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Maximilian's Men

By ROBERT CARSE

Autthor of “Crussitier,” *Sevam Camea by Sea,” etc.

To Mexico came the Legion, to serve the vicious greed of Napoleon; and there
these stepsons of France threw themselves blindly against semething as inde-
structible as the earth itselff—a people’s fierce love of freedom

CHAPTER 1

SOLDIERS, SURRENDER!

ICE, out by the dusty yellow
road, they had formed a hollow
square, let the Mexican charges

crush themselves against the Legion steel.
Now this low-walled adobe farmhouse Cap-
tain Danjou had found seemed like a
fortress. But they had lost a lot of men,
Jacques Fleric saw. The patio was full
of them.

He strode back into the patio, his hand

tight against the shoulder that had been
caught by a machete blow in the first
charge. “Let me take a look at that, Lieu-
tenamt,” Palmaert said. “They got yeu
pretty good.”

Palmaert was his senior corporal, and
adept with a tourniquet. But the paln as
he applied it made Fleric gasp. “Enough,”
he said. “I'm all rigint”

Men were dragging tables, planks and
bundles of fagots to barricade the pale
of doorways giving on the road. Behind,
another squad was slamming rifle butts



against the rubble wall of one of the rooms.
From inside that room were yells in Span-
ish, the reverberant roar of muskets. The
Mexicans were in there, Eleric realized.
They were already beginning a new at-
tack.

He staggered to where the Legionnaires
made the breach in the wall. “Slow about
it,” he commanded them. “Be sure you're
covered before you open wide.” Then he
sagged back in a corner among a pile of
straw, took out his revolver, reloaded it.
The pain had ebbed, leaving him very
weak, but with his brain clear. He looked
around him with an odd abstraction.

Garlics hung from a beam overhead. In
a corner was a gaudy litle statuette of
the Madonna, made of clay and crudely
colored. A worn pair of leather sandals
was beneath the stool by the door, and
the straw he sat in had been fashioned
into a hollow by the recent pressure of
bodies. Probably the man who owned this
place slept here with his woman, Fleric

thought. They might have knelt before the
Madonna this morning to say their prayers.
Now destiny and death had marched to
Camerone. Here the Legion was making
what would be called history.,

He reached in and took from his pocket
his diary, turned to what he had written
half an hour ago. His thought had been
of his mother as he had written it, he re-
membered, and then the outfit had been
bivouaced beside the road for merning
coffee:

“Mpiil 30, 1863, at a place called
Palo Wevde, ouniiite the village of Cavn-
evante. We, sixibyimeo mon of the Third
Conpayy of the Fivst Batwilivh, have
beun assigiestl to guand duty alongk dhe
Foulte betseon Weva Cruz, on the cods,
and the inlend eity of PudBle. This e
wolivime, afesr the moilhs of iHwRIWoR
in Vera Crus. Hundlreds off owr com:
rades are dyVig ewhy wedk iR Véra

Cruz of ithe typhiss and of what is
callll hewe the vomilbo Re@v. The
Medican pevMe 36T lo Rave RO ap:
vedrdiebn at all of what Ihe ERpSor
apJtepn is irying to do JUr themh ard
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thair cowrityy. Since onr landing, they
have shoum a  very hestiile attitude
towawdl all the Frenoth treapps. The tesk
off conyrering the counityy is not an easy
one. Maxiinitlaan and Carkitea will hawve
to be exresvdilindiily fince rulecs if tiney
hope to bring pearce and happiness to
thoir neds subjfeias here, It™s guite prieb-
able that wee—"

Where his pencil had scrawled down
off the page was the moment when the
point sentry had seen the Mexican column,
About two thousand of them, the man had
reported, and coming from the south. The
company had formed right after that,
marched at the double right through the
village. But the Mexicans had caught them
beyond, still had them.

ERIC closed the diary, put it in his
poeket. Out in the patio, Danjou and
the twe young sub-lleutenants, Vilala and
Maudet, were organizing the defense by
sguads. The men erouched behind the door
barricades and at the windows, thelr pow-
der-blackened hands taut on the chasse-
pots. They fired at will, laughing a bit
when they were sure of a shot, and cursing
when they missed. But the wounded had
started to mean, to ask for water. There
was ne water, Flerle knew, except what
little was left in the eanteens. He closed
his eyes to keep himself from loeking at
ghe weunded, slewly slipped into a fitful
026:

For a time he dreamed he was back im
Villeneuve, his home village on the Loire.
It was Spring and he had taken the row-
boat out; he was drifting downstream from
the house. The poplars cast reflections in
the water, slim, pale and lovely, and the
mottled gold of the beeches had the same
glint as the sun upon the meadow grass.
Near the old mill there were trout that
lifted flashing at the water-bugs and bottle
flies. But he had to return to the tall old
house, to sit in the never-warm library and
study Clausewitz.

That was almost a family name, Clause-
witz. His father had studied the same vol-
ume before he had taken his battalion of
Zouaves out to the Crimea. Across the fly-
leaf in flowing characters was his father’s

signature, his rank and unit carefully
marked below. But what his father had
learned from Clausewitz hadn’t saved him
at Alma, He had died there, miserably and
slowly, of a chest wound in a corpse-
clogged ditch.

War wasn't something you could put
down on paper. His father had known it,
and now he knew it, too. War was dirt and
hunger and disease. In the Crimea, more
Frenchmen had died of cholera than the
Russians killed. But Clausewitz made of
war a glorlous science, and of eourse Com-
mandant Fleric’s son had to go to Saint
Cyr, then the Legion. . . .

The shrill of bugles roused Jacques
Fleric. He sat up, groping at once for
his revolver. The men had stopped their
fire. They were staring at each other, thele
faces. radiant with hope. One of the
wounded- swayed to a loophole, his
bloodied, puffed hands stretched rigid.
"“C'estJie regimena!™ he said, "“It’s Saussiet,
with the outfit from Paso del Mache.
Listen, and you can hear them shoutiimg.”

They all listened, very still. Then the
wounded man gave a wild, screaming, curs-
ing cry. He reeled back from the loophole
and out into the patio. “No,” he said, over
and over. “No, not the regiment, More
Mexicans. One battalion, and another and
anothen!”’

Jacques Fleric went over to him, took
him by the shoulder. “Be quiet, mon gars,”
he said. “We don’t want the Mexicans
to think we're licked.”

The soldier made a jerky movement.
“Look at him there” he said. “Danjou.
He's quiet—for keeps. You remember when
we were in Algeria. Danjou and you and
all the other gold-embroidered beys sent
a petition to the Emperor. Surre, you asked
him to send us here. The Chasseurs
d'Afeigue were going out, so the Legien
had to ge, too. New Danjou’s dead, and
soon we'll all be dead. But ean you tall
e wiy®’

Jacques Fleric looked down, his breath
withdrawn. Danjou lay in a pool of bloed
and brains. His kepi was over his smashed
face, his sword beside him. Flles crawled
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over the gold lace of the kepi, then back
into the blood.

“Were Legionnaires,” Fleric said.
“That’s the only answer. Now sit down.
Keep still, or I'll draw a number for you.”
He lifted the muzzle of the revolver,
trained it on the soldier's chest. “No mat-
ter how we got here, we have to get out.”

He crossed to where Vilain stood when
he left the soldier. Vilain's voice cracked
with fatigue. “Glad to see you. Jacques,”
he said. "It was pretty bad after the cap-
tain got it. Just a couple of minutes before,
he’d made us all promise not to sumremdiar.”

How many are we up against mow"
FEleric said.

Vilain shrugged. ‘“Tivee theusapd, at
least. Fhat last lot was aBgut eight huR:
dred m.

‘B’ Bieric said: “Fhen We Pang on:
here's ngthing else 8 do.”

E KEPT on his feet for most of the

following hours, going from loophole

to loophole, rationing ammunition and

watching the men's fire. He forgot his pain,

the heat, the smoke. He was an officer of

the Legion; he held command, and these
were his men.

But near two o'clock Vilain was killed,
caught through the lower jaw by a musket
ball ricochet. When he straightened Vilain
out, put the kepi over the high-rolled eyes,
the wounded lifted up around him. They
cried at him in a strange and terrible
chorus.

Water, they said. They had to have
water. Some of them had been drinking
their own blood. The lieutenant knew that
they had marched all night, fought all
day. Food—a Legionnaire was used to
going without that. Water, though,
water . . .

He went a little crazy after that. He
didn't answer the wounded men. There
were no words he knew for them. He went
back to the loopholes, took a rifle, knelt
and fired until his finger could not hold
against the trigger any more.

Once, from somewhere out in the grass
tangle of the field, a Mexican in a bright

tunic shouted another demand for sur-
render. He killed that man, cursed him
as he twitched kicking. On all sides of the
patio now fires were burning.

The Mexicans had crawled up, piled
great heaps of brush. The straw thatch
of the roof was smouldering into flame.
Looking back, Fleric saw the patio as a
nightmare vision. The men whe eauld still
stand stripped the wounded and the dead.
They emptled every eartridge peueR in
turn. They reeled baek te the walls, their
bedies huge, demeniae iR the eiRder:
streaked smoke haze.

“These are the last cartridges,” Maudet
said. "And not enough. Parait gue wows
sotewnes fiortius. Bawsssiar willl mesvar gat hake
in time to save us now.”

“Don’t talk too fast,” Fleric said. He
had just seen Palmaert. The corperal’s
clothing was pitted by clnder burns, part
of his great blond beard was a charred
stubble. But he carrled his rifle still, and
he held a bunch of cartridges in his ether
hand,

“Hot up there under the roof, Lieu-
tenaut,” he said. "Chased me out, the
camels’ sons. Saved these, though, fer a
little last fun. . . . They've knocked a
hole through by the door. Unless we step
out now, 1 guess we don't go at all”

Jacques Fleric had the impulse to take
the big man in a close embrace, It was
Palmaert’s kind who kept the Legien alive,
he thought. There was meanlng t6 the
Legion tradition as long as they were with
you. If war had any justification, any true
glory, it was because of them. They fade
you proud of them, of yourself as a man.

“So, mon vieux,” he told Palmaert,
“Tien we'll go. Get them together, all of
them who can standl”

They were hunched by the doef, the
bayoneted rifles between their knees, when
they noticed that the force of the Mexiean
fusilade had slackened. “They¥e in the
house across the road,” Fleric said. “One of
their officers called them back”

“Tihat’s Milan, the loud-mouthed slob
yho’s in command of them,” Bartolotte
said. Bartolotte was a Spaniard, and all
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day long he had been yelling Aragenese
obscenities at the enemy. “You want te
hear what he's saying now, Lieuteranit"

“Go ahesd,” Fleric said. “Tiranslate™

“He's giving his outfit hell for not
fimishifgy us,” Bartolotte said. “He says
that we're all through, and that they
should come over and crush us like lice.
Carail I'll rip that rat open myself, I'll—"

“Nowv's your chance,” Fleric said. “Fol-
lew te, the Legimm!”

He kicked aside the riddled planks that
barred the doorway, plunged threugh, the
men right behind him in a solid knet.
Corpses heaped the ground there; he was
clambering over them as the bullet got him.
It bit his thigh with a dull, clubbing im-
pact. He went down sprawling, gasping
White gaiters and baggy red pants swung
through and out of his vision. Steel met
steel. Chassspots and muskets rang in
simultaneous discharge. Then he heard the
elear and high voice:

“Romdez-waast! Give in, soldiers! You've
taken enougin” .

He reared up to try and see befere him:
Mexicans were all around the Legien.
Maudet was down, a great stain of bleed
across his tunic. Cotteau was beside Mau-
det, and Cotteau's body gaped with a
dozen wounds. But a mounted man was
between the Mexicans and the Legion. He
was tall and bestrode a tall horse. It was
he who had called out in Erench and Eng-
lish to surrender. Now he was kneeing
his horse through to Fleric. “You in com-
mand of what's leftt? he asked in Erench.

“So,” Fleric said, his voice a creaking
whisper. “And if you’re a man of honor,
I swmnmesdier”

The mounted man smiled shortly, swing-
ing down out of the saddle. “Thanks,” he
said. “It’s been a long day.”

CHAPTER 11
LIBERTADOR AND LEGIQINNAIRE

HE Legion wounded kept very quiet
in the horse and mule litters the
Mexicans- had contrived. Sleep claimed
most of them, Jacques Fleric realized, and

the rest thought that any moment the
Mexicans would close in and massacre
them. But the stocky, hard-faced peones
stayed in their places along the flanks of
the column, and only the tall man was
anywhere near the Legion. Fleric pulled
himselt up in the lurching litter and made
a sign to him.

‘“Wihere are you taking us?” he said
when the tall man rode back to his side.

*“Tthe whole lot will be left in Huatrisco,
all but you. I want to talk with you a bit.
There's a few things I might tell you, and
some you might tell me.”

“Who are you? I had the idea this was
Milan's outfit.”

The tall man slightly smiled. “It is,”
he said. “But I take orders siralght from
President Jumrez.”

“Juarez’s not the president. Miramen
]s—!)

“fhat’s one of the things I want to talk
about with you.”

Jacques Fleric studied him with a steady
glance. “Yaw're not a Mexican,” he said.
“You look to me like a Yangui, an Amer-
ican.”

“Yow're right,” the tall man said, and
held out his hand. “The name Is Lewis
Dayton. Let me compliment you new e
the way you fought today. 1f there was
more of the Legion out here, youf eraek:
pot emperor might have seme ehaneg of
stealing Mexi¢co.”

Jacques FEleric had been drawlag upen
the ultimate reserves of his will te stay
conscious and speak. Yet this man's werds
stirred anger in him. He swore at Dayten
rough-voiced. “You look and aet like a
soldier,” he said. “Tihe least you ean de
s give me some small respest as yeuf
prisener.”

Dayton rode for a number of paces in
silence. He kept his long-boned head
turned from Fleric, staring out inte the
violet darkness. Then he suddenly swung
around, “Touche,” he sald. “You deserve
plenty of respect, soldier. But say geed:
bye to your eutfit now. That’s Huatrises
dhead, and we're leaving them here”

Jacques Fleric went from man to man to
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say goodbye. “Yawll be all right,” he told
them. “The Legion won't forget you.
France won't forget you. . ...” He choked
up, then, couldn’t say any more.

They had raised in their litters, and as
they passed him each man brought his
hand flat and stiff to his forehead in
salute. They, too, were beyond the point
of speech. That simple, familiar gesture
expressed their determination, their pride,
and their love of him.

It was many minutes after they had
gone before Lewis Daytom moved. He came
close to where Fleric lay, peered down at
him. “Try to sleep, Lieutemamt,” he said
in a strange, soft tone. “We'wve got to put
in a pretty tough night.”

Fleric nodded, the emotion of that part-
ing still holding his throat. No more than
a score of men from the Mexican force
had stayed bere. They were all Indians,
small and dark, their blue-black hair low
across their broad foreheads. Their supple
bodies naked except for worn leather
trousers. Dayton gave them a quick, gut-
tural command. Then they swung the
horses, cantered fast away from the trail.
Sleep, Fleric thought, sleep and forget you
lest today. But bhang onto the memory
of hew you and the lads fought. You
‘eally did make history at Camerone.

E Indians sat about the fire as im-
foebile as idols. Dayton’s long-legged
strides baek and forth made the contrast
between himm and them all the more strik-
ing: Dayten was his enemy, Jacques Flerie
deeided, but he liked the man. The Amer-
iean had just redressed his weunds, brought
him feed and water, rolled him a cigarette.
New he was finally still, standing by the
fire and staring dewn inte it.

"“You told me last night,” Jacques Fleric
said, “you had a couple of things you
wanted to settle with me”

“So,” Dayton said. “And now's the
time. We'll only stay here until you and
the horses are rested. But will you talk
freely with me?”

Fleric flipped the ash from the corn
husk cigarette and laughed. “You first”

“Fair enough,” Dayton said. “You must
know why the French forces came to
Mexico. A man as smart as you must have
some idea of what's behind that, and the
plans Napoleon has for this coumtiry.”

“Surely. Napoleon wants to bring law
and order to the Mexican people. He has
their interests at heart. This man, Juarez,
is just a bandit. Juarez has put a mora-
torium on all the foreign loans here; he's
trying to break up the Catholic Church
holdings and kick out all the big land-
owners, 1f his Leyes de Reforma system
went through, Mexico wouldn’t be safe for
anybody.”

Lewis Dayton spat straight into the
heart of the fire. “So that's the talk they
gave you on the other side,” he said.
“Juarez’s nothing but a bandit . ... Em-
peror Napoleon thinks so much of Mexico
he’'ll— Ah, to hell with such stufif! Listen,
soldier! Listen to a little truth.

“Your fine emperor has wanted Mexico
all for himself, and for a long time. When
he was in the States in exile, before our
Civil War broke out, he had conferences
with a lot of the Southern secessionist
leaders in Charleston. He promised those
men that if they ever broke from the
Northern states, and if he got te be ruler
of France, between them they'd form a
great big Central American empire. But
he was lylng. He didn’t, and eouldn't, mean
anything of the sort. That's impessible.
There's a document called the Monree
Doctrine. Neorth America—the United
States—has te upheld it. They have te
fight for a free Mexies with every bit ef
strength they've geot.”

“Just now,” Jacques Fleric said quietly,
‘“they seem to have plenty of fighting to
do right within their own borders. Even
if what you say is true, they couldn’t stop
France here”

Dayton dropped his cigarette butt,
ground it out hard. “You're part right,”
he said. “But mostly wrong. You see,
soldier, in Washington we know all about
Maximilian and Carlotta coming eut here
to rule for Napoleon. Our agents in Europe
warned us some time ago. Juarez is am
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honest man, and he's fighting for a free
Mexico. And pretty soon the war is going
to be finished in the States.

“Then Mister Maximilian Habsburg will
be chased out of here very damm’ fast.
All the land hogged by the big fellows will
be given back to the people, and all the
crooked loang will be settled on an honest
scale, Out on this continent, we really be-
lieve in a thing called democracy. Every
man in Mexico is going to have a chance,
just as every man will in the States”

“Wagmifique,” Fleric said. “But why
take such trouble in telling all this to me?
Do you consider me for the kind to turn
traitor to my filgg?”

Lewis Dayton stared down at him, his
muscles tightened, his hands shut. The
man'’s courageous as hell, he thought. He
knows I'm making sense. But he doesm’t
want to hear it. If I convinced him, then
he'd be disloyal to everything he’s held
worthy in his life. So now he’s trying to
get you angry enough to crack his head in.
He’s like yourself, you big clown, and just
as stubborn.

He relaxed his hands, busied them roll-
ing another cigarette. “You just about
guessed it,” he told Fleric. “I saw how
you fought yesterday. And any soldier
who's that good should be on the right
side, 1 did a couple of years soldiering
nyself before I was sent down here. My
outfit was the Second Massachusetts. We
got along all right for a lot of volunteers”

“In the Legion,” Fleric said, slightly
smiling, “we heard a bit about that regi-
ment. Our report was that it fought very
well, for any sort of troops. But why not
let me go now? The Legion is the only
place where 1 belong.”

Lewis Dayton inhaled smoke deep.
“Some of those peones with Milan,” he
said, “had you marked out for themselves.
They were set to hack you up in small
chunks. Don't forget you were the ranking
Legion officer left back there. Your outfit
dlled more than three hundred of us, and
wounded a couple hundred more. I'd let
you go right now if you were in decent
shape. But you’re net.”

“B, bien,” Jacques Fleric said. He
stared squarely up at him. “Let me thank
you-’l

“Thank me,” Lewis Dayton said, ‘when
I can get you to some place where you'll
be safe. These Yaquis take orders from
me alone. They’¢e from the north, though,
and don't know much about the country
here. We'll just have to ride until we find
some big haciendin where the folks think
the same way you do—that Juarez is
crooked and the Legion just about the
finestt thing on eartin”

“Qa c'est la guerre,” Jacques Fleric said,
dragging himself erect.

“Sure,” Dayton said. “It’s war, but not

a very pretty one’”

AT place was set at the summit of

a high ridge among great clumps of
shade trees that stood like sentinels around
the low, broad buildings. They eare to it
across a plaln where eentury plants lifted
In tall-stemred bleem and the sun was
an evil white fury. But Teeal, the little,
ugly man who was Dayton’s ehief sesut,
had palloped on ahead, returned smiling:

“He says it's our for the takimg,” Day-
ton told Jacques Fleric. “Only a couple of
women and a bunch of work-spavined
peones around. Those are maeguey fields
out behind. That means they musi make
pulque here; we’ll have a drink when we
get in.”

Jacques Fleric tried to grin. "Aren't
you taking quite a chance for ne™

“No,” Lewis Dayton said. He was
loosening his heavy Navy Colt .44 in the
holster. “I need fresh horses and feed
for my lot. Now keep your head down.
We may get a couple of shots tossed at
U&-”

The Yaquis went in among .the trees
around the buildings first, sloped far over
on the off sides of their horses. A gua
cracked, then another. Then there was si-
lence. “Come on,” Dayton said, He took
the bridle of Fleric’'s mount, sent the beast
forward at the trot.

One of the Yaquis sat in the dust star-
ing without surprise at a bullet-gouged
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shoulder. Beyond him the rest waited, dis-
mounted now and with their Sharps rifles
at the ready. Tecal nodded at the house.
“Waoman,” he said. “She fired the shots*

Lewis Dayton got down from the saddle
and hitched with both hands at his ear-
tridge belt. Across a smooth green stretch
of flower-set lawn was the main building
of the haviemtin. A girl rested motionless
under the broad arch of the doorway. She
was slender, small, but her grip upon the
pair of silver-worked pistols in her hands
was very steady. “Stop," she called. “Riight
where you are.”

“Boaenos dies, senorite,” Lewis Dayton
'said, and kept on moving toward her.
“Don’t be afraid. We won't hurt you.”

She fired both the pistols at once, her
body jerking back with the recoil. One
bullet cut Dayton's sombrero brim; the
other dug the turf at his feet. Then he was
beside her, had the pistols in his hands.
"You'te wrong, senmorifta,” he said. “We're
not here to make trouble.”

“Who are you?" she said. There was
a sudden, slight mote of hysteria in her
voice. “What do you wamrtt?”

"“We're of the army of Libertadores,”
Dayton said. “Men who serve President
Juarez. But we have with us a wounded
officer of the French Legion. He's in bad
shape, needs attention quick.”

“{ithertadores,” she said, her head back.
“ILadrones, you mean—ithieves and rob-
bers.” She made a move to break from
him and into the house. But he held her
by one wrist, smiled at her. “Wait until
you see the Legion officer,” he said. “Then
you will belleve me. He's very handisome.”

Jacques Fleric had tilted forward in the
litest, “Daytom!” he called. “Let her be!
You have no right to do this”

But the girl had seen him. She slid her
wrist from Dayton’s grasp, came running
across the lawn. She lifted up at the side
of the litter, and Jacques Fleric saw that
her eyes were very wide, very dark, and
every bit of color had left her oval-shaped
face, "Vous etes biem Legionnane?” she
¥Nd breathlessly. “Tell e

"“Yes,” Fleric said. He touched the edge

of his kepi visor. “Semior Lieutenant
Jacques Guillemin Fleric. Captured at
Camerone by that gentleman there

The sound she made was half sigh, half
laugh. ““‘Senorita Antonia Lopez y de las
Vegas,” she said. “This is my father's
house. 1 regret that he is not here. But
may 1 ask you to emten?’

Jacques Fleric could not hold back his
smile. A moment ago this girl had weunded
one man, tried to kill another, But new she
greeted him with perfect manners. Even i
Mexico, the punctillie of caste existed.
“Youw'll have to talk to him,” he said. “The
big ¥Vamgui. 1 surrendered myself to him
two days age.”

Dayton still slouched agalnst the doer-
way arch. He did not stralghten up 6f lgek
directly at them. “All right, ‘Tenia,” he
called. “You can bring him in.”

The pain was quite intense as the sefv-
ants took Jacques Fleric out of the litter.
He groaned through his lecked teeth ernee
and the girl let him elasp her fhngess.
“Thanks, ‘Tonia,” he whispered, alfmest
inaudibly. “Thanks a Jlet” Then he
vaguely began to think abeut her nRame,
and that he'd wsed it in the same form
Dayton had. That was Dayten's way, he
decided. The American had a free, simple
manner with anybedy. Maybe that was
part of what the man meant when ke
talked abeut demecrasy.

He lost any clear continulty of theught
after the servants brought him inte the
house. He was aware of a broad, white
bed, and Tonia’s and Dayten’s faces abeve
him. Then he was gripped, engulfed in
flamimg agony. They were taking the
bandages off his arm and leg. Whilg the
servants held him, Dayten probed the leg
wound. He heard Dayton say, “Ive get
it. New that will heal elean” Then he
fainted, went swinging off inte endless
and dark abysses where there was R6 §eh-
satien, ne sound.

EWIS DAYTON had told the servasat

to serve him alone. But as he drank

his coffee he saw the slender silhouette
at the end of the room. Tomia stood there
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just inside the door leading to the hall.
She had changed her dress, he noticed,
wore a low-cut evening gown. He rose
from his chair and bowed to her as his
mother had taught him years ago in Great
Barrington. “Yaur cook is fime,” he said.
“I"'m tempted to take her along with us™

Tonia did not answer until she had
reached the table. She rested with the tips
of her fingers touching the candle-bright
oak, staring into his eyes. “I still don't
understand,” she said. “Your kind usu-
ally kills prisoners. You have no honor,
or you wouldn't be fighting for Juarez.
Why did you save that man’s life?”

Lewis Dayton slowly moved around the
table to her. He took out his tobacco
pouch and rolled a cigarette, but his hands
were shaking so he tore two corn husks
right in half. “I used to be a soldier,” he
said. “An officer like Fleric. But I saved
him because he ism't sure just yet what
the issues out here are”

“You wish to say, then, you’re no longer
a soldier, but a ¥emqpi spy. Your motive
in keeping him alive was to learn what you
could about the actions of the Fremdn”

“For an hecerdizdidts daughter, you're
smart emough.”

“Gracies,” Tonia said. Color touched
her cheekbones in two high spots. “I know
right now your men are out in the corral
taking my father's horses. Who will pay for
those?"

“Nobody, until the Erench are out of
Mexico and there's a real day of reckon-
ing. But you can tell your father the horses
I'm leaving behind are as good as his
own.’l

“My father is in Framee™

“That’s the wrong place for any wealthy
haecewdiaiioteobise SSebiggypoukinosnseomuabh
about me, tell me one thing about your-
self. Don't you realize this is a place you
can't protect from the Army of the Peo-
ple? They'll take all your father's horses
soon, and the hegiewmdin, and you, too.”

She stood straight, her eyes hot with
scorn. “You fool,” she said. “The Emperor
Napoleon is about to make Maximilian
emperor of Mexico. All the plans are ready
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for Maximilian and Carlotta to sail here
and take over the country. They will hold
it against the United States, agalnst any-
boedy.

“Go back and tell your bandit friend
Juarez that. Send the same word north
to your stupid countrymen in the United
States—Mexico is to be an empire pro-
tected by all the wealth and power of
France. Your lot can never win. We will
drive yeu out of the land like whipped
dogs. My eousin, Erneste Lepez, is a
colonel serving with the Freneh forees in
Mexies City. He'll be here in 2 day of
6 8 gluafa this plaee. Se go new,; while
you still have Gima

‘Very nice,” Lewis Dayton said.
“You've told me a whole lot more than I
hoped you would.” Then he stepped fot-
ward, caught her in his arms, kissed her
very hard, "Hasta lsege. Take peed eare
of Flerie. But don’t fall in leve with him.
From now oA yeu're iy girnl.”

He turned then and went from the room.
She stood with her hands up against her
mouth, wanting to scream, wanting te
call out after him words she had heard
the vagueros use in the corrals, But he
moved fast, and before the heuse his men
waited with the eagerly stamping herses.
His volee came baek to her; he was talk-
ing in the Yagui dialest; laughing in an-
swer to semething seme man sad. Then
they were gene, the heefbeats swift on the
soft turf.

CHAPTER 111

SALUTE FOR THE EMPEROR

UNLIGHT fell like a cascade against
the fragile banks of the garden
flowers. It paled the eolors of the flowers,
and east a dim golden surf over the grass
blades. Only the chameleon pessessed BFil:
lance.

The chameleon lay in the middle of
the garden path. For many minutes it had
glittered emerald green. Now purple,
amber and scarlet banded the back, and
the close-curled tail was mango yellow.

Tomia stared up from the chameleon at
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Jacques Fleric. He's very handsome, she
thought. Just as much as the big Yanqui
said he was. It wouldn’t be hard for you
to slip into love with him, and maybe
you’re in love with him already.

Jacques Fleric sat completely quiet in
the chair the servants had carried out from
the house for him. His head was back,
his eyes half shut. The suffering he had
gone through in the past weeks had given
his features a new, fine quality of dignity,
Tonia reflected. Camerone had taken the
last of his youth from him, replaced it
with a deep, inpner force and fire.

But the Yamgud had warned her of this.
He had told her not to fall in love with
Jacques Fleric. His last words, after he
had kissed her, had been that she was
his girl,

The point of the embroidery needle she
held slid through the fabric, brought a
drop of blood from a finger end. It trickled
down, stained the delicate tracery of the
design. Then with an odd, savage motion
she flung the needle and fabric to the grass.
She was suddenly aware that she had been
saylng Lewis Dayton's name beneath her
breath, and wishing that he were here,
kissing her again.

Jacques Fleric swung around. “Tonia,”
he said, “what’s the miten?"

He was troubled, she saw, shocked by
the intensity of the emotion she showed.
"Oh, I'm a fool,” she said. “I just thought
1 was getting to be like the chameleon.
This life can’'t go on forever. I've had
enough of inaction, sitting here day after
day in the sum.”

He leaned over and took her hand in
his. “I've had the same thought,” he said.
“Although"—he spoke more slowly, his
eyes dark, intense—“all of it here has
been so lovely. Back at the regiment,
they'll have me down as a deserter soon.
The colonel’s probably got the idea by now
that when 1 went off with Lewis Dayton
1 meant to stay. He's a good mam, that one,
the kind the colomel should fear.”

Tonia got up from her chair. She strode
the path for several paces, her skirt hem
swirling along the gravel. When she

stopped, it was directly in front of Jacques
Eleric. “You talk about him all the time,”
she said. “A great, rude clown of a Yanqui
bandit. Keep on doing it and you will go
over to the Juaristas. Then you’ll learn the
truth of everything I've told you. If you
don't sack churches, burn and loot and
murder for them, they'll cut your tongue
out of your head, send you back to the
Legion a mumbling wredk”

“Par exemplet” Jacques Fleric said, and
smiled. He hobbled upright, put his hands
wide on her shoulders. “You think mere
of Dayton than just a murdering bandit;
1 know thatt.”

“Yes,” she said. “I have enough sense,
enough imagination, to realize what his
kind will do if they ever get Mexieo. Why
do you think 1 was alene here wheR yeu
and he and his paek ef eutlaws arFived?
Why do you think my parents are still
in Euepe?”

“It might be,” Jacques Fleric said, guite
slowly, “hecause you and they den't really
understand what’s going en in Mexies.
Down at the eoast, rere than a few of the
Freneh troops went ever 19 the Mexieans:
They got areund in the tewns and talked
with the leeal folks, finally ended up Be:
lieving Mexies sheuld Be run By Mexicans:
1t you="

Her face, her lips had gone abselutely
pale. She stood staring with an intense,
almost terrible fury inte his eyes. “My
people,” she said, “have lived here ever
since the days of the Cenguest. This IS
thelr home, and they leve it. But they
were driven frem here beeause if they
even stayed a few heurs mere they wauld
have been burned alive. My uREle aRd
aunt were more feelish. They exiled them:
selves in Eurepe, 8, But _msg {nsisted
upen feturning. 1t was theif hope Hf@gé
might live i1 Mexiee onee 29I iR PEACE:
They breught me back with them. and
for a time we all staved tegether here

She was silent then, and Jacques Flerie
was grateful for the drone of the bees
among the flowers. But she speke again,
and her velee was vibrant with the sheek
ef remembered horror:
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“This place was supposed to be safe.
So my uncle decided he could make a visit
to his own estate, near Orizaba. He took
my aunt with him. They never came back.
They were killed the third day after they
got home. Right away, there was trouble
with the peones. My uncle had some of
them flogged, and several died. Word of
it got out to the Juarista army. A detach-
ment of Libertadores went there, and
burned the house to the ground. They took
my aunt and uncle and tied them together,
then staked them out where the vultures
came down amt—"

“No,” Jacques Fleric said. “Dont tell
me any more. There’'s no need.” He
clasped her close, and the salt of her swift
tears was bitter on his lips as he kissed
her.

She met his embrace with a passion
wilder than his own. She's like a child, he
thought, a youngster who's suffered al-
most as much as the mind can take. So
comfort her with your strength. Make her
calm and quiet. Make her love you. . . .

HADOWS from the trees glanced cool
acress them before they stood back
from each other, and the droning of the
bees had stopped. She touched her cheeks
where the tears had coursed, then smiled.
“Don't you see, Jacques,” she said. “It’s
men like you we need to save Mexico. But
eome in the house new. I'll play waltzes
for you—the enes 1 daneed to when I
was in Vienna with my parents.”

“You feel really gay?” he said, surprise
and an eager, wistful hope behind the
words.

“Yes,” she said. “I just remembered that
today T got a message from my cousin,
Ernesto Lopez. He's the one who is a
colonel attached to the Erench staff, and
he will be here this evening, to take me
to Mexico City with him. Then, of course,
silly, I know that you love me. In Mexico
City, when the Emperor Maximilian gets
there, you and I, everybody will be gay.”

She was at the piano still, playing one
waltz after anether, when Jacques Eleric
heard the mounted men outside. They were

armed, he realized; they moved with the
arrogance of certain strength.

The first of them into the room was
small, almost as slender as Tonia. He had
Tomia’s liquid and wide eyes, but his
mouth had a sullen cruelty, and as he saw
Fleric the full lips tightened hard. Then
Tomia was up and across the room, laugh-
ing, talking very fast in Spanish. “It is
good, very good that you are here. I have
been waiting so long! But let me present
you to Lieutenant Fleric of the Foreign
Legion. The lieutenant came here very
badly -wounded. Now he is almost well,
and can go with us to- Mexico City.”

Ernesto Lopez wore heavy-roweled
vaguere spurs at the heels of his long hus-
sar boots. He carried a sword with a gold
hilt, and there were four or five medals
on the breast of his frogged tunic. “Con
mucho gusto,” he said, stiffy bowing to
Jacques Fleric. “Glad to be of service to
you, Lieutenant.” Then he turned and
faced the men who had followed him to
the door.

The sergeant was of mostly Spanish
blood, Jacques Fleric judged. The rest were
half-breeds, and all of their uniforms were
filthy. In the candle-shine their eyes had
a sharp animal glint, unblinking as they
stared at Tonia.

He wished they wouldn't look at Tenia
that way, Fleric thought. It was as if she
were some camp woman, made for thelr
sport. He had the impulse to get up and
crack the sergeant over the jaw, kick them
all out of the room. But Lopez was glving
a command to the sergead:

“Get out to the stables and corrals and
take a look around. If any of those
vagueros talks back to you, shoot him.
We're here to make them remember us.
Understami?”’

“St, mi coronel,” the sergeant said, but
he failed to salute as he left.

Ernesto Lopez noticed that, He took
a rapid pace toward the door, grasping
the quirt that dangled from his wrist. But
then he stopped, seeing the way Fleric
watched him. “Not quite like your lot
in the Legion, eh, Lieutemamtt™ he said.
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“They will be, though, before I'm through
with them. Now serve us a little wine,
Tonia. We should drink a toast.”

It was Veuve Cliquot the servant
brought. Lopez filled a glass for Tonia and
one for Fleric, then lifted the bottle to his
lips. “Here's to us!" he said. “‘Mazimilian
sails next week for Mexico. Vive I'Em-
perein!”

Jacques Fleric drank no more than a
sip. The wine was fine, he thought, and
he certainly loved Tomia. But her cousin
was the kind of man who made him wish
he'd stayed with Lewis Dayton.

EY, the Emperor and Empress of

Mexico, were frightened. Jacques
Fleric was sure of it. The tall, blond-whis-
kered man stood in the carriage and bowed
right and left, and the dark little woman
rose and bowed with him. But there was
bewilderment, almost open fear in their
faces.

This great, filthy and magpificent eity
was not what they had dreamed of as theif
capital. Here even in the lines of the build-
ings, the jolting sunlight and the veiees
of the crowd was a savage starkness they
had never expected. A Habsburg wash't
the man to hold the Mexican threne, Flerie
thought. Right new, Maximilian was seared
more than his wife. Carletia was of
stronger stufff; her father was the King
of the Belgians, but he ruled a tough-willed
people who knew what their rights meant.
She was able to stare squarely baek at
the crowd, smile with something a bit like
calm,

The Emperor's carriage rattled ever the
end of the causeway, swung on into the
heart of Mexico City. A quick hush came
upon the crowd. They watched silently
as the other carriages passed. In them rode
the members of Maximilian’s court and
Carlotta’s ladies-in-waiting. A  stone
cracked against the side of one, chipping
the freshly painted gilt of the imperial
arms, “Mexico for Mexicamns!” a voice
shouted from the rear of the crowd. “Go
back to Europe, you flock of buizzendis™

Old Marechal Bazaine had been stand-

ing rigidly at the salute before the guard
of honor. He wheeled around with a bull-
like bellow, his fat belly in the way as
he jerked his sword. “Be stilll!” he called.
“You won't yell so well without your
tongue!”

But the crowd was laughing, jeering,
More stones struck, and among the lines
of the Legion and Zouave guard. “By eof-
panies, about face,” Bazaine commanded,
“Clear this place.” He smiled as he said
that, his little eyes red-shining.

Men, women and children went in a
wild scramble back toward the city and
the Zocalo. It was a mean sort of chere,
Jacques Flerict told himself. He was
ashamed to have to take part in it. Then
he heard Bazalne.

Bazaine had mounted, galleped his herse
hard. “Fall out your platoon and form
it as a patrol, Lieutenant,” he told Flerie.
“I want the Zocalo cleared all the way to
the Palacio Nacionall”

Fleric put the platoon at route step after
Bazaine was out of sight. The men were
new to him, but already some of them had
begun to curse. “Easy with that,” he said.
“We'te not going to kick any werien and
kids aroumndl.”

All across the immense stretch of the
Zocalo the crowd had broken inte isclated
groups. Most of them ran again when the
Legion approached. But some of the lapk-
haired, scrawny men were stubborn,
stayed until the platoon was nearly upen
them. “Vamos,” Fleric kept repeating in
a clear voice, his hand away from his
sword. “We've got orders for you te dis-
perse.”

A knife was whipped out at him onece
from beneath the cloaking folds of some
man's serape, and a lad dressed in jean
pants hurled a cobble stone that just
missed his head. He strode on, steady, if-
placable, his eyes searching their eyes.
Then they sprinted away and he turred
the patrol in the direction of the Palacie
Nacional.

Several hundred people had gathered at
a street corner acrosg from the vast mass
of the building. Over their heads he could
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see the red felt fezzes of the Zouave treeps.
He halted the platoon in double-rank for-
mation, the front rank kneeling. Hearse
cries, the sounds of blows came from with-
in the close-pressed wall of bodies around
the Zouaves. He forced his way through
with his revolver in his hand. This was
really nasty, he knew. Here was trouble.

BOUT twenty Zouaves stood in the

center, their rifles raised. They were
from some Algerian company, obviously
had been given the same kind of duty as
his own command. But the swart:jawed
sergeant was taking pleasure in what he
did.

The sergeant held a young Mexican pesn
flopping before him on the eobbles: He
struck the man blow after blow with his
rifle butt. The sweet, yet sharp eder of
blood he had smelled last at €ameroRg
filled Jacques FEleric's nostrils. “Baste);
you unclean camel's son,” he said to the
sergeant in Arabic. “Wihat's get you te
treat a man like that”

A drool of saliva slid down the ser-
geant’s jaw. “Plemy, sidi,” he mutiered.
“He yells at us, mocks us. He says—"

The man who had been beaten Was
swaying part upright. “Let me tell youw,”
he said thickly. “You're an officer. Maybe
you can get in to talk to that foel Napeleen
sent. Too many of us have given euF bleed
to stop now. Mexico will belong to us,
never anybody else. Your marshal Has
had men and women beaten naked here.
And laughed while it was done, and said
it was ‘to prove the benevolence of the in-
vader.’ Yes, the benevolence . ... So take
our message to this Habsburg, We are free
men, will die free mem!”

Wild, deep shouts thrashed over his last
words. They came from the people Wwhe
stood behind and surged against the
Zouaves' rifles. The sergeant started te
lift his weapon high again.

Jacques Fleric struck straight, and very
fast. The sergeant’s nose broke with a
popping crack. Then he went down, and
Fleric saw that the nose had become a
bloody pulp. “Get up," he said, and kicked

the sergeant. “Get your outfit out of here.
A mpi, La Legionl”

The Legion came forward like a wave
sweeping along a littered beach. Two of
the Zouaves waited long enough to pick up
the sergeant. That was all.

Jacques Fleric felt sudden weakness.
Then he was able to laugh. “It would've
been better,” he told the Legion, “if they'd
left the Algerians back home stealing
sheep. Fall in. I've got to make a report
on this.”

He was striding out ahead of the pla-
toon when he thought he saw Lewis Day-
ton. The man had Dayton’s stature and
shoulder breadth, and the eyes beneath the
pulled down sombrero brim held the safme
steel-gray keenness,

“You, there! Wait a minute!” Jacgues
Fleric called. But the tall man kept en,
was lost in the last swirling rush ef the
crowd.

“Some fellow you want, Lieutemant?”
the right guide asked.

“No,” Fleric said, breathing deep. "“Not
now, amyhow.”

Where Lewis Dayton stopped to lggk
back was quite a distance from the ste
of the Palacio Nacional. Flerie left the
platoon at the bottom of the steps, he
saw, went in alone. "Pretty elose,” Dayten
said silently. “Closer than you want it.
There's a real soldler, though, and a real
man. Youll use him yet. Mister, hew he
belted that Zouave™

He stood for some time watching the
palace after Fleric had entered. Tonia must
be there now, he realized. She had eeme
to Mexico City with Fleric and that slick
little colonel, Lopez. In this mement, he
wanted to see Tomia more than he Rad
ever wanted anything in his life. But that
was a risk he couldn’t take.

“ILater, maybe, but now,” he said seft-
voiced. “Yaou're in a war, toe, Dayten,
the same war as your friend, Fleric”

His eyes lit with the lifting pleasure
a man feels when he has met his egual
—when he sees bone and bloed and mus-
cle to match his own. He smiled to him-
self.
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CHAPTER IV
WALTZ IN WARTIME

lT SEEMED to Jacques Flerie that
Tonla’s dress was luminous. A kind
of dim incandescence was about her as
she moved through the gloom of the great
palace corridor. He stopped and brought
his heels together, saluted her. )

"“What's the matter, Jacques’* she said,
seeing the way his mouth lines gathered.

““A bit of trouble with the erowd in the
Zocalo,” he said. “I'm leoking for the
colonel.” .

“You can't see him,” she said: “He's
with His Majesty and Marechal Bazaine.
They're having a econference. But the
emperor is strikingly hardseme—far meFre
so than any officer of the Legion. Ard the
empress is adorable. Tonight there's to be
a Grand Ball. Waltzes, Joeques, the real
Viennesss!" o )

“Parfait,”- Jacques Fleric said, the maags
of that young Mexican's face and the
thought of Dayton in the back of hig Brain:
“But 1 still sheuld find the eolenet”

She pouted slightly at him. “You ean't”
she said. “Theyill be in eonference mest
of the afternoon. Fhen there's t8 be a Fe:
view. Countess Vichy told me. She said
a Lieutenant Flerie will be decgrated foF
his heroism at Camerene: Isp't that Werth

“You talk,” he said, “juyst like & lady-
in-waiting.” Her hands were UPSR RIS
sword belt, and she steed very €lese 8
him, yet he did net kiss her. “I am" she
said, “Her Maj@%%{ made me eRre Fight
after she arrived: Will you wear your very
best uniform for me tenighic”

“Yes," he said: He was gtepggng_baék
from her, trying hard to grin. “Certainly.”

“Werei mille fois,” she said. There was
a mote of hurt pride and anger in her
voice. “But when you ask for a waltz,
remember just mow you refused a kiss”

OACHES skittered over the seamed
walls of the grand ballroom. Wind
that rattled the window frames made the
flavmas of the candles swerve, and gouts

of wax fell stinging hot upon the bare
shoulders of the ladies. But the emperor's
champagne was excellent, constantly
served. The music the orchestra played
was all Viennese walizes,

The officers of the regiment had seen
to it that Jacques Fleric had drunk a little
brandy before he started on the cham-
pagne. Now the fire of the alcohol and
the fire ot the music had fused in a flame
that rippled through his veins, yet left his
braln clear and eold. He had given up
watehlng Tonla; she daneced with nebedy
but the yeungest and best-lesking offieers.
Beside hifh, theugh, en the dais that had
been imprevised for them, sat the empersr
and empress. He turhed slowly around,
wendering what the champagne and the
fusie did 6 them:

Maximilian was in coaversation with
Marechal Bazaine. He called Bazaine “mon
manechd|)” and the Bazalne niever stopped
smiling. “You see,” Maximilian said, “all
of us had different ideas of this back—
back home. 1 and my younger brothers had
read a great deal of the werks of an Amer-
jean auther named James Fenimere
Cooper. We liked ene velume in partieular.
The title of it was The Deevslayer.

“Somehow, I thought life out here would
be a great deal like that. More eolor, fmere
wealth, naturally, than -is to be found
among the North American redskins, and
much less dirt.”

Marechal Bazaine made a small eough-
ing sound. “Your Majesty’s pardon” he
said, "but over there is an officer with
whom you might talk about this esuntry.
Lieutenant Fleric. You decorated him this
afterneen, you recall. May 1 present him
te Your Majesty?”

The pale, weak eyes brightened in the
long face as Maximilian greeted Jacgues
Fleric. “Splendid, Lieutenant,” he said.
“Really splendid, your deed. It's iy im-
pression you were one of the detachment
who inflicted a severe defeat upen the
enemy at Camerone. Hew did yeu fnd
them, all cowardis”’

Jacques Fleric wasn't sure whether It
was laughter or anger that choked his
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throat. Anyhow, he couldn't speak. He
looked past Maximilian and at Carlotta,
The empress had sat far back in the huge
chair, her brooding glance upon the
dancers, But she leaned forward as she
heard her husband's words,

"“Max],” she said gently, “for us this
is a strange land. Sdll, it cannot be popu-
lated by a people that is entirely stupid
and cowardly. Colonel Lopez has pointed
that out to me alremdyy.”

Emesto Lopez stood at the other corner
of the dais. He wore a tunic crusted solid
with gold leaf and he held himself at his
full height. “The proof of Mexican valor
should not come from a FErench officer,
Your Majesty,” he said. “We who have
lived here since the Conquest have count-
Jess times shown the quality of our
bravery. Now we shall bring further,
greater glory to the Empire.”

Here was his time, Jacques FElerie
thought, to do what the pain-wracked
young Mexican had asked of him in the
Zocalo. And these two were good folks;
they just didn't understand.

“The colonel,” he said, “forces me to
speak as a Frenchman, Your Majesty. All
I can tell you is that the troops against
us are surely worthy of being regarded
as serious enemies. Among a large num-
ber of them is the profound desire to be
free from any foreign dominattiom.’

Color widened in Carlotta’s cheeks. She
looked quickly at her husband, then back
at Fleric. “I know you speak with the
utmost sincerity, Lieutenamt,” she said.
“But this for you should be a moment of
gayety, not one for more talk of war. I
have noticed you watching Doma Antonia
Lopez as she danced. She is lovely. Please
bear to her now my wishes that she give
the next dance to you.”

Tonia's partner was a big captain of ar-
tillery. He broke from her with bad grace,
but Tonia was smiling. “If I'm loyal to
my empress,” she said, “I must give the
dance to this gentleman. Excuse me, mon
capitaime”

Then she slid lithely forward
Jacques Fleric's arms.
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I don't think you're getting bothered by
thoughts of treason. I know you too well
for that. But right tonight I'm sending
you out with a marching company bound
north for the posts past Monterrey. A
couple of scraps like that at Camerone
will cool you off. You’re a man whe's all
right as long as he’s on active duty. So
report to the Seventh Company before
midnight. The outfit leave at one o’clock.”

“Tves bdem, mon merachd])”" Jacques
Fleric said. There was a lot more he
wanted to say, but Bazaine was already
waddling off across the room.

Tonia wore a long cape that came down
over her slipper toes. “The captain's chas-
ing me,” she said.. “But he won't look for
us out on the terrage”

“We can’'t go out.on the temaws)’
Jacques Fleric said. “I just got my orders.
Bazaine is sending me north on outpost
duty. The outfit leaves in an hour.”

“Why?” Tonia said. “Why did the great
sack of grease do thatf?”

“Because he thinks I'm a fighting man
and nothing else, I guess”

“That’s all?”

“All I can tell you, Tonia”

“No,” she said, and shrugged. “I'll know
more before you leave. I'm going to ride
with you out to the causeway. Seyez vite,
momn cher. Find a horse I can ride side-
saddle, and a groom who will bring me
bm »

ME of the poplars along the cause-
way were white and some were black.
But their shadows made a design as flat
and smooth as metal over the cobbles.
The Legion marched swift-striding, closely
fanked, and Tonia had the strange thought
that they, tee, were nothlng but shadows.
Then they began to sing. It was the marech-
ing seng of the Legion; every man's velee
eaught the eherus, leud and strong, Her
herse shied a bit, so that she had te pull
up hard en the bridle rein. “Goodbye,
Jaegues;” she whispered. “Good luek, mon
braye.”
“We'll be lucky,” Lewis Dayton said,
“if we ever see him agaim.”

He rested in the darkest of the shadow
at the roadside, started his horse forward
as he spoke. Tonia did not cry out to the
groom; she had seen the revolver in Lewis
Dayton’s hand.

“Tell the man to go back,” Dayton said.
*“I know he’s armed, and I'll kill -him if
he moves this way. All you need to say
is that I shall accompany you home”

The groom was an Austrian, one of
Maximilian's servants. He blurted some-
thing in German in answer to what Tonia
said, then wheeled around at the gallop
for the city.

“You take a very great risk,” Tomia
murmured to Lewis Dayton. ‘‘There's
sentries at every street corner beluimndl”

“I know that, too.” He had holstered
the revolver, brought his horse close to
hers. “I've been here some little time, wait-
ing for you to make your farewell with
Jacques Fleric.”

“So now,” Tonia said, her gaze steadly,
“you want to mock me about that. You'd
like once more to make me feel I'm a
fool”

“Not quite. I noticed the way Fleric
kissed you goodbye. Somehow, he really
didn't want to do it. He's afraid of yeu,
because of what's happening to his sense
of loyalty. You’re an element In his life
that he'd like to understand much better,
When he’s with you, and your beauty
works on him, he thinks the empire is
sure enough the thing for Mexieo. But
when he’s away from yeu he begins te
doubt that, He wonders why Maximilian’s
out bere, and just what Napeleen is geing
te make from the deal. Briefly said, you've
got my friend In a very unhappy state”

She harshly laughed at him. “But you
waited until Jacques is gone to tell mie.”

"“Of course.” He was standing up in the
stirrups to lift her from her saddle Into
his arms. “You're my girl, and not Fleric's,
Tonight this is the only way I can talk
to you.”

“Then you'd better tell me right away
how it is you can afford to love me. Aren't
you worried about me working my siren's
wiles on you?’
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“No,” he said. “Lovely as you are, I'm
not afraid of you. My part in the war is
very plain. I know just where I stand,
and what's going on here. Pretty soon,
you will, too. After I've explained a couple
of angles to you, you'll know that Maxi-
milian was only sent out here to be the
gaudy, silly puppet for Napoleon. He can't
tule this country, and he won't.

But Napoleon will rob it of all he wants,
unless folks like you and me stop him.
Right now, the French are out to get the
whole state of Sonora for themselves. They
want the titles to the gold mines, and every
bit of ore that's being producced.”

“But Mexico will never let them have
it!” She had turned around in his arms,
tensed and vibrant. “Tthat’s imposshie!

“Mayhe. But if Maximilian doesn't give
in to the French sooner or later, Na-
poleon’s going to pull his troops out of
here. Then where will your fine new em-
pire be, chiguita?”

Her hands thrust hard against him, she
slid down and to the road. “You're lying,”
she said. “You must be. The Emperor
Napoleon has given absolute assurance to
Maximilian to keep the French troops here
until the country is fully pacified.”

“It won't be under Maximilian's rule.
You know yourself that nine-tenths of the
population is for Pablito Juarez, and
against the Habsburg. Still Maximilian has
to keep on paying for the French troops
here. Where's that money going to come
from, your one-temty?”

She started away along the road, then
halted, turned. Her posture was strangely
like that of a soldier’s, her hands at her
sides, her body held erect. A vast and
passionate wave of Jove for her came over
Lewis Dayton. She’s a soldier, too, he
thought. Right now, she’s fighting in her
own style. So let her be. Don’t dismount
and go and make love to her. You’re on
the winning side, and she's still got to
learn her lot hasm't got a chance.

“I don't understamd,” she said fiercely,
“why you've done this, You're against
everything my life means. You know I

“an never change my loyally.”

“As soon,” Lewis Payton said, “as you
get over being dazzled by a couple of
Viennese dancing tricks you’ll learn that
Maximilian and Carlotta are being ter-
ribly cheated, and your own, beloved
Mexico, too. Your folks will get stripped
of all they own, the same way the lads
fightiing now for Juarez have been. But
get on home. It's late, and a girl as pretty
as you needs her slegp.”

She walked past him then, straight to
her horse. But after she had mounted and
swung the folds of her cape into place,
she gazed fully into his eyes. “I should
think " she said, “that if you don't lie to
yourself, too, you'd be out fighting for
what you call your side of the war.
Wouldn't that prove more than haranguing
me and playing at being a third-rate spy?”’

Knots of muscles raised on his jaws,
and his big hands flexed. Then he smiled.
“Tihe Civil War is about finished in the
States,” he said. “Now there’s plenty of
other Americans to help Juarez's army
in the field. That's why I told you we'd be
lucky if we see Jacques Fleric again. The
French troops are in for an awful whip-
ping.

“But, aside from that, my job’s here,
and later on 1 hope you'll understand why
I've got it. I'm sorry you thlnk se little
of me. Because I'm going to be areund
quite a while. We’re geing 16 meet a let
more times, whether you like it ofF Ret.
Good night, mi corazon. Be goed eneugh
to bear my best wishes to Their Majesties”

She rode past at a furious pace, sirik-
ing the horse with the'bunched bridle reigs.
I hate him, she thought. If 1 had a gun,
I'd shoot him out of the saddle, laugh as
he fell dead. But he's brave; there's ne
doubt of that. It's a different kind of daf-
ing, his, but just as fine as Jaegues’.

CHAPTER V
DYNASTS DOUBLECROSS

THE sentry at the inner portal was of
the Legion. He eame smartly t6 the
present arms as he saw Jacgues Flerie,
but then he sald low-volced, "“How's it
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going up in the north for us, Lieutemwenit?”

“We're taking our share in every scrap,”
Jacques Fleric said. The words sounded
dull, stupid to him and he felt a sudden
irritation with himself. He couldn’t even
tell this i ire the truth, he realized.
The months in the north had dazed his
brain: the savageness -of them was too
great for any words he knew. It was just
thought of Tonia that had kept him going,
breught him back.

“I want to find Dona Antonia Lopez,”
he said. “Wiere can I reach her?”

“Tihis here Chapultepec is better than
that louse-trap palace down in town, Lieu-
tenant. But it's so big we got to have a
map to get around in it. You'll have to
ask a fellow named Scherzenlechner. He's
the valet-secretary to the emperor, and
he usually hangs out in the salon right
past the guardroom. I'm glad the lieu-
tenant’s back. We heard a lot of good guys
got killed in the north.”

“Thamnks, soldier,” Jacques Eleric said.
His fatigue seemed to ebb out of him as
he strode forward through the high-arched
passages. When he talked with Tonia,
everything would be all right.

Scherzenlechner sat at a gilt table play-
ing patience with cards that bore the im-
perial monogram. He blinked up at
Jaeques Fleric, the cards still in his hands.
“Inmpessible, Lieutenant,” he said. “It is
toe late at night to disturb any member
of the court. You officers who have been
on active duty often forget that there is
a definite etiquette which much be main-
tained. His Majesty has ordered me—"

Jacques Fleric lifted him bodily from
the chair. “Where’s Doma Antonia's
room?’ he said. “Show me, quick.”

“[ieutenant, please. I insist to you that
it Is too late to see the lady this evening.
Tomorrow, when you have had a chance
to rest and change your uniform, get clean.
Dona Antonia would never receive you in
such a condition.”

The grip of Fleric’s hands slightly tight-
ened, and Scherzenlechner @&llmost
screamed. “Thes bien,” the skinny little
man said. “You're stronger than I, Lieu-

tenant. You force me to show you. But he
assured that I will report you to His
Majesty.”

“Shut up, macguerean,” Fleric said, “be-
fore 1 crack you good.”

Where Scherzenlechner squirmed away
from him was at the end of a passage that
gave onto a vast garden. “Steaight across
there,” he said. “The first door. But if this
causes scandal, you alone are responsisile.”

Fountains rilled plashing in the garden.
It was redolent with flowers, and meen-
light crested the mossed trees. Fleric
stopped there beside one of the fountains,
stared out over the city, Mexico, he
thought, the place the Aztecs ealled
Anahuac. Beyond the black-shimmering
lake, the volcanes rose beld against the
night. He said their names aleud, and
thought of them steadied him: the Smek:
ing Mountaln, Popecatepetl, and the White
Malden, Ixtaecihuatl. 1t was the eld legend
that they were levers, and the Smeking
Mountain jealously watehed his frezen
mate.

He smiled at that. You ean't be jealous.
he told himself. You have ne right. She
never said she loved you, and right new
you’re not sure you love her. But seme-
body must break the red horref in yeur
brain. It has to stop, of yeu'll g0 efazy.
You've seen too many goed men die fef
a cause they can't understand. When yeu
see her, be ealm, and guiet, let her de the
talking. She's the ene whe khews:

He went on then, slowly, his bedy fe-
laxed. The door was of solid mahegany,
and he rapped upon it with his swerd hilt,
softly called, “Tonik!"

O DREAM of his had been loveller
than the reality, as she stood befere

him in the deerway. She were a peigneir
of deep blue velvet over her nightdress,
and her hair fell dark and leese abeut Hef
shoulders. “Jacques,” she said, whisper-
ing. “Jaeques, what are you deing hewe?
He was not fully aware his faclal ex-
pression changed, could only tell it by
her eyes. But he stepped forward and
clasped her close, kissed her repeatedly on
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the lips and throat. She struggled against
him for a while, at last was still. “What's
the matten?” he said. “Are you afraid of
me, Tonia?"”

“No,” she said, but then behind her
in the candle-lit room he saw Lewis Day-
ton.

The American stood clear from any piece
of furniture. He was dressed in a simple
linen suit and his hands were empty. Yet
as Fleric's eyes met his, he spoke in a
sharply commanding - voice:

“Come on in and shut the door. This
way you're endangering all of us.

It was Tomia who shut the door,
Jacques Fleric was crossing the room to
Dayton.

“What do you meam?” FEleric said
thicklly,” when you say ‘all of us?'

Lewis Dayton made a quick, steady
gesture. “Yaou look as though you’re pretty
much played out, soldier. Take it easy.
Listen to me, and listen to Tonia. Then
maybe you'll wnderstamnd”

But Fleric's hand had closed over his
revolver butt. They're in love, he thought.
Tonia loves him, the American. And what's
one more death, after what you've seen?

Then Tonia touched his arm. “Believe
us, Jacques,” she said. “There are a num-
ber of things you must be told, and every
one of them the truth. If you're not able
to trust us now, a great many more good
men will lose their lives for a false cause.”

“Then tell me,” he said. His face was
a white, frightful mask. “But don’t think
1 will believe you. And don't lift your
hands, Dayton. Up in the north, I've
killed more than a couple of men like
you.”

“Sure,” Lewis Dayton said. *“That's
what Tonia and 1 are out to stop. There's
been a lot of treachery, soldier, and fiinally
we've found it out. Scherzenlechner is
crooked, and working to get Maximilian
kicked off the throne. So is the Papal
Nuncio and a number of other folks who
think Maximilian’s too honest for their
good. Just tonight, Bazaine received his
orders to take the French troops home.
I've got a copy of those orders right here

in my pocket. Do you want to see themr?®”

"“Not now, no. Don’t mmws!”

“But you want me to tell you what they
mean?”’

“Go aheadl”

“Tihe American minister & France went
in to see Napoleon last week. He asked
him precisely what the hell French troops
and the French flag were doing on Mexican
soil. There wasn't any good answer o
that. And Austria has just got licked in
a war against Prussia; Franz Josef is
broke, can't help oeut brether Maxl any
more. Leopold dled a while age, and sinee
then Belgium hasn't been sending men for
the volunteer corps here.

“In New York and in New Ofleans,
there’s an organization called the Defend-
ers of the Monroe Docteine. They’e send-
ing guns, money, help of all sorts to Juarez.
Maximilian s stuck, and stuek bad. Se
Napoleon has called all bets off. Mexies
was too blg a gamble fer him 8 win
cheap.”

Veins throbbed in the back of the hand
Jacques Fleric kept about the revelver.
‘“Wihere do you figure in this™ he said.
“Wihere does Tonia fignes?’

“We've worked together to get at the
truth. Maximilian's in a daze. We ean't
make sense with him. But we ean with
Carlotta. Tomorrow Tonia’s going to talk
with ber.”

“And tell her you're a spy™”

The moment he asked the gquestion he
knew is was stupid. Dayton cared neth-
ing at all for his ewn life.

“If she has to, sure. Carlotta will prob-
ably go right back to Europe and see Na-
poleon and the rest of the folks whe gave
her husband this no-good erewn. Semne-
how, she'll arrange to stop the slaughter
here, bring about a peace. As it i§ How,
you've been fighting to satisfy the retien,
selfish dream of one man—Napeleen. He
wanted an empire, and he was willing {8
sacrifice the lives of his ewn eraek treeps
and these of thousands ef others 8 get
it. Believe me when 1 say that everything
yeu've done eut here has Been for his per-
senal, private gain”
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ACQUES FLERIC kept his eyes open,
staring straight at Dayton. Yet across
his braln passed the images of the men
who had died beside him at Camerone and
at Monterrey, San Ysabel, Chihuahua and
a score of other places whose names he'd
never learned. In the recesses of his
memory he heard once more the moans, the
cursing, echolng crles of the wounded, the
dyling.

Then, as if it were sung right here in
the room, he heard the marching song of
the Legion. He straightened, and the hand
holding. the revolver was very cold, very
still.

“Maybe,’ he said, “that’s true. You
make it sound so. But all this time you
must have been doing more than fiinding
out Bow crooked things are here. You
must have reported the troop movements
of the Legion to Juarez, let him know
where he could trap and ambush our de-
tachments. Tell me—yes, or no.”

One clear drop of sweat rolled down
the long line of Lewis Dayton’s jaw. “A
fair enough questiom,” he said. “Amd to a
man like you it demands an answer. , . .
Sure, 1 reported troop movements to
Juarez. As often and as completely’ as I
eould. That’s been the most important
part of my job.” .

Tonia had been watching the revolver
until the power of death it possessed had
almost lost all meaning for her. She would
never forget, she knew, the blunt length
of the barrel, the small glint of light upon
the sight, and the way Jacques FEleric's fin-
ger bent about the trigger. She couldn’t
stop him. He would fire it despite any-
thing she did. But she could keep him from
killing Lewis Dayton. That she mustdo . ...
Lewis was the man she loved.

The pressure of Jacques FEleric's fiinger
against the trigger was. gradual. Tonia
sensed it, felt it through every fibre of her
being. She struck with a chopping, down-
ward swing of her hand.

Scarlet and orange flame whipped from
the muzzle. Somewhere out on the floor
beyond her vision the bullet whacked the
floor tiles, She heard it nicker in ricochet,

the thud of impact as it buried in the
wall. Then she heard Lewis Dayton.

He lunged wide-armed at Jacques Fleric.
They went down locked close and the re-
volver jerked away to the floor. But
Fleric was fightimg with a desperate, ter-
rific violence.

His elbow clipped Dayton's threat. His
knees pinned the bigger man's shoulders
and he struck right and left for the jaw.

“Lewis!” she cried, unconscious that
she spoke at all. “Stop hiimi™

Lewis rolled free. He rose and met
Jacques Fleric square. They went head-
long across the room, crashing down vases,
tables, chairs. They halted by the wall,
braced there in another strainlng grip.

She could hear every breath that rasped
from their lungs. Then Fleric got one hand
back, hit jabbing at the jugular,

Lewis went to his knees, and prone. He
tried to cover his head, seeing Fleric
charge him. Fleric had gone quite insane;
he kicked with his iron-hobbed boots In
the way the Legionnaires kicked when they
fought in some barroom brawl,

Those blows drove Lewis’ hands down.
Blood filmed his face, He made slow,
clumsy motions to rise.

“Now,” Fleric said. “Now you'll know
how we took it in the north. Tea men to
our one all the time. Never enough food,
never enough ammunition, No bandages,
no water for the wounded. With the Indios
coming in at night te—”

His hands groped out and found a splin-
tered chair. He rent the scrolled, heavy
back-piece loose, lifted it like a club, “Get
up. I won't torture you. I'll let you start
running for the door.”

“No,” Tonia said. “No, you won’t.” She
had the revolver, walked forward until she
was right before Fleric. “Look into my
eyes if you think I'm lying. I'll kill yeu if
you don't drop that. Lewis is my man, I
love him with all my heart. Once, 1 thought
I might love you. But now I know for suire.
My loyalty’s all for him and Mexieo, 1
give you one more chance—drop thatt”

Jacques Fleric let it drop soundlessly to
the floor. He blinked his eyes as though
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emerging from some dream whose terror
was beyond comprehension. But he said,
"You can’t stop us, Tonmia. All you do
now is hold us back from finishimg this”

She did not look at him. She was helping
Lewis Dayton to his feet. “Youw're all
right?”’ she asked.

“Yes,"” Dayton said. “But I've got to go
now. I can't stay any longer here. Some-
body must have heard that shot.”

Tonia brought his hand against her
cheek. “Tell me what you wish me to do,”
she said. “Where shall 1 see you agan®”

“Stay here,” Lewis Dayton said. “Take
care of Fleric. Do your best to keep him
from being killed. Talk to Carlotta tomor-
row, and go right on with our plans. I
don't know where you'll see me again,
or when. It won't be until all of this is
over. I'm golag north now, to report to
Puerez at Paso del Norte. But don't be
afraidg.”

‘I'm not afraiid,” she said. “I never can
be, as long as you love me.” Then she re-
leased his hand, and he lurched to the door,
out into the night.

She was there with Fleric, the revolver
bidden beneath her peignoir, as Scherzen-
lechner and the sergeant of the guard came
into the room. “Un gros scamdidbef Scher-
zenlechner said. “A lady of the court in a
lover’'s quarrel with an officer! What will
Her Majesty thinke”’

Tonia gave him a brief glance. “Ttere
will only be a scand&l,” she said, “wihea 1
tell Her Majesty the truth about you. Get
out of here, or 1 shall have the sergeant
throw you out, Sergeant, please find me a
bettle of brandy. The lieutenant needs a
drink. Thea 1'm sure he'll be able t6 go
te his guarters py himsakt”

ACQUES FLERIC counted the steps.
There were twenty-five he could take
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schoolboy who is waiting to be spanked.

The empress preceded Tonia. She came
straight across the salon to Jacques Fleric.
“Dona Antonia has explained to me,” she
said. “You have been a very brave and
loyal officer, and 1 sincerely hope you will
continue to be so. Please bear this note to
Marechal Bazaine. Now 1 wish to thank
you agaln for what yeu have done. Au
revoir.”

She held out her hand, and he bowed
silently and brushed it with his lips. This
woman has already heard too many words,
he told himself.

Tomia waited by a door that led to the
garden. She walked forth into it with him
at her side. “Ome roach has been
squashet,” she said. "Scherzenlechner is to
be sent home today. But there are a num-
ber more who can't be finished so gasily.
The empress is sailing 6n the next packet
for Europe, to get things straight. Maxi-
millan insists en staying here. He thinks
that some way or other, all alene, he ean
save the empire”

“How about youw?” Jacques Fleric said,
stopping squarely before her in the path

"My duty is here, just as yours is A
the north.”

“The empress mnmust trust you & Vvery
great deall”

“She does. She had me write the orders
you have there. Bazaine has prornised her
you will carry them out. You’re to evacuate
the posts north of Puebla. These men are
in a bad way. It will take an officer like
you to handle them safely. Sorme of the
Belgian velunteer eotps have started 18
sheet their eommanders”

Jacques Fleric started to flush to the
roots of his hair. “I don’t mind,” he said,
“taking my orders from you. But I've got
one question to ask. How can you love
Lewis Daytom?’

Tonia looked away from him and at the
pigeons flutterimg on a fountain rim. “He
and 1 believe in the same things” she
said, "1 was slow in learning, but he taught
fhe that liberty means more than life itself.
When yeu think as he does, money deest’t
eeunt, er erowns, of glory. Yeu live t6
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help somebody else, those who haven't got
as much as you, and who need your
stremgytin ”

“That sounds nice,” Jacques Eleric said.
i “That's the sort of stuff Danton and
Robespierre talked in the French revolu-
tion. Then Napoleon Bonaparte took the
country right away from them and the
people, almost conquered all of Eumgpe™

“So,” Tomia said. “Then, though, the
people came back. They always come back.
They will here, no matter what this Na-
poleon and poor Maximilian try to de.”

“I took an oath,” Jacques Fleric said,
“when I joined the Legion. I swore to be
loyal to my emperor and my flag. Nothing
can ever make me change. If I meet Lewis
Dayton in the north, I'll finish what I
started last night. He saved my life once,
but it was only to convince me to fight
on his side. 1 belong to the Legion, and
we’re not through here yet.”

“Then be careful,” Tonia said. “My
niah can use a gun, {0o.”

CHAPTER VI
THREE SOLDIERS OF LIBERTY

ME of them were so badly wounded

they eould do no more than crawl.
Others hobbled using broken rifles and
flag standards for support. Every few
ards @ man fell down, but nebedy touched
i, leeled at him. Their gaze was forward
R the road that led to Puebla and then
te the sea.

The sea was just one more figment of
his throbbing brain, Jacques Fleric thought.
The sea had evaporated. This sun had
lapped it up, left more barren and terrible
land where men might march, and fall, and
die. Then he brushed his hands across
his face, forced himself to a degree of
sanity. He was in command, he remem-
bered; his single will kept these men alive,

He turned and called to them to halt
and they shunted one against the other in
sprawled knots. A brook ran along the
road, and he went to it, filled his canteen
and kepi. But when he got back they
fought to take the water from him, knocked

the kepi into the ditch. He sat down after
that, his back against the ditch, too weary
to move.

Elies were clouding over the men, They
settled in black, close hordes. An effluvium
of rottenness, of death rose up in the sun-
white air.

One young Walloomer from the volun-
teer corps had a gangrenous leg. The swell-
ing had split the seams of his trousers and
maggots crawled the open wound. His fin-
gers tensed like claws, the lad ripped his
shirt, tried to make a bandage. But then
he seemed to become fascinated by the
sight of the maggots, gaped down at them
as though they performed some weird,
marvelous rite.

He sees his life being eaten away right
there, Jacques Fleric thought. He's going
rapidly insane,

It was true. The Wallooner suddenly
screamed. He got up and lunged headlong
against the boulders beside the road. Time
and again, he bashed himself with awful
blows.

“No, soldier,” Fleric whispered. "“You
needn’t do that.” He straightened quietly,
took slow aim.

The shot awoke the rest. They started
wild-eyed, their mouths twitchiag with
the old fear. Fleric watched them for a
moment as if they formed a frieze palnted
on a wall.

Among them were Negroes, massive men
recruited for Napoleon by the Khedive of
Egypt. Their homeland was the Sudan,
beyond the Sahara. They had never beed
told why they had been brought here to
fight, yet they still clung to bits ef their
bright chasseur uniforms, Several had their
red-tasseled fezzes and shert tunies, and
were nothing else. All of them held fifles;
the white men had taught them thereughly
hew 8 Kill.

Apart from the Sudanese were the Al-
gerians. The stronger ones had saeks of
loot, ornaments stolen from ehurehes, and
silver spurs, buckles and bridles taken
from the Mexicans. A greedy warifness
informed their eyes. They were bora bBFig-
ands.
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But right behind them was the Legion,
intact and closely grouped. The others had
come to Mexico, Jacques Eleric realized,
because they had been duped, told glitter-
ing lies of wealth and adventure. But the
men of the Legion were possessed by
greater, deeper reasons. Eor them, the
words La Legiom were almost holy. They
worshipped the Legion, and it gave them
a stramge, almost monastic sense of umifty-
When they fought, it was not as common
soldiers, or as men, but as Legionnaires.

He got to his feet and talked to fhe
Legion. “We can't halt any longer there,"
he said. “We have to get to Puebla, and
then we'll be all right. But now the
Mexicans are closing us off.”

Dust flung tawny plumes where the
Mexicans marched. They came in two
flamikiimg columns, one on each side of the
road. “Theyire stupid,” Jacques Eleric
said beneath his breath. “Tiere's no need
to attack us. Just leave us for the sum
and buzzards to finish. I've lost fifty men
in the last six days.”

But the column had stopped. Only a few
mounted men moved forward near the road.
All of them were Yaquis except their
leader, Fleric saw, That was was Dayton.

“QURREANTHIR while you have a

chanee, solidiier,” Dayton called, “You
ean’t get through to Puebla. General Es-
cobede and the Army of Liberty hold
the read this side of Queretais.”

Jacques Eleric fired from the hip, with
a quick-drawn shot. 1t made Dayton's
horse stumble, rear. Yet Dayton did not
fire in return, and the Yaquis held their
rifles down. Dayton was giving them a
command; they cantered back together to
the column.

Yells of derision and defiance came from
the Legionnaires. They went to the sides of
the road, began to throw rapid volleys into
the Mexican ranks. Jacques Fleric was
forced to use the flat of his sword to make
them cease firing. “We'll fight,” he said.
“But not here. We have to get to Puebla,
as I told you before. Start moving. Haul
those other lads up on their feet.”

Night swept the sky before they had
gone three kilometers. In its purple spread
the Mexican camp fires sprang crimson.
Dayton had told the truth, Jacques Fleric
knew now. The road to Puebla was
blocked. That was the army of Escobedo,
Juarez's crack general, aligned all across
the ridge. Fleric and the Legion, the rest
of these poor sons here, were fiinally
trapped.

He tried to form a bivouac at a turn in
the road, stationed Legionnaires as point
sentries. But only seventeen rounds a man
was left, not counting the seriously
wounded. “Every man must have a last
round for himsdlf,” he told them. “It looks
like here is where we get it. Some outfit
is coming straight down the readl”

He could hear the clack of hoofs over
the stones, the chafe of saddle leather,
then a voice he knew. Tonia was there,
among the men riding the road. It was his
name she called.

He answered slowly, instinctively afraid
of her and what his love for her might do
to him. “Halt thene!” he commanded.
“Don’t advance any further.”

“No,” she said. “I must talk with you.
Let me advance alone.”

“All right,” he said. "“But be sure you're
alone.”

Her cloak was stiff with dust, and her
horse could hardly stand. When she dis-
mounted, she clung to him for support.
“I've come right from Mexico City,” she
said. “Everytthing is finishedl there, and
you should know what has happemsadl”

Jacques Fleric took her by the arms and
led her to the little fire the men had built
for him. “Tell me,” he said. "“You'll have
to talk fast, though. The Withevtadores
won't give me much more time to talk
with amyibodly.”

“You're wromg,” she said. “You have
nothing to fear from them. They're willing
to let you surrender honorably. The dan-
ger for you is if you listen to Maximilian,
He’s desperate and lost, but still he's got
together an army that will follow him. Now
be’s leading them this way, to give battle
to the Libertadores.”
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“How is that a danger to me?”

“He thinks you and these troops will
join him.”

Jacques Fleric cursed. “What else do
you think we'd do, after what the Liberta-
dores have done to us?”

“But you can't win. The treachery is
complete. Before he left Mexico City, Ba-
zaine had every cannon spiked that he
couldn’t take with him. Then he had all the
small arms flung into the canal. Carlotta—
Carlotta was betrayed in the same sort of
way when she reached Europe.”

“By wiom?”

E firelight touched roseate upon

Tonia’s face. But the lines of her
mouth were deep, the bones of her jaw
showed sharp beneath the smooth skin.

“Carlotta,” she said, the words slow,
clear, hard, “was betrayed by three peo-
ple. First, Napoleon, who all along had
promised to support her and Maximilian
here. Then her brother-in-law Franz Josef,
who had helped Napoleon put Maximilian
on the Mexican throne. Then the Pope,
whose blessing had been given to Maxi-
millan for restoring the church.

“Fimally, in Rome, she went insane.
They had difficulty getting her out of the
Vatican Palace. Her mind couldn't take
any more. The lies and the half-truths
that they had told her, the months and
months of waiting for some honestt—

A sob broke the words. Tears rolled
Tonia's cheeks. She let them fall um-
ashamed. *“I loved Carlotta,” she said.

Jacques Eleric would not allow himself
to put his hands upon her. This tragedly,
this grief must not sway him from his
purpose, he told himself. There was a bar-
rier between him and Tomia now, and it
had been made by Lewis Dayton.

But Tomia looked up into his eyes. I
know you,” she said. “I have real respect
for you. So let me say to you that if you
listen to Maximilian and fight for him,
you will be very wrong. Your duty to him
is over. Bazaine has taken all the other
French troops out of the country, His
last orders to you were to evacuate these

poor men, but not to fight any more”

“You'd have us surmexdin®”

“It’s the only thing you can do, Jacques.
If Maximilian comes here, don't let him
persuade you to join your troops with his.
Mexico has seen enough blood. He will
only cause further, useless slaughter.”

“Back at San Ysabel,” Jacques Fleric
said harshlly, “the Liberiadores tortured
any Legion prisoners they took. They tore
their tongues and eyes out, mutilated them
beyond recognition. And they did it before
that, and will do it again, . ... 1 can't
surrender; my men would kill nse, kill
themselves first.”

“You won't take my word you’ll be
treated homooztidly?”

“No. You say you're loyal to the em-
press. Perhaps you are, in a personal way.
But you're certainly disloyal to Maxi-
milian. Right now you’ce dolng your best
to wreck the enpire.”

Tomia sat quite still. “I'm loyal,” she
said, “and always have been, to Mexico.
When the empire was created here, 1
thought it was going to do good for my
country. But that hasn't been true. Maxi-
milian has only brought disaster. The em-
pire wag just a trick conceived by Na-
poleon for his own profit. It never really
existed, and it is already finished. So as a
Mexican I ask you onee more to surrender
while there is still 8 chance”

“The American used that exact expres-
sion,” Jacques Fleric said, “when he asked
me to surrender this afternoon. My an-
swer was a shot. Tell him next time I'll
get close enough to use the sword. Yeu
might add I'm going to join my outfit with
Maximilian’s as soon as 1 can. I'm Sy,
for the empress, and I'm sorfy for yeu.
But now get out of here. You pieked the
wrong side and the wrong man. You and
1 are eneiies”

She went silently to her  onss, swumg
up into the saddle. Then as she wheeled
away down the road she saluted Jacques
Eleri¢c. “Youre a fool,” she said. “A brave
and stubborn fool. 1 hope, though, you can
escape the fate marked out for Maxi-
miliam.”
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“WMearci, medewmurzdles’” Jacques Fleric
said, and gave her a flat-palmed salute in
return.

AXIMILIAN was very calm. It was

the Mexiean officers of his staff who
fmade all the noise. “The citadel at Quere-
taro is ours,” Ernesto Lopez shouted.
"Onee the people knew that, recruits will
come to us from all sides. Still, we must
drive these dogs back from the road and
hold the way open to Mexico City. Are you
ready to lead your detachment in a sortie,
Lieutenamnt?”

Jacques Fleric gave him a narrow-eyed
glance. “You were lucky,” he said, “to
get here and make a juncture with my
outfit. You were luckier yet to take Quere-
taro. It’'s my belief we should hang on
there until we get more troops. This lot of
mine has about one more charge left Ia
them, and that's ail. They sheuldn't be
wasted. Like it or net, the Liberiadiswes aree
tough men to liek. We khew; we fought
them plenty in the nerth.”

“I've been in the south,” Lopez said.
"I held command of Oaxaca for the Im-
perial Army, and there we drove them
before us at will. But if the lieutenant has
Jost heart and thimiks—"

“Gentlemen, please,” Maximilian said.
He smoothed his gloved fingers down the
sides of his whiskers, "“Take command of
your units. We shall consolidate |with the
foree holding the citadel. Then eourlers
will be sent te Mexieo City te tell of eur
vietery. Populaf suppert sheuld be with
us after that. But new every man must de
his duty.”

The Legion was the vanguard for that
march to Queretaro. Jacques Fleric led it,
stumbling, seeing the enemy only as
wraiths who rose out of the dark to fire,
then to retreat and disappear. He came to
believe that he and the Legion were un-
eonquerable, past defeat by mortal men.
They were part of death iiself, forged out
of the fury and flame of countless battles.

Then they reached the escarpment, en-
tered into the mud-brick walls of the cita-
del. His mood of exaltation left himn; it

was all he could do to stand while his men
found places to sleep. Lopez and other of
the Imperial officers yelled at him, but he
did not listen. He dropped down and was
at once asleep, his revolver and his sword
still in his hands.

Maximilian awoke him, The big, blond
man gently shook him, saying his name.
“No more time for sleep, Lieutenant.
Things are not going well. The road to
Mexico City has been cut again. We're
forced to go out and attack. If we don’t,
we shall be trapped here.”

"Bom,” Jacques Fleric muttered. “I un-
derstand. The Legion draws another front-
row ticket. But don't think they can hold
it all alone, They're just toe dann’ tiredl”

For a moment he stood there, his mus-
cles sagging with weariness, then he raised
his voice:

“Come on, les gers—thee's no place to
go but alhest!™

He took the Legion out at the double.
There was no other way, he knew. If they
went any slower, they'd slump down in
their tracks.

The Libertadiones Hedit theesbbgmerigdttt opp-
posite the citadel. They had dug rifle pits,
emplaced a lot of canon. As the Legioa
started up at them, canister shot cracked
the full length of the line. “Come on, yeu
sons!” Jacgues Flerie shouted back ever
the piles of torn bedies. ‘Tihis is better
than getting yeur fongues yanked ew!”

A fierce madness burned within him—
a hot, uncontrollable will fo blot hin-
self out against the wall of flame and lead
and steel that reared itself up to bar his
way.

About twenty men were with him yet
as he jumped into the first rifle pit. He
eut hard, fast sword blows right and left,
but it was the Leglon bayonets that fiA-
ished the job. “Up and at the next ene,”
he teld the Leglon. Whiskers is right be-
hind us”

Maximilian strode erect before ihe rank
of Imperial infantry. His pale eyes flamed!;
his velee carried clear. He was calling the
hen behind him his eomeades, telling them
te hurry, hurry,
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But you're too late, Jacques Fleric
thought. You’re too late, and you havem’t
got enough comrades, Whiskers. These
guys up top know how to Kkill quick.

Then he recognized Lewis Dayton. The
American stood on the parapet of a rifle
pit. His big Colt revolver was in his hand,
and beside him Tonia crouched.

Jacques FEleric felt a rage that seared
his brain. They stand and watch, he
thought, while we get killed. But I'll get
Dayton. When I go, he'll go with me.

He scrambled up, went reeling forward
through the smoke and streaking flame.

“ATTH,” TONIA said. “Dom’t go down.

N There's no need for you Lewis
Dayton stared at her as if she were a
stranger. All of us are strangers in war,
she thought. It does something to us inside
that's rotten and terrible, tears our hearts
away, fills them with madness, But hold
o6n to him; keep Lewis here.

She reached out and took his arm. “Stay
with me. Don't—don‘t kill.”

“I have to now,” he said. *“They've
brought themselves to death. Peace wasn't
pood enough for themm”

He went down the slope with * wide-
legged and deliberate strides. He fired the
big revolver from the hip, taking his time
for every shot.

She saw the men he shot at fall. They
wore the red-topped kepis of the Legion,
and they formed the leading wave of the
attack. Jacques must be there, she told
herself. Lewis will find him.

A desire to scream locked her throat.
Fleric was rearing forward through the
stioke.

Only two or three paces were between
him and Lewis Dayton.

Dayton’s big body loomed up through
the blood-red haze—then slowly it seemed
to drown in the smoke from the claclketing
muskets,

. « . The sword-grip was dippery with
sweat. Jacques Fleric took his hand away,
brushed it along his trouser leg, “Now
you've got to be sure,” he sald hoarsely
aloud. “Tihere he is—he's come to fighd.”

Lewis Dayton halted, his body slightly
slouched. He brought the Colt muzzle up
with a short, steady motion. "“Ill kill you,
Fleric,” he said, “before you can take
another stgp.”

Fleric laughed at him. He swung the
sword from shoulder height, straight at
Dayton’s head. Then his feet skidded from
under him and he tripped, went sprawling.

It was the bullet shock that had knocked
him down. Dayton’s shot had caught the
sword-guard square, flung off in ricochet.
But Dayton could have killed him. Ia the
second that he had struck with the sword,
the Colt had been aimed right at his heart.

He rolled over, trying to get up, trying
to find Dayton. Dayton was right beside
him: he had his boot-heel on the sword.

“Give me that. Let'’s finish it.”

“No dice, soldier. You've had enough.
You‘re my prisoner now.”

Jacques Eleric tackled him below the
knees. Then as they pitched down together
he got hold of the Colt, took it tight in
his own hand. “You're pretty careless for
a lad trained as a spy,” he said. “Saving
my life the first time made sorie sense.
But this time you gambled {66 rueh. Get
up. The Leglon will be glad te see you.”

“The Legiom,” Lewis Dayton said, “is
gone. And Maximilian's outfit is gone with
it. Take a look”

Jacques Fleric let his breath go in a
great, sobbing gasp as he looked. The
Legion, all except the wounded, the dead,
was gone from the slope. Now, separated
and staggering, they were dragged back
through the portals of the citadel by
Maximillan's men. Maximilian was the last
to enter. He turned to stare up the slepe
onee more, and his face was gray-eslered,
his eyes like the eyes of a dead maR.

“Here,” Jacques Fleric said. He could
only whisper. “Take back your gun.” Theq
as he thrust it at Dayton his legs gave,
the world blinked out black areund him.

ONIA kept her hand upon Jacgues
Flerie’s hand. “Exnesto Lopez” she
said, “the man who is my eeusin, had a
part in it. He and some of the other Ifi-
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perial officers turned Maximilian over to
the Army of Liberty. But Lewis is there
at the trial now, trylng his best to get
clemensy.”

The fever had left Fleric very weak, but
he sat upright as he heard her. “You mean
that not even Napoleon will help Maxi-
milian?”’

"“Yes,” she said. “They've all left him
to die. But Lewis hopes the court-martial
may niot give a sentence of death. If Maxi-
milian disowns any right to the Mexican
throne, promises never to return here,
there’s a change.”

“But if he refuses”

“Then he'll be shot.”

It was an hour after dawn when Lewis
Dayton came back into the prisoner camp.
He walked slowly, keeping his evfs on the
ground. “Tell us” Tonia said. ‘"Let
Jacques kinow.”

""They shot hiim,” Lewis Dayton said.
“They took him eut right at dawn. He
was still the Emperor of Mexico, he said.
No man would ever take his throne from
him. . . . The officer in charge of the execu-
tion squad was some young kid. He
eouldn't bring himself to give the erder
to fire. Maximilian gave it for him. He
opened up his shirt, and teld the squad
just where to sheot”

Jacques Fleric got gradually to his feet.
“When,” he asked, “is my tum?’

But Lewis Dayton smiled. “You haven't

got any turn. The job ahead of you is to
get your outfit home, There’s a train wait-
ing at Towmalto, and a ship at Vera Cruz.
You should have them all aboard by to-
fmorrow highd.”

“Thamnk you,” Jacques Fleric said.

The eyes of the two nmen met and
held, and each was thinking of the
many times thelr eyes had already
met and of how this would be the last
tifme,

“No,” Dayton said. '‘Tiere’s no reason.
You're fmen who fought for what you be-
lieved in, too. But when you get back to
Europe you can do something for Tonla
and me, Tell the folks there what it means
when a lad llke Napoleon iries to take a
eountry that deesn’t beleng to him. That's
easy to forget when people have been liv-
ing in peace for a while. But we ean't
let them forget. Peace and freedem mean
tee muEh.”

“I'll tell them” Jacques Fleric said.
“Now I know, and I'll niake them under-

He smiiled then, as he shook hands and
said goodbye.

They sat silent for quite a time after he
was gone.

“There goes a soldier,” Lewis Dayton
said fimally.

“True,” Tonia said. “But a soldier for
freediomn.”

Her hand came to rest on his arm,
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Fool of the

Tihe parade was. fine until Abdul Hakim went
sprawling on his hands and knees and the rear
file began to_get tangled in his turban

Regiment

We proudly present the Genius of Disaster, He was big and brown and cheexful.
But he could smash a wireless, set fire to a tent, break up a parade as easily
as he could walk—or casier. Meet Abdul Hakim of Spindle’s Own

By GARNETT RADCLIEEE

Auwthor of *Mhe Pit of Punishment,’
“TMhe Doomed Liner,"” etc.

E mess of the 72nd (Spindle’s
Own) Punjabi Rifles F.F, could be
divided into two very unequal por-
tions, those who thought Sepoy Abdul
Hakim was the biggest fool in the regi-
ment, and those—or rather be, since there
was only one dissenter—who thought
otherwise. The majority included the
eolenel, the second-in-command, the ad-
jutant, the four company commanders—
in short everybody except Pickering, the
signal officer. !

They varied in the intensity of their
belief in proportion to how well they knew
Sepoy Abdul Hakim. The quartermaster,
whose only dealing with the gentleman
was only one dissenter—who thought
ment of the articles of equipment he had
lost of destroyed, thought he was just a
little dense, but Fawcett, commander of
C Company, who knew Sepoy Abdul
Hakim very well indeed, had a theory
that if an implement could be proeured
strong enough to open his skull, it weuld
be found that his head had fermed turnip-
wise areund a reek.

“He’s no use,” Fawcett used to com-

A
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plain. “Great brown grinning lump! The
other sepoys laugh at him. 1 wish to
goodness there was some way of getting
him out of the regiment”

Pickering, however, was pleased to take
the opposite view. He was fond of argu-
ing, was the signal officer; also he prided
himself on having a deep knowledge of
the psychology of the natives, and in par-
ticular of the psychology of the Pathan.
Ia an unguarded moment, partly out of
sheer cussedness, and partly for the sake
of starting an argument that might relieve
a little tedium of life at Abel Penam, he
announeed that he theught Sepoy Abdul
Hakim had in him the makings ef an
exeellent seldier whe had never been given
his ehanee.

VEN at Abel Penam things other
4 than sandstorms sometlmes ha pened
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Were as a crackle of gumfre, and the
eolonel, eagle-eyed on his charser, vewed

to himself that the Divisional Commander
would find Spindle’s Own the smartest
unit, not only of the Indian Army, but
of all the armed forces of the Empire.

“They’d lick the Guards” he thought
as he watched the blue and silver lines
roll past for the umpteenth time, eight
hundred men marching with metronomic
precision to the proud skirling of the
native pipes.

. . . Came the grest diay. On a monm-
ing when bayonets flashed in the sunlight,
and commands rang sharp in the clear
air, Spindle’s Own drilled as nien will
only drill when there’s a reputation at
stake, or another regiment to be beaten.
There was a snap and a fire in their move-
ments that would have rejolced the heart
of a grenadier sergeant-major.

Shgp, bemg, crash! To a volley of
barked commands they aligned them-
selves in column of companies three hun-
dred yards from the saluting base. A rip-
ple of light as the bayonets flashed to
their shoulders, anether command that
must have toera the threat of the secend-
in-command, down eame the peised drufh-
sticks, and the metionless lines became
a blue and silver eentipede of mavehing
men.

In perfect alignment they swung towards
the saluting base. The colonel's heart
swelled with pride, the Divisional Com-
mander's white-gloved hand went stiffly
to the brim of his topee. And then . .. |

T HAPPENED when A and B Com-

panies had gone triumphantly past,
and were again marehing with eyes frent.
Fawecett, - leading C Company 6n his
charger heard the erash that broke the
rhythm, the horrld metallic clatter that
chills the heart of every soldier—the elat-
ter of a rifle with a fixed bayonet falling
on the hard ground,

And he didn't need to make two guesses
as to who the culprit was,

But Fawcett didn't see the worst. He
was far too well drilled to look around,
and he missed the spectacle of Sepay
Abdul Hakim charging and being re-

i A—1§
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pulsed by the rear rank of his own pla-
toon in an effort to get back to his rifle
lying on the ground. The rear rank was
not disposed to give him passage. They
opposed him solld as a wall, and In the
scuffle Sepoy Abdul Makim’s turban fell
from his head,

It unwound when it fell, fifteem feet
of blue drill, whith wrapped itself about
the legs of the rear rank. Abdul Hakim,
now plunging between the ranks llke a
cow caught in a gate, seized ene end eof
his beaddress,- If he eouldn’t get his rifle
he meant to get his turban. He pulled
as if he had been assisting at a tug-of:
war, and that was when the mareh past
6f Spindle's Own eeased 6 Be 2 mareh
past and beeame & fist:

One cannot drag fifteem feet of strong
cloth from among the legs of men march-
ing in quick time with their heads turned
to the right without causing mishaps. A
sepoy fell on his face, two others tripped
over him,

Abdul Hakim himself, oblivious to
everything but the necessity of recovering
his turban, was on his knees and tugging
like mad, His turban was taut across the
path of the battalien, an obstacle serme fen
jumped over, but ever which many tmere
fen tripped.

And as the hind ranks swept resolutely
on, confusion became worse confounded.
The mound of the fallen grew, staggering
tmen stabbed their helpless comrades with
their bayonets, men yelped and swore,
D Company eommander's horse bolted
from the fray, hysterieal eommands were
yelled and fe ene heeded. Only the band

peglte the saluting base kept their heads,

went en playing like se many Neres
115@ in the face of disaster.

“Maost origime!™ said the Divisional
Commander. “I think this movement
should be incorporated in the new drill
book. And now, colonel, if your men have
quite finishedl their scrimmage, I'd like to
see a mareh past.” .

The battalion was reformed, and there
was another march past. It was a sullen
affair, quite devoid of the snap and elan

2 A—1§

of the first effort, but at least, it passed
off without incident. Fawcett had had the
wisdont to order Sepoy Abdul Hakim off
parade.

“ A FTER all,)” argued Pickering, put-

ting down his glass in the mess late
that night, “a mishap like that might have
happened to anyone, Knowing the Pathan
nature as I do, I'm pretty sure it was ex-
cess of zeal and not carelessness that
made Abdul Hakim drop his rifle. Possibly
his hand was sweaty with excltement.

“And, after all, does it really matter so
much if a soldier is not smart on par-
ade? Wasn't there a regiment known as
the Dirty Dicks that dlstmgulshed itself
at Waterloo? In my opinion spit and pol-
ish are over-rated, almﬂ—

“And in my opinion,” smapped the ad-
jutant, “you talk unmitigated tripe even
for a signal officer. However, I've got some
good news for you.”

“Whatt?” Pickering asked.

“Abdul Hakim is to be your orderly
from now on. Don't look so dismayed,
my lad. As Napoleon once remarked, a
dirty orderly is better than no orderly
at all, and if you won't have him you'll
have to do without”

Everyone was laughing. Pickering
raised his refilled glass with digmity:

“I'm delighted. And I bet you'll find
I'm right when I say Abdul Hakim has
the makings of the best soldier in the
regjimmentt?’

. Three weeks later Pickering found
himself resting at the side of a goat-track
in a desolate ‘spot twenty koss from Abel
Penam. It was a sultry, ominous evening,
an evening that matched his mood as he
waited for Sepoy Abdul Hakim, of whom
he had come to think in his own mind as
the Magnificent Fool.

He hadm't changed his theories about
Pathans, but he had come to the conclu-
sion that Abdul Hakim must be the ex-
ception who proved them true.

A log of wood would have made a bet-
ter orderly. Far better, for at least the
log could not damage his kit
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A log of wood wouldn't have used
brown polish on white canvas shoes; it
wouldn't have tied firm knots in the legs
of an expensive palr of slacks, and have
used the slacks themselves as a sack for
carrying boots; it wouldn't have pelished
a sword with tooth paste, washed a Sam
Browne in beiling water, smashed a valu-
able wireless, put its foet threugh a eamp
bed, dropped a lamp and set fire to a
tent, spilled ink ever a plle of dress shirts,
and assisted its master {6 meouft his peny
with suweh misplaced viger that he shet
elean ever, and fell en his head en the
further side.

All those things, and many others too
numerous' to recount, Sepoy Abdul Hakim
had accomplished in the course of three
weeks,

E HAD driven the signal officer to

the verge of a nervous breakdown.
Only pride had restraified Pickering from
geing te the adjutant and saying:

“He’s got the brain of a flea, the body
of an elephant, and the obstinacy of a
mule. For heaven's sake give me another
orderly before he pushes me'to murder.”

What he actually did say when ques-
tioned by sceptics was:

“Oh, he's shaping up very well, Of
course he’'s new to the work, but he'll
soon get used to it. He's strong, willing,
and faithful, and that's the main thimg"

They were twenty koss now from Abel
Penam, Pickering and the Fool. The hunt-
ing of snow leopard was Pickering's ob-
jective, He would have preferred a half-
witted baboon as his companion, but in
face of all he'd said in praise of his
orderly, it would have been difficult to find
an excuse for leaving him behind.

In the wilds Abdul Hakim had proved
himself even more maddeningly stupid.

What he could spill he spilled, what
he could break (and few things could
withstand his herculean hands) he broke.
He had dropped a pair of valuable field
glasses over a cliff, lost a prismatic com-
pass lent to Pickering by the colonel, had
all but shot Pickering dead with his own

spare rifle, and had shown himself utterly
incapable of lighting a fire, calling his
master, making a cup of tea, or opening
a tin.

It began to rain while Pickering sat
by that goat track. A queer sort of rain
—great oily drops as if the sky were
sweating. And there was a sense of strain
and pressure, as if great forces were col-
lecting themselves for a titanic struggle.

It was as if a thunderstorm was ap-
proaching, yet there were no visible indi-
cations of a storm. Pickering’s nerves were
tingling, he felt an instinct to hide, from
what exactly he didn't know. Then he
saw the giant form of his orderly, walking
as he always did, with his head bent and
his eyes on the ground.

“Hurry up,” said Pickering. “There's a
storm coming and we must find shelfer.”

Abdul Hakim showed his teeth in the
grin with which he always acknowledged
an order. It was impossible to tell from
that grin whether he understood or not.
Apparently on this occasion he had. He
put out a hand as vast as a plate, and
stared stupidly at the drops that fell upen
bis palm.

“It is raining, sekil!” he anmounced.

“You don't say so!" Pickering scoffed.
“If you go on-at this rate, Abdul Hakim,
you’ll be a subeder in a year. What else
have you got to say?”

Abdul Hakim's grin deepened. He lifted
his head and looked around.

“Tihere is a cave yonder, sahilb, in which
we could find shelter for the niglt”

“Splendid,” said Pickering. “Ttat’s the*
most intelligent thing you've said since
you became my ordenlly.”

HE cave was in the side of a hill, and a
few hundred yards above the traek.
When they had climbed up te it Piekering
decided it would make an admirable shel-
ter. 1t was deep with a high vaulted reef
that seemed to stretch far back into the
bowels of the hill.
Pickering was tired. After he had eaten
his supper he wrapped himself in his
sleeping-bag, and lay down upon the dry



FOOL .OF THE REGIMENT 35

rock. The rain outside had stopped, but
he was still conscious of that horrible
tense feeling of suspense.

Even if a storm did burst they would
be safe in the cave. Just before he closed
his eyes, he heard a low moaning sound
that might have been distant thunder.
It reverberated strangely through the rock
on which he lay.

About an hour later he woke with a
yell. He had dreamed he was lying on
a camp-bed. And Abdul Hakim had crept
beneath the bed, and was rocking it like
a boat.

He was roaring as he rocked. An in-
describably, deafening noise intermingled
with a crashing as of toppling mountains.
A sense of insecurity and terror, such as
he had never known before seized the
signal officer by the throat. He leaped to
his feet, only to be flung down by a shock
as if planets had collided. He lay still
feeling the rock beneath him trembling
and pulsating as if the foundations of
the hill were being smitten by a giant
hammer,

Now there was a rolling sound of slid-
ing rocks. The cave suddenly became
dark, and filled with stinging particles of
dust. Small fragments of rock rained upon
him from the roof. And he knew another
and even more awful terror.

If he stayed where he was he would
be buried alive. Sick and dizzy as if he
was in a burning house, he staggered
toward the entrance. But he could see no
entrance. All was darkness, and when he
put out his hands they encountered the
suiface of a rock.

He told himself he must have missed his
way; that it was the side of the cave his
hands were feeling. He groped to the
right and then to the left. Everywhere
there was rock. His mouth felt dry, and
his heart began to hammer swiftly in his
throat.

He realized what had happened. The
mouth of the cave had been blocked by
a fall of rock caused by the earthquake.
They were buried alive, sealed up like
toads in a stone vault.

“ A ND so, Abdul Hakim,” Pickering
dansid quiedly, “lt would appear that
there will shortly be two vacancies on the
roll of our regiment, A new. signal officer
will be required, and also a new orderly.
It is eur Kismet to dle in this place.”

It was hours after the earthquake—
how many hours he couldn’t tell, since
his watch had stopped. All was once more
still and silent in the cave. The dust had
subsided, and by his electric torch he
had been able to inspect the boulders
that had imprisoned them.

They had fallen so as to form an im-
penetrable barrier. Great boat-shaped
masses of splintered rock were piled to-
gether in the cave mouth.

Abdul Hakim showed his teeth in his un-
varying grin. He had displayed no emotion
on discovering their plight. Too dense
even to feel afraid, Pickering had thougiit.

A good thing, perhaps. Stupidity was
the next most desirable quality to courage
in an emergency such as this,

“Wihat does the sahib propose then that
we should do?” the orderly asked after a
long pause.

Pickering had already decided. He had
reckoned up the amount of food and
water they bad, the possibility, or rather
impossibility, of a speedy rescue, and had
come to a decision.

“We will endure as long as we can,”
he said. “Wien our thirst becomes insup-
portable, and there is no more hope, we
will make a clean end as befits soldiers.
There is a rifle and ammunition. 1 will
shoot you first and then myselff.”

Abdul Hakim’s reception of the an-
nouncement was to scratch his head and
grin. Then he withdrew to the further side
of the cave, lay down, and went to sleep.

More hours dragged away. Pickering fell
into a feverish doze, His throat was smart-
ing by reason of the volcanic dust he had
breathed, and he was already suffering
acutely from thirst.

A sound aroused him. He flashed his
torch, and saw Abdul Hakim standing
at what had been the entrance to the cave.
He called out to him.
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“Wihat are you doing? Have you found
any way of escape?’

The Pathan didn’t answer. Instead he
bent and seized the protruding end of a
rock. Pickering had to smile. Did the Fool
imagime—?

Apparently the Fool did. He was strain-
ing, heaving. The light of the torch showed
his huge body bent to its task like that
of a wrestling elephant.

By heaven, there was a sound of scrap-
ing, moving rock! He was performing the
impossible . . . The rock was moving. . . .

And then there was a thud as Abdul
Hakim dropped it, and reeled back against
the wall of the cave.

His uniform was wet with perspiration. It
was minutes before he could speak.

“I can do it, saiih. After 1 have rested
1 will raise it @gaim, @and you cam crawl
under. But you must be very quick. It is
so heavy, 1 can only keep it up for a few
seconds.”

Pickering didn't answer at once. It was
a chance, a faint chance for his life—but
what about Abdul Hakim. He couldn’t
possibly both support the rock and crawl
under himself.

The Pathan spoke again. He seemed to
have read the white man’s thoughts.

“Better one should die than both, sahib.
And if you can get help quickly there
may be a chance for myself also. Unless
you go it is certain death for botit!”

He peeled off tumic and shirt. Again he
bent to his colossal task. Pickering
crouched at his side, ready to crawl through

directly there was space. It seemed hours

Slowly, slowly the rock rose. A patch
of light showed beyond. Flat on his face
Pickering watched it widen.

He heard Abdul Hakim'’s gasping breaths
as he crawled forward. If the orderly's
muscles failed he must be crushed like an
insect, But it was the only chance, and
he forced himself into the tiny tunnel.

It was impossible to go quickly. He
could just wriggle along without an inch
to spare. Fortunately he was slim; for a
man of Abdul Hakim's girth the passage
would have been inapossible,

Once he stuck. His heart was in his
mouth as he felt the constricting rock
holding him in its grip. He could move
neither backward nor forward. Then with
the strength that only the fear of death
can give, he forced himself forward.

At last he was clear. Just in the nick of
time? Barely were his feet clear when the
rock crashed down, and he could imagine
Abdul Hakim on the further side falling
exhausted in the darkness.

. .. Was Abdul Hakim saued? He was—
but only just. When the rescuers brought
by Pickering from Abel Penam arrived
they found him insensible, both hands
trapped beneath the-wock.

He is still Pickerimgs orderly, and just
as stupid as ever. But when people who
do not know the story ask Pickering how
he can endure such clumsiness, he tells
them he’d rather have Abdul Hakim at
his side than the famous Napoleon himself.
Especially in an earthquake.
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Thirty Days for Henry

By W. C. TUTTLE

Begin now this hilarious saga of
Sheriff Henry Harrison Conroy of
Tonto Town

“AAONTO City” remarked Judge, “is on

1 3 steep downgrade, with brake-blocks
busted and a crazy driver at the lines.” And
even the crazy driver, Sheriff Henry Har-
rison Conroy himself, was compelled to
agree. Tonto City was undoubtedly in for
a mess of tvouble.

For one thing, there is that large and
sinister man, King Colt, who controls the
Tonto Saloon and Gambling Palace, as well
as a gang of lawless hombres. At present
King has a worry of his own; the crippled
Gila Jim Tallant pays him a visit, to remind
him that twenty years ago King Colt's bullet
made it impossible for Gila Jim ever to walk
again., The cripple has fostered his hate,
and King knows he is as dangerous as a
rattlesnake. To make things worse, Gila
Jim's reckless, handsome son, Jack Tallant,
is fascinated by La Mariposa, the beautiful
singer at the Tomto Saloon; and Jack is

capable of showing his devotion by blowing

the place apart. Finally, in the midst of his

dubious enterprises, King Colt cannot forget

{()htf% wife and daughter he lost track of years
efore.

THEN, before he can take two drinks,
* peacon-nosed Sheriff Henry has a miw-
der mystery on his hands. The stmge-driver
has been Kkilled, his treasure-box stolan;
mereover, old Hailstorm Miller has beed
faurdered and rebbed of the meney with
whieh he was abeut te pay off the mertgage
6f his raneh. Semeene 15 in pessessien of
twenty-three theusand dellars, a faet whieh
interests King Colt quite as mueh as it dee%
Sheriff Heary. King suspeets that some
his *Bays” may have en m%%f%a fhs EBHB 3
reBbery, and se he orders His Renen ?
PaheRs e investl E@ Panchs, heidenta %4
has bseome & prosle geavse he; 188,
SHitten By the B@ﬁﬂw 8? Ea Maf 8§§
There is one clue to the mystery—a glove
found in the stage, which belongs to Jimmy
Miller, Hailstorm’s son. Jimmy furiously
denies having robbed the stage; he insists

This story began in last week’s Argosy
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that he has been framed, and Sheriff Conroy
seems inclined to believe him. Determined
to clear himself and revenge his father's
murder, Jimmy Miller teams up with wild
Jack Tallant; the two visit the Tonto Saloon,
and there Tallant warns King Colt that he
is gunning for him. Jimmy Miller, mean-
while, is assuring Henefy that he is going
to find his father's murderer and bring back
his ears to the sheriff. Tonto Town is
boiling. . ..

CHAPTER V

THE KING AND THE BUTTERFLY

E double inquest drew such a big

crowd to Tonto City that they were

’ obliged to use the dance hall, where
a suffiviest number of chairs were placed
to seat about half of the audience. Several
men from the Shoshone Chief Mine, in-
cluding Tom Page, the superintendent,
were there, King Colt and Panche Lepez
secured front seats. Jack Tallant was there,
watching, listening, but talking to no one.

A jury of six was quickly drawn. No
one had witnessed either murder, so there
was no direct evidence. The inquest over
Hailstorm Miller came first. Doctor Bo-
gart, the coroner, testified on the condition
of the body, and Howard McRae, the
banker, giving evidence in regard to the
morigage, said that he had been informed
that Miller had collected the ten thousand
dellars,

“In my opinion Hailstorm Miller was
murdered,” stated the coroner. “His skull
had been smashed and there were unburned
hairs in the brain. Moreover, there was no
evidence of smoke in the lungs. My opinion
is that Miller was killed by a vicious blow
on the head, and later burned in the sta-
ble. The fire was very likely of incendiary
oﬁgi'n.}')

The jury immediately brought in the
usual -verdict of death at the hands of a
party or parties unknown.

Thunder and Lightning Mendoza wanted
to testify as to how they had discovered
the bodies, but Doctor Bogart deleted that
part, In the inquest of Ed Clay, the coro-
ner was also chief witness. Tom Page said
that he had taken six hundred and fifty

ounces of raw gold to the bank, from where
it was loaded on the stage. He saw the
money put into the treasure-box and locked
tight.

“When did you decide to ship that
money by stage?”’ asked Henry.

“The night before,” replied the mining
man. “I saw Mr. McRae on the street,
and told him I would bring in a shipment
for the morning stage”

“Who else knew of this shijpmenti?’

“My assayer. He didn't want to keep
that much in the safe, but we only made
the decision late that afternoon. He is an
honest old man, with no bad habits and
few acquaintances. You can count him out,
Shexiifkt

Henry nodded. “Did anyone hear you
tell Mr. McRae?”

“We were alone, when I told him.”

They called Steve McRae, the banker’s
son, to the stand. Steve was a blond-
haired, colorless sort of young man, who
had often admitted that he did not like
to work in a bank.

“You knew about this shipment of gold,
Steve®’ queried Henry.

“Certainly,” replied the witness. “My
father came home for supper that night
and told me we’d have to get to the bank
a little earlier, because of -that shipment
of gold. It takes a little time to seal up
the stuff properly.”

“You were at the bank when the stage
left town, 1 presume?"

“Yes, I was at the bank at that time,
sir.”

“Thank you, Steve. That is alll.”

They called Harry Levis to the stand,
handed him the gauntlet, and he testified
that it was the gauntlet he had found
tucked under the seat cushion of the stage,
when he drove the vehicle back to Tonto
City. Henry gave the gauntlet to the jury
for examination.

“Jimmy Miller,” explained Henry, ""ad-
mitted that it was his gauntlet. He said
he had not seen it or worn it for weeks”

After a whispered consultation of several
moments, the foreman of the jury got to
his feet and said:
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“It seems to us that the natural thing
for a feller to do would be to tuck a glove
under the cushion. We ask that the sheriff
arrest and hold Jimmy Miller on suspicion
of murderi’ Ed Clay and stealin' that
gold from the stage”

John Harper, the prosecutor, grimaced
sourly, but said nothing.

“Tihat is a mighty serious charge, gen-
tlemen,” said Henry. “That gauntlet may
have been left there to incriminate Jimmy
Miller; and it may be that Jimmy Miller
can prove where he was at that time.”

“The gauntlet is good enough for us”
replied Tuck Darnell, who was acting as
foreman. “Let him prove where he was
at that time”

Henry nodded grimly and sat down.
Someone in the back of the room said:
“There’s a job for yuh, ner rejo.”

“My nose,” retorted Henry, “is habitu-
ally red because I blush for the manners
of such as you, my friemd”

The crowd roared with laughter as they
filed outside.,

Harper came to Henry and they dis-
cussed Jimmy Miller. Erom where they
stood they could look through a window
into the main street. They saw Jack Tal-
lant mounting his horse at a hitch-rack,
and saw him ride away.

“Do you know where to find Jimmy
Miller?” asked the lawyer.

“An hour from now, I believe he will
be in Agua Frio, John”

“Jack Tallant carries the verdict, eh?”

«I }me“m

“So do 1,” sighed the lawyer. “I should
hate to chance a conviction on such evi-
dence. A jury, my dear Henry, does queer
things.”

“Yes, sir, I believe you are right,” nod-
ded Henry thoughtfully. “The more I see
of juries, the more I wonder why Justice
doesn’t take off that blindfold and look at
what she has done.”

A MARIFPOSA was becoming more
and more of an enigma 46 King Colt,

She never spoke to him, unless he spoke
first, never seemed to pay any attention to

the life about her, and did not mix with
the rest of the honkytomk girls. King Colt
called one of these into the office and ques-
tioned her. She was a hard-eyed, bleached
blonde, who had been in Tonto City a long
time.

“She’s a queer one, King,” admitted the
blonde. “She sings her songs, and she sure
brings a lot of men to this place, but she
don't have a thing to do with amyhbadly.”

“Stuck up?’ queried King.

“No, she aim't; it's just her way. She'’s
a damn nice kid, and she don’t fit imto this
place. Men are crazy about her, but she
don't pay any attention to ’em. And her
voice makes it pretty bad for the rest of
us. I used to think I could sing, tos.”

King Colt mulled over this scanty infor-
mation. It was true, La Mariposa did not
belong in a honkytonk. And with her sing-
ing ability, he wondered why she ever
came to Tonto City, to work for twemty-
five dollars a week and a place to sleep.

Her sleeping quarters were directly above
his office, and she spent much of her time
in Her room. Occasionally she received
mail, but the letters were addressed to
La Mariposa, which King Colt knew, of
course, was not her name.

When King Colt had wondered long
enough about anything, he usually inves-
tigated. At nine o'clock at night, La Matri-
posa sang a song, together with at least
one encore. He watched her come down
the stairs just before nine that evening,
and went directly to her<room, using a
passkey. There were two windows to the
room, covered with curtains,

King lighted a lamp and looked around.
For lack of a closet, her clothes hung on
nails driven into the wooden walls. An
old dresser intrigued him, so he carried
the lamp over there and started to open
8 drawer. Suddenly his hand jerked back.

On the dresser, propped against the mir-
ror, was a photograph. Staring at it in
amazement, he slowly reached out and
picked it up. The face of a gray-haired
woman smiled out at him. King Colt's
hands trembled as be held the picture to
the light. From far away he could hear
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the voice of La Mariposa, singing. Slowly
he replaced the picture, wiped his brow
and started toward the door. But he
stopped and came back.

He yanked open a dresser drawer and
searched swiftly. He found several letters,
all postmarked from Chicago, addressed
to La Mariposa. Feverishly he opened one
of them and began reading the small, care-
ful script, bis heavy lips moving as he
spelled out the words.

With a blunt pencil he noted down the
address in the letter, replaced everything,
and was about to extinguish the lamp
when a handful of pebbles rattled against
the window. He turned the lamp low and
went over to the window and carefully
opened it. A voice from below said quietly:

“ILeesten, senorita; I mus’ speak weeth
you. I ’ave long ladder, and eef you weel
let me—it ees important. Eef it ees all
right, blow out the Jamp.”

King Colt blew out the lamp and stepped
back to the window. He heard the thump
of the ladder as Pancho Lopez placed it
against the wall. La Mariposa was singing
her encore. The ladder-rungs creaked, and
then in the darkness King Colt could see
Paneho’s head just below the window.

“Senorita,” panted the Mexican, ."“you
are ver’ sweet to let me talk weeth you.
Because of this damn Keeng Colt I never
have chance to tell you that you are the
mos’ beaundiifull—"

Whhrap? King Colt estimated the distance
perfectly, and his huge, right fist struck
the amorous gambler square in the face.
The long ladder swayed away from the
wall, clattered back and teetered sideways.
There was the sudden thud of a body strik-
ing the ground, followed by the crash of
the ladder.

King Colt closed the window, locked
the door behind him and went down the
stairs. He had barely reached the bottom
when La Mariposa, flushed from her re-
eeption, hurried past him, up to her room.
He sauntered around the gambling tables
for a while before geing to his office. There
he locked the door and sat down to light
a fresh cigar.

He drew out the address he had penciled
and stared at it, shaking his huge head.
“Mnrs. Alice McLean,” he muttered aloud.
“My wife” And La Mariposa's name, he
knew now, was June McLean. She was
his own child, singing here in the honky-
tonk, and she could not know that she was
working for her own father,

He had recognized the photograph im-
mediately. And from the letter he had
learned the truth about La Mariposa; she
was working here to support her mother.
He had learned, too, that Alice McLean,
his wife, was ill, in desperate need of five
thousand dollars for some sort of opera-
tion.

Some one knocked on the door. King
Colt jerked around and quickly unlocked
it. It was Joe Hake, one of his cowboys.

“What do yuh wamt? King Colt de-
manded.

“Well, I'll tell yuh, King, 1 tied my
horse to that old corral fence out back a
little while ago, and 1 found Panche Le-
pez tryin’ to crawl under the lower rail.
Said he was tryin’ to find a plaee o sleep.
He acted so damin queer that 1 lit a mateh
and looked at him. Man, he'd been hit
square in the nese and kneeked silly. 1
asked him what happened te him, and he
mumbled somethin’ abeut yed keepin' a
mule upstairs. It didn’t make sense”

“Wihere did he go?” asked King Colt
soberly.

“I dunno. Last I seen, he was €rossin’
the street toward the hotel, and he was
limpin’ kinda bad.”

King smoked thoughtfully for several
moments.

“Queer idea he had—about you keepin’
a mule upstairs,” remarked Hake,

“Mexicans get queer ideas,” said King.
“‘Forget it, Hake.”

CHAPTER VI
THE TIPPLING ROOSTER

ENRY and Judge rode down to the
Tallant raneh, ostensibly te lesk
for Jimmy Miller, but knowing well that
he would not be there. From his hetme-
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made wheelchair on the rickety poreh of
the ranch-house, Gila Jim Tallant scowled
at them. Gila Jim hated the law and &8
now he sneered at Henry.

“Well, what's the idea of you two damn
fools comin’ down here?” he asked:

“Oh, we are just looking areund,’ Hen-
¥y answered: i i

“Lookin' around for Jimmy Miller, eh3
Well, damn yuh, he's in Mexgee."

“It seems to me” remarked Judge,
“that nature did not put rattles en all the
rattlers, Henry." .

“Meanin’ me, eh?" sparled the eripple.
“All right. T don't knew T sheuld
chuck you two under the chins apd lie
about my feelin's toward yuh. At least
I'm honest. Of all the damn=foel officers
of the law I've ever seen, yo're the warst:
You,” pointing at Henry, “you, red-nosed,
fat-headed specimen! Sheriffl Helll™
. “Sorry,” mummured Henry.

“Sorry? You? Wild Horse Valley should
be the one that's sormy.™

“Oh, they are,” assured Henry. “But it
is their own fault, Mr. Tallami.”

“Well, I reckon that's true, too. So
yore lookin’ for Jimmy Miller, are yuh?
Want him for robbin’ that stage and killin’
the driver. Why don'tcha find the guilty
parties? Go find the man who killed Jim-
my's father and stole that ten thousand
dollars. Fine sheriff you arell”

“Well, have you any ideas on the sub-
ject?” asked Henry quietly.

“Me? Settin’ here in a wheelchair? How
would I know azmytiiin P

“Well, you might have an idea on the
subject,” said Judge.

“Yeah, I might, at that. Why don'tcha
talk with King Colt? If anybody in this
valley knows who pulled them jobs, he
does.”

Henry squinted thoughtfully at Gila
Jim Tallant. “Just what do you know
about King Colt?" he asked.

“Wihat do I—not a damn thing! How
would I know ammytiiiniP?

“Then how would you know that King
Colt might know sometihingy™

Gila Jim shut his thin lips tightly, and

his eyes narrowe¢] as he looked off across
the heat-hazed hills. “I kinew when {6 guit
talkin,” he sgid, “Forget King Colt”

“You knew King Colt, before either of
you came here,” sald Henry.

“Did I?” Gila Jim laughed shorily.
“You know more’n I do, I recken. jaek
tells me about him. He’s a bad bey.”

“Who—Jack?” asked Judge.

Gila Jim snapped back: “No! I'm taikin’
about King Colt.”

“As a matter of fact,” sald Henry, “1
have never spoken fo Jack abeut the fu-
mors that he is sending horses and eattle
into Mexico—hanses which he has net paid
for. You might caution him, M¥. Tallant.
Jack is a nice boy, and 1 weuld hate te
see him jailed as a rustlier”

“So that’s it, eh?” said Gila Jim. “Ae-
cusin’ an innocent boy! That's like yeu.
Yuh hear a lie and yuh belleve it. jaek’s
an honest boy, and—whe started a thing
like thatt?””

“Like you,” smiled Henry, “I know wheq
to stop talking”

“Oh, yuh do, eh? Well, you've got all
out of me that yo're goln’ to get. Yuh
can shut the gate as yuh go out—and if
yuh hear any more lies abeut Jaek, yuh
can belleve ’em of not—we den't give a
damn. Good afternoen te beth ef yuh”

“I told you that all the information you
could get from that old devil, you eguld
put on the sharp end of a needle” sald
Judge as they rode back toward the JHC.
“Torturing my old, rheumatie legs by
forcing me to ride a horse down here iR
all this beat.”

“We learned something, sir,” replied
Henry. “Gila Jim Tallant has been here
several years, while King Colt has enly
been- here about a year. 1 learned that
Gila Jim and King Colt knew eaech other
previous to thelr meeting in the Tente
Saloon a few days ago. 1 also learned that
Glla }Jim hates King Celt.”

“He also hates us,” added Judge.

“Tirue, but only on general principles,
sir, We are the law.”

“Sometimes I wonder, Henry. The Clas-
fon doesn’t think so.”
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“Ithat editor'was suckled by a rattler
and raised on skumik-cabbage,” declared
Henry. “In other words, I do not like him
one little bit, Judge”

“I tremble at thought of the castigation
we shall receive in the next issue,” said
Judge. “His vials of wrath must be over-
flowing by this time. However, the man
has a certain flair for words. Jn the last
issue he intimates that our actions keep
the people so amused that they almost for-
get their misery. He said that the voters,
most of whom must have been color-blind,
voted for you, in spite of the blob—and
I Jove that word—of red, which shines in
the center of your meon-like countenance,
He cites the faet that in all sighals fed
is the warnlng sign.”

“Mmst you recite word for word, sim?”
demanded Henry. “Do you forget the fact
that I have read all his editorials? Or is
it your idea of humor to rub the salt of
criticism deeper into my wounds? I assure
you, Judge, I have winced so often that
some believe I have a touch of St. Vitus
Dance. However, no matter, sir; we must
bhew our own pathwey.”

“But with added dignity and decorum,
SIT."

“I believe,” said Henry, “that we will
go to the JHC, before returning to Tonto
City-”

Judge groaned, for that it would require
about two more miles of riding. “Ttat last
batch of prune whisky was danmmalhle,”
he remarked a moment later.

“I realize that,” agreed Henry, “but a
genius like Frijole Bill Cullison must have
a certain latitude. The man is an experi-
menter. He is trying to create a super-
whisky—and he nearly had it.”

“He nearly had something,” agreed
Judge. “Ttat last batch boiled at ninety
in the shade. We spilled a bit on the wicker
covering of that demijohn, and it
burned the wicker so badly that it all fell
Off—”

HEY rode in at the JHC and tied
their horses at the front porch. Fri-
jole, Thunder and Lightning were asleep

in the patio. Near them was a gallon jug,
the cork lying on the flag-stomes.

Erijole Bill Cullison, the little cook of
the JHC, opened one eye and looked at
them. Frijole was past sixty, wizened,
thin-faced, and with a mustache that be-
longed on a giant.

“Hyah, Law,” he said sleepily. ‘“‘Set
down and have a smort. Where's that
danged jug? Oh, there it is. Help yourself.
How are yuh, Judige?"

Henry sniffed at the jug, shook it vio-
lently and put it down.

“Tihe jug is empty,” he said.

“That danged stuff e-vaporates awful
fast,” declared FErijole. “I dunno what's in
it that makes it thataway. Can't hardly
keep it corked. By golly, yuh should have
seen William Shakespeare on that last
batch of mash! Whooee-e-e-e! Why, that
danged rooster—"

“Wait a minute,” begged Judge. “I
have-no liking for lies, Frijole.”

“LLies? Oh, Judge, you hurt me. But
you never believed in Shakespemne”

“I know you have a rooster by that
name,” replied Judge soberly, “but I never
have believed any of the lies you have
told about himn.”

‘“Wihat happened to Bill Shakespeare,
when he ate the masih®’ asked Henry.

“Well, sir, that was shore a feat. I
dumped that mash out yesterday and O’
Bill tuck right to it. I warned him to go
easy, but he jist cocked one eye at me
as much as to say, ‘Who’s eatin’ this
mash?’

“Well, I'm kinda gittin’ ahead of mv
story. About a week ago Bill fell hard for
a female road-runner. Siimce then he ain’s
given a hen one look. Every mornin’ early
he’s out in the hills, keepin’ a date with
that speckled road-runnin’' vampire. Well,
it wasn’t none of my business if Bill wants
to plck hisself a pardner, and mebbe the
hens was kinda relieved, 'cause when Bill
got full of mash he got astigmatism. 'S a
fact, He’d whip hell out 6f a hen as guiek
as he weuld a roester.

“Well, I kinda felt sorry for Bill Shake-
speare, runnin’ around in the hills, ’cause
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of lions, wildcats, coyotes and once in a
while we see a lobo. All them varmints are
partial to chicken. Anyway, yesterday aft-
ernooa I'm owt along the canon, seven,
eight miles from here, and what do I see
but O1' Shakespeare and his hight-o’-love
pickin' a fight with a rattler out there in
8 cactus patch,

“Well, it wasn’t none of my business.
Anyway, Bill has handled a lot of rattlers
bigger ’'n this'n; so I didn't worry. But
I'm halfway home, with the sun gone
down, when I heard a pack of coyotes run-
nin’ on a track, 'way out yonder. Sudden-
like it strikes me that they're after Bill
Shakespeare.

“'Well,’ 1 says to myself, ‘Goodbye,
Bill; take care of yourself,’ and I comes on
home. He wasn’t in the hen house that
night, ’cause I took a look. This mornin’
I kinda felt bad about it. OF Bill's almost
human, and he's shore good company, even
if he will fight yuh when he's drunk.

“I got up this mornin', started a fire,
and went out back to get some wood, and
there’s Bill Shakespeare, settin’ on the
back porch, shy a few feathers, but still
hale and hearty and layin’ beside him-was
three coyote ears, all off different coyotes.
That old son-of-a-feestier had whipped that
pack of coyotes and brought back three

“T do not believe a word of it, sir,” de-
clared Judge.

“But what became of the female road-
runmen®”’ asked Henry.

“Well, sir, I dunmo,” sighed Erijole,
“but I'm scared she’s a goner. Tell yuh
what makes me think so. Old Bill Shake-
speare has allus been kinda choosy of his
drinks. I watched him through the winder
for quite a spell, and he seemed to be
workin’ up a mad about somethin’. Then
he kicked them three ears off the porch,
jumped up and down on ’em for a spell,
and finally went down to the stable. I
went down there, peeked inside, and there’s
Old Bill, drinkin’ some old horse-liniment
out of a eup, where it's been since I put
some into that last batch of prune whisky
to flavor it., Yassir, he was so despondent

that he was willin’ to drink horse-liniment.
I reckon Ol Bill's heart is bustsdi™

“Frijole,” said Judge, “of all the damn
liars on earth, you take the first prize.”

“I can prove every word of it, Judge,”
declared Erijole.

“How can you prove such a thing,
sir?"

“Well, there's old Bill, settin’ on the
corral fence, all tired out, and if yuh look
in that old horse-liniment cup youl find
it empty.”

“Bethold the walrus-tooth,” quoted Judge
soberly.

“What didja say?"” asked Erijole.

“N@lﬂhing."

“MWE saved a jug of my latest manu-

 § facture, Henry,” said Frijole. “I think
she’s jist about the best I ever made, too.
She’s about twenty hours old now, as
tawny as a lion's eye. I'm right proud of
her-”

“Personally,” replied Henry, “I am get-
ting afraid of your distillations. As long
as you stuck to prunes, it was excellent,
but your experiments are dangerous.
Prunes, corn, rice, raisins, apples, potatoes
and horse liniment in varying quantities,
soured to the bursting point.”

“Tihe last batch had a little sody, teo,”
added FErijole.

“Did that help it amy?” asked Judge.

“Jist sort of a safety-valve,” replied
Erijole. “It blowed out my upper plate
twice, before I got smarted-up and went
around with m’ mouth open, until the
power died dowm.”

“And you ask us to drink that dyna-
mite?” asked Judge.

“Iit’s all right if yuh don’t try to confine
it, Judge. Man, yuh can jist hear it crackle
when yuh pour it, and she’s shore aromatic,
As a se-dative, as the doctors say, she
can’t be beat.”

“We will be glad to take a jug with us,”
said Henry. “In these days of storm and
strife, a sedative might help us out, Fri-
jole.”

“Storm and strife? Oh, yuh mean two
dead men? Well, yeah, that does kinda



THIRTY DAYS FOR HENRY 45

give yuh somethin’ to ponder about. Oscar
was out this mornin’. He took a couple
quarts back with him. What’s wrong with
that knot-headed Swede, anyway? Him
and Josephine had a fight? 1 noticed a
lunip on his head.”

“Julius smacked him with a horse-col-
lar,” said Judge.

“Oh, that Norwegian stable-hand, eh?
Oscar did mention him. Said somethin’
about him and Julius figurin® on a duel—
the winner to get the gal. Anvils at sixty
yards, or somethin’ like that”

“The law,” declared Judge, “will not
countenance duels”

“Nor murders,” chuckled Frijole. “But
we still have ’em, Judge™

“Tihe law,” sighed Henry, “doesn't seem
to have much choice in the matter. Mur-
der should be licensed. Then we could
refuse a license to amyone—unless they
were going to kill one of our enemies.
1 do not favor dueling, but 1 believe that
the one Oscar contemplates might be worth
seeing. Or we might make it a contest of
SkmL”

“What sort of skilll?™ asked Judge.

“See who could throw the meost ringers
on each other with horse-collars. It has
possibilities. Frijole, if you can confine
that liquid dynamite in a jug, we will be
going back to towm.”

“Well, T'll tell yuh what” said Frijole.
“Ill fasten the cork with rubber bands.
Then if she wants to sguee a little on the
way in, she can do it instead of bustin’
somethin’.”

“By the gods of my fathers sighed
Judge. "“To think that a Van Treece would
sink so low as to quaff willingly a liquor
so wild and so vile that it requires a rub-
ber safety-valve to cry Sguee, crackles in
the pouring, and blows out upper plates.”

“Tihe Conroys, sir,” declared Henry
loftily, “had their place in the sun, until
I came along. I—1I suppose 1 can net stand
the heat. When my beloved uncle died
here in Tonto City, I became the last of
our race. In me, Judge, you see the last
of the Conroy straim.”

“It has bee quite a straim,” said Judge.

“Thank you very much, sir. Your sym-
pathetic understanding touches me. Some
day, when conditions are right, I shall tell
you about my uncle, Horace Greeley Con-
roy. There was a man.”

“So the name implies, Henry. You carry
the jug, please; I am just a bit suspicious
of that sguee. I understand that rubber
deteriorates quickly in this climate. Fni-
jole, 1 give you good afternoon, sir.”

“Ill take it, Judge. If yuh don't mind
settin’ in a chair to take yore liquor—
you'll find it safer. I tried to jump that
seven-foot corral fence. My intentions was
good, but I reckon my agility busted sev-
eral years ago. I'll give yore regards to Bill
Shakespeare, when he wakes up. He'll be
sorry to have missed yuh both. Adios

aniges””

T WAS late that evening when Pancho

Lopez rode away from from Agua Frio
and cafe across the desolate border. At
times he weuld meet the Berder Patrel
aleng the read, but this evening they were
net in evidenee. A mile from the berder
he turned te the left, fellewing an eld
dirt road, deeply rutted, but shewing signs
ef little travel. There was eneugh feen
ts shew objects distinetly, and he drew
reil Rear a tumble-down huddie ef small
Buildings. There was eply & tiny light
shewing in ene ef them. Panehe went eare:
fully t6 the frent of an old stable shd he
entered; leeking Baek &t the tipy lighted
windew. After pawing around iR the dark
for 2 few moments; he lighted & mateh.

Two old, sway-backed gray mules
twitched inquisitive ears at him from their
rough stalls. Hanging on pegs were two,
well-wora harnesses, which Pancho quickly
examined. Thea he looked all around the
stable. Swearing softly in Spanish, he went
out of the stable and cautlously appreached
the little shack., He peered if.

Evidently satisfied with what he saw,
he went around to the door and knocked
loudly. After a few moments an old Mexi-
can woman came to the doeorway, epening
it only a few inches. Pancho spoke to her
in their native tongue.
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“Wihere is Jumn®’ he asked her.

“Jman?” she replied. “Madve de Diast
The officers took him away this evening.
For what, I do not know—nor did he
understand. They have taken him to Ton-
to City, and I am alone, senor.”

“Por DiosY’ muttered Pancho. Then.
“Gracias, madne. Buenas noches.”

Pancho hurried back to his horse, re-
turned to the main road, and headed for
Tonto City. Something had certainly gone
wrong. The arrest of Juan, a simple ma-
guey-cutter, caused him to curse and to
ride faster than usual.

He tied his horse behind the Tonto
Saloon and entered by the rear door. Busi-
ness was good, it seemed, but Pancho was
not interested in gambling and drinking.
He started toward King Colt’s office door,
but changed his mind and sauntered to-
ward the bar. Sitting at one of the tables,
smoking and apparently uninterested ia
their surroundings, were Henderson and
Manley, two of the Border Patrol.

They nodded indifferently to Pancho,
who smiled amiably. Pancho believed in
being pleasant to the Border Patrol. A
passing waiter whispered, “Kiing wants to
see yuh,” and went on with his tray of
glasses. La Mariposa began singing, and
when the two officers turned to listen,
Pancho went to the office.

King Colt was sitting behind his desk,
a quart of whisky and a glass at his el
bow, the room blue with cigar smoke. He
looked at Pancho, grimted softly and
fanned the smoke away from his eyes.

“Wat ees wromg?” asked Pancho quiet-
ly.

“Tihat’s what F'm waitin' for yeu te tell,”
replied King Colt: “Tihem Border officers
breught ©ld Juan in this evenin' and put
him m the jail: New what de yeu krews”

“The stuff ees net theie” replied Pan-
che angrily. T searsh everywhere, but
these damp sweat-pad are gome. Juam's
weman, she says the efficer tak! Juan te
jail. That ees al”

‘“Tihem sweatpads are geme?" rasped
King €olt. “Yuh mean te set there and
tell me they got ‘emd

Pancho shrugged his shoulders help-
lessly. “Quien sabe? Eef not, w'y ees Juan
een the jail”

“My Godi!” eicihimed King Colt. “That
stuff was worth—how mmudin®?”’

“All of eet, Keeng. We breeng every-

“Five thousand dollars worth? Pamcho”
King Colt leaned across his desk, his big
jaw clenched for a moment. “Pancho, how
in hell could they know? Juan didn’t even
know. Nobody knew—except me and you.”

“Tihat ees true, Keeng. Nobody but me
and you. And this ees only the second time
we have had them sweat-pads with the
stuff. Once, eet ees fine. Twice—they get
heem. Why? How? Don't look at me like
that! You theenk I throw away my own
money?”’

“Somebody in Agua Frio knew,” de-
clared King Colt.

“Por Dios, no!”

King Colt scowled heavily, trying to
puzzle out who could have known how the
contraband drugs were brought across the
Border. Suddenly he struck the desk-top
with a huge fist.

“Gila Jim Tallamtt!” he grunted. “He’s
the one, Pancho. In some way he fiigured
it out, damn himi™

“But, no,” said Pancho. “He would
take the stuff heemself. He would not tell
the officer.”

“He couldn’t sell the stuff. All he wants
to do is break me. We've lost a fortune,
but them officers aim’t got a thing on us.
Don't say a word. Leave it to me, and I'll
find out things”

CHAPTER VII
OSCAR BY NIGHT

VER at the sheriffs office, Jim Hen-

derson, chiet of that district, sat
down with Henry and Judge. “We bungled
the whole deal,” sighed the big Border
Patrolman. “We thought that this old
Mexican knew about the thing and that
we could make him implicate the men be-
hind him. It was all very simple. Old Juaa
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drives his team of mules across the Border
in the mornin’, cuts his load of maguey
and hauls it to that little tequila distillery
outside Agua Ffrio.

“Whhile he is eatin’ his meal at the dis-
tillery, somebody goes into the stable, re-
moves the stuffies” from his sweat-pads, and
fills it up with drugs, all tled up in oiled
silk, Then the old man drives home, puts
up his team of mules, and later soniebody
removes the drugs, puts back the padidin'—
and get ready for anether eargs.”

“Old Juan was merely a cat’s-paw,” nod-
ded Henry.

“Tiat’s right. You may as well turn
him loose, and we'll take him home on
our way back. He’s scared white, 'cause
he don't know a thing about it. We should
have lecated the stuff and waited for some-
efe to try and get it. New they wen’t
try that scheme agaim”

“I can understand all that part of it,”
said Judge, “but I do not understand how
you gentlemen ever figured out that drugs
were coming across, packed inside the
sweat-pads on a palr of wornout nmles”

Henderson smiled slowly and got to his
feet. “Judge,” he replied, “we listen to the
little birdies”

Henry smiled and remarked, “It is fairly
evident that the little birdie only sang part
of the song.”

“Maybe,” replied Henderson, “the little
birdie only knew part of the song, Henry.
But, even a half-song is better than mome.”

HE next evening Oscar Johnson, wear-

ing 8 We Mouen Our Loss expression
in his round, blue eyes, was sitting on the
office cot, trying to coax a tune out of a
leaky accordion, when Frijole Bill Cullison
came in, Frijole was just inebriated enough
to be sympathetic, and Oscar was inebri-
ated enough to accept sympathy.

“Yo're plumb blue to the gills, feller,”
remarked FErijole. “Somethin’ is eatin’ of
yore heart.”

“Yah, surure,” agreed Oscar sadly. “Ay
am hort-sick, su-ure”

Josephine?”' queried Erijole.

“Yah, su-ure—Yosephine. She say she is

going to Scorpion Bend vit Yulius Swensen
to a dance tonight”

“Is that right? Is there a dance up
there? Yeah? Man, I shore crave to shake
a laig. I'm right nimble. Mebbe Y1l de-
cide to take it in.”

“Ve both go,” suggested Oscar. “Ay am
nimple, too, you bat you.”

“Good! Have yuh got any of my home-
made whisky around here?”

“Ve have vorse dan two quarts. Ay vill
get it. Und den ve vill go to a dance, eh,
Free-holey. Ay yust vant von poke at
Yulius.”

“Have one on me,” suggested Frijole,
“and bring a couple cups.”

Erijole shuddered over, his own concoc-
tion, and after each of them had drunk
two cupfuls apiece, Frijole suggested that
Oscar saddle his horse, while he still knew
which was the front end of the animal.
Oscar managed to saddle the steed, and as
they were mounting, Jullus drove past In
a horse and buggy from the livery-stable.
He tled to a hitch-rack in front of the
hetel and entered the building.

“Ay am goin’ dere and knock ha'al out
of him,” declared Oscar. "He is calling for
Yosephine, and Ay von’t stand for it
Free-holey.”

“Hook up yore cinch, feller,” advised
Frijole. “You start a fight in the hotel,
and you’ll get hell. Everybody in the
place will land on yuh, I've got & betier
scheme. We'll ride out by the old adobe,
and when they eome aleng, I'll rope the
herse, stop the ve:hiekle, and you ean shew
Josephine what a real lever ean de with
his fists”

“By Yudas, you are smort man, Free-
holley!” exclaimed Oscar. "“Come on.”

They galloped out of town in the dark-
ness, and drew up at an old adobe about
a half-mile from town. Oscar dismounted
and removed his coat, while Frijole, an
expert with a rope, flung out his loep and
prepared for a cast in the dark,

“Ay can hear de boggy coming, Free-
holey,” called Oscar. “You stop ’‘em, and
Ay vill do de rest”

“I ain’t missed a cast in forty years)”



48 ARGOSY

declared Frijole. “Don’t cha worry about
me, feller—just spit on yore hands and
go to worlk”

They could hear the rattle of buggy-
wheels, the thudl, thudl, thud of a trotting
horse. Frijole twisted his horse around,
and as the vehicle went past himm he flumg
a8 large leop. He felt the honde shap tight
around the neck of the herse, and teok a
quiek dailly areund his saddle-hern.

A woman screamed, as the horse was
stopped so short that it nearly went over
backward. Roaring like a Viking, Oscar
Johnson went into actlon. But the buggy
horse, shocked and frightened, whirled,
cramped the buggy so short that it upset,
throwing its eeupants out the opposite
side from Osear. Frijole realized that the
herse had whirled; so he teek ne further
ehanees, and slipped the repe off His
saddle-hern. The herse and the upset
Buggy went past him, heading baek fer
the main street of Tonts Eity in 2 cleud
of dust:

“Oscar!!” called Frijole. “Oscar, where
are yuh? Osegat?”

There was no answer. Fearing the worst,
Frijole dismounted. He could see enough
to distlnguish the dark figures on the
ground; he stumbled over to them, just
a5 6xe arese.

“Somethin' must have went wrong,”
said Frijole, and the next moment an iron-
like fist hit him square in the nose, and
Frijole’s consciousness went out in a blaze
of glery.

E HAD no idea how long he had been
unconsclous, but he did have an
idea that his nose was twice its usual size,
and that a teeth was raissing frem RIS
upper plate. All was gquiet at the old adebe,
net even a herse areund there. Frijele
was starting baek fer tewn when he heard
men talking, eeming teward him. Quietly
he stepped ints the brush and let them
g8 past: Then he Burried teward tewh.
There was a light in the shexifi’s office,
but no one there; so Frijole went in and
looked at himself in the mirror.
"My Gawdll” he groamed. Someone was

standing in the doorway, and he turned
to see Oscar Johnson, his face bleeding
from several cuts, his shirt nearly torn
from his back, and his leather ¢haps hang-
ing in ribbons around his legs.

“Oh, hallo dere” said Oscar in sort
of chirping volce.

“What happened to you, Oscar.”

“Va'al,” sighed Oscar, leaning against
the doorway, “Ay storted to yerk Yulius
from de boggy ven de damn t'lag opset,
knock me down, and de belt of my chaps
caught on a spring. Ay yust vars dragged
all de vay baek to de livery-stable. Ay
am mess, Free-holey. Every yoint is bested,
What happened te your nese? You loek
like de shewiff.”

“Julius hit me,” replied Frijole. “That
thun of a gun. That thum—thun—whath
wrong with me? Oh, I gueth it muth be
that tooth.”

Frijole limped over to the doorway.
Men were coming toward the office; so
Frijole took Oscar by the sleeve and drew
him through the connecting doorway and
down beside the jall-eells, Henry and
Judge came in.

“Deamme, if I.can figure it out, Hemuy,”
declared Judge. “That man is sure that
the horse was roped. But why? Robbery
could not have been the motive, beeause
no robbery was commnnittedl”

“Possibly contemplated,” said Henry.
“The man says that after the horse ‘and
buggy incident a man, heavily armed, pos-
sibly masked, accosted him. He says that
he knecked the man dewn, His fist reall
shows wear and tear, Coficern over his wifz
caused him to ignore his vietim, and he
dees net knew where the man wemt”

“Very queer,” remarked Judge. “Luckily
neither man nor woman was injured, What
was their names, Hemmy?™

“Mr. and Mrs. Albert Crawford. He Is
half owner of the Shoshone Chief Mine,
and they were en their way to the mine.
Well, 1 do niot knew of anything further
we can do, Tommy Reper says that the
buggy is badly smashed, but the herse is
unihit. 1 suppese we better ge baelk to the
hetel and falk with Mr. Crawford”

2 A—1§
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“At least assure him of our good inten-
tions,” added Judge.

They went out. Quietly Frijole led Oscar
out to the front, and they went out into
the night.

“I reckon we better find them horthes
and go to the ramch,” said the little cook
with the swollen nose, ‘“Thith ith awful,
Othear.”

“Yah, su-ure,” agreed Oscar painfully.
“Love is awful, too, Freetuley.”

“None for me,” declared Frijole. “I'll
take peath for mine.”

But Oscar did not go out to the JHC,
He cleaned up and rode to Scorpion Bend.
Oscar felt that Julius had done him a dirty
trick, in letting someone else take that
horse and buggy. In Oscar's single-track
find we've no regrets for his mistake,
The blame was en Jullus Swensen, and he
was geing o teaeh Julius a lessen.

Henry could not find Oscar or Frijole,
and deep in his mind was a suspicion that
they were to blame for the smashing of
that buggy. It sounded like something they
might do. However, Heary had no idea
just why they bad done it,

“Tonto City,” declared Judge, “is on
the downgradie”

“True,” agreed Henry. “Very true, sir.”

“A damnable situmtiiom,” said Judge.
“Imnocent people in a buggy.”

“Six-shooters, masked men—a punch in
the nose,” mused Henry. “All very con-
fusing. I wonder where Oscar and Fri-
jole are.”

“L believe, sir,” said Judge soberly,
“that you are getting warm.”

T was about nine o’clock mext morning,
when Henry received a telegram from
Scorpion Bend, which read!:

HORSE AND BUGGY STOLEN FROM ME LAST
NIGHT AT SCORPION BEND. EQUIPAGE BE-
LONGS TO LIVERY STABLE TONTO CITY. AD-
VISE IF IT HAS COME HOME. JOHN HARPER.

“By gad, sir!” exclaimed Judge. “They
even steal from the prosecuting attorney!
Toato City is on the downgrade, witln—"

*“Trwe, Judize!™ exclaimed Henry. “With
brake-blocks busted, et cetera, et cetera.

3 A=is

No need to add the crazy driver. We shall
interview Tommy Roper at once.”

Henry read the telegram to the stutter-
ing cowboy, who blew out his thin cheeks
and nodded his head violently.

“The huh-hwointaoubi—"

“The horse and buggy came home?"
queried Henry.

“Yuh-yuh-yeasin!!"

“At what time. If you do not know,
merely shake the hesdtf”

Tommy shook.

“This rmomming—eztie?”

Tommy nodded. “About sursursi—

“Six o'clock, eh? You were asleep. Nod
or shake, Tommy.”

Toomy nodded.

"“Was both horse and buggy in good

Tommy nodded violently.

Henry wrote a telegram to John Har-
per, sent Judge to the little depot to file
it, and went over to the Tonto Hotel,
where he found Josephine in the dining-
room, clearing off a table.

“Grreetings, my dear.” He smiled at her.
“Did you have a nice time at Scorpion
Bend last migjitt?”

“Ay did not go,” she replied. “Ay vould
not go vit Oscar Yohnson, and Yulius vars
too scared to take me”

‘“Thightened of -Oscar’s wrath, I pre-
swime.”

“Sure. Ay am going to knock ha'al out
of that big bully.”

l(oscar?”

“You bat you. Yulius is yentlemam”

“No doubt of that. But did Oscar go
to Scorpion Bemif”

“Ay t'ink he did.”

“Thank you very much, my dear—and
good luck to your ronmamee”

Oscar was in the office, when Henry
came back, looking owl-eyed from lack
of sleep, but with it all was a triumphant
gleam.

“You enjoyed the dance at Scorpion
Bend, 1 presume,” said Henry.

“Ay alvays enyoy a danmce,” replied
Oscar.

“I suppose you danced with Josephime”
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“Ay did not. Ay did not even go to de
dance-hall. She vars vit Yulius”

“As a matter of fact, Oscar, Josephine
and Julius did not go to the damce®

“Huh?" Oscar stared his unbelief of that
statement. “You say Yosephine did not
go? Va'al, Ay dom't—

“By the way, Oscar, I got a telegram
from Scorpion Bend this morning from
John Harper, saying that someone stole his
horse and buggy. It so happens that some-
one left the horse and buggy at our livery-
stable about six o'clock this morning. Per-
chance, did you see anyone on the road,
driving a single horse and buggy?”

“Yudas!” said Oscar quietly. “Neo, Ay
didn’t. Yohn Horper?”

“Yes, John Harper. I merely thought
you might have seen the thief, By the way,
what time did you arrive home, Oscan®'

“Orly. Oh, my gudness, Ay came home
orly. It vars too dork to see’

ﬂI m!l

“Ay thought Yosephine and Yulius vars
goil‘g-"

“They didn't go. I believe that the stolen
horse was the same one you usually remt”

“Yah, su-ure—de sorrel von. His name
is Vee."

“Tihat is the ene. By the way, OseaF, a
Mr. and Mirs. Erawferd hired a herse and
buggy last evening and started for the
Shoshone Chief Mine, but semething oF
somebody upset their buggy eut by the
old adobe, tried to hold up the man and
woman, but was frustrated. Yeu haven't
heard anything, have you?"

Oscar drew a deep breath.

“Finys—finus—what vars dat, Hennye”

‘“Frustrated.”

“Who vars—and vat does it wean?”

“It means that the robber failed to rob
them.”

“Oh! Den everyting is all right, e

“Well, T suppose that is one way to
look at it. Wasn't FErijole here with you
last nigfttt?”

“Yah, su-ure, he vars here, but he vent
home. He—he fell down on de sidewalk
and hort his nose. Yeeminee, it vars all
svelled oop.”

Henry's mind flashed back to Craw- .
ford's statement that he had hit one of
the bandits square in the face.

“PFunny tings happen in Tonto,” re-
marked Oscar. “Ve need more good peo-
p]e.n

“Tihat is exactly what Hell n ¥ re-
plied Henry dryly.

CHAPTER VIII
ABOUT THAT GOLD . .,

ING COLT was curious to know more

about the arrest and release of Old
Juan, the maguey-cutier, but did not care
to ask Henry Conroy. There was no gues-
tion in his mind that there was a leak
in his organization, but he was unable to
figunre out just where it was. Panche Lopez
had his ewn meney invested in the deal;
s0 there was ne reasen fer him to have
warned the Berder Patrel. They had lest
theusands in drugs; But there was e use
erying abeut it.

He called La Mariposa into his office
and asked her to sit down. She seemed
uneasy, afraid of him; but he smiled at
her and said!:

“Are you happy here?"

“Why, yes, I like it all right,” she re-
plied. “Is—is anything wromg?”

“Wrong? Everything is just right, my
dear. You brinig a Jot of trade to the Tonis.”

King Colt leaned back in his chair,
hooked his thumbs into the armholes of
his vest, and smiled expansively at her.

“I am goin’ to double yore salany,” he
told her. “Fifty dollars a week. No, don't
thank me. You are worth more.”

“I am glad,” she said simply. “I—I
really need the money, Mr. Colt.”

“You need money? You have to—" he
frowned slightly. “You help support a—a
husband, maythe

“No, I have never been married. 1 help
support my mother.”

“Your mother? Oh, of course. Yuh see,
I—I never figured—well, yuh see, 1 never
thought that maybe you had a mother.
"Course you'd have one.”
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“Yes, of course.” She nodded.

“Tihis extra money might help her out?”

“Oh, very much, Mr. Colt. You are very
kind to me.”

“Your mother—she lives near here?”

“No, she lives in Chicago. She isn’t very
well. She needs an operation, but we can
not afford it, not just now.”

“Tihat’s too bad. Maybe I can help. You
know—Iloan you momey.”

The girl shook her head quickly. “No,
it would require too much.”

King Colt nodded thoughtfully. “You
have a fathen?”

“No,” replied the girl seriously. “My
father died when I was very young.”

King Colt scratched the back of his
neck thoughtfully, his hat tilted to shield
his face.

“That’s too bad,” he said. “Yuwh know,”
he turned to look at her, “you never did
tell me yore right name and addresg. And
I'd like to have yore mother’s name and
address, in case—well, yuh never know
what might happem”

“I have thought of that* She nodded.
“My name is June Mclean, and my
mother’s name is Mrs. Alice McLean. The
address is 716 Totter Avenue, Chicago,
Illinois.”

King Colt wrote out the name and ad-
dress on a piece of paper, his hand shak-
ing a little. June had not lied to him, and
it was evident that she did not know he
was her father.

‘“Please do not tell anyone my right
name,” she said. “I would rather have
them know me as La Mariposa.”

“Shucks, I won’t tell anybody, Miss
McLean.”

ONG after June Mclean left the

office, King Colt pondered over what
he was going to do. Finally he went out
on the street and over to the bank. No one
was there, except Steve McRae.

“T want one of them cashier checks for
five thousand dollars” King said. “I‘ve
got more’n that much in here, I reckom”

“Certainly, Mr. Colt. To whom shall I
draw the cherk¢™

“Mirrs. Alice McLean”

Wondering who Mrs. Alice McLean
might be, Steve McRae made out the check
and gave it to King Colt. King went out to
the street, and there he met Henry Harri-
son Confoy:.

“Sheriff,” he said, “I wonder if you'll
help me out in a little deal.”

“T should be happy to be of assistamce,
sir,” replied Henry.

“Well, it's like this, Shexiff. A long time
ago I borrowed some money from a man.
I reckon I wasn’t very good pay. Anyway,
I lost track of him, and today I heard that
he had died years ago, leavin’ a widder in
bad circumstances. She’s a pretty proud
woman, and I'm kinda wonderin’ if she’d
accept the money—if she knowed 1 sent it.
Yuh see,” King Colt rubbed his neek vie-
lendy, “if you'd kinda write a nete, sayin’
it was frem—well, I dunne whe. Mebbe
you ean fix it.”

“Just step in the bank, where we may
find a usable pen,” suggested Henry. “I
believe I know what you want done, Mr,
Colt.”

On the back of a deposit-slip, Henry
wrote:

Years ago 1 bomrowdd somee ntornsy
from your huatendd. I joots lewmeed yosur
add'm s0 here is the full antotnt,
and lhmdk ouL,

Pawmee Bill.

King Colt chuckled over the nete and
nodded happily. “Pawnee Bill! That’s fine.
Sheriff, if I can ever do yuh a faver, jist
ask it of me, will yuh?”

“It Is of ne mement, sir.”

While writlng the nete, Henfy had
glimpsed the amount on that eheek. Five
thousand dollars, and a nete signed with
8 fictitious name. The act did not esincide
with what he had beard ef King Cslt.
Henry walked up to the pest-effice;, where
he found the eld pestmaster ai8he.

“Kiing Colt is golng to post a letter—
possibly today,” be told the old fan. “i
want the name and address on that let{sr”

“Official business, Sheriiff”” queried the
postmaster.

ll&rtain]y—”
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“Ill watch for it,” replied the post-
master.

But King Colt did not post the letter.
He waited until the last moment and then
gave it to the stage-driver to post at
Scorpion Bend. Henry saw the stage-driver
shove it inside his jacket, without even
looking at the address, and drive away.

That afternoon Judge Van Treece came
into the office, where Henry and Oscar were
taking their daily siesta. Judge carried a
copy of the latest Scorpion Bend Weekly
Clariam, which he flung on Henry's desk.

“Tthere, sir,” he bellowed, “is the latest
in hide-rippers! If my rheumatism were
better, I'd go to Scorpion Bend and force
that scavenger to eat his press. Damme,
sir, 1 sicken of his blatttiert?

Henry sighed, opened the paper to the
editorial page and read the following:

OPEN TO ALL CRIMINALS

In one day, at Tonto €ity, twe men
were brutally murdered and twenty-
three thousand dollars stolen. One man
was shot down, while the other was
killed by a blow on the head, and
thrown into a burning stable. This,
feiends, was all done in one day~—-and
in daylight.

If the Sheriff of Tonto has done any-
thing toward apprehending the mur-
derers and recovering the money, he
has kept his activities a deep, dark
secret. A coroner’s jury demamnded the
arrest of James Miller for the murder
of Edward Clay, the stage-driver, and
theft of 650 ounces of raw gold, but the
sheriff did not make any move nntil
James Miller was safely across the Bor-
der. With the evidence agaimst James
Miller, why did the sheriff allow Miller
te leave Tonto City the night before the
inqHesi? Was he trying te play one of
gm well:-known jokes on ihe Siate of

FHzoha?

How much longer will the citizens of
Wild Horse Valley tolerate the comedy
team of Conroy, Van Treece and John-
son? A red-nosed juggler of rubber
balls, a drunken disciple of Blackstone,
and an ignerant horse-wrangler,

While they rehearse their daily act,
eriminals plot and execute their crimes,
unhampered and unafraid. Gentdemen
of Wild Horse Valley, it is time to ring
dewn the ecurtain on this abominable
travesty of law enforcement, and put
in men whe ean give us a regime of
gfficieney in the sheriff’s office. In the
meantime, Wild Horse Valley is an open

invitation to any and all critnimedks—
deplorable as it may seem.

Henry looked up from the paper, a
quizzical expression in his eyes.

“Does this irk you, Judge?’ he asked
quietly.

“The truth,” replied Judge, “sometiraes
irks, sir.”

“But in the main, the editorial is right,
sir.”

“I deny nothing,” said Henry. “Our
sins seem to have found us out, Judge.
There is only one thing left for us to de.”

“Wiat is thatt?”’ queried Judge anxiously.

“iKeep right on running the office—in
our own dumb way.”

“Until we are thrown out bodily, I sup-
pose“”

“I suppose that is the only way we will
get out, Judige”

HUNDER and Lightaing Mendoza

rode into Tonte City, tied their horses
in front of the general store and went
across the street to the Tente Salleen, where
they sat down on the sidewalk topether.
They paid ne attention to anyene, until
Panehe Lopez, in all his sarterial eleganee,
but still bearing marks of Kiag Celt's fist,
eame aleng:

“Mizster Lopez,” said Lightning, Pan-
cho stopped and glared at the two peens,
who were far beneath his station,

“You like see sometheemg? queried
Lightning. Pancho moved closer, his eyes
curious, “See what?” he asked,

“Leetle closer,” warned Lightning,

Curiosity overcame Pancho, who slid
down beside them. Inside Lightning’s
cupped hands was an object that eaused
Pancho'’s eyes to snap wide. It was & eube
of raw gold, on one side of which was

SHOSHONE CHIEF

Pancho's eyes swept the surroundings,
No one was near, no one looking at them,
He took it in his hands. Cupidity was ia
his eyes, as he gazed upon that little pound
of pure gold.
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“That ees gold, I theewk” said Light-
ning. Pancho drew a deep breath and
shrugged his shoulders.

“Maybe eet ees not pure,” he said.
“Wéare you get heem, ef®”

“Not for telling,” interposed Thunder.
“How much dinero, Pamch®”

“Oh, I don't know,” replied Pancho,
“Maybe he ees wort’ twenty dollar.”

“You buy heem?”’ queried Lightning.

‘“Well, I tak’ chance,” replied Pancho.
“You tell nobody, ek?”

Pancho paid twenty dollars for a chunk
of gold worth about two hundred and forty
dollars, knowing that it was, beyond a
doubt, part of the loot from the stage rob-
bery. Then the two delighted Mexicans,
with money in their pockets, debated their
next move.

“I know wat ees the bes’ theeng for
doing,” stated Lightning. “We weel put
the money in the bamk”

“Tihat ees not wort’ the paper I cam
write on,” declared Thunder. “We buy
two bottle tequille—promtn™

“Sure,” sneered Lightning. “And w'en
the headache ees over, we are bosted. We
put half the money een the bank.”

“Tihat ees all right. How much ees half,
Lightmiumg?”’

“How the hell do T know? Let the bank
bost heem to halves”

Fifteen minutes later they came out of
the bank, filled with their own importance,
bearing a check-book, showing a deposit
of ten dollars, and each of them jingling
five dollars in silver. They went to the
Tonto Saloon, where each of them pur-
chased & quart of tequila, and then they
went out behind the saloon, found a shady
spot, where they began enjoying the feults
of thelr shrewd deal.

About an hour later Henry Harrison
Conroy sauntered into the bank, merely
on an unofficial visit. Howard McRae,
greeted him pleasantly. Then he said:

“Your two Mexican boys seem to have
acquired a saving habit”

Henry looked blankly at him. “You
mean Thunder and Lightmingy”

“¥es. I was not in here, but Steve told

me that they came in with a twenty-dollar
bill, deposited half of it to a joint account,
and divided the other ten dollars between
them.”

“I rather admire them for that mowe?
said Henry. “A half saved, you know. Well,
well! I must compliment them.”

Henry walked over to the Tonto Saloon,
puzzled as to where these two Mexicans
had acquired twenty dollars. Henry only
paid them ten dollars a month apiece,
which was more than their actual worth,
and payday was three weeks ago. This
suddenly acquired wealth was worth an
investigation. A discreet inquiry brought
the information that the twe Mexicans had
purchased two quarts of tequila and had
left via the back doorway.

Pancho Lopez was at the bar and heard
Henry's guarded inquiry. King Colt was
out somewhere, and Pancho anxiously
awaited his return. Henry went out behind
the saloon, where he found Lightning and
Thunder, curled up in the shade, sodden
with tequila. He took the bank-book from
Lightning's pocket, looked it over and put
it in his own pocket. Then knowing that
it would be hours before thelr recevery,
he went back te the office.

ANCHO LOPEZ was as anxious as

Henry, although he knew where the
twenty dollars came from. At first, Panehe
decided to try and get all that gold for
himself, but then he reallzed it weuld be
best t6 let King Colt in on the seeret.

When King Colt came back to the Tonto,
Pancho followed him into the office and
placed the ingot of gold on the desk. King
Colt looked it over, shifted his narrowed
eyes and studied Panche Lopez.

“Wirere did yuh get thatt?' he whis-
pered. Leaning across the desk, his voice
low, Pancho told him about buying it
from the two Mexicans. King Colt smiled
thoughtfully.

“So them two Mexicans killed Ed Clay
and took that gold, eh? Well, it works out,
Pancho. They discovered the body. Maybe
they killed Old Hailstorm, too. Pancho,
we're goin’ to get all that money.”



5 ARGOSY

“Sure,” smiled Pancho. “We buy 'em
out. Keeng. Twenty dollar for each chonk,
like that, eln?”

“Buy ’em out? You damn fool, we don't
have to buy ’em out. We can scare it out of
’em. Where are they mow?”

“Behin’ the ssHipom—dromk.™

“Keep an eye on 'em. When they sober
up, bring ’em to me.”

“The only theemg,” said Pancho quietly,
“ges that the damn sheriff mus' know some-
theeng. He come and ask the bartender
where ees them two. He try to find out
how much money they have. Then he go
and look at them, I watch from back
weendow, and 1 see him take something
frem ene man’s pocket and look at it. Then
he go 'way. W’at you theail’

“What was it he tock®”

Pancho shrugged his shoulders. “Quien
sabe?”

“When nobody is around, search ‘em.
Find what the sheriff looked at.™

Pancho nodded and walked out. A
glance through the window showed that
the coast was clear; so he sauntered out
behind the saloon, knelt down beside one
of the Mexicans and began going through
his pockets.

“If you should find anything—I would
like to see what is,” said a voice, and
Pancho perked up to see Henry Harrison
Conroy, leaning against the beer kegs.

Pancho got slowly to his feet, dusted
off his knees.

“I really did not expect to find you
picking pockets, Pancheo,” said Henry. “1
believe that in the parlance of places like
the Tonto, they call it ‘rolling’ the vic-
tim. Tek, tck, tck! And in daylightt”

“I was not peeking the pocket,” Pancho
managed to say.

“Pancho,” said Henry, “if 1 were you I'd
stay in Mexico. We do not need men
around here, who would stoop to pick the
pocket of a -poor, drunken peon. I believe
I shall speak to King Colt about it.*

Pancho choked, turned on his heel and
strode back into the saloon.

As a matter of fact, from behind a

curtain in his office, King Colt has ob
served the tableau, and he was walting for
Pancho. He saw Henty arouse the two
Mexicans, who staggered away with him,
Pancho came in, burning with indignatien.

“All right,” said King Colt. “You got
caught, eh®”

“Wadre de Dios? That damn beeg-nose
say I am pedicpmlett”

“Did you find anythin’ in his pocket?’

(‘Weng-"

“Uh-hub. T suppose that Lightnin’ had
another bar of gold, and that damn she¥iff
found it. No wonder he's guardin’ ‘em
Now, what’ll we de®”

Pancho shrugged his shoulders and
muttered, “Peek-pocket! Pancho Adeife
Alejo Bonifacio Guillermo Santiage Lopez
—a peekcpiett”

“And not a very good one, at that,
added King Colt.

Pancho began rolling a clgarette with
trembling fingers, while King Celt leaned
on his desk, his brow furrowed with
thought, his eyes centered on a shest of
white paper, where tiny particles of dust
were gathering. Moxe sifted dewn, as he
watched the paper. Slowly his eyes shifted
to a beam of sunlight, then upward tg the
celling, as though trying te make up his
find about what meve te make.

“The sheriff took them two Mexicans
away with him,” said King Celt guietly.
“Watch and see if they go home.”

Pancho nodded and walked out, ¢clesing
the door. King Colt ran a finger over the
dusty paper, lighted a cigar and leaned
back in his chair and looked again at the
rough ceiling. There was only the bare,
unpainted boards. Perhaps there was a Bit
wider crack between the boards near the
eenter of the room, but it was not netice:
able.

Finally he got to his feet and went into
the saloon, where he leaned against the ba¥
and drank several glasses of raw whisky.
The bartender looked anxiously at him, be-
cause it was not like King Colt to drink
so much whisky in such a short length of
time.

TO BE CONTINI ED NEXT WEEK



Sweet-Tallkiin® Man

K.O. was too old to fight but he claimed he was tough as an alligatan—and
even an alligator will battle when some no-account slicks him out of his supper

By EUSTACE COCKRELL

Author of “Glloves for the Governer,”
*Once a Hero,"” etc.

O. JONES stood first on one foot
and then the other and his grin
was gy, Jadk Fitzgerald ssidi

again, more sharply: “Come on, George,
don’t stand there-grinnin’ like an ape. Tell
me what you came up here for.”

“You sure hit the nail on the head,
Mistuh Jack,” K.O. Jones said enthusi-
astically. “Yes, suh, you sure hit the nail
on the headi”

ratedly off his bald head and looked at
K.O. Jones. “George,” he said evenly,
“you’ve come clear up from. Mesmphis to
tell me somethin’. Now you might as well
get along and tell it. Don't give me any
more of this nail on the head business and
stop scufffi’ your feet.”

“I was just agreein’ with you, Mistuh
Jack,” K.O. said, all contrition. "I was
just agreein’ about me bein' an ape. Well,”
he amended, “maaybe not exactly a ape.
More like a monkey, maybe.”

“Iisten to me, George Washington
Jones,” Jack Fitzgerald said slowly, “I’ve

Jack FEitzgerald brushed a fly exaspe- 57kn0wn you for twenty years. I've known
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you since I picked you up on the street
shinin’ shoes when you were sixteen years
old and I knew you when you were the
middleweight champion and I managed you
all that time and I know you.

“You got somethin’ on your mind, and
you might as well tell me and get it over
With.”

“Mistuh Jack,” K.O. Jones said des-
perately, not smiling now. “I'm busted ™

Jack Fitzgerald got up from his desk in
the little room behind his pool hall and he
walked over and looked at a picture on the
wall. The picture was of a lithe young
Negro, gloved hands up, beautiful in fight-
ing trunks. Jack Fitzgerald went back and
sat down at his desk. “How much do you
need?” he asked, finally.

“Mustuh Jack,” K.O. Jones said softly,
“you know I never come askim’ no char-
ity."

Jack Fitzgerald said quickly: “I know
that. I thought maybe a little loan. To tide
you over . . .” Something about K.O.
Jones' expression stopped him.

“Miistmh Jack,” he said, “when we parted
company I had forty thousand dollars and
I had me a good house and a good car.
But I met with a sweet-talkin’ man who
said he was from Chattanooga who wanted
to use my money for a little while and
then give it back. He was gonna help the
colored folks of Memphig and then give
my fmeney back”

“Why didn’t you let me know about it,
George?’ Jack Fitzgerald asked. “You
promised me you'd leave your money
where it was unless you let me know.”

“The mam,” K.O. said, “was in a ter-
rible great luxury. He said that if'n he
didn’t get it right then and there pretty
near that day, that he wouldn't be able to
swing the deal”

Jack Fitzgerald thought sadly of this
for a moment. “So you let him have it?”

“I let him have it, Mistuh Jack, after I
had talked to my lawyer. He tole me to
let him have it.”

“Your lawyer was a crookd®”

“He could follow a snake’s track and
never hurt his back,” K.O. Jones said.

“Who was the one that got the money?
Who was the sweet-talkin’ one?”

“He didn't rightly tell me his real name
1 eome to find later from Hoppy Hall, who
runs a gambling parlor on the gay way,
‘cause when I told Hoppy of the man
he says his name wasn’t Alvin Miller like’n
he tole me but was known in the Big Town
as Maxie Metaxa."”

Jack Fitzgerald snorted. “You lived
twelve years in Harlem, George,” he said.
“And you saw gamblers and gunmen and
thugs every day of your life. You were a
fighter in the big time. Didn’t you learn

“You taken care of me in them days”
K.O. Jones said logically. "An’ except for
four bits or a quarter on a policy number
I had dreamt strong 1 never misbehaved
myself to speak of.”

“If you don't want any money,” Jack
Fitzgerald said, “What did you ceme to
me . . .” he stopped then. “Uh-huh,” he
said.

O. JONES walked around the eesk

andl e reerstied! outt andl e fly dhat
Jack Fitzgerald had slapped from his head
and was new dronlng busily ever the desk
suddenly appeared wriggling between the .
brown right thumb and ferefinger ef K.O.
Jones’' right hand. “Fightin’” K.O. feﬂ%
said, “is the enllest trade 1 knew. Please,
Mistuh Jaek”

Jack Fitzgerald walked over to the wall
and pointed to a picture. “Who’s that?” he
asked.

K.O. Jones spelled out the name la-
boriously under the picture of the massive
figure with the big left arm straight eut
in front of him. “James J. Jeffries” he
said slowly. “The ole boilmaker.”

Jack Fitzgerald pointed to another ple:
ture. K.O.'s face lit in immediate recogni-
tion. “Jack Johnsom,” he said. “Li’l Arthuh
hisselif.”

“Jeffries tried to come back,” Jack Fitz-
gerald said. “He fought himself into an air-
pocket. He didn't have any one to whip.
So he retired. When he came back he
fought Johnson. It was pitiful. I don’t want
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you to look pitiful like that, Georgs”

“I've heard you speak of the old days
Mistuh Jack,” K.O. Jones said slyly. “An’
who do you think was the best middle-
weight of ’em all?"

Jack FEitzgerald looked at him a me-
ment, puzzled. “You or Ketchel,” he said
fimallhy.

“Uh-uh, Mistuh Jack., Not me nor
even Mistuh Ketchel. Uh-uh. Say another
om-”

Jack Fitzgerald grinned. “Oh,” he said.
“Fitzsimmons. But he was a freak. He
was big as Dempsey in his shoulders, he
was a frealk”

K.O. Jones gazed innocently at the eeil-
ing. “How old was Mustuh Ruby Beb
Fitzsimmons when he won the heavyweight
championship from Mistuh Gentleman
James J. Corlbetty?

Jack FEitzgerald smiled. He didn't want
to smile but he smiled anyway. “They
say,” he said, “he was thirty-eight years
old.”

“He was the light heavyweight eham:
pion, the middleweight champion and the
heavyweight champion, at the same time
and simul—at the same time when he was
the age of forty years old, or so you've
told me, Mistuh Jack”

Jack Fitzgerald grunted. “I told you he
was a freak . . .”

“I'm pretty freaky myself,” K.O. Jones
said and he was grinning then, a happy
grin. “LLike an old crocodile. You know a
crocodile ain’t gettin’ his growth good till
he’s two three hundred years old. I'm like
an old erocodile.”

“You may have something there,” Jack
Fitzgerald said. “They skin crocodiles.
Their skin is very valuable.” He picked up
the phone on the desk in front of him.
"Or maybe it’s alligators,” he said. He gave
a number and talked brieflly, then, to some
one on the phone.

“Sit down,” he said to K.O., holding the
receiver of the phone down, “and look like
a crocodile.” Then he picked up the phone
once more and put in a long distance call
to Memphis.

And K.O. sat down.

HEN Benjamin Bagadaccio came

through the door from the Fitzgerald
Billiard Parlor into the little office, he
walked over to the desk, tossed his head
slightly toward K.O. Jones sitting in a
chair by the wall and let his eyebrows go
up a fraction of an inch.

Jack Fitzgerald stood up. “This is Bag-
dad, George,” he said. “Bagdad, this is
K.O. Jones, my old fighter.”

Benjamin Bagadaccio turned his five
feet five and one hundred and ten pounds
on his heel like an automaton, took K.O.'s
extended hand limply and dropped it. He
bowed slightly. Hel diidin't sy ampytinimg).
K.O. Jones sat down.

Jack Fitzgerald went on gemiallly:
“George is just an ole crocodile, Bagdiad.”
He paused. “Who’s Maxie Metaxa?" he
asked.

Bagdad's expression didn't change but
he took one delicate, well'manicured hand
from his beautiful jacket pocket and waved
it across the desk once, thumb down.

Jack Eitzgerald picked a cigar carefully
from the box on his desk, lit it and took a
deep puff. He nodded his head, then slowly,
“I see, he said. Then added. “Will he
ganmiple'

Bagdad spoke then for the first time.
His voice was very soft. “No,” he said.
“He won't gamile”

“Will he bet?”

Bagdad took a cigarette out of his
pocket like a magician and lit it. “He'll
bet a poor widow womam,” Bagdad said
softly, “that the sheep won't kill the
butcher.” He took a drag from his cigarette
and let the smoke come out his nose and
mouth without propulsion as he filmished,
“If he gets odds”

Jack Eitzgerald turned to K.O. Jones.
“How old are you, George®' he asked.
“Honest?"

“I ain't right sure, Mistuh Jack, but I
judge near thirty-two years old.”

Jack FEitzgerald sighed heavily. “He was
a pretty good welterweight then when he
was eleven,” he said to Bagdad with heavy
sarcasm. “That’s when I picked him up.”

The phone rang then, and Jack Fitz-
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gerald picked it up. “This?l be Memphis,”
he said.

He talked quite a long time on the phone
and all the time Bagdad stood, not chang-
ing expression. K.O. Jones' face changed
expression, each time he heard Jack Eitz-
gerald mention a name he knew. Almost all
those names were distasteful in the ex-
treme to K.O. Jones, fetching back to him
memories of his house, now gone, and his
fine long red car, idle in a garage with a
large storage bill against it. Finally Jack
Fitzgerald put down the phone.

“It’s all legal, probably,” he said to
neither in particular. Then he turned his
attention to Bagdad., “Maxie clipped
George for forty Gs. All I saved for him in
twelve yeafs fightinr.”

Bagdad nodded.

“Down in Memphis,” Jack Fitzgerald
went on. “Very simple. Simple things for
simple people.” He paused again. “I can
get together about twenty thousand dol-
lars, I'd admire to have you with me in
this thing, Bagdad, because it’s gonna take
a fine Italian hamdi”

“What?” Bagdad said.

Jack Fitzgerald looked up. “I’'d like to
get it back from him,” he said. “And some
for you, too.”

“I don't have to have a cinch,” Bagdad
said then. “But I'm a gambler, too. I
want a lot the best of it.”

“All right,” Jack Fitzgerald said. “All
right. You come see me tomorrow mornin’,
I be ready to talk to you them”

Bagdad turned and walked to the door,
“Okay,” he said, then paused, with the
door open. “Sesame will win the fifth at
Bowling Green today. Take a hundred for
yourself but don’t let in your friends.”

“How can you be so sure, Mr, Bagadac-
cio?” Jack Fitzgerald said with genial sar-
casm.

“Because,” Bagdad said, and for a mo-
ment K.O. thought he was actually going
to smile, “he ain’t Sesame”

ACK FITZGERALD moved the desk a
little and then he moved the chair a
little so that it was in what light there

was in the room behind his pool hall, "Sit
down, George,” he said and be snapped
the scissors together experimentally.

K.O. sat down in the chair with trustful
docility. “Bagdad,” Jack Fitzgerald said,
“he’s got a sort of Indian look about him.
Give him a high hair cut and a droopy
mustache and we can bill him the Indian
Terror and nobody knows no differend.”

Benjamin Bagadaccio moved a little to
one side and contemplated K.O, Jones with
a hard impersonal stare. “They’ve done it
to horses,” he said.

Jack Fitzgerald waved his berrowed
tools. “He’s got a pan like a Yaqui Indian
if I ever seen one. I'll eut his half and
then let’s give a Jook.”

“He ain’t a horse,” Bagdad said logical-
ly.
“Hell's fire,” Jack Fitzgerald said. “Lem-
me try my hand for once. I can make him
a Yaqui Indian easy. Anyway, whatever
we make him, we got to cut off his hair.
He's gettin’ gray as a badger.”

K.O. Jones squirmed in the chair, “What
you doin’ to me, Mistuh Jadk?” he asked.
“I don’t want to be no Wacky Indian.
Can't you just get me a couple go's as
K.O. Jones, ex-middleweight chawmpiini?”’

“You want,” Jack Fitzgerald said, heavy
sarcasm weighing each word, “to fight
semi-windups for five hunnert a go and
have all the old-timers feeli’ sorry for
you?” Jack Fitzgerald snapped the sclssers
twice. "Youre forty years old if you'’re a
day, and I don’t aim for you to get in there
and disgrace yourselt under your Ffeal
name.”

K.O. Jones moved his head slightly, dis-
lodging the clippers. “I won’t disgrace no
one,” he said. “I want to fight as K.O.
Jones. We beat the best of 'em like that,
Mistuh Jack.”

“Hold still, George,” Jack Fitzgerald
said. And he warmed his clippers and ran
confidently up the side of K.O.’s face.

K.O. Jones gave a low moan. “You done
cut off my sideburm,” he said.

Jack Fitzgerald gave no sign he heard.
“Tthis barberin’ is a cinch,” he said, and
he gave his attention to the back of K.O.’s
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head, “We'll get him a couple go's with
tankers,” he said to Bagdad, “and make
him look bad but win. Then we'll throw
him in there with some strong young kid
he can beat and we’ll take Mr. Metaxa
like Grant took Richmomdl”

“You got it too high,” Bagdad said.
Too high on this side. Lemme have the
scissors for a minute. Maybe I can fix it.”

Jack Fitzgerald handed Bagdad the
scissors. “It’s gonna take some doin’
though,” he admitted to himself, “Have
you figured an angle?’ he added to Bag-
dad.

“What I'm tryin’ to do,” Bagdad said,
iis kind of feather it off. How come it
comes out in scallops like thatt”?”

Jack Fitzgerald looked up. “Whoa!"” he
yelled. “George, he's ruint you. Bagdad,
lemme have those clippers. You got your
side highern mine now by half an inch
and it still looks boxed off.”

Bagdad stepped back reluctantly. “I
was thinkim',” he ssid, “about a guy around
town I know. Named Willie Shoshone.
He's a real Indian and he looks kind of like
K.O. He was a pitchman, There’s a lot of
actor in him.”

“An angle?” Jack Fitzgerald asked.

“Well,” Bagdad said, “maybe we could
get him to say he was one of K.O.'s tribe.
Give him a flash roll to play around with
and maybe they'd take him for a ¢hump.
Lot of them Indians down around Okla-
homa got plenty dough from oil.”

“How is he for honest®" Jagk Fitsgerald
said -

“He'd have t8 Be watehed” Bagdad

said. “But | could de that” He togk 2
cigarette quickly frem his packet and lit
it. “Hold on, Jack" he said suddenly,
“Look what yeu're doin’ i this sige”
_ Jaek Fitzgerald stepped back: “It i¢ a
little highern yours” he saw. --@sgg,s
could train eut at your place; eouldn't hed?
he eeneluded: )

fJack:" Bagdad said, “let me have these
clippers: ¥ou got it Row %o high he's gonna
logk pretty funpy." He tosk the elippers
and werked delicately over K.B.’s right
ear; far over it “Yeah he said: “He

could train out to my place. Nobody is
there except at night. And it's good and off
the road™

“Well,” Jack Fitzgerald said, “if we
could get a coupla local kids that would
keep their trap closed, we could have him
train back here and only fly him east to
fightt. That oughta work all right, at least
for two three fights” He surveyed K.O.
speculatively. “Bagdad,” he said. “You’ce
way too high, way too high” He walked
once around the chair where K.O. sat.
Finally he stopped. “Work up some
lather,” he said to Bagdad, “we got to go
whole hog now.”

“Whole hog?” K.O. asked faintly.
“What you mean, Mistuh Jacik®’

“Bagdad has got your hair in such a
shape,” Jack Fitzgerald said sadly, “that
we're gonna have to shave your head. But
don’t worry. That's what we want to do,
fix you so nobody will know you.”

“Oh, Lord,” K.O. Jones ssid. “Oh,
Lordy, Lordy.”

“I'll drive him out to your place when I
finishh with him,” Jack Fitzgerald said to
Bagdad. “You get hold of that Indian you
was talkin’ about and bring him en out.
We'll start K.O. right in this afternoen.
He can do a little wood choppin’ and road
work before we need any sparri’ part:
ners")l

Bagdad looked at K.O. “You got him
lookin’ like a Turk, now,” he said. “He
looks like Yussuf Goulash himself. You
wouldn’t never know him”

K.O. gave a soft moan. “I could have
got me a W.P.A. job,” he said. "I surely
could.”

HERE is a restaurant in New Yotk
where men whe weuld be diseentented
with six percent per annum 6R Lheif in-
vestrients are wenit o leaf and eat. in fact,
fost of these men like semething at even
foney that wins in the feurth feund oF
something that pays six, twe, and even
and eanters in many lengths ahead. 1t ig
a self-evident faet, to them, that this is
better than even ten pereent per annum.
Maxie Metaxa was an habitue of this
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place, and even Benjamin Bagadaccio was
not unknown there, having made trips to
the city himself in his day.

There was considerable discussion among
a mumber of these gemtry one morning as
to the relative merits of some steeds that
would perform that afternoon at Belmont
but when Willie Shoshone came in the
door, all discussion ceased.

Willie walked to the bar and demanded
whiskey. He demanded it in loud and
perfectly understandable American. And
finzllky after some discussion with the pro-
prietor as to the laws applying to inns and
restaurants in the Commonwealth, he got
it.

Now his entrance and the argument
created a quiet among the ones who had
been discussing the horses because Willie’s
costume was sort of a cross between a
burlesque comic’s and a North Hollywood
cowboy’s and naturally took precedent in
interest over a mere horse, even a shoo-In
at eight to ene,

But the interest in Willie that had been
reasonably intense was downright ennui
compared with the interest that was
created when Willie fetched forth from
his pocket the wherewithal to pay. Be-
cause the wherewithal consisted of some-
thing that looked like a large handful of
very big bills, And it was.

[fHEsven’t you anything smaller, sir®”
the bartender asked, now deferential.

Willie looked at the bartender with a
look that should have withered him and
after some searching through the inside
of his money, found a fifty. “Keep the
change,” he said. And turning on his heel,
he departed.

Maxie Metaxa was the first one to say
anything. Finally be got it out. “Gawd,”
he said.

Ten minutes later Bagdad burst' into
the restaurant. He waved to a couple of
people he knew, but didn’t step. He rushed
up to the bartender. “iHas there been a
crazy Indian in here™ he asked, net teo
loudly. “In 8 screwball getuyr™

The bartender admitted that such a one
had been gone only ten minutes.

Bagdad cursed and started out. Maxie
Metaxa intercepted him.

“Hello, Bagdad,” he said genially.
“How're triicks?"

Bagdad stopped. “Lousy, Max," he said:
“C'm ten minutes late for a fortume”

Maxie Metaxa kept his face blank.
“How come?”’ he asked.

Bagdad looked around him. “Tihat In-
diam,” he said, “is the same tribe that has
got an old has-been named Al Gator. This
Al is supposed to be a fighter. He goes
tonight at the Uptown A.C. against Bennie
Smoot and that Indian is willin’ to bet that
he beats Beimie.”

“Qh,” Maxie said. “Where .
Bagdad was gone.

“I gotta find .himm,” Bagdad yelled from
the door. “I have gotta find hinn.”

. .?" But

HE Uptown A.C. was packed. It

hadn’t been packed since Ruby Gold-
stein feught there, en his way up, but te-
night it was paeked. Werd of meuth had
dene it. It was knewn that Maxie Metaxa
had, in plain sight ef many peeple bet
sixty theusand dellars against Chiet Willie
Sheshene'’s ferty theusand dellars that
Bennie Smest weuld ge the distanes: And
that was what packed the Uptewn A.G

Willie Shoshone was at the ringside, and
Bagdad was at the ringside. Maxie Metaxa
was complacent. Willie Shoshone was
drunk. His work done, he was relaxing.
Willie wag very drunk.

The semi-windup was over and the an-
nouncer was in the center of the ring.
“Tihere has,” he said into the amplifier,
‘“been a slight rearrangement of tonight's
card. I know it will meet with your ap-
proval. In place of Bennie Smoot, popular
young middleweight, who was injured enly
this afternoon*in an autemobile aeeident,
we are substituting Joe Hassard, leading
contender for the middlewelght erowm”
And there went up a tremendeus rear. 1t
isn’t often you see Joe Hassard for a del-
lar sixty-five tops and these peeple knew it.

Maxie Metaxa leaned forward before
Bagdad had a chance to get around the
ring and he asked Willle Sheshone ifi tones
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both loud and clear: “Is the bet still om?"

And Willie Shoshone, drunk new, car-
ried away with his role of wealthy plunger
leaned back in his seat and said so every-
body heard him, “Never heard of 'nyone
name Hashardl” Then in tones even more
clarlen he bellowed, “Let ’er ride. Let the
bet ride.”

Benjamin Bagadaccio stopped halfway
around the ring where he was running and
his face went perfectly white. Then slowly
he started down the aisle, toward Al Ga-
tor's dressing room.

Maxie Metaxa leaned back. “ithat cost
me two gramd,” he said to his companion,
“hut I figured if Rain-in-the-Puss was
crazy he was clean crazy and now I don't
take no chance at all.”

It smelled like liniment and stale cigars
and dried sweat in Al Gator's dressing
room and after Bagdad had told his story,
Jack Fitzgerald waited for almost a full
minute before he spoke. Then when he
spoke, he spoke to the brown figure lying
on the rubbing table.

“George,” he said slowly, “you’re fightin’
tonight against a guy that you would have
trouble with the best day you ever saw.
And George,” he added, “if you don't stop
him, we're all broke”

K.O. Jones rolled over. His shaved head
made him look ludicrous. “I thought I
was fightim" a young boy,” he said, “that
was a sucker for a right cross™

“There has,” Jack Eitzgerald said slow-
ly, “been a change. You're fightin' Joe
Hassard, and you're fightin' him for the
biggest purse you ever fought for. A cool
hundred grand. And you got to stop him.”

K.O. Jones puckered his forehead. “I'll
try,” he said.

O. JONES, alias Al Gator, came

ek to s comer att tive arndl of
the fourth round and he was breathing
hard. “He"s shifity,” he said, “and he can
hit, and I can't stop him when he boxes
me and stays on that bicycle” K.O.
Jones looked down his brown legs. “I can’t
atch him on these here legs like I once
§f could.”

“George,” Jack Fitzgerald said tensely
for the hundredth time, “you’'ve got to
make him come to you.”

“He’s a Fancy Dan,” K.O., Jones said.
“iHe won’t come in.” The bell rang and
K.O. Jones went out.

Joe Hassard danced in, stabbed two
long lefts at K.O.s shaven head and
danced away. K.O. Jones followed him
doggedly, slowly. Joe Hassard stabbed him
with a long left and retreated half aeress
the ring. K.O. shrugged his sheulders ts
the erewd and fellewsd him.

When K.O. came back to his corner
Jack Fitzgerald leaned over and said some-
thing to him. It was quite a long speech
for Jack Fitzgerald and he eould see that
K.O. didn't quite understand. Desperately
he seid: “iHe’s right dewn at the ringside.
It's the sweet-talkin’ man frem Chatta-
neoga. He's genna break me and Mt.
Bagdad, tee.”

K.O. Jones thought this over for a
long moment, but the bell took him eut
before he could reply.

The sixth round was even duller. 1t was
a fast, shifty boxer conservatively out-
pointing a tired old man. Al Gater was
definitely slowing up and there was a frowa
creasing his forehead and he seemed pre-
occupied. When he went bagk te his corner
he said: "Tell me that again, Mistuh
Jg@Ki,

“It’s an old trick,” Jack Fitzgerald said.
“but it may work. If it don’t we’ll all be
broke. The sweet-talkin’ man from Chatta-
nooga will have all my money and all your
money and all Mr. Bagdad’s money.”

Jack Fitzgerald added, trying te keep his
voice calm: “You can do It, George. Crowd
him to a corner and swing eareful, but
make it pop.”

“Hell come to me then, won't he,
Mistuh Jack?” K.O. Jones sald trustingly.

And Jack Fitzgerald answered him:
“Yes, George, he'll come to you, then.”

K.O. Jones came out of his corAer foF
the seventh round fast, and swinging. Jee
Hassard danced away, behind a-leng left
hand but all at once Joe Hassard found
himself in a corner and he eould see a
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looping right, swong from the hips com- had broken on the ring post. Joe Hassard

ing, and he ducked.

K. O. Jones' right hand swung around
Joe Hassard's neck and you could hear
it pop against the ring post in the forty
cent seats. K.O. Jones backed away and
his face was drawn and dirty looking. His
right hand was pulled against his chest
and his face was vaguely contorted with
poorly concealed pain. He stalled through
the seventh round but he never moved his
right. And Joe Hassard came to him in the
last moments of the seventh round and
Joe Hassard was grinning as twice he left
openings and the right cress didn’t comme,

Jack Fitzgerald kept his instructions low
and calm as he talked between the rounds
but the pride was in his voice; “Perfect,”
he said. “Perfect. He thinks your hand
is broke. I never saw a better job of actim'.
He'll come to you now and try to knock
you out, and he ain’t afraid of the right
any more. But stall another round and
then when he gives you that openin’, let
him have the Sunday pumch.”

K.O. Jones didn’t answer his manager.
He just sat there in his corner and his
right hand wasn’'t back on the ropes but
clutched to his side.

Twice in the eighth round K.O. started
a right and both times he stopped the
punch halfway to its target and it was
evident to everyone that the right hand
of Al Gator was useless.

Joe Hassard saw it, toco. And Joe Has-
sard knew a knockout would look better
on his record than a decision and so Joe
Hassard, young and contemptuous, came
in swinging.

Bagdad saw what happened. Bagdad saw
it all. Jack Fitzgerald couldn't see it be-
cause K.O. Jones was boxing straight
away from him and all he could see were
the big muscles bunching under K.O.
Jones' right shoulder blade as Joe Has-
sard came in to add another knockout to
his record.

K.O. Jones swung his right.

Joe Hassard was coming in, fast, disre-
garding the right hand that K.O, Jones

was finally setting this old man .up to
knock him out. This old man who had
a funny lot of sawvy in close but who had
been clumsy enough to break his hand
against a ring post.

And Joe Hassard caught that right right
on the whiskers,

K.O. Jones walked over to the ropes
and stood there, big tears he couldn’t stop
hurting his eyes, as he listened to the
count. “Seven, eight, nine, aaannnddd
outlr”’

“Miistub Jackd” he said.

ACK FITZGERALD had him, then,
around the shoulders and dewn at the
ringside the stakeholder was paying off
and a cop- was In the ring and Maxie
Metaxa was screaming something. But
Bagdad was taking big rells of bills from
the man who had been game eneugh to
hold the stakes and Bagdad had ene hand
under the front of his beautiful jacket as
if he were reachlng for something deep in
his lewer left vest pocket and Willie She-
shone was giving what he later said was
his tribal battle ery. K.O. jones was talic
ing half te himself, half te Jaek Fitzgerald.
“Y done all right” he said. “I dene all
ﬂ'ghm;_ﬂ

Jack Fitzgerald took out his knife then,
knowing, and cut the glove frem K.O.
Jones’ right hand.

K.O. Jones' right hand was blue under
its black hide and there was a little blood
oozing from a crease that ran from wrlst
to the joint of the thumb down to the v
that thumb and fingers made.

“I ain’t much of an actor,” K.O. Jones
said. “I really broke it on the post.”

And Jack Fitzgerald, looking at thé hand,
said calmly: “The cartilage is gone and it
will never heal. And you'll never play the
banjo with that hamd.” And then his voice
got a little low but K.O. Jones could heat
it. Above the tumult in the ring and the
tumult of all the voices. “But give me a
break,” Jack Fitzgerald said, “and let me
shake it”




For every drinker of the kehft was in his own mind a king supreme

Seven Footprints to Satan

By A. MERRITT

TAMES KIRKHAM (who is telling the
U siory) hes had nany weird adventures
=but nene 56 weird as his duel with the
rotesgue fronster whe calls himself Satan,
red by Satan, Kirkham is forced to go
threugh the erdeal of the steps. Of the seven
footprints;, Kirkham steps en two of the evil
ehes=whieh bind him te Satan for a year—
and takes advantage of Satan’s effer net te
cemplete the elimb, but te try again at the
8t fhe year. If Kirknam had stepped on
e gt the evil , his life weuld have

R st Satan's abselute eommand.
His first job for Satan is to filch a neck-
lace from a museuwm; in carrying out this
taek, he sees three of Satan's horde gladly

go to their deaths. They are drinkers of the
drug kehfi—am insidious potion which makes
them prefer the world of illusion and even
annihilation to their actual lives,

TZTIRKHAM determines to escape frof
X\ Satan's power—and {0 rescue the girl
Eve Demerest, with whom he is i lsve aRd
whorn Satan has chosen to be the mether st
his child. 1n this he is aided by Barker, a
Limehouse thief whese life hé enee Had
saved. He is net so sure of Dr. Consarding,
whe seems te be Satan's H%ht- R EE&H,
neF of Cebham the ehemist, ft t wher
he weuld like te help 1f he eauld.

Barker, because of his ingenulty as an
electrician, is master of a few of Satan's
mechanical secrets, He agrees o lead Kirle
ham to Eve's chamber. . . .

This story began in the Argosy for June 24

63



64 ARGOSY

CHAPTER XIV
SLAVES OF SATAN

BGEHR and 1 slipped out of the lift,

and crossed what was apparently a

ten-foot-wide corridor, black as a
windowless dungeon. We passed, 1 con-
jectured, through its epposite wall, and
aleng another passage of elghteen short
paces. Here Barker paused, listening.

Then in front of me a hairline of faint
light appeared. Slowly, ever so slowly, it
widened. Barker’s head became silhouetted
against it. Cautiously he advanced, peer-
ing out. Then he nodded, reassuringly. He
moved forward,

We were in a dimly lighted, narrow cor-
ridor. It was hardly wide enough for two
men to walk side by side. It was lined
and paved with some polished black stone,
into which the light from some hidden
source, seemed to sink and drown. We
were at one end of it. The floor fell in a
gradual ramp for a hundred yareds eF more,
and there the way either ceased oF eurved,
the light was so faint and the effect of the
polished stene so eonfusing I esuld net
tell whieh.

“Looks like a halley into ’ell, don’t it?”
muttered Harry. “Well, in a minute or
two try to sye it aim't”

He set grimly forth down it, I at his
heels. We came to the part that had per-
plexed me, and I saw that it was a curve,
a sharp one. The curve was unlighted, its
darkness relleved only by faint reflectiens
from behind. 1 eeuld net see its end. We
theved en into the thiekening gleem. The
floer had beeome level.

Suddenly Barker halted, his mouth close
to my ear.

“Lie down. Not a sound now when you
look in. On your life! Don’t ‘ardly
breatlie”’

I looked through the crack, 1 felt @ cold
prickling along my spine and in the roots
of my hair,

A little below me and not more than
fifty feet away sat Satan. And he was
opening the gates of his Black Paradise
to the dylng souls of the kekjt slavesl

E meaning of the scene struck clear
with my first glimpse of it. Satan was
leaning forward from a massive throne of
heavy black stone cushioned in scatlet and
standing on a low, broad dais. Hig robes
were scarlet. At his side squatted the ape-
faced monstrosity of an executioner, San-
chal. At his left hand stood two ffigures
with veiled faces. One ot them held a deep
ewer, and the other a golden goblet.

At Satan’s feet was a woman, rising
from her knees. She was not old, fair-
haired, and must have been once very
beautiful. Her body, seen through the one
white robe that was her only covering, was
still so. Her wide eyes were fixed with a
dreadful avidness upon another golden
goblet in Satan’s hand. Her mouth was half
open, her lips drawn tight against her
teeth. Her body quivered and strained as
though she were about to leap upon him.

The executioner whirred the loop of his
cord, and grinned. She strank back. Satan
lifted the goblet high. His voice rolled out,
sonorous and toneless. !

“You, woman who was Greta von Bohn-
heim, who am 1?»”

She answered as tonelessly.

“You are Saftzm.”

“And what am I, Sattar?

She replied:

“You are my godi”

I felt Barker shudder. Well, I was
doing a little shivering myself. The in-
fernal litany went on.

“You shall have no god but me!™

“I have no god but you, Sattarl?”

“Wiat is it, woman, that is your de-
sire?’

Her hands were clenched, and she drew
them up to her heart. Her voice was trem-
ulous, and so low that barely could I hear
it.

“A man and a child who are desdl™

“Trough me they shall live again for
you! Drimid!”

There was faint mockery in his voice,
and derision in his eyes as he handed the
goblet to the woman. She clutched it in
both hands, and drained it. She bowed
low, and walked away. She passed out of

3 A=15
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the narrow range of my vision, stepping
ever more firmly, face rapt, lips moving as
though she talked with one umseen who
walked beside her.

Again I felt the cold creep down my
back. In what I had beheld there had been
something diabolic, something that truly
savored of the Prince of the Damned. It
betrayed itself in Satam's cold arrogance
and pride during the blasphemous litany.
It was in his face, his glittering eyes, and
in the poise of his huge body. Something
truly of hell that possessed him, emanated
from him, hovered around him. As though,
as once before I have tried to describe it,
as though he were a mechanism of fflesh
and blood in which a demon had housed
itself.

My gaze followed the woman until I
could see her no more. The chamber was
immense. What 1 could see of it through
the crack must have been less than a third
of it. The walls were of rose marble, with-
out hangings or ornamentation of any kind.
There were pierced openings like the
mouths of deep niches, over which silvery
curtains fell. There was a great fountain
that sent up tinkling jets of waterd out of
a blood-red bowl. Couches of the rosy
stone were scattered about. They were
richly covered and on them lay, as though
sleeping, men and women. There must
have been dozens of these, for there were
a score of them within my limited vision
alone. 1 could not see the roof.

1 thought that these curtained apertures
might be cubicles or cells in which the
slaves dwelt.

A gong sounded. The curtains were
plucked aside. In each of the openings
stood a slave, their eyes fastened upon
Satan with a horrid eagerness. 1 shivered.
It was like an eruption of the dammned.

ATAN beckoned. A man stepped for-
ward toward the dais. 1 toek him fer

an Ameriean, a-Westerner. He was tall and
lanky, and in his gait something of the
roeking hablt of the range rider, His face
was the hawklike type that the meuntain
eountry breeds, and cutiously, it made the

4 A=15

peculiar pallor and dilated eyes masklike
and grotesque. His mouth was thin and
bitter.

Like the woman, he prostrated himself
before Satan. The veiled figure with the
goblet held it out to the ewer bearer, who
poured into it a green liquid. The cup
bearer handed the goblet to Satan.

“Rise,” he commanded. The suppliant
sprang to his feet, burning gaze upon the
cup. The umholy ritual began again.

“You, man who were Robert Tailler,
who am 1?”

“You are Sattari!

“And what am I, Satan?™

Again the blasphemous avowal—

“You are my god!™

“You shall have no god but me!”

“I have no god but you, Sattarl!”

“What is it, man, that you desine?"

The slave straightened, his voice lost its
lifelessness. His face grew cruel as that
of the executioner's own.

“To Kkill the man 1 hate—to find him—
to ruin him—to kill him slowly in many
m!”

“As you killed him once—too swiftly,"
said Satan maliciously, and then, again
tonelesslly:

“Trurowgh me, you shall find him whom
you hate, and slay him! DrindK!™

He drank and passed. Twice more I
heard the clang of the summoning gong,
and twice 1 watched the white faces of
these doomed ones with their avid eyes
appear through the silver curtains and dis-
appear behind them. I heard one man ask
for dominance over a kingdom of beasts.
Another for a paradise of women.

And Satan promised, and gave them the
green draft.

The kehft!

The subtle, devilish drug that gave to
its drinkers the illusion of fulfilled desire.
That turned the mind upon itself, to eat it-
self. And that by some hellish alchemy
dissolved the very soul.

I stared on, fascinated, Eve forgotten.
But if I had forgotten, Barker had not.
The crack through which 1 was looking
closed. He touched me, and we arose.
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Soundlessly we slipped up the ramp
through the dim, black passage.

1 felt a bit sick.

It had been no nice picture, that of
Satan wallowing in the worship of those
slaves of his, dealing them out love and
hate, dark power and lust, sardonically and
impartially giving each what he or she
most -desired.

Illusions, yes. But more real than life
to the drinkers when the drug had them,

But, God, their awakemning!

And after that awakening the burning
craving to escape realiityl To return to
that place of illusion to which the kekft was
the only key!

No wonder that the three of the museum
affair had gone to their deaths with such
blind obedience!

And, if Satan was not what he pre-
tended, very surely he was not disgracing
that power whose name he had taken.

I had paid little attention to where we
were going, blindly following Barker's lead.

“Well,” he whispered suddenly. “Was
I right? Wasn't it a halley into 'ell? What
Lhout Satan now, cap'm?”

I came back to myself with nerves jump:
ing.

“A drug dealer,” I answered him, “A
dope den & la Ritz. That's all. I've seen
opium joints in China that would make it
look like a trench dugout. And the pipe
hitters there would cut your throat for a
pill just as quick as these would for Satzm.”

Neither of which assertions was at all
true, but it gave me comfort to say them,

“Yes?” he said cynically, “Well, it's a
good wye to think. I 'opes you keep on
thinkin’ that wye, cap'm.”

I hoped that I might begin to think so.

“Soft along ’ere,” he whispered. We
were moving like ghosts in the darkness of
a passage. 1 had an indistinct memory of
having entered several lifts. Of even the
probable location of my room I had not
the slightest idea.

“Ere we are,” he mufttered, and stood
for an instant listening. 1 thrust my hand
into the pocket where I had slipped my
wrist watch, that its illuminated dial might

not betray us. I took a swift look. It was
almost half past midnight.

Barker drew me forward. There was a
faint scent in the air, a delicate fragrance.

Eve's!

We were in her room.

CHAPTER- XV
THE HIDDEN HANDS

“TDEEAT her to it,” 1 whispered incau-

) tiously. There was a rusile, as of
some one sittlag hastily up in bed.

“Who’s there?"' came Eve's voice softly.
“I've got my finger on the alenmi®

“It’s me—Jim,” I answered, as softly as
she, but mighty hastily.

“Jim!” A subdued light gleamed sud-
denly. “Wihere have you been? I've been
worried to death about you!!”

Eve was leaning forward from her pil-
lows, brow eyes wide and luminous, silken
mop of her hair a bit tousled. She looked
like a wakeful little girl who had been ex-
asperatedly pulling it. She was, also, the
prettiest thing I had ever seen. Every time
I looked at Eve she seemed prettier. 1 won-
dered when she was-going tdstiop. She had
on some sort of a lacy pink negligee. "All
the rest of my life, I knew, my heart would
beat faster whenever I saw a lacy pink
negligee, even when it was only in a shop
window.

She slipped out of bed, ran straight to
me, and kissed me. It was so pleasant that
I entirely forgot everything else.

I became aware of a queer noise behind
me. Harry was teetering from side to side,
his hands clasped, his eyes half closed and
moist, his face ecstatic, and he was croon-
ing like an affectionate parrot. He was a
sentimental burglar, Harry.

“If you want to say: ‘Bless you, my
children,’ go ahead, Harry,” Eve said, mis-
chievously.

He blinked, snapped out of it, and
grinned at her,

“Made me think of me an' Maggie," he
said. “Just like when we was courtim',
Eair -warmed my ’eart, it didl”
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“Well,” 1 said, “I move that this meet-
ing comes to order. We've got a lot of
ground to cover, and not much time to do
it. What's the chance of us being inter-
rupted, Eve?”

“Hardly any,” she murmured. “Frankly,
everybody does as they like about having
room parties. So everybody is extraordi-
narily discreet about visiting without an
invitation. On the other hand, Jim, you're
the one person it wouldn’'t do to have
found here. Our aversion to each other has
been so marked, darling, you know. Satan
would be bound te hear about it. And the
seeand he diidl—"

She didn't have to finigh the sentenge.
I had a very clear idea of what Satan
would do.

“It would be hard to explain Barker,
too,” she added.

“How about it, Harry?" | asked him.
“ILike to be any calls for you? Any awk-
ward searching panties?"

“Not unless something big goes wiong,,”
he said. “If they look for me in my reem,
I can say 1 was workin' somewhere else.
Satan won't be 'untin' me, that's certaim *

"“Well,” 1 said, “we’ll have to take senie
chances. But we'll talk low and in the
dark.”

Eve stepped over, and put out the lamp.
She drew aside the heavy curtains from one
of the windows. A faint light filtered in
from the moon hidden behind a hazy sky:
Barker and 1 moved the chaise lengue over
to a shadowed corner. The three of us sat
dowa upon it

We talked. Not the slightest use of set-
ting down a word of it. We got mowhere.
A few schemes gleamed brightly for an
instant, and then went glimmering like
will-o'the-wisps. The spell of what 1 had
beheld in Satan’s unholy shrine was heavy
on me, try as I would to throw it off. I
had to fight a sense of futility.

We were three flies in a web of the
Temple of the Footsteps. If we got out of
one, it was only to find ourselves in an-
other. But steadily Eve's warm, soft body
pressing against mine, her courage, her trust
in me that shone so sweetly from her

brown eyes, armed me against the devas-
tating sapping of my confidence. There was
a way. There must be a way.

ORE than an hour had passed, and

we had found not a single clue to it.
And Barker had been growing fidgety,
nervously abstracted.

“What's the matter, Hamry?” I asked him
at last.

“I'm huneasy, sir,” he said. “I don't
know why. But I ’ave a feelin' somethin’s
wrong somewhere”

It struck me as funny.

“Yaw're devilish well right there is,” I
couldn’t help chuckling. “It’s what we've
been giving all this time trying to right”

“Nq,” he said soberly. “I'm bl—I'm
hunusually huneasy. An’ I'm never that
wye hunless somethin's bl—'arrible wrong.
Cap'n, I think we'd better call it a night,
an’' get back.”

1 hesitated.

As 1 say, we had got nowhere. At any
moment one of us might get a flash that
would open up a way out. Truth was,
of course, I didn't want to leave Eve. But
there wgs no denying the little man’s dis-
tress. And if he should go and not be able
to returm—well, then I would be in a
pretty fix. 1 badn't the slightest idea of
where my room was, or how to get to it.

“We've decided a lot of things wen't
do,” said Eve. “It sounds silly, I know,
but it really is some progress, The day may
bring new ideas. We'll nieet again to-
nig]ﬁL”

“All right,” 1 said. “Well go, Harry.”

By the involuntary breath of relief he
drew, 1 realized how troubled he was. Eve
slipped to the windows, and let drop the
curtains. The room resumed its original
darkness. I felt her hand touch mine, and
then her arms were around my neck.

"“It’s going to seem a long, long time till
tonight, Jim, darlimg,” whispered Eve.

“"Umyt” came Harry's whisper, ¢ "Urry
up, capnll”

1 cautiously began to make my way to-
ward where he stood by the wall,

“Gord!” I heard him gasp.
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The word was thick with terror. I leaped
forward.

The ray of a flash light struck Barker
full in the face. A hand shot out with the
quickness of a smake, and caught his
throat. I saw his face distorted with agony
as his own two hands flew up to break that
merciless grip.

The light struck me in the eyes, dazzling
me. I ducked, and dived in. Before I could
touch whoever it was that held it, the
flasin dropped to the rug and Barker’s body
hit me like a bag of sand hurled by an
elephant. 1 staggered back with a grunt.
The lights in the room flashed up.

Just in front of me, menacing me with
his automatic, stood Consardine!

And Consardine’'s eyes were cold and
deadly. There was death in them. They
flastiest! from me to Eve. His face softened,
as though with relief from some fear. Swift-
ly it gave way to bewilderment, incre-
dulity, It grew hard and deadly again. The
muzzle of the gun pointing at me never
wavered. At my feet Harry gasped, and
staggered up dizzily. I put an arm out and
steadled him.

“What are these men doing here, Eve?”

Consardine's voice was still and flat, as
though he were holding himself in check
by enormous effort. I had read the thought
behind those swiftly changing expressions.
First that we had crept into Eve's room
for some sinister purpose. Then—suspicion
of Eve herself.

I must wipe that out. Keep Eve out of
it. Play on Consardine's first card. I an-
swered- him before she could speak.

“You're rather impetuous, Consamdiime,”
I said in a voice as hard as his own. “But
your gun makes that safe, I suppose, when
you let loose on an unarmed man. I was
restless, and decided to go back to the
bridge game. 1 got lost in your cursed rab-
bit warren. I ran across this man here who
told me that he was working around the
place. 1 asked him to guide me back to
my room. By some damned irony, he man-
aged to make the mistake of all mistakes
of getting me into Miss Demerest’s. Believe
me, I was quite as anxious to get away as

she was for me to go. Miss Demerest, |
think you will confirm what 1T say.”

I turned to her. It was an open lead,
and it sounded plausible enough. Consar-
dine paid no attention to me whatever.

“I asked you, Eve, what men are doing
here?’ he repeated.

Eve looked at him steadily for a mo-
ment, and then walked over and stood be-
side me.

“Dr. Consardine,” she said, “Mr. Kirk-
ham is lying like a gentleman, to save me.
The truth is that I asked him to come and
see me. And I asked Barker to guide him
to me. Both of them are entirely innocent
of anything except courteously doing as I
asked. The whole responsibility is nmine.”

E veins suddenly stood out on Con-
sardine’s temples, and the gun in his
hand wavered. His face Hushed. The esld
fury had given way to het anger. He might
Be just as dangereus,; but 1 had a flash that
Eve knew what she was deing, that her
instinet had Been truer than mine:

“So!” said Consardine thickly. *“You
thought you could make a fool out of me!
Dupe me! I don't enjoy being fooled. How
long have you two known each other””

“We never set eyes on each other until
you brought us together,” said Eve.

“And why did you send for hiinre?”

“To get me away from Satam.” answered
Eve steadily. “What elss?”

He regarded her with smoldering eyes.

“And why did you think he could do
that?” he asked her.

“Because I loveé him! And because he
loves me!” said Eve quietly.

He stared at us. Then abruptly all
anger fled, his eyes softened.

“Good God!” said Consardine.
babes in the womdl™

Eve put her hand out to him. He took
it, patting it gently. He looked us over
carefully again as though we were some
new and puzzling specimens. He turned
out all the lights except the shaded ene be-
side Eve’s bed, strode over to the window,
and peeped out the curtains. He came back
to us.

“You
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“ILet’s talk over this,” he said. “Barker,
I'm sorry 1 choked you. Kirkham, I'm
sorry 1 bowled you over. I'm sorry, too,
that T misjudged you. And glad 1 did.
Eve, 1 wasn't spying on you from out
there. You were on my mind. You have
been, child, for some time. I could see
how restless and disturbed you were at
the game. I thought—it was something
else.

“You were on my mind, 1 say. I thought
that perhaps you had not gone to bed. And
that a talk with me, who am more than
old enough to be your father, might help.
There were—some things 1 had to say. I
stood out there for minutes, hesitating. I
thought you might be crying. And just as
1 was about to do it, it opened and I heard
Barker ecurse. Then the rest happened.
That's all.”

I gave him my hamd. Barker grinned
widely, and saluted.

“Had I better be goin', sir?' he asked.

“Not yet,” said Consardine. “Kiitkham,
how long have you known Bamken?

“*E syved my life, e did,” broke in
Harry. “'E pulled me out o' ‘ell. Anm'
while we’re all tellin’ the truth, Dr. Consar-
dine, I'll sye I'm fair sot on doin’ the syme
by ‘im an’ ’is young lydiy.”

I gave Consardine a brief account of my
experience with Barker. He nodded ap-
provingly.

“First,” he said, “it will be well to
clarify the situation by stating my own
position. I am Satan's servant. I am bound
by a certain oath to him. I took that oath
with open eyes, fully realizing all that it
entailed. 1 came to him voluntarily, not
like you, Kirkham. I recognize that your
eath was under duress, and that therefore
you are entitled to act in ways that I am
net. 1 do net break my voluntary oath
ner my word. Besides that, 1 am convinced
that if 1 did 1 would not live long. 1 have
a foelish partislity for lving.

“I could cheat Satan of his pleasure in
my torture, but—I do not believe in any
existence beyond the grave, and I find life
at times, vastly interesting. Furthermore,
I have certain standards of living, appe-

tites, desires, and likings which my con-
tract with Satan insures of safisfaction.
Away from him they certainly would not
be satisfied. Also 1 was an outlaw when
I came to him. Outlaw I am, but hunted
outlaw I would be without his protection.
First and last—there is my oath,

“Let it be understood, then, that any
assistance that I can promise you will be
largely negative. It will consist of warning
you of pitfalls to aveid, and of closing my
eyes and ears to what I may see or hear.
Like this affair tonight, for instamoe”

“It is all we could ask, sir,” I said. “And
a great deal niore than 1 had anmy right
to expect.”

“And now I say to you, Kirkham,” he
went on, “that I think you have little
chance to win against Satan, I think that
the road you have picked has death at its
end. I tell you so because I know you have
courage, and you should be told what Is
in my mind. And 1 say it before you, Eve,
because you, too, have courage. And you
must conslder, child, whether you should
allew your lever to take this almest eertain
risk of death, or whether yeu sheuld de—
somethlng else.”

LOOKED into Eve's face. Her mouth

was guivering, and her eyes were tof-
tured. “What—=wihat is the semething else,
Dt. Censardine™ she whispered:

“Become Mme. Satan, I suppoese!” I
answered for him. “Not while I'm alive.”

‘“Tthat,” he acquiesced quietly, *‘of
course. But it is not what I had in miwdi—"
He hesitated, shot a glance at Harry and
quickly switched to another thought, or
back, rather, to his old one.

“Understand,” he said, “I want you to
win, Kirkham. In any way that does not
break my oath to Satan, or threaten my
prejudice for remaining alive, I will help
you. At the least—I will keep hands off.
But reslize this—I1 am Satan's servant, If
he orders me to take you, I shall take you.
If he orders me to kill you, 1 shall—lkill
yeu.”

“If Jim dies, I die. If you kill him, you
kill me,” said Eve tranquilly. She meant
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it. He knew she meant it, and he winced.

“Newerttheless, child, I would do it”
he told her. And 1 knew he meant that.
So did Eve.

“You—you started to—you were about
to speak of another way—" she faltered.

“I do not want you to tell me your
plans, Kirkham,” he interrupted her,
quickly. “Only this. Do any of them in-
volve your trying to kill Satend”

I hesitated. It was a dangerous ques-
tion to answer. After all, Consardine had
warned me he could be trusted only so far.
What did he consider the limits of his
oath?

“I perceive they do,” he had interpreted
my silence. “Well, it is the one thing you
must not attempt. It is the one thing that
is impossible. You may think you can Kkill
him while you and he are alone. Kifkham,
I tell you Satan is never alone. Always
there are guards hidden aboui—in the
walls, in secret places, Before you eould
fire, they would have you winged.

“And there is Satam’'s abnormal quick-
ness of mind. He would perceive your
thought before it could be transformed into
action.” If you tried it while others were
about they would have you down before
you could fire a second shot—assuming
that you managed to get in a first one.
And Satan has an uphuman vitality. I de
not belleve one bullet or twe eould kill
him any more than they eould an elephant.
The real polnt is, however, that you weuld
never get the ehanee”

Well, Consardine did not know every-
thing—that was clear. With that stone in
the wall of the slaves’ hall up half an inch
instead of a quarter, and a rifle poking
through the crack, I would not have given
much for Satan’s survival. Assuming, of
course, that basically he was human,

“Furthermore,” he went on, almost as ia
answer to my thought, “suppose you did
perform what 1 believe the impossible. Kill
him. Still there could be no escape for you.
Better to be slain at once. There is net a
place on earth where you could hide from
the vengeance of his people. For it is net
only by fear that Satan rules. Far from it.

“As he has told you, he pays his serv-
ants well. His continuance means ease,
luxury, safety, power—most of the things
of life for which man commonly strives—
to more people than you can imagine.
Satan has his splendid side as well as his
dark one. And his people are scattered
over all the globe, Many of them are more
highly placed than you, as yet, can dream.
Is it net se, Eve?”’

“It is so,” she said]

“Satan's throne does not rest upon the
backs of cringing slaves,” he said. “As al-
ways, he has his princes and his legions.
To sum up. I do not believe you can kill
him. If you try and fail, you die—hor-
ribly. And Eve is not saved. If you did
kill him, you die as inevitably. Eve would
be saved from him—yes, But will she have
her freedom at such a priae”’

“No! No!” cried Eve, and stood in
front of me, arms outstretched, despair in
her face.

“Comnsardine,’ I said abruptly. “Why
does Satan hide his hands when the climb-
ers go up the steps?’

“What's that? What do you memr??”

“I've seen him on the black throne three
times," I said. '“Twice with Cartright,
once with myself. He pulls the lever, and
then he hides his hands under the robe.
What does he do with them, Consmdiire?"

“Are you hinting that the steps are a
crooked game? That's absurd, Kirkieani?”
His voice was amused, but I saw his strong
hands clench.

“I'm hinting nothing,” 1 answered. *I
—wonder. You must have seen many go
up those steps. Have you ever seen Satan’s
hands in the open while they were mount-
ing? Think back, Consardiine.”

E WAS gdilent. 1 could see him mart-
shaling in his memery these he had
beheld beeckoned by the shining feetsteps:
And his face had whitened.
“I—ean’t tell,” he said at last. “I didn’t
notice. But—I don't think sp.”
He jumped to his feet.
“Nomsens=l!” he said.
means motiingg ™

“Even so—it
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1 was shooting in the dirk No, mot
quite. I was giving substance to that shad-
owy thought, that nebulous suspicion 1 had
feared to bring out before Barker.

“No,” 1 said. “Do you believe, then,
that Satan with all his genius for details,
his setting-up -of the cards, his discounting
of every chance—do you believe that Satan
would leave any door open through which
one could come and rule him? Has crown
and scepter ever been wao?”

"“Yes,” he replied disconcertingly. “Un-
fortunately for the doubt with which nearly
you netted me, Kirkham, they have. I
have been with Satan eight years. Three
times I have seen the steps co i

That was like a slap in the face. For the
nioment it silenced me. Not so Eve.

"What became of them®' she asked.

"Well,” he looked at her uneasily, ‘‘one
of them wanted somethimg—something
rather peculiar. He died of it in six
months.”

“Yes,” drawled Eve. “So he died of it.
What about the others?”

“One of them died in an airplane acci-
dent between London and Pariis," he said.
She was on her way to—what she wanted.
Not even Satan could have helped that.
Everybody was burmedi”

"Rattther unlucky, werem't they?' asked
Eve innocently. “Both of them. But the
thigd?”’

I dof't know,” said Consardine half
angrily. "I suppose he’s all right. He went
to Asia. I've never heard of him since
then, He wanted a sort of a hidden little
pocket kingdom where he could do as he
pleased. Satan gave it to him.”

“Two dead, and one—disappearad,”
mused Eve. "“But don't you think that
you ought to have heard something about
that third one, Dr. Consardine? Couldn't
you find out what became of him? Maybe
—imaybe, he died, too, like the others”

“As Eve says, two of them didn't last
long,” 1 said. “The third is doubtful. If
you were in Satam's place, Consardine,
wouldn't it occur to you that it was ad-
visable to keep up hope in the aspirants by
showing them now and then that it could

be done? It would to me. And, still assum-
ing that we thought like Satan, wouldn't
we hand-pick our successful climbers? 1
would. But 1 wouldn’t pick the kind that
would be likely to live long, would you? Or
if they were well and hearty, a little acci-
dent might be arranged. Like that Creyden
air bus yeu've mentiened, for instance”

“Gorblyme!!” gasped Harry. “The swine!
That wouldn't be ‘ard to do. An’ I’ll bet
’e done il

“Wiat does Satan do with his hands
when he hides them under his robe?” I
repeated.

“And what became of that third win-
ner?’ murmured Eve.

On Consardine’s forehead little beads of
sweat stood out. He was trembling.

“See here, Consardine,” 1 said. ‘'You
told us you didn’t like beihg a dupe. You
didn’'t like belng fooled. Suppese Satan
has been making a eolossal meek of you—
and the others, What happans”’

I saw the effort with which he mastered
himself. It frightened me a bit. After all,
I hadin't the slightest evidence to baek up
what 1 had been hinting. And if Consardine
g?opght that 1 was deliberately deceiving

g1=

But I wasi’t. The doubts 1 had raised
were entirely legitimate. Satan did hide
his hands, The bad after-luek of the step
conquerors had been something that €en-
sardine had knewn, net us.

“Barker,” he turned to Harry, “have
you ever looked over the fhechanism that
Satan tells us controls the cheice of the
Shining footsteps? Answer me! 1s it what
be says it is?’

ARKER wrung his hands, legking first
at him and then at Eve and e,
pitesusly. He swallowed snee oF twiee.
"Amswer me!l” ordered Consardlne.
"“Gord ’elp me, cap’n,” Harry turned to
me desperately. "I never wanted t§ lie
so 'ard in my life. 1 want to sye 1 'avep’t
seen it. Or that it don’t work them blesdy
prints. But Gord ’elp me, Miss Demerest,
1 ‘ewe looked it over. A it does work 'em,
Dr, Consardine, just as ‘e says it dees”
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Well, that was that. It knocked, appar-
ently, my theories clear through the vanish-
ing point. For a moment I had hoped that
the little man would be diplomatic. Say,
at least, that he didn't know. But I could
not deny him the right to tell the truth—
if he felt like it.

“That’s all right, Harry,” I said eheer-
fully. “What we're looking for is the truth.
And what you say settles everything, I sup-
pOSE.."

“I’d like to ‘ave lied, cap'n,” he half-
whimpered. “But, ‘ell, I couldmt.”

Consardine, 1 suddenly noticed, was be-
having rather oddly. He did not seem at
all like one whose faith in Satan had been
impregnably reenferced. He seemed, in-
deed, more disturbed than ever.

“Barker,” he said, “you’d better go now.
I will see Captain Kirkham back to his
room.”

Harry slid over to one of the walls. He
bowed to us miserably. A panel opened,
and he was gone. Consardine turned to us.

“Now, Eve,” he said, “I'll tell you what
brought me here tonight. I told you that
you'd been on my mind. So you have.
Damnably, I wanted to save you from
Satan. I had a way to suggest. I stole the
idea from Shakespeare. You remember
the stratagem by which the honest friar
schemed to get Juliet to her Romeo? And
cheat their respective warring families?
Their Satan, in a sense”

“The draft that would make her ap-
pear to be dead,”’ whispered Eve.

“Exactly,” nodded Consardine. “It was
something like that which I was about to
propose to you. To treat you, from my
medical knowledge, in such a way that the
health and beauty and spirit which make
you so desirable to Satan would fade—tem-
porarily. To put you in such condition as
obviously to make impossible, at least in
the near future, his personal plans for you.
And to keep you in that condition until he
had found a substitute for his paternal im-
pulses—or something else happened.

“There was a risk to it, certainly. Great
risk to you, Eve. The waiting might be too
long—I might not be able to restore to you

what I have taken from you. Yet you might
have preferred that risk to the certainty
of—Satan’s arms, I was going to let you
decide.”

“Was going to?" repeated Eve breath-
lessly. “Of course I'll take the risk. Oh,
Dr. Consardine—it seems like the way
out!”

“Does it?” he asked, grimly. “I think
not—now. The original scheme from which
I stole my idea came to grief, you reniem-
ber, because of Romeo, Well, I was reckon-
ing without Romeo. I didn't know there
was one.”

“I—F don't quite—get that,” said Eve.

“Child,” he took her hands, “are you
willing to give up your lover? Never see
him, never meet him, never communicate
with him. Not for weeks or months, but
for years? Kill your love for him, or live
on, starving upon meeniBs?”’

“No,” answered Eve directly, and shook
her curly head.

“Amd even if you persuaded her to, Con-
sardine, what do you think I would be de-
img?" The bare suggestion stirred in e
resentment and stubbora anger. “Fold iy
hands and turn my eyes heavenward and
meekly murmur: ‘Thy will be done!® Nst
me!l”

“I'm persuading no one, Kirkham,” he
replied quietly. “I'm only pointing oeut
that it's the only way the thing could be
done. If I did to Eve what I*have de-
scribed, what would happen? Treatment
here for a time, of course, so Satan eould
see her failing. Then her removal seme-
where, for other doctors to loek after her.

“Her symptoms could not be felgned.
The medical fraternity is not wholly repre-
sented by me in Satan’s entourage. He has
some highly placed specialists ameng his
dependents. And if he has not, he eeuld
call them in. And would, unless at the
very outset he was persuaded that her een-
dition would inevitably mean a faulty ma-
ternity, weakness in offspring. Forgive me,
child, for talking so plainly, but it’s ne
time to be beating around the bush.

“The specialists I could take care of.
Hoodwink. I could have been a very
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greatt—" He hesitated, and sigiwdi—"well,
no matter. But Satan has set his will on
you, Eve. He will not lightly give up his
purpose. If it were only as a woman that
he desired you, it would not be so difficult.
But you are more than that to him, far
more. You are to be the bearer of his child.
Not upon my word alone, much as he trusts
my judgment, would he relinquish you as
unfit. He would have to be convinced be-
yond all doubt—amd therein lies the danger

to you and possilhlly—death.”

E PAUSED, looked pityingly inito her
troubled eyes. “Too great a risk,” |
said, “I'll try my way first, Consardime."
“Enter Romeo,” he smiled faintly.
“YouTl have to, Kirkham. You've made
the other impossible. You think that life
would be worthless without Eve, I take it?"
“I don't think it, T know it," 1 answered.
“And you feel the same way absut—
Tiime?*

“Yes," she said softlv. “But—to save
his life—"

“It wouldm't,” said Consardine. “I
know men and women. No matter what you
made up your mind to do, Eve, he would
be working and planning to get you away.
Nor are you exactly the kind to sit down,
as he expresses it,, with meekly folded
hands. He would be trapped, sooner or
later. 1t might very likely follow that the
trick weuld be discovered. Then 1 would
have te give up my foolish prejudice for
living: 1 wen't take the ehanee of that.

“But, assume that you do escape. To-
gether. You would be two hares running
around the world with the hounds constant-
ly at your heels. Satan's hounds, always
oA the move. Always with his threat hang-
ing over you. Would such a life be worth
living? There might be a child. Be sure
that Satan’s vengeance would niot spare it.
1 repeat—would such a life be worth liv-
ing?”

“No,” 1 said; and Eve drew a deep
breath and shook her head.

"“Wiat can we do?* she whispered.

Consardine strode once across the room
and back. He stood before me, and I saw

that again the veins in his forehead were
standing out like cords, and that his gray
eyes were hard and cold as steel. He tapped
me thrice on the breast with his fist.

“Fiind out what Satan does with his
hands when he hides theni™ he said. He
turned from us, plainly not trusting himself
to speak further.

Eve was staring at him, wondering even
as 1 at the intensity of the rage that was
shaking him.

“Come, Kirkham.” He had mastered
himself. He ran his fingers through Eve’s
bob, ruffling it caressingly.

“Babes in the wood,” he repeated. He
walked to the panel slowly, eonsiderately.

“Tomight,” 1 whispered to Eve,

Her arms were around my neck, her lips
pressed fo mine,

“Jim—dear!” she whispered, and let me

§o-

T looked back as 1 passed through the
epening: She was standing as 1 had left her,
hands stretched out to me, eyes wide and
wistful. She was like a lonely little child
afraid to go to bed. I felt a deeper twinge
at my heart—a strengthening of resolve.
The panel closed.

In silence 1 followed Consardine as he
led me to my room. He entered with me
and stood for a moment staring at me som-
berly. Quite suddenly T felt dog-tired.

*I hepe you sleep better tonight than I
shalll,” said Consardine abruptly.

He was gone. | was too tired to wonder
what he had meant by that. 1 managed
to get out of my clothes, and was asleep
before 1 eould draw the bed covers over me.

CHAPTER XVI
SATAN OUTLINES A VENTURE

E ringing of the telephone aroused
fe. 1 reached out fer it, enly half
awake, not in the least realizing where 1
was. Consardine’s veiee brevght me eut
of my lethargy like a bueket of water.
“fHello, Kirkham,” he said. “[Don’t want
to spoil your beauty sleep, but how about
having breakfast with me and then taking
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a canter? We've some excellent horses, and
the morning's too nice to be wastedl”

“Fine,” I answered. “I'll be down in ten
minutes, How will I find you?"

“Ring for Thomas. I'll be waiting"
He hung up.

The sun was streaming through the win-
dows. I looked at my watch. It was close
to eleven. I had slept soundly about seven
hours. I rang for Thomas.

Sleep, a plunge, and the brilliant sun-
shine that sent the shadow of Satan far be-
Jow the rim of the world. Whistling, I
hoped half guiltily that Eve felt as fit. The
valet brought me out what Barker would
have called a “real tysty ridin' rig." He
eonvoyed me to a sunny, Old World, lovely
room looking out on a broad green terrace.
There were a dozem or so nice-looking
people breakfasting at small tables. Some
ot them I had met the night before.

Over in the corner I saw Consardine, |
joined him. We had an extremely pleas-
ant meal, at least I did. Consardine did
not seem to have a care on earth. His
talk had a subtly sardonic flavor that I
found most stimulating. So far as the con-
versation was concerned, our encounter in
Eve's room might never have heen. He
made no slightest reference to it; nor, fol-
lowing his’ lead, did I.

We went from there to the stables. He
took a powerful black gelding that whin-
nied to him as he entered. I mounted a
trim roan. We rode at a brisk canter along
bridle paths that wound - through thick
woods of scrub pine and oak. Now and
then we met a guard who stood at attention
and saluted Consardine as we passed by.

It was a silent ride.

We came abruptly out of the woods.
Consardine reined in. We were upon the
cleared top of a low hillock. Below us
and a hundred yards away sparkled the
waters of the Sound.

Perhaps a quarter mile out lay a perfect
beauty of a yacht. She was about two hun-
dred feet long and not more than thirty in
beam. Seagoing and serviceable, and built
for speed as well. Her paint and brass
shone dazzling white and golden.

“The Cherub,” said Consardine dryly.
“She’s Satan’s. He named her that be-
cause she looks so spotless and innocent.
There is a more descriptive word for her,
however, but not a polite one. She can do
her forty knots an hour, by the way.”

My gaze dropped from the yacht to a
strong ‘landing that thrust out from the
shore. A little fleet of launches and speed
boats were clustered near it. I caught a
glimpse of an old-fashioned rambling house
nestled among the trees near the water's
edge.

My eyes followed the curve of the shore.
A few hundred feet from the pler was a
pile of great rocks, huge bowlders dropped
by the glacier that once covered the island.
I started, and looked more closely.

Upon one of them stood Satan, black-
cloaked, arms folded, staring out at the
gleaming yacht. I touched Consardine’s
arm.

“Look!” I whispered. “Sat—" 1
stepped. The rock was bare. I had.turned
my eyes from it for the barest fraction of
a second. Yet in that time Satan had dis-
appeared.

“What did you see?” asked Consardine.

“Satan,” I said. “He was standing on
that pile of rocks. Where could he have
gone?”’

“He has a hole here,” he answered in-
differently. “A tunnel that runs frem the
big house to the shore”

E SWUNG around to. the woods. 1

followed. We rode aleng for a guar:

ter of an heur mere. We carme eut inie a

small meadow through which ran a Bresls

He dismounted and dropped the reins ever
the blaek’s neek.

“I want to talk to you,” he said to me,

I gave the roan its freedom, and sat
down beside Consardine.

“Wiinkiham, you've set my world roeking
under my feet,” he said curtly. “You’ve
put the black doubt in me. Of the few
things that I would have staked my life
on, the first was that Satan’s gamble of the
seven footprints was a straight one. Aad
now—I would not.”
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“You don't accept Barker's testimony,
them?' 1 asked.

“Talk straight, Kirkham,” he warned
coldly. “Your implication was that Satam
manipulated the telltale steps from the
Black Throne. With his hidden hands. If
so, he has the cunning to do it in a way
that Barker, going over the other mecha-
nism, would never suspect. You know that.
Talk straight, 1 tell you.”

“The thought that Barker might be
wrong occurred to me, Consardine,” 1 said.
“I preferred to let it occur to you without
my suggesting it. I had said enougin”

“Too much—or not enough,” he said.
“You have put the doubt in me. Well,
you've got to rid me of it.”

“Just what do you mean by that?" I
asked him.

*“I meam,” he said, “that you must fiind
out the truth, Give me back my faith in
Satan, or change my doubt into certaiimty.”

“And if 1 do the latter—" 1 began
eagerly.

"You will have struck a greater blow
at him than any with knife or bullet. You
will be no longer alone in your fight. That
1 promise youL”

His voice was thick, and the handle of
his riding crop snapped in the sudden
clenching of his strong hand.

“Consardine,” 1 said  bluntly, “why
should the possibility of Satan's play being
crooked move you so? You are closest to
him here, 1 gather. His service, so you
say, brings you all that you desire And
you tell me he is the shield between you
and the law. What difference, then, does
it make to you whether his gamble of the
seven feetprints is oA the level eF iswtt?”

He caught my shoulder, and 1 winced at
the crushing grip.

“Because,” he answered,
Satan's sentence of deatfii”

"“You!" 1 exclaimed incredulously.

"For eight years.” he said, “that threat
has been over me. For eight years he has
tormented me, as the mood swayed him.
Now with hint of the imminent: carrying
out of that sentence; now with half prom-
ise of its wiping out and anether trial at

“I am under

the steps. Kirkham, I am no coward—yet
death fills me with horror. If I knew it
to be inevitable, I would face it calmly.
But I believe it to be eternal blackness,
oblivion, extinction. There is something in
me that recoils from that, something that
shrinks from it with a deadly terror, with
loathing. Kirkham, 1 love life.

“Yet if the gamble was straight, he was
within his rights. But if it was not straight
—then all those eight years he has played
with me, made a mock of me, laughed at
me. And, still laughing, would have
wiatched e go to whatever death he had
decreed, unresisting, since 1 would have
believed that by my eath 1 was se bound.

“And that, Kirkham, is not to be en-
dured. Not by me!

“‘Nor is that all. I have watched many
men and women take the steps, risking all
on Satan's word. And I have seen some of
them go to death, as calmly as I would
have done, thelr honor, like mine, rooted in
dishoner. And others go broken and willing.
Like Cartright. While Satan laughed. And
there are mere whe live like me en Satan’s
sufferanee. And all this en a east of leaded
diee. 1f se, then 1 fell you, Kirkham, it is
pet a thing o be berne! Ner shall it be
Berme!”

He plucked at his collar, gasping, as
though it choked him.

“God!"” he whispered. “To pay him back
for that! If it is true—I would face death
—singing—but 1 must know if it is true.”

WAITED until he had regained control.
“Help me find out whether it is or not,”
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“No,”” he said stubbornly. “Why
should I? It is up to you, Kirkham. It is
you who have raised the doubt. It is you
who must resolve it. One way or the other,
After all, ydfur suspicions are based upon
the vaguest evidence. A triviality, and two,
or it may be three, perfectly explicable
happenings. The chances that you are
wrong are enormously greater than those
that you are right. Why should I risk my
life upon them?

“I have already gone far. I have prom-
ised you neutrality, and somewhat more. I
will go no further. Take Barker. I prom-
ise neither to see nor hear you should I
meet you in your—wanderings. But at this
time I will not invite certain death by
joining you in them. I have been reason-
ably content. If you are wrong, I shall still
be. If you are right—ah, then, I repeat,
you will be no longer alone.

“In the meamtime—Michael Consardine
holds fast to his place in the sum”

He chirruped to the black gelding, and
mounted it. There was no use in further
argument, that was plain. We rode away,
through the" woods, and after a while
turned back to the chateau.

I left him at the stable, and went to my
rooms to change. There was a note pinned
to my pillow. It was from Satan. A casual
sort of message. He hoped that I was
enjoying myself as I deserved, and would
see me about nine o’clock that evening.

The rest of the day passed uneventfully.
The more I thought over Consardine’s talk,
the more I sympathized with his viewpoint.
Also, oddly enough, the higher rose my
spirits. I sat down to dinner in a pleasantly
reckless state of mine.

Consardine was at the head of the board
as on the previous night. I had Cobham for
companion. I saw Eve toward the far end.
She ignored me. It was difficult for me to
do the same toward her.

Cobham had been drinking. For some
reason he seemed to feel a certain responsi-
bility for me. He paid no attention to any
one else, nor would he let me. He was vast-
ly interesting, but as the time wore on I
began to feel a profound distaste for Cob-

ham. He was expounding his theories of
life as a mere electro-chemical reaction. He
made it clear that neither the individual
nor the mass meant anything to him in
terms of what is commonly called human-
ity. He was appallingly callous about it.

He seemed to have no more feeling about
men and women than he would have about
his test tubes. Rather less, I fancied. In
fact, that was what men and women ap-
peared to him to be, just a lot of animated
test tubes with minute curiosity-provoking
differences in their coatents. And he saw
no reason why they should not be broken,
or emptied or the contents changed in the
way of experimentation. He skeiched a
few rather awful experiments with gases
upon the kehft slaves, At least 1 heped
that the unfortunate subjects had been the
slaves. He did not say se.

Listening, I was convinced that of the
two Satan might be the more human. Cob-
ham kept on drinking steadily. The enly
effect of the liquor was to make him more
coldly, inhumanly scientific,

“You've got too much sentiment in your
ferment, Kirkham,” he said. “You prob-
ably think that life is sacred, to use the
cant word, not to be destroyed unless by
dire necessity. Bosh! It is no more sacred
than the current I turn on or off at will
from my lamps, nor the ferments in my
tubes that I end at will. Whenever did
nature give a damn about the individual?
Neutralize the weakening ingredlent in
you, Kirkham, and you might becerie a
great man. 1 ean do it for you, if yeu will
let me.”

I promised to think it over.

T EIGHT thirty Satan appeared. 1

had been wondering where 1 was to

see him. Consardine yielded his plaee, and
Satan beckoned me to sit at his left hand.

“To my new follower, James Kirkhaim,”
he raised his glass. ‘J am much pleased
with hium”

They drank to me, standing. I saw Eve
pointedly set down her glass uitouched.
So, as she had meant him to do, did Satan.

At eight forty-five, as though at some
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signal, the company began to drift out of
the room. In a few minutes there re-
mained only Satan, Cobham, and myself.
It rather surprised me to see Consardine
leave. Servants cleared the table, and at
a nod from Setan withdrew,

“Ttere is a ship,” he began abruptly,
“that sails from Havre within three days.
She is the Astarte, a slow boat. She car-
ries some things of superlative beauty
which 1 feel it time for me to claim. There
is a paintiag by Sir Joshua Reynelds, an-
other by Romney. There is an ewer of roek
erystal, and twelve roelk erystal eups, mar-
veleusly engraved and set with great
eabechon sapphires and rubies:

*“They were made, it may be, in ancient
Crete for Queen Pasiphae. At least they are
immemorially old. And to them -an up-
known genius gave his best. They were
leng hidden in the Kremlin., The Belshe-
viki have seld them. There is a necklaee of
emeralds Upen eaeh of whieh is graven ene
of the metameorpheses of Ovid. There is
nething like it in the wenldl”

He paused, then bent his head toward
me.
“I must have them, James Kirkham.
You and Cobham shall get them for me.”

I bowed, awaiting further enlightenment.
Cobham, I noticed, had not drunk anything
since Satan’s entrance. He did not show
at all what he had drunk. He sat silent,
eyes upon the glass with which his fingers
played; eynleal, a falnt smile upon his full
lips: Yet 1 felt that he was watehing fhe
eovertly, as though awaiting something.
Whatever Satan was about to tell me. 1

ispested, that he had already gene ever it
with Rim.

“I have selected you as leader,” Satan
went on, “not only because the task may
demand the exercise of unusual resourceful-
fiess, but also that close obedience to orders
which you have proved to e you can exer-
gise. 1 am merely outlining the venture to-
night se you fhay be turning it over in your
mind. You will receive your detailed in-
structions before yeu sail.”

Sail? That meant leave Eve! 1 moved
restlessly. I suppose my discomfiture
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showed in my face. At any rate, he sensed
it.

“Yes,” he said. “The transfer will not
be made on land after the Astarte arrives.
1 prefer to make it on the high seas. You
are to engage in what the prejudiced would
call piracy, James Kirkham. Ah, well, it
is a romantic ealling”

He eyed me, faint malice in the sparkling
gaze.

“Amnd you have your romantic side,” he
purred. “I admire it. For I, too, have mine,
Therefore 1 envy you, somewhat, this ven-
tl'm-”

“And 1 am gratefull” 1 smiled, meeting
his scrutiny squarely. But the palms of
my hands had grown suddenly moist.

"“The Astarte,” he continued, “will take
the southern route. There is little likeli-
hood of her encountering any serious
storms at this time of year in those lati-
tudes, On the day she sails, yeu and Ceb-
ham will set eut in my yaeht whieh 1 per-
ceived you admiring teday.

“Besides her crew, the yacht will carry a
dozen of my drinkers of the kekft. They
will be for use in emergency. But it is my
hope that none such ay arise. The
Cherub, is it net a levely —the
Cherub will leave estensibly for 2 eaasbwise
voyage. On the first day euf; the Right
rather, the Cherub will eease 8 bBe Rer
angelie seif—=yes,; 1 assire you there were
girl eherubs as well as boy enes:

“She will be cunningly changed to the
semblance of the Sea Wolf, the yaeht of an
eminently respectable financier which at
that moment will be logging aleng its un-
suspeeting way t6 Havapa. This alse in
case of emergency. And, of eourse;, the
name of the Sea Wolf will replace that of
tg? Cheridp wherever the name is netice-
aBle:

“You will circle the Astarie two days
later at a designated section, keeping out of
sight, of course. Her speed is fifteen knets,
yours forty. You will be able therefere t6
stop her, remeve what 1 desife, and get
back bere—again the inneeent; spotless
Cherilb—at least twe days befere she ean
arrive in pert”’
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Y HEART, which, had been growing

steadily heavy, lightened. Satan in-
tended no mischiet to the ship then, er to
its erew. Else he would net speak of her
return, Cobham gave a short bark, like a
suppressed laugh. The ecynicism of his smile
had deepened. Satan’s blue stare rested
upen him for an instant. Cobham moved
uneasily.

“You have planned, of course, sir,” 1
said, ‘“how we are to stop the Agmfes™

“Naturally,” he answered. “I am com-
ing to that. At this time of year, this boat
would not carry more than a hundred per-
sons. Some of the passengers she does car-
ry will be my people. But besides that, I
have- arranged it so that there will be even
fewer than usual. A number of staterooms
have been reserved for a tourists’ club. But,
oddly, just before the Astarte is to - sail,
these reservations will be canceled.

“Tere will have been an unavoidable
change of plans. The generous represenmta-
tive of the club will waive all claims upon
the reservation money, and the line will be
guaranteed indemnity. The Astarte, be-
cause of the anxiety of the owners of the
objects I intend to acquire, will not delay
her sailing. I think there will be not more
than thirty passengers, of whom ten, at
least, will be of my following.

“Very well, James Kirkham. We come
now to the night of your adventure. All
that afternoon you have been following the
Asterte at a distance of ten miles, It is a
moonless night. At nine o’clock there is a
concert going on in the salon. The few pas-
sengers are a happy little family party.
They are probably all there. So are some
of the officers. You have put out your
lights and have steamed up to within four
miles.

“Tihere will be a signal from the Astarte
which you will answer, At the moment of
that signal, two men assigned to that task
will hurl a few bombs into the engine room
of the Asterte. The bombs will be filled
with a certain gas, the invention of Mr.
Cobham, Immediately thereafter the occu-
pants of the engine room will take no- fur-
ther interest in their work A third man

of mine will slip into the engineroom and
bring the boat to a staundisilll”’

He paused, scrutinizing me; I felt upon
me again the covert glance of Cobham. By
some miracle I managed to keep from my
face the horror I felt as I inquired!:

“Well, that wipes out the engineroom
crew. Then wheatt?”

For many moments Satan did not answer
me. His brilliant eyes searched me. I drove
from my mind the swift picture that had
come into. it of men choking and writhing
on the floor of the Astarte’s engineroom.
I bore his gaze, frowning as though puz-
zled. Whether he had found what he had
been hunting, I do not know, but suddenly
its disconcerting intensity diminished.

“Oh, fie, James Kirkiran!” he said une-
tuously. “It is not necessary to kill, The
gas I refer to is not lethal; it is a sleep
gas/ Its effect is practically instantaneous.
At least, it acts within five seconds., But it
is barmless. Six hours, and Its breathers
awaken without even a headache, How
bloodthirsty he thinks us, Cebhai!”

Something warned me to hide my relief,
even as I had hidden my dread.

“We still have the officers and the
crew,” I said indifferently. “What hap-
pens to them? Frankly, in all you have
outlined, Satan, I seem to bg nothing but
an onlooker—a messenger boy.”

“The venture at this point passes ifto
your hands,” he answered. “You will by
this time have drawn up.beside the Asta¥ie,
and will board her with Cobham and a suf-
ficent force to take charge. Conditigns
may now arise which I can foresee, but
must trust to your ingenuity and eourage
to meet. There will be much eonfusion
on board the Astarie.

“You must see to it that no beats are
launched, and that no one escapes from her.
Before you board, the captain, and a mate
or two, may have suffered some slight aeci-
dent. Nothing serious, no, no; merely dis-
abling. Then again, they may net. Yeu may
have their resistance to overcome, Witheut
bloodshed, if you can. But with or with-
out—it must be overcome., Then weather
conditions may complicate matters, I think
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you will not find it too tame, James Kirk-
haum.”

OR did I. I had an uncanny feeling
that Satan was not presenting me
with the full picture.

“In your final instructions you will find
definite information as to the location of
what you are to bring me,” he said. “The
objects are in a strong safe in a steel store-
room. So precious are the jewels that only
the captain will know the combimnation of
the safe. You need waste no time trying
to persuade him to tell it to you. There will
be with you an expert to whom the safe will
have no mysteries.

“Afiter you have recovered the things for
me, you will cut loose from the Astarte
and make all speed home, taking off from
her before starting certain of my people on
board her who would find it embarrassing
to remain. That is all.”

I considered for a moment. What he
meant was that some of his agents on the
Asterte would be questioned, and might be
recognized for what they weve. Well, hew
about us on the Cherub?

“Have you considered the probability of
someone on the Astarte identifying us later,
sir? I began.

“You will all be masked, of course,” he
interrupted smoothly.

Cobham moved suddenly, impatiently.

“The wireless,” I suggested. “I sup-
pose that will be disabled before the engine
room afittackd?’

“It will not be necessany,” he answered,
“The yacht carries extraordinarily strong
batteries. At the moment of the signal the
Astarte’s radio will be blanketed, her waves
strangled. There will be no message from
ber that can break through the barrier the
operator of the Cherub will intenpose.”

I sat for a moment in thought. Every-
thing seemed to be plain. And yet—I felt
a cold unease, a boding depression. There
was something else, something deadly sin-
ister hiding behind Satan’s smooth phrases.

“I trust you were satisfied with the re-
wards of your necklace venture,” he broke
the current of my thoughts. “The rewards

of this one will be proportionately greater,
naturally. The invitation to join me cut
your vacation rather short. What would
you say to taking, after the affair, a six
months’ trip? You shall go wherever you
please, and as you please, and de6 as you
please, At fily expense, of ecourse. Yeou
213”315@ spend what yeu please, Iet me

<“[hank you, sir,” I said, “but I feel
no need of a vacation. And frankly, I find
my contacts with you infinitely more Inter-
esting than anything I could hepe to expe-
rience away from you.”

His face was inscrutable as ever, but 1
felt that I had pleased him.,

“Well,” he said, “we shall see. Only
continue as you have begun, James Kirk-
ham, and you shall have noe eause to €om-
plain of my generssiisy.”

He arose. 1 stood up politely, Cobham
cautiously.

Satan for a moment considered me.

“How are you spending the evenimg?™
he asked me.

“Colbtham spoke of us joining the bridge
game,” 1 answered; “but if yeu have any
other desite—"

Cobham had done nothing of the sort.
He had said so much, however, that I
hoped he might take it for granted that he
had. 1 particularly did net want to be
separated from Cobham just thep. If Sa-
tan had thought, as I half feared, of askin
either of us te aceompany him, he ehan
his mind.

He nodded and walked toward the wall,

“It would be a good idea”—he turned
beside the open panel—"to look ever the
Cherub tomorrow. Familiarize yougself with
her. Goodnighd.”

Cobham sat silently for a good minute,
staring at the point where Satan had dis-
appeared.

“That was decent of you, Kirkham,” he
said at last, slowly. “I don’t know hew
you guessed it, but I couldn't have stooed
much more of Satan tonight. Dafned
decett!”

He stretched out a hand to the brandy.
I grinned—Cobham had remembered, then,



86 ARGOSY

and was aware of my maneuver. He poured
his goblet half full of the liquor and drank
it neat.

“Daenmned decent,” he repeated, and 1
saw the brandy take hold of him swiftly.
“Have a drink with me.”

1 poured myself 2 small one. Again he
half filled his glass and tossed it off.

“A damned shame,” he muttered, ‘‘treat-
ing you like a child. Why should you be
coddled? Lied to? Kirkham, you deserve
the trutit!?”

! IT was coming, was it? That hid-

den, sinister something 1 had sensed
was gettlng ready to erawl from Cobham’s
lips:

“Have a drink with me,” I said, and
tipped the demanter. “Who’s treating me
like a chilli®’

He glared at,me drunkenly.

“You think that gas is going to put
that engineroom crew to sleep, eh?’ he
chuckled. “Nice little lullaby for poor,
tired sailors? Sweet little chcmical sk-slum-
ber song composh-composed by Pa Satan
and M-Ma Cobham? Well, Kirkham, it's
going to put 'em to sh-sleep. Forexesnt’™

Forever! 1 felt the rush of tiny parti-
cles of ice in my veins. But now was no
time for any hysterical outburst. What else
was there? 1 poured myself another brandy
and drank it composedly.

“Well, what of it?" I asked. “A long
sleep or a short one—what does it mat-
ter?"

“What's it matter—what's it matttien?”
He stared at me, then brought his fist
down with a thump on the table. “By
God, I was right! Told Satan you had the
guts! Told him neednm't—needn’t tamper
with the form-florm-formula with you.
Have a drink with me”

1 drank with him. He laughed.

“Masks!” he said. “You wanted masks
s0 people on Astarte couldn't rec-rec-ognize
you later. Later! Ha, ha—later! That's
good, that is. Hell, man, there's not going
to be any later for them™

The room swam around me. What was
Cobham saying now?

“Not exactly accurate. Say—twenty
minutes later. Twenty minutes later—
bonk! goes nice bomb. Gentlemanly bomb.
Quiet, dignified, but strong. Bmnk!—out
goes bottom of the Astarte. No boats,
Kerft drinkers have tended to them.
Astarte sunk without trace! Bonk! Swoo-
oosh! Bubbles! Fimiidti”

He became drunkenly plaintive.

“Don’t—don"t believe fooled old Kirk-
ham for a minute. Don't believe he thought
Satan would run rish-risk anmybody on
Astarte running across one of us. Anybody
telling police about wicked pirates holding
’em up in mid-ocean, To hell with the
witnesses; that's Satan's motto! Make it
‘'nother unfathomed mish-mystery of the
ocean. That's best way. That's Safan’s
way’-”

“I'mn damned glad to hear it,” I said. “It
was the one thing I was uneasy abowt—"
s The drunkenness dropped from Cobham
like a cast-off cloak. His face became white
and pinched. The glass fell from his hand.
Out of a darkened corner of the room
walked Satan!

CHAPTER XVII
THE MIRRORED CELL

T WAS a crisis, and a bad one. There

was ne doubt abeut that. A time fer
guiek thinking, If ever there was ene. 1
eared nothlng abeut what happened t6
Cebham. That eallous devil eeuld have
been whisked .to hell witheut my turning
8 hair. But 1 myself was in the gravest
danger of sharing his fate. It Satan theuaht
that 1 had deliberately drawn his eenfi-
denees; hie weuld waste ne time asking fer
explanatiens. The faet that 1 had net ae-
eepted his werd weuld in itselt eall for my
punishiment.

Worst of all, T had caught him lying to
me. He might decide that would render
me useless to him thereafter. But that was
secondary. The paramount thing was that
it made him, as the Chinese say, “lose
face.” If his ancestry was what Barker be-
lieved, that was the one unforgivable af-
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front. Whether it was or was not, I know
that Satan’s infernal intellect was clothed
with as infernal a pride. And that pride
had been wounded.

My only chance for escape lay in healing
the wound before Satan knew that I had
percelved it. 1 jumped to my feet and
walked toward him.

“Well,” I laughed, “have I passed the
test?”

NSTANTLY he caught it. Whether, at
the moment, he believed me as naive as
fiy guestion implied, I could not know.
Still, after all, why net? It was exactly the
kind of trap, of rather experiment. he had
been teaching me to expect him to conceive.
Nor did I know how long he had been
listening. Had he intentionally left Cob-
ham and me together to see what would
happen? And heard all? Probably. If so,
there had been no single word I had spoken
upon which his suspicion could feed. At
any rate, to follow my lead was the only
way he could maintain his pride, save his
face. He followed it.

“Cobham,” he said, “you were right.”

He turned to me.

“Teell me, James Kirkham, when did you
firstt suspect that you were under test? I
am curious to know exactly how keen that
perception of yours is.

He waved to me to be seated, and
dropped into his own chair. 1 kept my eyes
steadily averted from Cobham.

‘“The first thing that puzzled me, Saftzm,”
1 said, “was your attitude toward the As-
tarte. It would certainly not have been
mine. That dead men tell no tales, is a
safe and sane old rule. I would have fol-
lowed your instrudtiions—but,” I added
boldly, “I would not have approved of
them.”

His eyes never left me as I spoke. 1 felt
his -will beating against mine like a ham-
mer, endeavoring to strike out the truth.

‘“When did your suspicion become, cer-
taiimity?"' he asked.

“At the moment you appeared here”

Suddenly I let some of my anger find
vent.

“I'll stand for no more such experiments
upon me, Satam,” I cried, with a cold fury
that had none of its roots in the matter in
hand, but was real enough nevertheless.
“[Either I am to be trusted wholly, or I am
not to be trusted at all. If you do trust me
and I fail' you—well, you have the remedy
in your hands and I am ready to pay the
penalty. But I'll not be the subject of any
more laboratory experiments, like a child in
a psychological clinic. By God, 1 waitt?”

I thought that 1 had won. Not only won,
but that I had leaped into higher regard
than Satan had ever held me. If those gem-
hard eyes could be said to soften, they did.

“I agree, James Kirkham,” he said quiet-
ly. “Yet I am glad that I put you to this
test. Since it has fully revealed to e what
dependence I can place upon you.”

“I made my decision. I gave my word,”
I said a little stifflly. “As long as you play
fair with me, I obey your orders, Satan.
Let that be understood, and you will find
no more loyal servamt.”

“It is understood, James Kirkham,” he
answered.

I venture to Jook at Cobham. He had
regained some of his color. He was watch-
ing me queerly.

“Cobham,” I laughed, “you could be as
good an actor as you are a chenmisi”

“Cuiiham—thas been—very valuable to
me,” said Satan. “Amd never more than
tonight.”

1 saw a deep shudder shake Cobham. 1
feigned to observe nothing. Satan arose.

‘“Come with me, Cobham,” he said.
"“There are matters we must discuss. And
you—" He looked at me.

“C turn in,” I said. I know the way.”

He strode across the room, Cobham fol-
lowing. Once he turned and shot me a
strange glance. There was gratitude in it—
and there was deadly terror.

I walked over to the panel that was the
beginning of the road to my room.

“James Kirkham.” 1 tumed, and saw
Satan standing by the opposite wall. His
bulk almost hid Cobham, now in front of
him.

“Sir?” 1 answered.
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“James Kirkham,” he said, “I was
never better pleased with you than I am
now. Goodnight.”

“I am glad, sir,” 1 replied. “Good-
night.”

The panel behind him clicked open. |
pressed upon a hidden spring, the wall
parted. Before me was the tiny elevator. |
entered it. Satan and Cobham were pass-
ing through the other wall.

1 caught a glimpse of two of the kehft
slaves, cords in hands, gliding to Cobham's
side.

As the panel closed, 1 thought 1 saw
them pinion his arms!

ND now | was in my rooms. Eve
would be expecting me, but 1 had no
desire to make further excursion that night.
That Satan had taken my bait, I was rea-
senably sure, But Cobham was in for pun-
ishrment —how severe L could not tell. The
erphasis Satan had put upon that “has
been” in speaking of his usefulness was
gmineus. CoBham had eaught the threat.
And there had been that swift vision of
the slaves clesing in on him. 1 would be on
Salan's ming, whatever he believed. It was
pessible that he might summon fhe; might
gverl eeme 18 me.

1t was best to stay where 1 was. Barker
would be along sooner or later. I would
send him with a message to Eve.

I turned out all the lights except a dim
one in the living room, undressed, and
turned in. I lay there, smoking. 1 felt
more than a little sick, and filled with a
hot, helpless rage. The affair of the As-
taxte would have been bad enough even as
Satan had outlined it. Cobham's revela-
tions made it hideous. I would go on with
it, of course. There was nothing else to do.
If 1 refused, it would be the end both for
Eve and myself. And some one else would
take my place. Cobham, in fact, had made
it imperative that 1 should go.

I musst find some means of averting that
ruthless destruction of the treasure ship.
Obviously, the chances were that would
mean the* end for me also. But it had to
be done. I knew that if I stood aside and

let those helpless people go down, I could
never more live at peace with myself. I
knew that Eve would feel the same about
it.

What I hoped most desperately was that
we could find the way to break Satan’s
webs before the time came for my sailing.

Suddenly I was aware that some one was
in the outer room. I slipped noiselessly
out of bed and to the eurtains. It was
Barker.

1 beckoned to him.

“Careful, Hanry,” 1 whispered. “Come
in here, and keep those ears of yours wide
6pen. Things have been happeriing.”

Briefly 1 sketched the developments of
the day, from my conversation with Cen-
sardine to Cobham's drunken disclesures
and his sinister shepherding by Satan. I
could fee] the little man shiver at that.

“Gordl!” he muttered. “Codhams a
proper devil, but I'm sorry for ‘im. Satan,
’e’ll see e don't do no more talkin’. We
got to work quick, eap’'n.”

“I've an unbreakable huneh that my
work is to stay right in this reem,” 1 teld
him. “And if you don't think that is
going to be the hardest kind 6f werl, with
Miss Demerest expecting fme, yeu'te

»

“No,” he said, “youte right, sif. AR’
I've got to get hout quick as my be. ‘Efe's
what 1 come to tell you, I hacted like a
bloody dummy last night when you ‘inted
about Satan an’ when ’e ‘id ‘is ‘ands. Fair
took me off my feet you did, just like €an-
sardine. 1 'adn’t been away frem yeu five
minutes before 1 saw 'ow it eeuld Be dege.
’Ell, 1 saw a dozen wyes it eould Be dene.”

“Right,” 1 whispered, “but eut eut the
explanations. How are we going to find eut
if he does it?”

“That’s what ’as been rackin’ fy Brains
all dye,” he answered. " 'Ow to get in the
temple an’ look over the black threne. The
gold one sinks down an’ under, But the
black one’s built in. An’ there’s twe of the
kehft slaves watchin’ it in there hevery
hour of the dye an' night. Four heurs shifts
they got, an’ you can bleedy well wyger *e
pieks proper plueked uns fer that duty.”
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“No trouble gettin’ in; ther's ‘arf a er, which had shadowed me. It was as

dozen trick entrances back of them thrones.
Ten minutes, an’ we'd know what was
what. But ’ow the bloody ’ell to get them
ten minutes? No good shootin’ the pasty-
faced blighters. That'd bring ’em all down
on us. No good killin’ ’em nohow. The
minute they found ‘em, Satan’d know
what the gyme was”

He was silent for a moment.

“Cripes!” he said at last. “If we could
only get some bloomin’ hangel to drop
down an’ ’old a glass of the kheft under
their noses! They'd follow it like a 'ungry
lion would a bone! An’ see nothin’ elsd™

CAUGHT his shoulders, heart thump-

ing. “By Geod, Harry! You’ve hit il
My velee was shaking. "Do you khow
where he keeps that hell brew? Can yeu
get at it?”

“Sure 1 know,"” he said. “An’ there ain’t
none better at my trade than me," cap’n,
as I told you. I'd sye I could get it. But
then wirett?””

“Well be the angel,” I told him. *“It
works quick, I know that. How long does
it keep them uwmdis®”

“I don't know,” he answered. “Some
longer, some shorter. We'd ’ave our ten
minutes though, an’ a lot’to spare—

“Cripes!™ he chuckled. “What a gyme!
If they wake up before the relief comes,
they ain't likely to say nothin’. An’ if
they don’t, they ain't likely to get a chance
to say nothin’. An’ if they do get a chance
either way, who the ’ell would believe
'Gmﬂ??”

“Get the stuffi,” I said. “Try to get it to-
morrow. And now play safe. Get out of
here. If you can manage it, tell Miss
Demerest not to look for me tonight. Tell
her not to worry. But take mo chances.
Harry, you're a wonder. If you were a girl
I'd kiss you. Sowut!”

Again he chuckled; another moment and
I knew he had gone.

I went into the other room and put out
the dim light. Eor the first time since I
had fallen into Satam's hands I felt free of
that damnable depression, oppression rath-

though a door had begun to open. A door
of escape.

I slept soundly. I awakened once in the
night from a dream that Satan was stand-
ing over me, watching me. Whether it was
all a dream, I do not know. Perhaps he
had really entered to resolve some linger-
ing doubt. If so my sleep must have reas-
sured him, for it was that of one who had
not a care on his mind. I lest no time
worrying about it; in another moment 1|
was asleep again.

The next day passed quickly enough. |
was up early. As I was dressing, the phone
rang. It was Consardine. He said that
Satan wished me to go out to the yacht
after I had breakfasted. He, Consardine,
would accompany me.

There had been no change of plans then.
I was still cast for my piratical role.

When [ entered the breakfast reom,
Consardine was waiting for me. We ate to-
gether. I was itching with curiosity about
Cobham. But I asked no questions, nor
did Consardine speak of him. We walked
down to the beat landing, talking of this
and that. Tacitly, neither of us made any
reference to the conversation of the previ-
out day. It must have been uppermost im
his mind, as it was in mine. Yet, after all,
there was nothing more to say. He had
made his position sufficiently plain.

A cutter was waiting for us, and took us
out to the Cherub. The yacht was as beau-
tiful inside as out. The captain was a squat,
thick-set, broad-shouldered Newfound-
lander. He was introduced to me as Cap-
tain Morrisy. It may or may not have
been the name his parents gave him. Prob-
ably not. He was a genial pirate. A hun-
dred years back, and he would have been
floatimgy the Jolly Roger. The first mate
was a clean-cut, saturnine chap with the
hall-mark of Annapolis. The crew were as
hard-boiled looking a lot as any the marine
corps ever produced.

The discipline was military and perfect.
It reached its apotheosis in the engine
room. The engines, specially designed, oil-
burning Diesels, were marvels. So Inter-
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ested was I that lunch time came around
before I realized it. I had not been mis-
taken about Morrisy. He told us tales of
smuggling and gun and rum-running in
which he had been active before he had
signed with Satan. Born a hundred years
too late for the Black Elag, he had done
his best with the material at hand. He was
a pirate, but I liked him.

When we got back to the chateau, I
found a summons from Satan. With many
misgivings I obeyed it. The misgivings
were all wrong. 1 spent two of the most
fascinating hours I had ever known. I was
guided to that part of the great house
which was Satan’s own intimate domain.

I cannot begin to describe what 1 saw
there, nor the atmosphere of those dozen
or more chambers large and small, where-
in that dark, strange soul took its delight.
Each of them was a temple in which the
mysterious indefinable and eternal spirit
that humanity calls beauty, and has al-
ways worshiped and sought to capture, had
become incarnate—a living thing.

And Satan was different. He was trans-
formed—gentle, mo mockery either in word
or look. He talked only of the treasures
about us. It came to me that he loved
beauty even miore than he did power; that
he considered power only as a means to-
ward beauty. And that evil though he was,
he knew beauty better than any one alive.

WHEN I left him, his spell upon me
was strong. 1 had to fight against
the eenvietion that what I had beheld jus-
tified him as to any rmeans he had taken
te get it: that the true eriminal was he
whe weuld try te thwart him. Absurd as
it may seem, 1 felt myself hideously guilty
in the plans 1 was harbering. It was with
diffiewlty that 1 held myself baek from
eonfessing them, threwing myself en his
merey, swearing myselt te him. 1 thiak
that enly the theught ef Eve kept me fref
deing s8:

That -was, perhaps, his object. But I
had to tell myself so, over and over again
»Jt(t 1 had left him, to banish the loath-
ing 1 felt about going on against him. If

this seems deplorable weakness, I can only
say that he who thinks so would not if he
had been subject to that same sorcery, and
had listened to Satan preaching in the
heart of the miracle he had fashioned.

If it was a trap, I escaped it. But to
this day—I do not know whether in the
greater sense Satan was not right.

The company at dinner helped me to
throw off the obsession. A brisk bridge
game afterward did more. It was close to
midnight when I returned to my rooms. I
had not seen Eve all day. Consardine had
mentioned, casually, as we were going in
to dinner, that she had gone to town, and
probably would not return that night. I
took it as a hint that it would be useless
for me to venture to her room.

I dropped off to sleep, hoping for Barker.
He did not come.

There were some truly charming people
at the breakfast table next morning. Among
them an Australian major, a soldierly and
engaging scoundrel. We went riding to-
gether, following a different road than that
which I had covered with Consardine. At
one point it ran parallel to the driveway.
A smart little roadster hummed by, headed
for the chateau. Eve was drlving it. She
waved. The Australian took the greeting
to himself, remarking that there went a
damned nice girl. Everything seemed sud:
denly brighter. It meant that I weuld see
her that night.

After we had stabled the horses, 1 hung
about the pleasant terrace. Maybe 1 would
get another glimpse of Eve, maybe even a
whispered word. About four o'clock Cen-
sardine appeared.

Consardine seemed ill at ease. We had a
drink or two, and talked of this and that,
but it was plain that something was en his
mind. 1 waited for him to speak, not with:
out a certain apprehension. At last he
sighed, and shook his great shoulders,

“Well,” he said, “unpleasant medicine
gets no sweeter while we hesitate over tak-
ing it. Come along with me, Kiekham.
Satan’s orders.”

I remembered vividly his declaration
that if his master commanded him, he
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would unhesitantly take me prisoner. [
felt a distinct shock.

“Does that mean that I am under ar-
restt” 1 asked quietly.

“Not at all,” he answered. “There is
nothing—some one—Satan wishes you to
see. Do not ask me his purpose. I do not
know it. T might guess, but—ask me no
questions. Let us go.”

I went with him, wondering. When he
fimallly stopped we were, I thought, in one
of the towers, certainly we had gone far
above the ground floor. We were in a
small, bare room. More a crypt, in fact,
than a room. One of its walls was slightly
curved, the bulge toward us. Consardine
walked over to this wall, and beckoned me
beside him. He touched a hidden spring.
An aperture about a foot square, like a
small window, opened at the level of my
eyes.

The place;into which 1 peered was filled
with a curiously clear and palely purplish
light. It was distinctly unpleasant. I be-
came aware of a thin, droning sound, faint
but continuous, upon one note, I was not
enough of a musician to place the note,
but it was quite as high as that made by
the rapid vibration of a bee’s wings. That,
too, was unpleasant. Light and droning,
with a concentration-shattering quality.

T FIRST glance I thought that | was
looking into a circular place in which
were a crowd of men, all facing a common
center. Then I realized that this could not
be so, since all the men were in exactly the
same attitude, crouching upon one knee.
There seemed to be thousands of these
crouching men, line after line of them, one
behind the other, growing smaller and
smaller and vanishing off into immense
distances.

I looked to right and to left. There were
the kneeling men, but now in profile. I
raised my eyes to the ceiling of the place.
And there they appeared to hang, heads
downward.

I stared again at those facing me. It was
strange how the purplish light and the
droning clouded one's thought,

Then I realized abruptly that all those
thousands of faces were—the same.

And that each was the face of Cobham.

They were the face of Cobham, drawn
and distorted, reflected over and over again
from scores of mirrors with which the place
was lined. The circular walls were faceted
with mirrors and so was the globed ceiling,
and all these mirrors curved down to a cir-
cular mirrored slab about seven feet in
diameter which was their focus.

Upon this slab knelt Cobham, glaring at
the countless reflections of himself, re-
flected with sharpest accuracy by that clear
and evil purplish light.

As 1 looked, he jumped to his feet and
began to wave his arms crazily. Like regi-
ments of automatons, the reflections leaped
with him, waving. He turned, and they
wheeled as one man in diminishing rank
upon rank, He threw himself down upen
his face, and 1 knew that unless his eyes
were closed his.face still stared up at him,
bueyed, it must have seemed, upen the
backs of the theusands reflected upen the
slab from the mirrers in the eeiling: And
I knew that ne man eould keep his eyes
clesed leng in that reem, that he must
epen them, te leek and leek again.

I shrank back, trembling. This thing
was hellish. It was mind-destroying. There
could be no sleep. The drone rasped along
the nerves and would not permit it. The
light was sleep killing, too, keying up,
stretching the tense nerves to the breaking
point. And the mimicking hosts ef reflee-
tiens slowly, inexorably, led the mind inte
the paths of madness.

“For God's sake—for God's salke—" I
turned to Consardine half incoherent,
white-lipped. “I've seen, Consardine—a
bullet would be menwy—"

“Tirust in your head,” he said, coldly.
“You must see yourself in the mirrors,
and Cobham must see you. It is Satan’s
ordef.”

I tried to struggle away. He gripped
my neck and forced my head forward,

The wall at this point was only a couple
of inches thick. Held helpless, my head
was now beyond that wall. Cobham had
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staggered to his feet. 1 saw my face leap
out in the mirrors. He saw it, too. His
ey;s moved from one reflection to another,
striving to find the real.

*Kirkham!” he howled. “Kirkham! Get
me out!!”

Consardine drew me back, He snapped
the opening shut.

“You devil! You cold-blooded dewill!"
1 sobbed, and threw myself upon him.

He caught my arms. He held me as
easily as though 1 had been a child, while
1 kicked and writhed in futile attempt to
break the grip. And at last my fury spent
itself. Still sobbing, 1 went limp.

“There, there, lad,” he said gently. “I
am not responsible for what you've seen.
1 told you it was wnpleasant mmediicine. But
Setan ordered it, and 1 nmust obey, Come
with nie. Back to your rooms.”

1 followed himn, all resistamce for the
moment gone from me. It was not any
affection for Cobham that had so stirred
fne. He had probably watched others in
the mirrored cell from that same window.
1f the necessity had arisen, 1 would have
shot Cobham down without the slightest
feeling abeut it.

UT this torture of the many mirrored
eell, with its sleep slaying light and
sound, its slew killing, in utter aloneness.
of @ man's mind-—there was something
abeuvt thai, semething net to be put in
werds, that sheek e to the soul.

“How long will he—last?™ 1 put the
guestion to Consardine as we passed into
my roems.

“It is hard to say,” he answered gently
again. “He will come out of that room
without memory. He will not know his
nanie, nor what he has been, nor anything
that he had ever learned. He will know
nothing of all these hereafter—ever, Like
an animal, he will know when be is huagry
and thirsty, cold or warm. That is all.
He will ferget from minute e minute.
He will Jive enly in eaeh mement. And
when that mement ?aeg it will be ferget:
ten. Mindless, seulless—empty. 1 hawe
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known men to come to it in a week, others
have resisted for three. Never longer.”

1 shivered

“I'll not go down for  dinner, Consar-
dine,” 1 said.

“I would, if I were you,” he said gravely.
“It will be wiser. You cannot help Cob-
ham. After all, it is Satan’s right. Like
me, Cobham bad taken the steps and lost.
He lived at Satan's will. And Satan will
be wadching you. He will want to kaow
how you have taken it. Pull yourself to-
gether, Kirkham. Cerme down, and be gay.
1 shall tell him that you were only in-
terested in his exhibitien. What, lad! Will
you let him knew what he has made you
feel? Where is your pride?

"“And to do so would be dangerous—
for any plans you may have for the future.”

"Stay with me till it's time to go, Con-
sardime,” 1 said. “Can you?”

“[ intended to/’ he answered, "if you
asked me. And 1 think both of us can
stand putting ourselves outside of an extea
sized drimk”

1 caught a glimpse of myself in the mir-
ror as 1 poured. The glass in niy hand
shook and spilled.

TI'll never want to look in one agaii,”
1 told him.

“The thing comes from Tibet,” mused
Consardine. "Or at least so Satan told me.
It is a device of the lamas. They call it
the -Soul Slaver.” A good naime.”

He poured me another drink.

"Emowgh of that,” he said briskly. ' You
must get it from your mind. Should Satan
be at dinner—thank him for a new experi-
mﬁ!

Satan was not at dinner, 1 hoped that
he would receive a report, as no doubt ke
did, of my behavier. 1 was gav enough
t?’t satisfy Consardine. 1 drank gayly, and
often.

Eve was there. 1 caught her glaneing at
me, puzzled, now and then.

If she had known how little of real
gayety there was in my heart, how mueh
of black despair, she would have been mere
puzzled still.

D NEXT WEEK
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gave him water. They were

alone on the ship, the ship
alone on the glassy sea
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Plague Ship

Small men grow great, sometimes, in moments of crisis. And the little missionary
didn’t know how great he was until he had to conquer the whole Pacific

IS is a story of plague ship, to be
sure, but also it is a story of the
world, the flesh, and the Devil. The

Lorelet served as the world. Beecham was
the flesh. At first, anyhow. It is hard to
say where the Reverend Adam Dovell
fits in, but the devil was in Sydney, for
which port the Lorelei was bound. He
doesn’t matter in the story—the Devil,
that is—save that the Reverend Adam
Dovell was traveling halfway around the
world by the cheapest possible route to
wrestle with him spiritually. The cheapest
way happened to be as a sort of skipper's
buest on board the Lorelei.
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The . Reverend Adam Dovwell was small
and dried-up, with soft blue eyes and sparse
gray whiskers. He seemed perpetually to
be afraid that he was in the way, and as
a superannuated leader of prayer meetings
he seemed much less than likely to be
important either to Beecham or the Lorelel,
But he was.

The Lorelei docked in Honolulu, where
Beecham visited the resorts of sailors and
the Reverend Adam Dovell attended
prayer meeting. Then she started off dewn
the long slant toward the Southern Cross,
with Sydney at the end of it. And while
she sailed, the world and the flesh and
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the Reverend Adam Dovell all came to touched the rat. It screamed and seemed

have need of each other.
The Devil was in Sydney. He came
later.

T WAS night, and moonlight, and the

seas were darl save for star-speckles on
their tips. The Lorelei went swinging easily
acress the waters, meving smeethly and
as surely as a young girl moves. Her full-
spread eanvas leeked like milk, just
faintly blue, yet infinitely white. Under
her ferefeet swirling stuff surged up and
then drapped dewnward and sureed up
again. Swells, feaming as her bews eut
them:

She went on as if exultantly. There was
pride in the clean lift of her bowsprit.
There was power in the smooth rounded-
ness of every sail. Above all, there was
grace in her gentle swaying as she went
down the long slant from Hawaii. For days,
now, with the southeast trade for a fair
wind, no hand had touched a rope or
stay. This was what the Lorelei was built
for, and her head seemed to be among the
stars,

So much for the ship, moving proudly
in a fair orbit.

On her deck, though, there was no
such zest of living. The planking shone
white, cross-barred by the shadows of
ber rigging and the sails. There was a
man at the wheel with a faint glow from
the binnacle-light wpon his breast. His face,
above it, looked strained and gaunt. For-
ward, the watch officially below stayed
above-deck instead. There was tenseness
even in their resting poses.

A rat crawled from somewhere, weak
and staggering. It moved into clear moon-
light and cowered there. It looked dizzy
and balf blind. It bumped into something
and staggered crazily away again, flung
off-balance by the swaying of the ship.

A voice grown suddenly thin said
tautly:

" e's omg!”

A man swung his foot and kicked hysteri-
cally. He seemed to shrink with more than
squeamishness, though, when his foot

to crunch, but it flew up above the ship’s
rail and was seen no more.

Bitter words came from the shadow of
the jib.

“We got ’em from that dam'd Jap
schooner that lay alongside in Honalwllu!™

Someone else said hopelessly:

“If it'd be only the rats an' the skipper,
now. . . "

An authoritative voice called grimly,
astern. Men went aft. They descended into
the cabin. They came up again, bearing
something long and wrapped in sail-
cloth. They carried it to the rail and stood
there. The Reverend Adam Dovell rather
awkwardly took his place. Other men gath-
ered, dwarfing him. They stood hatless for
a space, while the Reverend Adam Dovell
spoke confidentially and almost apologeti-
cally toward the empty sea and sky. Thea
there was a splash, The men dispersed,
moving jerkily, The Reverend Adam Devell
went hesitantly below. Swells went sweep-
ing by,

Somebody cried through
teeth, pointing:

“There’s another ome!”

A man went cursing toward the pointed-
out thing. Another rat, dazed and helpless.
He heaved it over with a belaying-pin
under its body. He flung the belaying pin
after it.

Then, from the forecastle hatchway,
there came an odd scraping sound. A
scratching, thumping sound. Men turned,
quivering. Every man stared at the hatch
in something near to superstitious fright.

Out of the black hole came a hand,
groping blindly.

It found a hold and clung to it weakly.
Another hand followed. Both hung fast
for a long time, as if their owers were
very weary. Then they strained. A head
came into view. A neck. A hairy, tattooed
chest. Laboriously, that head and chest
thrust over the threshold of the hatch-
way. They rested there. Then the rest of
the body came crawling slowly out onto the
moonlit deck.

It was Beecham, sick and dizzy.

chattering
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WEAK voice came from him, waver-

ing on his hands and knees. 1t tried
io,be a swaggering voice, but Beecham’s
throat was parched. He managed only a
thin, creaking shatl.

“Well?” snarled the ghost of his voice,
‘who’s goin’ to heave me over? I got
it mow!!”

The men on the deck broke, as sud-
denly as if released from bonds. They slept
in the forecastle, all of them—the fore-
castle from which Beecham had just come
with death upon him and death creeping
after him to clutch at all the rest. The
nerves of these men had been frayed
for days. They had just seen their skipper
go overside. Now Beecham, swaying,
ereaking thickly of herror—

They broke. They milled in panting
tumult for seconds, each man knowing
what was in every other man’s thought.
Beecham croaked at them again, pro-
fanely.

They fled, from him and fear and danger
all at once. They raced aft in a disorderly,
fear-crazed horde. Their running feet
pounded on the deck. A voice shouted
angrily at them. They bellowed it down,
beside themselves with panic that had
been pent up too long.

There was the abrupt flame of a finesarnm),

with a cry to answer it. But a roar an-
swered the cry, and a struggle and a splash
followed the roar. Then there were pound-
ings and the splintering of wood, and
then the steady movements of the ILorelei
altered. From the eager movement of- the
long slant down from Hawaii, her head
swung upwind. Great spreading dents ap-
peared in her moonlit sails, Her bow €on-
tinued to turn,

She came head to wind and there were
monstrous shudderings and rattlings aloft.
She lost way. There was no longer foam
at her forefoot.

Then there sounded the creaking of un-
oiled blocks. Boats hit the water along-
side her. Oarblades flashedl wetly. They
pulled away and away.

The Lorelei fell off. Her sails fillled
again. But her wheel had been lashed for
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greater security in abandoning her. She
surged forward, slowly, and found her
helm and the wind and her sails so ad-
justed, the one to the other, that she lay
almost but not quite hove to.

She had looked eager and graceful and
exultant in the moonlight. Now she looked
fretted and uncertain. Twice in succession
she went aback, with her canvas making
an indignant, protesting racket. Then she
seemed to find a just medlum,

She headed daintily upwind, lifting
cleanly to the swells. She looked like a
lady's horse, much foo tightly curbed,
curvetting spiritedly to show its willingness
and its grace.

On deck, Beecham miade other sardonic
croakings. He seemed dazed and dizzy and
past all help, but he snarled truculendly.
Twice his strength failed him and he sank
to the deck. But when he could crawl he
did so, and he croaked ironles from a
parehed throat,

He flung insults at the emptiness about
him. “Lost y'merve, huh? Won't touch me?
Show me th’ rail an’ I'll go over! Or put
a rope arourn’ me! 1 aim’t scoeet™

There came soft, diffident footsteps on
the deck. The footsteps of the Reverend
Adam Dovell. Beecham snarled at him
blindly—and collapsed.

Overhead, the Loreled’s cearwsss aznbl sppass
made uncertain noises. The Lorelei fenced
delicately with the trade wind which would
drive her astern. With no hand to guide
her, she tripped daintily niearer and nearer
the wind's eye, and sometimes fell off,
and sometimes regrettably was taken
aback. She lest greund, then, but gal-
lantly resumed her effert immediately
after.

On her deck Beecham lay in a half-
comatose state. In the hours between that
time and dawn—while the Lorelei strug-
gled fretfully against the trade wind—
there were times when he babbled thieidy.
There were times when he beat his head
wegkly on the deck, as if to still by vie-
lence the anguish within it. But mestly, it
seemed, the heurs were filled with 2 rag-
ing thirst which the Reverend Adatm Davell



90 ARGOSY

strove unmskilfully and clumsily to allay.

HEN the sun rose, Beecham was

still alive. Net mueh alive, but net
dead yet, either. He opened bleared eyes,
and his threat tried te emit a grean, and
he stopped it. Then there was a pause
while he summened strength.

He croaked a thick, scornful, savage
inquiry as to why they didn't heave him
over, when they'd heaved over rats with
the plague. He had it. Pains in the groin
and near the armpit, and a head that
was sheer anguish, He said fiercely that
there was no doubt. He had the plague.

But there was no answer. Sails slatted
overhead. The motion of the WLorelei
changed, and wavered, and then it grew
steady again.

He lay still. He heard mo voices, no
movement anywhere. He did hear the
rhythmic sound of swells against the bow.
There was a sound which was a Boom!
compounded with a sustained Shrhsdhséti!
Then there was another sound exactly like
it.

The Lorelsi still headed upwind. Some-
thing loose kmnocked irregularly against
something else. That was all.

He listened for a long time. His head
was agony. Thirst grew on him. He made
a little wmoaning sound to hinnsdif.

On the instant there came tap-tapping
footsteps on the swaying deck. A little,
apologetic exclamation. Beecham fought to
get truculemce—scorn—into his expression.

Water poured into his mouth. He swal-
lowed greedily. Its source wabbled. The
water splashed on his face. It got into
his nose and strangled him, He coughed
wedkly, and again there were helpless
apologies. And he cursed in a racked whis-
per because this unknown man babbled, in-
stead of pouring water. But more water
came. Beecham drank. Abrupily, he ceased
to remember.

HE same thing happened again and
again, For hours, For days, Beecham
was at no time fully conscious. Only
farely was he completely insensible. He

lay on the deck because his welght was
more than the Reverend Adam Dovell
could handle. That first day, his fever rose
and rose, He babbled absurdities.

Sometimes he fought, but the blows of
his delirium were merely feeble pawings.
Always he was thirsty, and always the
Reverend Adam Dovell gave him water.
The little man was almost as helpless as
Beecham was, but from another cause
entirely.

All his life had been spent absorbed
in things of the spirit. He was totally un-
equipped to cope with an emergency which
did not respond to resignation apnd te
prayer. And soon he was horribly hunery,
without the least idea of hew to break sut
or prepare foed with the unfamiliar eguip-
mept of the galley.

All this first and second day, nothing
happened save that Beecham babbled, and
thirsted and was given water. The Lovrelei
backed and filled, and daintily combatted
the attempt of the trade-wind to drive her
backward. She did lose ground. She did
go back.

But not far, nor very fast.

Beecham went backward farther and
much more rapidly. He had been a strong
man. A very strong man. Abruptly, it
seemed, he was utterly witheut strength.
The Reverend Adam Dovell had been
a puny speclmen by comparisen, but
now—alse by comparison—he was in-
finiidelly ssbeang. Hiie came offtan tto Beeethan),
whorm he eould net meve, and elumsily fed
him water. His soft blue eyeshNwere puzzled
and guerileus, HEW.

On the first day his belly grew empty.
On the second he found sea-biscuit, and
gnawed upon them ineffectually. Until he
thought of soaking them in water o soften
them, he remained practically foedless.
Even then they were not appetizing. When
he found drowned weevils in a soggy Hess
of which he had already eaten the greater
part, he was nawseat]”

But he kept Beecham supplied with
water, It was a repulsive task, but he
did not shirk it. It was all that he could
do. His ineffectiveness was not because of



PLAGUE SHIP

any inner lack, but because up to now he
had been absorbed in other matters than
practical and physieal things. He knew that
the Lorelei’'s helm was untended, and
he thought it meant danger, but he could
not imagine standing to it himself.

He prayed apologetically, and gave
Beecham water, and left other and more
practical matters to the supernal forces
to which he had devoted his life.

It did net even occur to him to do any-
thing about the rats, though of course he
knew that fhey were responsible for the
plague. There were very many rats below,
and they were well enough fed. Better
than the little man, and of course vastly
better nourished than Beecham. He fed
on his own substanee only while the plague
assailed him.

But the rats scurried about below-decks,
and squealed and fought and gnawed—and
of course died, too—in a complete absotp-
tion in their own affairs, while all unno-
ticed there passed through the fabric of
the ship the sound of the Lorelei's battle
with the trade wind, That sound was a
rythmicallv repeated noise which was a
Boom! compounded with a lasting Sk-sh-
sh-sh! 1t was the swells rusbing agalnst the
Eorelel’s bow.

N AEON passed, In mights and days

it was a matter of seventy-twe hours,
oF maybe ninety-six. In terms of racking
thirst and suffering, of ehaetie deliriums
and pain-wrenehed stuper, it was no less
than an eternity.

But ultimately Beecham came back to
fuller consciousness. He was still alive.
The sun was shining and the waves were
ultramarine in color and the Lorelei still
kept up her fimicky, persistent maneuver-
ing. It was, if you like, a miracle that she
kept it up so long. But the wind did not
vary half a point in twenty-four hours, and
the trim and helm of the Loredei had found
a very neat adjustment. It was ot unduly
strange. That Beecham should live was
less strange still. No plague takes its vie-
tims cent-per-eent. Not even the dead-
liest.
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He was, by now, almost a skeleton. In
three days or four the plague had made
him, who was not handsome to begin with,
almost a caricature of a man. His eyes were
deep-sunk. His muscles were wasted. But
on this first morning of regained conscious-
ness he somehow managed to turn himself
over on his face.

He had had his fill of water for three
days and nights. It was what had kept
him alive, of course. But now it was
not enough.

After the tremendous feat of turning
himself over, he rested. He remembered
crawling from the forecastle and his col-
lapse upon the deck. He remembered his
snarling defiance of the universe, But
he knew nothing’ distinctly after that.
Only a confusion of dreams and agony.

Somebody had fed him water. But he
heard nobody about now. He thought
vaguely that perhaps everybody on the
ship had died of the plague, but some-
body before dying had poured water inte
his gaping, thirsty mouth,

He began to crawl toward the galley. He
was possessed by a ravening hunger. In

-the galley was flood. He could not plan to
reach it. He had only hope. He crawled.

Sometimes he moved six feet before it
was necessary to stop and rest. Sometimes
he could move only three, But presently,
putting the occasional inclinations of the
deck to use, he made a magnificent spurt
of eight feet without pausing.

Then he was in the shadow of the gal-
ley. The door hung wide. Men had dragged
foodstuffs hastily from its store-bins, as
others had broken into the stere-reem it
self. There were probably & deiible-hand-
ful of potatoes on the fleor, tiodden un-
derfoot. They had been drepped in the
haste ef the sailers to be gone.

Beecham, on the floor, clutched at one
of them. He was exhausted, so he chose
first the half of a potato that had been
crushed by someone’s heel. It was black
and bruised, but it was soft. He got bits
of it into his mouth. Slowly—because he
was so weak that he had to rest even from
chewing—he got that small amount of
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nourishment into his belly. Then he slept,
across the threshold.

He waked to find someone tugging at
him. Hands turned his body over. Beecham
snarled instinctively, though weakly, even
before he opened his eyes. Then he looked
dizzlly up inte the soft blue eyes and upon
the sparse gray whiskers of the Reverend
Adam Deovell. The querulous helplessness
of the little preacher’s expression was mere
marked than it had been, but at the me-
ment it was blanked eut by wender.

“How—how did you get here” he
asked, marveling. “[ thought—you were
too weak to imowe!”

“Weak, hall™ croaked Beecham
hoarsely, “Wihere's everybody? Are you
an’ me the only ones livii?”

“1 don't know,” said the Reverend
Adam Dovell helplessly. “They went away
in beats, very suddenly. 1 heard a commo-
tion, and when 1 came on deck 1—I seemed
to be alone. Later on 1 found you, and
you seemed to be very sick. 1 gave you
water—"

“The dirtty—" Beecham croaked blas-
phemously, referring to the missing crew.
“Say! Gimme some more wattgr!™

The Reverend Adam Dovell obeyed. He
was clumsy about it, as always. But
Beecham, at that moment, envied him
bitterly the having of strength to walk
upon his own legs and get his own water.
He gulped the drink and said ravemouslly:

“How about some grulh?”’

“I'm afraid,” said the little preacher
apologetically, “that I don't know how to
prepaie—’

Beecham swore strangely and wonder-
fully, in a cracked hoarse whisper. He
swallowed a slop of sea-biscuit soaked
in water as it was fed to him by spoonfuls.

“What' you' done about the shifp?" he
demanded, presently.

“Noithing,” said the Reverend Adam
Dovell unhappily. He added meekly. “1
know nothing about the sailing of a shiip.”

Beecham snarled furiously, from the deck
from which he was too weak to rise, and
from which the little man could not lift
him,
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“It seems to me,” said the small preacher
apologetically, “that it is" necessary for
us both—for me as well as for you—to
prepare ourselves for whatever God may
design for us. So I would Fike—"

Beecham flew into a passion his wasted
frame could by no means support. He
swore hoarsely—and went abruptly to
sleep from weakness, and exhaustion and
a newly filled belly.

E WOKE to find his imcongruous

shipmate standing diffidently by him
with a tin eup and a speen iR his hand.
There was & pillew under Beecham's head.
But there was raging thirst in his threat
and a gnawing hunger in his innards. The
little preacher elumsily eased beth—the
thirst with water whieh Beseham gulped
avidly, the hunger with anetRer herrible
fess of biseuit seaked in water.

“ft’s not very good,” said the Reverend
Adam Dovell wryly, “but I—I am rather
useless, I'm afraiidl.”

Beecham said pungent things, scathing
things, while he wolfed the suceessive
spoonfuls of sickly pap. He was weak and
he was helpless, who had always been
brutally strong. And therefore—lest he
seemn a weakling—he raked his veeabulary
for biting, derisive phrases to apply to the
small, apologetie figure which fed him.
There was another reasen for his verbal
truculence, too. He envied the man whe
eould stand en his feet and meve abeut
and werl his arms and legs at pleasure.
He, Beecham, could de nene of these
things. Se he swere virulently between
spaenfuls of the pasty mess as he was fed.

“I've been worriedl” said the little
preacher anxiously. “Sooner or later there
is bound to come a storm. When it does,
this ship cannot survive with none to
manage it. So I would like very mueh to
—to speak to you concerning eternal
things—"

Beecham regarded his benefactor with
a nralicious safiisfaction.

“Maanin’, get ready to die,” he croaked.
“LLilkke hell! I ain’t through livin’ yet! Look

here! We' drivin’ westward, farther off our
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tourse an’ into a messeo’ reefs an’ islands
am' Gawd knows what. So, y'see that rope
there? Cast it offfi!”

His hand shook with weakness as he
pointed. The Reverend Adam Dowvell went
hesitantly in the direction Beecham indi-
cated. He fumbled, and Beecham made
mewing, disgusted noises. Presently the
little preacher managed to find the right
rope. Under Beecham's croaked, profane
orders, he managed to cast it off.

Instantly it leaped from his hands. A
thunderous roar sounded aloft, while the
rope poured skyward with terrific speed.
The Reverend Adam Dovell looked aghast
at the tumult he had caused.

Beecham grinned weakly at him. He
looked rather like a death’s-head.

“That’s right,” he croaked, “Now get
over there an' cast off that one, too. Stam'
off from the coils when y'cast off; though.
That last rope near got you by the leg.
Go on, now. No shirkin', else T'lll="

ESPITE his' weakness, Beecham

gleried in the giving of erders with

all the artifice of inveetive and threat

that a bueke mate weuld have used—and

this te a gentleman of the eleth, a preaehe,
whese fingers were all thumbs.

To Beecham, the other's obedience
seemed the result of fear. He could not
conceive of meekness. But to the preacher,
even Beecham's swearing seemed suddenly
an indication of a spirit that he could
not imagine.

After all, prayer and resignation are
but parts of the proper functioning of a
man. But the Reverend Adam Dovell had
concentrated exclusively upon them. He
now saw something admirable, if obscure,
in Beecham'’s exactly opposite bebavior.
He could not conceive of Beecham’s envy
of muscles that functioned and arms
and legs that moved.

So divers things happened on the Lorelei.
From a distance she had been beautiful.
She was still beautiful. She sailed up
against the wind as if close-hauled, and
came closer and closer, and sometimes
fell off again. But always she tried with

feminine persistency to accomplish the im-
possible. Once in a long time she actu-
ally did sail up into the wind’s eye, and
of course was taken aback. Her sails flut-
tered, with thuttering noises, and pres-
ently she fell away again and immediately
tried once more to sail on a course that
could not be sailed.

But there came a change in her appear-
ance. A sail crumpled and came down
with a rush. It was not stowed or furled.
It merely came down and hung in huge
untidy folds. The Lorelei yawed crazily.
Her motion became erratic. She made
wide, eccentric swoopings.

Later, another sail crumpled to a heap
of dead cloth. A long time later, still an-
other. Toward sunset a fourth sail dropped
abruptly. Her jibs and topsails remained
distended. Oddly enough, the balance of
sails and wind and helm was once more
nearly restored, Agala she headed almest
straight Into the wind,

About an hour after sunset, the Lorelei
emitted a strange, metallic, screaming
noise from a windlass. It did not last
long. Perhaps fifteen seconds. Perhaps
twenty,

Afterward, in the moonlight, it would
have taken keen eyes to see any further
change in her appearance or her trim. But
the difference was there. One of her bow
anchors was no longer in place. Its lash-
ings cut through and the windlass-pawl
levered loose, the bow anchor fiow swung
free a hundred and fifty fathems dewn.

In the darkness the Reverend Adam
Dovell, very weary, fed Beecham dreadifult
pap with a spoon. And he said wrgenily:

“You promised that if 1 did all these
things you would listen to me, and your
soul is of greater importemnge—

But Beecham did not answer. He did
not even open his mouth for the spoon.
He was asleep, worn out. And the Rever-
end Adam Dovell stood up and sighed and
went—stumbling a little from fatigue—
back up to the bunk it had never occured
to him to abandon.

The moon shone on and the swells
surged and soughed beside the Lorelei. She
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looked crippled, now, with her sails in
great untidy folds upon her deck. She
seemed hampered and limping and unsure.

She still strove to hold her place upon
the waters, but it was with the uneasy,
nervous motion of a hobbled horse. Be-
neath the glaring tropic moon her appear-
ance was pathetic.

EECHAM was wakened by a strange
senisation. The Lorelel’s motion was
net free. It had eaught en coral trunks and
heads a hundred fathoms down, but far
tee brittle to held it. Presently it tore free,
and eaught again, and then Lerelei carme
sharply areund. She faced the wind di-
restly. She peunded heavily fer a mement,
and there was a ﬂidiﬁ? sensatien and a
glight jar. Then her whele mstien ehanged:
She began 8 fide 4p and dewn with a
hew fF_@&h@ﬁE‘%; head 18 the tradewind. She
Was Hding 8 anchor, theugh her still-
Spread €anvas eased the strain:

Beecham heard rats scurrying below.
He heard creakings and strainings. But he
made sure the anchor held.

He went back to sleep.

When morning came he was able, by the
little preacher's help, to look over the
rajl. There was a patch of sand, awash,
on which the surf broke languidly. It
would be covered at high water.

By the color of the sea Beecham could
tell that the Lorelei had floated stern-first
over a bank of coral still submerged, and
new lay at anchor in what would some
day be a lagoon. There was as yet no
island; merely a sandbank awash, with
sheal water extending to the northeast In
an irreaular eurve,

For three days the Lorelei pitched gently
and rolled lightly at this anchorage. On
these three days Beecham took to himself
the authority of a sultan and a dictator
rolled into one, with traces of a bucko
fiate added. He railed fiercely at the
Reverend Adam Dovell.

“It has pleased God,” said the little
preacher gently, “to spare your body. It
is now my duty to persuade you to think
of your spiritt”

“You meazm,” Smaded Beecham weakly
—hut steewdily—"you still tinimikim® about
dyin'. Thinkin’ of a gale. A'right! If one
comes, we’ fimidteed ™

"And we should be prepared,” said the
Reverend Adam Dovell. He added huimisly:
“I myself am not prepared as 1 should be,
but in helping you—"

“To hell with thatt!” snarled Beecham.
"We' goin’ to get prepared to live! How
about some grub? An’ then you hunt in
that locker an’ bring up theose bleeks. . . .”

And the preacher meekly scurried about
on biddings of the filesh.

The food was better, now. Beecham,
swearing at his companion's helplessness,
sent him to break into the cabin stores.
There was condensed milk for the skip-
per’s coffee. Thinned with water and gen-
erously Jaced with whisky, it gave
Beecham fictitious strength to drive the
little preacher while seme real strength
flowed inte him,

And the Reverend Adam Dovell cut his
fimgess mangling opea tin cans, but he
fared better, too, though he worked harder
than ever before in his life, He shed his
clerical coat while he trotted ever ere
urgently upen the myriad errands Beeeham
found fer him. Having let down the dfiv-
ing sails of the ship. Beecham new seemed
resolved that they sheuld some day be
raised again. He ate and drank and drove
his eermpanion fiereely.

A giant spider web of ropes developed,
each strand of which had been esntrived
by Beecham and clumsily and ineptly
strung by the little preacher. The little
man's appearance changed remankably, in
these days. His shirt vanished, tera teo
shreds in the unaccustomed physieal effert
to which Beecham drove him. He lest his
hat eoverbeard. He werked hard. Very
hard. His skin beeame reddened; and Bis
hands blistered and reughened and Began
te form ealleused spets: He eame {8 eat
a8 hungrily as Beeeham himself, theugh
he never omitted & deveut grace Befare
beginning en the eentenie of ohe of the
tin cans he never learned {8 6peR neady.

Sometimes he fell asleep while eating.
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14 l YHEN there came a day when Beecham
staggered precariously to his feet. The
Reverend Adam Dovell watched him, rock-
ing on his feet with fatlgue. He had
labored long and arduously, that day.

“Go on an’ slegp,” said Beecham im-
politely. “I'm on my feet now. I'll do
what needs to be done. Go om!”

“I think)” said the little man, blinking
with weariness but gently insistent, “‘that
you should offer thauis—"

Beecham growled and went shakily aft.
The Reverend Adam Dovell tried to offer
thanks himself on Beecham's behalf, but
went to sleep in the middle of it

Later on he woke up, strangling.
Beecham was lying on the deck. There was
a poisonous taint in the air. The reek of
burning sulphur. The little preacher got
up and tried to drag Beecham forward,
where . the air was cleaner.

“I burned sulphur,” growled Beecham,
“t' get rid o' the rats. Had to anchor
an’ get rid o' them before we went into
port. They carry plague. The whole dam’
ship’s fumigatin' now, though. No dam’
quarantine officer'll think he has to sink
or burn her, now.”

He leaned heavily on the little preacher
as they made their way to the bow, up-
wind.

“You should have had me help you,”
said the Reverend Adam Dovell, panting.
"' clumsy, but—"

“Yimeeded sleep,” growled Beecham.
Then, lest he seem to have conceded amy-
thing to humanity, he added, “T wouldn't
trust y'with matches, anyways.” And he
added again, “Besides, I needed to anchor
till 1 got strong enough t'steer. You'd tear
the sticks outa her in a blow.”

But all this was confusing and not dis-
paraging enough. So he glared, at the
Reverend Adam Dovell and snmorted scorn-
fully.

E cable parted while they slept, worn
through by scraping on . the ecoral
bank. Beecham seemed uisurprised and
satisfied when he woke and found it out.
The Lorelei again fenced delicately with

the trade-wind. Her jibs and topsails
nearly balanced with her helm, and kept
her heading into the wind. Beecham woke
his companion and, the two of them set
to work.

The spider-web of ropes came into play.
They were contrived of multiplying blocks
which would enable even the puny strength
of Beecham to be of some use.

The relative brawn of the Reverend
Adam Dovell produced marvels, In a mere
matter of hours he had one of the Lorelei’s
four dropped sails almost half raised again.

On the second day after the parting of
the cable, that sail was almest taut. But
Beecham helped a little. too, by taking
a turn of the rope around seme handy
object while the little man breathed hif-
self.

Two days later another sail drew.-In
fact, just ten days from her anchoring,
the Lorelei was under full sail eHece more.
She sailed persistently up into the wind.
She looked feminine and fretted and eager.

She could move proudly again, the
swirling stuff surging ence mere under her
forefoot. And her crew was readly.

Beecham was a good deal stronger, now.
There was no flesh on his bones. Far from
it! But he walked on two feet. He no
longer crawled. Often and often he rested,
of course. The heavy work had been dene
by the Reverend Adam Dovell, hew a suh-
peeling wisp of a man in disreputable gar-
ments and with herny, calloused hands.
His skin was reddened dewn t6 his waist
because his upper garments were tes far
gone to shield him frem the sun. His
sparse gray whiskers were straggled and
unkempt, but his air was ne lenger either
diffident oF apelegetie.

He was able to grin!

On this tenth morning, Beecham o6k
his place at the wheel. He had esntrived
blocks and pulleys to multiply his strengen
if needed. Then he east off the lashings
some unknown hand had put en the wheel
to keep the Lorelel heve t6 while she was
abandened.

Her head paid off. Eagerly, she forged
ahead.
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ERE was a steamer half a mile
away, She'd stopped, and her funnel
emitted a thick black smoke. Her small
beat drew near, bobbing up and down.

Beecham waiched it, his face workiag it-«

self back to its normal expression of de-
fisive scorn, He slipped the stay-loops over
the spokes of the wheel and went to the
stern-rall. There was a natty young
merchant-rarine officer in the stern-sheets
of the boat. A man with spectacles, in
solemn black, sat beside him.

“Ahoy there, the Lorelei!”

“Ahoy an’ be damned to you,” said
Beecham derisively. “What’s on your
mind?’

He was lean and cadaverous and he
wabbled on his feet. The Reverend Adam
Dovell leaned against the deckhouse, un-
ashamed though he was lobster-red from
sunburn and his clothing would have been
a disgrace to the lowliest of penitents,
much less a leader of the pious. The mouth
of the young merchant-marine officer
dropped open.

He saidi!:

“Why—er—yonre the Lorelei, arem't
you? The plague shijpy?”

“Plague ship, hell™ said Beecham.
“We're sulphured from stem to stern.
We're fumigated. Come aboard, if y'like.”

“Your boats were picked up, with half
the men in them dead. You'll want a doc-
tor, 1 suppose. And the Reverend, hewe—”

Beecham roared disgusted profanity at
him.

“To hell with that stufff! What we want's
a position am’ a course! We’ headed for
Sydney! Give us a course am—"

From there on, his speech was lurid. The
spectacled man in black pfotestingly raised
his hamnd:

“Il come on board if you've any sick,”
he said earnestly. “But the Reverend Adam
Dowell was left on the ship when she was
abandoned by most of the crew. Can you
tell me anything of his fatie?"

Beecham jerked a thumb at his com-
panion. The lobster-red little man came
to the rail and said mildlly:
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“I'm very well, thank you. I believe
we two will be able to sail this ship to
Sydney. If you'll ask for a—a course to
be given us—"

Merchant-marine officer and man in
solemn black stared at him. The Reverend
Adam Dovell went on clearly:

“H you'll do that, we'll carry on, My
partner and 1 are quite capable of han-
dling any situation we're likely to rua
into.”

The boat went amazedly back to the
steamer. Presently the steamer ran by,
upwind, and a speaking-trumpet shouted
down a course. Beecham bellowed an ac-
knowledment. He put over the wheel, It
was made easier by the Lorelei’s @win eggar-
ness to be gone, Foam formed uiider her
forefoot. She went trippingly, exultantly
over the waters, with pride in the lift of
her bowsprit and power in the roundedness
of her sails, The steamer slowly dwindled
astern,

"A hell of a note!” said Beecham,
sourly. “I bet that guy figured you were
goin’ to duck out on me.”

“I didn’t,” said the Reverend Adam
Dovell. “I woulldin't.”

“I know,” conceded Beecham. He
scowled at the far horizon. "“You got
right much to you for a little man. Y'hetter
sail with me nex' voyage. Anyways, when
we get to Sydney I'm goin’ to take you
places an’ show you things. You taught
me somethin’ about muscle. You got
more'n I'd ha’ beliewadl”

The Reverend Adam Dovell <sshid
humblly:

“Thank you. You taught me something
too, about the spirit. I—I knew something
of resignation and of submission and of
prayer, before. Now 1 know something of
struggle and defiance and—and courage.
It—is going to be a great help to me in
my work in Sydimsy.”

Beecham grunted.

“Yeah?” Then he said generously: “I
bet when you get to Sydney you plain give
the Devil helll I'm goin’ to come an’ listen

to you sommettined”
L
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There in the wreckage

she found him, his face

ghastly in the light of
the fflares

By
BURTON W
PEABODY

Red Light—Green Light

The Twidkight Elyer was equipped

with every safety device known to

railroading. She couldm’t be

weecked. But she was, and here's

the behind-the headlimes story of
how it happened

AS THE Twiligit Elyer rolled out of
the Eastern Terminal that summer
* A dusk, rumbling luxuriously over
smooth steel rails and bearing its precious
freight of six hundred human souls, it
must have seemed beyond the bounds of
reason that any shadow of disaster could
lie ahead.

The railroad — the Northeastern —
boasted itself one of the country’s best;
despite the financial illness of the troubled
"Thirties its -equipment had been fully
fmodernized, brought up to date.

Smooth-moving electric engines hauled
the half-million-dollar trains out of the
busy Terminal, steam Goliaths with aufo-
matic halting devices and elaborate con-
trols waited to be coupled on at the Car-
rolton yards thirty miles west; along the
right ef way semaphores, sighal lights, fe-
ehanieal rebets of wnerring preeisien
guarded the hurtling expresses as they
roeketed day and night ever the shimmer:
ing quadruple traelks of the system.

If an engineer dropped dead-in his seat,
if a signal circuit failed, if any other con-
ceivable breakdown oceurred, there- was
still, presumably, no peril. Ia such eon-
tingencles track inductors, the .strangest
robets of all, operating unecannily when
everything else went dead, weuld still

" guard the flying expresses, letting them
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run so long as the way ahead was clear
but bringing to a swift, sure halt any train
which an engineer failed to control in a
zone of danger.

Humanly, scientifically, mechanically, it
appeared virtually impossible for a major
accident to occur.

Yet it did. . ..

N THE night in question—the night

of a certain holiday-crowded July
third—word came that the Twilightt Flyer,
two heurs out of the Terminal and thun-
dering now through the misty, moon-
drenched Canandaigua Valley, had hurled
jtself headlong into the rear of the Mid-
langl Express, instantly converting its own
lecometive and two cars of the other train
inte twisted steel, with death, terror and
sereaming humanity as a somber accom-
paniment.

How could it happen? Why?

That was the question which troubled
the appalled officials.-tReams of testimony
were taken on the subject—Dby the coroner’s
inquest, by the Public Service Commis-
sion, by the railroad officials themselves.
Eventually the evidence was reduced to a
criminal indictment and, on the railroad’s
part, a set of stern, stiff regulations for
the future, to the end that the accident,
almost impossible of occurrence though it
was, might never by any possibility be
repeated.

The whole episode, though recent, is
already of the past—forgotten in the swift
rush of time and later events. There are
some though, among the living, who can-
not—who never will—forget. And one
among the dead who would never have for-
gotten had he lived. Four persons—a
father, a lover, another lover, a weeping,
contrite girl—were the unintentional par-
ticipants in the chain of emotions, pas-
sions, acts and errors which caused the
tragedy of that summer night.

For what happened that night was this:

LONG about the time that the Flyer,
still under electric power, was trun-
dling over the last of the switches and

crossovers leading from the terminal, En-
gineer Tim O’'Neill, out of Carrolton Vil-
lage, was just finishimg his supper. Bluff,
gray-haired Tim O'Neill in a few minutes
now would be going down to the yard to
take command of the big Goliath which
would draw the traim; just now, though,
his thoughts were far from railroading.

He looked across the table with a frown.

“Wihere’s Maizie, Kate? What's keeping
the chilld®”

“I don't know. Working late, maybe.”

“Not the night before a holiday she
wouldn't be. Not in an office like where
she is”

“Maybe shopping them.” N

Tim gave his wife a quick g]ance
“You're trying to ease my mind, Kate,
And your own as well. Inside of you
you're thinking the same thing 1 sim.”

“What are you thimikiing?”’

“That she's run off again, over to the
city or some place, with the new boy
friemd.”

“You mean the -Venable fellows”’

“The same! The sheik. The lady-killer.
Handsome Regjim-ewiiti "

“I don't like him, Tim.”

“And *did 1 say I like hiirm TTim rose
from the table, throwing down his napkin
with disgust. “I've been checking up on
him, over in town. He’s a city playbey,
Venable is. He's been divorced. He ruRs
around. He’s got a flock of lady-friends.
His family’s got money all right—maybe
too much for their own good—and the bey
throws it around like water. They ain’t the
kind for Maizie—him and his erowd.”

Tim crossed to the windew, staring
moodily out. The scene was an eld, fa-
miliar one. The broad valley; the railread
yard. Long lines of cars in the distanee,
standing in parallel rews or gliding slewly
past each other like smooth steel serpents.
Black forims of loeemetives shunting o and
fro, decked with rising plumes ef white.
The soft, faraway thunder ef eseaping
steamn came to Tim’s ears acress the et
dusk, aceompanied by the brassy
of air-driven engine bells—a eaﬂtlﬂual
faint elanging.
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All his life Tim O’Neill had known this,
loved it.

With a feeling he could not put into
words he turned back to Kate.

“Why can't she stick to her own? Why
can't she be decent to Matthew? There's a
lad for you—Mattthew. The best man I
ever had with me in my cab. He'll go
places on the road, Matthew will. He's
crazy about her too—and I thought she
was about him till this new fashionplate
tumbled in the way.”

“I've talked to her about it, Tim, but
it don’t do no good. She’s that defiant age.
She says she’st out of school now and
working, and you and me can't live her life
for her.”

“Neitherwe can, Kate. But we got a
right to guide her. We got a right to
swing a caution signal for her when things
look wrong and give her a green light
when she’s going straight. We got a right
to do that.

“Well, 1 got to be going." Tim reached
for his hat. “We'll have a talk with her,
when I get in from the run. Meantime
don’t worry. She's a good girl at heaut;
she’ll turn out all right.”

Tim O'Neill would have been distinctly
surprised, could he have seen his daughter
at that moment.

E turret-topped coupe, built like a
gray naval destroyer and about as
long, had swerved in under the firs and
pines beside the leng building with the
soft-lit windows and the neon sign,
Inside, rose-shaded lights glowed dimly
over the white-clothed tables and an or-
chestra played haumtingly. Maizie and her
fashionplate found themselves a table in a
secluded corner. The place was the Tiger
Rose Tavern, on the Canandaigua Park-
way. Seventy miles from the city, forty
beyond Carrolton. It had been fast driving.
“Whatll you have, Maizie?"
“I'm not hungry, Rej. I'm too excited”
“A drink will fix you.”
“I'm still dizzy from the ones we had
in towm.”

“Dizzy? You couldn't be. Two-three
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Tom Collinses couldn’t make you dizay
It's like drinking lemonadie”

“They didn’t feel like lemomadie”

“Well, another one won't hurt you. Hey,
you with the pencil and the pad. Take a
letter. Take a letter to the bartender. Tell
him mix us a couple. Plenty of ice—and
for Pete's sake put in some gin.”

He beamed across at Maizie. Maizie
regarded him with troubled, uncertain blue
eyes,

“You sure it's going to be all right,
Rej? About finding the justice and al?"

“You mean and get the little white
papen?”

“That’s the first thing, Rej. That little
white paper declaring us man and wife.”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. We'll find a
justice all *vight. I'll take care of every-
thing, honey. Leave it to me”

“I feel kind of scared, Rej.”

“Tthere’s nothing to be scared of.”

“I mean running away like this”

““That’s nothing to be scared of. You
sent your old man the telegram, didn’t
you?”

I sent it, yes. Not to the house though.
To the yard. I didn’t want Mom to see it.”

‘“That’s all the better. He won't get it till
train-time. Gives him all the less timg to
start sometliing.”

“What you mean—start sometiingg?”’

“You're a minor, arem't you? Infant
in the eyes of the law. He might give it to
the police—send out a general alarm or

something.” *
“Could they stop us?"
Venable laughed. “Yeah—maybe—if

they tried hard enough. But I'll fool ’em.
I know those hick cops. Money talks, and
it’s going to talk plenty tonight where we’re
going.”

“Wihere're we goimg””

“Honeymoon land, daulligg?

Maizie smilled); but almost at once her
face clouded again. “I feel so uneasy, Like
I'm doing wrong or something. When I
think of Daddy and Mom and Matt and-
everyiody—"

Venable took her hand across the table.
“Listen, sweetheart. You told me in town
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you werenm't going to talk about that any
more.”

“But 1 keep thinking about it. I'm sup-
posed to be practically engaged to him.”

“Engagedi?” Venable laughed again.
"“What's an engagement? I know plenty of
girls engaged five-six times and broken
‘em all.”

She looked at him forlornly. “He doesn't
deserve it. Not a person as nice as Matt.
He’s been more than a brother to me ever
since 1 was a little gil—"

“Haomney darling—listen to me!" Venable
caught her hand tightly in both of his,
“You got to think of yourself, too—
what yoeu deserve, what 1 deserve. You
den't get anything in this world by being
goed; you get what yeu want by taking
it. You told me in tewA you wanted te
get away frem it all. Yeu den't want to
g6 baek 6 it, do yeu? Give up all we've
planned—all ‘the wonderful things? Give
gverything wp and g8 baek te it—baek o
the ‘engines and elnders and grease and
dirt and railread spikes?!

Maizie drew her hand away and rested
her forehead heavily on her palms.

“Oh, 1 don't know what 1 want. I feel
so queer and muddled. 1 feel like crying.
1 must be drunk or sometdhing;”

"“You're not drunk, darling. Only ex-
cited. You'll feel better in a minute. Looky
—here comes our drinks now. See?—just
like 1T told you. Lemonade. Even got a
hunk o’ lemon on top. Take a sip, darling,
and you'll feel better.”

She took a sip and looked at him dubi-
ously. “Oh, 1 don't know what I ought to
do. Sometimes 1 get so sick of it all. It
seems to me like all T've ever seen in my
whole life is engines—cars. All I've ever
smelled is oil and smoke. And now I'm a
steno in a railroad office. Sometimes I feel
like 1 don't want to ever, ever see a loco-
motive agaim.™

“You won't honey. We'll ride on air-
planes. And steamboats. Reggi#ill buy you
a steamboat. A great big yacht. Reggie’ll
buy Maizie anything she wants if she'll
only smile and be nice. There—that's bet-
ter. You look sweet, honey. You’re my
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dream girl” He lifted his glass. “Came on
—let’s finish ’em up and get on the floor.
They're swinging it, the orchestra is. Let's
get going. Hey, you with the pad. Take an-
other letter. Same as before, All right,
Maizie—let's go! Let's siqgn!”

They stepped.

Melody. Music. Drums. Rhythm, When
It's Swiwgimee in the Springtime.

“Only it ism't springtime, Maizie. It's
summer. Almost Fourth of July. Golag to
be a great big Fourth of July heneymoon
for Maizle and me.”

A Fourth of July honeymoon for Maizie
and her man. A great big Fourth of
July honeymoon—starting in the Tiger
Rose Tavern, on the Canandaigua Park-
way.

lT“S a beautiful night,” said Tim.

“Yes, a beautifu] night.” Matt.
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with a suddenly constricting heart.  Was
this about Maizie? Had something hap-
pened to her?

He ripped it open with uneasy fifiggjrs-
saw with relief that it was signed with
Maizie's mame—and then with a renewed,
clutching constriction he read the brief,
disjointed phrases: : .

LEAVING wmtgﬂr nsgg—m memg
FORGIVE ME LQVE

He sat staring numbly at the words. It
was his daughter, his child, who had writ-
ten this. His child—running away with
that no-good! And the way she had writ-
ten it! Not even ten clear words. She had
said it in seven. Tt didn’t sound like her—
not like Maizie in her right mind—to
write llke that. Leaving with Reggie, he
supposed she meant. And mavnying fbopgree
yie—what did that mean? A priest? A
decent Christian marriage? Or was this
some altogether unhallowed, godless af-
fair? Tim felt himself growing cold inside.

“What is it, sir? Has something hap-
penadi?’

He was aware of Matt's big young fig-
ure standing solicitously over him. Matt,
the man who loved her—the man she had
seemed to love—and was forsaking.

He held the message out to him pain-
fully. “It’s news none too good, lad. Steel
yourself. Steel yourself and read it."

Matt read it and stood as if transfized,
his feet apart on the engine's steel deck,
his corded hands gripping the yellow sheet.

“The hyemsl!”' he muttered. “Tie lousy
rat! He's got her hypnotized or doped
or sormmetiiingg?

“Tthat’s what I'm thinkimng.”

“You got to stop 'em!!” Matt exploded.
“You got to do sometiiigg?”

“What can we do? There ain't time.”

“You can stop 'em! You can get the
police out! Where'd that boy go—that
messanget!”

Matt dove for the head of the ladder,
peering out. As he did so the signal went.
Two shrill, small blasts on the cab's air-
whistle. The starting signal.

Mechanically Tim cracked open the
throttle. The train began to move,
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Matt was instantly beside him. “You
got to stop ’em, muami!™

“Ill stop ’em,” Tim said, “so help nit
Godi! "

“But when? Where?"

“At the next stop. At Franklin City.”

“Tihat’s two hours off! You're giving 'em
half the night to get aweay!™

“Steady, lad! We got a job to do. The
trains must rum.”

For an instant Matt stood staring down
at him, then as if in a dream he turned
away. With a glance at the valves and dials
he crossed the deck and dropped into his
seat on the firing side, peering at the sig-
nal lights ahead as the strict engine ritual
demanded.

“Greem!” he called.

“Greem!!” Tim repeated.

They were picking up speed now;
around them the wind was commenelng to
hum. Switch and yard lights went by—
red, green, purple; the yard limit lights;
the last lights of Carrolton; and presently
they were borlng into darkness—the dark-
ness of the long, rising Canandaiguq Val-
ley, wnder the falnt and silvery glew of
the rising meon lew in the east behind
them,

E playboy unclutched his arms from

the girl and led her back to their

table for the fourth time. The Tiger Rese

had proved pleasant, 66 pleasant t6 leave

in a hurry. They had already sent several

letters to the bartender, and the feplies
had esrme.

Fresh replies, enticingly tall and frosted,
stood on the table as they swayed Into
their seats.

Maizie looked across at her escort and
giggled.

“You look so funny, Rej. You got four
eyes and two noses. Your face keeps
jumping around. If you felt like I feel you
couldn’t drive a car.”

Her escort looked at her speculatively
over the rim of his glass. He set down
the glass and took her hand.

“[Listen, sweetheart. This is a pretty
swell joint. How about staying hete?’
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“What you meam—steying?”

“We're going to be man and wife, aren't
we? This is a pretty swell joint”

Maizie giggled again, trying to focus
her eyes. “How about that little white
paper—declaring us man and wiifie?”

“We'll get the little white paper, honey.
What's the difference? We're going to be
man and wife. We'll get it in the morming”

“Oh—" She drew a sharp breath, clutch-
ing at the table-edge. “Rej—youiire terri-
ble!!”

“It’s nice to be terrible, honey. You
lon’t know how mice.”

She half struggled to her feet. “Oh. I
<0t to go! I got to get out of here! I got
10 gpe—3

“Hush, darling! Sit quiet a minute.
Listen! You're not in any condition to go.
What you need is rest—sleep. I'll get you
t room here, A room all by yoursdif”

“No—no!"” She staggered up, passing
her hand wildly across her eyes. “I got to
30! 1 don't know what I'm doing! Take
me from here. Take mme—"

“Ill take you, honey! Y'll take you—"
He careened around beside her, steadying
her. “’S all right, honey. Everything's
going to be all right! We'll get going.
We'll find a justice like we planned. Come
on—let's get goimg.”

He motioned to the waiter, paid the bill.
Together they wavered toward the door,

“I feel like the wreck of the Hesperus™

“You look sweet, honey darlimg.”

She was soft and helpless against hinn;
n the dim-lit vestibule he caught her arm
tighter and they lurched together in a
flaming, drunken Kiss,

“Honey! Sweetheart! My wiified™

“No! No, Rej— Nol! We got to go!
We got to gett—"

“All right, darling! We'll get it. Come
on! Let's go!”

In the parking space he pushed her into
the car, climbed in himself. He stepped on
the starter; the motor came to life with a
whispering roar; and in another moment
the big gray destroyer had swerved out
onto the parkway and was heading giddily
west along the endless ribbon of concrete.
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UT of the darkness beside the hum-

ming rails, summer mists were com-
menclig to creep. Gossamer vells across
the moonlit fields; a vague, silvery glow
in the engine’s headlight beam, obscuring
the distanees.

“Can you see it yet, Matitt?”

“Not yet 1 cam't”

“Well, watch for it. I can’'t see so very
good here”

Matt dropped into his seat on the firing
side. Almost at once he called shamplly—

“Tihere it is! And it's yellbow!”

“Yellow!” called Tim at almost the
same instant.

The color meant that the train ahead
was less than three miles away—just three
signal blocks away—since a running train
always leaves a trail of one red and two
successive yellows behind it.

It also meant delay—on this troubled
night, of all nights. Tim knew that it was
permissible to run through the yellows, but
only with the train well under control.
Running through, though, required a spe-
cial technique—because when a signal
shows yellow or red the electric track in-
ductor beneath it is dead, and a dead in-
ductor automatically halts the train. To
offset this, there was, in each engine cab,
a so-called forestalling device; and by
setting the forestalling lever it was possible
to nullify the action of the inductor for
a few seconds—Ilong enough for the train
to pass.

Tim forestalled, first shutting off the
throttle and easing on the brakes, getting
the train under control.

"“We're crowding the Midland close,”
Matt called.

“Yeah, we're running thick as subway
trains tonight. This stuff’'s slowed them
down out ahewdl”

They continued on cautiously at half
speed. The next semaphore was yellow; so
was the next, and so was the one after
that. Always ahead was the thin, moonlit
mist, occasionally illumined to a blinding
glow as the headlight of an approaching
eastbound train loomed out of the west—
a glow that for a moment suffused the
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earth, vanishing instantly into strange
darkness as the train crashed by.

Matt moved restlessly from his seat to
his valves and dials, back to his seat again.

“The way we're going we'll never get
to Franklin City at alll’”

Tim did not answer. There was a gnaw-
ing perturbation in his heart which he
scarcely dared let himself feel or think
about.

Suddenly he called eagerly—

“It’s changed, Matt! It's gresni®

“Greem!” said Matt quickly.

Tim jerked the throttle, wide. Maybe
they would be getting to Franklin City on
time after all, or nearly on time. The big
Goliath surged ahead. The speed indicator
crept swiftly up. Fifty—sixty—seventy—

The train was a roaring rocket once
more, hurtling with its five-hundredl ton
weight into the night and moonlit mist.

ESTWARD, along the Canandaigua

Parkway, the silver gessamer had
penetrated too. A" magical glow lay over
everything—luminous haze ameng the hills
—fHeoating silver lakes across the fields and
valleys,

Venable, at the wheel of the rushing car,
looked out at the scene romantically.

“Wamderful night. Wonderful, beautiful
honeymoon nightt,” he declaimed ecstatical-
ly-
Maizie, beside him, did not answer. He
looked at her to see if she was still the
same. Yes, she was still the same—curled
up awkwerdly on the seat as she had
been from the time they left the Tiger
Rese: Sleeping the sleep of the dead. Or
of the drunk.

Her protector shrugged cheerfully.
“Can't marry girl asieep,” he told himself.
“Ne use finding justice with girl asleep™
He considered the situation a moment,
“Got to have honeymoon anyway. She
wouldn't want to miss honeymoon. Eind
justice later on if she wamts™

He knew the place for" it; an ideal hide-
away:

In a few minutes now—just a few miles
ahead—the Canandaigua Parkway would
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become a state road. A state road that ¢on-
tinued westward, paralleling the railroad
tracks, with a branclj a little farther on
that forked south through rolling, descend-
ing hills to cross the tracks at Ibsenville.

And south of Ibsenville, along that same
branch, was the place he knew: a se-
cluded inn. A place where money talked
and the people did not. Yes; an ideal
place for him and his honeymoon girl.

Venable retarded with a violent pressure
of brakes where the parkway ended, slued
drunkenly past warning reflectors and di-
rection signs, and stepped on the gas again
as the dancing headlights pricked into a
vista of rolling countryside and uneven
black-top road.

A few minutes here and he retarded once
more, cutting sharply left. The south
branch. The branch to Ibsenville,

Now the road ran gently downward amid
woods, fields and descending hills, all faint-
ly bathed in mist. Seon scattered lights ap-
peared; houses drifted past, set back dark-
ly from the road. They were coming into
the little town.

Scarcely retarding, the gray destroyer
swept onward, down the main street. Stores
flasivestl past; parked cars; townspeople.
Several hilarious youngsters threw fire-
crackers. Venable laughed and kept on
going.

All at once, at the foot of the street, a
gate loomed through the mist. A wooden
gate, diagonal-striped, extending across the
road. A red lantern waved wildly. A gong
was ringing.

With all his drunken strength Venable
stepped on the brakes, trying to stop. The
heavy destroyer slid with squealing tires
along the black-top, still lunging onward,
and came to a halt at last against the gate,
its radiator pressed against the yielding
boards, its headlights glaring through,

Out of the east, at that instant, eame
the crescendo wail of a locomotive whistle,
and from the left a train whipped past on
the nearest track—a clatter of wheels and
whizzing cars scarcely three feet in freat
of them. It passed with the whistle still
tooting, the engineer staring dewn.
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Maizie jerked madly upright at the
commotion. “My God, Rejj!”

S all right, darling. 'S all right! 1}
stopped, didn’t 12"

“IMl say you stuppest?

She stared after the departing train,
groggy yet queerly wide-awake. She had
seen the engineer's face staring down—it
was one she did not know; nor had she
recognized the train. But within her, sub-
conscious instincts were stirrimg—Ilifelong
memories and perceptions. She was hazily
avire of soitie peculiar, irregular thing oc-
eurring.

The train was swinging around a right
hand curve; and on the curve was a yel-
low semaphore. She saw the light change
from yellow to red at the train went by,
and the next instant came the grind of
brakes.

“That’s queer,” she said in a dreamy
tone. “He’s stoppimg.”

“Maybe there's a station there.

“No, there ism't any station. It's am
emergency stop. Because look— See tlett!™

E last car had halted just beyond

the semaphore, and from the rear plat-

form a flagmam with a red lantern had

dropped to the ground. He came running

back around the curve with something in

his arms, approaching the crossing where
they sat.

A few yards from them, at the edge
of the crossing where the track straight-
ened out, he stopped abruptly, jabbing
flares vertically into the ties, strapping
torpedoes around the rails.

“Now what's that palooka doimg!” Ven-
able exclaimed. “Jeep, look at him! Cele-
brating the Eourth! Yes, sir. Skyrockets!
And toy pistol-caps on the track. Bounce
the engineers in their seats when the trains
go by. That's right, big boy! Point 'em
up! Shoot 'em at the sky. He's a crazy
brakeman—"

“Hush, Rej—hush”

Maizie was peering intently out, listen-
ing.

The old gateman Was ealling to the flag-
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‘“What happened? What d'ya stop for?”

“Dunno,” the flagmam said. “Guess the
engineer forgot to forestalll.”

“Well, I wouldn’t blame him none, the
way that guy come slam-bangin’ into the
gate. What train you rusniini?”

“WMidland. Midleand), third section,” the
flagmman called as he turned and ran back
to his train.

Maizie turned to Venable accusingly.
The thing she had hazily sensed was only
too vividly clear now.

“Oh, Rej!” she cried. “You made him
stop! The engineer was looking baeck at us
when he went through the yellow light'and
you fiade him forget to forestll"

“[Forestalll!” Rej chortled. “You mean
foreclose! You mean he forgot to foreclose
his mortgage. Why doesn’t the boeeb go?
What’s he standing therg for®”’

“Can‘t you understand, Rej? The train
stopped automatically because the engi-
neer failed to forestall through the yellew
light. When it stops it can't start agala
till the fireman climbs to the ground and
resets the halting deviee. That's why the
flagiman has to set up Fares”

“Fwnny kind of a raihoad,”
laughed.

“Not as funny as you think, Rej! It's a
pretty serious thing to stop a traii1"”

“All right, if it’s serious we'll get out
of here. Got to get golng anyway. Hey,
you with the whiskers—put that gate up!
The train's gone past. Put it wp!”

“Can’t,’ the gateman said. “Can’t lift
the gate till the bell stops ringiing”

“Well, disconnect the bell. % make
it stop. I'm golng thwawgh?”

“Rej—stop!"” Maizie shrieked.

But Venable was already in gear. He
backed, then charged, swerving rightward
onto the crossing, past the gate’s free end.

Drunkenly, he swerved too far. The
wheels dropped off the edge of the road
planking: the car bounced and veered
sharply into the track, striklag down the
fares.

* 'Sake! Why don’t they pave the roadi!
How they expect you to cross if they don’t
pave it?”

Rej
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“Rej, get off! Back up! The bell's still
ringing! There's a train coming some-
where! There're four tracks ahead of you!
Back up—get offf!”

“Ill get off, baby, don't worry! Il
back up. Just wait till T cut this wheel. 1
got on here and I can get off all right
Train isn't going to hit us, honey. . . .

OUR miles east, while this was hap-

pening, the Twilighvt Flyer was eating
the rails, Coming at seventy miles an hour,
making up time, For the last dezen signal
bleeks the lights had been green—or else
had turned green before the train reached
them. There had been ne slowlng dewn.

Now there was another yellow. Tim
called it. Matt repeated it.

“mtAl likely clear before we reach it

“I hope it does! We've been delayed
enough tonight alresdfy.”

But this time it did not clear. Tim
hurriedly jammed on the brakes at the
last minute, at the same time forestalling.
He looked at the speed indicator and real-
ized with a shock that he had gone through
the yellow light at fifty miles an hour,
He was allowed thirty.

He cut the speed down and coasted
ahead, watching for the next semaphore.
It appeared presently, far ahead in the
thin mist. Yellow again.

The train was still coasting. Tim’s mind
was coasting too. Thinking of Maizie;
worrying. He glanced at the speed indi-
cator again and frowned. A litle while ago
he had been overrunning. Now he was
down to twenty-eight. He wasn't holding
his speed at all tonight. He cracked open
the throttle a little, and felt the forward
surge of the engine.

Ibsenville was ahead now. 1Ibsenville
with its right-hand curve, and on the curve
the next semaphore—hidden at this dis-
tance not only by the mist but by the curve
itself and by the hills of the town.

Suddenly, far ahead on the long, straight
tangent, Tim saw a queer sight—one that
for the moment made him forget his wor-
ries, his bad driving and everything else. A
pencil of light, as from an automobile’s
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headlights, was cutting faintly leftward
across the mist, and it seemed to come from
his own track. It looked as if a car had
somehow gotten onto the track at the well-
guarded crossing and had stalled there.

Instantly alert, he yanked at the whistle,
just as Matt gave a warning shout. At the
whistle’s blast the car appeared suddenly
to move—sliding quickly backward—right-
ward—off the line of the railroad tracks.
It bounced and veered wildly as it went,
its headlights jiggling and swinging across
the mist in a great, brightening arc, blaz-
ing suddenly fully into Tim’s eyes as the
car jerked to a halt just off the traeks.

OM around the right-hand curve be-
yond, at that mement, burst the head-
light of an appreaching eastbeund traif,
adding its fieree intensity to the ear's
glare. Tim found himself suddenly plung:
ing ferward ifnte a eurtaln of mist as
bright"as day; a blinding, dazzling lumines-
ity that filled the whele seene befere Rim.

He heard Matt yelling:

“Wihere's that car! Did he get off all
n"wﬂ

“Yes—the’s off! He's clea!”

With a swishing roar of successive cars
the eastbound train shot by, carrying half
the light with it, and the next second
Tim’s locomotive swept past the glaring
headlights of the car. Instantly all the light
was gone, blotted into a strange, vast
darkness—a darkness deepened by the
swirling, low-lying smoke and vapors of
the vanished eastbound train.

Out of the darkness came cries and
shouts, and in the split second of passing
the crossing Tim's squinting, half-blinded
eyes saw a red lantern waving—a gate-
man frantically yelling; he saw the car, too
—big, gray, familiar—and from the car's
window a girl leaning—pointing and shout-
ing—and the girl, he realized, was Malzie
—his child!

He stared back, trying to see and hear:
but the voices were lost in the roar and
clatter of his train, and the last he saw
of the scene was Maizie's wildly polnting
hand.



RED LIGHT—GREEN LIGHT

Under him torpedoes were suddenly
blasting; before him, as he whirled about,
loomed a phantasmagoria of horror. A blur
of smoke and darkness—and through it the
lurid red eye of a semaphore blazing at
danger, the twin red lights of a halted
train, a flagmam's desperately swinging
lantern by the track.

In a frenzied, dreadful nightmare, Tim
slammed on the air and reversed the driv-
ing wheels, his eyes flashed to the speed
indicator. He had thought he was going
thirty. He was going forty-five.

Helplessly, with irresistible force and
weight, the five-hundreditem train plowed
on. . ..
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Honking cars were already converging
magically from all directions, turning into
the narrow lane and bumpy fields beside
the right of way. Venable followed the
procession, over the rough ground.

Ahead, in the mist and darkness, the
beams of halted cars shone like search-
lights upon a scene of terror. Two coaches
lay zigzag across the rails and in the
ditch; and entangled with them, partly
beyond them, was the overturned locefio-
tive of the Twilightt Flyey.

Hundreds of people had piled off the
trains, and doctors and volunteer rescue
squads were already at work, hurrying,
bustling about, in the checkered light.

Maizie stared with horrified eyes upon
the scene, only half aware of what was go-
ing on around her as Venable swung into
position by the other machines. As he
stopped his eaf, anether officer hurried up,
addressing the man en the runningbeard.

“That them, Joe?”

“Yeah—that’s them, chieff”

“Well, hold the guy. Sling the bracelets
on him. We want him. The railroad bulls
want him. We've got enough crlminal
negligence counts on him to put him away
for a long, :long rest, It's his doing—all
of this” He jerked his head, briefly; te
ward the tracks. He spoke again, his veiee
lowering, softening. "Ik take the gifl.
Better come with me; iss. They want
%gn:q in a Huffy dewn Belew. Yeur father's

1t

She went with him, stumbling, unseeing,
through the checkered light.

OWN where the engine had gouged
a grave for itself, one of the rescue
parties was at work, The officer made way
for her through the crowd of spectators.
“He’s dying,” she heard someonie say.
They had gotten him out of the eab.
Scalded, injured, cut, he lay wrapped in a
blanket, with heavy emergency swathings
of gauze about his head and upper bedy.
A doctor was working over him. A priest
had arrived. Standing ever hifh, gazing
solemnly dewn, was a tewering, heavily
bandaged figure—=Matt.
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She dropped hysterically to her knees.

“Daddy—Daddy—"

His closed eyes opened, looking up at
her with a strange, glazed calmness as if
he were already beyond all pain.

“It's all right, daughter,” he said in a
queer, steady monotone. “It’s all right.
I went through a red light. I'm going out.
It's better so.”

“No, Daddy—no—no—" Racked and
choking, she, filumgy her arms about him,
pressing her face to his. “It wasi’t your
fault, Daddy. I'm the one to blame—I'm
the one to blame—"

“It’s all right,” he said again in the
same strange monotone. “It’s all right. It's
clear lights ahead now. I'm going outt—"
His voice died away, then came again, not

ARGOSY

quite so steadiily; she had to strain her ears
to catch the failing words— “May it be
clear lights for you, too, daughter—for
your mother and you—and Matt—al-
Wﬂys—"

“Daddy—" she quavered.

“Better take her,” the priest said soft-
ly; and she felt herself lifted by powerful,
gentle hands. Matt's arms were about her,
and with her closed eyes blinded with tears
she rested her head against him. Denim,
grease, the sounds of the railroad—even
ehaos, tragedy, death; this was where she
belenged.

About them the hushed voices of the
doctors, the murmur of the priest in the
last ritual, and the sounds of the night
of rescue went on.

—

THE RINGER

He couldn’t add three and fiiwe—butt he could block a drep-
kick. He didn’t know a verb from a tesi-tube—but he could
tear off a beautiful end-run. He talked in a hillbilly drawl,

and he got through his classes by the grace of an indulgent

faculty—that didn’t dare flunk him. He was a heel and hero—a ringer; and
he paid his tuition in forward passes. Beginning a sensational first novel of
the amateur sports racket, by

CHARIES RICE McDOWELL

SHARK MASTER
On that South Seas island one man was lord over life and death. The natived
called him He-Whom-tthe-Sharks-Obey because the sea-tigers served him faith-
fully, and in their jaws his enemies died terribly. . . . Until at last the sharks
themselves rebelled. A vivid novelet by
RALPH R. PERRY

VOLCANO

It is Carnival Week in Martinique, and the streets are gay with musie and
laughter. And the only man who has heard Mont Pelee awake ominously from
her long sleep, knows that slippered feet are dancing on the edge of destiic-
tion. An exciting novelet by
ROBERT CARSE
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The Man From Madrid

CHAPTER XXV

MR. NIBBS TAKES A HAND

FRITZ ZIMMERMAN, his thick kips

slightly apart, stood staring at
Ifggﬂ Don Graham lagf uncon-
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firre qef He went to the door,
yan‘i{ed |t open and roared, "Lester! Come
here, Lester!"

Lester came in a minute later. Zimmer-
man, standing in the middle of the room,
his eyes frozen, said: “Come here, Lester,
come closer. There’s something I have
to tell you.”

Lester took a few steps.

“A little closer,” Zimmerman said, his
booming voice incredibly soft.

Lester advanced to within a few feet
of Zimmerman. Zimmerman shifted his
gun from his right to’ his left hand. He
struck Lester squarely in the mouth with
his huge fist. Lester's head snapped back.
His sternaeh made an areh eurving {e-
wards Zimmerman. Zimmerdman sank his
fist into Lester’s stemaeh. The man gagged,
writhed. tnstinetively he put up his hand
as theugh te ward eff further Blews.

Zimmerman had no intention of strik-
ing him again. From his breast pocket
he took a silk handkerchief and dusted off
his knuckles,

“That’s so youll remember not to let
anyone in to see me after this without
announcing him first,” Zimmerman said.
He said it pleasantly, as though it were
of no importance whatever,

Lester, with one hand on his stomach,
managed to say: “Yes, sir.” His face was

The first installment of this six-part serial, herein

concluded, was printed in the Argosy for June 10
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a pasty white. He touched his split lip
with tender fingers, looked at the blood
and again said, “Yes, sir.”

“You ere more like your old self,” Hilda
said. Her smile was enigmatic. Her eyes
were very brilliant. “For days I've been
thinking that this Don Graham had you
frightened to death, just as he had every-
one else.”

Zimmerman looked at her doubtfully.
He turned back to Lester.

“Get me some rope,” he said, “or a
couple of neckties—anything. I want him
tied up.” With his foot he indicated
Graham. '

Lester licked the cut on his lip with
the tip of his tongue. “Yes, sir. We have
some clothesline in the basement. Will
that be all right?”

Zimmerman nodded irritably.

Lester went out.

IMMERMAN, his face a blank, kept

looking at Hilda. He made no refer-
ence to Don Graham, to what she must
have seen. He made no reference to Mc-
Laughlin who sat there mumbling. Once
McLaughlin tried to stand up but fell back
into his chair,

Hilda said, “Is Pat drunk?”

“What did you want to phone me
about?” Zimmerman demanded, a hard
note in his voice. “What did you come
here for?”

“You said something about going away,
Fritz,” she said softly. “You and I. I
had to make sure.”

“Sure of what?”

“Sure of you,” Hilda said. “There’s a
difference between going away and running
away.”

Little creases formed above the bridge
of Zimmerman’s nose.

“You don’t quite understand me, do
you? Eddie was never a very forceful
character,” she went on to explain. “I
don’t want to make another mistake.
This time I want someone who is strong,
someone with real courage.” She paused
for brief seconds, then: “It sounds a
little cold-blooded, doesn’t it?” ’
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Zimmerman still had McLaughlin’s re-
volver in his hand. Now he stuck his
finger through the trigger guard and
started twirling the gun slowly.

Don Graham stirred faintly. His eyes
remained closed.

“What are you going to do with him?”
Hilda asked.

Zimmerman, on a sullen note, said:
“What do you care? Or is he the strong
man that you're looking for?”

Hilda smiled. “There was a time when
I though so,” she admitted. “A few days
ago I had a feeling you were afraid of
him, that you didn’t have the courage
to stand up and fight him; that you were
resorting to petty intrigues and little
schemes to try to get the better of him . . .
like that business that happened in court.

“I suppose I sound cruel. You probablyv
like your women soft and pliant but I'm
not that way. I can’t help it, Fritz. I'm
the sort who wouldn’t let anything—any-
thing stand in the way of something she
wanted.” She looked away. Her voice
hushed. “You killed Eddie, didn’t you?”
she said. “You killed him so you could
have me.”

Zimmerman sucked in his breath and
made a great hissing noise. “You’re made
for me, Hilda,” he said.

He stepped toward her, then stopped.
Lester was coming in with a length of
clothesline.

“Tie his hands and feet,” Zimmerman
directed. “He tried to attack Mr. Mec-
Laughlin. I had to knock him out.”

Lester nodded. His eyes told nothing of
what he felt. He had wiped the blood off
his face. He kneeled down and deftly
lashed Don Graham’s ankles together. He
cut short the extra rope with a jack-knife,
folded Don Graham’s limp arms on his
chest, then tied his wrists. He stood up -
when " he finished.

“Shall I—shall T notify the police, sir?”

“You can’t,” Zimmerman said, “the
phone’s out of order. And you can’t go
out. He brought a gang with him. They’re
outside, waiting. I lost my temper, Lester,
not because you let Mrs. Meechling in,
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but because you might have admitted
any one of those hoodlums”

“I'm sorry, sir, 1 didn’t know.”

“It’s really my faultt—" Hilda began.

“It doesn’t matter,” Zimmerman said.
“Here give me a hand. Let’s get him out
from under our feet.”

He stooped and put his hands under
Don Graham’s arms. Lester took the feet.
Between them they carried him to the
couch,

“Make us some coffeg,” Zimmerman
said. "“You'd like some, wouldn't you,
Hilda?"

Hilda nodded, her eyes bright and alert.
For the second time she looked at Mc-
Laughlin.

“What's the matter with Pait?’
wanted to know. *Sidk®”

“Yes,” Zimmerman said, “sick. So sick
he'll never be well agaim.” His face clouded.
“Some pals of your friend, Graham, got
bold of him—did things to him. I don’t
kniow exactly what. They promised to do
the same to me. Did you bhave any
trouble getting into the house””

Hilda gazed at him without compre-
hension. “Why should 1?”

Zimmerman explained. Then he frowned.
“I wonder if you're going to have diffi-
eulty getting out. If you can walk out
just like that, your coming here was
previdential. You can go to a telephone—
they've eut mine—and phene a man narmed
Nibbs. Yeu ean tell him that Zimmesnan
§ays everything will be fixed up to suit
him and that PNl see him first thing in
the merning: Tell him 1 give in”

Hilda's eyes widened. “I don't under-
stand,” she"said. “Who is Nibbs? What
has he got to do with—with us, Friiz?”

she

HE shot a fleeting glance towards the
coueh. Don Graham was stirring. His
eyes were open. He raised his head a little,
first to look at his bound wrists, then at
Hilda. Hilda turned her back.

“You must tell me just what we're going
to do,” Hilda said. “I want to help. For
instance, what are we going to do with
Gralam?”
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“I1 take care of Graham,” Zimmerman
said. “Don’t you worry.”

“But how? He's dangerous. I must know,
Fritz—so that I won't have to womny.”

Zimmerman chuckled. “You won't have
to worry.” He stopped twirling McLaugh-
lin’s gun and put it back in his pocket.
He found a piece of peanut brittle and
ate that.

“Wihat are you going to do to him,
darfing?’

Zimmmerman stopped crunching. His eyes
filled] with suspicion. ‘“Wiat do you care
what bappens to hii”’

She took swift strides. The next instant
her arms were about Zimmerman.

“ft's just you. You're so reckless some-
times. You don't stop to consider what
the consequences will be.”

Zimmerman grinned. He would have
kissed ber but she nestled her head against
his chest, and then stepped away. Don
Grahan’s eyes were far back in his head,
He kept working at his bonds.

“Well, if it interests you, I'm going
to shoot him . ... in self-defense. 1 can't
do it now because I've got no telephone,
1 probably couldn't get out to notify the
police, and in order to make it look right
they've got to be netified the mement
it happens”

Hilda's eyes were level and inscrutable,
“I see,” she said slowly.

Zimmerman had a feeling she con-
sidered the plan risky, and said again:
“Don't you worry. I'll make it look resll”

“I'm sure you will,” she said quickly.
“I know you will, Fritz”

There was a soft thump. Don Graham
had worked his feet off the couch and
managed to sit up.

Zimmerman turned and looked at him.
There was nothing in Zimmerman's eyes
but content. Everything was going to
work out fine now. To be sure, he'd have
to give this Nibbs a substantial share of
the treasure, but things rhight have been
worse, especlally consldering the blunder
he had fhade with Jose's wateh. He had
been tee smart there.

However, with Don Graham out of
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the way, that wasin’t so serious., Don was
the only one who actually knew that Jose
badn't possessed a waich, Te be sure, he
had told Nibbs, but Nibbs would never be
in a pesitlon to swear, of his ewn knowl-
edge, that Jese hadn't owned a waieh,
and anyway ‘he was geing te make a deal
with Nibbs:

McLaughlin, his voice thick, asked for
a drink.

Zimmerman gave him brandy. He might
have to give a thought to MclLaughlin
too. If MclLaughlin recovered and found
the treasure gone and Zimmmerman gone,
he might prove difficult, Perhaps Mr.
Nibbs could do something with McLaugh-
1A,

Lester came in with the coffee. Zimmer-
man served Hilda, then himself. . “Per-
haps he'd like some,” Hilda said, indi-
cating Don Graham.,

“What “difference does it make whether
or not he'd like some?" Zimmerman said
testilv. “What do you keep stewing about
him for?”

Hilda shrugged.

“If he's going to die, a cup of coffee
won't hurt him,” she said smiling.

GAIN she cast one swift glance in

Don’s direction. Graham was sit-
ting there, his eyes dark and hot, contempt
in every line of his face. He was saying
nothing. He dida't want te attract any
attention. Silently, fiercely, he was tug-
ging en his bends, trying to free his hands.
So far he hadn't suceeeded in leesening
the repes even a fraction of an ineh.

Lester went out.

Zimmerman told Hilda to sit down.
He told her what the situation was,
exactly what had happened to McLaughlin,
to Gabriel and Jose, and how Mr. Nibbs
was connected with the situation.

Hilda listened intently. When he had
finished, she saidl:

“And you killed Eddie, killed him for
my sake, because you love me so!” Her
lips were parted. There was a flush high
up on her cheekbones.

Zimmerman shook his head slowly, al-
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most regretfully. Too bad he couldn’t take
credit for that too, seeing that she seemed
to think that that's what he ought to
have done. What a woman!

“To be honest, Hilda, I don't know
who killed Eddie. He either fell down
the hoist well or somebody pushed him.
It wouldn't surprise me if our friend omn
the ccuch there had done it.” Zimmerman
loeked thoughtful. “Miaybe ene of Nibbs’
men did it, sneaked into the warehouse”
He stopped. He had just remembered
something.

He rose heavily and walked over to
where: Don Graham sat. A picture of
Vera Higgins standing in front of the
mirror, talking to herself, had come back
to him. "“What did you find out from
Vers?” he demanded.

The unexpectedness of the question
startled Don'@atham into saying: *“Vera?”
“Yes, Vera Higgins, my secretany.”
Don Graham, his mouth crooked, said:
“I'm beginning to think you're crazy.
What would I get out of her? I never

spoke to her in my life.”

Zimmerman glowered at him. He had a
feeling that Graham was telllng the truth.

Ziramerman turned back to Hilda. She
was standing studying him.

“What time,” she said, “is the execu-
tion going to take place—I mean when
are you going to have to kill him in self-
defense? Her eyes were very bright. She
held herself coolly and ‘easily. "I was
thinking,” she said, “that it might not
be a bad idea it there was an eye-witness,
somebody you could trust—me, for if-
stance. Just in ease the police ask awkward
guestions. 1 wouldn’t trust Lester te6
mueh, after what you did te him tonighd.”

Zimmerman frowned. “Mayhe you’re
right,” he said.

He was going to say something else,
but harsh, grim laughter from the couch
broke in on him.

“Afiiraid you’re going to miss the killimg”
Don Graham said to Hilda. “Affraid you
won’t be here to see him kill me?”

She half turned so as to face him more
fully. “Very much afraid,” she said.
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Zimmerman sucked in his breath. His
eyes were gleaming with admiration.

For seconds, a tense stillness followed
Hilda's remark.

UDDENLY Zimmerman stiffened. He

had detected the faint tinkle of the
doorbell, For a moment he stood rooted
to the spot, then he strode swiftly into the
hall to intercept Lester.

“Wait,” Zimmerman said.

What could anyone want -at this hour
of the night?

The bell tinkled again. “Put the chain
on,” he said to Lester. He stood there
behind Lester, his hands in his pockets
on the two guns he had.

Lester went to the door. He put the
knob of the chain into the slot then
opened the door as far as the chain would
permit—some six inches. There was just
one man there, someone Lester had never
seen before.

“T should like to see Mr. Zimmermam,*
the visitor said in a high, strident voice.
“Tell him it's Mr. Nibbs.”

Lester started to say, “Just a minute
Zimmerman pushed him aside.

“How many of you are there”’; Zim-
merman said, his voice rough and husky.

“It’s only me—Mr. Nibbs,” the man
at the door said. “I thought you might
have heard of me by now, and would like
to see me.”

Seconds went by, then Zimmerman re-
treated a few steps.

“I there’s anyone with you, itll be
just too bad,” he said, “because I'm going
to shoot first and ask questions after-
ward, Open the door, Lester, then stand
asidie.”

Lester unhooked the chain and opened
the door.

Mr. Nibbs came in, alone.

CHAPTER XXVI
STALEMATE
TMMERMAN backed into the living

room. He kept his hands in his pock-
ets. Mr. Nibbs followed him. Zimmerman
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kicked the door shut. Mr. Nibbs looked
about. His eyes fell on MclLaughlin. Mc-
Laughlin’s chair was so placed that his
back was towards Mr. Nibbs. Mr. Nibbs
saw Don Graham, and a peculiar expres-
sion came into his good eye. Then he
shifted his glance to Hilda, and funally
back to Zimmerman.

“Who is the ladiy?” Mr. Nibbs asked
bluntly.

Zimmerman's
frozen pinpoints.

“Ome of my associates,” he said, “Mrs,
Meechling, a partner in our firm” He
waited.

Without haste, Mr. Nibbs walked around
so that he could have a good look at Mc-
Laughlin. MclLaughlin looked up from the
floor. Indescribable terror twisted his face.

“No! No!" he shriecked, "Please, no!”

Zimmerman's fat lips moved, but he
said nothing. He only stood there watch-
ful, his hands in his pockets. He saw Mc-
Laughlin try to raise his arms as though
to shut out the sight of Mr. Nibbs. Me-
Laughlin managed to raise his right arm,
but not his left,

Mr. Nibbs smiled that hellish shiile,
stepped away from MelLaughlin and came
back to Zimmerman. When he spoke, there
was sdmething of disdaln and reproach in
his voiee.

“I thought you were a better man that
you are,” he said.

Zimmerman had to clear his throat twice
before he could speak. “Wihat are you talk-
ing aboutt?” he demanded geuffly,

“Him,"” said Mr. Nibbs, jerking his head
in Don Graham's direction. “He should be
dead by now.”

Zimmerman wiped his mouth with the
back of his hand.

“Why?” he said.

“I obviously misjudged you,” Mr. Nibbs
said with disgust. “From what I heard of
you I realized that you weren't very in-
telligent, but I thought you acted with de-
cision, After the way you killed Gabriel
and the Spaniard, I believed-you wouldn’t
hesitate a minute. I thought you'd do for

china-blue eyes were
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me something that is extremely distasteful
to one of my sensitive temmperzomertt”

“What?"” Zimmerman said. He was
breathing softly and quickly.

“I don't like bloodshed),” said Mr. Nibbs.
“I invariably leave that to others” A
hissing note crept into his voice. “Why
is he still alive? He must have told you
about me. You must have realized that
he’d only be in the way.” With each phrase
he kept jerking his head in Graham’s di-
rection. “It must have struck you that you
had to get rid of him and try to make
some proposition that would interest me.”

The pin points that were Zimmerman's
eyes vanished. His eyes widened; his face
took on that genial expression that he held
when he was most dangerous.

He laughed, without mirth. “Of course
that crossed my mind, but I see no reason
why I shouldn't handle things my own
way.”

Mr. Nibbs made a faintly snarling noise.
He turned to Hilda. “Send her away,” he
snapped.

Hilda took in his weird, narrow face, the
glass eye that didn't match his good one.
There was something fascinating about Mr.
Nibbs—the way he held his sparse frame,
his unbelievable assurance, the penetrating
malevolence of his expression.

She smiled at Mr. Nibbs. “You give
such fascinating parties, Eritz,” she said,
without glancing at Zimmerman. “Such
interesting guests”

ITZ ZIMMERMAN chuckled. Hil-

da's attitude was exactly what he

wanted. He had from the very beginning

determined to present a bold front to Mr.

Nibbs. Only in that way could he hope to
drive any sort of a bargain.

“I want her here,” he said to Mr. Nibbs.
“She’s interested in what we're going to
do—you and 1.

“I see,” said Mr. Nibbs. He hooked over
a chair with his foot and sat down. “What
she thinks,” he continued acidly, “isn't
going to matter . . . any more than what
you thiimi.™

Zimmerman'’s face glistened with geni-
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ality. He pushed a chair towards Hilda; he
himself sat down.

“Now let's put our cards on the table”
he said. He threw a glance in Graham’s
direction. He saw Don Graham struggling
savagely with the rope about his wrists,
and chuckled; then he turned back to Mr.
Nibbs. “What’s your propoesition?” he
rumbled, throwing all the geed nature that
he could into his volce,

“You've got the treasume,” Mr. Nibbs
said, “a treasure that's worth approxi-
mately five million dollars. You can take
twenty percent of it and I'll take the
regth)’

Zimmerman's hands were still in his
pocket. He beamed at Mr. Nibbs.

"“You’'re wanted for murder, Zimmerman,
You faked an alibi with a watch. One tele-
phone call to the police and you’re done
for™

The expression in Zimmerman's face
didn't change. “That wouldn’t get you
the treasme”

He started to say something else but an
unexpected interruption caused him to
stop. Don Graham on the couch was strain-
ing forward. There was a twisted smile en
his lips.

“Don’t give up, Zimmerman,” Graham
said. “I might do something for you. For
instance, I might say that that was Jose’s
watch—that he did have a watch—that
I'd seen it many times”

Zimmerman stared at him, He scratched
his chin and looked thoughtful.

Mr. Nibbs cackled. “Not a bad move,”
he said amiably. “Bruither Graham has an
idea he can set us against each other. Now
if he could think of something that would
set me against you—" Mr. Nibbs eyed
Graham with a certain amount of appre-
ciation.

Don laughed without amusement. “You
might like to know,” he said to Mr. Nibbs,
“that there's not five million left. He's
used most of it, spent it—gambling. If as
much as a couple of million remains, I'll
be sumpwrieadl”

Mr. Nibbs’ narrow face seemed to grow
narrower. His mouth took on a knifelike
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edge. He turned his head sideways so that
his one good eye could take in all of Zim-
merman.

“Is that true?"

Zimmerman grinned. “What I did with
that treasure before you muscled in,
Nibbs,” he said, “is my own business”

“I see, I see,” Mr. Nibbs said softly.
“Tihat makes it awkward—very awkwandl”
Mr. Nibbs' face took on the sheen of old
glass. Zimmerman thought that Mr. Nibbs'
face would crack if he spoke. “That is
going to leave you very little—practically
nothing.”

Zimmerman said: “That’s what you
think. I know about your private army of
hooligans who've been following me around.
They’se out in front now. 1 know you
wrecked Mclaughlin . , . But I'm not
scared.”

Mr. Nibbs’ glass eye shone wide and
round, but his other eye was narrow.

Hilda rose. “Do you mind if 1 get my-
self some more coffie=?"

IMMERMAN nodded absently. Right
pow he didn't care what she or any-
one else did, except Me. Nibbs. He and
M¢¥. Nibbs were engaged in a titanic strug-
gle. Zimmerman didn’t expect to fain, but
he was determined to get an even break,
“So what have you got?” he said to Mr.
Nibbs as Hilda went out. “Nothing,” he
declared emphatically. “Natthing but me.
You’ve got a bunch of punks and gunmen.
Where’ll they be when I get in touch with
the police? Where will you be when I tell
the police about McLaughlin? McLaughlin
recognlzed you. In a couple of days he'll
be himself enough to talk, and then where
will you be?”

Mr. Nibbs for seconds worried his lower
lip with sharp yellow teeth. “I don't know
where I’ll be, but if you try anything like
that, I know where you'll be. You'll 'be
dead. 1 have a man who'd shoot you down
in open court if you tried to testify against
me, But it won't come to that. I've got a
score of men who'll put you out like a
light before you ever get near a court.
That’s what I've get!”
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Hilda came back. She didn't bring any
coffee with her but she had Lester's jack-
knife. She went straight up to where Don
Graham sat and before anyone realized
what she was doing, she had severed the
ropes that held Don Graham's wrists.

Zimmerman half rose in his chair. “What
are you doing®" he roared.

Hilda gave the knife to Don Graham
and he cut the ropes about his ankles.
“He won't be of much help to you, Fritz,”
she said coolly, “with his hands and feet
tied. You may need help . . . against Mr.
Nibbs.”

Zimmerman glowered at her, baffled,
Then he settled back in his chair. There
were two guns in his pockets and if Gra-
ham made a wrong move, he could step
him in his tracks . . . and incidentally, he
could do the same to Mr. Nibbs.

Don flexed his arms and stretched his
legs. He made no attempt to get up. His
dark, somber eyes were on Hilda, watehing
her uncertainly,

For a time there was a queer electric
silence, pushing agalnst the walls of the
overcharged room. Zimmerman saidl:

“All right, I'll admit it. You've got a
bunch of cutthroats that could and would
snuff me out. But I've got something too.
I've got the treasure! And I've get some-
thing else . . .” Without haste he drew eut
his two guns. “I've got yeu!”’

That glasslike expression in Mr. Nibbs’
face seemed to harden. His whole bedy
appeared to be encased in an unshetterable
stillness.

“In a sense that is true,” he conceded.
He pulled out a fat, gold watch. “It’s mid-

. migit,” he ssiid, “‘and wmy men are outside.

If I'm not out of here in fifteen minutes,
they're coming in.”

Zimmerman heaved a deep sigh. “Maybe
it's a standoff. What's your prepeositisne”’

“Seventy-five percent for me,” MF,
Nibbs said with assurance, and twenty-five
percent for you.”

Fritz Zimmerman shook his massive
head. “Fifty-fifty . . . that's the best I'll
do. And it's up to you to see that Mc-
Laughlin doesn’t talk, while 1 see that
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Graham doesm't.” Zimmerman was grin-
ning. He clinked the guns together sug-
gestively.

“I've got a lot of people to take care
of,” Mr. Nibbs said.

“It makes no differemoz” Zimmerman
declared firmly. “You and your gang have
got me, but I've got you . . . and the
treasure. Fifty-fifity.”

They glared at each other, tense, specu-
latively, appraisingly.

A laugh fell between them—a soft, but
somehow joyous laugh. It came from
Hilda.

Mr. Nibbs turned his head sharply
sideways so that his good eye rested full
upon her. Zimmerman turned his head
around so that he, too, could see her
squarely.

Hilda, smiling, said!:

“Yau've got each other . . . but I've got
the trezsume”

CHAPTER XXVII
HOSTAGE

HERE was no sound but Zimmerman's
heavy breathing. The air in the room
seetnied to pulse and pound in heavy waves,
Me. Nibbs, Zimwmerman, Hilda and Gra-
ham sat motionless. To Don, that simple,
eali statement of Hilda's, “You've got
each other . . . but I’'ve got the treasuwe”
had eore with the effect of an explosion.
It reminded him of the war—a muni-
tion dump being blown up and the shatter-
ing stillness that followed. He sat dowa
looking wonderingly at Hilda.- Then to add
to the unreality of it all, there was Mc-
Laughlin in a chair at the far side, hunched
over, his eyes on the floor like some dis-
integrated, nonexistent thing.

After a long time, Zimmerman, in a
scarcely audible tone said: "Wiat did you
S@y.?"

“She said she had the treasume,” Mr.
Nibbs said with ear-splitting shrillness.

Zimmerman licked his fat lips. A far-
away, thoughtful expression came into his
china-blue eyes.

“So you've been playing your own game,
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Hilda,” he said. “Tiat’s bad,” he went on
after a time, “very bad . ... for you.”

Mr. Nibbs cackled. His good eye twin-
kled in solitary wickedness. “Is she telling
the true?”

“How did you get it?" Zimmerman
barked.

“My lawyer,” Hilda said, “he filed Ed-
die's will showing that I was his sole heir,
and got a court order entitling me to open
the vault. It was very simple. I emptied
the vault this morning. I never saw so
much gold, so many bracelets, watch
chains, chalices, all sorts of things—jewelry
set with diamonds, sapphires and rubies.”

“Were's the stuff now?” Zimmerman de-
manded tonelessly. His face was livid.

“It’s safe,” Hilda said.

“But you're not,” Zimmerman said
through his teeth. He half leveled his auto-
matic. “Where is itt?”

Don sprang to his feet. He didn’t know
what he was going to do. But somehow he
felt impelled to limp over and stand beside
Hilda. She looked up at him, her eyes
warm, friendly.

“If you shoot,” Hilda said, “Mr. Nibbs
won't lik§ it, because you see, then neither
of you will get any .of the treasure. Mr.
Nibbs has his heart set on the treaswre”

Mr. Nibbs said sharply: “Put that gun
down, Zimmemmmari?

“Yaw're in no spot to give orders,” Zim-
merman roared.

“Parthaps not,” Mr. Nibbs said equably,
“ibut don't forget my boys are outside,
which reminds me—" He looked at his
watch. “The fifteen minutes are almost up.
I'd better go to the door and tell them
to wait a little longer. This is hardly a
time when we would want any interrup-
tion.”

He started to rise, but Zimmerman said!:

“Stay where you are. You're not walking
out of here, not now.”

Mr. Nibbs shrugged thin shoulders. He
ran a thumb and forefinger along a crease
in his black trousers and said: “Suit your-
self. My mien won't bother me. If you've
any idea that I'm going to run away before
this is settled, you're very, very stupidl”
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Zimmerman looked undecided. “All
right,” he said unwillingly, “go on.”
Mr. Nibbs went out. While he was gone,
Zirnmerman glared at Hilda. “So you made
a fool of me,” he declared. He couldm’t

seem fo get over it.

R. NIBBS came back—alone. “Now

let's see,” he said, "the intricacies of
the situation have increased. I've got you,
Zimmerman, and as you say, in a sense,
you've got me. You could shoot me. And
she—she’s got the treasune!’ His eye took
in Don Graham. "“Perhaps you have some-
thing too,” he said sarcasfically.

Don Graham looked at Hilda. He saw
her lips move. He thought he saw her
form words, a sentence that he couldn’t
believe. He must be mistaken. He thought
her lips were saying, “You’ve got me.”

Mr. Nibbs was looking at Hilda now
with all the malign power of which his one
eye was capable.

“There are worse things than dying,” he
hissed. “Ef you don't think so, look at
MdLaughlin there—look at McLaughlin.”

At the mention of his name, McLaughlin
fifted his head and turned slowly to where
the others were. For a moment he looked
dully at them, then his head dropped down
again.

Some of the color ebbed painfully from
Hilda's face, but she showed no trace of
fear. “You want the treasure, don't you?”
she asked lightly.

Almost in unison Zimmerman and Mr.
Nibbs said they did.

“All right. You can have it . . . all
, of it . ... on my terms”

Hilda stood up. She moved closer to
Graham. Mr. Nibbs and Zimmerman
waited, but for the moment Hilda said
nothing.

“What's your propositimn?’ Zimmer-
man growled.

“An ultimatum.” Mr. Nibbs said. “A
very fine word, ‘ultimatunmy’. There’s some-
thing definite about it. It invites complete
surrender. We are prepared to surrender—
my friend, Zimmerman and I—for the
treasure.”
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Hilda glanced at Don, then away. She
clasped her hands as if she were trying
to keep them from trembling. In a small,
still voice, she saidl:

“What women do is often umpredictable.
But one thing is sure . . . there is no
limit to the things they’ll do for the man
they love. It's strange that someone like
me"'—she kept her eyes fixed on a distant
corner of the room—“should fall in love
with a man she’s only seen a few- times.
It's even more curious when you step to
consider that the man himselt hardly knews
that 1 exist. But that's the way it is;
nothlng can change it—"

“What is this? What is this” Zimmer-
man bellowed.

“I came here tonight, Fritz, just as
you suspected, to trick you into admitting
that you had killed Gabrlel and Meeehling.
I came because in that way 1 thought 1
could make it safe for the man 1 lave.
I took the treasure because it meant SO
much to him. 1 wanted to save him and the
treasure, both, 1 didn't knew abeut MEF.
Nibbs then. It's impossible=L! ean see that
now—to save the treasure, but 1 ean save
him. I’/ geing o save him. 1M net geing
to let you kill him, Fritz. 1t he's Buft,
e ene will ever see that treasure againY

For the first time she looked squarely
at Zimmerman and then at Mr., Nibbs,
and they could see that she meant it
Zimmerman's eyes filled with rage.

E color in Hilda’s face deepened,

her eyes tadk on a darker shade, but

her velee, if anything, was mere steady.

“I'm in love with Den Graham she

deelared. “I leve him mere than 1 ean
tell yeu.”

Don Grahany's hand moved as though
he was about to stop her, but he did
nothing.

Reddish blotches showed on Zimmer-
man’s face. “All right, you're in love with
him. So, what? Who cares? We den't give
a damn who you love. Go ahead, love him,
love him! A half hour age yeu had yoeur
arms around me, and new yeu make
speeches.” Zimmerman was beside himself
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with fury, jealousy and thwarted passion.
With each word he gesticulated wildly
with the guns in his hands,

Mr. Nibbs rose and confeonted him.
Mr. Nibbs’ volee was iey. "Shut up,” MF.
Nibbs said, with astonishing simplicity.

Hilda threw a quick, harried glance in
Graham's direction, then turned away. His
face was white, drawn; his dark eyes noth-
ing but smudges in his head.

“I want to make this terribly clear to
you,” Hilda went on as though there had
been no interruption. She was again look-
ing off into space. “Se you’ll understand
and appreclate my offer. 1 want you to
knew that 1 love so much that you ean
trust me. 1 want you teo know that I'm
geing to live up to my part of the bargain
it yeu'll live up te yeurs. I'm geing t6
tufn that treasure ever {8 yeu in exehange
for what is rmest preeieus to fme in life.
bntil 1 ean arrange {8 It yeu have it 1
am going e leave with yeu 2 hestage—
Pen Graham”

CHAPTER XXVIII

SATAN’S STOCKHOLDERS

'O minutes went by and no one said
a word, Zimmermai's imouth was
working as though he were chewing on
somethlng bitter, Mr. Nibbs sat like a
cold statue. Don Graham turned slowly
untll his eyes found his cane lylng on the
floor. He went over, picked it up, came
back and stood beside Hilda, leaning with
both hands on the cane. Mr. Nibbs and
Zimmerman pald no attention to him.
They were too absorbed. At last Mr. Nibbs
said:

“I don't like women but I must concede,
madam, that you've acted with extraor-
dinary decision and have exhibited re-
markable ingenuity. We are to give you
Brother Graham and you give us the treas-
ure. Just how is this exchange to be ef-
fected?’

Zimmerman could contain himself no
longer. Her simple but fervent declaration
that she was in love with Don Graham
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had driven him to the verge of madness.
He wanted Hilda. Nothing else mattered.
Not even the treasure.

“To hell with that proposition,” he
roared. “Yaw're not leaviimg).Don Graham
with us as a hostage. We've already got
Don Graham and we've got you.”

“But we haven't got the treasume” Mr,
Nibbs broke in with chill finality. *“How
is the exchange to be effiecteat?” he asked
Hilda again.

“I'll leave that to you,” Hilda said.

Her poise, her calm assuramce, brought
niore admiration into Mr. Nibbs’ eye. He
rose and started to pace the floor with
guick, short strides.

Zimmerman glared and for one wild
moment he considered shooting Nibbs
down in his tracks; then killing Doa Gra-
ham. But what good would that do? That
wouldn't get him Hilda and it wouldn’t get
him out of his difficulties. And there'd still
be Mr. Nibbs’ men to coatend with, those
men eutside, whe presently weuld break in.
Nibbs had assured him ef that. And Nibbs’
werds had earried esnvietien.

Mr. Nibbs stopped his pacing of a sud-
den. “I've got it!” he said. "Bugs Bindler.”

Zimmerman eyed him darkly. “Who's
Bugs Bindllar®”

“The little mam” said Mr. Nibbs,
“whom 1've already mentioned to you—the
little man who coughs and doesn't care
whether he lives or dies. Everything can be
arranged through Bugs Bindler. He is the
ideal go-between. And that reminds me—
1 nust go out and reassure my men again
so they won't be gettlng worried abeut
me.” Witheut waiting fer a eemment, M.
Nibbs hastened out.

Zimmerman stepped over to the side ta-
ble and poured himself a stiff drink,

While he was doing that, Don Graham
whispered insistently to Hilda: “Wihat hap-
pens to me doesm't matter,” he said. “I
don't know why you should try to save
me. 1 know you didn't mean what you
said—but thanks anyhow. If you want to
do nie a favor, when they let you go, turn
that treasure over to the Spanish Embassy.
1 want that more than anything in the
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world now. Forget about me. Turn it over
to the Spanish Embassy and tell them Don
Graham and Jose sent it—that it's the
last thing they could do to help the ref-
ugees of Spaitn.”

“Is that what you want most of allP”
she asked. There was a touch of sadness
in her eyes.

Zimmerman was coming back.

“Sometimes,” Don Graham whispered
fieroelly, as if afraid his voice were going
to break, “a man can't have what he
wangs.”

Zimmerman stepped roughly between
them. He bored with his eyes into Hilda,
trying to read her innermost thoughts. He
stil had a hope—a wild hope that she
hadn't meant what she had said about
Don Graham, that she was only trying to
trick Nibbs to save the treasure for her-
self and for him, Before Zimmerman could
say anything, Mr. Nibbs came in again,
but this time he was not alone.

ERE were five others with him—
Pudgy Myers, short and squat, his
flat face expressionless; and Jones, along
with Runner Smith and Hands, and last
of all came Bugs Bindler. Bugs' pinched
face seemed smaller than ever, his bony
framne mere frail, Silently they ranged
themselves about the room, the only sound
an oeceasional cough from Bugs.
Zimmmerman darted glances right and
left. His face was blotchy red. “What is
this? What is thie?’
™ Before Mr. Nibbs could answer, there
came a hoarse shriek of terror. McLaugh-
lin had caught sight of Hands. McLaugh-
lin, with a supreme effort, was struggling
out of his chair, shaking in- every limb.
He was backing away, walking like a half-
open jackknife, retreating to the windows
where he collapsed, whinmpering.
Nomne of Mr. Nibbs' men gave him even
a glance. They just stood about loosely but
motionless, and again that picture rose up
before Don Graham of dead bats, clinging
to rafters, not knowing they were dead.
“What do you mean by bringing these
men in here?’ Zimmerman roared,
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“They thought they'd like to come im,”
Mr. Nibbs said with thin humor. “I'll ad-
mid the scene is a bit macabre” He al-
lowed his narrow head to pivot on his
scrawny' neck, taking in his men, taking in
Don Graham, Hilda, and Zimmerman.

Zimmerman experienced sudden fear but
he was no coward, and he was dangerous
when cornered. He was cornered now and
he knew it. His face slowly took on that
genial look. He grinned.

“All right,” he said, “it’s your paxty."
He took two quick strides, astonishingly
lithe for a man of his bulk. Then he was
directly in front of Mr. Nibbs and his guns
were pointing at Mr. Nibbs' heart.

“If they're not out of here,” Zimmerman
said without raising his voice, “by the time
1 count three, you're dead. One—" That
was as far as he got.

Don Graham, too, had moved. His hand
had slid down to the ferrule of that heavy
loaded cane and the crook came crashing
down on Zimmerman's head. It was a ter-
rific blow, would have split a thinner skull
than Zimmerman's wide open. As it was, it
sufficed to send Zimmerman reeling, crash-
ing to the floor.

Runner Smith and Jones were beside
him instantly. They took Zimmerman's
guns: away from him. Then they went
back to their places.

Mr. Nibbs' one good eye filled with
malignity and some approval.

“An excellent and timely blow. What
made you do it?"

Graham gave him a wintry smile.
“You're a brute with brains” he said,
“and he's a brute without brains. Of the
two I'd rather deal with you.”

Mr. Nibbs nodded. “I had misjudged
you,” he said sententiously. “You have far
more intelligence than 1 gave you credit *
for.” He looked down at Zimmerman.

Zimmerman's huge body was rolling
from side to side. He was groaning. "Get
up,” Mr. Nibbs said. “Tere are things
to discuss”

Zimmerman managed to get to his feet,
He was-blinking his eyes, staring stupidly
at his empty hands, not quite certala as
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to what had happened to him. The back
of his head felt damp. He touched it gin-
gerly with his fingers. His fingers came
away red. His eyes fell on Graham and
he knew. The hate that welled up in Zim-
merman's eyes was beyond description.
He felt weak and dizzy. He staggered over
to a chair and sat down, but he kept look-
ing at Graham,

ON GRAHAM was smiling, that same

humorless, winiry smile, but there

was semething odd in his dark eyes that

were new het and tense. "“The whole thing

is hepeless,” Don Graham was saying to

Mr. Nibbs, “as leng a5 Zimmerman is Ia
the pieture.”

Mr. Nibbs was all attention.

“Go on,” he said.

“You don't care whether T live or-die.”
Don Graham continued softly. “All you
want is the treasure. So Mrs. Meechling
can make a deal with you. But it's different
with Zimmerman. He has other interests—
interests that wouldn't permit him to see
me live.” Don Graham looked at Hilda.

Mr. Nibbs looked at her, then said: “I
see what you mean. In fact 1 was aware
of it before you brought it up. It's a nice
point.”

“Besides,” said Don Graham, even more
softly, “why should you divide the treasure
with aunyomne””

Zimmerman let out a roar. He sprang to
his feet toward Don Graham, He didn't
get very far. Those men of Mr. Nibbs', de-
spite thelr apparent lifelessness, were amaz-
ingly quick. Jones and Runner Smith were
on top of him before he had taken a step.
With apparently no effort at all, they
bounced Zimmerman back into his chair.
He sat there panting, his face a greenish-
gray, the sweat trickling down.

“Daon’t you see what he's trying to do?”
he said to Mr. Nibbs. “He’s trying to make
it Jook—>

“He’s only pointing out,” Mr. Nibbs
said conversationally, “that the situation
ought to be simplified. With you out of
the way, things would be so much easier.”

“Listen,” Zimmerman said hoarsely,
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“you can't do that. You and 1 are in this
together. You can't—you can't kill me—
you can't murder e in eold blood—we're
—we're parmeis—"’

“We were partners,” Mr. Nibbs cor-
rected him pointedly. *We were partners
as long as you bad something—the tfreas-
ure. But now you haven't got the treasure.
What sense is there in belng partners with
a man who has nethig”’

“You can’t do it. You can't kill me="

“I can if 1 want to,” said Mr. Nibbs,
with ghastly cheerfulness.

CHAPTER XXIX
RUNOUT POWDER

r)'IIMMERMAN was trapped and he

knew it. Death confronted him. It
saluted him moeckingly frem faees of Mr.
Nibbs' men. 1t grinned & him from MF.
Nibbs' one good eye. Oddly enough, Zim-
merman knew that it had been there all
along.

In Mr. Nibbs’ place he would have dene
the same thing. He was no use to MF,
Nibbs now; he was only in the way. In
the course of his turbulent life, Zimmer-
man had faced many dangers, had taken
incredible chances and managed to escape
by sheer boldness from many a desperate.
situation, but it is doubtful if he had ever
risen to a greater height than the ene te
which he mounted now,

Slowly the expression in his face ehanged.
The certainty of death, went out of it. 1n-
stead there came into it that genial, guile-
less look that was Zimmerman at his best.

“You think you've got Zimmerman in a
bad way, but you're wrong, Nibbs. Zim-
merman always has an ace in the hele.”

Mr. Nibbs eyed him doubtfully, Ruh-
ner Smith and Hands and the others didn't
move. They only turned their heads ensugh
so that Zimmerman was within the feeus
of their eyes.

Zimmerman rose. He stretched his arms, -

then yawned.
Mr. Nibbs and his men tensed imper-
ceptibly, but they held their places.
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“‘Now I want to tell you somethimg,”
Zimmerman said, “something that will be
a surprise o you—all of you.” His great
face exuded geniality. “And I don't want
any intenruptions,” he said, “mnot from you
or from outside either, for that matter”
He walked over to the door, turned the
key in the lock and calmly dropped it in
his  pocket.

That worried nobody. They were six to
one and could take the key away from
Zimmerman at any time.

“Anybody got a cigaretfe?’ Zimmerman
asked. “I don’t often smoke but I feel like
a cigarette mow.”

Hands looked at Mr- Nibbs who
shrugged, keeping his wary eye riveted on
Zimmerman. Hands held a pack of cigar-
ettes out toward Zimmerman. The latter
took one and asked for matches. Hands
gave him a package.

Zimmerman looked about the room to
where MclLaughlin, on the floor, cowered
beside one of the windows.

“We've got to get McLaughlin in on
this,” Zimmerman said. “He can confirm
what I tell you, that is, if he's able to.”
He walked over to the window, bent down
and spoke softly to McLaughlin.

The cigarette hung from the corner of
Zimmerman's mouth but he hadn't lit it
yet. MclLaughlin muttered something that
no one could understand. Zimmerman
straightened up. He was still genial, his
eyes still guileless, but he looked a little
helpless.

“You better come and talk to him,” he
said to Mr. Nibbs. “You—you do things
to him. It might loosen his tongue. It's
important to you, Nibbs. You'll realize
soon how important.” Zimmerman's thick
lips were shaped into a stony smile,

IBBS hesitated before he walked to-
ward the windows. Zimmerman was
standing with his back to one of them. He
lit his elgarette, just as Mr. Nibbs came
up to him, For a moment, Zimmerman eyed
the flame of the match pensively. The hand
helding the mateh dropped to his side. He
didn't extinguish the mateh, just held it
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there. The flame came in contact with one
of the flimsy curtains that covered the
windows. The curtain burst into fllames.

Like some great animal, Zimmerman
leaped, his huge arms closed about Mr.
Nibbs. He spun the frailer, much smaller
man around so that he had him in front
of him, holding him by his arms, shielding
his own body behind Mr. Nibbs. For sec-
onds Mr. Nibbs' men, Don Graham and
Hilda stoed petrified.

Runner Smith yanked out a gun.

“Shoot! Sheutt!” Zimmerman screamed
in frenzied glee.

Behind him the flames were leaping
higher, spreading from the flimsy curtains
to the heavy draperies, spreading across
the intervening space from the first win-
dow to the next.

“Shoot, damn you!” Zimmerman
screamed, holding Nibbs tighter and
tighter.

The men hesitated. Zimmerman pre-
sented a small, uncertain target with Nibbs
clasped to his breast. Bugs Bindler started
forward.

“Keep badk!’ Zimmerman screamed. “If
one of you comes near me, I'll wrap Nibbs
up in those.” He jerked his head back-
ward to indicate the flaming curtains that
now had begun to set the woodwork on
fire.

It was an incredible scene—something
out of Dante’s Infermo. Zimmerman, huge,
a fiend out of Hell, standing there, a back-
drop of fire behind him, and at his feet
McLaughlin, cowering, whimpering, too
terrified to move; and in front of him Mr.
Nibbs, squirming, trying to free himself,
shrilllng valn orders to his men.

“Yaow’re gonna bum! You're gonna burn
—all of you!” Zimmerman screamed in
unholy delight.

“The door!” Pudgy Myers shouted.
“Break down the door!” He had a gun in
his hand too. He was dancing from side
to side, looking for an opening, a chance
to risk a shot at Zimmerman without hit-
ting Mr, Nibbs, He fired at Zimmerman's
feet and missed.

Together, Jones and Runner Smith
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hurled themselves at the door. The house
was old, well built, and the door was of
solid oak. It was like throwing oneself
against a stone wall.

The room was filling with smoke, the
hungry, avid flames were licking along the
walls, along the moldings, along the base-
boards. At the far end where Zimmerman
and Nibbs were locked, the carpet had
caught fire. Again and again, now in a
panic, Jones and Runner Smith hurled
themselves at the door, without result.
Helplessly they turned and looked at
Pudgy Myers. The windows presented their
only means of escape. There was nothing
to do but to rush Zimmerman.

“Shoot the lock out, you fools!” Mr,
Nibbs screamed. “Shoot the lodk!” His
face distorted, shone yellow and crimson
in the flames as he struggled in Zimmer-
man’s arms.

Runner Smith fired two shots into the
keyhole, then yanked savagely at the knab.
The door didn’t give. He turned back, his
teeth bare. To hell with Nibbs, to hell
with everybody! He fired at Nibbs, hoping
to hit Zimmerman

Zimmerman roared laughter above the
crackling filumes.

Mr, Nibbs’ men gathered into a frantic
huddle. Bugs Bindler coughed, trying to
clear his smoke-filled lungs.

“We've got to rush him! It's our only
chance! The guy's crazy! Nibbs' gone
mywmy‘.)l

EY turned, fiercelly determined; they
hesitated for a moment. During that
moement it happened! With superhuman
strength Zimmerdan lifted Mr, Nibbs into
the air. For a split second he stood there
like a demented colossus, then he hurled
Nibbs inte thelr midst.

Simultzaneously, at least so it seemed,
he threw himself through the window.
There was the sound of breaking wood
and shattered glass; a rush of air fanned
the flames to a greater height.

It was only a drop of some ten feet from
the window to the ground. Zimmerman
landed safely enough with the exception

ARGOSY

of a twisted ankle. There were cuts on hi-
hands and on his face, but he didn't notice
that. His hair was singed and he didn't
know about that either. A little flame was
licking the shoulder of his sleeve and he
beat that out. Despite the lateness of the
hour, a crowd had already gathered out-
side. Zimmerman straightened up, took the
three steps that led from the area on the
sidewalk.

“Fire!” he shrieked, “Fire! Where's an
alarm box?”

‘*“Tthe alarm’s been turned in,” somebody
said.

Lester, disheveled, bewildered, and clad
in pajamas, was, just coming out of the
front door. Behind him were Zimmerman's
other two servants, terrified.

Zimmerman didn't even see them. He
fought his way through the crowd. Nobody
followed  him. It looked like too good a
fire.

From Broadway came the sound of ‘a
siren, Zimmerman ran in the opposite di-
rection, sucking in the cold night air greed-
ily. He hailed a passing cab, The driver
eyed him doubifully,

“Ten dollars to get me down to South
Street, right below WHIL, in fiften minuties.”

"“What's coming off, misten?”

“I've been in an accident,” Zimmerman
chattered. “I've got to get to South Street.
Twenty dollknsd?”

"“You got twenty dollsus?

Zimmerman thrust bills into his hane,
opened the door of the cab and climbed in.
The cab turned and shot downtown. Be-
hind him, Zimmerman could hear the mut:
terlng mob, the encorming fire engines, and
peliee ears.

Zimmerman sank back in the cab, ex-
hausted. The straln had been terrific. He
was breathing hard, his mouth sagged, but
there was triumph in his eyes, He'd get-
ten the better of them—all of them! Old
Zimamerman was still eld Zimmerman, and
in a few minutes he'd be safe on beard the
Astra; with ne NiBbs e murder him, ne

pliee o fear. He had lest the H‘8§§Hf
ut he weuia have lest that anyway.

Hilda . . . well, there were 8¥H6F ﬂa§§
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They were already at the end of the
highway, going east on Canal Street, and
his driver seemed to have a genius for
escaping lights. If he would only go faster.
They turned South on Broadway.

There was no traffiic. At Wall Street,
they turned east again. At the foot of
Wall Zimmerman rapped on the glass. The
cab came to a stop.

Zimmerman climbed out. His ankle hurt
but he paid no attention. He tossed the
driver- another bill, then waved him on.
Diagonally across the street he could see
the Astra, docked, riding gently. He almost
ran to the pier. Ten or fifteen yards away
he could see the gangplank. It was down.
He was safe.

From somewhere out of the shadows, two
men came.

“Just a minute, mister,” one of the men
said. “Yow're Zimmerman, ain't you?”

Fritz Zimmerman tried to speak and
found the words stuck in his throat.

Light from an electric torch held .by the
second man stabbed his face.

“It’s him, all right,” the second man
said. “Come along, mister.”

“Wiat—what is this?' Zimmerman man-
aged at last. He stared wildly up at the
decks of the Astra, looking for help. The
decks were deserted, dark and silent.

“You're wamnted,” the first man said,
“wanted for murder, Zimmermam"

There was the faint noise of clinking
metal. The light of the torch fell on some-
thing shiny and then Zimmerman felt cold
steel about his wrists.

CHAPTER XXX
PONDER TIES THE KNOT

LOWLY, painfully, Mr. Nibbs got to
his feet. The bullet that Runner Smith

had fired, hoplag to hit Zimmerman, had
eaught M¥. Nibbs in the side. He held his
hand eover the bleeding place and stood
there swaying, his good eye as glassy as
the other. The front of the room where the
windews were, was now like the inside of
@ blazing furnace. Hands was erouching;
next to him stood Jores, beth bent ed
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taking the chance that Zimmerman had
taken. Hands started, then stopped. He
couldn’t bring himself to do it. The flames
had mounted. He hadn't the courage to
leap into them. Pudgy Myers yelled.

“I hear fire engines! Maybe they'll be
in time.” Then he stopped, gasping.

Don Graham who, through it all, had
been standing at the far end of the room,
motionless, as if in a trance, unaware of
the fact that he had his arm about Hilda,
heard Hilda say in a small, choked voice:

“I don't think they'll be in time, 1¥'s—"
it's been nice knowing you, Don Graham.”
She slipped from under his arm and sank
to the ground.

With an effort Don Graham roused him-
self from his lethargy. He made for the
door. Runner Smith and Jones were again
there, again hammering desperately at the
lock with their guns.

“Get away!”-Don Graham roared.

Either they didn’t hear him or else they
deliberately paid no attention to him. But
then something happened that startled
them all into a momentary silence. High
and weird, Mr. Nibbs’ voice rang out:

Raoud: of Algpes. clefit for me
Lett me hide mysalif in tnee.

It was as though he was completely un-
aware of what was going on around him.

Don Graham pushed Runner and Jones
away from the door, then he swung his
cane, that heavy loaded bludgeon of a
cane—again and again, His lungs féilled
with smoke, each blow threatened to be
the last. He mustn't give up. He could al-
most feel the loeck giving. One more—and
one more sufficed,

He yanked the door open. He had no
intention of going out, but even if he had,
he would hawve* had no chance. Like wild
beasts, Hands, Pudgy Myers, Jones and
Runner Smith knocked him down in thelr
wild rush to escape. They trampled over
his prostrate body as they pushed out.

Dizzy, half-blinded with smoke, Doa
Graham got to his knees and crawled along
the floor until he found Hilda. Somehow
with a strength that was beyond him, he
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managed to pick her up and stagger toward
the door. He got through, got halfway
down the hall where he could see the front
door open. There seemed so many men
there . . . firemem, he thought . . . and a
great deal of shouting . . . another step
. .. and then he collapsed.

WHEN Don Graham awoke, he found
himselt in a room with bare walls.
He was flat on his back, in bed. The room
was eool and white. Don Graham stirred
and found his shoulder hurt. He looked
down and saw that it was bandaged. He
had ne idea where he was. He moved his
head slowly. There was someone sitting
in a chaif pot far from his bed—Hilda.

“What's been going on?” Dom Graham
said, a crooked smile on his lips.

Hilda moved her chair closer.

“You got yourself hurt trying to drag
a lady out of a burning houss,” she said
somberly, “and you swallowed too much
stioke, They took you to a hospital and
1 hear that you were a bad patient, so

they had to give you something to make

you sleep. Se now it's almost noeon.”

For a time Don Graham stared up at
the ceiling. “And are you all right®' he
asked finally.

“Yes,” she said, “there wasn't much
the matter with me. You'll be all right too.
You've got a broken collar bone, but that's
pothing for a man like you.”

“That won't take long to heal. Then
I can go badic—"

“Go badi?”

He nodded without looking at her.

“I've got to go back. The war is over.
But they'll need me over there' There's
work to be done. People to be helped.”

“Yes, 1 suppose you've got to go,” she
said, her voice empty.

She was about to say something else,
but the door opened and Sergeant Ponder,
with his derby and his never-absent cigar
butt, came in. For a time he stood at the
foot of the bed, reproach in his round,
lackluster eyes. Then:

*“Tgh, tch. Son, you've been an awful
nuisance. If you'd only opened up just
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a litde, things would have been niuch
easier for me. Feeling all right®™

“Yes, I'm all right.”

“I suppose you thought you were smat,”
C. O. Ponder said with pretended indigna-
tion, “not telling me that this little Spanish
friend of yours, Jose, never had a waich,
and that the engraviag on the inside of the
wateh was pheny.”

“How did you find out?” Don Graham
asked without much interest.

“Well, T oughtn't to tell you.” C. O.
Ponder said grudgingly, “seeing that you
wouldn't tell me a thing, but I suppese
if 1T don't tell you everything that's hap-
pened, you'll ge nosing around and get
yourself inte mere trouble. Te begin frem
the beginning, 1 never saw so Many erazy
peeple fixed up iR eRe ease as A this
ene, and that ipeludes yeu, te6. 1 knew
fight away of eourse that yeu hadp't
killeg Meeehling. That was an ebvieus
plant.

“If you had killed him by chucking him
down the hoist, you wouldn't have bethered
to Jug him upstairs again and pack him in
that case and stick 3 bayonet in him. And
even if you had been erazy enough o €6
all that, and yeur passpert had fallen eut
of yeur peeket by aceident, the ehanees
are your wallet weuld have fallen eut tee.

“Amd anyway, your passport would have
fallen on top of Meechling’s body; It
wouldn’t have been underneath it, where we
found it. Besides, there were no fimgafitings
on your passport, which showed that some-
body had put it in that case delibgrately.
Whoever had done that had to wipe eff his
ewn flingerprints, and naturally yours went
tee. 1 was pretty sure whe that guy was
beeause=you remember 1 kept yeur wal-
let?>— 1 kept it beeause it had Zimmer:
man's fingerprings oA it Besides vewurs:
That gave fme the idea that Zimmerman
had handled Beth yeur passpert and yeur
wallet.

“Wihein he first told me he'd found your
wallet on the floor of your office and put
it back in your coat, he was telllng the
truth. He found the passport too and kept
that figuring it might eome in handy some,
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way—maybe get you into trouble with
the immigration authorities. So the chances
were that Zimmerman was responsible for
framing you. That still didn’t prove that
he killed Meechling.

“As a matter of fact, he didn't. Zimmer-
man discovered Meechling's body in the
basement and thought he’d fallen by ac-
cident. He saw a chance to get rid of you
for a while and holsted the body up to the
fifth floor where he foced up that business
with the bayonet and the passport. 1 den’t
take much eredit for finding eut who killed
Meechling.”

“Who did kill hiim?”’ Don Graham asked.

C. O. Ponder looked at Hilda.

“You don’t mind these gory details,
ma'm, do yow?”

Hilda shook her head.

“A girl named Vera Higgins did it.
She was in love with Zimmerman. So
much in love that she was a little bit out
of her head, I guess. She was going through
the building the evening that Meechling
was killed, looking for Zimmerman, and
there in the fifth loft she found Meechling.
Meechling was talking to himself out loudl.”
Agala C. O. Ponder stopped. He looked
embarrassed,

“You're sure, ma'm— Maybe I'd better
come back some other time.”

“I should like to hear it,” Hilda said.

“X X TELL, Mr. Meechling was standing
V there talking out loud. He was

saying something like this: ‘It's gone, Mr.
Graham. Most of it's gone. It wasnw’t my
fault. T'll tell you how it happened if you
promise not to harm me—T'll tell you . .
The way Vera figured it, and I think she’s
Fight, was" that Mr. Meechling was golng
to turn Zimmerman over to you—tell you
that mest of that treasure was gone,

"Meechling was afraid of you and he
was rehearsing his speech, waiting for you
to come up to the loft so he could make
his peace with you. Vera, scared to death
for fear of what would happen to Zim-
merman if the others found out he'd swiped
most of the treasure, lost her head—poor
kid.

125

“Mieeecihling was standing close to the
hoist. He paid no particular attention to
Vera when she came up to him. All she
had to do was to give him a quick shove
and down he went. You'd think somebody
would hear the noise of a fall like that
and come a-running. But nobody pays
any attention to noises of that kind in a
warehouse.”

“Did Vera Higgins tell you this?” Don
Graham asked.

“She did,” C. Q. Ponder said. Once more
he looked uncomfortably at Hilda. “There’s
something I'd like to ask you, ma’m,” he
said. “You tipped me off, telling fme that
maybe Vera might talk. I just would like
to know, did you deliberately put en aq
act, I mean—maybe this Is none of my
business—but' I just would like to know.
did you set out to fmake her jealous ed
purpese””’

“Wihat happened to Zimmerman?’ Hilda
asked evenly.

“Teth-tch,” said C. O. Ponder mourn-
fully. “Nobody "ever tells me anything.
Well, anyway Vera thought Zimmerman
was throwing her over, so she was geing
to kill herself. And then she thought that
was selfish, poor kid; she thought she
ought to clear Zimmerman of Meechling's
death, and she cafie to me and teld me
hew it had happened.

“She tried to take the blame for killlag
Gabriel and Jose too, but she wasi't s6
good at that because she couldn’t fill ia
the details.” The sergeant’s eyes grew
more vacuous. “You know,” he said, “if
I didn’t have the goods on Zimmerman,
I'd frame him just for throwlng that kid
dewn.

“Now about that watch. I knew right
off the bat that the engraving was a phe-
ney. I could see the watch was old but
the engraving was brand new. So I put
the boys to work and they found the en-
graver, and he gave them a description
of Zlmmerman.

“He talked free enough until they
brought him down to see me and then
when he found out that it was a murder
charge he closed up like a clam. It took
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me until midnight to get a written state-
ment out of him. I decided to go down to
see Zimmerman right then and there and
lock him up. By the time 1 got there, there
was a fire—and no Zimmerman”

“Then Zimmeran got away,” Don Gra-
ham said. He half rose then sank back.

“Oh, no,” C. 0. Ponder said. “Even a
dumb cop like me finds out things. 1 found
out about that little tramp steamer that
belongs to Zimmerman's company. 1 found
out that they were keeping steam up day
and night, so 1 figued that Zimmerman
was geing te use it to make a getaway.

“So last night, when there was no Zim-
merman, and his man Lester told me he
had seen his boss climb into a cab, 1
guessed where he was going. So I called
up the OId-Slip police station which is
Just about two blocks away from where
that steamer was anchored and they sent
a eouple of men there. It was pretty close.

“These two men didn’t get there more
than a minute before Zimmerman did.
They brought him to the station and after
1 told him all 1 had been telling you and
some other things, Zimmerman confessed.

“He was pretty much all in, didn't seem
to care what happened to him. In fact all
he wanted was for me to get a man named
Nibbs.” Sergeant Ponder paused long
enough to favor Don Graham with a re-
proachful stare. "We won't go into this
Nibbs business, you and 1. Anyway, we
found Nibbs dead in Zimmerman's house,
along with a little fellow and somebody
else. 1 think it's MecLaughlin. They’re
eheeking on thad.”

The sergeant let his cigar butt travel
from one side of his mouth to the other.

“Now if there’s anything else, son, that
you think you've got to straighten out in
this towna for the benfit of Spain, I wish
you'd let me know now, so that I can call
out the resarves”

“No,” said Don Graham solemnly,
“there’s nothing else. I'm going back to
Miﬁl-”

The sergeant had had a very complete
confession from Zimmerman, so now he
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looked a little lugubriously from Don
Graham to Hilda, then back to Don Gra-
ham.

“Maybe it's best,” he said, “at least it
will. probably be best for the police depart-
ment. Good luck to you. Goodbye, ma'm."”

With that he was gone.

For minutes Don Graham said nothing,
then:

“I've got to go back, Hilda.”

“You could send the treasure back,” she
said. “You could turn it over to the Span-
ish Embassy.” Her voice was leaden.

“No, I've got to go back muyself, too. 1
know it sounds sentimental and stupid, but
I've got to go back on account of Jose.
1 Jet Jose down and I've got to make it up
to him.”

“Yes,” she said, “I suppose so.” Ab-
sently she looked about for her hat.

A nurse came in with a tray—a cheerful,
apple-cheeked little woman in crisp white
linen.

“I thought you'd like some breakfast,
she said, “and perhaps want the paper toa,
Men always want their paper with their
breakfast.” She put the tray down and
helped Don Grahaffi into a sittlng pesitien.
Hilda was saying: “Goodbye, Don Gfa-
ham.”

He saw her move toward the door.

"“Hilda—Hilda, waiit.” She looked back
at him and saw with a shoek of surprise
that for the first time there was ne bitter-
ness in his eyes. “Hilda—it won’t be for-
ever—D'll be coming baek . . . some
day. ..." =

She moved back into the room. “You're
asking me to wait for you?” He nodded!
his face was anxious. “I won't do that,
Don. But if you want me, 1 eould ge with
you. 1 could help yeu, Den. 1 was just—
afraid that you wouldn’'t want 3 weman
like me. . . .”

Her face grew rich with color as she
saw his arms stretch out for her, She mur-
mured his name in a kind of wonder, and
went quickly toward the bed. The apple-
cheeked nurse, still holding the tray, stood
there beaming.
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Watch for this new headiingf!

Twiiee a Month

Look for it ori the magamine stands on, and after July [Sth,
Wiesrever you see this distinctive heading you may be assured
that there you may buy the best stories of glamerous leve and
romance by Cllass-A authors.

ALL-STORY LOVE TALES
10c........ pulbliiifred twiice a momthh. .. .. evesane 10c

The Awgust lst issue features a poignamt, moving new love story

After Tonight, What?

a daring romance of a lovely young girl who skipped away, with
her love, for a few golden hours, into a world that had always
been denied to her. You will enjoy this romantic masterplece
fresh from the imaginative pen of

Helen St. Bernard

In anwatiing advertiywacsits it {3 desirable that you mentiax ANSGSY.
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OU may remember that a while ago

one correspondent accused us,

rather violently, of serving up '‘es-
capist fiction.” He described the present
editorial administratien as “shilly-shally-
ing” and demanded heatedly to knew
wheR we are geing to eofe dewn out of
that ivery tower and Face the Faets.

This week a gentleman comes to our
defense. He comes militantly and yet with
such an impressive display of abstract
theory that the controversy begins to sound
more like something out of the Journal of
Esthetic Criteria than the usual Argo-
notes dog-fight,

ROBBERT UTRATIL

In the May 27 issue you Argomoted a letter
from ane J. H. Caldermam, and having a more
than casual interest I'd like to toss a few words
at him (or her) in return.

In the letter, this Caldermam betrays a typical
trend of thougit that needs no commemt from
me. That I take exception to its use in applica-
tion to Areosy, I'll try to make completely
apparent to him.

First, he punditically prates of intelligemt men
and women desiring more of the realities of life
in their AB@OSY stories.

In bemoaming this absence of reality, he is
guilty of a gross lack of imagination. He doesn't
seem to realize that there can be reality of
thougit as well as of action. In fact, some
authorities believe that thought is the only re-
ality. Newertheless, Aegosy, to my taste, has
always presented a pleasant supply-of both active
and passive actuality. And if more of the active
brand of reality is wanted, there are always the
newspapers.

Amnd, in the matter of fiction and news, it is
patently essential that each must remain as
separate and distinct branches of the literary
art: Ome to serve primarily as useful enter-
tainment, the other as useful instruction. An
affinity between the two, but never a meeting.
If it were otherwise, fiction would no longer
be fiiciton,
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By deduction, it seems evident that this par-
ticular Calderman cannot recogmize fitieional
reality unless there are ecopious ineidents of
comniving, bomb-throwing and hepd-choepping:

Secondly, we come to Caldermam’s claim that
the day of escapist-fiction is gome. What a fooll!
Doesn’t he realize that as long as we humans
have something to look forward to, some -
provement to sirive for, some happiness te seek,
there will always be escapist-fietion.

Since fiction is the invention of the imagina-
tion. whenever we raise our thoughts from
everyday existence, and contemplate the beauti-
ficafiboon and improwement of the world around
us, we create -escapist-fiction—“escapist” be-
cause we have elevated our thoughts from the
commuwnplace. Amd even if, by seme unforeseen
chance, such fictioh could pessibly disappear
from the printed page, it would never abandef
the minds of thinking people—=Nwt {f there is t6
be mental, physical and spiritual pregress.

Amd, in conclusion, I say, long may ARGOSY
wave from the cormer newsstand,

NEw Yomrk CiTy

NTELLIGENCE DEPARTMENT. Ac-
cording to Elmer Birnblower, 6ur

Hollyweod spy, that plump and bumbling
terror of the West—Henry Harrisen Cen-
roy, whose latest expleits are chrenieled
in the serlal beginning in this isste=is
soon to gallep inte the mevies, spensered
by MGM. . . .

Euthermore, at the moment MGM ' and
Warner Brothers are offering large, com-
petitive prices for the privilege of filming
the Hornblower trilogy. . . . And speaking
of that gallant British seaman, another of
our spies reports that the editors of two
large-sized weekly fiction slicks, priced at
a' nickel (we wouldn't think eof embatr-
rassing them by naming names), kiek
themselves once a week for leiting 4s in-
troduce Horablower to the Amerlean pub-
lie.
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At Last You Can Afford The
Thrill Of Night Photography

Think of it! Now you can take thrilling candid shots,
by night as well as by day—iimdoorrs or out. The amaz-
ing UniveX Iris Elash with built-in photefflash syn-
chromiizer makes it easy! Never before have you seen
such simplidity of operation, such dependability,
suchamazing]life ke eesubs in amycamdiid under$25.

CHECK THESE FEATURES!

And the built-in photaflash synchronizer is onlyone
of its many sensational features! Look atthese others:

e Vitar f7.9 fast color-corrected lians
* B apeed precision studter im cromium
colllapsible mount
o 4-stinpp Dris dibgpdiragm
o Precisicon-tyype optical viewfimmder wih rimi-
mum parallax erfor
o Precision mechanism for fiwol-proof fiaousing
e Hinged-cover for quick lteading
e Compartment for extra filtm
o Lighhweighlot—compact
The Iris Flash uses the new faster 6-exposure Uni-
veX Ultrapan film rolll that costs onlly 15¢! Takes
magnificemt, sharp, clear pictures |'%* x |%” that
make superb enlargements! See this exciting might-
or-day, professiomill-type candid at your dealer's
today!
PHOTOFLASH UNH  takes omlly 2 ssoonds s?s
to attach or detach. Costs only

Unmiivanisal Camera Corp. FREE BOOKLET:

Dept. F-5, New Yairk City
Send me illustrated boolkliet which describes the
UnmiveX Iris Flash Candid.
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