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time me an’ Trump flew that job in from
the West Coast an’—”

“Aw, hell, not now. Not now,” Slim
Rand begged. “There’s work to be done.
So turn this Airacobra job over to Kelly,
an’ please, oh please, get t'hell an’ gone
outa my sight.”

“I could tell ya stuff that'd make your
hair stand on end, Slim—if you had any
hair, Oh, say. Where’s them small cable-
cutters that you borried from me last week?”

“Small cable-cutters?” Slim Rand re-
peated. “Oh, sure, they’re in my office.
What you gonna do—a small wrecking
job?”

“Ya can never tell,” said Loose Lip.
“Man, could I tell you stuff that’d make
your hair stand at attention!”

WALKING down to Storage, ten or fif-
teen minutes later, Loose Lip spread
the mystery stuff by impressing his five-
man detail with the importance of things
to come.

“You guys don’t know what I've cut
you in on,” he said. “So keep ya lip but-
toned, an’ don't go blahin’ it all over the
post what you see in Storage hangar. As
it is, T bet the guard won't let you guys
by the door without a argument. But you
know me—O’ Man Lock’s smart son can
handle the job in hand.”

“We'll never be able to thank you
enough, kind sir,” said Motor Mac Jack
McGlynn. “Last time you marched us down
to this here Storage hangar, Loose Lip,
we spent the afternoon massaging wing
sutfaces, motor bays and firewalls. = Re-
member that?”

“Them days is gone forever, Jack,”
Loose Lip stated. “Man, you're where
things is happenin’, what T mean, an’ you
guys can thank me for cuttin’ you in on
the doin’s. Wouldn’t be a bad idea if you
guys chipped in an’ bought me a little
present, come payday.”

Motor Mac East said, “Let’s do some-
thing nice for #s at the same time. Let’s
chip in and buy Loose Lip a zipper for this
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open vent in the front of his head.”

“Zipper—? Zipper—?” Loose Lip re-
marked, coming to a full stop just as they
reached the side door of Storage. “Cut-
ters, cable-cutters. That's what I was try-
in’ to remember. Look, East, just to show
that you want to do somethin’ nice for me,
let me have your kit an’ junk, an’ you trot
back to the test hangar an’ get my cable-
cutters from Slim Rand.”

“Cable-cutters?” East asked, handing his
tool-kit and other items over to Loose Lip.
“What's the hurry about getting a pair of
cable-cutters now?”

“They're mine,” Loose Lip said. “Slim
just borried 'em.”

“They'll keep,” argued East.

“I might never get back to test hangat
again,” Loose Lip said. “An’ I wouldn’t
want Slim Rand gainin’ by the hangar’s
loss.”

“What do you mean, you mightn’t ever
get back to test?” Jack McGlynn put in.

“Just that,” Loose Lip said. *“I have an
idea they’re gonna make me Chief of Air,
or somethin’. Tell you what, it ain’t every
mac, like me, that can walk slam-bang into
a guarded hangar like this.”

“Where d'you think you're going,
Lock?” the man on the side doot, Post
Guard Higgins, barked. And as he barked,
Guard Higgins stepped across Loose Lip's
advance and threatened to bite.

“Goin’ in, 'Iggins. So step aside m’man
or I'll call a real guard an’ "ave ye tooken
care of,” Loose Lip threatened.

The door behind Guard Higgins opened
a crack. Major Trump peeked out through
the slight opening and said, “Pass the de-
tail, guard”; and Loose Lip glanced past
Guard Higgins and said, "'Oh, you on hand,
Major? Where’s this here Bushmaster
labor?”

From that minute onward, warned to
sectecy by Trump, Loose Lip and his ctew
took over. The Bushmasters, at closer
view, were eye-openers even for these Fed-
eral Proving Ground macs, but Loose Lip
was just the man to explain the fine points
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18 SHORT STORIES

on this Line-up. But I'll boast like hell to
my grandkids an’ tell 'em that I stood in
the same hangar with the Bushmaster
group.”

Major Trump was studying his watch
then; and all hangar lights were turned on.
It was seven-fifteen in the evening. One
of the English experts was bringing in a
short-wave broadcast from a North of Ire-
land sending point. For a few minutes all
hands in Storage hangar’s radio room stood
by and listened.

“The Admiraly reported late this after-
noon that a record flight of four-engined
American bombers has been delivered to
these shores. Not a single bomber was
lost in the transatlantic hop.

“Also, during the past twenty-four
hours, American-made, four-engined
bombers have ranged over Germany,
bombing Kiel, Berlit and southeast Ger-
many ppints.

“This is the first official report of south-
east-Germany bombings. And, to add in-
sult to injury, all these forays were made
during the daylight hours. All four-en-
gined craft returned safely.”

“Ooh, that's what hurts Adolf, and Her-
man—if Herman can still feel the hurt,”
Major Trump said. “ American-made, four-
unit bombers? The butchers never thought
they'd have to take this.”

“American aid,” stated Loose Lip, in a
great, bombastic voice, “weel be too late to
safe Eenglan’!”

“American aid,” said one of the Storage
Britishers, “has already saved England,
Lockie m'boy. But the major is correct;
this is the medicine that really does Adolf
and Fatty no particular good. It's hard-to-
take medicine. It must be stopped, or at
least hindered. Delayed. This, gentle-
men, appears to be just about the time for
something. The something being what
we've waited for.”

The British short-wave broadcast carried
on with a last, closing item.

“A Berlin news broadcast, earlier this
evening, advised the Nazi well-wishers to

expect great things in the Atlantic. This,™
added the British newscaster, “you’ll recall,
isn’t the first time that Nazi news broad-
casts have forewarned their public of things
to come. . . . We wonder what is to come.
The Battle of the Atlantic has been so
peaceful of late. And snow-bound Russia
is too hot for Nazis.”

CHAPTER VIII

CAPTAIN CALL GIVES WAY

BET\Y/EEN that time and midnight, the
air waves sizzled with hot news. It
was general news—from Cairo, Budapest,
Russia, Rome, Madrid—and special code
communications from England, the Azores
and the Atlantic Fleets, British and Yank.
Midnight came, then the chill hours of the
graveyard shift; and only the radio experts
and wireless men sat around the coffee pot
and swapped yarns in the low voice. But
along toward three a.m., something hot
came in from a British battlewagon some
fifty-odd miles southwest of Brest, France.
The English code man took that flash, put
the result on paper, then called Major
Trump.

“This, sir,” he reported, “seems to be
cause enough to wake one from a sound
sleep.” ’

“Don’t kid me, Mister,” Trump said,
sitting there on his army cot and trying to
rub sleep from heavy eyes. “There’s no
such thing as sound sleep. What have we
got this time?”

The Englishman held the communica-
tion. “It's early morning, sir, off the
French coast. This wireless from
H.M.S. Royal Warrior reports unusual
Nazi air activities over the area west of
the Channel. Great flights of Messer-
schmitts, Junkers, Stukas and Heinkels. All
fast fighter units, sir. They appear to be
combing the Atlantic. That is, what you
might call sweeping the area—enough of
them to clear the bally pond of any British
or American air patrols that might be
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half whispered. “You men in here cet-
tainly saved face for my boys. We thought
we had that pair of nitro tossers safely
cornered forty miles from here,

“But you say that Gunnery hasn’t sent
over another man to fill Lieutenant Satch-
er’s place, eh?”

“Nobody’s showed up,” Major Trump
said. “It puts me in a spot if this thing
should break suddenly, and the flight has
to get under way. Say, Captain, you could
assign yourself to this gun handling job.
I know you'd like it.”

For half a minute, standing there with
an Atlantic map spread before his eyes,
Call’s eyes told that he would like it. Then,
hearing something behind him, Call slowly
turned. Loose Lip Lock was supposed to
be asleep—on his army cot in the outer
hangar—but he was standing there in the
doorway. Standing there with his big
mouth wide open in a mighty yawn, arms
stretching and eyes blinking.

“Oh, hello, Cap. How are you, Mr.
Rider? Long time no see. Anythin’ doin’,
Major Trump?” Loose Lip greeted, stated
and asked.

“Yes, there's something doing, Lockie
m’'man,” Captain Call kidded. “Major
Trump was just saying that he’s shy one
gunner. I was just going to tell the major
that I'm too busy in test hangar to leave
my job, even for fun, so I was going to
suggest the best aerial gunmer I ever
knew."”

“Shucks, Cap,” Loose Lip objected. “I
don’t like to hear you talk that way about
me—here in front of all these gents—an’
’specially when I'm here to tell about my-
self.

“An’ the cap’s right, Major,” Loose Lip
then told Trump. “He's so busy in test,
these days, that he don’t know if he's a
foot or a horse’s back—"

“Do you, Cap?” Loose Lip asked, turn-
ing to Call.

“Or a horse’s neck, you horse’s tail,
you,” Call remarked.

“All right. I know when I'm outnum-

bered,” Major Trump agreed. “Lock,
you're in, Be all set to rise and fly when
the time comes.”

CHAPTER IX
ZERO AT THREE

T WAS close to 4 a.m. when the Free-
French radioman took another code
flash from his near-Bordeaux observation
point. The flash said that the Focke-Wulf
four-engined jobs were getting under way.
Also, the flash made known, all Nazi mark-
ings had been removed from the big fly-
ing boats.

“There’s a Hitler lesson for us;,” Major
Trump said. “The nasty ape is covering
himself and our pro-Nazi boys all at one
and the same time. He can say these
Focke-Wulfs didn’t belong to Germany;
and our Nazi-lovers can sing the same tune.
They can even say that these are Focke-
Wulfs that fell into English hands, and
that the New York raid is an R.A.F. job.

“Let’s see, it’s about nine in the morning

at Bordeaux. And a Focke-Wulf can hit
230 miles per. Give ‘em an hour or two
for headwinds—or dodging of fleet units
at sea—and they should strike late this
afternoon.”
- “No doubt during the trafic peak
hours,” Agent Rider surmised; “when the
downtown streets and subways are jammed.
That would be a crowded schoolroom to
Adolf’s liking. Wonder whether we’d have
time to get into New York and matk the
orphanage, hospital and old-folks’-home
roofs so’s the bloody butchers will have
something familiar to aim bombs at?”

Captain Call and Major Trump were
getting down to work now. They were
scaling that Bordeaux-New York line,
checking time against every 230 miles a
Focke-Wulf could put behind it in an
hour’s flight, and trying to figure just when
an interceptor group should quit Federal
to meet those Focke-Wulfs bere.

“Here, about here,” Major Trump said,
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mented. “Our luck’s gonna run out on us.
Them yellow-bellied Krauts won't carry on
in a storm sky. Not them! Hell no, they
always demand favorable odds.”

“That isn’t the thing that’s bothering
me,” Major Trump said. “Men who'll

sail out on a sacrifice flight must have some-

thing besides ocher tummies. It’s the per-
fection of this spotting system set up by
this radio and wireless group that now
gives cause for pause.. Won’t the enemy,
coming west, tumble that something is
afoot when their own earmuffs and radio
bays are full of double-talk and crackling
code stuff?”

“Cause for pause,” Captain Call agreed.
“Devil of a note if ye be hoist on ye own
petard.”

And even as Trump and Call exchanged
those voiced snatches of possible griefs,
one of Federal’s own Signal Corps ser-
geants came out of his small booth and
handed Major Trump a de-coded mes-
sage.

RUMP, shaking his head with appre-
hension, said, “See what I mean? Get

this.” And he read: U. S. Navy Observa- -

tion Patrol Aircraft No. X-2-E, reporting
flight of thirty-two Focke-Wulf boats fly-
ing west-southwest, above clouds, altitude
10,000. This craft, X-2-E, flying 22,000,
unseen by Focke-Wulf group.

“There’s a pal,” Loose Lip enthused.
“That Navy guy stays up there at 22,000,
just takes his look-see, an’ doesn’t horn in
on our party. Hey, Signal Corps, if you
contact that gob again tell him the drinks
are on me, if an’ when.”

“If and when what?” the Signal Corps
wirelessman stopped long enough to de-
termine.

“If an’ when that gob catches up with
me, pins my shoulders to the bar, then
picks my pocket. Hell, my old gent wasn’t
part Scotch for nothin’.”

“Still at about ten thousand feet,” Major
Trump mused, referring, of course, to the
- altitude of the Focke-Wulfs as given by
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Navy’s No. X-2-E observer. “A Focke-
Wulf raises 20,000, at its service ceiling.
If they’re holding to that ten thousand,
through storm and clouds, it must be be-
cause they’re at least eight-months gone
with fuel and bomb load.”

“What’s their best bomb load?” Mr.
Rider wanted to know.

“At least three tons to the ship,” Trump
answered.

“Three times thirty-two,” Rider mused.
“Ninety-six, say one hundred tons. Hell,
no wonder the rats in the know are getting
out of the Times Square-Grand Central
area. Ninety-six tons, put down during
a daylight hour, could Coventrize quite a
strip.”

Major Trump stared at Rider for a full
half minute. It's likely that he sensed
great concern in the F.B.I. man’s voice. It’s
even likely tbat Trump smelled a mouse.

“How about groundwork?” he asked.

“Groundwork?” Rider repeated.

“Yes. Is the Focke-Wulf operation the
entire story, or has your department un-
covered other angles?”

Rider’s eyes swept all present. Then he
said. “The air raid is only the opening
gun, as planned. 1T told you that the big
boys are pulling out to safety. They always
do. What I didn’t tell you is that, during
the past few weeks, they’ve brought in hun-
dreds of sabotage experts and terrotists.”

“And you put the hand on all of these?”
Trump asked.

“No. We've got the plan of action—
their plan—but our boys won’t be able to
gather them all in until these rats come to
man their assigned stations just before raid
time. And this, gentlemen, is why the
great Hitler lesson wasn’t stopped before
it left the French coast. It could have
been, and I don’t have to tell you that. We
want this collection of bad actors that we’re
going to take in downtown New York this
afternoon. If it comes off according to
our plan, we'll collar these rats watching
the sky along toward five o’clock. And
if we gather them in, it should put a stop
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have the cards marked, an’ 2 hand on the
light switch. But that Remember-Pearl-
Harbor thing!”

Major Trump shook his head, grinned
and said, “Our friend Lock here holds our
enemy lightly, gentlemen.”

“Aw hell, gang,” Loose Lip boasted,
“When I was out with that Blenheim,
down on the Atlantic Bridge, we potted
said enemy like clay pipes in a shootin’
gallery. An’ they cracked up just as easy.
Somebody still owes me a handful of punk
cigars for that shootin’.”

“I'll promise you real cigars if you do as
well this time, Lock,” Major Trump said.

“A flock of Heinies is as good as sunk,”
Loose Lip stated.

At two o’clock sharp, Storage hangar’s
great front was opened wide; and thirteen
Bushmasters were being trundled out to the
line.

Armorers and macs, pilots and gunners,
radio and wireless men began to swarm
over, in and under those thirteen hell ships
for the final check-up. «.

From somewhere — perhaps Long Is-
land’s Mitchel Field—three flights of fast
fighters—two of Airacobras and one of the
new Federal P-47 Thunderbolts — came
down toward Federal Proving Ground and
then fell to a wide circling of the post. No
pro-Axis piece of aircraft was going to
sneak in and pass that flying barrier; and
that flying barrier was just one more sign
of the times. A sign that it can happen
here—unless America’s eternally on the
ball!

UT near the tail of Major Trump’s
No. 1 ship, Gunner-Mechanic Loose
Lip Lock was down on his knees when
Captain Call strolled up from Test hangar,
passed the heavy guard, and spoke to his
star motor doctor.
“Think you’ll need them, Lockie?” Call
asked.
“Cap, I wouldn’t dare cross a busy street
without these,” Loose Lip answered. The
“these” were his tools. Now he was busy
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making two tool-kit rolls into one. That
is, he was sorting out the heavier, non-
essential tools from his own kit and add-
ing the few tools necessarily carried by an
aerial gunner. '

Captain Call watched the sorting for a
full minute in silence. Then, kidding for
fun, he said, “You're a good gunner, eh?”

“None better,” Loose Lip admitted. “1
know everything about a ship, ’specially
about Bushmasters. Want to ask me any-
thing, Mister?” ,

“Why, vyes,” Captain Call answered.
“Maybe you could explain just how these
Orr air anchors operate.”

“Oh, ya think you've got me stumped,
eh?” Loose Lip was quick to cheer. “Well,
now listen, young feller, it’s this way; the
Orr air anchor—as used on the Orr Bush-
master—consists of one hundred feet of
quarter-inch, special-made, costly, high-
duty, very-flexible cable. Down through
the center of this special cable are two in-
sulated circuit wires. These furnish the
current that controls the six two-foot chute-
cones on each cable. These chute-cones
each weigh fifteen pounds. It took Bill
Orr and two other smart dopes a full year
to perfect them. The chute-cones are made
of special steel mesh—a mesh wider than
that found in a dame’s mesh hand-bag.
Them mesh links are, course for course,
both positive and negative, electrically
speakin’. Every mesh ring is covered with
a special G.E. silk fiber. The fibers—mil-
lions of the bloody little whiskers to the
square foot—have one free end. When the
current is turned on full—the current from
the main engine generator—them millions
of charged fibers reach out and close all
gaps between the positive an’ negative
rings; an’ you have a solid, air-resistin’
parachute silk, mesh-lined an’ stronger'n’-
Billy H. Hell hisself.

“That’s when you let the chute run back
outa its undermotor housin’—when you
want air anchors. Now when you get
through with ‘em, an’ you want to get that
mess of chutes inboard, out o’ the way, you
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“Lock, I'm feeling my spring wheat.
Everything look okay to you? All motors
running smokeless, aren’t they? Guess
you won't need that tool-kit this hop.”

“Right,” Loose Lip answered. “But I
won't toss it overside just yet. Hey, that
Call gent’s thumbin’ his beezer at us
again!”

Major Trump didn’t answer, Loose Lip
glanced ahead over his shoulder. Trump
was making notes on a knee pad. Loose
Lip knew that he was taking another radio
flash.

Making his ship-to-ship broadcast again,
Trump said:

“Another little item from Storage. A
navy craft on the Bermuda-Newfoundland
Patrol reports that the big thirty-two have
crossed that line. They’re now at about
15,000 feet. That sounds just about right,
since they've flown off some of that fuel
load.

“Crossing that line, just a few min-
utes ago puts them right on time. Gen-
tlemen, we should make the rendezvous
just about where we planned it. We're
on time too. And say—New York is at
air-raid alert.”

When the wing-wiggling war dance had
subsided again, Loose Lip Lock phoned
Trump once more.

“That man’s in again,” he said. “The
Call person is doin’ it some more. My
ma used to say that nose-thumbin’ had a
double meanin’, that it stood for a dirty
word. Call better mean that for Hitler, or
else—damned if I don’t shoot him down!”

CHAPTER X1V
TIME TO WORRY

HEN four o'clock was on the instru-

ment-board’s clock, the Bushmasters
were so far at sea that no sign of land
showed above the horizon mists in the
west; and the east was vast and empty.
Not even a cloud stood between their
whirling props and the place where sky
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and sea drew their keen, chill meeting
line, :

The flight was working in the conven-
tional V formation. Trump’s No. 1. of
course, was flying the point. The right
and left echelons of six ships each fell
backward and upward from Trump's low
point. And, as from the beginning, the V
was close.

After Major Trump’s last relay of
Focke-Wulf position, and with the passing
of four o'clock, Major Trump got down
to business. Over the ship-to-ship radio,
Trump rdow spoke almost constantly with
Captain Call and Lieutenant Nanton. Nan-
ton, flying Bushmaster No. 7, was one of
the best aerial navigators in the group.
Navigation was highly important now.

So Trump, Call and Nanton checked and
rechecked, then, at about four-thirty,
finally agreed that they were riding east-
ward on the same parallel as that being
followed westward by the Focke-Wulf
pack—this position of latitude being based
on the reading stated by that Newfound-
land-Bermuda Patrol observer.

After satisfying himself of the position,
Major Trump once more signaled for a
ship-to-ship huddle via two-way radio.

“We're on the ball, gentlemen,” he said;
“but we don’t want anybody running our
ends. Therefore, from now on, we’ll go
onto a wide front. Also, we'll drop off
some of this altitude—maybe down to 30,-
000. For the next little while, till further
notice, we'll space about two miles between
ships. Then all eyes on the lower half.”

Ending his conversation, Major Trump
nosed down a bit. At the same time, he
killed off some of his speed. All other
ships broke formation and gave way to
either right or left. A minute later and
all thirteen were on a twenty-four-mile
company front; and the altimeters read
30,000 feet.

Then everybody was on the ball. Thir-
teen pilots studied the sky ahead. Thirteen
gunners checked and double-checked on
the sky that had gone behind.
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Trump kept silent then while each pilot
made his report. Each was down close to
the halfway mark, but none under.

“Okay, we’re on the safe side—if we
don’t spend too much time watching that
Lufbery and growing dizzy,” Major Trump
then said. “Any suggestions?”

Captain Call said, “Don’t play with that
buzz saw just for the hell of it, Major.
That's hot! Burny-burny, if we don’t
watch out!”

Each of the other pilots said something
like, “It’s your birthday cake, sir. Tell us
how you want it cut.”

“So you won’t help the old man with
the chores?” Major Trump groused. “All
right, see if I care. Well, anyway, I have
me an idea all my own. So listen. If we
crash that party as expected, some of you
men are not going to keep dates tonight.
That's sure.

“Now if we rush this circle from all

points and fail to get our targets on that

first tush, the whirling battle-wagons will
surely pot us while we're hovering there
at anchor. That’s what a Lufbery circle is
for. Idon’t need to explain or enlarge on
that.

“So here’s my plan. Me an’ Adolf—that
we should have it a plen!

“Now get this. We'll start this dive
in formation. The dive will take us lower
than the rim of that Lufbery. When we
get well below, we seven ships on the
point will zoom, spread ourselves along
the rim—each picking a victim—drop our
anchors at close range and go to work. We
seven outer-rim boys will do our best to do
all gunning upward, with bows high.

“Now when we zoom for the rim, the
six rear ships, three on each echelon, will
carry on under the near side of the Focke-
Wulf wheel. Those six will bust across
under, up and into the circle proper. You
six will then drop anchors and go to work
on the Focke-Wulfs on the far side—the
south rim—of the gay whirl. So fly it
carefully, you who go up and in there, pick
each a ship as best you can, and we seven

will do our damnedest to keep our fire
angled high. But if we get you six in our
cross-fire, don't be sore. Remember we
were only fooling.

“Now, finally, all pilots! Pass the word
to your gunners that all contributions wiil
be gladly received. Tell them that it’s their
war, too. My man Lock threatens to shoot
some of you if he can’t warm his guns on
Nazis.

“One more word, and then to work.
When we break them up this time, stay
with it. Mop up, each man to his liking.
That sun is sneaking out on us. So is the
fuel. We don’t want to swim the last few
miles home, you know. Warm the guns!
Hatches open! Let’s go, Amenca' And
keep 'em flying!”

CHAPTER XVII
" BUT YANKS MUST DIE

THE Focke-Wulf gunners on the near,
north side of the whirling rim opened
fire when the Bushmaster V was still in its
dive and far away. Those Nazis had seen
just enough of the first battle to warn them
that they were up against something new
and different in a battle element where
they used to have all the new stuff. The
Focke-Wulf topside and starboard-side tur-
tets and blisters had to handle most of the
opening action. Those topside and broad-
side stations swung plenty of gun-fire, too.
But they lost their first, opening advan-
tage when the attacking Bushmasters dived
lower than the rim—down into the big
ships’ dead spots—then zoomed.

And when the Bushmaster V’s point of
seven came up and spread, dropped their
air anchors and opened guns, the thing was
just a bit better than even-Steven. The
Bushmaster fire was awful, and the fire-
control accurate and deadly. That outer
rim of the fast Lufbery circle crumbled.
And even as the six rear ships went below
the Focke-Wulfs under fire, the rear-seat
men of the six raked the Nazis from be-
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low. It was a gunner’s war for sure.

Then, with anchors screeching into full
bloom along their hundred feet of cable,
the six came to placement within the Luf-
bery circle and smashed the far side point-
blank. And insofar as the circle was
flying its course contraclockwise, the Nazi
gunners were prepared and ‘watching only
for starboard-side attack, Now, with all
hell bursting from below and to port, the
south-rim Focke-Wulfs never had a China-
man’s chance. It was over with a smash.
The fire power of the Bushmasters’ nose
cannons was more than any flying shell
could withstand.

And fire was aboard at least threc of
those far-side Focke-Wulfs before their
flying momentum had time to take them
into a running dive.

Major Trump, smashing upward against
the outer rim, made a direct cannon hit on
a fuel tank of the big Nazi boat that hap-
pened to be in what you might call the
9 o'clock position of that contraclockwise
whirl. At the same time, Trump glanced
away to the east—to his left—and saw
first tragedy strike into the Bushmaster
ranks.

He saw No. 7 Bushmaster take a direct
hit and go away in flames, flames that
smothered the compact fighter from bow
to tail with one hellish burst. That was
Lieutenant Kane in No. 7. Kane, being
in the furthest left of the seven rim-attack-
ing ships was in a very hot spot from the
opening gun. He was in a place where he
had to expect one if he gave one; and the
man did both. The one he took—no doubt
a Focke-Wulf bow cannon-shot — came
from a Nazi boat that was riding the big
east curve when the operation started. That
is, this particular Focke-Wulf was one of
the lucky few that was being attacked
neither by the rim-crashers or by the six
that pushed under and upward into the
center. And swinging around that big east
bent, that Focke-Wulf had the best gun
position possible. Well, it used that posi-
tion of vantage. And Lieutenant Kane and
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his gunner never even got out of their
seats.

Getting that horrible eyeful, Trump
sucked in his right-side air anchor with a
zip, allowed the left-side anchor to drag.
then flew a steep turn toward where Kane’s
No. 7 had been. And even as he wheeled,
Loose Lip Lock cracked down an ancther
undamaged, fire-spitting Focke-Wuif that
had decided to cut a cord across the east
side of the Lufbery—omitting the 11 and
10 o’clock parts of the contraclockwise cir-
cuit. And when Loose Lip met that on-
coming Focke-Wulf, he matched it gun
for gun—all four cluster guns for every-
thing that big job carried in its frontal at-
tack. And the big Nazi job was the one
that came off second best.

Major Trump, telling about it later, was
to say, “Lock sent up such a blood-curdling
Comanche yell that, for a second, I thought
my right-side anchor had slipped its brake
and was whistling aft by mistake. Man, I
don’t mind battle, but yelling such as that
can be just simply too, too damned much!”

Telling it to some, also later, Trump
was to add, “But the big guy sure saved
my hide and hair. For a fact—that Focke-

“Wulf, cutting the cord like that, certainly

caught old man Trump with his soft side
up. Yes, sir, my wing surfaces were fill-
ing that Focke-Wulf’s gun-sights, and nary
a gun had I that could be brought to bear
on any part of that big ark. Lock always
earns his keep on any trip.”

HAVING earned his keep on that trip,
Loose Lip Lock took out the last
free-wheeling Focke-Wulf in that section
of the sky. So, still riding the drag of his
left air anchor, Major Trump whirled
round in a full, sharp turn. Then, study-
ing the set-up where things were still hap-
pening to the west and south, he reeled in
that last air anchor and went back to join
his flightmates in the battle royal that was
shagging the last two Focke-Wulfs down
toward the sea.

Two. Out of thirty-two. And even as

1



36

Trump flew in, a quick glance overside
gave him and Loose Lip a view of fires
that were still dropping downward through
the last tough mile that would ever furnish
airway for that Nazi debris. Here and
there—down toward that sunset Atlantic
—a few Nazi parachutes were floating.
But, as Trump and Loose Lip knew, those
parachuting Nazis were not going any-
where. Just out of the pan into the sea,
a little matter of being choosy about the
way you want to die.

CHAPTER XVIII
A FINE MESS THIS IS!

MAJOR TRUMP’'S flight orders, as
each man knew, were very simple:
Engage the enemy and destroy without
trace.

Not too drastic for an enemy that always
strikes at night, usually from the air, and
never with declaration of war—or a white
man’s warning. So only right that a Bush-
master—or a group of Bushmasters—strike
that way too. Just jungle law, and it should
work both ways. So Trump & Co. went
directly from that opening rush into the
final kill.

But there was too danged much Yank
enthusiasm in the rough ganging of the
last two Focke-Waulfs left alive in the in-
violate western hemisphere. And so well
bunched were the hell-for-leather, diving,
zooming, turning Bushmasters that Major
Trump was easily able to make his check-
up count as he flew in to join the party.
The count was eleven in the milling, and
his own ship. Still a good dozen of fine
craft.

One of the last two Focke-Wulfs was
showing a fireball on the inside starboard
motor when Major Trump arrived; and
there were no fewer than four Bushmasters
just coming to anchor, at either side of it,
each determined to deliver the death blow.

" Four with air anchors standing straight out
behind them! That was close, chance-tak-
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ing wotk. So Trump dived hard, zoomed,
dropped his own anchors and pressed the
“works” button for all guns. And as his
ship lost momentum, hung on its props for
seconds, then began to flop back to even
keel, Loose Lip dragged the big enemy '
with all four cluster guns. The Focke-
Wulf was no longer a contender—Dbut just
a cargo of fire going someplace to quench
itself in the Atlantic.

Right away, even before Major Trump
could redress his line of flight, the four
ships that had ganged that second last
Focke-Wulf were high-tailing toward the
last, lone representative of the Nazis.
Trump knew full well that this was too
dangerous. The seven wolf-packing that
Focke-Wulf were enough and plenty for
the job. Add four more wild ones to the
mélée and you'd be asking for it—for dis-
aster in your own ranks.

Trump went to work on his ship-to-ship
radio.

“Don’t go in there, you last four ships!”

But the last battle was under way fully
two thousand feet lowcr than the elevation
at which Trump and the four had just
polished off their prey. And the four were
under way and in the hard, full-of-business
dive when the major gave that order. Fur-
thermore, it's just likely that all four didn’t
hear or notice the order. Two, though,
did make some change of direction. They
were ships No. 3 and 11. No. 3 veered
left and circled wide of the mélée. No. 11
shoved his control column ahead, dived
even steeper, then cut the big dip south-
ward directly below all that hell on wings.

Suddenly, before Trump could come
alongside, all that hell on wings came to
an end. The last Focke-Wulf was on its
way down. Bushmasters were pulling in
their anchors, darting and zcoming their
way out of those close quarters, and work-
ing away toward freer sky space.

Freer sky space! Ye gods, here ate two
that need free sky space—and lots of it.
The two ships were Captain Call's No. 2
and Lieutenant Pierce’s No. 11. When
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good and we ain't got jobs here and we
figure we might just as well get paid for
a crack at Schicklegruber.”

“Hitler, y'mean?”

“Don’t start that again,” I growled.

SO WE went aboard the ship. She was
called the Persian Sun and she was tak-
ing on tanks and munitions and Lockhead
Hudsons. She wasn’t big to begin with
and with all that stuff in her, it looked like
she’d have the freeboard of a rowboat.
They didn't pay any attention to het
Plimsoll. The hell with that. They got
everything in her that'd go in. They sure
needed it bad. If the Persian sun ever was
like the Persian Sun, then all I got to say
is things are pretty bad in Persia. I'm no
seaman, but I'd seen a lot of tubs in my
time, from Hog Islanders to what used to
be the S.S. America, and 1 know a hunk of
tin when I see one.

She was little and dirty and old, and I
found out that orce upon a time she had
been a Greek and she went to Britain when
the Greeks went the way of all Europe,
down and out cold. Well, any time you
find a ship that’s a Greek, you know she’s
dated back to the days when steam was just
coming in over sail, on account of the
Greeks never bought a2 new ship in their
lives. They just don’t have the mazuma.
So I told all this to Big Red and I said,
“I'll lay you ten to one, Red, this tin jalopy
won't never see the white cliffs of Dover
this side of hell.”

“G'wan, Nucky,” Big Red said, “she
looks okay to me, and so what? If she sinks,
we can swim the rest of the way.”

“You may have to do that,” T said.
“She’s loaded and old and slow. Some-
thing tells me they’ll stick this can in the
tail of the convoy. You know what that
means? That means if a sub comes rootin’
along looking for something to chew on,
we’ll be it. They plug the last tubs first
with the torpedoes.”

“Any sub come 2round this ship,” said
Big Red waving the flag, “and we'll blow
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her out of the water. She’s got a five
inch gun on the stern. Didn’t you see it,
Nucky?”

“Listen, stupid,” I said wearily, “why
do you think they put it on the stern for2”

He just looked blank. A natural expres-
sion.

Anyway, this Simms took us to our state-
room. It was a nice big room with four
bunks. Two to port, one cver the other,
two to starboatd, one over the other. These
two guys were in the place when we come
in, and they’d both grabbed the lower
bunks.

“Hi,” I said when Big Red and me came
in. “We’re assigned here. Shipmates.
I'm Nucky Johnson. This is Big Red
Boyers. A couple of bundles for Britain.”

“I'm Adams,” said Cordell’s errand boy.
He got up and shook hands. He was a
nice looking guy, a little pallid from being
out of the sun too much, but kind of dig-
nified. He was wearing a good-looking
suit and his hair was gray over the ears.
I guess he was a real gent. He spoke nice,
he looked nice, he acted nice. He used his
head.

Then the other guy got up. I thought
he’d never stop getting up. He kept on
getting up until I had a crick in the neck,
trying to see his face. Even Big Red had
to look up to him. He was a young kid,
no more than twenty-four, and he had long
arms and long legs and a long sad face
with a thin chin and buckish teeth. His
hair had a cowlick and one long strand—
boy did he need a haircut—kept hanging
in his eyes.

“My handle is Jones,” he said. “Leviti-
cus Jones, from Arksboro, Arkansas. Right
glad to meetup with you fellas.”
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lion while the shirttail general got aboard.
From a waddling dunce he turned to a
Big Guy on Horseback by the simple
change of being in a saddle. He ordered
two men to look after me. He ordered
three others to brmg eight head of Busta-
mente’s horses in a nearby corral. Then
he waved an arm like a dashing general
and the cavalcade was rough riding it after
Shannon.

My two guards steered me to one side
of the willow patch. They wore big som-
breros with chin-straps dangling under
their jaws, They were tough gents.

Pretty soon Shannon topped out of a
gully to higher ground, beyond the bosque.
A pair of shots popped in the willows, but
Shannon was a mile ahead and too far to
waste ammunition on.

When the Lion of the North and his
men pushed out of the brush they spread
out in a line of skirmishers. My guards and
I fell into the line. We rode at a run. So
did Shannon.

He gained. He had a top horse under
him. And for all of his size the Big
Boy's black stallion was slow.

A race couldn’t last long, not in that
desert heat. Gradually the drive petered
out. Shannon slowed in keeping with us.
The pursuit became a jog trot, with Shan-
non holding his two-mile lead.

My mind kept hammering at the puzzle
of the cold-jawed man. Why had he pur-
posely led the bandit-army to chase him?
Had he hid the money back at the ranch?

It seemed to me that typically American
nose-thumbling had been meant for me.
The longer I rode and the hotter I got the
more was I certain that somehow Shannon
was giving me the laugh.

The hard hot sun pushed down on my
shoulders like a boring fist. I had no
canteen—one of the riders had taken mine
in the forenoon. There was only four can-
teens in the whole gang. They hadn’t had
much opportunity yet to steal equipment.
About mid-afternoon the riders veered to-
gether and the canteens were passed

atound. When a man reached one toward
me El Leon’s big paw swiped it aside.

“A dead man don’t need water,” he
sputtered.

“Yeah?” I managed to drawl.
come, hombre?”’

“We don't get that twenty-thirty thou-
sand pesos,” he rumbled from his belly
up, “we will hang you against a wall with
bullets.” :

“That would give you a nice build-up,
wouldn’t it?” T jeered. ‘Make you famous.
Help you gather recruits.”

By the startled, gusty look that jerked
across his face I knew I had said the wrong
thing. He fairly gulped the idea.

When we got scattered out again, with
my guards gone sleepy and no longer
watchful, a rider eased alongside of my
bay and held out a canteen. I was glad
enough to down the hot trickle that was
left.

“Why'd you do that?” I asked
“I'm not mad at you, Senor Gordon.”

“You know my name?” I said, surprised.
“But you're riding with that big devil
there—aren’t you a big bad wolf?”

He laughed apologetically. “El Leon del
Norte, he ride past my house and say,
‘Come with me." I have no gun, I have
only horse. I must go with him. But me,
I do not like it. He shot 2 man last night
for nothing. Some of us are afraid.”

Jog, jog, jog. Dust swirls, desert
growths of thorny things, cactus, the
spidery ocotillo the lances of the Spanish
dagger. The sun so hard on my back that
it seemed I could take hold of the heat and
twist it'aside—even as used to it as I was.

And Shannon, there ahead, never more
than three or four kilometers, never getting
out of our sight across the level or rolling
desert.

He'll veer off and miss Mentado’s set-
tlement and cross into Texas with my
money, I kept trying to reassure myself.
He knows there are more bandits at Men-
tado’s. 1 told him, there in our brief talk
behind the shed. He'll steer to the right of
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left and miss them. But all the time I
knew damned well, down inside of myself,
like a man does once in a few years, that
he wasn’t going to. I didn’t know the
answer but I wished I had played the
game better and tried, there at the Busta-
mente ranch, to make a break myself.
Damn the cold-jawed fraternity!

LONG toward sundown, with our

jogging shadows reaching to gro-
tesque lengths, the greenery on the Rio
Grande stalked into sight. Then the squat
adobe structures that were Mentado's. set-
tlement. And Shannon kept riding
straight for it.

There was still level sunshine when a
handful of men came riding out from the
place. We picked up our pace. When
Shannon was within a quarter of a mile of
the other riders he stopped. Waited. Both
gangs got to him at about the same time.
There was a lot of gabble, of explaining
to a hard-nosed lieutenant with a blue-
clay complexion. I had seen one Egyptian
in my time. This Mexican had the clean-
cut bony face that that fellow had. When
the brief chatter was finished the Lion of
the North faced Shannon.

“Where is the money, American?”

Shannon grinned, just a tight little
taunting grin. They ganged him, tilted
him off his horse. Shannon didn’t put up
any fight now. They practically stripped
him, and did strip his horse. But there was
no magic—the money-bunny failed to mate-
rialize from his person or the saddle-gear.

“Where is it?”” roared the Lion of the
North.

Shannon’s scratching little grin again.
Enough to make a man’s fist itch. All the
hot ride and thirst and disappointment
whirled up in the greasy general. He
yanked out his gun and threw down on
Shannon. I thought he meant it. He did.
I spur-jigged my horse, made him jump
against the hip of the black stallion. That
big and shaggy brute must have thought

another stud was trying to take over. He
25

went wild. The Lion dropped his six-gun
and held to leather with both fists. By the
time they got the stud’s feet on the ground
2gain El Leon had another gun in his big
glommer, and he began to hack the air
with it, jabbing at me, at Shannon, and
squalling that one of us was going to croak
where the money was or go to hell on hot
lead.

“Better not,”” warned the blue-clad
lieutenant. “You might kill the wrong
one, my general, and we need that money.
Save ‘em,” he added, *‘for breakfast. We’ll
know by then.”

“Better, maybe,” the big one conceded
grudgingly. ““Saddle up, you!” he said to
Shannon.

“I didn’t take the saddle off,” said
Shannon, and sat down on the ground.

Some of the men hid grins. The lieu-
tenant, whose name appeared to be Garcia,
saw it. He yanked one of the grinners out
of his saddle, gave him the boot, and told
him to saddle Shannon'’s horse.

When we rode on this hard-nosed Gar-
cia kept Shannon and me apart, so that
I had no chance to ask him what the heck
he had done with my cash.

THE bandit army was using Mentado’s
big corral for a camp ground. There
were about forty men, in their ordinary
clothing, some glum, some larking, some

“on the strut and swagger. They had fifty

or sixty stolen, unridden horses. They’d
got hold of a big wagon and had it backed
up to the rear door of Mentado’s store and
were loading it with canned goods, flour,
bacon and such like. Some of the men had
new shirts and pants and hats, and bolts of
dress goods to take to their women. The
store’s stock of saddles, guns and arhmuni-
tion was piled on the ground with a guard
over it. .

Ricardo Mentado, well dressed and
about forty years old, was looking on sadly.
When he saw me, and that I was a pris-
oner, he hurried over, shook hands, and
said, “Tchz-tchz” with his tongue. But
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couldn’t hear the shots, but I could see the
motions. .

UNDULATING sickeningly with the
great brown greasy waves, struggling
to keep on the surface, I chanced to look
toward Shannon just as the big black quit
- his pawing strokes and seemed to wilt.
Shannon rolled from the saddle, but hung
on. The stallion rolled to the surface like
a stump of wood.

““He’s been shot!” I bawled, and knew
that Shannon couldn’t hear me.

Shannon went under. I tried to steer
my horse toward the spot. Then Shannon
was up, clawing to his knees on to the
harse’s side. He straightened to his feet.
The water was bagging his shirt at the
waist. Suddenly it burst and splattered. I
knew a bullet had hit it. Shannon whipped
a gun from his leather—a big white-
handled pistol, and I knew he must have
plucked it off the Lion when they were
tussling there in the corral.

I looked back. The Lion of the North
was coming near the river on a bareback
mule in great lunging strides. And he was
firing a six-gun.

Shannon stood spraddle-legged on that
teetering, rolling raft of a horse and
blasted shot after shot. That picture was
big time stuff—his balancing, the jerk of
the gun in his fist, the cold-jawed look of
him.- Glory stuff. I wished I was up there
doing what he was doing.

In a ragged half glance I saw that rnule
stumble and go down in a headlong slide,
and El Leon del Norte with it. Hit by one
of Shannon’s slugs.

Somchow I got hold of the black stal-
lion’s bridle rein and tried to tow him.
And I yelled at Shannon:

“Get down! Grab my horse’s tail!”

But he thumbed his nose at that gang
back there. Then we were close enough to
Texas soil to begin hoping. A minute later
that black stallion began to struggle. My
horse’s feet struck bottom. He got footing
undzi him. The black must have felt

ground too. He bulged up all at once, on
his feet, and went breasting and leaping
to dry land, with- Shannon hanging one-
arm to the saddle-horn

The stallion snorted and sneezed and
blew out water in a spray. He shook him-
self like a dog, and a spot of blood spat-
tered on my wet hand. It had come from
between the black’s ears. I could see a small
red gash there—the animal had been
creased by a bullet.

Shannon stepped to the big saddle and
signed for me to follow. Our panting
horses went slogging up-shore in the sand.
In a jiff we were in deep willows, out of
sight from the south shore.

Opposite where we had entered the river
Shannon pulled up. He grinned and be-
gan to pull an old rag, then a water-soaked
box of ammunition, out of a saddle-pocket.
He mashed the wet carton in his hand and
swiftly poked fresh shells into the white-
handled six-gun.

“"Cartridges don’t get soaked quick,” he
shouted above the river’s roar.

His hand dived into the pocket again,
and came out with—my sheaf of U. S.
greenbacks.

"You asked me to bring this to Texas
for you,” he shouted, and shoved the wet
paper into my hands.

“You put it in that pocket when His
Nibs was burning the shed!” I bawled.

He grinned. He put out his hand, gave
me a goodbye-grip that made me almost
wince. Then he was driving that big stud
back into the river.

THE old Rio Grande wasn’t any lower.
It looked worse. But what had been
done once could be done again. I stuffed
the wet bills into my shirt and spurred my
bay into the ugly, sliding, foaming current
that was undulating like a flying bird.

The Mexicans were watching us, three
hundred yards down on the other side.
And not shooting.

When I could I glanced at them. Once
I saw Garcia shaking his fist in the Lion’s
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“He wants to get from me the First
Wise Man.”

Wbcre, Billy peered at the girl's sil-
houette, “did yox get it?”

“To understand,” she said gently, “you
would have to know the legend of the Voy-
ageur Levasseur and the million gold
Louis. On your left oar, now, Bee-lee.
Around that slab of rock and you will be in
the inlet.” She stood up, shook out her
hair, rearranged the blanket about her
shoulders and nestled down with a sigh.

“Good,” she expelled a breath as Billy
worked the rowboat to starboard and they
slid into a narrow canyon where the water
lay as a pavement of black glass between
granite-slabbed walls that stood up as the
sides of buildings. I think we are out of
view, now. Proceed along this channel,
and I will tell you the story as the habitants
of the Saguenay have told it over their
hearthstones for three hundred years. Then
perhaps you will see about the Wise Man.
Perhaps you will believe—"

X

ND there the gray-eyed girl with the

mahogany hair and the figure to make
a dame-wise newspaper man turn his head,
pulled the blanket around her and held
the little wooden carving on her knee, and
told to Billy Dunbar the legend of Levas-
seur’s gold Loxis and the Three Wise
Men.

And Billy Dunbar who'd come to French
Canada on other matters, and nearly suf-
fered a fatal accident, listened. Rowing
along that canyon-walled waterway in an
catly-moming silence where the creak of
row-locks and the plash of dipping blades
made the only sound, he couldn’t help but
listen. It was a wonderful setting for a
story—the mists lifting and the cliffs de-
veloping in shades of gray and far over-
head the sky lightening with tints of pale
green and blue. The girl was a wonderful
story-teller with that low, huskily-accented
voice and quaint manner of spzech, and
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the tale she told was wondetful, too.

“It was along this very inlet,” she began,
“a long, long time ago, that the Voyageur
Levasseur—called Le Seut, for short—ad-
ventuted with his band of pirate explor-
ers.”

Before Wolfe, it was. Before Pére Mar-
quette. At the time of Champlain. Can-
ada was little known then—a place of great
empty blanks on the map—a few straggly
lines and settlements beyond the Provinces
Maritimes. Like all similar explorers, Le-
vasseur sought a Northwest Passage, and
like all similar adventurers, he paid his
way by piracy. )

Others have been credited with discov-
ering the Saguenay, ‘but the legend gave
first honots to Levasseur. Others have gone
down in history as greater, more vicious
pirates, but Levasseur, according to the
legend, took first prize at piracy, too.

Le Seur, they called him—The Sweat.
Because his dark French face was always
dripping from the grease of lust. Because
his exertions to satisfy that lust—stabbing,
pillaging, fighting, conspiring to murder
—bathed his cruel countenance in streams
of poison squeezed from his soul.

Gold, he wanted. Gold. And since
the wilderness along the St. Lawrence gave
no promise of the metal, he explored no
further than the country of the Saguenay,
and turned back to scourge the North At-
lantic seas. He did an A-1 job, according
to the legend—a job to make Morgan,
Blackbeard, Captain Kidd and later, better-
known buccaneers bite their cutlasses in
envy. Galleons sank in flames before his
spitting guns. Brave seamen walked the
plank. Tortured by his jackal crew, cap-
tains delivered the last coin from secret
strongboxes. Fair ladies cut their throats
to spare themselves the ordeal of his cap-
tivity.

The seas ran red where Levasseur had
sailed; the sharks trailed his ship in schools,
assured of a plentiful harvest. Gold he
sweated for, and gold he got, taking only
bags of nuggets or hard money. Much he
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Billy Dunbar’s .32 in his fist, he walked
at Billy slowly, all his counterfeit cor-
diality gone. His eyes were pale gleams
under strands of taffy-colored hair; his lean
face tight at the mouth; a black-red leakage
of blood drying under his bruised left nos-
teil.

He ordered, “Stand back, Ounce; keep
your gun on the woman. TI'll handle this
son of a beagle!” Walking up to Billy, he
drove the pistol-muzzle a hatd, savage jab
into Billy’s solar plexus. Billy Dunbar
cried out; doubled over, moaning.

“Straighten up!”

White-faced, blinded by tears, Billy
Dunbar straightened.

“Tough, aren’t you?”
steetched thin.

Billy whispered, “Tough enough to
know a crook when I see one.”

Eland strained toward him. “Listen,
wise guy, if you think I'm just some
crook—"

“I know,” Billy nodded. “You're a
German agent, Eland. And a pretty slick
customer with your Detroit slang and all.”

“So!” Eland’s pale eyes narrowed. His
voice lowered, quietly in stealthier menace.
“You are tough. You are wise. And a
killer, too.”

Billy said, blinking teats from his
lashes, “I'm sorry I didn't knock all your
iron teeth down your throat for you, Eland.
Lousy Nazi snake-in-the-grass!” Crimson
suffusion darkened the thin man’s features.
Certain he was going to pull the trigger,
Billy was too sick from that pistol-punch
to care.

But Eland, his flush fading, relaxed his
trigger-finger; gave Billy a long scrutiny as
if to ascertain how much he knew. “You
talk big, wise guy,” he said from one side
of his mouth. “Act big, too. Five min-
utes from now you may not be talking ar
acting at all. That's up to you. If you
want to help me, I'll give you a break.”

“Help you how?” ‘

. “Talk. What're you, for instance, do-
ing here with this girl?”-
25

Eland’s lips
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“Never mind the girl, Eland. She's
nothing to do with me.”

“Sure. You're a newspaper reporter
from New York just up here taking a
Saguenay cruise, is that it?”

“That’s it.”

“You won’t be taking it much longer,
pal. I see you're one of these wise guys
who know a ot but won’t open up. Okay.
The girl will gab.”

He backed to stand beside the girl’s
huddled figure. Talking down, his eyes
on Billy Dunbar, “Look, sweetie, your
game’s up. We got you and we got your
boy friend. We got the First Wise Man.
We want the Second and Third.”

She dropped her hands from her face;
looked up through her hair. “I don’t know
where they are. I swear I don’t.”

“"Don’t swear, sweetie, it's not lady-
like. Where are they?”

She moaned, “I tell you, I do not
know.”

Eland said flatly, “Look. The Boss
wants them, and Ounce and I have been
ordered to bring them in. Listen, gor-
geous, we're not fooling. We won’t hurt
you— God forbid I'd ever have to hurt
so lovely a creature—but we can make it
pretty unpleasant for your boy friend.”

She cast Billy Dunbar a look of tertor.
“Non, please—!"

“All right,” Eland grinned. “You know
the proposition, babe. It’s either the wise
guy or the Wise Men.”

“What could you do to him!” the girl
gasped.

“On a deserted beach like this? Miles
from the nearest village? Lady, to a killer
like him, little Ounce and I could do
plenty. We tried to get rid of him in a
nice way a couple of times; he keeps butt-
ing in. This time, I think, we’ll hang
him.”

“Hang him?” the girl cried.

“Just the thing for a killer like him.
Just the spot, with this tree and all. We
can leave a little suicide note, too, explain-
ing how he jumped off the ship and tried
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to drown himself but didn’t quite have the
nerve and so on. Sure. We'll hang him
high. Unless you want to tell—"

Frantic, the girl swept to her feet. “I
will tell! I will tell! The Third Wise
Man—it is in the church at Bagotville.
Oni—!”

“Good. That’s not too far. Where's the
Second? The Third’s no use without the
Second, Addax says.”

Color drained from the girl’s check-
bones, lips, throat. She clenched her hands
in despair. “The Second?” she said faintly.
“Oh, you must believe me. I expected to
find it nailed to this tree. It is not here.
As God is my witness, m’'sieur, I do not
know where it is!”

Billy, watching, saw Eland’s thin fea-
tures harden into a facial snarl. He thought
Eland was going to strike sideways at the
girl. Then abruptly the snarl twisted into
an expression more like fear. Music in the
sunshine. Faint, yet distinct. A radio pro-
gram concluding; signing off with those
four baleful chords of Beethoven’s Fifth
Symphony—three shorts and a long—
Morse code for the symbol V—musical
impressionism for “Fate Is Knocking at
My Door.”

“Ounce!” Eland whipcracked the otder.
“Shut off that damned radio!”

And as the black-eyed runt obeyed,
Eland snapped at the girl, “Now we’ve
wasted enough time on this monkey-
business. Where’s the second image?”

“Before God, I know not!”

“All right, Ounce,” Eland called to the
little man. “Go up to our car and get the
tow-rope.” Sidewise to Billy, “Stand where
you are, wise guy. The girl’s just signed
your death-warrant. You're goin’ to
hang!”

XII

THAT was unpleasant news for Billy
Dunbar—as unpleasant as any he had
yet encountered in the newspaper business.
He'd covered a couple of lynchings in the
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South which had sickened him to the mat-
row, but covering his own on this secluded
beach in Canada curdled his blood.

The conviction that Eland meant what
he promised and would hang a man as
soon as shoot him was not appeased by the
fact that a girl would witness the execu-
tion, terror-eyed, and that the victim, dis-
armed, helpless, could do nothing about it.
Billy’s heart frosted to an ice-cube. The
boys weren’t kidding now. They'd tried
to maim him, beat him up in Quebec, scare
him off or sidetrack him. Up here on the
Saguenay, throwing him off a ship to
drown, they’d meant murder. A phrase of
McAuliff's came uncomfortably to mind—
“Canada’s in a shooting war and her en-
emies are playing for keeps.”

Billy said through his teeth, “You can’t
pull a stunt like this, Eland. I'm an Ameri-
can citizen—"

“Yeah? So am I,” Eland’s thin mouth
smiled venomously. “An automobile sales-
man from Detroit. Vacationing in Canada
for my health.”

“Not for long, you won’t. Adirty Nazi
agent in a death-cell where you and your
kind belong. The Canadians know about
you. Itipped off the Mounties in Quebec.”

Eland’s features reflected momentaty
concern. Then he leered, “Like hell.
They'd’ve searched the cruise ship leavin'
Quebec if you had; besides, you wouldn’t
have tipped the Mounties, you'd have
called the War Department. And lay off
that Nazi talk, wise guy, or I'll slap you
in the face with a bullet.”

Billy stared dully into the muzzle of the
.32. His lips and tongue felt dusty. Sun-
light slanting hot over the easterly bluff
burned into his eyes and made him blink.

“So you were on the cruise ship when
she left Quebec,” he remarked flatly. Talk
was difficult, but standing against an elm
tree with the pit gone from your stomach,
your arms going numb and an anticipatory
ache in your throat needed conversational
diversion.

Eland grinned; “Like to know how, eh,
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you wouldn’t wear to a dog fight. A packet
of obscene postal-cards.

Even the grimy little book found in

- Eland’s kit—a much-thumbed pocket dic-
tionary—was not, as it had seemed at first
glance, too unreasonable.

“Sure,” Billy showed it to the girl, “the
lout was perfecting his English. That
proves he was born a German. Probably
came over to the States right after the
Armistice. A linguist, like many of 'em
are. Darned clever with all his American
slang, too.”

You could explain commonplace objects
—TFor trucks, Luger pistols, pocket diction-
aries—they belonged to your workaday pat-
tern.

But antiques—carved pieces of wood dat-
ing back three centuries — relics which
would reveal a hidden treasure, and one
supposedly endowed with some kind of
supernatural power!—that was too much
for Billy Dunbar.

Yet the girl was at his side in this
bumping truck, and those two wooden fig-
ures were clutched under her coat. What
was more, so earthy a snake as Phil Eland
had been after them. Billy shook his head
to himself in bewilderment as he drove.
Eland wasn’t the type to waste his time
chasing rainbows. If all the straws in the
wind meant anything, he should have been
up here in French Canada on other, more
devious enterprises. Maybe, in her mys-
terious, feminine way, the girl did have
something.

“Look out!” the girl jarred against him.
“Bee-lee—"

He saw the shadow leaping across the
road; swerved the truck just in time to
avoid the fleeing doe. That was something,
too. A spotted deer. This country was
as full of wildlife as a sportsman’s Para-
dise. Vernal and unspoiled. Perhaps more
suited to folklore and ancestral legend than
to the cunning machinations of realistic
Nazis. In a land of forested hills and
wide, blue waterways Billy could under-
stand how the habitants, close to nature,

might believe in ghostly guardsmen and
treasure trove. _

The truck raced on, swaying on the
curves, jouncing, trailing a plume of bis-
cuit-colored dust and shattering the wood-
land stillness with its racket. Billy, after
a preoccupied silence, asked, “How much
farther do you think it is to this village?”

“I do not know. I do not recall this
road.”

“You know,” glancing sideways, “this
part of Canada, then?”

“Mazs oui. Often I drove up here from
Montreal to buy antiques. There is a2 main
highway, rather bad, on this side of the
Saguenay. This dirt road must be new.
Perhaps it leads to a training camp, or
perhaps it was built by Nazi prisoners.”

, "Nazi prisoners?”

The girl explained, “In this district are
some internment camps. Prisoners of war.
They can work if they care to. Our gov-
ernment pays them. There is a large camp,
I believe, somewhere beyond Chicoutimi.”

Billy Dunbar didn’t give a hang if they
were paid. He couldn’t recall hearing of
such lenience on Hitler’s part; for his own
part he knew two Nazi prisoners who were
going to get something tougher than pick-
and-shovel work. And the girl’s mention
of Chicoutimi Prison Camp was another re-
minder of his own situation in this affair.
He'd been sent up here by McAuliff to
chase a rumor concerning Nazi activities in
this neck of the woods. No doubt about
the Nazis being active in the neighborhood,
but he had yet to uncover how, when and
where. As for who, he knew Eland was
one of a number, the little guttersnipe
called Ounce was another, but there were
more—where and who? -

Into these somber questions, the girl
projected another. “Bee-lee, you say that
thin man and the little one are Nazi
agents. If so, the hig man whom I saw
them with in Montreal, and the fat man,
Addax, must also be Nazis.” She shiv-
ered. “Do you suppose the French refu-
gee who brought me the First Wise Man
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fastened to a tree an this beach. I want
to phone the police—"

“Police,” the saucer eyes stared. Billy

felt as if he were some sort of unbeliev-
able phantom. 1In the interim 2 child in
rompers toddled out of the garage to peer

at him, thumb in mouth. A black and

white dog of no registerable ancestry raced
on a fast slant around the corner of the
building to rear up and bark.

“I'm in a hurry, man!
phone?” A

~Ah,” the garage man came to life. "I
will summon the police at once. Owi, it
is out truck and it was stolen. Your name,
M’sieur?”

“Never mind that. Just show me the
pho—"

Your tele-

BUT the garage man was already run-
ing. Over his shoulder he called,
“Wait there, M'sieur. You are not familiar
with our rural call-numbers.” Cupping his
hands, he shrilled toward the garage’s dim
interior, “Sapajou! Sapajou! Our truck
is back. Come out and talk to the Ameri-
can who returned it. Vite!”

In his haste, he stumbled across the office
doorstep, left the door ajar. Billy heard
him grinding the crank of an old-fashioned
country telephone. Footsteps were hurry-
ing from the garage’s rear. A lank indi-
vidual, his jumper splotched with black
grease, came blinking out of recessed shad-
ows, stood staring at Billy, monkey-wrench
dangling in long-wristed hand. Bony face,
eyes blank under a forelock of gray hair,
he. looked to Billy like a surprised horse.

A blur of French poured from the daer
at the side. The native dialect of French
Canada. Billy heard, “Police! Police!”
and “tout suite!” and “awx Trois Bateaux
—mait'nant” but he didn’t get the rest of
it. Then, as he was on the point of going
to the telephone himself, he heard a sharp,
startled cry from the girl. He facedfabout
toward the truck; was astonished by a rasp
from the starter, an explosive roar from
the engine. The gitl was working® the
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gears behind the wheel.
beckoning frantically.

“Bee-lee, Bee-lee, quick! Come!”

“What—"

“The garage man! Jump on, Bee-lee!
He is calling the police to arrest yox!”

“Arrest me—" Billy, turning his head,
moved only in time. Monkey-wrench aloft,
the horse-faced man from the garage-entry
was rushing him, crazy-eyed.

Without chance to think, Billy jumped
on. Roaring a cloud of blue oil-smoke,
the truck was away like a fast freight.
Gravel slashed under the fenders. The
horn waabed. Billy, clinging crazily to
the running-step, looked around just in the
nick to duck his head. Gunned from the
gaunt mechanic’s hand, the monkey-wrench
whistled like a cannon shell past his ear,
skimmed into the cab and smashed out the
right-hand half of the windshield.

Swinging to the seat beside the girl, in 2
shower of glass, Billy Dunbar was too
dumbfounded not to swear. Dizzily the
truck took a skiddy turn; flopped back on
all four wheels, roared past a prancing
rig, scared hell out of an old farmer on a
bicycle, and highballed at fifty up the
straightaway of macadam. Fixed to the
wheel, the girl's hands looked tense, white-
knuckled.

Billy blurted, “Did they think I4 stolen
this blasted rattletrap?”

The gitl said, her eyes on the straight-
away, “Non, Bee-lee, not the truck. That
garage man was crying into the telephone
that you were the man the police were look-
ing for. The man from the cruise boat, the .
American wanted by the Quebec authori-
ties for murder!”

She leaned out,

X1v

¢ E-LEE,” she asked after a strained
pause in which he sat flabber-faced
and flabbergasted, “did you murder any-
body in Quebec?”
“Murder anybody in Quebec? My God-
frey! A cutthroat with a dagger and a big
25
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blacksmith of a guy, calling himself Cecil,
tried to murder me!”

“Cecil?” her voice high-keyed above the
engine-roar. “Cecil? A big brute of a
man called Cecil?”

“Why, yes!” Quebec seemed so long ago
he could hardly recall that hotel-toom
fiasco. “A boozy lummox with fifty-pound
shoulders and a Gay Nineties mustache.”

The girl cried, “Then it was he. The
big man of the quartet who trailed me
from Montreal.” Flashing Billy a fright-
ened side glance, “Why did he try to kill
you?”

Billy related an abbreviated version of
his visit to the Petit Marmot; how he had
escorted a lady in distress to her lodgings;
the climax with the ineffible Cecil. He
didn’t think it necessary to go into details
about Eyra the Fan Dancer.

“Mon Diex!” the girtl's lips trembled.
“It was a trap for you. Those who trail
me must also be trailing you. Is it not
evident? The thin man makes friends with
you on the ship. The little one called
Ounce guides you to the dance dive. You
are led to Cecil—I remember Addax call-
ing him that when they visited my antique
shop. But,” braking the truck on a fast
left-turn, “I do not understand this about
the police wanting you, Bee-lee.”

“That’s what the garage man yelled in
the phone? I was the American the po-
lice wanted?”

“For murder, ox?! I heard him describ-
ing you. More. The cruise ship made
dock at Trois Bateaux at four o'clock this
morning. Several ship’s officers including
Captain Grenfell hurried ashore to tele-
phone. Of course the ship’s arrival awoke
the whole vnllage for cruise ships do not
stop there.”

“The S.S. Dominion? Are you sure?”

“So the garage man was repeating over
the telephone. It seems the ship was ad-
vised by wireless to arrest you. The ofh-
cets went to your stateroom and found you
missing. They came ashore to send out a
river-boat to look for you.”
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And those ship’s officers weren't the
only ones who'd come ashore. Eland and
the midget must have landed. Stolen into
the village and swiped the repair truck.
Set out to look for him and the girl, on
their own. But—Billy pulled a sleeve
across his forechead—what was this mur-
der angle? Another gag to do away with
him? - The Quebec authorities sending out
an alarm!

“Damn!” he exhaled on a thought.
Eland had leered, “A killer, aren’t you?”
Used the word a couple of times, back
there on the beach. Could it be these Nazi
mongrels were trying to frame him, boggle
him up with the Canadian auythorities?
Sure! So the police would hold him. Lock
him up—maybe shoot him on sight if he
dashed into some police station to tell his
tale.

He thought, “And what tale have I got
to tell?” Against Eland and the midget he
could swear out warrants, but what proof
they were Nazis? A Third Degree mxght
sweat them—Eland looked the type to yip
his head off under pressure—but the proc-
ess might take several days. Meantime the
big game might take cover, and while the
police fumbled the ball, things might hap-
pen at Chicoutimi. And all this time, the
cruise liner was on its merry way. Great
Jerusalem! If he did anything, right now,
he’d by all means have to avoid a meet-
ing with the police.

“Listen,” he faced the girl. "This is an-
other trap. You've got to take my word
for it—I'm no escaping criminal.”

She nodded fiercely, “Do you think I
would be driving you off like this if I be-
lieved so? Dieu! The police are such
idiots. So I dared not go to them for pro-
tection with my story of the Three Wise
Men. At me they would have laughed,
then written notes, studied documents, tele-
phoned the Ottawa Government to pro-
vide a party of investigators. All, in the
delay, might be lost. I must reach that
treasure’s hiding place, Bee-lee!”

That! He kept forgetting that little fan-
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taller pine. Bounding the truck off the
macadam shoulder, she steered along the
wecedy ruts into the timber-patch and
where the cart-track was screened from the
highroad, cut the motor. Billy watched
her button the wooden relics under her
Mackinaw, holding them secure by a tug
on the belt. He tried to give his necktie
some semblance of smoothness; finger-
combed his hair; saw that the .32 holster
was out of sight under his unbuttoned vest.
, “"We can't take the rifle,” he tossed it
into pathside brush, “but I've got enough
artillery on me to arm the Belgians. If the
police catch me with this stuff of Eland’s
they'll certainly arrest me for murder.”

“They must not see you, Bee-lee. They
must not see either of us.”

“You're going into the town?

“Around it,” she beckoned. "It is only
a little place. The church is near the out-
skirts. From the cxré we can obtain food,
I am certain, and sanctuary. I know the
way,” she was moving off through the pine
scrub.  “Come.”

AS IN so many villages of French Can-
ada, the chutch was the most impos-
ing edifice in the town. Billy Dunbar saw
the spire, and sensed its influence, long be-
fore he could make out the pattern of the
town. Lifted against a wedge of creamy
white cloud, the edifice rose a,bove the vil-
lage trees.

With the girl, he was skirting a broad,
downhill meadow which, kneedeep in
grass and clover, sloped toward the bay of
the Saguenay.

They were scouting along behmd a
hedge of sumac, furtively avoiding the
open pasture. Contented cows were graz-
ing along a lower stone wall and there was
a herd of black-faced sheep tended by a
barefoot boy and a romping collie dog.

“Careful, Bee-lee,” the girl whispered
as he stumbled over a soggy pothole, “the
dog must not see us.”

They negotiated the pasture, entered a
grove of maples, emerged on the edge of
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a cornfield bounded by a singsong little
brook. Here the girl signaled a halt and
calmly, with feminine handicraft, produced
a comb from her white leather bag and
proceeded to straighten Billy’s hair and
launder his face. He grinned, wincing as
the comb gingered across an abrasion in
his scalp, and quickly solicitous, the girl
murmured, “Ah, mon panvre!” and fum-
bled a tube of something from her bag,
tenderly applying the medicament.

“I use it for mosquito bites. Does the
sting feel better?”

“Jim dandy.” His head ached like the
devil, but he could stand a lot of this treat-
ment from so intriguing a nurse. She
smoothed his tie, buttoned a button on his
shirt, tidied his vest and stood back and
said, “Alors.”

He grinned, possessed of a sudden,
crackpot impulse to seize and kiss her. He
canceled the impulse.

“We will continue your pose as tour-
ists,” the girl said. “We have been on a
fishing expedition. You hit a tree with
your car several miles out of town—a slight
accident. Voila, we are not familiar with
Bagotville so we have stopped at the parish
priest’s for his kindly advice. We are man
and wife—agteeable?”

“Very agreeable.”

“Leave the conversation to mec. The
curé will speak French. You are a Cana-
dian from Vancouver and do not under-
stand the language. Thus you will not
need to answer questions. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“A mention that we have not had break-
fast, and the good Father will be certain
to invite us to table.”

“I could do with a snack,” Billy tight-
ened his belt, smiling.

“Meanwhile we will visit the chapel.
I do not know where the—the Wise Man
will be, Bee-lee. Perhaps in a little shrine.
A kneeling figure with eyes uplifted, you
comprehend. That is what we must look

for.”
He nodded.














































































THE FLAMING GODS

said dazedly, “You jolly fool, always tak-
ing chances.” -

" The spears almost ceased to fly. Now
the little black hills approached fast. The
two friends could see heads covered with
high fur papahas. The men ran, in spite
of their hampering garments.

“What are we going to do?"" asked Wil-
loughby.

“Surrender!” Collins proposed calmly.
“Martyrdom doesn’t appeal to me. I'm
going to wave that white flag.” He ran
toward the bed. "Let’s skin this pillow,”
he murmured, taking off the questionably
white pillow case, just after a stray spear
ripped open the pillow, sending the feath-
ers flying all over the place.

"I won’t surrender,” Willoughby pro-
tested. “Let's call the guards to arms.”

“Sure! Fire a cannon and see if they’ll
wake! Didn’t you see them drinking last
night? The archangel’s trumpet wouldn’t
wake them so early!”

Collins’ words, meant as a grim joke,
were not exaggerated. When Willoughby
ran down to call the guards from the mines,
he found them in deep sleep, a sleep over
which he had no power. The trumpet of
Judgment Day alone could wake those
breathless men, whose faces were swollen
and black.

"My God, poisoned!” he gasped.

He remembered how easy they were told
it had been to dig out the great earthen
vesse! of wine. It must have been planted
" there on purpose by those devils in black
capes who were now storming the gate.

He put two fingers into his mouth and
whistled. Collins’ answering whistle came
from the gatekeeper’s room. Willoughby
wondered if his friend knew about this new
catastrophe. Desperately he fingeted his
pistol. What would the weapon avail him,
with its few bullets against that swarm of
tribesmen?  Still, his British obstinacy pre-
vented him from surrendering without a
fight. As the first tribesman crashed the
gate, the licutenant aimed his revolver.

Two strong warm hands grasped his,
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and the revolver was wrestled from him.

“You don’t want to leave me alone with
the whole gang?” Collins asked reproach-
fully. “They'd tear you to pieces after yout
first shot! Besides, they will probably lead
us to the girls’ prison.” Cellins turned
and shouted a few words in Russian to the
tribesmen:

“Horosho!” was the instant answer.
Apparently the invaders were not prepared
for a stiff fight, having assured their en-
trance by poisoning the guards. They
grinned like cruel children, unconscious of
any inhumanity in their deed.

“Russian troops will be here soon.”
Collins tried to appeal to their instinct of
self-preservation, but the tribesmen under-
stood only the words of surrender which
he had previously shouted.

“Gosh, I wish I could speak this Kurdus-
tani or whatever their gibberish is!” Col-
lins cried, exasperated.

He allowed himsclf to be bound, and
urged Willoughby ‘to undergo the little
operation’ without protest. It was a trial”
for the proud Englishman to be searched
by the dirty hands which dived into his
pockets, taking away his letters from home,
his money, his spare box of cartridges. He
groaned, setting his teeth.

The natives led their captives toward the
mines.

“Are they going to throw us down a
shaft?”” Willoughby wondered.

Collins shrugged his shoulders and
watched his captors, the two giants in black
burkas with swarthy faces grinned, answer-
ing his probing smile. But Collins recalled
with sinking heart that they had grinned
also when he reproached them for poison-
ing the miners.

11

T THE entrance to the mines the
guards held a brief consultation by

the dark opening of a shaft. There was
a primitive contraption reminding one of
scales. The natives looked at it hesitatingly,






























- continued.

THE CROOK OF AN EYEBROW

there, too. Near a dead ringer for mine,”
and he jerked a proud thumb toward the
fourth in their row of horses. Then he
“They're like nearly as two
peas. Fifty yards away, unsaddled, and
even I'd be put to it to tell them apart.”

Jennison squinted critically at the near
duplicate horse, then assessed their diver-
gent points aloud.

“Your hoss’ll weigh forty pounds
more’n Sunflower,” he distinguished, “but
as you say, they’'re most uncommon alike.
Still and but, thar’s a diffrunce in the hold
of their heads, and the perk of their ears.
I'll say this, however. If your hoss is half
as good a pony as Sunflower is, nobody
could buy him offen you, even if you was
starvin’.”

Loyalty to a tried companion at its ulti-
mate peak. The other man nodded his un-
derstanding and there was like pride re-
flected in his words as he said, “Buttercup
~he’s a he spite of his name, is everything
you've guessed. He's not in the market, at
any price.”

A MAN carrying a double-barreled shot-
gun came lumkering round a corner,
the shimmer on his vest sealed testimony of
his office. The star had been home wrought,
its edges incised irregularly with successive
bites of the cold chisel. Yet these homely
badges of small-town marshals imbibed a
certain dignity from the wearers. In those
remote corners of the primitive West these
humble men performed mightily for law
and justice. Often unpaid they were, and
often rewarded with a lead ace. Now the
man with the star plowed to a stop and
glared about.

“What'’s the row?” he puffed. “I heard
a gun fight was in the making and aim to
stop it. Shuck,” he addressed the self-
announced master of Sunflower’s mate,
“I've warned you already. You men ain’t
welcome here.”

Before the man called Shuck could an-
swer, Jennison had taken up the réle of
pacificator.
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“Somebody’s been funnin’ you, Mar-
shal,” he said genially. “Thar ain’t been
even a faint whisper of trouble, *ceptin’ two
hosses was scufflin’ a little. But you cain’t
arrest hosses, now can you?” And he
smiled disarmingly. The marshal did not
seem entirely persuaded. And he bent zn
eye full of suspicion on Shuck and his
ctowd as he insisted.

“Somebody said Moon there,” and the
owner of the sorrel was clearly indicated,
“was threatening murder and sudden death
to somebody.”

For reasons not then clear to himself,
Jennison took up verbal cudgels for Moon.

“I've been here all the time,” he asserted,
“and if any noises like that had issued
frum his organs of speech, I'd a sure heard
em.”

“Why a sink hole like this needs a mat-
shal,” Moon bellowed, “is clean by me.
And as for you and your tin badge, let me
tell you—-"

Whatever further reverse compliments
he had in stock were never jettisoned.
Shuck had stepped one swift pace and
slapped the big man sharply across his wide
mouth.

What words made hissing accompani-
ment to the resounding blow, Jennison
could not hear, but that the combinatioi
was efficacious needed no added proof.
Without protest, Moon turned meckly and
followed his companions back into the
saloon. What Jennison had not heard was
this:

“About two more yaps and you'll talk
yourself into a coffin.”

Inside the saloon, Moon swung about to
bluster, “What did you mean, Dan, by
what you just said? I could down both of
‘em single-handed.”

“You're a damned big bellied, big
mouthed youngen,” Shuck said witheringly.
“That cool, soft talking stranger could mow
down a dozen beginners like you. If you'd
a even fingered your gun, you'd a become
ain't in a damned big hurry. I've got a
notion he’s Bat Jennison. Well, you've
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When Jennison left the restaurant, the
sun was setting, with only a half of its bur-
nished disk showing above the western rim
of the valley. By the time he had reached
the feed corral that half had disappeared.

BESIDE the corral gate was a section of
log a yard long, a third as thick. Jen-
nison sat down on the handy seat and
lighted his pipe and with the corral for a
back rest watched the small world snail by.
Duke’s restaurant was already dark, like-
wise the saloon where a few hours before
Jennison had abandoned a half glass of
whiskey. One building, however, showed
lights, the saloon from which Shuck and
his crowd had marched that same after-
noon. And because Jennison wanted a
drink and for another reason, he set out
for this lone thirst emporium in Everless.
The owner-bartender was behind the low
counter, with Shuck and his three stringing
along its brief length. Rather effusively
for Westerners, they greeted Jennison and
invited him to a drink. Downed in what
moderns would dub uncultured haste, the
amenities decreed an immediate return en-
gagement, with Jennison now as host. With
. this second drink in hand, Shuck made a
friendly suggestion.

“Let’s sit down at that table,” he pointed.
“We're short on news from the outside,
and if you've any that’s recent, we’ll be
mighty glad to hear it.”

“I don’t know any new news,” Jennison
replied, “but settin’ down is a good re-
mark, anyway.”

The table was decrepit, the chairs rickety,
but with care they managed. And now
Shuck had another thought.

“I don’t believe we know each other,”
he stated. “I'm Dan Shuck, Blabbermouth,
as you called him a rightly this afternoon,
is Tom Moon. This black no good is Sim
Jones and this other’s Paul Rapp.”

“My .name-peg’s easy on the remem-
brance,” Jennison bridged the pause that
had fallen after the roll call, “it’s John
Smith.”
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“You the feller,” Moon grinned wisely,
“who saved Polkahauntus?”

°“I ain’t the man,” Jennison answered.
“Also, whilst I ain’t much up on history,
it was considerable before my time.”

“Two hundred and fifty years,” Shuck
added, “but to a natural damn fool like
Tom, that’s nothing: Any news, Mr.
Smith?” '

“Not much recenter than the Mexican
war,” Jennison admitted blandly. - “Don’t
this town furnish no news?”

“This town,” Shuck asserted sourly,
“don’t furnish anything but disappoint-
ments. We've been here for four or five
days looking for a job. They told us down
in Oregon that they had doodles of cattle

- here, so we rode two hund:red miles to find

out that they lied. Hell!” he spat disgust-
edly, “a man with a wooden leg could herd
all the cattle within a hundred miles of this
damned dead-fall. We're moving on to-
morrow.”

“I rode over from Nevada way on ac-
count of the placer mines,” Jennison fabri-
cated, “and frum the signs the mines and
cow brutes measure up both minus. I fig-
ger I'll be movin’ on myself, tomorrow.”

“We didn’t find a job,” Shuck rem-
inisced, “but I did run into something
funny. Out here on one ranch I met a lit-
tle man, say a hundred pounds scant, with
a voice like a fog horn. Name was—let’s
see—Manning. Scrimp, his partner called
him. You should hear him holler.” And
he looked at Jennison keenly.

“I'm new come here,” Jennison told
them. “I ain’t had no time to look up no
fog horns.”

“I didn’t see this Manning,” Sim Jones
put in, “but I bet he cain’t beller like Old
Whispering Thompson. Two hundred-
fifty pounds of solid noise. Hear him two
or three miles when he’s warmed up.”

Again a pause while the four watched
Jennison for effects. But vainly. They
were but bungling amateurs dealing with
a past master in the gentle art of deception.

“Never heered of this said Thompson,”






“THE CROOK OF AN EYEBROW

Without accident, the pair reached the
corral and laid their rifles across the top
pole. The moon was a little higher, the
light a little better than when the leader
of the two first stood there. As he drew a
bead on the handkerchief-draped knob, he
wondered vaguely if Jennison were bald.
His companion seemed set, the monitory
nudge was given, the rifles roared as one.
Rapidly each jacked out the spent cartridge,
levered in a second and fired again, Tar-
rying only long enough to observe certain
satisfying twitching under the blankets,
the two flitted down the dusty street and
were lost in the shadows. '

Jennison emerged from the shed holding
in his hand one end of the lariat with which
he had so obligingly contrived the dying
shudders. Now he reefed it up as he walked
over to the hay butt, deftly slipped the
noose from the section of log that had oc-
cupied his blankets, unknotted the lacer-
ated neckerchief and clamped his Stetson
on his head. Kicking the log aside, he
rolled up his blankets and returned with
them to the shed. Now he lighted his pipe
and sitting down on his bedroll gave range
to his thoughts.

Just why Dan Shuck determined to elimi-
nate him, he did not know. He had never
met any of them before, nor heard of them
even, for that matter. The crux of the
thing, however, was that they had heard of
him. To Jennison, it was crystal clear that
they were not in this neck of the woods
for their health. Knowing of him, it suited
their plans to forestall any possible inter-
ference on his part. By their acts, they
had made that potential interference im-
perative.

Yet for the moment, it pleased him to
lull their false security. He knew that
Shuck and one of his men had already left
for Joy Bells and that the pair who had
made the attempt an his life would not fol-
low until the next evening. He knew
where this pair were camped down the
creek just clear of the town. The road to
Joy Bells led that way and it was also the
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road to Scrimp Manning’s ranch. He
judged that the two were already in their
blankets probably asleep. Men of their
sort found crime a notable antidote for
insomnia.

Twenty minutes later, he rode out of
town. A hundred yards beyond the last
suggestion of a house, a whiff from a slum-
bering fire informed him of the proximity
of the Shuck camp. He accordingly left
the road and swung a half circle from the
trail. He had no mind to disturb their
well earned slumbers. A mile down the
creek, the moonlight pointed out a level
grassy spot unvexed by man or beast, with

pasture sufficient for his pony. To unroll
his blankets, pull off his boots, unholster
his guns and lay aside his hat were simply
segments of a continuing act. In two
minutes he was asleep.

By sunup he had eaten breakfast and was
again in the saddle. Three miles or so
nearer Joy Bells he noted the marker de-
scribed by the marshal and swung into an
intersecting road which turned steeply up
a down cutting canyon. Lightly traveled,
it indicated that Manning and his partner
came little to Everless. A few minutes climb
brought him to the end of the canyon and
out upon a rolling plateau, covered with
bunch grass. There was abundant feed,
but he saw few cows.

Once on top, Jennison saw the house
















































MURDER HAS A HEADACHE

“You are wrong, Mr. Finane,” said
Reichert. He sat still in the car. “Your
agency has just finished on this case. Un-
less, of course, you have recovered my
grandfather’s letters?”

“No,” said Francis Finane sourly. “But
I can tell ye that von Kleppner within the
last ten minutes has been anglin’ to sell
his story, or what he’ll call his story, to a
news service.”

“How long have you been covering the
man tonight?” Reichert asked sharply.

“Not much longer than that ten min-
utes,” Finane admitted.

“Von Kleppner could have been my at-
tacker, then,” Reichert pointed out sharply
to Rankin. “Mr. Finane, what is his room
number?”

“Three twenty-two. He's in the lobby
now. I know that. "

Reichert laid a hand on his damaged
head. “Not now,” he said. "I need a few
minutes’ rest. Kindly make your final re-
port to Dade and Mulcay.”

E WAVED the two detectives out of

the car. "I will be safe resting here as
long as you have von Kleppner in view,”
he said. “Return in fifteen minutes.”

Finane stalked away to the hotel lobby.
The old man's cyes were ferocious when
he looked at his ex-dicks.

“We're guards now, not operatives,”
Rankin Dade said cherily. He looked about
for von Kleppner.

“Subway guards,” Finane growled. But
honestly cnough he told them of picking
- up von Kleppner in the lobby, following
him to a cigar store and listening in the
next phone booth to what scraps he could
hear of the German’s sales talk to the
feature service he was dickering with.

“Another thing,” he added. “An’ why
should 1 tell it to ye, the poor fool I am?
I came up here from Miami in my car
after the radio had told me how ye'd
botched the case. And I gave a lad a ride
—a bright lad who was with me once but
now is 2 Government man.”
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He glowered at Rankin Dade. “There
are some that make that jump,” he inter-
jected. “Well, this lad said to me, ‘Von
Kleppner is in luck to be given a job in-
volvin’ a wealthy family like the Reicherts.
Not even the Nazis trust that heel too
much an’ the devil knows the Nazis aren’t
particular about what they use for agents.
The blackmailing an’ double-crossing pos-
sibilities will look like turtle soup to von
Kleppner.’ ”

“That could be why he’s hanging around
instead of lamming,” Bill said. “Blackmail
or newspaper blab money. He knows our
concentration camps ain’t working yet.”

Rankin Dade nodded thoughtfully. “But
we're still fired?” he asked Finane.

“An" will stay that way,” Finane re-
torted sourly. “Now get back to your man,
not that ye could keep hurt off him, the
two of ye together.”

Bill started. “Where the Von? Has
he—"

Rankin Dade moved his eyes slightly,
drawing Bill’s with them to a group of
men engaged in hearty conversation, with
much waving of cigars, close to the news-
stand.

Suddenly the bruised face of Joachim
von Kleppner showed beyond this shift-
ing screen. The man was watching them,
imposing, dignified, in spite of his tense
interest.

Bill Mulcay grunted. “Knows all the
tricks, don’t he?” he said. “Look, boss,
give us the office, if we are on our own.
Any Federal eye on the Von?”

“Not a G.,” said Finane. “They're up
to theif” chins in real rough stuff. Von
Kieppner never was used for anything but
propaganda. Do ye pay me for this?”

“I'll be dropping in on you,” Rankin
Dade said to Francis Finane. “The navy
still needs my intelligence. Now we re-
turn to our mutton.”

The car was where they had left it
Rankin exclaimed softly. Higby was stand-
ing beside it. Mulcay moaned. Reicher:
was gone.
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had occurred. Rankin and Bill Mulcay did
little more than listen, though Rankin did
have a thoughtful look at the body.

Bill Mulcay joined him. “Bruises, huh?”
Bill said, bending to look at a mark on the
jaw below the dead man’s ear.

“A bruise,” said Rankin.

The police lieutenant had had an eye
on them.

“There’d have to be a bruise,” he said.
“Aboard his boat they say he was a strong
swimmer—strong enough to swim with
that grapnel pulling him down. But if
he cracked his jaw on the gunwale going
cverside— Finish!”

Rankin Dade nodded. "It's the most
likely explanation—so far,” he said.

In spite of his aching skull Reichert in-
sisted that the police return to his place
to inspect his private pier. He thought
it probable that Sigismund was coming
to see him. But there were no signs that
the accident had occurred there.

“A man doesn’t use an anchor coming
alongside a pier,” a police lieutenant ex-
plained to Heinrich Reichert. “He makes
fast with a line, a painter.”

“You see no signs of anything but acci-
dent?” Richert demanded.

“What do you see, sir?” the lieutenant
retorted and Reichert was silent.

Inquiry aboard Korndorf’s swank fifty-
five-foot motor cruiser failed to establish
anything except that Korndorf had started
out in the dinghy alone. It was unusual
but nothing to worry about, the yacht’s
sailing master said. He could have taken
the motor tender and a man if he had pre-

SHORT STORIES

ferred. They had been trolling for sailfish
out in the Stream when the broadcast of
the affair at the station had come in. Mr.
Korndorf, he said, had ordered the boat
to Lake Worth. :

“How is he related to you?” Rankin
Dade asked Reichert.

“He is the son of my father's sister. A
geod-natured young man but he was of
little account in business.”

“A grandson of Dr. Bernhard Reichert?”

“Yes, a grandson, like myself and like
me, a great admirer of the old gentleman.”

“Any other grandsons?” Rankin Dade
asked briskly.

“One other, Kurt Braun,” Reichert said.
He raised a hand wearily to his head and,
of a sudden, scowled at Rankin. “You
forget your job,” he said. "It is to keep
me alive, not to destroy me with endless
questions.”

“Questions could be part of the job,”
Rankin said.

“You ate a guard, not a detective,”
Reichert said coldly. “It is not my family,
it is I who are menaced by von Kleppner
and his Nazi scum.”

“Lay off Mr. Reichert,” Bill Mulcay said
severely to his brother dick. “He wants
to be let alone, see, and that goes for you,
too.” His eyelid quivered beseechingly at
Rankin Dade. “Don’t ask questions about
twenty bucks a day,”. the eyelid urged.

But though the rate was twenty a day
it was at night that the two detectives
earned their pay. Reichert, turning in,
made it plain that one or the other of them
must be continuously on watch about the
house and patio till morning. He would
lock his door. His windows were inacces-
sible without a ladder.

It was a tough night to stay awake, Bill
said, after all the mental strain of being
canned by old Finane, but in four-hour
tricks they made it.

Rankin Dade stood the graveyard watch,
from midnight till four. Bill Mulcay wel-
comed the sun with a yawn fit to sunburn
his tonsils and walked down to the locked
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“Fast on their feet, these Nazis,” Bill
Muleay muttered. “I hope this don’t mean
they've got our twenty a day. They don’t
miss much.”

“They have that reputation,” Rankin
said. “We're off dead center now.”

They followed Reichert. He turned on
them. “I am going to my room alone,”
he said. “Listen to the broadcast. There
may be more details,”

There were no more details. When they
went to his room they could hear the mur-
mur of his voice on his private telephone
line.

In a few minutes he came out. He wan-
dered about the patio and the grounds out-
side it, as if in a daze. His eyes were on
his feet. Bill whispered that he would
have been a sitting shot, then, for any
assassin. But, save for the clamor to heroize
him further by newspapermen shut out by
the iron gate at the foot of the driveway,
Reichert was not disturbed that afternoon.

As Bill Mulcay saw it, it was his partner,
Rznkin Dade, who was disturbed. Rankin
roved the house like an outraged ghost.
He questioned the servants shamelessly
about the Reicherts. They could tell him
little, having been hired when Reichert
rented the house. He sent out for more
newspapers and hunted through them. He
listened to every news broadcast.

He finally found something to hold him
_in a month-old magazine on Reichert’s
desk. '

“Will war end the reign of the chemical
king of two continents?” the article in-
quired, and went on to explain how the
European fortune of Dr. Bernhard Reichert
was threatened by covetous Nazi party men
in Germany while, if war came, his Ameri-
can plants might be seized by the U. S.
government.

It was illustrated by a picture of Dr.
Reichert, “the chemical king, with his three
grandsons, Heinrich Reichert, Kurt Braun
and Sigismund Korndorf.”

Rankin Dade looked at it casually; then
stared, narrow-eyed. He shoved that pic-

SHORT STORIES

ture close to Bill Mulcay’s bored eyes.

“What kind of 2 tune does this play in
your skull, Bill?” he asked. “The chunky
black-eyed one that they cail Kurt Braun I
call Scar Lip.” '

CHAPTER VII
A MIDNIGHT TARGET

ILL MULCAY whistled. “I see it!”

he said. “The Nazis grab old Reichert
hard enough to stop his watch an’ at the
same time take his German plants. An’
then all three grandsons converge on von
Kleppner, the man who stole the dope an’
put the finger on the old man. Our Grand-
son Heinrich gets slugged, Grandson Sigis-
mund goes swimming with an anchor. An’
Grandson Scar Lip, who's playin’ 'em
‘pretty close to his chest, goin’ in for low
visibility an’ all S

“Go on.”

“Well, he, when you catch him near
von Kleppner’s room an’ he doesn’t know
who .you're working for, he jumps two
stories to get away fast. It’s adding up.”

“I think Scar Lip slugged Reichert,”
Rankin Dade said.

Bill looked around uneasily. “Maybe
what Reichert needs in this joint is two
truckloads of marines instead of just two
dicks.”

“We’'ll soon know,” Rankin Dade said.
Bill did not cheer up.

“To twenty dollars a day there is always
a catch,” he said with dismal conviction.

Rankin Dade nodded. "It isn’t even
funeral expenses,” he agreed absently.

The approach of dusk, even though it
was also the approach of dinner time, did
not raise Bill’s spirits. The two sawbucks
were going to take more getting than ever
that night, he muttered resentfully. The
gravy eye watch from midnight to four
a. m. was to be his that night.

Rankin Dade had been no company for
him that long afternoon. Rankin was in a
trance, a private one. And Heinrich
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will catch hell for letting von Kleppner
escape.”

He looked at von Kleppner. “Right?”

“Right!” said von Kleppner. His voice
was venomous. “He hass ruined me with
—my friends. Never, gentlemen, haf I
killed 2 man—it iss not my work, But
this man—1I will kill.”

At once Rankin Dade thrust out to him
the old revolver.

“Be careful where you point it—after-
wards,” he warned. “Once you're off this
boat you're on your own. It's a deal.”

Von Kleppner's hand was shaking with
eagerness as he reached for the gun.

Reichert’s glance was shooting from face
to face. Leaden faces, the faces of fhose
three hard-boiled dicks.

" Von Kleppner raised the gun.

“No!” Reichert cried. “Wait! I will tell
the truth! It is not what you think—not
at all! I have a defense.”

Rankin Dade’s hand twitched the re-
volver from von Kleppner's clutching fin-
gers. “I'll listen awhile,” he said.

“It was Kurt’s idea—to get the old man
to go to Germany to try to save his plants
from thieving Nazi officials, who were pre-
paring to seize them,” Reichert said in a
torrent of words. “Kurt’s! He forced me
into a small share in that. It seemed that
the old man would live forever, in spite
of his bad heart. He outlived his sons and
daughters and remained, a doddering old
fool who would not let go of his business.”

He paused. "So!” he said. “If we lost
the old man with the German factories—I
mean not by death but in a concentration
camp, you understand—we would be con-
tent. He was impossible—a tyrant. Kurt
took him, but he was careful not to go be-
yond the Spanish border. He did not trust
me. He flew back by Clipper.”.

He nodded vehemently, turning from
one to the other. Finane was troubled;
Reichert saw that and fastened his eyes
upon the old detective.

“Now I will prove to you my innocence
of the murder of Sig Korndorf,” he said.

“I came upon Kurt Braun eatly last night
down on the pier after he had—finished—
with Sig Korndorf. The boat was already
drifting away with Sig dead under it. He
told me what he had done. I protested
furiously. 1 was horrified.
might kill me, too. That would shut my
mouth and make him absolute master of
the Reichert Chemical Industries.” *

He lowered his voice impressively.
“He tried to kill me last night, while I
was walking in the patio,” Reichert said.

The eyes of Finane and Bill Mulcay
turned irresistibly upon Rankin Dade’s
face.

They remembered well that shot that
Rankin Dade had fired over Reichert’s
head.

Rankin Dade spoke:

“If you are going to tell us that it was
Kurt Braun who shot at you in the patio,
be careful,” he said. “One lie would show
us your whole story of Braun murdering
Sig Korndorf was false.” ,

“I am not lying,” Reichert said. *I
swear to you Kurt did try to murder me.
He crept close to me, unnoticed. Then he
jumped up, within six feet of me. It was
near the fountain. The moonlight was
strong. I saw even the scar upon his lip.
He laughed at me. He fired. The wind
of the shot beat upon my right temple.
He tried to fire again, as I stood there,
paralyzed, but his pistol jammed. He
cursed me, turned and ran. When I recov-
ered I fired three shots after him.”

In his desire to blacken Kurt Braun he
had damned himself.

His voice was solemn as he looked from
hardening face to hardening face. “May
I die this moment, gentlemen, if every
word I have spoken about this attack in the
patio is not truth,” he said. “He was a
killer, gentlemen. I was nearly as close
to death in that instant as poor Sig. But,
until now, I have shielded Kurt.”

“So you could kill him nice an’ quiet,
you shielded him, huh?” muttered Bill
Mulcay. Rankin waited.
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THE SHOOTER’S CORNER

do with it. Repaits could no doubt be
made, but repairs run into heavy dough
and anyway, it's hard to find a good gun-
smith these days.

If the gun is bolt action you can tell if
it has extreme head-space (looseness be-
tween the bolt and the head of the car-
tridge. ‘This is a very dangerous condition)
by inserting a new empty cartridge case in
the chamber, completely closing the bolt
and examining for tight fit—if you can
move the bolt back and forth—give it up!
It’s a lot safer to check with a headspace

gauge, which is a precision made gadget
the shape of a cartridge and made of glass-
hard steel. A good gunsmith will have a
set of gauges.

The same applies to lever-action rifles. If
the Jever is very loose the gun is no doubt
badly worn. Try to move the bolt mech-
anism—the part that moves back when
the fired cartridge case is tossed out—if
it is loose there might be excessive head-
space.

Maybe you don’t know what happens
when there is excessive headspace in a
gun? As the powder explodes the cartridge
case clings to the walls of the chamber. If
the bolt doesn’t support the base of the
cartridge the head or rear end will stretch
until supported. If the stretch is too great
the case will rupture and gas under high
pressure together with particles of brass
will blow back into the action, in some
cases tearing up the action to say nothing
of the shooter’s face.

Don’t buy a gun that is in need of re-
pairs. Parts are hard to get from the fac-
tory and making them by hand runs into
real money.,
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