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10 SHORT STORIES

its warsack inside, up the street to the new
hotel.

They climbed the outside stairway and
went into the front room. There was a
washstand and a table and an iron bed
with springs but no mattress or bedding.
A kerosene lamp. New green-colored win-
dow blinds on the two windows overlook-
ing the street. Tom Regan dumped his
tarp-covered bedroll on the springs and
the two Seven Up men pulled the blinds
low. :

Tom Regan staggered drunkenly as he
fumbled with the knotted rope that held
his bedroll together. Then spread the tarp
and blankets, unsnapping the tarp to
spread it wide.

He opened the quart he had fetched
along and they had a drink together. Then
the two cowpunchers left, saying they had
to finish their town drinking.

When the clumping of their bootheels
and the jingle of their spurs down the hall
and down the outside stairs told Tom
Regan they had gone, he filled the basin
. with water from the big chinaware pitcher
and shoved his head and face in the cold
water. When he had wiped his head and
face dry he took a look at himself in the
mirror that threw back at him a sort of
billowy and distorted reflection from the
cheap glass. But it showed his bloodshot
gray eyes clear and steady. The whiskey
fumes were cleared from his brain.

He carefully untied the whang leather
string that fastened the opening of his
canvas warsack. He looked inside without
touching anything. Then he nodded and
went through the warsack, emptying its
contents on the floor. Then putting every-
thing back.

Somebody had gone through his bed
and warsack at the feed barn. Jew Jake
and the two Seven Up men, he reckoned.
Satisfying their suspicions. Carrying out
the orders of Jim Thornhill and perhaps
those of Pike Landusky.

Which, grinned Tom Regan, was what
he had expected and wanted them to do.

And they had found only what he had
planted there in the warsack with his shirts
and socks and underwear and shaving out-
fit, for suspicious-minded men to find.

That meeting with Red Smith had been
a close call. He had killed that red-muzzled
menace before he could do any talking.
But it had been a close shave.

He recalled the orders he had got at the
headquarters of Montana Stock Growers’
Association at Helena.

“We have a man at Landusky, working
under cover. He goes under the name of
Red Smith. You can make yourself known
to him when the sign is right. He'll get
his orders how to work with you. He'll
know what men to deputize when the time
comes to go into open action against the
rustlers— ’

Red Smith had turned out to be Utah
Red. And Utah Red had made a desperate
gun play to wipe him out and collect some
kind of 2 bounty on his dead carcass from
Jim Thornhill and the Rustlers’ Syndicate.
That was Utah Red’s way. Red Smith,
hell! No wonder the Association was get-
ting nowhere slowly in their war against
organized cattle rustling and horse steal-
ing between Wyoming and Montana. That
badge Red wore pinned to his undershirt
had been no surprise to Jim Thornhill.
Utah Red had no doubt shown it to every
man in the Seven Up outfit and they had
helped him drink up the fighting pay he
drew from the Association.

There had been no incriminating letters
in Red’s pockets. But that was not proving
that Red had not already told Jim Thorn-
hill that the Association was sending out
another Range Detective to help him. A
stranger to replace Rale Cobb who had
mysteriously disappeared a month or so
ago in the badlands below Landusky and
on the north side of the Missouri River.
Rale Cobb, as square shooting and straight-
forward and fearless as Utah Red had been
treacherous and cowardly and crooked.

It had been because of Rale Cobb, not |
the big money the Association offered him,
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home with me from a dance. I was get-
ting the information to pass on to the Kid,
savvy?”

“You think a lot of Kid Curry, don't
you, Lolly?”

“Harvey,” she said quietly, using his real
name, “has treated me darned white. If
I had a brother, that would be Harvey
Logan. But that’s the way it is and al-
ways will be between us. Regardless. In
spite of hell and high water and Pike Lan-
dusky,” Lolly Landusky finished flatly. Her
fingers gripped Tom Regan’s hand tightly.

“Rale Cobb rode into the rustler trap at
Cow Island Crossin’ on the Missouri
River?” Tom Regan got back to the sub-
ject.

“In the middle of the night. And out in
the middle of the river. They shot him
and his horse. The carcass of the horse
floated ashore, Rale’s carbine still in the
saddle scabbard.” Landed on a sandbar a
few miles below. They never found Rale
Cobb’s dead body. But they knew they’d
shot him and he’d said more than once
that he didn’t know how to swim. And it
was in the early spring when the Missouri
was overflowing her banks. You can mark
your friend Rale Cobb off the books: as
dead, Regan. I'm sorry. He was a brave
man and a square shooter.”

Tom Regan would have found out more
from Lolly Landusky that night if Loney
Curry and Effie had not ridden up about
then.

“Time we headed for the ranch, Regan.
The gitls had better git home before Pike
gits done pokerin’ at Jew Jakes and gits
home before they do. Though it would be
shore a pleasure to have to kill the old he-
wolf of the Little Rockies. Kiss her good
night or good mornin’, Regan, and we’ll
split the breeze.”

On the way back to Jim Thornhill’s
ranch Tom Regan told Loney Curry that
he was going to Chinook.

“Chinook’s the County Seat, Loney.
That's where they issue marriage licenses,
ain’t it?”
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Loney slapped Tom Regan on the back
and joshed him. Tom told him no! to tell
the boys at the ranch. Because he hadn’t
even popped the question to Lolly. He
was getting the marriage license so that
he’d have it handy just in case she said
“Yes.”

“Beiter come along, Loney. Make ‘er
a double weddin’.” ]

Loney said that the climate at Chinook
wasn’t healthy for the Curry boys. But
he wished Tom Regan plenty of luck.

“You ain’t roped and throwed and hog-
tied her yet, cowhand. Lolly has dodged
many a loop.”

Tom Regan let it go at that. He knew
that Loney would never even think of keep-
ing the secret. And before he saddled a
fresh horse and pulled out for Chinook, he
had to take a lot of rough joshing.

The only man who didn’t josh him was
Jim Thornhill. And when the range de-
tective saddled a big black gelding that
wore Thornhill’s 7 UP brand, the big cow-
man threw his saddle on his town horse
and said he reckoned he’d ride to Chinook
with Regan.

Perhaps Jim Thormhill did have some
business to tend to at Chinook, like he
said. And he was in dead earnest when he
told Tom Regan that he’d be a lot safer if
he had company on that long seventy-five
mile ride to the County Seat.

Or it might have been that the big soft
spoken cowman was getting suspicious.
That he suspected Regan’s real reason for
making that long ride to Chinook.

Though Thornhill never acted in any
way suspicious of him as they rode along,
when they reached Chinook, Thornhill
went with him to the court house and
Tom Regan had to go through with this
business of getting a marriage license is-
sued.

Later, Tom Regan managed to slip away
from Thornhill long enough to make out
a brief but pithy report to the Association.

“Send me my law badge by return mail,”
he finished his report. “Not a range detec-
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tive badge like Red*Smith wore. I want a
Stock Inspector badge. I'm pinning it on
the outside of my shitt.

“Also have bench warrants made out
for the Wind River Gang. Here is a list
of their names. Tate Dillard, Joe Mace,
Pete Allan, and Charlie Fox. A couple
or three John Doe warrants for any stray
members I might find with the gang. I
don’t need warrants for Curly Jack and
Slim Brown. I taken care of them at Lan-

dusky. _ ’
" "Put the law badge and bench warrants
in a strong shoe box. Mail it to Tom Re-
gan, Landusky, Montana. In the upper
left hand corner print ‘From the Miles City
Saddle Co.’

“Don’t send any men. I'll pick my own
posse.”

When he had mailed his report, Tom
Regan met Jim Thotnhill at the hotel. They
had a few drinks and went to bed in the
same room.

Tom Regan had intended having the
badge and bench warrants sent to him at
Chinook, but with Jim Thornhill along, the
had no real excuse to offer for staying over
at Chinook another day or two.

So he had been forced to have the dis-
guised package sent to him at Landusky. A
tisky business, because Jew Jake was post-
master and his combination saloon and
store was the U. S. Post Office.

He figured on having Lolly Landusky
pick up the package before Jew Jake could
tamper with it. She worked in the store

SHORT STORIES

and was usually around when the stage
fetched the mail.

It was a weak spot in his plan but he
had to risk it. He wasn’t at all certain about
Lolly, either. She might get curious and
open that box from “The Miles Saddle
Co.”

The rest of his plan was still somewhat
vague. The Wind River Gang was tough.
They would murder a man ot they would
fight hatd in the open if they were crowded.
It wasn’t any one man job.

But if Tom Regan could somehow bring
about open warfare between the Wind
River Gang and the Curry Gang, he would
be able to swing it. With the backing of
the Curry boys and Jim Thornhill, he could
kill or capture the real rustlers working
out of Johnson County, Wyoming.

T WAS sheer luck that dealt him a few
aces on the ride back to the Seven Up,
Four T Ranch. '

The trail led through a little saddle be-
tween a couple of buttes covered with scrub
pines and buckbrush. It narrowed to where
they had to ride single file. There was a big
round white moon that showed them up
like shadows thrown on a silver screen.
Black shadows filling the brush. And where
the trail narrowed, Tom Regan swung up
into the lead.

It was one of those quick hunches that
come to a man who rides through a coun-
tty where danger hides in the black shad-
ows. :

Tom Regan thought he saw a movement
in the brush ahead. He raked his horse
with the spurs and jerked his gun. As he
rode at the brush, bent low across the
saddle horn, two guns behind the brush
streaked flame. A bullet nicked Regan’s
shoulder. Another bullet tore a hole in
the crown of his hat. Then he was on
top of the two bushwhackers, his six-
shooter spewing fire. He shot as fast as
he could thumb back the hammer of his
gun and pull the trigger.

Tom Regan’s gun was empty when Jim
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had just been flown down from duty in
Alaska. He'd been brought back in a
bomber, and was on his way home to
Akron, Ohio, for a thirty-day leave. He'd
earned the leave, it seems.

This is what he said, after unbuttoning
his blouse, putting his feet on the table and
meoching a cigarette from me. From now
on it’s Sergeant Tim McCoy of Akron,
Ohio, speaking, radio technician extraordi-

nary.

T WAS like this. I was one of the first
gang that went to Dutch Harbor, to
make a base there. I guess they picked me
because.I’'m a ham. What? You know, a
radio ham, always did tinker with it ever
since I was a kid and had my own short
wave set.

We were up at Dutch Harbor a long
time getting things ready, ready for the
Japs to smack hell out of us. Remember
when they came over a couple of months
ago and dropped their eggs and strafed us
~ abit? It did a lot of damage. Everybody
knows that, but what it mostly did was
make our gang hopping mad. All we could
think of was to sock back, hard, out there
at the end of the islands where they'd
sneaked in, Kiska and Attu, remember?

Every day after that the Cats took off.
What? Pardon, the Catalinas, the big
flying boats, the best we have for patrol
duty. But they couldn’t find the Nips. If
you've ever been to the Aleutians you know
why. You never have? Well, don’t bother.
I can tell you what they are: rock, water,
fog. Just that, nothing more: rock, water,
fog. Fog all the time, day after day, night
after night. The Cats would take off in
that soup, be gone six, eight, ten hours
and come back, only sometimes they didn’t
come back. There’s a lot of drowned Cats
out there still.
story—fog. Fog everywhere.

One day about a month after the raid
on Dutch Harbor I got orders to go see the
CO, quick. That was Colonel Rogers. I
found him in his hut with the meteorologist

It was always the same
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officer and Commander Brady of the Navy.
Brady was the guy in charge of the subs
we had based on Dutch Harbor. What's
that, Major? Okay. I won’t say how
many we had. Fact is, I don’t know. Any-
way this commander was the CO for the
sub flotilla.

“Sergeant McCoy,” says the colonel. I
want you to volunteer for a special detail,
and I'm telling you now it's dangerous.”

“Yes, sir,” I says, “I've volunteered.
What is it?”

The colonel grinned. “Commander,” he
says, “you owe me five bucks. I told you
McCoy would take it on and ask questions
afterwards.” And then he turned to me
and said, “The Commander said no one
would volunteer .for this job. I bet him

you would.”

Then he turned to the meteorologist
officer. “All right Captain, you explain,”
says the colonel. I wasn’t feeling any too
good, about that time, and I was feeling
pretty sick when the captain got through.
I always was a sucker for a dare, and I
figured that the colonel had dared me’ not
to volunteer. I won't try to tell you just
what was cookin’ in the captain’s words.
They say he’s a scientist, and he used a
lot .of fancy language to describe our
weather. I can describe it better in just
one word—soup. But it boiled down to
this. It seems the meteorologist had fig-
ured out that the weather across the Aleu-
tians moved from west to east, and that
the reason the Cats could never find the
Japs was that they never knew what the
weather was out at the end of the islands,
to the west. The fog didn’t lift often and
when it did it was generally for just a few

houts, maybe half a day. But if you knew _ *

it was clear at Dutch Harbor, it didn’t
mean it was clear at Kiska, or Aftu, out at
the eénd of those damned dismal rocks. The
problem was to find out whep it was clear
there, because that was the only time we
could get in with the bombers and blast
the yellow stuffing out of those Nips.

This is what the meteorologist boys pro-
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posed: plant 2 man on Attu with a short
wave portable sct. When the fog began
to lift he could signal back to Dutch Har-
bor. The bombers could take off and be
there under three hours. Simple as that.
Yeah, it was simple, like saying let’s put a
man down inside a volcano to see how hot
it is. Those scientific boys don’t worry
about men. They're all pure theory. But
they sold the colonel and the Navy on the
deal. And the colonel made a sucker out
of me with that dare of his.

It seemed I was elected. Of course the
Navy was going to help. One of the subs
would take me out there and drop me on
the island with a short wave set, and they
promised to pick me up when the show was
all over, if I was still there in one piece.
That's how it started.

I won't bother to tell you what hap-
pened next. It took about three days to
get ready. They had to get a lot of junk
and gear together so I wouldn’t freeze or
starve before T could signal. After that it
didn’t matter.

" Anyway, I got a ride in a pig boat. Less

said about that the better. Was I sick—
yeah, boy, I was sick, and I was scared.
But I was sicker than scared, I guess, be-
canse I was really glad one morning when
they surfaced before dawn and the lieu-
tenant who was skipper sent a gob down to
holler, “All ashore who’s goin’ ashore,”
and all those submarine guys came up to
shake hands and ask if I had any message
for my folks. _

X 7THEN I came out on the deck of the

sub it was blacker than the inside of a

cow. The only light was a little blue flash-

light one of the crew was holding and all

I could see in it was the big fat edge of a

rubber boat that one of the boys was hold-
ing.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“Attu,” says the lieutenant.

“Sure we're not in the middle of a rail-
road tunnel,” I asked, trying to be cute to
keep from showing how scared T was.
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“She’s there, all right, about a thousand
yards. Hear the surf?”

I heard it, all right, sort of a dull roar.
The lieutenant explained that the rubber
boat was all loaded with everything I'd
need—guns, food, radio equipment, water,
ammunition, flares, everything. All the
comforts of home.

I asked him if there was a rabbit’s foot. .

Two of the seamen were to go ashore
with me to unload the boat and bring it
back. After that I'd be on my own. The
lieutenant explained that we were on the
open north side of the island, and that the
Jap base was on the other side, across a
mountain. He said I ought to be able to
find a nice cozy cave for headquarters, or
maybe a big rock to crawl under.

Getting ashore wasn’t easy. When we

-pushed through the surf T got plenty wet,

and the water seemed forty below. But we
got ashore and pulled that big awkward
boat up on a rocky beach. Those sailors
did a quick job of unloading. They wanted
to get back to the sub, but even so it took
a good two hours and before they were
through it was getting light, a sort of a
soupy gray light coming through the fog.

I think the sickest I've ever been and the
scaredest was when I watched those lads
push the rubber boat through the surf and
disappear in the fog. My teeth were chat-
tering so loud T was afraid the noise would
wake the Japs on the other side of the
island.

Several hours later I'd found a little cave
in the rocks halfway up the side of the
mountain. It took the rest of the day to
haul all my junk up to it. I'll say this for
the boys back at Dutch Harbor they hadn’t
overlooked anything. There was a water-
proof blanket roll with enqugh blankets
to keep me warm at the North Pole. There
were dry clothes, parka and all the trim-
mings, just like an Eskimo. There were
canned goods, enough for a month, there
was a little stove and a couple of cans of
gasoline to run it. There was a whole
arsenal of guns; a wicked looking long
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barreled rifle with a telescopic sight and a
_silencer. I blessed the boys for that later.
There was a Garand rifle and a stubby
looking Tommy-gun with enough shells
to mow a regiment down, and there was
a good old-fashioned Colt automatic.

But the main thing was the radio stuff.
There were two sets, one a special sending
set sealed so that it was tuned all the time
to Dutch Harbor. It was a honey, all
right. Then there was a walkie-talkie.
What? You know what a walkie-talkie is,
a portable receiving and sending'set, short
range but boy was I glad I had it.

There was a lot of other stuff, compass,
roll of maps, knives, lamps, flashlights,
Army binoculars.

THAT first day the fog lasted all day.
Even at noon you couldn’t see 2 hundred
yards. There wasn’t anything to see, so
it didn’t matter, just rocks, and more rocks,
sloping up from the beach and getting
steeper the higher you went. I figured the
mountain ran right down into the sea. The
cave I found was maybe two hundred yards
above the beach. It wasn't really a cave,
just a place where three big rocks had sort
of wedged together with a narrow opening
on the sea side, but it was dry inside and
I rigged the tent around to keep the wind
out and when I got my little stove going
and changed clothes it wasn’t ‘bad.

My orders were to signal back to Dutch
Harbor at six, noon and six if I was able
to do so, except in an emergency when I'd
signal at any time. They’d have some one
on the receiving set all the time. Just in
case. At six in the evening I threw the key
on my sender and gave the signal. Believe
me, it made a difference in the way I felt
when the answer came right back, clear as
a bell.

“How are you, pal?” said the lad back
at Dutch Harbor. I told him what I'd
done, that the fog was still thick. “Okay,
pal,” he said and good buntin,.”

Wasn't I afraid the Japs would get the
signals? ‘That’s a fair question, but they

couldn’t make anything of them if they did
pick ‘em up. The signals went through
scrambled, if you know what I mean, and
the receiver unscrambled them. Don’t ask
me how they do it.

Believe me, I felt better after that and
went right to bed, after busting open a
couple of cans and stcwing up a bit of
supper.

When I looked at my watch the next
morning it was just getting light and was
a few minutes before six. I stuck my nose.
out. The fog was thick as ever. 1 put
water on for coffee and made the call back
to Dutch Harbor. They told me eight
bombers were ready to take off as soon as
I gave the word, but I knew they wouldn't
make it that day.

After breakfast I decided to explore.
That's how I found Annie Qakley. Of
course her name wasn't really Annie. I
never did know what it really was. But
I'm getting ahead of my story.

I started out with the rifle, the one with
the silencer, the forty-five strapped around
my waist, glasses and a compass. An hour
later I had reached the ridge which. divided
my side of the island from the Jap side. 1
knew it was the ridge because the rocks
started sloping the other way. But I
couldn’t see a thing, just fog and near
rocks. I did hear things though. There
was a steady sound of surf, every once in
a while a shrill whistle, the sort they use
on boats. Then there were other sounds,
hammering, for instance.

So I wouldn't stumble on a Jap patrol
I started ahead slow and easy, but even so
Talmost fell over a Nip sentry. He loomed
up suddenly out of the fog. He was a
mean-looking little fellow sitting on a big
rock. He had telephone earpieces and
mouthpiece hung over his head just like a
switchboard operator. He wore big round
glasses. On the rock beside him was a
control box, and just beside him stood one
of those funny looking detectors with big
horns they use for airplanes. As soon as 1
spotted him I ducked behind a rock and
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wouldn't go. The sailors tried to argue
with her too. But she refused.

That’s almost the end but not quite.
Back at Dutch Harbor they gave me a
medal, and promised me this leave. I told
them about Annie, but I knew they didn’t
quite believe me, and the boys and the sub
who saw her, had gone off on a long cruise
and couldn’t back me up. I think they
thought I was a little ‘crazy, that the fog
and the island and the bombing and every-
thing had touched me. But the colonel
and everybody was nice about it. I was a
hero all right and if I wanted to talk about
Annie that was all right with them. After
all, they hadn’t seen those officers pile up.

ONE day I was tinkering with a walkie-
talkie and thinking about the steak I
was going to order when I got back, when
somebody hollered for me.

“Hey, Sergeant, come down to the pier.

quick, lady to see you.” -

I thought they were ribbing, but I went
down. There was 2 big crowd on the pier.
There was an Indian canoe, and at the end
of the pier were a couple of Indians. One
of them turned around and looked at me.
It was Annie. She still had the Tommy
gun, only it was empty.

She grinned all over her shiny round
face. :

“B-r-r-r-r—me kill Japs. Me need bul-
lets,” she said.

No, she didn’t get them. They pet-
suaded her to stay in Dutch Harbor. Her
story was that she’d lurked around on the
island for several days, picking off stray
Jap patrols with the Tommy-gun. She
couldn’t remcmber how many she’d
plugged. She must have been the sort of
phantom in the fog that drove those Nips
crazg. They had patrols roaming the
island all the time looking for her. Then
one day a stray Indian fisherman put in to
the beach. Annie was ready to leave.
She’d used all her ammunition.

He took her to another island. ‘There
she’'d persuaded an old friend to ferry het
to Dutch Harbor, from island to island.
It had taken weeks.

Sure, Annie’s still there. She’s the belle
of the Post, and she’s getting rich, too.
They fixed up a sort of a shooting gallery
for her. The targets are all Jap heads.
They gave her a nice twenty-two rifle. For
two bits Annie will plug a Jap for you.
She’s a real Annie Oakley. She never
misses. But she sort of misses the Tommy-
gun because every time, just before she
takes a bead on one of those doll Jap heads,
with her toy twenty-two she says, “B-r-r-r-r

-—me kill Japs.” The boys say it's worth

two bits to hear her say it.

Coming in the next SHORT STORIES

A great new serial of the
Southwest where . . . . .

TROUBLE RIDES DOUBLE

Gordon Ray Young
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“ears in it. And I didn't try to get into any
of it. It just came right up and bit me.
His eyes happened to lift over the back
wall of their booth and his spine stiffened
as quickly and thoroughly as if it had been
subjected to a blast of liquid air.::

Standing at the far end of the bar was
Bent's trigger man, John Fingers. But he
didn’t seem to have them spotted. Piper
sighed, lowered his voice.

“Muir wants me to have a look at Ste-
vens’ apartment,” he said. “How’s about
a key?”

She fished one out of her purse. “Cap-
tain Kennedy. was over there yesterday.
I don’t think he overlooked much. But
here.”

Piper dropped the key into his pocket.
“And now it is indicated that we scram.
You take that folder to Lincoln Wegg at
the Bentwood Arms, and if you want me

- for any reason come to Stevens’ place.

Knock four times.”

As they left the tavern, Piper glanced
back. Fingers pushed away from the bar
and followed them at a respectful distance.

2PM.

HE sun was a mild and custardy yellow.

Between one-thirty and two, Preston’s
population had decamped, virtually en
masse, to Larkin’s Grove eight miles out on
the Lake Shore. By automobile, taxi, train
and chartered bus they traveled. Give 'em
a picnic and they'll give you a vote, was
Boss Bent’s variation on the classic bread-
and-circuses theme.

The sudden activity of Colonel Abbott's
Reformers had caused City Hall nothing
mote than a slight, momentary scate; 250,
304 picnickers were on hand at Larkin’s
Grove to show Boss Bent just where he
stood in their admiring hearts.

Promptly at two, Mayor Bent’s cavalcade
of official cars, headed by the Boss’ own
brocaded limousine, eased from the curve
and swung over to Pizarro Drive where a
shrieking escort of police motorcycles
picked them up. They hit Highway Twelve

at a sixty-mile clip, and Mayor Bent
nudged his compamon Police Commis-
sioner Wirt.

“T'll practice again,” he said.

With a tactless groan, Commissionet
Wirt fished the copy of the mayor's speech
from the briefcase on his stingy lap; the
chauffeur-bodyguards on the front scat
winced and wished they dared lower the
window behind them. They were huge
and their police uniforms strained madly
to accornmodate their hulking frames. Be-
neath the jaunty blue caps beamed the
faces of Denny and Albert, who, having by
a stroke of luck and the judicious applica-
tion of a bottle of rye in the proper quar-
ters learned that the mayor’'s bodyguards
were chosen from a group of third-ward
huskies and rotated at frequent intervals,
had managed to assume these roles for one
special matinee only.

Mayor Bent's voice lifted magnificently
from the back seat.

Albert stooped down, reaching cau-
tiously for the sawed-off shotgun beneath
his feet. Denny restrained him. “Not
yet,” he whispered. Albert looked disap-
pointed; and Bent’s voice rasped on un-
checked.

They were approaching a narrow steel
suspension-bridge, and Denny checked his
speed. Pretty soon, now—

Albert picked up the shotgun just as the
first of the advance guard of motorcycles
whizzed across the bridge and sailed on,
passing without notice the blue movmg van
parked on the shoulder of the road just
this side of the bridge.

Suddenly the mayor’s voice choked off.
Denny had swung the big limousine off
the road, cut the speed, and driven neatly
up a convenient ramp into the interior of
the van. Almost in the same second,
another limousine, looking exactly like the
mayor’s, fell into line in the parade.

The blue van turned off Highway
Twelve into a clay sideroad; and the barrel
of Albert's gun looked right into Mayor
Bent's eye, counseling silence.
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He had a vague, dreamy impression that
the heel of his hand had connected with
someone’s chin; he heard a grunt.

Mallet-like fists sledge-hammered his
face, his head, his belly. More than two
fists; a whole slew of them. Piper couldn’t
sce through the redness that pulsated across
his eyes; he was still swinging but he was
no longer connecting.

His knees buckled and he fell on his
face. Something lifted him and slammed
him down into a chair. They strapped him
to it with his own belt. Piper’s fists went
on swinging like some crazy mechanism
that wouldn’t run down.

Fingers ducked in and slzmmed him
across the mouth. A ribbon of pain tore
Piper’s lips and he felt the warm wetness
of blood leaking down his chin, Fingers
got his hands in Piper’s hair and jerked
his head back.

“Okay, Hamlin,” he said. "“That was a
taste. Now let's have your statement, or
we'll really make it tough.”

“Nuts,” said Piper thickly, stubbornly.

A brass-knuckled fist smacked cruelly
across his cheek. Piper cursed in a low,
dogged monotone. Cursing himself mostly.
For being a darned fool. They had him
cold. They could slap him around until
they killed him. Why did he sit here and
take it? Why didn’t he show some sense
and do what they wanted him to?

But he wouldn’t. He wasn't being a
hero; he was just a stupborn jackass who
never would learn any sense.

The next blow of the brass knuckles
caught him over the ear. Then Fingers
took Piper’s wrist and clamped it firmly
between his bony knees while he brought
a gold penknife out of his pocket and
opened the smallest blade. He jabbed its
point up under Piper’s fingernail. The
room spun sickly.

Fingers began talking in a low, hateful
monotone. “I'll tell you what you're going
to do, chum. You're going to sign a state-
ment, see? The Stevens’ kill was framed
to spike the Machine, understand? Abbott

made you do it. You was acting for him.
He gave you money. A lotta money. You
put your handle to that and we’ll see that
you get off—state’s evidence. And twenty
grand in the bank on top of it. Why make
it tough on y’self?”

Why, indeed? Maybe the Machine had
figured it pretty close, at that. Maybe fin-

. gering Abbott wouldn’t be too far from

the truth.
“Go to hell,”
bloody lips.

Piper said through his

INGERS clouted him actoss the side of

his jaw and started to go to work again
with the glistening little blade. Pipet
sucked in his breath and wondered how
much more he could take.

Suddenly the phone rang. Fingers lifted
the receiver. Piper leaned forward and
shouted: “Help!” until one of the other
two men grabbed his head back by the hair
and brought the side of a hard hand force-
fully against Piper’s Adam’s apple. Piper
gagged.

“Mr. Halliday's office calling,” said a
sing-song secretarial voice. “Mr. Halliday
wants you here immediately. If you have
contacted a certain party leave him where
he is but make sure he stays there. Mr.
Halliday will go back there with you.”

Fingers mumbled an “Okay,” and hung
up. Then he turned to Piper and said,
“Me and the boys gotta scram. But you'll
keep.” They ripped curtain cords from
the windows and tied his hands and feet.
They used his yellow silk pocket handker-

“chief as a gag.

When he was alone, Piper started to
work on the lashings. But his body felt
numb and heavily clumsy; his brain
wouldn’t work right. At the end of five
minutes all he'd done was to work up a
clammy sweat that soaked through his
clothes.

Then the key turned in the lock again,
and Piper's abdominal muscles drew to-
gether. But this time it was Rhea. She
had a tiny gun in her ha.nd She stared at
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woman named Libby La Roche. She ar-
rived at six-fifteen and from cortespon-
dence between her and Stevens, it looks
as if they had planned to confront some
third person. But according to Adam Lake,
the elevator man, Libby was late. She
didn’t get there until around six-forty.
And Stevens was already dead.”

THE room seemed to be bunching
tighter and tighter “together. Mayor
Bent's cigar was dead between his teeth,
its ashes splashed over his vest. But Piper
hadn’t scratched the surface of the man he
was after.

“When Libby entered the office, she was
surprised not to find Stevens there. While
she waited, perhaps she took out a ciga-
rette and started to light it with her lighter,
initialed with an E for Elizabeth. Then
she glanced at the closet—and there’s Ste-
vens—dead, hanging on the hook.

“Frightened, she ran out. If the lighter
was hers, she dropped it then. She knew
who had murdered Stevens—and because
of that, the same person killed her a few
hours later.”

The people who hadn’t known about
the second death gasped. Just to be so-
ciable, the murderer looked startled too.
Piper was disappointed. He'd expected at
least a flicker from that revelation. He'd
have to bear down harder.

“Where's the body?” Halliday de-
manded, apparently not wanting his
precious authority left out of the picture.

“There’s a body all right,” Muir said,
leaning forward. “Fortunately Captain
Kennedy realized long ago that his depart-
ment was never going to get anywhere un-
less he could keep the Machine from inter-
fering with the way it was run. With his
aid, we got Libby La Roche’s body into
the morgue yesterday. And incidentally,
Matti, your boys are under lock and key.
They're waiting for you to join them.”

Matti snarled.

“Stevens had a third visitor,” Piper went
on. "The murderer Adam Lake, Matti,

Maloney, Colonel Abbott. If we accept
for the moment the theory that the red
gardenia wasn’t deliberately planted, that
eliminates the elevator man and the colonel,
neither of whom wore gardenias. It seems
more reasonable to suppose that the gar-
denia was torn from the lapel of the killer
during his final struggle for his life.”

“A Machine man, a2 Machine murder,”
Abbott snapped. :

Piper nodded. “A Machine man, yes.
A Machine murder, no. Otherwise, Libby
La Roche would still be alive.”

He glanced up as Lincoln Wegg en-
tered, crossed the room to place a neat pile
of photographs and papers on the desk be-
side Hamlin, then took a seat near Muir.

Piper caught and held the eyes of the
killer, as if to say: You-may be fooling
everybody else,” amigo—but you're not
fooling me. And here she comes. The
murderer returned his stare with perfect
aplomb. :

“The third visitor to Stevens’ office Mon-
day night, the killer, was a man who posed
as Libby La Roche’s long-missing brothet.”

Ah, he thought. That did it. Got a re-
action that time.

ALLIDAY leaned forward as if a
back-seat made him uncomfortable.
“Is this evidence, Hamlin—or theory?”
“For the moment, theory,” Piper ad-
mitted blandly. “But Libby La Roche’s
letters set us on pretty solid ground. They
reveal that she’d enlisted Stevens’ aid in
digging up her brother who'd been
wounded in France and missing since 1921
although she’d traced him to somewhere
near here. She came to Preston herself
when the trail looked hot. But when she
got here she found that the man using her
brother’s identity was an impostor. She
brought Stevens proof of her contention—
a snapshot of her brother taken in France.
There was almost no resemblance.”
Things were getting tighter now. Piper’s
words were eating like drops of acid into
the killer’s brain. He had shifted to the
25
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and had come out to see the wild part of
the West. Young and slim, he was, with
light cinnamon hair and baby-blue eyes.
And his clothes! Pearl-gray Stetson hat,
bright-yellow silk shirt, purple silk necker-
chief, powder-blue coat and pants, and
thres-color boots—it seemed to be his idea
of what the well-dressed cowboy should
wear—and this is why we named him
Rainbow Kid. You could see him swell
when we called him that. And his gun!
It was a .22, and so little it didn’t show in

his hip pocket.
Green? Just wait and see how green he

was.

Right off, Ike Ritter started playmg jokes
on Rainbow. He put cockleburrs in the
Kid's bunk, horned toads in his boots, mo-
lasses inside his hat, salt in his coffee in-
stead of sugar, bent pins on chairs for him
to sit down on—dozens of such things. But
the Kid only grinned. He was a little too
smart the wrong way sometimes, I'll admit,
but you had to hand it to him in the mat-
ter of those Ritter pranks.

So Ike thought up something bigger. He

began this by stringing Rainbow with broad

tales, and I do mean broad tales. The life
histories of Jesse James and Billy the Kid
were just ordinary stuff, compared with
these yarns. Sinbad, Gulliver, and that ilk
weren’t in it at all. Mostly, Tke himself

was the hero of his yarns.
One morning Rainbow Kid came to me

and said:

“Uncle Jim"—all the boys called me that
—me, the Double U range boss, nearly as
old as the Old Man—"Uncle Jim,” 'the Kid
said, “that I. Critter cowboy has just told
me one that puts all the others in the shade.
I sure don’t know whether to believe him
or not.”

"The name,” I said, “is Ike Ritter, and
not L. Critter. What did he tell you this
time?”

I'd corrected him before about the Rit-
etr name.

It hadn’t made any impression then and
it didn’t now. He went on:

STORIES

“Critter told me that once when he was
ridin’ what he spoke of as ‘owlhoot’ he
had to hide in a cave in the hills, and he
said that there in the dark he found a solid
gold saddle. Said the sheriffs of six coun-
ties was so hot after him that he had to
go off and leave it. Said it ought to easy
be worth a hundred thousand dollars. Said
he'd tried and tried to go back to that same
cave, but never could find it any more.
Looks like a gold saddle would be too
heavy on a horse, Uncle Jim, don’t it?”

Though I'd known Ike Ritter for years,
that sort of flabbergasted me. I reckon I
just stared. The Kid looked off toward
the big, rocky hills that stood like a fence
between our county and the next county
west,

“Many caves in there, Uncle Jim?”

“Hundreds and hundreds,” I
“But—"

“Even if it took me five years to find the
right cave, that'd be twenty thousand. dol-
lars a year, which would be fine pay,” said
Rainbow. Then he made a face. “Oh,
shucks. I don’t believe it. Too thin, Uncle
Jim, ain’t it?”

said.

AT THAT moment Ike Ritter walked up
and took the matter off my hands.
Lean and lanky, Ike was, and when he
wanted to be could look twice as sober as
any judge.

“Hold on there, Kid,” Ike said. He'd
had time to think up an explanation as to
the how-come of that solid gold saddle.
“There was something I didn’t tell you,
Kid, and it’s this:

“In them days they was a robber to
every square mile, and the jigger which
owned the gold mine, any time he tried
to take gold out to where he could swap
it for money, he was stuck up. So he hit
on the idea of hammerin’ his gold into the
shape of a saddle and paintin’ it brown like
leather and ridin’ it out, to fool the stick-
ups. But it was so heavy it broke his hoss
down, and he had to drag it into the cave
and hide it. And when he went back after
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My brain still felt as if it had been kicked
about like a football; and 1 wondered if
I was half-nuts or if Jennison was the one
who was addled. And added to the aching
confusion in my thoughts was heartache—
for I'd failed. These papers I had recov-
ered were not the real record of Corbis-
son’s work. Unless his real data was
found, all his splendid pioneering work in
rocket propulsion of gliders was lost; and
he had died to no purpose, tragically and
wastefully.

Jennison said, “Beat in mind that Cor-
bisson did a lot of flying over this desert.
He knew it well.”

“Come to the point.
b-big as a redwood?”
ishly.

Jennison chuckled.
said.
“I don’t get it.”

“You will. By the way, what right have
you to any belongings of Neile Corbxs-
son?”

“Neile matried my sister. He prac-
tically brought me up, and—" Well, I
couldn’t quite say it; that I'd hero wor-
sh1ped Neile Corbisson.

“I, too, admired him,” Jennison saud
gravely.

Abruptly, then, he pomted overside.

“Look! There’s your man as big as a
redwood.”

We were flying over wind-swept desert
plateaus. I banked the Vultee, and
looked down, my heart in my throat.

At first I didn't see anything, because
I had no idea of what to look for.

“Lying down,” Jennison repeated.
“Directly below.”

Then I saw the man! As big as a red-
wood. Bigger!

Directly below, on a mesa top, I recog:
nized a sort of desert pavement we call
a pedregal: it’s covered with pebbles and
small rocks of jasper and carnelian and
agate that’s all been smoothed and rounded
and polished by wind and rain. On this
plateau the pavement had been weathered

25

Is there a man as
I stammered fool-

“Lying down,” he

a rich gravy-brown. And against this back-
ground, shaped in the lighter color of the
soil underlying the pedregal, was the
gigantic figure of a man.

It looked like the sort of crude draw-
ing that a kid will make on a slate with
chalk. Just simple long lines. Straight
lines for legs, straight-out lines for arms
stretched east and west, the body just a
long oval, with a smaller oval perched on
it for a head.

And then, as I looked, my heart yam-
mered in wilder excitement. For, to the
southwest of the figure of the man, just as
ctudely drawn, was the shape of a huge
dog. With a collar around its neck!

“Colossal pictographs,” Jennison was
saying. “Yet, unless you have a trained
eye, from down on the ground you might
not see those forms at all, they are so large
and in such low relief. They are ancient
in origin. Notice the large circle that
crosses the man’s legs? That’s an Indian
dance ring, which is itself very old. Yet
it's superimposed on the other figure.
Those dancing Indians likely weren't
aware they were crossing the legs of the
man’s figure.” *

“The dog!” I blurted.

“The other figure? Probably a deer.”

“That's a dog,” I said hoarsely.

“More likely a burro deer.”

I had no yen for argument. I demanded,
“Can you find those figures once we’re on
the ground?”

“Of course. So could you, once you
know they’re there.”

“Here we go!” I shouted, nosing the
Vultee earthward.

¢ These giant pictographs are located in the Cali-
fornia desert north of Blythe. Recently published
have been photographs of them taken by the 23rd
photo section of the U. 8. Army Air Corps. ... In
the degert, at this point, are wind-swept mesas cov-
ered with a layer of smooth, water-worn pebbles
which through the centuries of sun and wind have
taken on a rich dark patina. It is supposed that
some primitive Indians scraped away the pebbles,
leaving the surface below to show light and clear in
the shape of these figures. . . . From the ground,
these figures do not present a very definite outtine;
but from the air, they stand out in clear form and
proportion against the darker background. The
figure of the man actually {s the length of a medium-
sized redwood, as it measures 167 feet tall.
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kicked up a dozen acres of sand and grit
like a miniature santa ana fogging out the
countryside. The car was completely lost
in it.

Icircled in a steep bank, and we watched
as the wind gradually blew the dust aside
—and then we saw the maroon Buick
lying on its side in the ditch. Where the
road turned, the girl—blinded by the dust
—had driven straight ahead, and gone off
the track.

Neither Joan nor Frome seemed to be
hurt, though. We saw them crawling out
of the car, and start running across a grassy
flat toward a little ranchhouse.’

Jennison asked, “Got your gun?”

“Yeah,” I said, and I cut the motor and
glided down to land.

ND as we came in, I saw that the field
was quite level. I got my wheels
down, and touched. But I kept the tail up.
Tail high, I gunned the motor and taxied
in a roaring rush straight at Frome and the
girl.

Running, they looked back over their
shoulders. They saw us, and Frome
stopped and shot at us again.

But I headed the plane straight at them,
as if I intended to cut them down with the
prop. Terrified, they flung themselves
flat to the ground—but at the last moment
I horsed back on the stick and lifted the
Vultee over them, my slipstream banging
them into the dirt like the wallop of a
giant hand.

Up I came, and swept around in a tight
bank, and nosed down and touched wheels
again, and again I roared at them as they
scrambled to their feet, as if to repeat my
maneuver.

But this time Frome flung his gun away.
Hands high in the air, he bawled quits. 1
couldn’t hear him, but the look on his face
and the girls’ was plenty eloquent. I throt-
tled back and stopped the plane a few yards
from them and I jumped to the ground, my
.45 leveled in my hand. I didn't need it;

25

they were really licked. I could hardly
bear to look at Joan. Somehow she didn’t
seem lovely to me any more.

T'll say this for bald, pout-lipped little
Frome. After we marched the two of
them to that ranchhouse and sent a2 man
on horseback to the nearest town to wire
the sheriff, Frome offered to make a deal.
He would talk, if we would promise to try
to get leniency for the girl.

“All she did is tag along,” he told us.
“Joan is my wife, not my daughter. My
right name is Maurice Raffe. I shot Neile
Corbisson, but Joan didn’t even know that
until the deputy sheriffs were there investi-
gating?”’

“Raffe?” I blurted.
who—?"

“Yeah,” he snapped. “I'm wanted in
Chicago. Like I say, I shot Corbisson. I
followed you and I sapped you in the han-
gar when you found those records of speci-
fications and formulas in Corbisson’s cabi-
net. But before I could find the papers
where you dropped them in the dark, I
heard Jennison coming and had to beat it
out of the hangar. Joan helped me, later,
by putting 2 mickey finn in your drink, but
I made her do that.”

“No,” she protested. “Maurice, I'm just
as—

“Shut up!” he snapped, and she obeyed.

She loved the ugly little crook; and that
was probably the most honest thing about
her. Mr. and Mrs. Maurice Raffe were
wanted in Chicago for swindling an impres-
sionable old dotard out of a flock of bonds,
and for giving him an overdose of sedative
when he squawked. That murder was

“Are you the Raffe

-pinned on Raffe cold; I realized that was

why he was willing to talk. He was going
to pay the murder penalty whether I con-
victed him of killing Neile Corbisson or
not.

“One thing more,” I asked. “Were those
two young Japanese working with you?”

“No. I talked friendly with them and
they admitted to me that they had run
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‘right in the road, past the high-line truck,
not a length of casing disturbed. He
whistled out his breath.

“Lord—that’s drivin’!”

Before he went back to the White, his
curiosity made him ask the driver of the

high-line truck a question. “Who the hell
is this hard-boiled egg?”
“Who?” Happy grinned. “Name’s Joe

Goodwin. Foreman of Plains States
Power Company’s construction crew. We
are buildin’ a high-line.”

“High-line? To Deep Sands?”

“Twenty-five miles of it. A rush job.
And if Joe Goodwin has his way, he’ll
beat her up on schedule.”

The burly truckie turned and stared at
the foreman striding toward him. There
was something abotit that walk, something
about the lcan, hard thrust of that jaw; that
made him nod his head and mutter:

“I bet he will. T'll bet my interest in
hell he will.”

ROME may not have been built in a
day, but the lusty boom-town of Deep
Sands was. On a Monday evening, the
town—called Scottsville then—consisted
. of half a dozen drab gray buildings sleep-
ing alongside a dusty country road. Then
at eleven p.m. Harvey Number One blew
in, spewing black liquid gold high over
the crown block. For forty-eight hours
the well ran wild, and before it was ever
closed in, the peaceful Oklahoma town of
Scottsville was dead. And a boom-town
was born.

They decided to call this new town Deep
Sands. That’s where the pool was. Decp.
Apparently without end. And it was 2
fortunate time to tap this new play, every-
body said, what with the nation at war
and needing petroleum products so badly.

Promoters, drillers, roughnecks, lease
brokers—all those trades that go with the
oil game—joined the trek to this new
Mecca. By the end of the first month
Decp Sands boasted a population of six
thousand souls. It boasted, too, that this

"was the biggest pool ever struck in Okla-

homa, perhaps the biggest in the entire
country.

It did not boast of another record, that
of a man a day dying violently since the
town came into existence; it just quietly
fitted these men out in pine coffins and
buried them in a potters’ field which, fifty
years earlier, would have been called Boot
Hill, but now was undignified by any
name.

IT WAS to this raw boom-town that Joe

Goodwin was bringing electricity. The
job held preference over all other projects
for Plains States, and his otders were to
push his men to the limit, to drive the
twenty-five miles of high-line through in
the least possible time.

Chill autumn dusk was settling down
over Deep Sands when he came into the
ramshackle barn which served as store-
room and office to find a portly, gray-
haired man warming his hands over the
pot-bellied stove. Joe nodded to him.

“Howdy, Skipper. How are things in
the city?”

The superintendent lit a cigarette and
ground the match into the dirt floor. “It’s
how things are on this job that’s bothering
me. How long before you can heat the
line up?”

Joe had the answer on the tip of his
tongue, all right, but he took his time giv-
ing it. He didn’t like to be glib about
these things. You were smart, he figured,
to let the other fellow fidget a bit, even
though that fellow might be the boss.

 “Well,” he said, "we got a couple of
sub-stations to build. Something over
twenty miles of line to stick up in the air.
The country’s rocky and pretty heavily
timbered—"

“How long?”

“We're short on linemen.
couple more trucks.”

The skipper shook his head like a
shaggy bear. “You know how priorities
have got us tied up on trucks. You've
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the skipper snapped.
Need a
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crowded, low-ceilinged rcom, Joe mused
that ifi ever he needed to round up his men
after hours he could find them all here.
The joint seemed to be their headquarters,
too.

Drinking beer at the bar were Happy,
Slim, and Dog-Ear, evidently enjoying
themselves from the way they were pour-
ing the belly-wash down. At a table,
Soggy—dead-pan as uswal—was entertain-
ing Dutch and Specs with one of his in-
numerable yarns. The other members of
the crew were scattered about the room.

Lee gestured at a couple of men who
stood, arguing vehemently, directly in
front of the raised platform where a five-
piece orchestra scrapcd and bowed. One
of them was massive, heavy-limbed, built
like a draft horse. The other was tiny,
pint-sized—and a short pint, at that. “Big
Hoot and Little Hoot are at it again,” Lee
said, smiling.

Joe chuckled. They were always argu-
ing about something, those two. They
had never come to blows—excepting, of
course, the time Big Hoot had dropped a
wrench off a.pole onto Little Hoot’s head,
and Little Hoot had kept him treed till
dark, chunking bolts at him—yet they al-
ways acted as though they were on the
verge of homicide.

“Beer,” Lee ordered when they’d finally
found a vacant table. Drinking the stuff,
Joe gazed around the smoke-filled room,
listening with a trace of amusement to the
big-money talk in the air. Every boom-
town was this way: earnest men arguing,
scratching frantic figures on paper, dream-
ing million-dollar bubble-schemes, figuring

ways to start out with nothing and end up .

on velvet.

“Big talk,” he muttercd sarcastically.
“Wish I had a tenth of the money that’s
dreamed up here every night.” :

Lee nodded. "Yezh.” He pointed a
casual finger at a nearby tzble. “'See that
guy? There's an egg won't talk much,
but you can bet your pants he’ll get his
share of any jack to be made.”

SHORT STORIES

Joe looked at the man. He was round-
faced and fat, and wore a well-cut business
suit; across his bulging vest-front hung a
gleaming silver watchchain, one end of
which he kept twirling around a stubby
finger. At first glance he had the appear-
ance of a good-natured traveling salesman
—until you looked at his eyes. They were
not the sort of eyes a traveling salesman
should have. They were too wide-set, too
dark, too harsh.

“Who is he?” Joe asked.

“Name of J. Edward Cooke. Promoter,
speculator.” Lee shrugged. “Some call
him worse. Down Texas way, they say he
skinned out just before the law caught up
with him. Phony oil stock.”

“Why didn’t Texas extradite him?”

“Funny thing. Something happened to
the two star witnesses. They died, acci-
dentally.”

Joe glanced over at Cooke again. It was
difficult to picture him as capable of mur-
der. Until you looked at his eyes. Then
you could believe "most anything.

While he was staring at the promoter’s
table, a tall, white-haired man walked
across the floor, a2 man whose distinctive
face was made even more arresting by the
bristling, snow-white mustache above his
mouth. He wore high-heeled boots and a
wide hat, and in his walk was the stiffness
of one used to stirrups under him rather
than a sawdust floor. He limped heavily,
leaning upon 2 cane which at first Joe had
not noticed.

When he was part way across the
crowded floor, a half-drunk roughneck
stumbled into him and knocked him off
his feet. The old man fell in a heap. The
roughneck stopped dancing and bawled
hoarsely, “Hey, grampaw, don’t you know
it's late for you to be out?”

On the other side of the table, Lee

started to rise from his chair. “Why, that
dirty—" :

Joe put a hand on the straw-boss’s shoul-
der. “Easy.”

Painfully, the old man got up. He
’ 25
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then recognized the man and clamped his
mouth shut tight. It was J. Edward Cooke,
the big-time promoter.

Cooke flashed a brittle smile.
looking for you, Geodwin.™

“For me?” Joe said. “Why?”

“Wanted to have a talk with you.”

“I'm listening.”

Cooke shook his head amiably. “This
isn't much of a place to talk. And what
I've got to say may take quite a while.”

“Then just give me the gist of it and Ill
try to figure out the details.
high-line to build.”

J. Edward Cooke’s wide-set eyes con-
templated Joe, measuring him as a buyer
measures a piece of merchandise. Under
the scrutiny, Joe felt cold. The smile left
Cooke’s face.

“This high-line you mention—how long
will it be before you complete it?”

“Does it concern you?”

"Yes,”” Cooke said softly.
me a great deal.”

Feeling a growing irritation, Joe turned
and peinted at a vacant lot diagonally
across the street. “See that lot, Cooke?
That’s where the Deep Sands line willend.

“1 was

“It concerns

That's where the sub-station will be built

to turn the line-voltagé into usable kilo-
watts. If you'll sit down and listen close,
you'll hear those kilowatts start humming
through the sub-station transformers be-
fore long.”

“Yes?” Cooke prompted.

“Four weeks from today you’ll hear
them hum. Does that answer your ques-
tion?”

Cooke nodded. With a chubby finger
he fished for his silver watchchain and
twirled it carelessly. "I think, Goodwin,
that it would be worth your while to talk
to me at length. Suppose you drop over
to the hotel tonight about nine?”

“Don’ t know what I'd have to talk over
with you.”

“T said it would be worth your while.”
~ Staring at Cooke, Joe saw a dare in the
promoter’s eyes. Curiosity began to stir

I've got a.
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inside him. A hell of a lot of people were
interested in the completion of this high-
line, it seemed to him. He'd like to know
why.

He grinned a slow, hzu'd grin.
right, Cooke. Nine o'clock.”

“All

"AIN STREET was dark but far from
being deserted. Heavy trucks rum-
bled by continuously, hauling clanking
loads of casing and tools to the new field.
Roughly dressed men jostled against one
another as they moved along the board-
walk from one place of entertainment to
the next. From the cheap frame buildings
which flanked the walk came sounds of
tinny music and laughing voices, punc-
tuated from time to time by the clink of
glasswate as a bartender stirred up a drink.
Joe Goodwin smiled. Liquor was out-
side the law in dry Oklahoma, but what
little law there was in Deep Sands made
no attempt to check its sale. Not when
the officers could ignore it so profitably.

He reached the two-storied, weather-
gray hotel and had one foot on the rickety
step leading into the lobby when he heard
somebody call his name. Pausing, he
stared down the walk. Running toward
him was Marta Scott, the girl to whom he
had talked that afternoon.

"Mr. Goodwin!" she called breathlessly.
He touched his hat.

“Evening, Miss Scott.”

Silent, she stood before him, and he no-
ticed that the tautness which had been in
her face this afternoon was there again.
The silence became awkward. Suddenly,
she blurted, “Where are you going?”

“Where?” he lifted his eyebrows. “I
should be the one asking that question,
shouldn’t I? A girl like you has no busi-
ness out after dark in Deep Sands.”

“I asked you where you were going?”
she repeated angnly “You don’t seem
to realize

Without letting her finish, he cut her
off. "I'm going to see a man on a pri-
vate matter that concerns nobody but me
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HEN the doctor had driven out from

Deep Sands and set Dog-Ear's legs,
Joe helped load the lineman into the truck.
He told Happy to take him to the Central
City hospital. After the truck left, he
called the doctor off to one side and asked
him how bad it was.

The doctor, a red-skinncd man with a
three-day stubble of beard on his face,
rubbed his chin. “If there’s no .serious
internal injuries, he’ll pull through. But
with those legs—" He shook his head.
“He'll never climb another pole.”

Joe nodded. He'd gucssed that. 1t was
a tough break for Dog-Ear. A hell of a
tough break.

Back to the wind, he stood and watched
while the doctor got in his coupe and drove
off. He felt weak and nauseated. When
he tried to light a cigarctte, he was so
shaky he dropped the pack. Finally, he
shrugged and tried to push it into the back
of his mind. These things went with the
game. He had a chunk of high-line to
build.

“Lee,” he called. “Slim.”

The two men came over to him. He
looked from one to the other a moment,
then said, “Slim, you've been pushing the
wire-stringing gang. I'm going to have to
put you back in hooks in Dog-Ear’s place.”
Slim nodded. “Sure. I know how it
is.”

“Lee. I reckon you’ll have to take over
the wire-stringers.”

“How about the sub-station crew?”

“I'll take cate of them myself,” Joe said.
He paused. “All right, boys. Let’s hit
it.”
~ Slim moved off to put on his climbing
tools and belt. Lee stood there a moment,
silent, then said quietly, “C'mere, Joe. I
want to show you something.”

Wondering, the foreman walked with
him to the fallen pole. Lee knelt down
and pointed at the pole butt.

“'She broke off clean with the ground,
Joe.” '

“Yeah?”
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“Look at that break.”
Joe stared at it. The break wasn’t
ragged—not all the way across. It was
smooth part way, as if it had been cut with

a saw. The blood in his temples started

pounding. “Hell!” he muttered.

Lee’s gray eyes were hard, pinpointed
with a savage light. “Neat, wasn't it?
Somebody sawed her part way in two, close
to the ground where it wouldn’t show, .
And when the strain got heavy oa one
side—" He shrugged and did not finish.

Laying a hand on the broken pole butt,
Joe ran it slowly over the rough surface.
He thought of Cooke and the threat the
promoter had made. He thought of Dog-
Ear, falling, riding the broken stick down.
He saw again those shattered, grotesquely
twisted legs.

Fists closing and unclosing, he stood up.
“Lee,” he mumbled, "I reckon we got a
fight on our hands. A hell of a tough
fight. You want to be counted in?”

The straw-boss looked at him, not speak-
ing for a long, long moment. Then the
unholy joy gleamed in his eyes, moved
down to touch his thin lips with a light
smile.

“All the way,” he said.

THE skipper was waiting at the store-
room when Joe came in from the job
a couple of evenings later. From his ac-
tions, he was worried. Joe nodded to him.

“How’s Dog-Ear?”

“Going to be all right, they say, Except
for his legs.” The superintendent lit a
cigarette, blew a narrow stream of smoke
out of his nostrils. “You're up against a
mean bunch, Joe.” '

“You don’t have to tell me that.”

“I'd like to give you a hand, some way.
What can I do?”

“Send me more linemen. Half a dozen
more.” ‘

The skipper laughed without humor.
“You would ask for the one thing I haven't -
got. Linemen are scarcer than hen’s teeth.”

Joe shrugged. The job was moving on
25















DEATH RIDES THE HIGH WIRE

thought of his own life, of the struggle to
exist that he’d always known, of the things
he’d come to accept as important, of the
way of life he’d learned. He shook his
head.

“Afraid I don’t. You can have the per-
manence—and all those other things you
talk about. I'll settle for cash.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Reckon I do.”

There was a silence, and he sensed that
a gap had opened between them, a chasm
which their understanding could not
bridge. He flipped his cigarette moodily
into the fireplace.

“You'll change,” she said softly.
“You'll see it my way some day. I know
you will.”

A TRUCK driver from the city came
into the storeroom late one afternoon
toward the latter part of ithe week and told
Joe he had a load of material for him.

“What kind of material?” Joe asked.
The driver yawned and said carelessly:

“Transformer bushings.”

Joe couldn’t believe it until he had gone
outside and inspected the pushings where
they rested in crates on the truck bed.
There they were—shiny, glittering, real.
He shook his head. The skipper had some-
how accomplished a miracle.

“Shall I unload ’em now?” the truck
driver asked.

“No. Leave them on the truck. We’ll
install them tonight.”

Lee Parsons, who had come up, pro-
tested, “Be an all-night job. The boys are
just about fagged out.” '

“Can’t help it. Tell Happy to tote the
generator out to the sub-station right after
supper. Tell him to take the searchlights
and some flares. Round up the gang. Have
them ready to go to work by eight to-
night.”

Lee shrugged. “You're the boss.”

It was a cold, bitter night to work. The
wind swept through the sub-station with
savage, biting force, moaning eerily
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through the steel girders and network of
wires. Two big searchlights were placed
on the ground at opposite corners of the
station, giving out a flat, brilliant glare that
iMluminated the yard with an unreal light.

Pacing up and down the station yard,
Joe kept stomping his feet to drive the.
numbness from them. The men working
upstairs were suffering, he knew. Little
Hoot chopped up some empty insulator
crates and built a bonfire in the lee of one
of the transformers over which the men
could warm their hands when they grew
too numb to hold a wrench.

Big Hoot lumbered up to the fire and
shucked off his gloves. Playfully, he
shoved Little Hoot away from the flames
and hunkered down, turning his rough,
calloused hands over and over.

“Reminds me of when I was a kid,” he
grunted. “If we had some marshmallows
to toast we could have a party.”

“Marshmallows are your speed,” Little
Hoot said. “Me, I'd druther have a nice
juicy pig to barbeque.”

Turning his massive head, Big Hoot
looked his partner up-and down carefully,
then started nodding. “Amazin’,” he
grunted. “Downright amazin’.”

“What?”

“The resemblance betwecn you an’ a
pig. Only you're a mite uglier. Just a
mite. Now, I had a shoat once—"

Face darkening, Little Hoot picked up
a crescent wrench. “Look who's talkin’,
Why you misbegotten, bow-legged ape—"

For some reason, their usual horseplay
rubbed Joe the wrong way tonight. “Break
it up,” he snapped harshly. “We got no
time for fooling around.”

Big Hoot turned and looked at him. The
good-natured grin slowly left his face.
Slipping on his gloves, he shrugged and
mounted the ladder which led to the top of
one of the transformers. Joe jerked his
head at Little Hoot.

“Give me a hand with this searchlight.”

All through the endless night they

worked, and shortly before sunup the job
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drink, coughing as the stale air irritated
his throat. Mike leaned forward in his
chair and said out of one cotner of his
mouth, “There he is.”

Cooke’s eyes flicked to the squat man
standing at the bar, stayed on him. He
didn’t trust Sam Massey. The man was
too jittery, too ncrvous acting. In a tight
pinch Cooke thought, he might not be de-
pendable. .

Massey finished his beer and flipped a
coin on the bar. Tuming, he caught
Cooke’s eye. The promoter took a large
white handkerchief from his pocket and
blew his nose, nodding toward the door.
Without changing expression, Massey an-
sweted the nod with a movement of his
shoulders, then ambled casually across the
room toward the exit. Mike started to get
up.

“Ready, boss?”

Cooke shook his head. “Give him time
to get to the hotel. We don’t want any-
body getting suspicious.”

Sam Massey was pacing up and down
the room when Cooke and his men reached
the hotel ten minutes later. The promoter
sat down and lit a cigar. He looked up at
Massey. :

“Well?”

“Things ain’t goin’ so good. They got
some transformer bushings some place.
Worked us all night installing ’em.”

“I thought you said they couldn’t be re-
placed that easily.”

“Just a lucky break. The skipper must
have stripped some pots that weren’t in
service.”

Cooke felt an irritation. Time was grow-
ing short, and work on the high-line had
not been slowed up appreciably. *Any-
thing more you could do at the sub-sta-
tion?”

Massey shook his head. “I ain’t mess-
in’ around that sub any more. They threw
in the switch yesterday. She’s hotter than
a pistol.”

“Hot? But the line isn’t finished yet.”

“They opened the Deep Sands switch.
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Locked it open till the wire-stringing is
finished.” ‘

Cooke toyed with his watch chain for 2
moment. Suddenly, he got up and fished
a sheet of stationery out of a desk drawer.
He turned to Masscy.

~You know the layout of that sub?”

“Yeah.” :

“Draw me a diagram of it.”

“What for?”

Cooke jerked the lineman to the desk.
“Draw it! I'll show you why in a min-
ute.”

Watching closely, he leaned over Massey
while the lineman drew a crude sketch of
the sub-station. When it was finished,
Cooke stared at one of the switches on the
diagram—the one marked “Deep Sands
22kv.” After a moment, he nodded in sat-
isfaction.

“This switch is open?”

“Yeah.”

“And the crew will be working on the
line tomorrow, stringing wire?”

Maissey started to nod, then a sudden
horror came into his eyes. He muttered,
“You ain’t figurin’ to close that switch?”

OOKE kept staring down at the piece of
paper. He laughed softly. “It could be
done,” he said, half to himself. “A man
could saw the padlock off, swing the switch
shut—"

“You'd burn up every man on that wire.
It'd be murder.”

“You're chicken-hearted, Massey. ’

Sweat popped out on the lineman’s fore-
head, beaded on his eyebrows. His mouth
started twitching. “But murder—I ain’t
used to——"

“Don’t say that word again,” Cooke
snapped. He pushed Massey into a chair,
leaned over him. “Listen. You're in this
deeper than any of us. You sawed that
pole in two and there’s no way you could
pin that on us. So you better play it our
way and quit whining.”

Massey shuddered. “Burnin’ a man
up—" He tried to stand up. “I won’t close
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side him, Lee’s Colt dwatfed the lesser
sounds of the automatics. Joe cursed, and
burrowed lower in the sawdust. They'd
walked into this thing the fool's way—
only one gun in the crowd and Cooke and
his men all armed.

Rolling to one side, he found a table
and overturned it so that it formed a thin
shield. “Lee!” he called. “Behind here!”

Lee didn’t seem to hear. Kneeling, he
lifted his gun, caressed the hammer. The
unholy joy was in his eyes. The gun bucked.
Mike clutched at his throat, went sprawl-
ing down across the table.

Cooke glanced at the fallen gunman,
snapped out an order to Injun. Both their
guns turned on Lee. Fear was a cold knife
in Joe’s stomach. Three guns were too
many for Lee to fight. Against his hand he
felt the solid oak leg of the table. At the
same instant, he stared at the hanging kero-
sene lamp which illuminated the room.

His hand closed on the table leg, jerked:
hard, and with a ripping sound the leg
came loose. Standing up, he swung it
around his head as a weight thrower swings
a hammer, let it fly. The missile sailed
true. Glass tinkled, the bracket gave way,
and the lamp went crashing to the floor.

Complete darkness enveloped the room.
From time to time, a gun roared, its orange
stab of flame drawing an answer from the
opposite side of the room. Suddenly, near-
by, Joe saw two simultaneous stabs of flame,
heard two deafening reports. Somebody
was helping Lee out, he realized.

A scream rose from the direction of the
booth, died away.

“One more we won’t have to fool with,”
said Colonel Scott’s crusty, brittle voice.

“Yeah,” Lee drawled. “Thanks, amigo.”

A fusillade of shots broke out from both
sides, kept up for a time. Then, the firing
ceased, and a desolate, complete silence fell.
Straining his ears, Joe heard slight scuffing
noises of men moving around, and cursed
the darkness which blanketed his eyes.

He started moving carefully across the
floor toward the booth. Somewhere a door

" tered.
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slammed. The sound startled him more
than a shot would have.

“A light!” somebody yelled. "Give us
a light. He’s getting away!”

The voice was Lee’s. Stumbling over
tables and chairs, Joe fumbled his way to
the bar. He heard the door slam again.

Then a light went up, a flickering smoky
lantern held by the white-faced bartender.
“Is it over?” he whispered hoarsely.

“Here with that light,” Joe ordered. The
lantern moved toward the dark booth, sent
black shadows 'scurrying up the wall. Mike
lay sprawled out on the table, unmoving.
Sam Massey was huddled on the floor.
Dutch turned him over, and pointed at a
hole in his chest. "Won’t have to worry
about him.”

A MAN moaned somewhere nearby and
Joe took the lantern from the bar-
tender. A dozen feet from the booth he
found Injun, sitting cross-legged, clutch-
ing at a bleeding shoulder.

“Do something quick,” the man mut-
“I'm bleeding to death.”

“Where's Cooke?” Joe snapped.

“Don’t know. He skinned out.”

Joe handed the lantern to Dutch. “Tie
this guy’s shoulder up. You help him, Slim.
Lee, come with me.”

They went outside. The moon was
higher now, hanging clear and white in
the cloudless sky. The sedan was gone. So
was the high-line truck. Lee clutched Joe’s
arm.
“Who took the truck—Happy?”

Joe shook his head. Happy was still
inside. All the boys were there, he was
sure. All but one. “C'mon,” he said, and
ran toward the pickup. “Little Hoot’s
got the truck.”

Kicking the starter, he wheeled the pick-
up around, headed it west out of town,
giving it all it would take. The road was
rough and bumpy, deep-rutted by the in-
numerable heavy oil field trucks which had
driven over it for the past months. A dozen
times the pickup hit high-center on the
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Little Hoot said softly, “Better keep away
from that car, Cooke.”

The promoter laughed. “I'd like to see
any of you stop me.”

“We won't stop you.
take my advice.”

Something in Little Hoot’s voice made
Joe turn and stare at him. His face be-
trayed nothing. Joe’s glance turned back
to the sedan, studied it for a moment. A
chill ran over him. Cooke reached for
the door.

“Stop!” Joe croaked, and stumbled for-
ward. Little Hoot seized his arm.

“Wait.”

Cooke’s hand touched the door. Sud-
denly, he stiffened, writhed horribly,
soundlessly. Then like a rag doll, he sagged
and tumbled to the ground.

“God!” Lee said.

Cold, numb, Joe stared up at the broken
pole, traced the dangling wire down from
the crossarm to where it lay against the
metal car top. He shivered, and wondered
if Little Hoot had seen that wire, too.

Little Hoot lit a cigarette. The match
flared yellow, illuminating his leathery,
wind-burned face. He sucked deep at the
cigarette. .

“Funny,” he said, “how quick sixty-six
thousand volts can do its work.”

Then he quietly collapsed in a dead
faint. '

But you better

SHE was standing at the corral fence
watching the sun sink behind a far-off
hill when Joe came up. “Hello, Marta,”
he said.

She smiled and said hello. For a mo-
ment he gazed at the funny way her eyelids
crinkled up, wondering if a man would
ever get tired of watching them.

“How’s Little Hoot?” she asked.

" “Okay. A few busted ribs and a scalp
wound, but the doc says he’ll be all right
before long.”

“I'm glad.”

SHORT STORIES )

The sun was almost gone now. The chill
of evening was in the wind, sharp, biting.
“Cold?” Joe said. She shook her head.

“No.”

He looked down at her hand whete it
tested on the fence rail. “Guess I'll be
pulling out in another week or so.”

“The high-line will be finished?”

“On the minute. I told the boys they
could ease up, that there was no sense
killing themselves with work. But they
just laughed at me. Said they were getting
used to not sleeping. Said I was going
soft.”

“Are you?”

“Maybe. A man changes. Things hap-
pen to a man that make him change.”

She was very close to him; he knew that
he should tell her now. Yet he stood there
frozen, dumb. She touched his arm.

“Joe—" she said softly.

Struggling to make the unfamiliar words
come right, he took hold of her shoulders.
“Listen. You told me once that some day
I'd see things your way. That I'd want a
home, permanence, 2ll the rest. Well, you
were right. Only I went too far. I fell in
love with you.” o

She laughed. “It isn’t as bad as you make
it sound—once you get used to it.”

She was even loser to him now. The
words were beginning to get mixed up.

“Listen. I've got to be moving on
when this job's finished. There’s a war go-
ing on, and it changes things, postpones
things. My job is to build high-line—
that’s what I do best. But the war won’t
last forever. And afterwards—maybe a
year, maybe two—"

“That's a long time,” she murmured,
“for a girl to wait to be kissed. Does that
have to be postponed, too?”

He thought it over for maybe three sec-
onds. Then he shook his head.

“I can’t think of any reason why it
should be.”

So it wasn't.
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Rock; yonder. The only landing’s on the
west side—ain’t in sight from here, but it
ain’t far. I hear tell there’s a2 wide ledge
by the landing, ten foot depth, where
abalones are thick, and it’s steepto. A Jap
sub could lay along that ledge and haul in
abalone steaks—"

“Go to hell,” said Cap’'n Wingo. They
returned to the Arethusa. The haze was
thickening with night, and the glass was
down a point, but they were well modred
in the lee of San Tomas.

That evening Cap'n Wingo, whose
~ shoulder was really hurting, retired early
from the seven-up game. The sea was
kicking up a bit, and nobody said anything

about an early start next morning; he had a-

distinct notion that Cap’n Ketch resented
his presence aboard, and he was more than
cool toward Cap’n Ketch, and the engineer,
by all the signs, was going to be seasick
before the night was over. The Arethusa
was kicking a bit at her moorings.

So, when Cap’n Wingo turned out on
deck at two bells, or five o’clock, he had
the whole wide world to himself and
plenty of it. He got into eilskins with su-
preme satisfaction; a drizzle was blowing
up out of the southeast, and dirty lay the
sky in that quarter.  °

Night and subconscious cogitation had
come to Cap'n ngos aid. As he got
himself a quick bite and a2 mug of java, he
reviewed the situation very happily. He
had been a fool to waste time landing on
San Tomas. Thanks to the rain and scud,
the Arethusa would be invisible to anyone
coming from San Ysidro; the-islands cov-
eted her, too. And anyone coming would
probably land on High Rock’s western
shore, protected from this southeast wind.

“Yep, I'd better take Red Ketch's tip and
land there,” he soliloquized. “From sea-
ward, too, it has a good approach with
plenty of depth; anybody could steam up
slap alongsxde where it’s steep-to by the
chart!”

So he tumblcd into the boat and made
for High Rock, after first getting his long
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package wrapped in newspaper. Getting
there in the dinghy was a job, but the lee
of San Tomas helped, and the current
favored. As he toiled in to the landing,
he was rejoiced to see that the end of
the island quite hid the Arethusa from
sight.

Thete was no surf here, but ill-luck
assailed him. Newspaper parcel in hand,
he stepped ashore, to slip suddenly on the
wet rocks. He lost balance; his parcel shot
forward to the dry beach, but he toppled
and went down on hands and knees. To
an old man, the shock was excessive. He
struggled upright, and then saw that the
kickback of his fall had sent the dingy
out from shore. The current had already
seized it.

“Condemn it!” said Cap'n Wingo in
acute dismay. To swim out, overtake the
boat and row it back was for him impos-
sible; a tide-rip swept about these rocks.
The dingy went on out and whirled around
and started for the North Pole.

Bruised, miserable, marooned, Cap’n
Wingo pncked up his long package and
sought shelter among the jutting rocks from
the bursts of rain and chill wind that swept
up from southward. Sea and sky were gray,
the air was filled with flying spume and
rain, and Cap’n Wingo had no recourse or
solace save his pipe. Yet he was here,
where he had designed to be, and consulted
his watch mcthodlcally

He was in no danger; by noon at latest,
those aboard the Arethusa would be search-
ing for him. He had an unhappy vision of
a white-bearded figure capering on the
rocks at the south end of the island and
waving a sou'wester to attract their atten-
tion. The thought of Tony Sung’s fish-
boat, by this time close aboard the islands,
cheered him. Six-thirty; yes, not long to
wait now!

HE EXAMINED the landing. This was
a long strip of shingle which ran
back from the water for a few yards and
ended in upheaved masses of ancient rock;
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SAN FRANCISCO—PORT OF CALL

on end when we might have been to-
gether!”

Natalie Longworth was both pampered
and beautiful. That she realized it made
her a difficult person with whom to deal.
Particularly for Dan Flynn, whose strength
was in ships and not in caustic young
women. The girl stared at him with eyes
which were round and wide and mocking.
Her throaty voice was.richly flavored with
the dislike she had made no point of hid-
ing since the day they sailed from Boston
six months before. Flynn stood up and
scowled back at her.

“When I can set you ashore on the Em-
barcadero, Miss Longworth, I'll be a happy
man. And not before. What you think
of this fog and its delay is mild to what I
think. Believe me!”

He wheeled, then, and strode out onto
the deck. Roy Bender, his mate, met him
just outside the door.

“I was coming after you. I think we've
got the pilot boat in sight. The weather’s
lifting a little. But it looks a little funny
to me. She’s a battered old brig—and she
mounts two guns!”

Flynn nodded. With the great tide of
gold-seckers shipping in the east to double
the Hern to San Francisco, it didn’t seem
too out of place that this port should feel
obliged to use a larger pilot boat than ordi-
nary, and an armed one, at that. If there
was any echo of Bender's uneasiness in
Flynn, it was drowned in his flood of re-
lief at prospect of making the harbor and
ridding himself of his owner’s daughter.
That was the important thing, the seat of
all his bitterness.

“Get both watches on deck, Bender,” he
said absently. “Stand by to slack braces.
We'll heave to and wait for the pilot to
come up. But mark ar eyc on the fog and
if an opening shows, remember it. I've seen
pilots off of smaller boats than that one too
drunk to take a newcomer in!”

Bender grinned and moved forward.
Dan looked idly out over the water toward
the other ship and let his thoughts turn
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again inwgrd. When he was ten years old,
he sailed his first berth. In the fifteen years
since then, he had been making himself
with his own hands. He had not done
badly. When a firm of Boston solicitors,
acting for a client, had asked for the ablest
skipper in Boston, they had been directed
to Dan’s favorite tavern. The solicitors
had, they said, orders from their client to
buy the best ship available, put the best men
aboard it, load certain mining machinery,
and dispatch it to California:

That the ship purchased was the newest
one from the ways of Donald McKay,
Boston’s clipper building magician, had
clinched the offer for Dan Flynn. Like
many another man who had grown up in
the China trade, his great ambition was to
skipper a McKay ship. He recruited his
crew carefully from among men who had
sailed often with him and he personally
saw to the fitting of the Sea Witch.

The solicitors did not see fit to mention
that their client, Cyrus Longworth had a
daughter who also was sailing on the
Witch until they brought her aboard an
hour before the change of tide. They let
Dan know, then, that the machinery in the
hold of the Witch was of secondary im-
portance. They let him know this ship
had been bought, fitted, and manned pri-
marily to® get the girl safely out to her
father in San Francisco.

That had been a bitter pill. The Witch
—a queen who might make a name for
herself in the China trade—consigned to
the mollycoddling job of ferrying a woman
around two continents! Flynn's nature was
close-packed and had little room in it for
love. What room there was surged with
love of his ship. But the humiliation of
the errand on which he sailed the Witch
was only a mild beginning. For Natalie
Longworth never forgot for an instant that
she was the owner’s daughter and that
every man and spar aboard were slaves to
her wishes.

The cabin-boy played sick for three
days off Jamaica. He needed a quick cure
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Balk and you'll sink, right where you are!”

The self-styled pilot was apparently used
to dealing with ship-masters as anxious for
land and a crack at the gold-fields of the
Sacramento Valley as their crews. He was*
apparently used to a little bluster and a
quick pay-off. It was a lightning, jolting
fist which caught him at the base of one
ear and flung him flat on the deck. He
bunched his knees and clawed upright, his
hand tugging at his big gun. But Dan’s
hand had streaked back under his own
coat to pull his sheath-worn Navy Colt
from its habitual resting place across the
right side of the small of his back. Flynn
stabbed his weapon forward into the flabby
softness of the man’s belly, circling so that
the man was a shield between the crew of
the pilot boat and himself. He raised his
voice to his own crew,

“Put these scabby land dogs overside!”
he raged. “Feet-first or head-first. If one
of them touches steel or makes fight I'll put
a hole through the middle of this walrus
that the rest of them can crawl through!”

The pilot’s face whitened. Bender and
Limey Joe Dreen, the Witch’s bosun, and
two or three others moved toward the
bunched pilot-boat crew, marlin spikes
trailing menacingly from their hands. The
pilot boat boys stood for a moment, then
broke and started for the rail. A smile
creased Flynn's face. But it froze suddenly.
Natalie Longworth stood in the doorway
of his cabin, her face white and her eyes
flashing. ‘

She crossed the deck with quick, sh?.rp
steps and shoved herself between Flynn
and the pilot with no attention to Flynn’s
level, cocked gun.

“My captain has a notion he’s a hard sea-
dog, Pilot,” she said hurriedly. *“This ship
belongs to Cyrus Longworth. I'm his
daughter. We're landing at San Francisco
to make our home. We don’t want any
trouble with authorities, naturally. I'd ap-
preciate it very much if you'd report this
as a misunderstanding and if you'd send
word of our arrival to my father as soon
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as you deck. I have the fee here. Minted
gold is all right?”

She held up a little pouch. The pallor
slid from the pilot’s face. He took the
pouch, hefted it, and grinned over the girl’s
shoulder into Flynn’s face. :

“All right?” he said smoothly. “Any-
thing is all right that the daughter of Cyrus
Longworth does, lady. San Francisco is
waiting for you! And you, too, Captain
Bucko!” He made the last a malevolent
snarl. “There’s been more than one tough
skipper lost his ship inside the Golden
Gate!”

‘The man turned, then, and dropped
down the ladder to his skiff and its waiting
ctew. Flynn stood immobile. In a mo-
ment the small boat came into view from
under the overhang of the Witch. It wal-
lowed with the clumsiness of its oarsmen.
There wasn’t a seaman on its thwarts—
leader or crew alike. They were landsmen.
And they'd be waiting ashore. For the
girl as well as for the captain of the Wizch.
This knowledge was certain in Flynn. The
name of Cyrus Longworth and the girl’s
relationship to him had made a big impres-
sion on the bogus pilot. It didn’t look
good.

When the skiff was a hundred yards
away, Dan eased a little and thrust his gun
back into its sheath. Natalie Longworth
turned toward him.

“You and your stiff-necked, iron-handed,
deck-discipline pride!” she said savagely.
“Rather than bend, you’d have sacrificed
my father’s ship to the cannon on that other
ship. What if the pilot’s fee was unreason-
able? What if it was robbery? My father’s
dollar investment in this ship is counted in -
thousands, not scrabbling hundreds! You |,
are a fool, Captain Flynn!”

“I have company on this ship, Miss,”
Dan answered her quietly. “The cannon
you were worrying about are little nine-
pound brass bores. A full hit from both
of them at once wouldn’t even dent the
oak planking of a McKay ship!”

He turned to the mate.
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quality in Dan Flynn, more than any other,
which has set him cross grain to Natalie
Longworth in the first hours she was on
the decks of the Witch. But it stood him in
good stead, now.

This was a time of peace. Sailings to
San Francisco were classed as regular mer-
chant voyages. Crewmen drew regular
wages, without bonus for risk to life and
limb beyond the calling of their trade. Yet
here were four of the Witch’s men dead
ashore and her bosun in grave shape.
Things like that unsettle the best com-
panies afloat if they are given time to sink
in. Flynn knew it. His orders complete
to the medico as regarded Dreen’s care,
Dan wheeled on Roy Bender.

“Muster all hands, Mister Mate!” he
snapped. “Call for volunteers. Keep
half a watch to man our deck. Turn the
rest to in the cutter. Serve out rifles to the
deck watch and the small arms in the chest
in my cabin as far as they’ll go among the
cutter crew. Keep all craft off the Witch,
counter or rail, save our own boat. I'm
taking the cutter across for a visit to Cap-
tain Jack Lewes!”

Roy Bender grinned widely. There was
a heaviness at the corners of the grin which
showed his disappointment 2t being left
behind. But there was pleasure on the rest
of his face and it spread quickly to the
crew. Watching it, Dan Flynn felt a tight,
good feeling of well being move through
his own muscles. It wasn’t for nothing
that he always sailed with a strictly New
England crew. Yankees were a strange
breed. Hurt them and they begged for more.
There was no end to it. There was no
quitting. Hit and hit back was a creed
bred deeply into their blood.

Three minutes after Joe Dreen had been
hauled limply over the rail, Dan dropped
into the stern sheets of the cutter.

“Shove off!” he barked. “Let fall.
Give way together!”

Shamus Donegal, the carpenter, bent his
huge shoulders and grunted out the tempo
of the stroke for three beats.

The cutter
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settled in the water with the drive of the
crew.  After Donegal’s voice died there
was no sound but the creak of leathers in
the rowlocks and the hiss of feathered
blades as they dipped into water again at
the beginning of each new stroke. A white
arrow of a wake appeared behind the cutter
and Dan hooked his elbows on the gun-
whale of the boat, his eyes reaching ahead
to the dingy sides of the Sonoma.

Half the distance across to the Sonoma,
Dan picked up the silhouette of a shallow,
narrow-beamed little wherry skipping
across the water from one of the lower
landings of the peninsula of San Francisco
toward Black Jack Lewes’ floating tramp.
The wherry was light and being driven
hard. Approaching at a wide angle from the
Witeh's cutter, it would make the Sonoma
minutes ahead of the cutter. Dan nodded
to himself and grinned thinly. That would
be Lewes, himself, coming aboard after his
business ashore. Good! If there was talk-
ing to be done, a good Irishman wouldn’t
waste time on tramp crewmen and hired
strongbacks. It was Lewes, Dan wanted to
see. No one else.

Bearing up on the slowly rocking
Sonoma, Dan nodded at the man on the
tiller and the cutter made a swing to come
in alongside the ragged ladder hanging
over the old ship’s neglected freeboard.
Dan eyed the deck above as the remaining
yards narrowed down. Lewes had always
had a name of playing himself safe, of
shipping twice the crew he needed to work
his ship. There was a feathering of un-
easiness in Flynn and he loosened the gun
in its sheath at his back with a sort of un-
conscious precaution. But the decks of the
Sonoma were quiet and her lookout didn’t
hail the cutter until it had nearly lost way
and was within a yard of bumping against -
the blistered planking. Dan ignored the
hail and caught at the ladder. He heard
Donegal bark at a man in the bow to make
the painter on the cutter fast. Then he
was on Lewes’ deck with his crew piling
after him.
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I've had my pick of men. Lads that'd
rather level a sight than tilt a rocker. Hav-
ing Tobe Barrett take the Sonoma out
whenever a ship’s due off the Gate is just
one angle. There’s others. But I have
troubles, too. My boys aren’t on sea-legs.
I can’t make up a first-class deep-water
crew. So I've got to hang close till I can
grab a few more off new ships. That’s
where you come in. Know anything about
this Longworth that’s your owner?”

Tight-lipped, Dan shook his head.
Lewes grinned.

“I'll tell you. He’s the wealthiest trader
in Boston. Made his money trading with
the Spanish off Vera Cruz. He hot-footed
it across from Vera Cruz to the west coast
and come up in a Mexican coaster when he
heard of the strike on the American River.
He's got him a string of rich claims above
Sutter’s old place. He's going into min-
ing in first-class style. Rather, he was.
I aim to take it over for him. But I've got
to have cash to work with. So I picked up
his girl, too. He’s got agents in Boston.
They hired you. I've got a letter from
Longworth and another from the gitl.
Take them to Boston for me and you'll get
enough cash from those agents to keep my
plans running here until the big pay starts.
I can forget this half-penny pilot shake-
down I've been working. I can pay the
kind of hands I need ashore. Sail on the
tide tonight with those letters and meet me
back at Vera Cruz, with the cash, Christmas
Day and I'll not touch you. That’s the bar-
gain.”

Flynn stood up.

“Touch me, Lewes,” he said quietly,
“touch me just once! As for the rest of it,
you can go to hell!”

Lewes’ face held onto its thin grin.
“You could go ashore. You might track
down where I'm holding the old man and
his clawing kitten. But it'd take your whole
ctew and more luck than a bucko has com-
ing to take them away from me. You'd
get no help from anybody ashore. It's
hands off, there, and every man to his own
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business. And while you were ashore,
what the hell you think would happen to
your pretty ship? I've wanted the quarter-
deck on a McKay tub as bad.as any master
afloat. Taking yours while you were gone
is the easiest way I know of getting one! Be
sensible, Flynn. You've got the name of a
steady man. Sailing back to Boston with
a letter from your owner leaves you in the
clear. What's it to you if the old man
loses his shirt?”

DAN FUYNN was caught hard. He
could feel the strain. Looking about
the shabby cabin, a vision of this renegade
in command of the Wrch was blasphemy.
His mind began to tick over, catching at
an angle here and a flaw there until a plan
formed a vague shape in his head. He
shrugged his shoulders heavily.

“My boys haven'’t been ashore,” he said.
“I doubt I could get them to sail on the
tide after less than a watch in port. But
I'll not let you have my ship!”

“Ships are wood. If one is lost, another
can be built, Flynn,” Lewes said. “A man
that loves a ship or a woman is a fool.
If you're still at anchor at turning tide, I'll
take your ship or I'll ram her, or I'll burn
her where she lies. Your choice, Bucko!”

Lewes came to his feet then, roared out
a command. The companionway doors
were loosed from the outside. Dan
nodded at his boys. They started up the
gangway. He followed, keeping his head
bent to avoid the astonished disbelief on
their faces. Silently, the men from the
Witch dropped into their cutter and pulled
away from the Sonoma without waiting fot
Dan's command. They rowed silently,
putting their anger into their strokes, so
that the cutter raced along. Dan bent for-
ward and tapped Donegal on the shoulder.

“Can you hear me, Carpenter?”

“Aye, sir.”

“Good! Listen. The boys are armed.
When we get on deck, reach Mister Ben-
der and the Doc. Tell them what I'm tell-
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maybe it'll pull wnth us if we make a
start!”
“You find old Longworth—or the

girl?”  Donegal’s heavy voice was ex-
pectant.  Dan shook his head again.
“No. Nobody seems to know or wants -

to say where Lewes might be holding them.
But I've a huach. Pinky and the bosun
are checking it. There’s an old sail loft up
toward the Spanish fort. We'll move that
way. Give me a ten-minute start. I'll pick
up Pinky and Dreen. Then you boys start
through the town—together in a knot.
Make a lot of noise and come fast. Maybe
Lewes’ll drop his sails if we crowd him
and he sees that mutiny was a fake. May-
be he won’t. I tried to get us more guns.
But I couldn’t. We'll have to do with what
we have.”

Roy Bender stood up and - stretched
cramped muscles expectantly.

“We'll do, Captain!” he said.

SWINGING back toward the sprawling,
mud-rutted town, Flynn moved at a
brisk trot, shouldering his way through
miners in jeans and homespun, broadcloth
and cowhide. At a corner, he staggered
a man in buckskin into the mire of the
street. The man jerked out a blistering
oath, then caught himself as he saw Dan’s
face. As Dan lunged on past him, he

" heard the man call out to his comrades:’

“Al, boys, I smell smoke!”

At the next corner, Dan looked back and
saw that three trappers, led by the man he
had jostled, were trotting expectantly along
behind him, drawn by the promise of
trouble in his own purposeful galt He
also saw that a sombre faced man in a shop-
keeper’'s apron had come out of his store
and was trotting along with them.

Turning back toward the Embarcadero,
Dan dodged into the Bunged Keg.
Pinky Johnson and the injured Dreen had
given over their pretense at drinking them-
selves stupid. They each had a gun in
hand and were busy lifting weapons from
the belts of five men lined up against the
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bar. Dan judged Lewes had sent the five
down to make sure that Pinky and the
bosun of the Witch weren't playing
‘possum and that the two men from the
Witch hadn't liked so much attention. He
pulled up for a moment at Pinky’s elbow.
The round-bellied doctor turned from his
work with a quick grin of pleasure.

“On the nail-head, Captain,” he
chuckled. “These lads were loose-jawed.
Your hunch was right! The old sail-loft
for us—!"

Dan nodded. “Let's go!”

Dreen clutched an armload of guns and
knives. Flynn shoved on through the
Barrel and out the back door. - In the open
again, he could hear a turmoil further
down in the town. He caught Pinky John-
son’s arm as they moved.

“The boys!” he guessed. “Keep to
shadow, Pinky. But get word to the mate
when they get up here that our business
is at the sail-loft. See they get there, and
fast!”

Johnson nodded and fadcd into the
gloom of ‘darkened buildings. Dan held -
on down the alley for a hundred fect, then
swept out onto the street. Lewes ordered
his first shot fired then. It was from far
up the street in the direction of the loft.
And if it was fired at the captain-of the
Witch, it missed its mark by a wide mar-
gin. Across the street, a number of idlers
were gathered, staring at the motley troop
swinging onto the street at Flynn’s heels.
A man among them howled in echo to the
shot. Dan judged the bullet had found
its mark there.

That shot and the injury of an onlooker
did something to the street—to all of San
Francisco. More merchants, even custom-
ers on which they had been waiting, piled
into the street. And most of them carried
weapons in their hands. This had been tife
critical part of Dan’s whole plan. :

He had known that Jack Lewes would
have a big force before he tackled big
stakes. And regardless of how able the
men from the Witch might be, they stood
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the girl being carried into the brush of
the peninsula highlands by men like the
dogs which ran to Jack Lewes’ heels. He
knew better than Bender what would hap-
pen if part of Lewes’ crew got onto the
waters of the bay. He was certain, where
Bender was only guessing, that they'd take
the Wich. They'd take her out through
the gate and likely try to pick up what was
left of the other parties at some cove down
the coast. He wanted to order the whole
company milling around him to throw up
a cordon along the water. But the girl
who had stood between him and full enjoy-
ment of his first clipper command now
prevented him from saving the one love
of his life—his ship!

“Get the girl!” he grunted into Bender’s
face. “Take every man and get her quick
before they can hide in the brush!” Asan
afterthought, he added, “Get the old man,
too. I'll have to wait, here.”

Bender turned away, stubborn protest on
his face. But he swung ably into the mixed
crowd, splitting it into parties and sending
them racing out on tangents toward the
renegades driving toward the hills. Pinky
Johnson ran heavily up to Dan, pushed
him down, and jerked his shirt open. Tilt-
ing his head down, Dan saw the bullet had
not made a bad wound, but that it must
have hit 2 nerve center from the way the
flesh was knotted up around the hole. That,
too, accounted for the slackness which had
come over him. He said something about
it to Pinky. The medico gave an extra pull
to the wadding bandage he had fastened
and snapped an answer.

“You've got a hole in you, Captain. No
man walks around with a hole in him.

-You wait here till I've got a man to help
me carry you back to town!”

Pinky waddled off in the track of the
rest of the company, bellowing for some-
one to wait for him. Gun-flashes began
to wink on the slopes of the rises back from
the water. Once Dan heard Bender'’s great
voice bellow an order, and after that, the
flashes winked more often. Lying as he
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was on the ground within a quarter of a
mile of the bayshore, Dan could see the
hulks of the abandoned ships lying in-
shore. And out beyond them, riding be-
tween the gloom of the water and the sky,
the trim, proud lines of the Witch. Dan
stared at his ship as long as he could stand
it, then drew himself shakily—to his feet.
He reeled drunkenly for half a dozen steps,
then he began to steady.

A rod from the shore, a man rose out of
the shadows to face him. Dan pulled up
sharply. The man moved forward, grunted
and blew out a breath of relief.

“Skipper!” I've been prowling for a
stray pole-cat or two—me and a couple of
the boys. I come near handin’ you a
ticket!”

Dan recognized the trapper he had acci-
dentally jostled into the mud, back in town.
A question formed on his lips, but the
man answered it before it was spoken.

“Such a damned pack followin’ them
vatmints 2 man ain’t got a chance to track.
Figgered huntin’ would be better down
here. Couple boats left ashore. Some of
the others might come along and try to
make it out to a ship or something!”

Dan grabbed the man’s shoulder. “How
many of you down here?”

“Six of us’n in leather,” the moun-
tain man answered. “Maybe six or eight
more that got split off the main party.”

“Get 'em, get them together, down at
the boats! Hurry!” -

DAN shoved on down through marshy
ground to the fringe of the bar. Two
dories lay drawn up on the mud. Dan
found oars were inboard o them. He
bent down to the level of the water and
stared out toward the Witch. Lewes men
were aboard her, now. Her stern was
swinging free. They had apparently cut
the aft lines. He could hear the capstan

clanking as they walked her forward -

against her bow anchor. And he could see

men climbing out along the yards. He

went back to the boats and found a net and .
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a long float-line in the bottom of one. He
dumped the net out and made the two ends
of the line fast to the stem-pieces of the
two craft. A moment later the trapper was
back with his fellows.  Dan counted them.
With himself, fourteen men.

“How many went out to the ship?”

“How many dogs?” the trapper asked.
“Two boats, Skipper.”

Dan nodded. “Six of you in this boat.
Eight with me. Row like you're crazy.
We've got to get this line stretched across
ahead of that ship before she makes way!”

The men piled into the boats, pushing
them off clumsily. A crabbed oar caught
a gallon of water on the first stroke and
kicked it into Dan'’s face where he sat in
the stern-sheets. A wry grin crossed his
face when he thought of the sharp, per-
fectly timed boat crew he had aboard the
Witch—men who could oxt oars, back,
give way, and toss without a flaw in team-
work. Then he turned his mind to the
wild job ahead of him. A tough job for
seasoned deckmen. A fantastic attempt
with a crew of shopkeepers, miners, and
leather men.
boats which had gone out to the Witch.

Two boats might mean better than
twenty men. It might mean considerably
less than twenty., This was one time he
hoped the Witch was making for the sea
shorthanded.

CHAPTER V
THE “WITCH” AND THE WOMAN

TRAII.ING a wake as crooked as a dog's
hind leg and rocking with the clumsi-
ness of their crews, the two dories labored
across the bay, angling toward a place
where Dan hoped to meet the already mov-
ing Witch just short of her passage
through the headlands of the Golden Gate.
For a while he was about to order his men
to give over. He didn’t see any hope of
making it. Then, as will sometimes hap-
pen in a boat with strange oar-mates, one
25
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boat and then the other fell into a cadence
of stroke and both craft gained way.

Even then, it was a close race. A cream
of foam was boiling under the Witch’s
fotefoot when Dan stopped the second
dory and took his own across the bows of
the ‘oncoming ship. He was just able to
get the line linking the two small boats
spread so that the Witch would hit its ap-
proximate center. As the cutwater of the
ship hit the line and jerked the two little
boats forward, Dan looked back toward the
shore. Gun-flashes and the sound of shots
had died out against the hills. The rene-
gades had, he supposed, managed to get
deep into the ravines under cover of dark.
Bender would have slow business.

The Witch pushed on against the line
binding Dan’s boats to each other. And

as she pushed, she swung them both back
in an arc which would bring them along-
side her—if Dan had figured the length
of his line right. For a moment he was
afraid they would fall astern of her. Then,

He thought about the two . ‘5&

almost at the same instant that the careless
lookout aboard the Witch sighted them
and gave alarm, the dories bumped her
sides abreast her shrouds. The need for
secrecy gone, Dan stood up in his boat and
roared a command he hoped would be
audible in the other craft-on the far side of
the Witch:

“Grab those lines and up you go!”

Reaching behind him, he jerked his |
pistol clear and leaped up. He caught the
dead-eye footing a shroud with his bad
arm, bringing the strain of his weight onto
his wounded shoulder. He hung for an
instant in mortal sickness, afraid he would
drop back into the dory. Then he swung
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his other hand over, the pistol trailing on
its trigger-loop from his thumb, regripped,
and hauled himself up. A man’s face
popped over the rail as he rose even with
it. He lashed upward with the dangling
barrel of his gun and broke bone behind
the face.

Then he was over the rail and onto the
deck. Across the deck, he saw a leather
man vault up onto the planking from the
other dory. A seaman with a rifle raised
behind the water-butt. He centered the
man with a swinging shot, and wheeled
toward the quarterdeck. Another seaman
fired at him from the side of the main com-
panionway. He ignored the man, only
vaguely aware that a shot from behind him
made the tally for him. His eyes were fas-
tened on a man standing just free of the
whecl on the quarterdeck.  Jack Lewes!

Lewes was standing on wide planted
legs, a leveled pistol in either hand and
a wide, welcoming grin across his face. As
Dan completed his turn and started for-
ward, Lewes fired. First one gun, then the
other, unhurriedly and with care. Sensing
the coming shock, Dan slewed a little to
one side. One of the two slugs ripped
through the sleeve of his jacket and sang
angrily against good planking, far down
the deck. The second hit him somewhere
in the center of his body. It brought a
strong flash of pain and a great flare of red
fire in front of his eyes. The bay, -the
ship, the night—all faded behind that red
screen. But in its center, like a silhouette
before an inferno, Dan could see Jack
Lewes standing behind his guns.

It was an effort which brought sweat to
his face and made his ears drum unsup-
portably, but Dan got his own weapon up
and saw its sights sit down on the spraddle-
legged silhouette before him. Lewes fired
each of his pieces once more after the ham-
mer of Dan’s weapon fell. But the man
was dead on his feet and he made no more
lasting marks with these last efforts than
a pair of scored planks in the decking a yard
from his feet.
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AN didn’t watch the man fal]l. Turn-

ing back amidships, he s2w the name-
less trapper exultantly stripping the last
of Lewes’ men of their weapons. The
thought crossed him that the ship was still
underway. Waving his gun drunkenly,
he hoarsely shouted the necessaty com-
mands. Some of the disarmed renegade
crew moved at the orders, slackening
braces and spilling wind from the set sails.
Dan started slowly aft toward his cabin.
A great relief on him. But a sharp com-
mand from the near rail punctured it like
the thrust of a kriife.

“Stand easy, mates!”

With an effort, Dan turned. Head after
head appeared along the rail beside the
first. Dan recognized the challenging
voice. Roy Bender! And he recognized
the heads—the men who lcaped on over
onto the deck. His crew—all of them.
But one puzzled him for an instant. A
small, white-faced woman’s head with a
tangled, flying mass of hair and muddy,
rigging-fouled hands. This woman and
Bender saw Dan at the same time. Des-
peration eased from the woman’s face and
Roy Bender’s voice rocked the deck.

“Captain Flynn!”

The woman came clumsily on over the
side. Dan saw she was near ‘exhaustion,
that her skirts were plastered with mud,
that a fury had been riding her. But he
couldn’t bring himself to believe this was
Natalie Longworth until she seized his bad
arm and shook him with all the force of
her slight frame.

“You fool!” she sobbed—and he knew
her then. “You stubborn, hide-bound,
glorious fool! Sending your seamen after
me and risking your ship—your love—to
two lttle boats and 2 dozen men who've
never seen a deck before! You nearly lost
the Witch!”

Stupidly Dan stared at her, not even
aware of the hurt in his shoulder. He was
seeing a woman he had never known be-
fore. There was richness in her voice. A
soft and powerful way of voicing the name
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FRER on rectal, colon and associated disorders. De-
scribes latest lnsﬂtutlonal treatinent, Card will do.
Thornton &
Kansas City, Mo.

Minogs Clinlc, Suite C-602, 926 McGee,

20t STOP TOBACCO?

Banlsh the craving for tobaeco as
thousands have, Make yourself free
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer.
Write for free booklet telling of ln-
Jarious effect of tobacco and of a
treatment which has ro-

lieved many men. FREE
BOOK

“Fants about EPI LEPSY;

This most interesting and helpful Booklet will be
mailed to anyone while the supply lasts. I will send
a free copy to anyone who writes for it.

C. M. SIMPSON
Address Dept. F-13, 1840 W. 44th Stroet, Cleveland, Ohio

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents)

Sell our Illustrated Comic Booklets, and other novelties. Each becklet

4% by 2%. Ten different anmple booklets sent for 50¢ or 25 as-
lorled for $1.00. 8hipped prepaid. Wholesale novelty price 1ist sont
'ﬂh order only No C.0.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. Print name

addres
REPSAC SAI.ES CO., 1 West 13th St., Dept. 3006, New York, N. Y.

C ASH FOR YOUR SURPLUS UNUSED U. S. STAMPS
Mall Order Dealers: Collectors: We buy accumulations and surplus
USE Postage stamps at 90% face value for denominations
%c la 19¢, 85% face value for dcnomlmuons 20c to 50c. Smal)
85 %. MAIL STAMPS REGIS oney sent by return mall.
OARBER SERVICE, 72 Fifth Ave., Doot. 3008, New York City

AﬂWWW%KMMMﬂﬁWWimu

Local ''Store Route’* Plan pays men like E
you big money—steadyl—in wholesale busi-® §}
ness of your own. No car necessary. Sell
Vilamins to stores of all kinds. New low retail
to, 7 for 10¢, opens vast rich fieild. Handlo
%3 sales-maker, plus 200 other quick profit items.
Many natlonally udvenuad. No experience
Amazing faots rite ’I‘ODAYI
VIORLD'S PRODUGT

Dept. B3F cor, Indlona

After the Axis has been set back on its
*axis” we will have plenty of good Amer-
ican sporting arms to shoot. So, let’s buy
more War Stamps and Bonds and help
get this nasty business over with.

Plinker Tinker

IF YOU want to refinish (reblue) a gun
with a2 minimum of equipment and ef-
fort, try this one.

Clean and polish the entire surface to

be reblued. Clean the bore of the gun and
protect it with a thin coat of Rig or othef'2
good gun grease. Plug bore tightly with
hard wood of sufficient length for use as"
handles.

You need a tray or tank large enough”
to submerge in water the part to be blued.

In most bluing processes, complete de-
greasing is essential. The easiest way to
do this is to boil the part in water and
washing soda. Next, boil part in clean
water to remove adhering alkali. Imme-
diate wetting of the parts by water indi-
cates that degreasing is complete.

From this moment onward, the de-
greased parts must not be touched with
the naked hands. Use clean cotton rags
or cotton gloves.

Using clean wire hooks, submerge part
in clean boiling water until heated com-
pletely. Raise from water and apply
(using clean cotton swab on a clean stick)
a 2 percent sal ammoniac solution. Paint
on just enough sal ammoniac to cover the
metal, which will dry immediately. Sub-
merge and boil for about five minutes.
Continue this process until the desired

oolor is obtained, usually about five or six

passes.
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