Never forget, dear, how
wonderfully they've taken hold, how
they’ve labored, developed, and grown in
every way. You'd be surprised—really
you would—if you came in contact with
them: as I do ° . the schools to see the
marvelous way they learn—old and young
alike. It’s a miracle, that'’s all!”

“No, not exactly,” he explained. “It’s
atavism. These people of ours were really
civilized in essence, despite all the c¢ver-
lying ages of barbarism. Civilization was
latent in them, that’s all. Just as all " »
children born here under normal con-
ditions have reverted to pigmented skin
and hair and eyes, so even the grown-ups
have grown back to civilization. Two or
three years a: the outside have put back
the coloring matter in every newcomer’s
iris and epidermis. Just so—”

A sudden and quickly growing tumult
in the plaza and down the long, broad
street interrupted him. He saw a waving
of hands, a general craning of necks, a
drift toward the north side of the square,
the river side.

The shouts and cheers increased and
cries of “They come! They come!” rose
on the morning air.

“rlrea y?” exclaimed Allan in surprise.
“These new machines certainly do sur-
prise me with their speed and power. In
the old days the plane wouldn’t have been
here before noon from the abyss!”

OGETHER, Beatrice and he walked

round the wide piazza to the rear of
the bungalow. The home estate sloped
gently toward the cement and boulder
wall edging the cliff. In its broad garden
stood the stable, where half a dozen
horses—caught on the northern savannas
and carefully tamed—disputed their
master’s favor with the fine car he had
built up from half a dozen partly ruined
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machines in Atlanta and other cities.

Up the cliff still roared the thunder of
the rapids, today tamed by many turbines
and power-plants along the shore. But
louder than the river rose the tumult of
the rejoicing throng: “They come! They
come!”

“Where?” questioned Beta. “See them,
boy?”

“There! Look! How swift! My trained
men can outfly me now—more luck to
them!”

He pointed far to northwestward, over
the wide and rolling se~ of green, farm-
dotted, that had sprung up with mar-
velous fecundity in the wake of the great
fire.

Lookihg out now over the very same
country where, five years and a month
before, she had strained her tear-blinded
eyes for some sign of Allan’s return, Bea-
trice suddenly saw three high, swift
specks skimming up the heavens.

“Hurrah!” shouted Allan boyishly.
‘“Here they come—the last of my folk!”

He ran to the corner of the piazza and
on the tall stafi that dominated the can-
yon and the river-valley dipped the Stars
and Stripes three times in signal of wel-
come.

A messenger ran down the gravel drive-
way and saluted.

“O Kromno!” he began. “Master—"

“Master, no longer!” Allan interrupted.
“T'rother now, only!”

The lad stared, amazed.

“Well, what it is?” smiled Allan.

“The council of the elders prays you to
come to help greet the last-comers. And
after that the feast!”

“I come!” he answered. The lad bowed
and vanished.

“They aren’t going to let me out of it,
after all,” he sighed. “I'd so much rather
let them run their own festival today.
But no—they’ve got to ring me in, as
usual. You’'ll come, too, of course?”

She nodded, and a moment later they
were walking over the fine lawn toward
the plaza.

On the far side, in a wide, open stretch
that served the children sometimes as a
playground, stood the great hangars of
the community’s air-fleet. Beyond them
rose workshops. their machinery driven
by electric power from the turbines at
the rapids.

Even as Allan and Beatrice passed
through the cheering crowd, now drifted
toward the hangars, a sound of music
wafted down-wind—a little harsh at
times, but still with promise of far better
things to be.

Many flags fluttered in the air, and
even the rollicking children on the lawns .



paused to wonder as swift shadows cut
across the park.

On high was heard the droning hum of
the propellers. It ceased, and in wide,
sure, evenly balanced spirals the great
planes one by one slid down and took the
earth as easily as a gull sinks to rest upon
the bosom of a quiet sea.

The crowd parted to let him through
with Beatrice. Two minutes later he was
clasping the hands of the last folk ever
to be brought from the strange, buried
village under the cliff beside the sunless
sea.

He summoned Zangamon and Frumuos,
together with Sivad and three aviators.

“Well done!” said he; and that was all
—all, yet enough. Then, while the people
cheered again and, crowding round,
greeted their kinsfolk, he gave orders for
the housing and the care of the travel-
wearied newcomers.

Through the summer air drifted slow
smoke. Off on the edge of the grove that
flanked the plaza to southward the
crackling of new-built fires was heard.

Allan turned to Beta with a smile.

“Getting ready for the barbecue al-
ready!” he said. “With that and the
games and all they ought to have enough
to keep them busy for one day. Don’t you
think they’ll have to let us go for a
while? There are still a few finishing
touches to put to the new laws I'm going
to hand the council this afternoon for
the folk to hear. Yes, by all means,
they’ll have to let us go.”

Together they walked back to their
bungalow amid its gardens of palm-
growths, ferns, and flowers. Here they
stopped a moment to chat with some
good friend, there to watch the children
and—parentlike—make sure young Allan
was safe and only normally grass-stained.

They gained their broad piazza at
length, turned, and for a while watched
the busy, happy scene in the shaded
street, the plaza, and the playground.

Then Beta sat down by the cradle—
still in that same low chair Allan had
built for her five years ago, a chair she
steadily refused to barter for a finer one.

He drew up another beside her. From
his pocket he drew a paper—the new
laws—and for.a minute studied it with
bent brows.

The soft wind stirred the woman’s hair
as she sat there half dreaming, her blue-
gray eyes, a little moist, seeing far more
than just what lay before them. On his
head a shaft of sunlight fell, and had you
looked you might have seen the crisp,
black hair none too sparingly lined with
gray.

But his gaze was strong and level a:.d

his smile the same as in bygone years as
with his left hand he pressed hers and,
with a look eloquent of many things,
said:
“Now,

sweetheart,
9\
ready—

if you're quite

CHAPTER XXXIV
HISTORY AND ROSES

ALLAN sat writing ii. his library. Ten

years had now slipped past since the
last of the folk had been brought to the
surface and the ancient settlement in the
bowels of the earth forever abandoned.
Heavily sprinkled with gray, the man'’s
hair showed the stress of time and labors
inzredible.

Lines marked his face with the record
of their character-building even as his
rapid pen traced on white paper the all
but completing history of the new world
w iereat he had been laboring so long.

Through the open window, where the
midsummer breeze swayed the silken cur-
tains, dri‘ted a hum from the long file
o- bee-hives i1 the garden. Farther away
sounded the comfortable gossip of hens
as they breasted their soft feathers into
the dust-baths behind the stables. A dog
barked.

Came voices from without. Along the
street growled a motor. Laughter of the
children echoed from the playground.
Allan ceased writing a moment with a
smile and gazed about him as though
waking from a dream.

“Can this be true?” he murmured.
“After having worked over thé records
of the earlier time they still seem the
reality and this the dream!”

On the garden-path sounded footfalls.
Then the voice of Beatrice calling:

“Come out, boy! See my roses—just
opened this morning!”

He got up and went to the window.
She—matronly now and of ampler bosom,
yet still very beautiful to look upon—was
standing there by the rose-tree, scissors
in hand. ’

Allan junior, now a rugged, hardy-look-
ing chap of nearly sixteen—tall, well
built, and with his father’s peculiar alert-
ness, of bearing—was bending down a
high branch for his mother.

Beyond, on the lawn, the ten-year-old
daughter, Lucia, had young Harold in
charge, swinging him high in a stout
hammock under the apple-trees.

“Can’t you come out a minute, dear?”
asked Beatrice imploringly. “Let your
work go for once! Surely these new roses
are worth more than a hundred pages of
dry statistics that nobody’ll ever read!”
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He laughed merrily, threw her a kiss,
and answered:

“Still a girl, I see! Ah, well, don’t tempt
me, Beta. It's hard enough to work on
such a day, anyhow, without your trying
to entice me ut!”

“Won’t you come, Allan?”

“Just give me half an hour more and
I'll call it off for today!”

“All right, but make it a short half-
hour, boy!”

He returned to his desk. The library,
like the whole house now, was fully and
beautifully 1urnished. The spoils of
twenty cities had contributed to the
adornment of “The Nest,” as they had
christened their home.

In time Allan planned even to briag
art-works from Europe to grace it still
furthier. As yet he had not attempted to
cross the Atlantic, but in his seaport
near the ruins of Mobile 2 powerful one
hundred and fifty-foot motor-yacht was
building.

In less than six months he counted on
making the first voyage of discovery to
the Old World.

Contentedly he glanced around the
familiar room. Upon the mantel over
the capacious fireplace stood rare and
beautiful bronzes. Priceless rugs adorned
the polished floor.

The broad windows admitted floods of
sunlight that fell across the great jars of
flowers Beta always kept there for him
and lighted up the heavy tiers of books
in their mahogany cases. Books every-
where—under the window-seats, up the
walls, even lining a deep alcove in the
far corner. Books, hundreds upon hun-
dreds, precious and cherished above all
else.

“Who ever would have thought after
all,” he murmured, “that we’d find books
intact as we did? A miracle—nothing
less! With our printing-plant already at
work under the cliff, all the art, science,
and literature of the ages—all that’s
worth prcserving—can still be kept for
mankind. But if I hadn’t happened to
find the Harvard Library, with the books
all cased up for transportation to the new
building, the work of preservation would
have been forever impossible!”

He turned back to his history, and be-
- fore writing again idly thumbed over a
few pages of his voluminous manuscript.
He read:

“March 1, A.D. 3000. The astronomical
observatory on Round To:* Hill, one mile
south of Newport Heights, was finished
today and the last of the apparatus from
Cambridge, Lick, and other ruins was
installed. I find my data for reckoning
time are unreliable, and have therefore

assumed this date arbitrarily and read-
justed the calendar accordingly.

“Our Daily Messenger, circulating
through the entire community and edu-
cating the people both in English and in
scientific thought, will soon popularize
the new date.

“Just as I have substituted the metric
system for the old-time chaotic hodge-
podge we once used, so I shall substitute
English for Merucaan defi~itely inside of
a few years. Already the younger genera-
tion hardly understands th2 native Meru-
caan speech. It will eventually become a
dead, historically interesting language,
like all other former tongues. The catas-
trophe has rendered possible, as nothing
else could have done, the realization of
universal speech, labor-unit exchange
values in place of money, and a political
and economir democracy unhampered by
ideas of selfish, personal gain.”

E TURNED a few pages, his face glow-
iag with enthusiasm.

“April 15—The first ten-yearly census
was completed today. Even with the aid
ol Frumuos and Zangamon, I have been
at work on this nearly a fortnight, for
now our outlying farms, villages, and set-
tlements have pushed away fifteen or
twenty miles from the original focus at
the Cliffs; or ‘Cliffton,’ as the capitol is
becoming generally known.

“Population, 5,072, indicating a high
birth-rate and an exceptionally low mor-
tality. Our one greatest need is large
families. With the whole world to recon-
quer, we must have men.

“Area now under cultivation, under
grazing and under forests being actively
exploited, 42,076 acres. Domestic animals,
23,011. Horses are already being replaced
by motors, except for pleasure-riding.
Power-plants and manufacturing estab-
lishments, 32. Aerial fleet, 17 of the large
biplanes, 8 of the swifter monoplanes for
scout work. One shipyard at Mobile.

“Total roads, macadamized and other,
832 miles. Air-motors and sun-motors in
use or under construction, 41; mines be-
ing worked, 13; schools, 27, including the
technical school at Intervale, under my
personal instruction. Military force, zero
—praise be! Likewise jails, saloons, pen-
itentiaries, gallows, hospitals, vagrants,
clergymen, prostitutes, politicians, dis-
eases, beggars, charities—all zero, now
and forever!” )

Allan turned to the unfinished end of
the manuscript, poised his pen a moment,
and then began writing once more where
he had left off when called by Beatrice:

“The great monument in memory of
the patriarch, first of all our people to
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still lingered. Its mate called from a syca-
more beyond the hedge, and with an
answering note it rose and winged away;
it vanished from the sight.

Allan and Beatrice, watching it from’

the arbor, smiled; and through the smile
it seemed there might he still a trace of
deeper thought.

‘“How quickly it obeyed the call of love!”
said Allan musingly. “When that comes
what matters else?”

“Yes,” she answered presently. “That
call is still supreme. Our Lucia—"

She paused, but her eyes sought the
half-glimpsed outlines of another cottage
there beyond the hedge.

“We never realized, did we?” said Allan,
voicing her tho ight. “It came so suddenly.
But we haven't lost her, after all. And
there are still the others, too. And when
grandchildren come—"

“That means a kind of youth all over
again, doesn’t it? Well—"

Her hand stole into his, and for a while
they sat in silence, thinking the thoights
that “do some time lie too deep for tears.”

The flaming red in the west had faded
now to orange and dull amber. Higher
in the sky yellows and greens gave place
to blue as deep as that in the Aegean
grottoes. The zenith, a dark purple, ke-
gan to show a silver winkle here and
there of stars.

A whirring, roaring sound grew audible
to eastward. It strengthened quickly. And
all at once, far above *he river, a long,
swift train, its windows already lighted,
sped with a smooth, rapid flight.

Allan watched the monorail vanish be-
yond the great north tower of the cable
bridge, sink through the trees, and finally
fade into the gathering gloom.

“The Great Lakes Express,” he .aid.
“Faster than any train that ran before
the catacylsm! Yes—something has been
accomplished e.en now. The greater time
- still to be—we can’t hope to see it.

“But we can catch a glimpse of what
it shall be, here and there. We must be
content to have built foundations. On
them those who shall come in the future
shall raise a fairer and a mightier world
than any we have ever dreamed.”

Again he relapsed into silence; but his
arm drew round Beatrice, and together
they sat watching the age-old ever-new
drama of the birth of night.

Half heard, mingled with the eternal
turmoil of the rapids, rose the far purr-
ing of the giant dynamos in the power-
houses below the cliff. Here, there, lights
began to gleam in the city; and on the
rolling farmlands to northward, too, little
winking eyes of light opened one by one,
each one a home.

Suddenly the man spoke again.

“More than a hundred thousand of us
al ‘eady!” he exulted. “Over a tenth of a
million—and every year the growth is
faster, ever faster, in swift progressions.
A hundred thousand English-speaking
people, Feta; a civilization already, even
ir. a material sense, superior to the old
one that was swept away; in a spiritual,
moral sense, how vastly far ahead!

“A hundred thousand! Some time, be-
fore long, it will be a million; then two,
five, twenty, a hundred, with no racial
discords, no mutual antipathies, no bar-

‘rier, of name or blood; but for the first

time a universal race, all sound and pure,
starting right, striving toward a goal
which even we cannot foresee!

“Not only shall this land be filled, but
Europe, Asia, Africa, and all the islands
of the Seven Seas shall know the hand of
man again, and own his sovereignty, from
pole to pole!”

His clasp about Beatrice tightened; she
felt his heart beat strong with deep emo-
tion as he spoke again:.

“Already the cities are beginning to
arise from their ashes of a thousand ob-
livious years. Already a score of thriving
colonies have scattered from the capitol,
yet all bound to it with monorail cables,
with electric wires, and with the ether-
born= magic of the wireless.

13 ALREADY our boy, our son—can you

imagine him really a man of thirty,
darling?—elected president on our last
council day, guides a free people—a
people self-reliant and strong, energetic,
capable, dominant.

“Already the inconceivable fertility of
the earth is yielding its bounties a hun-
dredfold; and trade-routes circle the ends
of the great abyss; and all the vast terri-
tory once the United States has begun
t open again before the magic touch of
man!

“Of man—now free at last! No more
slavery! No more the lash of hunger driv-
ing men to their task. No more greed
and grasping; no lust of gold, no bitter
cry of crushed and hopeless serfdom! No
buying and selling for the lure of profit;
no speculating in the people’s means of
life; no squeezing of their blood for
wealth! But free, strong labor, gladly

" done. The making of useful and beautiful

things, Beatrice, and their exchange for
human need and service—this, and the
old dream of joy in righteous toil, this
is the blessing of our vrorld today!”

He paused. . little, swift-moving light
upon the far horizon drew his eye. It
seemed a star, traveling among its sister
stars that now already had begun to
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THE LOST GARDEN

By MAX BRAND

The beautiful story of a phantom love

ENRY ARSIGNY, a young
H American, rich, with the world
at his feet, gave up that world
and surrenderéd his life to the care
of a garden in a little, obscure village
not far from Bordeaux. To those who
knew him, it emed a sad miracle at
first, and the buzz and whisper about
it went far and wide, but when he grew
old and died at length he was forgotten,
I think, by all except the villagers. Even
to them he was hardly more than a dim
legend. This is the truth which lay
behind the miracle.

Consider the garden first. It lay
partially enclosed by the old chateau,
which was built with the wings circling
back as if it had been originally planned
that the structure should completely sur-
round the court. The scheme proved too
extensive, for the dream of the archi-
tect was scarcely more than a third real-
ized and a stone wall finished the circle
about the garden.

Both building and wall were of a
most tottering antiquity. The edges of
the stones were slightly rounded by
much weathering, so that the climbing
vines found a foothold in the crevices
and twisted leisurely over the stones, a
green veil in spring and summer and a
black network in winter. A few slender
tentacles of green extended even across
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the gate, proving how seldom it was
opened, and never in haste.

It seemed that surely every one who
made out through the bars of the gate
and the mist of leaves the garden within
must try to vault the barrier or else
break it down; but though I have seen
many people stop and peer wistfully
inside, I have never known one who
tried either by request or force to enter.

Perhaps they were a little chilled by
the strangeness of the garden, though
it is true that none could define that
strangeness. In blossom-time the gar-
den was wonderfully bright, a whirl-
pool of color that circled about™ the
central fountain and washed against the
ancient walls, Vet even in that glad
season it was a melancholy sight. T can-
not explain any more than I can make
it clear why flowers sometimes suggest
a thought of burial.

Perhaps people could not forget the
background of that garden, the time-
crumbled walls of the chateau, looming
with the sad, solemn wisdom of cen-
turies above the flowers, until they seem
things of a moment only, which might
vanish away like a brilliant vapor. Yet
none knew the evanescent beauty of the
garden unless they stood there on a
moonlight night when the colors grew
pallid and whispers passed from the
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lilies by the fountain to the mignonette
on the wall. It was like standing before
the ghost of a garden that died many
years ago, just as the name and fame of
the builder of the chateau have died;
just as the love of life died in Henry
Arsigny.

After all, the ancient gray walls and
the melancholy beauty of the garden
were only the setting for Henry Ar-
signy. He was tall, erect, very slender,
with a mist of white hair and eyes
amazingly bright, and black and young.
Even to the end, his mind remained
clear and keen, and in spite of his age
I used to be sure that he could come
back to the world and make a name for
himself and a place, if he had cared
to try.

But I knew that he would never leave
that garden, nor the boundary of the
time-rusted walls. Across the gate the
climbing vine each season ran another
shoot, and every year the soul of Henry
Arsigny was locked a little more surely
in that narrow space.

As for the village, after the first few
years it accepted Arsigny as one of those
mysteries which one must not attempt
to explain too closely. By his own people
in New Orleans he had long been num-
bered among the living dead. No one
but myself, I am sure, can tell the story
of how the rich young American came
to shut himself up in a French chateau
and spend the rest of his life tending
a garden.

I will repeat that story exactly as he
told it to me. When you have heard it
you will say that time and brooding
had filled the old man’s mind with
fancies. Perhaps so; but certainly his
voice was clear and his eye level as he
told it to me.

OUR intimacy had grown slowly dur-

ing my stay at the village, and
finally Arsigny began to invite me to
dine with him at the chateau, and after-
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ward we would sit through the long
twilight while he told me his troubles
with the flowers. He talked of them
seriously, you see, as one might speak
of refractory children. Often he led
me around and pointed out through the
evening gloom the places where he had
attacked the weeds during the day, en-
larging upon the vicious qualities of
each species.

Sometimes he grew warm with in-
dignation, yet I could not feel that he
was falling into his dotage. There was
too much reason in him, too much re-
straint, too much pleasant courtesy, and
I came to look forward eagerly to our
evenings together. It was on one of
these nights that I at last heard the
story of the-lost garden.

\When I came into the chateau that
evening the servant was strangely un-
willing to admit me. Even when I in-
sisted that I could not have made a
mistake—that this was certainly the
date which his master had set for our
meeting—the fellow shook his head and
muttered.

“It is strange,” he said over and over
again, “for this is the one night that
monsienr must be always alone.”

I tipped him so liberally that he sighed
and glanced behind him.

“If monsiecur will enter,” he com-
promised at length, “I will inquire. But
I am sure that there is some mistake.”

While he was gone I looked out
through a casement at the gardenlike
smoothness of the countryside with the
moon over it. All awe of the old world
was in it. The silence of centuries lay
on those lines of hedge and round-
topped trees, and far away, an exquisite
touch of the medieval, I made out the
spires of St. Martin’s etched in thin
touches of silver by the moonlight, like
dew upon spider-threads.

The servant returned with one of his
fellows and together they began to as-
sure me that it was useless, it was pain-
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ful, for me to insist on speaking with
M. Arsigny, upon that night of all
nights. I grew impatient at last and was
about to brush them aside and go in
search of the master of the house, for
I began to scent a mystery. They clung
to my arms as I stepped forward.

“If you will permit,” said one, “and
promise to go thereafter, I will give
monsieur a glimpse of the master.”

He spoke it as I might say to a child:
“If you aren’t quiet I'll show you a
ghost.” Then he led me into a wing of
the chateau which, so far as I knew,
Arsigny had hitherto constantly kept
sealed. On tiptoe we advanced to a tall
oaken door which stood slightly ajar.

Through the aperture came a fluc-
tuating yellow light, like that thrown
by a wood-fire. With a gesture implor-
ing caution, one of my guides indicated
that I might look inside.

It was the dining-hall, high and
gloomy of ceiling, and wildly illumined
by half a dozen huge torches, placed in
niches along the wall. Their flames,
shaken by the draft, wavered, and
splashed light across polished steel ar-
~mor which hung along the wall—tri-
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angular shields such as knights once

hung from their necks, cuirasses, hau-
berks of chain mail, glittering as though
they were shirts of diamonds. Here
was a ponderous halberd, and there
one of those hammers used to break
up coats of mail, and beside it a mighty
two-handed sword which a foot-soldier
might have swayed against a mounted
cavalier.

With weapons like that one the Swiss
peasants beat down the chivalry of Aus-
tria and Burgundy. These things I half
saw and half guessed in that first glance.
Afterward I had eyes for the master
of the house alone.

- He sat with his back toward me at
the table. On his white hair was a
crimson cap; over his shoulders swept
a mantle of rich blue velvet. From the

back of his chair hung a belted sword,
and as he moved in his chair I saw that
he was girt with a long dagger.

I caught my breath and turned upon
the servants for an explanation, but
their faces were grave, and they stared
past me at the picture. So I looked
again.

On either side of Arsigny’s plate
stood a tall candle, and there were two
other pairs set in a similar manner be-
side plates of silver.. What mighty plates
they were; what noble goblets of silver
chased with gold stood ready at hand,
and, above all, what goodly garniture of
food was on that table!

An entire roasted boar—kingly dish
—was the central feature. Besides,
there were pheasants roasted with their
feathers on. and even a gorgeous pea-
cock with tail spread. There was a
chicken steamed in a bottle and dainties
and delicacies of all sorts grouped fur-
ther down the board to the place where
a mighty pasty rose, a brown master-
piece of the baker’s art. In the midst
of my joy at beholding such a feast the
truth gradually dawned on me that of
the three people for whom that banquet
was spread two would never touch the
meat nor taste the pleasant wine.

Behind each chair stood a servant
dressed in an antique short coat, long,
silken hose, and pointed shoes. Noise-
lessly, solemnly, they served Henry
Arsigny and his two fantom guests.

The portions they placed upon the
master’s plate he merely tasted, and at
his gesture they removed the dish and
brought another. This again was served
to all three. and yet once more the un-
touched food was carried away. The
servitors exchanged no glances of mock-
ery behind the master’s back. Very
seriously they carved the food and
poured the fine wine for the living and
the dead.

I turned once more to the servants
behind me. They saw me not, they heard
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ing the place where I would plant my
bullet when James Baron broke in: ‘I
hope to see you alone, Mr. Arsigny.’

“‘Sir,” I said, ‘there is nothing on
earth that I desire more. Marie, do
you mind? May we be alone for a
moment ?’

“I had been blinded with anger the
moment before, but now I saw that she
was like one walking in her sleep. There
was no understanding in her eyes. She
turned and left the room without a
word.

“You could never know what a pang
of pity and fear and sorrow that sent
through me. I was sick at heart when
I presented my card to James Baron.
He slipped it into his pocket.

“‘And yours? T asked.

“He shook his head and smiled at
me with a certain grim tolerance that
made me writhe.

“‘No,” he said, ‘the temptation is
great—God, how great!—but in my
part of the country we don’t do things
in this way.’

“T was cut to the quick. The wounds
of the Civil War were still fresh in the
South, and the comparison spurred me
on.

“‘No,” I answered, ‘there are many
things which you of the North do not
understand—many little things which
a Southern gentleman, sir, considers
part of the code of honor.’

“He had been pale the moment be-
fore, you understand. He grew whiter
still at that, and a scar stood out on his
temple, a jagged, ugly thing. There
was that intolerable brightness in his
eyes, and I understood for the first time
the meaning of a Berserker rage.

“T was afraid, sir, and I admit it
without shame. I was afraid, but T was
so tortured by the thought of Marie as
she had run laughing through the
shower of roses and again by contrast
as she had looked when she left the
alcove, that I cried out: ‘You shall meet

me, sir, or I will publish you through
the streets of New Orleans.’

“His steady, deep voice replied:
‘What would you publish? Arsigny, I
know what you fear as well as if I could
read vour mind. Youare wrong. As we
stood here I told her that I loved her,
and for a reply she merely stared at me,
too terrified to understand.

““You have nothing further to fear
from me. In the first moment I was
swept from my reason. I had to speak
to her. Now I shall go away to the
ends of the earth; you will never see
me after this night. Are you satisfied ?’

“Who would have been satisfied with
that? I muttered through set teeth:
‘How long has she known you and
hidden you from me?’

“He said: ‘I have never seen her be-
fore.

I laughed in his face.

“‘Mr. Baron,” I answered, ‘I saw
your eyes when you were watching her
as she stood on the staircase.’

“He made a little gesture of despair,
resignation.

“*Then I will tell you everything,’
he said, ‘because it is for her happiness.’

“I bowed. \When I straightened I saw
him measuring me as a duelist measures
his man. I knew that glance too well.”

Here Arsigny stopped for another
taste of wine, and in the little interim I
strove to conjure up the figure of James
Baron, tall, massive, blond, with the
unbearably bright eyes. But I could not
see him. It seemed impossible that this
Henry Arsigny could have ever quailed
before any man.

He spoke again: “I knew the glance,
and I was afraid, as I said before. Yet
it was the sort of fear which makes a
man fight to the last drop of his blood.
Then that great Viking said:

““What I am going to tell you has
to do with dreams of a garden and a
woman. The garden is a lost garden,
I fear. The woman I have seen tonight

102



for the first time.’

“I began to interrupt with some cyni-
cal comment, but he silenced me with a
short gesture of command.

LJE SAID: ‘Listen to me closely.
I may not keep you away from
the crowd for long, but I must set your
doubts of her at rest. Arsigny, when
I was a young fellow, younger by some
years than you are now, I dreamed one
night that I was living five hundred
years ago. I was walking down a nar-
row staircase with a heavy lantern of
that square, medieval sort which you
may have seen in pictures. My dress
was a long, white robe, loosely girt with
a belt, and I had on red, pointed shoes,
and I wore a short beard. A short beard,
mind you, but a longer one than this.’
“His chin, I should have told you,
was covered with a short-cropped yel-
low beard. Perhaps it was this which
gave him his air of distinction.

“‘I went down those stairs and
turned to the right out upon a balcony
which overlooked a garden,” went on
James Baron. ‘Ah, what a garden that
is, Arsigny, that place of dead beauty.
There is a fountain in the center of it,
and the moon has just cleared the garden
wall and turns the nodding top of the
fountain to silver spray. Down in the
gloomy shadow of the wall there are
flowers of every exquisite variety. Ex-
cept the glimmer of the lilies by the
guntain and the little mignonette on
the,wall, I cannot see them, but their
fragrance rises through the dark.

“‘I stand on the balcony looking
down the winding stairs which lead into
the heart of my lost garden, and wait-
ing, for I know that someone else is
coming to the tryst. I raise my lantern
and look across the space of the enclosed
court to an opposite balcony with steps
winding down just as they do from
mine—' "’

I cried out, bewildered: “Why, Ar-

signy, he was describing your own gar-
den here just as I've seen it ofttimes by
the moonlight.” _

“Hush,” said Arsigny, “for God's
sake, hush.”

And he went on with Baron’s tale:
“‘And as I stand there waiting, with
the lantern high above my head, the
door of the other balcony opens and a
white figure steps out and the moon
strikes across her face. She is lovely;
how very beautiful she is! For her face
is that of Marie—Marie Vivrain.

‘* ‘She stretches her arm to me and
cries: “Amor vincit!”—love conquers—
and we turn to run down those winding
steps to our lost garden below. But just
as we turn to descend, the dream goes
out, and our tryst in the garden is never
fulfilled.’

“Herc Baron stopped, but he went
on bravely again, though in a lower
voice: ‘For you see, I have had this
same dream many times, Arsigny. I
have had it many times, and always it
is the same in every detail, and always
it goes out at the moment when she and
I turn to run down the steps into the
garden.

“‘T have prayed that I might never
wake until that dream is finished. Now
I see that it will be better for me if I
never dream again. All my life I have
looked for the garden and the lady of
my dream. Tonight I found the lady.
My heart stopped when I stood there
in the crowd and looked up to her, and
when she came down to the mob I fol-
lowed her. I could not help it. I had
stopped thinking; I was only desiring a
single word with her, and it seemed that
I had rather hear her speak once than
to listen to all the music in the world.

“ ‘T overtook her, as you know, here
in this room. Here I caught her hands,
and told her my name and how long I
had loved the thought of her. But you
saw. She was too frightened to under-
stand. Do you believe me, Arsigny ¥’
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“In those bright eyes there was a devil
begging me not to believe, but I nodded
my head. Then he stared at the floor
a moment and answered: ‘Of course,
this is the only way. I shall leave New
Orleans tomorrow on an extended trip
around the world. We shall never meet
again.’

“I took his hand as I replied: ‘Mr.
Baron, I hope to God that we never do.’

“And that was how I left James
Baron at our first meeting. When I bade
good night to Marie, after the ball, it
seemed to me that in her eyes there was
still a trace of blankness—the same
empty, startled look which had been in
them since she stared up into the face of
Baron. It worried me a little, but I
ascribed it at first to the shock of that
strange meeting.

“It was not hard to understand, on
those grounds. Besides, I was too happy
to be inquisitive or suspicious, yet when
day after day passed and the time of
our wedding was at hand, it grew on
me that a decp change had come over
Marie. I could not explain it to myself
at the time. All that would have any
meaning for you is that when I sat talk-
ing to her I continually grew uneasy
and would take to glancing over my
shoulder. IFor it always seemed, do you
see, that Marie was aware of someone
behind me.”

Here Arsigny moved in his chair and
looked quickly behind him. As for me,
I resorted to the wine, and took a deep
draft of that old vintage, for my nerves
were commencing to grow unsteady.

He continued: “I spoke of it to her
parents, not openly and directly, but
through hints. They could see nothing,
and were only amused. Then I bent all
my energies on hurrying forward the
wedding. Once past the goal everything
seemed safe.

“The days went slowly, slowly. They
dragged as your feet do in a nightmare
when you flee from some nameless ter-

ror. So it was with me, and even on the
morning of the wedding I was cold with
dread of something to come. Yet all
went smoothly. Half New Orleans was
there, and half New Orleans said that
there had never been a gayer wedding.
“Yes, it was very gay; but as for the
happiness—well, that was different.
Even when she stood there beside me
at the altar and spoke her vows—even
then, sir, her glance went past me.
When I turned with her from the priest
I half expected to look into those un-
bearably bright eyes of James Baron.
“He was not there, and that evening
we started north on our honeymoon.

“MY FRIEND, the happiness of the

next few months was enough to
give happiness to a dozen lives, and
therefore why should I regret some
shadow, some strangeness in Marie? I
closed my thought to it in time and
opened my heart only to her gay
moments.

“She was as charged with variety as
a rare wine is filled with fragrance or
a costly jewel with changing lights. Sir,
she was one of those women whose least
movement thrills. Sir, I would rather
have risked my life than miss one ges-
ture of those white hands or the least
utterance of her voice, so low, so caress-
ingly musical. She was not such a one
that a man would ask of her many times
a day: ‘Do you love me more? \Will you
ever love me less?’ No, it was sufficient
to be in her presence and rejoice without
question. .

“You see how I had blinded myself?
But one thing I could not hide from
my knowledge, which was that Marie
was restless, uneasy as a migratory bird
when the time approaches for the long
flight south.

“During our first summer we had a
house in the mountains of Vermont—a
sufficient distance from New Orleans,
you will say, but not enough for Marie.
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and this time he muttered an answer
which froze my blood.

“For the lagguage which he spoke
was fluent Latin. I knew enough to
understand that much, though I could
not follow the meaning. But I knew
perfectly then that I was hearing the
voice and the words of another James
Baron, a warrior dead five hundred
years before. If you will call it illusion,
nevertheless it was so strong that as he
turned away I listened for the click of
golden spurs.

¢¢TJE OPENED the door at his right

and entered the room into which
it led. I followed, but very slowly, for
my feet were heavy with ghostly fear.
I pursued him through that long, dim
chamber. He still carried the unlighted
lantern high above his head, and he
walked as surely and swiftly as if ‘he
could see in the dark.

“At the end of the empty room he
threw open another door and the night
air rushed back to me. When I came
close I found him standing on onc of
those two balconies that overlooked the
court ‘far below. Rain had fallen. and
now the pavement glimmered like water.

“I glanced up and saw that the clouds
were blown tumbling back before the
face of the moon. By that light, as I
looked down again, I saw a white figure
step out on the opposite balcony. The
silver light struck across her face, and
it was Marie.

“You think that I cried out, remem-
bering the dream of James Baron as he
told it to me on that night of the ball?
Or that I sprang forward with a warn-
ing shout?

“No; I could not speak, for I was
numb with the horrible cold of a night-
mare. Sir, what could I have done?
The happenings of that night had been
foredoomed five hundred years before,
and what power had I against fate?

“She stepped forward to the very

edge of her balcony with the moonlight
running in transparent waves along her
gown. She stretched out shining arms,
and her voice was high and sweet and
clear as she called the words of the
dream: ‘Amor vincit'~-love conquers—
and I knew that I was lost. Yet at the
sound of her voice life returned to me.
At the same instant she and Baron
turned to run down the stairs which
were not there—which had not been
there for nameless generations.

“I shouted my warning then and
leaned forward to seize Baron, but I
could not even touch his robe. Together
they dropped into the night; they were
gone to their tryst. \WWhen I looked down
from the balcony I saw two white
forms motionless on the glimmering
stones of the courtyard.”

There was no faltering in the voice
of Arsigny as he finished his story. He
was smiling, in fact, as if at some pleas-
ant reminiscence. After a long. silence
he said: “And then .I bought the
chateau and brought the lost garden
back to earth. My friend, should their
spirits wander back to the place of their
last tryst and find only the bare, brutal
stones of the courtyard?

“So I made their garden for them
beautiful, as you see, from the lilies by
the fountain to the mignonette upon
the wall. There, on still evenings, when
the light is gone and there is only the
fragrance of the flowers and the shining
of the stars, it is not hard to see them
again. Yes, and there have been times
when the murmuring of the fountain
as it fell in the pool seemed to be like
two voices in question and reply.

“And here in the hall, once a year, I
sit down with them—with James Bar-
on, as he was five hundred years ago;
with that Marie Vivrain, of whom the
trouvéres sang from the Seine to the
swift Rhone. Let us drink to their hap-
piness, my friend.”

And we rose to drink the pledge.
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him, you two. If you find him—if he’s
alive—drop everything. Get medical
help first.”

Trant and I sprang to fling on our in-
strument equipment, and to record what
few details were available. 2XZ4 in
some plot. Something about to happen
tonight. A mysterious latitude and lon-
gitude which we knew was in the At-
lantic Ocean somewhere off the Jersey
coast. And the thing also concerned the
Palisades Aerial Power House.

We were only a few minutes getting
ready. Mac had called General Air Po-
lice; warned them of something un-
known impending off the Jersey coast,

so that an aerial patrol would be’

there. . . . Then he called Palisades
Power House. It was a routine air-call
with visual connection. On the mirror-
grid we saw the florid face of Paul
Green, for years chief of the power
house. All the broadcasted aerial power,
from which aircraft traversing this dis-
trict were operated, was under the night
supervision of this Paul Green. ’

“What’s in the air?”’ Green de-
manded. ‘“You look harassed, Mac.”

Mac told him only that we had a
vague tip. Some criminal activity, di-
rected possibly against the power house.
Green was a phlegmatic sort of fellow.
The little image of him on the grid
showed that he was smiling skeptically.
Behind him we could see the outlines of
the main power broadcasting room, lurid
with blue electric flashes.

Mac said, “T’ll be sending you two or
four routine guards presently.”

“Right,” said Green.

They disconnected. Trant and I took
a look at the mute and motionless dial
indicator which recorded poor Kenna’s
last position.

Mac said, “Well, good luck, boys
Keep connecting me.’

He flung hlmself back in his chalr.
We hurried out, closing the door; and 1
recall how grimly he stared after us.

m

There is a thrill in prowling abroad. I
wouldn’t want to be the man who has
to sit and wait.

IT

E TOOK the moving sidewalk of

the Hudson River ramp; and on
the top level slid northward at thirty
miles an hour. It was a warm, starry
night. There were quite a few pedestri-
ans strolling here. We leaned unobtru-
sively against the rail, in appearance just
a couple of nondescript young men in
dark clothes who might have their minds
on selecting a pair of girls from the
strollers. The gleaming, moonlit river
was dotted with pleasure planes landing
and taking off; and the sky overhead,
especially in the lower lanes, was fairly
crowded with air traffic.

Within a few minutes we switched to
the Eighty-sixth Street crosstown
ramp, sped eastward between the rows
of towering apartment buildings, over
the Central Playground, and into the
midtown East District by the other
river.

Trant already had connected Mac.
The chief had been trying to calculate
on a city Street Level Map just where
Kenna had been. That dial-reading of
direction and distance embraced a con-
siderable territory.

“He said he was in a sub-level cor-
ridor,” Mac reminded us.

That was not very definite, either.
The river section here, particularly in
the two or three sub-surface streets, had
of recent years become a disreputable
slum. \We found ourselves presently
walking north in the second sub-level
corridor about a block from the river.
It was exclusively a pedestrian street—
not much more than a vaulted arcade.
There were dingy shops here, and cubby
dwellings of the cheapest sort. Most of
them, at eleven-thirty at night, were
dark. Occasionally there was a little



restaurant, blue with cigarette smoke, its
entertainers visible through the window
as an allure to the street pedestrians.

The corridor was dim. Only an occa-
sional ceiling tubelight cast its blue-
white sheen over the intersection of the
narrow cross corridors and the infre-
quent inclines leading to the surface
street, or down to a lower level. The
whole place was shabby, disgraceful to a
modern city like ours. Yet perhaps there
was sense to it—vice concentrating it-
self here, comparatively undisturbed by
police supervision, on the theory that
the more wholesome parts of the city
might be free of contamination. A cess-
pool, necessary to sanitation. I am only
an S. S. man; I cannot argue civic wel-
fare.

The few pedestrians along here were
shabby, furtively slouching and at many
corners women lurked. We pulled our
caps low and strode ahead. Somewhere
in the general neighborhood Kenna had
been operating. There was a way by
which, dead or alive, he could lead us to
him—if only we could get within the
eight-hundred-foot magnetic range. -

We were trying to do just that. Trant
was using our tiny compass inductor
now. That is one big advantage of part-
ners—we each carried only half of the
multiplicity of small instruments of our
equipment. Except, of course, we both
had a radio-telephone connecting us with
Mac. It was, of course, on a secret
split-wave. Both of us had the thumb-
nail-size disc fastened te¢ the alarm-band
around our chests. The alarm-band is
accursedly sensitive with its trouble
warning—altogether too sensitive, as a
matter of fact, which we were soon fo
have demonstrated to us very forcibly.

Then we got within Kenna’s magnetic
range. Trant gave a low, triumphant
chuckle. “Good boy! Dying or not, he
kept his wits. I've got it, Jac! Coming
in strong. Tell Mac.” :

_ Kenna, dying or not, had switched the

current into his electro-magnet. The
highly magnetized needle of Trant’s
compass inductor was feeling the mag-
net-pull, as the needle of an old-fash-
ioned compass swings to magnetic
north.

We stood in the dim street-corridor.
We were in the middle of a block. The
inductor indicator pointed diagonally at
the dark show window of a small tobac-
conist shop, a shabby cellar wall with
tenement dwellings overhead™ and all
about us.

We tried not to look suspicious to
anyone who might be watching us. I
called Mac with chin down to my chest,
as though I were peering at the display
of tobaccos in the window. The tiny
plug in one of my ears gave Mac’s
voice : '

“You think Kenna might be in that
house ?”’

“We don’t know.”

“How strong is the signal ?”’ Mac de-
manded. :

Trant calculated that Kenna might be
five hundred feet away from us.

“Then he’s not in that house,” Mac
decided. “I don’t believe it’s that big.
I'll look it up on the large-scale map.
And you try your Eavesdropper.” ‘

The electric Eavesdropper roared
with a torrent of sound—the magnifica-
tion of all the myriad blended city noises
near us. But I couldn’t isolate anything
significant.

Then Mac came back to the connec-
tion. “An alley in the other street,” his
voice murmured. “Stay with me—1I'll
direct you. And watch yourselves—"

We shut off all instruments save my
connection with Mac. Trant drew his
Banning heat-gun; held it under his
jacket. We went up to the next cross
corridor; turned left; doubled back into
another vaulted street. The block was
seemingly deserted ; dim and shadowed.

Mac’s voice whispered, “Just ahead, -
on your left—a narrow alley between
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choked and died were gruesome, hor-
rible. It was almost as though he were
dying here now. . . . The little phono-
disc ground and scratched emptily to its
. end. *

Trant snatched at me. “Power sta-
tion—midnight tonight ? But it’s eleven-
fifty now, Jac! I'll tell Mac—the incom-
ing Great Circle Flyer—” ,

I jumped erect. “Let’s get out of here
first! If they—"

It must have been a premonition. Cer-
tainly we had no warning. The dark-
ness of the alley was abruptly stabbed
with a sizzling Banning heat-flash. It
missed me by inches. I heard Trant rip
out an oath, saw him rise up, stagger
and go down. Dead? I think I have
never had such a sickening sensation of
horror as in those few seconds. T saw
a distant running figure ; I stabbed after
it, but: the hissing blue flash went far
wide.

“J’ac !9,

Amazing relief! Trant was not dead.
The flash had seared his shoulder,
burned his jacket and shirt; stunned
him so that he stumbled and fell over
Kenna’s body. He rose up now, still
dizzy, with his arms flailing wildly. It
was a queer coincidence. Unfortunate
mischance. I was aware that his flailing
fist struck me smartly in the chest, but
I thought nothing of it then.

I gripped him; steadied him. “You’re
all right?” T asked.

‘“Hell, yes. Almost—got me.”” The
heat-bolt—so brief, but so utterly in-
tense—had burned his shoulder only a
little ; but had shocked his whole nerv-
ous system. He was trembling as though
palsied ; but I saw that he was grinning.
He stammered:

“That fellow got away?”

“Yes. Only one. He ran—"

“Then you call Mac,” Trant insisted.
“Tell him—"

“We’ve got to get out of here first,”
I insisted.
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THE fugitive had ducked like a rat

out of the distant alley end. We ran .
that way. Trant staggered at first, but
in a moment he had recovered. The cor-
ridor street beyond the alley showed no
alarm. There were a few distant pedes-
trians, and a nearby cross corridor on
which vehicular traffic was passing. No
sign of the running fugitive.

We stopped to peer into a lighted
window. I tried to call Mac, and then
we discovered the unfortunate mis-
chance. The portable wireless appara-
tus, as I said, is damnably sensitive to
trouble. When Trant stumbled and fell
over Kenna’s bodv he had smashed his
sender—and his flailing fist, a moment
later, had smashed mine.

Mac had gotten the red alarm-signal
from hoth of us! I can imagine how
Mac felt. Three of his men killed on
one job. And it had shocked Mac so
that he threw caution to the winds. The
whole tradition of the S. S. Division
is secrecy: hut Mac now turned in a
general neighborhood alarm. Down at
the corner, where the vehicles were pass-
ing. a street siren set up its sharp elec-
trical whine. An actinic alarm light
hathed the whole street in this vicinity
with its dazzling white glare. The alley
had no such equipment, but it would
he lighted by the reflected glow. The
nearest police and news lens-eye on their
fixed street posts would all be transmit-
ting the scene to headquarters.

The street sprang into a sudden tur-
moil. people peering and shouting from
windows, pedestrians miraculously gath-
ering, the vehicular traffic getting itself
into a snarl. Within another minute a
score of the roaming routine police and
traffic’ officers would be here.

Trant clutched at me.

“Good Lord, Jac—we mustn’t get
caught in this! Ten minutes from now,
in that Power Station—"
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buildings of the Yonkers district. The
gleaming Hudson lay to our left. And
in half a minute the small, square build-
ing of the power house, on its isolated
little hilltop with incongruous woods
and gardens around it, lay beneath us.

The broadcasting mechanisms, for
all their giant capacity, were small and
easily manned. The quadrangular metal
building was no more than fifty feet
square and only two stories high. The
power came by wire from the huge
turbine stations of the Adirondacks.
There was nothing here but the con-
verters, the power tubes and the senders,
flinging into the ether the wireless waves
of energy to be tapped by every craft
subscribing to this wave length.

We knew, by what Iturbi had said,
that there would be in the power house
now only Green and his assistant in tle
broadcasting room of the upper floor.
Mac’s four guards were supposed to be
there with them; and Iturbi himself
would be at the switchboard downstairs.
And an attendant on the flat-roof land-
ing stage. The little roof lay almost
under us now as we spiraled down to-
ward it. But no attendant with his wel-
coming light-signal was visible. The
roof lay dim, seemingly deserted.

Our pilot gave us a look of startled
inquiry.

“Drop down,” Trent commanded
grimly. “Charge the fare to City Night
Desk 4. Youland us—quietly—and you
make away.”

The taxi’s helicopter propeller came
out. We dropped silently, swiftly, al-
most vertically down to the empty roof
top. The taxi rose again and sped away
as we leaped from it. It had barely
touched the roof surface.

I was familiar with the place and
Trant was not. I went ahead of him, on
a run for the stairs. The little building
was shrouded with trees set close beside
it on the hilltop. As we ran across the
roof there was the sound of a departing

surface vehicle on the road down the
hill, and an instant later it seemed that
we heard the intensified motor-thrum
as it took to the air and increased its
speed. '

We dashed down the stairs to the
upper story. There was only a dimly
lighted corridor, and the main broad-
casting room, where Green and his
assistant and Mac’s men should have
been gathered. An amazing scene greet-
ed us as we burst through the swinging
doors. The big square room was luridly
illuminated, mainly by the deep orange
glow from the giant six-foot power
vacuum tubes—a dozen of them ranged
in series and occupying the space along
one wall.

The broadcaster was in normal opera-
tion, hissing and spitting as it sent the
transformed power up to the main aerial
stretched above the roof. The trans-
formers throbbed and whined ; the huge
emergency switch was closed, as it
should have been; its giant, naked elec-
trodes, fenced in for safety by a low
metal guardrail, glistened with a cop-
pery gleam, giving no hint of the amaz-
ing voltage passing through them.

All were working normally, but mo-
mentarily unattended now. . . . No one
here? We stood stricken for an instant
in that doorway, gazing at the tragic
scene. The dead bodies of many men
lay strewn amid the overturned furni-
ture of Paul Green’s railed-in little
office space, which occupied the center
of the room. Five men, all dead, lying
in attitudes which bore mute witness
to the brief fight they had waged against
a surprise attack. Mac’s two partner-
pairs, and Green’s young assistant. All
of them stabbed with the Banning flash.
Not long ago, for the acrid smell of it
still lingered here.

A room of death. Our gaze encom-
passed these details far quicker than I
can record them. There was a sixth
man—and he was alive. In the chair
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across the room I suddenly noticed two
more dead bodies—the roof attendant
and Iturbi. A yellow flame from the
burning filaments of one of the broken
power tubes showed them plainly.

Queer. The attendant must have been
murdered on the roof, and Iturbi mur-
dered” downstairs. Yet the criminals
had carried them in here so that the
discovery of the bodies would not be
made until someone entered this particu-
lar room. '

But that was not the queer part. That
Tturbi should be among the victims was
queer. Vaguely I had thought him one
of the murderers.

“Jac, look! Look here!”

Trant was vehemently beckoning me
to the desk.

“Jac, look! I got Mac. Told him
everything. The great Circle Flyer is
bringing platinum from the Bank of
England tonight. There’s your motive
for this damned thing. Four million
platinum dollars—what a prize for these
bandits! And Mac’s connected us with
a police plane off the Jersey coast. Take
a look!”

The mirror-grid on Green’s desk was
glowing with the colored image of the
scene from one of the planes of the
aerial patrol, which had been lurking
above a cloudbank in the sub-strato-
sphere off the Jersey coast. And the
patrol was now swooping down.

Amazing, silent drama out there over
the calm, fitfully moonlit ocean! Swift
culmination of this brief affair. . . .
The aerial power had failed. Local craft
everywhere were seeking hasty forced
landings. . . .

FROM a height of perhaps ten thou-

sand feet we gazed down. Winging
low out from the coast was a dark little
_taxiplane. It flew with incredible speed
—evidently a modern racer disguised
as a taxi. Doubtless it was the one
which had taken off from the power

house just before we arrived. The high-
lurking patrol spotted it. A search-glare
stabbed down—and a moment later a
giant heat-bolt caught the taxi-plane,
so that it burst into flame, fell like a
whirling torch, and was extinguisked
by the sea.

So many things happening almost
simultaneously! The big Great Circle
Liner had been brought down by the
failure of the power. It was settling
now quietly to the placid ocean, making
ready to taxi ashore. But a sub-sea
vessel was lurking here—a freighter
engined for speed, an armed bandit
craft manned by these criminals. It
lurked at a few fathoms depth. Doubt-
less it had been unaware of the hover-
ing patrol hiding so high—unaware of
them until just now, when they began
swooping down upon the criminals.

The bandit sub-sea vessel never had
time to rise and attack its victim. The
patrol search-glare, flinging vertically
down from so great a height, disclosed
its presence. \We saw now, on our mir-
ror-grid, the huge white patch of glare
on the ocean surface; and at a few
fathoms depth, the oblong blob which
was the lurking bandit submarine.

The patrol ship dropped a sub-sur-
face homb. It sent up a glistening silver
geyser, but it missed. . . .

The bandit vessel tried to make off.
It swung and sank lower, but in a mo-
ment another bomb caught it. The gey-
ser of silvery water was dotted with
fragments of metal. Air-bubbles came
up in a torrent. The torn hulk sank too
low for the light to reveal.

For a moment longer we gazed at
the silent anticlimax of the drama—
hodies coming up, whirling in the mael-
strom of wreckage. Trant was ab-
sorbed. I turned away from the mirror.
I don’t know what instinct actuated me,
but my mind suddenly left that moon-
lit scene off the Jersey coast.

It is a strange fact that the cleverest
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ENGLAND IN JUNE

I read "Beyond the Great Oblivion” at one
sitting, in a scruffy little blockhouse on the
roof of my office one night when the encmy was
pleasantly conspicuous by his absence. I thought
“Darkness and Dawn” a finc sfory but, its theme
being so elementary, not in the front rank of
all-time classics. The sccond story swung me
round completely. Seldom have I read a story
<o packed with romance and drama, hectic ad-
venture amid coloriul settings and every ingredi-
ent that goes to make the first class fantastic
romance,

When I laid down the book at the end of the
story I just licked my chops and purred like
a satisfied cat; it takes somc story to make me
behave like that! I suppose we shall have to
wait until next ycar for “The Afterglow,”’ but
it's worth it.

The world situation gets more and more like
a science-fiction story cvery day. Or maybe
science-fiction has been closer to reality than
most people gave it credit for being. Ten years
ago lletcher Pratt wrote a smart little tale,
“The War of the Giants,” describing a war
fought between flcets of battleship-size tanks.
They haven't developed them that big vet, but
the fleets are in action over East Europe right
now as I'm sitting here, and a war corres-
pondent with a youthful mind wrote a report
recently on “The Battle of the Monsters.” Com-
parisons between tanks and dinosaurs are get-
ting stale, though.

During the Crete business—an 100 per cent
science-fiction story, for all its grim tragedy—
when parachutists were “dropping like confetti,”
another correspondent described the affair as
“scencs out of stories by H. G. Wells.” These
people, like so many others in this grand but
tragically fatheaded country, are living in an
intellectual Stone Age when life was safe and
comfortable and humdrum, when events hap-
pened with proper ceremony and decorum and
fantastic things were merely the inventions of
sensational novelists like Wells—or so they
fondly bhelieved!

They never drcamed what a wild and won-
deriul and fantastic place our world really is,
and now that impossible reality has burst upon
them like the Day of Judgment they simply
don’t know where they stand. But new men and
new gcnerations are rising in this country and
others who know and understand the wonder-
land of science. I flatly disbelieve in the possi-
bility of any collapse of civilisation, the one
point at which I take issuc with Wells himself
—though he only calls it a possibility.

Many optimists who have looked forward to
the Millenium during the past fifty years or so
have been disappointed or disillusioned. They
didn’t quite realise what effort was needed, what
“blood and toil and tears and sweat” were re-
quired to build the New \World. Now their
children are learning by bitter experience, and
if blood and tears are being shed, toil and sweat
will just as surely build that New World.

Well, we are all adding our little contribu-
tions to that world, whether we know it or not.
After a hectic career of war work, soldiery and
fire-fighting I have returned to my own profes-
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