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SO INEXPENSIVE—You Cain Afford the Lux-
ury of a Fresh New Marllin Blade Every Morn-
ing—aond yet—SO GOUD—IThousands Will
Tell You that they Get More Fine Shaves
Out of a Maxilin Blade than Any Other Make!

It's a real sensation—this new way of shaving.
Instead of the old-fashioned scraping, nagging and
hacking . . . once over and you have a clean, velvet-
smooth, lightning-fast, perfect shave. That’s be-
cause the new Marlin blade is made of fine Swedish
surgical steel, the kind that will take a real “edge”
—the kind that can be safely guaranteed by people
who know steell—MARLIRN, makers of fine guns for
67 years. Try Marlin’s today. The big 20-blade pack-
age of double-edge blades costs only 25c, little
more than a penny a blade. If you feel extravagant
and want a real luxurious shave, use a fresh new

arlin Blade every morning. But don't forget.
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The'lzader’ both
Dad and Son Cheer

KE FATHER, LIKE SON! You see it every-

—a -young fellow rolling ciga-

rettes from the same big red tin of Union
Leader that his Dad fills a pipe from!

Dad's choice of Union Leader is based on
30 years of smoking, looking for just what
Union Leader gives a man! The deep full
fiavor of hilltop Kemtucky Burley! The
heart-warming mellowness that earns a
smoker’s life-long friendship!

Son chooses Union Leader because long-
aging makes it extra mild and free from
bitterness and bite. And the way it's cut

THE GREAT AMERICAN SMOKE

UNK—i1

means perfect cigarettes. Try Union Leader
yourself and see how much downright
smoking pleasure a dime can really buy!

Copyright, 1339, P, Lorilla Co.
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CAUGHT &y
rising tide in
SHARK-FILLED
WATERS!

(1 night a party of us siarted out to peaf

5s in the warm, shallow Gulf coast waters”
witites M. Taylor. ¥ As the tide ebbs away, the fera-
der remains on the sandy bettem, often in only a
few inches of water.

© “enjoying the sport, we wandered farther and (€ "Suddenly, we realized that the tide had varned!
farther from land, trusting the lantern left on the  Then,ourguiding light disappeared. We dide’t know
beach with one of our party to guide us safely back.  which way to run=trapped in shark-filled waters!

—————

eSS

"Panic stricken, we scurried about madly. Then, a pin-point of light far away R
wiinked reassuringly! Umable to fix the disabled lantern, the man on shore had sensed
our plight, and luckily had a fleshlightt in his duflebag. It probably saved us. From
now on we will sing the ptaises of ‘Eveready’ ...
frsh DATED batteries=the kind you can de- ‘"%
pend upon in emergeney.

TITETRTC

NATIONAIL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42ND STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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OF THINGS BEYAND

Muost things grow slimmer with sharing—dinmers and packs of ciga-
rettes, for instance—but some, pleasantly, improve. Magazines tend to
follow the latter course. This being a democratic nation, we do not insist
that you proselytize your casual acquaintances to the, new doctrine of Un-
known, but we suggest that there are lots of people who would enjoy it
and aren’t. Some, you know, might be your friends who simply failed to
realize that a modern mythology can be quite as amusing and entertaining
to modern Americans as the Jegends and ballads of old were to the feudal
lords.

Of course, if your friend should belong to that group who enjoy their
superiority by despising pulp magazines, we wouldn't suggest that you
disturb that pleasure. But if there are a few you know who might enjoy
letting their imaginations loose for a bit—you might be selfish and intro-
duce them to Unknown. Selfish because Unknown, rolling nicely now,
thank you, has every intention of rolling better and bigger as the months
pass. We're building up a group of authors who are getting the hang of
this new mythology. And the bigger you—and your friends—help us to
make Unknown, the more we’'ll find to spin their tales.

We introduce a new convert to, the authorship line-up next month;
Marion O'Hearn. Her tale has to do with a Salem witch—of an unusual
type. It’s frequently been said that many of the Salem witches may not
have been witches—we don’t believe in witchcraft today—but if not, it
was not for lack of trying to be. If they never made a compact with Satan,
it was simply because, despite all their earnest effort, they couldn’t raise
up old Nick. It takes two to make a bargain, and, willing though they
might be, if Satan couldn’t be found, they just had to do their . . . er . .
worst, as worst they could.

But Marion O'Hearn’s “Soldiers of the Black Goat” is a tale of a
highly efficient and businesslike witch who got results.

And, we promise, a first-rate yarn you’ll genuinely emjoy.
Taxe EpITOR.
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“d had an $18 a week job in a shoe
factory. I'at probably be at it today if
I hadn't read about the opportunities in
I?]adio and started training at home for
them.”"

“Mhe training Natiomal Radio Institute
gave me was so practical 1 was soon
ready to make $5 to $10 a week in spare
time servicing Radio sets’™
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‘Higtht months later N.R.I. Employment
Department sent me to Station KWCR
as a Radio operator. Now I am Radio
Engimeer at Station WSUHL, 1°am,_also
eonneeted with TQIQ\‘!%E@'R Station WOXIK.””
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“SN.R.IL Training took me out of a low-
pay shoe factory job and put me into
:hdio at good pay, Radio is growing
ast.”
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In its December number, Atthlete presents
a star-studided issue, imclludiimg:

WHAT ALL-AMERICA?—i. O. (Fritz)
Criler, University of Michigan's head coach,
speaks out on the benefiis and evils in the
present system of pleking All-Americans.

HOLD "EM, PITTSBURGHThe inside
story of the Piit Panther football situation by
a famous sports writer who lived tivough it

MAKER OF CHAMPIONS—SCach
Whn. Foley gives the formula he has used in
turning out grld, eourt and diamend cham-
plens in prefusien at Bloomfield High Sehoel,
N. J.

Also articles by Kingsley Moses who
finds two million forgotten athletes; Fred
Keeling who discusses the only real ama-
teurs left in America and top-notch stories
by Jack Kofoed, Richard MeCamnn and
others.
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LEST DARKAESS FALL

iy L. SPRABLEE tle AN

Awthar's Note:

This story represents the realization of
two ideas that have been bothering—im a
nice sense of the word—me for some time.
One is that of writing a story on the €on-
necticut Yamkee theme. The other is that
of writing a story about the period that

Toymbee calls the Western Interregmum—a
period that has not, I think, had as much
attention from writers of historical fiistion
as its melodramatic history entitles it to.
The present story is laid shortly after the
time of King Arthur—asssuming that Arthur
actually lived. Fortunately we know a lot
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more about Gothic Italy than we do abeut
post-Roman Britain. (About the latter, in
fact, our knowledge is practically nil.) Se
I did not have to draw too heavily on my
imagination for the setting of my story,
Just about half the characters mentioned
by name were real people, including Thiuda-
had and his family, Mathasnentha, Wittigis,
Urias, Casssiodorus, Homorius, Belisarius and
his generals, Bloody Johm, Antiochus—

the Syrian’s cousin—and a lot
of others. As far as possible, I have tried
to make their actions consistent with what
is known of their real characters—often
precious little.

Place names have generally been modern-
ized, while most personal names have been
given in their original forms or something
very much like it. I regret to report that
it is impractical to use any consistent sys-
tem of spelling names. If we modernize
them all, Marcus and Rekkared and Hlo-
dovik become Mark and Richard and Louis,
which is all very well, but then we have to
make such a well-known historical charac-
ter as Theoderik the Great umrecognizable
by calling him by his modern cognate Diet-
rich. (The literal tranmsliteration of his
name from Gothic is Thiudareiks, rhyming
with “weeks.”) If we try to leave them
all in their ancient forms, we find ourselves
talking about the cities of Roma and Pa-
tavium and iy is instead of
Rome and Padua and €Constantimople, which
sounds slightly sillly.

For having my characters speak often in
a highly collequial, not to say slangy, man-
ner, I offer the excuse that in moest well-
developed languages there is apt te be a gap
between vulgar and literary speeeh, and
that mest such languages have cellequial
and slang forms that are used in speech,
but usually net preserved in literature. If
vulgar Latin had no exaet equivalent for
such a- word as “gypped,” it probably
sounded to a well-educated sixth century
man even more corrupt and “incorredf’
than would the speech of a New York hack-
man to a bishop of the Church of England.

The principal authorities for the setting
of the story are, ancient: Cassiodorus, Jor-
danes, Procopius, and Sidonius; modern:
Bury, Gibbon, Hodgkin, McGorern., and
=Nhboss.  Of these Procopius and Hodgkin are
the most informative. For a picture of the
times, the best historical novel is Graves’
“©Gount Belisarius,” to which the present
work owes a good deal in the way of in-
spiration. L.S. ue C.

I

Twworeor took his hands off the
wheel again and waved them. “—so
I envy you, Dr. Padway. Here in
Roma we have still some work to
do. But pah! It is all filling in lit-
tle gaps. Nothing big, nothing new.
And restoration work. Building ¢on-
tractor’s work. Again, pah!”

“Professor Tancredi,” said Martin
Padway patiently, “as I said, I'm not
a doctor. I hope to be one soon, if
I can get a thesis out of this Leba-
non dig.” Being himself the most
eautious of drivers, his knuekles
were white frem gripping the side
of the little Fiat, and his right feet
ached frem trylng te sheve it
threugh the fleor beards:

Tancredi snatched the wheel in
time to avoid a lordly Isotta by the
thickness of a razor blade. The
Isotta went its way thinking dark
thoughts. “Oh, what is the differ-
ence? Here everybody is a dee-tor,
whether he is or not, if you under-
stand me. And sueh a smart yoeung
man as you— What was I talking
abeut?”

“That depends.” Padway closed
his eyes as a pedestrian just escaped
destruction. “You were talking
about Etruscan inscriptions, - and
then about the nature of time, and
then about Roman arelessil—"

“Ah, yes, the nature of time. This
is just a silly idea of mine, you un-
derstand. I was saying, all these
people who just disappear, they have
slipped back down the suiticase.”

“The whasit?»"

“The trunk, I mean. The trunk
of the tree of time. When they stop
shipping, they are back in some
former time. But as soon as they
do anything, they change all sub-
sequent histiory.”

“Sounds like a paradox,” said
Padway.
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“No-o. The tmumk continues to
exist. But a new branch starts out
where they come to rest. It has to,
otherwise we would all disappear,
because history would have changed
and our parents might never have
met.”

“Tihat’s a thought,” said Padway.
“It’s bad enough knowing the sun
might become a nova, but if we're
also likely to vanish because some-
body has gone back to the twelfth
century and stirred things wp—"

“No. That has never happened.
We have never vanished, that is.
You see, doc-tor? We continue to
exist, but another history has been
started. Perhaps there are many
such, all existing somewhere. Maybe
they aren’t much different from ours.
Maybe the man comes to rest in
the middle of the ocean. So what?
The flsh eat him, and things go on
as before. Of they think he is mad,
and shut him up of kill him. Again,
net mueh difference. But suppese
he beeomes a king of a duer? What
then? Afre you eoming to my heuse
for dinner tomeFrrow?’

“Wibh-what? Why, yes, I'll be
glad to. I'm sailing mext+—"

“Si, si. 1 will show you the equa-
tions I have worked out. Energy
must be conserved, even in chang-
ing one’s time. But nothing of this
to my colleagues, please. You un-
derstand.” The sallow little man
took his hands off the wheel to wag
both forefingers at Padway. “Itis a
harmless eccentricity. But one’s
professional reputation must not
suffer.”

“Eek!” said Padway.

Tancredi jammed on the brake
and skidded to a stop behind a truck
halted at the intersection of the Via
del Mare and the Piazza Aracoeli.
“What was I talking about?”’ he
asked,

“IHammlless

eccentricities,” said

Padway. He felt like adding that
Professor Tamcredi’s driving ranked
among his less harmless ones. But
the man had been very kind to him.

“Ah, "yes. Things get out, and
people talk. Archaeologists talk even

worse than most people. Are you
married?”
“What?” Padway felt he should

have gotten used to this sort of thing
by now. He hadn't. “Why—yes.”

¥“Good. Bring your wife along.”
It was a surprising invitation for an
Italian to issue.

“She’s back in Chicago.” . Pad-
way didn't feel like explaining that
he and his wife had been separated
for over a year.

He could see, now, that it hadm't
been entirely Betty’s fault. To a
person of her background and tastes
he must have seemed pretty impos-
sible: a man who danced badly, re-
fused to play bridge, and whose idea
of fun was to get a few similar crea-
tures in for an evening of heavy talk
on the future of eapitalism and the
love life of the bullfrog. At first
she had been thrilled by the idea of
traveling In far plaees, but one taste
of living In a tent and watehing
her husBand mutter aver the inseFip-
tiens en potsherds had eured that.

And he wasn't much to look at—
rather small, with outsize nose and
ears and a diffident manner. At col-
lege they had called him Mouse
Padway. Oh, well, a man in ex-
ploratory work was a fool to marry,
anyway. Just look at the divorce
rate among themm—anthropologists,
paleontologists, and such—

“Could you drop me at the Pan-
theon?” he asked. “I’ve never ex-
amined it closely, and it’s just a cou-
ple of blocks to my hotel.”

*“Yes, doc-tor, though I am afraid
you will get wet. It looks like raing
does it nott?”
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“That’s all right. This coat will
shed water.”

Tancredi shrugged. They buck-
eted down the Corso Vittorio
Emanuele and screeched around the
corner into the Via Cestari. Pad-
way got out at the Piazza del Pan-
theon, and Tamcredi departed, wav-
ing both arms and shouting: “To-

morrow at eight, then? Si, fiivel”

Papway looked at the building
for a few minutes. He had always
thought it a very ugly one, with the
Corinthian front stuck on the brick
rotunda. Of course that great con-
crete dome had taken some engi-
neering, comsidering when it had
been erected. Then he had te jump
to avoid being spattered as a man
In a Faseist uniferm tere by on a
motoreydle.

Padway walked over to the por-
tico, round which clustered men en-
gaged in the natiomal sport of loi-
tering. One of the things that he
liked about Italy was that here he
was, by comparison, a fairly tall
man. Thunder rumbled behind him,
and a raindrop struck his hand. He
began to take long steps. Ewven if
his treneh eoat would shed water,
he didf’t want his new fifty-lire Ber-
sallne seaked. He liked that hat.

His reflections on hats were cut off
in their prime by the gramddaddy
of all lightning flashes, which struck
the Piazza somewhere to his right.
The pavement dropped out from un-
der him like a trapdoor. He fell
two feet and landed with a jar, al-
most falling. As he staggered he
hit his right sliin on something hard.
He said, “Ouch!”

As the reddish-purple after-images
on his retinas cleared, he saw that
he was standing in the depression
caused by the drop of a roughly cir-
cular piece of paving. The rain was
coming down hard, now. He climbed

out of the pit and ran under the
portico of the Pantheon. It was so
dark outside-that the lights in the
building ought to have been switched
on, but they weren’'t. Instead, Pad-
way noticed something curious: the
red brick of the rotunda was covered
by slabs of marble faeing. That, he
thought, was ene of the restoration
jobs that Taneredi had been eom-
plaining about.

It was also curious that the loaf-
ers in front of the Pantheon should
have somehow changed their coats
and pants for dirty white woolen
tunies. Other people had gathered
under the portico to get out of the
rain; these also wore tunies; seme-
times with eloaks over them. A few
of them stared at Padway, but with-
eut mueh eurlesity. He and they
were still staring at one another
when. the ralf let up a _f@w minutes
later. And he was beginning te be
mere and mere frightened.

The tunics alone wouldn't have
done it. A single incongruous fact
like that might have a rational, if
recondite, explanation. But not so
a thousand incongruous facts—such
as the replacement of the concrete
sidewalk by slabs of slate. There
were still buildings around the
Piazza, but they weren’t the same
buildings. Over the lower ones Pad-
way eould see that the Senate House
and the Mimistry of Communleatiens
=hoth falrly eonspicuous objects—
were missing. Even the seunds and
smells of the e_itg were different.
The Henle of taxl herhs was absent,
fer the simple reasen that there were
he taxis. eFe were, instead, twe
pxearts ereaking dewn the Via della
Minerva. The garlic-and-gaseline
arema of medern Reme had Been
replaced By 2 barnyard symphoRy
wherein the smell ef herse was the
strengest metif:

The sun came out. Padway
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stepped out into it. Yes, the portico
still bore the inscription crediting
the construction of the building to
M. Agrippa. But there were still
the marble facing, and the men in
tunies, and—

Glancing around to see that no-
body was watching him, Padway
stepped up to one of the pillars and
slammed his fist into it. It hurt.

“Hell,” said Padway, looking at
his bruised knuckles. He thought,
I'm not asleep, so I must be crazy.
What was Tancredi talking about?
Something about slipping back in
time? I'm imagining that I've done
just that. I think I'm in the later
Roman Empire. At least, that’s
what It leoks like. If I ean find a
polleeman Il ask him te take me
to a hespital er semething. But
there were ne pelicemen 1n sight.

Papway gradually got his whirl-
ing mind under control. If this
Rome was an illusion, it was an
amazingly consistent and substantial
one. There was nothing pathologi-
cal about the early-afternoon sun-
shine, nothing fantastic about the
loafers in front of the Pantheon and
the beggars around the Piazza. A
couple of the loafers were convers-
ing; net exactly in Italian, theugh
Padway found he eould understand
a good deal of what they said.
Thats right, he theught, they'd be
speakling a late form of vulgate
Latin, rather mere than halfway
frem the language ef Cleers te that
ef Dante.

He couldn't simply stand there in-
definitely. He'd have to ask ques-
tions and get himself oriented. The
idea gave him gooseflesh. He had a
phobia about accosting strangers,
and to ask questions in a language
of which he had only a vague theo-
retical knowledge, such as most
archaeologists have—bi-i-5¢ Twice

he opened his mouth, but his glottis
closed up tight with stage fright.

Come on, Padway, get a grip on

syourself. “Beg pardon, but could
you tell me the date?”

The man addressed, a mild-look-
ing person with a loaf of bread un-
der his arm, stopped and looked
blank. “What?”

“I said, could you tell me the
date?”

The man frowned. Was he going
to be nasty? “Oh, you want to know
the diste?”

“Sic, the date.”

“Sic, I understand you. The date.
Hm-m-m.” The man counted on his
fingers. “I ghimk it's October 9ith.”

“What veanr?"

“What year?"

“Sic, what year?”

“Twelve eighty-eight Anno Urbis
Conditae.”

It was Padway’s turn to be puz-
zled. “Wihat’s that in the Christian
era?”’

“You mean, how many years since
the birth of Chrigt?

“iHaee tile—that’s riglntt.”

“Wiell, now—I don't know; five
hundred and something. Better ask
a priest, stramgsr.”

*“I will,” said Padway.
a lott.”

“It’s nothing,” said the man, and
went on about his business. Pad-
way’s knees were weak, though the
man hadn’t bitten him, but had an-
swered his questions in a eivil
enough manner. But it sounded as
though Padway, whe was a peace-
able man, hadn't pleked a very
peaceable period.

What was he to do? Well, what
would any sensible man do under
the circumstances? He’d have to
find a place to sleep and a method
of making a living. He was a lit-
tle startled when he realized how

“Thanks
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completely his mind had accepted
the reality of his sitwation.

He strolled around the corner, to
be out of sight of the loafers, and
began going through his pockets.
The roll of Ttalian bank notes would
be about as useful as a broken fiive-
cent mousetrap. No, even less; you
might be able to fix the motisetrap.
A book of Ameriean Expiess trav-
eler’s eheeks, a RoMman Sstreet-ear
transfer, an Illineis driver’s lieenss,

a leather ease full of keys=all gitds.
Hi% pen, peneil, and lighter weuld
Be useful as leng as ink, leads, and
lighter fliid held sut. His pseket-
knife and his wateh weuld Yhdoubi:
edly feteh gesd priees, But he
wahted g hang ente them as 1eng
as he esuld:

He counted the fistful of small
change. There were just twenty
coins, beginning with four ten-lira
silver cartwheels. They added up to
forty-nine lire, eight eentesimi, of
about five dollars. The silver and
bronze should be exehangeable. As
for the niekel fiftty-centesiiw and
twenty-eentesimo pieees, he'd have
to see. He started walking.

It wasn’t long before any linger-
ing hopes that he’d merely blun-
dered into a movie set were dashed
by the discovery that the street plan
was quite different from that of med-
ern Rome. Whiceh it naturally would
be. Padway found his little poeket
street map nearly useless. However,
there seemed te be nething te de
but eontinue walking.

He stopped before an establish-
ment that advertised itself as that
of S. Dentatus, goldsmith and
money changer. He took a deep
breath and went in.

S. Dentatus had a face rather like
that of a frog. Padway laid out his
change and said: “I , . . I'd like

to change this into local money,
please.”

S. Dentatus blinked at the coins.
He picked them up, one by one, and
scratched at them a little with a
pointed instrument. “Where do
these—you—come from?” he fimally
croaked.

“America.”
“Newer heard of it.”
“It’s a long way off.”

“Hm-m-m. What are these made
of? Tin?” The money changer in-
dicated the four nickel coins.

“Nickel."”

“Wihat’s that? Some funny metal
they have in your coumttry?”

“lHI(lC %-H

“What’s it wortin?"

Padway thought for a second of
trying to put a fantastically high
value on the coins. While he was
working up his courage, S. Dentatus
interrupted his thoughts:

“It doesn't matter, because 1
wouldn’t touch the stuff. There
wouldn’t be any market for it. But
these other pieces—let’s see—" He
got out a balance and weighed the
bronze coins, and then the silvey
eoins. He pushed coumntexs up and
down the grooves of a little bronze
abaeus, and sald: “Theye werth
just under ene selldus. Give yeu a
selldus even fer them.”

Padway didn't answer immedi-
ately. Eventually he'd have to take
what was offered, as he hated the
idea of bargaining and didn’t know
the values of the current money.
But to save his face he had to appear
to consider the offer carefully.

A man stepped up to the counter
beside him. . He was heavy, ruddy
man with a flaring brown mustache
and his hair in a long, or Ginger
Rogers, bob. He wore a linen blouse
and long leather pants. He grinned
at Padway, and rattled off: ‘Mo,
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fifmmﬁshhbhmg‘dwtﬂw]l ANlulaveelflall- for the nearest brothel every time 1

jans sind waeidedjans.”

Padway answered: “I . . . I'm
sorry, but 1 don’t understand.”

The man's face fell a little; he
dropped into Latin: “Serry, thought
you were from the Chersonese, from
your clothes, 1 eouldn’'t stand
around and wateh a fellow Goth
swindled withoeut saying anything,
hah-hah!”

The Goth’s loud, explosive laugh

made Padway jump a little; he,

hoped nobody noticed. “I appre-
ciate that. What is this stuff
worth?”

“What has he offered you?" Pad-
way told him, “Well,” said the man,
“even | can see that you're being
hornswoggled. You give him a fair
rate, Sextus, or I'll make you eat
your own stoek. That would be
funny, hah-lhaln?™

S. Dentatus sighed r
“Oh, very well, a solidus and a haif.
How am I to llve, with you fellows
interfering with legitimate business
all the time? That weuld be, at the
eurrent rate of exehange, ene selidus
thirty-one sesterces.”

"Wat’s this about a rate of ex-
change?" asked Padway.

The Goth answered: “The gold-
silver rate. Gold has been going
down the last few months.”

Padway said: “I think I'll take
it all in sillver.”

Wame Dentatus sourely counted
out ninety-three sesterces, the Goth
asked: ‘“Where do you come from?
Somewhere up in the Hunnish coun-
try?”

“No,” said Padway, “a place far-
ther than that, called Ameriea.
Never heard of it, did you?”

“No. Well now, that’s interest-
ing. I'm glad I met you, young fel-
low. It’ll give me something to tell
the wife about. She thinks I head

come to town, hah-hah! He fum-
bled in his handbag and brought out
a large gold ring and an unfaceted
gem. “Sextus, this thing came out
of its setting again. Fix it up, will
you? And ne substitutlens, mind.”

As they went out the Goth spoke
to Padway in a lowered voice: “The
real reason I'm glad to come to town
is that somebody put a curse on my
house.”

“A curse? What kind of curse?”

The Goth nodded solemnly. “A
shortness-of-breath curse.  When
I'm home I can’'t breathe. I go
around like this:” He gasped asth-
matieally. “But as soon as I get
away from heme I'm all right. And
I think I knew who did it.”

|‘Wh0?"

“I foreclosed a couple of mort-
gages last year. I can't prove amy-
thing against the former owners,
but—" He winked ponderously at
Padway.

“Tell me,” said Padway, “do you
keep animals in your house?”

“Couple of dogs. There's the
stock, of course, but we don't let
them in the house. Though a shote
got in yesterday and ran off with
one of my shoes. Had to chase it
all over the damned farm. I must
have been a sight, halh-hal™

“Well,” said Padway, “try keep-
ing the dogs outdoors all the time
and having your place well swept

every day. That might stop your
wheezing.”
“Now, that's interesting. You

really think it woulld?”

“I don't know. Some people get
the shortness of breath from dog
hairs. Try it for a couple of months
and see.”

“I still think it's a curse, young
fellow, but Ill try your scheme. I've
tried everything from a couple of
Greek physicians to one of St.



Abropily, Padwey found the Bicikiem had transferred his
attentions, and was industriously seeking to carve hiim—
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Ignatius' teeth, and none of them
works.” He hesitated. “If you
don't mind, what were you in your
own coumntry?"

Padway thought quickly, then re-
membered the few acres he owned
in down-state Illinois. “[ had a
farm,” he said.

“That's fine,” roared the Goth,
clapping Padway on the back with
staggering force. “I’m a friendly soul
but I don't want to get mixed up
with people too far above or below
my own class, hah-hah! My name
is Nevitta; Nevitta Gummund’s son.
If you’re passing up the Flaminian
Way sometime, drep in. My place
is abeut eight miles nerth ef here.”

*“Ihanks. My name is Martin
Padway. Where would be a good
place to rent a rooxm?”

*“That depends. If I didn't want
to spend too much money, I'd pick
a place farther from the river.
Plenty of boardinghouses ever to-
ward the Viminal Hill. Well, I must
go.” He whistled sharply and
called: “Hermann, hiri her!” Her-
mann, who was dressed mueh like
his master, got up off the eurb and
trotted down the street leading the
twoe horses, his leather pants making
a distinctive flop-flop as he ran.
Nevitta said: “Domn’t forget—
What did you say your name was?”

“Mantin Padway—Mbntiinus ~ is
good enough.” (Padway, properly,
pronounced it naateeno.)

“Don’t forget, Martinus, come see
me sometime. I always like to hear
a man who speaks Latin with a
worse accent than mine, hah-halh™
He squeezed Padway’s hand in his
large red paw, mounted, and trotted
off.

Padway had more questions on
the tip of his tongue, but Nevitta
evidently had his own business to
attend to. Padway watched the
stocky figure around a corner, then

trudged toward the river. Not bad
for a start, he thought. But you'd
better get over this damnable shy-
ness if you're going to get on.

IL

Papway awoke early with a bad
taste in his mouth, and a stomach
that seemed to have some grassinop-
per in its ancestry. Perhaps that
was-the dinner he’d eaten; not bad,
but unfamiliar—comnsisting mainly
of stew smothered in leeks. The
restaurateur must have wondered
when Padway made plueking meo-
tions at the table top; he was un-
thinkingly trying te plek up a knife
and fork that weren’t there.

One might very well sleep badly
the first night on a bed consisting
merely of a straw-stuffed mattress.
And it had cost him an extra ses-
terce a day, too. An itch made him
pull up his undershirt. Sure enough,
a row of red spots on his midriff
showed that he had not, after all,
slept alone.

He got tip and washed with the
soap he'd bought the ‘previous eve-
ning. He'd been pleasantly sur-
prised to find that soap had already
been invented. But when he broke
a piece off the cake, which generally
resembled a slightly decayed pumip-
kin pie, he found that the inside was
soft and gooey because of incom-
plete petash-soda metathesis. Mere-
over, the seap was so alkallne that
he theught he might as well have
eleaned his faee and hands By sand-
papering.

Then he made a determined effort
to shave with a little olive oil and a
sixth-century razor. The process
was so painful that he wondered if
it mightn't be better to let nature
take its course.

He was in a tight fix, he knew.
His money would last about a week



18 UNKNOWN

—with care, perhaps a little longer.
At that he'd beaten the superimtend-
ent of the apartment house down
from seven to five sesterces a day.
(Having no baggage, he had had to
pay in advance.)

If a man knew he was going to
be whisked back into the past, he
would load himself down with all
sorts of useful junk in preparation:
an encyclopedia, texts on metal-
lurgy, mathematies, and medieine, a
slide rule, and so forth, And a gun,
with plenty of ammunition. But
Padway had ne gun, ne emeyelo-
pedia, nething but what an erdinary
twentieth eentury mMan earrles
areund 1n his peekets. OR, a little
mere, beeause he'd been traveling at
the time: sweh useful things as the
= travelers' dhesks, 2 hopelessly ana
ehrenistie street map, and his pass:
pert.

And he had his wits.
them.

The problem was to find a way of
using his twentieth-century knowl-
edge that would support him with-
out getting him into trouble. You
couldn’t, for example, set out to
build an automobile. It would take
several lifetimes to collect the neec-
essary materials, and several more
to learn how to handle them and to
worry them Inte the proper form.
Net te mentien the guestien of fuel.

The air was fairly warm, and he
thought of leaving his hat and vest
in the room. But the door had the
simplest kind of ward lock, with a
bronze key big enough to be pre-
sented by a mayor to a visiting dig-
nitary. Padway was sure he eould
plek the loek with a knife blade. So
he toeek all his elethes along.

He went back to the same restau-
rant for breakfast. The place had
a sign over the caunter reading,
“RELIGIOUS ARGUMENTS NOT AL-
rowepn.” Padway asked the proprie-

He’d need

tor for the name and address of a
Roman banker.

The man referred him to one
Thomasus the Syrian. He said:
“You follow Long Street down to
the Arcch of Constantine, and then
New Street to the Julian Basilica,
and then you turn left onto Tusean
Street, and—" and so on.

Padway made him repeat it twice.
Even so, it took most of the morn-
ing to find his objective. His walk
took him past the Forum area, full
of temples, most of whose columns
had been removed for use in the five
big and thirty-odd little cehurehes
scattered around the eity. The tem-
ples looked pathetie, like a Park
Avenue deorman bereft of his pants.
At the sight ef the Ulpian Library,
Padway had te §qu5@%§ an urge te
say t8 hell with his present errand.
He leved burrewing in libraries, and
he definitely did net leve the idea
of Bearding & stfange banker in a
strange land with a strange propesi-
tien. 1A faet, the idea seared Him
sily; But Ris was the kind of esurage
that shows itselt best when its swher
is about to collapse frem Blue funlk.
%{;}B&E grimly kept sn teward the

Twowmsws hung out in a rather
shabby two-story building near the
Aendilian Bridge. The Negro at the
door—probably a skave—ushered
Padway into what he would have
called a living room. Presently the
banker appeared. Thomasus was a
paunehy, bald man with a cataract
in his left eye. He gathered his
shabby robe about him, sat down,
and said: “Walll, young man?”

“I"—Hadlwvay  swallowed and
started agaim—"I’m interested- in a
loan.”

“How much?”

“I don't know yet. I want to
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start a business, and I'll have to
investigate prices and things flinstt

“You want to start a new busi-
ness? In Rome? Hm-m-m.’
Thomasus rubbed his hands to-
gether. “What security can you
give?”

“None at all.”

“WHaat?”

“I said, none at all. You'd just
have to take a chance on me.”

“But . . . but my dear sir, don't
you know anybody in towm?”

“l know a Gothic farmer named
Nevitta Gummund’s son.”

“Oh, yes, Nevitta. I know him
slightly. Would he go your note?”

Padway thought. Nevitta, de-
spite his expansive gestures, had im-
pressed him as being pretty close
where money was concerned. “No,”
he said, “I don’t think he would.”

Thomasus rolled his eyes upward.
“Do You hear that, God? He comes
in here, a barbarian who hardly
knows Latin, and admits that he has
no security and no guarantors, and
still he expects me to lend him
money! Did you ever hear the
like?”

“I think I can make you change
your mind,” said Padway.

Thomasus shook his head and
made clucking noises. “You cer-
tainly have plenty of self-confidence,
young man. I admit as much.
What did you say your name was?”
Padway told him what he had told
Nevitta. “All right, what’s your
scheme?”

“As you correctly inferred,” said
Padway, hoping he was showing the
right mixture of dignity and cor-
diality, “I'm a foreigner. I just ar-
rived from a place called America.
That’s a long way off, and naturally
it has a lot of customs and features
different from those of Rome. Now,
if you eould back me in the manu-
faoture of some of our eommodities

UN—2

that are not known heme—*

“Ai!” yelped Thomasus, throwing
up his hands. “Did You hear that,
God? He doesn't want me to back
him in some well-known business.
Oh, no. He wants me to start some
newfangled line that nobody ever
heard of! I eouldn't think of such
a thing, Martinus. What was it you
had in mind?”

“Weell, we have a drink made from
wine, called brandy, that ought to
go well.”

“No, I couldn’t comsider it.
Though I admit that Rome needs
manufacturing establishments badly.
When the capital was moved to
Ravenna all revenue from imperial
salaries was cut off, which is why
the population has shrunk so the last
century of so. The town is badly
located, and hasn’t any real reasoen
for being any more. But you éan’t
get anybody te do anything about
it. King Thiudahad spends his time
writing Latin verses. Poetry! But
fie, young fman, I eeulda't put
meney Ifite a wild prejeet for mak-
ing seme weird Barbarian drmlk.”

Papwaw's knowledge of sixth-
century history was beginning to
come back to him. He said: “Speak-
ing of Thiudahad, has Queen Ama-
lasuentha been murdered yet?”

“Withy*—TTHomesws looked sharply
at Padway with his good eye—"yes,
she has.” That meant that Jus-
tinian, the Roman emperor at Con-
stantinople, vauwld soon begin his
disastrously suceessful effort to re-
conquer Italy for the empire. “But
why?g]jd you put your guestion that

“What way?” asked Padway imno-
cently. He saw where he'd made a
slip.

“You asked whether she had been
murdered yett. That sounds as
though you had known ahead of
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time that she would be killed. Are
you a soothsayer?”

Padway shrugged. “Not exactly.
I heard before I came here that there
had been trouble between the two
Gothic sovereigns, and that Thiu-
dahad would put his coruler out of
the way if he had a chanece. I just
wondered how it eame out, that’s
all.”

“Yes,” said the Syrian. “It was
a shame. She was quite a woman.
Good-looking, too, though she was
in her forties. They caught her in
her bath last summer and held her
head under. Personally I think
Thiudahad’s wife Gudelinda put the
old jellyfish up te it. He wouldn’t
have nerve enough by himself.”

“Ma she was jealous,” said
Padway. “Now, about the manu-
facture of that barbarian drink, as
you call itt—"

“What? You are a stubborn fel-
low. It’s absolutely out of the ques-
tion, though. You have to be care-
ful, doing business here in Rome.
It’s not like a growing town. Now,
if this were Constantinople—" He
sighed. “You ecan really make
money in the East. But I den’t
care to live there, with Justinian
making life exeiting for the hereties,
a8 he ealls them. What's youF re-
liglen, by the way?”

“Wihat’s yours? Not that it
makes any difference to me.”

“Nestorian.”

“Well,” said Padway carefully,
“I’m what we call a Congregational-
ist” (It was not really true, but
he guessed an agnostic would hardly
be popular in this theology-mad
world.) “That’s the nearest thing
we have to Nestorianism in my
eountry. But about the manufac-
ture of brandy—"

“Naotthing doing, young man. Ab-
solutely not. How much equipment
would you need to sttanti?””

“Oh, a big copper kettle and a
lot of copper tubing, and a stock of
wine for the raw material. It
wouldn’t have to be good wine. And
I could get started quieker with 8
couple of men te help me.”

“I'm afraid it's too much of a
gamble. I'm sorry.”

“Look here, Thomasus, if 1 show
you how you can halve the time it
takes you to do your accounts,
would you be nnterestied?”

“You mean you’re a mathematical
genius or T

“No, but I have a system I can
teach your clerks.”

Thomasus closed his eyes, like
some Levantine Buddha. “Well—
if you didn't want more than fiitty
sohidi—"

“All business is a gamble, you
know.”

“Ihat’s the trouble with it. But
—I1 do it, if your accounting sys-
tem is as good as you say it is.”

“How about interesit?”’ asked Pad-
way.

“Tthree percemt.”

Padway was startled. Then he
asked: “Tiree percent per what?”

“Per month, of course

“Too much.”

“Well, what do you expect?’

“In my country six percent per
year is considered fairly high.”

“You mean you expect me to lend
you money at that rate? Ai! Did
You hear that, God? Young man,
you ought to go live among the wild
Saxons, to teach them something
about piracy. But I like you, so
I'll make it twenty-five per year.”

“Stilll too much. I might consider
seven and a halff.”

“Yow're being ridiculous. 1
wouldn't consider less than twenty
for a minute.”

“No. Nine percent, perhaps.”

“I’m not even interested. Too
bad; it would have been nice to do
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business with you. Fifteem.”

“fthat’s out, Thomasus. Nine and
a halff.”

“Did You hear that, God? He
wants me to make him a present of
my business! Go away, Martinus.
You're wasting your time here. 1
couldn’t possibly come down any
more. Twelve and a half. That's
absolutely the botiom.”
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will be my ruin yet: And new let's

566 that aeeounting system of
yours.”

Ax HOUR LATER three chagrined
clerks sat in a row and regarded
Padway with expressions of, respec-
tively, wonderment, apprehension,
and active hatred. Padway had just
finished doing a simple piece of long
division with Arabic numerals at the
time when the three elerks, using
Roman numerals, had barely gotten
started on the interminable trial-
and-errof process that their system
required. Padway translated his
answer baek Inte Reman, wrete it
eut ea his tablet, and handed the
tablet t8 Themasus:

“Ihere you are,” he said. “Have
one of the boys check it by multi-
plying tlie divisor by the quotient.
You might as well call them off their
job; they'll be at it all mighi.”

The middle-aged clerk, the one
With the hostile expression, copied

down the figures and began check-
ing grimly. When after an inter-
minable time he finished, he threw
down his stylus. “That man’s a
sorcerer of some sort,” he growled.
“He does the operations in his head,
and puts down all those silly marks
just to fool ws.”

“Not at all, said Padway ur-
banely. “I can teach you to do the
same."

“Withat? RMe take lessons from a
long-trousered barbarian? I—" He
started to say more, but Thomasus
cut him off by saying that he'd do
as he was told, and no back talk.
“Is that so?” sneered the man. “I'm
a free Roman eitizen, and I've been
keeping books for twenty years. I
guess I know my business. If you
waft a man te use that heathen
system, g6 buy youtself seme ering-
Ing Greek slave. I'm through!™

“Now see what you've done!™
cried Thomasus, when the clerk had
taken his coat off the peg and
marched out. “I shall have to hire
another man, and with this labor
shortage="

“Uhat’s all right,” soothed Pad-
way. “Tihese two boys will be able
to do the work of three easily, once
they learn American anitlwmetic.
And that isn't all; we have some-
thing called double=entry bookkeep-
ing, whieh enables you to tell any
time how you stand fimancially, and
to eateh emnors="

“Do You hear that, God? He
wants to turn the whole banking
business upside down! Please, dear
sir, one thing at a time; or you'll
drive us mad! I'll grant your loan;
I’ll help you buy your equipment.
Only don’t spring any more of your
revolutionary methods just now!”

Papwavy BoucHT his copper kettle
at what he would have called a junk
shop. But nobody had ever heard
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of copper tubing. After he and

s had exhausted the sec-
ondhand metal shops between the
latter’s house and the warehouse
district at the south end of town,
he started in on coppersmiths’
places. The coppersmiths had never
heard of copper tubing, either. A
couple of them offered to try to turn

out some, but at asitrenemieal
priees,
“Meartinus!” wailed the banker.

“We've walked at least five miles,
and my feet are giving out. Wouldn’t
lead pipe do just as well? You can
get all you want of that.”

“It would do fine except for one
thing,” said Padway, “we’d prob-
ably poison all our customers. And
that might give the business a bad
name, you know.”

“Well, I don't see that you’re get-
ting anywhere as it is.”

Padway thought a minute while
Thomasus and Ajax, the Negro
slave, who was carrying the kettle,
watched him. “If I could hire a
man who was generally handy with
tools, and had some metal-working
experience, I could show him how to
make copper tubing. Heow do yeu
go about hiring people here?”

Papway HIRED his man the third
day after his first meeting with
Thomasus the Syrian. The man was
a dark, cocky little Sicilian named
Hannibal Scipio. Padway had
meanwhile taken a short lease on a
tumbledown house on the Quirinal,
and eollected sueh equipment and
personal effects as he thought he
weuld need. He bought a shert-
sleeved tunle te wear ever his pants,
with the idea of making himself less
eonspieuous. Adults seldem paid
mueh attentien te him in this met-
ley tewn, but he was tired of having
small Beys fellew him threugh the
streets. He did, hewever insist el

having ample pockets sewn into the
tunic, despite the tailor’s shocked
protests at ruining a good, stylish
garment with this heathen imnova-
tion.

He whittled a mandrel out of
wood and showed Hamnibal Scipio
how to bend the copper stripping
around it. Hannibal claimed to
know all that was necessary about
soldering. But when Padway tried
to bend the tubing inte shape for
his still, the seams popped open with
the greatest of ease. After that
Hannibal was a little less eocky—
fer a while.

“Shouldn’t there be an imcanta-
tion or something?” asked Thomasus
the Syrian.

“No,” said Padway. “As I've al-
ready said three times, this ismt
magic.” Looking around though,
he could see how some mumbo-
jumbo might have been a@ppropriate:
running his first large bateh off at
night in the ereaky old heuse, illu-
minated enly by flickering eil lamps,
In the presence of only Themasus,
and Hannibal Seiple, and Ajax. All
three looked apprehensive, and the
Negre seemmed all teeth and eyeballs.
He stared at the still as if he ex-
peeted It te start predueing demens
in eaflead lets any minute.

“It takes a long time, doesn’t itt?*
said Thomasus, rubbing his pudgy
hands together nervously. His good
eye glittered at the nozzle from
which drop after yellow drop slowly
dripped.

“I think that’s enough,” said Pad-
way. “Well get mostly water if we
continue the run.” He directed
Hannibal to remove the kettle and
poured the contents of the receiving
flask into a bottle. “I'd better try
it first,” he said. He poured out a
little inte a eup, sniffed, and took a
swallow. It was definitely not goed
brandy. But it weuld de.
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“Have some?” he said to the
banker.

“Give some to Ajax finsit™

Ajax backed away, holding his
hands in front of him, palms out.
“No, please, mastar—"

lie seemed so alarmed that
Thomasus didn't insist. “Hannibal,
how about you?

“Oh, no,” said Hannibal. “Mean-
ing no disrespect, but I've got a deli-
cate stomach. The least little thing
upsets it. And if you’'re all through,
I'd like to go home. I didn’t sleep
well last night.,” He yawned the-
atrically. Padway let him go, and
took another swallow,

“Well,” said Thomasus, “if you're
sure it won't hurt me, I might take
just a little.” He took just a little,
then coughed violently, spilling a
few drops from the eup. “Geed
God, man, what are your insides
made of? That’s voleano juice!” As
his eoughlng subsided, a strangely
saintllke expresslen appeared. “It
dees warf you up nleely insids,
theugh, deesn’t it?” He serewed up
his faee and his esurage, and fin-
ished the eup in ene gulp:

“Hey,” said Padway. “Go easy.
That isn't wine, you know.”

“Oh, don't worry about me.
Nothing makes me drumik.”

Padway got out another cup and
sat down. “Mayhe you can tell me
one thing that I haven't gotten
straight yet. In my country we
reckon years from the birth of
Christ. When I asked a man, the
day I arrived, what year it was, he
said 1288 after the founding ef the
eity, Now, ean you tell me hew
many years before Christ Rome was
founded? I've forgetten.”

Thomasus took another slug of
brandy and thought. “Seven hun-
dred and fiftty-four—na@, 753. That
means that this is the year of our
Lord 535. That’s the system the

church uses. The Goths say the
second year of Thiudahad’s reign,
and the Byzantines the first year of
the consulship of Flavius Belisarius.
Or the somethingth year of Justini-
an's imperium. 1 can see how it
might confuse you.” He drank
some more. “This is a wonderful
invention, isn’t it?” He held his eup
up and turned It this way and that.
“Let’s have some mere. 1 think
yowll make a sueeess, Martinus.”

“Ihanks. I hope so.”

“Wondkerful invention. Course
it'll be a success. Couldn't help be-
ing a success. A big success. Are
You listening, God? Well, make
sure my friend Martinus has a big
suceess.

“I know a successful man when 1
see him, Martinus. Been picking
them for years. That’s how I'm such
a success in the banking business.
Success—sucecess—let’s drink to suec-
cess, Beautiful suceess. Gorgeous
suceess.

“I know what, Martinus. Let's
go some place. Don't like drinking

to success in this old ruin. You
know, atmosphere. Some place
where there’s music. How much

brandy have you got left? Good,
bring the bottle along.”

i

Tae JoiNT was in the theater dis-
trict on the north side of the Capi-
toline. The “music” was furnished by
a young woman who twanged a harp
and sang songs in Calabrian diglect,
whieh the eash eustomers seemed to
find very funny,.

“Let’s drink to—" Thomasus
started to say “success” for the thir-
tieth time, but changed his mind.
“Say, Martinus, we'd better buy
some of his lousy wine, or he’ll have
us thrown out. How does this stuff
mix with wine? At Padway’s éx-
pression, he said: “Don’t WworFy,
Maxtiaus, old frlend, this Is eR me.
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Haven't made a night of it in years.
You know, family man.” He winked
and snapped his fingers for the
waiter. When he had finally gotten
through his little ceremony, he said:
“Just a minute, Martinus, old friend,
I see a man who owes me money. I'll
be right back.” He waddled unstead-
ily across the room.

A man at the next table asked
Padway suddenly: “What's that
stuff you and old one-eye have been
drinking, friemd?”

“Oh, just a foreign drink called
brandy,” said Padway uneasily.

“That’s right, youre a foreigner,
aren't you? I can tell by your ac-
cent.” He screwed up his face, and
then said: “I know; you're a Per-
sian. I know a Persian accemit.”

“Not exactly,” said Padway. “Far-
ther away than that.”

“That so? How do you like
Rome?" The man had very large
and very black eyebrows.

“Fine, so far,” said Padway.

“Well, you haven't seen any-
thing,” said the man. “It hasn't
been the same since the Goths
came.” He lowered his voice con-
spiratorially: “Mark my words, it
won't be like this always, either!™

“You don't like the'Goths?”

“No! Not with the persecution
we have to put up witth!™

“Persecution?”’ Padway raised his
eyebrows.

“Ralligious persecution. We won’t
stand for it forever.”

“TI thought the Goths let every-
body worship as they pleased.”

“That’s just it! We Orthodox are
forced to stand around and watch
Arians and Monophysites and Nes-
torians and Jews going about their
business unmolested, as if they
owned the country. If that isn't per-
secution, I'd like to know what is"™

“You mean that you're persecuted

because the heretics and such are
not?"

“Certainly, isn’t that obvious? We
won't stand— What's your religion,
by the way?”

“Welil,” said Padway, “I'm what
in my country is called a Congrega-
tionalizn That’s the nearest thing
to Orthodoxy that we have.”

“Hm-m-m. So long as you‘re not
one of these Maronites or Nesto-
riams—"

“What’s that about Nestoriams”
said Thomasus, who had returned
unobserved. “We who have the only
logical view of the nature of the Son
—that He was a man in whem the
Father indweit—="

“Nemsense!” snapped Eyebrows.
“That’s what you expect of half-
baked amateur theologians. Our
view—that of the dual nature of
the Son—has been irrefutably
showin—"

“Hear that, God? As if one per-
son could have more than one na-
ture—"

“You're all crazy! rumbled a tall,
sad-looking man with thin yellow
hair, watery blue eyes, and a heavy
accent. “We Arians abhor theolog-
ical controversy, being sensible men.
But if you want a sensible view of
the nature of the Sem—"

“You're a Goth?' barked Eye-
brows tensely.

“No, I'm a Vandal, exiled from
Africa. But as 1 was sayimg”—he
began counting on his fingers—
“either the Son was a man, or He
was a god, or He was something in
between. Well, now, we admit He
wasn’t a man. And there’s only one
God, so He wasn’'t a god. Se He
must have been—"

AmouT THAT TIME things began to
happen too fast for Padway to fol-
low them all at once. Eyebrows
jumped up and began yelling like
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one possessed. Padway couldn't fol-
low him, except to note that the
term “infamous heretics” occurred
about onee per senterice. Yellow
Hair roared baek at him, and other
men began sheutlng frem varlous
arts of the reem; “Eat him up, bar-
arian?” TS is an OFthedex eoun-
try, and these whe den't like it ean
ge baek where they=" *“Damned
nensense abeut dual natures! We
Menephysites=" “I'm 2 J@é@blt@rj
and 1 eahl liel 2Ry man in the place”
“ret’s threw &Il the hersties oy
“rm g EHHB'EHIQH QHG I ean liek
2Ry B men 1R th g place
Padway saw something coming
and ducked; the mug missed his head
by an inch and a half. When he
looked up the room was a blur of
action. Eyebrows was holding the
self-styled Jacobite by the hair and
punehing his faee; Yellow Hair was
swinging four feet ef beneh areund
his head and hewling a Vandal bat-
tle seng. Paawa hit ene ehampien
of Orthedexy in the midedle; his plaee
was immediately taken by anether
whe hit Padway in the mi dle. Th%ﬁ
they were sverBerde §£/ & Fush ef
men. As Padwa Fuggled 4p
EBFBH i) EH% pile 8f Iiekin l_gg%lliﬂ

umgmt ike e §w1mme iR

for the §HFI§'€§ ?4 ot hal

H1§ fagt ms ts Hl§ E8%§
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The heretics seemed to be in a
minority, that shrank as its mem-
bers were beaten down and cast
forth into darkness. Padway’s eye

caught the gleam of a knife blade,
and he thought it was well past his
bedtime. Not being a religious man,
he had no desire to be whittled up
in the cause of the single, dual, or
any other nature. He loeated Thom-
asus, the Syrlan, under a table.
When he tried te drag him out, the
banker shrieked with terrer and
hug%@a the tablele dg Padway finally
get him untangle

The yellow-haired Vandal was
still swinging his bench. Padway
shouted at him. The man couldn’'t
have understood in the uproar, but
his attention was attracted, and
when Padway pointed at the door
he get the ldea. Ia a few seconds
he had eleared a path, and the three
stumbled eut, pushed threugh the
erewd that was beginning te gather
eutside, and ran. A yell behind
them fade them run faster, until
they realized that it was Ajax, and
slowed dawn t8 let him eateh up.

They finally sat down on a park
bench on the edge of the Field of
Mars, only a few blocks from the
Pantheon, where Padway had had
his first sight of post-Imperial Rome.
Thomasus, when he got his breath,
sald;: "Maiitinus, why did yeu let
me drink se mueh ef that heathen
drink? Oh, my head! 1t 1 hadn’t
been drunlk, I'd have had mere sense
than te start a theelegical argu-
ment.”

“I tried to slow you down,”
Padway mildly, “but you—"

“I know, I know. But you should
have prevented me from drinking
so much, forcibly if necessary. My
head! What will my wife say? 1
never want to see that lousy bar-
barian drink again! What did yeu
de with the bettle, by the way?

“It got lost in the scuffle. But
there wasn't much left in it any-
way.” Padway turned to the Van-
dal. “I guess we owe you some

said



PONKNRROIVN

thanks for getting us out of there so
quickly.”

ThikE MAN pulled his drooping mus-
tache. “I was glad to do it, friend.
Religious argument is no occupation
for decent people. Permit me; my
name is Fritharik Staifan’s son.” He
spoke slowly, fumbling for words oc-
casionally. “Onee I was eounted a
man of neble family. New I am
merely a peor wanderer. Life helds
fiething fer me any mere.” Padway
ﬁ&\g{& tear glistening in the mesn-

ght.

“You said you were a Vandall”*

Fritharik sighed like a vacuum
cleaner. “Yes, mine was one of the
finesk estates in Carthage, before the
Greeks came. When King Gelimer
ran away, and our army scattered, 1
escaped to Spain, and thenee I eaitie
hither last year.”

“What are you doing now?"

“Alas, I am not doing anything
now. I had a job as bodyguard to a
Roman patrician until last week.
Think of it—a noble Vandal serving
as bodyguard! But my employer got
set on the idea of converting me to
Ofth@dox%/‘ That,” sald Fritharik
with dignity, “I weuld net allew. Se
here I am. When my meney s gene,
1 dei’t knew what will beeome ef
me. Perhaps I will kill myself. Ne-
bedy wetld eare.” He sighed seme
mere, then said: “'You aren’t leeking
for @ geed; reliable bedyguard, are

“Not just now,” said Padway,
“but I may be in a few weeks. Do
you think you can postpone your
suicide until then?"

“I don't know. It depends on how
my money holds out. I have no sense
about money. Being of noble birth,
I never needed amy. I don't know
whether you’ll ever see me alive
again.”’ He wiped his eyes on his
sleeve.

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake,” said
Thomasus, “there are plenty of
things you could de.”

“No,” said Fritharik tragically.
“You wouldn't understand, friend.
There are conmsiderations of honor.
And anyway, whit has life to offer
me? Did you say \an migliit lixe adilke
to take me on later"”’ he asked Pad-
way. Padway said yes, and gave
him his address. “Very well, friend.
I shall probably be in a nameless
lonely grave before two weeks have
passed. But, if not, I'll be aroumnd.”

III.

AT THE END of the week, Padway
was gratified not only by the ap-
pearance of the row of bottles on the
shelf, but by the state of his finances.
Counting the five solidi for the first
month’s rent on the house, the six
fmore that had gene Inte his appara-
tus, and Hannibal’s wages and his
ewh living expenses, he still had ever
thirty of his fifty berrowed selidi
left. The first twe items wouldh't
reeur for a eouple of weeks, anyway.

“How much are you going to
charge for that stuffi?" asked Thom-
asus.

Padway thought. “It’s a luxury
article, obviously. If we can get
some of the better-class restaurants
to stock it, I don’t see why we
shouldn’t get two solidi per bottle.
At least untll semebody discovers
our seeret and begins eompeting with
us.” - )

Thomasus rubbed his hands to-
gether. “At that rate, you could
practically pay back your loan with
the proceeds of the first week’s sales.
But I'm in no hurry; it might be
better to reinvest them in the busi-
ness. We’ll see hew things turn out.
I think 1 knew the restaurant we
sheuld start with.”

Padway experienced a twinge of
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dread at the idea of trying to sell
the restaurateur the idea. He was
not a born salesman, and he knew it.
He asked: “How should I go about
getting him to buy some of the stuff?
I’ not very familiar with your Ro-
man business methods, you know.”

“That’s all rightt He won't re-
fuse, because he owes me money,
and he's behind in his interest pay-
ments. I'll introduce you.”

It came about as the banker had
said: the restaurant owner, a pufly
man named Gaius Attalus, glowered
a bit at fiitt. The entrepreneur fed
him a little brandy by way of a sam-
ple, and he warmed up. Thomasus
had to ask God whether He was lis-
tening only twice before Attalus
agreed to Padway’s price for half a
dozen bottles.

Padway, who had been suffering
from one of his periodic fits of de-
pression all morning, glowed visibly
as they emerged from the restaurant,
his pockets pleasantly heavy with
gold.

“I think,” said Thomasus, “you
had better hire that Vandal chap, if
you’re going to have money around
the house. And I'd spend some of
it on a good strong box.”

So when Hannibal Scipio told
Padway: “There’s a tall, gloomy-
looking bird outside who says you
said to come see you,” he had the
Vandal sent in and hired him almost
at once.

When Padway asked Fritharik
what he proposed to do his body-
guarding with, Fritharik looked em-
barrassed, chewed his mustaehe, and
finally said: “I had a fine sword, but
I hoecked it to keep alive. It was all
that stoed between me and a name-
less grave. Perhaps I shall end in
ene yet,” he sighed.

“Stop thinking about graves for
& wihilés”" ssraqupet Prativegy, “aund tedl|

me how much you need to get your
sword back.”

“Forty sohidii.”

“Whandl! Is it made of solid gold,
or winst?”

“No. But it's good Damascus
steel, and has gems in the handle. It
was all that I saved from my beauti-
ful estate in Africa. You have no
idea what a fine place I ha¢—"

“Now, now!" said Padway. “For
Heaven’s sake don't start crying!
Here'’s five solidi; go buy yourself
the best sword you can with that.
I'm taking it out of your salary. If
you want to save up to get this be-
jeweled cheese knife of yours back,
that’s your business.” Se Fritharlk
departed, and shertly thereafter re-
aF peared with a seesndhand swerd

elanking at his side.

“It’s the best I could do for the
money,” he explained. “The dealer
claimed it was Damascus work, but
you can tell that the Damasecus
marks on the blade are fakes. This
loeal steel is soft, but I suppese it
will have te do. When I had my
beautiful estate in Afrlea, the finest
steel was nene tee geed.” He sighed
gustily.

Padway examined the sword,
which was a typical sixth century
spatha with a broad single-edged
thirty-inch blade. It was, in fact,
mueh like a Seoteh broadsword with-
out the faﬁ@g knuekle-guard. He
alse notleed that Fritharlk Staifan’s
son, theugh as meurnful as ever,
stood straighter and walked with a
mere determined stride when wea¥-
ing the swerd: He must, Padway
th%ugm, feel praetieally naked Wim
eut 1

Papway decided to knock off on
his fifth Sunday in Rome. For a
month he had been working inces-
santly all day and most of the night.

He approached the library with
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much the same visceral tingle that
a lover gets from the imminence of
a meeting with his beloved. Nor was
he disappointed. He felt like shout-
ing when a brief nesing about the
shelves showed him Berosus’ *“Chal-
dean History,” the eomplete works
of Livius, Taeitus’ “History of the
Conguest of Britain,” and Cassiode-
rus’ recenitly published “Gothie His-
tory” eomplete. Here was stuff fer
whieh mere than ene twentieth een-
tuFry histerian or arehaeslegist weuld
ehegrfully eemmit murdef.

For a few minutes he simply dith-
ered, like the proverbial ass between
two haystacks. Then he decided that
Cassiodorus would have the most
valuable information to impart, as it
dealt with an environment in whieh
he himself was living. Se he lugged
the blg velumes eut and set to werk.
It was hard werk, tee, even fer a
fian whe kaew Latin. The beeks
were written 1A & semileursive minus-
edle hand with all the werds Fun t6:
gether. The ineredibly werdy shd
affected style of the writer dig't
Bother him as it weuld have if he
had Been reading English; he was
after faets:

“Excuse me, sir,” said the libra-
rian, “but is that tall barbarian with
the yellow mustache your mam?”

“I suppose so,” said Padway.
“What is it?”

“He’s gone to sleep in the Oriental
section, and he’s snoring so that the
readers are complaining.”

“I'll tend to him,” said Padway.

He went over and awakened Frith-
arik. “Can’t you read?" he asked.

“No,” said Fritharik quite simply.
“Why should I? When I had my
beautiful estate in Africa, there was
no occasiom—"

“Yes, I know all about your beau-
tiful estate, old man. But you'll
have to learn to read, or else do your
snoring outside.”

So Fritharik went out, ssmewhat
huffilly, muttering to himself in his
own East-German dialect.

Papway and Thomasus the Syrian
sat, along with several hundred
naked Romans, in the steam room
of the Baths of Diocletian. The
banker looked around and leered: “I
hear that in the old days they let
the women into these baths, too.
Right mixed in with the men. Of
eourse that was In pagan tlmes;
there’s nething like that new.”

“Christian morality, no doubtt,”
said Padway dryly.

“Yes,” chuckled Thomasus. “We
moderns are such a moral people.
You know what the Empress Theo-
dora used to complain about?””

“Yes,” said Padway, and told
Thomasus what the empress used to
complain about.

“Damn it cried Thomasus. “Ev-
ery time I have a dirty story, either
you've heard it, or you know a bet-
ter one.”

Padway didn't see fit to tell the
banker that he had read that bit of
dirt in a book that hadn’t yet been
written, namely the “Anecdotes,” by
Procopius of Caesarea.

Thomasus went on: “I’'wve got a
letter from my cousin Antioehus in
Naples. He'’s in the shipping busi-
ness. He has news from Constanti-
nople.” He paused impressively.
“W&r.”

“Between us and the Empire?”

“Between the Goths and the Em-
pire, anyway. They’ve been carry-
ing on mysterious dickerings ever
since Amalasuentha was killed.
Thiudahad has tried to duck respon-
sibility for the murder, but I think
our old poet-king has eome to the
end ot his repe.”

Padway said: “Watch Dahnatia
and Sicily. Before the end of the

year—" He stopped.
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“Dwing a bit of scothsayimg?”

“No, just an opinion.”

The good eye sparkled at Padway
through the steam, very black and
very intelligent. “Mantinus, just
who are you?”

“What do you mean”

“Oh, there’s something about you
—I don’t know how to put it—not
just your funny way of putting
things. You produce the most aston-
ishing bits ef knewledge, llke a ma-
gielan pulling rabblts eut et his eap.
And when I try te pump you abeut

OUF 6WR eBufitry 8F hew you eame
ither, you ehange the i

“Well—" said Padway, wondering
just how big a lie to risk. Then he
thought of the perfect answer—a
truthful one that Thomasus would
be sure to miseonstrue. “You see, 1
left my own eountry In a great
hurry.”

“Oh. For reasons of health, eh?
I don’t blame you for being cagy in
that case.” Thomasus winked.

Waew they got back to Padway's
house, they entered his big work-
shop to find Fritharik and Hannibal
glaring at one another like a couple
of dogs who dislike each other’s
smell. Hannibal's twe assistants
were looking en with their baeks to
the doeor; thus nebedy observed the
entranee 6f Padway and Themasus.

Hannibal snarled: “What do you
mean, you big cotton-head? You lie
around all day, too lazy to turn over,
and then you dare criticize me—"

“All 1 said,” growled the Vandal
in his clumsy, deliberate Latin, “was
that the next time I caught you do-
ing that, I'd report it. Well, I did,
and I'm going t0.”

“I'll slit your lousy throat if you
do!” yelled Hannibal.

Whipping out a dagger, Hannibal
lunged at Fritharik. He moved with
ineredible speed, but he used the in-

stinctive but unsound overhand stah.
Fritharik, who was unarmed, caught
his wrist with a smack of flesh on
flesh, then lost it as Hannibal dug
his point into the Vandal’s forearm.

When Hannibal swung his arm up
for another stab, Padway arrived
and caught the arm. He hauled the
little man away from his opponent,
and immediately had to hang on for
dear life to keep from being stabbed
himself. Hannibal was shrieking 1n
Slelllan pateis and feamlng a little
at the meuth. Padway saw that he
warnited t6 kill him. He jerked his
faee baek as the dirty Rngernails ef
Hannibal's left hand raked his nese,
whieh was a target hard te miss:

Then there was a thump, and
Hannibal collapsed, dropping his
dagger. Padway let him slide to the
floor, and saw that Nerva, the older
of the two assistants, was holding a
stoel by one leg. It had all hap-
pened so gulekly that Fritharlk was
just bending ever te piek up a shert

iece of board for a weapen, and

omasus and Carbe, the ethef

werkman, were still standing just in-
side the deer.

Padway said to Nerva: “I think
you’re the man for my next foreman.
What's this about, Fritharilk””

Fritharik didn't answer; he stalked
toward the unconscious Hannibal
with plain and fancy murder in his
face.

“That’s enough, Fritharik! said
Padway sharply. “No more rough
stuff, or you're fired, too.” He
planted himself in front of the in-
tended vietim. “What was he do-
ing?’

The Vandal came to himself. “He
was stealing bits of copper from
stock and selling them. I tried to
get him to stop without telling you:
you know how it is if your fellow
employees think you're spying on
them. Please, boss, let me have one
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whack at him. I may be a poor ex-
ile, but no Hittlke—"

Padway refused permission. Tho-
masus suggested swearing out a com-
plaint and having Hannibal arrested;
Padway said no, he didn’t want to
get mixed up with the law if he
didn’t have te. He did allow Frith-
arlk te send Hannlbal, when the Si-
ellian eame te, eut the front door
with a mighty kiek 1n the funda-
ment. Exit villain, sneering, theught
Padway as he watehed the ex-fere-
man shink eff.

Fritharik said: “I think that was
a mistake, Martinus. I could have
sunk his body in the Tiber without
anybody’s knowing. He'll make
trouble for us.”

Padway suspected that the last
statement was correct. But he
merely said: “We'd better bind
your arm up. Your whole sleeve is
blood-soaked.”

V.

Papway had resolved not to let
anything distract him from the task
of assuring himself a livelihood. Un-
til that was accomplished, he didn’t
intend to stick his neeck out by
springing gunpowder or the law of
gravitation on the unsuspecting
Romans.

But the banker's remark about
war reminded him that he was, after
all, living in a political and cultural
as well as an economic world. He
had never, in his other life, paid more
attention to current events than he
had to. And in postirapesial Rome,
with no newspapers of electrical
eommunieation, it was even easler
to forget about things eutside ene’s
immediate orbit.

He was living in the twilight of
western classical civilization. The
Age of Faith, better known as the
Dark Ages, was closing down. Eu-
rope would be in darkness, from a

scientific and technological aspect,
for nearly a thousand years. That
aspect was, to Padway’s naturally
prejudiced mind, the most, if not the
only, important aspect of a civili-
zation. Of course, the people among
whom he was living had no con-
ception of what was happening to
them. The proeess was toe slow to
observe direetly, even ever the span
of a lifetime. They teek thelr en-
vironment fer granted, and even
bragged abeut thelr medernity.

So what? Could one man change
the course of history to the extent
of preventing this interregnum? One
man had changed the course of his-
tory before. Maybe. A Carlylean
would say yes. A Telsteyan or
Marxian weuld say ne; the enviren-
ment fixes the pattern of a fan’s
accomplishments and threws up the
man to fit that pattern.

How would one man go about it?
Invention was the mainspring of
technological development. But
even in his own time, the lot of the
professional inventor had been hard,
without the handieap of a powerful
and susplelous ecelesiastleism. And
how mueh eould he accomplish by
simply “inventlng,” even It he es-
eaped the unweleome attentions of
the pieus? The arts ef distilling and
etal relling were launehed, ne
deubt, and se were Arabie Rumerals.
But there was so mueh to Be dene,
and enly ene lifetime t8 de it in:

What then? Business? He was
already in it; the upper classes were
contemptuous of it; and he was not
naturally.a businessman, though he
could hold his own well enotugh in
competition with these sixth-century
yaps. Politics? In an age when
vietory went to the sharpest knife,
and no meral rules of eonduet were
observable? B-F=F=F!

How to prevent darkness from
falling?
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The empire might have held to-
gether longer if it had had better
means of communication. But the
empire, at least in the west, was
hopelessly smashed, with Italy,
Gaul, and Spain under the musecular
thumbs of their barbariaa ‘‘garri-
sons.”

The answer was: Rapid com-
munication and the multiple record
—that is, printing. Not even the
most diligently destructive bar-
barian ean extirpate the written
word from a eulture whereld the
mininoim editlon of mest beoks Is
fifteen hundred eopies: There are
just tee many beeks:

So he would be a printer.

“Cooop MosNiNG, my dear Marti-
nus,” said Thomasus. “How is the
copper-rolling business””

“So-so. The local smiths are
pretty well stocked with strip, and
not many of the shippers are inter-
ested in paying my prices for such
a heavy commodity. But I think
I'll elean up that last note In a few
weeks.”

“I'm glad to hear that. What will
you do then?”

“That’s what I came to see you
about. Who’s publishing books in
Rome now?”

"Books? Books? Nobody, unless
you count the copyists who replace
worn-out copies for the libraries.
There are a couple of bookstores
down in the Agiletum, but their
stoek is all imported. The last man
who trled to run a publishing busi-
fiess in Rome went broke years ago.
Youre not thinklng of going inte
it, I hepe?”

“Yes, I am. I'll make money at
it, too.”

“What? You’re crazy, Martinus.
Don’t consider it. I don't want to
see you go broke after making such
a fine sttantt.”

“I shanm't go broke. But I'll need
some capital to stawt.™

“What? Another loan? But I've
just told you that nobody can make
money publishing in Rome. It's a
proven fact. 1 won’t lend you an
as on such a harebrained scheme.
How mueh did you think you’d
need?”’

“About five hundred solidii.

“Ai, ai! You've gone mad, my
boy! What would you need such a
lot for? All you have to do is buy
or hire a couple of scrilbes—"

Padway grinned. “Oh, no. That's
the point. It takes a scribe months
to copy out a work like Cassiodorus’
‘Gothie History’ by hand, and that’s
only one eopy. No wonder a work
like that eosts fifty solidi per eopy!
I ean build & maehlne that will turn
eut five hundred or a theusand eop-
les In a few weeks, to retall for five
ef ten selidi. But it will take time
and meney te build the maehine and
teaeh an eperater hew te run it.”

“But that's real money! God, are
You listening? Well, please make
my misguided young friend listen to
reason! For the last time, Martinus,
I won’t consider it! How does the
machine work?”

I Papway had known the travail
that was in store for him, he might
have been less confident about the
possibilities of starting a printshop
in a world that knew neither print-
ing presses, type, printer's ink, or
paper. Writing ink was available,
and so were papyrus and vellum.
But it didn’t take Padway long to
deelde that these would be Jimiprac-
tleal for his purposes.

His press, seemingly the most for-
midable job, proved the easiest. A
carpenter down in the warehouse
district promised to knock one to-
gether for him in a few weeks, though
he manifested a not-unnatural curi-
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osity as to what Padway proposed
to do with the contraption. Pad-
way wouldn’t tell him.

“It’s not like any press I ever
saw,” said the man. “It doesn't look
like a felt press. I know! You're
the city’s new executioner, and this
is a newfangled torture instrument!
Why didn’t you want to tell me,
boss? It’s a perfectably respectable
trade! But say, hew abeut giving
ne a pass to the torture ehamber the
first time you use it? 1 want te be
sure my werk helds up, yeu khew!”

For a bed they used a piece sawn
off the top of a section of a broken
marble column and mounted on
wheels. All Padway's instinets re-
volted at this use of a monument of
antiquity, but he consoled himself
with the theught that one eelumn
more or less mattered less than the
art of printing.

For type, he contracted with a
seal cutter to cut him a set of brass
types. He had, at first, been ap-
palled to discover that he would need
ten or twelve thousand of the lit-
tle things, sinee he eould hardly build

a type-easting machine, and would
therefore have to print direetly frem
the types. He had heped to be able
te print In Greek and Gethle as well
as in Latin, but the Latin types
alene set him baek a reund twe huh-
dred selidi. And the first sample
set that the seal evtter ran off had
the letters faem% the wreng way and

had te e melted up again. The
type was what 8 twentieth-eeRtury
printer weuld have ealled feurisen:
EBIHE @BHHE and a0 6H§¥§V€F WSHIH
gve called sans-serf. With sheh
Big tyg@ he wetldn't Bs ahle 8 gfé
{HHS €6BY 81 & QBQ 8, Bt It w8
af least; He noped; Be 18919 &:

For paper, he got hold of a felter
and told him that he wanted him to
chop up a few pounds of white ¢loth
and make them into the thinnest felt

that anybody had ever heard of.
The felter dutifully produced a sheet
of what looked like exceptionally
thick and fuzzy blotting paper.
Padway patiently insisted on finer
breaking up of the eloth, on a brief
boiling before felting, and on press-
ing after, As he went out of the
shop he saw the felter tap his fere-
head sigﬂiﬁl@mﬂy. But after many
trlals the man presented him with
a paper net mueh worse for wiriting
than a twentieth-eentury paper
towel.

Then came the heartbreaking
part. A drop of ink applied to this
paper spread out with the alacrity of
a picnic party that has discovered
a rattlesnake in their midst. So
Padway told the felter to make up
ten more sheets, and into the mush
trom whieh each was made to in-
troduee one eommon Ssubstance—
soap, olive ell, and so forth, At this
pelnt the felter threatened te quit,
and had te be appeased by a ralse
in priee. Padway was vastly re-
lisved te disesver that a little elay
mixed with the pulp made all the
differenee Between 3 fair writing pa-
per and an ifHBB§§lB @ 8he.

He was fortunate in knowing that
printer's ink was based on linseed
oil and lampblack. It was no great
trick to buy a bag of flaxseed and
fun it through a set of rolls like
those he used for copper rolling, and
te rig up a eontraption eonsisting of
an ell lamp, a water-filled bewl sus-
pended and revelved ever it, and a
seraper for remeving the lampblack.
The enly thing wreng with the re-
sulting 1Ak was that it weuldn’t
print. That is, it either made he
impression of eame off the type in
shapeless gebs:

Padway was getting nervous
about his finances; his five hundred
solidi were getting low, and this
seemed a eruel joke. His air of dis-
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eouragement became so obvious that
he caught his workers remarking on
it behind their hands. But he grimly
set out to experiment on his ink.
Sure enough, he found that with a
little soap in it, it would work fairly
well,

It was now April, 536. Sicily had
fallen to General Belisarius in De-
cember. Padway had heard this
weeks after it happened. Except for
business errands, he had hardly been
outside his house in four months in
his desperate anxiety to get his press
going. And exeept for his workers
and his business eontaets he knew
practieally nebedy in Rome, except
for a speaking acgualntanee with the
librarians and twe of Themasus’
banker frlends, Ebenezer the Jew
and Vardan the Armenian.

The day the press was finally
ready he called his workers together
and said: “I suppose you know that
this is likely to be an important day
for us. Fritharik will give you each
a small bottle of brandy to take
home when you leave. And the first
man who drops a hammer oF any-
thing on these little brass letters gets
fired. 1 hepe nene ef you do, be-
eause yeu've dene a good job and
I'm proud ef yeu. That’s all.”

“Wénor, werL,” said Thomasus,
“that’s splendid. 1 always knew
you'd get your machine to run.
Said so right from the start. What
are you going to print? The "Gothic
History'? That would flatter the
Pretorian prefect, no doulbt.”

“No. That would take months to
run off, especially as my men are new
at the job. I'm starting off with a
little alphabet book. You know, A
is for asinus (ass), B is for braccae
(breeches), and so on.”

“That sounds like a good idea.
But, Martinus, can't you let your
men handle it, and take a rest? You

look as if you hadn't had a good
night's sleep in months.”

“I haven't, to tell the truth. But
I can't leave; every time something
goes wrong I have to be there to fix
it. And I've got to find outlets for
this first book. Schoolmasters and
such people. I have to do every-
thing myself, sooner or later. Also,
I have an idea for another kind of
publication.”

“What? Don’t tell me you’re go-
ing to start another wild scieme—"

“Now, now, don't get excited,
Thomasus. This is a weekly booklet
of news.”

“IListen, Mastinus, don't over-
reach yourself. You’ll get the
scribes’ guild down on you. As it is,
I wish you'd tell me more about
yourself. You’re the town’s great
mystery, you know. Everybody
asks me about you.”

“You just tell them I'm the most
uninteresting bore you ever met in
your life.”

Tumre were only a little over a
hundred free-lance scribes in Rome.
Padway disarmed any hostility they
might have had for him by the curi-
ous expedient of enlisting them as
reporters. He made a standing offer
of a eouple of sesterces per story for
aceeptable accounts of news events,
When he eame to assemble the eopy
for his first Issue, he found that some
drastle eensorshlp was necessary.
For instanee, ene story read:

Our depraved and licentious City
Govermor, Count Honorius, was seen
early Wednesday morning being pur-
sued down Broad Way by a young
woman with a butcher’s cleaver. Be-
cause this cowardly wretch was not
encumbered by a decent minimum of
clothing, he outdistanced his pursuer.
This is the fourth time in a month that
the wicked and corrupt count has
created a scandal by his conduct with
women. [t is rumored that King
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Thiudahad will be petitioned to remove
him by a committee of the outraged
fathers of daughters whom he lias dis-
honored. It is to be hoped that the
next time the diabolical count is chased
with a cleaver, his pursuer will catch
him.

Somebody, thought Padway,
doesn't like our illustrious count. He
didn't know Homoring, but whether
the story was true or not, there was
no free-press clause in the Italian
constitution between Padway and
the eity's torture éhambers.

So the first eight-page issue said
nothing about young women with
cleavers. It had a lot of relatively
innocuous news items, one short
poem contributed by a seribe who
fancied himself a seecond Ovid, an
editorial by Padway in whieh he said
briefly that he hoped the Reomans
weuld find his paper useful, and a
short article—alse by Padway—on
the nature and hablts ef the ele-
phant.

Padway called his paper Tempora
Roma®> and offered it at ten ses-
terces, about the equivalent of fiiftty
cents. He was surprised when not
only did the first issue sell out, but
Fritharik was busy for three days
turning away from his door people
who wanted eopies that were not to
he had. Desplte Padways eaution,
10 the paper’s elreulatien beemed,
Reman patrieians whe didn’t under:
stand the 9H116§6th of a free press
semetimes made life exeiting fo his
newsbeys.

IT WAS about the end of April
when Nevitta Gummund’s son called
on Padway at the latter’s house.
When Fritharik showed him in, he
slapped Padway 61 titie thsedk seo Heancdl
as to send him halfway across the
room. “Well, well™ he bellowed.
“Somebody showed me one of those
little books you put out every week,

UN=3

and I remembered your name. So
I thought 1'd look you up. Say, you
certainly got yourself established in
record time, for a stranger. Pretty
smart young man, eh? Hah-hal!™

“Wauld you like to look aroumd?”
invited Padway. “Only I'll have to
ask you to keep my methods confi-
dential. There’'s no law here pro-
tecting ideas, so I have to keep my
things secret until I'in willing to
make them publiec property.”

“Sure, you can trust me. 1
wouldn't understand how these ma-
chines work, anyhow.” In the ma-
chine shop he was fascinated by the
spectacle of a ecrude wire-drawing
maehine that Padway had rigged up.
“Isa’t that pretty?” he said, pick-
ing up a rell ef brass wire. “I'd
like te buy seme fer my wife, It
would make nlee braeelets and ear-
rings and things.”

Padway hadn't anticipated. that
use of his produce, but he said he'd
have some ready for delivery in a
week.

“Wihere do you get your power?”
asked Nevitta.

Padway showed him the horse in
the back yard walking around a
shaft.

“Shouldn't think a horse would
be efficiant,” said the Goth. “You
could get a lot more power out of
a couple of husky slaves. That is,
it your driver knew how to use his
whip. Hah-hah™

“Oh, no,” said Padway.
this horse.
his harmess?””

“Well, yes, it is peculiar. But 1
don't know just what’s wrong with
it”

“It’s that collar over his neck.
You people make your horses pull
against a strap around. the throat.
So every time he pulls, the strap
euts into his windpipe and shut off
the poor animal’s breath. Naturally

“Not
Notice anything about
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he can't pull very hard. But that
collar, now, puts the load on his
shoulders. If you were going to pull
a lJoad, you wouldn’t hitch a rope
arou?nd your neek te pull with, weuld
you?”

“Well,” said Nevitta dubiously,
“maybe you’re right. But we've
been using our kind of harness for a
long, long time, and 1 don’t know
whether I'd eare to ehange.”

Padway shrugged. “Any time you
want one of these outfits, you can
get it from Metellus, on the Appian
Way just south of the Temple of
Virtue. He made this ene te my
specifications. I'm net making themm
myself; 1 have tee mueh else te d6.”

“I guess you do! But you don't
want to work all the time. How
about coming out to the Flaminian
racetrack with me today and losing
a few solidi? Then come on up to
the farm overnighd.”

“I'd like to a lot, but I have to
put the Times to bed this afternoon.”

“Put to bed?” asked Nevitta.

Padway explained.

Nevitta said: “I see. Hah-hah.
Tomorrow for supper, then.”

“How shall I get there?”

“You haven't a saddle horse? T'll
send Hermann down with one to-
morrow afternoon. But mind, 1
don’t want to get him baek with
wings growing out of his shoullders?”

“It might attract attention,” said
Padway solemnly. “Amnd you'd have
a hell of a time catching him if he
didn’t want to be bridled.”

So the next afternoon Padway, in
a new pair of rawhide Byzantine
jack boots, set out with Hermann up
the Flaminian Way. The Roman
Campagna, he noted, was still fairly
prosperous farming country. He
wondered how long it would take
for it-to become the desolate, ma-
larial plain of the Middle Ages.

“How were the races? he asked.

Hermann, it seemed, knew very
little Latin, though that little was
still better than Padway’s Gothic.
“Oh, my bess . .... he terrible an-
gry. Hetalk . . . you khow . . .
hot sport. But hate lose meney.
Lose fiffty sesterees on horse. Make
noise like . . . you kaew . . . llen
with gut-ache.”

At the farmhouse Padway met
Nevitta’s wife, a pleasant, plump
woman who spoke noe Latin, and his
eldest son, Dagalaif, a Gothie seaio,
or marshal, home on vaeatlon. Sup-
per fully bore eut the stories that
Padway had heard abeut Gethie ap-
petites. He was agreeably suFprised
te drink seme fairly goed beer, after
the Bilge water that went By that
hame 1n Reme.

“I've got some wine, if you pre-
fer it,” said Nevitta.

“Thanks, but I'm getting a little
tired of Italian wine. The Roman
writers talk a lot about their dif-
ferent kinds, but it all tastes alike
to me.”

“That’s the way I feel. Of course,
if you really want some, I have some
perfumed Greek wine.”

Padway shuddered.

Nevitta grinned. “That’s the way
I feel. Any man who'd put perfume
in his liquor probably swishes when
he walks. 1 only keep the stuff for
my Greek friends. Like those phy-
sicians I told you about. That re-
minds me, you were right about
keeplng the dogs outslde. 1 den't
get the wheezes any more.”

“I’'m glad to hear thai.”

“That was one way I knew you
really were a smart young man.
Say, Martinus, maybe you have
some inside information on how the
war will ge.”

Padway shrugged. “All 1 know is
what everybody else knows. 1
haven’t a private line—I mean a
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private channel of information to
Heaven. If you want a guess, I'd
say that Belisarius would invade
Bruttium this summer and besiege
Naples about August. He won’'t
have a large force, but he’ll be in-
fernally hard to beat.”

Dagalaif said: “Huh! We'll eat
him up all rightt A handful of
Greeks won’t get very far against
the united Gothic nation.”

“That’s what the Vandals
thought,” answered Padway dryly.

“Mii,” said Dagalaif. “But we
won't make the mistakes the Van-
dals made.”

“I don't know, son,” said Nevitta.
“It seems to me we are making them
already—or others just as bad. This
king of ours—all he’s good for is
hornswoggling his neighbors out of
land and writing Latin poetry. And
digging around in libraries. It would
be better if we had an illiterate one,
like Theoderik. Of eourse,” he
added apologetleally, “I admit I ean
read and write. My old fman eame
frof Pannenia with Theederik, and
he was always talking abeut the
saered duty ef the Goths to preserve
Roman eivilizatien frem savages like
{HecHraNeS . FRewyRSHetatmHRP HaRt
I sheuld have 2 Latin edueatien if
it killed me. 1 admit I've feund my
edueation usefl. But in the next
few menths il Be mare imMpsriant
10F BuF leader t6 knew Rew to Iead &
cRarge than 16 say ame-amas-amat.”

V.

Papway RETURNED to Rome in the
best of humor. Nevitta was the first
person, besides Thomasus the
Syrian, who had asked him to his
house. And Padway, despite his
somewhat cool exterior, was a so-
ciable fellow at heart. He was, in
fact, so elated that he dismounted
and handed the reins of the berrowed
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horse to Hermann without noticing
the three tough-looking parties lean-
ing against the new fence in front of
the old house on Long Street. When
he headed for the gate, the largest
of the three, a black-bearded man,
stepped in frent ef him. The man
was holding a sheet of paper—real
paper, ne deubt frem the felter te
whem Padway had taught the art
=in freft ef him and reading eut
leud te himself: *“—mrdium height,
brewn half and eyes, large nese.
Speals with an aeeent.” ¥He leaked
Hp §H§fply= “Arg you Martiaus
Paduei?

“Ste. Quis est?”

“Yaw’re under arrest. Will you
come along quietly?"

“What? Who— What for—"

“Order of the munipical prefect.
Sorcery.”

“But . . . but— Hey! You
can’t_ﬂ

“I said quiethy.”

The other two men had moved up
on each side of Padway, and each
took an arm and started to walk
him along the street. When he re-
sisted, a short bludgeon appeared
in the hand of one. Padway looked
around frantically. Hermana was
already out of sight. Fritharik was
net to be seen; ne doubt he was
sherlng as usual. Padway flled
his lungs te sheut; the man ea his
right tightened his grip and raised
the Bl_uageaﬂ threateningly. Pad-
way didn’t sheut.

They marched him down the
Argiletum to the old jail below the
Record Office on the Capitoline. He
was still in somewhat of a daze as
the clerk demanded his name, age,
and address. All he could think of
was that he had heard somewhere
that you were entitled to telephone
your lawyer before being locked up.
And that information seemed hardly
useful in the present cireumstanees.
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A small, snapping Italian who had
been lounging on a bench got up.
“What’s this, a sorcery case imvolv-
ing a foreigner? Sounds like a na-
tional case to me.”

“Oh, no, it ism't,” said the clerk.
“You national officers have au-
thority in Rome only in mixed Ro-
man-Gothic cases. This man ism't
a Goth; says he’s an American, what-
ever that is.”

“Yes, it is! Read your regula-
tions. The pretorian prefect’s office
has jurisdiction in all capital cases
involving foreigners. If you have a
sorcery complaint, you turn it and
the prisoner over to us. Come on,
noew.” The little man moved pos-
sessively toward Padway.

The clerk said: “Domn’t be a fool.
Think you’re going to drag him clear
up to Ravenna for interrogation?
We've got a perfectly good torture
chamber here.”

“I'm only doing my dutty,”
snapped the state policeman. He
grabbed Padway’s arm and started
to haul him toward the door. “Come
along now, sorcerer. We'll show you
some real, up-to-date torture at Ra-
venna, These Roman cops don’t
know aimything.”

“Are you crazy?” yelled the clerk.
He jumped up and grabbed Pad-
way's other arm; so did the black-
bearded man who had arrested him.
The state policeman pulled and so
did the other two.

“Hey!” yelled Padway. But the
assorted functionaries were too en-
grossed in their tug-of-war to notice.

The state policeman shouted in a
painfully penetrating voice: “Jus-
tinius, run and tell the adjutant pre-
feet that these municipal scum- are
trying to withhold a prisoner from
us?” A man ran out the door.

Another door opened, and a fat,
sleepy-looking man came in. “What's
this?” he squeaked.

The clerk and the municipal po-
licemen straightened up to atten-
tion, releasing Padway. The state
policeman immediately resumed
hauling him toward the door; the
local cops abandoned their etiquette
and grabbed him again. They all
shouted at onee at the fat mman.
Padway gathered that he was the
munieipal eemmentarer s, 6f po-
liee ehief.

At that instant two more mu-
nicipal policemen came in with a
thin, ragged prisoner. They entered
into the dispute with true Italian
fervor, which meant using both
hands. The ragged prisoner promptly
darted out the doeer; his eaptors
didn't notlee his absenee for a full
minute,

They then began shouting at each
other: “What did you let him go
for?” “You brass-bound idiot,
you’re the one who let him go'”

TiHE MAN called Justinius came
back with an elegant person who
announced himself as the cornicu-
latis, or adjutant prefect. This indi-
vidual waved a perfumed handker-
chief at the struggling group and
said: “Let him go, you ehaps. Yes,
you, too, Sulla.,” (This was the
state policeman.) ‘Tiere won't be
anything left of him te interrogate
if you keep that up.”

From the way the others in the
now-crowded room quieted, Padway
guessed that the adjutant prefect
was a pretty big shot.

The adjutant prefect asked a few
questions, then said: “I’'m sorry,
my dear old commentarienndiss, but
I'm fraid he’s our mam.”

“Not yet he ismt,” squeaked the
chief. “You fellows can’t just walk
in here and grab a prisoner any time
you feel like it. It would mean my
job to let you have him.”

The adjutant prefect yawned.
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“Dear, dear, you're such a bore. You
forget that I represent the pretorian
prefect, who represents the king, and
if 1 order you to hand the prisoner
over, you hand him over and that’s
the end of it. 1 so order you, How.”

“Go ahead and order. You'll have
to take him by force, and I've got
more force here than you have.”
The chief beamed Billikenlike and
twiddled his thumbs. “Clodianus,
go fetch our illustrious city governor,
it he’s not too busy. Well see
whether we have authority over our
own jail.” The elerk departed. “Of
eourse,” the ehief continued, *“we
might use Selemen’s methed.”

“You mean cut him in two?"
asked the adjutant prefect.

“Ihhat’s it. That would be funmy,
wouldn't it? Ho, ho, ho, ho, he!
The chief laughed shrilly until the
tears ran down his face. “Would
you prefer the head end or the legs
end? He, ho, he, ho, ho!” He
roeked on his seat.

The other municipal officers duti-
fully laughed, also; the adjutant pre-
fect permitted himself a wan, bored
smile. Padway thought the chief’s
humor in questionable taste.

Eventually the clerk returned with
the city governor. Count Honorius
wore a tuniec with the two purple
stripes of a Roman senator, and
walked with such a earefully meas-
ured tread that Padway wondered if
his feetsteps hadn't been laid out
ahead of time with ehalk marks, He
had a square jaw and all the warmth
of expressien of a snapplag turtle.

“What,” he asked in a voice like
a steel file, “is this all about? Quiick,
now. I'm a busy man” As he
spoke, the little wattle under his jaw
wobbled in a way that reminded
Padway more than ever of a shapper.

The chief and the adjutant pre-
fect gave their versions. The clerk
dragged out a couple of law books;

the three executive officers put their
heads together and talked in low
tones, turning pages rapidly and
pointing to passages.

Finally the adjutant prefect gave
in. He yawned elaborately. “Oh,
well, it would be a dreadful bere to
have to drag him up to Ravenna,
anyway. Especially as the mosquito
season will be starting there shortly.
Glad te have seen you, my lord
eount.,” He bowed to Honorius, ned-
ded easually te the ehlef, and de-
parted.

Homnorius said: “Now that we
have him, what’s to be done with
him? Let’s see that complaintt.”

The clerk dug out a paper and
gave it to the count.

“Hm-m-m. ‘—and, furthermore,
that the said Martinus Paduei did
most wickedly and feloniously con-
sort with the Evil One, who taught
him the diabolical arts of magic
wherewith he has been jeopardizing
the welfare of the citizens of the city
of Rome—signed, Hannibal Seipio
of Palermoe.’ Wasn't this Hannibal
Selple a fermer assoelate of yours
oF somethineg?”

“Yes, my lord count,” said Pad-
way, and explained the circum-
stances of his parting with the fore-
man. “[f it's my printing press that
he’s referring to, I ean easily show
that it's a simple meehanieal de-
viee, ne mere magieal than ene of
your water eloeks.”

“Hm-m-m,” said Homnorius, “that
may or may not be true He
looked through narrowed eyes at
Padway. “These new enterprises of
yours have prospered pretty well,
haven’t they?”’ His faint smile re-
minded Padway of a fox dreaming
of unguarded henroosts.

“Yes and no, my lord. I have

made a little money, but I've put
most of it back in the business. So
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I haven't more cash than I need for
day-to-day expenses.”

“Too bad,” said Honorius. “It
looks as though we'd have to let the

case go through.”

Papway was getting more and
more nervous under that penetrat-
ing scrutiny, but he put up a bold
front. “Oh, my lord, I don’t think
you have a case. If I may say so,
it would be mest unfortunate for
your dignity to let the ease come to
trial.”

“So3 I'm afraid, my good man,
that you don’t know what expert in-
terrogators we have. Youw’ll have
admitted all sorts of things by the
time they finish . . . ah . . . ques-
tioning yeou.”

“Um-m-m. My lord, I said 1
didn’t have much cash. But I have
an idea that I think might interest
you‘n

“Tthat’s better. Lutetius, may 1
use your private office””

Without waiting for an answer,
Honorius marched to the office, jerk-
ing his head to Padway to follow.
The chief looked after them sourly,
obviously resenting the loss of his
share of the swag.

In. the chief's office, Honorius
turned on Padway. “You weren't
proposing to bribe your governor by
ehance, were you?” he asked coldly.

“Well . . . uh . . . now not ex-
actly—"

The count shot his head forward.
“How much?” he snapped. “And
what’s it in—jewels?”

Padway sighed with
“Pllease, my lord, not so fast.
take a bit of explainiing™

“Your explanation had better be
good.”

“It’s this way, my lord: I'm just
a poor stranger in Rome, and natu-
rally 1 have to depend on my wits
for a living. The only really valu-

relief.
It'll

able thing I have is those wits. But,
with reasonably kind treatment,
they can be made to pay a hand-
some refunrin.”

“Get to the point, young mam.”

“You have a law against limited-
liability corporations in other than
public enterprises, haven't you?"

Honorius rubbed his chin. “We
did have once. J don't know what
its status is, now that the senate’s
authority is limited to the city. 1
don’'t think the Goths have made
anv regulations on that subject.
Why?”

“Well, if you could get the senate
to pass an amendment to that old
law—I don’t think it would be nec-
essary, but it would look better—I
eould show you how you and a few
other deserving senators eould bene-
fit handsemely from the organiza-
tien and eperation of sueh a eem-
pany.”

Honorius stiffened. “Yaung man,
that's a miserable sort of offer. You
ought to know that the dignity of a
patrician forbids him to engage in
trade.”

“You wouldn't engage in it, my
lord. You’d be the stockholders.”

“We’d be the winait””

Padway explained the operation
of a stock corporation.

Honorius rubbed his chin again.
“Yes, I see where something might
be made of that plan. What sort
of company did you have in mimd”"

“A company for the transmission
of information over long distances
much more rapidly than a messen-
ger can travel. In my country
they'd call it a semaphore telegraph.
The company gets its revenue from
tolls -on private messages. Of
eourse, it wouldn’t hurt if you could
get a subsidy from the royal treas-
ury, on the ground that the institu-
Ei@n was valuable for natlenal de-
ense.”
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Honorius thought a while. Then
he said: “I won’t commit myself
now; I shall have to think about the
matter and sound out my friends.
In the meantime, you will, of course,
remain in Lutetius’ eustody here.”

Padway grinned. “My lord count,
your daughter is getting married
next week, isn't she?”

“What of "

“You want a nice write-up of the
wedding in my paper, don't you?
A list of distinguished guests, a
wood-cut picture of the bride, and
so forth.”

“Hemn-m-m. 1 shouldn't mind that;
no.”

“Well then, you'd better not hold
me, or I shan’t be able to get the
paper out. It would be a pity if
such a gala event missed the news
because the publisher was in jail at
the time.”

Honorius rubbed his chin and
smiled thinly. “For a barbarian,
you're not as stupid as one would
expect. T'll have you releasedl™

“Many thanks, my lord. 1 might
add that I shall be able to write
much more glowing paragraphs after
that complaint has been dismissed.
We ereative workers, you know—"

Waen Papway was out of earshot
of the jail, he indulged in a long
“Whazw!”” He was sweating, and not
with the heat, either. It was a good
thing that none of the officials no-
tieed how near he had been to col-
lapse from sheer terror.

As soon as he had put his estab-
lishment in order, he went into a
huddle with Thomasus. He was
properly prepared when the proces-
sion of five sedan chairs, bearing
Honorius and four other senators,
erawled up Long Street to his place.
The senators seemed not only will-
ing but eager to lay their money on
the line, especially after they saw

the beautiful stock certificates that
Padway had printed. But they
didn’t seem to have quite Padway’s
idea of how to run a corporation.

One of them poked him in the ribs
and grinned. “My dear Martinus,
you're not really going to put up all
those silly signal towers and things””

“Well,” said Padway cautiously,
“that was the idea.”

The senator winked. “Oh, I un-
derstand that you’ll have to put up
a couple to fool the middle class, so
we can sell our stock at a profit. But
we know it’s all a fake, don’t we?
You eouldn’t make anything with
your sighaling scheme in a theusand
years.”

Padway didn't bother to argue
with him. He also didn't bother to
explain the true object of having
Thomnasus the Syrian, Ebenezer the
Jew, and Vardan the Armenian each
take eighteen percent of the stock.
The senators might bave been in-
terested in knowing that these three
bankers had agreed ahead of time
to held thelr steck and vote as Pad-
ney Instrueted, thereby Igivlag him,
with fifty-four pereent of the stoek,
eomplete eentrol of the eorperation.

Padway had every intention of
making his telegraph company a
success, starting with a line of tow-
ers from Naples to Rome to Ra-
venna, and tying its operation in
with that of his paper. He soon
ran Inte an elementary difficulty;
It he wanted to keep expenses dewn
te somewhere within sight ef ineeme,
he nieeded telescopes, to make pes-
sible a wide spaeing of the tewers.
Se he made seme elay medels of
lenses, and had a lapidary grind and
pelish them up in glass:

He also hired a Roman freedman
of Greek parentage, named George
Menandrus, and trained him to edit
the Rome Times. Menandrus was
a quick, cheerful fellow with an un-
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limited fund of excuses when some-
thing went wrong. Padway would
have liked to continue running the
paper directly, but he no longer had
time.

About then, the paper ran its first
advertisement. Thomasus had had
to turn the screw on one of his
debtors to make him buy space. The
ad read:

DO YOU WANT A GLAMOROUS
FUNERAL?

Go to meet your Maker in style! With
one of our funerals to look forward
to, you will hardly mind dying!

Don’t imperil your chances of salvation
with a bungled burial!

Our experts have handled some of the
noblest corpses in Rome.

Arrangements made with the priest-
hood of any sect. Special rates for
heretics. Appropriately doleful music
furnished at slight extra cost.

John the Egyptian, Genteel Undertaker

Near the Viminal Gate

YL

Jumianws, construction manager
of the Roman Telegraph Co., panted
into Padway’s office. He said:
“Work™—ssiopped to get his breath,
and started agaim—"work en the
third tower on the Naples line was
stopped this morning by a squad of
soldiers from the Rome garrisen. 1
asked them what the devil was up,
and they said they didn’t knew; they
ust had erders to stop esnstruetion.

Rat, mest exeellent bess; are yeu
geing te de abeut #?”

So the Goths objected? That
meant seeing their higher-ups. Pad-
way winced at the idea of getting
involved any further in politics. He
sighed. “I'll see Liuderis, I sup-
pose.”

The commander of the Rome gar-
rison was a big, portly Goth with
the bushiest white whiskers Padway
had ever seen. His Latin was fair.

But now and then he cocked a blue
eye at the ceiling and moved his lips
silently, as if praying; actually he
was running through a declension or
a conjugation for the right ending.

He said: “My good Martinus,
there is a war on. You start erect-
ing these . . . ah . . . mysterious
towers without asking our permis-
sion. Some of your backers are pa-
tricians . . . ah . . . notorious for
their pro-Greek sentiments. What
are we to think? You should eon-
sider yourselt lucky te have eseaped
arrest.”

Padway protested: “I was hop-
ing the army would find them useful
for transmitting military informa-
tion.”

Liuderis shrugged. “I am merely
a simple soldier doing my duty. 1
do not understand these . ... ah
. . . devices. Perhaps they will
work as you say. But I could not
take the . . . ah . . . responsibility
for permitting theim.”

“Tlhen you won't withdraw your
order?”

“No. If you want permission,
you will have to see the king.”

“But my dear sir, I can’'t spare
the time to go running up to Ra-
venna—"

Another shrug. “All one to me,
my good Martinus. I know my
duty.”

Padway tried guile. “You cer-
tainly do, it seems. If I were the
king, T couldn’t ask for a more faith-
ful soldier.”

“You fiidteet!” But Liuderis
grinned, pleased. “I regret that 1
cannot grant your little r »

“What’s the latest war news?"

Liuderis frowned. “Not very—
But then I should be careful what
I say. You are a more dangerous
person than you look, I am sure.
What is your rehigiom?”

Padway was expecting that.
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“Cangyregationalist. That's the near-
est thing to Arianism we have in
my country. Now look here, most
excellent Liuderis, won’t you with-
draw that order? I'll write Thiuda-
had at once asking his permission.”

“No, my good Martinus, I can-
not. You get the permission first.
And you had better go in person, if
you want action.”

Thus it came about that Padway
found himself, quite against his
wishes, trotting an elderly saddle
horse across the Appenines toward
the Adriatie. Fritharik had been
delighted at first to get any kind of
horse between his knees. Before
they had gone very far his tone
ehanged.

“Boss,” he grumbled, “I’'m not an
educated man. But I know horse-
flesh. 1 always claimed that a good
horse was a good investment.” He
added darkly: “If we are attacked
by brigands, we'll have ne chance
with these poer old wreeks. Not
that 1 fear death, or brigands either.
But it would be sad for a Vandal
knight te end in a nameless grave
in ene ef these lonely valleys. When
1 was & neble in Affica=

“We aren't running a racing
stable,” snapped Padway. At
Fritharik’s hurt look he was sorry
he had spoken sharply. “Never
mind, old man, we’ll be able to af-
ford good horses some day. Only
rlght new 1 feel as if 1 had a pants-
ful of ants”

Brazilian army ants, he added to
himself. He had done almost no rid-
ing since his arrival in old Rome,
and not a great deal in his former
life. By the time they reached
Spoleto he felt as if he eould neither
sit nor stand, but would have to
spend the rest of his life in a sert
ot semisquat, Hke a rheuinatle ehim-
panzee.

They approached Ravenna at

dusk on the fourth day. The City
in the Mist sat dimly astride the
thirty-mile causeway that divided
the Adriatic from the vast marshy
lagoons to the west. A faint sui-
beam lighted the gilded ehureh
domes. The ehureh bells bonged,
and the fregs In the lageens fell
silent; then resumed thelr ereaking.
Padway theught that anyene whe
visited this strange eity weuld al-
ways be haunted ty the beng of the
Bells, the ereak of the frogs, and the
Ehlﬂ; meretless seng of the mesqui-
8es:

Papway pecipep that the chief
usher, like Poo-Bah, had been born
sneering. “My good man,” said this
being, “I couldn’t possibly give you
an audience with our lord king for
three weeks at least.”

Three weeks! In that time half
of Padway’s assorted machines
would have broken down, and his
men would be running in useless
eireles trying to fix them. Menan-
drus, whe was inelined te be reek-
less with meney, espeelally other
people’s, weuld prebably have fun
the paper inte bankruptey. This
impasse required theught. Padway
straightened his aehing legs and
started 8 leave.

The Italian immediately lost
some of his toploftiness. “But,” he
cried in honest amazement, “didn’t
you bring any »noney?”

Of course, Padway thought, he
should have known that the man
hadn’t meant what he’'d said.
“What’s your schedule of rattes?”

The usher, quite seriously, began
counting on his fiingass. “Well, for
twenty solidi 1 could give you your
audience tomorrow. FofF the day
after tomorrow, ten solldi is my
usual rate; but that’s Sunday, Se-
I'm offering interviews en Menday
at seven and a half. FoF ene week
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in advance, two solidi. For two
weeks—"

Padway interrupted to offer a
five-solidus bribe for a Monday in-
terview, and finally got it at that
price plus a small bottle of brandy.
The usher said: “Yowll be ex-
pected to have a present for the
king, too, you know.”

“I know,” said Padway wearily.
He showed the usher a small leather
case. “Ill present it personallly.”

Thiudahad Tharasmund’s son,
King of the Ostrogoths and Italians;
Commander in Chief of the Armies
of Italy, Illyria, and Southern Gaul;
Premier Prince of the Amal Clan;
Count of Tuseany; Illustrious Patri-
elan; ex-offieio President of the Cir-
eus; et cetera, et eetera, was about
Padway’s height, thin te gauntness,
and had a small gray beard. He
peered at his ealler with watery gray
eyes, and sald in a reedy velee:
“Come i, eome in, my geed man.
What’s your Business? Oh, yes,
Martinus Paduei. Yeou're the pub-
lisher ehap, aren't yeu? ER?* He
speke upper-elass Latin witheut a
traee of f6eent:

Padway bowed ceremoniously. “I
am, my lord king. Before we dis-
cuss the business, I have—"

“Great thing, that book-making
machine of yours. I've heard of it.
Great thing for scholarship. You
must see my man Cassiodorus. I'm
sure he’d like you to publish his
‘Gothie History.” Great work. De-
serves a wide éireulation.”

Padway waited patiently. “I
have a small gift for you, my lord.
A rather unuswsel—"

“Eh? Gift? By all means. Let’s
see it.”

Padway took out the case and
opened it.

Thiudahad piped: “Eh? What
the devil are those”

Padway explained the function of

spectacles. He hinted tactfully at
the fact that he'd been up nights for
a week bullying his tame lapidiary
into grinding the lenses the way he
wanted them. He didn’t dwell on
Thiudahad’s notorious nesrsighted-
ness, Nor did he mention the fact
that he knew next to nothing about
optometry, exeept for the fact that
myople peeFle used diver'?lﬂg lenses.
“New, my lerd, if you will try these
on ene at a tifme, to see whieh suits
you best="

A  twentieth-century optician
would have shuddered. But Thiu-
dahad found a pair that, he said,
actually helped. “[Fine, my good
Martinus. Shall I be able to read
all 1 want without getting head-
aches?”

“I hope so, my lord. At least they
should help. Now, about my busi-
ness here—"

“Oh, yes, you want to see me
about publishing Cassiodorus. I'll
fetch him for you.”

“No, my lord. It's about some-
thing else.” He went on quickly be-
fore Thiudahad could interrupt
again, telling him of his difficulty
with Liuderis.

“Eh? 1 never bother my local
military commanders. They know
their business.”

“But, my lord—" and Padway
gave the king a little sales talk on
the importance of the telegraph
company.

“Eh? A money-making scheme,
you say? If it's as good as all that,
why wasn't I let in on it at the
startt?”

Taar rather jarred Padway. He
said something vague about there
not having been time. King Thiu-
dahad wagged his head. “Still, that
wasn't considerate of you, Martinus.
It wasn’t loyal. And if people
aren’t loyal to their king, where are
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we? If you deprive your king of
an opportunity to make a little
honest profit, I don't see why 1
should interfere with Liuderis on
YOur account.”

“Well, ahem, my lord, I did have
an idea—"

“Not considerate at all. What
were you saying? Come to the
point, my good man, come to the
point.”

Padway resisted an impulse to
strangle this exasperating little man.
He beckoned Fritharik, who was
standing statuesquely in the back-
ground. Fritharik produced a tele-
scope, and Padway explalned its
funetlens.

“Yes? Yes? Very interesting,
I'm sure. Thank you, Martinus. 1
will say that you bring your king
original presemis.”

Padway gasped; he hadn't in-
tended giving Thiudahad his best
telescope. But it was too late now.
He said: *“I thought that if my
lord king saw fit to . ... ah ... .
ease matters with your excellent
Liuderis, I eould insure your undly-
ing fame In the world of schelar-
Ship.-”
“Eh? What’s that? What do
you know about scholarship? Oh,
I forgot; you're a publisher. Some-
thing about Cassiadiorus”

Padway repressed a sigh. “No,
my lord. Not Cassiodorus. How
would you like the credit for revo-
lutionizing men’s ideas about the
solar systiewmn?”

“I don't believe in interfering with
my local commanders, Martinus.
Liuderis is an excellent man. Eh?
What were you saying? Something
about the solar system? What's
that got to do with Liuderis?™

“Notthing, my lord.” Padway re-
peated what he had said.

“Well, maybe I'd consider it.
What is this theory of yours?”

Little by little Padway wormed
from Thiudahad a promise of a free
hand for the telegraph company, in
return for bits of information about
the Copernican hypothesis, instruc-
tions for the use of the telescope to
see the moons of Jupiter, and a
promise to publish a treatise on
astronomy in Thiudahad’s name.

At the end of an hour he grinned
and said, “Well, my lord king, we
seem to be in agreement. There's
just one more thing. This telescope
would be a valuable instrument of
warfare. It you wanted to equip
vour offleers with thewm—"

“Eh? Warfare? You'll have to
see Wittigis about that. He's my
head general.”

“Where’s he?”

“Where? Oh, dear me, 1 don't
know. Somewhere up north, I think.
There’s been a little invasion by the

Allemans or someliodly.”
“When will he be badk?”

“How should I know, my good
Martinus? When he's driven out
these Allemans or Burgunds or who-
ever they are”

“But, most excellent lord, if you'll
pardon me, the war with the Im-
perialists is definitely on. I think
it’s important to-get these telescopes
into the hands of the army as soon
as possible. We'd be prepared to
supply them at a reasometilie—"

“Now, Martinus,” snapped the
king peevishly, “don’t try to tell me
how to run my kingdom. You're
as bad as my Royal Council. Al-
ways ‘Why don’t you do this?";
‘Why don’t you do that?” 1T trust
my eommanders; don’t bother my:-
self with details. I say you'll have
to see Wittigis, and that settles it.”

Thiudahad was obviously pre-
pared to be mulish, so Padway said
a few polite nothings, bowed, and
withdrew.
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VIL.

Back 1N RowmE, Padway told
Thomasus: “We ought to get the
first message from Naples over the
telegraph any time now.”

Thomasus rubbed his hands to-
gether. "You are a wonder, Mar-
tinus. Only I'm worried that mou’ll
overreach yourself. The messengers
of the Italian civil service are com-
plaining that this invention will de-
stroy their livelihood. Unfair com-
petitien, they say.”

Padway shrugged. “Well see.
Maybe there'll be some war news.”

Thomasus frowned. “Tihat’s an-
other thing that’s worrying me.
Thiudahad hasn't done a thing
about the defense of Italy. I'd hate
to see the war carried as far north
as Rome.”

“I'll make you a bet,” said Pad-
way. “The king's son-in-law, Ever-
muth the Vandal, will desert to the
Imperialists. One solidus.”

“Domne!” Almost at that moment
Junianus, who had been put in
charge of operations, came in with
a paper. It was the first message,
and it carried the news that Belisa-
rius had landed at Reggio; that
Evermuth had gone over to him;
that the Imperialists were marehing
en Naples.

Padway grinned at the banker,
whose jaw was sagging. “Sorry, old
man, but I need that solidus. I'm
saving up for a new horse.”

“Do You hear that, God? Mar-
tinus, the next time I lay a bet with
a magician, you can have me de-
clared incompetent and a guardian
appointed.”

Two days later a messenger came
in and told Padway that the king
was in Rome, staying at the Palace
of Tiberius, and that Padway’s pres-
ence was desired. Padway thought
that perhaps Thiudahad had recon-

sidered the telescope proposal. But
no.

“My good Martinus,” said Thiu-
dahad, “I must ask you to discon-
tinue the operation of your tele-
graph. At once.”

“What? Why, my lord king?"

“You know what happened? Eh?
That thing of yours spread the news
of my son-in-law’s good fort . . .
his treachery all over Rome a few
hours after it happened. Bad for
morale. Encourages the pro-Greek
element, and brings eritieism on me,
Me. Se you'll please not eperate It
any mere, at least durlng the war.”

“But my lard, I thought that your
army would find it useful for—"

“Not another word about it, Mar-
tinus. I forbid it. Now, let me see.
Dear me, there was something else
I wanted to see you about. Oh, yes,
my man Cassiodorus would like to
meet you. Youll stay for lunch,
won’t you? Great scholar, Cassio-
dorus.”

So Padway presently found him-
self bowing to the pretorian prefect,
an elderly, rather saintly Italian.
They were immediately deep in a
discussion of historiography, litera-
ture, and tlje hazards of the publish-
ing business, Padway to his annoy-
ance found that he was enjoying
himself. He knew that he was abet-
tlng these spineless old dedderers In
thelr eriminal disregard of thelr
eountry’s defense. But=upsetting
theught=he had eneugh ef the un-
werldly intellectual A his ewn na-
ture s6 that he eeuldn’t help sym-
pathizing with them. And he hadp't

gne 8n an intellectwal debaueh of
is kind sinee he'd arrived in eld
Reme.

“llustrious Cassiodorus,” he said,
“perhaps you've noticed that in my
paper I've been trying to teach the
typesetter to distinguish between U
and V, and also between I and J
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That’s a reform that's long been
needed, don't you thimk?”

“Yes, yes, my excelleat Martinus.
The Emperor Claudius tried some-
thing of the sort. But which letter
do you use for whiech sound in each
case?

Padway explained. He also told
Cassiodorus of his plans for print-
ing the paper, or at least part of it,
in vulgar Latin. At that Cassio-
dorus held up his hands in mild
hoerror,

“Excellent Martinus! These
wretched dialects that pass for Latin
nowadays? What would Ovid say
if he heard them? What would
Virgil say? What would any of the
ancient masters say?”

“As they were a bit before our
time,” grinned Padway, “I'm afraid
we shall never know. But I will as-
sert that even in their day the final
s’s and m's had been dropped from
ordinary proauneiation. And In any
event, the prenunelation and gram-
mar have ehanged tee far from the
elassleal medels ever te be ehanged
baek again. Se if we want eur new
instrument for the disseminatien of
literature te be useful, we shall have
te adept a spelling that mere oF less
agrees with the speken language.

Rerwise 88316 _WeR't bether t8
learn it egin with, we shall
have 8 2dd 2 halt dezen new letiers
t8 the atphabet: For Instance—"

When Padway left, hours later,
he had at least made an effort to
bring the conversation around to
measures for proseeuting the war. It
had been useless, but his eonscienee
was salved,

Padway was surprised, though he
shouldn't have been, at the effect
of the news of his acquaintanee with
the king and the prefect. Well-born
Romans called en him, and he was
even asked to a eouple of very dull
dinners, As he listened to the

windy conversation and the windier
speeches, he thought that a twen-
tieth-century after-dinner speaker
could have taken lessons in high:
flown, meaningless rhetoric from
these people. From the slightly
nervous way that his hests intro-
dueed him areund, he gathered that
they still regarded him as something
of a monster, but a well-behaved
meonster whem it might be useful
to lg(now.

Frrmuamik  announced that a
party of Goths wanted to look Pad-
way's place over. He added in his
sepulehral voice: ‘““Thiudegiskel’s
with them. You know, the king's
son. Wateh out for him, excellent
bess. He makes trouble.”

There were six of them, all young,
and they tramped into the house
wearing swords, which was not geod
manners by the standards of the
time. Thiudegiskel was a handsome,
blond young man who had inherited
his father’'s high-pitehed voice.

He stared at Padway like some-
thing in a zoo, and said: “I've
wanted to see your place ever since
I heard you and the old man were
mumbling over manuscripts to-
gether. I'm a eurious chap, you
know: aective-minded. What the
devil are all those silly machines
for?”

Padway did some explaining,
while the prince’s companions made
remarks about his personal appear-
ance in Gothie, under the mistaken
impression that he couldn’t under-
stand them.

“Ah, yes,” said Thiudegiskel, in-
terrupting one of the explanations.
“I think that’s all I'm interested in
here. Now, let’s see that book-mak-
ing machine.”

Padway showed him the presses.

“Oh, yes, I understand. Really a
simple thing, isn’t it? I could have



LEST DARKNESS FALL 49

invented it myself. All very well for
those who like it. Though I can read
and write and all that. Better than
most people, in fact. But I never
cared mueh for it. Dull business,
not suited te a healthy man like
me.”

“No doubt, no doubt, my lord,”
said Padway. He hoped that the red
rage he was feeling didn't show in
his face.

“Say, Willimer,” said Thiudegis-
kel, “you remember that tradesman
we had fun with last winter? He
looked something like this Martinus
person. Same big nose.”

Willimer roared with laughter.
“Do I remember it! Guths in himi-
nam! I'll never forget the way he
looked when we told him we were
going to baptize him in the Tiber,
with roeks tied to him so the angels
eouldn’t earry him eff! But the fun-
niest thing was when some soldiers
from the garrlsen arrested us fer
assauld”

Thiudegiskel said to Padway, be-
tween guffaws: “You ought to have
been there, Martinus. You should
have seen old Liuderis’ face when
he found out who we were! We made
him grovel, I ecan tell you. I've al-
ways regretted that I issed the
flogging of these soldiers whe
pinehed us. That’s ene thing abeut
e; 1 ean appreelate the humer of
things like that.”

“Would you like to see anything
more, my lord?” asked Padway, his
face wooden.

“Oh, I don't know— Say, what
are all those packing cases for?”

“Some stuff just arrived for our
machines, my lord, and we haven’t
gotten around to burning the cases,”
Padway lied.

Tanumsersker.  grinned good-na-
turedly. “Twying to fool me, huh?
I know what you're up to. You're

going to sneak your stuff out of
Rome before Belisarius gets here,
aren’t you? That’s one thing about
me; 1 can see through little tricks
like that. Well, ean’t say I blame
you. Though it sounds as theugh
you had Inside infermatlon en hew
the war will ge.” He examlined a
fiew brass teleseope en a werkbeneh.
“Tiis is an interesting little deviee.
1Nl take it aleng, if yeu den't ming.”

That was too much even for Pad-
way's monumental prudence. “No,
my lord, I'm sorry, but I need that
in my business.”

Thiudegiskel’s eyes were round
with astonishment. “Huh? You
mean I can’t have it?”

“That, my lord, is it.”

“Well ...uh ...uh...if you're
going to take that attitude, I'll pay
for it.”

“It isn’t for sale.”

Thiudegiskel’s neck turned slowly
pink with embarrassment and anger.
His five friends moved up behind
him, their left hands resting on their
sword hilts.

The one called Willimer said in
a Jow tone: “I think, gentlemen, that
our king's son has been insuiied.”

Thiudegiskel had laid the tele-
scope on the bench. He reached out
for it; Padway snatched it up and
smacked the end of the tube mean-
ingfully against his left palm. He
knew that, even if he got out of this
situation in one pieee, he’d eurse
himself for a deuble-dyed knhight-er-
ranting 1diet. But at the mement
he was tee furleus te eafe.

The uncomfortable silence was
broken by the shuffle of feet behind
Padway; he saw the Goths’ eyes
shift from him. He glanced around.
In the doorway were Fritharik, with
his sword belt hitehed around so the
scabbard was in front, and Nerva,
helding a three-foet length et
brenze bar-stock. Behind them eame
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the other workmen with an assort-
ment of blunt instruments,

“It seems,” said Thiudegiskel,
“that these people have no manners
whatever. We should give them a
lesson. But I promised my old man
to lay off fighting. That’s one thing
about me; I always keep my prom-
ises. Come along, boys.” They went.

‘Wit said Padway. “You boys
certainly saved my bacon. Thanks.”

“Oh, it was nothing,” said George
Menandrus airily. “I’'m rather sorry
they didn’t stay to fight it out. I'd
have enjoyed smacking their thick
skulls.”

“You? Homh! snorted Fritharik.
“Baoss, the first thing I saw when 1
started to round the men up was
this fellow sneaking out the back
door. You know how I changed his
mind? I said I'd hang him with a
rope made of his ewn if he didn't
stiek! And the others, I threatened
to eut thelr heads off and stiek them
en the fenee pallngs 1n front of the
heuse.” He eentemplated lnfinite
ealamities for a few seeonds, then
added: “But it wen’'t de any geed,
exeellent Martinus. These fellews
will have it in fer us, and m%’fe
pretty infliential, naturally. ey
ean get away with anything. We'll
all end in nameless graves yet”

Papway sTRUGGLED mightily to
get the movable parts of his equip-
ment packed for shipment to Flor-
ence. As far as he could remember
his Procopius, Florence had not been
besieged or sacked in Justinian’s
Gothle War, at least in the early
part,

But the job wasn't even half done
when eight soldiers from the garri-
son descended on him and told him
he was under arrest. He was getting
rather used to arrest by now, so he
ealmly gave his foremen and editor
orders about getting the equipment

moved and set up, and about seeing
Thomasus and trying to get in touch
with him. Then he went along.

On the way he offered to stand
the Goths drinks. They accepted
quickly enough. In the wineshop he
got the commander aside to suggest
a little bribe to let him go. The
Goth seermed to aceept, and pocketed
a solidus, Then when Padway, his
mind full ef plans for shaving his
beard, getting a herse, and gallep-
ping off to Flerence, broached the
subjeet of his release, the Geth
lesked at him with an air ef pained
SUFprise:

“Why, most distinguished Mar-
tinus, I couldn’t think of letting you
go! Our commander in chief, the
noble Liuderis, is a man of stern and
rigid prineiples. If my men talked,
he’d hear about it, and he’d break
me sure. Of eoukse I appreelate your
little gift, and I'll try to put In a
geod werd fof you.”

Padway said nothing, but he made
a resolve that it would be a long
day before he put in a good word
for this officer.

VL.

Liupmsis blew out his snowy whis-
kers and explained: “I am sorry you
deceived me, Martinus. I never
thought a true Arian would stoop to
. .. a8h .., eonniving with these pro-
Greek Italians to let a swarm of Or-
thedex fanatles into Italy.”

“Who says so?” asked Padway,
more annoyed than apprehensive.

“No less a person than the . ... ah
. . . noble Thiudegiskel. He told
how when he visited your house, you
not only insulted and reviled him,
but boasted of your connections with
the Impesialists. His companions
eorroborated him. They said you
had Inside information about a plan
for betraying Rome, and that yeu
were plafning te move your effects
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elsewhere to escape any disturb-
ances. When ray men arrested you,
they found that you were in fact
about to move.”

“My dear sir®™ cried Padway in
exasperation. “Domn’t you think 1
have any brains? If 1 were in on
some plot of that sort, de you think
I’g go around telling the werld abeut
it?”

Lieuderis shrugged. “I would not
know. I am only doing my duty,
which is to hold you for questioning
about this secret plan. Take him
away, Sigifritl.”

Padway hid a shudder at the word
“questioning.” If this honest block-
head got set on an idea, he’d have a
swell chanee of talking him out of it.

The Goths had set up a prison
camp at the north end of the city,
between the Flaminian Way and the
Tiber. Two sides of the camp were
formed by a hastily erected fence,
and the remaining two by the Wall
of Aurelian. Padway found that twe
Roman patrlelans had preeeded him
Inte eustedy; boeth said they had
been arrested on suspielon of esm:-
plieity in an Imperialist plet. Sev-
eral mere Romans arFived within a
few heurs.

The camp was no escape-proof
masterpiece, but the Goths made the
best of it. They kept a heavy guard
around the fence, and along the wall,
They even had a squad eamped
aeress the Tiber, in ease a prisoner
got over the wall and trled te swim
the fiver.

For three days Padway rusticated.
He walked from one end of the camp
to the other, and back, and forward,
and back. When he got tired of
walking he sat. When he got tired
of sitting he walked. He talked a
little with his fellow priseners, but
in a meedy and abstraeted manner.

He'd been a fool—well, at least
he’d been badly mistaken—in sup-

UN—

posing that he could carry out his
plans with as little difficulty as in
Chicago. This was a harsh, con-
vulsive world; you had to take it into
account, or you'd get caught in the
gears sooner of later. Even the ex-
perts at pelitieal Intrigue and uni-
formed banditry eften eame to a bad
end. What ehanee weuld such a
hepelessly unwarlike and wnpelitieal
alien as himself have?

Well, what chance did he have
anyway? He'd kept out of public
affairs as much as possible, and here
he was in a horrifying predicament
as a result of a petty squabble over
a brass telescope. He might just as
well have gone adventuring up to
the hilt. If he ever geot out, he
’ym%ld g6 adventuring. He'd shew
em!

Twe roUurRTH DAY failed to settle
Padway’s gnawing anxiety about his
interrogation. The guards seemed
excited about something. Padway
tried to question them, but they re-
buffed him. Listening to their mut-
terlng talk, he ecaught the word
folhmote. That meant that the great
fieeting was abeut to be held near
Takraelfa, at whieh the Geths weuld
eonsider what te de abeut the less
of Naples:

Padway got into talk with one of
the patrician prisoners. “Bet you a
solidus,” he said, “that they depose
Thiudahad and elect Wittigis king
in his place.”

The patrician, poor man, took him
on.
Thomasus the Syrian arrived. He
explained: “Nerva tried to get ia to
see you, but he couldn’t afford a
high enough bribe. How do they
treat you?”

“Not badly. The food’s not ex-
actly good, but they give us plenty
of it. What worries me is that Liu-
deris thinks I know all about some
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alleged conspiracy to betray Rome,
and he may use drastic methods to
try to get information out of me.”

“Oh, that. There is a conspiracy
afoot, all right. But I think you'll
be safe for a few days anyway. Liu-
deris has gone off to a eonvention,
and the Goths’ affairs are all in eon-
fusion.” He went en to repert on
the state of Padway’s business. “We
got the last ease off this merning.
Ebenezer the Jew is gein UEI to
Flefenee in a eauple of weeks. He'll
leele in and see that yeur feremen
haven't run eff with all yeur prep-
ety

“You mean to see whether they've
run off with it. Any war news””

“None, except that Naples suf-
fered pretty badly. Belisarius’ Huns
got out of hand when the town was
captured. But I suppose you know
that. You can’t tell me that yeu
haven’t some magleal knowledge of
the future.”

“Maybe. Which side do you fa-
vor, Thomasus™
“Me? Why—I hadn’t thought
about it much, but I suppose I favor
the Goths. These Italians haven’t
any more fight than a lot of rabbits,
so the country ean’t be really inde-
pendent. And If we have te be ruled
by outsiders, the Geths have been a
lot easler en us than Justinian’s tax
atherers weuld be. Only my OFthe-
ox friends ean’t be made to see it
that way. Like my eeusin Antie-
ehus; fof instanee. They beesme
eempletely ifratienal whed they get
off en the swbject of Arian heratics”
When Thomasus was ready to go,
he asked Padway: “Is there any-
thing I can bring you? I don’t know
what the guards will allow, but if
there’s some thimg—"
Padway thought. “Yes,” he said,
“I’'d Mke some painting equipmemnit.”
“[Painting? You mean you're go-

ing to whitewash the Wall of Au-
relian or g’
“No; stuff for painting pictures.
You know.” Padway made motions.
“Oh, that kind of painting. Sure.
It’ll pass the time.”

Papway wawmep to get on top of
the wall, to give the camp a proper
looking-over for ways of escape. So
when Thomasus brought his paint-
ing supplies, he applied to the com-
mander of the guards, a suily fellow
named Hrotheigs, for permission.
Hrotheigs took one look, and spoke
one word; “INW/*

Padway masked his ammoyance
and retired to ponder on How to
Win Friends. He spent the better
part of the day experimenting with
his equipment, which was a bit puz-
zling to one unaceustomed to it. A
fellow prisoner explained that you
eoated one of the thin boards with
wax, painted In water eoloF en this
surface, and then warmed the board
until the wax beeame soft eneugh te
abserb EH@_Plgﬁi@ﬂt-. It was tieklish
pusiness; if yed overheated the
Beard, the wax melted and the eslers
Fan.

Padway was not a professional
artist by any means. But an archae-
ologist has to know something about
drawing and painting in the exercise
of his profession. So the next day
Padway felt eonfident enough to ask
Hrotheigs if he would like his por-
trait painted.

The Goth for the first time looked
almost pleased. “Cuudd you make
a picture of me? I mean, one for me
to keegp?”

“Try to, excellent captain. I don't
know how good it'll be. You may
end up looking like Satanas with a
gut-ache.”

“Hubh? Like whom? Oh, I see!
Haw! Haw! Haw! You are a funny
fellow.”
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So Padway painted a picture. As
far as he could see. it looked as much
like any black-bearded ruffian as it
did like Hrotheigs. But the Goth
was delighted, asserting that it was
his splt and image. The second time
he made ne ebjections to Padway’s
elimbing the wall te paint land-
seapes from the tep, merely detail-
ing a guard to keep elese t8 him at
all times.

Saying that he had to pick the
best vantage point for painting, Pad-
way walked up and down the wall
the length of the eamp. At the north
end, where the wall turned east to-
ward the Flaminian Gate, the

reund eutside sloped dewn outside
oF a few yards te a reeess in the
rFiver bank—a small peel full of wa-
ter lilies:

He was digesting this information
when his attention was attracted to
the camp. A couple of guards were
bringing in a prisoner, in rich Gothic
clothes, who was not co-operating.
Padway recoghnized Thiudegiskel,
the king's preelous sen. This was
too interesting. Padway went dewn
the ladder.

“Hails,” he said. “Hello.”

Trumseisker, was squatting dis-
consolately by himself. He was
somewhat disheveled, and his face
had been badly bruised. Both eyes
would soon be swollen shut. The
Roman patrlelans were grinnlng wh-
sympathetieally at him.

He looked up. “Oh, it's you,” he
said. Most of the arrogance seemed
to have been let out of him, like air
out of a punctured balloon.

“I didn't expect to run into you
here,” said Padway. “You look as
if you'd had a hard time of it.”

“Wnit.” Thiudegiskel moved his
joints painfully. “A couple of those
soldiers we had flogged for arresting
us got hold of me.,” Surprisingly, he

grinned, showing a broken front
tooth. “Can‘’t say I blame them
much. That's one thing about me; 1
can always see the other fellow's
point of view.”

“What are you in for?”

“Hadn’t you heard? I'm not the
king's son any more. Or, rather, my
old man isn’t king. The convention
deposed him and elected that fat-
head Wittigis. So Fathead has me
loeked up so 1 ean’t make trouble.”

“Tsi;, tsk. Too bad.”

Thiudegiskel grinned painfully
again. “Don’t try to tell me you're
sorry for me. I'm not that stupid.
But say, maybe you can tell me
what sort of treatment to expect, and
whem to bribe, and so on.”

Padway gave the young man a
few pointers on getting on with the
guards, then asked: “Witheee’s Thiu-
dahad now?”

“I don't know. The last I'd heard
he'd gone up to Tiveli to get away
from the heat. But he was supposed
to come back down here this week.
Some piece of literary research he’s
working on.”

Between what Padway remem-
bered and the bits of information he
had picked up, he had by now a
pretty clear picture of the course
of events. Thiudahad had been de-
posed. The new king, Wittigis,
welild put up a leyal and determined
resistanee, but the result weuld be
werse than ne resistanee at all as
far as Italy was eeneerned. He
eouldn’t beat the Imperialists, hav-
ing ne brains te speak of. Neither
eauld the Imprrialists beat him, with
their slender forees; exeept By years
of destruetive ampaigning:

Padway had no very strong preju-
dice one way or the other in favor
of Imperial or Gothic rule in Italy.
It the Goths were lazy and ignorant,
the Greeks were rapacious and venal.
The sixth eentury Itallan was hepe-
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lessly unmilitary. On the whole, the
effect of the Gothic regime hadn't
been bad. The Goths inforced toler-
ance on a people whose idea of re-
ligious freedom was liberty to hang,
burn, or drown all members of other
sects. And the Goths looked on the
Peninsula as a pleasant home, full
of civilized amenities, to be pro-
tected and preserved. If left undis-
turbed long enough, they would mix
with the native Italians, and they
might form as strong a combination
as the Franks would with the Gauls
to produce Frenchmen,

But how could the Gothic regime
be preserved? If the Gothic king,
whoever he was, would take Pad-
way's advice, something might be
done. Wittigis, from all Padway had
heard, was not the man to do so.
But old Thiudahad, worthless as he
was by himself, migit be managed.

A plan began to form in Padway's
mind. He wished he'd told Thoma-
sus to hurry ‘back sooner. To keep
darkness from falling—

Win Thowmsws did  appear,
Padway told him: “I want a couple
of pounds of sulphur, mixed with
olive oil to form a paste, and some
eandles. And forty feet of light rope,
streng enough te support a man.”

“Look here, Martinus, you‘re per-
fectly safe for the time being, so
why don’t you just stay here instead
of trying some erazy scheme of es-
eaping?”

“Oh, I have reasons. The conven-
tion should break up today or to-
meorrow, from what I hear, and I’ve
got to get out before it does, if pos-
sible.”

“Listen to him! Just listen! Here
T am, the best friend he has in Rome,
and does he pay attention to my ad-
viee? No! He wants to break out
of the eamp, and maybe get an ar-
row through the kidney for his pains,

and then go get mixed up with
Gothic polities. Did you ever hear
the like? Martinus, you haven't
some wild idea of getting yousself
elected king of the Geths, have you?
Beocause It wen't werk. You have t8
b@___”

“I know,” grinned Padway. “You
have to be a Goth of the noble fam-
ily of the Amals, That’s why I'm in
such a hurry to get out. You want
the business saved so you'll get your
loans baek, den’t youw?”

“But how on earth am I to smug-
gle those things in? The guards
watech pretty closelly.”

“Bring the sulphur-paste in a con-
tainer at the bottom of a food bas-
ket. If they open it, say it's some-
thing my physieian ordered. And
for the rope—let’s see—I knew, go
te my taller and get a green eloak
like mine. I’ve notieed several of
them areund; 1 seem te have started
a style. Have him fasten the repe
inside areund the edges, ligml]y; 56
it ean Be ripped aut guiekly. Then,
when yeu eeme iR, 1ay yeur eleak
alengside hihe; and piek mine wp
whe yeu go."

“Mantimus, that's a crazy plan. 1'll
get caught sure, and what will be-
ecome of my family? No, you'd bet-
ter do as I say. I ecan’t risk innocent
people’s futures, What time would
you want e to eome around with
the repe and things™

Papway sat on the Wall of Au-
relian in the bright morning sun-
shine. He affected to be much inter-
ested in the Tomb of Hadrian down
river on the other side. The guard
who was detailed te him, one Aiulf,
leoked over his shoulder. Padway
appreelated Alulf’s interest, but he
sometimes wished the Geth’s beard
was less leng and Bﬂﬁ:‘%: It was a
diseonesrting thing te Rave erawl-
ing ever yeur shelder and dewn
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your shirt front when you were try-
ing to get a color just right.

“You see,” he explained in halting
Gothic, “I hold the brush out and
look past it at the thing I am paint-
ing, and mark its apparent length
and height off on the brush with my
thumb. That is how I keep every-
thing In proper proportion.

“I see,” said Aiulf in equally bad
Latin—both were having a little
language practice. “But suppose you
want to paint a small picttwee-
how would you say—with a lot of
things In it just the same? The
measurefients on the brush would
all be tee large, weuld they net®
Alulf; for a eamp guard, was net at
all stupid.

Padways attention was actually
on things other than the Tomb. He
was covertly watching all the guards,
and his little pile of belongings. All
the prisoners did that, for obvious
reasons. But Padway’s interest was
special. He was wondering when the
eandle coneealed In the foed basket
weuld bura dewn te the sulphur-
paste. He had apparently had a let
of trouble that merning getting his
brazier geing; aetually he had been
gemig is {itle inferrial machine set

alse esuldn’t help stealing
QH gecasional nerveus glanee at the
seldiers seress the river, and at the
fily-eevered peel behind hif:

Aiulf grew tired of watching and
retired a few steps. He sat down on
his little stool, took up his flutelike
instrument, and started to play faint
moaning notes. The thing sounded
like a banshee lost in a rain barrel,
and never failed to give Padway the
slithering ereeps. But he valued
Alulf’s geed will toe mueh te protest.

He worked and worked, and still
his contraption showed no signs of
life. The candle must have gone
out; it would surely have burned
down to the sulphur by now. Of the

sulphur had failed to light. It would
soon be time for lunch. If they
called him down off the wall, it
would arouse suspicion for him to
say he wasn’t hungry. Perhaps.

Aiulf stopped his moaning for an
instant. “What is the matter with
your ear, Mastinus? You keep rub-
bing it.”

“Just an itch,” replied Padway.
He didn't say that fingering his ear
lobe was a symptom of shrieking
nervousness. He kept on painting.
One result of his attempt, he
thought, would be the lousiest pic-
ture of a tomb ever painted by an
amateur artist.

BxrLow, in the camp, a prisoner
coughed; then another. Then they
were all coughing. Fragments of
talk floated up: “What the devill—"
“Must be the tanneries—" ‘“Can’t
be, they're two or three miles from
here—=" ‘“That’s burning sulphur,
by all the saimis=" “Maybe the
devil Is paying us a eall=" Peeple
meved areund; the eeu ghlﬁg n-
ereased; the guards trailed inte the
eathp. Semebsdy leeated the seuree
of the fumes and kieked Padway’s
pile. Instantly 2 square yard was
eovered With yellew mHsR ever
whieh little Blu flames daneed.
T*a%fs wsrg §H§H§H ia?euﬁ A thin
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Padway had planned his course so
carefully in his mind that he went
through it almost unconscious of the
individual acts. Over his brazier
were two little pots of molten wax,
both already pigmented. He plunged
his hands into the sealding stuff and «
smeared his faee and beard with
dark green wax. It hardened almast
instantly. With his fingers he then
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smeared three large circle of yellow
wax from the other pot over the
green.

Then, as if he were just strolling,
he walked up to the angle of the
wall, squatted down out of sight of
those in the eamp, ripped the rope
out of the lining of his eloak, and
slipped a bight over a prejection at
the eorner of the wall. A last glanee
aeross the river showed that the sel-
dlers ever there hadn't, appar f
netleed anything, theugh they eeuld
have heard the eammetion inside the
wall if they’d listened: Padway lew:
ered himself dewn the nerth faee ef
the wall, hand ever hand.

He flipped the rope down after
him. As he did so, a flash of sun-
light on his wrist made him ecurse
silently. His wateh would be ruined
by prolonged soaking; he sheuld
have thought to give It te Thema-
sus. He saw a loese stone In the
wall. He pulled it eut, wrapped the
wateh In his handkerehief, put it in
the hele, and replaced the stene. It
teelk enly a few seeonds; Byt he lnew
he was Being insanely foolish £ Flsk
the 1ess ef time for the sake of the
wateh. On the ether Hand, bein
the kind of BerseR he was, he jus
eeuldn’t ruin the wateR iknewingly:

He trotted down the slope to the
pond. He didn't throw himself in,
but walked carefully out to where it
was a couple of feet deep. He sat
down in the dark water, like a man
getting into an overhot tub bath,
and stretched out on his back among
the pond lilies until only his nose
and eyes were above water. He
moved the water plants around un-
til they hid him pretty thoroughly.
For the rest, he had to rely on the
green of his eleak and his blzarre
faelal eameuflage for esneealiment.
He waited, listening e his ewd heart
and the murmur frem ever the wall.

He hadn’t long to wait. There
were shouts, the blowing of whistles,
the pounding of large Gothic feet on
the top of the wall. The guards
waved to the soldiers acress the
river. Padway didn’t dare tura his
head far eneugh teo see, but he eould
imagine a rewbeat’s belng put eut.

“Aidort! The fiend seems to have
vanished into thin air—" “He’s hid-
ing somewhere, you idiot! Search,

search! Get the horses out!™

Padway lay still while guards
searched around the base of the wall
and poked swords into bushes bafely
big enough to hide a Sealyham. He
lay still while a small fish madden-
ingly investigated his left ear. He
lay still, his eyes almeost elesed, while
a couple of Goths walked around the
pond and stared hard at It and at
him, hardly thirty feet frem them.
He lay still while 2 Goth en a herse
rede splashing through the pend, a6:
tually passing within fifteen feet of
him. He lay still threugh the whele
leng afterneen; while the seunds et
seareh and pursuit rese aRd ebped;
and Hnally faded away csmpletely.

NBVITTA GUMBMIKND'S son was jus-
tifiably startled when a man rose
from the shadows of the bushes that
lined the driveway to his house and
called him by name. He had just
ridden up te the farm. Hermann, in
tew as usual, had his swerd halfway
eut befere Martin Padway identified
himself.

He explained: “I got here a
couple of hours ago, and wanted to
borrow a horse. Your people said
you were away at the convention,
but that you’d be back sometime to-
night. So I've been waiting.” He
went on to tell briefly of his impris-
enment and eseape.

The Goth bellowed. “Hah! Hah!
You mean to say, hah! hah! that you
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lav in the pond all day, right under
the noses of the guards, with your
face painted up like a damned
flower? Hah! Hah! That’s the best
thing I ever heard"™ He dismounted.
“Come on in the house and tell me
more about it. Whev, you eertainly
stink like a frog pond, eld frijonds!™

Later he said, more seriously: “I'd
like to trust you, Martinus. By all
accounts, you’re a pretty reliable
young man, in spite of your funny
foreigh ways. But how do I Hnamo
that Lluderis wasi't right? There
is semething gueer abeut yeu, you
knew. People say you ean foresee
the future, but try te hide the faet.
And seme of these maehines of
yours de smell a little bit of magic.”

“I'l tell you,” said Padway
thoughtfully. “I can see a little bit
of the future. Don’t blame me; 1
just happen to have that power. Sa-
tanas has nothing to do with it.
That is, I ean sometimes see what
will happen ij people are allowed to
de what they intend te. It I use my
knewledge te intervene, that ehanges
the future, se my vislen isp’t true
any mere.

“In this case, I know that Wittigis
will lose the war. And he'll lose it
in the worst possible way—at the
end of years of fighting which will
completely devastate Italy. Not his
fault. He's simply built that way.
The last thing I want is to see the
eountry ruined; it would spell a let
of plans I have. Se I propese to in-
tervene and ehange the natural
course of events. The results may
Be better; they eauld hardly be
werse.”

Nevitta frowned. “You mean
you're going to try to defeat us
Goths quickly. I don't think I could
agree to suctih—"

“No. I propose to win. your ‘war
for you. If I can.”

Vil

tr Papway wasn’t mistaken, and
if Procopius hadn't lied, Thiudahad
ought to pass along the Flaminian
Way within the next twenty-four
hours in his panicky flight to Ra-
venna. All the way, Padway had
asked people whether the ex-king
had passed that way. All said no.

Now, on the outskirts of Narnia,
he was as far north as he dared go.
The Flaminian Way forked at this
point, and he had no way of know-
ing whether Thiudahad would take
the new road or the old. So he and
Hermann made themselves easy by
the side of the road and listened to
their horses cropping grass. Pad-
way looked at his compamnion with a
bilious eye. Hermann had taken
much too much beer aboard at Oc-
riculum.

To Padway’s questions and his in-
structions about taking turns at
watching the road, he merely grinned
idiotically and said “Ja, ja™ He had
finally gone to sleep in the middle of
a sentence, and no amount of shak-
ing would arouse him.

Padway walked up and down in
the shade, listening to Hermann's
snores and trying to think. He had
not slept since the previous day, and
here that whiskery slob was taking
the ease that he, Padway, needed
badly. Maybe he sheuld have
grabbed a eouple of hours at Ne-
vitta’s—=but If he'd enee gotten to
sleep nething short of an earthguake
wedld have getten him up. His
stemnaen was jumpy: he had ne ap-
?em@; and this aeevrsed sixth eeh-
uf?f werld didn’t even have eoffee
te lighten the weights that dragged
dewn his eyelids:

Suppose Thiudahad didn’t show
up?: Or suppose he went roundabout,
by the Salarian Way? Or suppose
he’d already passed? Time after
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time he'd tensed himself as dust ap-
peared down the road, only to have
it materialize as a farmer driving an
oxcart, or a trader slouching along
on a mule, of a small half-naked boy
driving a few goats.

Could his, Padaway’s, influence
have changed Thiudahad’s plans so
that his course of action would be
different from what it should have
been? Padway saw his influence as
a set of ripples spreading over a pool.
By the mere faet of having known
him, the lives of peeple like Thema-
sus and Fritharlk had already been
@hanged radieally frem what they
weuld have been if he'd never ap-
peared in Reme.

But Thiudahad had seen him only
twice, and nothing very drastic had
happened either time. Thiudahad's
course in time and space might have
been altered, but only very shighily.

At least, Tancredi had been right
about this being an entirely new
branch of the tree of time, as he
called it. The things that Padway
had done so far, while only a fraec-
tion of what he hoped to do, couldn’t
help ehange history somewhat. Yet
he hadn’t vanished Inte thin air,
as he sheuld have if this had been
the same histery that predueed him.

That new bit of dust down the
road was probably another damned
cow or flock of sheep. No, it was a
man 611 a horse. Probably some fat
Narnian burgher. He was in a hurry,
whoever he was. Padway’s ears
eaught the blowing of a hard-ridden
gﬁa@dunt; then he recognized Thiuda-

“Hermann!” he yelled.

“A khlokihkhidtikdng,® snored Her-
mann. Padway ran over and poked
the Goth with his boot. Hermann
said: "MKy,  AKDKdhg:
Meiwa Rwbhs— guhhhg., ANikhkhg

Padway gave up; the ex-king
would be up to them in an instant.

He swung aboard his horse and
trotted out into the road with his
arm up. “Hey, Thiudahad! My
lord?”

Tmmwaman kicked his horse and
hauled on the reins at the same time,
apparently undecided whether to
stop, try to run past Padway, or
turn around the way he had come,
The exasperated animal thereupon
put its head down and bueked. The
waters of the Nar shewed blue be-
tween Thiudahad and his saddle fer
a seeend; he eame dewn 84 the sad-
dle with a thump and elutened it
frantieally. His faee was white with
terrer and Brewn with gust.

Padway leaned over and gathered
up the reins. “Calm yourself, my
lord,” he said.

“Who . . . who . . . what— Ob,
it's the publisher. What’s your
name? Don't tell me; 1 know it.
Why are you stopping me? I've got
to get to Ravenna . . . Ravenna="

“Calm yourself. You'd never
reach Ravenna alive.”

“Wihat do you mean? Are you out
to murder me, too?”

“Not at all. But, as you may have
heard, I have some small skill at
reading the future.”

“Oh, dear, yes, I've heard. What's
. .. what's my future? Don't tell me
I'm going to be killed! Please don’t
tell me that, excellent Ma¥tinus. I
don’t want to die. If they'll just let
me live 1 won't bother amybody
again, ever.” The little gray-bearded
man falrly gibbered with fright.

“If you'll keep still for a few min-
utes, I'll tell you what I see. Do you
remember when, for a consideration,
you gypped a noble Goth out of a
beautiful heiress who had been
promised to him in manriege””

“QOh, dear me. That would be Op-
taris Winithar’s son, wouldn't it?
Only don't say ‘gypped,” excellent
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Martinus. I merely ... ah . .. ex-
erted my influence on the side of
the better man. But wihy?”

“Wittigis gave Optaris a commis-
sion to hunt you down and kill you.
He’s following you now, riding day
and night. If you continue toward
Ravenna, this Optaris will catch up
with you before you get there, pull
you off your horse, and eut your
throat—like this, Kkhh!” Padway
elutehed his owna beard with one
hand, tilted his ehla up, and drew
a finger aeroess his Adam’s apple.

Thiudahad covered his face with
his hands. “What’ll I do, what'll 1
do? If I could get to Ravenna, I
have friends there—"

“Thhat’s what yow think. The
Goths of your Royal Council think
otherwise.”

“But isn't there anything? I mean,
is Optaris fated to kill me no matter
what I do? Can't we hide?”

“Perhaps. My prophecy is good
only if you try to carry out your
original plamn.”

“Well, we’ll hide, then.”

“All right, just as soon as I get
this fellow awake.” Padway indi-
cated Hermann.

“Why wait for him?
just leave hum?”

“He works for a friend of mine.
He was supposed to take care of me,
but it’s turned out the other way
around.” They dismounted, and
Padway resumed his efforts to arouse
Hermann.

Thiudahad sat down on the grass
and moaned: “Such ingratitude!
And I was such a good kimg—"

“Sure,” said Padway acidly, “ex-
cept for breaking your oath to Ama-
lasuentha not to interfere in public
affairs, and then having her mur-
dered—"

“But you don't understand, ex-
cellent Martinus. She had had our
noblest patriot, Count Tulum, mur-

Why not

dered, along with those other two
friends of her son Athalanilk—"

“—and intervening—for a consid-
eration, again—in the last Papal
election; offering to sell Italy to Jus-
tinian in return for an estate near
Constantinople and an aunmuitfy—"

“Whait? How did you know— 1
mean it’s a lie™

“I know lots of things. To con-
tinue; neglecting the defense of
Italy; failing to relieve Naples—=

“Oh, dear me. You don't under-
stand, I tell you. I hate all this mili-
tary business. I admit I'm no sol-
dier; I'm a scholar. So I leave it to
my generals. That’s only sensible,
isn’t P

“As events have proved—mno.”

“Oh, dear. Nobody understands
me,” moaned Thiudahad.

“That’s too bad,” said Padway.
“But if you want to go on living,
you'll do as I say from now on.”

“What? Now, look here, Martinus,
even if I'm not king any more, I'm
of noble birth, and I won’t be dic-
tated to—"

“Suit yourself.” Padway rose and
walked toward his horse. “I'll ride
down the road a way. When I meet
Optaris, I'll tell him where to find
you.”

“Ba#! Don’t do that! I'll do
what you say! I'll do anything, only
don’t let that awful man catch me!™

“All right. If you obey orders,
I may even be able to get you back
your kingship. But it'll be purely
nominal -~ this time, undersiand.”
Padway didn’t miss the crafty gleam
in Thiudahad’s eyes. He added:
“Just in ease you're tempted to
treat me the way you treated Ama-
lasuentha, 1 have a maehine safely
hidden away. If anything unfor-
tunate should happen te e, sueh
as Imprisonfment ofF death, the ma-
ehine would eperate to give yeu a
peeuliarly herrible ferm of leprosy.
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Your eyeballs will rot—" He gave
Thiudahad a detailed and emetic
description of what would happen to
him. With each phrase Thiudahad
seemed to grow smaller and older.
Then the eyes shifted past Padway.

“Here he comes! It’s the mur-
derer, Optaris!” he squealed.

Papway spun around. Sure
enough, a burly Goth was smoking
up the road toward them. This was
a fine state of affairs, thought Pad-
way. He'd wasted so much time
talking that the pursuer had caught
up with them. He should have had
a few hours' leeway still; but there
the man was. What to do; what
to do?

He had no weapon but a knife
designed for cutting steaks rather
than human throats, Thiudahad
had no sword, either, To Padway,
brought up in a world of Thompson
submachine guns, swords seemed
silly weapons, always catching you
between the knees. So it had never
oceurred to him to form the habit
of toting one. He realized his error
as his eye caught the flash of Op-
taris' blade. The Goth leaned for-
ward and kicked his horse straight
at them.

Thiudahad stood rooted to the
gpot, trembling violently and mak-
ing little meowing seunds of terror.
He wet his dry lips and squealed
one word over and over: ‘“'Armaio!
Merey!” Optaris grinned through
his beard and swung his right arm

up.

At the last instant Padway dived
at the ex-king and tackled him, roll-
ing him_out of the way of Optaris’
horse. He scrambled up as Optaris
reined in furiously, the animal's
hoofs kicking dust forward as they
braked. Thiudahad got up, too, and
bolted for the shelter of the trees.
With a yell of rage Optaris jumped

to the ground and took after him.
Meantime, Padway had had a rush
of brains to the head. He bent over
Hermann, who was beginning to re-
vive, tore Hermann's sword out of
the seabbard, and sprinted to eut off
Optaris. It wasn’t neeessary. Op-
taris saw him cowing and started
for him, evidently gre eFFing to set-
tle with Padway befere the latter
eould take him in Hank.

Now Padway cursed himself for
all kinds of a fool. He had only the
crudest theoretical knowledge of
fencing, and no practieal experience
whatever. The heavy Gethle
broadsword was unfamillar and un-
comfortable in his sweaty hand, and
he eould see the whites ef Optaris’
eyes as the Geth trotted up t8 him,
teek his measure, shifted his weight,
and whipped his swerd arm up fef
a baekhand slash.

Padway’s parry was more instinc-
tive than designed. The blades met
with a great clang, and Padway’s
borrowed sword went sailing away,
end over end, into the woods. Quiek
as a flash Optaris struek again, but
met only alr and swung himselt half-
way around. It Padway was an In-
competent feneer, there was nothing
the matter with his legs. He
sprinted after his swerd, feund it
and kept right en running with Op:-
tarls panting heavily after him.
He'd Been a miner guarter-mile star
in eellege; if he esuld run the legs
off Optaris maybe the edds weuld
Be nearer even when they finatly—
Wmph! He tripped ever & rest and
sprawled en his faes:

Somehow he rolled over and got
to his feet before Optaris came up
to him. And, somehow, he got him-
self between Optaris and a pair of
big oaks that grew too close together
to be squeezed between. So there
was nothing for him to do but stand
and take it. As the Geth elumped



The stinking mass of oil-soaked rags and burning sulphur looped off through the
night. Am instant later Befisarius’. camp sounded like an angry hornets’ mest.
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forward and swung his sword over
his head, Padway, in a last despair-
ing gesture, thrust as far as he could
at Optaris’ exposed chest, more with
the idea of keeping the man off than
of hurting him,

Now, Optaris was an able fighter.
But the swordplay of his age was
almost entirely with the edge. No-
body had ever worked a simple stop
thrust on him. So it was no fault
of his that in his effort to get within
eutting distanee of . Padway, he
spitted himself neatly on the out-
thrust blade. His own slash fal-
tered, and ended agalﬂgt ene of the
eaks. The Geth kp@d, tried to
breathe, and his thiek legs slowly
sagged. He fell, ullmg the §wafa
eut of his Bedy. His hands elawed
at the dirt, and a3 great river of
Bleed ran frem his meHth:

When Thiudahad and Hermann
came up they found Padway vomit-
ing quietly against a tree trunk. He
barely heard their congratulations.

Finally he said to Thiudahad:
“We'd better disguise you. If you're
recognized, Wittigis will send an-
other of your friends around to call.
Better take that beard off first. It's
too bad you already have your hair
eut short, Roman style.”

“Maybe,” said Hermann, “could
cut him off nose. Then nobody
recognize.”

“Oh!” cried Thiudahad, clutching
the member indicated. “Oh, dear
me! You wouldn’t really disfigure
me that way, most excellent, most
noble Martinus?”

“Not if you behave yourself, my
lord. And your clothes are entirely
too fancy. Hermann, could I trust
you to go into Narnia and buy an
Ttalian peasant’s Sumndtey-go-to-
ehureh outfit?”

“Ja, ja, you give me silubr. 1 go.”

“What?” squeaked Thiudahad.
“I will not get myself up in such an

absurd costume! A prince of the
Amals has his digmity—"

Padway looked at him narrowly
and felt the edge of Hermann's
sword. He said silkily: “Then, my
lord, you do prefer the loss of your
nose? No? 1 thought not. Give
Hermann a eouple of solidi. We’ll
make a prosperous farmer of yeu.
How are you en Umbrian diglleat?”

X.

Lumeris Oskar’s son, commander
of the garrison of the city of Rome,
looked out of his office window
gloomily at the gray September
skies. The world had been turning
upside down too often for his sim-
ple, loyal soul. First Thiudahad is
deposed and Wittigis elected king.
Then Wittigis, by seme mysterigus
process, eenvinees himself and the
ether Gethie leaders that the wa
deal with the redeubtable Beli sﬁt
FIH§ is t8 run off ta Ravenna, leav-

ing an inadequate garrisen in Reme.
ARd new it transpires that the eiti-
Zens are heesming disaffected; warse,
that his tresps are afrald t8 try 18
held Eh@ aw 4 9!95% the Greeks;

Worse Pope §ii¥€ﬂH§
Bl&ﬂa 834 v elqtmg his qm§ EB
lgi§ H the grsund

heretie, has Been EBIFS BH Hﬁ
Wﬁ ﬁ%ll%ﬁﬂ'% {E &t 8
%P@Hgiﬂg g 88‘3 23 SHFFS gk 8

But all these shocks were mild
compared to that which he got when
the two callers announced by his or-
derly turned out to be Martin Pad-
way and ex-King Thiudahad, whom
he recognized immediately despite
his elean-shaven state. He simply
sat, stared, and blew oeut his whis-
kers, “You!” he said. “You!”

“Yes, us,” said Padway mildly.
“You know Thiudahad, King of the
Ostrogoths and Italians, I believe.
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And you know me. I'm the king's
new quaestor, by the way.” (That
meant he was a combination of sec-
retary, legal draftsman, and ghost
writer.

“But . . . but we have another
king! You two are supposed to have
prices on your heads or somethimg ™

“Oh, that,” smiled Padway neg-
ligently. “The Royal Council was
a little hasty in its action as we
hope to show them in time. We'll
explaiin—

“But where have you been? And
how did you escape from my camp?
And what are you doing here”"

“One thing at a time, please, ex-
cellent Liuderis, First, we've been
up at Florence collecting a few sup-
plies for the campaign. 2

“What campaign””

“—second, I have ways of getting
out of camps denied to ordinary
men. Third, we’re here te lead your
troops against the Greeks and de-
stroy them.”

“You are mad, both of you! 1
shall have you locked up wmtill—"

“Now, now, wait until you hear us.
Do you know of my . . .ah.
little gifts for seeing the future re-
sults of men’s actions””

“Unh, I have heard things. But
if you think you can seduce me away
from my duty by some wild tale—"

“[Exactly, my dear sir. The king
will tell you how I foresaw Optaris’
unfortunate attempt on his life, and
how I used my knowledge to thwart
Optaris’ plans. It yeu Insist, I ean
produee mere evidence.

“For instance, I can tell you that
you'll get no help from Ravenna.
That Belisarius will march up the
Latin Way in November. That the
pope will persuade your garrison to
march away before they arrive. And
that you will remain at your post,
and be eaptured and sent te Cen-
stantineple.”

Lovprmis gauped. “Are you in
league with Satanas? Or perhaps
you are the devil himself? I have
not told a soul of my determination
to stay if my garrison leaves, and
yet you know of it.”

Padway smiled. “No such luck,
excellent Liuderis. Just an ordinary
flesh-and-blood man who happens to
have a few special gifts. Moreover,
Wittigis will eventually lose his war,
though only after years of destruc-
tive fiigitiigy. That is, all these
things will happen unless you change
your plans.”

It took an hour of talk to wear
Liuderis down to the point where he
asked: “Well, what plans for opera-
tions against the Greeks did you
have in mind?”

Padway replied: “We know
they'll come by the Latin Way, so
there's no point in leaving Tarracina
garrisoned. And we know about
when they'll come. Counting the
Tarracina garrison, about how many
men eould you eolleet by the end
of next month?”

Liuderis blew out his whiskers and
thought. “If I called in the men
from Formia—six thousand, perhaps
seven. About half and half archers
and lancers. That is, assuming that
King Wittigis did not hear of it and
interfere. But news travels slowlky.”

“If I could show you how you'd
have a pretty good chance against
the Greeks, would you lead them
out?”

“I do not know. I should have
to think. Perhaps. If as you say
our king—exocuse me, noble Thiu-
dahad, I mean the other king—is
bound to be defeated, it might be
worth taking a chance on. What
would you de?”

“Befisarius has about ten thou-
sand men,” replied Padway. “He’ll
leave two thousand to garrison
Naples and other southera towns.
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He'll still outnumber us a little. 1
notice that your brave Wittigis ran
off when he had twenty thousand
available.”

Liuderis shrugged and looked em-
barrassed. “It is true, that was not
a wise move. But he expects mamy
thousands more from Gaul and Dal-
matia.”

“Have your men had any practice
at night attacks?” asked Padway.

“Night attacks? You mean to
assault the enemy at night? No, 1
never heard of such a proceeding.
Battles are always fought in the day-
time. A night attack does not
sound very practical to me. How
would you keep control of your
men?”

“That’s just the point. Nobody
ever heard of the Goths making a
night attack, so it ought to have
some chance of success. But it'll
require special training. First, you'll
have to throw out patrols on the
roads leading north, to turn back
people whoe might earry the news to
Ravenna. Then I'll need help to
get some more of my telegraph
towers finished, so we’ll knew just
when Belisarius leaves Naples and
hew fast he advanees. And 1 need
a8 eouple of good, eatapult engineers.
1 don’t want to def;_eﬁa entirely on
the beoks in the librafies for my
artillery. 1f nene of yeur treeps
knews anything abeut eatapults, we
pught te be aBle te dre Hp 4
Roman ef twe whe dees. And yeu
might QB?BIHE e t8 yeur stai—
%_Bﬂ den’t have staffs? Then it’s
ime yeu started—at a reasonable
salary ="

Papway LAYy on a hilltop near
Fregellae and watched the Imperial-
ists through a telescope. He was
surprised that Belisarius, as the fore-
most soldier of his age, hadn’t
thrown scouts out farther; but then,

this was 536. His advance party
consisted of a few hundred mounted
Huns and Moors, who galloped
about, pushing up side roads a few
hundred yards and racing back.
Then came two thousand of the fa-
mous oataphraeti or euirassiers,
trotting in orderly formation. The
low, eold sun glittered on the scales
of their armor. These were the best
and eertainly the mest versatile sol-
diers In the werld, and everybody
was afrald of them. Padway, wateh-
ing thelr eleaks and searves flutier
behind them, didn’t feel tee een-
fident himself. Thea eame three
theusand Isaurian arehers marehin

afest, and finally twe theusan

fnore edirassiers:

Liuderis, at Padway’s elbow, saidi:
“That is some sort of signal. Ja,
I believe they are going to camp
there. How did you know they
would pick that spot, Martinus”

“Simple. You remember that
little device I had on the wheel of
that wagon? That measures dis-
tance. I measured the distances
along the road. Knowing their nor-
mal day’s mareh and the point they
started from, the rest was easy.”

“Tuk, tsk, wonderful. How do
you think of all those things?” Liu-
deris’ big, trustful eyes reminded
Padway of those of a St. Bernard.
“Shall I have the engineers set up
Brunhilde now?”

“Not yet. When the sun sets
we'll measure the distance to the
camp.”

“How will you do that without
being seem?”

“I'll. show you when the time
comes. Meanwhile make sure that
the boys keep quiet and out of
s]g Ay

Liuderis frowned. “Tthey will not
like having to eat a cold supper. If
we do not watch them, somebody
will surely start a fire
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Padway sighed. He'd had plenty
of sad experience with the tempera-
mental and undisciplined Goths. One
minute they were as excited as small
boys over the plans of Mysterious
Mastinus, as they called him; the
next they were growling on the edge
of mutiny abeut the enforeement of
some petty regulation. Sinee Pad-
way felt that it weuldn’t do for him
to order them areund direetly, poor
Liuderis had te take it.

The Byzantines set up their camp
with orderly promptitude.

Papway cor UP, grunting at the
weight of his shirt of scale mail. He
wished a lot of things, such as that
he'd had time to train some mounted
archers. They were the only troops
who could really deal on even terms
with the deadly Byzantine euiras-
siers. But he’d have to hope that
darkness would nullify the Imperial-
Ists’ advantage in knlssle fire.

He superintended the driving of
a stake into the ground and paced
off the base of a triangle. With a
little geometry he figured the quar-
ter-mile distance that was Brun-
hilde's range, and ordered the big
eatapult set up. The thing required
eleven wagon leads of lumber, even
though it was. not of reeord size.
Padway hovered around his engi-
neers nerveusly, jumping and hissin
reprimands when semebedy dreppe
a pieee of wiv6d.

Snatches of song came from the
camp. Apparently Padway’s scheme
of leaving a wagon load of brandy
where foragers would be sure to find
it bad had results, despite Belisarius’
well-known strictness with drunken
soldiers.

The bags of sulphur paste were
brought out. Padway looked at his
watch, which he had recovered from
the hole in the wall. It was nearly
midnight, though he’d have sworn

the job hadn’'t taken over an hour.

“All ready?” he asked. “[Light the
first bag.” The oil-soaked rags were
lit. The bag was placed in the sling.
Padway himself pulled the lanyard.
The bag did a fiery parabela. Pad-
way raced up the little knoll that
masked his pesitien. He missed see-
ing the bag land in the eamp. But
the drunken sengs ended; instead
there was a grewing buzz as ef a
nest of irritated hernets. Behind
him Whips eraeked and repes
ereaked in the dark, as the herses
heaved en the Blgek-and-taekle he'd
Figged up foF guiek recoeking.

Hamy  The fuse eame eut of
the second Bag iR midaif; s8 that
it continved 1tS cpurse 8 the camp
HAseen aAd R le?§§; NeVeF ming;
angther wanld fgllow 1% 3 few sec
. A e s%%ﬁf
prtched £mmands: %z: A

“ILiuderis!” Padway called. “Give
your sigmallf”

Over in the camp the horse lines
began to scream. The horses didn't
like sulphur dioxide. Good; maybe
the Imperialist eavalry would be
immobilized. @ Under the other
noises Padway heard the elank and
shuffle of the Goths, getting under
way. Something In the eamp was
burning brightly. Its light shewed a
eompafny of Geths en Padway's
right pleking their way ever the
Broken,; weed-covered greund. Their
Big reund shields were painted white
fof reeegnitien, and every man had
a wet rag tied over his hese. Pad-
way theught they sught te be aBle
tg frighten the I'mperialists if the
esHldR’t de_anything else: OR 3ll
sides the night was alive with the
little grange twinkle of Arelight eg
g%glg& seale sRiFts, and swor

As the Goths closed in, the noise
increased tenfold, with the addition
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of organized battle yells, the flat
snap of bowstrings, and finally the
blacksmith’s symphony of metal on
metal. Padway eould see “his” men,
black against the fires, grow simaller
and then drop eut ef sight inte the
camp dlteh. Then there was enly
a confused blur of mevement and a
great din as the attackers serambled
up the ether side—invisible until
they pepped up inte the Rrelight
agaln—and mixed it with the de-
fenders.

One of the engineers called to say
that that was all the sulphur bags,
and what should they -do new?
“Stand by for further orders,” re-
plied Padway.

“But captain, can't we go fight?
We're missing all the fun?

“I¥i, you can't! You’re the only
engineer corps west of the Adriatic
that's worth a damn, and T won’t
h?;ve you getting yourselves killed
O !”

“Huh!” said a voice in the dark.
“This is a cowardly way of doing,’
standing back here. Let’s go, boys.
To hell with Mysterious Martinus™
And bef8re Padway eould do any-
thing, the twenty-odd eatapult men
trotted off toward the fires.

Padway angrily called for his
horse and rode off to find Liuderis.
The commander was sitting his horse
in front of a solid mass of laneers,
The firelight pieked out their helims
and faces and shoulders, and the
forest of vertieal lanees. They
looked like something eut of a2 Wag-
nerlan epera.

Padway asked: “Has there been
any sign of a sortie yet?”

“NO." N N ,

“There will be, if I know Beli-
sarius. Who’s going to lead this

why the commander sihowilt—"
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“I know, Martinus,” said Liuderis
firmly. “You have lots of ideas.
But you’re young. I'm an old sol-
dier, you know. Honor requires that
I lead my men. Look, ism't some-
thing doing in the eanmp?”

True ENoucH, the Imperial cav-
alry was coming out. Belisarius had,
despite his difficulties, managed to
collect a body of manageable horses
and cuirassiers to ride them. As
they watched, this group thundered
out the main gate, the Gothie in-
fantry seatterlng in all direstions be-
fore them. Liuderis shouted, and
the mass of Gethie knights elattered
off, pieking up speed as they went,
Padway saw the Imperialists swing
widely to take the attacking feet in
the rear, and then Liuderis’ men hid
them. He heard the erash as the
ferees met; and then everything was
dark cenfusien foF & few minktes:

Little by little the noise died.
Padway wondered just what had
happened. He felt silly, sitting
alone on his horse a quarter mile
from all the action. Theoretically,
he was where the staff, the reserves,
and the artillery ought to be. But
there were no reserves, their one
eatapult stood deserted off in the
dark somewhere, and the artillerists
and staff were exehanging sword
strokes with the Imperialists up
frent.

With a few mental disparage-
ments of sixth-century ideas of war-
fare, Padway trotted toward the
camp. He came across a Goth quite
peacefully tying up his shin with a
piece torn from his tunic, another
who elutehed his stomaeh and
moaned, and a eorpse. Then he
found a considerable bedy of dis-
mounted Imperial euirassiers stand-
ing weapenless.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

One replied: “We’re prisoners.
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There were some Goths supposed to
he guarding us, but they were an-
gry at missing the looting, so they
went off to the camp.”

"What, became of Baiisanius?"

"lllere he is.” ‘The prisoner indi-
cated a man sitting on the ground
with his head in his hands. “A Goth
hit him over the head and stunned
him. He's just coining to. Do you
know what will be done with us,
noble sir?"

“Naotthing very drastic, I imagine.
You fellow wait here until T send
somebody for you.” Padway rode
on toward the camp. Soldiers were
strange people, he thought. With
Belisarius to lead them and a fair
chanee to use their famous bow-
plus-lanee taeties, the ceatgnhvacti
eould liek thriee their number of any
other troops. Now, beeause their
leader had been eonked oa the head,
they were as meek as lambs.

There were more corpses and
wounded near the camp, and a few
riderless horses calmly grazing. 1In
the camp itself were Imperial sol-
diers, Isaurians, and Mowors, and
Huns, standing around in Dittle
elumps, holding bits of elothing to
their noses against the reek of sul-
phur fumes. Goths ran hither and
thither among them leoking far
mevable property werth stealing.

Padway dismounted and asked a
couple of the looters where Liuderis
was. They said they didn't know,
and went on about their business.

Padway hunted until he found an
officer, Gudareths, who seemed to
have some sort of wits about him.
At least, he was making frantic ef-
forts to round up a few troopefs to
guard the surrendered Imperialists.
The minute he turned his baek en
his men, they melted off inte the
general eonfuslen of the eamp.

Padway grabbed him. “Forget
them,” he snapped. “Liwderis is
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dead, T hear, but Belisarius isalive.
If we don’t nab Iime—"

So they took a handful of Goths
in tow and walked back to where
the Iraperial general still sat among
his men. They moved the lesser
prisoners away, and set several men
to guard Belisarius. Then they put
in a selid hour rounding up troopers
and priseners aned getting them into
some sort of order.

Gudareths, a small, cheerful man,
talked continually: “ihat was
some charge, some charge. Never
saw a better, even in that battle
against the Gepids on the Danube.
We took them in flank, neatest thing
you ever saw. The Greek general
fought like a wild man, until T hit
him ever the head. Broke my sword,
it dld. Best stroke I ever made.
Even harder than the tlme I eut off
that Bulgadian HuRs head, five
years age. OR, yes, I've killed hun-
dreds af enemies in my time. Theus-
sands, even. I'm serfy fof the peer
devils. 1M net reglly a blesdthirsty
fellgw, but they will try te stand up
agalnst me. Say, where were yeu
during the eharge?” He leoked
sharply at Padway, like an Aeeusa:
t8Fy chipmunk:

“I was supposed to be running
the artillery. But my men ran off to
join the fight. And by the time I
arrived it was all over.”

“pisw;, no doubt, no doubt. Like
one time when I was in a battle with
the Burgunds. My orders kept me
out of the thick until it was nearly
over. Of course, when I arrived I
must have killed at least twentyy—"

Tme TrRAIN of troops and prison-
ers headed north on the Latin Way.
Padway, still a bit bewildered to
find himself in command of 'the
Gothic army, simply by virtue of
having taken over Liuderis’ respon-
sibilities on the night of confusion,
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rode near the front. The best are
always the first to go, he thought
sadly, remembering the simple, hon-
est old Leuderis who lay dead in
one of the wagons In the rear, and
thinking of the mean and treacher-
ous little king whem he had te man-
age when he get back to Reme.

Belisarius, jogging along beside
him, was even less cheerful. The
Imperial general was a surprisingly
young man, in his middle thirties,
tall and good-looking, with gray eyes
and eurly brown beard, His Slavie
ancestry showed 1A his wide eheek-
benes.

He said gravely: “Ewellent Mar-
tinus, I ought to thank you for the
consideration you showed my wife.
You went out of your way to make
her comfortable on this sad jour-
ney")

“Quite all right, illustrious Beli-
sarius. Maybe you’ll capture me
some day.”

“That seems hardly likely, after
this fiasco. By the way, if I may
ask, just what are you? I hear you
called Mysterious Martinus! You’re
ne Goth, ner yet an Italian, by yeur
speeeh.”

Padway gave his impressively
vague formula about America.

“Really? They must be a peo-
ple skilled in war, these Americans.
I knew when the fight started that
I wasn’t dealing with any barbarian
commander. The timing was mueh
too good, especially on that eavalr
eharge. Phew! 1 ean still smell
that damnable sullphuin?

Padway saw no point in explain-
ing that his previous military ex-
perience consisted of one year of
R. O.T. C. in a Chicago high school.
He asked: “How would you like
the idea of coming over to our side?
We need a good general, and as
Thiudahad’s queestor I'll have my
hands full etherwise.”

Belisarius frowned. “No. I swore
an oath to Jusitimizm.™

“So you did. But as you'll proba-
bly hear, I can sometimes see a lit-
tle into the future. And I can tell
you that the more faithful you are
to Justinian, the meaner and more
ungrateful he’ll be te you. Hell="

“I said no!” said Belisarius sternly.
“You can do what you like with me.
But the word of Belisarius is not to
be questiioned..”

Padway argued some more. But,
remembering his Procopius, he had
little hope of shaking the Thracian’s
stern rectitude. Belisarius was a
fine fellow, but his rigld virtue made
him a slightly uncemfertable eom-
panlen. He asked: “Wheke's your
seeretary, Procopius of Caesawer®”’

“I don't know. He was in south-
ern Italy, and supposedly on his
way to join us.”

“Good. We'll gather him in. We
shall need a competent historizm.™

Belisarius' eyes widened. “How
do you know about the histories he's
collecting notes for? I thought he'd
told nobody but me.”

“Oh, I have ways. That’s why
they call me Mysterious Martinus.”

Xil.

Papway mMapE one more attempt
to shake Belisarius, but without suc-
cess. He did, however, enlist five
hundred of the Imperial cuirassiers
as a personal guard. His share of
the Impesialist loot would suffice to
pay them for some weeks., After
that he'd see,

The trip to Florence was anything
but pleasant. It rained most of the
way, with intermittent snow squalls
as they climbed toward the City of
Flowers. Being in a hurry, Padway
took only eavalry.

In Florence he sent his officers
around to buy warmer clothes for
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the troops, and looked in on his busi-
ness. It seemed to be thriving,
though Fritharik said: “I don't
trust any of them, excellent boss.
I’'m sure the foremen and this George
Menandrus have been stealing,
though I ean’t prove it. I don’t un-
derstand all this writing and figur-
ing. 1If you leave them alone long
enough they’ll steal everything, and
then where’ll we be? Out In the
eold, headed fer a palr ef nameless
graves.”

“Well see,” said Padway. He
called in the treasurer, Proclus Pro-
clus, and asked to see the books.
Proclus Proclus instantly looked ap-
prehensive, but he got the books.
Padway plunged into the fligures.
They were all nice and neat, since
he himself had taught the treasurer
double-entry bookkeeping. And—
his employees were astounded to
hear Padway burst Inte a sheut of
laughter.

“What . . . what is it, noble sin?”
asked Proclus Proclus.

“Why, you poor fool, didn't you
realize that with my system of book-
keeping, your little thefts would stick
up in the accounts like a sore toe?
Look here: thirty solidi last month,
and nine solidi and some sesterces
only last week. You might just as
well have left a sighed receipt every
time you stole sometiime!”

“WWhat . . . what are you going
to do to me?”

“Well—I ougiht to have you jailed
and fidgggell” Padway sat silent for
a while and watched Proclus Proclus
squirm. “But I'd hate to have your
family suffer. And I certainly
oughtn’t to keep you on, after this.
But I'm pretty busy, and I can’t
take the time to train a new treas-
urer to keep books in a eivilized
manner. So I'll just take a third
out of your salary until these little
borroniigps of yours are paid back.”

“Thank you, thank you kindly,
sir. But—just to be fair—George
Menandrus ought to pay a share of
it, too. He—"

“LLaar!” shouted the editor.

“ILiar yourself! Look, I can prove
it. Here’s an item for one solidus,
November 10th. And on Novem-
ber 11th George shows up with a
pair of new shoes and a bracelet.
I know where he bought them. On
the 15th—"

“How about it, George?’ asked
Padway.

Menandrus finally confessed,
though he insisted that his thefts
were merely temporary borrowings
to tide him over until pay day.

Padway divided the total Liability
between the two of them. He
warned them sternly against recidi-
vism. Then he left a set of plans
with the foreman for new machines
and metal-working processes, includ-
ing plans for a machine for spinning
copper plate into bowls. The intel-
ligent Nerva eaught on immediately.

As Padway was leaving, Eritharik
asked him: “€an’t I go with you,
excellent Martinus? It's very dull
here in Florence. And you need
somebody to take care of you. I've
saved up almost enough to get my
jeweled sword back, and if you'll
let—"

“No, old man. I'm sorry, but I've
got to have ome person I can trust
here. When this damned war and
politics is over, we'll see.”

Fritharik sighed gustily. “Oh,
very well, if you insist. But I hate
to think of you going around un-
protected with all these treacherous
Greeks and Italians and Goths.
Youll end in an unmarked grave
yet, I fear.”

Tmey sHiverep and skidded over
the icy Appenines to Bologna. Pad-
way resolved to have his men’s

238
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horses shod if he could ever get a
few days to spare—stirrups had been
invented but not horseshoes. From
Bologna to Padua—still largely in
ruins from its destruction by Attila’s
Huns—the road was no longer the
splendid stone-paved affair they had
been traveling on, but a track in
the mud. Hewever, the weather
turned almest springlike, whieh was
something.

At Padua they found they had
missed the Dalmatian force by one
day. Thiudahad wanted to halt.
“Martinus,” he whined, “you’ve
dragged my old bones all over north-
ern Italy, and nearly frozen me to
death. That’s not considerate. You
do owe your king some considera-
tien, don’t you?”

Padway repressed his irritation
with some effort. “My lord, do you
or don’'t you want your crown back?”

So poor Thiudahad had to go
along. By hard riding they caught
up with the Dalmatian army half-
way to Atria. They trotted past
thousands and thousands of Goths,
afoot and horseback. There must
have been well over fifty thousand
of them. And these blg, teugh-
looking fmen had skedaddled at the
fere rumer that Ceunt Censtan-
tinus was appreaching.

The count had had only a small
force, but, of course, Padway was
the only one present who knew that,
and his source of information was
not strictly kosher. The Goths
cheered Thiudahad and Padway's
Geothie laneers, and stared and mut-
tered at the five hundred cuirassiers,
Padway had made his guard den
Gethie helmets and Ttalian military
eleaks 1A lleu of the spiked steel eaps
and burneeselike mantles they had
wern. But still their shaven ehins;
tight pants, and high yellew beets
fRade them sufficiently different te
areuse syspieion.

Padway found the two command-
ers up near the head of the column.
Asinar was tall and Grippas was
short, but otherwise they were just
a couple of middle-aged and be-
whiskered barbarians. They re-
spectfully saluted Thiudahad, who
seemed to eringe slightly from so
mueh latent foree. Thiudahad in-
troduced Padway.

Asinar said to Padway: “In
Padua we heard a rumor that a civil
war and usurpation had been going
on in Italy. Just what is the news,
anyway?”

Padway was for once thankful
that his telegraph hadn't been op-
erating that far north. He laughed
scornfully. “Oh, our brave General
Wittigis got a brainstorm a couple
of weeks ago. He shut himself up
in Ravenna, where the Greeks
eouldn’t get him, and had himself
proelaimed king. We’ve eleaned up
the Greeks, and are en eur way to
settle with Wittigis iew. Your beys
will be a help.” All of whieh was
rather unjust te Wittigis.

Padway wondered whether there'd
be anything left of his character after
a few years in this mendacious ak-
mosphere. Anyway, the two Gothic
generals accepted his statement
without comment. Padway decided
quickly that neither of them could
be ealled exactly bright.

They marched into Ravemna at
noon the day after next. The fog
was so thick about the northern
causeway that a man had to precede
the leading horsemen on foot to keep
them from blundering off into the
marsh.

Tumre was some alarm in Ra-
venna when the force appeared out
of the fog. Padway and Thiudahad
prudently kept quiet while Asinar
and Grippas identified themselves.
As a result, most of the huge force
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was in the city before somebody no-
ticed the little gray man in spec-
tacles. Immediately there were
shouts and runnings to and fro.

Presently a Goth in a rich red
cloak ran out to the head of the
column. He shouted: “What the
devil’'s going on here? Have you
captured Thiudahad, or is it the
other way aroumdi?”

Asinar and Grippas sat on their
horses and said: “Uh . . . well

... that is—"

Padway spurred up front and
asked: “Who are you, my dear

“If it's any of your business, I'm
Unilas Wiljarith's son, general to our
lord Wittigis, King of the Goths and
Italians. Now who are you?”

Padway grinned and replied
smoothly: “I'm delighted to know
you, General Unilas. I'm Martinus
Paduei, quaestor to our lord Thiuda-
had, King of the Goths and Ital-
jans, Now that we know each
other="

“But, you fool, there isn't any
King Thiudahad! He was deposed!
We've got a new king! Or hadn't
you heard about it?”

“Oh, I've heard lots of things.
But, my excellent Unilas, before you
make any more rude remarks, con-
sider that we—that is to say King
Thiudahad—have over sixty thou-
sand troops in Ravenna, whereas
you have about twelve thousand.
You don’t want any unneeessary un-
pleasantness, d6 you?"

“Why, you impudent . . . you
. « . uh . . . did you say Sty
thousand?”

“Maybe seventy; 1 haven't

counted them.”
“Oh. That’s differemt.
“I thought you'd see it that way.”
“Wihat are you going to do?”
“Well, .if you can tell me where

General Wittigis is, I thought we
might pay him a call.”

“He’s getting married today. I
think he ought to be on his way to
St. Vitalis Church about now.™

“You mean he hasn't married
Mathasuentha yet?”

“No. There was some delay in
getting his divorce.”

“Quick, how do you get to St.
Vitalis Chunreln?”

Padway hadn't hoped to be in
time to interfere with Wittigis’ at-
tempt to engraft himself on the Amal
family tree by his forcible marriage
of the late Queen Amalastientha’s
daughter. But this was too good
an opportunity to let slip. Unlilas
pointed out a dome flanked by twe
towers. Padway sheuted te his
guard ane kleked his herse inte a
eanter. The five hundred men 8al-
loped after, spattering unfertunate
pedestrains with mud. They thun:
dered aeress a Bridge ever sne of
Ravenna’s eanals, the steneh frem
whiefl fully lived up te its reputa-
tien, and up t8 the deer of St. Vitalis
Chureh.

There were a score of guards at
the door, through which organ musie
wafted faintly. The guards brought
their spears up to “poise.”

Padway reined in and turned to
the commander of his guard, a
big Macedonian named Achilleus.
“Coves them,” he snapped.

There was a quick, concerted
movement among the guards, who
had been sorting themselves into a
semicircle in front of the ehureh
door. The next instant the guards
were looking at a hundred stiff By-
zantine bews drawn te the eheek.

“Wuw,” said Padway in Gethie, “if
you boys will put yeour stiekers
down and youf hands up, we have
an appointment— AR, that's bet-
ter. Mueh better.” He slid off his
horse. “Adhillleus, give me a tFo6p.
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Then surround the church, and keep
those in in and those out out until
I finish with Wittigis.”

He marched into St. Vitalis
Church with a hundred cuirassiers
at his heels. The organ music died
with a wail, and people turned to
look at him. It teok his eyes a few
seconds to beeome aceustomed to
the gloom. In the eenter of the huge
octagon was a plekle-faeed Arlan
bishep, and three peeple stood be-
fore him. One was a big man iA a
leng, rleh rebe, with a erowh 6n his
darle graying Raif: King Wittigis.
Anether was a tallish girl with a
strawberries-and-cream  esmplexien
and her hair in thiek gelden Braids:
Mathasuentha. The third was an
ardinary Gethie soldier, somewhat
eleaned up, whe stesd Beside the
Bride and held her arm BeRind her

Baele THe Audienee eonsisted of a
Faagﬂggul ot éa&ghie heBles anqa E%@if

Padway walked very purposefully
down the aisle, thump, thump,
thump. People squirmed and rus-
tled in their seats and murmured:
“The Greeks! The Greeks are in
Ravenna!”’

The bishop spoke up: “Young
man, what is the meaning of this in-
trusion?”’

“Yauw'll soon learn, my lord bishop.
Since when has the Arian faith
countenanced the taking of a woman
to wife against her willl?””

“What’s that? Who is being
taken against her will? What busi-
ness is this wedding of yours? Who
are you, who dares imfemujtt—"

Padway laughed his most irritat-
ing laugh. “One question at a time,
please. I'm Martinus Paduei, quaes-
tor to King Thiudahad. Ravenna
Is in our hands, and prudent per-
sons will eomport themselves accord-
ingly. As for the wedding, it isn’t
nerimally neeessary to assign a man

to twist the bride’s arm to make
sure she gives the right answers.
You don’t want to marry this man,
do you, my ladiy?"

Mathasuentha jerked her arm
away from the soldier, who had been
relaxing his grip. She made a fist
and punched him in the nose with
enough force to rock his head back
on its hinges. Then she swung at
Wittigis, who dodged back. *“You
beast!” she eried. “I'll elaw your
eyes—"

The bishop grabbed her arm.
“Calm yourself, my daughter!
Please! In the house of God—"

Kinwve Wirmmsirs had been blinking
at Padway, gradually soaking in the
news. Mathasuentha’s attack seem-
ingly shocked him out of his leth-
argy. He growled: “Yeow're trying
to tell me that that miserable pen
pusher, Thiudahad, has taken the
town? My town?”

“That, my lord, is the general idea.
I fear you'll have to give up your
idea of becoming an Amal and rul-
ing the Goths. But well—"

Wittigis’ face had been turning
darker and darker red. Now he
burst into a shocking roar. “You
swine®” he yelled. “You think I'll
hand ever my erown and my bride
peaceably? TI'll see you in the hot-
test hell first” As he spoke he
whipped eut his swerd and fan
heavily at Padway, his geld-em-
breidered rebe flapping.

Padway was not entirely taken by
surprise. He got his own sword out
and parried Wittigis' terrific down-
ward eut easily enough, though the
foree of the blow almost disarmed
him. Then he found himself chest
te ehest with the Goth, hugging the
barrel torse and ehewing Wittigis’
pepper-and-salt beard. He tried to
sheut te his fen, but it was like
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trying to talk with a mouthful of
shredded wheat.

He spat out, it seemed, half a
bale of the stuff. “Grab . . . gffth
. . . pfith . . . grab him, boys!
Don’t hurt k™

That was easier said than done.
Wittigis struggled like a captive go-
rilla, even when five men were hang-
ing onto him, and he bellowed and
foamed all the while. The Gothic
gentlemen were standing up, some
with hands on their sword hilts, but
being in a hopeless minority, none
seermed afixleus te dle fer his klﬁg
just then. Wittigis began te s6
between roars.

“Tie him up until he cools off,”
said Padway unfeelingly. “My lord
bishop, may I trouble you for pen
and paper?”

The bishop looked bleakly at Pad-
way, and called a sexton, who led
Padway to a room off the vestibule.
Here he sat down and wrote:

Martinus Paduei to Thomasus the
Syrian, Greetings.

My dear Thomasus: I am sending
you with this letter the person of
Wiittigis, former King of the Goths and
Italians. His escort has orders to de-
liver him to your house secretly, so
forgive me for any alarm they cause
you if they get you out of bed.

As I remember, we have a telegraph
tower under comstruction on the Fla-
minian Way near Helvillum. Please
arrange to have a chamber constructed
in the earth underneath this tower and
fitted up as an apartment forthwith.
Incarcerate Wiittigis therein with an
adequate guard. Have him made as
comfortable as possible, as I judge
him a man of moody temperament,
and I do not wish him to harm himself.

The utmest secrecy is to be observed
at all times. That should not be too
difficult, as this tower is in a wild
stretch of country. It would be ad-
visable to have Wittigis délivered to
the tower by guards other than those
who take him to Reome, and to have
him guarded by men who speak neither
Latin nor Gothic. They shall release

138

their prisoner only on my order, de-
livered either in person or via the
telegraph, or without orders in the
event of my imprisonment or death.
With best regards,
Muamuwws PapoEr.

Taumasan polished his spectacles
and peered moistly at Padway.
“Manvelous, marvelous, my dear
Martinus. The Royal Council ac-
cepted the inevitable. The only
trouble is that the evil usurper had
my crown altered to fit his big head;
I'll have to alter it back. Now I
can devote my time te some real
scholarly research. Let’'s see—there
was something else I wanted te ask
you. Oh, yes, what did you de with
Wittigis?

Padway put on a benign smile.
“He’s out of your reach, my lord
king.”

“You mean you killed him? Now,
that's too bad! Most inconsiderate
of you, Martinus. I told you I'd
promised myself a nice long session
with him in the torture chambers—"

“No, he’s alive. Very much §0.”

“What? What? Then produce
him, at once!”

Padway shook his head. “He's
where you’ll never find him. You
see, I figured it would be foolish to
waste a good spare king. If amy-
thing happened to you, I might need
one in a humry.”

“You're insubordinate, young
man! I won’t stand for it! You'll
do as your king orders you, or
else="

Padway grinned, shaking his head.
“No, my lord. Nobody shall hurt
Wittigis. And you'd better not get
rough with me, either. His guards
have 6nders to release him if anmy-
thing happens to me. He doesin't
like you any better than you like
him. You ean figure the rest out
yourself.”

“You devil™ spat the king ven-
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omously. ““Why, oh, why did I ever
let you save my life? I haven’t had
a moment’s peace since. You might
have a little consideration for an
old man,” he whined. “[Let’s see,
what was I talking abouwi?”

“Perhaps,” said Padway, “about
the new book we're going to get out
in our joint names. It has a per-
fectly splendid theory, about the mu-
tual attraction of masses. Accounts
for the movement of the heavenly
bodies, and all sorts of things. It’s
called the law of gravitation.”

“Really? Now, that’s most in-
teresting, Martinus, most interest-
ing. It would spread my fame as a
philosopher to the ends of the earth,
wouldn’t t?”

Papway askeo Unilas if Wittigis'
nephew, Urias, was in Ravenna.
Unilas said yes, and sent a man to
hunt him up.

Urias was big and dark like his
unele. He arrived scowling defi-
antly. “Well, Mysterious Martinus,
now that you've overthrown my
uncle by trickery, what are you go-
ing to do with me?”

“Not a thing,” said Padway. “Un-
less you force me to.”

“Aren’t you having a purge of my
uncle’s fanmlly?”

“No. I'm not even purging your
uncle. In strict confidence, I'm hid-
ing Wittigis to keep Thiudahad from
harming him.”

“Really? Can I believe thatt?”

“Sure. I’ll even get a letter from
him, testifying to the good treatment
he’s gettimg.”

“ILetters can be produced by tor-
ture.

“Not with Wittigis. FEor all your
uncle’s faults, I think you'll agree
that he's a stubborn chap.”

Urias relaxed visibly. “That's
something. Yes, if that's true, per-
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215;1? you have some decency, after

“Now to get down to business.
How do you feel about working for
us—that is, nominally for Thiuda-
had but actually for me?”

Urias stiffened. “Out of the ques-
tion. I'm resigning my commission,
of course. I won't take any action
disloyal to my uncle.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I need a
good man to command the reoccu-
pation of Dalmatia.”

Urias shook his head sttubbornly.
“It’s a question of loyalty. I've
never gone back on my plighted
word yet.”

Padway sighed. “Yau’re as bad
as Belisarius. The few truthworthy
and able men in this world won't
work with me because of previous
obligations. So I have to struggle
along with erooks and dimwits.”

Darkness seemed to want to fall
by mere inertia—

XII.

Lirmee BY vLITTLE Ravenna's
nonce population flowed away, like
trickles of water from a wet sponge
on a tile fibant. A big trickle flowed
north, as fifty thousand Goths
marched baek toward Dalmatia.
Padway prayed that Asinar, who
seeined to have a little mere glim-
merlng of intelligence than Grippas,
weuld net have anether brainstorm
and eeme rushing baek te Italy be:
fere he'd aceomplished anything.

Padway finally found time to pay
his respects to Mathasuentha. He
told himself that he was merely be-
ing polite and making a useful con-
tact. But he knew that actually he
didn’t want to leave Ravenna with-
out another look at the luscious
weneh,

The Gothic princess received him
graciously. She spoke excellent
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Latin, in a rich voice vibrant with
good health. “I thank you, excel-
lent Martinus, for saving me from
that beast. I shall never be able to
repay you propetily.”

They walked into her living room.
Padway found that it was no effort
at all to keep in step with her. But
then, she was almost as tall as he
was,

“It was very little, my lady,” he
said. “We just happened to arrive
at an opportune time.”

“Don’t deprecate yourself, Mar-
tinus. I know about you. Tt takes
a real man to accomplish all you
have. Especially when one consid-
ers that you arrived in Italy, a
stranger, only a little over a year
ag@"’

“I do what T must, princess. It
may seem impressive to others, but
to me it's more as if I had been
forced into each action by circum-
stances, regardless of my intenttions.”

“A fatalistic doctrine, Martinus.
I could almost believe that you're a
pagan. Not that I'd mind.”

Padway laughed. “Hardly. 1
understand that you can still find
pagans if you hunt around the Ital-
jan hills.”

“No doubt. I should like to visit
some of the little villages some day.
With a good guide, of course.”

“I ought to be a pretty good guide,
after the amount of running around
I've done in the last couple of
months.”

“Would you take me? Be care-
ful: T'll hold you to it, you kmow.”

“That doesn't worry me amy,
princess. But it would have to be
some day. At the present rate, God
knows when I'll get time for any-
thing but war and politics, neither
of whieh is my proper trade.”

“What is, them?"

“I was a gatherer of facts; a kind

of historian of periods that had no
history. T suppose you could call
me a historical philesopher.”

“Yow're a fascinating person,
Martinus. 1 can see why they call
you Mysterious. But if you don't
like war and polities, why do you
engage in them?”

“That would be hard to explain,
my lady. In the course of my work
in my own country, 1 had occasion
to study the rise and fall of many
civilizations. In looking around me
here, 1 see many symptoms of a fall.”

“Really? That's a strange thing
to say. Of course, my own people,
and barbarians like the Franks, have
occupied most of the western em-
pire. But they're not a danger to
eivilization. They proteet it from
the real wild men like the Bulgarian
Huns and the Slavs. 1 ean’t think
ef a time when eur westera eulture
was mere secure.”

“Youw're entitled to your opinion,
my lady,” said Padway. “I merely
put together such facts as I bhave,
and draw what conclusions I can.
Faets such as the deeline in the
population of Ttaly, despite the
Gethie immigrations. And sueh
things as the velume of Shifppine”

“Shipping? 1 never thought of
measuring civilization that way. But
in any event, that doesn't answer
my questiomn.”

“Thiggws, to use one of your own
Gothic words. Well, T want to pre-
vent the darkness of barbarism from
falling over western Europe. It
sounds conceited, the idea that one
man could do anything like that.
But I can try. One of the weak-
niesses of our present set-up is slow
eommunieation. So I promote the
telegraph eompany. And beeause
my baekers are Romamn patricians
§_u§dp@@ted of Graseophlle leanings, 1
find myselt In pelities up to my
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The Gotk's huge sword came up; miraculously Padway succeeded in catching it
on his own sword—tto have his only weapon go whirling away from his handl
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neck. One thing leads to anether,
until today I'm practically running
Italy.”

Mearmssomwmaa  looked thought-
ful. “I suppose the trouble with
slow communication is that a gen-
eral can revolt or an invader over-
run the border weeks before the cen-
tral government hears about it.”

“Right. I can see youre your
mother’s daughter. If T wanted to
patronize you, I should say that you
had a man’s mind.”

She smiled. “On the contrary, I
should be very much pleased. At
least, if you mean a man like your-
seif. Most of the men around here
—bahl Squalling infants, without
one idea among them. When 1
marry, it must be to a man—shall
we say both of thought and action?”

Padway met her eyes, and was
aware that his heart had stepped up
several beats per minute. “I hope
you find him, princess.”

“I may yet.” She sat up straight
and looked at him directly, almost
defiantly, quite unconcerned with
the inner confusion she was causing
him. He noticed that sitting up
straight didn’t make her look any
less desirable. On the eontrary. She
eontinued: ‘That’s one reason I'm
so grateful te you for saving me
from the beast. Of all these thick-
headed ninnies he had the thielest
head. What beeame of him, by the
way? Den't pretend inneesnes,
Martinus. Everybedy knews yeurf
guards teelk him inte the vestibule
8f the ehureh ﬁﬂﬂ then he appar-
ently vanished”

“He’s safe, I hope, both from our
point of view and his.”

“You mean you hid him? Death
would have been safer yet.”

“I had reasons for not wanting
him killedl™

“You did? I give you fair warn-
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ing that if he ever falls into my
hands, I shall not have such rea-
sons.”

“Aren’t you a bit hard on poor old
Wittigis? He was merely trying, in
his own muddle-headed way, to de-
fend the kingdioimn.™

“Perhaps. But after that per-
formance in the church I hate him.”
The gray eyes were cold as ice.
“Amnd when I hate, I don’t do it half-
way.”

“So I see,” said Padway dryly,
jarred out of the pink fog for the
moment. But then Mathasuentha
smiled again, all curvesome and de-
sirable woman. “You'll stay to din-
ner, of course? There will only be
a few people, and they'll leave earlky.”

“Why—" There were piles of
work to be done that evening. And
he needed to catch up on his sleep—
a chronic condition with him.
“Thank you, my lady. I shall be
delighted.”

BY S third visit to Mathasuen-
tha, Padway was saying to himself:
There's a real woman. Ravishing
good looks, forceful character, keen
brain. The man who gets her will
have one in a million. Why
shouldn’t T be the one? She seems
to like me. With her to back me
up, there’s nothing I eouldn’t accom-
plish. Of eourse, she Is a bit bleod-
thirsty. You weuldn't exactly de-
seribe her as a “sweet” girl. But
that’s the fault ef the times, net of
her. She'll settle dewn when she
has a manA ef her ewn te d6 her
fighting fer her.

In other words, Padway was as
thoroughly in love as such a rational
and prudent man ever can be.

But how did one go about mar-
rying a Gothic princess? You cer-
tainly didn't take her out in an auto-
mobile and kiss her lipstick off by
way of a starter. Nor did you begin
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by knowing her in high school, the
way he’d known Betty. She was
an orphan, so you couldn’t approach
her old man. He supposed the only
thing to do would be to bring the
subject up, a little at a time, and
see how she reacted.

So he asked: “WMEitlesuentha, my
dear, when you spoke of the kind
of man you‘d like to marry, did you
have any other specifications in
mind?”’

She smiled at him, whereat the
room swam slightly. “Curious,
Martinus? I didn’t have many,
aside from those I mentioned. Of
course, he shouldn’t be too mueh
older than I, as Wittigis was. And
he should be reasonably seund and
normal physicallky.”

“You wouldn't mind if he wasnt
much taller than you?"

’h“.No,” unless he were a mere

“You haven't any objection to
large noses””

She laughed a rich, throaty laugh.
“Meurtinus, you are the funniest man.
1 suppose it’s just that you and 1
are different. I go directly for what
I want, whether it’s love, or revenge,
of anything else. You like to walk
all areund it, and peer at It from
every angle, and then spend a week
figuring eut whether you want it
Badly eneugh te risk taking it. But
1 likke yeu for it: 1 might even leard
te leve yed for it, with a little prae-
tiee, my eautieus friend. at’s
what yeu were getting af, wash't #?”

Padway was conscious of a great
relief. This marvelous woman knew
your difficulties and went out of her
way to ease them for you! “As a
matter of fact, it was, princess.”

“You needn't be so frightfully re-
spectful, Martinus. Anybody would
know you were a foreigner, the way
you meticulously use all the proper
titles and complimentary epithets.

I'd much rather you came over here
and kissed me. Or isn’t that done
in America?”"

Padway didn't answer, but did as
suggested. Mathasuentha opened
her eyes, blinked, and shook her
head. “That was a foolish question,
my dear Martinus. It seems that
the Americans are way ahead of
us.” She laughed happily, and Pad-
way laughed, tee. He felt better
than he had In yeafs.

“Of course,” she said, frowning
slightly, “there are a lot of ques-
tions to be settled before we decide
anything flindlly. Wittigis, for in-
stance.”

“What about him?” Padway's
happiness suddenly wasn't quite so
perfect.

“He’ll have to be killed, natu-
ral]ly.”
(loh?”

“Don’t ‘oh’ me, my dear. 1
warned you that I'm no half-hearted
hater. And Thiudahad, t00.”

“Why him?*

She straightened up, almost an-
gry. “He had my mother mur-
dered, didn’t he? How much more
reason do you want for revenge?
And while we’re about it we’d bet-
ter make a clean sweep of Thiuda-
had’s family. There’s his wife Gude-
linda, and his son Thiudegiskel. His
daughter Thiudenanthe Is out of
eur reaeh, unfertunately. She’s
gene te Constantineple with that
eoward Evermuth. But there are
a let of esusins and nephews whe
eught te be dispesed of. We ean
give themn the been of easy deaths.

ut fef Thiudahad himsek’—the
gray eyes were teriible="1 insist en
Bne that is net easy”

T LiTTLE cold spot in Padway's
stomach spread and spread. He re-
laxed his arm from around the girl.
“But . . . but—"
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“It’s not a matter for humane
sentiments, Martinus. Having killed
one, we must get rid of the relatives
before they combine against us."”

Padway's face was as blank as
that of a renting agent at the men-
tion of cockroaches. But his mind
was in a whirl. If every time you
killed one you had to kill all his
relatives, and then all their relatives
—ithere would be no end to killing.
His underwear was damp with cold
sweat. Suddenly he knew he wasn’t
in the least in love with Matha-
suentha, Let some roaring Goth
have thls fieree blond Valkyr. Her
Latla eulture was deceptive; it was
a nere veneer ever a deep subsira-
tum of purest barbarlsm. He pre-
ferred a girl whe didn't want te eat
peaple she disliked fer breakfast.
And ne insifanee man weuld give
& life peliey en & member ef the
Amnal famil_T, if e remembered their
darle and Blesdy histery:

“Well?" said ‘Mathasuentha.

“I was thinking," replied Padway.
He didn’t say that he was thinking,
frantically, how to get out of this
fix,. It he tried to back ouft—a
woman scorned—she’d have him as-
sassinated, sure as shooting.

“I just remembered,” he said
slowly. “I've got a wife, back in
America."”

“Oh. This is a fine time to think
of that,” she said coldly.

“I haven't seen her for a long
time.”

“Well then, there's divorce, ism't
there?"”

“Not in my religion. We Con-
gregationalists believe there’s a spe-
cial compartment of hell for frying
divorced persons.”

“Yow're sure you're not just
scared and trying to back ouit?”

“Not at all, my dear. I'd wade
through rivers of blood to reach your
side.”

“Uimi-m-m. A very pretty speech,
Martinus Paduei. If.you haven't
seen her for so long, how do you
know she's allive?”

“I don't. But I don't know that
she isn't. And you know how strict
your laws are about bigamy. Con-
fiscation of all property, Edicts of
Athalarik, paragraph six. I once
looked it wp.”

“You would,” she said with some
bitterness.

“Of course, I might send a mes-
senger to America to find out. It
would take some time.”

“I'd wait. That is, if you're seri-
ous and not trying to wriggle out.”
She brightened. “Look here, why
couldn’t you instruct the messenger,
if he finds her alive, to poison her?
Things like that can always be man-
aged diserestlly.”

“I'm sorry, my dear, but ive don't
do things that way.” He stood up.
“I'll send this messenger off the first
thing. And tomorrow I leave for
Rome. State business, you know.
I'll think ef you all the way.” When
she got up he kissed her, net too
perfunetorlly. “Be brave, my dear.
It may be a leng wait, you know. 1
hate it as mueh as you de. But it
takes afaﬂg eharaeters like eurs to
Bear 4p uneer it. Smile, Rew.”

She smiled, a trifle tearfully, and
hugged him with disconcerting vio-
lence.

When Padway got back to his
quarters, he hauled his orderly, an
Armenian cuirassier, out of bed.
“Put on your right boot,” he or-
dered.

The man rubbed his eyes.
right boot?
noble s

“You do., Quickly, now.” When
the yellow rawhide boot was on,
Padway turned his back to the or-
derly and bent over. He said over
his shoulder: “You will give me a

GiMy
Do I understand you,
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swift kick in the fundament, my
good Tirdat.”

Tirdat’s mouth fell open.
my commander?”

“You heard me the first time. Go
ahead. Now.”

Tirdat shuffled uneasily, but at
Padway’s glare he finally hauled off
and let fly. The kick almost sent
Padway sprawling. He straightened
up, rubbing the spot. “Thank you,
Tirdat. You may go back to bed.”
He started for the wash bowl to
brush his teeth with a willew twig.
(Must start the manufaeture ef real
toothiiushes ene of these days,; he
theught.) He felt mueh better.

“Kick

Bur Papwav didn't get off to
Rome the next day, or even the day
after that. He began to learn that
the position of king's gquaestor
wasn't just a nice well-paying job
that let you order apeeple around
and do as you pleased. First Wakis
Thurumund’s sen, a Gethle neble of
the Royal Ceunell, eame areund
with a reugh draft ef a propesed
amendment te the law agalnst herse
stealing.

Padway wondered what the devil
to do; then he dug up Cassiedorus,
who as head of the Italian Civil
Service ought to know the ropes.
The old scholar proved a great help,
though Padway saw fit to edit some
of the unnecessarily flowery phrases
of the prefeet’s draft.

He asked Urias around for lunch.
Urias came and was friendly enough,
though still somewhat bitter about
the treatment of his uncle Wittigis.
Padway liked him. He thought, I
ean’t hold out on Mathasuentha in-
definitely. And 1 shan’t dare take
up with another girl while she looks
en fe as a suiter. But this fellow
is big and geed-leoking, and he
seems intelligent. If 1 eeuld engi-
neer a mateh—

He asked Urias whether he was
married. Urias raised eyebrows.
“No. Why?”

“I just wondered. What do you
intend to do with yourself now?”

“I don't know. Go rusticate on
my land in Picenum, I suppose. It'l]
be a dull life, after the soldiering
I've been doing the last few years.”

Padway asked casually: “Have
you ever met the Princess Matha-
suentina?”

“Not formally. I arrived in Ra-
venna only a few days ago for the
wedding. I saw her in the church,
of course, when you barged in. She’s
attractive, isn't she?”

“Quite so. She's a person worth
knowing. If you like, I'll try to
arrange a meetimg.”

Padway, as soon as Urias had
gone, rushed around to Mathasu-
entha’s house. He contrived to
make his arrival look as unpremedi-
tated as possible. He started to ex-
plain: “I've been delayed, my dear.
I may not get off to Rome wiih—="
Mathasuentha had slid her arms
areund his neek and stopped his
little speech in the mest effestive
manner. Padway didn't dare seem
tepld, but that wasn't at all diffi-
eult. The enly treuble was that it
fmade eeherent theught impessible,
at a time when he wanted all his
eraft.: AR the passienate weneh
seemed satistied te stand in the
vestibule and kiss him all after
heen:

She finally said: “Now, what
were you saying, my dearest””

Padway finished his statement.
“So I thought I'd drop in for a me-
ment.” He laughed. “It’s just as
well I'm going to Rome; I shall
never get any work done as long
as I'm in the same eity with you.
Do you know Wittigis's nephew
Urlas by the wiay?”

“No. And I'm not sure I want to.
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When we kill Wittigis, we shall natu-
rally have to consider Kkilling his
nephews, too. I have a silly pre-
judice against having people I know
socially murdered.”

“Oh, my dear, I think that's a
mistake. He's a splendid young
man; you'd really like him. He's
one Goth with both brains and char-
acter; probably the onlv one.”

“Well, T don't kmow—"

“And I need him in my business,
only he's got scruples against work-
ing for me. 1 thought maybe you
could work your flashing smile on
him; to soften him up a bit.”

“If you think I could really help
you, perinams—"

Thus the Gothic princess had
Padway and Urias for company at
dinner that night. Mathasuentha
was pretty cool to Urias at fiirdt. But
they drank a good deal of wine, and
she unbent. Urias was good com-
pany. Presently they were all
laughing uproariously at his imita-
tion of a drunken Hun, and at Pad-
way's hastily translated off-color
storles, Padway taught the other
twe a Greek popular seng that Tir-
dat, his erderly, had breught frem
Censtantinople. 1f Padway hadn't
been eonseious of a small gRawing
anxiety for the sueeess of his vari-
8us plets, he’d have said he was hav-
ing the best time of his life.

XIIL.

Back 1N Rowme, Padway went to
see his captive Imperial generals.
They were comfortably housed and
seemed well enough pleased with
their situation, though Belisarius
was moody and abstracted. En-
forced inactivity didn’t sit well with
the former commander in chief.

Padway asked him: “As you can
learn easily enough, we shall soon
have a powerful state here. Have

you changed your mind about join-
mg usr

“No, my lord-quastor, I have not.
An oath is an oath.”

“Have you ever broken an oath in
your lifie?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“If for any reason you should
swear an oath to me, I suppose
you'd consider yourself as firmly
bound by it as by the others,
wouldn’t youw?”

“Naturally. But that's a ridicu-
lous swppositiom.™

“Perhaps. How would it be if 1
offered you parole and transporta-
tion back to Constantinople, on con-
dition that you would never again
bear arms against the kingdom of
the Goths and Italiams”

“You're a crafty and resourceful
man, Martinus. I thank you for the
offer, but I couldn't square it with
my oath to Justinian. Therefore 1
must decline.”

Padway repeated his offer to the
other generals. Constantinus, Peri-
anus, and Bessas accepted at once.
Padway's reasoning was as follows:
These three were just fair-to-mid-
dling eommanders. Justinian could
get plenty more of that kind, so
there was not muech point in keep-
ing them. Of course they'd violate
thelr eaths as soon as they were out
of his reach. But Belisarius was a
real military genlus; he mustn’t be
allewed to fight agalnst the kingdem
again. Either he’d have to eeme
8ver, ef %ive his parele=whieh he
dlene weuld keep—or be kept in de-
tentien:

On the other hand, Justinian's
clever but slightly warped mind was
unreasonably jealous of Belisarius’
success and his somewhat stuffy vir-
tue. When he learned that Beli-
sarius had stayed behind in Rome
rather than give a parole that he’d
be expected to break, the emperor

K ]
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might be sufficiemtly annoyed to do
something interesting.
Padway wrote:

King Thiudahad to the Emperor
Justinian, Greetings.

Your serene highness: We send you
with this letter the persons of your
generals Constantinus, Perianus, and
Bessas, under parole not to bear arms
against us again. A similar parole was
offered your general Belisarius, but he
declined to accept in on grounds of his
personal honor.

As continuation of this war seems
unlikely to achieve any constructive
result, we take the opportunity of stat-
ing the terms that we should consider
reasonable for the establishment of en-
during peace between us.

1. Imperial troops shall evacuate
Sicily and Dalmatia forthwith.

2. An indemnity of one hundred
thousand solidi in gold shall be paid
us for damages done by your invading
armies.

3. One hundred skilled smiths and
smelters shall be sent us from the iron-
works at Damascus, under contract for
one year, salaries paid in advance.

4. We shall agree never again to
make war, one upon the other, without
mutual consultation in advance. De-
tails can be settled in due course.

5. We shall agree not to assist any
third parties, by men, money, or muni-
tions, which hereafter shall make war
upon either of us.

6. We shall agree upon a commer-
cial treaty to facilitate the exchange
of goods between our respective realms.

This is of course a very rough out-
line, details of which would have to be
settled by conference between our rep-
resematives. We think you will agree
that these terms, or others very similar
in intent, are the least that we could
reasonably ask under the circum-
stances.

We shall anticipate the gracious
favor of a reply at your seremity’s
earliest convenience.

by Musmmwwus PADUEL, Queestor,

Wrn he saw who his visitor was,
Thomasus got up with a grunt and
waddled toward him, good eye spar-
kling and hand outstretched. “Mar-
tinus! It’s good to see you again.

How does it feel to be importzmt?”

“Wearisome,” said Padway, shak-
ing hands vigorously. “What’s the
news?"

“News? News? Listen to that!

He's been making most of the news
in Italy for the past two months,
and he'wants to know what the news
ist”
“1 mean about our little bird in
“Huh? Oh, you meari"—Thoma-
sus looked around cawtiowsly—"ex-
King Wittigis? He was doing fine
at last reports, though nobody’s
been able to get a civil werd out
of him. Listen, Mastinus, of all the
lousy trieks I ever heard of, spring-
ing the job of hiding him en me
witheut warning was the werst. I'm
sure Ged agrees with me, tee.
These soldlers dragged me eut of
Bed, and then 1 had them and their
prisener areund the heuse fer sev-
eral days.”

“I'm sorry, Thomasus. But you
were the only man in Rome I felt
I could trust alvsollutielky.”

“Oh, well, if you put it that way.
But Wittigis was the worst grouch
I ever saw. Nothing suited humm.”

“How’s the telegraph company
coming?”’

“That’s another thing. The Naples
line is working regularly. But the
lines to Ravenna and Florence won’t
be finished for a month, and until
they are there’s no chanee of a
profit. Amnd the minority stock-
holders have discovered that they’re
a minority. You sheould have heard
them hewl! Theyre after yeur
bleod. At first Count Honoius was
with them. He threatened te jall
Vardan and Ebenezer and me if we
didn’'t sell him—give him, prae-
tieally—a eontrolling interest. But
we learned he needed rmeney werse
than he needed the steek; and
Beught his frem him. Se the ether

a
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patricians have to be satisfied with
snubbing us when they pass us in
the street.”

“I’m going to start another paper
as soon as I get time,” said Padway.
“There’ll be two, one in Rome and
one in Florence.”

“Why one in Floremee?”

“That’s where our new capital’s
going to be.”

“Yes. It’s better located than
Rome, and it has a much better cli-
mate than Ravenna. In fact I can't
think of a place that hasn't a better
climate than Ravenna, hell included.
I sold the idea to Cassiodorus, and
between us we got Thiudahad to
agree to move the administrative
offices thither, If Thiudahad wants
te hold eeurt In the City ef Fegs,
Begs, and Frogs, that’s his leokeut.
I'll be just as glad net te have him
In My haw.”

“In your hair? Oh, ho-ho-ho, you
are the funniest fellow, Martinus. 1
wish I could say things the way you
do. But all this activity takes my
breath away. What else of revolu-
tionary nature are you plamming?”

“I’'m going to try to start a school.
We have a flock of teachers on the
public pay roll now, but all they
know is grammar and rhetoric. I'm
going to try to have things taught
that really matter: mathematies,
and the sciences, and medieine. 1
see where 1 shall have te write all
the textbeoks myselff.”

“Just one question, Martinus.
When do you find time to slegp?

Padway grinned wanly. “Maestly
I don’t. But if I can ever get out
of all this political and military ac-
tivity I hope to catch up. 1 don't
really like it, but it's a necessary
means to an end. The end is things
like the telegraph and the presses.
My politieking and soldiering may
net make any difference a hundred

UN—6

years from now, but the other things
will, I hope.”

In Froeexce, Padway leased
office space in the name of the gov-
ernment, and looked in on his own
business. Fritharik renewed his plea
to be allowed to come along, show:-
ing with mueh pride his jeweled
sword, whieh he had redeemed and
had sent up from Rome. The sweord
disappeinted Padway, theugh he
didn’t say se. The gemis were mefely

olished, net eut; faeeting hadn't
een invented. But wearing it
seemed te add inehes te Fritharik's
already impesing stature. Padway,
semewhat against his betier judg-
ment, gave 1n, appeinting the esm-
E;@%@HE ahd apparently henest Nerva
is general Manager:.

They were snowed in for two days
by a late storm crossing the moun-
tains, and arrived in Ravenna still
shivering. The town with its clammy
atmosphere and its currents of in-
trigue depressed him, and the
Mathasuentha problem made him
nervoeus. He ealled on her, of
eaurse, and made some insineere love
to her, whieh made him all the mere
anxleus te get away. But there
was lets of publie business te be
handled.

Urias announced that he was
ready and willing to enter Padway's
service. “Mhaitlesuentha talked me
into it,” he said. “She’s a wonder-
ful woman, isn't she”

“Certainly is,” replied Padway.
He thought he detected a faintly
guilty and furtive air about the
straightforward Urias when he spoke
of the princess. He smiled to him-
self. “What I had in mind was set-
ting up a regular military school for
the Gothie officers, somewhat on the
Byzantine model, with you in
eharge.”

“What? Oh, my word, I hoped



84 UNKNOWN

you'd have a command on the fron-
tiers for me.”

So, thought Padway, he wasm't
the only one who disliked Ravenna.
“No, my dear sir. This job has to
be done for the sake of the kingdom.
And I can’'t do it myself, because
the Goths don’t think any non-Goth
knows anything about soldiering.
On the other hand I need a literate
and intelligent man to run the thing,
and yeu're the enly one in sight.”

“But, most excellent Martinus,
have you ever tried to teach a
Gothic officer anything? 1 admit
that an academy is needed, but—"

“I know, I know. Most of them
can't read or write and look down
on those who do. That’s why I
picked youw for the job.- You’re re-
spected, and if anybody can put
sense into their heads you ean.” He
grinned sympathetieally. “1 wouldi't
have trled so hard to enlist your
serviees if I'd had just an easy,
gveryday jeb in mind.”

“Thanks. I see you know how
to get people to do things for you.”

Padway went on to tell Urias
some of his ideas: How the Goths'
great weakness was the lack of co-
ordination between their mounted
lancers and their foot archers; how
they needed both reliable foot spear-
men and mounted archers to have
a well-rounded force. He also de-
seribed the erossbow, the ealthorp,
and other military deviees.

“It takes five years to make a
good long-bowman, whereas a re-
cruit can learn to handle a crossbow
in a few weeks.

“And if I can get some good steel
workers, I'll show you a suit of
plate armor that weighs only half
what one of these scale-mail shirts
does, but gives better protection and
allows fully as mueh freedom of ae-
tlon.” He grinned. “You may ex-
peet grumbling at all these new-

fangled ideas from the more con-
servative Goths. So you'd better
introduce them gradually. And re-
member, they’re your ideas; I won't
try to deprive you of the credit for
them.”

“I understand,” grinned Urias.
“So if anybody gets hanged for
them, it'll be me and not you. Like
that book on astronomy that came
out in Thiudahad’s name. It has
every churchman from here to Per-
sia foaming. Poor old Thiudahad
gets the blame, but I knew you fur-
nished the ideas and put him up to
lt. Very well, my mysterlous
friend; I'm game.”

Papway HIMSELF was surprised
when Urias appeared with a very
respectable crossbow a few days
later. Although the device was sim-
ple enough, and he’d furnished an
adequate set of drawings for it, he
knew from sad experience that to
get a sixth-eentury artisan to make
somethlng he’d never seen before,
g@u had te stand ever him while he
betehed six attempts and then make
it yeurself.

They spent an afternoon in the
great pine wood east of the city
shooting at marks. Fritharik, who
was along, proved uncannily accu-
rate, though he affected to despise
missle weapons as unworthy of a
neble Vandal knight. “But,” he
said, “it 1s a remarkably easy thing
to ahm.”

“Yes,” replied Padway. “Among
my people there's a legend about a
crosshowman who offended a gov-
ernment official, and was compelled
as punishment to shoot an apple off
his son’s head. He did so, without
harming the boy.”

When he got back, Padway
learned that he had an appointment
the next day with an envoy from
the Franks. The envoy, one Count
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Hlodovik, was a tall, lantern-jawed
man. Like most Franks he was
clean shaven except for the mus-
tache, and wore his hair in long
braids. He was quite gorgeous in
a red silk tunie, gold chains and
bracelets, and a jeweled baldrie.
Padway gfivately theught that the
knobby bare legs below hls shert
pants detracted from his Impres-
siveness. Moreover, Hledevik was
rather ebvieusly suffering frem a
hangever.

“I’'m thirsty,” he said. “Will you
please do something about that,
friend qusestor, before we discuss
business”™ So Padway had some
wine sent in. Hlodovik drank in deep
gulps. “Ah! That’s better. Now,
friend guaester, 1 may say that I
don’t think I've been very well
treated here. The king weuld enly
see me for a wink ef the eye; said

ou’d handle the Business. 1s that
he preper f@é@iﬁtiaﬂ for the envey
of King Theudebert, King Hildebert
and King Hletekar? Net just ene
king, mind, yeu; thres.*

“That’s a lot of kings," said Pad-
way, smiling pleasantly. “I am
greatly impressed. But you musitn't
take offense, my lord count. Our
king is an old man, and he finds the
press of publie business hard to
bear.”

“So, hrrmp. We'll forget about it,
then. But we shall not find the rea-
son for my coming hither so easy to
forget. Briefly, what became of that
hundred and fifty thousand solidi
that Wittigis promised my masters,
King Theudebert, King Hildebert,
and King Hletokar if they wouldn’t
attack him while he was invelved
with the Greeks? Moxeever, he
eeded Provenee te my fmasters, Kia
Theudebert, King Hildebert, an
King Hilotekar. Yet yeur general
Sisigis has net evaevated Provenes.
Wineq my masters sent 3 faree t8 8é:

838

cupy it a few weeks ago, they were
driven back and several were killed.
You should know that the Franks,
who are the bravest and proudest
people on earth, will never submit
to such treatment. What are you
golng to do abeut t?”

“Yaou;, my lord -Hlodovik, should
know that the acts of an unsuccess-
ful usurper cannot bind the legiti-
mate government. We intend to
hold what we have. So you may in-
form your masters, King Theude-
bert, King Hildebert, and King
Hlotokar, that there will be no pay-
ment and ne evacuation.”

“Do you really mean that?" Hlo-
dovik seemed astonished. “Don’t
you know, young man, that the
armies of the Franks could sweep
the length of Italy, burning and rav-
aging, any time they wished? My
fmasters, King Theudebert, King
Hildebert, and King Hlotokar, are
showing great forbearance and hu-
manity by offering you a way out.
Think earefully befere you Invite
disaster.”

“I have thought, my lord,” re-
plied Padway. “And I respectfully
suggest that you and your masters
do the same. Especially about a lit-
tle military device that we are in-
trodueing. Would you like to see it
demonstrated? The parade ground
is enly a step from here.”

Papway HAD mapg the proper
preparations in advance. When they
arrived at the parade ground, Hlodo-
vik weaving slightly all the way,
they found Urias, Fritharik, the
erossbow, and a supply of bolts.
Padway’s idea was te have Fritharlk
take a few demenstration shots at
a target. But Fritharlk and Urlas
had other ideas. The latter walked
off fifty feet; turned, and plaeed an
apple en his head. Fritharik eseked
the ersssbew, put a bBelt in the
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groove, and raised -the bow to his
shoulder.

Padway was frozen speechless
with horror. He didn't dare shout
at the two idiots to desist for fear of
losing face before the Frank. And if
Urias was killed, he hated to think of
the damage that would be dore te
his plans.

The crossbow snapped. There was
a short splush, and fragments of
apple flew about. Urias, grinning,
picked pieces of apple out of his
hair and walked bagk,

“Do you find the demonstration
impressive, my lord?” Padway asked.

“Yes, quite,” said Hlodovik.
“ILet’s see that device. Hm-m-m. Of
course, the brave Franks don't be-
lieve that any battle was ever won
by a lot of silly arrows. But for
hunting, new, this mightn't be bad.
How toes it werk? 1 see; you pull
the string baek te here="

While Fritharik was demonstrat-
ing the crossbow, Padway took Urias
aside and told him, in a low tone,
just what he thought of such a fool
stunt. Urias tried to look serious,
but eouldn't help a falnt, smalll-boy
grin. Then there was another snap,
and something whizzed between
them, net a feet frem Padway's faee.
They jumped and spun around.
Hledavik was helding the eresshew,
a feelish leek en his leng faee. “1
didn't knew it went off 5o easily,”
he said.

Fritharik lost his temper. “What
are you trying to do, you drunken
fool? Kill sormeimdiy?™

“What’s that? You call me a
fool? Why—" and the Frank’s
sword eame halfway out of the scab-
bard.

Fritharik jumped back and
grabbed his own sword hilt, Padway
and Urias pounced on the two and
grabbed their elbows.

“Calm yourself, my lord! cried

Padway. “It’s nothing to start a
fight over. Il apologize person-
ally.”

The Frank merely got madder and
tried to shake off Padway. “I’ll
teach that low-boen swine! My
honor is insulied!” he shouted. Sev-
eral Gothie soldiers loafing around
the field looked up and trotted over.
Hlodovik saw them eoming and put
his sword baeck, grewllag: "“This Is
fine treatment for the representative
of King Theudebert, King Hildebert
and King Hletekar. Just wait till
they hear ef this.”

Padway tried to mollify him, but
Hlodovik merely grumped, and soon
left Ravenna. Padway dispatehed a
warning to Sisigis to be on the look-
out for a Frankish attack. Ilis eon-
selence bothered him a good deal.
In a way he theught he eught to
have tried te appease the Franks, as
he hated the idea of being respen-
sible fer war. But he knew that that
fleree and treachereus tribe weuld
enly take eaeh eoncession as & sign
of weakness:. The time te step the
Franks was the first time:

Thexx another envoy arrived, this
time from the Kutrigurs or Bulga-
rian Huns. The usher told Padway:
“He's very dignified; doesn't speak
any Latin or Gothie, so he uses an
interpreter. Says he's a boyar, what-
ever that is.”

“Show him in.”

The Bulgarian envoy was a
stocky, bowlegged man with high
cheekbones, a fiercely upswept mus-
tache, and a nose even bigger than
Padway’s. He wore a handsome fur-
lined coat, baggy trousers, and a
silk turban wound about his shaven
skull, from the rear of which tweo
black pigtails jutted absurdly., De-
spite the finery, Padway found rea-
son to suspeet that the man had
never had a bath Ia his life. The in-



138

LEST DARKNESS FALL

terpreter was a small, nervous Thra-
(ian who hovered a pace to the Bul-
gar’s left and rear.

The Bulgar clumped in, bowed
stiffily, and did not offer to shake
hands. Probably not done among
the Huns, thought Padway. He
bowed back and indicated a chair,
He regretted having done so a mo-
ment later, when the Bulgar hiked
his beets up en the upholstery and
sat eross-legged. Then he began to
speak, in a strangely musleal tongue
whieh Padway giuessed belenged to
the Finne-Wyman greup, related te
Turkish. He stopped every three 6F
feur werds fof the interpreter e
%ﬁﬁ;ﬁlﬁi@; It ran semething like

Is:

Envoy: (Twitter, twitter.)

_ Interpreter: I am the Boyar Karo-
jan—

Envoy: (Twitter, twitter.)

Interpreter: The son of Chakir—

Envoy: (Twitter, twitter.)

Interpreter: Who was the son of
Tardu—

Envoy: !(Twitter, twitter.)

Interpreter: Envoy of Kardam—e

Envoy: (Twitter, twitter,)

Interpreter: The son of Kapa-
gan—

Envoy: (Twitter, twitter.)

Interpreter: And Great Khan of
the Kutrigurs.

It was distracting to listen to, but
not without a certain poetic gran-
deur. The Bulgar paused impassively
at that point. Padway identified
bimself, and the duo began again:

“My master, the Great Kham—"

“Has received an offer from Jus-
tinlan, Emperor of the Romans—"

“Of fifty thousand selidii—="

“Te refraln from Invading his de-
miniens.”

“if Thiudahad,
Goths—"

“Will make us a better offer—"

“We will ravage Thrace—"

King of the

“And leave the Gothic realm
alone.”

“If he does not—"

“We will take Justinian's goldi—*

“And invade the Gothiec territo-
ries—"

“Of Pannonia and Noricum.”

Padway cleared his throat and
began his reply, pausing for trans-
lation. This method had its advan-
tages, he found. It gave you time
to think.

“My master, Thiudahad, King of
the Goths and Italiams—"

“Authotizes me to soy—"

“That he has better use for his
money—"

“Than to bribe people not to at-
tack himp—"

“And that
think—"

“That they can invade our terri-
tOI‘y—"

“They are welcome to try—"

“But that we cannot guarantee

29

them—
“A very hospitable recepitiomn’
The envoy replied:
“Tthink, man, on what you say.”
“For the armies of the Kutri-
gurs—"
“Cover the Sarmatian steppe like
locusts.”
“The hoofbeats of their horses—"*
“Are a mighty thunder.”
“The flight of their arrows—"
‘“Dakens the sum.”
“Where they have passati—"
“Not even grass will grow.”
Padway replied:
“Mest exeellent Karejamn—="
“What you say may be true.”
“But in spite of thelr thundering
and sun- ="
“The last time the Kutrigums—"
“Assailed our land, a few years

if the Kutrigurs

“Ihey got the pants beat off
them.”

Contanwedoonrppgob3E3?2
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It was a queer sort of French-window—ane of the kind that
wasn't there, yet opened on a garden that wasn't therec—

by JANMHES H. BEARD

lttustrated by Orban

IN a great bleak room, whose bare
walls and massive hand-hewn tim-
bers were darkened by the smoke
of many years, sat Peter Hume ab-
sorbed in reading pages taken from
the piles of papers neatly arranged
on the great eak table befere him.
Peter was past fifty, lean and hard,
a8 huge, pewerfully built man with
a strong, eruel faee.

Concentration was a characteris-
tic of this man, and he was deeply
interested in what he read, yet it
seemed impossible for him to keep
his attention foeused on the busi-
ness at hand. In spite of himself
his eyes would stray to the bare wall
on his left, and he weuld gaze at
its blank surface as if faselnated b
something that he saw there. Sud-
denly, he sprang frem his ehalr,
squared his sheulders and steed
direetly in frent ef the spet en the
wall whieh had eentiaually treubled
him=his faee set like granite. Neth-
ing happened, and Peter, with a
sharled eath—net stepping te snuff
the eandles—stam| gut of the
ge%m; slamming the deefr behind

.

The kitchen which Peter Hume
now entered was much like the room
he had left. Before the open fire
was a clutter of cooking utensils,
whieh Joe, his black slave, used in
preparing his master’s meals. The
6ld Negro was sitting before the fire,
smoking a eorneob pipe.

“Saddle a horse,” Peter com-

manded grufflly, “and bring it to the
door at once.”

It was late, and there was a driv-
ing rain outside. The roads were
little more than long canals of mud.
Joe wondered at the order but made
no comment, and left the room to
do his master’s bidding.

No light showed in any house as
Peter Hume rode through the main
street, for people of the village rose
early and went to rest shortly after
sundown. But there was a light in
the taproom of the inn and a fire
burning brightly en the huge hearth
in front of which Peter seated him-
self before giving the innkeeper his
order for brandy. There were some
halt dezen men in the reem, but
though all knew Peter, nene save
ene speke to him. The rest did ne
fere thah east seur leeks i his
direstien.

The exception was a man of about
Peter’s age. He was fat and short,
always talking and laughing and
perspiring, so that his faece seemed
wet and greasy, even on a eold win-
ter night. The people in the tewn
feared and hated him even mere
than they did Peter Hume, but be-
eause he was always talking and
laughing and seemed te be everflow-
ing with geed humer, strangers at
the 1nn weuld often eelleet abeut
him. This man was knewn as Allen
Dord. He was singing a‘ ribald
song, But when he saw Peter he
stopped instantly, allewing Hhis
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mouth to hang open from. - sheer
astonishment.

“Peter Hume,” he said after a mo-
ment. “How could you ride alone
in the dark and the devil not snatch
you up?”

“I am presenttly,” said Peter, “go-
ing to tempt the devil even more,
for I am going to ride with you.”

“With me?” repeated Allen Dorn
in astonishment, and then added:
“Not tonight, by all the saints! I
have small fear of the devil, but rain
and mud have ever been my
enemies.”

“Yet you must ride with me and
at once,” said Peter.

The fat man sobered and coming
to Peter’s side, said to him in a low
voice, “Has anything gone wrong?
All seemed well set at noon, this
day.” Then he straightened and
took a turn about the room. He
tried to look out of the window, but
it was just blackness, with the rain
beating against the glass. Finally
he returned to Peter’s side.

“If it was another man,” he said,
“I would tell him to go hang himself
on the gallows tree, but if there is
reason to bring you out this night,
there is reason to make me ride with
you. Let us be on our way"”

When they were both on the road,
Allen Dorn asked: “Where do we
ride?”

“To my house,” Peter answered.

“To the house of a witch,” said
Allen, “bought cheap because no one
else would live in it.”

Peter made no reply and, though
his compamion talked constantly
throughout the ride, Peter spoke not
a word.

Joe uap sNurrep the candles
after his nwsSiter rode away, but they
were soon relighted. Peter sat at
the table in the same position he
had been in when reading, and Allen

Dorn sat opposite- to him. Joe
placed two glasses and a bottle of
brandy on the table and left the men
together.

“Now,"” said Allen Dorn, “what is
the reason that you rode to town
and brought me here””

“The witch, Elsie Dorn, was a
strange woman,” said Peter.

“The devil fly away with her,”
said Allen. “She was my grand-
mother, and I know she was strange,
but man, tell me what is wrong that
you came for me?"

“Elsie Dorn was my gramdmother,
also,” said Peter. “It may be that
the devil did fly awav with her.
Sure she was gone one morning,
none knew where, but I have here
something that she wrote, and it
reads more like the writing of a par-
sof than a witch.”

Allen leaned back in his chair and
for some time studied Peter's face,
and then he said, “If you have gone
soft, give me your share of the gold,
and I will take all the blame, and
when your time has come, you can
tell that to the devil, and I will not
gainsay it.”

“Not one farthing,” said Peter,
“not if hell fire were reaching into
this very room.”

Allen nodded his head. “So 1
thought,” he said. “So I thought.
That is Peter Hume, my dear cousin,
to the life, but then what is this all
about and what do you want of
me?”

Peter tapped the papers before
him. “Do you mind,” he said,
“when we were aboard the Sally and
we caught that brig off Langdon
Point? She had a fat skipper who
kept afloat for an hour after we
dumped him overboard. I said at
the time that he looked like you.”

“I mind,” said Allen, “but what
reason had you for—"

“There is a reason,” interrupted
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Peter Hume, and he spoke with such
quiet intensity that Allen grew quiet
wondering at the man before him, if
he were mad, and if he were like to
try to kill his guest.

“Do you mind,” Peter continued,
“the night after the fight? You
dreamed that you went down forty
fathoms and met that skipper and
drank brandy with him out of an
old cask—you and two sea women.
You said it was as real as though
it had happened, yet all the time
you were asleep on the Sallly, snor-
ing like a sick sow.”

“I mind that dream,” said Allen.
He had a small pistol tucked inside
his coat, and he loosened a button
so that he could reach it more
easily.

Peter leaned forward. “That is
what Elsie Dorn says here, that we
are in two places all the time, doing
different things, and living different
Jives. I would not give what she
has written a thought,” said Peter
after a moment, “exeept that there
Is a reasom.”

“You talk like a fool,” said Allen.

“It is a pleasure to hear you say
so,” Peter answered, and as he
spoke he glanced at the wall on his
left, and when he had done so, he
continued to stare and he trembled
slightly.

“You are talking of nothing,
Peter, to gain time. But why?
What are you waiting for? Plying
me with brandy and making talk.
I saw you do it with Diek Marlow,
talk and talk to him, and keep his
glass filled, waiting for Ned Hale to
@fee UF and sheot him In the back.

will listen ne mere te yeur nen-
§€ﬂ§€ 1 was a feel te eeme with
you.” Saying this, Allen rese, and
plaeing his hands in his a@ket§
walked teward that part ef the wall
whieh had engaged Peter’s attentien

earlier in the evening and stared
at it.

“Well,” he said, “it is not as bad
as I thought. The rain has stopped
and the moon is up.”

Permer RELAX®ED in his chair, as
though a great weight had been
lifted from his shoulders.

“I was afraid you might not no-
tice,” he said, “so afraid you would
not see.”

“You have gone stark mad and
forgotten how to talk sense,” said
Allen. “Why should I not notice?”

“If I am mad, you are mad also,”
said Peter, “and that is a great com-
fort,” he added, in so low a voice
that Allen could not hear him,.

“Do you know,” said Allen as he
stared at the bare wall on Peter's
left, “things look different from a
different angle. I would never know
what 1 see as the outside of your
house.”

“No,” said Peter,
expect you to.”

“I never got this old house
straight in my mind,” said Allen. “I
could have sworn that your kitchen
was on the other side of this wall.”

“And so it is,” said Peter rising
from his chair.

Allen turned quickly and his hand
went to the concealed pistol.

Peter laughed and sat down.

“Open the door,” he said. “Step
into the kitchen and look on the
other side of that wall. The rain
has stopped, has it? Why you ean
hear it beat against all the other
windews exeept that one, And the
meen is up, you say? Think, man!
An old saller like you and net khew
when there sheuld be a meen.”

Without replying, Allen walked
hastily through the door to the
kitchen, and in a moment was back.
He looked again through a strange
windew inte a strange garden

“I would not
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flooded with moonlight, and like a
man distraught staggered to a win-
dow directly behind Peter against
which the rain drove in torrents.

“God’s blood,” he said, and again,
“God’s blood!" Then he turned to
Peter. “This is the reason,” he said,
“this is why you brought me here,
to know if you were mad. To see
if I would note this window.”

“Aye,"” said Peter, “that is the
reason.”

“May your soul rot in hell for it
gasped Allen.

“I make no doubt it will,” Peter
answered, “and yours beside it. It
is always moonlight outside there,
Allen, never dark, never sunshine,
but always that same moon in the
same place. I have looked out there
many times, since I have been in
this house, Allen, and never saw it
differend.”

“I am fair stunmed,” said Allen,
“fair beaten down,” and he came un-
steadily toward the table to reach
for the brandy.

“Is the cursed thing always
there?”' he asked in a hushed voice.
“Must you forever be staring
through it, as you sit here and work
by day, and as you smoke your pipe
at night?”

“No,” Peter answered. “It is not
always there, not oftener than per-
haps once in a fortnight. I could
not have stood it else.”

“But why do you stand it?
There's room at the inn, and good
company, and better brandy than
you gave me tonightt.”

“Did you note,” Peter asked,
“that a path leads straight from the
window, and maybe fifty feet along
that path is an old sumdiizll?"

“I saw the path,” Allen answered,
*“and something standing, perhaps
more sixty feet than fifty feet away,
but if you know it to be a sundial,
you have better eyes than a cat.”

“It is written down here,” said
Peter, pointing to the papers on the
table, “written down by Elsie Dorn,
a sundial and at the base of the sun-
dial, a chest, and in the chest—"

“Gold,” cried Allen.

“No,"” said Peter. “Not gold, not
diamonds, nor emeralds, but pearls
—a string of pearls, five fathoms
long.”

AuuEn Turnep ghastly white with
the lust of treasure. “And you never
went after them. You had net the
eourage.”

“No,” said Peter. “I had not the
courage to go—alone.”

Allen again looked through that
strange window; once more he en-
tered the kitchen and inspected the
wall from the other side; he looked
through the other windows, and
even opened one and let the rain
beat against his face. Finally he
spoke:

“I do not blame you,"” he said. “I
would not myself, go out there—
alone.”

He turned to Peter. “Tthe writing
she left us,” he said, “the writing
about Harriet Dorn. Have you still
that paper?”

Harriet Dorn, the only living rela-
tive of the two, was a young girl.

“Have you still that paper?" he
repeated.

“I have it,"” answered Peter.

“ILet me hear it read again,” Allen
said. “I gave little attention to it
at the time—but now we are in
Elsie Dorn’s house—and that cursed
window is there where there can be
no window, but never mind, read me
again the writing.”

Peter filled both glasses with
brandy, and, selecting a paper from
a pile on the table before him, read:

“Your eyes are blue, Allen. Your
father's eyes were blue, and he was a
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gond father to you. Your eyes are blue,
Peter. Your mother’s eyes were blue,
and she was a good mether to you.
You, Allen, and you, Peter, hard, eruel
men you be, but because the blood in
your veins and the blood in the veins
of Harriet Dorm is the same blood, I
bid you care for her. 1 bid you care
for her first because of blood, and sec-
ond because of the things I can do and
will do if I hear Hamriet Dorn crying
in the night. Though I be dead and
buried, though I be burned to ashes,
I can reach you and will reach you iif
you fail Harriet Durm. Your eyes are
blue, Allen, and your eyes are blue,
Peter, her eyes are blue, and my eyes
are blue, before they turned'red from
garing too long into the firess of hell.”

“That is all,” said Peter, and laid
the paper down.

“A mad writing,” Allen said, “a
mad writing such as only a witch
would write. What have blue eyes
to do with it? We divided the gold
be:iween us, and there is an end of
it

“If the dead could reach us,” said
Peter, “we would have been undone
long since. And a dead witch is
dead.”

“The paper about the five fath-
oms of pearls, was that in the box
that was to be burned unopemed?”
asked Allen.

“It was,” Peter answered.

“And also in that box was the
paper that told you where to find
this brandy, flavored with soime
eursed fereign, heathen spice?”

“It was,” said Peter, for the sec-
ond time, then turning abruptly to
his guest, he continued: “Do you
know where Harriet Dorn is now?
She is nearer kin to you than to
me.ﬂ

“She is nearer kin to me,” Allen
admitted, “but that writing is for
both of us, and if Elsie Dorn can
reach us, she will spare you no more
than she will spare me. The brat
is with fat Peg Winslow, and 1 make

no doubt she has cried more than
once in the mighntt.™

For some time the men continued
to drink brandy, glancing from time
to time at each other and at the
window.

“I tell you what it is,” said Peter
at last. “I mean to have a try for
those pearls, and I know you will
never let me go alone.”

“If we get the pearls, Harriet
Dorn can have the gold,” Peter con-
tinued, “I will write a paper leaving
it to her.”

And so he did, and Allen wrote
one also, both men signing in due
form.

THE AIR was cool and bracing in
the garden, and all seemed natural
enough with dry leaves rustling
against their feet as they followed
the path. Yet with each step they
glanced constantly to the right and
left and—fearlless men as they were
—Peter would have been glad had
Allen suggested that they turn back,
and Allen weuld have needed only a
werd frem Peter te send him seur¥Fy-
iﬂF to the windew=rfor It was In the
mind of beth that the windew might
at any mement disappear, and there
weuld Be ne read eut ef that gar-
den, away frem that untimely, un-
ehanging meen. At the end of the
path was the sundial and Beside this
an aneient ehest Beund in metal:

“We will carry it back through
the window,"” said Allen, “and open
it in the house. I am fair mad to
get out of this cursed place.”

Peter assented with a nod, and
stooped to take hold of one end, but
suddenly checked in the act.

Just beyond the sundial was a low
hedge and beyond this a road cut
at right angles to the path on which
they stood. It gleamed white in the
moonlight. Both men heard the
sound of someone approaching, and
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both instinctively crouched behind
the hedge, and, as they watched
from their hiding place, two girls
passed arm in arm, laughing and
talking. The lithe movements of
their bodies and the tones of their
voices bespoke health and happi-
ness; their halr gleamed like gold
where the light teuehed it. Beau-
tiful glels they were, and It was a
beautiful sight te see them pass, full
of enjeyment and talking with eaeh
other, But as Allea and Peter
watehed, the Blesd seemed te freeze
in their veins:

After a long time Allen spoke:
“Do you mind those two, Peter?”

“I mind them,” Peter answered
scarce above a whisper. “They
were on the last ship we took. 1

saw them—we both saw them—
dead.”
They were frightened, shaken

men, but the treasure lust was
stronger than their fear, and an iron
will could still control their actions,
so it was that they again stooped
to piek up the chest. But, as they
moved, again they heard someone
eoming and again they crouched,
This time it was a single man wheo
passed, a short, heavy man dressed
in a blzasre fashion, with a great
eutlass hanglng at his side.

In the act of passing the place
where Peter and Allen were hidden,
the man suddenly stopped and turn-
ing, stared directly at them. They
eould see his face clearly, he seemed
to be trying to speak, the muscles
of his face writhed, and his expres-
silen was ene of sueh venom and
unhely evil joy that Peter and Allen
were like blrds befere a snake, of
Fabbits befere a weasel. They eould
net speak, they esuld net meve.

The man took a slow step toward
them, and a second step. Allen tried
to reach for his hidden pistol, but
his hand refused the dictates of his

will. Then a ripple of youthful
laughter sounded, the girls were
coming back. A change came over
the face of the man in the road; he
turned his head in the direction from
whieh the laughter eame, then he
looked agaln at Allen and Peter, He
seermed toern between fear and de-
sire. As the glrls drew nearer aned
nearer, he erouehed lewer ane lewer
and erewded eloser and elaser t8 the
side of the read. As they passed,
apparently unaware of Ris presenes,
he %F@V@l@ﬂ in the dust; then, suwd-
denly springing te Ris feet; fled
madly away:

“That was Captain Blvthe," said
Allen when he could speak.

“Aye, it was,"” answered Peter,
“though I saw no sign of the mark
your lead made.”

“And no sign of the mark your
steel made,” Allen replied.

“We had best be out of this place,
Allen,” said Peter.

“Did you note that Captain
Blythe, who feared nothing, neither
God, man, nor devil, when he was
alive, yet now that he is dead—and
we know him to be dead, Allen, you
and I—is scared out of his senses
by girls”

“Aye, but they were dead girls,”
Allen replied solemnly.

“We will make an end of this
quickly,” said Peter, and drawing a
great knife from inside his coat, and
slipping it under the lid of the chest,
pried it open. “We had best know
if the chest is worth carrying away,”
he said.

Bora looked inside, and, as they
looked, they forgot the girls and the
captain. Showing white in the
moonlight were pearls.

“Five fathoms,” said Allen, “all
strung together.”

Peter raised a length from the
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;{l(liest and then lowering it, closed the
id.

“Take the other end,” he said
briefly.

Allen raised his head,
is coming,” he said.

“Nerarttheless, we will go,” said
Peter, “but walk slowly. If we
hurry, we will run, and if we run,
we shall go mad. I am a frightened
man, Allen.”

*“No more than 1 am, Peter.”

Between them they started to
carry the heavy chest toward the
window, controlling with great effort
their desire to run, walking stiff-
legged like automatons. And beth
men looked back, they eeuld net
help it.

It was not the captain that was
coming, as both secretly feared.
There were two things in the road,
two things that were looking over
the hedge. And Peter and Allen be-
gan to hurry, and then something
touched Peter on the ealf of the ]e?
and something brushed against A
len’s eheek, and at that mement the
window fof an Instant went dark,
and the light behlnd It seemed te
fieker as theugh promising te g6
dark agaln In a mement and stay
dark. 1t was fmere than eeuld Be
endured even by these twe.

“Someone

Allen dropped his end of the chest
with the idea of running, but a blow
from the great arm of Peter dashed
him to the ground. As the chest
fell the lid flew open, and Peter got
a glimpse of the pearls. Even at
such a moment he eould net quite
resist them. He snatehed hastily,
and with a length in his hand and
the rest of the great string tralling
g@hlﬁd him, he dashed for the win-

ow.

Allen had fallen hard, but he was
not stunned. Once inside the room,
Allen thought, Peter will put out the
light, and the window will be gone.
He will have the pearls, and 1 will
be out here. While these thoughts
raced through his mind he was draw-
ing his pistel, and just as Peter
elambered through the opening he
fired. Then he serambled te his feet,
and In a shambling run galned the
windew.

He saw Peter lying inside, and
the pearls on the ground outside
where Peter had dropped them when
the bullet struek him. For a mo-
ment he hesitated, then he decided
to get into the room and reach out
for the pearls. He was in the act
of doing this when Peter in his last
conscious effort buried his great
knife in Allen’s back.
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VANTHRHHH A

Only the captain recogmized the old Dutchman for
what he was—and the sure destruction he brought!

by FREDERICH ENGELHARDT

lilustrated by Kramer

“Jusst one sailor, just one, is all
I'm asking,” howled Big Bill Gantry.
“Surely, Winnow, you can find me
one sailor in Friswo.”

“Well—" The fox-faced ship
chandler scratched his head dubi-
ously.

“Do you expect me to work a big
four-poster like this"—the mate's
arm swung in an arc over the lit-
tered deck of the Jasmine bark—
“with the sort of stumblebums you
give me? Hell, half of them have
never been on water, of in it, from
the looks of them.”

Several of the two dozen ragged,
sodden derelicts Winnow had fetched
across the bay lifted bleary eyes at
this, but there was no animosity in
them. The raw, red whiskey the
eanny Winnow had furnished so lib-
erally had washed away even their
antipathy to honest werk,

“I want a sailmaker, a good one,
and I don't give a damn if he’s Davy
Jones’ brother,” Gantry gritted.
“The lotisy, rotten clothes the own-
ers hung on this rag wagon won't
hold in a breeze, let alone a Cape
Horn gale.”

Vanderdecken, an ear cocked to
catch the wrangling on deck, relaxed
and stretched his long legs in the
stern sheets of the chandler’s foul
launeh. He knew now he weuld sail
with the Jasmine, His éexperienced
eye ran along the bark’s lines and
widened with erltieal apprecigtion—
then dimmed sadly.

The Jasmine was the last of her
line; after her there would be no
more wind ships to work in and out
of Golden Gate. Vanderdecken was
a sailor, and the thought that he
must sacrifiece this levely bark
weighed ea him. But he had ne
ehelee. His seven years were almest
up, and he had already wasted twe
menths leeking fer a ship beund
areund the Hern.

“I've got a man, Mr. Gantwy,”
Winnow was saying. “But—"

“fFetch him aboard,” the mate
snapped. “We're sailing on the tide,
if we have to row this hulk through
the Gate.”

Vanderdecken, looking up, saw
Winnow’s sharp features dart over
the rail. The chandler gestured with
his arm. Vanderdecken, with a sat-
isfied smile, rose, slung his small sea
chest over his shoulder and elimbed
slowly, but easily, up the swaying
Jacob’s ladder te the Jasmine’s waist.

There he paused and looked
around him, tapping the pine deck
meanwhile with his toe. The pitch
oozing from the seams, the creaking
of the rigging and the rattling of the
swaying bloeks, assailing his senses
all at once, affected him with nes-
talgia. He closed his eyes and for
a moment imagined himsell alveedy
baelk on the familiaf P@@ of hils ewn
beleved Zeendam gallet, beating ever
sastward areund the Hern.

“He’ll do,” Gantry decided. “He’s
a sailor. Why the devil were you
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holding out on me, Winnow?"

“His name is Vanderdecken,” the
chandler said. “He’s dumb. He
can't talk. And he wanted to make
this trip around the Horn.”

Gantry’s pale eyes flickered with
suspicion. “Police want him?”

“I don’t know,” Winnow said,
“but he gives me the creeps. The
way he looks at you.”

Instantly Vanderdecken was on
his guard. Immortal, he was, yet
this animal Winnow might doom him
to a century’s penance before he
could again hope to set foot on his
own deck. By a mighty effort of
will, he stilled his seething, tortured
soul and sheathed his pale-blue eyes
with gulle, and met the glant mate’s
searching gaze with equanimity.
Gantry turned baek to Winfew with
2 Short.
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“You're an old woman, Winnow.
This man is the best of the let. 1
know a sailor when I see one. Cap-
tain Toll will give you your blood
money, but don’t let the commis-
sioner see you taking it.”

Winnow hastened aft and climbed
to the quarter-deck, where the white-
bearded captain took his arm and
drew him into the shadow of the
longboat.

Gantry kicked his new crew onto
their feet and herded them to the
mainmast, where the bored shipping
commaissioner was seated at a table,
waiting to sign them on.

Man after man shuffled forward
and scrawled his name or made his
mark. Gantry peered over the e¢om-
missioner’s shoulder when the last
arrival eame up.

“Yanderdecken, Sailmaker,” he
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rasped before the sailor should dis-
close his affliction. Commissioners
were funny, sometimes.

“You a citizen, Vanderdedkem®”
the commissioner asked.

“Hollander,” Gantry put in.

Vanderdecken caught the mate's
wink and signed without a word.
The commissioner folded the big
sheets, handed one copy to the mate
and rolled up the other,

‘“Weldl, that's all. Everything in
order, mister,” he said. “Pleasant
voyage.”

“Wimnow will take you ashore,
sir,” Gantry said.

Ax HOUR LATER the tide turned
and a puffing tug appeared un-
der the Jasmines bow. Gantry
nodded to Vanderdecken and the lat-
ter followed him onto the fo’e's’le
head, where the bes’n and earpen-
ter were waiting to take the tug's
line, With the exeeption of the eap-
taln and second mate aft, they were
the enly seber men en boafd.

Gantry’s eyes gleamed approval
as Vanderdecken caught the tug's
light heaving line and single-handed
snaked the heavy towing hawser
aboard. Wilkes, the bos’'n, helped
nifike fast

“All right,” Gantry barked. “Van-
derdecken, hop below to the donkey
engine and start the capstam.”

Vanderdecken’s pale eyes opened
wider and he shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“Huh!” Gantry grunted. “Oh,
you don't know how. Chips, you
take the engine.”

Below them the heavy-duty Diesel
wheezed, then started coughing,
shaking the deck. Slowly the chain
tightened. The hook broke out of
the mud and the Jasmine lurched
forward under tow. Aft, the second
mate spun the wheel te bring the
big bark Inite line,

“Bwvenin’ fog's rollin' in,” Wilkes
commented, glancing ahead.

“Well be through Golden Gate
before it's too thick,” Gantry said.

The puffing tug plunged into the
fleecy bank and became indistinct.
A moment later the fog surrounded
the bark, and the tug’s whistle began
to moan mournfully. The roar of
churning water sounded to port as
a big Sawsalito ferry c¢hanged eourse
to pass under their stern. Volees
earrled elearly through the fog.

“Ihat’s a real old-timer,” the
group on the fo'c’s’le heard. “Looks
like a ghost out of the past.”

“Ghost is right,” the bos’m mut-
tered. “We're all ghosts.”

Every muscle in Vanderdecken's

body drew taut. A remark like that,
followed by the discovery of the
beans, had led to his being thrown
overboard from the Mery Maid brig
in these same waters a hundred years
ago. And Wilkes, with his scanty
ray half and seamed face, st
new his _§tefi\;= Again the Heal-
lander reallzed he was paying dearly
for these seven yeats of partial suf-
eease vouehsafed him eut ef eaeh
eentury.

“Yaun're a cheerful cuss,” the mate
said. “Are you trying to scare our
friend Vanderdecken here””

Vanderdecken turned and re-
garded the group anxiously in the
fading light. These men could still
wreck his plans. He had power, but
the eost of using it now was too great
to risk. He, Vanderdeeken, was still
helpless.

“I don't know about him)” the
bos’n said, “but you, Mr. Gantry,
and me, and Chips there, and the
captain and the second, we belong
to 1870, not 1989. And as for the
erew”—he jerked a thumb toward
the miserable group huddled in the
waisit—"they’ie dead, only they ain't
lald dewn yet. And this .sHip iis
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listed in Lloyd’s Register as lost.”

“I know about that. She was re-
ported lost last year. They haven't
corrected it vet.”

“Well,” the bos'n went on, “I'm
sixty-five years old. So far as I'm
concerned, T don't give a damn.
This is my last trip. T’ll never sail
in steanm.”

Vanderdecken smiled for the first
time.

“Atta boy,” the mate said. He
slapped the Hollander 6ii the back.
“Dom’t let this old shellback get you
down.”

The Jasmine's sharp bow lifted
high, then plunged deep into the
water.,

“We're in the Gate,” Gantry said.
“Amotther hour or so and we let go
the tug. Wilkes, see if you can kick
some life into your ghosts and get
a lieads’l on this ship.”

VawoxsapeoKkx — reached  high,
worked loose a fold of the furled
forestays'l and fingered the canvas.

“Rottten stuff, ain't it?" the mate
commented. “Thatll be your job
till we raise the Azores, five months
from now—making new clothes for
her.”

“You poor fool!" the other thought
as the mate rolled aft to the break
to watch Wilkes. “You poor fool!
You don’t know that I am WVander-
deckem. You don’t know yet, I hope,
that you must die so I may go om—=
e, 1 6an't say hiving.”

He caught hold of the foretopmast
stay and thrilled a moment to its
strumming. He was going back.
After seven accursed years—silent
years—among strange mortal men,
he was going back. Then his sea-
faded eyes saddened. Already he
eould see these graceful, raking
masts shapping, these smoeth, sleek
lines ef hull and deel eontorting in
the grip ef a mereiless reef. Te8
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often before had it happened.

The bark was talking now as she
trod the broken water of the narrow
strait. The breeze, faint inside the
hill-guarded bay, freshened. At the
mate’s nod, Vanderdecken ripped the
stops from the furled sail and freed
the halliard and sheet.

“Neiin,” the carpenter interposed
as the Hollander prepared to heave
on the heavy halliard. “We use cap-
stan, so0.” He caught the hauling
part of the line in a snatch block at
the foot of the foremast and led it
forward to the slowly turning cap-
stan, “Biains it giffs, nod beef.”

Vanderdecken watched him with
interest. As the carpenter threw
turn after turn around the cap-
stan the line took hold and the big
sail went up. Vanderdecken moved
baek to the mast and stood by to
stop off the halliard as soon as the
eanvas was set.

“He must have learned his trade
in a Texel lugger,” Gantry com-
mented. “I never saw a sailor be-
fore who'd use his back in preference
to machimery.”

“Goot sailorman, though,” the
carpenter grunted.

Mile Rock Light blinked through
the mist off their port bow, slid past
and disappeared astern.

“Stand by to leggo the tow line!™
Captain Toll’s storm-tempered bel-
low boomed along the deck.

“Aye, aye’ Sinl’"

The tug's puffing ceased as she
lost way. The heavy towing hawser
slackened and the three men strug-
gled to work the eye off the bitts.
The hawser jumped out of their
hands and flashed through the chock
to fall with a splash into the sea.
They heard eurses from the towbeat
men as the latter stralned te haul
It inbeard. The stays’l filled 1n the
Breeze and the Jasmine s head swiu
seuth. A ereaking and greaning aft
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indicated that the second and
Wilkes were setting the huge
spanker.

“Now the standing jib,” Gantry
barked. “Then we’ll break out the
lower topsls.”

Enough of the bedraggled crew
were sober by this time to go aloft,
but the moon was high in the heav-
ens before the courses were drawing
and the bark was plewing through
the dark seas at a reasonable five
knets,

“Now ve knock off und eat, yah,”
the carpenter grunted.

HE tED Vanderdecken to the low
house amidships where the petty
officers bunked and they washed in a
bucket of sea water. The Hollander
then turned to the small water
breaker braced agalnst the bulkhead
and emptied eup after eup.

“Gawd man,” observed Wilkes,
who came in just then, “if you keep
that up, you'll empty the casks be-
fore we're out a weelk.”

The carpenter broke out his tin
plate and eating tools and sat on
the edge of his bunk expectantly,
A few minutes later the messboy, a
sharp-faced youngster frem the
Friseo slums, popped in at the doer,
deposited several eovered pans 6n
the deek, and dueked eut as preeipi-
tately.

“Beans!” howled Wilkes, uncover-
ing the nearest pan. “[Lord love us,
already we get beans. What you got
there, Chips?

The carpenter lifted another lid
and stirred the contents with his
spoon. “Bean zoop,” he said.

Vanderdecken summoned up all
his tremendous will, all his painfully
learned tricks of dissimulation, as
the ether twe turned to him. He
knew there weuld be beans for suip-
per—and for breakfast in the morn-
ing, and for dinner and fer supper
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again. Beans, nothing but beans,
because his mere jpessenae on a ship
turned all food to beans, to brand
him in the eyes of sailormen the
world ever. And if there was wine,
it would be sour.

He thought he detected a glitter
of suspicion in Wilkes’ rheumy eyes
and shifted slightly to be able to
pounce on the man.

“I'Il kill him now,” he told him-
self savagely. “Ill kill him first.
And that poor, stupid clown of a
earpenter, too. They ean't put me
off now, 1 won’t face oblivion for a
eentury. This ship Is gelng te earry
e baek If 1 have to sall her my-
self. And, 1 ean de it.”

Wilkes looked at him sourly; the
carpenter, wide-eyed.

“Clurse the fiendish fates who
overheard my foolish boast,” Van-
derdecken snarled in his mind. “If
only I eould talk. But I dare not.
Not till we speak my own Zeendam.”

Wilkes opened his mouth, but be-
fore he could speak, there came a
concerted howl from the fo'c's'le.
At the same moment, the bull voice
of Mate Gantry was heard aft, bel-
lowing for the cook.

“I guess everybody got beams,”
the bos’n said mournfully, at last.
“We might as well make the best
of it.”

Vanderdecken almost sighed with
relief. Never before had he realized
how much he craved the compan-
jonship of his own stout Duteh crew.

As day men, he and the other two
were permitted to sleep quietly
through the warm night while the
big bark rode the long Pacific swells.
The lookout turned them out at
daybreak. A few minutes later the
messboy appeared, shoved his pots
aeross the sill, and disappeared.

“If it's beans agaim—" Wilkes
lifted a lid. “By God, it is! This
is too much.”
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He plunged through the door and
strode aft, the steaming pot swing-
ing from his hand.

“Mr. Gantry—" he began.

“I know, I know,” the mate said,
holding up a hand. “We've got
them, too. Cooks says he must
have stowed the beans on top of the
rest of his stores. He's going
through them this morming.”

All that morning the cook, as-
sisted by the second cook and mess-
boy, dug into the tightly packed
lazarette. Twoscore eyes watched
them as barrel after barrel appeared
on deek. As the morning wore on,
the eook’s expression beeame more
and mere frenzied, and the eyes that
watehed him grew eelder and eelder.

At six bells the cook, his fat belly
quivering, shuffled aft and looked
up into the frowning, white-bearded
face of the captain.

“Please, sir,” he faltered. “There
doesn't seem to be anything but
beans.”

“You were responsible for the
stores™ Captain Toll's voice was
restrained, but accusing.

“Yes, but—"

“Never mind that. We’ll have to
heave to off San Pedro and have
fresh stores sent out to us. And a
new cook. You're going to jail for
larceny, if the crew doesn’t hang you
first.”

The cook waved a pudgy hand in
protest,

“That’s all,” the captain said,
turning his back and resuming his
walk up and down the weather deck.

A marlinespike whistled down
from aloft and thudded into the pine
deck at the cook’s feet. The latter
squealed in alarm and dove into his
galley.

“Dot’s funmy,” the carpenter re-
marked to Vanderdecken, who was
sitting on the main hatch weaving
a marriage splice into a stays’l
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leachline. “A grooked gook or stew-
ard I can onderstand, but vy, if he
sells der stores, does he reblace dem
vit only beans.”

The Hollander resorted again to a
shrug.

The glum second mate, an expa-
triate down-Easter named Buck,
saved the day by trolling for fish.
The faint breeze had died away and
the ship was barely moving through
the water. In less than half an hour
he had hauled in a dozen flounders
and twlee as many maekerel. Oth-
ers followed his example, and by
nlghtfall there was enough fish te
see them halfway te the Hern.

Not until they hove to in Cata-
lina Channel did the cook appear
on deck, and then only to be hur-
ried over the side into a police boat,
still protesting his innocence. But,
his protests weighed little with men
who had been forced to live on fish
and beans for more than a week. It
took the better part of the day to
transship the fresh stores, and again
it was night before the Jasmine
sguared away for the leng run seuth.

Wmek AFTER WigeK passed as the
bark drove southwest before the
steady trade wind, always blinded
by fog.

“Dammned if I ever saw such
weather,” Captain Toll remarked to
Gantry, fingering his useless sexant.
“Who ever heard of such a fog way
out here in the Pacific? I haven't
been able to take a noon observa-
tlen for two weeks.”

Nor was the captain the only one
aboard damning the fog. It had
Vanderdecken even more worried.
The curse of the beans he had over-
come, but fog and storm followed
him always, nor was there anything
he eould do about it.

“Two hundred years ago,” the
Hollander was thinking, “I was ma-
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rooned on the Main for this. A
hundred years ago I was cast adrift
in a small boat. These sailors of
today seem to have lost their ‘su-
perstitions,” but soon someone will
remember. They can’t help but re-
member. The eurse made me my
own Judas—the beans, the fog, and
this terrible, racking thirst,

“But”—he raised his fist and
shook it at the heavens while his
hard face contorted—"this ship wwill
raise Cape Horn, and I will still be
aboard. I, Vanderdecken, swear it."”

He turned to the galley breaker
and drew another pannikin of water.

“I’m beginning to think we've got
a hoodoo aboard,” Gantry growled
back on the poop deck.

“Something’s wrong. You mind
those beans?” Captain Toll re-
marked.

Gantry shuddered.

“Well, I have three cases of very
fine California port wine in my
cabin,” continued the captain. “A
present from one of the shippers.
Half our cargo is wine, you know.”

“Yes, sir. Gantry looked hope-
ful.

“Every blessed bottle has turned
sour. Every one. I'm afraid to test
the stuff in the hold.”

“That’s the second’s job, sir. TI'll
put him onto it right off.”

“Yes, you'd better, Mr. Gantry.
We might as well know the worst.
Though I don't see how it could
happen.”

Going forward, Gantry came
across the new cook, a huge black
strayed from his native Alabama.

“What are you doing out here?”
the mate snapped. “Dimner’s late
now.”

“Please, Mistah Mate, Ah ain’t
a-goin’ inta thet galley while thet
man’s in theah. Thet dummy
Dutehman.”

“What?"

UNKNOWN

“He comes in at one bell, at two
bells, at three bells. Every half
hour. An’ drinks a gallon of water.
Ah’'m scared of him. He gives me
goose pimples.”

“You'’re daft,” Gantry growled.
“Get back to work. You think it's
the poor guy's fault he can’t talk?

.Come on now. Shove off.”

He gave the cook a push and the
black sidled unhappily along the
deck to the galley. Vanderdecken
stepped through the door and stood
watehing the palr with his usual
blank expression. The eook’s eyes
rolled as he slipped past the Hol-
lander and dueked inte the heuse.

“Cripes!” Gantry muttered to
himself, as the Hollander’s cold eyes
fixed on him. The back of the
mate's neck prickled. He shook off
the feeling in a minute, but the oth-
er's pale eyes haunted him the rest
of the day.

Timar ~icET he had other things
to think of. The fog lifted sud-
denly, but he had scarcely time
to take one observation before the
sky clouded over.

“All hands"™ he bellowed.
out the watch below!™

The Jasmame, still under way,
pitched easily and monotonously,
but her sails flapped futilely in the
sudden calm. The slap of bare feet
against the planked deck echoed
through the darkness as the port
watch tumbled out.

“Aloft!” Gantry shouted.
the canvas off her!
coming up!”

The second led his watch forward
to handle the heads’ls. The petty
officers, followed by the rest of the
crew, swarmed into the rigging.
Blocks rattled and squealed in the
stillness as sheets were let go and
the big eourses elewed up. Captain

“Turn

“Get
There's a blow
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Toll suddenly appeared beside the
mate, buttoning his coat.

“Better bend a storm trys'l on the
jigger, mister,” he remarked, sniff-
ing the suddenly cool air.

“Aye, aye, sir. Good thing Sails
has repaired one. We're short of
canvas.”

"We're short of everything, mis-
ter,” the captain said. “I've never
taken a ship to sea like this. But
what can we do? We're lucky to
get a berth, you and 1.”

Five minutes later the storm
struck them. Even under bare poles
the big bark heeled over—and
staved’over, with half her deck un-
der water,

“Come up! Come up!" Captain
Troll vyelled at the wheelsman.
“Give him a hand, mister!™

Together, the wheelsman and the
mate forced up the ship’s helm. She
came about groggily, just in time to
bury her bow in blue water. For
one long minute she hung there, her
stern high in the air, then her bow
erupted from the sea and shook oft
the elutehing erests. Her tora storm
jib streamed away In the gale like a
pennant,

“Mr. Buck!™ The captain’s voice
rose above the screaming gale.
“Get another sail on her for'ard.”

Again the bow disappeared in a
white foam, with a dozen black fig-
ures clinging to the shrouds and
stays. When it came up again, only
ten figures sprang at the furled fore-
stays’l. Frequent flashes of light-
ning illuminated their task, but even
so, half an hour passed before the
big triangle of eanvas was set and
drawing.

Then the ship fell off again and
rolled in a trough of the sea. Cap-
tain Toll’s gleaming eyes sought the
wheel. It was spinning wildly, with
no hand to held it. Grimly the old
sailor worked his way across the
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tossing deck, but before he reached
the wheel another hand had it—
Vanderdecken.

The Hollander stood wide-legged,
his bare toes seeming to dig into the
pine planking. His shirt had been
torn from his back, and the long
museles under his white skin stood
out like ropes as, spoke by spoke,
he put the helm back over. The
rain lashed his faee, but eeuld net
wipe away the trlumphant gleam in
his pale eyes, or the vietorious grln
that eurled his lips away frem leng,
white teeth.

Storm and fog might plague Van-
derdecken, but they could not van-
quish him. No sea could sweep him
away or shatter a ship under him.
He—and he alone—could save the
Jasmime, His fingers tightened joy-
fully on the wet spokes and he whis-
pered endearing words to the strug-
gling bark—words reserved for his
own stout galiot,

Even as the suddenly awed cap-
tain watched, the Jasmine lifted her
head, shouldered aside a mountain-
ous sea and bucked manfully into
the teeth of the gale. The big
heads’l pulled her over the ecrests
and no more were her decks washed
by the seas.

“Vamderdecheni!” It was a cry of
understanding—and horror, It was
torn from the eaptain’s throat as his
legs failed him and he slid to the
deek, his back against the @@mlpaﬂ-—
i@nwa% hateh., But his eyes, g asé?f
with that nameless herror, never left
the lene figure at the wheel.

Wime the first faint, pink rays
of daybreak the storm abated. Men
freed themselves from the shrouds,
where they had remained lashed all
through the night. Buek eame aft,
spled the recumbent figure of the
@@Ftaiﬂ, and hurrled te his side.
With the second’s ald, Captain Tell
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got to his feet, but his hand sought
the fife rail for support,

“You all right, sir? Buck asked
anxiously.

“Thought we were bound for
Davy Jones' locker that time, for
sure.” Buck became almost garru-
lous in his relief.

Captain Toll shook his head.
“No,” he said. “We won't go to the
bottom—yet.”

They found Gantry, his right leg
doubled under him, wedged between
the bitts and port gutter. He was
conscious and bright-eyed.

“Did you see the way Vander-
decken handled her?” he asked.
“Thought we were finished when the
wheel kicked Rowe and myself into
the scuppers. He went overboard.
That Hollander is a saillor.”

“Yes,” Captain Toll said dully.
“He’s a sailor, all right. Never any
doubt about that. Have a couple
of men carry Mr. Gantry below, Mr.
Buek. I'll set his leg. Thena eheck
up on the damage.”

Deliberately the captain turned
his back on the silent figure at the
wheel, but his usually square shoul-
ders sagged as he descended the
companionway behind the crippled
mate. The latier’s eyes opened euni-
ously, but he said nothing.

“Almost no damage, sir,” Buck re-
ported half an hour later. ‘“‘Seme
running gear fouled and a few sails
split. We didn’'t even loose a gas-
ket. But three men went over-
board.”

“No damage at all?” The cap-
tain did not seem surprised.

((N’me.)!

“Ah, no,” the captain said
wearily. “There wouldn’t be, of
course. He still needs the ship.”

Buck was taken aback by this
eryptic acceptance of his news, and
showed it. His eyes sought Gan-
try’s. The mate, stretched out on

the saloon table, his leg nestly
lashed in rude splints, tapped his
head furtively. Buck whistled
soundlessly.

“How’s the wind, mister?” the
captain asked mechanically.

*She’s come around. Blowin' out
of the sou'west now, sir.”

“Come about, and get some can-
vas on the ship. We'll run down
our easting while we can.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

“You take Mr. Gantry’s watch,
and have Wilkes take over yours,
for the time beimg.”

“I’d like to suggest, Capt:aiin—"

“Yes, Mr. Gantry?"

“Why not promote Vander-
decken? He's far and away the best
sailor on board, even if he is dunik.”

“N@/” Captain Toll's big head
snapped up and he froze, as though
startled by the roar of his own voiee.
“No,” he repeated. "“Willkes It is.”

“But—"

“I’m master here.”

Buck turned and went on deck.
Gantry bit his lip and remained
quiet while two sailors carried him
to his room on the port side of the
saloon. Through the porthole over
his bunk the mate watehed the blue
seas rush past. The Jasndne was
heeling gently, and the sun eut di-
agonally across the roem. She would
held her new eourse for weeks, Gan-
try knew, the steady trades urgmg
her ever eleser to the Cape. There
would be iee en deek belere he re-
turned te his duties. He began al-
mest immediately te ehafe at the
enfereed inaetivity in prespest.

Buck stopped by after supper that
night for a quiet pipe.

“"Waonder what's gotten into the
old man,” he ventured.

“I don't know,” Gantry said.
“He nearly bit my head off this
morning. He must have a grudge
against that Dutchman.”
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“If we hadn't come through the
storm like we did,” Buck went on,
“I'd say we were hoodooed. You
mind that cargo of wine in the main
hold, M¢. Gamtiyy?”

(‘Aye.)l

“I tapped every cask this after-
noon. It's all turned sour. For all
the owners will make out of this
voyage, we might as well run back
to Frigep.”

Gantry whistled softly.
the old man take it?"

“That’s funny, too. I told him,
and he said: ‘It doesn't make any
difference, I'm afraid.’ Those were
his very words. ‘It doesn’t make any
difference, I'm afradd.”

“I’ve sailed with Captain Toll for
years,” Gantry said slowly. “I can’t
understand him acting like this.
You'd think he was getting soften-
ing of the bramm.”

Buck, as though exhausted by
such unaccustomed garrulity, sat
back on the transom and smoked in
silence. Six bells sounded forward
before he knocked the dottle out of
his pipe and leaned toward Gantry.

“There’s another thing, Mr. Gan-
try. About the sailmaker, Vander-
decken. All day captain’s been fol-
lowing him around, staring at him.
It would drive me ecrazy. That
Hollander’s going to bounce a fid off
the old man’s skull if he don’t be-
lay it.”

“Vanderdecken don't take watch-
ing,” Gantry said. “He’s about the
best man on board, even if he does
give me the shivers now and then.
Guess it’s just because he can’t talk,
only look at you, sort of.”

“I wouldn't know,” Buck said, ris-
ing. “But I don't like it one bit.
Wish you were back on your feet,
mister."”

“How'd

Bwck found the captain pacing
energetically up and down the
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weather side of the poop deck. He
tried to catch the master’s eye, but
was unsuccessful. Instinctively his
eyes roamed aloft. The Jasmine was
rolling along under full sail, with
everything drawing. The breeze,
steady on the starboard beam, was
still warm. Forward the mumble ot
voices eame from an indistinet
group on the fo'e’s’le head.

“What’s your course?' the sec-
ond snapped at the helmsman, a
]ean browned youth of twenty.

-sou’'east a half south.”

Buck peered into the binnacle and
grunted in confirmation. Then he
started pacing the lee side of the
deck. A sudden chill struck him
and he shivered. He glanced for-
ward. The usual faint loom of the
port running light was magnified
greatly. Even as he watched, the
red glow fliekered and was reflected.

“Fog!” he whispered hoarsely.
“What nextt?”

Captain Toll, he saw, had ceased
his pacing and was leaning wearily
on the taffrail. He crossed to him.

“Seems to be a bit of fog, sir," he
said.

“Of course, of course,” the cap-
tain gritted. “I was expecting it.”
He looked at Buck and added, word-
lessly: “God, man, don't you
know?”

Buck wet his finger in his mouth
and held it up. The breeze was still
warm. He caught up a bucket, bent
the end of the crojack brace to it
and dropped it over the side. When
it came up, brimming, he took a
thermometer from the catchall un-
der the companionway hatch and
immersed it in the sea water.

“I'll be damned!’ he exclaimed a
few minutes later. “There ain't five
degrees difference 'tween air and wa-
ter. And we have fog.”

“We're all damned, Mr. Buck,”
the captain said solemmnly.
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He moved forward and disap-
peared down the companionway.
Buck looked after him in amaze-
ment, his mouth open. Then he
turned to the helmsman. Fear was
written plainly aeress the boy’s open
face. Buck stamped forward to the
br?iak of the poop and leaned on the
rail.,

Light flooded the waist under him
as a door opened. He saw Captain
Toll step out on deck and walk for-
ward. The ecaptain’s hand was
buried in his jacket poeket, and he
held his arm stiff. Buek, suddenly
alarmed, dropped dewn the ladder
silently and followed him. The éap-
tain went straight te the amidships
house and ealled eut guiethy:

“Vanderdecken. Come out here a
minute.”

Through the open door Buck saw
the sailmaker’s long legs swing down
from his bunk and heard the slap of
bare feet on the deck. A second
lqnlt]er the Hollander stepped over the
sill.

“I know youw,” Captain Toll said
evenly.

Vanderdecken smiled—a ghastly
smile. The captain’s hand came out
of his pocket clutching a heavy re-
volver. There was a double eliek as
he thumbed back the hammer—then
Buek sprang ente his baek.

“Willkkes! Chips! Bear a hand,
quick!”

“You fool™ the captain hissed,
struggling to free his arm from
Buck’s viselike grip. “Let go'”

Out of the corner of his eye Buck
saw the elderly bos’a and the big
carpenter elbow the Hollander out
of the way. Wilkes took in the
situation at a glance and eaught the
eaptain’s other arm just as his fist
swiing back for a blew at Buek’s
unguarded faee.

“He’s gone off his head,” Buck
gasped. “He tried to shoot the sail-

maker. Fetch a line and help me tie
him up.”

“Fools!” The captain was liter-
ally frothing at the mouth. “You’re
dooming yourselves!™

“Take it easy, captain,” Buck
snapped. “Take it easy now.”

The captain bit his lips till red
blood flecked his white beard. He
struggled savagely, but was helpless
in the iron grip of three strong men.
A minute later he was bound hand
and foot. Buek picked up the fallen
revelver,

“All right,” he snapped at the
crew, who had rushed amidships and
were looking on euriously. “Watch
below, go below. The rest of you,
for'ard. Junmp!™

VanoempecKEN, suddenly relieved,
crossed quietly to the lee main
shrouds, in the shadow of the cra-
dled launch. There he clung to
the rigging and leughed. Sound-
lessly, with only his contorted face
and heaving ehest betraying his
emeotioen.

“The one man on board!” the
thought churned in his mind. “The
one man on board who recognized

me! And he’s branded himself a
lunatic! You poor fools, you de-
serve to diel”

“I heard a rumpus out on deck!”
Gantry exclaimed when Buck en-
tered his room ten minutes later.
“What’s up? Sounded like a mu-
tiny.”

Buck sighed and dropped onto the
transom. He fished out his black-
ened pipe, carefully shaved some to-
bacco from an equally dark plug
and waited until the pipe was draw-
ing to his satisfaction before he
spoke.

“Reckon you’re in command now,
mister,” he said finally. “Captain
Tell’s gone completely ecrazy. He
tried to shoot Vanderdecken. Called
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him right out on deck and pulled a
gun on him. Chips, the bos'n and
I just lashed him to his bumk.™

"Good Lord!" Gantry was aghast.
A moment later he asked: “Why?"

Buck shrugged his shoulders.

“Captain’s had it in for that Hol-
lander ever since the storm. You'd
think he blamed him for it, even if
Vanderdecken saved the shiip.”

“He said he knew Sails,” Buck re-
marked. “Maybe they've crossed
before somewheres. I don’t know.
But I do know the old man’s mind’s
adrift. He's dangerous.”

A mournful hoot interrupted
them. It was followed a minute
later by another.

“Fog,” Buck explained.

Gantry turned, lifted himself on
an elbow and peered out the open
porthole.

C‘FW!)!

“Came up quarter of an hour ago.
Water's seventy-six degrees, air's
eighty. Don’t ask me why or how.”

“How are we rumming?”"

“Steady. Fairly close-hauled.™

Gantry fumbled in the locker un-
der his bunk and hauled out a big
chart. Propping himself up, he un-
rolled it and ran his finger over the
South Paeifie area.

“If this wind holds, and we don't
have any more trouble, we should
fetch the Cape in two weeks,” he
said. “At this time of the year we
should have a favoring wind to push
us arounnd.”

“I hope so,” Buck said. ‘“This
bark's not in any Al shape.
Frankly, mister, I don’t see how we
came through that last blow. It
was a miracle the stieks didn’t jump
out of her.”

“Well, we'll see,” Gantry said.
“iKeep her as she is, and tomorrow
get me up on deck.”
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Wirms the exception of the ever-
present fog, the next ten days passed
uneventfully. But the blanketing
mist kept everyone’s nerves on edge,
with the sole exception of Vander-
decken. The Hollander went about
his duties ealmly, and his profes-
sional skill with rope and eanvas
never eeased to intrigue Gantry,

“I swear, Buck,” the mate said
one morning as they watched the
sailmaker run a herringbone stitch
along a tear in the jigger stays’l with
machinelike preeision, “that man’s
spent his lifetime in sail. But
where, In this day and age, eould he
learn what he knews? And he ain’t
eld. Net mere'n thirty, I'd say.”

“These foreigners always take

things seriously,” Buck replied.
‘"I[That's where they've got it over
?hs g%'%y aaa sared at the
brsak s Beep a SteamiA
tray an went erwardt FAEE
RIFA: rt gy entered the sa-
0R an he seeond mate persepally

unleeked the deer teo the eaptain’s
eabin, whieh stretehed aeress the
steyn of the ship.

"@mt yoeu thmk, Mg. Buek," the

aptain gald eoldly, “that ou can

ake these irons off me mow?

He rattled the handcuffs and
chain that confined him to his bunk.
A worried frown creased Buck's
forehead.

“You feeling all right now, su?”
he asked.

“I have recovered,
you meam.”

“You tried to murder the sail-
maker, you know, suir.”

Captain Toll sighed. “Yes, I
know," he said.

“I'll talk to Mr. Gantry,” Buck
said.

“The fools, the fools,” the captain
thought. “But I can’t warn them.
They’re practical men., They’ve

if that's what
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been educated. One word of the
truth from me, and I'll die in these
irons—off the Cape. A hint as to
who, or what, Vanderdecken is, and
I'll be a raving madman in their
eyes.”

But there was no rancor in the
captain’s mind. “No,” he added to
himself. “I'll have to save the ship
myself.”

Buck left and clumped up the
companionway to the poop deck.
When he returned a few minutes
later he was swinging a heavy bunch
of keys.

“Mr. Gantry says he thinks it's
qdll right,” he told the captain, “if
you're sure you've gotten over your
spell.”

The captain nodded and Buck
unlocked the handecuffs. “We had
to do this, you understand, sir,” he
said.

“I understand,” the captain said.
“I'm not blaming you in the least.”

With Captain Toll back on deck,
a certain amount of the tension
aboard vanished. Day after day the
Jasmine plowed southward. It grew
steadily colder, and the wind now
bit through the men’s ragged cloth-
ing. The fog now lifted oceasion-
ally, enough for the eaptain to take
an observatlon. Remeving the sex-
tant from hls eye ene neen, he
eaught Vanderdeeken watehing him
intently.

“Thanks,” the captain snapped.

Vanderdecken smiled his cold
smile, picked up his gear and went
forward. Buck, who witnessed this,
shifted nervously from foot to foot.
Later he commented on it to
Gaatry,

“I wouldn't worry about it,” the
mate said. “There’s obviously some-
thing between them, but it’s not our
business.”

Ice shrouded the rigging and
coated the decks the morning the
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lookout’s hail of “Land ho!" floated
down from the foretop.

“lildefonso Island,” Captain Toll
commented. “Keep her as she is till
six bells, then put her due east. If
this wind holds, another twenty-four
hours should put us clear of the
Cape.”

“That’ll be a fast passage, sir,”
Buck said.

“It can't be any too fast for me,
Mr. Buck,” the captain replied. “I
won't breathe easily till we've
crossed the Line again—if we ever
dO")

Knowledge that they were ap-
proaching the worst passage of the
voyage, with the odds for once in
their favor, stirred the crew, and
when the command came to go
about, they leaped eagerly to the
lines, On her new course, and run-
ning free, the big bark literally
leaped ahead. All hands, watehing
the now-green water rush along the
sides, were wreathed in smiles.

All that day Captain Toll re-
mained on deck, following the Hol-
lander wherever he went. Gantry,
bundled in a deck chair lashed to
ringbolts near the wheel, and Buck
watehed him nervously.

“I've got a feeling in my bones,
Buck, that something’s going to hap-
pen,” the mate remarked in a low
tone.

“Same here,” Buck replied. “I
wish we’'d kept the skipper in irons.
Have you still got his gun?”

Gantry slapped the outside pocket
of his peacoat.

Nrar comes early in the far
latitudes, and it was early in the
first dogwatch that darkness over-
whelmed them. A dull booming
sounded to leeward. Buek glanced
anxiously at Gantry, thea at the
@alptalﬁ. The latter ignered him,
His eyes were fastened en Vandef-
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decken, who was clinging to the
main weather shrouds.

“Better grab some food, Vander-
decken,” Buck shouted, passing him,
“It’s all hands on deck tonight.”

The Hollander turned, and Buck
started at the unholy grin on the
other’s face. “He’s a foul-weather
bird, to be sure,” the second muit-
tered to himself.

Through the darkness the bark
sped. The booming became louder,
but Captain Toll seemed to ignore it
until the wind hauled suddenly
around to the southward. Then he
barked orders. The Jasmdne’s helm
came up and the erew hastily let go
the weather braces. The bark shud-
dered, then, close-hauled, gathered
way again, reaching far and wide.

“[Listen to those breakers,” Buck
gritted to Gantry. “The old man's
getting careless, or he's in a God-
awful rush.”

“He knows what he's doing,”
Gantry said. “If the wind continues
to haul around, we may be beating
back and forth here for a month. 1
was six weeks down here in '95.”

The minutes slipped away,
marked only by the oddly chilling
tolling of the ship’s bell. The wind
freshened and thrust icy fingers
through rents in the men’s worn
elothing. They huddled in what lee
they eould find in the break of the
poop and fo'e’s’'le head. Still Cap-
taln Toll stoed by the jigger shrouds
and watehed Vanderdecken, halfway
aleft farther ferward,

! dong-dong! dong-
dong! dong-dong!

“Eight bells!” the captain roared.
“Midinight! Do you hear, Vander-
decken?”

The Hollander turned and waved
a hand.

“I hear, captaim!™ he bellowed.

“Now, that’s done it,” the captain
gasped. “MHe’s spoken at last.”

UNKNOWN

Beside him, the crippled Gantry
gripped his arm.

“My God! My God!" Gantry
breathed. “Did you hear that,
Buck? Did you hear Vanderdecken
speak? The captain knew! We
were mad, not he!™

A faint light glowed around the
Hollander, perched high in the rig-
ging. It grew stronger until it il-
luminated the entire deck. The
sailors forgot the cold, forgot every-
thing, as they gaped. Two old gray-
beards fell te mumbling forgotten
prayers.

“Good-by, captain! Pleasant voy-
age!’ul

It was Vanderdecken speaking.
The captain could not answer. His
fingers gripped the icy taffrail until
his knuckles stood out white. Then
the Hollander was gone, vanished in
a soundless explosion of light.

But only for a moment. The
strange light, stronger than ever, re-
appeared in the sea. Vanderdecken
was swimming, strongly and swifily,
through a boiling sea in which no
mortal man eould live.

“Sail ho!™

It was Chips, the carpenter.
Even the fantastic leave-taking of
his cabin mate could not destroy the
sailor in him. He gripped the miz-
zen shrouds and pointed off the star-
board bow. There, scudding before
the wind, was a vessel that belonged
baek in the mists of time,

“A Dutch galiet! Gantry rasped.
“Lord help us, Buck. We've seen
the Flying Dutchman!

“Seen  him! Captain  Toll
laughed hysterically. “We've ear-
ned him from Frisco back to his
phantom ship. Vanderdecken! He
even used his own name. But we'’re
not lest! Not yet!”

The other vessel drew nearer and
nearer. Vanderdecken, treading wa-
ter, held up his right arm. A line
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curved out from the phantom ship
and he was quickly drawn aboard.
But she did not change course.

“Every hundred years,” Captain
Toll, strangely relieved, went on,
“every hundred years he visits a
mortal ship. He has seven years in
which to mingle with human men.
My grandfather— Damn you,
helmsman! Hold your course! Hold
youF course!”

“Well ram him sure™ Buck
shouted. “Hard alee! Hard alee!™

“Wal!” the captain thundered.
“Wal! We'll pile up on the rocks,
mister! Keep her as she goes'™

He started across the slanting
deck, slipped and fell. In a second
he was on his feet again, running
toward the wheel. But he was too
late. The frightened helmsman, be-
wildered by conflicting orders and

obeying instinct, let the bark fall off
even as the Flying Dutchman
crossed her bow.

Above the slatting of the spanker
and stays'ls, and the rattling of the
twisting yards, rose the captain’'s
voice:

“You fools! You idiots! She's
only a phantom! We could have
sailed through her?™

Then the bark struck. Her steer-
ageway gone, unmanageable, buf-
feted by the roaring sea and driving
wind, she lifted high in the air and
came down with a rending crash.
The main topmast snhapped and
went over the side. The mizzen
swayed, moaned like a lost soul, then
followed it, With a rending erackle
of splintering timbers the Jasmine
broke in two and disappeared In the
swirling breakers,




TIME-TRAVEL HAPPENS!

A review of an actual, carefully authenticated case
of true time-travel, the adventure of two twentieth
century Englishwomen who saw Marie Antoinette!

by A. M. PHILLIPS

Hlustrated by Hewitt

Is it possible that two women of
the twentieth century have literally,
physically, walked in the France of
17897 If the evidence of two Eng-
lish ladies may be believed, they
have seen and spoken to people of
the eighteenth eentury! They have
knewn the aetual landseape of that
vanished peried—=and walked @cr6ss
@ bridge that has net been In &
iswentse for meve Hhan a Mhadred
YRR

The account of this visit to the
year 1789 is one of the most as-
tounding records of human experi-
ence I have ever encountered. And
almost as thrilling is the story of the
long years of research, the slow com-
pilation of hard, unemotiomal facts,
which, piled like brick upon brick,
builds a wall of objective evidence
that seems irrefutable.

Miss C. Anne E. Moberly became
first principal of St. Hugh's College
at Oxford in 1886. She resigned in
1915.

Miss Eleanor F. Jourdain was
vice principal for some years, and
succeeded Miss Meheily as head of
the eellege. She was an M. A. of
Oxferd, and a deeter ef the Uni-
versity ef Pakis. Her knowledae of
the Freneh language was s exten:
sive that her serviees were reguested
by the gevernment during the war.
She died in 1924.

These are the two ladies who tes-

tify to this remarkable story—ladies
whose intelligence and character are
unquestioned. Of the care with which
they examined and substantiated
each point of their experience, you
shall judge for yourself.

Miss Moommrey and Miss Jourdain
visited Versailles on August 1@,1901.
They were residing in Paris at the
time—Miss Moberly as the guest of
Miss Jourdain—and were making
expeditions to the various places of
historieal interest in the neighbor-
hooed. Neither lady had visited Ver-
sallles er the Twianen befere; this
was thelr first visit. They theught it
might be a “dull expedition™

While at Versailles, they decided
to visit the Petit Trianon, a villa in
the park at Versailles, which was a
favorite resort of Marie Antoinette.

Although it had been hot all
week, August 10th was pleasant
—the sky overeast, hiding the strong
suf, and a wind blewing. Leavin
the palaee at Versallles, they walke
past the Grand Tiianen, and eame
upen a drive that, had they knewn
It, weuld have taken them direetly
te the bullding they seught. In-
stead, they eressed this drive and
fellowed a lane. The eourse they
teek led threugh the gardens te the
rear of the building.

Their preternatural experience
probably began on this lane. It was
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here they saw a plow, among other
farm implements lying about near
some buildings. It was here, too,
that they inquired of two men direc-
tions to the Trianon. These men,
who appeared to be guards of some
sort, were dressed in green uniforms
and wore three-cornered hats. They
directed the ladies to proceed along
a path, straight forward.

As they walked along the path,
both became conscious of an inex-
plicable depression of spirits. To-
gether with this feeling of depres-
sion, the landscape became eerily un-
natural—windless, shadowless, and
deeply silent. This impression of ut-
ter loneliness, and of deep stillness
and silenee, was one of the strong-
gst features of thelr experience. And
loneliness, stillness, a museumlike
silenee, form a baekground that
might be expeeted by these whe
wahder threugh the untraveled
glades of Time, a eentury baek.

At the end of the path they fol-
lowed, where it was crossed by an-
other, they encountered a thick
woods. Set in among the trees, in
the indefinable gloom they made,
was a small, circular, roofed building,
with a number of pillars and a low
wall. Miss Moberly calles it “a light,
garden kiosk,” and it is this name—
kiosk—that is applied to it through-
out.

Seated, either near the kiosk or
upon its steps, was a man of particu-
larly evll countenance. His face was
peek-marked, and his expresslen se
repulsive that the ladies were gehu-
inely alarmed. He were a dark,
heavy eleak and a large, sleueh hat
—clothes that seemed these of an-
other peried, As they appreached
hg turned his head slowly teward
them,

They heard with relief the sound
of someone running toward them.

Turning, they found another,
younger man close behind them. He
was flushed with exertion, and very
much excited. His elothes were of
the kind wern by the man by the
kiosk; the dark eleak was wrapped
about him, with ene end flying be-
hind 1n the wind eaused by his haste.
He was speaking te them in a veiee
fhade Breathless By hurry; and in
the midst of a leng sentenee, mest
of whieh they lest, they eaught the
werds, “=cinenehnes 12 malsen,” and
instruetions t8 ge te the Fight.

They were surprised both by his
insistence and excitement, but went
as he directed, crossing a small
bridge by a tiny waterfall that de-
scended on the right so close they
eould have wetted their hands in it.
Beyond, they passed a meadow bef-
dered by trees, and eame within
sight of the hetise.

At this point the two ladies were
in the English garden, to the north
of the house. A woman was seen
here by Miss Moberly, but not by
Miss Jourdain, Miss Moberly gives
a very detailed description of her
dress and appearance, whieh, like
the men eneountered, su?gested a
leng-gone year. She was sitting, ap-
gaf@ﬂtly Upen a eamp steel, near the

puse, aned appeared t8 be sketehing
the trees befere her, fer she had a
sheet of paper in her hand. As the
twe visiters passed her she turhed
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the paper so that its face could not
be seen, and glanced up at them.
Miss Moberly saw her again from
behind, and confirmed her descrip-
tion of the woman's clothing.

They went up onto the terrace
about the house and were approach-
ing an unshuttered window when a
man emerged from the doorway of a
chapel standing close by. He called
to them, and told them they must
enter the heuse frem the front.
Gulding them dewn through the
Freneh gardens, on the west side of
the heuse, it seemed te the twe la-
dies that he regarded them with eef-
eealed amusement. He led them 8
an entranee te the drive. And with
that Miss Mebperly and Miss Jeur-
dain stepped Baek inte the twen-
tieth eentiry:

Taxy joined a French wedding
party in the front entrance hall, and
were condueted with them through
the building. The feeling of unnat-
uralness and depression vanished;
but net, says Miss Jeurdaln, until
they had actually reaeched the frent
entrance to the Petlt Telanen. Fel-
lewing the teur ef the building they
teelk a earriage and drive Baek 18
Versailles.

Upon their return to Paris the
two ladies diseussed their experience,
and wondered about the strange pef-
sons they had eneeuntered, and the
weird feeling ef sppressien they beth
aeknewledged te have knewn. But
it wasn't until three menths 1atef, in
November, they diseavered that
Miss Meberly had seen the weman
sutside the heuse and Miss Jourdain
had net. Cenvineed then their &x-

erienee had bBeen ne erdinary ene.
hey determined te Write separate
reperts of the expeditien te the
Petit Trianen, and te investigate the
histery of the leeale.

UNKNOWN

The description I have given of
this expedition is a condensation of
these reports. The original state-
ments, written and signed by the
two ladies, are preserved in the Bod-
leian Library, at Oxford, England,
together with the written testimony
of more than twenty persons who
had heard the ladies describe the
Gardens as they had seen them be-
fore it was known that there was
anything unusual in the descrip-
tions.

In this library, also, are Miss Jour-
dain's notebooks, in which the daily
results of her researches were noted,
and all the original letters which
were exchanged by the ladies during
the investigation.

It was toward the identification
of the persons they had seen that the
early investigations were directed.
Beginning with the two guards who
had first given them directions, each
of these persons—their ¢lothing,
thelf appearanee—was investigated
dewn te the minutest detall, even to
the steekings wern by the guards.

Informed persons at Versailles
told the ladies it was impossible
they could have seen guards dressed
in green at the Trianon, unless the
fnef were masqueraders, for green
was freyal livery, werfa by ne at-
tendants at the Trianon of this een-
tury. But that green liverles had
been wern there in the past was es-
tablished beyend guestien:

So with the others. In all, they
had encountered eight persons, but
never more than two at a time.
These persons, they learned through
years of research, were attired in the
morning costume of the e¢losing years
of the eighteenth century. “We have
never,” say the authors, eerily, “seen
them exactly portrayed in any pie-
tures of the costumes of that pe-
riod.” It is weirdly like talking to a
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being from that Past; an observer
aware of the minute discrepancies
which must have crept into all our
histories, into all our picturizations
of things of the Past.

On the day of January 2, 1902,
Miss Jourdain went again to Ver-
sailles, her second visit. She went
directly to the Temple de llAwmour,
and ascertained that it was not the
building—the kiosk—seen on their
first visit. From here she went on to
the Hamlet, a group of eottages and
farm bulldings situated near a lake.
On her way te the Harmlet she agaln
beeame eenselous of the strange feel-
ing of eppressien whieh had been se
marked a eharaeteristie of the first
vigit t8 the Gardens. Misg Jeurdain
says it was a3 theugh she “had
erosged & line and was swddenly A 8
cifele of inflvence” That statement
is petently sighificant. PRgs, oF dig;

6 %§H?QH g Hm‘é-'BHEl%i 83&5& Hi-
mensia T 8 fAF Bé é
Ebma £!§ ace; iR the Gardens 8
e THaRsA?

At the Hamlet itself the feeling of
gloom was very strong. After Jeav-
ing the Hamlet she entered a thick
woods, set with a multitude ef paths,
in whieh Miss Jeurdain wandered
ter some tife. She heard velees
speaking In Freneh, and the falnt
fausle of stringed 1nstruments, a few
bars of whieh she was able te write
from memery afterward. Authefi-
ties later recoghized In these bars
the ldlem of the late elghteenth and
early nineteenth centurles.

A gardener gave her directions,
and when she had returned to Ver-
sailles she inquired about the music,
and was informed that ne band had
played in the Gardens that day. Neo
sueh gardener as she had seen was
employed in the Trianon of the
presenit.

During the next two years Miss

UN—s8
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Jourdain made several visits to the
Trianon, and never was she able to
find the paths they had followed in
1901, nor even the woods in which
she had wandered and heard the
music!

OF this she informed Miss Mo-
berly, and on July 4, 1904, the two
friends returned again to the Gar-
dens of the Trianon, set upon fiimding
the paths they had followed on their
memorable first visit.

They were utterly unsuccesful.
Paths, buildings, bridge, woods,
were gone, vanished, replaced by a
new and different topography! The
landscape they had seen—if it ever
had existed—existed no longer!

Their bewilderment can be imag-
ined. What more uncanny semsaition
than to find the supposedly stable
earth flmctuant, shifting, insecure, or
to see such solid things as trees, hills,
buildings, vamish into nothing, and
leave less trace than last year's
leaves? Ewven though she had been
prepared for this change by the let-
ters of her friend, Miss Moberly was
shaken and astonished. She had net,
she says, “expected such complete
disillusiomment."

And so their investigations turned
from the people seen to the land-
scape itself, and the research into
historical topography which was to
last for years began. In the face of
the most contradictory evidence,
and against the statements of au-
therities, they persisted that their
deseriptions were aeceurate. And
slewly, pleee by pleee, they proved
that eaeh feature of the landseape
as they remembered 1t had at ene
time existed!

Evidence on more than seventy
points of minute historical detail,
concerned primarily with alteration
and rearrangement of the land sur-
face, was assembled, suwbstantiating
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in full the descriptions of the Gar-
dens given by Miss Moberly and
Miss Jourdain in 1901—but placing
the Gardens as they described them
in the year 1789!

This second adventure, although
not as thrilling as that walk through
the Gardens of the Trianon in 1901,
is, in one way, just as important. Its
results, the evidence so slowly com-
piled and so unanswerable, make of
that walk somethlng more than an
intrigulng stery; make of it a start-
ling guestien, ehallenglng all man’s
knowledge, all the beundaries and
limits he has set abeut the universe,
and abeut reality. It is 8 SignRpost,
lettered in & language we de net
knew, and peinting inte the dark
night ef the uRkReWR.

The papers dealing with their ad-
venture, and with the subsequent
historleal resesreh, are preserved, as
has been said, in the Bedlefan Li-
brary. At the Arehives Nationales
and the Biblisthegue Natienale,
where these researehes were &6f-
dueted, are the dates of eaeh ef
Miss Jourdain’s visits, and her sig-
nature en eaeh oeeasien.

This evidence, vouched for by
these institutions, answers the ques-
tions of those who ask what proof
there is that the “vision” preceded
the investigation, and of these who
suggest that, after learning thretgh
research or by eonversation seme de-
tall of the tapagraphi/ of the Trla-
nen Gardens, the ladies wnesh:-
selously believed themselves te be
remembering these details frem the
gecasien of their walk in the Gar-
dens in 1901. Sueh a theery is
utterly inesnsistent with the geeu-
gnégg% whieh these institutiens pes-

Another theory advanced was that
Miss Mohberly and Miss Jourdain
had seen actors in costume for a

UNKNOWN

fete, or a motion picture, for which
the Gardens were a setting.

The two ladies investigated this
possibility thoroughly, entering into
correspondence with film companies,
and examining the available records.
M. Perate, coadjutator at Versailles,
informed them there had been a
fete, In June, 1901. Miss Jourdaln
eheeked this in the Day-book of Per-
missiens. No fete had been held In
August, 1901, ner had any phete-

raphs Been taken in that menth.

ose phetegraphs taken in June
were taken af the Hamlet, in 3 dif-
ferent part of the Gardens: M. Pe-
Fate’s letter, definitely asserting the
fact that Re phetegtaphs were falen
IR August, 1861, Js WIth the gther
papers &t the Bedleian:

With characteristic thoroughness
the two friends did not rest with this,
but sought confirmation from the
photographers of Paris, who assured
them that no photographs had, to
their knowledge, been taken in the
Trianon Gardens on August 10,
1901.

A writer in Chamber s Journal as-
serted that Pathe was making a pic-
ture in the (Gadiens on that day.
Pathe was queried. They replied,
giving the date the picture was made
—January 24, 1910. Nine years
later.

But such a theory makes no at-
tempt to explain the landscape the
ladies had seen on that first visit,
and which the evidence assembled
through the years seems to prove
conelusively was the landscape of
1789,

This evidence is mustered with
painstaking care. For each smallest
item a reference to some authority,
frequently to several separate au-
thorities, is given. There is not space
here for a detailed examination of
this evidence, but a number of points
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are so startling and significant that
I feel they deserve inclusion.

ONE of the most interesting fea-
tures is the story of the two maps.
The only known map of the Trianon
of 178) was La Motte’s copy of
Migque's original. (Mique was land-
scape gardener for Marie Antoinette.
He was guillotined in 1794.) By La
Motte’s map some features of the
landscape were not located at the
points where the ladies remembered
to have seen them. Apparently the
descriptions of Miss Moberly and
Miss Jourdain were incorrect. But
in 1903 Miqgue’s original map was
discovered—and it placed each of
these features just where the ladies
had seen them in 1901! La Motte's
map had been incorrect. (Mique's
original map was found thrust into
the chimney of a house in Montmo-
rency. It was uncovered when the
chimney, of which it formed part of
the stuffing, was cleared.)

Besides this map, which depicted
the bridge they had crossed—and
which authorities assured them had
never existed—the two friends dis-
eovered, in 1908, protruding from a
roek loeated within the area wherelf
they rememmbered the bridge te have
been, two “peculiar projections —
whieh might have formed the sup-
ports for a small bridge.”

Mique’s map also established the
kiosk at the spot the ladies had en-
countered it, and they finally dis-
covered in the French National Ar-
ehives an estimate of the cost of
sueh a kiesk, and the actual sum
pald for its ereetion. Further, Miss
Jeurdain diseovered In the Gardens
a part of a broken eslumn, half bu¥-
jed 1A a tree grewing areund it!

Then there was the mystery of

what the two ladies call “the chapel
man.” As they remembered it, and

nv

wrote of it in their records, he
walked directly to them from a door
in the chapel to the point at which
they were standing on the ter-
race around the main building of the
Little Trianon. As these buildings
are related today, that would be im-
possible. To go from one te the
ether it weuld be neeessary to de-
seend a flight et steps, eross a lawn,
and aseend a seeend flight ef steps
te the terraee.

But in 1910 the fact was estab-
lished that there had at one time
existed a covered passage from the
house to the chapel. The roof of
this passage had formed a terrace
joining the terrace about the house
to the small terrace outside the
ehapel doer.

This chapel is today in a ruinous
condition. The door used by the
“chapel man” is reached from the
inside only by a staircase which has
been completely broken down since
about 1885. In 1907 a guide told
Miss Jourdain that the doors of the
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chapel had not been opened for fif-
teen years.

The “chapel man” was definitely
conscious of the presence of the two
ladies. He not only addressed them,
and escorted them out to the drive,
but alse regarded them, they
thought, Inqulsitively, and with
amusement. At what was he amused?
Their clothes? Their speeeh? Dld
he, perhaps, return te his ehapel and
tell of the twe edd visiters te the
Gardens, English By their aeeent
whe speke sieh a guesr Freneh, an
were siieh Fidieuleus elgthing? Cem-
ing frem & time mere than & hun-
dred years in the future, they must
have "seemed very strange 8 Rim.
At any rate the Man saw them.

The road leading to the drive
along which the man had guided
them is no longer existing. The point
at which it joined the drive is now
occupied by buildings, and if the
ladies passed along this road in 1901
they walked through the solid walls
of the twentirtlh cemtury!

Mique’s map placed the road
where they remembered it, and in
1910 they found signs of an old road
on the walls and the base of the
buildings which now oeceupy the spot.

The ladies had seen, at the start
of their walk in 1901, a plow lying
near some farm buildings. It seemed
unlikely that a plew weuld be part
of the equipment ef the Gardens,
There Is nene there at present. But
listed In the eatalegue ef the Trlanen
sale after the King’s death Is a plew.
It was purehased by Louis XV, whe
had had lessons in plewing givea to
his grandsen, the dauphin. And In
a shep on the Qual des Grand, Au-
gustins the twe Investigaters found
an eld engraving, whieh had never
been reproduced, showing the dau-
phin—later Louis XVI—=dHhiiiing this
plow, Was it the same plow whieh

UNKNOWN

these two wanderers into another
century had seen lying in the Gar-
dens?

AND SO tiee eeviidlanee 1is rmasdiadéel],
bit by bit. I have only briefly re-
counted what you may read for
yourself in full in the beok written
by Miss Moberly and Miss Jourdain.
It is entitled “Am Adventure,” and
is well werth the attentien of all
possessed of an epen mind. A pref-
ace by J. W. Dunne, the English
physlelst, diseussed the theery of
Serialism in relatien te this agven:-
ture; and will Be ef interest t8 these
@?ui ped t8 fellew this hypethesis
of abstraet and feurth-dimensisnal
Time:

In August, 1913, the two ladies
walked through the grounds accom-
panied by two Frenchmen, one a
distinguished scholar, the other a
colonel of a French regiment whe
was an authority on the history of
Freneh uniforms. As far as the al-
terations permitted, they retraced
the reute taken in 1901.

The colonel had the ladies describe
in detail the uniforms worn by the
guards they had seen at the incep-
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tion of their walk, and told them the
description was perfectly correct for
the year 1789. He also made the
statement that it would have been
almost impossible for them to have
given this description unless they
had seen these uniforms, for such in-
formation was very difficult of ac-
cess, even for himself, an officer in
the service.

These gentlemen checked each of
the points of their story, and in
many cases were able to explain the
changes that had taken place, and
the reason for them.

The actual pathway Miss Moberly
and Miss Jourdain had followed on
their first visit to the Gardens had
been destroyed, they learned, by
Louis Philippe when he had had the
ground in that vicinity leveled.

In 1908 Miss Jourdain again ex-
perienced, for the third and last
time, what we may only describe as
time-travel. It was oen one of her
many subseguent vislts to the Trla-
non, and happened on the lane whieh
had first led them beth baek into an-
other eentury. In her own words,
she “knew that some Indefinable
change had taken place.” She felt
as though she “were being taken up
inte another econdition of things
quite as real as the former.” '|(Thsat
may be an actual eyewitness’ de-
scription of the experience of time-
travel!) She glanced back to see the
landscape of the present fading, and
that of their original visit taking its
place. Miss Jourdain continued as
she had been going, and after leav-
ing the lane the strangeness van-
ished. What if she had turned
back—

One more point, which is no more
than touched upon at the back of
their book, seems to me pregnant
with significance. In 1914 the two
adventurers were visited by a fam-
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ily whose name is withheld. This
family had lived in Versailles for
two years, in 1907 and 1908. They,
too, had inexplicable experiences in
the Gardens of the Trianon—they
found the topography and the light
so frequently eerle and disturbing
that it finally get en thelr nerves to
sueh an extent that they departed.

This family had seen some of the
landscape features described by Miss
Moberly and Miss Jourdain, and
were able to locate them accurately
on a map of the Gardens.

But, more than this, this family
reported a “curious hissing sound—
and a vibration in the air,” which to
them suggested an electrical field.
Upon hearing this, the authors of
“An Adventure” referred to an al-
manae. They learned that August
10, 1901, was the date of an electric
storm whieh had ineluded the whele
of Eurepe=

IF you admit that these two ladies
were not the victims of an hallucina-
tion, and not deliberate liars—and
the evidence in their favor seems to
me to surmount all objections—then
a speculative vista lies before you
in which no boundaries may be seen.
I shall attempt no exploration here,
but I would like to present one fea-
ture which might easily be over-
looked.

Howm many others have made sin-
ilar trips through time? Remember
that Miss Moberly and Miss Jour-
dain were intellectual women, they
were ecareful and painstaking re-
search workers, and above all, th
were alert enough to reeord immedi-
ately a histery ot thelr unigue ex-
perlenee,

Now place in their position an-
other person, ignorant, or supersti-
tious, or merely someone who feared
ridicule, and knew that such a story
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coming from himself would provoke
nothing else. Would that story ever
have been recorded, or ever pub-
lished?

Although no explanation for their
experience, considering the evidence,
has been offered, there is no reason
to believe that it could not happen
to anyone—to you, perhaps. The
case of the family residing in Ver-
sailles during 1907 and 1908 is an
example. Perhaps others, unknown,
undistingulshed, keeping their se-
eret to themselves, have also trav-
eled in time; further baek, pessibly,
than the authers ef “An Adventure,”
even, it may be, inte the future.

I wonder, too, why the Petit Tria-
non has not been the site and sub-
ject of experiments with time, in so
far as the science of our day can in-
vestigate such matters; why have
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not the daring, who would venture
into this undiscovered country of di-
mensional time, been drawn to it?
By its record it is the pre-eminent
site for such experiments, challeng-
ing the fearless.

I should also like to add, for those
who may read “An Adventure,” that
excellent color photographs of the
park at Versailles, and of the grounds
of the Trianon, can be seen in the
Nationall Geograpihiic Magezine fof
January, 1925, There elings to these
seenes, 1t seems to e, an aura of
strangeness, a shadewy suggestlon of
semething beyend.

But that, I am sure, is because I
had just read this amazing book,
“the record,” in the words of Edith
Olivier, “of an unexplained exten-
sion of the limits of human ex-
periemnee—"
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BOOK REVIEW

THE STORY OF PROPHECY, by
Henry James Forman; Farrar &
Rhinehart—1936—%3.00.

Hume is a book that students of
psychic research and science-fiction
fans alike will find interesting and
informative. The author, after ex-
haustive study, has created an ab-
sorbing tale that takes in a great
deal of history, combined with the
faets and eases embraelng the sub-
jeet in guestion: prephecy.

The story begins with some leg-
ends of the Grecian oracles that have
become well known. Most cases, it
is admitted, were simply shrewd
judgment often coupled with an am-
biguous meaning or interpretation.
The Pyramid Propheecy then follows.
Aside frem the well-knewn thesis
that the Great Pyramid dees have
seme remarkable selentifie faets at-
tached te it, the Pyramidelegists
weuld have us believe that the Great
Pyramid eentaing the histery of
mankind up t8 the year 2061 A. D.

The author then treats Biblical
Prophecy, Medieval Times and As-
trology iii order, Many of the
prophecies of these earlier times are
diseussed with a realization of the
corruption and degeneracy of these
perlods whieh encouraged the wide-
spread use of propheey as a rneans
of predieting inevitable punishiment.

However, as the narrative reaches
more modern times—i. e., 1550 on-
ward—the predictions are more and
more startling as compared with the
facts as known. For example, there
has been much diseussion about the
Malachi Prophecies econcerning the
popes. Believed to have been writ-
ten during the Twelfth Century,
they were first printed 1n 1595,
Nevertheless, that deesn’t aeeeufit

for their surprising accuracy since
then.

Each of the one hundred and five
popes since 1143 has been described
by a short Latin phrase which usu-
ally covers the family coat of arms,
place of origin, or important incident
concerning the pope in question. For
example: Ninety-fourth, “Resa Um-
briae"—Cllement XiIIl (W7536M).
Before election he had been governor
of Rieti in Umbria whose symbol is
the rose.

Or the following one: Ninety-
fifth, “Ursus Velox"—Niumibile Bear
—applied to Lorenzo Gagnelli—
Clement XIV (1769-74). Family
coat of arms was a bear running in
full course.

Or a third: One hundred and sec-
ond “Lumen in ccelo”—a light in the
heavens—Leo XTI (1878-19083).
The family coat of arms bears promi-
nently a shooting star or comet.

Or the War pope: One hundred
and fourth, Benedict XV (1914-22)
has “religio depopulata™—i. e,
“Chiristianity depopulatted.”

Another prophet, the Monk of
Padua, went one better. He simply
named and described the popes from
his time to the end of the paypecy.
Thus far he has named twenty of
twenty-two correctly.

There will be six more popes to
come—thus say both; then the ap-
parent end of the papacy and the
power of the Catholic Church. The
line of popes is to be eulminated by
the rule of Peter the Roman, who
will “lead his sheep to pasture in the
midst of numerous tribulatiens; the
elty of seven hills will be destreyed.
The twillght settles—Indeed, the
depth of night befere the premised
dawn.”
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Life expectancy averages for the

popes—about nine years apiece—say
that this will occur about the year
2000. The Pyramid Prophecy does
not run beyond 2001, while other
predictions also poiat to unusual
happenings at the same time.
. At last we reach the greatest Eu-
ropean, and possibly the greatest
prophet of all time, Michel de Notre
Dame, or Nostradamus, whese one
thousand feur-line verses recount
Freneh and Werld histery frem 1555
te 8797. As prebably the eddest
preeis writer, he packed a werld of
meaning and histery inte eaeh of the
verses, whieh are eften ineompre-
hensiBle until the event 8eeurs;
whereypen the light revealed Is
Blinding iR its awful intensity.

Nostradamus named places, dates,
people and events with an accuracy
that is well-nigh unbelievable. He
foresaw the French Revolution, the
putting to death of the king, the
'Reign of Terror, the eoming of Na-
poleon, the twenty months of Oliver
Cromwell and many other events too
Aumerous te mentlon. He prediets
the aerlal destruction of Parls by
Aslatle Invaders In Oeteber, 1999.
However, ene ather BF@QI@H@E&_@QH
Be mentiened here fer the benefit ef
these whe eare te wait and see: Duf-
ing the reign of the present pope—=
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Pastor Angelicus—a king shall come
to France, to be known as the
“Grande Monarque” or “Grande
Celtique.” He will reign for fifty
years, bringing France great glory,
and restoring peace and order to the
world for a while,

Originals of Nostradamus' works
are still in existence, while numerous
commeintaries throughout the cen-
turies check and recheck the as-
tounding fulfillments,

Then Scotch, German, English
and other seers are discussed, fol-
lowed by the remarkable prophecies
of Jaques Cazotte. The latter fore-
told happenings to noted people dur-
ing the Freneh Revolution. Finally,
mere reeent cases, whleh are new
mere often deeumented as net, pre-
vide an interesting amtiehimax.

The author concludes with a
speculative glance at the future,
which is universally prophesied to be
greater and finer in all respects—al-
lowing for the eternal optimism of
man,

The book, as a whole, gives a
broad picture of the subject, with a
few explanations, only today being
developed. It presents an open and
clear-minded attitude, leaving the
reader ultimately to deeide for hiim-
self.

M. LieBERMAN.

1 TAIKD WITHH (6D

es,

and, as a result of tint li Gtk & 1
years ago, a stran%e new Power came into my life.
Afiter 43 years of horritblle, sickenimg, dismal failure,
this strange I'mwer brought to me a sense of over-
whelming victory, and I have been overcomin%vevery
undesimadle condition of my life ever since. What a
ehange it was. Now—I have credit at more than one
bunk. 1 ewn a beautiful home, drive a lovely car, ewn
a a@%lﬁpapef and a large office building, and lily wife
nd fatily are amply provided for after I leave for

ores Hikneown, In addition te these material bene-
¥, | ave a sweet peaee in my life. I am happy as
ﬁ@@?ﬁ £an 3@- No circumstamee ever upsets me, for 1
4% 1earhed New te draw upen the invisidie Ged-Law,
uider any and all @Feuimstances,

} did=actuafly and i

%ll:(g-li )use the same staggerimg

Power of the God-Law that I use. It can bring to
you too, whatever tllings are right and proper for you
to have. Do you believe this? It won't cost much to
findl out—jjusst a penny post-card or a letter, addressed
to Dr. Frank RB. Robinsom, Dept. 7, Meseow, ldahe,
will Bring yeu the stery of tlie most fascinating
gueeess of the eentury., Amnd the same Power I use i§
here for your use tee. [ be glad to tell you abeut
{t. All infermation abeut this experience will he sent
gu free, of epurse. The addeess again==Dr. Frank Ii,
IEBBIH%@EL, PRpt. T, Neseow, [dRahe. M]Vt-. CopyFight
1909 Mank B, Kobiysen.



JOHNNY W THE SPODT

He was always accused in every murder around the citiyy—

by FRANK RELKNAP LOGNG, JR.

1 WAS Johnny on the spot. 1 had
left a guy lying in a dark alley with
a copper-jacketed bullet in him, and
the cops were naming me. They
were also naming a torpedo named
Jack Anders. Anders had ducked

out of the alley, the back way, with-
out stopping to see if I was tagging
after. The bullet had come out of
Anders’ gun, but I was as much to
blame as he was for what had hap-
pened.
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Wait—I've got to be honest about
this. I was more to blame. He was
the trigger man, but I had put the
finger on the guy in the first place.
I wanted to get away from the
bright lights, beeause when I stared
at my hands in the glare of the street
lamps they seemed te ehange eeler,
I eouldn’t stand the sight of myself
in the light. My red hands—

In the dark I could forget about
my hands. I wanted to dance in
darkness to the strains of soft music.
It was a screwy sort of urge—con-
sidering. All over town the teletype
was naming me. By going into that
taxi dance hall I was expesing my-
self to more publieity on the same
night,

1 should have stayed with the
crowds in the street. But I'm a
restless sort of guy. When I get a
yen I have to satisfy it, even if it
means extra leg work for the eops.

A dozen heavily rouged dolls in
romper suits were standing around
under dim lights when 1 entered the
hall. T walked past the ticket win-
dow and mingled with the sappy-
looking patrons. The Johnnies who
patronize taxi dance halls are all of
one type—dumb, awkward-looking
clucks who have to shell eut deugh
to get favors from dames.

With me it's different. All I have
to do is snap my little fliinger. 1
don't mean I could have got by in
there without buying a ticket, Not
for long. But there’s a rule which
says you can look the dames over
and walked out again if you're not
suited. All T did at first was min-
gle with the patronas and size up the
dames. And that’s how I eame to
overhear the eonversation,

The two dames who were whisper-
ing together were standing off in one
corner, away from the ropes. One
was a blonde with cold eyes and an
“I've been arounnd” look.

UNKNOWN

The other girl was young and
sweet. I could tell just by looking
at her that she hadn't been around
at all.

The blonde’s eyes were boring like
a dental drill into the younger girl's
face. I stood close beside her, lis-
tening to what she was saying. She
wasn’t giving that poor kid a ghost
of a break,

. “You're pretity aren't
you?” she taunted. “You think
you've got ”

somethimg.

The dark-haired girl shook her
head. “No, Dixie, no. I didn't say
that. I don’t know why he likes me.
I swear 1 dom't.”

“Quit stalling, hon. You know
how to use what you've got. You're
smart, all right, but not as smart as
I am. I'm taking him away from
you, see””

Sudden terror flared in the
younger girl’s eyes. She grasped her
companion’s wrists and twisted her
about.

“You can't do that! I love him.
I love him, do you hear®”

The blonde wrenched her wrist
free. “You'll get over it, hon,” she
sneered, her lips twisting mali-
ciously. “They all do. I ean’t help
it if I like the guy.”

“You like him because he's rich.
Not for what he is. You got lots of
men crazy about you.”

“Sure, I have. But Jimmy's dif-
ferent. Maybe I do love his dough.
So what? Don't you love Hhis
dough?”

“I swear I don’t, Dixie. I'd love
him if he didn't have a cent.”
“He’s all you've got, eh?

ain’t that too bad?”

“You won't take him away, Dixie.
Promise me you wom't.”

Dixie laughed. “I'm taking him
tonight, hon. I've had plenty of ex-
perience with guys like Jwnny.”

I knew then that Dixie was the

Well,
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girl for me. 1 stepped up to her and
held out my arms.
“Damnce, honey?” 1 said.

SHE was plenty startled. She
stared at me for an instant in a
funny sort of way. Like she knew 1
was standing there, but couldn't see
me.

Then her arms went out and
around my shoulders. We started to
dance, moving out into the hall.

We were in the middle of the floor
when something seemed to whisper
deep inside of me: “Now, now,
while the lights are low and the mu-
sic is like a whisper from the tomb.”

1 stopped dancing suddenly and
clasped her in my arms. “You'll
never take Jimmy away from her,”
1 wihigparad.

She was a smart one, that girl.
She recognized me an instant before
1 kissed her. She whimpered in ter-
ror and struggled like a pinioned
bird in my élasp.

“Spare me,” she moaned. *“Come
back in a year, a month. I'll be
waiting for you. I won’t run oeut on
you, I swear it.”

“You played me for a sap,” 1 said.
“You were warned about your
ticker, but you went right on danc-
in#.”
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“I'll stop tonight,” she promised
wildly. “Give me a few days—a
we&jl

I shook my head.
This is the payoft.”

It’s funny how near I can get to
people without frightening them.
When she sagged to the floor the
couples about us went right on danc-
ing. The lights were so dim they
didn’t notice her lying still and cold
at my feet.

For three or four seconds no one
noticed her. Then one of the girls
saw her and screamed. All over the
floor men and women stopped danc-
ing and crowded about her. I knew
that in a moment they would be
naming me again. So I slipped si-
lently from the place.

I do not like to be named. In
that dance hall 1 was just a lonely
guy looking for a dame to waltz
with. I am only Death when 1
strike, and between times I am like
the people about me.

Maybe you'll meet me sometime
in a crowd. But you won't recog-
nize me because I take color from
my surroundings. I am always flee-
ing from what 1 have to do. I am
a Johany on the spot. But in the
end—in the end 1 meet up with
practically everyone. =

“Sorry, girlie.

NO EXTRA COST
R VITAMI

SMITH

(CAROTENE}

BROS.

COUGH DROPS

(BLACK OR MERNTHORS)
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The Mwsiing Einger Writes,

e ——————

AND HAVING WRIT

Naturally the shorts improve.
We're training a new group of au-
thors in a new style.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

In re September Unknown vs. October
Unknown.

In “Nome But Lucifer,” H. Geold and
L. de Camp spoil what might have been a
great story by inserting their persomal eco-
nomic theories. In my opinion two good
authors should not collaborate; witness
what happened when Weinbaum and Far-
ley combined. They turned out a good
story, as in the above case, but Weinbaum
was, as De Camp now is, incomparable.
Howewer, you may chalk up a peint for the
prosecution.

The “Caliph of Yafri” did not appeal to
me at all. The short stories were uniformly
good, especially Cummimgs’ angle taken
from Edgar Allan Poe. All in all, a fairly
good issue.

Tn the October issue I came across “The
Elder Gods.” This story does not compare
as fiction with Stuart’s great masterpieces
of science-fiction, “Forgetriulness,” and those
classic “Aesar” stories. As literary work,
howewer, I believe that this tramscends
Stuart’s other works, I had the strangest
feeling of reading the blank verse of
Shakespeare during the first half of the
story.

“The Emchanted Week End” appealed to
me as much as the “Caliph” disagreed with
me. The shorts were all good. 1 believe
that the quality of these shorts is improv-
ing, issue to issue. It is quite evident that
Stein cannot draw humam hair, as per the
fiboaetnts of the three gods.

Verdict is in favor of the October issue,
the defendant.—Frank Holby, 133 Noe St,,
San Francisco, Calif.

Heh, heh! The gun will jam!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Thanks a million for the best fantasy
story I've ever read. Of course I mean
“None But Lucifer.” Gold and De Camp
did such a marvelous job that I'm afraid
I’ll wear out the magazine reading it.

“The Coppersmith,” which would have
been the best story if “None But Lucifer
had been omitted, ran a poor second in this
issue. It’s so far behind it that it can be
classified only as an “Also-ram.”

A little by-line under the name of story
which read like this: Illustrated by
attracted my attention. Please keep it im,
for I fear that if it’s omitted some of us
letter writers are going to get angry and
work our way into your office by the “in-
direct method” and shoot you. I hope our
gun won’t jam.




“—AND HAVING WRIT—"

I didn’t enjoy the “Caliph of Yafri.*
It's pessible the quality of “None But
Lucifer” spoiled it.

“Pontrait” was well written, but there
was nothing marvelous about it.

“Banger: Quicksand” was dowmright rot-
ten. 1 think Guernsey ought to take a
rest; he’s written too frequently, and only
“The Hexer” was worth reading.

The article by Russell was pretty poor
after what “Simister Barrier” led us to
expect from him. It was too disconnected.
I'm not denying the possibility that those
people actuwally saw “things,” but maybe
they were meteors—I don’t know,

I am probably inviting eriticism, but 1
do like the cower. The illustrations inside
the mag are poor—but with the addition
of Schneemam, the best S.F, illustrator, it
should pick wp.

Omne more thing: Keep putting authors’
names on back of cover—sorry to disagree
with. you, Searles—but take them off front
cover illustration.—Seymour Liff, 823 East
46th St., Brooklym, N. Y.

“—some like it hot—"

Dear Sirs:

Fine work you are doing with your new
mAgazIne.

The August issue was an excellent one.
I liked all the stories with the exception
of “Mispuided Halo,” which I thought was
a poor piece of writing. The original idea
of the halo is a good one; I chuckled when
I saw, or thought I saw, the outcome. ¥
expected much brilliant and amusing diz-
logue, many hilarious situations, and a deft
handling of the theme.

I got nenme.

Kuttmer did better in high school.

The story was below his standard and
yours, too.

But that’s my first beef in six issues.
I like your magazine. That was supposed
to be the general idea when I started out,
but as you have seen, I got sidistracdted,—
Charles Burbee, Jr., 1059 S. Normandie
Avenue, Los Amgeles, California,

The “Jr.” on the end of his name
is the answer.

Dear Mir. Campbell:

Six issues of Unknown and stiill the sto-
ries defy classification. In fact, the maga-
zine’s title seems to be the best classifica-
tion—Unmkmown.
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We do learn from experience, don’t we?
Two years ago the July issue of Astauwnd-
g came out with untrimmed edges and
yours truly promptly fired in a letter of
protest only to feel foolish when the August
issue appeared nicely shavem and shorn.
So-0-0 when the July (is July jinxed or
something?) issue of Unkmown came out
rough cut this year I nobly restrained the
impullse te seoreh in a similar letter. Sure
enough, the Awgust issue eame out nicely
barbered, for whieh, hoeray.

Who's Fritz Leiber, Jr.? There's an actor
in Hollywoed by that name. Any relation?

The illustrations, with a few exceptions,
rarely live up to the quality set by the
stories. “The Ghoul,” for instance, had a
series of illustrations far more suited to a
comic strip than a story. The meost de-
licious of foods taste flat without salt.

And having writ—I'll quit.—Richard H.
Jamison, Route #11, Valley Park, Missouri.

Unknown uses any type, any style
of story, so it fulfills the requirement
“It must emtertzim.”

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Thamks a lot for the September Un-
known. It provides plenty of material for
thought and argument, even if the position
assumed by its authers is not agreed with.

“None But Lucifer? is, I believe, the best
since “Simister Baerier.” It is rather pro-
found in spots, and is an excelient com-
mentary, from one point of view, npon life
in general. Although it wasn’t particularly
disturbing—to me, at least—it was deeply
interesting. The reason it didn’t disturb
me was that it dida’t quite mamage to
make its central idea real to me—possibly
the eonfliet was toe great betweem the
seenes of everyday life in whieh it was laid
and the fantastie baekgtound. But that
dida™t at all detraet frem it8 mefit.

And now for the other “unecomfortable”
item—the article by Rumsell. Shades of
Fort! Amd much imitation of his style,
too—mot that that matters. But the ar-
ticle did what it was intended to do; it
made me wonder a bit, in an uneasy way,
and ponder the evemts it related. Amd 1
enjoyed it in spite of the obscure and
equivocal style in which it was written, and
in spite of the labered and ponderous wit
of sareagmm—or s6 it seermed—with which
it was sprinkled. It seems to me that that
soft of thing is quite uRneeessary; it de-
traets needlessly frem the subjeet matter
and adds nething of value.
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The purpose of the article is, apparently,
to inform or tell of something; and the
elaborate digs at orthodox obfuseness and
similar things merely create a confusion.
I'm all for articles of this sort—but not
too many—but if we have them, let’s have
them a little more straightforward. And
it is well to keep in mind when reading
something of this sort that the hypothesis
is a fantastie and wild conjecture fitting
eertaln faets; and that sueh eonjectures are
mere useful in that they ereate a tendency
te think upen these faets, than that they
give any idea of the underlylng truth.

Remember the phlogiston theory? Al-
most invariably the explanation, when it
does turn up, is absurdly simple and natu-
ral, unfortunately displacing the fascinat-
ing theories that have been constructed.
So while the idea of Venusians using our
own Frivate planet for their own purposes
is quite exeiting, I'll regard it as something
fnore of entertainment than of actuality.
And, By the way, fest recent spectro-
seople tests of the atmesphere of Venus
fail te give any indieatien of water vaper,
and rest astrenemers are inelined te be:
lisve that these thiek eleuds are esmpesed
gt dust:

Ray Cummings' “Portrait” reminded me
strongly of Poe’s “The Oval Portraiit”;
same underlying idea. In my opinion it
was the best of the shorts. And I'm glad
to see that Sehneeman did the illustration
for it—the best illustration in the mag,
Ineldentally, 1 didn’t eare fof the eevef;
use Seett sparingly, please, if at all,

Would you consider printing stories by,
or similar to those of, Clark Ashton Smith
or Lovecraft? Theirs is the best of the
fantasy sort, you know—or won't Unknown
go in for that type? That reminds me:
Stuart’s coming story, “The Elder Gods,”
sounds very much like Lovecraft—and I'm
all for it.

Concluding, then, and taking a general
survey of the latest Unknown, I should say
that it's the best since the first, although
the shorts, perhaps, fell a little short of the
mark.—Ralph C. Hamilton, 846 College
Avenue, Wooster, Ohio.

Report!

Dear Mr., Campbell:

Since finishing the latest Unknown, I
have been groping for words adequate to
express my praise for and appreciation of
the Stuart story, “Tte Elder Gods,” in that
issue. I decided that such words were not

to be found, and I'd just tell you that in-
stead. Specifically, I think it beats—in its
way, which can’t be compared to some of
the previous stories—anything yet pub-
lished in Unknown. Thanks for prlatlag it
—and hew abeut the sequel it seems to
suggest?

Second place in the issue I'd tie between
“Anything” and “Ged in a Garden.” Third
to “The Enchanted Week End.” Beard's
poem was good.

And that's all I can think of.—C. H.
gll;gmdler, 920 College Avenue, Wooster,

io.

On the presentation of odd facts—

Dear Mr. Campbell:

“Nome But Lucifer” is an excellent story
which I am doing my best to forget, with-
out success.

“Caliph of Yafri* let me down. It was
the fault of the guy who writes those draw-
ing captions, of course. Grrr!

“Danger: Quicksand™ is well written,
with an almost nonexistent plot.

“The Coppermith” picks up toward the
last. Not up to Del Rey’s first stamdard,
but a darn sight better than his last two.

“Portrait” suffers from a very, very ob-
vious plot.

And “Ower the Border” has the same
fault as “lLo!*—it make you wade through
a disconnected string of places and dates
before it come across with deductions. Con-
sequently, you hurry through the thing in
order to find out what the hell it's all
about, and then, if you want to get any
sense out of it, you have to go and read
the places and dates all over again.

Why not quit beating around the bush,
0 Followers of Fort, and simply begin by
saying, “It is my—o¢ our, if you must—
theory that this Earth is being constantly
and consistently invaded by intelligent tur-
nips from Jupiter, and here are the facts
to prove it:"?—Demon Knight, 803 Colum-
bia Street, Hood River, Oregon.

We point with some pride to one
other item regarding “None But
Lucifer”: perfect timing!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Usually it takes me four or five days to
fight through a magazine long-story, there-
fore, when a story only takes one day te
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read, as did "None But Lucifer,” I con-
sider that story well worth the effort of
writing a letter in praise thereof.

In a way, “DNone But Lucifer” is very
much like another story which held me for
a day: “Simister Barrier”; the resemblance
lying in the pulling together of a large
number of facts or events to support a
colossal theory about the Earth. “Sinister
Barrier” gave us a scientific or mechanistic
theory of mam’s place is the Universe, whilst
“*None But Lucifer” offers a spiritualistic
viewpoint. Both were exceedingly convine-
ing because the authors were not afraid to
give us full details of their reasoning. Not
very often does one see in a magazine the
amoumt of political and economic talk that
went into “Nome But Lucifer,” nor is such
penetration and feeling often shown. I
think that the sentence, “Amythimg you do,
no matter what it is, will increase the
misery and torments of the people, because
that is how Hell is constructed,” displays a
deep truth amd a deep cymicism of how
things are today.

There are perhaps one or two points
against the theory as a whole—how come
the uplift religious people get? 1 reallly
don’t think a Ged (I assume that there is
a God if Gold and Pe €amp assume there
is a Devil), would allow His glory to be
used as a means of torture. Then, where
do animatls come in? What misery do but-
terflies give us? 1 expect that Gold amd
De €amp could think up an explanation for
everything, but I guess the need is not
serious enough to bother them for an all-
round airtight explanation—if this thing
really is serious, Gold and De Camp are
already on their way to being co-managers
of Hell.

In addition to its other merits of fiire
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writing, unusual love interest, fullness of
explanation and an admirable restraint
the character of Lugifer, this stery was
graced with a mest fitting climax, in faet,
the only climax that would fit perfectly
Mr. Lucifer’s final words to Hale were
wonderfully poignant.

This type of story is to be heartily ap-
preciated; it sets out to give net only a
tale, but a philesephy. Like “Sinister Bar-
rier,” it stalks over fresh ground and chal-
lenges our conwentionalisms and beliefs.
Mr. Camyhell, Mr. Gold and M. de Camp,
you are a service to mankindi—Fre Wil-
liams, Science-Fiction Assoeiation, 11
Clowders Road, Catford, London §. E. 6,
England.

Read “Dwuathiled In Brass'—El-
lowman’s comebagk”

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Please, please, don’t change the tone of
Unknowm; it's what I've been looking for
for years.

I like things like del Rey’ s “Coppersmitdn*
and Cummimgs’ "“Pontrait,” in the Septem-
ber issue, but have never been lueky eneugh
to findl any, except once in a blue meoon,

“None But Lueifer” was vague and im-
comsistent in places, but the theme is
unique; “Blanger: Qulcksand” belongs in
some magazine entitled “Iomible Yarns”;
Hassan’s “Caliph” is a gem: could we have
another unheretofore translated tale frem
the Arabic?

I'm grateful for the privilege of reading
Unknown, and hope you continue folklore-
ish tales, like the one about the awakened
elf, Ellowan Coppersmith.—Nes. I1. Beas-
ley, Lymdon, Kansas.

Coniing next month—'On the Knees of the Gods,” the
first part of a new threeputt serial, by J. Allam Dunn.



@ That's a big statement 1o
make, isn't it? But let's look at
the records:

The model plane we're offer-
ing to you, ABSQUUTELY FREE,
is Dick Korda's Wakledfield Win-
ner, the most perfect model plane
ever made! THIS MQDBL DE-
SIGN WON—

THE NATIOMALS—n 1937,
Korda, holder of many model
airplane records, flew the origi-
nal of the Widleffield Winmex at
this mest important meet in the
United States and shattered all
existing records when it stayed
aloft 54 minutes . ... a recerd
still umequalled!

WHIEEREELD  TIRROPH Y—iin
1939, Korda's model gave a re-
peat performance at the most
important international meet at

which planes from all countries
compste, when his model soared
43 minutes and 15 seconds for
a world's record and stayed
in the air more than three
times as long as its mearest
competitor!

In addition, the Korda design
has proven its championship
quailities by winning eleven model
plane events, some of which are:
Winner Speed Events, Scripps-
Howard Nationals—1936-37;
1938 record in Adaron; First place
1938 Pittsdsurgh; First in Qlass B
Gas Muddl, Nlew Phila.: First in
Open Fuselage Natfionadk, 1939;
Penn, State Clanipioriship, 1939,

FOUR-FOOT WING SPREAD

The plane has been made up
in kit form by Megow's, nation-
ally known for quallity kits, and



EINEST MODEL
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WRPLANE

contains everfthing necessary to 2. ﬁn I:"':‘z“' subscription to
make the plane. The Korda - -
Weaksfield Winmer uses @ highly " name on it os donor of thi
perfected, one-bladed, foldimg double-value gift!

propdler. has trim, easy-to-build. A DOUBLE-DUTY GIET!

rectangular sides, and a wing
spread of a little under four feet!

There are many ways to sireich

The plane can be bought at this offer. For example, you can

department and model plane
stores but the price will amaze
yoeu! This is the only place

have the magurine sent to you
and give the kit as a gift; you
can give the subscription as a

you can get the Wakefield gift and keep the kit; or you can

Wiinner FREE!

send the kit and the subscription
to two different friends. A fourth

WHAT YOU GET! possibility is sending both gifts

YOU GET THIS WOMDER fo one person.

In the latter, we

PLANE FREE WITH A ONE- will send them directly from here
YEAR SUBSCRIPTION TO UN- and we will alse inelese a Christ-
KNOWN. Two swell, gifts for mas eard bearing yeur neme.

only $2.00. The best in modern- Just send in the money, tellimg
mythology magines plus the us exactly how you want the sub-
best in model planes. You cen't scription and the kit sent and
afford to turn down this offer!  we'll take care of the rest! Hurry!
It's the answer to every young Do it foday! Awwid the rush and
man’s dream of a swell Christ- push of Christmas shopping mobs
mas gift! With every subserip- and you ean bet that your gift

tion, you get: will receive a hearty welcome
1. The Korda Wakefield Winner from every young mam, boy or
model plane kit. girl whe reeeives if!

CHRISTMAS GIFT COUPON

SUBSCRIPTION DEPT. D-N

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, Ine.

79 Seventh Avenwe, New York, N. Y.
Inclosed please find $2.00 ($2.25 in Can-
ada) for a one-year subscription to UN.
KNOWN, plus a free kit of the Keorda
Walceield Wiinner. Send them both to me:

NEM@. ... v e

AGBESS .

Cily . ... State..........
Or send them g3 g Glristmas Gift from me te:

N e e e

Address

City ... State............

DICK KORDA and his famous Walcefield Winner.
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Contiinueet! from page S7

As this was translated, the Bul-
gar looked puzzled for a moment.
Then he turned red. Padway thought
he was angry, but it soon appeared
that he was trying to keep from
laughing. He said between sputters:

“This time, man, it will be dif-
ferent.”

“If any pants are logt—"

“They will be yours.”

“How would this be?”

“You pay us sixty thousant—"

“In three imstallimerts—"

“Of twenty thousand each?”

But Padway was immovable. The
Bulgar finished:

“I shall inform my mastter—"

“Kardam, the Great Khan of the
Kutrigurs—"

“Of your obduracy.”

“For a reasonable brilpe—"

“I am prepared to tell himn—"

“Of the might of the Gothic
arms—"'

“In terms that shall
him—"

“From his projected invasiom.”

Padway beat the Bulgar dewn te
halt the bribe he orlglnally asked,
and they parted on the best of terms,
When he went around to his quar-
ters .he found Fritharik trying to
wind a towel around his head.

dissuade
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He looked up with guilty embar-
rassment. “I was just trying, excel-
lent boss, to make a headgear like
that of the Ilummish gentleman. It
has style.”

Papway had long since decided
that Thiudahad was a pathological
case. But lately the little king was
showing more definite signs of men-
tal failure. For instance, when Pad-
way went to see abeut a new in-
heritance law, Thiudahad gravely
listened to him explain the reasons
that the Reyal Couneil and Cassio-
derus had agreed upen fer Bringin
the Gethie law mere ints line wit
the Reman.

Then he said: “When are you go-
ing to put out another book in my
name, Martinus? Your name isi \Viak-
tinus, isn't it? Martinus Paduei,
Mastinus Paduei. Didna’t I appoint
you prefect or something? Dear e,
I ean’t seem to remember amything,
New, what's this yeu want te see
me abeut? Always Business, Busi-
ness, business. I hate business.
Seholarship is mere impartant. Silly
state papers. What i it, an erder
foF a0 exeeutien? 1 hepe yeu're §6-
ing te torture the raseal as he de-
serves: | ean't ynderstand this ab-
sHrd BFﬁHﬂiE@ gt YOurs R9aIRst {0
FHF@: THe 888?18 f F@{J’I ﬁﬁlﬁgg Hh:
&S thew're terrifed oF thelt Hovern:
nbsm- fets see; What was 1 talking
ARHEZ

It was convenient in one way, as
Thiudahad didn't bother him much.
But it was awkward when the king
simply refused to listen to him or to
sign anything for a day at a time.

Then he found himself in a hot
dispute with the paymaster general
of the Gothic army. The latter re-
fused to put the Imperialist merce-
narles whom Padway had eaptured
on the rolls. Padway argued that
the men were first-rate soldiers whe
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seemed glad enough to serve the
Italo-Gothie state. The paymaster
general replied that national de-
fense had been a prerogative of the
Goths sinee the time of Theoderik,
and the men In guestion were net,
with some few exeeptlens, Goths.
Q E. D.

Each stubbornly maintained his
point, so the dispute was carried to
Thiudahad. The king listened to the
argument with a specious air of wis-
dom.

Then he sent the paymaster gen-
eral away and told Padway: “Lots
to be said on both sides, dear sir,
lots to be said on both sides. Now,
it T deeide in your faver, I shall ex-
peet a suitable eommand for my sen
Thiudegliskel.”

Padway was horrified, though he
tried not to show it. “But, my lord
king, what military experience has
Thiudegiskel had?”

“None; that's just the trouble.
Spends all his time drinking and
wenching with his wild young
friends. He needs a bit of responsi-
bility, Something good, consistent
with the dignity of his birth.”

Padway argued some more. But
he didn’t dare say that he couldn’t
imagine a worse commander than
this self-conceited and arrogant
young puppy. Thiudahad was obsti-
nate. “After all, Martinus, I'm king,
am I net? You ean’t browbeat me
and yeu ean’t frighten me with yeur
Wittigis. Heh, heh! I'll have a su¥-

rFise for ¥@u one of these days.

hat was 1 talking abeut? OR, yes:
Yeu de, I think, ewe Thiudegiskel
semething fer putti ing him i that
herrid prisen eamp—

“But I didn't put him in jaill—"

“Don’t interrupt, Martinus. It
isn't considerate. Either you give
him a command, or I decide in favor
of the other man, what’s-his-name.
That is my final royal word.”
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So Padway gave in. Thiudegiskel
was put in command of the Gothic
forces in Calabria, where, Padway
hoped, he wouldn't be able to do
much harm. Later he had occasion
to remember that hope.

T three things happened. Gen-
eral Sisigis sent word of suspicious
activity among the Franks.

Padway got a letter from Thoma-
sus, which told of an attempt on the
life of ex-king Wittigis. The assassin
had inexplicably sneaked into the
dugout, where Wittigis, though
slightly weunded in the process, had
kitled him with his bare hands. Ne-
bedy knew whe the assassin was un-
til Wittigis had deelared, with many
a2 bleedeurdling eurse; that he reé:

egnized the man as an eld time se-

efet agent of Thiudahad. Padway
knew what that meant: Thiudahad
had diseavered Wittigis' where:
abeuts; and meant te put H1§ Fival
i the way. It e sieceedee, hed
““’"ﬁf@ adway’s Tah-
?% ; 8F SV@H 8 Heave HifH Ht
8F RIS SHice: OF even WoEsE:

Finally Padway got a letter from
Justinian. It read:

Justinian, Emperor of the Romans,
to King Thiudahad, Greetings.

Our serenity’s attention has been
called to the terms which you propose
for termination of the war between us.

We find these terms so absurd and
unreasonable that our deigning to reply
at all is an act of great condescension
on our part. Our holy endeavor to
recover for the Empire the provinces
of western Europe, which belonged to
our forebears and rightfully belong to
us, will be carried through te a viec-
torious conclusion.

As for our former general, Flavius
Belisarius, his refusal of parole is an
act of gross disloyalty, which we shall
fittingly punish in due course. Mean-
while the illustrious Belisarius may con-
sider himself free of all obligations to
us. Nay more, we order him to place
himself unreservedly under the orders
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of that infamous heretic and agent of
the Evil One who calls himself Mar-
tinus Paduei, of whom we have heard.
We are confident that, between the in-
competence and cowardice of Belisa-
rius and the heavenly wrath that will
attach to those who submit to the un-
clean touch of the diabolical Martinus,
the doom of the Gothic kingdom will
not be long delayed.

Padway realized, with a slightdly
sick feeling, that he had a lot to
learn about diplomacy. His defiance
of Justinian, and of the Frankish
kings, and of the Bulgars, had each
been justified, eonsidered by itself.
But he sheuldn’t have eemmitted
himself te taking them en all at
enee.

The thunderheads were piling up
fast.

XIV.

Papway pasueo back to Rome
and showed Justinian’s letter to Beli-
sarius. He thought he had seldom
seen a more unhappy man than the
stalwart Thracian,

“I don’t know,” was all Belisarius
would say in answer to his questions.
“I shall have to think.”

Padway got an interview with
Belisarius’ wife, Antonina. He got
along fine with this slim, vigorous
redhead.

She said: “I've told him repeat-
edly that he’d get nothing but in-
gratitude from Justinian. But you
know how he is—reasonable about
everything except what eoneeras his
hener. The only thing that weuld
make me hesitate Is my frlendship
with the Empsess Theodofa. That's
net a eonneetion te be threwn ever
lightly. But after this letter— I’ll
de what 1 ean, exeellent Martinus”

Belisarius, to Padway’s uncon-
cealed delight, finally capitulated.

The immediate danger point
seemed to be Provence. Padway's
rumor-collecting service had gath-
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ered a story of another bribe paid
by Justinian to the Franks to attack
the Goths. So Padway did some
shuffling. Asinar, who had sat at
Senia for months without the guinp-
tion to move against the Imperial-
ists in Spalate, was ordered home.
Sisigis, whe, If ne genlus, was net
obviously Ineempetent, was trans-
ferred te eommand of Asinar's Dal-
faatian army. And Belisaflus was
%N@ﬂ eommand of Sisigis’ ferees in

adl. Belisarius, Befere leaving fer
the Ne¥rth, asked Padway fer all the
ipfermatien available aBeut the
Franks.

Padway  explained: “Brave,
treacherous, and stupid. They have
nothing but unarmored infantry,
who fight in a single deep column.
They come whooping along, hurl a
volley of throwing-axes and javelins,
and elese with the sword. If you ean
stop them by a line of reliable pike-
fen, 6f by eavalry eharges, they’re
suekers for meunted arehers. They're
VeFy numersus, but sueh a hige
mass of infantry ean’t ferage ever
gneugh territery te keep themselves
fed: Se they have t8 keep meving
8F starve:

“Mareover, they're so primitive
that their soldiers are not paid at
all. They're expected to make their
living by looting. If you can hold
them in one spot long enough, they
fnelt away by desertion,

“Tey to send agents into Bur-
gundy to rouse the Burgunds against
the Franks, who conquered them
only a few years ago.” He explained
that the Burgunds were of East-
German origin, like the Goths and
Lombards, spoke a language mueh
like thelrs, and like them were pfi-
marlly steek ralsers. Henee they
didn’t get en with the West-German
Franks, whe were agileulturists
when they weren't devastating their
neighbers’ terFitery.
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A FEw pAYs later Padway had an
opportunity of hearing what people
thought of him. He was eating in a
restaurant when a eouple of Italians
at the next table got to talking. One
said: “What has yeur brother been
delng lately, Mareus?’

“You won't believe it when I tell
you. He's working for the govern-
ment. Mysterious Ma¥rtinus has him
and others all over Italy turning
over manure piles for the little yel-
low erystals that are found en the
bettem.”

“Do you think Mysterious Mar-
tinus is mad, or is possessed by the
devil?”

“Mad, I'd say, though there is
some argument as to whether the
two aren’t the same thing. But it
seems to be a useful sort of madness.
He does get things done.”

“So I hear. Is it true that he
never sleeps at all, but spends the
night galloping about from ecity to
eity?”

“No. My brother says his fore-
man went to see Martinus one day,
and found him fast asleep in his
¢hair.”

All Padway had known about the
manufacture of gunpowder was that
it was made of sulphur, chareoal, and
potassium nitrate. He supposed that
potassium nitrate eould be obtalned
somnewhere as a flneral, but he
dldn’t knew where, oF what it weuld
leek like. He eeuldn’t synthesize it
with the equipment at hand, even if
he'd knewn eheugh industrial ehem-
istry. But he did remember reading
semewhere abeut the manure plles:
And he rememBbered 30 eRerMAYS
pile in Nevitta’s yard. Se he ealled
el N%WEE% 3hd asked permissien EB
dig. He whseeped with jsy
§HF6 sﬂeu h m F% wsfs the sfg§ﬁi§

03

goking rather like m
XM%; f lé Bim £8 his ?ﬁ%ﬁ E%Ha‘t & Was

“Sure,” replied Padway, grinning
broadly. "Didin‘t you know that?
I've been that way for years. But
you'll admit my lunacy sometimes
has effective resullts.”

His old house on Long Street was
as full of activity as ever, despite the
move to Florence. It was used as
Rome headquartess by the Tele-
graph Company, and he was having
another press set up. And now the
femainln? space dewnstairs beeame
a ehemieal laboratery. Padway
didn’t knew what prepertions ef the
three ingredients made geed gun-
pewder, and the enly way te find
BUt Was By experiment:

He also gave out orders, in the
government’s name, for casting and
boring a cannon. The brass foundry
who took the job weren't very co-
operative. They had never seen any
sueh contraption, and weren’'t at all
sure they eould make it. What did
he want this tube fer, anyway; a
flewer pet?

It took them an interminable time
to get the pattern and core made,
despite the simplicity of the thing.
Meanwhile Padway selected fifteen
archers from the ex-Imperialists,
and an egqual number of Goths from
the Rome garrison. Ameng the lat-
ter were several whe had belenged
te his shert-lived engineer eerps in
the eampaign agalnst Belisarius. The
former were Anatelians, mestly
frem the Isuarian meuntains. Their
native speeeh was & weird apd wen-
derful mixture of Greelk snd Arme:
Rian dialects; tegether with some
fﬁH%%HE%lly €8 Bli‘éﬁ’%%ﬁ A§l§HiE
1anguages: ~ But %
gheHg EQH]B EQHH 58 GEE QFBH

Padway swore themn all to se-
crecy, not so much because he
wanted to keep his plans for a bat-
tery of cannon dark, as because he
shrewdly thought it 'weuld be goed
for thelr morale te think they were
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being let in on a great secret. He
lectured them in his house at night
on ballistics and artillery tactics.
Nobody would have guessed, least of
all his pupils, that he was making up
the lectures largely as he went along.
He appointed an intelligent-seeming
Goth, Rekkared Wereka’s son, to
command them.

Timewn, in the early spring, Urias
appeared in Rome. He explained
that he'd left the military academy
in the hands of subordinates, and
was coming down to see about rais-
ing a militia force of Romans, which
had been another of Padway’s ideas.
But he had an unhappy, hangdog
air that made Padway suspect that
that wasn't the real reason.

To Padway"s leading questions he
finally burst out: “Excellent Mar-
tinus, you'll simply have to give me
a command somewhere away from
Ravenna. I can't stand it there any
longer.”

Padway put his arm around
Urias' shoulders. “Come on, old
man, tell me what's bothering you.
Maybe I can help.”

Urias looked at the ground. “Uh
...well ... that is— Look here, just
what's the arrangement between you
and Mathasuents?"

“Oh, so that's it! I thought so.
You've been seeing her, haven't
you?”

“Yes, I have. And if you send me
back there, I shall see her some more
in spite of myself. Are you and she
betrothed, or whai?”

“I did have some such idea once.”
Padway put on the air of one about
to make a great sacrifice. “But, my
friend, I wouldn't stand in the way
of anybody's happiness. I'm sure
you’re much better suited to her
than I. My work keeps me too busy
to make a good husband. So if you
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want to sue for her hand, go to it,
with my blessiimg.”

“You mean that?" Urias jumped
up and began pacing the floor, fairly

beaming. “I . ... I don’t know how
to thank you . . . it's the greatest
thing you eould do for me ... I'm

your friend for liffie="

“Don't mention it; I'm glad to
help you out. But now that you’re
down here, you might as well finish
the job you eame to do.”

“Oh,” said Urias soberly. “I sup-
pose I ought to, at that. But how
shall T press my suit, them?”

“Wirite her.”

“But how can I? T don't know the
pretty phrases. In fact, I've never
written a love letter in my life.”

“I'll help you out with that, too.
Here, we can start right now.” Pad-
way got out writing materials, and
they were presently concocting a let-
ter to the princess. “Let’s see,” said
Padway reflectively, “we ought to
tell her what her eyes are like.”

“Theyre just like eyes, arem't
they?”

“Of course, but in this business
you compare them to stars and
things.”

Urias thought. “Theyire about
the color of a glacier I once saw in
the Alps.”

“No, that wouldn't do. It would
imply that they were as cold as ice.”

“They also remind you of a pol-
ished sword blade.”

“Similar objection. How about
the northern seas™
“Hm-m-m. Yes, I think that

would do, Martinus. Gray as the
northern seas.”

“It has a fine, poetic ring to it.”

“So it has. Northern seas it shall
be, then.” Urias wrote slowly and
awkwardly.

Padway said: “Hey, don’t bear
down so hard with that pen. You'll
poke a hole in the paper.”
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Papwaw's thoughts were abruptly
snatched from the re-militarization
of the Italians when Junianus came
in with a telegraph message. It read
simply:

Wittigis escaped from detention last
night. No trace of him has been found.
(Signed)
Amumrap THE PERSIAN,
commanding.

For a minute Padway simply
stared at the message. Then he
jumped up and yelled: “Fritharik!
Get our horses”

They clattered over to Urias'
headquarters. Urias looked very
grave, “This puts me in an awkward
position, Martinus. My uncle will
undoubtedly make an effort to re-
gain his erown. He’s a stubborn
man, you kihow.”

“I know. But you know how im-
portant it is to keep things going
the way they are.”

“Ja. 1T won't go back on you. But
you couldn’t expect me to try to
harm my uncle. I like him, even if
he is a thick-headed old grouch.”

“I promise you I'll do my best to
see that he isn’t harmed. But just
now I'm concerned with keeping him
from harming us.”

“How do you suppose he got out?
Bribery?”

“I know as much as you do. 1
doubt the bribery; at least, Aturpad
is generally considered an honorable
man. What do you think Wittigis
will de?”

“If it were me, I'd hide out for a
while and gather my partisans. That
would be logical. But my uncle never
was very logical. And he hates Thiu-
dahad worse than anything on earth.
Especially after Thiudahad’s at-
tempt to have him murdered. My
guess is that he’ll head straight for
Ravenna and try to do Thiudahad in

persenally.”

“All right, then, we'll collect some
fast cavalry and head that way our-
selves.”

Padway thought he was pretty
well hardened to long-distance rid-
ing. But it was all he could do to
stand the pace that Urias set. When
they reached Ravenna in the early
morning he was reeling, red-eyed, in
the saddle.

They asked no questions, but gal-
loped straight for the palace. The
town seemed normal enough. Most
of the citizens were at breakfast.
But at the palace the normal guard
was not to be seen.

“Thhat looks bad,” said Urias.
They and their men dismounted,
drew their swords, and marched in
six abreast. A guard appeared at
the head of the stairs. He grabbed
at his sword, then recognized Urias
and Padway,

“Oh, it's you,” he said noncom-
mittally.

“Yes, it's us,” replied Padway.
“What’s wp?”

“Well . . . uh . . . you'd bet-
ter go see for yourselves, noble sirs.
Excuse me.” And the Goth whisked
out of sight.

They tramped on through the
empty halls. Doors shut before they
came to them, and there was whis-
pering behind them. Padway won-
dered if they were walking into a
trap. He sent baeck a squad to hold
the front doer.

At the entrance to the royal apart-
ments they found a clump of guards.
A couple of these brought their
spears up, but the rest simply stood
uncertainly. Padway said calmly,
“Stand back, boys,” and went in.

There were several people stand-
ing around a body on the flloor. Pad-
way asked them to stand aside,
whieh they did meekly. The body
was that of Wittigis. His tunic was
ripped by a dozen sword and spear
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wounds.
sopping.

The chief usher looked amazedly
at Padway. “This just happened,
my lord. Yet you have come all the
way from Rome because of it. How
did you know?”

“I have ways,” said Padway.
“How did it happen?”

“Wiittigis was let into the palace
by a guard friendly to him. He
would have killed our noble king,
but he was seen, and other guards
hurried to the rescue. The guards
killed him,” he added unnecessarily.
Anybody eould see that.

A sound from the corner made
Padway look up. There crouched
Thiudahad, half dressed. Nobody
seemed to be paying him much at-
tention. Thiudahads ashy face
peered at Padway.

“Dear me, it's my new prefect,
isn’t it? Your name is Cassiodorus.
But how much younger you look,
my dear sir. Ah, me, we all grow
old sometime. Heh-heh. Let’s pub-
lish a book, my dear Cassiodorus,
Heigh-he, yes, indeed, a lovely new
book with purple eovers. Heh-heh,
we'll serve it for dinner, with pep-
per and gravy. That’s the way te
eat a fewl. Yes, three hundred
pages at least. By the way, have
you seen that raseally general of
fine, Wittigis? 1 heard he was 66m-
ing te eall. Dreadfdl Bere; Re
sehelar at all. Heigh-he, dear me,
1 feel like daneing. D8 yeu danes;
my dear Wittigis? ,Lﬁzlﬁz &, 131313,
dum de-uin ge-wm

Padway told the king's house
physician: “Take care of him, and
don’t let him out. The rest of you,
go baek to work as if nothing had
happened. Somebody take charge
of the body. Replace this rug, and
fade the preparatiens for a digni-
fied but modest funeral. Urlas,
maybe yeou’d better tend te that.”

The rug under him was

UNKNOWN

Urias was weeping. “Come on, old
man, you can do your grieving later.
I sympathize, but we've got things
to do.” He whispered something to
him, whereat Urias cheered up.

XV.

T mevismrs of the Gothic Royal
Council appeared at Padway’s office
with a variety of scowls. They were
men of substance and lelsure, and
didn’t like belng dragged practically
away from thelr breakfast tables,
especlally by a mere eivil fune-
tlenary.

Padway acquainted them with the
circumstanees. “As you know, my
lords, under the unwritten constitu-
tion of the Gothie nation, an insane
king must be replaced as soon as
possible, Permlt me to suggest that
present elreumstances malke the re-
placement of the unfertunate Thiu-
dahad an urgent mattey.”

Wakis growled: “That’s partly
your doing, young man. We could
have bought off the Fraks—"

“Yes, my lord, I know all that.
The trouble is that the Franks won’t
stay bought, as you very well know.
IN any event, what’s done is done.
Neither the Franks nor Justinian
have moved against us yet. If we
ean run the election of a new king
off gulekly, we shall net be any werse
off than we are.”

Wakis replied: “We shall have
to call another convention of the
electors, I suppose.™

Another councilor, Mannfrith,
spoke up: “Apparently our young
friend is right, much as ¥ hate to
take advice from outsiders. When
and where shall the convention be?’

There were a lot of uncertain
throaty noises from the Goths. Pad-
way said: “If my lords please, 1
have a suggestion. Our new c¢ivil
capital is to be at Florence, and
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what more fitting way of inaugu-
rating it is there than holding our
election there””

There was more growling, but ne-
body produced a better idea. Pad-
way knew perfectly well that they
didn't like following his directions,
but that, on the other hand, they
were glad to shirk theught and re-
sponsibill ity thbasebves.

Wakis said: “We shall have to
give time for the messages to go
out, and for the electors to reach
Florence—"

Just then Urias came in. Pad-
way took him aside and whispered:
“What did she say?"

“She says she will.”

“Wien?"

“Oh, in about ten days, I think.
It doesn't look very nice so soon
after my uncle's deatth.™

“Never mind that.
never.”

Mannfrith asked: “Who will the
candidates be? I'd like to run my-
self, only my rheumatism has been
bothering me so.”

Somebody said: “Thiudegiskel
will be one. He’s Thiudahad's logi-
cal swecessor.”

Padway said: “I think you'lll be
pleased to hear that our esteemed
General Urias will be a candidaite.

“What?"” cried Wakis. “He’s a
fine young man, I admit, but he's
ineligible. He's Rot an Amal.”

Padway broke into a triumphant
grin. “Not now, my lords, but he
will be by the time the election is
called.” The Goths looked startled.
“Amd, my lords, I hope youlll all
give us the pleasure of your com-
pany at the weddimg.”

It’s now or

Pumive: the wedding rehearsal,
Mathasuentha got Padway aside.
She said: “Really, Martinus, you've
been most noble about this. 1 hope
you won't grieve too much.”

Padway tried his best to look no-
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ble. “My dear, your happiness is
mine. And if you love this young
man, T think you’re doing just the
right thing.”

“I do love him,” replied Matha-
suentha. “FPmmm me you won't
sit around and mope, but will go out
and find some nice girl who is suited
to you.”

Padway sighed convincingly. “I’ll
be hard to forget you, my dear. But
since you ask it, I'll promise. Now,
now, don’t cry. What will Urias
think? You want to make him
happy, don’t you? There, that’s a
sensible girl.”

The wedding itself was quite a
gorgeous affair in a sembarbaric
way. Padway discovered an unsus-
pected taste for stage management,
and introduced a wrinkle he’d seen
in pietuses of United States Military
Academy weddings: that of having
Urias’ frlends make an arch of
swords under whleh the bride and
groom walked on thelr way dewn
the ehureh steps. Padway himselt
looked as dignified as his mederate
stature and nendeseript features per-
fhitted. Inwardly he was halaiﬂ en
tight te repress a Snieker. ad
just eecurred to him thﬂt UH&§’ l@ﬂg
fepe 1681@6 Eﬁiﬁ%lﬂ%g like 3 bath
rabe he, Padway, had enee swned.
Exeept EHQE PﬁﬂWﬁ 3 roBe hagw't
had pietures of §§iﬂ$§ émbreidered
8n it iR geld thread.

As the happy couple departed,
Padway ducked out of sight around
a pillar. Mathasuentha, if she saw
him out of the tail of her eye, may
have thought that he was shedding
a final tear. But actually he was
allowing himself the luxury of a
long-drawn “Whasnill” of relief,

Papwavy HAD the news of the im-
pending election sent out over the
telegraph, thereby saving the week

that would normally be necessary for
messengers to travel the length and
breadth of Italy, and incidentally
convincing some of the Goths of the
value of his contraptions. Padway
also sent out another message, or-
dering all the higher military com-
manders to remain at their posts.
He sold Urias on the idea by argu-
ing military necessity. His real rea-
son was a determination to keep
Thiudegiskel In Calabria during the
elestion. Knowing Urlas, he didn’t
dare explain this plan to him, for
fear Urlas weuld have an attack of
Kﬂtht]y hener and, as ranking gen-
eral; esuntermand the erder.

The Goths had never seen an elec-
tion conducted on time-honored
Awmerican principles. Padway showed
them. The electors arrived in
Florenee to find the town covered
with enormous banners and posters
reading:

VOTE FOR URIAS, THE PEOPLE'S
CHOICE!
Lower taxes! Bigger public works!

Security for the aged! Efficient
government!

And so forth. They also found a
complete system of ward heelers to
take them in tow, show them the
town—anot that Florence was much
to see in those days—and butter
them up generallly.

Three days before the election was
due, Padway held a barbecue. He
threw himself into debt for the fix-
ings. Well, not exactly; he threw
poor Urias into debt, being mueh
teo prudent te aecquire any meore
liabllities 1n his ewn name than he
eeuld help.

While he kept modestly in the
background, Urias made a speech.
Padway later heard comments to the
effect that nobody had known Urias
could make such good speeches. He
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grinned to himself. He had written
the speech and had spent all his
evenings for a week teaching Urias
to deliver it. Privately Padway
thought that his candidate’s deliv-
ery still stank. But if the electors
didn’t mind, there was no reason
why he should.

Padway and Urias relaxed after-
ward over a bottle of brandy. Pad-
way said that the election looked
like a pushover, and then had to
explain what a pushover was. Of
the twoe opposing eandidates, one
had withdrawn, and the other, Har-
jis Austrewald’s sen, was an elderly
man with enly the remetest eennee-
tien with the Amal family.

Then one of the ward heelers came
in breathless. It seemed to Padway
that people were always coming in to
see him breathless.

The man barked: “Thiudegiskel's
heret

Padway wasted no time. He
found where Thiudegiskel was stay-
ing, rounded up a few Gothic sol-
diers, and set out to arrest the young
man. He found that Thiudegiskel
had, with a gang of his friends, taken
over one of the better inns in town,
pitehing the previous guests and
thelr belongings out in the street.

Time cane were gorging themselves
downstairs in plain sight. They
hadn’t yet changed their traveling
clothes, and they looked tired but
tough. Padway marched in. Thi-
udegiskel looked up. “Oh, it’s you
again. What do you waimi?”

Padway announced: “I have a
warrant for your arrest on grounds
of insubordination and deserting
your post, signed by Ur—"

The high-pitched voice inter-
rupted: “Ja, ja, I know all about
that, my dear Simeigs. Maybe you
thought I'd stay away from Flor-

ence while you ran off the election
without me, eh? But I'm not like
that, Martinus. Not one little bit.
I'm here, and I'm a candidate, and
anything you try now I'll remem-
ber when I'm king. That’s one thing
about me; I've got an infernally long
memory.”

Padway turned to his soldiers:
“Arrest him!”

There was a great scraping of
chairs as the gang rose to its col-
lective feet and felt for its eollective
sword hilts. Padway leoked for his
soldiers; they hadn't meved.

“Well?” he snapped.

The oldest of them, a kind of ser-
geant, cleared his throat. “Well, sir,
it’s this way. Now we know you're
our superior and all that., But things
are kind of uneertaln, with this elec-
tion and all, and we den't knew
whom we’ll be taking erders frem
in a eeuple of days. Sippese we aF:
rest this yeung man, ahd thea he
g@tg elected king? That wetlgn't

e 56 goed for us; new weuld i, sir?”

“Why—you—" raged Padway.

But the only effect was that the
soldiers began to slide out the door.
The young Gothic noble named Wil-
limer was whispering to Thiudegis-
kel, sliding his sword a few inches
out of the scabbard and back.

Thiudegiskel shook his head and
said to Padway: “My friend here
doesn’t seem to like you, Martinus.
He swears he’ll pay you a visit as
soon as the election’s over. So it
might be healthier if you left Italy
for a little trip. In faet, it’s all I
ean do to keep him from paying his
visit right new.”

The soldiers were mostly gone
now. Padway realized that he'd bet-
ter go, too, if he didn’t want these
well-born thugs to make hamburger
of him.



LEST DARKNESS FALL

He mustered what dignity he
could. “You know the law against
dueling.”

Thiudegiskel’s invincibly good-na-
tured arrogance wasn't even dented.
“Sure, T know it. But remember,
I'll be the one enforcing it. I'm just
giving you fair warning, Martinus.
That’s one thing abowt—"

But Padway didn't wait to hear
Thiudegiskel’s next contribution to
the inexhaustible subject of himself.
He went, full of rage and humilia-
tion. By the time he finished curs-
ing his ewn stupidity and thought
te round up his eastern troops—the
few whe weren't up north with Beli-
saFius—and make a second attempt,
it was teo late. Thiu kel had
eollected a large erewd of partisans
in and areund the hetel, and it weuld
take a battle te disledge them. The
ex-Imprisalists seemed far frem en-
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thusiastic over the prospect, and
Urias muttered- something about its
being only honorable to let the late
king's son have a fair try for the
erown,

Twe Next pAy Thomasus the
Syrian arrived. He came in wheez-
ing. “How are you, Martinus? 1
didn't want to miss all the excite-
ment, so 1 came up from Rome.
Brought my family along.”

That meant something, Padway
knew, for Thomasus' family con-
sisted not only of his wife and four
children, but an aged uncle, a
nephew, two nieces, and his black
house slave Ajax and his wife and
ehildren,

The day before the election, Thiu-
degiskel showed his political astute-*
ness by throwing a barbecue even
bigger than Padway’s. Padway,
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having some mercy on Urias' mod-
est purse, had limited his party to
the electors. Thiudegiskel, with the
wealth of Thiudahad’s immense Tus-
can estates to draw upon, shot the
works. He invited all the electors
and their families and friends alse.

Padway and Urias and Thomasus,
with the former's ward heelers, the
latter's family, and a sizable guard,
arrived at the field outside Florence
after the festivities had begun. The
field was covered with thousands of
Goths of all ages, sizes, and sexes,
and was noisy with East German
gu:turals, the elank of scabbards,
and the flop-flop et leather pants.

A Goth bustled up to them with
beer suds in his whiskers. “Here,
here, what are you people doing?
You weren’t imvited.”

“Wiz ogs, frijonds,” said Padway.

“Wat? You're telling me not to
be afraid?’ The Goth bristled.

“We aren’t even trying to come
to your party. We're just having
a little picnic of our own. There's
no law against pienies, is there?

“Wedll—then why all the arma-
ment? Looks to me as though you
were planning a kidnaping.”

“Mhere, there,” soothed Padway.
“Youw'te wearing a sword, aren't
you?"

“But I'm official.
limer's mem.”

“So are these people our men.
Dont worry about us. We'll stay
on the other side of the road, if it'll
make you happy. Now run along
and enjoy your beer.”

“Well, don't try anything. We'll
be ready for you if you do.” The
Goth departed, muttering over Pad-
way's logic.

Padway’s party made themselves
comfortable across the road, ignor-
ing the hostile glares from Thiude-
giskel's partisans. Padway himself
sprawled on the grass, eating little
and watehing the barbecue through
narrowed eyes.

Thomasus said:

I'm one of Wil-

“Most excellent
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General Urias, that look tells me our
friend Martinus is planning some-
thing particularly helligh.”

Thiudegiskel and some of his gang
mounted the speakers’ stand. Willi-
mer introduced the candidate with
commendable brevity. Then Thi-
udegiskel began to speak. Padway
hushed his ewn party and strained
his ears. Even so0, with so many peo-
ple, few of them ecompletely silent,
between him and the speaker, he
missed a let of Thiudegiskel’s shrill
Gothle. Thiudegiskel appeared to
be bragging as usual abeut his ewn
wenderivl eharaeter. But, te Pad-
way’s esnsternatien, his audienee ate
it 4p. And they hewled with 1augh-
ter af the speaker’s reugh aRd reck-
less hmer.

“—and you know, friends, that
General Urias was twelve years old
before his poor mother could train
him not to— It's a fact. That’s
one thing about me; I never exag-
gerate. Of course you couldnt
exaggerate Urlas’ peeuliarities. For
Instanee, the first tlme he ealled on
a gidl="

Umaas was seldom angry, but Pad-
way could see that the young gen-
eral was rapidly approaching incan-
descence. He'd have to think of
something quickly, or there would
be a battle.

His eye fell on Ajax and Ajax’s
family. The slave's eldest child was
a chocolate-colored, frizzy-haired
boy of ten.

Padway asked: “Dwes amybody
know whether Thiudegiskel’s mar-
ried?”

“Yes,” replied Urias. “The swein
was married just before he left for
Calabria. Nice girl, too; a cousin of
Willimer.”

“Hm-m-m. Say. Ajax, does that

oldest boy of yours speak any
Gothic?"

“Why, no, my lord, why should
he?"

“What’s his name?”

“Priam."”

“Priam, would you like to earn a
couple of sesterces, all your own?"

The boy jumped up and bowed.
Padway found such a servile ges-
ture in a child vaguely repulsive.
Must do something about slavery
some day, he thought. “Yes, my
lord,” squeaked the boy.

“Can you say the word ‘atta't”
That’s Gothic for ‘father.' ™

Priam dutifully said: “4dte.
Now where are my sesterces, my
lord?"

“Not so fast, Priam. That's just
the beginning of the job. You prac-
tice saying ‘atta’ for a while.”

Padway stood up and peered at
the field. He called softly: “Hey,
Dagalaift”

The marshal detached himself
from the crowd and came over.
“Haifs, Martinus! What can I do
for you?”

Padway whispered his instruc-
tions.

Then he said to Priam: “You see
the man in the red cloak on the
stand, the one who is talking? Well,
you're to go over there and climb
up on the stand, and say ‘atta’ to
him. Loudly, so everybody can
hear. Say it a lot of times, until
something happens. Then you run
back here.”

Priam frowned in concentration.
“But that man isn't my father!
This is my father™ He pointed to
Ajax.

“I know. But you do as I say
if you want your money. Can you
remember your instruetfioms”
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So Priam trailed off through the
crowd of Goths with Dagalaif at his
heels. They were lost to Padway’s
sight for a few minutes, while
Thiudegiskel shrilled on. Then the
little Negro’s form appeared on the
stand, boosted up by Dagalsi’s
strong arms. Padway clearly heard
the ehildish ery et ‘“Aital”

Thiudegiskel stopped in the mid-
dle of a sentence. Priam repeated:
“HAtted!  Attal”

“He seems to know you!” shouted
a voice down front.

Thiudegiskel stood silent, scowl-
ing and turning red. A low mutter
of laughter ran through the Goths
and swelled to a roar.

Thiudegiskel shouted:
lie™

Priam called “Attai”’ once more,
louder.

Thiudegiskel grabbed his sword
hilt and started for the boy. Pad-
way's heart missed a beat.

But Priam leaped off the stand
into Dagalaif's arms, leaving Thiu-
degiskel to shout and wave his
sword. He was apparently yelling,
“Its a lie!” over and over. Padway
could see his meuth meve, but his
words were lest In the thunder ef
the Gethle natlen’s Wagherian
laughter,

Dagalaif and Priam appeared,
running toward them. The Goth
was staggering slightly and holding
his midriff. Padway was alarmed
until he saw that Dagalaif was suf-
feril?g from a leughing-and-coughing
spell.

He slapped him on the back until
the coughs and gasps moderated.
Then he said: “If we hang around
here, Thiudegiskel will recover his
wits, and he’ll be angry enough to
set his partisans on us with eold
steel. 1A my eountry we had a word

“It's a

UNKNOWN

‘scram’ that is, I think, applicable.
I‘etls g@_"’

“Hey, my lord,” squealed Priam,
“where’s my two sesterces? Oh,
thank you, my lord. Do you want
me to call anybody else ‘father,” my
lord?”

XWIL.

Papway told Urias: “It looks
like a sure thing now. Thiudegiskel
will never live this afternoon’s epi-
sode down. We Americans have
some methods for making elections
eome out the right way, such as
stuffing ballot boxes, and the use of
floaters. But I don’t think it’ll be
neeessary to use any of them.”

“What on earth is a floater, Mar-
tinus? You mean a float such as
one uses in fishimg”?”

“No; I'll explain sometime. 1
don't want to corrupt the Gothic
electoral system more than is abso-
lutely necessary.”

“Look here, if anybody imvest-
gates, they’ll learn that Thiudegiskel
was the innocent victim of a joke
this aftermoon. Then won't the
effect be lost?"

“No, my dear Urias, that’s not
how the minds of electors work.
Even if he's proved immocent, he's
been made such an utter fool of that
nobody will take him seriously, re-
gardless of his personal merits, if
amy.ﬂl

Just then a ward heeler came in
breathless. He gasped: “Thiu-
Thiudegiskel—"

Padway complained: “I’'m going
to make it a rule that people who
want to see me have to wait outside
until they get their breath. What
is it, Roderik?"

Roderik finally got it out. “Thiu-
degiskel has left Florence, distin-
guished Martinus. Nobody knows
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whither. Willimer and some of his
other friends went with him.”

Padway immediately sent out
over the telegraph Urias' order de-
priving Thiudegiskel of his colonel's
rank—or its rough equivalent in the
vague and amorphous Gothic sys-
tem of command. Then he sat and
stewed and waited for news.

It came the next morning during
the voting. But it did not concern
Thiudegiskel. It was that a large
Imperialist army had crossed over
from Sicily and landed, not at Seylla
where one would expeet, but up the
eoast of Bruttium at Vibe.

Padway told Urias immediately,
and urged: “Don’t say anything
for a few hours. This election is in
the bag—I mean it's certsin—and
we don’t want to disturb it.”

But rumors began to circulate.
Telegraph systems are run by hu-
man beings, and few groups of
more than a dozen human beings
have kept a secret for long. By the
time Urias’ election by a two-to-6ne
majority was anneunced, the Geths
were staging an imprompty demen-
stration In the streets of Florenes,
demanding to be led against the in-
vader.

Then more details came in. The
Imperialist army was commanded
by Bloody John, and numbered a
good fifty thousand men. Evidently
Justinian, furious about Padway’s
letter, had been shipping a really
adegquate foree into Sieily in relays.

Padway and Urias figured that
they could, without recalling troops
from Provence and Dalmatia, as-
semble perhaps half again as many
troops as Bloody John had. But
further news soon reduced this esti-
mate. That able, feroeious, and un-
prineipled soldier sent a detachment
across the Sila Mowntains by a see-
endary road from Vibe te Seylla-

UN—10

cium, while he advanced with his
main body down the Popilian Way
to Reggio. The Reggio garrison of
fifteen thousand men, trapped at the
end of the toe of the boot, struck
a few blows for the sake of their
honor and surrendered. Bloody
Jﬁhf}] reunited his forees and started
north.

Padway saw Urias off in Rome
with many misgivings. The army
looked impressive, surely, with its
new corps of horse archers and its
batteries of mobile catapults. But
Padway knew that the new units
were inexperienced in their novel
ways of fighting, and that the or-

anization was likely to prove brittle
A praetiee.

Once Urias and the army had left,
there was no more point in worry-
ing. The problem of the composi-
tion of gunpowder seemed to have
been solved by the main-force
method of trying all sorts of propor-
tlons of the ingredients until he
found one that worked. His gun-
pewder, If net very efficient, at least
went off with a satisfying bang.

Bur cannon were something else.
The first one that the brass foundry
delivered looked all right, until Pad-
way examined the breech end
elosely. The metal here was spongy
and pitted, and the gun would have
blewn up the first time it was fired.
The trouble was that it had been
east muzzle dewn. The solution was
te add a foot to the length of the
barrel, east it muzzle up, and saw
off the last foet of flawed brass. But
this meant time, a eommedity of
whieh Padway had preeious little.
He seen learned that he had nene
at all.

By piecing together the contradic-
tory information that came in by
telegraph, Padway figured out that
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tMs had happened: Thiudegiskel
had reached his force in Calabria
without interference. He had re-
fused to recognize the telegraphic
order depriving him ef his command,
and had talked his men into doing
likewise. Padway guessed that the
words of an able and self-confident
speaker llke Thiudegiskel would
earry more welght with the mestly
Illiterate Goths than a brlef, eold
fessage arriving ever the mysteri-
eus eentraptien.

Bloody John had moved -cau-
tiously; he had only reached Con-
sentia when Urias arrived to face
him. That might have been ar-
ranged beforehand with Thiudegis-
kel, to draw Urias far enough south
to trap him.

But, while Urias and Bloody John
sparred for openings along the river
Crathis, Thiudegiskel arrived in
Urias’ rear—on the Imperialist side.
Though he had only five thousand
lancers, their unexpected charge
broke the main Gothie army'’s
morale, In fifteen minutes the Cra-
this Valley was full of thousands ef
Geths—lancers, herse archers, foot
arehers, and pikemen—streaming
off in every direstien. Theusands
were ridden dewn by Blaeﬂs{ Johi’s
edirassiers and the large feree ef
Gepid and Lembard herses he had
with Rim. Ofther theusands swrren-
dered. The rest ran eff inte the
hills, where the rapidly gathering

dusk hid them.

Urias managed to hold his life-
guard regiment together, and at-
tacked Thiudegiskel’s force of de-
serters, The story was that Urias
had killed Thiudegiskel personally.
Padway, knowing the fondmess of
soldiers for myths of this sort, had
his doubts. But it was agreed that
Thiudegiskel had been killed, and
that Urias and his men had disap-

UNKNOWN

peared into the Imperial host in one
final, desperate charge, and had been
seen no more by those on the Gothic
side who escaped from the field.

For mours Padway sat at his
desk, staring at the pile of telegraph
messages and at a large and pain-
fully inaccurate map of Italy.

“Can I get you anything, excel-
lent boss?” asked Fritharik.

Padway shook his head.

Junianus shook his head. “I fear
that our Martinus’ mind has be-
come unhinged by disaster.”

Fritharik snorted. “That just
shows you don’t know him. He gets
that way when he’s planning some-
thing. Just wait. He'll have a
devilish clever scheme for upsetting
the Greeks yet. You run along and
tend to your telegraph. Hulle,
who's there?

Rekkared, Padway’s artillery offi-
cer without artillery, was at the
door.

Padway raised his bloodshot eyes
and said: “[Let him in, Fritharik.
How are the cannon coming, Rek-
kared?"

“The tubes came out all right, sir,
as far as I can see. The wainwright
says he’ll have the carriages ready
in a week, wheels and all.”

Junianus put his head in the door.
“Some more messages, my lord.”

“What are they?” .

“Bloody John is halfway to Sa-
lerno, The natives are welcoming
him. Belisarius reports he has de-
feated a large force of Franks.”

“Come here, Junianus. Would
you two boys mind stepping out for
a minute? Now, Junianus, you’'re &
native of Lucania, aren’'t you?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“You were a serf, weren't you?”

“Well . ... uh . ...mylord. ..



you see—" The plump young man
suddenly looked fearful.

“Don’t worry; I wouldn't let you
be dragged back to your landlord's

estate for amythimg.”

“Well—yes, my lo

“When the messages speak of the
‘natives’ welcoming the Imperialists,
doesn’t that mean the Italian land-
lords more than anybody else?"

“Yes, my lord. The serfs don't
care one way or the other. One
landlord is as oppiressive as the next,
so why should they get themselves
killed fighting for any set of masters,
Greek, of Italian, or Gothie as the
ease may be?”

“If they were offered their hold-
ings as free proprietors, with no
landlords to worry about, do you
think they'd figkt for thatt”"

“Why'—dhriamws took a deep
breattin—*“I think they would. Yes.
Only it's such an extraordinary idea,
if you don't mind my saying so.”

“Ewven on the side of Arian her-
etics?"

“I don't think that would mat-
ter. The curials and the city folk
may take their Orthodoxy seriously.
But a lot of the peasants are halt
pagan anyway. And they worship
thelr land moere than any alleged
heavenly powers.”

“That’s about what 1 thought,”
said Padway. “Here are some mes-
sages to send out. The first is an
ediet, issued by me in Urias’ name,
emaneipating the serfs of Bruttium,
Lueanla, Calabria, Apulia, Campa-
nla, and Sampium. The seeond -Is
an order to General Bellsarius te
leave sereenlng feree In Provenee 8
fight a delaying aetien in ease the
Franks attack again and returA
§@uth with his maln bedy at enee.

h, Fritharik! Will yeu get Guda-
ks Tor e Al T Wart 8 see
the fereman ef the printshgp.”

When Gudareths arrived, Padway
explained his plans to him. The
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little Gothic officer whistled. “My,
my, that is a desperate measure,
noble Martinus. I'm not sure the
Gothic Royal Council will approve.
If you free all these low-born peas-
ants, how shall we get them back
into serfdom agaim?”

“We're not going to,” snapped
Padway. “As for the Royal Coun-
cil, most of them were with Urias,
and are now either dead, captured,
or God knows where.”

“But, Martinus, you can't make
a fighting force out of them in a
week or two. Take the word of an
old soldier, who has killed hundreds
of foes with his own right arm. Yes,
thousands., These Italians are no
good for fighting anyway. No spirit,
You'd better rely on what Geothie
forees we ean serape together. Real
fighters, like me.”

“I know all that,” said Padway
wearily. “I don't hope to lick
Bloody John with a lot of raw re-
eruits. But we can at least give
him a really hostile eountry to ad-
vanee through. You tend to those
plkes, and dlg up some more retired
offieers. I've got werk for them.”

XVII.

IT WAS the latter part of May,
537, when Padway clattered into
Calatia with his army. It wasn't
much of an army to look at: elderly
Goths who had supposed themselves
retired from active service, and
young sprigs whose voices had
hardly finished changing.

As they approached Calatia,
where Trajan’s Way joined the
Latin Way, their scouts reported
that the tail of Bloody John’s army
had just pulled out of the town.
Padway snapped his orders. A
squadron of lancers trotted out in
front, and a force of mounted archers
followed them. They disappeared
down the road. Padway rode up to
the top of a knoll to watch them,
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They got smaller and smaller, dis-
appearing and reappearing over
humps in the road. He could hear
the faint murmur of John's army,
out of sight over the olive groves.

Then there was a shouting and
clattering, tiny with distance, like
a battle between gnats and mos-
quitoes. Padway fretted with impa-
tience. His telescope was no help,
not being able to see around corners.
The little sounds went on, and on,
and on, Faint eolumns of smoke
began te rlse ever the ellve trees.
Goeed; that meant that hls men had
set fire to Bleedy John's wagen
train. His first werry had been that
they'd insist en plundering it in
spite of erders.

Then a little dark cluster, topped
by rested lances that looked as thin
as hairs, appeared on the road. Pad-
way squinted through his telescope
to make sure they were his men. He
trotted down the knoll and gave
some more orders, Halt his herse
arehers spread themselves eut in a
long ereseent on either side of the
read, and a bedy ef laneers greuped
themselves behind it.

Time passed, and the men sweated
in their scale-mail shirts. Then the
advance guard appeared, ¥Xitiing
hard. They were grinning, and
some waved bits of forbidden plun-
der. They clattered down the road
between the waiting bowmen.

Their commander rode up to Pad-
way. “Worked like a charm!” he
shouted. “We came down on their
wagons, chased off the wagon
guards, and set them on flixe. Then
they eame back at us. We did like
you said; spread the bowmen out
and filled them full of quills as they
charged; then hit them with the
lanee when they were all niee and
eonfused. They eame baeck for mere,
twlee. Thea Jehn himself eame

down on us with his whole damned

army. So we cleared out. They'll
be along any minute.”
“Fine,” replied Padway. “You

know your orders. Wait for us at
the Mt. Tifata pass.”

So they departed, and Padway
waited. But not for long. A column
of Imperial cuirassiers appeared, rid-
ing hell-for-leather. Padway knew
that that meant Bloody John was
sacrificing order to speed if his pur-
suit, as troops oeouldn't travel
through the flelds and groves along-
side the read at any sueh speed.
Even If he'd deployed it weuld take
his wings seme time t6 eame up.

The Imperialists grew bigger and
bigger, and their hoofs made a great
pounding on the stone-paved road.
They looked very splendid, with
their cloaks and the plumes on their
officers’ helmets streaming out be-
hind. Their eommander, in gilded
armor, saw what he was eoming to
and gave an order, Lanees were
slung ever shoulders and bows were
strung. By that time they were well
within fange ef the ereseent, and
the Geths epened fike. The guiek;,
flat shap ef the B@W%EHB% and the
whiz ef the arrews added themselves
te the elamer of the Byzantines' ap-
preaeh. The esmmander's herse; a
splendid white animal, reared Up ahd
was Bowled ever By angther herse
EE&E charged inte it. The head of
the traperialist eelufaﬂ erumpled o
H%% 2 mass ot milling horses &R

Padway looked at the commander
of his body of lancers; swung his arm
around his head twice and pointed
at the Imperialists. The line of
horse archers opened up, and the
Gothic knights charged through. As
usual they went slowly at first, but
by the time they reached the Im-
perialists their heavy horses had
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picked up irresistible momentum.
Back went the cuirassiers with a
great clatter, defending themselves
desperately at close quarters, but
pulling out and getting their bows
into action as soen as they could.

Out of the corner of his eye, Pad-
way saw a group of horsemen ride
over a nearby hilltop. That meant
that Bloody John’s wings were com-
ing up. He had his trumpeter sig-
nal the retreat. But the knights
kept on pressing the Imperialist
eolumn baek, They had the advan-
tage In weight of men and herses,
and they knew It. Padway kieked
his herse inte a gallop dewn the read
after them. If he dign’'t §l§? the
damned feels they’d be swallowed
Hp by the Imperialist aFmy.

An arrow went by Padway un-
comfortably close. He found the
peculiar screech that it made much
harder on the nerves than he’d ex-
peeted. He eaught up with his
Goths, dragged their commander out
of the press by maln foree, and
shouted in his ear that it was time
te withdraw.

By then the Goths had noticed
the forces appearing on their flanks,
and began to stream back down the
road.

Acvorpine to plan, the horse
archers fell in behind the lancers and
galloped after them, the rearmost
ones shooting backward.

It was nine miles to the pass, most
of it uphill. Padway hoped never to
have such a ride again. He was sure
that at the next jounce his guts
would burst from his abdomen and
spill abroad. By the time they were
within sight of the pass, the horses
of beth the pursued and the pursu-
ers were s blown that beth were
walking Sefe fen had even dls-
meunted te lead thelr herses. Pad-

UNKNOWN

way remembered the story of the
day in Texas that was so hot that a
coyote was seen chasing a jackrabbit
with both walking. He translated
the story into Gothie, making a coy-
ote a fox, and teld it to the nearest
soldier. It ran slowly down the line;
he eould mark its progress by grins
and guffaws.

The bluffs were yellow in a late
afternoon sun when the Gothic col-
umn finally stumbled through the
pass. They had lost few men, but
any really vigorous pursuer could
have ridden them down and rolled
them out of their saddles with ease.
Fortunately the Imperialists were
just about as tired. But they came
on nevertheless.

Padway heard one officer's shout,
echoing up the walls of the pass:
“Yauw'll rest when I tell you to, you
lazy swimne!™

Padway looked around, and saw
with satisfaction that the force he
had sent up ahead were waiting
quietly in their places. These were
the men who had not been used at
all yet. The gang who had burned
the wagens were drawn up behind
them, and these who had just fled
sprawled en the ground still farther
up the pass.

On came the Imperialists. Padway
could see men’s heads turn as they
looked nervously up the slopes. But
Bloody John had apparently not yet
admitted that his foe might be con-
dueting an intelligent campaign. The
Imperialist eolumn elattered echo-
ing inte the narrowest part of the
pass, the slantlng rays of the sun
sheeting after them.

Then there was a great thumping
roar as boulders and tree trunks
came bounding down the slopes. A
horse shrieked quite horribly, and
the Imperialists scuttled around like
ants whese nest has been disturbed.



Padway thought, this afternoon’s
fight was something like the Battle
of Nillieerankie, and this is some-
thing like Morgarten. He signaled a
squadron of lancers to charge.
There was room for only six
horses abreast, and even so it was a
tight fitt. The rocks and logs hadn't
done mueh damage to the Imperial-
ists, except to form a heap cutting
their leading eoluma in twe. And
new the Gethle knlghts struek the
fragment that had passed the polnt
of the break. The euirasslers, un-
able te maneuver 8F even te use
their bews, were jammed baek
against the barrier By their heavier
ag ponents. The fight ended when
the suFviving imperialists slid off
EH@[F H8F§@§ and §EF§¥HBI@9 Baek 18
34, @Eﬁ o8n fest: The Goths rotnded
% aBandoned horses and led
them Back; WHASBIRG:

Broopy Joun withdrew a couple
of bowshots. Then he sent a small
group of cuirassiers forward to lay
down a barrage of arrows. What he
intended to do next nobody ever
knew, Padway moved some dis-
meunted Gothle arehers Inte the
pass. These, §h@@tiﬂg from behind
the barrier, eaused the Imperialists
§6 mueh treuble that the euirassiers
were seen Withdrawn.

Bloody John now sent some Lom-
bard lancers forward to sweep the
archers out of the way. But the bar-
rier stopped their charge dead.
While they were picking their way,
a step at a time, among the boulders,
the Goths filled them full of arrows
at clese range. By the time the
bodies of a dozen herses and an
egual number of Lombards had been
added to the barrler, the Lembards
had had eneugh.

By this time it would have been
obvious to a much stupider general
than Bloody John that in those con-
fined quarters horses were about as
useful as green parrots. The fact
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BROOKS ARPLIANCE

that the Imperialists could hold their
end of the pass as easily as Padway
held his could not have been much
comfort, because they were trying
to get through it and Padway was
not. Bloody John dismounted some
Lombards and Gepids and sent them
forward on foot. Padway meanwhile
had moved some dismounted lancers
up behind the barrier, so that their
spears made a thick cluster. The
archers moved back and up the walls
to shoot over the knights’ heads.

The Lombards and Gepids came
on at a slow dogtrot. They were
equipped with regular Imperialist
mail shirts, but they were still
strange-looking men, with the backs

A of their heads shaven and their

front hair hanging down on each side
of their faces in two long, butter-
greased braids. They carried swords,
and s@me of them immense two-
handed battle-axes. As they got
closer they began to scream insults
at the Goths, who understood their
East German dialects well enough
and yelled back.

The attackers poured, howling,
over the barrier, and began hacking
at the hedge of spears. But the spears
were too close together for a man to
slip between them to get at the
spearmen. More attackers, coining
from behind, merely pushed the
leaders onto the spearpoints. When
a man held his shield up, a Goth
jabbed him in the legs or belly; when
he held it down, he got a spearpoint
in the face. And the archers amused
themselves by drawing beads on
particular hairs of the attackers'
whiskers before letting fly,. Presently
the Imperialists were drifting back
from the barrier, lugging wounded
men with blood-soaked clothes and
afrews sticking in them,

The sun had set, and Bloody
John's army retired down the valley
to set up its tents and cook its sup-
per. Padway’s Goths did likewise.
The smell of cooking-fires drifted up
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and down pleasantly. Anybody
would have thought that here were
two gangs of pleasure-seeking camp-
ers—but for the pile of dead men
and horses at the barrier.

Padway, not underestimating his
opponet, threw out a very wide and
close-meshed system of outposts. He
was justified; an hour before dawn
his sentries began to drift in. Bloody
John, it transpired, was werklng twe
large bodies of Anatolian feet areh-
ers over the hills en either side of
them. Padway saw that his pesi-
tlon weuld seen Be untenable. Se
his Geths, yawhing and grumbling
were retited sut of their blankets an
started for Benevents.

BaweveENTO, on a small elevation
in a little plain, lies at the crotch of
the confluence of the Calore and
Sabbato rivers. There was only ene
bridge over the Sabbato, whieh is a
fairly rapid stream. Padway theught
he might be able te held the bridge
for some tlme, If his men didn’t get
other ideas. He was sufe that
Blesdy John wetld attack seen.
With mest ef his previsiens Burned
up, and with the esuntry full ef
hestile peasantry, he eedldn’t sit
still and leave Padway's faree hover-
ing in his rear.

But when they came out on the
plain, Padway found a horrifying
surprise. A swarm of his peasant re-
cruits was coming over the bridge
toward him; several thousand of
them had already crossed. His strat-
egy depended on belnig able te get
his ewn foree over the Bridge
guiekly, and he knew what weuld
happen If the bettle neek beeamme
jammed with retreating treeps.

Gudareths rode out to meet him.
“I followed your orders!” he shouted.
“I tried to hold them back. But they
got the idea they could liek the

Greeks all by themselves, and
started out regardless. I told you
they were no good!

Padway yelled, in a cracked voice,
to Gudareths: “Get back over the
river somehow! Send mounted men
out on the roads to stop the runa-
ways! Let those on this side get
Eaek over. I'll trv to held the Greeks

ere.”

He dismounted most of his troops.
He arranged the lancers six deep in
a semicircle in front of the bridge-
head, around the caterwauling pea-
sants, with lances outward. Along
the river bank he pested the archers
in twe bodies, one on each flank, and
beyond them his remalning laneers,
meunted. Narses’ formation at Taf:
inae; he thaught-. If aﬂythlﬂF wetild
held Bleedy Jehn, that weuld.

The Imperialists stood for perhaps
ten minutes. Then a big body of
Lombards and Gepids trotted out,
cantered, galloped straight at his
line of spears. Padway, standing
afoot behind the line, watehed them
grow larger and larger. The sound
of thelr heefs was like that of a huge
erehestra of kettledrums, louder and
leuder. Watehing these blg, leng-
haired barbarians leem up eut ef
the dust their herses raised, Padway
§yﬁ_1gamié@a with the peasant fre-
ekuits; 1f he hadp't had his pride
2nd his F8§'g8ﬂ§ibility; he'd have Fun
himselt until his legs gave sut:

On came the Imperialists. They
looked as though they could ride
over any body of men on earth. Then
the bowstrings began to snap. Here
a horse reared or bucked; there a
man fell off with a musical clash of
scale-mail. The charge slowed per-
ceptibly. But they came on. To
Padway they looked twenty feet tall.
And then they were right on the
line of spears. Padway ecould see
the spearmen’s tight lips and white
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faces. If they held— They did. The
Imperialist horses reared, screaming,
when the lances pricked them.. Some
of them stopped so suddenly that
their riders were pitehed out of the
saddle. And then the whole mass
was streaming off te right and left,
and baek to the maln army. It
wasi’t the herses’ war, and they had
no intentlen of spittlng themselves
on the unpleasant-loeking lanees.
Padway drew his first real breath
in almost a minute. He'd been lec-
turing his men to the effect that no
cavalry could break a really solid
line of spearmen, but he hadn’t
really believed it himself until now,
Then an awful thing happened. A
lot of his lancers, seeing the Impe-
rialists in flight, broke away from
the line and started after their foes
on foot. Padway screeched at them
to come back, but they kept 6n run-
ning, or rather trotting heavily In
thelr armer, Like at Senlae, theught
Padway. With similar results. The
alert John sent a regiment ef euiras-
slefs eut after the elumsily running
meb of Geths, and in a twinkling
the Geths were seattering all ever
the field and being speared like se
many bears. Padway raved with
fury and ehagrin; this was his first
serigus 1ess: He grabbed Tirdat by
the eollar, almest strangling him.
He shouted: “Find Gudareths!
Tell him to round up a few hundred
of these Italians! I'm going to put
them in the line™
Padway’s line was now perilously
thin, and he couldn’t contract it
without isolating his archers and
horsemen. But this time John hurled
his eavalry against the Hanking
arehers. The arehers dropped baeck
down the river bank, where the
herses eouldn’t get at them, and Pad-
way's ewn eavalry eharged the Im-
perialists, driving them off in a dusty
ehaes ef whirling blades.

Presently the desired peasantry
appeared, shepherded along by dirty
and profane Gothic officers. The
bridge was carpeted with pikes
dropped in flight; the recruits were
armed with these and put in the
front line. They fllled eut the gap
nicely. Just te enceurage them, Pad-
way posted Goths behind them,
holding swerdpeints agalnst thelr
kidneys.

Now, if Bloody John would let
him alone for a while, he could set
about the delicate operation of get-
ting his whole foree back aeross the
bridge without expeosing any part of
it to slaughter. But it was soon evi-
dent that Bleedy John had ne such
intentlen. On eame twe big bodies
of horse, almed at the Hanking
Gothle eavalry.

Padway couldn't see what was
happening, exactly, between the dust
and the ranks of heads and shoul-
ders in the way. But by the dimin-
ishing clatter he judged his men were
being driven off. Then ecame some
euirassiers galloping at the archers,
foreing them off the top of the bank
again, The eulrasslers strung thelr
bows, and fer a few seeconds Geths
and Imperialists twanged arrows at
each ether. Then the Geths began
slipping off up and dewn the river,
and swimming a6ress:

FiwarLry, on came the Gepids and
Lombards, roaring like lions. This
time there wouldn’t be any arrow
fire to slow them up. And Padway
knew as well as he knew anything
that before they struck, the Italian
reerults weuld drep thelr pikes and
try to elaw thelr way baek through
the Geths behlnd them, swordpoints
or ne swerdpelnts. Nothing, te their
finds, eevld be mere herrible than
this enrushing mass of leng-haired

iant, en thelf huge herses, waving
gifF huge axes:



So, he thought bitterly, the Italo-
Gothic kingdom would end, and all
his work would be for nothing. He
glanced quite ealmly at his watch.
They'd arrive in abeut forty-five
seconds—

But the charge slowed down to a
trot, and then to a walk. The Im-
perialist heavy cavalry was not only
reining in its horses, but was stand-
ing up in its stirrups and peering
over its shoulders at something be-
hind it. Then it wheeled about and
started back the way it had come.

By this time the dust was so thick
that Padway couldn't see what was
happening. But from beyond the
pall came the tramplings and shout-
ings and clatterings of a sixth cen-
tury battle. Padway and his men
had no choice but to stand and stew.
There was nothing to be seen in front
of them but dust, dust, dust. A
couple of riderless horses ran dimly
past them through it, seeming to
drift by like fish in a muddy aqua-
rium tank.

Then a man appeared, running @it
foot. As he slowed down and
walked up to the line of spears,
Padway saw that he was a Lom-
bard.

While Padway was wondering if
this was some lunatic out to tackle
his army single-handed, the man
shouted: “Armaiel/ Mercy!” The
Goths exchanged startled glances.

Then a couple more barbarians
appeared, one of them leading a
horse. They yelled: “Awmaio,
timrja! Mercy, comrade! Armaio,
jrijonrds? Merey, friend!™

A plumed Imperial cuirassier rode
up behind them, shouting in Latin:
‘Abniéess!  Amicus?” Then whole
companies of Imperialists appeared,
horse and foot, German, Slav, Hun,
and Anatolian mixed, bawling,
“Mercy, friend™ in a score of lan-
guages.

A solid group of horsemen with a
Gothic standard in their midst rode
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through the Imperialists. Padway
recognized a tall, brown-bearded fig-
ure in their midst. He croaked:
“Belisarius!”

The Thracian came up, leaned
over, and shook hands. °“Maitinus!
1 didn’t know you with all that dust
on your face. 1 was afraid 1I'd be
too late, We've been riding hard
since dawn. We hit them in the rear,
and that was all there was t8 it.
We've got Bleady Jehn, and yeur
King Urias is safe. What shall we
de with all these priseners? There
fust Be twenty oF thirty theusand
of them at least”

Padway rocked a little on his feet.
“Oh, round them up and put them
in a camp or something. 1 don't
really care. I'm going to sleep on
my feet in another mimutte.”

Then there was another wave of
movement in the crowd. Four shiny
new brass cannon rumbled up. Rek-
kared, fresh as a daisy, jumped off
his horse and came smartly to at-
tention. “Here we are, sir, all ready
to go. We've been trying to catch
up with General Belisarius ever
since he left Rome. Whom do you
want us to shoot att?"

Padways stood with his mouth
open for a few seconds. Then he
broke into a torrent of the first Eng-
lish he had spoken since his arrival
in old Rome. He spoke for some
minutes witheut repeating himself
enee. He used a let of words that
8eeuF iR prayer, and a let mere that,
while  linguistieally  legitimate
eneugh, are almest never seen IA
%Flﬂt His knewledge of Latin and

othie was net, he theught, really
egual te the task.

X\WVIIITT.

Back in Rome, Urias said slowly:
“Yes, I see your point. Men won't
fight for a government they have no
stake in. But do you think we can
afford to compensate all the loyal



landlords whose serfs you propose
to free?”

“We'lll manage,” said Padway.
“Itll be over a period of years. And
this new tax on slaves will help.”
Padway did not explain that he
hoped, by gradually beesting the tax
on slaves, to make slavery an alo-
gether  unprofitable  institution.
Sueh an ldea weuld have been toe
bewllderingly radieal for even Urlas’
flexible mind.

Urias continued: “I don't mind
the limitations on the king’s power
in this new constitution of yours.
For myself, that is. I'm a soldier,
and I'm just as glad to leave the
conduet of civil affairs to others.
But I don't know about the royal
eeuneil.”

“Theyll agree. I have them more
or less eating out of my hand right
now. I've shown them how with-
out the telegraph we could never
have kept such good track of Bloody
John's movements, and without the
printing press we eould never have
roused the serfs so effiectivelky.”

“What else is there?”

“Wesee got to write the kings of
the Franks, explaining politely that
it's not our fault if the Burgunds
prefer our rule to theirs, but that we
eertainly don't propose to give them
baek to Burgundy.

“We've also got to make arrange-
ments with the king of the Visi-
goths for fitting out our ships at
Lisbon for their trip to the lands
across the Atlantic. He's named you
his successor, by the way, so when
he dies the east and west Goths will
be united again. Reminds me, 1
have to make a trip to Napjes. The
shipbuilder down there says he never
saw such a crazy design as mine,
which is for what we Americans
would call a Grand Banks schooner.
Procopius’ll have to go with me, to
diseuss detalls of his histery eeurse
at Bur new university.”
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“Why are you so set on this At-
lantic expedition, Martinus?”

“I'll tell you. In my country we
amused ourselves by sucking the
smoke of a certain weed called to-
bacco. It’s a fairly harmless little
vice if you den't overdo it. Ever
since I've arrived here I’'ve been
wishing fer seme tebaeceo, and the
land aeress the sea is the nearest
place you ean get any.”

Urias laughed his big, booming
laugh. “I've got to be off. Your
Rekkared is going to put on a dem-
onstration of cannon shooting for the
benefit of the Frankish envoy, and
I don’t want to miss it. I'd like to
see a draft of your letter te Justinian
before you send it.”

“O. K., as we say in America.
Give my regards to Mathasuentha.
How is she, by the way?”

“She’s fine. She's calmed down a
lot since all the people she most
feared have died or gone crazy or
something. When are you going to
find a girl, Martinus?”

Padway stretched and grinned.
“Oh, just as soon as I catch up on

my slegp.”

Papway wrote:

Urias, King of the Goths and Italians,
to His Serenity Justimian, Emperor of
the Romans, Greeting.

Your serene highness: Now that the
army which recently invaded ltaly un-
der Johm, the nephew of Vitalianus,
better known as Biloody Johm, is no
longer an obstacle to our reconcilia-
tion, we think this an opportune time
to resume discussion of the terms on
which this cruel and unprefitable war
betweem us can be honorably termi-
nated. The terms proposed by us in
our previous letter stand, with the fol-
lowing exceptions:

1. We waive our demand for the
evacuation of Sicily and Dalmatia, as
our troops have already occupied these
territories. Imstead, Impenal troops
shall evacuate the African provinee of
Carthage. In making this demand, we
arc animated by no spirit of ruthless
conquest, but are merely re-establish-



ine the line that Theodlosius set up
betweem the eastern and western parts
of the Empire. We sincerely believe
that our governmemt has attained a
degree of maturity and wisdom that
entitles it to take over the rule of the
former westerm half of the Empire,
which it can. because of considerations
of distance, administer more expedi-
eritly than our colleagues at Constan-
tinople, We are so sure that you will
agree to the justice of this demand
that we have takem™ he liberty of an-
ticipating your highness'wisthes, by dis-
patching a force to occupy Carthage.

2. Our previously asked imdemnity
of one hundred thousand solidi is deu-
bled. to compmmate our citizens for
damages caused by Bloody Jobm's in-
vasion.

3. We waive our request for iren
workers from Damasous, as our Min-
ister of Finance, Thomesuis the Syrian,
lias already secured the services of an
adequate number of these artisans
through his private business connec-
tions in Syria.

4. The other terms stand.

There remains the question of the
disposal of your general, Bloody John,
at presemt in our custody. Wihile we
have never seriously contemglated the
collection of Imgwrial generals as a
hobby, your serenity’s actions lhave
forced us into a policy that looks very
mucth like it. But, as we have no de-
sire to cause the Emyire any semious
loss, we will release the said Johm on
paymemt of a modest ransom of fiifitty
thousand solidi. We earnestly wrge
your serenity to comsider this course
favorably. As you know. the Kigxiom
of Persia is at present ruled by King
Khuprau. a mam of extraordinary force
and ability. We have reason to believe
that Khesrauw will in a few years at-
tempt another invasion of your Syrian
territory. You willl need the ablest
generals you can find.

Furthermore, our slight ability to
foresee the future, of which you have
heard, informs us that in abewt thirty
years there will be born in Arabia a
mait named Maohanmmedl, who, presch-
ing a heretical religion, will, uniess pre-
vented. instigate a great wave of
fanatical barbarian comgueest. subveri-
ing not only the present rule of Persia,
but that of your serenity’s dominions
as well. We therefore urge the de-
sirability of securing comtrel of the
Arabian peminsula forthwith, that this
calamity shall be stopped at the source.
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Please accept this warning as evi-
dence of our friendliest and mesl re-
spectful sentimemts. We shall await
the gracious favor of an early reply,

by Mrammsws PADCEL, Quastor.

Padway leaned back and looked at
the letter. His job wasn't over. It
never would be—until disease or old
age or the dagger of some local
enemy ended it. There was so much
to do, and only a few decades to do
it in: compasses and steam engines
and mleroscopes and the writ ef
habeas eorpus. 1IR"d teetered aleng
for aver a year and a half, grabbing

a little pewer here, placating & pes-
§ibl@ enemy there, keeping far
eneugh aut of the bad graees of the
various eRurenes; starting seme it
tle aFt steR as the sPIARIAg of gheet
eopper. Maybe he eavld Kkeep it up
for years:

And if he couldn’t—iif enough peo-
ple finally got fed up with the in-
novations of Mysterious Martinus
—well, there was a semaphore tele-
graph system running the length and
breadth of Italy, some day to be re-
placed by a true electric telegraph,
if he could find time for the neces-
sary experiments. There was a pub-
lic letter post about to be set up.
There were presses in Florence and
Rome and Naples pouring out books
and pamphlets and newspapers.
Whatever happened to him, these
things would go on. They'd become
too well rooted to be destroyed by
accident.

History had, without question,
been changed.

Darkness would not fall.

THE END.
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tobacxy’s better than ever!
< - and Luckies ahvays 1ake the
better grades’” says Bay Qgleshy,
\ Isbaces anctionser -
for 8§ years. T3mk

Q. WHY HAVE TOBACCO CROPS BEEN BETTER?

A. Because, even though crops vary with weather
conditions, Uncle Sam’s new methods of improv-
ing soil, seed and plant-fiood have done a fine job.
Q. Do Luckies buy this better tobanse?
A. Yes, indeed = independens experis like Ray
Oglesby tell you that Luekles always have beught
the choicer grades of each crop. In fact, that's
why Mr. Oglesby has smoked Luckies for 11 years.
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RAY OGLESBY in azu%ﬁb
Among indgpeddait mﬁm
experts like this fameus

tioneer, Luckies are the 2aéadP
favorite over all other Lrieal .
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