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We Clung to Life as Seas Broke Over Us

SEEVEERREEAD Y *’

houts more of daylight ahead whemn |
setout with two friends from the yacht
club for an early evenimng cruise,”
writes Bill Dye, of Shaker Heights,
Cleveland, Ohie.

“The sky clouded over and dark-
ness fell eaely. Not having out regulat running lights,
we tied red and green paper over a couple of flash-
lights and lashed them to the mast.

“ilt was a beautiful June evening with l

“Tihem, without warning a terrific squalll hit us,
capaized the baait, left us clinging for our lives to
the slippery bottom wihile the seas broke owver us.

“We could see the two fliashligitss shining under
the water and | managed to retrieve one of them.
We tied a line around it so that when the waves
broke aver us, it wouwlldn't be last, and then far four
long, weaty hours took turns waving it toward the
shore a mile and a half away.

“Finally, our rescuer who saw the light from the

ARIE F RHRSSH

BATTERIES !
BATTIE RIES

Tihe DATEE LINE guanasdees FRESHNESS
NATIONAL EARBON €6., INC., 30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Four Hour Vigil
Ends June Sailing Barty

———
—_—

[ == e s e

shore, was able to launch a boat. So you see it was
the power of the ffessh DATED ‘Eversadly’ bat-
teries in our flleshlighit that returned the three of
us ta the land of the living. | had used those bat-
teries for months hefare this desperate adventure
overtook us, so | know now
the importance of Fashlight
batteries that are firebh when
you buy them.

I'LL SAY SO@. A PROPER SAILOR
NEVER TAKES CHANCES.

i

THE CAP'N'S RIGHT, MISS.
IF A BATTERY 1S FRESH
YOU CANM DEPEND ON JT.
ITS LIFE GETS SHORTER
AND SHORTER AS IT DRIES
OUT IN THE STORE.




ADVERTISING SECTION

Itr takes brain to
earn money—trained brain!

The man without training is
usually the man without
cash. You can train your
brain] Thousands of men

have done it thmough spare-

time study of 1.C.S. Courses.
Be a cash man—be a traamed

mean—mail this couponl

BOX 2i98-FE, SCRANTOWN, BPENNA.
Wiithowt cost or obligatiom, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wims and
Wihy,” and full particulars about the subject beforee wihich I have marked X:

TECHNICAL ANB INDUSTRIAL COWRSES

E Architect G Sdtwet Mattall Worker Plumibimg G Bridge Engineer

B Arghiitestaral Braftsman [B Boiiler malkeer ] Heatiog G Ventiistie & Bridge and Building FPoreman
E Building Estumating [C Tellegraph Enginser & Air Conditioning U Chemistry

E] Contractor and Buiider [C Telephone Work T Radie Gl Steam Engineer G IPiammacy

E] Structural Draftsman
01 Structwral Engineer
M of 1

{Q Mewthariiral Engineering
Mextimviics] Draftsman
Maathi G Telmaker

G Steam Etectric Engineer
G Marine Engineer
. R, Lecomstives

E] Biectrical Fomgimeear

El Electric Lighting

E] Weiding, Electric and Gias
& Reading Shop Blueprints
£] Heat Treatment of Metals

& Air Brakee G R- R. %wme
& Highway Engineering

B €ivil kEngineerin
&l Surveying and
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

LW Awkeormitille Meehanis

T Reffrigoration apping

&B M. G B i D} Service Statiom Sslesmanship
& Indasdmial M =) il Wark G First Year College Subjects
E Traflic Management B Spanisih C Businesa Correspondence

£l Accountancy wi Erench g Stenography and Tymn.

E) Hiome Dresminaking

& Professional Brmmkm and Be

Nain*

Service Maiill €larme
L Kailway Maill Clerk
DOMESTIC SCIENCE COWRSES

G Adwanced Dressuaking 01 Millinery

(B Salesmamship
£j Adhxomtising

Age. Addelsess

& Coal Mining .
(" Miine Foreman D) Fife Boatee
G Eotron Manufacturing

& Weolen Manufacturing

G Agrizulture

& Fruit Growing

Gl Pouktry Ferming

E Grade School Subjects
G High Schowol Subjects
& Cotlege Freparmtory
G llhestrating
G Cartooni
| pettheriumgg

how Carda Bigna

] Fooda and Cookery

O Tea Room and Cafeteria Mamagememt, Catering

Siate

City.................

If WM k2 de ciakaanad apiseiatbo e 50 pRHerd8a Ca

............ PmsanP:Bomz_Imn..........A....,.....A....A......,._....._

Liwtited, Mymtoeal, Cesoda

In @nowvernydaechesdinamentss ideis £128inal | gothabay®ia BIRREN Aticosy

i




ARGOSY

Action Stories of Every Variety

Volume 273 CONTENTS FOR JUNE 5, 1937 Numwber 4
The Yardarm Swimgr—Complete Norebéet. . ... ... H. Bedford-Jones 6
The world is new, lads!—andl wmade foir meFry Buccaneers
The Hand of Jeopasdiy—First of two parts........ Magtin McCall 34
Am Old Waenllll demon seeks vemgeamese in America
He Took Richmond—Sthort Noebber. .......... Theodoce Roscoe 56
“Gnantt says, ‘Jomesey,” be says, ‘you gottxu bold that bill’>
The Smoking Land—Second of six parts. ......... George Challis 74

Norith of zevo to the land of frezarn time
The Dragon’s Shadow—Sthort Story.......... Jean Erancis Webb 94
A free lance modidemaan trammpps a war lords ace
Men of Daring—True Story in Pictures........... Stookie Allen 101
Dave Iredin—Ntiésoanii Eskimo
Red Snow at Darjeeling—Fourth of six parts...... L. 6. Blochman 102
The all-destroyiing welb of Indian intrigoe closes tight about Paul Woodring
Mail Boat—Sthort Story. ... ..o oonntn Erank Richardson Pierce 119
The gihost of the Lydia P perfoms a wildermess miiracle
Hocus Pocus—Curmdlasion . . . ..o voeveevnenennn s, Lester Pent 127
Marvelous Mertom does a fea tricks withoot the aid of mwirrors
- ®
Y T R R TR 144
Looking Abead! ... ... covvrriiiii it 143

This maegaeie: iisoansedd & veryyWedaasdany

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY €OMPANY, Publisher, 280 BROABWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y.
WILLIAM T. DEWARR, President

m&ma&m M%ﬂﬁﬁ nmsl p {mcnmm H“? CIE,
3, La Belle Ssurag:. W ]

Published wln ad i 1037 by ke 8 cd !99

United sta:u ts depeggp“ ’ éy QT'EQ ’&m ‘8’ &F %79351 §

registered. Ramittances hould be maie by e r 9 pgite 2

asutter Novembor 28, 1898, n me m gm 3 : YATH B 1

‘m are &mmd ' tﬂ mm Rot rmh&e@ w ; ..'.' Ay !

d ot CumpowH? !ng) mm pofia } ', FP'Q-tm«- vnmi
mmm&m s . *mmrl*



ADVERTISING SECTION

Far Kidney Awidl
Bladder Trouble

Stop Getting Up Nights

Here's one good way to flush harmful waste
from kidneys and stop bladder irritation that
often causes scanty, burning and smarting
passage. Ask your druggist for a 35-cent box
ol Gold Meda{ﬂurlem 0il Capsules—a splen-
did safe and harmless diuretic and stimulant for
‘wkttm‘kidmgls hﬁt!;fl irritated b{adder& ]i‘n“dl::;
ge up nigl some symptoms
trouble afe backaches, uﬂxy eyes, leg cram ]&D
and moist palms, but be sure to get G
MEDAL~iit's ihe genulne medieine for weak
kidneytht ff@m Haarlem in Holland, -

SAFE and HARMLESS

Usiversity, Dept. e8g-L Chicago
—e2EMA, .l“;s suD oﬂliig
(fn P “ J"’ tce
WEI KA EEHAEISTS 355, &80 -11.90

moonmmz w:n

Fistrog logs tn bu duand. Guoa nmoc
the year roun!

+ WE BUY ;'2.!&? E“.&‘”#P&é‘f

Wames 560 ‘whai

mln ennll pesd starts m F

alos nnulull lﬂor to bel

AMERICAN FROG Gﬂlllﬂl 60 New erm ‘La.

LIGUOR HABIT

Arrest Him, @ffigen’!

'LL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON
THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT!

Fdlow This Mam!

Service Operator No. 38 js on the job . . . iinw him
through all the excitement of his chase after the counter-
feit gang. See how a crafty operator, works. Tell-tale

finger prints in the murdered fir™

thgrgeat mﬁs
The Coufiidential Reports
No. 38 Made to His Clidef
And the best part of it all il thn—s maﬁ ur eyed to
the great opportunity for YOU as a wel nger Pnut

Expert, This is a yo fessnon The kind of
work you wonld lxke &mteme.ntl n'llsl Trave!
remember: uates of

eward ey, Al
0.5 Sk Mor ml’?::Jpzﬁ Kionw'tcaron Bussape in e
Free Confidential Reports! yo
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Avel, Dept. A-114  Chicage, Hlineis
e/ SN S N 2 -

Institute of Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. A7114 Chicageo, Illineis

e e

teiam will be sent aaly ie Persens
stﬂtmg thelr lge

1n eliguiitihp Bdreivtissisence Bk e i Sadisblal ehbin Jbuomantini IABROBE. ¢ v .



ADVERTISING SECTION

MANY NEVER
SUSPECTCAUSE
OF BACKACHES

This Old Treatment Often Brings Happy Relief

Many sufferers relleve nag%ing backache quickly,
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble
may be tired kidneys.

The kidneys are Nature's

pass about 3 pints a day or about 8 pounds of waste.
Frequent or scanty passages with smarting and
burning shows there may be something wrong with
your kidneys or bladder.
An excess of acids or peisons in your blood, when
due to functional kidney disorders, may be the cause

of nagging backache, rheumatic pains, lumbago, leg

pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up mnights,
swelling, puffinesa under the eyes, headaches and
dizziness.

Don’'t wait! Ask your druggist for Dean’s Pills,
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 16 miles of kidne
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your bleod,
Get Doan's Pills.

chief way of taking the
excess acids aud waste out of the blood. Most people

ACCOUNTING
the proitessioan that Reys

Accountants commmd bng income;
eeded. 4, 000

Thousands n

Certified Publm Aoamnmm
U. 8. Many earn $3,000 to $20, 000.
We train you thoroughly at home
our spare time for C, P. A. ex-
natleﬂs or executive nccountmg
t @aﬁ. Previous bookkeeping
edge lNOecessary—we pre-
au f@ﬂi auﬂdup Omi S

a l 8 ﬁ of
il ; ﬂew afva
1ea ] ays, e

lé
I.ISILLE EXTENSIOI UNIVERSITY

qu. 676—H Chicage

laiad eoerd 2 XA 300 C

Newly Discovered Hormone

Helps Mem Past 40

O BE DEAF

de:l‘Bfor-t’: en%y;'%:.e}-: nyaﬁkmqht.
uoimhi.b.ln

%ﬁ?@ s fox

Dreien
126 lcxumy' WA' getrolt. Michigan

Join a Free Hobby Club Which Has

10,000 Members

and correspond with men and women,
boys and girls, all over the world. No
initiation fee. No dues. Get your mem-
bership button free by clipping a coupon
from page 143 of any recent issue of

RAILROAD STORIES MAGAZINE

n obtain this unique
Breadway,

1 your news-dealer ia sold out, you eca
zayvn.&. by sanding t8e in coins oF stamps t6 280

Classified Advertisements

The Purpose of this Department is to put the
reader in touch immediately with the newest need-:
fuls for the HOME, OFFICE, FARM, ef PERSON;
to offer, or seek, an unusual BUSINESS OPPOR:
TUNITY, of te suggest a serviee that may be BGF-
formed satisfactorily through ecorfespondenc?. If
will pay a heusewife of busifess man equally well
to read these advertisements earefully.

p.A \lassified Forms Clese Twe Mamhs in Advases:

AGENTS AND SALESMEN

SELL NEW AND USED CLOTHING! 100%—300%
Selling _experlence unnecelnry

profit.
We start you furnishing every-

thing. Clﬁll# o fre
EII:HAIDIQE. AK-558 W. Roosevelt, Chlcags.
$500,000 p SELL Nommﬂl $95. 00 WBEKLY

E QOM BIMT

Tt's a hormone used by many doctors hers and abroad to E&f), 4329 Ravenawood, Dept. 6394 Chicaga.
strengthen impaired viger caused by weakened glanda. This BOOKS
hormone, together with other beneficlal I btained in

¥o-ak Tablets (Blue Box for Men—Orange Box for Women) at
ail good druggists, Try them uninterruptedly for ene month. If

you do mot feel umy improved your druggist gives you yeur
money back. Don't accept & cheaper subititute. -ak e6dtains
the genulne gland-stimelating hormede. No iffﬂful afu ﬁaakiiﬁ
by registered phyaiehan free. Zeo-ak €d., 56B W, N Y

Kidneys Must
Glean Out Aculs

od o BFiE
3:: Fotucn of & d"'{ y%neee‘ es £
at druggists an e guar mes protects you.

PROFIT with Televislon: Tomorrow's Gold Mine. Big Pay, glesdy
jobs to those prepared. Bead technique, new data, apmﬂunhm tﬂ
OITLOOK FOR TELEVISION", 297 pages. Now
Dept. M. Radio Book Concern, 1123 Bmdwly, Niw ?@f

MALE HELP WANTED

STEADY WORK—@Q0OOD PAY. Reltable man m
tarmers. No experionce of cipital required. Pleasant werk. Heme

e night. Make to $12 a day. Wonderf
"rrt’lw lrs Freo. 'rlil:- Mc]‘.\'ESS Co’ Dept. m&&p{,@“‘ 'ﬁ?&
OLD GOLD-AND DIAMONDS ~

WANTED—OLD GOLD, DIAMONDS
MAIL m wr old wld mth—om or broken izwelryy—antiques—-

m'{g‘aw ﬂ“‘;s“, . ?g ash by return mail. Goods returned

PEA’IEE‘N‘ITS OR INIVENTIONS
INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED, Patefited ar Unpatented.
end sketeh and description of model, or write for inturmnon.
business 30 years. eom I.t- facilities. Adam Fisher Cam-
pany, 249 Enright, Bt. Me.

K

WMERS
WANTED: NEW WRITERS! Earn while lurnl t Weite for
magagines, books, newspapers, FREE liter: e

. 8. SCHOOL OF WRI'I'IN
Dest. N 20 Wsst 80 St. . Now Yark City

In vy advertiam

4

it is desirabis that yow menfiion ABGOSY.



ADVERTISING SECTION

Kidneys Need 0n?

Curb Night Disturbances
This Safe Way

When the genitowrimary passages become ine
flamed, you may suffer from a burning sensation.
Your sleep is broken. Backaches, pains and stifi-
ness trouble you.

Santalwood oil la known the world over, for the
help it brings to these inflamed passages., It re-
lieves. It soothes., It cleanses. If you want to get
the real East Indian santalwood oil in eay-to-
take capsules, get SANTAL MIDY from your
druggist. SANTAL MIDY ln the most famous
santalwood oil preparstion.

Don't take cheap remedies for Your kidneys and
bladder. SANTAL MIDY caps es are what you
want because they bring resul

Position 18 Ready for You—Men Needed NOW
Railway and Bua Lines are fou-
stantly nkugI for our trained
aduates ort, home - stu

ourse repafes l,\mn. and_upon,
g:ot on, wy place = e

50 all un.

ns on. EFAN-

TOTE, Dept. SOOI. Suffslo, N V.

—

Rilievé
Painin Faw
Miinutes

To relieve the tartnrin{npaln of Noarltll, Rheur
matism, Neunlgn or Lumbago in few minutesy
get NURITO, the Doctor's formula. N’o opiam
no narcotics.  Does the work relieve
womt plm to your ntlsfactlon in few minutcs or

back at Druu t's. Don’t suffer. Geb
trn-tmorthy NURITO today on this guarantea

#any Finish in 2 Yem

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Cou
equivalent to reeldent gchool wnrt— &re&aru you fvr
I entrnnne to co I Eunda pl!od-*

duol..n-p: m. mdn slth Chw

Free ForAsthma

It you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma n this
season of the year; if you choke and g r breath don

fail to send at once for a free trial of n femukibla method

No matter where gon live nor what your age of oceupation
nor whether you hiave any faith in any remedy un ef ihe
8un, send for thia free triil 1t will eost you A6t lﬁ

new and test the methed fres on your own éase. ffé‘i

Froniler Adthiaa €a. 177-B Froatier Bldg.
462 Niagara Street, Buffale, N. Y.

STOPPED BY SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT
QGraves Home treatment may be given with eor
without patient's knowledge. 8end today for

and valusble descriptive booklet. No cost or obligatien,
GRAVES LABORATORIES, INC.
53 W. Jacksen St. (Dept. MSL) Chicago, ML

CORNS

come hack Bigger, Uglier
— unless removed Rook* and All

@A corn goes deep. Wihen you cut or pare it st home the
root remains imbedded in the toe. Soon the corn comes
back bigger, uglier—more painful—than ever.

Wihy suffer! Use the BlueJay double-action method.
Paia stops instantly by removing the pressure. Then the
entire corn lifts out Root and All.

Get a package of Blue-Jay today. 254 for s package of 6,

BLUE-JAY

/Qnmimwm "CORN PLASTERS

#A plug of dead cells root-like in form and position. If left may
serve as focal point for renewed development.

Reconditioned TV

rior quality. Our Exclusive Sels *
antific methods md expert works
mhlplﬂmnifntsf“

E .lil‘. Theunm

gtl M) % ﬂi"s ID-BS

HEAVY DUTY
Size Tire Tube| Size Tire Tube

$3. .. Sgﬁl .63 3
W I N

TRUCK AND BUS BALLOONS

Site Tire Tube asii. 1;;?‘3 f::ba
gg g0 % STa0 12.43 615
unag 8.95 10.60x20 14:95 745

700‘11 l! 95

%gm i G
Ye:

ECONOMY TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY
Oept. M, €. 1818 Grand Avaiuae Kasass City, Me.

SIES—
Da to
G

In ansueritgg advestispmnedite it is desivalbile that you meniton ARGOSY.



The Yardarm Swing

By H. BEDFORD-JONES

Author of "Will o’ the Wiisp,” *Raiid of the China Clipper,” etc.

HE manner of his coming to

Tortola was no mystery, but the

man himself excited a surly ad-
miration among these hard, lawless
killers. Three days had passed since
Captain Breda’s return in the Haarlem,
bringing the loot of a French vessel
and this man whe had been pulled eut
of the sea; already the neweomer bere
himselt as theugh he ewhed the whele
island.

Don Carlos, helping to build the gun
emplacements for St. Michael and the
three other brass cannon, eased himself
in his chains. He wiped sweat from his

lean, black-bearded cheeks, and listened
as a group of buccaneers discussed the
man.

A black-bearded man was speaking.

“I mind he was stark naked when we
drew him out o' the sea, and lashed to
a bit of wreckage. Some ship had
foundered in that hurricane. And look
at him now! He brought us luck, he
did. It was the next morning we picked
up the Frenchmam.”

“Blow me, what is he?" said another.
“He slings Engflish better'n me. Cap'n
Breda swears he's Dutch. Slip him a
word in Spanish, German, French, and
he comes back like any one of 'em. If
he ain’t some fine lord, I miss my guess!
Homelless man, says he. We’'d been
talking about that pirate Irisher, Cap’n
Plunkett. One name’s as good as an-
other, says he, and tips us a bow and
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says his name is Plunkett. Just like
that.”

“Look at him—look at him wi’ the
rapiar!” went up a cry. “Breda has
enough. The cap’n can’t stand against
him "

An overseer cracked his whip. Don
Carlos bent again with the other
prisoners to his labor; but his dark
quick eyes sought the figures in the
shade. Cap’'n Breda, the agile, powerful
Dutchman with a satanic gliat in his
eve, and the slender, handsome man in
borrowed clothes—the man with the
fine laughing face, the curl of new
beard, the hair flying about his neck
in a golden mass. Plunkett, eh? A bor-
rowed name.

“Dias¢! There's the man for my job,”
muttered Don Carlos. “Wthy, he looks
at them as though they were dogs! He
has the air of a prince, the look of a
primoe—good! I'll hook him if the
chance comes. He'll bite,
quick enough. He's not

one of these bloodhounds. Soldier of
fortune, eh? Oh, he'll biitie!

Don Carlos, himself a gentleman and
a very capable soldier of fortune until
fate brought him to Tortola, was in
“hell,” and he very much wanted to get
out. That is, he was in “hell” except
when he was chained of mornings and
set to this labor, being far too useful
to fry to death just yet.

“Hell” was an iron cage eight feet
square, out on the sand just beyond the
first palm tree up the beach. There was
a door in the cage, fastened by an iron
padlock of huge size. The enormous
key that fit the padlock was hung te a
nail on the palm tree.

Set naked in that iron cage under the
broiling sun, one perceived why Captain
Breda named it “hell.” The iron Dutch-
man had a sense of humor. The dun-
geon up yonder under the so-ealled
castle, he had named “purgatory,” and



83 ARGOSY

not without reason either. The big brass
cannon overlooking the cove, from
which a captive was sometimes blown,
he called “St. Michael.” The humor
was a bit obscure here, but was well
meant.

“Saill ho!” The man on watch, be-
neath the sun-shelter on the high sand
crest, bawled out the words. “it's the
pinnace, Cap'n! But the wind’s falling.
She’ll not be in afore sumsett.”

Captain Breda, who had been fenc-
ing in the shade with Plunkett, hooked
his arm in that of his laughing guest,
and bore him away to the castle above.
The afternoon was past its heat, sun-
set a good three hours distant. Don
Carlos flicked an eye toward the sail-
dot far out on the brazen sea, and went
on laboring without complaint. There
was iron in Don Carlos, too, and plenty
of it; his spirit was strong and he had
the will to live.

From the huts and barracks above,
drifted the thin screaming of a woman.
The overseers exchanged a grin and a
jest. More than a few women up there,
and any woman who reached Tortola
alive had a grim time of it. There was
no illusion about this place or the
killers who had settled here. The men
who were blown from St. Michael's
mouth were envied of their fellow cap-
tives.

S he sat with his guest, Captain
Breda put the matter into plain
words. The powerful Dutchman had
taken a liking to this man from the sea,
whose intelligence was so obviously
superior to any around him. Pipes
alight, rum and Spanish wine at hand,
they sat under a thatched arbor and
looked out at the sea and talked.
“What's in your past?’ demanded
the hard, grim Dutchman. “Yeu're
Engiish, I'd say, yet you're not one of

these bleating Englishmen who killed
their king. A Cavalien?”

Plunkett smiled at him. “My good
cap'n, my past is a blank. I've wiped
it out. I'm dead, and born again. A
past—bah! It sickens me. No home;
wanderings; penniless, dependent on
charity, too much of a gentleman to
beg, ashamed to steal—out with it all!
Now I'm a free man in a new, free
world. That's emougln.™

“Emough for me,” and Captain
Breda nodded. “Yaur'd make one of us,
with training. I can use you. Here's a
whole world for the takimg; anyone can
seize what he wants, if he can hold it.
Anaother year, and I'll have a bucca-
neer stronghold here that no fleet can
put down. But mind you, no silly
sentiment! Throw in with us, and
overboard with all fine gentleman's
notions.”

Plunkett still smiled. “So I under-
stand."'

“Age. Clap an eye to number one
first, and a yardarm swing to all the
rest” Breda wiped rum from his stiff
beard. “It's a killing game in this new
world. The English threw us Dutch
out o' Santa Cruz; the Spaniards came
on 'em and not one was left alive. The
English in Barbados and elsewhere are
fighting each other like madmen. The
Erench fight each other cat and dog.
The Caribs, who owned all these
islands, are getting killed off fast, but
they still have teeth. It's a world for
the grabbing, and I've grabbed this
island of Tortola as my share

“A mad world,” said Plunkett.
“Hlard to credit we're living in modern
times, in the year 1652! Yet it's a
tempting world, this of yours. I'm for
it. I'm not so sure I'm for you, Cap'm”

“Youilll never find a better friend or
partner,” said Breda bluntly. “HEare’s a
world for the taking, and the strongest
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takes. - All law's broken down. The
quickest to kill is the top man, has the
most land, rum and women. A simple
creed. Another twenty years, and the
powers will have divided up or seized
all these islamds; now’s the time to act.
We were all Dutch when we settled
here, but now we've got a mixture of
the damnedest fighting men you ever
saw. No milksops, mind. Killers. A
hundred and twe-seore in all. Plenty of
others eemling in te grab, like this fel-
lew Plunkett, whese name yeu teok.
He’s a dirty pirate it there ever was
ene. It goes to shew that it yeu step Ia
new while the tire’s right, yewll get in
ahead ot the erowd.”

The blue eyes of Plunkett dwelt curi-
ously on that hard, grim face, with its
glint of satanic humor.

“I'm surprised you ever bothered
pulling me out of the sea,” he said iron-
ically.

“Tihe men said you'd bring us ludk;
they were right” Breda chuckled.
“Miind you, look out for number one
if you join up! Anyone who disputes
me, gets a yardarm swing; it's a good
motto. My word’s law here. 1've got
brains, So have you. I can use youw;
I offer you friendship and a place.
Wihere ean you find a betitar?”

“I don't know—yet,” said Plunkett.

“Ha! What you need is a wench, to
make you contented. There's a Spanish
jade Bose has broken in finely. She has
a sweet face; if you'd like her, I'll get
Bose to turn her over to you.”

Plunkett repressed a little shiver,
smiled again, shook his head.

“Tanks; I like your advice better
than your offers. Save the women for
those who want ‘em; if I see one that I
like, I'll take her. A yardarm swing, eh?
Like the Frenchman you swung up yes-
terday when he went against your will,
Aye, a good motto.”

He rose and stretched himself, “Well,
I'm off for a swim.”

“Sharks, you fool!”

“Carib John says there are none
about today. He knows. I'll chance it.”

He sauntered away toward the daz-
zling white curve of beach beyond the
cove, and as he went, his smile died
out, and his blue eyes chilled.

An empty, impoverished title behind
him, none to mourn him save a brother,
a life he loathedl; and here, fresdom!
A bloody freedom, yes, but for five
years past he had lived with war, with
men who had a cause and slew for
it. He was twenty-five, and no stran-
ger to death.

He sunned himself, swam lazily, re-
flected lazily. This strange new world
was fascinating and repellent. Islands
everywhere, and all the tales alike. The
Spaniards at Santa Cruz massacred by
the French. The English at St. Lucia
massacred by the Caribs. The Caribs—
sleek brown Carib John was one—
massacred by everyone. Eaeh man’'s
hand against that of very ether man.
The yardarm swing—a good metts.

Of these men around him, even of
Breda, he felt contempt. Amiimnals all
of them, savages, killers, in a world
where the underdog got no mercy.

“My place isn't with them,” he
thought. “Wiith the Erench, the Span-
ish, the English? I've no reason to join
any of them; I'm reborn. I've no cause,
save my own self-preservation. Time
enough when I find a reason, a catise,
an mterest”

He knew the change in himself. He
had landed here a derelict of sunny
good humor. The things he had seen
here made him writhe—the cruelty all
around, the brutality, the excesses. He
hated this isle and its buccaneers.
Plunkett! He laughed to think of the
name he had taken. Once he had met
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this Plunkett, with his commission
from the Duke of Ormend; a cruel,
lusty man, now no better than a pirate.

E stroked back to the white beach,
Sunset was at hand. The pinnace,
of some thirty tons, was winging slowly
in with the falling breeze. Everyone
ashore was crowding down to watch
her arrival in the cove. The work had
stopped, the prisoners put back in chains
for the night.

Slipping into his clothes, Plunkett
headed to join the throng, and then
came to a startled halt, glancing around.

“Btirwet!” The voice came again, He
knew he had betrayed himself, and
turned. He found himself close to that
iron cage called “hell.” He met the
flashing seffile of Don Carlos, who was
speaking French.

“Mbowswany, will you return here later
tonight, when we may talk without be-
ing noticed? I wish you to help me. 1
can offer you what your heart most
desires.”

“ILittle you know,” said Plunkett,
eying the man curiously. “What made
you address me by that title? Wiho are
you?”

“Don Carlos Alvarado. That title?
Perhaps I know more than you think.
Careful! That bull of Bashan wants
you. Return lafier.™

Captain Breda was roaring at Plun-
kett to hasten and join him. As Plun-
kett obeyed the call and strode away,
Don Carlos grinned anew. The fish was
hooked! Wiith the proper handling, all
might go well.

Two hooks are better than one, how-
ever—or Worse.

The pinnace came in. A score of men
splashed ashore, the craft was run high,
the unlading began, half a dozen pris-
oners were hauled to the beach. At
sight of the dainty slim girl among
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them, Plunkett stared hard for a mo-
ment.

She was yotmng, garbed in tattered,
sea-stained silk brocade, the ruins of a
hat were perched on her head, blood
was smeared. across her dress and
shawl; yet she was delicately slim and
slender, her head carried high as only
few could bear to do, her face white
with fear but her eyes level and un-
afraid.

Then Plunkett was striding toward
her, parting the throng and breasting
the two surly guards from the pin-
nace. To them, he was a complete stran-
ger, and they would have struck him
aside from the women; but he shoved
one and tripped the other, and unheed-
ing their curses, went on to the gifl.

He stood before her, met her gaze,
and bowed very gallantly. He was
about to speak, when those two guards
overtook him with a storm of oaths
and blows.

Next instant, with a snatch of steel,
wild uproar mounted the fading sunset.
A sword clashed and clanged, blood
spurted on its quick slash, a man was
down. The crew of the pinnace poured
around. Captain Breda was into the
melee with a storm of oaths, and there
stood Plunkett with the second man
eutting at him, a smear of bloed en his
eufly beard, his eyes all ablaze as he
thrust and eut.

It was over in a flash, before Cap-
tain Breda could intervene. The second
guard staggered and caught at his
throat, and pitched down beside his
fellow. Plunkett stood leaning onr his.
blade, panting a little.

“Blast you, art gone mad?’ shouted
Breda.

“The lass belongs to me,” said Plun-
kett. “Look out for number one, says
you! I'm doing it

“Swing him up! A yardarm swing!*
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yelled the crew of the pinnace, who had
brought in the loot and the women.
They pitched at Plunkett. Breda's men
jumped in and prevented them. A surge
of figures, hot words storming up, fury
let loose all around. Breda himself re-
covered from his astonishment to still
the noise with his blasting oaths.

“You fool, you've killed two good
mem!” he roared at Plunkett.

“Aye. They struck finstt™

Assent shrilled up. Others cursed at
him. Captain Breda shifted his gaze to
the girl, and wiped his lips. He looked
at Plunkett, and his rum-shot eyes nar-
rowed.

“I'll settle this i' the morning, lads,”
said he to the men. “Take her to my
quarters; lock her in the back room
and give me the key. Leave the other
loot for sharing by daylight. Tonight's
for rum, women and talk. These who
brought in the other women can have
‘'em. Tell the cooks to break out all
stores regardless—every man his fill
of rum and meat. Plunkett, you with
me. Poincy, with me also and make
report.”

A howl of delight went up, a wild
ringing yell from all hands. Tongues
buzzed as the men of the pinnace met
explanation of Plunkett's presence.

Poincy, the squat Erenchman who
captained the pinnace, fell in with Breda
and Plunkett. The slim girl was led
away to the captain's quarters. The
other women were whirled off with
scream and struggle and bearded ob-
scene laughter, as the hundred-odd buc-
caneers broke up and flooded for the
huts and barracks above the cove.

REDA’S was the castle, so-calledi;
a ramshackle affair of beams and
canvas and thatched roofs, around the
core of a building erected by French
or Spaniards years ago from coral

blocks. Here Breda kept his Carib
women and his possessions safe; and
here, while the twilight deepened into
starry night, he sat with his two guests,
one of the golden wormen serving out
food and rum and Spanish wine.

“Report,” said Breda to the squat
Frenchman.

“Little enough, Cap'n.”” Poincy was
obsequious, currying favor, a powerful
little brute of rolling muscles and hair.
“What we got, was out of an island
craft bearing up for Martinico,
crowded with French refugees. Where
from? I dunne. We took out the likely
ones, unloaded everything worthwhile,
and knoeked a hele in her bettom. I
fetehed that slim giel for you; a fine
lady, she is. There were twe of ’'em,
Byt the ether gave us the slip en the
way heme and went everbeard. This
ene ain't been hurt: I kept her fef ysu.”

Captain Breda fingered his stiff beard
and his hard chin, and shot a glance at
Plunkett. The latter had altogether lost
his sunny look; his eyes were no longer
young, but chill and old. He got up and
left the table and went into the next
room. Poiney jerked a thumb after him.

“He kills our men and doesn't swing
for it? Or is he one of us?”

“Not yet. Most of the men are for
him; luck, they say. He'd make a leader,
if we had another ship. He can give
orders. He has the knack.™

“Be damned to him,” growled
Poincy. “Yaur'ire not giving that girl to
the likes of him. I'll take her, if you
don't want her.”

“I want her. I'll keep her.”

“Riight. Then I'm off, before some-
body grabs that woman I grabbed for
myself. No more need of me?”

“Not tonight. I've posted the
guards.”

Poincy swaggered away. Plunkett
came back with a fresh pipe, sat down
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and filled it, lighted it at a candle, and
met the gaze of Captain Breda.

“Weell?” he said, unsmiling. “I saw
you look at her. Wiat’s to be nextt?’

“Ihe yardarm swing, if you force
it,” said the older man with level
threat. “Wake up to yourself. Forget
your fine gentleman airs. Here you're
one of us”

“I'll make you realize it," said Plun-
kett, and swigged off his tankard of
rum.

“What d'you mean by that? Look
here, life’s cheap. Wamen are for the
taking, anywhere. Plunder, ships, what
you like; but needs must be a man to
play the game, like the one whose
name you've taken — that Plunkett.
Raiding the English islands, with a
commission from Ormond so he can't
be hung as a pirate. Who the devil cares
for such things? Here's your commis-
sion,” and Breda slapped the sword at
his hip. “Forget this lass

“Suppose you forget her,” said Plun-
kett evenly.

The Holllander scowled. “Are you
drunk, to oppose me?" bit out his voice.

Plunkett took warning. “Drunk?
Perhaps. This rum has gone to my
head. I'll go for a stroll, cool my brain,
and come back to settle matters with

you.!!
“Im half an hour, them,” Breda

nodded. “Tiat Poincy is a surly fool;
say the word, and he'll swing in the
morning, and you in his shoes. Think
it over. Either you're one of us, or
you're mot.”

Plunkett sauntered away, along the
trail to the cove. Two men sat down
there in the starlight, swigging rum as
they talked. No sense setting guards to
watch the cove; boats don’t walk away
when the tide's out. Plunkett agreed
with them, paused for a word and a
jest, and went his way,
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He swung his course around toward
the palm trees. The face of the deli-
cate lass tormented him. The werds of
Captain Breda, those keen satanic eyes,
were further torment. One of us—or
else not! A yardarm swing? Fall in
with Breda, and all was well; go against
him in the smallest thing, and it was
another swung up for the men to stare
at. Leave that girl to Breda, eh?

“So, Prince, you have come badk.*

The soft, low voice brought him to
the bars of “hell” where Don Carlos
peered out.

“Wihat makes you call me that
name?” said Plunkett curtly.

“Oh, a little girl told me you were
a prince! Here, take the key from the
palm tree yonder, and free me. There
are boats in the cove. Take the big one,
put water and stores aboard, and go.
Everything from the pinnace is piled
there. Do it quietly, and they’ll never
know till mornimg.”

“Go?” said Plunkett. “Where?"

“To Barbados, the Engfish island.
My galleon was wrecked there; I know
the place, know where to look aboard
her. Gold, if that means anything to
you; pearls from Mexico, emeralds
from Peru. She's ballasted with silver
—qguress what she has in her lazaret! [
wouldn’t tell these swine even to save
myself, but I'm telling you. There's
fortune for the having. Wiill ye do itt?"

Out of this hell and away! Plunkett
stared at the starry horizon. This
Spaniard was worthwhile—flonttume for
the taking, eh? Two men were better
than one, yes. And the French girl up
yonder, the slim and lovely girl, with
Breda lusting to turn her into a scream-
ing crazed slattern like the others—no,
by Heavem!

“I'l be back,” said Plunkett, and
went striding away.

Erantically, Don Carlos spoke after
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him, tried to fetch him back. The low
soft pleadings turned to bitter curses as
Plunkett disappeared in the obscurity.

The hook had not failed, however;
it was merely that another barb was
exerting a stronger pull. Plunkett had
found reason, cause, and interest in life.
Wihen he came back to where Captain
Breda sat, his eyes were shining again
and a laugh was on his lips, so that
Breda looked at him with a thin smile.

“I see you've found your semses.”

“Right,” said Plunkett, and took up
the big pewter candlestick from the
table. “Comne into the next room, Cap'n.
I've some news for you.”

Breda, who was top-heavy with the
rum, stumbled after him with halif-
laughing curses.

“YWiat the devil is your news?" he
demanded.

“Waitch,"” said Plunkett, and blew out
the candle.

Not a sound came from Captain
Breda, except the heavy thud as the
solid pewter hit flesh and bone, and the
scuffle of the sandy floor as he dropped.

They found him there in the morn-
ing, all trussed up and gagged to boot
with bits of the silk brocade dress the
slim girl had worn. It was Poincy who
recoghnized the bits of dress, and who
belched out a bawdy jest on tlie matter,
whieh had better have been left un-
sald. Captain Breda relished ne humef
save his ewn, and sald as mueh when
they swung Peifey up te the yardarm
et the ship and left him te t4fn and
twist in the wind.

II

HE pinnace was a stout craft.
Afloat with the tide and towed out
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“The devil!” said Plunkett. “Cross
the ocean in a boat, when we've fine
craft like this for the taking? Not 1!
To work, Don Carlles!™

Now, lolling next afternoon on the
sunny deck, Don Carlos laughed at the
memory of it, and laughed again at
sight of Francia, and laughed for very
joy of freedom. Wiith canvas up and
a fair wind, the stout pinnace bowled
along heartily. For Barbades? Den
Carlos set the eourse and Plunkett kept
it, untll frem his pest at the tlller he
saw the Spanlard making free with
the slim gifl, and heard her efy.

“Now let's settle the matter once for
all,” said Plunkett, as he held the lean
black-bearded man against the rail with
a dirk at his heart. “Perhaps you did
not know the lass is mires—"

“Tihe sail! Look to the tillar!” cried
Don Carlos suddenly.

“Look to your life,” said Plunkett,
and drove in the dirk until the flesh was
pricked. “Quiickly, now! Be a gentle-
man, Don CarltssI™

“It was my mistake,” said the Span-
iard, and made handsome apologies to
the two of them. He put out his hand,
and Plunkett took it; the dark eyes
were straight and true. He had done
well not to kill the man, and said se.

“Assuredly,” and Don Carlos
laughed again. “I baited a hook for
you with the story of treasure; it was
true. I wanted freedom, and 1 have it.
The schioria is yours, my friend, and
we play the game together, honestly,
like gentlemen. Dene?”

“Done,” said Plunkett.
trick at the tilller.”

Don Carlos left them, and Plunkett
turned to Erancia, and took her hand,
and looked into her eyes. Wihat he read
there, drew at him; he kissed her fin-
gers, and she smiled a little, and they
were very happy together.

“It's your
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“For you're mine, and if you say the
word, I'm yours,” said Plunkett. “A
new life, and life together, if it please
you, as soon as we can fiimdl priest to
marry us. I knew it from the moment
our eyes met, last evemimg .’

“I’'d ask nothing better — except
clothes.” She laughed, as she looked at
her cotton skirt and pantaloons.

“Tihose are best suited to the work,”
Plunkett observed. “So all's under-
stood, and the dream lies ahead. You
know nothing of me, nor I of you, but
we're friends. I've no past; everything
lies in the future.”

“Amd I've no past except terrer,”
said, Francia, “so I'm content if you
are.”

Al three of them were drunk with
liberty, with the wide herizen, with
flight and sunlight and the lone ship's
deck. The werld was far away, ferms
and eeremonies and polits Werds were
gone with the werld. Here was reality
and ne pretense.

Plunkett marveled at it. He was
alive for the first time in his life. Youth
brimmed in him, and in the girl Francia.
Den Carles, eying them, sighed a lit
tle and shrugged. He spoke them pleas-
antly, jested about having burned his
fingers, and seemed a very henest
caballero on the whols. He, tee, had
lost his past and all his world with
it. Wihen his galleon was lost, every-
thing else went with it; there was ne
return for him unless he wanted to go
into chains and prison. Se he, also,
hoped to carve out his own future, like
so many others, and there was no laugh-
ter in his dark eyes when he spoke of
it, Instead, there was a flicker of grim
black ice.

To all three of them, with death and
ruin faced down and left behind, the
little things of life did net matter. To
Plunkett, this was a fit opening of
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his new self, his new future. The motto
of Captain Breda lifted before him—
number one first, and a yardarm swing
to all else! A good motto, he reflected.

Erancia took her turn at the tiller,
a slim steely thing with delicate body
blossoming under the cotton, and her
trust set wholly in the man whose eyes
had summoned her. Frank, impulsive
yet cool-headed, she was no pale fliower
to wilt in the sun of life. There was
such steel in her as island folk had to
know in those days. Women, like men,
must survive by wit and worth, or go
under and be lost,

FINHE days passed, the pinnace drove

on; whither? Don Carlos was net
too certain of his course. He was a
nobleman, not a sailing master, and
adrnitted it with a laugh of gay irre-
sponsibility.

“You have a treasure in her,” he said
to Plunkett, with a nod toward the
slim figure amidships. “Ome treasure
already is yours. Don’t be too greedy,
my friemdi"

“Yout'wve promised another. I'm
greedy for all that offers,” Plunkett re-
joined. “Barbados lies far from any
Spanish traffic lane. How came your
ship tihene?"

“Humricane,” said Don Carlos. “Hur-
ricane, driving us far. The reefs swal-
lowed the galleon; but I know the spot.
I got ashore and was sheltered at a
plantation, and was on the way to
Georgetown when Captain Breda raided
that coast and took me in with the rest.
Two months I've been in chains, wait-
ing for the right man to free me; then
you came. The gods are kimd."

To Francia, he remained very po-
lite, very merry, quite impersomal;
somehow she did not like him. Plun-
kett weighed him, liked him, yet did
not trust him. At the same time, Don
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Carlos was a gentleman, and this
bond lay between the two of them.

Unarmed, but provisioned well
enough, they fled on and on across an
empty sea, and with each hour, each
day, Plunkett became more vitally
aware of the truth in the words of Don
Carlos. Here in this girl Francia
d'Altbret he had indeed found treasure,
such treasure as he had never glimpsed
in camp or court; a devotion, an utter
absorbing love like the sudden blue
glitter of a sword in sunlight.

On a morning, the dream ended in
hot haste. Plunkett was wakened by a
shout from Don Carlos, and leaped up
to see a ship bearing down on them out
of the dawn mist, a noble craft of five
hundred tons.

Voices bawled aboard her, heads
lined her rail, her canvas slatted in the
wind and she luffed. Plunkett leaped to
the tiller beside the Spaniard as a hail
drove down at them, an order to bring
the pinnace under her lee.

“Emglish,” said Plunkett, staring up
at her. “Otbey, obey! We’ve no choice.”
He leaped to the rail and waved a hand.
“What ship are ye?”

“Tihe Conffeibreayy. Take the line and
make it fast. Who are ye?"

“The pinnace Good Haye;, Cap'n
Plunkett in command, escaped from
buccaneers.”

For some reason a roar of laughter,
of interest, of excitement, swept the
rail of the ship, as the pinnace drew
under her. A line was flung. Plunkett
made it fast, the sail fluttered down,
the pinnace hung in beneath the other’s
counter,

“Come aboard, Cap'n Plumkettt™
roared a voice, amid more laughter. A
rope ladder was tumbled down, caught,
made fast. Plunkett met the eyes of
Francia, met the gaze of Don Carlos,
and shrugged.

“No help for it. Climib!" said he,
and led the way.

He was up and over, the other two
following. Half a dozen of the ship's
crew were ready to go down and oc-
cupy the pinnace. Plunkett stared
around. English faces, English oaths
and a Scots burr here and there—then
the curious throng opened and two men
swaggered forward to eye him. A big
man in a red velvet suit that accorded
ill with his red hair and red beard, and
a thin dark man, both gentry by their
look.

“Cap’n Plunkett, is it?" exclaimed
the big fellow, pawing his red beard
and grinning. “Faith, the name's hon-
est anyhow! I'm Sir Thomas Plunkett
and this is my friend Sir George Mc-
Nally—and where the devil got ye your
name?"’

Plunkett had gone hot and cold at
sight of this man, and cursed his own
too-ready tongue, but there was no help
for it. With a merry laugh, he took
fate by the neck and launched a lir:
that had enough truth in it to bite.

“Not from your house, Sir Thomas,
but from the Athlone branch,” he said.
“What! Ye don’t remember me, and
the day we met three years ago? It was
in Ormond’s camp by Carrick ford; I
was with the gentlemen who came from
King Charles to talk with Ormond.”

Over the red beard, the eyes of cold,
cruel blue lit up. Sir Thomas stepped
out, and extended his hand.

“By’r Lady, I mind your face if not
your name!” swore he in lusty amaze-
ment. “Wi&ll met, and welcome! Wha
the devil are these two? Buccaneers,
you say?”*

Plunkett turned to Francia and the
Spaniard.

“YWe're out of buccaneer hands, Sir
Thomas,” said he. “Mademoiselle
Francia d’'Albret, this is Sir Thomas
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Plunkett, @ very worthy Irish gentle-
man. My affianced wife, Sir Thomas.
And this is my good friend Don Carlos
Alvarado.”

TN VERYTHING was in a brawl of

4 excitement. Sir Thomas sent a sail-
ing-master to captain the pinnace and
keep her close to the ship; McNally
took the three below to the cabin.
Others pressed around, a babel of talk
swept p.

Cavaliers, King’s men, these Scotch
and Irish and English. The name of
the ship should have told Plunkett the
truth, but he had missed it. The Irish
Confederacy, combining with the Duke
ot Ormond against Crorwell, had
loosed these raiders on the far outlands,
to fight at sea for a cause lost on land
—of fmoere truly, to loot for their ewn
hand.

Here were friends, them; friends to
French and Spaniard and Cavalier,
with half a dozen other gentlemen
crowding into the cabin, and Sir
Thomas corning down to stare at the
three and talk. Plunkett sketched how
they eamne here, and Sir Thomas bowed
to Franeia and ran his eye over her
slim length, and sent her to a private
eablf.

“We've no women's gear for you,
but we’ll have it soon enough,” said
he. “The damned Barbados planters
have gone over to the Parliament fleet,
and we'll use your pinnace to raid ’em.
Plunkett! Have ye heard any word of
Prince Rupert’s fllee®”

Here again, Plunkett diced with
destiny. He had feared the question.

“Aye."” said he. “I was aboard the
ship of Prince Maurice, Rupert's
brother. The fleet's put back tor
France. Qur ship went down in hurri-
cane.”

“Your ship?’ cried half a dozen
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voices. “What of Prince Maurice?’

“Gone with all hands,” said Plun-
kett. “I was picked up by those bucca-
neers.”

In the silence, Sir Thomas eyed him.

“Ye look not unlike Prince Maurice
yourself, cousin. I met him once, I
recall; a fine young lad, who fought
by Rupert's side like a good one. Well,
so he's gone! God rest him! Wil ye
have food?”

“Amd drink,” said Plunkett, “And
sleep. And clothes™

All three in abundance, but Sir
Thomas had little joy of this news. He
had counted on joining the fleet of
Prince Rupert, and now must fry other
fish,

Noon past and gone, Plunkett
wakened in his cabin to decision. He:
had only to shave his beard and name
himself, and he was again Prince
Maurice; many of those aboard, like
Sir Thormas, had seen the boy or had
fought with him. To establish identlty
would be simple.

There was rank, honor, command
for the having. Empty rank, inherited
honor, command because of birth; all
the restrictions and barriers imagin-
able. Flatterers, sycophants, liars all
around. No commmand of destiny—and
this was a sweet thing, enee tasted.
Francia as a ristress, yes; as a wife,
ne. Like younig Charles af England, a
prinee witheut a kingdem, dependent
en eharity and berrewings. Faugi

“A new world and a new life!” said
Plunkett, and was out of his berth and
into the clothes placed at his dispesal.

His companions were sleeping. He
coursed the ship, talked with the men,
received shock upon shock of cold
realization. All men here aboard, lust-
ing for rum and women. High ideals?
A cause? To the foul fiend with all
that! Roundhead enefnles in plenty to

1 A5
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prey upon. Sir Thomas and the Mis
Nally — tales enough of those two
leaders, sharp and bitter tales, merci-
less. There was no discipline here.

And now the ship was heading up
for the Barbados shore. There to strike
and raid the plantatiions; then off with
loot and women, to lie carousing in a
hell-broth of human excess. And if the
fates were kind, to run down Parlia-
ment ships, merchants from the colonies
to England.

Plunkett thought of all this with
chill misery, as he sat in the cabin that
afternoon between Sir Thomas and the
McNally, who were intent upon frying
their own new fish as quickly as might
be. They questioned him and spoke
without pretense.

“Wee're on the loose,” said McNally
shrewdly. “We can use any French or
Spanish port as a base, by virtue of
our commission from Ormond; but in
that case we'd have to keep hands off
French and Spanish ships. And it's
there the profit is.”

“Aye,” said Sir Thomas, plucking at
his bushy red beard. “Ye know, this
Cap'n Breda has the right of it—a place
of his own, a company of men drawn
from all parts, and the yardarm swing
to all the world! Times are changing.
Buccaneers will be doing that here and
there. Like that chap Levasseur, who's
seized on Tortuga Isle, and.established
himself there. We should do the same.”

“But you're for King Charles,” said
Plunkett.

The two laughed.

“Kimg Charles be damned. He's gone
and done for; Crummel holds all Eng-
land now. There's Dunbarton and nine
hundred more Scots, captured at Wor-
cester, slaving on the Barbados planta-
tions. now. They’ll not join us. I
sounded out Dunbarton when we saw
him. Bloody pirates, he says; better be
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a slave with godly mem—bah! The dour
fool is a slave on Cap’n Higgin-
botham's plantation on the northeast
coast. There's fourscore of the fools
around there. You'd think they'd be
glad to take freedom with us.”

“Yeur'me men of a different stripe,
you and your crew,” said Plunkett
blandly. They caught no hidden bit-
terness in his words, but nodded and
pushed on the decanter. McNally swore
a huge oath.

“That rascal Dunbarton said to my
face that we needed to be as right as
our cause before he'd take our hand
in his. The blasted fool”

“A plague on you! He’s dead right,”
said Plunkett, losing his head suddenly.
Impulse burst loose in him. “A sorry
life for gentlemen who serve the king!
A royal cause and a lost cause, pitched
into the devil's stewmpot.”

He checked the mad folly of his
words, too late. They stared at him
with hot eyes, until Sir Thomas spoke.

“Parthaps you'd like to walk back
whence you came, cockerel ?”

“Neo, no,” spoke up McNally hastily.
“He’s young, Thomas, and he's one of
us, and you can't treat him like a
blasted Roundhead. Watath your
tongue, Plunkett, and get sense into
your head.”

“Aye,” said Plunkett submissively,
with a curse to his hot folly. There
was no more talk.

TN the sunset, he met Francia on the
& wide quarterdeck. Semeone had
turned up weoran's clothes frem a
chest, and she was tricked eut In them.
Beneath her laughter and gay werds,
Plunkett divined semething sharp and
uneasy in her. Few abeard here esuld
speak French, and she had nie English,
but the eyes of hungry men speke fer
them.
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“I’d soomer be in cotton breeches
again and aboard the pinnace with you,”
said she, her eyes going to the little
craft that followed them. Plunkett fol-
lowed her gaze, then looked at the
groups of men idling in the waist, and
the long brass guns under their tar-
paulins,

“Aye,” he assented. “But wait and
see. Wiere's Don Carllss?"

“Down below,"” she replied. “He's in
talk with the captain, the redbeard, and
some of the other gentlemen.”

Plunkett whistlled softly, and
scowled at the sunset. His mind went
back to the dour Scot who preferred
slavery to rakehelly freediosm—Dunbar-
ton, aye. There had been a Colonel
Dunbarton with the king's army, a man
stiff as a ramrod, too godly for most
ot the gay Cavaliers.

Darkness came, and dinner, a roar-
ing jovial dinner with Francia at the
right of Sir Thomas, and Don Carlos
very friendly with all; but with few
words for Plunkett, and this was a
trifle singular. The wine flowed free,
and toasts were thick and fast. Sir
Thomas and the rest were in a wildly
exuberant mood, as though some great
fleh news had come to them. One more
day, said they, and Barbades would be
on the herlzon, er might be there with
mernlng. Yet Plunkett noticed that for
him there were sidelong glanees and
guarded speeeh, while abeut Franela
these gay wild gentlemen eentered
their leelks and breken Freneh and
their eager jests:

That evening they gave him new
quarters—a tiny cubby off the stern
cabins, scarcely more than a closet.
Wihen he wakened in the morning, the
door was fast barred. He pounded at
it furiously, until Sir Thomas called
through the door to him.

“You're under restraint, Plunkett.
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Make any noise, and you'll go into
chains for'ard.”

No more. There was an opening
high up, shuttered, but too small to per-
mit him any egress; this was in the
very stern of the ship. He swung out
the port shutter and that was all he
could do. A prisoner, eh? It loeked
strange and ominous. The day ottside
was fair, as he ecould see threugh the
opening, and the ship bewled aleng
merrily with the wind behind her. Twe
fmen brought him feed and water,
watehed hifn with dirks in their hands,
locked him up again. They weuld af-
SWer N6 giestisns:

Afternoon brought the voice of
Francia to him. She was outside on the
stern walk, a gallery beneath the over-
hang of the poop above and the rudder
below.

“Firancia!” he broke out. “Can you
hear me? What happaret—"

“Oh, be quiet, be quiet! she cut In
imploringly. “I found where you were :
I have only a minute. Don Carlos has
told them everything, about the treas-
ure. They're going to help him get it
Theyll kill you unless you're very
quiet. They said so; they mean it. The
captain wants to klll you anyway. Trust
te me—"

“Get me a weapon! Pass it in to
me!" said Plunkett.

“I will. But wait. Wait!” Her voice
fluttered like the wings of a bird beai-
ing at hopeless bars. “We’re clogse to
the land. Tonight I'll come again. Leave
everything to me. 1 owe you every-
thimg: 1'll pay #t—"

Her voice ended abruptly. A mutter
of other voices; then she laughed,
brightly and merrily, and the laughter
of Sir Thomas chimed in.

Plunkett clenched futile fists and
cursed. Look out for number one—he
had " forgotten that part of Captain
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Breda's advice. Don Carlos, the oppor-
tunist, had merely hooked him with fine
words, back there. Now the Spaniard
was allied with strength.

“Quiet!"” said Plunkett to himself.
“By Heaven, I'll be quiet emougi—for
a little winiilke!*

And what hurt worst of all was the
fluttering voice of the girl, the chiming
laughter of Sir Thomas, the humgry
eyes of that lusty red-bearded man.
Plunkett knew it was not for his own
hasty words, or the excuse of the gold,
that he was doomed here.
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bados, eh? And Dunbarton was there
His mind went more and more to that
dour, stiff Scot. And to the slim lass
Erancia, with red-bearded Sir Thomas
lusting after her.

It was hard to stay quiet, that day.
as the land faded. The two men brought
his food and drink; not the same men,
this time. Two of the Scots. As they
unlocked and opened the door, they
were talking.

“1 was in Colonel Dunbarton’s regi-
ment,” said one of them. “I knew him
well."

Plunkett looked at them as they came
in. “Wvhat are your names?" he asked.
They gazed at him blankly, shook their
heads, refused to talk. Presently they
were gone, but those words lingered
with him. He had known Dunbarton.
too—iratther, had known the old colo-
nel's son, who had been killed in the
Midlands.

He remained quiet. Evening, and the
land-smell again, and the creaking,
wallowing ship came to anchor well off
the reefs: The pinnace came alongside
in the moonlight, the boats were put
out: the stout oak shook to the tread
of feet up and down the deck. In the
midst of all this, Plunkett heard some-
thing shaking at his door, then the key
rasped and the door swng in.

He reached out in the darkness, and
the slim girl fell into his arms, breath-
ing hard. He held her against him, and
thought of the pulsing heart of a bird
he had once held within his hand.

“What's wromg?”

“It—iit’s come," she panted. “They're
leaving now; he's seeing them off, and
then coming back for me. He locked
me into the cabin, but I got out by
the window. He thinks I'm safe in
there—"

“Holld on," said Plunkett, laughing.
“Wiho's he seeing off £
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“Withy, Don Carlos and the captain,
the redbeard. They're gone to look for
the treasure and camp there.”

“Eh?" Plunkett stiffened. “Themn—
oh! Then it's the other one who
bothers yow!”

“Tihe dark man, yes. He's to leave in
an hour with most of the crew, to raid
the island plantations. But ffisst—"

She shivered and clung to him. Plun-
kett's eyes opened wide in the darkness.
So it was McNally and not the red-
bearded Sir Thomas! Or perhaps both
of them, and McNally was trying to
cheat Sir Thomas in respect to the
wench. He patted the shoulder of
Francia, and kissed her.

“Come along. Now take me back to
his cabin with you.”

She hesitated. “No, no! You don't
understand; he's coming bauk—"

“That’s what I do understamd,” said
Plunkett. “Run? Hide? Slip over-
board? Not a bit of it! The yardarm
swing—that’'s my game now, and not
forgetting number one. So come along,
and no more tallk™

She obeyed him; authority lay in his
voice.

RESENTLY they came into the

passage where a lantern hung, and
she pointed to the door of a stern
cabln. with the key in the lock. Plun-
kett opened the door and closed it again
behind them. A large, fine cabin, well
appointed and even luxurious.

Plunkett closed the window, a fine
large one with the stern walk outside
it, and looked about the place. He
opened one of the chests, then anether,
and glanced with distaste at the girl's
ill-fitting garments. He chose others,
from the chests, and tossed them at
her.

“Here, shift into these; you have a
man's part to play, and best do it as a
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man. 1 fancy this nut-brown suit for
myself. And here—take back the dirk.
I see a sword here that becomes me
better. Ha! A brace of pistols t00.”

She stood staring at him. “Whhat?
Change into these clothes, now?"

“Here and now.” Plunkett laughed.
“Bath of us. Go into the corner, there,
and turn your back; I'll do the same.
Let the lantern swing — we'll want it
soon emougin.™

Her laugh rang on the cabin like a
silver bell.

Plunkett dressed himself with care,
plundering the chest for lace and a
plumed hat and linen, with a very
handsome baldric of embroidered silk,
and Cordovan top-boots which fit him
to a nicety. He looked at Francia, a
slim figure in black velvet, and with
a laughing word flung her & cloak from
the chest.

“Put it on, put it on! You'll need
that before anyone takes you to be a
man. And a hat to go with it. Do you
know how to charge a pistol? Then
charge this brace. I see the chest yon-
der has powder and shot.”

He went then to the table, on which
a map or chart of the islands was out-
spread, with marks on the coast of
Barbados. He could make nothing of it.
Wimne, tobacco, pipes were here; ob-
viously, McNally and Sir Thomas had
laid their plans at this table, and Den
Carlos with them, by the number of
tankards. Plunkett found the wine goed
and put down a draft, then filled a
plpe and lit it at the lantern. Franela,
the pistols loaded, was gazing at him
with shining eyes, and he smiled.

Before he could speak, there was a
heavy step and an oath at the door.

Plunkett snatched one of the pis-
tols, dropped his pipe, and was behind
the door as it opened and McNally
came into the cabin.
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“Whet, not locked after all? Come,
lass! That argues well—"

“Whiis argues better,” said Plunkett,
and shoved the pistol into his ribs.

The other turned his head, and his
dark features were suffused by a rush
of blood.

“ *Sdeatth? he exclaimed. ‘“Youw—"

“Put your hands in front of you—
quick! Francia, knot something about
his wrists; take a strip of that gown
you wore, anything. Easy, my dear
Sir George! It would be a pity to blow
a pellet of lead through you. 1 remem-
ber, Prince Rupert used to say it was
8 dog’s death for a gemdtaman—"

His lightly mocking voice had an
edge that turned McNally's face sallow.
Francia was quick with the work; the
man’s wrists were bound, but not his
tongue.

“Withy, curse you. I'll see you strung
up for this!” he exclaimed hotly.

Plunkett nodded and uncocked the
pistol. “Plenthaps, but I doubt it. Are
the boats coming back with the pin-
nace?"

“Aye.lﬂ

“Good. D'ye mind a fellow aboard
here, a Scot, who was in Dunbarton's
regiment 7"

Sir George scowled at him, eyes prob-
ing. “The man Stuart, yes. What of
him?”

“Francia, slip your cloak around the
gentleman'’s shoulders. Then pour wine,
fill the pipes, have all ready against our
return. You and I, Sir George, are go-
ing on deck.” Plunkett carefully cocked
the pistol again. “I'll have this against
your back, and the wrong word or
move out of youwill see you dead.”

The dark man turned sallow again,
for Plunkett meant his words.

“Heare, what's it all aboutt?” he ex-
claimed. “Ye need bear me no ill will.
You've suffered motiniigg—"

“Peace, my good Cavalier; do your
talking outside.” Francia had put the
cloak about McNally's shoulders.
Plunkett turned him to the door. “Call
down to your men that when the pin-
nace and boats come back, they're to
embark—all of 'em, except Stuart and
four others. They're to wait with one
of the boats for you. The rest are to go
down the coast five miles and then await
your comimg.”

“What the dewili—"

The pistol shoved into McNally's
back and his voice died.

“Do as I say or you'll die before
your time!” snapped Plunkett. “And
your time's not far off at best. Obey
me, and when we return here you're a
free man with a sword in your hamd™

“Oh!” said the other, and repressed
his oaths.

Plunkett shoved at him, while the
girl held the door open. In the passage,
he took down the lantern and held it.

“So it's the girl in your mind, en?”
Sir George began. “W&dll, I meant her
no harm. We should be friemdss—"

“Welll be friends, aye,” said Plun-
kett grimly. “WHen we come back- to
the cabin, and not before.”

came out on the quarterdeck,
4 gnd Plunkett wrged the other to the
rail.

“Lads!” Sir George sang out to the
men in the waist. The pistol prodded
him. “Orders are changed. Angus
Stuart, you and four other rhen remain
here with one boat, for me. The rest of
you, all hands, pile into the pinnace
and boats. Wait for me five miles south
along the reefs. I'll be along within the
heur.”

“What, sir?” cried out a voice.
“You'd not leave the ship emptty?”

The pistol prodded, and Plunkett
spoke under his breath.
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“She’s safe enough,” returned Mc-
Nally. “Sky’s clear and sea’s quiet. Be-
sides, I'll send some of you back be-
fore dawn. No more of your impudence,
but do as I say.”

A submissive murmur sounded.

Sir George marched back again with
the pistol in his loins, and so they came
down to the cabin and the waiting
Francia, who swung the door shut be-
hind them. Sir George looked at Plun-
kett, angrily.

“You rogue, I see you've made free
with my thiings!"

“I don't think you'll be needing
them.” And Plunkett smiled.

The other scowled. “Yhat d'ye mean,
anyhow? No need for you to treat me
like an enemy. We took you aboard,
made you welcome—and here you act
like a mad dog!”

Plunkett shrugged. “Yaw're quite
right. Here, hold out your hamds—
Francia, loose him. Sir George is a
friend, a good warm friend. He's join-
ing us in a pipe and a health to King
Charles. I see you have your sword,
McWNally ; very good. Leave it in the
scabbard, now. Pray be scatied”

The dark man was puzzled, uneasy,
uncertain. Plunkett spoke- with the
greatest of courtesy, yet the pistol re-
mained cocked in his hand, and his
eye was sharp. Seating himself, Mc-
Nally took the flagon and pipe Francia
handed him, and Plunkett took the seat
epposite. The ship was swinging gently.

Deliberately, Plunkett set out to be
the most charming of men—a natural
gift which in other days it was said
Prince Rupert and his brother Prince
Maurice possessed in the highest de-
gree, Gradually, McNally relaxed, un-
bent, warmed to the wine and friendly
talk. He answered Plunketi's queries
abeut the map, showed hew the ship
new lay alfmest directly off the planta-
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tion of Captain Higginbotham, how SiF
Thomas and Don Carlos had gone with
a third of the crew to the reefs a few
miles up the coast, and even spoke of
the treasure, quite freely,

“Thhe don says the wreck was swept
into a lagoon inside the reefs, easy to
get at,” he observed. “We should knew
by tomorrow night. I've promised to
move north with the ship, or send the
pinnace and boats, by that tifne. Sir
Thomas will camp ashere il them”

“Umndiowibtedly.” Plunkett, who still
held the pistol ready, smiled a little.

“Amd you're in on the Spanish gold,
remember.” said Sir George heartily. “I =
tell you again, we mean you no illi—"

“Listen!” broke in Plunkett. “The
boats!"

They fell silent. There was a scrape
and a surge, as the pinnace came allong-
side. Voices broke forth, feet tramped
the decks. Afiter a little, feet came
heavily down the passage and a man
rapped.

“Ask what he wants,” prompted
Plunkett, his pistol jerking a little.

Sir George obeyed, and a voice re-
sponded: “It’s the bo’sun, sir. Sir
Thomas is safe landed arid camped.
Armn’t I to stay aboard with men to
hold the shiip?"

“Wiy, damn your eyes, you've got
the orders!” shouted McNally. “All
hands with the pinnace for shore work,
One boat and four men wait for me.
Get about #t!"

“Aye, sir."' The feet slogged away.

McNally gave Plunkett an uneasy
look. “Wthat the devil are you at, with
your pistol? Ye still bear me ill willl?”

“Nomne in the world.” And Plunkett
laughed. “But you've insulted this
lady."”

The dark man flushed. “Damme. I'll
apologize to her—"

“No," said Plunkett. “You have your
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sword. I have your spare one. Much
better to kill me, and then have your
will of her. El?"

The dark eyes stabbed at him,
“Zounds! You're not semious?"

“Quiite. There—the boats are off, by
the sound. Afiter all, Sir George, you're
a gentlemam; or once you were.” Still
smiling, Plunkett picked up the flagon
in his free hand, drank off half the
wine—and suddenly shot the balance
into McNally's face.

Cursing, furious, wiping his eyes
clear, Sir George came to his feet.
Plunkett uncocked the pistol and
handed it to Francia. He caught up the
naked blade he had taken from the
chest.

“Curse you, I should ha' let Sir
Thomas string you up!” snapped Mc-
Nally, and his sword scraped clear. “So
that's the way of it, with your fine
airs. . ... At ye, then! And T'll have
your life, you cursed cockene}—"

The steel clashed and slithered. The
slim girl shrank into a corner, staring.

Italian tricks of fence, in this day,
were rare; the sword had an edge to
use, and the point was a lesser evil. The
dark man sprang in fast and viciously,
his edge slashed and slashed- again. But
the low-beamed cabin hindered that
work, and so did the blade of Plunkett.

“[ think you have the better weapom,”
said Plunkett, as he parried a.cut at
his knees. And, with ‘the parry, with
the words that caught the attention of
Sir George, he seemed to loose him-
self, to uncoil like a spring. His arm
shot out, and the blade that prolonged
his arm, and all his weight behind it
drove in the fearful thrust.

The dark man stood against the bulk-
head as the steel doubled and bent. A
hoarse cry escaped him. The blade
sprang straight again and stood there,
buried half to the hilt—through him,

and deep into the bulkhead behind him.
His own sword fell, and then he made
a convulsive, spasmodic movement.

“Heawen help me!” he said, and
choked, and went limp, so that his head
fell forward on the blade and hilt pro-
truding from him.

Plunkett stooped and picked up the
fallen weapon, and sprung it in his
hands.

“Aye, the better blade,” he said.
“Amd you're lucky, Sir George, that
you've escaped what Sir Thomas will
have coming to him if my luck holkds"™

He went up to the limp man and
looked into his face, and turned away.

“Ready, Francia? Give me the
pistols, and the sling to hold them.
Thanks. You carry the lamternn”

Steel in his voice, steel in his eye,
no laughter in his face now. The gifl
obeyed him in silence, wide-eyed, a
flush in her cheeks. Death was no
stranger to the island women, where
French fought French like rabid degs,
since the West India Company had seld
its islands to the Knights of Malta and
anyone was master who eould take. But
Plunkett ‘paused, his eye lingering en
her face, and he warmed suddenly.

“Ah, you're a fairy out of the sea,
my- demoisellke!” he said suddenily. “But
I've not-time for beauty this night, er
for love. An eye to number one, and
the yardarm swing for all else—that's
the word! Come alofig, comrade. And
keep that dirk of yours ready to handl”

v

ANNGUS STUART and the four
men with him obeyed mmeeklv,
blankly. They were utterly bewildered,
but the pistols of Plunkett argued
against argument.
Wiith slow-dipping oars,. the beat
crept in. The moon was high and c¢lear.
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The ship had been anchored off a break
in the fringing reefs of the island, and
Plunkett had learned from Sir George
and the map exactly where the Higgin-
botham plantation lay, a mile inland.
1t had a landing here, with a rough
road to it.

“There's a light seaward,” said one
)f the men as he rowed.

Plunkett saw the light. None of them
knew what to make of it. Not from the
boats and pinnace; these were hugging
the reefs. The light swung out at sea
and a bit south. A ship of some kind,
obviously, and Plunkett checked a hot
oath of dismay. Well, the night was
young, and if his wild shrewd plan
could carry on—the devill!

“You,"” said Plunkett to Stuart, “are
under my orders, with your men. Have
you any objectiom?"

Grunts replied in cautious negation.
He went on swiftly.

"We're for the plantation, I want
speech with Colonel Dunbarton. You.
Stuart, know him. Your job is to find
him. Tell him that a friend of his dead
son, one who was there when Jamie
was killed, wants a word with him.
You other men guard the plantation
heuse, two front, two rear. No looting,
ne killing. My errand is with Dunbar-
ten.”

“Aye,” came the assent in explosive
relief. All five men were Scots, and the
name of Dunbarton was as magic.
Plunkett's air of authority was perfect;
his transposition from a prisoner to a
plumed cavalier, with Francia in
similar guise beside him, suggested
nothing singular to these men. Changes
were sudden, in such times.

The reefs glittered with phosphores-
cence, dim and silvery in the moonlight.
The beach appeared, with a stout wharf
and warehouses. Beyond, lay the road
The boat scraped, was run up above
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tide mark. Plunkett was on dry land
again, striding out along the rough
track with Francia, his men ahead and
behind, the moon riding high.

“What now?’ The girl's hand
pressed his arm lightly. “Amen’t we
safe?"

“Safe enough,” he said. The men
knew FErench. “Security’s better than
safety. Wait and see, my dear.”

She ventured no further question.

The track led through broken, rough
ground, always with heavy vegetation
closing in, always with the shuddering
vibration of surf on the reefs trembling
in air. It passed now along a shallow
gully, with low overgrown banks tc
right and left. Aad here, of a sudden
an unearthly bubbling sigh broke upon
them—a sound so eerie, so close at
hand, that one and all stopped short

There was a crash in the vegetation
ahead. From the rear, another crash
and another. Aagus Stuart bared hix
steel with a word of alarm.

“We'we walked into a trap, sir—

The words died on his lips. A swift
convulsive horror seized upon them alll;
Plunkett went cold, and the girl caught
at him with sobbing breath. Something
moved above them, in the moonlight,
against the stars. Something crashed
in the brush beside them. A monstrous
beastly head on long, undulating neck
reached across the sky; a high towering
shape, unearthly and fantastic, seemed
to follow that hideous reptilian head.

Angther crash opposite. There up-
reared a second frightful apparition,
with a queer bubbling grunt to prove
its verity.

“Ware the beastie—the deil him-
self. . . .

ITH the frightened cry, the men
scattered, broke, fled. Plunkett,
like the others, found himself running
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in blind panic, Francia beside him.
Crashings and huge stirrings in the
brush drove them on, but there was
no pursuit.

Angus Stuart appeared ahead, lum-
bering on alone. At Plunkett's voice he
halted, stood staring, wiping sweat
from his bearded face.

“Hemwen forgi' me! Wihat was itt?"
he panted.

“No dream, at all events,” said
Plunkett, with a glance back. “Wihere
are the men?"

“Still runming—but not this way.
Gone to earth, maybe. I'll not take this
road back for a chest o' gold bars!
The foul fiend himed F—"

“Two of him, then, and others still,
by the sounds.” Plunkett laughed
shakily. “Wedll, move ahead. Eind Dun-
barton. We can't be far from the
plantation. Change plam; don't alarm
the house, but get Dunbarton if pos-
sible. The slave quarters will be in the
rear, or at one side. Come alomg."

They moved on. Erancia uttered a
soft word.

“What were they? Momsters of some
kind. Like things from an evil dreamn.”

“We'll find out from Dunbarton, If
we reach him, we've a chance of fortune
and great horizons; if we fail with
him, at least we're safe. You'lll see, my
dear. All the future is now staked on
that mam."

“Amnd you," she added.

The trees opened; a richer, sweeter
odor assailed the throat. Clear in the
moonlight, the rear of the plantation
buildings were disclosed. Sheds, stables,
sugar refinery, slave barracks, and the
house like a far white ghostly shape on
beyond. Angus Stuart had halted, and
now spoke softly.

“I don't know this place, but it'll be
like the ones near Georgetown. It was
there we talked with Dunbarton. The

slaves will be locked in for the night.
Shall T go ahead and see if he's indeed
here?"

Plunkett nodded, and the bearded
Scot moved on.

Too bad about the four scattered
men, thought Plunkett; they might
change all his carefully laid plans. Those
accursed monsters—he glanced back the
way he had come, with a touch of fear.
Something inhuman, prehistoric, about
them. To find such weird creatures
here in an island of the New World,
where anything might happen, shook
the brain and the senses.

The wait seemed interminable.
Francia, the cloak wrapped about her,
was stretched out beneath a tree.
Across the far open spaces of cane-
fields, nothing moved. Nothing moved
closer at hand—ah! Something grew
in the moonlight. At last! Two figures,
coming by a path that curved from one
side.

Angus Stuart spoke, and Plunkett
answered.

Here was Dunbarton himself. A tall,
gaunt shape, angular gray beard jut-
ting out, a craggy, towering thing un-
broken by sorrows or defeat or slavery
“So ye knew Jamie,” he said abruply.
“Witat's your name?”

Plunkett went close to him, looked
into his bleak hard face.

“I've taken a new name,” he said.
“I've cast away my old name. I've come
to offer you freedom and a new hori-
zon. I've an empty ship waiting. You

"w

cam-—

“Newer mind all that,” broke in Dun-
barton. “I talked with Angus, coming
here. Your mame?"

“‘Maurice. Maurice Plunkett—it's all
the name I'll ever have ™

“Amnd I'll have no truck wi' godless
rogues and buccaneers,” snapped the old
Scot stiffly. “Son, belike, to that red-



266

bearded Plunkett, him and his gallows
friend MicNally—"

“Who's dead,” said Plunkett. “No.
I'm no relation. 1 took his name by
chance, and shall make the best of it.
After all, I was beside your son when
he died.”

“A lie," said Dunbarton with a
growl. “Tihere was none with him ex-
cept Prince Maurice and his brother
Rupert. Prince Rupert told me so him-
self.”

“And your son died with the name
of his mother on his lips. Kathleem

The tall gaunt Scot leaned forward.
He looked into Plunkett's face; then
he drew back suddenly, and a shiver
took him. Plunkett went on speaking.

“I’m no buccaneer, Colonel Dunbar-
ton. 1 offer you freedom, war on Par-
liament; ships and men, a chance to
carve out a career with honor; and my
orders to obey. No looting of other
men: no excesses; strict disciplime;
henor flrst, and a yardarm swing to
these who oppese us. And the first to
swing, 1 thiak, will be Sir Thomas
Plunkett. 1s it yes oF no? We've not an
heur te lese”

Dunbarton caught his breath.

“The voice of Prince Rupert—the
face of Prince Maumice—"

“Priince Maurice is dead," said Plun-
kett. “He went down with his ship. Yes
or no?”

Dunbarton saluted stiffly.

“Yes, your—yes, sir," he snapped.

“How many men can you reach, and
how quiicklly?"

“A score here with me. Loose us,
and an hour before daybreak we'll have
a full fourscore from the plamtztions
roundabout."

“At . the shore landing, then. Ah!
Francia, wakened by the talk, was ap-
proaching. Plunkett turned to her. “My
dear Francia, this is Colonel Dunbar-
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ton. He can't marry us, but he'll see
us safe married at the first chamae!”

“Amd the beasts, Mauice?"

Angus Stuart fell to laughing, as
did Dunbarton, who made answer.

"Camels, Cap'n Plunkett. Camels
from Affriica. Cap’'n Higgiinibottham has
brought in half a dozen of the bruites,
to handle the sugar where the carts
can't go. They're tethered aleng the
shore road, to feed.”

Plunkett broke into a laugh, a joyous
ringing laugh.

“Camels! So that was it. . . . I've
heard of the brutes, but never saw ’em
before. Well, loose your men here; 1o
noise, no alarm. Gather all you ean,
an hour before dawn on the shere.
I'll await you there”

A quick, firm grip of the hand, and
Plunkett turned shoreward, Francia at
his side, exultation in his heart, the
strange ways of destiny forgokten.

Forguitten, too, that far, daneing
light he had glimpsed at sea.

\'%

TDIUNNKEETT, in his glow of dream
& come true, had coufited upen pick
ing up at least ene ofF twe of these
panie-stricken men, and s sefit Angus
Stuart with Dunbarten. He met 8 efe,
hewever. The white eeral beach shim-
fRered emptily t6 right arid left ot the
drawn-up beat. The seaward fight
had disappeared. They were 3igne.

With a laugh, Plunkett stretched eut
in the sand beside the slim girl. She
understood everything now, and her
low voice was vibrant with eagerness.

“Oh, Maurice, it's a thing to make
the heart beat faster! Men to obey you,
a fine ship to sail away in—shall we
go to Martinico? To the Frenech
islands ?°

“Heaven knows! Soomer or Isater,
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yes,” he said, peering at the sea and the
reefs. “Tihe ship idle and empty. Sir
Thomas off to the north seeking gold.
The pinnace and boats miles away to
the south. I'm sorry to lese Den
Carlos and his treasure, but we'll not
tempt destiimy.”

“No,"” she said briskly, gaily. “And
where first, Maurice?"

“Wiat matter?” He made himself
comfontablle, “We've the whole New
World to pick and choose from, mv
dear. Think of that—and waken me in
an hour, or if one of those four lost
men shows up.”

Her hand in his, he fell asleep al-
most at once.

Plunkett wakened to chill eoldness,
darkness. The moon was far in the
western sky, a thin dank mist veiled
the stars. He found a cloak over him
—her cloak. It must be close to morn-
ing. A voice had roused him—it came
again.

“The devil stabbed me! Look out.
Cap’n! There he goes!”

“Affiter him! Zounds, ye dogs, ye've
let him slip!” That was the voice of
Sir Thomas, and it brought Plunkett to
his feet with one leap. Francia? Gone.
No sight of her, no sign of her. But
other shapes on the white sand, rush-
ing at him, giving tongue as he came
erect.

Bewildered, still half asleep, he
caught at his pistols. Hlie powder was
wetted by the dew or dawn-mist; they
failed and he went sprawling as the
rush hit him. No chance to get out
sword. He was down, pinioned, held
futile by harsh handgrips. Over him
came and stood Sir Thomas, with lusty
furious oaths of rage.

“Wiho is it? Ha! The cockerel him-
self. And the other was the lass. Ye've
let her slip, blast the lot of you! After
her, fetch her badk.. ...”

“No use, sir; she's hid in the brush
by now," said a man. Others gave surly
assent. “Affiter hearing o’ ‘them mon-
sters, devils or whatever they be, I'm
biding here.”

Upon the oaths of Sir Thonmas broke
the silky laugh of Don Carlos.

“fiey're right. If there's any truth
in that story, I stay here alsn.”

“Tihe story’s a deuced lie. No such
creatures exist,” swore Sir Thomas.
“fibe island has no monsters, no wild
animals. Youw're all a pack of fools!’

“Sthall we run out the boat, si—"

“Ihe ship's safe enough; camp here.
Wihen daylight comes, we fetch back
the lass. Bring up those four Scots
rogues.”

Plunkett, wrists and ankles fast
bound, was jerked to a sitting posture.
The men grouped around. There was
no need to ask questions; the four
frightened men had fled up the shore,
apprised Sir Thomas of what was up,
and had brought him. And now these
same four men were led forward In
the starlight.

Sir Thomas, in a cold fury, lashed
them with his tongue for cowards and
traitors.

“Dumbarton, eh?” he went on. “Be-
cause this rogue ordered it, ye obeyed
him—all my orders flung overboard, to
boot. Obeyed him, when ye sheuld have
stood to your dutty—"

“We had no pistols,” growlled one
of the four. “Besides, it was Angus
Stuart who took the orders.”

“Wedil, I have pistols.” And with
the word, Sir Thomas fired.

He fired again. Two of the hapless
men slouched forward and fell qulet.
“Back to work, ye dogs!” cried SiF
Thomas at the other tweo. “That’s a
lesson in treachery for all hands. Afker
this, ye'll know whose orders to take.”

“Said and done like a brave mam,”
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spoke out Plunkett on the silence. “Like
a true gentleman, egad! King Charles
would be proud of you this night.”

Sir Thomas turned to him, came to
where he sat, and paused.

“Found tongue, have you? Where's
Sir Geomge?"

“Wiatting for you in hell,” said Plun-
kett. Sir Thomas lashed out a savage
kick that sent him toppling over. “And
you'lll swing, the minute we get
aboard,” he snarled. “Come, speak up!
What'’s your play with Dunbarton? Do
ye know hikw?”

Plunkett struggled erect. “I'we met
him. We hoped to find safety and
shelter through him, but those accursed
monsters frightened us all. Look' out
for them! I tell you, they're fearsome
beastis!”’

The grouped men murmured. Sir
Thomas rapped out an oath.

“Come with me, half a dozen of
you! Watch this rogue. If there's mon-
ster or devil up this road, I'll face him
down; and find the lass to boott!”

ME trooped in behind him as he
strode away. The men settled down,

talking low-voiced. That cold-blooded
exeeution had put fear into them; Sir
Thorras was a man to be obeyed. But
Plunkett was aware of Don Carlos com-
ing to him and squatting down, and
speaking with him in Spanish.

“So, my friend, 1 begin to think that
I made a mistke*

“In not putting a knife in my badk?”

“Bar from it. In not sticking to you,
instead of switching to these others,
said the Spaniard coolly. “Tihey're a
pack of rascals, They've no wits, no
brain. Now, you were clever in leaving
that ship empty—but they don’t see it.
I do.*

“Your wisdom is a bit lal
kett said bitterly.

Y Plun-
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“Better late than never. We've found
the right spot among the reefs; whether
the wreck's there, we don't know. Tell
me your whole scheme, caballero. It
may be well worth while becoming
friends once again. Wihere did you hope
to get a crew ?”

“To the devil with you,” said Plun-
kett.

The other laughed silkily. “Wihat,
still surly? Look you, caballero. You
did me a good turn back there at Tor-
tola. If it's to my advantage, I'll repay
it yet—"

Plunkett spat out an oath. With a
shrug, Don Carlos rose and left him.

Dismay, chagrin, despair came upon
him. Francia had left him for a little
—and in that unguarded moment, Sir
Thomas had arrived. She had stabbed
one man and got away. He was taken.
He could expect nothing from her.
Even if Dunbarton came now, he and
his Scots would be unarmed and help-
less. Here were a good thirty men,
mest of them with fusils, all with cold
steel, and Sir Thomas to lead them.

As he sat there, he saw the first gray-
ing paleness lifting in the east. A des-
perate impulse seized him. A hopeless
chance, yet it might lead to something.
He spoke out sharply at the grouped
men.

“Lads! You've followed two rogues
on the path to hell. You've fought for
King Charles and so have I. Here's
your chance to fight for him again, if
not for loot,and women. Colonel Dun-
barton’s bringing fourscore true men
to take the ship and go. I've killed Sir
George; he’s dead aboard the ship now.
The other men are with the boats, down
the eeast. Tufn me loose, let me deal
with this mad dog who captaifs yeu,
join with me and Dunbarton A an
henest eawze="

Two or three came running at him,
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striking him silent and asprawl with a
storm of hot oaths. His plea had failed,
like his pistols. None the less, some
voices rose in quick protest, in eager
discussion. But he failed, and worse
than failed, for now Sir Thomas would
learn all his plan. One of the men al-
ready was bawling away at the captain,
but his voice fell silent abruptly.

From the road came the roar of Sir
Thomas, an exultant shout, and pres-
ently a little group of figures straggling
along behind the red-bearded swaggerer.
Some of the group ran to meet them,
pouring forth all Plunkett had said.
More oaths, heated raging oaths this
time, as Sir Thomas comprehended
everything.

The party straggled up. FErancia
caught? Plunkett peered in desperate
hopelessness, then his heart leaped. Not
the slim lass after all, but stout Angus
Stuart, held by twe of the men,
captured. He had doubtless come with
some word from Dunbarton, only to
fall foul of this group.

“So it's out and out treachery, is itt?"
burst forth Sir Thomas furiously. “Ye
damned traitorous dogs—aye, you,
Angus Stuart! Ye've gone against the
commission of His Majesty, ye've be-
trayed us all, ye've sought to leave us
stranded and marooned here while ye
walked off with the ship, you and your
bloody Scotis!™

“Aye, to an honest course!” shot out
the Scot, struggling with the two men
who held him. “Dumbarton’s worth a
dozen of you, ye roistering rakehelly
Cavalier—"

Sir Thomas, who had reloaded his
pistols now, stepped close and the smoke
gushed on the dawn light. To the re-
port, Angus Stuart sagged forward and
fell on his face.

“That for all traitors!” lifted the
sonorous voice.

“Amd a yardarm swing to murderers
like yoursellf," cried Plunkett.

Sir Thomas turned around, slowly.

“Say you so, cockerel?” he ex-
claimed, with ominous self-control.
“Youill crow another tune ere lomg;
and if you've killed poor McNally, it's
more than a hempen rope you'll get
He swung toward his men. “Look
alive, lads! Matches alight, guns ready.
In case those ragged godly Scots come
down on us, let 'em have it. You, Wat,
take six men and go aboard the ship,
and fire a gun to bring back the pin-
nace and boats. We'll take one look
for the lass, and then come alboarb—"

His words died in his throat. He
stood stockstill, staring out toward the
graying east, where the sea was light-
ening fast. Some of the men followed
his look. A sharp word burst from one
of them.

“A sail! A ship, and she's standing
im—"

Excited exclamations, a general
movement, Sir Thomas and a few
others striding toward the shore as
though to see better. Under cover of it
all, Plunkett found Don Carlos at his
side, and sinking beside him in the sand.
The dark bearded face was all alive and
the soft voice was vibrant.

“Look at her, look at her, cabalero!
You can't make her out yet, but you'll
know the lines of her quick enough.
And no blind chance, either. Why,
think you, did Cap'n Breda held me in
‘hell, eh? To make me talk. He'd
picked up news of that wrecked galleen
of mine, He was coming to the torture
next—to make me talk. And when I got
away, he knew I'd come back te this
coast to seek her out—oh, he’'d picked
up the word that 1 had geld to effer
the right man! Perhaps I'd talked {98
fiueh; what matter? Se here he i, and
your old friend the Haavem With R
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“No!” blurted Plunkett, peering out
to sea. He could see only the vague
ship there, the blur of canvas, no more.
“No! It's one of your lies. It couldn’t
be his ship—you never said before that
he knew anything about yeur accursed
treasure. ... ."”

Don Carlos chuckled. “I do not tell
all 1 know, amigo? 1 didn't tell these
fools that 1 knew about their monsters,
their ungainly devils—bah! I've seen
camels many a time. 1 was here before,
when I was wrecked. No, 1 do not tell
everything; but now 1'm offering you
everythlng. You have hick, you have
bralns. Wihat's it te be? Say the werd
it my friendship tempts ven enee agalf,
&s yeur luek tempts me!”

Plunkett wrenched vainly at the lines
that bound him. The Haarlem? Captain
Breda? It was incredible, it was impos-
sible; until the words of Don Carlos
sank into his mind. No, this man had
not told everything. Perhaps he had told
the truth now, a part of it. . ..

It was a curious moment. Breeze had
swept the light mist away. The east was
gray, the shape of a vessel standing in
for the girdling reefs. Pandemonium
had broken out among the men. Some
were surrounding the boat, dragging it
through the white sand toward the
water; others were calling, shouting.
Sir Themas stood silent, staring to sea.

And then, without warning, lifted
one awful scream of human terror.

VI

LUNKETT wrenched around.

That appalling shriek was
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swee half a dozen enormous and
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grotesque shapes in the gray dawm—
camels, reptilian heads high, fright
spurring them, like monsters of a by-
gone age brought to life and sweeping
down upon their human prey at that
fantastic striding pace.

“The devil's upon us! The devil him-
seliff!"

With the yell, blind horror and utter
panic fell upon everyone. Plunkett, him-
self barely able to repress a chill of
fear at sight of those gruesome animal
forms, felt Don Carles leaning over
him, heard the shert guick words,

“Swifftly, caballero? FEriendship? Al-
liance again? Yes or no?"

"“Yes!” cried Plunkett frantically.

The knife swept down and sheared.
The lines fell away; he was free. Over
them went those stalking shapes of ter-
ror. Plunkett scrambled to his feet in
the sand, clapped hand to the sword
that was still at his hip, and was sud-
denly aware of a floed of ragged men
streaming forward aeress the sand.

A voice crackled out—ithat of Dun-
barton. The ragged men flung them-
selves on the abandoned weapons. Some
of them went leaping forward toward
the boat, which was in the water; they
caught it, dragged it back, struck down
the men in it. The pistol ot Sir Themas
barked, and then he was down and half
a dozen Scots piling on him. The poer
frightened camels were ecareering up
aleng the eurving shere and away.

“Maurice! Maumice!

Plunkett turned. A whirlwind flew
into his arms—Firancia, all in a flame
of joy and eager excitement. Dunbarion
followed, a gaunt figure with great gray
beard jutting, and saluted Plunkett
stiffly.

“Howill I call ye, sir—Cap'n? It was
her notion, sir, to drive out the beasts
on 'em—" Dunbarton broke off, as he
sighted the bodies on the sand. “Wat



THE YARDARM SWING 31

devil's work is this? And what's that
ship out yomdar—?"

Plunkett wakened. “Good lord!
We've onlv one boat to get your men
out—"

"Two barges under the shed here,
Cap'n."

“Get them out! Every minute counts
—get aboard, quickly! Where's Sir
Thomas? Ah!” Plunkett strode at the
group by the shore. “Bind him, men.
take good care of him! Clap him safe
aboard. Here, Francia! Great work,
lass, great work. Here's our old friend
Don Carles. Keep an eye on him for
me; he'll bear watchimg.”

Eourscore and again a score of those
ragged Scots who had been slaves,
yelling, pressing around, obeying Dun-
barton swiftly. Two boats were carried
out from one of the sheds and dragged
into the water. Other men came run-
ning—some of the fugitives, recovered
from their terror. Of these, Plunkett
chose a score who might be reliable,
and bade the rest to the devil. Then he
was running for the boat, with Francia
and gauAt Dunbarton coming after.

As the men pulled out, Plunkett eyed
the incoming ship, now a scant mile off
the reefs and shortening sail as she
headed in. The Haarlesn, no doubt
about it; no running from her, no time
to beat out to seaward. He swiftly
sketched to Dunbarton who and what
she was. Evidently she was coming in
to lay aboard and seize the ship
anchored helpless here.

“Weell trip her.” Plunkett eyed the
two large boats putting off from shore,
loaded to the very gunnels with men,
“There’s enough of our crew here to
help things out. Arms, powder, and stay
under cover. Any of your men who
know cannon, load and shot the guns,
but no firing. Not a shot until I give
the word.”

“Aye," said the dour Scot. “Shot in
the guns, or bags of bullksts?"

“Bullets.” said Plunkett, and laughed.
“You know your busimess,”

“Who's yon man wi' the black
beardi?” Dunbarton pointed to Don
Carlos.

“A Spaniard, a friend, one who'll
serve us well if he's well watched”

The men leaned on the stout ash, the
crowded boat surged forward; another
five minutes, and they were clambering
up the ship’s side.

Now was business, sharp and stern.

R men aboard a strange ship, the
Scots did uncommonly well; and
luekily, there was a leaven of the old
erew to set things golng. By the time
the twe large beats surged in under
the rall, the guns amidships were be-
ing readied, arms were eeming up,
pewder was served. Plunkett watehed
the beund, furieus, eursing Sir Themas
fetehed abeard, and erdered him taken
inte the eabins and guarded.

The Haarlemn was drifting down un-
der the light breeze, closer and closer,
with obvious intent to lay this helpless
ship aboard and keep her intact. No
flag, no hailing voice, but decks
crowded with men, and at the tiller the
powerful figure of Breda himself.

“He’d love to meet you,"” said Don
Carlos. Plunkett looked at the man,
read hatred in the black eyes and snarl-
ing features, and laughed a little.

His eyes lifted to a figure beside him.
“Firancia! Below with you—"

She laughed gaily. “Give orders to
your wife, Maurice; just now, I'm your
comrade.”

He shrugged helplessly, darted to the
rail, ordered Dunbarton to keep all men
down and under cover. And as though
to prick out his words, at that moment
the Haarfern erupted with white spats,
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fusils banged out, bullets came tearing
and screaming aboard. That was Cap-
tain Breda's greeting, abrupt and crude
as his tactics. Undoubtedly, until the
very last moment, he thought this mo-
lionless craft to be some island trader
caught unawares.

“Dwop your ports, Dunbarton. and
let 'em have it," said Plunkett quietly.

The bullets hummed around. A few
men were down. The Haarlenw was
torging in, bows on, men ready with
grapnels to make fast, so close now
diat every face along the bulwarks
stood out clear and distinct. A sudden
yell of recognition burst from Captain
Breda, as he saw the figures of Don
Carlos and Plunkett.

It was drowned in a wilder yell from
his men, as the ports of the ship
dropped and the five guns were run out.

The grapnels were flung, the two
ships were almost touching, as the guns
belched and roared.

The deck reeled. A crash, and both
ships staggered in contact. Howls and
screams swept the deck of the Haarlem
as that storm of hot lead tore into the
crowded faces along her bulwarks.
None the less, Breda's men came pour-
ing over her hows, over the rail. Steel
glittered through the smoke, pistols
banged. The fierce stream of men
struck into the Scots. Dunbarton's
fusils spoke in a scattering volley, and
then it was hand to hand.

Plunkett leaped for the waist, with
Don Carlos at his heels. Breda headed
his men, blood from a bullet-scrape
crimsoning his face and beard, a satamic
figure that hewed terribly; but the crash
of those guns had doomed his hope.
Here were no terrified merchants to flee
at the first touch of sword. These rag-
ged men were veterans of a dozen
stricken fields, with freedom in the
offing.
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Plunkett, with sword and dirk
aflame, plunged into the thick of it. Hot
work, swift work, snarling faces and
striking blades. Then Breda, cutting
down a Scot, swinging around to find
Plunkett upon him, roaring out an oath
as the steel crossed and clanged. He at-
tacked with vicious fury, bearing Plun-
kett back and back. Twiice the blade of
Plunkett drove home, only to slip aside
harmlessly. He spat out an oath,

“Steel under your jerkin, e¢ih?”

“The best Milan—and you to the
devil!” snarled Breda, rushing him,

Plunkett met the rush, stepped into
it, caught the Dutchman’s blade with
his long dirk and wrenched it aside.
They were almost breast to breast for
an instant—and Plunkett brought up
his sword-hilt. The pommel struek
Breda between the eyes, sent him stag-
gering in blind fury. Plunkett was In
at him, striking again; the swerd-hilt
dropped the man this time in a quiver:
ing sprawl across the deek.

Plunkett had one swift vision of a
swirl of figures. Francia was in that
knot, her dirk plunging, and he rushed
into the swirl. His edge bit, his point
drove home. He caught Francia by the
arm and shoved her to one side, indicat-
ing the senseless Hollander.

“There’'s your work—get him tied
up!” he cried, and was gone into the
thick of the fight once more,

They died hard, those men of Tor-
tola. A little knot of them remained by
the rail, asking no quarter, getting
none. Dunbarton had led some of his
Scots over to the deck of the Haarlem
and had the other ship secure now. The
sun was up, flaming on the bloody
decks, as the last of the buccaneers
followed his mates.

But they had taken dire toll of the
ragged Scots b*efor(::‘ the); died.

2 A5
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Plunkett stood at the quarterdeck
rail and looked down at the massed
faces below. Sir Thomas stood there,
and Captain Breda beside him, bound
figures of hate.

“A very simple matter,” said Plun-
kett coldly. “Themas Plunkett, you
stand accused of the murder of Angus
Stuart and two other men in cold blood.
You're adjudged guilty. Have you amy-
thing to say?"

“I’ll not be judged by you,” stormed
Sir Thomas.

“Your'll be hanged by me,” Plunkett
returned. “But it'd be a pity to have
you at one side of the mainyard and
the other side empty. Cap'n Breda,
you've murdered a good twenty honest
men this fine mormimg;.™

“You'd do well to give me back my
ship and take me as partner,"” said the
tall Dutchman, his bruised face all
bloody in the sunlight.

“Tihat’s a matter of opinion,” Plun-
kett answered coolly. “What 1 take, I
keep; a good motto. But there's a bet-
ter, and 1 recommend it out of your
own mouth, Cap'n Breda. Look out for
number one, and a yardarm swing to
all the rest! Think of it as you swing.
Take 'em away, ladist”

He turned to Dunbarton and Don

Carlos and- Francia, his blue eyes chill
as the scuffle moved forward along the
decks.

“Tihe pinnace and boats are comimg,”
said Francia.

“Wiith men to fill our ranks,” Plun-
kett nodded assent. “Well soon have
enough men to take care of both ships;
and there's Tortola for the taking, if
we want a good haven. That nest needs
clezmimg.

“But there's gold for the having,
first,” said Don Carlos.

“Right.”” Plunkett nodded again. *I
may leave you and Colonel Dunbarton
to find that wreck, while I take a run
ashore on a more important matter.”

“Ashore?” The shaggy brows of
Dunbarton drew down. “Yau’d not raid
the islland?*

“Ashore?" echoed Francia, and came
quickly to him in appeal. “No, no,
Maurice! There's no luck astmane!™

Plunkett smiled. “But there's some-
one to marry us, my dear.”

She laughed in comprehension. Don
Carlos chuckled softly. Old Dunbarton
eyed them with his dour, grim gaze,
and shook his head.

“The quicker about it, the better, if
I'm any judge,” he grinned.

“Right,"” said Plunkett.
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CHAPTER 1
THE DEMON CALLS

GEDY was long overdue on
the last and greatest of the con-
struction jobs of Vuk Trost, the

master builder.

But it won't be much longer now,
thought Mark Ferrol, grimly, as he
stepped out of the elevator onto the
newly finished transfer platform at
the forty-first floor of what was about
to be the tallest building is the world.

Slightly. dizzy, as always at this
naked height, Ferrol stood still for a
moment and strained his eyes upward
into the dazzling glare -of July sun-
light, looking for Glenconnor.

He was up there, all right. Eerrol
could hear him. And presently Eerrol
saw him, swallowed hard, and umcon-
sciously dried the palms of his hands
on the sides of his pants.

“Glenconmor!” he yelled. “Come
down!" Butiwind whipped the words
back into his mouth unheard.

\

High in the steel
framework above him
Sean Glenconnor went
on picking red-hot riv-
ets out of the atmos:
phere with a steel bucket and bellow-
ing a dismal dirge in minor key.

Glenconnor was drunk . . . very,
very drunk. He swayed on the narrow
girder on which he stood, scuffing the
edges with his heavy feet like a clown-
ing tight rope walker. He never missed
a rivet. Had Glenconnor missed a sim-
gle rivet he would probably have
plunged after it immediately in acute
embarrassment. Glenconnor was a tal-
ented “catcher,” drunk or sober, and
vain of it.

He ornamented his song with many
a Celtic quaver and flourish, and al
though drowned out periodically by
the staccato” stammer - of the. rivet
guns, his voice rose again and again,
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The Hand of Jeopardy

By MARTIN McCALL

A vigoraues stovy of Raruunee and Adlreentuee that fol-
lows the danger trail from the skysorapens of New York
to caverns of mysiewy beyamntl the great Atlamtic

= P—

tearing through the steel forest like
the highly amplified wail of a base
Banshes. ] L

Ail the men Working Wwithin ear
shot had Taid dewn their tools t8 wateh
his anties with shecked eyes tound

with awe, for Glenconnor was putting
on a good show, no doubt of it.

He teetered on the brink of doom
like the man in the chair-and-ladder
act and all the while he kept up that
doleful, demented Irish howl that
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froze the blood pleasantly in the
watchers' veins, while his nimble foot-
work sustained the hope that maybe
he was just clowning after all.

Ferrol knew better. He had seen
Glenconnor like this five times before.
Old Trost, the big boss, who had sent
Ferrol aloft to reason with Glencon-
nor, claimed to have witnessed the per-
formance once a year for seventeen
years. This made elghteen. The boss
said that was eneugh of sueh non-
sense. Gleneennof was eld eneugh now
te knew better:

The argument seemed to lack force
and persuasion as Ferrol reviewed it
now. But it did seem desirable to get
Glenconnor the devil down from there
somehow and without delay.

Cursing his own bad luck and worse
judgment in accepting the mission,
Ferrol left the nice security of the
transfer platform and went on and up
into the windy reaches of the forty-
second story. There a young hurricane
elawed at hils nervous system and
fiade the glrders resound llke the
strings of a monstrous harp.

Ferrol went on.

He hated height. Always had. The
big oxlike steel pushers with their
dainty, catfoot tread inspired him with
a holy kind of awe. But he had done
8 good deal of steel work himself of
necegsity and he had no excuse for
stopping now. Old Trost's orders were
always obeyed. The Trost jobs were
exeevted on principles of military pre-
gisien as well as fhathernatical aceu-
Faey. Ferrol was eld Trest's fight hand
Man; his first assistant and most leyal
friend. 1t was up te Ferrel to set the
exaraple of simple obedience to the
8ld maR’s eaptieus regquest.

“Get Glenconnor down from tienet”
old Trost had commanded with cu-
riously shaking lips. He wiped them
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with a gnarled hand suddenly grown
feeble and tremulous. Fear was in old
Trost’s keen eyes. “I don't care if he
smashes every bone in his bull's hide,
but I won't have him doing it on my
job!”

Ferrol had stared at his boss,
shocked by the intensity of the old
man's feeling. But he knew the roots
of it. Trost was a fear-ridden, ghost-
haunted man, badgered by shapeless
superstition. He had lost a man on
every job for seventeen years. Some
black fate seemed to dog his projects
from the bitter day that Terry Glen-
connor, brother to the drunken Sean
up here, was Idlled in the first of that
lefig series of - aeeidents. Terry had
been a sand heg, killed By a feel blln-
der while #he eaissens were delvitiy
inte the miuek of a new exeavatien.

This was the anniversary of Terry's
death -and. his brother Sean, whom old
Trost had loyally reemployed on every
project since, celebrated the tragedy
annually by getting magnificently
drunk. For the rest of the year Sean
maintained a dour, still-fongued se-
briety, but the second of July was
Sean’s date to howl, as he was hewling
fow. It was a queer twist, inexpliea-
ble. It nearly dreve old fmaA Trest
erazy.

“Mhis is the lastt! old Trost had
added, huskily, as Ferrol left to do
his bidding. “Ttis is my last big job.
There hasn't anything happened yet,
Ferrol. Get that Irisher down from
there!”

“Yessir,"” Ferrol had tossed back as
he ran.

UT the nearer he drew now to the

loudly grieving son of Efin, the
less likely seemed the possibility of
averting tragedy from this last of eld
Trost’s jobs as a master builder.
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Only it won't be Glenconnor, Fer-
rol informed himself, with a gasp, as
a tongue of wind lashed out at him
with forked fury. It'll be me!

As Ferrol set a gingerly foot at
last on the same girder with Glen-
connor, the big Irishman saw him and
a gleam of reason flickered in his eyes.
Then a broad inviting grin, foreign
to his gloomy weathered face, greeted
Ferrol's airy, casual salute of greet-
ing.

Said Glemuommur:

“So the old man's sent a jinniwink
up fer me! Now, what d'ye think of
thatt!” Then he went on with his griev-
ing.

Eerrol came towards him along the
narrow strip of steel and halted half
a dozen feet away.

“Ondlers, Glenconnor,” he said
shortly. “Quit clowning and come on
down to the office. You're fiiesdl”

There was a dry choke of protest
from the bucker up. He spoke past
Glenconnor’s weaving form and ad-
dressed Ferrol as if they two were
alone on a mountain top.

“You wouldn’'t have a bucket of
beer about you, would you, Mr. Eer-
rol? It's dry work up here today.” He
made a feint at spitting on his. gloves
and then showed them to Ferrol sig-
nificantly to prove them still dry.

“Tihat’s an idea,” said Ferrol, grate-
fully. “I haven't. But Glenconnor
here'll go down and get us some.”

Glenconnor wagged his bull's head
and paused in his song. “No,” he dis-
agreed. “Beer’s a fine thing, but it's
a thing that comes best first and last.
It's a fine glow I've got. I'll not be
damping it down with beer.”” Again
his hoarse howl rose and the warm
wind whirled it about his head. He
looked stark mad with that silly grin
on his face and those words of grief

coming out of his long, thin-lipped
mouth seemed to be sung by another
man inside him.

“Oth, iny-eew diddy diéeceme?
W” F¢: ”-!h) ‘itZI .‘.H

“Listen, Glenconnor,” said Eerrol.
“You're a man of semss—"

“I am not,” said Glenconnor posi-
tively. “Not at this moment.”

“Oh, you know thatt?”’ Ferrol de-
manded—and  Glenconnor grinned
more broadly at him.

Eerrol edged on steadily, holding
Glenconnor’s eyes with his own. The
wind shifted and Ferrol braced him-
self with a wave of icy nausea. He felt
as if the mouth of hell were opening
under him, inhaling deeply, sucking
him down. The leng girder wrlthed
crazily under his one swift downward
glance and he felt a sudden disselution
of his legs under him.

He did not stumble. He went down
limply, clutching the girder with every
muscle and nerve, adhering to it with
every available inch of his body as if
he had melted in the blaze of sunlight
like soft wax. As if from a great dis-
tance he heard Glencenner’s strangled
ery:

“Saimts in Heaven! Hang on, kid.
Hang om!*

C@N§CIOU§NE§§ returned grad-
ually to Ferrol,

“Quit squeezin’ that bit of iron,” he
heard Glenconnor say. “It's got feel-
in's the same as you and me, Some-
body get a hook up here!” he roared.

“Coming up,” said a clear, quiet
voice very close above Ferrol’s pros-
trate form. A woman’s voice. It con-
tinued serenely: “Of all the witless
stunts. What in the world were you
trying to do, Mark?"
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ferrol groaned. Embarrassment
joined the stew of emotions that held
him plastered to the girder. He man-
aged to lift an eye and saw directly
ahead of him a slender girl's form
crouched casually on the same strip of
steel, A pair of slim brown hands held
the yellow linen skirt down discreetly
but the wind insisted on showing up
an excellent pair of ankles, Ferrol
couldn't see her face but he didn’t
have to know that she was smiling
faintly, the cool, supercilious little
smile with whieh she surveyed all his
actlvities. He was old Trost’s best aide
but he had reasen te believe that he
didn’t staek up very high with the
bess's daughter.

Naturally he did not answer her.
He was afraid to breathe. It was a
devil of a spot. He couldn't even
writhe when he heard her say, pres-
ently :

“Don’t fall asleep, Mark. But you
do look so comfortable—!" A little
rippling giggle. “I was watching you
from the office through pop's glasses.
You folded up, sort of in coils. It was
lovely. But nobody seemed to be do-
ing anything so I thought I'd better
send up a hook from the transfer plat-
form.”

“You think of everything,” Eerrol
managed to mutter. “Were the devil
is #?"

He felt it then, cold and heavy and
reassuring, and he transferred his
death grip to it with rapturous delight.
Still clinging like a cat to a curtain,
he felt himself swung out over space
and guided to a gentle bumping halt in
safety.

The girl got up and walked quietly
back along the narrow steel girder, her
small feet treading casually, surely,
one ahead of the other in a smooth,
Indian-like glide. She had been raised
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on construction jobs. She could catch
a rivet almost as well .as Glenconnor.

She could do other things as well.
At twenty, Melitsa Trost was a tal-
ented sculptress. Mark Ferrol knew it
well, for his own architectural talent
had once won him the Pritv de Rome.
He had a huge respect for the girl's
ability and something more that he
stubbornly refused to acknowledge.

Eerrol took himself out of the big
hook’s cold embrace and hailed Glen-
connor.

“Hi,” he said. “How about it?
Party over? Are vou knocking off for
the day?"

Glenconnor withdrew his gaze from
the slim girlish form treading the sin-
gle track of steel. “Yep,” he said.
“Ye'we taken all the good out of it
fer me. Wihat'd ve want to do, kill yer-
self ?*

Ferrol laughed. “You wouldn't have
let me,” he pointed out. “Amwhow, you
didn't.”

Glenconnor glared at him. “Next
time—" he said.

“Come on down with me now and
have a drink,” said Ferrol. “I want to
talk to you. The old man’s worried.”

“fHle’s got a right to be,” said Glen-
connor, “Forty-two stories and not a
man hurt yet. His private devil's be-
hindhand, ain't he?”

“Mhrough no fault of yours,” Fer-
rol pointed out. “That's what I want
to talk to you about.”

“Il talk about nothing,” said Glen-
connor, “until I've slept off this load.”
He moved away heavily,

Ferrol gave up with a shrug. When
Glenconnor was sober he wouldn’t talk
at all, about anything.

HEN Ferrol went dowa the
transfer platform, he found
Melitsa waiting for him,
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He looked at her sharply. It might
be his imagination, but he thought her
lashes were wet. And there was a
mark on her red lower lip as if she
had bitten it hard. A quick elation
filled him. Had she really been scared
—about him?

She turned upon him furiously.

“A man of your education and in-
telligemce,” she said, scornfully. “To
pull a kid trick like that! What sort of
example are you to the mem?"

“Am 1 supposed to be an example ?*
Eerrol wanted to know. “It hadn't oc-
curred to me. I'll jump right off the
building here and now so they'll see
how folly comes to a bad emdt—"

To his amazement she turned gray,
lead gray, and her fingers dug into his
arm like small steel claws. “How can
you even talk about such a tining?"
she gasped, and winked back a rush of
tears.

“For the luvva Mike, don't do
that . . . Eerrol breathed. He dared
not draw her to him up here on this
bird cage of a platform. But he
thought he knew and his exultation
was enormous.

She took him down a peg at once.

“Look . . ." she said, quickly, in a
stifled voice. She dug her hand into a
deep pocket of her yellow sports skirt
and brought out a small object. She
handed it to him and as he took it he
felt the deathly chill of her slim fin-
gers.

It was a small flat tile about two
inches square and a quarter of an inch
in thickness,

Ferrol whistled low. “Amother?” he
said curtly.

She nodded. “This is the sevemtin,”
she said. “Father says they stopped
coming for several years, then started
again. He seems to think this one is
particularly significant — that it's

meant to foreshadow the worst ca-
lamity of all. . . .*

“Wﬂly’?u

“Because it's the best done, | mean,
the most perfect piece of work from
an artistic point of view. The first were
crude, improving as the years went
by. But this one's immeasurably bet-
ter than the last. Look at it

Eerrol examined the tile closely.

On one highly glazed surface of the
tile was a colored imprint, minute, ad-
mirably executed. It was in the like-
ness of a gargoyle, that mythical
demon of medieval architecture first
seen in Erench Gothic structures about
1zz0 A. D.

It was flawless and hideous beyond
description. The grinning longish head
of the demon was scaled in greenish
blue, with small pointed ears laid flat
against the lozenge shaped skull, and
leering, malignant eyes deep set under
drawn brows. A long sensitive scarlet
tongue was outthrust and split almost
to the roots.

Eerrol looked at the thing with
strong aversion and, in spite of him-
self, a twinge of superstitious awe. Its
mates had been associated with several
of the most frightful accidents on the
Trost projects, turning up without ap-
parent reason on the eve of each of
them. True, they had been missing in
several cases, but that made it seem
the more probable that there was some
mysterious and malicious agency in-
volved. Some of them must have been
purely accidental. But plainly, some
were not.

He dropped the gargoyle into his
side pocket and took Melitsa's arm to
guide her into the elevator.

“Where'd you get the thimg?" he
asked, casually.

She made an effort to shake off the
weight of apprehension.
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“Milkha—he brought it up from the
car and gave it to me just as you
started your tight rope walk,"” she said
flippantly. “Very neat, 1 thought™

“Mikha,"” said Ferrol, reflectively.
“That laughing hyena. It was in the
car, you say?"

They were dropping away from the
transfer platform at considerable
speed. The girl nodded. “It was on the
seat of the car, Mikha said. Planted,
I suppose. Mark—" Her young eyes
were dark with a still, deep fear.
“Mark, there must be something to
this eurse business. 1 hate to admit it.
But pop may have enemies in the old
countiy="

“In Montenegmro?” said Eerrol.
“But he hasn't been back there for
thirty years, and he's sent money home
over and over again for town im-
provements—waterworks, samititiion—
he ought to be a kind of tin god on
wheels in Galichmnil.™

“He is, of course. But that's just it.
Doesn't jealousy usually crop up in
such cases? I don't know. I just feel
as if someone hated him and were try-
ing to hound him to death. I've often
thought of writing to Uncle Urosh—"

Berrol's lean jaw hardened. Uncle
Uresh. Uncle Urosh agaim!

Talk about gods! . . . Uncle Urosh
was, according to Melitsa, the deux ex
machina who, like the god in the ma-
chine in Greek tragedies, had only to
pop over a fence to set everything
aright forever and ever.

“Wiy stir up Uncle Urosh?” Eerrol
said lightly, as the elevator car
stopped at the twentieth fioor and they
stepped out to cross the half completed
level to another car. “Isn’t he sick or

somettnimg?”’
“Of course. But he's so darned
wise... . ." said Melitsa reverently.

“Isn’t your father jealous of Uncle
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Urosh?” asked FEerrol. “I am. Oh,
nothing personal, you understand. But
Uncle Urosh can't possibly be as big
a guy as you make him out. Your
father is kind of fond of you. I should
think it would burn him up to hear you
rave on and on about Uncle Urosh.”

“Umcle Urosh,” said Melitsa sim-
ply, “is the greatest man in the world.”

“Oh, come, now!” remonstrated Fer-
rol. “Tihe greatest artist perhaps. The
greatest sculptor, rather. But you're
pretty good, yourself. Some day you
may run him out of business”

N the ground floor, in the cool

dimness. of the great building’s
vitals, they found Mikha waiting for
Melitsa, Mikha impeecable in his blue
and patent leather chauffeur’s uni-
form, with a clgarette pasted to his
lip. He tossed it away as Melitsa came
towards him and greeted her with hls
odd dry ehuekle. Mikha Iliteh prefaced
every remark with that stuttering
ehuekle, a nervous affectation that had
fade Ferrol dub him the 'laughing
hyena.” Mikha was a gaunt, tall Men-
tenegrin whe had been 1f the empley
ef Boss Trest for many years, having
started eut beslde the elder man as
fellew stene masen.

It was something Ferrol found hard
to stomach, this relatively menial po-
sition to a man who has once been a
fellow laborer. It was not character-
istic of Montenegrins as Ferrol had
known them in the limestone quarries
of Indiana and in the mining lands.
Montenegrins did not work for each
other in any such personal capacity. It
was a point of national pride. But this
Mikha seemed well content with his
soft sinecure.

“Wiere’s father?”
sharply.

“Hie’s gone up to the mosaic job on

asked Melitsa
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the third floor. Miss Melitsa," said
Mikha, grinning, “But some of the
fellas from the new level came down
and I hear them talking by the new
elevator shaft, I'll go up the stairs and
tell him, ., . .,” Mikha went off two
steps at a time.

Eerrol listened. There were voices,
all right. He heard Trost's harsh, acri-
monious tones, complaining about
something, then a rich rumble that
sounded like Glenconnor. Was Trost
tackling Glenconnor now? Not wise.
The Irishman was still half drunk and
in that condition he disliked rebuke
from his boss, to put it mildly.

Eerrbl touched Melitsa's arm lightly,
“Wihy don't you wait for your father
in the car?” he suggested quickly. “I'll

go up—"

“No,"” said Melitsa. “I'll go, too.”

“I woulkdid te—"

But the words died in FEerrol's
throat, He heard a sharp oath and a
scuffie above. The sound came clearly
down the open elevator shaft. For
some inexplicable reason he wondered
if the door on the third floor was
properly closed. They were temporary
doors, sometimes left half open bv
hurrying men who knew their way
around.

Melitsa's voice recalled him sharply.
It was shrill, high.

“Meark—llet’s -go up there! There's
sometinimg—I'm af raid—"

“Don’t be sil—Lord!” said Ferrol,
hoarsely.

There was an instant of silence, then
a queer knocking sound, a padded
thud as of a heavy body striking the
sides of a narrow tunnel. Then silence,
broken by a long drawn scream,
mounting, frightful, from the girl,

“The elevator shafftt!” she shrieked.
“Dad—Dad—-!"

She could not have known, of

course. It was sheer intuition. But
when Ferrol dragged open the deor
of the shaft on the ground floo¥, it
was Vuk Trost’s broken form that lay
there in a grotesque huddle,

CHAPTER 11

THE MAN IN THE CORRIDOR

1\V/fI1EILJTSA was wholly unconscious
when Ferrol lifted her and eaf-
rled her out t6 the ear. The deeter
nodded in answer te his leek of in-
quiry. "Beiter fof her to ceme sut of
it. somewhere else” he said: “Any-
where but here. Get her head dswh.
When she eemes eut of it, make her
ery. 1t'll be hard. She's that type”

Eerrol felt a trifle mad as he sat
in the tonneau of Vuk Trost's car and
drove up Second Avenue behind
Mikha’s immovable back, holding the
unconscious form of Vuk Trost's
daughter in his arms,

His own emotions were not compli-
cated. He knew that he loved the
smooth dark head that lay against his
heart. He knew that he had loved the
old man who lay broken and dead on
the table in the gray pile of buildings
behind them. He knew that somebody
had done that thing and that he would
find out who it was and tear his heart
out with bare hands,

There was nothing complex about
that. The enormous simplicity of it
lulled him so that he almost dozed,
until the big car swept sleekly up to
the big apartment house on Park Ave-
nue where Vuk Trost's home awalted
the master who would, not return,

The girl stirred slightly, against
Ferrol's heart. Then she sat erect, com-
posed, calm. She said, softly:

“Here we are, Mark. Look. That
building. Our home. This car—Mikha,
there, in livery, and in the study up-
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stairs a wall safe with sheaves of
bonds, of European currency, jewels,
jades -. . And a will that makes me
heiress to eighteen million dollars . . .”

Her voice was very low, rapt, as if
she were bewitched. Ferrol did not
speak. A curious chill fell upon him.
Naturally she would speak of such
things—why not? They were a phe-
nomenon to be remarked upon at the
death of such a man as Vuk Trost.
And yet he wished she had waited a
little.

But a swift pang of shame struck
through him at her next words. How
could he have failed to understand
her? She said, still raptily:

“All those things, Mark—and yet
my father could barely read and write.
When 1 was a little girl, Mark, we
lived in a shack on the edge of a lime-
stone quarry in Indiana. My father
carved solid rock with those great
rough workman'’s hands of his by day,
and by night rocked me to sleep in his
big arms and sang to me the old folk
songs of Montenegro. Mark—"" There
was a shrillness in her tone now;
hearse with strain her voice was
hardly familiar. “Mark—I wish 1 had
dled then—then. . . .”

“I know,"” said Eerrol.

Her slim fingers dug into his arm
as if a spasm of unbearable pain
gripped her. Then she relaxed.

T was the last sign of mourning

Mark Ferrol was to see in Vuk
Teost’s daughter for a long, long
time, for from that moment on she
took the highroad of vengeance side
by side with Ferrol, and there were no
tears in her dark eyes. Only a fever
that burned and burned, new smoul-
derlng, now raging fiercely as the
strange events of the next few weeks
earrled them nearer te thelr Justlee

ARGOSY

or their doom—at no time were they
certain of what the end would be. At
no time did either of them particularly
care.

All that night Mark Eerrol and Vuk
Trost’s daughter spent in going
through the old man’'s papers in the
room that was by courtesy called his
study. It was a cold room, but a costly
one. It was lined with delicate panels
of fine marbles that in some instances
were intricately carved and in others
relied for ornamental effect upon the
natural tints of rosse levamtin®, rose
alabaster, afvicamo and wevdz antico in
their subtle range of greens and reds.

The floors were tiled in a Byzan-
tine magnificence the like of which was
not to be seen anywhere else in the
Western Hemisphere. Old Trost had
been a “stone man,” dedicated to his
medium with fanatical ardor. Descend-
ant of the ancient guild of stone work-
ers that had fled five centuries ago
from the invading Tuek into the
bleak mountain fastnesses of the in-
terier of Old Serbia, Vuk Trost had
preserved that ancient heritage with
lefty pride. He disliked weod and
abeminated steel, but his geniwa for
eonstruction deminated his prejudiees
and he used whatever materlals best
served the purpese ef his gargamtuan
designs.

Yet at the end Vuk Trost had been
still, as his daughter said, a simple
man, unlettered, calculating his mil-
lions with a glassful of bright pebbles.

He had permitted Eerrol’s steward-
ship with half sullen good humor.
Ferrol did the real calculating, but old
Trost's pebbles got the credit. And the
blame, too, when there was any, for
Trost had been a just man, if a hard
one.

Ferrol was familiar with the docu-
ments he handled tonight. He had
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handled them all before. All, that is
to say, except the contents of a small
green metal dispatch box which Vuk
Trost had kept locked and stowed in
the darkest recesses of his wall safe.
This box Melitsa opened tonight with
the aid of a strong screwdriver and a
light hammer. She did it dexterously;
Ferrol watched her clever, firm young
hands without comment. It would have
been absurd to offer assistamce; but
it gave him an odd turn te wateh her.
He smiled grimly, thinking how little,
perhaps, she weuld have need of him.
If ever a young woman seemed €om-
petent te attend te her ewn affalfs,
that yeung weman was Melltsa.

Yet she was full of contradictions.
No sooner had the lock yielded to her
determined attack than she pushed the
box towards Ferrol with a little sob.
“You open it,” she said tremulously.
“It looks stramge.

Oddly, he felt the same way about
it. As if its contents were best left un-
discovered. But-he opened it and
weighed the packet it contained ex-
perimentally. “Hard, and heavy,” he
remarked. “A bit of stone, too, prob-
ably. Something he picked up on his
travels. A lucky piece, perhaps . . .»

“Open it," said Melitsa.

Ferrol took out his penknife and slit
the long, tight stitches. He stripped
the canvas from the packet, but there
was another, almost identical, under-
neath. Ferrol applied the point of his
blade to that one, as well. “Tihey used
to put one like this in the toe of my
stoeking at Christmas, when 1 was a
kid,” he said lightly. “Ten layers of
wrappings, usually, and at' the end of
all, -a lump of coall—"

UDDENLY he paused, his knife
point poised, and listened - intently.
The place was still, cool, dimly lighted

except for the shaded radius of strong
light cast by a lamp over a draughting
table. From the avenue far below came
the rhythmic clop-clap of a. milk
wagon horse and the chime of bottles.
Then he saw that the rooftops across
the way were already penciled with the
scarlet and gold of sunrise, He noted
that absently. He was still, listening
acutely.

“What is it?" whispered Melitsa.
" Mark—wiat is it?”

He put up his hand, enjoining si-
lence. His lean, tanned profile was
strained and expressionless as an In-
dian's. Then he snapped the knife shut
and slipped it and the canvas packet
into a side pocket of his coat, along
with the gargoyle tile. For the life of
him he could not tell afterward why
he did that. But he did,

And instantly he forgot that he had
done so—for the sounds -that had
caught his ear were more pronounced
now. A faint, shithering sound as of a
heavy body dragging itself along a
stone corridor. But that was net all,
There were harsh, broken sounds of
labored breathing, choked and gut-
tural, as if some desperately wounded
thing were fighting with lungs filled
with blood.

The girl heard it now. Her face was
like parchment. In her staring eyes
Ferrol saw superstitious horror, inevi-
table in the circumstances. It seemed,
actually, as if old Trost must have
dragged his broken body home to dle
again. . . .

“Hold on!” Ferrol warned her.
“Somebody’s in trouble, all right, . . .
In Heaven's name, keep your head.
kid. We'lll see what it is. . . .”

He reached the study door in four
long strides and flung it open.

Across the “threshold a limp form
sprawled suddenly as if it had been



444

propped there. A man dressed in dark
fine  cloth, immaculately tailored. He
lay face down. Ferrol stooped and
with a sickening rush of repulsion that
somehow had little pity in it, he rolled
the man over on his back. He lay thus,
inert, like a huge soft doll.

His eyes were closed—but with
frightful bruises, swollen, blackened.
His battered face was scarcely recog-
nizable, but presently it became apparent
that this was Mikha Ilitch, uncon-
scious, blood pouring from nose and
mouth so that for the second time to-
night he was bereft of his characteris-
tic giggle.

“Mikhal!” Melitsa cried. “Oh, poor
Mikha . . . She fell on her knees be-
side htmf and would have lifted his
head and stopped the flood of blood.
But Eerrol, for some still imexplicable
reason, held her back.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Let's
see this—what has he got hene?”

He pried open Mikha's clenched fin-
gers. The girl fell back with a gasping
cry. In Mikha Hitch's bruised hand
was a small square tile that bore the
imprint of a gargoyle's head, flat, ugly,
leering, thrusting out a split red
tongue.

Eerrol whistled soft, low and long.

“Leave it there,” he ordered. “I’ll
phone for a doctor.”

“No, I will,” said' Melitsa, quietly,
her small face ashen.

She stepped back into the room,
lifted the phone from its cradle and
dialed a number coolly. But her hand
shook.

Whhile she spoke to the doctor whom
she had first aroused, Eerrol turned
his attention once more to Mikha
Ilitch. He saw a narrow edge of white
protruding from Mikha's closely but-
toned tunic, and drew it forth care-
fully. It was a letter, addressed in a
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fine angular hand to Vuwk Trost. It
bore a foreign stamp.

Eerrol glanced at the girl's half
averted face and turned the envelope.
On the reverse side he saw the name
of Uresh Trest and beneath it his
address in Galichnick, Yugoslavia.
Ferrol’s jaw tightened. He tapped the
letter twice on an open palm, then cas-
ually, deliberately, he put it away in
an inside breast pocket of his coat.

Uncle Urosh, eh? The celebrated
Uncle Urosh, “wirsest man in the
world.” Uncle Urosh who could al-
ways be relied upon to solve any prob-
lem, like the god-offttiee-mrdhine in
ancient Greek tragedy. To the devil
with Uncle Urosh. Let him wait.

The girl turned back from the
phone. Her face was stony. Her eyes
swerved away from Mikha's fright-
fully battered face. She said, quietly,
her voice knife-edged with certaintty:

“Glenconnor did that, Mark. You
know that, of course?*

Eerrol started violently.

“I don’t,” he said. “But it's entirely
possible.”

“I know it," said Melitsa. “He has
hated Mikha for years. Amd—aill of
us. Ever since his brother was killed.
Mark—I may be wrong, I may be
cruelly unjust—but I believe that Sean
Glenconnor—ikiilled  noy—"

“Wait a moment,” said Eerrol
sternly. “Go easy, youngster, I
wouldn’t advise you to say that unless
you have some sound reason. Have
you?"

She raised clasped hands and
pressed them against lips that trembled
suddenly. She shook her head. “But
it's what I believe,” she said, stub-
bornly. “I’m going to find out, Mark*

“Sure,” said Ferrol. “So am 1.” Un-
consciously his hand went to the breast
pocket of his coat and gently, abstract-
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edly, he patted the hidden letter from
Uncle Urosh Trost. But he did not
produce it even then,

CHAPTER 1II
DAUGHTER OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN

E letter was still in Eerrol's
pocket, unopened, when he left
Melitsa T¥ost's apartment that morn-
ing in the full glare of July sunlight.
The heat was intolerable. Ferrol was
haggard from strain and loss of sleep,
his brala hammering away at a fixed
idea llke a rivet gun.

Uncle Urosh. Uncle Urosh. Uncle
Urosh

Wihat the devil, Ferrol thought, as
he shot aloft in the elevator to the
temporary office on the thirty-sixth
floor of the job. What on earth had
given him the notion that Uncle Urosh
in distant Ywguoslavia could possibly
be a link in the chain of events that
had terminated in the brutal death of
his half-brother, Vuk?

But had it terminated? Was old
Vuk's death the end of that fantastic
scheme of things? Eerrol thought not.
He was obsessed by the idea that some
principle of extermination was in-
volved—ithat - the gargoyle would not
be content until Melitsa also was
crushed out of existence. The idea
might be baseless, absurd, born of
pani¢; -but Ferrol hugged it close,

For example, Mikha, recovering
consciousness under Dr. Roerich's
ministrations, had obstinately refused
to name his assailant. At least, Eerrol
so interpreted the big Montenegrin's
stubborn insistence. upon the feeble
yarn that he had been set upon by lush
workees in the foyer of the apartment
building, and-had been beaten up in
pute spite because he had no money or
valuables on his person.

Mikha's first gesture on being
aroused had been to paw the fromt of
his uniform for some object which he
was obviously shocked and worried to
find missing. But he did not mention
the letter from Uresh Trost.

Eerrol had waited for that. He had
even asked Mikha what he was look-
ing for—withat he had lost? But Mikha
had replied thickly with a renascent
giggle, “Natthing, nothing at all.”

Mikha could -hardly have forgotten
such a letter at such a time. Uncle
Urosh was a personage.

Ferrol had left Melitsa preparing
to rest under the influence of a mild
sedative and had taken the letter with
him without mentioning it to her.
Somehow he wanted time to revolve
the whole business in his mind. He
bolstered himself above a twinge of
guilt by reminding himself that Vuk
Trost had trusted him comapletely, even
to the extent of naming him executor
of his will.

When Ferrol arrived home, his Ko-
rean houseboy Was yammering with
indignation, the gist of it being that
a person of “much feet” was awaiting
his employer in the living reom.

The feet were all Ferrol saw of
Glenconnor at first glance, The big
steelpusher was ensconced behind Fer-
rol’s library desk in the cool embrastire
of the open window. He had taken
off his shoes in order not to mar the
desk, perhaps. His giant feet were
cocked high before him, wreathed In
the smoke of an ancient plpe.

“Hii,” said Glenconnor, hospitably,
when Ferrol entered.

“Hii,” responded Ferrol, with a
grin. “I've been calling on you, Sean.”

“I was not at home,” stated Glen-
connor. “Was 1?2

“No,"” affirmed Ferrol. “Have a
drink.”
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“Not on your life,” said Glemcon-
nor, his heavy features writhing hor-
ribly. “Newver speak to me of the stuff
again. You've kept me waitin’,” he
added somberly.

Eerrol did not reply. He was look-
ing at Glenconnor'’s right fist gripping
the pipe bowl. The broad knuckles
were raw and swollen,

Glenconnor followed his eyes and
concealed these evidences of violence
in quick chagrin, shaking out his pipe
on the windowsill,

“iihat’s a fine seasoned pipe you've
got,” said Ferrol, smoothly. “It
guided me home. I was a dozen blocks
away when the fumes of it first hit me,
and when I came in sight of my own
building 1 thought of turning in an
alarm, the smoke of it was rolling out
of the window in such dense clouds.”

“Yom're a flowery talker,” said
Glenconnor.

TPERROL left it there. He stripped
off his coat and shirt. They were

soaked through. Then, in his under-
shirt, he sat down on the other side
of the window with a scotch and soda
tinkling pleasantly in his cooling hand.

Glenconnor watched him warily,
heavily. Ferrol saiid:

“Did you kill him, Seam?*

“Which wan?" asked Glenconnor.

Ferrol shrugged. He was too done
up to go on fencing with this heavy-
footed Behemoth.

“Have it your own way,” he
snapped. “But I hoped you might
loosen up. Afiter all, you've worked
on the old man'’s jobs for a good many
years."”

“That’s true,” said Glenconnor,
heavily. “Amd was it for that you
thought I killed himm?"

Eerrol looked at him thoughtfully,
studying the involved tenses. It seemed
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plain enough in Glenconnor’s direct,
though bloodshot, gaze that he had
not killed his boss. But Ferrol was
inclined to take matters more slowly.
He saidi:

“More on account of your brother,
perhaps. As I understand it, his death
was a kind of mystery never satisfac-
torily cleared wp?”

“[Faith, then, you don’t understand
it at all,” said Glenconnor. “But there
has been a good many since that needs
clearin’ up.”

“You know just what happened to
your brothner?”

“I do. He told me, himseif.*

Ferrol looked at that for a moment.
“Yowr brother told you just how he
was killed,” he reflected, without un-
due surprise, “Now, how did he man-
age to do tiatt?”

“He comes back,” said Glemconnor.
“now and again. It's against me faith,
but it happens—when I'm drunk. Or
I think it does, ‘which is the same
thing.”

“Wedll I'm damned,” said Ferrol,
Here, then, was the explanation of
Glenconnor’s oddly irrevereat annual
binges on the date of his brother’s
death. When drunk, Glenconnor saw
things! Heard them too, evidently.
Ferrol surfendered momentarily to a
triekle of ice down his spine. But he
dld net smile. Instead he said, matter-
of-factly:

“Wedll, that's an angle. I've heard
of such things. Wien did you see him
last, Seam?"

“Albout two hours ago,” said Glen-
connor, “Tihat’s why I'm here. It was
a warnin’ he was after passin’ on, Said
he, ‘Sean, me lad, tell Mr. Ferrol to
quit muckin’ around in this, 'Tis none
of his affair,” said my brother. ‘Tell
him to leave it alone!

“Thanks,” said Eerrol dryly. “Tell
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him I'm much obliged. I'm sorry it'll
take a year to do it, however. Or will
you be seeing him before tiatt?"

“No,” said Glenconnor, somberly.
If he was impressed by Ferrol's sar-
casm he did not betray it.

“Did he tell you to wipe up the deck
with Mikha Ilitdn?" Eerrol pursued
ironically.

Glenconnor opened his mouth, but
closed it again with a snap whéi the
telephone jangled sharply, insistently.
Eerrol, with a shrug of exasperation,
answered it. But Eerrol's expression
altered instantly to one of solicitude,
then to a look of bald, outraged dis-
approval.

The voice that came across the wires
was Melitsa's. Cool, self contained, a
little forbidding.

“Mark?” she said, quickly. “Could
you come over? I want to see you, if
possible. I'm -going to do something
very odd and I'm afraid it will leave a
burden on your shoulders. But I feel
I must’

“Amything, of course,” said Eerrol
promptly. His brow furrowed. “Wihat
are you going to do, Melitsa?"

“I'm going to leave all arrange-
ments for my father's funeral in your
hands and I want it to take place to-
morrow, if possible. I'm sailing day
after tomorrow at dawn for Monte-
negro."

“Yaou'ire zvhat—?"" gasped Eerrol.

“I'm going to Montenegro, to my
uncle.”

“Listen,” FEerrol said, dry lipped.
L“I'll be ovear—"

“If you think you can change my
mind for-.me,” said Melitsa, “you're
mistaken. 1 know what 1 want to dio,
Mark. I have excellent reasons. My
uncle is a sick man, living alone in the
wilds of a desolate coumtty,—"

“Tibat,” said Ferrol, “is exactly

what I have in mind. You can't do
this without thinking it over, Melitsa.
You have no idea wikat yow raeey mum
into. He doesn't expect yow—"

“Yes, he does,” said Melitsa
calmly. “I’'ve just been talking to him
on long distance, from Kotor. He in-
vited me. He's simply prostrated by
the news. He wouldn't listen to a re-
fusal. He told me to take the first
boat. That's what I'm doing.”

TCMOR a long moment Ferrol was

speechless, His eyes, glaring at
Glenconnor  unwittingly, narrowed
and hardened. Glenconnor’s followed
suit, as if he had heard both sides of
the conversation, and his big fists
closed under cover of the desk. He
nodded slightly, unconseiously, as Fer-
rol saiidl:

“Listen, kid—I'll be right over.
You’re cuckoo. You—"

She interrupted him impattiemtdhy:
“Dpn’t argue, Mark. I know what I'm
doing. And listen—phone the job for
me, will you, and see if you can get
anybody to go up to father's office and
find a letter from Umcle Urosh that
must have come within the last day or
two. Uncle Urosh particularly asked
me to look for it. There's something
in it about Dad's will—" ;

“Oh, yeah?' breathed Ferrol rap-
turously. “I’ll take a look at it per-
sonally ¥*

“At it?" she repeated, puzzled. “For
it, you meam?"

“Both,"” said Eerrol. “How are you
making out?” His tone was tender
now, placating, deplorably diplomatic.
He did care, tremendously—but above
all he wanted to steer her off the sub-
ject of Uncle Urosh’s letter. Later, off
the whole subject of Uncle Urash, he
hoped.

He hoped in vain.
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“I imagine I'll live through the
day,” said Melitsa. “Willait’s the mat-
ter with you, Mark? You soumd—well,
guilty. I tell you, if you think you can
change my plans, you're mistakem™

“Well,” said Ferrol hopelessly. “I
can go alomg™

“Mark, are you insare?"

“I'll be right over," repeated Eerrol.
He turned from the phone and looked
at Glenconnor once more, with a wry,
informative grimace. Somehow,. now
Glenconnor seemed an ally and a close,
confidential friend. “She’s going to
Montenegro,” he said. “What the
devil.”

“Whet else did she say?” said
Glenconnor quickly. “Fer instance,
how's her health? 1 heard ye ask
thatt—"

“She says she'll live through the
day,” said Eerrol.

Glenconnor snorted. “Ye're not se-
rious?' he protested. “Yelll not go
along with her?”

“Do you suppose I'd let her go
alone?” said Ferrol. “Forget it, Sean.
We're imagining things. If not, we'll
find out, sooner or later. I'm glad you
came up today. Welll leave Mikha in
your charge. Take care of Imimm!*

Glenconnor disdained to smile. “An’
d'ye think ye'll shake that rat so
easy?’ he said. “When you unpack
yer bag on the boat ye'll find him in-
side.”

O days later Melitsa Trost
sailed on the Princiipe Boncam-
pagna.

She was not alone. But she was not
on speaking terms with her escort,
Mark FEerrol.

She was accompanied—toumist class
—by her father's chauffeur, Mikha
Ilitch, still ormamented by the scars
of injuries received at the hands of
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assailants he resolutely refused to iden-
tify. It appeared probable that there
had been, as he reluctantly affirmed,
more than one. But his peculiar snick-
ering laugh had survived the ordeal
and might be heard above the chatter
of the crowded tourist decks as the
ship entered smooth waters toward
the close of the voyage.

One moonlit night when Ferrol
stood ,smeking not twenty paces from
Melitsa's rigidly aloof presence, this
queer laugh of Mikha Ilitch's rose
loudly, vacantly on the moon-misted
air,
Eerrol, watching, saw the girl start
slightly. She seemed so lonely, so slight
and young, standing there alone in her
slim white frock, facing the dark fu-
ture. Ferrol flung his cigarette over
the rail and went to her.

- “Melitsa,” he said gently. “Let's

call a truce. Maybe I shouldn't have
come along; but I'm here. Give me a
break. I—I thought I was doing right.
Your father .. .”

She whirled about, facing him. Her
face was small and pale in the moon-
light, her dark eyes deep in shadiow,
but he thought he saw the bright
gleam of tears.

“Mark—I'we been beastly. I know.
But you shouldn't have come. You
shouldimt—" Her voice broke. She
came and gave him a warm little hand.
He clasped it gratefully, raised it
briefly to his lips. “Mark, I'm so
lonely. But 1 know what I'm doing!
There’s something waiting for me in
Montenegro—I know . it, Something
I had to come for . .."

“Do you know what it is?" asked
Ferrol, quietly.

She shivered. “Neo. I was afraid
you'd ask me that. That's why I've
kept away from you, pretending I
was angry, all this long, miserable voy-

3 A5
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age. But Mark—father didn't just fall,
you know. You—know thatt?”

“l have a notion,” said - Eerrol,
quietly still.

“Father was killed,” said Melitsa.
“And when I thought and thought
about it—rememibered things 1 haven't
told you—welll, I knew that the secret
of ‘his death wasn't in America at all.
For a while I thought it was Glencon-
nor—ut then 1 saw that it couldn't
be, really. Mark, I think Glenconmnor’s
brother, Terry, was killed by mistake
—1{ think it was meant to be Dad,
even then. Eighteen years ago.
Markk—"?"

“I'm sure of it. So's Glemcommor.”

“Mark! Did he tell you so? Why
didn’t you tell me?”

“You haven't exactly invited my
confidences,” Ferrol reminded her.
“Confownd that Bohunk!” he added,
as once again Mikha's silly bray
sounded over the laughter and music
of an accordion on the deck below.
"Why did you have to drag him

?’l

She froze instantly. “Really, Mark.
I'm a Bohunk, myself. What possible
objection can you have to Mikha's re-
turning to his native land after all
these yeammrs?"

“Nane,” Ferrol admitted. “It’s none
of my business. Unless, of course, he
has too much ambitiion.”

“What do you mean by thatt?’ she
asked curiously.

But Ferrol would not enlighten her.
He meant that it was not altogether
improbable that the big Montenegrin
might have permitted his eyes to dwell
on his dead boss's daughter. After
all, Mikha considered himself one of
the yunaki, the song and storied war-
riors of the Black Mountain. What
would be more natural than that he
should feel that the Slav blood which
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Melitsa so proudly claimed might be
stirred in response, especially on the
shores of his native land, which was
also the land of her fathers. Nothing
fantastic about that. But Ferrol didn't
care to be the one to put the notion
into her head!

He watched her white skirt flutter
for a second as she stepped into the
companionway and disappeared. He
did not see the figure that withdrew
into the shadows as he strolled along
the deck. A crouching form that
moved smoothly and rapidly without
standing erect, - then, when Ferrol
paused in the shelter of a cabin door
to light a cigarette, froze into com-
plete immobility not six feet away.

But that form unfolded suddenly, a
swiftly spreading stain of black
against the moon-paled sky, then
launched itself straight at Ferrol's
knees in a crude yet efficacious tackle
that brought him down like a sack of
potatoes.

A T that instant the ship was rising

slightly on a gentle swell. The
lifting deck connected with Ferrol's
skull with a reseundlng eraek. The
sound of it was slightly siekening. But
Ferrol could net heatr it, and the man
who bent over hif new dld net appear
concerfed elther with Ferrel's heart
actlon er his respiratien. He seemed
interested enly in the eontents of his
vieti's inner peelkets.

He passed over Ferrol's wallet and
ignored the excellent pearl studs in
his shirt front, however, and relieved
his unconscious figure only of a small
packet wrapped in sail cloth, This he
stowed away in his- own shirt front:
then he lingered for an instant in plain
hesitancy.

At last, stooping, he took Ferrol
under the arms, lifted him like a child
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and bore him toward the high- rail
beyond which the gently moving seas
lifted and fell smoothly, glittering in
the moonlight like a coat of mail. Like
the meshes of steel mail the waters
parted with a metallic whisper as they
fled along the ship’s hull.

Eerrol groaned faintly. His inert
body twitched slightly as it changed
position in the powerful arms that
lifted him. But he remained uncon-
scious.

Far down the deck a steward's voice
sounded, deadened by the wind.

The man who held Mark Eerrol
over the bone white ribbon of the rail
paused and drew back, lowering him
cautiously to the deck.

Eerrol's arm was outflung, the hand
exposed to the moonlight. The man
kicked that back into shadow with
a vicious drive of his right foot. Then,
muttering, he turned about sharply
and, climbing over the railing, let him-
self down to the deck below. There
wind and shadow swallowed him,

The steward came zigzagging for-
ward, peering into the shadows of the
boats, callimg: “Sigmer Feroli , . .
Signor Feroli . . .?"

But he passed Ferrol’s unconscious
form without seeing it. He returned
along the course he had come, still
calling plaintively.

Finally he rejoined a girl who stood
at the bulletin board in the compan-
ionway. He reported deferentially that
the gentleman was not immediately
available.

Melitsa frowmed. Her level dark
brows nearly met across the bridge of
her delicate nose. Something stirred
her to apprehension. Nothing tangible
—nothing sensible. Just a feeling that
all was not well.

But she was primarily an intelligent
girl, so she went below, to bed.
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Also because she was intelligent, she
did not go to sleep. She couldn’t. She
was possessed by that prodding evan-
escent devil known as a hunch,

For a long time her powers of rea-
son, her common sense, battled with
that hunch; but eventually, it was the
hunch that won,

She got up again and dressed
quickly, telling herself that she wanted
—something. A Tom Collins, maybe?
Anyhow, something. And where was
Mark Ferrol, anyway? It wasn't such
a large ship, And Mark had ears like
a lynx. It was odd he hadn't heard
himself paged.

She slipped into a woolly white coat
and, tucking her hair behind her ears,
went on deck again. The wind was
coming up and she bent her slim bodw
against it and the rising run of the
sea. The decks were deserted. It must
be late—very late, for the moon was
so high now that it did not shine into
the promenade deck at all.

Long rows of chairs, empty. The
taste of salt was cold on her lips and
an occasional gust of spray stung her
cheeks, She circled the ship twice be-
fore she ventured to go up to the boat
deck again. It would be dark up there,
very. Amd certainly too chilly for
comfort now. Surely Ferrol wouldn’t
be up there stilll—?

She ducked her head against a swift
drive of wet wind—and so ran head-
long into the burly form of a man who
had swung out of the shadows under
the boat deck ladder.

She gasped a startled apology, but
it died on her lips as she looked up
into a grease-stained, weathered face
that frowned down upon her dourly.

“Glenconnor . . . she whispered.
“What are you—"

But Glenconnor did not pause to ex-
plain. He touched the brim of his cap
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and pushed past her, striding off down
the sloping deck with a sure, catlike
tread curiously light for so heavy a
frame. She watched him go. Then a
clear, sharp cry broke from her.

“Mark . . . Mark! Where are you
—whhere are yow—?"

CHAPTER 1V
MIKHA CHANGES CLOTHES

WITEARLY the last thing in Ferrol's
AN memery had been the sound of
Mikha's high pitehed, uncertaln, seem-
Ingly peointless laughter, heard from
the erowded tourist deck of the Prin-
cipe Boneampagna. 1n the days that
followed, the sound of that laughter
haunted his deliflum.

Eerrol had bad dreams. Very bad.
The mildest of his torments was the
sensation of being torn limb from limb
by torturers in a vaulted medieval
chamber, his bones crushed and his
tendons stretched on numerous mech-
anisms of fiendish design, the whole
business presided over by Uncle
Urosh.

Wihen he came back to complete
consciousness he had a well developed
theory that embraced every aspect of
his situation except one—he didn't
know where he was.

He lay on a hospital bed in a large
bare room smelling of iodoform. A
hospital room, certainly. His head
ached and his hands, as he examined
them, were very white and clean. He
must have been pretty sick, over a
considerable period of time . ., . Pos-
sibly weeks. He lay still, waiting.
He had very little ambition left in
him.

Presently a woman entered the
room, closing the door behind her.
She came and bent over him. She
looked remarkably like a mule. Fer-

rol grinned at her and she grinned
back with yellow teeth that were ex-
tremely clean and polished. She wore
a crisp umiform and an odd cap, rather
like a nun's coif. She had big brewn
hands with which she touched the
bandage on his head lightly and vold
him to keep still. He knew that she
was telling him to keep still, although
she spoke a language he did not under-
stand. He recognmized it vaguely as
Italian.

He asked her, in English, where he
was and she replied in Italian that he
was in Trieste. This demonstrated
plainly how excellent a nurse she must
be, knowing both questions and an-
swers in their logical sequence al-
though evidently she did not speak
English. He respected her judgment
and lay still.

But worry began to roll dark clouds
across his' numbed brain. Melitsa!
Where was she?  What was he sidk
about? Who had hit him. and why?
And how near dead was he, amyway?

He sat up quickly, then fell back
with a groan.  The nurse flew at him
like a startled pigeon and beat him
back against his pillows with rustling
gestures. She spoke liberally and rap-
idly.

“Okay,” Ferrol said wearily. A red
sea surged about him, the horizon tip-
ping smoothly, like a giant top whirl-
ing slightly off center. He watehed
it behind closed lids.

When he opened his eyes again the
nurse was gone; but there was a man
standing beside his bed. A large man
gripping a gray felt hat by both edges
of the brim, as if he were shielding
his stomach. Huge hands, hairy. Fer-
rol's gaze traveled slowly up the bui-
tons of the vest of a very new gray
suit, hesitated at a violent green neeck-
tie, and progressed to the shaven jewls
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and evasive, anxious, perennially
bloodshot gaze of Sean Glemconnor.
“Hi,” said FEerrol, weakly. Then
he lowered his eyes, embarrassed by
the sudden glisten in Glemconnor's,
“Hii, kid," said Glenconnor hoarsely.
“Listen. 1 ain't got but a minute.
They wouldn't let me in before, see.
I got a drag with this here whatisit
that's spoonin’ yer food to ye. . . .
Glenconnor blushed.
Eerrol managed a faint chuckle.
“The devil,” said Glenconnor. “I

ain't proud of it. Listen—"

Ferrol said: “Yep. Shoot the
piece.”

“The girl and Mikha—they're

packin' up to take the boat tonight for
Kotor. Uncle Urosh is fer leavin'
you behind on account of you ain't fit
to travel, and that's a fact. . . .”
“Umcle Urosh? Is he here?" barked
Ferrol. “Then I didn't dream it—"
“Sure you did,"” said Glenconnor.
“You ain't seen him. He ain't been
out of his hotel rooms since we got
here ten days ago. You been here in
this room since you was moved from
the boat. The girl’s been here every
day, but Uncle Urosh don’t get around
mueh. Amyhow, he wants to get along
back home now, and she’s goin’ to go
with him and Mikha. She'll be along
any minute new and tell ye hersel, I
guess. But I thoeught I'd beat her to
it, en aeceeunt of yew'd be werrled.”

HAT was the idea? You

wanted to worry me first®”
objected Ferrol. “I don't know what
you're doing here, Sean. But don’t
get ifi my way. If she goes, I go too,
see.” He lifted himself cautiously on
one elbow. Over the edge of the bed
he saw a suitcase, strapped, at Glen-
connor's feet. It was Ferrol's own.
He looked up inquiringly.

ARGOSY

“I got it off Mule-face,” said Glen-
connor. “I got yer ticket, too. Uncle
Urosh is all fer leavin’ you behind,
and I figured I could handle him me-
self. But then I gets to thinkin’ about
it, and I says to meself, Glenconner,
ye're the guy derrick and big as ye
are, ye can't move yerself around fast
enough. Wat this needs, I sez teo
mesel, 1s a jinAiediik="

“Jinniwink—comin" up . . .” said
Eerrol, promptly. He swung his legs
out of bed and stared at them, shocked
at their blanched thinness.

“Get back there, ye thick gossoon,”
whispered Glenconnor. “fHere comes
the doctor.”

The door opened and a bearded sur-
geon entered briskly, He touched
Ferrol with light, sure fingers, scru-
tinized him shrewdly,

“Ha. Amother week, Mr. Ferrol,
and we shall have you on your feet
again,” he said then, pleasantly. *“A
bad affair, this. You have given us a
great deal of trouble”

“Sorry,” said Ferrol.
paying for #t?”

“Mr. Trost. Everything is ad-
justed. Do not preoccupy yourself
with that aspect of it. Youe friends
will pay you a call before leawing—
they are sailing tonight on an Adriatie
ship for Koto¥, 1 believe.”

“So am I,” said Eerrol.

“Riidiicutous,” replied the doctor. He
smiled brilliantly, reassuringly. “A
matter of a week, Mr. Ferrol, and you
may join them. But I have advised
Mr. Teost and his niece to go oA
shead. Mr, Trost is something of an
invalid, you know, and the dampress
here disagrees with him. He is an
eagle, used to great altitude, yeu
knew. . . .” The deeter laughed. 1t was
a smeeth laugh, well polished—well
gilded, Ferre! theught grimly. Seme:

“Whho's been
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body has crossed his palm with gold
to keep me here!

He turned his head and sought
Glenconnor’s eyes. But they eluded
his.

The doctor looked at the big Irish-
man sharply. “Mr. Eerrol should
have no visitors for a few days,” he
said brusquely.

Glenconnor, apparently  stricken
dumb by embarrassment, creaked heav-
ily out of the room, carrying Eerrol's
suitcase.

Ferrol said, quietly: "“fhamks for
bringing me around, Doctor. But it's
imperative that 1 leave tonight with
—uwiith the Trosts. I am Miss Trost's
—waelll, advisor. Her father's execu-
tor, and what not. . .

The doctor interrupted him smooth-
ly. “But Miss Trost’s in her uncle's
charge now, Mr. Eerrol. Surely you
can be spared until you recover. |
have been requested to advise them in

Galichnik when you are yourself
again. ... ."”

“Thanks,” said Ferrol, shortly.
“That's who I am now.” He raised

himself once more, only to be, pressed
back by the surgeon's long, incisive
forefinger. No more was required.
The surgeon said levelly, sigmificamtily:

“You will remain where you are,
Mr. Eerrol, or we shall find means to
persuade you.”

Ferrol nipped the inner casing of his
lip between his teeth, Wiy argue?
He tried to look resigned, and closed
his eyes. Wihat was the use? He
could howl, and demand the presence
of the American consul; he could in-
voke all kinds of authority. But Me-
litsa and her uncle would sail tonight
and he would not, because red tape
was, as he well knew, just about the
last thing to- unreel when you wanted
to do something in a hurry. He lay

still. Wihen Melitsa came he'd argue
with her about it. . . . Now he felt very
weak,

He fell asleep waiting for her.

T Y nightfall he understood that she

had net come and would not. But
she had sent him a nete and a carton
of American elgarettes.

The note was written on thin, for-
eign paper enclosed in a tissue lined
envelope, addressed in Melitsa's free,
artistic hand. Ferrol opened it quickly
with an odd sense of its significance,
But it said little of importance. She
was leaving without coming to see
him, then. His disappointient was
bitter, passionate, almest ¢childish.

As he put the folded sheet back into
the envelope he saw that a common
pin had been thrust through the tissue

lining.
Curious, he drew it out. An of-
dinary pin. Yet there was a tremor

in his hand and a chill dew of weak-
ness and excitement on his forehead.

He put the pin in the lapel of his
sleeping suit and took out the letter
once more, reread it

M®RK, DEAR:

I'm so glad you're better. I wish I might
have seen you for a moment, but there
simply isn't time. We are sailing this eve=
ning for Kotor. Umcle Uresh suffers great
pain here in the lowlands, because of the
danmpress,

Hurry and get well. We beth hepe yeu
will come to Galichnik for a visit, but den’t
make any plans until you hear frem me
again. Umcle Urosh and I may ge {6
Switzerland for a whille. Howaxer, 1"l keep
in touch with yeu.

Be good,

Afifectionately,
MEBLITSA

P.S. You should see Mikha in his Mesm=
tenegrin costume. Awe inspiring, really. S8
like Dad. But perhaps you will see him
when be delivers this, I'm completely insane
about my native land; I'm terribly afraid
I'll never want to leave it again.
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Smoking over the allusions to
Mikha in his picturesque attire, Eer-
rol could see little or no point in Me-
litsa's enthusiasm. But as he cooled
slightly he began to realize that this
note did not sound like Melitsa, Not
in the least. Melitsa did not rave.
Melitsa disliked siiperlatives. Melitsa
was highly ecenomical of words. She
was very fond indeed of gquotlng the
Chinese preverb: "Onme pleture s
werth a hundred theusand werds.”

Had she been mildly drunk when
she wrote that note? Amnd why was
she rushing off with Uncle Urosh
without paying him a farewell call, in
common decency? On the whole, this
letter from Melitsa was strained and
unnatural—and very oddly fuenished
with a pin stuck in the tisue paper
lining.

Wihere, then, Ferrol asked himself,
lay the answer to all this?

But the answer was not with the
riddle. Ferrol shook his head and
folded the note again to replace it in
the envelope.

As he did so a slight roughness in
the paper attracted his attention. Mi-
nute pinpricks . . 2"

He sat up with a lurch and held the
paper up to the light of the window.
Of course. Ten perforations. Ten
words indicated. But would they
make sense? . . .

He formed them soundlessly with
his lips, then lay back against the pil-
lows dripping from head to foot with
a weak perspiration, shaking. He, the
defender of beauty in distress! What
the devil was he going to do about
this?

Glenconnor—he must get hold of
Glencommor! Must tell him to go on
ahead, until he, Ferrol, could get on
his feet. For the pricked words in
Melitsa’s letter had made semse—they
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were the reason for the whole strained
overwritten note. They were:

Hurry . . . come to Galichnik . . .
Mikha completely insane , . . I'm terribly
afraid . . .

‘y}"/T'HY had she had to do that?

¥ ¥ Under what compulsion? Sick
with apprehension, Ferrol cursed soft-
ly, frantically. She was sailing to-
night alone on a small Adriatic steamer
under the Jugoslavian flag, in com-
pany with an embittered, pain-racked
cripple—Umncdle Urosh. Ferrol had
been suire enough that with Unele
Urosh Melitsa would net be altegether
safe. He had been playing with the
idea that Unele Uresh was a sadistie
fut eapable of killing off a geed many
fieA ih a elumsy atempt {8 avenge
himselt against his pewerful, virile
half-prother, Vuk.  Subesnseisusiy
Ferfol had rather relied upsn Mikha
te proteet Rer in his absence! . . .

But now he saw. He understood
that Mikha Ilitch, the open-faeed,
smooth-spoken chauffeur in breadeloth
and patent leather, could have eaf-
ried many a pinprick in heart and
vanity during the long years of menlal
servitude. Mikha, it was, whe might
preve the graver fhenaee. . . .

Helpless, Ferrol heard again in
memory that high, uncertain, aimless,
snicker; the toneless, animal laughter
of a hyena—or a madman.

Wiith a subdued groan Ferrol got
out of bed. Thank Heaven for pants!
He was wearing one of his own pa-
jama suits, Maybe he wouldn't get
far. But he was going to make a try,
afiyhow. Gleneonnor. He had te eon-
neet with Gleneorinor.

He tottered to the window and stood
there drawing in great gulps of fresh
air. Below was a quiet street, a
straight drop of three stories. No go.
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He turned back. He made his way
around the bed to the door and opened
it a crack. A long corridor and far
at the end of it the sound of china and
cutlery. Trays. They were setting
up trays for supper.

He drew a long, quivering breath
and stripped the bandages from his
head. Then he opened the door and
let himself into the corridor, closing
it behind him. He squared his shoul-
ders and walked steadily down the
hall. Suppose they did stop him, what
of it? A patient could be animated
by a sudden desire to take a bath of
whatever, couldn’t he?

His cracked skull felt like a pump-
kin filled with swirling gray matter.
He staggered against the stair rail as
he went down.

He ‘did neot look back. He dared
not. It was all he could do to walk.
Amd so he did not see that he was fol-
lowed at twenty or so paces by a tall,
burly form in a gray suit and fedora,
carrying a suitcase. Glenconnor.

On the first flloor a young student
nurse passed Ferrol in the hallway,
glanced at him. He smiled at her diz-
zily. Maybe she'd think he was crazy
—delivious—and run . .!

She did. She ran, screaming.

Ferrol cleared the front hall in one
leap and shot out the front door with
Glenconnor hardly a jump behind him.

A horse-drawn victoria ambled half
a block away but Eerrol did not ven-
ture a whistle. He ran for it, his bare
feet stinging on the rough pavement.
He reached it, stumbled and fell across
the small rubber-covered step. His
tortured breath came now in long,
hoarse, broken gasps of pure weakness.
But Glenconnor set iron arms under
his and lifted him into the carriage
like a ehild, then flung the suitcase and
himself in, too. He roared at the as-
tounded ecoachmam:

“Step on it, ye big baboon!
on itt—"

And the tone of Glenconnor's roar
and the glare of his eye being the same
in any language, the driver laid on
whip and tongue until a maze of
Trieste’'s byways lay between them
and the place from which they had
come. Then he slowed down for fur-
ther orders.

But this decision rested wholly upon
Glenconnor, for Eerrol had fainted.
“Wimit a minute,” said Glenconnor.
“Tiil T make up me mind.”

Step
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UR CORNERS may not be as
big as New York, but it has as
much civic pride. The sign be-

yond the bridge says Waitik Us Grow
and the trout fishing down by Peter-
son’'s Mill is the sort that lures even
the tall hats from Broadway. Come
off-season it's pretty quiet, but we have
our delngs—lbarn dances over at the
Grange, husking bees, meetings at
Legion Hall over Clapp's Feed Store
to see about someday ereeting a menu-
ment te the beys whe went Over There.
There's the Akinistice Day celebration
at Broekten, and ten of our beys pa-
fade, and the whele tewn gees over
with them te see them de it—=I mean,
the whele tewn. You éan understand,
then, hew a place as publie spirited as

He Took
Richmond

By THEODORE ROSCOE

Author of “AH Noisy on the Spanish Fromt,”
“Redi-iHeatded Dancing Girl,” ete.

Four Corners would feel about an em-
barrassment like Anecdote Jones.

“Diisgrace, that's what he is.”

“Puiblic nuisance. Oughta someone
take him in hamnd.”

“Sits there right where all the toor-
ists goin' by can't help but see him.
Thacca juice a-runnin', on th’ bench
there whittlin' an' tellin’ that loony
yarn of hisin—"

“Dunno why Lein ever took him on
at th' garage. Reckon he just walked
in on Lem one day, an' Lem hadn't got
the courage to turn th' poor old critter
out.”

“They do say he's kinda a-gile with
a repair kit, 'f he'd ever stop whittlin'
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an' keep his mind on -what he's doin’.
Lem don't pay him nothin'. Look, he's
over there mow—"

The old man paused to drive a squirt
of brown juice ten feet to mid-road
where it bounced on the dusty concrete.
His eyes—oups of blue evening mist in
a face as stained and weathered as aged
vellum—did not see the highroad or
the red front of Clapp’s Feed Store
across the way or the far frost-tinted
hills of Veremont that kept Canada out
of the valley. Neither were they aware
of this garage-front settimng—Let Lem
Fir It—tiee Mocony gasoline pump,
the oil-splotched driveway under the
spreading chestnut tree, or the group
standing clese around.

“I ¢'n see him now, just like it was
yest'd'y. Standin’ right in front of me,
no farther'n that. Yes, sir, with his
beard an' his old slouch hat an' his
cigar puffin’ away like a trench mortar
in the wilderness, ‘Jonesey,” he says to
me—he allus called me Jonesey, just
like him an’ me was eguwlls—' Jonesey,’
he says, ‘T want you should take some
beys up to that'ere pine knoll, an’ hang
onter it,’ he says. ‘Hang onter it like a
bulldeg to a rott,’ he says chewin’ th'
cigar 'tween his teeth, ashes goin’ all
dewn his ceat, ‘because if th’ Johnny
Rebs drlve yeu off'n that knell they
faay get a rider through te Jehns-
tefi's Army in North Caroeliny, an'
Johnisten’ll eeme a-runnin’ to join Lee
an’ we'll never take Riehmend,’ he says.
‘Iv's just like ene Hnk in a big ehain,
Jenesey,’ he says, 'but it's a mighty
Mpwrtank link. You held that plne
knell tenight, an’ it feans we're IR
Riehmend tefnerrow,” he says. ‘You de
that, Jenesey, an’ 1t'll be just like yeu
tepl Riehmend yourself,’ he says.”

The old man nodded to himself in
memory; eased his position on the
bench, and shaved a delicate curl. from

the latest one of the endless series
of big forked sticks he's always whit-
tling as he talks.

“Tihat piney hilltop,” his voice
quavered on, “that knoll up there was
just about like an island settin' up
above a hull sea of Rebs. Be a Big fight
to hold it, I c'd see that. ‘But I'll try,’
I says. ‘You want it held, Gen'ral; I'll
sure make a try.' And do you know
what Grant done then ? Put his hand on
my shoulder, he did. Right on my shoul-
der! Gen'ral Grant! ‘Jonesey,’ he says,
‘try hell' You gottia hold that knoll till
morning,’ he says. ‘Doa’t you wanta
some day be able to say that you was
the man who took Richwmsamdi—' "

FI*HE old man jammed the forked

stick he’d been whittling into a
lumpy hip poecket, and gently placed his
hand on his left shoulder while his
eyes bleared and dreamed. High in the
afternoon sky seme geese were henk-
ing.

Jim Hardy snickered and nudged
Mule Lickett. Charlliee Rambow
chuckled. But Andrew Dobhbs grunted
impatiently and looked in embarrass-
ment at the city man standing near the
gas pump. This city feller would think
Four Corners was a hick town, the sort
of place where they were still talking
about the Civil War. It was especially
annoying when all the boys were In
their new Legion wmiforms—Bowd
Post—for the parade and fleld day
over at Brockton. Jim and Mule and
Andrew had even been in the A.E.F.
They looked pretty nifty in thelr new
outfits — chromium treneh helmets,
orange tunics, horlzon blue britehes
with searlet braid. Andrew trled to
think of something to say to the &ty
man. Only Jehnfy Lane, the kid iA
brewn everalls, tinkerlng at the engine
of the elty man's big ellve sedan,
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straightened up and turned to listen.

“It was 1865,” the old man was go-
ing on, “an’ I'll never fergit it, Grant
puttin’ ‘his hand on my shoulder, say-
in', ‘Joiesey, you gotta hold that
knoll—' »

“Amd did you hold it?” the city man
said with a yawn.

“We ain't got to that yet,” the old
man said, and there was a trace of
querulous asperity in his creaking voice.
He was worrying a slab of cut plug,
and a little trickle of tobacco juice was
leaking down through the white quills
on his trembling chin. “But I and the
hoys —triamsferring the stain from chin
to wrist—"I and the boys got up there
on th’ knell, an’ yeu could plumb see
th' rooftops o' Richmond from there,
tee. Well, it's gulet as you please for a
spell, an’ just abeut sundewn 1'm think-
ip’ maybe them Rebs aif’t genna make
a try to break through. Then next
thing yeu knew there’s a bay'net
eharge. Charge? Twenty of us beys up
there, at th’ start of that first attaek:
Ten of us when i¥'s ever. Them Rebels
got elage ensugh, b'gee, 16 put a bay'net
elean threvgh my hat. 1 get th' hat'=
the old mah eyed his sudience hepe:-
fully="te preve it”

No one asked him to prove it. An-
drew Dobbs snapped at him, “Listen,
Anecdote! Go tell Lem we're waitin'
for him out here, an' to jump into it
or we'll be late for th' paradt!"

The old man didn't hear. He went on
dreamily, “That wasn't th' only attack.
Them Rebs kept a-comin' an' a-comin’.
Finally there’s only five of us boys left.
Then three. Then just me an' a young-
ster no more’'n a kid. But we'd give
them Johnny Rebs somethin’ to chaw
en, too. Moon come up, an’ we held
‘e off. Snipin’. Shot plenty them gray
Secessionists. Reckon’ they figger we
goet an army up there, so they give us
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everything they got. All th’ suddem—
bang! Like that! Grape. Cannister.
Lead. Minnie ball. Bullets an’ round-
shot flyin’ like a blizzard, till th’ thun-
der like to split your shuill¥”

Charlie Rambow rolled a little flim-
flam on the snare drum attached to his
belt. Charlie’s the Bowd Post drummer,
and he's a wit, too. Rat-ta-tatttats. Soft-
ly. He grinned, “Was it loud as that,
Anecdote?”’

“Louder,” the old man snapped.
“LLike to make your nose bleed from
th' roar.”

“Amd did you take Richmond?"” the
city man asked, idly.

“I run outa bullets,” the old man
husked. “Boy with me was killed, an’
I run clean outa bullets™

“But you held the piney knoll?” the
city man smiled, amused. He was a
smooth-looking man in a belted
camel's hair topcoat, derby hat, butter-
colored pigskin gloves. Suggestive of
fast cars and horses. Enviously, An-
drew Dobbs would have liked to talk
with him,

“Honest, mister,” he interrupted
with an irritated gesture. “Dom’t let
old Anecdote bother you. He'd gab here
for th’ next six hours.” Andrew tapped
his forehead and winked suggestively,
The city man grinned.

“Go ahead, Pop,” the city man re-
minded. “Yaw'me out of bullets, sur-
rounded, alone on the knoll. How’d you
make outt?”

“I held 'em off," the old man panted.
“The Rebs kept comin’, but I held 'em
off. All alone in them pine on the hill.
Last man left. Every one o' my com-
rades was killed.”

“Temting tonight on the old camp
ground,” Jim Hardy smickered.

“He was outa bullets, but he held
'em off,” Mule nodded.

“Amd he didn't get no reinforcements
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from Grant, neither,” Andrew Dobbs
put in with mock gravity, seeing that
the city man was entertained.

“Yes, sir, that's how it was!” Old
Anecdote’s hands were trembling ex-
citedly on his thin knees. “No rein-
forcerents, 'cause th' Rebs were at-
tackin’ down th’ rest of th' battle field.
AR’ there 1 was jsolated, marooned-
like. Me agin' all them gray devils.
Meon was up, an’ 1 see 'em comin’ up-
hill threugh th' bushes, seattered out.
jumpin’ frem bush te bush. One after
anether they're eemin’. But 1 think ef
what Gen’ral Grant says e e, 1 think
8t hew he put his hand right en my
shaulder. 1=well, 1 just had t'held that
knalt”

“But how did you hold it?" the city
man wanted to know.

(‘Eh?lﬂ

“You were out of bullets. Sur-
rounded. How did you hold the hilli?”

A puzzled wrinkle creased the old
vellum forehead. The watery eyes,
coming back into focus with the pres-
antt, sunuyed!
The old man fumbled at his chin, look-
ing about helplessly.

“How did 1— How did 1 hoid the
hill—?"

ROAR of laughter convulsed Jim
Hardy and Mule Lickett. Charlie
Rambow whistled Tramp, Tramp,
Tramp, The Boys Are Marching. Only
Johnny Lane, looking up from the un-
hooded engine, called, “Aw, why
don’tya leave him alone?” and then the
dooks slammed wide open in the garage
feont, and Lem came out in his cap-
tain’s uniform, dusting his sleeves.
Businesslike and in a hurry, Lem was.
“Sorry,” he told the city man. “I
can't find the part to fit your carbu-
retor on that make-of car. Garage at
Brockton hasn't got one either. Afraid

tthe audilenee in dismey.

you'll just have to wait till Johnny can
make you a piece. Hustle it up for th'
gentleman, Johnny. All right, boys"
—ypoiinting to the fliivwer parked at
road's edge—"iest of th' town will
have got there ahead of us. Let's go.”

Uniforms jingling, they piled into
the Model T.

“G'bye, Anecdote!” Charlie Ram-
bow played a roll on the snare drum.
“Soumnded just like you was in a real!
war, eh, Anecdote?"

“Real war?" the old man creaked to
his feet; shook an impotent fist at the
grinning faces. “LListen, you dang whip-
per-snappers in yer dang soldier suits.
Think y're all a'mighty smart, don't
you! Lemme tell you, soldiers back in
my day didn't have no time fer wearin'
fancy clothes. Hand to hand, we had
to fight in my day. You fellers just sat
around all dressed up in yer trenches,
hidin' behind a lotta bob wire—"

“Bwer hear of gas, an' airyplanes, an'
machine-guns, Aneodiotie?"

“We fought with our hands,” the old
man shrilled windily.

“We didn't hunker down behind a
lotta gol dang machinery, waitin' scairt
green fer some gun fifty miles away to
blow us to pieces. We seen the men we
was fiightim'! Hand to hand, my day.
Use yer head, too. In-dividuals, not a
gol-dern mass! Tell a man to hold a
hill, he held itte—"

“fTell us sometime how you took
Richmond, Anecdiotie!"

The flivver, having caught St. Vitus,
was starting off. Old Anecdote waved
outraged fists at the taunting occu-
pants. “G'wan,” he shrilled. “G'wan
to yer pee-rade! Think y're such dang
good fightin’ men these days—whyn't
you rid th' country of these hoodlums
like that Joe Gravatti kidnaper run-
nin' loose everywhere with his gamg?”
Doddering to the road edge, he
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screeched after the departing car,
“Yaah—you spent more time with yer
wonderful shootin’ irons, an' less time
paradin’ over to Brockton in yer bright
pants, our country'd be a sight better
off!”

Airyplanes! Gas! Machine-guns !Eyes
glazed with indignation, Old Anecdote
trudged shakily, mutteringly, into the
dim seclusion of the garage; blundered
up the steep flight of steps to the loft
above, where charity had awarded his
years with an iron cot, a spittoon, a
nail to hang his belongings on, and a
job that consisted of gluing patches
on worn-out inner tubes.

He slammed the trap door as angrily
as he could; teetered through a rub-
bish of old tires, tubes, nuts, bolts, dead
storage batteries and other bits of junk
discarded by an extravagant motor in-
dustry ; and opened the tight little win-
dow, hardly wide enough for a pigeon
to get through, that overlooked drive-
way and gas pump below.

Late sunlight sifted into the dark-
ness around him; he pulled up a cracker
box, picked up an inner tube to start
a patch. But he sat with the tube for-
gotten in wrinkled hands, his eyes fixed
wistfully on an old slouch hat, a cob-
webby ghost of a hat on the wall above
him,

“Soldiers!”’ he snapped “Them!”

"Soldiers!" he snapped "Them!"

II

1
FTER a while his embittered
glance shifted to the window,
looked down on the driveway below,
the big sedan down there, the gas
pump. Johnny Lane was having a hard
time repairing the big sedan's engine.
Johnny Lane, the old man reflected,
was all right. Respectful to-an old man.
Johnny Lane's voice drifted up in

the cooling dusk.

“Tihat’s Anecdote Jones, yes, sir.
Oh, yes, sir, harmless—mmust be ninety
years old, pretty near. Ain‘t no one in
the village can remember when he came
here—they like to kid him, y'see, but
I kinda feel sorry for an old mam; his
mind goes like that. Allus thinkin' he
took Richmond like he says, an’ then
when you ask him heovw, he ean’t never
quite remember. All the time I1've
known him, I've never yet heard th’
end of that yarn—alllus gets that far,
an’ stops. Sert ef—" The veiece broke
off. “Say, leekit that ear eemin’ up th’
road!”

The thin, fine roar of a high-powered
motor drilled through the valley still-
ness. Zsszmmvwaommd! Coming from
the east and coming fast, Old Anee-
dote craned from the window and saw
the car flash across the bridge. Dufn
feol, drivin’ into a village like that!
Lucky everybody'd gone ' Breekten,
they might git run down — ‘eept th’
constable oughta be here to arrest sueh
joy riders. Old Amneedote jerked baek
his head. “Crimirmy?”

The car had come roaring like a
cannon ball, slewed dangerously inte
the driveway, brake-shrieked to a halt
beside the Mocony gas pump. A sleek
black touring sedan with New Yotk
plates. Men were piling from the eéaf,
a great fat man, two thin men, a sheft
dark man, and a woman iA a purple
sweater with a floppy hat pulled way
over one eye. Golly, the woman was
smoking a cigar! There was somebody
sick, too—a young gifl abeut twelve
with infantile, it leeked— Ne, they
had to lift her eut of the ear bBecause
her feet and hands—Ameedere stared
in astenishment—were tied! And fhe
fat man was helding a queer seft of
gun that leoked llke a eress Between
a fifle and a big pistel. The shert Man
was helding a shetgun. The wsman
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had a revolver. The two thin men were
half carrying the young girl, who
seemed to have fainted. They all ran
around the gas pump toward the city
man who was standing there.

The fat man barked at the city man,
"All set, Julius?

The city man said, “All set™

Johnny Lane ran around from the
front of the city mam's car. He stopped
in surprise at sight of the guns. “Say.
what is this?

“This is what,” said the city man.
Something metallic glinted in his
grip, he struck out hard and hit
Johnny Lane between the eyes. Johnny
Lane dropped and writhed on the
gravel, then drew up one knee and
turned over on his side with his arms
over his eyes.

“There ain't a man left in the vil-
lage,” the city man was saying. “They
all went to that hick affair over at
Brockton. 1 snipped the phone service.

You ptit up those Roadl (Zéosddigignaiat

the fork?” He pointed a thumb at the
highway.

“Yeah, and there ain't a bull on our
trail” the fat man yelled. “Let's go!
Into the garage™ Boots pounded in
the dusk. They were carrying the girl
in, Old Anecdote swung from the win-
dow and ran on funny legs to the stair-
way golng down from the loft. A thin
fmen poked a head through the trap
opening, and polated a short-barreled
fifle.

“Stick ’em up, Methusalem! 1 got
you coverstit”

LD Anecdote didm't kmow when
V he'd been so insulied. He
couldn’t understand why the young
glel was tied up like that, or why the
city man had hit Johnny Lane like that

ofF why they'd tied Johnny up and
propped him- in a corner of the repair

room with the girl. When he started to
ask a question, the thin man who'd
made him come down from the loft,
poked him in the ribs with the gun and
told him to shut-up-Methusalem.

Everything was queer. All these
people seemed angry and hurried;
everybody was excited, making quick
jerky movements. The fat man was
trotting all around the garage, poking
his odd gun into dooeways and peer-
ing into corners, The worman, all the
while shmoking that cigar, shamelessly
peeled off her sweater and elimbed inte
2 black dress. Outtside, the short dark
man was bringing an armlead ef suit-
gases from the New Yeork sedan.
Everybedy was swearing and hustling.

Old Anecdote was frightened and
confused. He'd thought at first these
people must be hunters—ocertain tires
of year there were lots of city folks
turned up with rifles and shotguns—
but he could recall no huniing party
like this one. What dang queer names,
for example. The fat men they called
Chiet or Boss, Julius was all right for
the city sharper, but the thin men whe'd
bullied him down the steps was nared
Gum-beils, and the secend thin Man was
Skill. The swarthy sheft man's Rame
was Dynarite, and the weman with the
glgaf was Toots. Old Anecdete
eouldn't understand their language,
gither.

When old Anecdote reached the
ground floor, the skinmy man behind
him yelled, “Look what 1 found ia
the adiic!”

Jumping around, gun aimed, the fat
man snarled, "What t'hellt”

“Don't worry about him, Boss,” the
city man said. “He ain't there. He's
lost some of his buttioms™

Not there? Lost some of his but-
tons? The old man's eyes wandered
in bewilderment. ‘“Wa—wihat're you
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doin’ here in Lem’s ga-rage? Lem won't
like it if—"

“Frrisk hism!”’ the fat man barked.

Old Anecdote received another poke.
Too outraged for speech, he stood
trembling in anger while Gum-boils
slapped at his pockets and rummaged
in his threadbare coat. “INuts,” the thin
man grinned, bringing a handful of
rsty niis, washers and bolts eut of
one ragiag pocket. "Yeah, an' screwy,
teo. This mummy ain't packin’ no red.”

“What's that on his hip?’

It was only one of the forked sticks
he'd been whittling. The thin man re-
turned it contemptuously, as an adult
might give back to a child his top, but
found and took away the jackknife.
"That's mine,” The old man grabbed.

“You might cut yoursdff” Gum-
boils pushed him off. “Okay, Chief,
he's latindered. What you want done
with himn?”

"I kmow what 1'd do with him,” the
wornan with the cigar growled. Her lips
pursed and went, “IPop!” ejecting a lit-
tle burst of smoke.

The fat man's eyeballs, gooseberries
set in cups of sour milk, surveyed old
Anecdote suspiciously. “You!"” he
jabbed out. “Whatcdha doin’ here?
Whatsa you’ naime?”

Old Anecdote squared his shoulders
stiffly. "So ye don't know about it, eh?
1 guess naybe y'ain't mever read about
it, then. T'll tell you who 1 am, mister.
I’'m th’ man who took Richimand!™

"Took who?’ The fat eyelids
squinied.

“He hasr't amy roof,” the city man
advised the fat man. “He’s a dim bulb,
Chief. He ain’t got any memory. Th'
grease monkey was tellin' me. He can't
remember nothing past the Civil War.”

“Grant” — Old Anecdote nodded
brightly—"Girant put his hand right on

my shoulder, Yes, sir! GerihdIGEaarit!”

“General Grant, phosey!” The fat
man put his own hand on old Anee-
dote’s shoulder; shoved him rudely
against the wall,

Old Anecdote protested,
that's no way to talk aboud—"

“You,” the gooseberry eyes glared,
“ean the chadtar?”

“Think 1'm afeald of ye?” the old
man shrilled, aware now of open hes-
tility. "Think a man who steod off a
hull batch o' JohAny Rebs an’ held
onter a pine knoll all night, same’s it
1 took Richmond all by myself—#hink
I'm afrald o' ene of ye?”

“Shut up!” The meat reddened dan-
gerously on the beefy forehead. "“Shut
up, you, of I'll blow you away?”

“I ain't afraid of yer goldang mod-
ern guns an’ war gadgets, mister. I
know ye” the old man squealed.
"“Y'fe one o' this here smart young
gen'ration think y're a heap betiern
they was in my day. Just 'eause y’'re
totin’ that new-fangled shootin’ iren 6’
yourn, Lemiie tell you, misier—"

""WMadomnea! 1 am to be told some-
thing by this clinking sack of bones!”

The woman with the cigar in her
teeth was sliding shut the sheetiron
doors st the garage-entry. She sharled
over her shoulder, “Aw, glve him a
dose of tin, Chief.” With the doors
clesed it was almost dark in the garage.

“I ain't afraidl™ Old Anecdote’s
teeth were chattering on all six, 1
wasn't afrald that night freat o' Rich-
mond, neither. Grant says, ‘JOrEsyy;
you gotta held that there hill; den't
let nobody break through.’ 1 held ‘ef,
te0. Surrounded. My comrades lyin’
shot dead. All by myself, 1 was, an' 1
1 €'d see them gray Rebs a-comift up
=¥ne up there euta bulilets—"

“"Only the pity of heavem” the fat
man said, “keeps me right now from
seeing that you are not out of buillats?”

"Here,
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“[ ain't scairt a mite” old Anec-
dote panted. “Not of your kind, I
aim't. Just gimme a comp’ny of Fed-
erals, that’s all—gimme one Federal—
he'd knock th' tarnation daylights outa
such as you—"

“Federalls”" the word and the fat
man's breath hit old Anecdote’s face
like a gust from a gas main. ‘“Federals,
is it?” Eyes glittering, he jabbed the
smulbd-nosed gun into the old mas's wish-
bone, fastening him against the brick
wall. “You talk of the G's, huln? To
me! Corpo di eorpo! for this 1 kill you
where you stand. No, but 1 should
waste amniwntion that later may be
hendy for these G’s. Did you think
1'd be afraid of any Federal men? No,
it is they whe are afraid of me! Bah!
For you, maybe this will teach you to
talk to me of yeur lousy Federal
men—t"

Old Anecdote had wanted to ask
about a lot of things. Why "the other
men in the party had started stripping
their coats, shirts, changing their
clothes like volunteerfiirennenon a call.
Why they'd bound Johnny Lane and
left him in a corner behind a pile of
Goodstone tires. Who the young girl
was they'd brought in. But the fat
man's blasphemous outburst left old
Aneecdote lockjawed with indignation,
and the fat man never gave him a
ehanee to speals.

Cratgi! Whipping upward with the
Tommy gun, the fat man slashed the
siubbed barrel across the side of old
Anecdote’s chin.

The gooseberry eyes glared down.
“Tie up the old goat,” he told Gum-
boils. “Tihen look in that loft up there
to see there aim't not gats or weapons
about, This idiot, 1 leave him up there
since no one would give one damn if
‘we took him with us or not for hos-
tage. Yes, the garage mechamic will

serve for that. And slap some tape
across this old fool's mouth. Corpo!
1 am to be threatened with the Fed-
erals by an idiot! For that perhaps we
bum the garage when we go. That will
teach him to talk to me of Feds. Who"
—he glared at the man, Jullius—"is this
General Grand?”

D Anecdote wondered where he

was, For what seemed a long
time—the clock is slow for the eldd-
e lay there in the stiffy dark, breath-
ing heavily through his nese, blinking
the pain from his eyelids, unable to rise
besause @ hidge hand seermed pressed
acress his aneuth and his joints
weuldr't werk. A familiarity abeut his
shadowed suFroundings was reassu-
ing, but semewhere semething was
WFeRg, everything had gene awry. His
face aFched; his wrists and ankles
ﬂi\{@pbé@; his head felt as if it were
R fire; yet his main feeling en W@k—
ing had been ene of red rage—
iﬁ%{gﬁ semething — some m§ult—

Presently, moving his eyes, he saw
the little front windlows; recognized his
loft. He was lying on the floor beside
the iron cot. The shoulder of a great
yellow moon was framed in an upper
corner of the window, like the Hal-
lowe’en punipkin some of the village
boys hiad had once poked up there on a
clethes-pele, and a strealk of chrome
splashed the inside wall under the eaves
and touched with eeler the tarnished
cord of an old blue eobwebby hat
hanging there. His campaign hadl

Somehow sight of the hat brought
a fresh upswge of rage; he tried to
open his mouth, couldn’t move his jaws,
lay back panting, miserable, confiused
Voices under the floof, MurmuFous,
guttural—Lem and the boys must be
having a haramgue—no, Lem and the
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boys had gone to Brockton— He
turned his head painfully and saw a
cone of yellow light spearing up
through a knothole in the fitast.

"Did ya get it, Skuill?”” a voice was
asking.

There came the sound of the sheet-
iron garage door being shuf, then a
hoarse voice saying, "Sure, we got it.
Dynamite didn't even have to blow the
can. Crazy old safe you could’ve opened
with a musical saw. Next door, that
dairy place, the stiff was i a eash
box yuh woeuldn't leave a counterfeit
dime in”

"I don't like it,” a womamn’'s voice
said harshly. "Takin’ time out to clean
a crossroads lke this for th' sale of
carfare.”

“Tihree hundred an’ eight bucks” a
basso voice said, "tay come in handy,
if we have to lay over a long time.”

The greasy guttural voice said.
""That all you got, Dynamike?"

"That’s all, Boss. Most of it in that
feed store. Not muich, but 1 only hadda
reach for it. Julius had the low down,
all right, there ain't a farmer left in
th' neighborhood. Only one old weman
in that red farmhouse up the hill.”

"Amnd she's deaf an’ blimdl” a voice
explained. "It's like 1 told you, Chiet
The whole county goes over to that
Brockton field day.”

“Yeah, but when do they come
badk?”. the woman’s voice asked.

“Not till after the torchlight parade
and the barbecus,” the first speaker de-
clared. "I tell you, this is a hick burg,
Toots. Three barns ain’ a church. They
leave their doors open at night.”

Vague memory struggled in old
Anecdote’s aching head. Toots! He'd
heard that name before. Straining his
ears, he kept his eyes on the lighted
knothole.

The woman's voice, complaining,

came up from below. "Well, 1 don’t
like it. Why do we wait here, Instead
of a cabin in the woods or—"

“Corpo!” said the guttural. "Must I
explain fifty times? The field behind
this cursed garage is the only one in
these hills where the Duke could come
over from Brockton an’ land his plane
ain't it?”

“Why ain’t he here?”’

“IKeep your shirt on!” the guttural
changed to a snarl. “He does that hight-
flyiii' stunt over to the fieldl day, see?
That's his excuse for bringin’ his plane
up here. He couldn't just lam off with-
out no alibi. They think he’s goin’ back:
to Newark after the show, but he cuts
for here, lands in the dark, picks us up
with the kid an’ we scram for Canadia.”

“Suppose he don't come.”

“My own brother? Hul! He knows.
1 would cut him up to spaghetti. But
the job is soft. Soft as a dead puppy.
By plane, Canada is ten minutes. Over
the border, we drop off in parachutes
when we get above that farm, and then
we’—the voice blurred, came back—
"hold the kid there with this parage
mechanic here as hostage in case they
get tough, The Duke flies back to
Newark—in the night. Who knews
aimyliing?’

"But if they trail us?”

“They won't. Them ‘Roadl (Zéssdd’
signs will keep off traffic, tonight any-
how. They're lookin’ for a black sedan.
We fill that with soup, run it ino the
bridge, blow up the car and bridge with
it—they think we’re in the river, Skull
and Guim-bolls pull out in Julius's ear,
doublin? back. Decoy ’em south, see?
Got that extra carburetorfixed!, Jutliue ?*

“Ready to roll, Clief.”

“It ain’t that 1I'm melting,” the wom-
an’'s voice was sullen. “It’s only—well,
I ain’t never had the heat put on e
by the Feds.”

4 A5
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The guttural voice cuirsed coatemp-
tuously.

Old Anecdote sat upright in the blue
darkness, choking. Something was
fastening his jaws; his hands, he sud-
denly realized, were bound behind his
back; his feet were tied. He'd been shuit
up here in the loft like a shiock of graiim;
and those strangers down below were
holding Lem’s garage with guns.
Maybe Lem had told them to come
there, maybe the village boys had told
them to shuit him up like this—guns oF
1iot, old Anecdote didn’t care! That fat
fan wash't golng to talk abeut Grant
like he had. Old Anecdote set his six
teeth; began to twist and strain at his
ropes, That fat varmint eouldn't get
away with it. Wasn't nebedy areund
this village geing 1o speak that way of
the Federalls! Net in front of a man
whe'd tesk Richmend!

TLLUSIONS were something Johnny
Lane could understand, Long as he
lived—and that particular evening he
didn't think it was golng to be very
leng—he'd never forget the tricks his
eyes began to play him. Flest, the girl,
They were lylng together on the cenment
floor behind a staelk of tires, her face
net five inches away. Opening one pain-
dazed eye, he theught he was leeking
at a frent page h if @ Aews-
. Girl's face under big blurred
ines. Seen it semewhere befere.
Pale little face under blende ringlets.
Seemed to be asleep, semething fright:
ening abeut it, the headlines—
Johnny Lane opened both eyes,
stared. His mind cried the maraeg, “Mary
Clemantiitige!” In Lem’s Garage—!
Then he heard, somewhere near, fmen's
voices; saw shadows with guns troop-
ing across eandle light on the well, He'd
been working oen an olive sedan—a
blaek car had stopped at the gas pump
5 A—5

—a fat man— Joe Grenati!! The
thought strained sweat beads through
the skin on his forehead. Mary Clem-
entridge. The Gravatti Mob. Two hun-
dred thousand dollars ramsom—and the
whole village over to Brockiom!

Fainting is funny. Maybe you're out
thirty seconds, maybe an hour. When
he opened his eyes again, he suffered
another shock. By turning his head a
trifle, he eould see through a peep hole
in the tire stack. Seen from that per-
spective, in candle light, the garage was
a shadlow-peopled cavern, everything
tilted and at queer angles. Walls and
floor tipped, blurred, came back into
ghostly foclis: he saw a candle set on
a work bemntdh; a greemish-faced fat sman
sitting near in Lem’s old Morrls chaif,
a nmaechine gun fifle across his knees.
A worman in bleck sieod hesidie tthectiagir,
lighting a elgar. A stunted man and a
thin man paced back and forth the
length ef the clesed garage deers, and
ahether skinhy man sat en the &eﬁs
leading up te eld Aneedete’s loft, rifle
in the eroteh of his arm. The eity man
whe'd been statled sut frent was bend-
ing ever a suitease; but when he
straightened 4p, he had a beard and a
mstaehe:

Johnny Lane heard him say, “How's
that?” and the woman growled, "Well,
1 hope amyhow you’ll fake it off at
ﬁﬁgﬁﬁ.’"

Johnny Lane knew they were wait-
in for someone, becatise the fat man
kept looking at his watch. Another
queer thimg: All except two of the

were weatring short leather
Jackets and odd bundles like Boy Seout
knapsacks were strapped to their baeks.
A choking fear gripped his threat. The
gifl lying against the wall were ene
ot these funny ks tee. He tried
te emse his shoulders, and found they'd
strapped ene en hifn!
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“See if the hick garage mechamic's
woke up,” the fat man said suddenly.
“If he has, give him the needle like
you give the girl. Not too much, or
it'll croak him.”

He saw the woman start across the

floor, a shiny little tube in her fimgass.

He -didn't know, then, whether he
falated or not; he seermed to hear the
woman's growl: "Still eud!” When he
opened his eyes the third time, the
illusion was stranger still. Sermeene was
watehing him!

Johnny Lane's scalp crawled. Some-
one was waftching him, but it wasn't
afiyone in that repair room. Those gun-
fnen were pacing around the floor like
eaged tigers, all execept the thin mman
who sat oA the loft steps, swearing,
arguing together, paying him no at-
tentien. The gifl beside him slept. Yet
—the Hesh pinched en Jehnny Lane’s
neek=he esuld seventh-sense himselt
a6 the eenter of some secret gaze, some
intent serutiny, the same feeling he'd
had 4p in the Maine weeds when he'd
turned areund enee and seen 2 bear—
ready {8 peunee at him—

N eye! His startled gaze, dirawn as

it by hypnetism, looked up.
Breath froze in his lungs. He could
have sworn he'd seen it. Now there was
niothing but a little black hole in the
boards, a little black hole with wisps
of smoke from the woman’s cigar
sticked wp through on a draught from
somewhere, No! There it was again.
An eye! Pale blue, shiny as a marble,
glittering and angry as the Eye of
Jehovah, looking straight down at him
from the ceiling. Even had his lips
been unitapst], Jolwminy Lame could have
witered no sound. He could see the eye
gleamingfiixedllydown at lim, then let-
ting its awful gaze roam around the
garage; focussing on the thin man who

guarded the steps to the loft, settling
fame Hyinnbbigditnmidevbeneconnt iaef fat
foreigner in the Morris chair. Johnny
Lane lay ossified, hardly daring to
breathe. He would net have been slit-
prised to see the fat man vanish in a
spiral of greasy smoke, like vaseline
uhder the foeus of a burning glass. The
ferecity of that eye in the eeiling weuld
have intimidated a tiger. They read the
Bible in Feur Cerners, and Johnay
Lane had never been glite as frighvened
in his life.

A shiver galloped through him.

Sweat clouded his own vision; when
he once more dared to open his lids,
the eye had gone. He'd dreamed it
then. 1f only he was dreaming the rest
of this! No, those volces, the seuffle
of pacing shoes, the smell of clgar
simoke, the glimpse of faces and guns
seen through chinks in the tire stadk
—all that was enly tee real. This gir
lying here asleep—twelve years eld, the
papers had said—hew strangely quiet
she was—her small face wan and esleF-
less—her fia-spatiered dress—net at
all like 2 Beston heiress histed for by
all the pelice of New England.
meunting pamie he wendered it she \wes
dead. But she was breathing, he saw.
Faintly. treegularly. The way siek pes-
ple breathe.

The fat man's voice come to his ears.
"Olkay, Dynamite, it's your move.”

The short man’'s basso answered,
“Thme to blast th’ bridige?”

“The Duke oughta befilyii 'over here
in twenty minutes. He’s puttin’ on his
air show now. Be sute there’s enough
nitro to blow up that bridge, see™ Steer
the car straight for the bridge-head and
run like hell. 1 want plenty of soup i
that sedan, so by the time they dredge
all th' pieces of jurk euta therivaerang
Findl weeaadnitiintHaeceay, weelll
three weeks in Canada. Cateh en?”
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“Tihere’s emough soup in that car
to lift Brooklyn Bridige.”

“Tihen make it snappy. I don’t wanta
give no early sleepers a chamce t' get
back here . firamn MBrodktom Hedtore we
take off. Th’ explosion is Duke’s signal
to come. With that bridge gone, there
cam't nobody reach the village from
that direction without goin’ a thirty
mile detour to cross th’ river. An’ they
won't be comin’ from the east, since
we blocked t' roadl”

Sickness squashed Johnny Lane's
chest where his heart had been. If they
blew tip that bridge, no-one could reach
the village from Brockton way for
hours. And they had the east road
blecked. They were taking an air-
plane—

“Be in Canada in no time" the fat
man was saying. “Never find us there.
An’ get back here quick, Dynamite, I
wanicha to fire this garage. We're
burning her up when we leave, an' that
old man up therell learn to hold his
gabby tongue.”

Stiff in terror, Johnny Lane saw the
short man open the sheet-iron door a
foot; squeeze out into the moonlight.
His dark face grinned back through the
openiig, ‘I won't be fivemimutes, Boss.
Listen for the smadk™ The door closed
stesithily. Johnny Lane moaned sound-
lessilly; began a desperate struiggling at
his bonds. Ropes binding his wrists be-
hind his back might have been made of
steel, His shoes couldn’t budge.

His numbed mind was repeating,
“They're flying the girl to Canada, an’
e with her. They're going to blow up
the bridge aw’ come back am' burn up
old Anecdote alive. Oh, God, don't let
them do it—don't let them do it!”

It was not until some minutes later
that he realized nothing had happened.
Or—to put it the other way around—
something had |l

ATCH in hand, rocking slowly,
the fat man was swearing in
thick, sulphurous Sicilian, glaring at the
dial as if it were at fault. On the steps
to the loft, Guni-boils shifted his seat
uneasily. Julius was petting his beard
and staring at the floor; Toots saum-
tered uwp and down, chewing her cigar
and rubbing her elbows.
She halted abruptly and snapped out,
“Has anybody hearbaapttinigng?"
Julius looked up startled. “Not a

“T tell you,” the one called Skull took
his ear away from the front door, and
turned his head to drawd, “I didn't even
hear him start th' car. We had it parked
alongside the feed store across th' way,
pointed toward th’ bridge for a quick
talkeafft”

“Can’t you see it from here, if you
open them doors a cradk?”

“Nah. Gas pump and that chestaut
tree cuts off the view. Can't see out to
tlie road from here”

“You keep opening those doors,” the
fat man warned viciously, "an’ some
punk motorist the other side the valley
will see our lights ai’ start comin’
acrost the bridge for gas. We can't blow
up everybody we—"

“From all th' noise around here,” the
woman growled, “‘we can't even seem
to blow up a bridge. Or am 1 going
desfi? 1 ain’t heard a sound out there
since Dynamite left.”

“He’s had time emough,” Gum-bolls
put in, “to blow up Sing Simg"”’

Skull’s forehead worried, “I didn’t
even hear him start the—"

The fat man sprang up ragefullly.
“Madonna! Are you trying to give me
the jitters? Dynamite cam’t start the
sedan. Julius, you tear your penis goin’
across that road an’ find out what's
wrong. The Duke can't loop the leep
all night, waitin’ for that signal”
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It was quiet in the garage after
Julius left. Nobody moved. Tense, his
pores dripping icewater, Johnny Lane
lay helpless on the floor behind the tire
stack siaring at the ceiling where a mo-
fhent ago he was suire there'd been aa
eye. 1t wasn't there new. It had van-
ished the mement that man Julius had
started to epen the deers.

Johnny Lane mnioaned in thought,
“I'mn  dreamning—it's all a horrible
dreaim” It was like a nightmare, too,
this waiting and waiting—and nothlng
happening, Ears aching at the strain,
Johnny listened for the erash that
weuld eut him eff frem all help—his
faee serewed p as it he was watehing
sormesne blow mere and mere aif ia
2 ballsen=—the silenee deepened.

Then, little by little—he knhew he
wasi't dreaming this—the silenice was
disturbed. First, the creak of rockers
under the Morris chaif, squeaking
faster and faster, Then the scuff of the
womai's high heels pacing up and
down.

“Boss, 1 aim't heard a thing yet,” the
nan on the loft steps said plaintively.

Moving his head to peep, Johnny
Lane saw the fat mam's face going
tuwple. The little gooseberry eyes were
glittering, and the forehead seemed to
sizzle. The fat man pocketed his time-

piece and sprang up suddenly, gripping
that Tommy gun as if he wanted to
sheet semebedy. "Who ean heaf any-
ﬂﬂﬁ%” he sereamed at the wewman,
yith you tramping Wp and dewn the
reem? Sit dewn! Sit dewn, do yoeu
hear?”

She whirled, snatching out the cigar.
"“Tell me why he don't come badk! Why
ain't either of them come back? They've
taken a run-out powder, that's why!
1 could be across that road an’ back in
half & minute aui—"

“Then get across it," the gooseberry

eyes gave a knife-thrust stare. “Maybe
they're tryin’ to start the car. Maybe
they're playin” dice, Whatever it is, tell
‘em 1 want that bridge blowa out in
three minutes, of I'll be evier there an’
shoot them inte strawberry jam! Get
out,” he sereared at the weran, "an’
be baek here in just ene minute. Den't
stay. 1 wanta knew why the stafl. Pll
kkneek you dead if you 2iR't bael here
iR just ene M’

111

KNTOQOTHING happened. The woman

¥ had a revolver in her hand as she
went out. Skull closed the door behind
her: leaned there loosely, staring dewn
at his grounded rifle. Guim-bolls shifted
en the sieps; spat, The fat man folded
his hends acress his sternach a6 if he
was afraid someone might steal it, and
leaned back, his eyes narrowed at the
degrs, Tommy gun balaneed aeress his
knees. Stiff en the fleer, Jehnny Lane
was staing in meunting terrer af the
s_enm%ghsr@ he was eertain, for 2 third
fime, he'd seen the eye.

But it was gone again—there was 0o
sound amywhere—presently the rockers
were going under the fat man's chair.
Suddenly the man on the loft steps
blunrited:

“I'd think them guys was knocked
off, but we'd ’a’ heard the shots™

“There ain’t been a sound out there”
Skull turned from the doors to whisper.
Sweat twinkled all over his face as he
whispered. “Chief, you don't thinl the
G!§_’J

IKNO!)'

“Then they've ditched us. Lammed,
Left us holding the bag”

“The womam,” came the guttural
snarl, “she’s late. It's your job, Gum-
boils.”

“Boss,” the thin man on the steps
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said huskily, “dontcha think Skull bet-
ter go with me?”

“Tihere's too many out there now.”

“But, Chiif—*"

The fat man whipped to his feet.
Pantstl: “Go out there! Kill her! Find
out what’s happened to Dynamite and
Juilitus! Corme bacik!”

Yellow-giteen pallor crawled up G-
boils' jawbones. He stood up shakily,
rifle in elbow. His eyes, shaded by a
cap brim, moved from side to side. He
said in a quieer, coughing way, "I kiow.
1t’s a trap. You've got one of the boys
planted ;;bt mefg with %y kniife, Y@g
greasy slob, yeu're ene by ene tryin
te kneek s off ” The man's eyes began
te ery. "'t knew yeu, Jee. You wanta
kesp the snateh for yeurself, an you're
tryr 1o kneek s effl” The thin man
sheels there an the left steps, eaughing
ahd erying:

In the fat mam's hands the Tammy

gun jerked and snmoked. Dwitidetdediiiid-

dudl! Arms flying out, legs doing the
splits, the thin nian seemed to splatter
all ever the steps. The fat men sat diown
in the Mor¥ls chair, and said, "'l male
some neise areund here!’ loeking at
Sk,

Skull eyed the red heap on the steps
dreamily. Smoke dissolved in flittingg
candle light and silence. Skull rubbed
8 wet checkbone with an elbow and
mirmiured, “Maybe that'll bring ‘em
bwk)"

They waited. “Okay, Chieff,” the man
at the doors said after a minute, “I'll
go. Only I wish I knew what was out
there”

The fat man whispered, “Dynamite
goes an’ don't come back. Julius goes
to findl Dynamite, am’ don’'t come back.
That dame goes to find the first two,
af’ don’t come back—Y’ He was on hls
feet, face-flesh twitching, plg-eyes
flicke pddwbemen] Riited dids Wiibatsis
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this? I'd think it was the Feds, only
they'd be in here by now. Corpo!! are
they trying to cross Joe Gravatti?
Skull, you stick by nie and I'll split the
ransom. You find out where those rats
have gone, and T'll split with yow?!”

""Can 1 have a bronze coffin like you
gave Mugs O’Flannigan, Chif?”

“You've gotta come back” was the
guttural whisper. ‘"You can't leave me
here alone. I've give you fitore than one
break, Skull. Mawita!i ff yyatldamonrheg,
I'm cooked. We still got a chance, Open
them deers. I'll wateh yeu as far as
the read. 1t they get yeu, they get e,
tee. Let's go!”

Johnny Lane could see it all. The
red mess on the loft steps. The fat man
mushwoomed down beside the Morris
chair, clutching the Tommy gun. The
one called Skull shoving open, inech by
inch, the sheetiron doers, Moonlight
slanted in threugh the widening entry-
way; eutside there was a silver-etehed
pisture of the driveway and Mocony
purp, the ehestnut tree beysnd—sikenee
and Re ene there.

Then Skull was outside, a running
shadow, crossing the open gravel in
fiee quick bounds, stooped low and
leaping zigzag so as not to be caught
from behind. But it wasn't the fat
mai’s Tommy gun that stopped him.
Jehnny Lane would never forget that
a@s leng as he lived. The way Skull fikenl
past the ehestnut tree, stopped up shert
in Hlﬁ traeks, jumped baek, whirled with
a yell.

“Chief! They're out there in the—
Oivr”

There wasn't a shot. As far as
Johnny Lane’s terrified glimpse ecould
see, there wasmt anything. Skull
dropped his rifle, put hands to face
and stumbled forward, fell as if dead
in the moen-washed driveway.

Johnny Lane would mexar forgetwitaat
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happened after that, either. How the
fat man swore. Spun around. Sprang
straight for the corner where the boy
lay helpless beside the unconscious little
girl.

Then he bent down—only it was
more of a swoop, quick and savage and
hateful—and struck in at them with his
hends spread to grab.

The feel of those sweaty squat arms
clutching him up, dragging him across
the floor, would curdle Johnny's blood
for many a day. The sewerish puffs of
garlic breath in his face. The way,
hugged against the fat mai's chest, he
was rushed to the door and impelled
eut inte the meooenlight as a shield, His
adhesive-taped meuth made the sound-
less shrielks of nightmare, and his
sirength turned to water in the
Sicilian's savage grip. Jehnny eould Ast
$6. e 35 SgUIFM.

They might have reached the olive
sedan the other side of the Mocony
purmp, if the fat man hadm't stopped
that split second to see what was out
there in the road. Three bodies lined
up on the moon-yellowed conerete like
corpses after battle— Dynamite, Julius
and Toets, three in a row; and Skull
stretehed eut in similar pese under the
ehestnut tree. Inveluntarily the fat man
halted, relled his little eyes in terror at
the ﬂégm; gasped, "Madenn2!" and
shifted his grip en the Teommy gun.
Johnny Lane's stomach was a stone
geing dewn feor the last time. There
Was, in the pight eut there, ne sigh
gt what had felled these feur—ne sign
ot aRything.

Then, ping!

O Johnny Lane it sounded like an
invisible bainjo string snapping in
mid air. Something filashedl in moon-
light across his line of vision, and the
rear window smashed in the olive

sedan. It hadin't come from the direc-
tion of the road. Overhead, in the
moony night above them, there was a
shrill and spectral ery.

“Wheseetd'!”’

Whirled about-face in his captor’s
grip, Johnny Lane felt his eyes and
hair go up at the same time.

Framed in the little window of the
loft above the garage—in moonshine
as dim and faded as a time-bleached oil
painting—a ghost! The ghost of a
Civil War veteran in tarnished brass
buttons and moth-eaten blue—a face of
shriveled parchment under the frag-
thents of a campaign hat, acorns beb-
bing en frayed eord, gold threads peel-
ing frem the sheulder eFteait
of ene of the Beys in Blue palnted in
meenbeams and esbweb; & mirage frem
the dust blewn off a histery beek—
semething a mere breath of wind weuld
whisk away. Only the eyes were alive.
Squirrel-bright pins et esbalt—=tws
fiaee e isghits i ke BhrivelRd ARk
menty face.

Johnmy’s throat screamed, ‘‘Amnec-
dote!” as he recognized the eye.

He was a little sutprised and a
good deal relieved to discover that
it hadn’t been Jehovah after all.

The fat man squalled up, “I¥'s the
idiiod?”

“Learn ye am all y're dirty kind to
laugh at us Federsls!” came shrilling
from the phantom face. “Goin’ to bum
up th’ soldier who took Richmond,
was ye? Thought & men a5 khew
Gen'ral Grant weuld WA an’ ruf
from yer new-fangled sheotin’ irens?
Pll learn ye sw'thin abeut us Yankee
Federals—1"

Johnny Lane saw it all. He saw the
head come out of that lofted window
in the garage front like a cuckoo pop-
ping out of a clock. He saw a whittled
forked stick in the old man's knotty
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fistt; saw him cock back his left arm

as one pulls a bow and arrow; saw

that blazing, tiger-fierce eyeball squint-
ing aim through the forked stick’s Y.
Ping!

Metal whistled overhead as the fat
man hurled himself and Johnny Lane
to the gravel. The olive sedan's spare
tire whammed like an exploding shell,
Corkscrewed on the ground, Johnny
saw the Tommy gun jerking and.

smoking in the fat mam's sausage-like

hands—dud-dud-dud-dud?! The head
had popped back into that upper win-
dow like a crazy cuckoo clock striking
one.

Johnny ground his cheek in the drive-
way as the fat man knelt over him and
cleaned the little window above with
fusillade after fusillade, riddling the
sill, peppering the clapboards under-
neath, cutting chunks from the roofline.
Splinters flew and scatterat]; a tin drain
pipe fell; a shutter came crashing down,
Impossible for any living target to have

survived such a machine-gunning, but

the gunman's blast was answered by a
yell from the loft, an eerie battle whoop
that drowned the bombardment echoes
with defiance, and wrung from the
Sicilian’s neck a raging squall.

“Corpo di Corpo!”

The man's bull voice rose, and hung
trembling in the air. '

Gun hugged to belly, the fat man
went for the garage door like a swollen
ferret for a squirrel's nest, shoes beat-
ing across the ground like little hoofs,
Johnny Lane mever kaswwitwitcaanesveer

In time to see the fat man start up
that steep flight of steps. In time to see
the trap fly open at the top and old
Anecdote standing there in the dimness,
his boots braced across the opening,
knees bent, weapon aimed, and under
the brim of the old slouch hat that
‘brilliant and ferocious eye glaring
down,

“Halt, in th' name o' the Republic 1"

So the Armies of the North might
have cried down at Rebellion. So
Thomas might have stood at Chicka-
mauga or Meade at Gettyshurg or
Grant against Disunion. Or David
might have stood so, confromting
Goliath. Only David wasn't ninety and
facing a Thompson machine gun,

On the other hand, Goliath didn't
have to run up wet steps. The fat man
slipped on Gumrboils; fell upstairs,
Old Anecdote charged down, shouting.
Collision! The Tommy gunfirirgevery
which way. Smoke, livid flamelpussts,
Sicilian oaths and Yamkee battle cry,
old soldier and gangster and dead man
coming down all in a heap,

Eor a moment, the three bodies all
interlocked in a writhing, twisted
tangle, like one of those rolling, cyclone-
formed melees that movie cartoonists
denote by a swirl of lines with asterisks
and exclamation points shooting out of
them at impossible angles.

Johnny Lane got into it somehow,
arching his trussed shoulders and kick-
ing with locked feet. The fat man,
tangled with dead man, bound man and
hinisioyy, weent seomessaltiiigy oan tHae

him. Somehow he was no longer afraid, ffbosr. Johnny jammed his legs between

All he knew was that he had to stop
that murderer before he reached the
loft up there. Bound, gagged, helpless
though he was, the boy rolled and
twisted and dragged himself in clumsy
pursuiit; and got there in time to see
the end.

the fat mam's knees and tackled him
ffat. But such' reinforcsments dida't
count. It was the old man’s fight after

~all.

Old Anecdote stood upright on the
bottom step, arm cocked, eyeball blaz-
ing through the forked stick’s Y, af the
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moment the fat man gained his feet not
a jump away. Looking up from the
floar,, Johnny saw the Tommy gun
squirt a burst of flame; simultaneously
something metallic whizzed sing!
through his line of vision. Old Anec-
dote’s wail was echoed as he fell. The
fat mai's face might have caught a-
thunderbolt. Blood flashetl from the
socket where a gooseberry eye had
beem; in a splash of scarlet the body
squatted down.

When the smoke and terror cleared
away, Johhny Lane lay crying by him-
self. Far across the valley the echoes
of the Tommy gun were clattering, and
on the road the other side of the river,
droned the sound of a car coming fast.

LD ANECDOTE, when they
reached him, was stll alive.
Andrew Debbs, despite the stains en
his brand hew uniferm, put an arm
areund the pinched old sheulders to
ease them up; and Len's hands were
gently hunting the asket-for ehaw of
fobacey; while Charlie Rambew and
the sthers steed there silently weep-
hg—

“Grant says, ‘Jonesey,’ he says, put-
tin' his hand right on my shoulder,
‘Jonesey,’” he says, ‘you gotta hold that
hill. You hold that hill an’ don't let
the Rebels get through, an' it's just like
you took Richmond all by yoursellf,” he

"Sure, Anecdote. Suner

"I was there alone, y'see?
Marooned-like. Outa bullets. No rein-
forcements, Them Rebels come up
again, but 1 held 'em off—"

“You sure did, soldier. All by your-
self and out of bullets, too.”

The old man opened his eyes and
gazed in cloudy apprehension at the
faces looking down. “Dumiicha wanta
know how 1 held 'em off—how—2"

“Don't make no difference, soldiet.
We believe you. We stite do.”

They stood there, shifting on their
feet, clearing their throats, looking
down at him and not knowing what to
say to him at all.

The dimming eyes wandered in
vague bewilderment; fixed suddenly on
something lying on the garage floor;
kindled and cleared and shone in happy
triumph.

“Why, o’ course! the voice was
jubilant, piping strong. ‘"That’s how I
held off them Johnny Rebs that night.
When 1 was alone an’ outa bullets, an’
seen 'em a-comin’ up th' hill. That's
how 1 held ’em off. With that)”

At first appearance the whittled
forked stick, lying there in a scatter of
ring-bolts, rusty nuts and scrap-bits,
meant nothing. Johnny Lane had to
show them the long strip of inner tube
that was fastened 1o the prongs of the
stick.

“Tiat's how 1 took Richmond,” the
old man was whispering. ‘"Yessir, that's
how 1 done it. Clumb a tree, when I
saw them Rebs was a-comif’, ain’ made
me one of those! That's how 1 held
that hill. With a sling-<that—’

Afteruwvards, Mule Lickett said in a
voice of awe, 'They do say they're
awful streng—"

But Andrew Dobbs thought the real
miracle was the old mai's getting loose
to begin with. Human sirength of any
power couldn't have broken those ropes
like that. You could see the
strands of hemp on old Anecdote's
anikles and wrists.

It wasn't until the State Police got
there fo pick up the gangsters who'd
only been knocked unconscious, to re-
vive the little Clementridge girl and
senid her to the hospital, to dispatch an
officer to arrest the Duke, and to clean
up the mess—it wasa’t until they ex-
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amined Joe Gravatti’s fat corpse that
Four Corners learned the anmswer. A
rusty piece of filk—dliscardietl by Lem
to the old maui’s junk heap in the loft
—must have cut the old man's bonds
before it had been slumg-shot like a
thunderbolt into the fat man's goose-
berry eye.

*

Four Corners may not be as big as
New York, but it has as much civic
pride. Take the Decoration Day parade,
and the whole town tuins out—I mean,
the wihalle ttowmm. TiHeedss tthe Priatkettive
Volunteer Fire Company, the Girl
Secouts, the children from District
Sehool Number Nine, and two hay
wagons loaded with geraniums. Led by
the boys of the Legion—Bowd Post—
Mule Liekett, Andrew Dobbs and the
others—all looking pretty fine in their
new uniforms, and Charlle Rambow
showing them how it's done on & shnare
drum. March? They come across the
river bridge with moreflagsilyiaothen
you'd expect, and they march right up
to a halt between Clapp's Feed- Store
and Lem's Garage, and stand at atten-
tien before the monument.

No, Four Corners may not be very
big, but they'll tell you that monument
is as fine a piece of Vermont marble
as ever was erected amywhere. Right
beside the highway it stands, where the
traffic can't help but see it, a tall white
cenotaph of simple stateliness, simply
inscribed.

Took Riudinmomt)

If you ask the folks around Four
Corners about it, they'll surprise you
by talking about the Mary Clememnt-
ridge kidnaping—ttemnember ?— and tiine
old man who, single-handed, captured
the Gravatti gang. Ask about Rich-
mond and you'll get a cold Yankee stare
anid perhaps sharp advice to go read
your history. That's what they told me
when 1 first moved there, and 1 pored
over the village records a long musty
time before 1 found any reference to
the old soldler in question. Then it had
little to do with the Civll War.

He'd been turned down at the re-
cruiting bureau in 1861 because, on ap-
plying for enlistment, he'd told the
officers how—singllethanded and out of
bullets, I'll warramt—he'd held off the
British for one whole night—and won
the Battle of Lexingtom!
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Smoking
Land

By GEORGE CHALLIS

T was an explosion—a terrible, smashing

one that ripped a mountain wide opem—
that sent Smoky Cassidy to Alaska on his
weird quest for the Smoking Lamd None
of the old-timers he talked to had ever heard
of such a place—the Esquimaux, even in
their oldest legends, did not know -it. Cas-
sidy’s was the strangest trek the great white
North had ever seen, and the thing behind
it was stranger and unbolier still.

Dr. Cleve Danrell had been killed in that
terrifying explosion—and Dr. Damrell” was
Smoky Cassidy’s friend. Im his mountaintop
laboratory, he had been working toward the
production of a ray whose impact upon a

certain gas at a certain temperature would
bring .about that long dreamwd-of goal of
scientists—the dissolution of the atom.

"PYHE work is going forward in the great-
= est secrecy. Not even Dr. Franklin,
eminent rhathematician and Dr. Dariell’s
colleague, knows exactly what is being dene,
but he is worried and distressed, considering
the experiments a usurpation of a power. that
belengs only to the Allmighty. Othets, uh=
named, are wortied, tee. Se worried that
they are trylng either to halt Dairedil's werk
of to destfoy him before it is completed.
hey have contacted Dr. Framklin, and, as
gie himgelf admits, have nearly tempted

m i s e

So because he is essemtially homest and
because in his heart he is afraid of what
thhey might de, Dr. Framklin calls om Smolky
Cassidy to stand guard outside the thick
steel doors of Damrell’s steel-walled labora-
tory as the crucial moment arrives,

Smoky, who is telling the story, sees what
Damrell has so far accomplished when the
scientist releases a mam-made thunderbolt
that rips across the valley and reduces the
canyon wall to a shower of caseading sparks.

This story began in last week’s Akgosy
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“Ism’t that enough for one night?” he de-
mands of Damrell. “Haxent you done
enough, man ? What moere do you want ?*

Danrell only shrugs. “Im the name of man-
kind,” he says, very quietly, “I have to make
my try before mormimg. For years, I have
waited for this one night—ffor this one mo-
ment . . .

He returns to his laboratory, leawing
Smoky outside with instructioms to shoot
down anyone—amyone at all—who tries to
enter. Sunprisingly enough, the only one who
does is Dr. Framklin, looking tense and sick
with dread. But when Smoky poimts a gun
at him, Franklin creeps away.

Amd then, without warming, the explosion
bursts loose . . .

Afiter a while the world forgets Cleve
Damrell, But Smoky Cassidy cannot. One
day a piece of wood that is not quite a piece
of wood, but wood with some unknowm chem-
ical added to it so that it is hard as stone, is
found in British Columbia. There is writing
on it—a fragmentary messege:

Bound north of Alaska for the smoking land

Amd strangest of all, that writing, Smoky
knows, is in Cleve Damrell’s hamdwrritimg—
not his aduit penmamship, but the childish
scrawl of his and Smoky's schooldays. Yet
as far as Smoky can discover, Cleve had
never been in British Columbia.

The “smoking land,” the queer piece of
wood, obsess Smoky. They come between
him and everything he thinks or does. So
at last he sells his dude ranch and after a
frantic study of Allaskan legend and Esqui-
mau lore, leaves for the great white North.

Hiis quest is as tireless as it is futile. He
is a standing joke among the old-timers.
Nothing matters until one day a strange
Esquimau who seems to be at least partly
white comes to Cassidy’s campfire and begs
for food. He is wearing a parka of rare otter
furs, and his dog is not like any Cassidy has
ever seen on all his wanderings. When Cas-
sidy puts sugar in the stranger’s tea, it seems
to make him almost drunk. He points out
over the iee-locked sea, and says his hofme=
land is eut there , . . beyond . . .

Cassidy’s Esquimau bearer shrieks with
laughter and half-wittedly suggests, “Maybe
he come from Smoking Lamdi}*

The stranger completely loses control of
himself. He sets his brute of a dog on the
bearer, and rushes at Cassidy with his knife
drawm. Cassidy fires two shots, pointblank,
Both enter the stranger’s chest. But he does
not drop. Imstead he laughs with murderous
fury and springs for Cassidy with his arm
strained back for the ffinishing stroke of the
kniife.

CHAPTER VIl

THE FRIGHTENED LIAR

ERE ate not many things that ane
can trust in this world, and 1 had al-
ways known it, but 1 niede ap ex-

ception in favor of Judge Colt. 1 had
worn him next to niy heart for a good
meny years, and if 1 treated him with
proper care and precauition, he never faiked
me—never! Uniil then,

And it looked to be the last moment
that anything on earth could be of interest
to nne. 1t was not quick thinking that gave
nne a niontent of respite, but by a matzl
gesture, 1 threw -up fiy gun hand to ward
avay that devilish knife.

There 1 had myfiirs ttouch of lluk, for
the long, heavy barrel of the gun wiaaguged
the knifethand of the Esquimau right
across his miittened flingeats Hie brougit iis
hand dowm, and it thuniped ne on the
breast where he had intended to drive the
kniife honte. But there was no steel in his
grip; the knife had slipped out of his
nerveless fiingess and dropped into the
crusted smow, where it stuck upright, trem-
bling, and gleaming.

In the nneantinne, 1 grabbed hinn, only
to findl that 1 had entbraced a round of
boiler plate, so to spesk. 1 undlersiood, in
the sameflash ik weither of iy bullets
had gone home. Bullets are intended to

their soft lead noses into still softer
N,a8iad tHiNS rissadl f6om novHagke wias
wearing arnior of some sort uhder his futs.

1 miiight a8 well have entbraced a bariel:
but hisfilrs tinug meaily hicke my hagk. 1E
senit & tonnsivng) s &f Kllood wip heliing mgy
eyes so that 1 saw everything through a
red switl, and leaping through the erim-
son haze came the men-huniting dog. O,
he meanit business, let five tell you, with s
beady little eyes almest bilotted eut by a
wolfish grin, and his fangs leoking alimest
as long as his masters knife,

1 struck at him with a half-arm stroke
snd whacked him right between those
beady eyes; the weight of his dharge
erashed blindly against his mester and i,
and sent us toppling over in the sraw.
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I was undemeath the man, and the
Esquimau got niy throat in one hand and
picked his kife out of the snow with the
other, as calmly as any lady would plek
a mesdlle out of & big while pin cushion.
All of his teeth were showing through his
beard, too. And then 1 sonashed him if
the face with the batrel of ny guh.

A Colt is the handiest short club Ia the
world, The Esquimau turhed into jelly and
I crawded out fron uinder the quivering,
Jerking nness of it to findl the white dog
running in short circles, holding his bhead
w and trying fo shale the cobwebs out

it.

1 direw s Hagabl conthing, HutTl didsliétstoant.
Something came between niy trigger finger
and the trigger to stop fine, because 1 re-
mentbered that a dog is only whet training
makes it, and that this fellow's savagery
;\mﬂ‘t resily anything he was responsible
of.

The dog's wits cleared, alnnost at the
same instamt, and he sat down and carted
his head to one side, and looked at e andl
at the gun in the canniest way imaginable,
as though he were saying, “This is not in
the book. 1 have to study this lesson before
1 can recite”

When 1 turned my back on hin, be
failed to budge, so 1 gathered that 1 was
free from danger from hinm, at least; and
a nilighty welight it was off iy miindl, for 1
would rather have faced anoiher pair of
fien in armior than that swerving, poader-
ous, lightning-fast body, with its khifelike,
jagged teeth ready to snep and tear af me.

1 gave my attemfion, mow, to the out-
lander, and since he was still muttering
and groaning, quite unconscious, 1 opened
his furs at the chest' antlmy finges saldetl
ageinst wood, or sommething that felt like it.

However, wood does not tuin a bullet
fieeld poifitblank from a Colt .45 So 1
opened his furs wider and saw somethlng
that was a thuinderclap in ny brain.

For 1 was looking down on the same
stuff upon which the nnessage had been
scratched—"Bound north of Alaska to the
smoking londl and . . .

Yes, the same texture of wood, the look

of wood, the brownish-gray color of wood
—and the substance of the hardest steel!

hollow sound came back to ne, but 1
could not see that it nede the smallest
dent on the suiface!

But, hard as the stuff was, totally im-
penetrable as it seemed, 1 saw that small
holes had been bored in it and through
these holes passed a lacing of strong gut
by which the armmor could be taken on amdl
off.

UNTIED the string, pulled it loose,

and then, with a streng pull, 1 turped
My, Esquimau out of his enchanted arrer.
V\'heﬂbeﬂjﬁibl@deﬂhﬁfa@eiﬂihesm,
he came to himself with a start and

up, aagg@nﬂg, pullin ths furs about l§
6pen breast agiin, 1o ot the stabling
ihives e}pihe epld.

In the neeantinne, I put away ny Colt
and took up the fallen kmife. It was a
beautiful piece of bluish-gray steel with
a blade that tapered like the didipping point
of an icicle. It was supple as the wind, amdl
as penetrating as a fork of lightning. With
that in-roy hand—and with the white dog
still neutral—I stepped up close to the
men from the North and said to him, in
something as near his own dialect as 1
could mansge, that if he attempted 1o Fun
away, 1 would stick him right through his

He blinked at nmme and said nmothing, but
I knew that he had undiersizod.

“Now,” said 1, “you speak to me with a
tongue that canmot say the thing that is
not. Where did you get this thimg”’

1 pointed to the armmor on the snow.

*I found it down by the shore, washifg
back and forth in the driftwood I had
gone to pick up driftwood for afiire Amdl
1 found thiis™

"You have spoken, alreadly, a thing that
is not,” I said. “A nman does not pick up
wet driftwood to nmake a fire. Where it Is
awash, there is a lot nmore of it safe and
dry on the beach. Now try agaiin, and tell
fine where you got this thimg™’
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“It is clear that you are one of the wiise
ones” said he “It is true that 1 did not
pick it up the driftwood on the
beseb.Butl one subinner unload-

hg a ship at Point Bavrow. And 1 found
tfﬁﬂslhlﬁg’iﬂlheﬁiﬂp,ﬂﬁdltﬁekitaway

Takehimallmall he was a good liar
ofthehwﬂy,mﬂnfalsdmﬂ,oneofﬂhe
kind that looks you fairly in the eye and
speaks out sinply and bluntly—and knows
ot the trulh at all.

Thete was a raging fire in me. 1 began
to khow that niy strange trail was not
ending in nothing 1 could mot put all the
together, but 1 was

"Twice you have told mme the thing that
is med,” 1 saidl ‘“The third time if you do
s0, 1 shall run your own knife through
your hesrt snd leave you for the wolves
1o eal. Ye&s, 6 iy owin disgs sy e yyau
before you are desdl il dhatwitiite fétkiovy,
yonder, rgy enjoy a taste of you. Tell
ﬂie!hetﬂmiLYeu brought this from the
Sinsking Landl?”

He grew smgller in a sudden jerk, as
his knees sagged.

You brought it from the Shmoking
Landl” ssid 1. *“Tell nme the truth.”

41 know nothing,” ssid Ins.

But his eyes were umsisadly, and when a
fiten cannot nneet your glamoe, he is fighit-
ing & battle already mmore than half lost.

"You came from the Smwking Lamd|"
said 1, "That's why you tried to kill my
friend. That's why you wanted to murder
fe. Because you don't wanmt the thing
ianewdn”

"He 1 at mw” said he. “That is
why 1 tried © kill him”

"I diidi't laugh at you,” said I,

1 was slready in the muadimess, wien |
ran at you,” said he. Yes, he had talent,

great though umimproved tzlemt. Hie was
never without a word of answer.,

SO]M@EI@@MMM]@
fieadie point on his breast, and as lne
wimced, I knew that the burning fimgper
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was sinking through his skim, dirawing out
a trickle of blood.

“"You are less to me than a nwad dog,”
said 1. “So now 1 s going 1o kill yeu,
because 1 have promised o do 6. But I
give you one more chance 1o live, You
care from the Sinvking Lantl”

There was a brightness and a shadow iin
his eyes, in quick succession, ss he diedidled!
to throw himself at ne, and then as he
changed his niindl, deciding thet the knife
was hiueh 160 clese to his heart.

And|, after thed, his face, his winsle body
leesenedmdwe?m;imiﬂewedasa
mmiﬁalgtmawﬂ,m
rag thet dangles frestily soaled on the llie.

1 waitisd], for 1 saw that speech of any
kind was impossible to hinn, just then.

Finslly he saidl, 'Yes, 1 am from the
Sninsking Lamd The wizards and the digiils
have told you! The wiitches have whis-
pered it in your esi.”

This was what he ssid thet almest
stopped niy heart The agony with which
he spoke niwde nne sure that he was Aot
lying, this time. And niy thought jumped
back to the laboraiory, and the dreadful
night of the explosion, and thet moment
seerned 1o be only 1en seconds, and hot a
whele year, before iis.

And 1 was robed with a mew strength,
because it seented to nne that mow 1 could
ot fail. One aiways feels that way when,
sfter following a dim idea, mew and sud-
den light strikes across the trail and shaws
g&@evenamaﬂpmofwthiﬂwmw

been dreaming,

1 was mot through with the Esquimaul
1 started to punip kinn sone make, of
course 1 wanied to rush at once 6 gues-
tions about Cleve Darvell, in thet mys-
ferious horthern couniry, wherever it i
be. But 1 found thet 1 hed
sturnbling bleek.

] have said too much for fear of
desdl)” said the Esquintaul "But already 1
am dying. 1 can feel their hends on e,
and their fire. Kill ne when you please;
because 1 shall be ready to die. To die by
@ bullet or the strcke of & kailfe is sweel-
hess A AplessrecompaaEiowraat Kbgy

a
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willl do! They will eut fire in ten thousand
pieces, and each separale piece shell die a
separale death”

CHAPTER VIII

LUCK AND A RIELE

T wias ttinee oﬁfcowmexctd]bnbhm;hm

The man h ad

IS
was 1 e the sleep o an unhappy og,
bR
I)fn
moan-

up! ;1 r%tl stared
y’ m“@%mf@%e
*g%ﬂ g e
ut Eﬁ% SCrews

Whily OTRh R}
Hﬁ’h%/shmtﬁﬂ_g

Yﬁa‘emé Thaad
SHERRiINES

4 mﬂfﬁem@s

a creafLre

Inslmt,thwghmisdoesmtﬂmkegeed
readiing, I had determined to get his seaet
of him, if steel could tear it, of fiee
it freel
I sat up and waiched hinn, umtil slegp
towerpewerme.Them,atlaﬁ,I
put kniife under niy body. The revsiver
m@mmepltefﬂiyﬂmilay

_ down and slept.

When 1 wakensd], 1 sat up with a yawa),

’mtvefymwhrefmm,fefmeans

dead inside ap ice-house. And out-
it, where 1 should have o go seen to
the dogs, the blizzard was soreaming
thamﬁgerveieemaﬁev@r I shodk

Amd then the menvory of the day be-
fore, aandl tte ttivongiit «if the Saking Tlawag,
and poor Cleve Darrell, carne Fushing over
e and roused me ip earnest, THe aones
and the Rains went sult of 1, aaao | faeed
tofanThingy capiive.

He was gonell

E ﬁs@

FTER ihe first shualder, 1 ﬂi@eb
%ﬂﬂﬁﬂ that he weuld ?
return, Nothing eould faee thet b
few living things weuld eare 1o even eE%eB

before it. He, being desperate
prightt. have %ut fewg%lﬂ
would eeﬁwaeteb Esmleef his feal@laﬂ%
pianaeg i shile wiken e cne
t haif frazem,i { teg
By ot bererwopxkred gt
happened 16 it atter he Had fled m

Land niiight be, it was a place from wiiidh
this rascal had fletiin ardier to escape ficam
thom  whadeaertihe ynigiohtb e Thhatwass
why he hadl been so desperately eager to
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go south, that was why he was willing to
take such low wages and throw in the
sexvices of his nian-huinting dog. Yes, tlinaie
finust be crime behind hinn, a crime of
such proportions that it had hournded him
out of niy hut and rade him throw sl
avay in the storm.

But how 1 cursed myself that 1 had not

to tear his secrets out of his un-
willlng mnouth. 1 knew now that there was
a Smakiing Land to be reachsd. And noth-
ing mote.

So far as 1 knew there were mardly sume
islands to the morth, none of them a Snadlc
ing Land, and the rest of the wide waste
stretching to the Pole was seadice. What
fool would adventure blindly out on that
ice, on that shiifting, cruel trail?

The blizzard lasted amother full day.
When it endied, T wemt out and found,, fiisst
and forennost, two of niy dogs dead and
half eatern; and near one of the carcasses,
with the telitale red stain still about its
finezle and breast, was the man-hunting
of the lost Esquimau.
got oult 1y g, but at the sight of it
big dog simply ran a little distance
lhleﬁstoped

slinnost laugined], amgry andfienceass 1l
\ms the dog’s idiotic notion that a gum
could not kill at that short distamce. But
while 1 hesitaded, it came back, whining,
and then turmed away and jogged off in tine
direction it had taken before, plainly ask-
ing nie to follow. Se, after fastening on my
snow shiees, 1 trekked along behind him.

1 guessed whet the traill would be, and
when the direction continued straight
south, 1 knew that it wes after the Esqui-
fifeu that we were voyaging.

We went two or three milles before the
dog stopped and scratched at the snow.
There 1 started diigging, and a yard under
the frozen upper crust, 1 found the mam
from Smcking Land lying peacefully
asleep, and forever.

There was no pain in his face, but a
dreary, blurred, frozen expression

There was nothing that 1 could do ex-
cept to exanmine his clothes and ffi myiciwliet
1 could that mgiht hellp me afterwards.

dog

1
the
mﬂ
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But 1 found nothing at all— There was

I'm mfraidﬁmtitmmﬂsgmulish, buit
before nme was a trail the rnere thought of
which stopped niy heart And if this man
lmdeomefromﬂaeﬁmﬂmgmw,prob-
ably 1 would need just such body coveriing
to keep nie from freezing op the way. 1
tsekﬂaefwfss,ﬂi]erafafe,mdwhmlhad
smpped m, 1 found, exactly in the een-
ter of hi bfemt, a nark that looked like
a ruddly shaped M,

It was not a very old scar. It was puc-
kered blue, but it had the look of & eut
that had been nade within a few months
at the outside. And 1 took to wondering
whet that letter could stand for.

B4 could stand for mwenkh promener;rys
a lot of other thimgs. Buit in Engllish sgpeedn
it would generally stand for musdcler.

And that fitteldin wiilln 1y @i guesses
about him.

So 1 went back to my team gloomy and
grim. My problem was beginning to be
finore and nnare complicated. Hiad this maan
been branded for a crime—and driven ouit
from the Smking Land to perish? Was It

Bu, if ﬂwtmsm,wmtmmcf
people were they in the Smoking Land—
who practiced the use of the alphabet as
civilized people know [t?

1t was another puzzler, and perhaps be-
cause it came on top of so nuch other
nystaty, it scemed to nie the miest con-
fusing and heartbreaking problem of all.

FROMI where 1 was, it was about three

and a -
fwent ing the white in the lead.
Itwasbyﬁ@g@ed.Asale%nhewasa

marel. He was swift and tireless, and
could read the snew iR & fMaRElBUs Way,
could net be worked with otiner
wadched him like a hewlk every
proment 1 Was aeke, but on eaeh of tlae
ﬁfﬁttﬁUUhBHH;ShBﬂcKlﬂadaadégg T1twagsHa0
lenger @ guestion of hunger but plaialy

or
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and solely because he was a8 fiigidierandndof that lamdt now 1 simply wemied to

a killer,

=

Stild
But 1 got into Point Barrow iilinus four
dogs,
RS

REE
g%
i
e

%5
2,

o)

£

s
:
®

thing at least 1 had learmsdt 1 did

of the Sancking Land any more.
1 hed made myself a joke for too long,
and fow 1 § wanied to get the best
advice as 1o € ah island, 8 coasider-
able islandl, must lie out there o the ).

tack,
resullis, and cursed nmiyself for mot having
done it before. 1 found that every whales
in those troubled waters firnilly believed
in the existence of a large body of lapd
somewhere towards the ice Pole. 1 found
that even melesrologists were apt 16 ex-
plain certain peculianties of the wind by
suppesing 2 ness of lane—either ene is-
jand or several—=in the sane direstion.
this many, many

2
i

%ﬁ%ﬁ@ before? Simply

1 o
Wielll, since iy emcounter with -the whiite

lngkies  herdest

Al el
2B I b RO, d

know where it was and how to get there.
I have to eplsin asbout the lce Fde

gieent  to some of you, perhaps. The true Nerth

Pole, the North Pole of Amundsen aad
Peary, lies about & thousand fiiles north
of Point Barrow, But thet is net the
point for an explorer 1o reach,
The eenter of difficuliy, When it eormes to
travel, lies in anether girestion. It is west
of nerth and abeut eight hunered wiles
ffeetmatme %Oéﬁlt.- wmgfm_ 5 it eiimm@uit te
get at js the sweep of iee jams S
found it; the true Pole i5 hueh hearer—
REAVEY By w6 huhered piles—te the switar
i of 1his qaivar of GHficiky

1 learned mast of these dhiings—at least,
1 Jearned them in the mest conviacing
fashjm—ﬁemw lhggfeatNeﬁ
wegian explorer, was ak Point Barrod
during iy stay. And 1 opened niy heart to
entig 1 il my ek, 1 neceeary, Bt
wainting 1o risk niy neek if necessary,
that 1 weuld like {6 get across the ice to
fiad t Baet 1 feuoaff1dand,tleenmesti #aaeesssi-
ble in the wenld, if it existed at all.

But Scanderov had an ugly nature, in
a sanse. Hie Inadl a wiidle, thiinlipped mouth
and a blunt jaw, and little, grim eyes, andl
when 1 told him fy desire and asked for
his advice and he simply said,
You'll break your sack if you ty, but
you'll never reach the 1ee Polka?”

That was discouraging But them, 1 bad
lived rubbing elbows with discouragennent
for nore than a year and a half, with a
dream of Cleveland Dartell aiways in the
back of iy brain. Despair can becofme a
neighbor so fanmliar thet at length it will
be@@sed.%emtwasbym@,@tt_h@
time, To the nen of many disappeint:
ments, one grain of the least encourage-
mert is 2 wine thet lasts for years, and
1 hed hed Ry eneou from the
dead man!

1 mever would have ad any tuck with
Scandeyov had it mot been for Murder.
1t was on account of Murder thet he had
wasted any time on nte in the beginning,
for he was a fellow who fever threw vy

Esquimeu, 1 was aanvinest! off theesidstacee  his tifie on strangers. Bult the look of the

5 A5
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white dog interested hinn, and be wanted
to know where 1 had got Murder from.
It was a thing about which 1 did not like
to talk. 1 natually did not want to tell

AslmlthwderthatﬁmtgﬁM
fne the wise ear of Scandisioy: and it was
Murder again who fiinzlyyimate Scandleov
open the book of his niind to nme. 1t hap-
pened in this wagy.

1 kept the wiiiite dog muzzed wiile 1
was about the Point. There was sametiiing
about hinn—either his look or bulk, or the

81

tection, but to keep it out of idle, envious
handis, and fronn the path of gossip.

So I tickled the hollow of the breed's
tiwoat with the point of my knife, and
told him to quiet down and Inchnaxe.

were two things about this tinet

01 4 we@p@ﬂ=the

hed taken from the white Esguimiay.
When he canie at e with the

1 ssiidl, “Here's the kaiife. Take 8 Jook for

fistyysqmniopthhinppearpgst Khetadekt e yoursakt”

rest of his kind steer clear of hinn Scan-

Hiis eyes faitly devoured it “Wiere did

derov even suggested that lne wissnookdxi¥ly you get it?”

a dog at alll, but & mew walfjitie spargias tHaat
closely resenibled a dog. He went on talk-
ing about the teeth, but got inlo such a
language about nnclavs, denisls, canines,
could not follow him.
the strap of the muzzle

at ny heels, andl
before 1 knew what he was up to, he was
a good fifty vards offf, attacking the pet
dog of a hailf-breed Indian.

The breed enyptied his rifle at Murder,
and I nmore than half hoped that he weulidl

Kill hinn, but shooting at Murder in fiighht,

was like shooting at a smipe in full flight
down the windl The breed miissed every
shot, gave his dead dog a look, and then
decided to take it out on me.

He made a swiift dash at nwe, his knife
out and descending just as 1 was getting
ready to use miy fistss 1 gnaiidved! tine Hagrddie
of niy own knife and jerked it out, but
the breadfs blade struck swiiftly down at
niy breast.

Except for a thing 1 had forgotten, I

the steel driving home. But it crashed to
bits with a shivering sound like breaking
glass, and there stood the breed with the
useless hilt of the knife in his handl It
burst to bits ageinst the cuirass 1

slill wesring—wearing not for pro-

“ILook here, Scantiowoy” said I, “you
want to know why 1 wear a charmed life,
and—"

"1 don’t give a rap about your life.”

"You want to know what I’ weatlng
under my furs, and about the dog, and
about the knife Well, Scandierov, 1 want
to learn everything that you kiow about
the Ice Pale, and how to get there”

He stared at nre with a sort of fiedeee
contempt in his eyes; ss though 1 bad
asked a poet to teach hie how to wiite dine
nnest beautiful lyric in the world, or the
greatest epic. Finally he said, “All Fightf,
I'll exchange information with youl.”

"You'll owe rine ssonectaeat, tHeen. Biyy/nee
dhmermdabottleofwhﬁey and I'll do
nnost of the

We talked umtil long after nnidinigit. 1
told him the whdle incredible story, be-
ginning with Cleveland Darrell, and the
explodon...

There is a sort of blood relationship
anmong scientists, and I ca't tell you how

1 carried straigit through wiith the wetid]
night in the laboratory and I wound up
with the halfbreed Esquintau—it that was
what he was—lylng frozen, face down in
the siowy, and that fnark on his chest,

Scanderov gave nie his undiivided atten-
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tion. He picked up the knife, for the
fortieth time, and turned from that to the
cuirass, which 1 hed unbuckled and laid
on the table before him,

Then he said, as he flickel the thin,
tapering knife blade with his thunib and
forefinger, and let it jerk free and vibeate
with & waspish hun;

"There’s no other piece of wood like
this, except the bit in the Snrithsonian,
There's 1o other bit of steel like this,
either. Not in the entire worldl 1 know
something about nnetzlluigy. No place,
that is (o say, except perhaps in your
Siincking Lamdl”

"You donm't believe in such a place”’
said 1.

"Disbelief and belief, 1 try to rule out
of miy nnimd];” said Scanderov.

“"Howevexr;,” said 1, “now I'll listea to
yourpmtofﬂaebmmnl—ﬂowmnlto
get to the Ice Polle®’

"Take dogs and trawel” said Scanderov.

1 controlled iy tempear. “1 want speCIal
information, sbout the journey,” said 1
"How am 1 1o try to ke it

"with ludk” ssid Scanderov.

That got nneflighki ngomaat], tutt ffker 2,
he was a gentleman and did live wp to our
agreennent. He simply nmeant that he con-
sidered the journey inmpossible, even for
hirnsdlf; how, thenm, could a crude pew
hand like nre accomplish anything? That
was logical, on his pait. But beyond that
point of logic, he went on to tell ne exaty-
thing that he could.

in the first place, he chilled my blood
by saying that 1 would have to travel
alone, for the good reason that 1 should
never be able to get anyone to go with
fine. In the second place, he told nme just
whet ny outfit should consist of, and bhe
broached the idea with which Stefansson
hed startled the world some time back—
thet a nen with a good rifle and a touch
of skill never need to starve when he's on
Avctic ice. For there is plenty of life in

thet waler to support winde shoals of figf),

and the fiisthsyppant wittle scatiered aiies
of sesls, and wherever sesls huint, they
have to come to the ice holes to breathe

and be killed, or lie on the ice basking—
and be killed.

That, in short, was the plan which
Scanderov evolved for ne: a rifle, a light
slediboat, annmutiiion—and lucki Aad
then perhaps if by a niikacle 1 survived—
the Ice Pole.

CHAPTER 1X

SEA JOURNEY

FIROM the first, Scanderov told e
that 1 was, plainly, a foel. He said
that & picked erew of about five men, Al
perhaps thirty of thefinestaags, perfest
equipment, and s6 of weuld have ome
ehance in twenty of reaching the goal; oF
of mnekdng @ safe retuin, Oke Aeh alone
eould never tur the trigk.

"Well, so far as 1 kimowy” 1 saidl, “one
mmmmiemetﬁpfromﬂieﬁmkingLﬂmi
to Alaska. So one nmen ought o be able
to returm”

He looked at nne and said mothing, but
hiis eyes were considering me, gravely.

Then he “I'mn ot sorry for
fellows like you. You get a lifetime of
fun et ¢ff tie araziest ottt of A0 aatvaniine,
and the fun lasts up to the death struggle.
So whats the loss to you? When 1 say
that one ninen has mw dinanae 11 Stagdly rhssan
—welll, a sprained ankle can feke & witwle
party of seven or eight liny; but a spErinet]
snkle is death to a single man”

1 worlt sprain my ankle, them.”

He grinned at mre with feal friendship.
And he argued mo more, but gave nie all
the help he could.

1 contributed one idea of iy owm. 1
was (o be single-handiedt and therefore 1
niight as well work with a single dog, and

a one-dog sledHboat! 1t would save trouble
in the care of the dogs, it would save
sonmuiiiion that would otherwise be used
up in shootlng food for the aminnsls And
1 had in Murder a dog as strong as three,
with an instinct for all northem diifficulifies
of the trail,

Scanderov thought it nnight be difficult
to work out a sled-boat light enough to
handle and yet big enough to hold & maan
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and a dog. But we proved that the thing
could be dinne.

1 spent & solid month nnekding prepara-
tions. Everythlng was weiteatl curthyyHaardd;
1 don't think that 1 fook with e a single
ready-made article except a rife and the
annmuirition for it. That was one place
wheare 1 had to be exiravagant, for as
Scanderov ssiidl, it would be easy to starve
without bullets for the guin; whereas if 1
were overloaded, 1 could sinply throw
avway a part of the load at any time If
the riflefinalyiuset] wip iiks llast Shaf, then
1 could fall o with a harpeon, Esquimau
fashiion.

The Esquimauix laughed when they saw
the size of the sled. And in other ways, it
was the strangest sled ever madie, 1 dare
say, because the nnaterial of which it was
composed was alntost emtirely whalebone.
Whalebone and best simew, welded and
compounded umtil mnaximum strength and
nninlmum weight were attained. When the
sled wasfinigtedd ]l coulldl Hantle iit witn
one handl 1 could thwow it about, and no
moettier how it strudk, it neither demted nor
broke!

The heaviest item was the canvas which
was to be my temt, my bed wrapping, zurdi
the skin to fit over the sled, and turn it
into a camoe! My skis, fiitteddiim orissoross
at the center of the sled, would distend
the sides and give nme a crafft, when occa-
sion rose, capable of tramsporting a very
considerable weight of provisions or other
niecessities.

Butt there were few other necessities. A
knife, a gum, ammuniiiiom, the sled, the
oll-soaked canvas, the dog. That wes aiistit

Then the time came to mrexch out onto
the sea ice.

HIRED a pair of packers to get me

over the ridge of ice thrown up by the
winter jams; we labored nmost of the day,
and then 1 found nyself out on the
siooither ice of the open sea. There 1 said
the Esquintauk, and to Scan-
derov. We didin't waste nnany words, but

leed.
1 was started], howewer. AL the last mo-
nant 1 would have tuimed back, becanise

hﬂdtagoferggfdwjthdwt_mm
shanie compelled me Shene is & queer
devil, The nwderer who has nnede a
meekery of shane by the shennelessness of
his erime, yet mey feel the shanne of
eowavglice that tuFns IHR0; Hloach BRYQ AN Hbe
seaffoldl. 1 was playing the here oF foel aut
there on the epen ice, realizing that o talk
ia{beut@ﬁmgﬁvefyahﬁef@ﬁﬁmmd@mg

But 1 don't want to talk about the ice.
1 could waite hondieds of thousands of
words sbout it, because those days are
wiitten into niy fnernary with the sort of
ink that traces a thousand words a mifuee
and never fades out! But 1 have o
whet lay behind the iee. 1 have to

Lanel, sifice that is the shore
1 reached. Yes, 1 iy as well throw avay
slispense, and put anyself en that shere,

Yet 1 am almost irresistibly tenmpted to
put in sonmething for the eight nnonths of
fiy journey over the ice.

Why do 1 call it a journey at all? Why
shoulldiit 1 speak of ny voyage? Because,
during nearly every nnonnent of that time,
1 was being carried by one cuirrent or an-
othey, drifting preity steadily.

1 should like to waite at lengfh, for in-
stance, of how 1 found myself sailing on
afiifty-acecidand of jios, andl how 1 kept
on sailing on it for a nnomth, sometimes
seeing other ice lands in the distance, blue
%ag?ﬁl alone i?;gugb mﬁg?hyassaé?f
That island was kind to fre. 1t brought
the sedls 1o bask en its shore, fattening
Mirder and rie. Axlalaneal|, wiille wiss
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on it, the currents bore it almost steadily
toward the North.

1 remember the dillling, pullsimg, up-
welling joy that kept niy heart in my
throat for four days, because during those
days a powerful gale was striking that is-
landl, and rmeking it trenble, and amadiiing
it with ponderous waves—but all the witille

e hung due in the sowth, and drove
fwe gloriously op fiy chosen way.

My white island split in two, divided,
and re-divided, and at last, one day, I
found that 1 was walking on a surface tinet
had once been level, but which was now
rapidly sloping to the side. 1 was anmazed.
There was no wind pressure, them, to ac-
sount for the thing. 1t was as though some
sublerannean nonster were thrusting up
against my island from beneath, but as
the increased, 1 reslized at last that
iy iceberg wes sk turning over! A
%m@mmlsme,lmkmw

Well, 1 had| literally, exactly helf an

though oiled, shining fike the belly of a
grest fish.

And wiith its nnoverment, it cast out sl
dering waves, like those winich wriggle out
from the side of a great liner.

Those waves pushed me back to a sdfer
distance. And mow 1 sat in the sled-boat
and looked gloomily back at my happy
honne—uypside down!

It sounds funmy, to say it, but it was
gt f fuingy aatt Haatnmomsent 1 Htwassdalemedd
dismngll, and there was mot a solitary gleam
of ice in any direction through that close,
gray day, and the sea was choppy, tossing
niy feather of a boat about, and tossing in
& gallon or so ot water, mow and them.

jou
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And Murder? He sat in the center of
the boat, with his head polnting true as
any compass needle a little west of north!
Yes, 1 knew then, and 1 had guessed it
before, that Murder hed an instinct as
sure as that of a bird winging bome!

1 had a bright idea, after a tine Al-
though miy island had tuirned over, it was
still an island, though a snisller one, So
1 sinfplly hauled to the Jeewsrd of if, and
found a place where the cliff could be
scaledl, and landed again.

T WAS not as connfortable as before,
for the suiface was sheer ice; whereas
previously 1 had hed a hard blanket of
mmm However, the berg salled
upside dew, aﬁdb@remeeveﬂmmu
%a%ﬁ@ﬂ%@eﬁim@a’@wm&%
ing smiashing & Sfiﬁtai Wh
aboul one anethers eavs 1 mean It
bmu%mmmagre&ti@@ﬁm
1 about ten riiiles in teh i
through that grinding iﬁferm@.m%ggil?
it split away beneath nne; snd 1 drove for
days in a terrible gale that kept me
drenched with spray and put in my ears
a warse sound then dhe loon-laughter of
that half-witted Esquimau!
That was in the eighth month of my

rmey.

1 think that 1 had given up any real
hope about three or four nionths before,
and the only thing that kept ne going,
paddling m*th through the iron-gray, icy
weder, or trekking overland wiith the mightt
of Murderhmliﬁgﬁtlhetfseeg was a
blind determination bora out of the very
years wihich 1 hed alresdy devoted {o the
gquest, For long invested time is in itself a
sort of eapital which pays you ah interest,
after a while, and keepsyeurhaﬁﬂbat
Your Work,

But on this day, 1 nnade sure that 1 was
passing to the end of the warld and of my
life, too, for the gale blew nme from the

towards a low-lylng cloud. It

was darker below, and lighter above. And

even the nerve of Murder seamed

to have deserted himn, for he sat down and
howded like thefiemicktiat ke was.
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Was 1t this that cleared ny tired eyes
for me, and ntade nie look again? At any
rate, it was then that 1 knew I was blow-
ing wpon a lee shore!

CHAPTER X
THE RUNNING DOG

ES, it was what niy heart had always

known it would be—as like as a thi
once actually seen, and rementbered out o
childheod—a vision that did net shiink at

the touch ef feﬂmy Rather, 1tgrewg@afar

am g, heigtaeniing: s

1@@ By ¢ Bétdem%ﬂlmmﬂéﬂ?dte
1ited ihte iFen

the broken 1op of memghesterjwm@bé hialf

m a daﬂs fst relled forth upen the

It was the Samoking Land!

Now, I am not ordinarily very emo-
tionall: and to this day 1 can bardly im-
agine nyself dolng what I know 1 did then,
I dropped upon my knees, and put up my
hands like a child, and thanked God. For
there it was, clearer than fiy drean. Aad
in it, I told myself, was Cleveland Dat-
rell—"boand nortlh of Alaska for tre
Sinsing Handdiedhd-2-"

And—winat?

Well, perhaps 1 should findl that out,
also, and what power or powers bad
snafched him away to this end of the
world.

Now, at the very time that I saw the
end of my long labor before me and the
goal under the touch of my eye, at that
very moment my thankfulness my grati-
tude, my joy washed out of me in a single
breath.

For I've memtioned that 1 was blown on
a moare reagget] fhagmenttodfices nmablagowadtih
a swiift curvemt towards a lee shore,

To right and to left the cliffs came out,
vast and sheer, gleaming and adrip with
ice and the dull twilight. And to my right
and left the cliffs stood forth, while 1 drove

on niy staggering sheet of ice straight into
the hollow maw of a bay.

To have aimed at the solid wall of the
cliffs would have been better, for the bay,

like a -savage, enormous mouth, was fittédd
with teeth niwsiched to its size. Broken,

Jjutting rocks received the rush of the

waves, and the wietars were turined| to sy
and spunie that il of feet up-

wardl, 1 swesr, and then blew as level rain

out of sight across the unknown land.

The longer sway of the open sea gave
way to a sickening and irregular pitch, like
the leaping of a bucking horse

And now all was blotted out by the
denseness of a passing squalll; and when I
looked again, the cliffs were changed and
brought nearer and niade more terrible by
their white sheath o6f snow.

My heart was sinking, before. But now
it lay like a stone in the bottom of the pit.
1 was too frightened to fed fear. 1 was 100
overwhelmed by the awesomeness of the
sight, and by the majesty of the sound,
though 1 knew that the next nnomemt I
would be plunged to death on the rocks.

And they seemed to mie to move, the
waves standing still, and the unspeakable
granite jaws closing upon the verge of the
sea and blowing it forth again like a white
sninoke.

We came down with a rush on a jutting
point—and then swerving with an unex-
pected current a little to the side, I saw
before ne a dim and glimmering hope, for
the rocks parted and what seemed a safe
cove was revealed.

1 say winat seemed a saffe cove, for 1 had
only the merest glimpse of it through the
thundering and the dashing of that mo-
mend, and then a great wawve, a master
wave of tham'all, picked us up—me and
the sled and the great dog Murder, and
the little ice island under us—and whirled
us in the air as a child spins a top, and
flatipous s dprapddilikea asinee.

I think the mere fligitt twough the air
was what knocked mme out of . . . timel

OR 1 remember that my wild impres-
sion was of being a youngster again
and standing in a great shop, piled with
crockery, and with fragile, beautiiful glass
vases all around, and the windle mess apabih-
ing with a sort of nmwsic about my ears.
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Then 1 woke up, frozem, being choked
by hands that worked on miy throat.
1t was Mlurdier, who had e by the mgpe

known anything warnner than the blood of
a mewlly killed sedll, or the horribly soiok-
ing fllamecof iy rinus sioue, over which

of the neck and wvasttiggiiiachbheklwititialblifof 1 cookedl And mow here was hest actually

his niiight, pullling ne out of the freezing
wash of the water along the shore.

1 got up, as well as 1 coulld. 1 thought
that niy right hip was brokem, where the
revolver had jammed agginst it, but then I
found that 1 could walk.

Yet still, 1 had no real consciousness of
safety. No more safe than a nman who lnes
landed on the very shores of the region
of death, so leaden-dark, and so filled with
thunder was alil of this land before me.
But then 1 saw a little distance abead

my sled, lying unbrokem, neither

and iy wits in a single stroke.

What was iin ttive Siet] wess sseoune amougin,
having been lashed to the twarts. 1 got
out the hamess, and with my stiff hands
imanaged to fasten Murder in place. Then
1 msde a weaving way among the rocks
and up the slope and over the upstanding
rim of cliffs which reccived the blast of the
south witindl.

Once over the hill, the yell of the orm
grew less, and that was abebip AAvaastniiee
js to the brain like a blanket which stifles
the moutln. It was an umbelievable relief
winen 1 found myself umder shelter from
the wind and from the racket. And then |
found a small stream of wefer running
down the hillside, issuing from the dark
iweuth of a cave.

1t did not strike me as strangp, at first,

floving goveer tHae fivazen govaiwdd odf tiee
Avetic!

1 felt my forehead kimot hawdl in & fhown.
1 waas gyeeatly woortied Il wannseht toddossarae-
thing about it. 1 wanted to stop that huyiid

have a large-scale comnnercial adaptation.

1 could mtgtmhwmiytoﬁsafeeal
per day would be necessary o hest so
fiuch wvaler 16 such a re.

Then all of this problem dissolved, and
left nie laughing at ny foolishnress, for I
rezlized that 1 was in the Sicking Land,
some eight hundred miilles as the bird filees
from the nearest outpost of clvilization—
some eight nandlns journey lay behind me.

ES, 1 could reslize, mow, exactly what
Scanderov hed nesnt when he said
that 1 would have t6 have unfailing ludk
G v ety Pl e vk By o
iter me
nape of lheneGEm
Sometime 1 would have to face the
ghastly inypossibility of retuin, though 1
could hardlly hope that luck like that weulkdl
come ftwiice to one man At the
thougl, 1 could put that thought behind
me. There was and nore tham
enough in the present toffill Ly miiind¥
1 was hungy, my furs and face were
caked with ice; 1 was weak, and wobbly
in the lkiness. THeesHoobkI | Hagdhiseent rsoggh

fhen 1 saw water rumwringBuBuvhehed | hed been so great that 1 was still thawing

reslized that that comparative trickle
shouild have been frozen solidly across, long)
agm,l went to it staggered with amaze-

As]wmtmer,lmﬁnatltm
the darkness of the cave that clouded the
sheen of the streamn; there wes actually a
vapor rising thickly from its surfface. The
wanter was hot—so hot that 1 could hardly
touich it!

It hiRd been eight months since 1 had

out , 80 to speak, inch by ineh,
mﬂtheresﬁllmenmdtabeyafdsef ice,
50 1o speak, surrounding iy lneatt.

So 1 got up there in the nmouth of that
cave from which the hot stream poured,
and from the sled put out my supplies, it
the seal fat into the primus stove, and
lighted it with a match from my fold of
oiled silk, and started cooking, and adding
snother layer of soot to the deep sgaegeie
wihich had been settling on fne throughout
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these nnomilne. For 1 had long ago ceased
being a wiite nram Tivere waasaougdin pouee
carbon on miy hide to nizke a giwss of lead
pemdls. 1 could have written an encyclo-

paadiia, using niyself for the inkpot, so to
speak.

However, there 1 saf, shivering a little,
only as umcumniortsble, say, as a cat in a
hiill stornn, and coniforting a belly already
fill bldwiviihmeegtwivtintiehbegt tlibef fugg-
rance and the black power of well boiled
tea

Mlurder had eaten, too, but instead 01!

back- antl fiardh @ekess tthe meouth of the
cave, over the stream from side to
side, pacing like a tiger behind the bars

of its cage.

, whille 1 watched him sleep-
ily, contentedlly, he went down into the
nnouth of the cave, and into the deep, diark
thwoat behind the mouth.

Hie disappeared. He was gone for a liomg)
time @ tifiis prowling) exqetiition. Auwmdl theer),
evemtuidlly, he came by me without a
sounnd—the terrible Murder, the brave
Miuirdex, the hero senscless to fear, scam-
peting with his tail tucked between his

legs, and rurining with such desperate ef-

fort that the wiintldf Hhisppesisinf fanedchyy

face, and 1 saw the standing hair of his
back thrown into waves by his efforts to
go faster!

1 laughed a litdle, at the sight of him,
but nevertheless, 1 got out nry Colt.

It was hardlly likely that Murder had
fun away from mothing at all, and what-
ever he had scem, from the look of him,

he thought was still flyimgat khiis hedls.
Then 1 weint tio tine llaccasiecamid
shouted, but thefleeit a

, alheadly
dim silhouette, quite faded into the rolling
niniist, and all my yelling did mot bring kiinn
back.

It was the first time he had disobeyed
nne. 1 stopped laugimmg,. There wes not a
smille in me, for 1 began to guess that
there was more than smoke in the Smok-
ing Land.

CHAPTER XI
CAVERN IN THE ROCK

]IDAREmyﬂntmnmcan.quiteun-
his Ypadt ficlllies. Maedly to be
distmtfromoufidlaelesmmemmn
But 1 adiit that 1 can-
mtatﬂiisﬂﬁi\ereeﬁzewmtiﬂduoedm
to siay like an inert bulk in that cavenn
fron witiidh exan M idiar Haall iun asaay!

For 1 knew that he was mo ordinary ani-
nnell, and that he was not the sort to tum
tail and flee from nothing at all. No, he
was more likely to stand by and try his
teeth on its thwoat If he would venture to
attack eight fierae huskies, each one of
whiich was alnnost the equial of a wolf in
single combat, wiat was it that had sent
him scanipering in this manner?

Yes, 1 actually asked niyself those ques-
tions whille 1 rennained there in the cave.
So the @rlly way 1 can exilein myy sstphiiity
in remaining there is by rennebering that
1 hadl been rubbing shouiders for so many
nnonths with dangers so infinite that even
the fitigit taf Minndisr ssamed] inconsaquisn-
tial to e

When 1 madie out that Murder had gome
for the time being, and gone both far and
fast, 1 stood in the nnouth of the cave amdl
bﬁgw after hinn, heartily  wishing him

1 dietermnined to explore the cave for my-
self. 1 did not know the charniing possi-
bilitles of the Simuoking Land and 1 did
not expect to nnect anything worse than a
good-sized polar bear.

I returmed to nny stove and| neadle 2 toigin
to light niy way into the cave.

The torch was siniple emough to fashion,
for 1 foundl, close to the cave mouth, no
doubt murssd and emcouraged by the
wamnth with which the hot water thawed
the winter from the groumd, some low-
growing stwubs wiich looked like a sort
of willow.

1 wes amezed to see ow the windis of
the earth scatter seeds, so that every avail-
able crevice, even in this far-offf, frozen
land of nmystery, could furmish a resting
place for transported vegetation.
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Well, 1 broke off a quantity of the wil-
lows—if that’s wihet they were—and twist-
ing them together into a stkar], ligivet! tHae
ggsl and feténdf that meymbuﬂ;gd qge;r;?

although of course with a
of aaig;e;, and a light was rather a

1 found niyself stuntbling no
iore over the irregularities of the sutface,
but walling easily upright. 1 stopped and
blew on the glowing end of niy torch until
a fewfamee ) cut off i, Al wiean 11
hed this increased light, there was pleaty
for fie to see.

1 was in & reguilarly formed halll, about
twenty feet or nmore in breadth and half
sgain as high, and thirty paces in
length. The stream ran through the center
three lﬂg‘é@meﬂ ] Mwi

separale levess, hg Iblo & poo
gach before it passed on. The hesat it
a@_ out was Recgntiille tho Adiggene, whbere

iee of the euter air was shut out, and
1 besan {9 sweat 25 if 1 hedl been walling
2 Jong distanee up till-

A weird thing it was t walk into the
bowels of an Arctic mountin and fimdi
there all the signs of civilized development.
For that rock, as far as 1 could nizke out,
wigs a sort of black grawiite, or diorite. It

2
®

=

was taaid asfik i taadchay greaticiehl doghber,

and even the feeble rays from miy torch
senit long glimmering streaks down the
wallls, a5 if across the stwiace of water.

1 huried over to the left side wall to
see what mark of tools 1 couldfimd] .Amdl
there were nonel

T stone surface was as smooth as
plaster—as snmooth as g)lass! Egyptians
gt the height of their skill had never
polished rock any mmore carefully or skill-
fully thap this, not even when they were
fashioning nioauntents for their dead and
geified monarchs.
1 rubbed my hend across the glassy-
smooth sunface-plame, and found it a little
danmp from the vapors of the stream.

It was a miwade, sil right. Bu not the
sort of a niwacle that Awde A want to
lf)%l]lgwthefwsiﬂg exaniple of Murder, anl

In thefirstyllass, iif dine le wik Haadl
carved suehaebaﬁiblafeut%hl@maf

aoadgh the neuntain still exdsted, they were prob-

ably civilized enoush 1o give me t
{reatnient. whet s

southern land and learn whet was hap-
i e v e
€ou SiX-
inch steel of the doors of Cleveland Dar-
rels laboratory and observe him at his
work? That was & neat little Fiddle.
Aeroplanes? Men who could hew this
reom out of granite would perbaps be dllle
to construct sn seroplane if they wanted
{6, Anything of a fmechainical neture mMust
be within grasp of their intelligenes.
But then a nmore probable solution
Jeaped across my mimdl 1t scemed so rea-
sonable that 1 accepted it for true,
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What if a great nation, or an alliance of

89
feeling exactly as if I'd been hit by a

nations, Heatiphlamnedt deaotvivestiimeasans straight left to the fiage.

forwlhmt, the otlher
countries vmuld lie helpless at their feet?

The first thing for them to do would be
to findl a secret place for the execution of
their designs. And where could secrecy be?
Spies and spy systems penetrate every-
winsie. They had followed Cleveland Dar-
redl to his far laboratory in the nididle of
the Western desart, and they had freely
passed by his steel door to learn what wias
in his mind.

What was wamied would be a place
whiich would mot be reached because its ex
isterice was unknown And what places on
this globe are utkinowm? Only certain dis-
tricts near the north and the south jplles.

1t seenned to nne that 1 certainly had it
ypon the truth. Darrell had been stolen
simply because they wanted to force firam
him the secrets of which he was the mas-
ter, and wiiich, lodged in the hands of the
war lords, would at & single eonyp epabhle
them o fnester the planet!

This chamber would be sinply one of
the experiment rooms which had been
carved out—one of the laboratory out-
houses, one of the way stations, used for
a firme, and then Alarddare.

Buit 1 was ssitasteat] Hyy tHeekkioodddgige: et
nien who kad done so nnuch, andl had ad-
vetitured such a crime as that of
stealing Darrell from his work, would not
hesiiste, now, fo blot nme out, if they
caught e,

Mly torch was burming lower and lower,
s0 1 tumed around to reach the outer
chanber of the cave, its matural nnouth of
it, or whet hed looked like it when 1 had
been in it: 1 husried along at a good pace.

Even after 1 had left the chamber be-
hind nne, 1 was surprised that 1 saw no
sigh of daylight before ne But perhaps
fily eyes had been strained in the toreh-
light, or were dull from the sncke, or per-
heps that northern sky hed been overcast
with hesvier and lower sweeping clouds?

Then suddenly 1 bumped my nose
straight into a solid wall!

1 sat down with a thwdl, invelumtaitiky;

The torch fell out of iy hand], and its
loosened branches fareDugpt
sled and the primus stove, and the Hatiness
of Murder. Yes, 1 was at the entrance of
the cave, well anaugh), tou iinsiest] of 2.1 fsee
passage to the out-of-doors, there lay
8Cross path & snnooth and gleaming
wall of rock, like the polished waills
of the chamber 1 had just left behind me!

T(—MTmswhmlredized that 1 had

been a fool, and my dog had been

wiise! Oh\,yes,leeuld look back with a

hingsight and see that 1 should

taken the hint long age from Murder

and followed him when he saw fift {6 fun
with atl s speed.

At once a sense of ulter hopelessness
and helplessness ook hold of nne. For thwow
could 1 menege to resist powers that were
sble to raise sheer walls before five out of
the earth?

1 picked up a rock and tried to sound
the thickness of that sheet of granite—if
granite it was that gleanied like hard iron!
Butt though 1 broke the heavy stone, ffhakl-
ly, 1 could not detect any hollowness in
the sound ewoked by the hannmeting I
tried high and 1 tried low, but it was al-
ways the sante. 1 seented 1o be besting et
against & well but upop the solid chest of
the reurtain itself!

Yes, 1 judged that to give back such an
unvaried note, the slab of stone nnust be
three or four feet thick. 1magine, thenm, tie
snnounit of power necessary to lift a wall
of that thickness across the front of a cave
@fﬂwsize,mﬂlwihemekwsh
lently that 1, not very far down a
cave which finust mdtgly nises]like ot ale-
bhone receiver held at the ear, hed kot
heard even & witigar ttp sstatle nipe!

1 mnsistened my diry lips, and fimsllly got
to niy feet to micke myself a new torch.
And as 1 did that, ripping up imore of the
hamywnllms, 1 considered that pedhaps

thet seenningly blank hell 1 hed explored
ivight in resiity lead o all sorts of other
chanbers, from which it wes separated «gt
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by doors, but by thousand-ton lifting or
dropplng screens, exactly like this little
trifle that hed just come in tiy way!

1 wss diepressail 1 was frightensdl. But 1
think that 1 was niore interested than
either. 1 cast about in niy head for the
finests by wiiich the wall li¥ting coulld have
the. st cope b m’ﬁg%“ﬁ'

engine wes
combustion  mechines sput&af
through their exhauits, aﬂdtﬂe

that seerned t? e 1l|@ytmmeswr$%?m fih

Q@}’QU please.

Yes, dleatiidity musstHagecddona kberieick.
And now 1 was shut in nnore efficiently
than ever beast was caged behind bars!

Whit would happen to nne? Would 1 be
kept here umill 11 smatieret? Ny, thectiaan-
ber behind nie was so huge that it seemed
uinlikely that 1 would die of strangling
before 1 starved. Days, perhaps .

lmﬂﬁemdﬁn&mgﬂpw
a8 few dirops from dine hollow of my handl
The taste was acrid, and there was a Sligint
bouquet of suliphuw, 1 However 1
decided that 1 would be sble to ue that
waler {o sustain life,

Next, 1 determined to nicke amother ex-
ploration of the interior of the cave. So I
iede ajprger torch and went straight back
{o the big chaniber to see if there were any
outlet through its polished walls.

UT there was none that 1 could see.
And if these walls were jointed, and
capa

%ﬁo%t%g%e slB‘BedwﬁEEL lovieeed like

P& Aldpthare sesthe, WeuUl b ithe
1he eParLERDQ I 3 foatién
gameles:and pextesthy; rans 100k qfhmga
the uﬁ@fﬂweﬁtﬁememb@pkhm

% beym?ﬂ ax hggf

gerghaartorch was too feeble to penetrate
very far.

So 1 went back to the outer cavern, Foe
there was something much. fore depress-
ing in the snnooth perfection of those -
mede walls thap in ihe roughness of the
cave, When 1 get 1o the entranee, 1 found
thefilas resvered with weakar sa&ial inches
deep. The strearn had been damined Wp By
B Tl o e

ke
And new, a6 the het waler Was spread out
gver @ larger stiface, all the jnside was
badwivit, SMANckoRIARCTRISE
In a sort of fury of despaiir, 1 was reatly
to throw niyself face down in the faw
inches that were siready under foot—omne
?oed inhalation of water direcily into the
uhgs would be eneough, 1 had heard,

1t was only an inpulse, quickly silenced
by the will to live.

1 began to see what 1 would do—stand
there as the water rose and the hot fuines
from its suirface stifled nie nnore and meakE,
ﬁ]lltgﬂttﬁﬂiyehiﬂ,tﬁﬁiylips,ﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁfgﬂ
straining op tiptoe, and then swifnaiing for
8 mﬂe wiile on the suiece, or clinging
to faggstpmjeetms on the wall like a

Intothenmdldleofmymemhedmusmg

mmtemebﬂm!

In a very few seconds, 1 had the canuas
worked on over the hull of the sled, and
the skis in place holding it out to make
a mare secure fleat; 1 put my stulf into
theieaﬁae, f;%% ?md sitting down iﬁsige ar?k.i
it, 1 got oF fiy voyage inio

ness. The last of my Ym?ilewstﬂpshad
B@eﬂ medshmbymisume,aﬁdaﬁef

1 was in the it out so thet 1
Fa bﬂ@?hi‘ereh fater on, i

eauld use
B
tirough entlless Hoouiss ass Hine

ease of
The
cavern slowdy fiillet] andl the canoe, caniigtl
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by gentle currenits, buniped time and agin
against the side of the walll. Every time it
did niy heart jumped like the foolish beart
of a child, and 1 put out niy hand to feel
of the walll, as one feels for a doorknob in
the confusion of darkness and sleep, and
cannot findl it wntil the light is turned on.

Well, 1 never found anything except
little projections and kmebs, and I'm
ashanmed to confess that 1 turned and
pulled at some of these, as if 1 mright fitrdd
the nnagiic button that would cause the thar-
rier wall to drop again!

1 had stripped off my clothes amd sat
maked and fairly conifortable, except that
the hot nrist continually congealed on my
body and ran down nny limbs in sanall, dis-
agreeable trickles. But evenituily the waeitar
came alfost to the top of the cave, and
there 1 entered a long agony. For perhaps
it was because 1 was using up nnost of the
oxygen in the swall amount of air that
renngined, and perhaps it was simply that
the fumes of the water gathered in more
condensed form about mme. At any rafe, I
passed what seemed to nie endless hours

with iy fouth open, gasping. .

F!‘INALLY 1 found wiwt 1 decided
would have 1o be niy desib place. 1t”
was sinply the peint in the cave where dive
roof was highest, and 1 remsined there
while the water rose higher and higher.

And there 1 soon could hardlly breathe.
Somebody told nne once that the word
agoryy comes from a root mmemming to
stiaply | ' vhnreadgacko thebiekievehtinat.

A roaring shattered my ears, and
through it 1 heard winat 1 thought was an
fllusion of ripping, tearing noise. And then,
Just above nie, a shower of sl stones
and soil fell into my face.

1 shrank away from it. 1 think 1 felt
no added fear—sinyply because 1 couldm't.
And then, just over me, winille the shower
of debris continued, cante a glimmer, then
a rezl gleam of ligit, followed by @ down-
pour of rock and earth that hit nne about
the head and the canoe under
me And I found myself looking up at
feeble Arctic daylight.
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There was something, though, to spoil
the opening of that gate to salvation—for
fillll g gmioaesh D i blelavevera inddaebd aidd
the shoulders of a polar bear!

He could reach down and pick mme out
of that hole with one gesture of his sup-
ple forepaw;, just as I've seen the brites
flick afighmutt off waater. Xundl xmwlhlsgsig—

eyes were glistening with hungry joy, and

as he scenited me. It nust have been pretty
dark in that hollow, because it was his
nose telling himabeutmypwe,
his eyes. Otherwise he would bave used
his paw before 1 could nneve, but as it was,
1 got out thet super-siletto of a knife and
rannned it right wp his snoot.

He buniped the center of the sky with
his back, he jumped so far and so fast, andi
then he departed, with roaring thunder
streaming behind him and growing swiftly
fainter. 1 puiled niyself above the rim of
the opening, and saw him galloping off.

CHAPTER XII

THE MEN APPEAR

]I_g?ﬂg[( ny pack apait, threw the con-
out the hele, hitched the d%

end of thegieatb@at, kel

while 1 eliabed out of
pulled the sled eut aflar
possible te werk it clear

that disnded

1 st down and took my head in my
handis, as soon @s 1 had got my clothes on.

1 saw a trickle of water run down the
side of the hill.

The cavern had fiilkeldko tline
lip, all right, and 1 could thank the change

Then something else happened thai was
good news to nme, for through the show
came a streak of yellow-white, and there
was Murder racing around and around me,
utitering that cross between a whine and a
growd which was his nearest approach to
a bark. Hie camme dose andl stood panting
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beside nne, and 1 caressed him with voice
and eye. There was 10 use paiting bim.

Now that we had siaged our reunion,
he went over and sniffed the waler that
was running frecly down the hill, and as
he sniifiad, he growled deep in his throat,
and 1 saw the hair lift in a big nane Along
his meck and back.

1 rounded the side of the hiill, wiith M-
der hitched to the sled, and then 1 saw
that the wail of the cave, from the @utksiti,
was exactly like thet on the inside.

Well, 1 had seen enough of that part of
the warld, so 1 furned inland toward the
great smoking nioumizin in the distance,
and as 1 traveled, it grew gresier and
greater. From the distance, it seermed to
have fellows well nigh as high, but as 1
direw closer 1o it, 1 saw that it nust be at
least ten thousand feet hiigh—perhaps thitee
nniles of nouiiain lifting up there.

As 1 went along, 1 got a clearer idea of
the geography of the end of the worldl It
appeared that the island, though rough-
surfaced and with plenty of Irregularities,

planted in their minds the ineradicable
certainty that there is no other” enenyy in
the world than things thet kill with tooth
and paw.

They are grand sninngdls, and they are
useful for a mest as good as beelf ever
was, or better, and they have a leagth
of fine, woolly coat that niskes even the
sheep of western Seotland look like naked
wrelches Besides that, they can be used
for beasts of buirden, 1 know.

Sa, altogether, it was a good sight to
me, when 1 saw thet fiime handsonme herdl.
Five hundired—yes, there were fnare, maigy
more, for when 1 came nearer, getting on
a little emdinance, 1 could see over the
next low ridge another shellow valley
dotted over with at least an equal Aumber
of the oxen!

It was a splendlid sight, but it nnade mee
umlimber niy rifle. I did mot want to do
randlom, reckless mnunidiar, but 1 wanted to
get a good crack at some beef. The seals
had been kind to nme for eight nionths, 1
adimiit, and when a nian is hungry, there iis

was it gianetdl abidhrino ok iiEpriasesarattd plenty of mourishment in the fleshandl gl

to the sea all around|, and big hills behind
the cliffs, and then all of the center of the
island waes lower, turning into gentle
platesuss, broken only by low-rolliag hills.

OW/, as T went inlamd], umtil the roar

of the sea against the cliffs died
and then was lost behind nie, 1 came wpnn
whet have to be called the nieadows of
the ing Land Some of them were
sheeted across with herd ice; some were
deeply covered with sow; but there were
theusands of acres only spotted with elither
jce oF siowy, and covered with duin-colored
growths of herbage and grass.

And it was in a big fieldl of this sort
that 1 first saw the musicoxem, though
long before 1 had discovered their sign.
There were about fii veelumihed of tivem im
the herdl, 1 think, and I expected them
at once to form their circle and stand wiihn
lowered heads waiting for mme to charge.
Those are their tactics—to neke a wall
of homs that wil) keep off the strongest
polar bear in the worlld. And instinct has

of a seall. Nevertheless, back on niy wmlais
and the root of niy tongue there was a
desire to get the taste of real beef, once
mnore.

It was sinple, of course. 1 walked up,
and when, to ny amazcmont, the musk-
oxen did not get imto their charmed ring), 1
went close toafime plump yeailing, and
gave it a bullet behind the shoulder.

The herd scattered at the explosion; and
niy yearling coughed blood, and dropped
to its knees Then It rolled over dead.

1 took tinne to siidmniit. Tieett muadinldeatieer
was not to be thrown away at the end of
nowlnare, 1 had an iitiea tteet 11 coulld] cuseiit
by the heat of affirg peiligss. Than 1 cut
up the carcass, and I had got about half
way through that job when Murder, still
hamessed to the sled, began to talk to me.

He had a style of conversation all his
ovun, comsisiing «ff aaseeiie b mhinapyrsrs rahd
whinings and mmftering thet ran up and
down a long scale. 1 knew a lot of his
words. I knew winle phrases of his as
clearly as though he had spoken them.
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Anwong other things, he could say dis-
tinetly, “ILook owf! Trouble aheati"”

And that was what he said now, as fllsin
as day, "Bad Busimesd Let's rau1!”

1 looked up aindl sawv the reason why,

The nudk-oxen, after the sound of the
gui, had gone clumsily ruinming, buddling
over the next divide, and now, across the
sanne | lpwitige, -
each one the twin 6f Mur

ELL, they looked like his twin

brothers, sil right, but it wes per-
fectly apparent that they also looked like
trouble of the blackest sort to him!
_ The way those dogs ran, 1 guessed that,
like their cousin Miuirder, they niight have
had some practice in running e {doraa
game of blood to please their magiey of
lhmnsghm@bwotﬂyffl ceuldnftrunifast
enough to get away from thenn, so 1 got
Murder out of his traces in a twiniding,
and prepared 1o Lse the rifilde.

Old Murder played up true blue. First
e danced sidewavd], saying cleatly, "Came
on! Let's go.” But when he saw nne
ing still, he came skulking back and stood
ittmgeﬁt of e, and lowered his saaky

Butt the white dievils wino were charging
us did not nrind that. They came all the
herder and faster, it seemed to nne, until

SRIE @0,

Stant- 6 more men. And @
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still, while the rest of the dogs split rigint
and left and gave us a wide berth.

Murder, the rascall, turned his head aindl
looked up to nie with the biggest, widest,
reddest laugh that 1 ever saw.

The white dogs, taking their distance,
sat down on their haunches and lolled out
their long red tongues, and obviously
seened to think that altbough 1 bad the

L g, 1 WOkt whethe 1 Gt

Onigl.
tedrapafewmmefmemer Put
anmuiiilion was precious—it was lifeslicedl
tame,aadididfmmteﬁpenditus&
lessly. Finally, 1 desided that 1 weuld ke
the eheiee euts of the Aiskox, and
leave the remnenis 1o draw off the degs.

But when 1 was about to go on with
ny buichering, 1 saw something that
stopped rie short, 1t was a gleam of light
over the ik odft tiachiiil] asvack

spearsrsadabigmm@almededm
wrapped in furs, And off to his Hght and

left, 1n exaetly the sanle MBHNEF,
1%9‘%“

gthers. A gozen of them, one a5 fike the
atber 25 peas o (dhe sae el s felnivo-
tignless 1 @ great cirele avBuRd e, pested
enmemb@rgfeund

They looked like business. They loolked
like bad business Murder lay down and
nade hinself as sanall as possible at my
feet. And 1 had to cheer nyself up by re-
mﬁaﬁggﬂﬁﬂy,tbﬁtlwaseaffyiaga
repeating fitite!

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

_.CARBURETOR

"YU BOLE

New way of burning tobsooo—Ibeter,
cooler, cleaner. Carburetor - Action cools
smoke, Keeps bottom of bowl atimsietely
dry. Caked with honey. At dealers’ now.

LATEST DISCOVERY
IN PIPES



The Dragon’s Shadow

By JEAN FRANCIS WEBB

The three Chinese
crept away alon
the shadowy stiree

AT fllicker of movement in the
darkness up ahead caught Hike
Farrell's eye by sheerest accident.

He checked his stride, instinct warn-
ing him even before conscious thought
could command his long legs. The, lot
ought to be enpty at this time of night.
He was the last man to leave.

The company had been dismissed a
week ago. The fimnishingg touches had
been put on Chima Dell in the crude
lab shed that Hollywood would have
called the cutting room.

Now the first print of- the film lay
coiled in its tin container under Hike’s
arm, ready to be flowm south af sun-up
for inspection by the national censors

at Shanghai.

Hike had been work-
ing hard on this pic-
ture, trying to demon-

strate what he had come to China to
prove—that good commercial pictures
could be worked ip from the rleh ma-
terlal of Chinese national life despite
the lack of technical facilities, New
that hisfiratpreduction was ih the éan,
he was pretty tired,

But not groggy enough to have
imagined thatfladhof deeper darkness,
moving near the gates in the crude
board fence which marked off-his small,
rented lot. EO

Hike ducked™ sideward toward the
row of false frontshe had used for the
street set in China Doll.

Maybe whoever it was up ahead
hadirt seen him coming. He wanted to
get close enough to find out what was
going on up there. Back of the pagoda
fronts, the wilderness of unfinished
braces propping up the set was like a
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very complicated, wooden spider's web.

Bent low to avoid a sudden collision
with any of those slanting struts in the
darkness, Hike sped forward. He could
get within a few yards of the locked
gates under cover of this row of fronts
—unseer, he hioped.

His heart picked up a beat as he
worked swiftly along the line, closer to
the fence ahead. Only one more set of
props to duck under now, and he would
round the corner of the last make-be-
lieve pagoda. Whoever it was who had
shieaked onto the lot, he didn’t belong
here. With e spool of fillm elamped
shugly agalnst his ribs, HikefllexaUhis
big, hard-knuekled hands, as if in prep-
aration,

Too late, he heard or perhaps merely
sensed the soft swigh HedtirabHiim.

Before he could twist around in the
cramped space—before his eye could
catch the forward leap of another blaak:
shadiow, a knife whizzed past his ear
and thudded into the soft wood of a
nearby prop.

While the ivory hilt of the uglg
weapon still trembled from its fflight,
while Hike was still spinning around,
a tiio of shadlowy figuraspoumesd wpon
him.,

The flat, circular can dropped earth-
ward as Hike began swinging his fists.

The can landed on its edge, rolled
wobbling toward the angle formed by
one two-by-four prop with the bare
earth, and came to a dead stop against
the wood. Hike's fists went on flailliag
without much aim—just jabbing ouit
with undiscriminating fury.

He had worked too hard for this
foothold in China—even this modest
beginning had promised too muidin—for
him not to fight for it now, He didn't
kinow what any of this was about but—

His right, hammering upward, land-
ed glancingly on the jaw of the nearest
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of his assailants. The man, a slant-eyed
Oriental, stumbled backward jabbering
a curse and spifting a drool of blood.

But the others were closing in swiftly
from both sides. 1t was impossible to
face both ways at once. Hike picked the
bigger, more dangerous-looking thug
charging forward from his right. His
arms drove piston-fast as he spun. But
the yellow man was wary as well as
swift, He ducked the filashingg upper-
euts, twistlng with lightning speed so
that each missed iis target by the scant
fraction of an Ineh.

Disastrous fractions of an inch for
Farrell. Because before he could hit
again, the man behind him had closed
in. His lithe frame, leaving the ground
in a bounding leap, landed catlike on
Hike's muscular back.

The Oriental clung, spread-eagled
like a bat on a barn door, clawed for
Hike's arms.

The man's sudden, pressing weight
made Hike stagger. But he braced his
feet before the extra burden could
throw him. He jerked his arms free
and planted a broken, ineffectual jab on
the Chinaman’s shoulder as he lashed
out to free himself.

NTOW the first man, still spitting
blood and teeth, almest like grape
pips, was ¢clesing in again. The silence
of the enelesure echoed to the seund et
blews and guttural grunts as the
struggle went en. Three against ene.
But Hike had freed himself of the
man astride him, and, in the eramped
space offered between the false fronts,
the thugs attack was hampered. Hike's
fistts, riaw aaial Bibeatly witwere smatiigg
bone had laid thefileshepen, were puiin-
meling out with mechanieal efficlency
Then it happened. Darting sideward,
with a movement that carried his eyes
and face clear of gouging fingernaids
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and put his left arm into position for
a pumishing blow, Hike’s shins came
into sudden contact with the slanting
prop against which his can of film had
stopped rolling.

He was moving too fast, and the
wooden bar tripped him up like a foot
stuck out in affield-rumeeispatin.

Before his falling body could recover
balamce, he had fallen, and the three
thugs had jumped on top of him.

Something hit across his skull with
a crash that set a shhower of red dots
skyrocketing in a black wilderness.
Then everything—the night, the de-
serted lot, the jiggling mass of grin-
ning yellow faces above him—did a sofft
dissolve into nothingness. Blekloout...

HE groaned amd stirred. His eye-
lids, dragging open, secemed as
heavy as tombstones. There was a
throbbing torrent of pain circling in-
side his head.

He lay almost where he had fallen.
The crude backs of the skeleton pago-
das above him, fantastically, nightmar-
ishly ornate. A lopsided moon sat on the
curved tip of one of them, and seemed
to teeter sickishly down toward him.

Graduzlly, while the jiggling orb of
pale light settled in the sky, he remem-
bered things. Three Chinamen had
jurmped him. Why ? And what had they
been after?

Money? The wallet in his breast
pocket was untouched. A wrecking crew
from a rival outfit in the Chinese movie
industiry? But here was the set, unin-
jured. Over yonder, the locked door to
his office shanty stood unopened,
clearly visible where the moonlight
struck it slamfimgly—in the careless
stroke of a silvery, ghostlike hand.

Hike lifted umcertain fingers to his
throbbing head. Revenge, perhaps?
Three weeks ago, he had been forced to

discharge a native cameraman. Holly-
wood-trained but a born trouble-maker.
Ping Yeh had all but disrupted the
Chawa Doll company with his violeat
anti-Japanese harangues, Yeh had de-
served dismissal. But maybe he didn’t
think so.

There had been black hatred in his
black eyes when he had signed for his
last pay-check. He had been echoing the
incendiary phrases of Chang Loo, the
rebel war agitator of the northern prov-
inces even as he walked off the lot.
as stiff and pompous as a mechanical
doll.

To get even, Yeh might have hired
those three thugs to beat up Hike the
first ctfamoec tHagy gyat.

But there was still something missing
—a piece of the outrageous puzzle that
eluded the questing fiingers of his
bewilderment.

A frown cut his forehead.

Remembering recent newspaper
accounts of the gowvernment’s strict
watch over Chang Loo and of the
measures being taken to prevent his
organization of a coup d'etat that
would surely mean a disastrous war in
the north, Hike found it hard to believe
that Ping Yeh would be thinking of
shabby, personal grievances at such a
time.

A new thought pounced into Hike's
mind. He sat up so swiftly that his
head began pounding like the gunfire
that Chang Loo would probably emjoy
setting loose along China’'s northern
frontier.

Swim as his senses might, Hike's
eyes were still good.

That can of fillm—the first print of
ChiwaIdé ddeeinnSBhagblaiit domoroow
for censorship—was gone. The place
where it had stopped rolling, against
the base of the wooden prop, was

emply.
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T _YIKE hit the street outside the lot

Suspicion had become a certainty as

aex* 50ta asi@geaiiag rikn, ldvehbadtdo Hike raced down the hotel steps,

the curb where Emmeline, his anclent
tourlng car, was waiting in the dark-
1ess.
In his fist, as he slammed open the
door, was clutched a stunted club of
black wood. It was the first weapon
that had come to his groping hand as
he clawed along the meager prop shelf
in his office shack. He dropped it onto
the car seat, slid under the wheel.

Bounding into action like a mal-
formed mountain goat, Emmeline ca-
reened down the twisting, narrow thor-
oughfare. The deep, secretive darkness
of midnight blotted out the turns and
corners. But Hike knew where he was
going; and he was dragging no anchor.

So it had been the film they were
after.

This was more than merely personal
revenge. Ping Yeh would know that
another print could be made from the

negative of Chvira/DélhulifittlecustHde

was settling no old scores, causing his
onetime employer nmo real trouble, by
stealing one print.

So it had to be something about the
print itself that Chang Loo’s henchman
wanted if, as Farrell felt increasingly
sure, Yeh really was mixed up in this.

The American jerked the wheel, took
a new corner on two screanning tires.

Chang Loo had been operating
through the southern section of the
Khinghan district, when the govern-
ment’s officials had clamped down on
him, cutting him off from communica-
tion with the population he had been
haranguing.

He was, most likely, still at Khing-
han. If Yeh was no longer at his
hotel . . .

Ping Yeh had signed out a scant
half hour before, bag and baggage,
Hike was told by a bowing clerk.

vaulted Emmeline’s dented door. This
time he headed for the railroad station.
He made good time—a scant ten min-
utes from hotel desk to ticket window.

“Amything going north out of here
tonight, Charllic?” He tossed the words
through the grating in one long breath.

The owl-faced seller inside the cage
blinked solemnly. "Manchuria Limited
for Khinghan Mountains on track now.
Nothing otherwise.”

The slow clanging of a bell and the
puff of steam getting up power blasted
together across the open platform as
Hike sprinted for the already moving
train. He made a wild leap for the last
car; caught on with only one hand, be-
cause the ether was elutehing that elub
frorm the property shellf.

His muscles knotted with the effort
that pulled him above the singing rails.

Limited was hurtling across
==fhatwetiildeodfrideafetlsISThbdrikly
darkness of the hours before sunrise
had clamped down on the narrow ralls.
Only oecaslonal dim lights inside the
compartments themselves aided Hike's
hasty examination of each as he passed
swiftly through the ears.

Most of the compartments were
dark. Hike passed on restlessly.

Behind a few of the slatted doors,
lamps gleamed dimly, throwing strips
of shadow against the dingy wall of
the corridor.

But inside were no familiar faces.
Never Mr. Ping Yeh, or any of the
trio from the production lot. Maybe
this was a wild goose chase.

Four cars. Five. He was getting close
to the head of the train now. Still no
results. Ahead, the slats of the next to
last compartment showed yellow. Thia
tendrils of smoke curled across the
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bars of light. There was a low murmur
of voices.

His shoulders flat to the corridor
wall, Hike eased up to the shiittered
partition. He leaned forward slowly.
Then, soundlessly, he stiffened.

Facing each other on the compart-
ment's narrow seats, four men squatted
in relaxed positions. Their high-
cheeked, slant-eyed faces were high-
lighted by the swaying overhead lamp.
It wasn't a pretty sight.

And Yeh's—lilke an ugly yellow blos-
som, swaying gently, was one of them.
Between his knees, held firmly, was the
can that held the missing print of
China Doll.

Hike’s right arm was already elevat-
ing the club he had fetched from among
his studlio properties, when he felt that

something was wrong. His eyes filatladd

down to the wooden weapon. He swore.
He swore loudly andffluemtiyand With
a good deal of honest feeling.

“Of all the rotten ludk! 1 miight have
known from the weight of it—"

He got no further. Into his side
jammed something round and hard,
stayed there. A clipped voice, without
a trace of Asiatic sibilamce, gpoke in
his ear.

“Imside, Comrade—quietly, please”

The door ahead of him moved in-
ward as Hike's body shoved forward.
The four Chinamen within leaped to
their feet, noiselessly.

Leaped to their feet like lazy but very
swift cats, and circled him in a solid
wall of bone and flesh. He didn't
stir.

Hike stood staring imto Ping Yeh's
hate-brightened eyes. But part of his
mind was on that European weapon
prodding his spine. He remembered
reading somewhere that Chang Loo's
chief aide was an exiled Russian, an
adventurer named Vasaleff,

The silence of the little compartment
seemed to crackle like a dynamo. Then
Hike heard the light louvre door thud
shut behind him.

Yeh showed his teeth in a slow grin.
“HOilustrious Mr. Farrell, eh? American
who spit upon this humble servant's
allegiance to the great Chang Loo!”
The mad gleam of fanatacism blazed
in his face, "You make pictures of
China, illustrieus MF. Farrell. Great
Lee makes her history! He makes
death for Japanese! He avenges insult
ot greedy vastans?’

“Why did you steal that picture,
Yeh?”

“Let us say borrow, Mr. Farrell.
Traitors who rule my country will not
act. They hold sword at Chang Loo’s
throat, instead of at invaders heatt.
He is hemimed in, helpless to commitini-
cate with widespread army that will
fise at his call.”

Hike Farrell's forehead ridged in a
deep and dissatisfied frown.

“You're still ahead of me. A movie
won’t help him mudhn”

“I tell you,” Yeh purred, “only be-
cause you will not leave this compart-
ment alive. Unworthy picture is not
for Glorious Highness. It is for people
of Khinghan, Ot all Manchuia.” His
cold laughter made thefleshat fihe back
of Hike's neck erawl. “For Ping Yeh
it is simple. He knows metien pieture
making. He werks beside illustrieus
Awerican leng eneu tgh to place ally la
great strest seene of China Janll A
stapds in shadew of dragen Banneﬂ
foreground ef srowded shet”

“Sure. 1 remember the banner. But
whatt—?"

“Ally makes sign of Chang Loo's
illustrious dragon house. People of
niorth see this scene, understand. While
government cuts off communication
from glorlous Loo, word spreads
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despite them. War of vengeance
begims™ Yeh's cruel, black eyes mocked
him.

"A war you never live to see, Mr.
Farrell. Censors at Shanghai possibly
spot message, confiscate film. There-
fore it must be shiown all over province
before stopped. This only done with
American deadl”

He made a sign that was meant for
Vasaleff, at Hike's back. That gun nos-
ing the American’s spine had not let
up for a second.

“INot too fast, Comrade Yeh.” The
Russian was chuckling coldly. “A shot
brings the whole train about our ears,

no? Some quieter way, perhaps?

T was then that the desperate plan
sprang into Hike's racing brain, His
ene way out. His ene slim chance.
He hoisted the club still clutched in
hisfiisit forandlighing it clormsily. At omee
the four Chinese were upon him. The
muizzle from behind jabbed deep, held

"Not so rough, Conmradic?’

Flaying fists landed glancing blows
on Hike’s head and shoulders. He
swayed but did not fall. When one of
the thugs snatched for that studio
weapon, he let go with a show of re-
luctance.

Vasaleff's voice lifted again. “See
how simple? Make him unconscious
with the elub. Then we drop him be-
tween the cars, to the rails. A man with
110 head. An accidemt.”

They grabbed him tightly then as if
to make sure that he made no more un-
expected moves. His arms were
dragged behind him and held there
tightly. One yellow hand clutched at Inis
throat, very cleverly, thumb pressed
adroitly against his Adam’s apple. An-
other saffron paw grabbed a hamdiful of
his hair and yanked it achingly taut.
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Yeh cackled viciously, grabbed for
the club, brought it down with a mur-
derous swipe. The wood splintered
noisily across Hike's skudl, the blow’s
force snapping the weapon in two.

As Hike slumped, moaning, to the
floar,, the cold metallic click of rail-
ends under the Limited’s flying wheels
seemed to grow louder in his ears.

Yeh's men lost no time. Every
wasted moment spelled danger, with the
American’s body in their hands. One of
the thugs grabbed Hike’s feet. Another
picked up his slack shoulders, Vasaleff,
gun trailing but ready at his hip, moved
along beside them as a guard. Yeh and
the third thug pattered behind him, Out
of the compartment the procession
edged. Only the width of one section
away, the swaying open platforms be-
tween two speeding cars lay dark and
windswept.

“Work fasit? the Russlan breathed.
“Between the platforms with him. Be-
fore somebody comeast”

Yeh's thugs moved to obey. Vasa-
leff looked back across his shoulder,
checking the empty corridor behind. His
body blocked Yeh's vision. The sudden
how! that blasted along the passageway
came from the first thuig.

The man at Hike's feet spun fof-
ward as heels, kicking upward without
warning, landed full against the base
of his spine. And Vasaleff, twisting too
late, felt the awtomatic swish free of his
slack fingers before they could tighten
on it.

As Hike lurched upward, swaylng
with the momentum of the speeding
train, the captured gun was belching
lead in a hot, bright stream. The Rus-
sian gagged, slammed back against the
wall of the narrow passageway as stiff
as a bayonet. There was a neat black
hole between his startled, staring eyes.
As he began to sag, the muzzle of the
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gun swerved slightly in Hike’sffistt. The
thug from whose grasp Hike had freed
his shoulders with that sudden wrench,
howled in terror. Before he could re-
alize what was coming, lead had
swarmed against his left hip. He col-
lapsed on the floor in a bellowing
huddie.

Hike spun. Out on the open platform,
the first thug had scrambled erect. But
one glance into the smoke-filled pas-
sageway was all he wanted. Shrieking
with fear, he dove for the railing and
across it. The swaying platform, huir-
tling along between flat, swampy rice
fielths, wuss eenpioty. Sthggaeiigg féar tadd-
ance, Hike swung around again. But
the brief battle had ended.

Ping Yeh, his features distorted in
terror, was reaching for the traif's low
ceiling with trembling yellow hands.
Behind him, the last of his men
crouched, howling sutrrender. And there
were still two bullets left in the gun.

Babbling voices filled the passage-
way as Hike stepped forward over Va-
sallefif's body. Passengers from all along
the aisle were thrusting toward the
melee near the front platform.

“Wiat's going om?”

‘Witait’s happening here?”

Hike grinned tightly.

“Notthing much. ‘1 think 1 was sup-
posed to do a death scene. But 1 made
a slight change in the scrigt’™

Blubbering, Yeh still stared at Far-
rell with bulging eyes. “But 1 hit him
mysdlf! 1 break club across cursed
skuill! He cantiot be alliue!

Hike pointed to the splintered end of
the wooden bar that Yeh still clutched
in shaking fingers. “I can guess about
how you feel. I'd grabbed the ffitst
weapon 1 could find at the studiio, you
see. 1t wasn't until 1 got here I realized
it was worse than useless” He laughed.
I thought you kinew your movies, Yeh.
That made it tough, because my one
chance was {o fhake you shug file with
fmy weapon instead of your own, And
thine was only a breakaway.”

“A—a what?”" The voice came from
the crowd.

“A breakaway. One of those phoney
clubs deliberately weakened to give way
with one tap across the comic's head.
It isn’t any more hammful than a fly-
swatter. Maybe 1 ought to use one in
the scene to replace that dragon ban-
ner, Yeh, before Chwua Doll goes to
Shanghai. Those breakaways are
good!”
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'MHE great commercial empire which
Allexander Blenn had ruthlessly builded
in India was by no means tottering; but
it was, to the mind of Allexamnder Blenn, in
danger. Half the northern gateways to
India, as he put it, were off their hinges,
Frorm the headquariers of the new Chimese
Comimunist Amniiis, airplates could cross
Tibet 1n less than twe heufs; every Russian
tea planter 1n Shimalghar—ihat independent
state in the Himalhas nefth ef Darjeeling,
ene of the “gateways te Iﬁ_@ﬂﬁ"’r-\%, 11
Blienn’s aﬁlﬁieﬁ; an effleer in the S@Vi@ﬁ
Akfy; and the German perfume consortivm
that had just sent men te Shimalghar {6
Aunt the musk deer was likewise enly 2
Blind for a Nazi missien of diplemats and
Alr Force experts. In other werds, ssme-
Bedy beside Emgiand was absut t8 establish
3R air base in Shimalghar—ithe Nawab's
4 E—%%%‘ém with Engfand {8 the 6&?1‘(&(89’———
% d {rom Shimalghat {f was oaly two REuFs

Yy BomBIAg plane 18 Caleutta:

There remained but one thing for Alex-
ander Blenn to do, in order to save India
for the British, and particularly for him-
self: establish his own air base in Shimal-
ghar, stocking it with his own planes.
Fortumately, he already had a concession
from the Nawab permitting him to do this;
but unfortwnmitely, the concession was due
to expire within a week and the Nawab was

Red Snow

Darjeediing:

By L. G. BLOCHMAN

hedging. But Blenn had come into posses-
sion of a negative which portrayed the
Nawab in conference with foreign diplo-
mats, and which the Nawab was most
anxious should not fall into the hands of
the British government. If Blenn could
send a man to Darjreling to arrange a trade
of negative for concession, all would be
well with Blenn and Britain.

That was why Bilenn had called young
Paul Woodring, British- Americam, to Cal-
cutta.

“You talk, Mr. Bilenn,” said Woodring,
“as though it will be a simple matter to get
the extension of the concession. Will jitt?"

Alexander Blenn smiled a smug, defiant
smile., “Yes,” he said. “Very simple. And
very dangerous.”

But Woodring agreed to take the job.

PDEERORE Woodring can even get out of

Calcutta, he learns something of how
dangerous the job is going to be. Hubertson,
Bienm’s chief engimeer, and Basil Stiller,
his general manager—Stiller is also en-
gaged to pretty Ruth Imgram, Blenm’'s niece

This story began in the Argosy for May 15
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and heiress—are opposed to - the plan.
Stiller and his men even go so far as to
waylay Woodring in a dark strest and take
from him the envelope that, suppesediy but
not actually, contaims the negative and a
copy of the old concession. Then Blenn gets
a mysterious telegram, with something in
it about “vengeance” and “Jeriche,” gets
very frightened, and soon thereafter van-
ishes! He is next heard from in Santahar,
which is on the route to Darjeeling.

Amd meanwhile Basil Stiller has been
murdered and his apartment ransacked by
someone hunting for the envelope he took
from Woodring!

P\® Imspector Leonidas M. Prike, €. 1.

D., the smallest matter is worthy of at-
tention. He even listens to the plaint of the
German botanist Feurmamm, who, about to
embark for Danjjeeling, complains that his
camera has been stolen and will ‘be used
agaimst him in some mysterious way by the
Nazis. Whem Deputy Imspector Robbins
brings him word of the disappearamce of
Bienm, it is Prike who uncovers the murder,
if not the munderer, of Basil Stiller.

Priike, having unearthed all the informa-
tion he can in Caleutta, decides also to take
the Darnjeeling Mail. Om the train he en-
counters once again Dr. Feurmamm, and
by a shrewd bit of questioning uncovers the
fact that the learned doctor is neither a
botanist nor an anti-Nazi,

YXI7ODRING is, of course, on the same
¥ ¥ ¢rain, He has had a few further diffi-
eulties in Callcutta before entraiiriiigg—among
then the mysterious and supposedly in-
toxicated Hemry Emnmedt-Tarslley, who seems
te have an affinity for him; to say nothing
of Georges Clemenceau Mallaswaram, the
Tamil bey whe insists upon serving as his
bearer en the frip. Once on the traip, and
he finds further diffieulty in the alluring but
sinister persen of Miky Leda Carmaine,
whe insists upeh sharing the compartment
with hif:

Fortumately for Woodning's life, perhaps,
Ruth Imgram has also decided to go to
Danjpeeling, and he escapes to her cempart-
ment. This does not stop Ennmet-
Tansley from following him, on the plea
that he has just caught Dr. Adolf Feurmann
spying upon Weodring.

The trip is climaxed, when Woodring at
last gets a compartment of his own, by the
visit of one Count Vammilke. He offers
Wooodring a humdred thousand rupees for
the picture, and threatens bloodshed whean
Woondlring refuses.
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I AT OODRING has wisely sent the neg-
.* ¥ ative and the papers on to Darjeeling,
addressed to John Maphikaf, the psavdonym
Blenn has told him to use in order to get
in touch with the Nawslh's representative,
at the Hinsllayan Gramd Huel. But when
Voodring artives there to register (having
also engaged a room undef his ewn name
at a boarding house) he finds that semeene
lelsef !has already registered as Johm Maples
ea

He mamages nometimless to extract the
documents from the hotel clerk, when they
arrive by the next mail. He hurriedly
registers as R. Ingram. Then he goes to the
room of the man who has signed himself
as Magpldleaf, to pay him a call,

He finds there Dr. Adolf Fewmnzmm—
dead from a bullet wound in the atpdiomenm!

CHAPTER XV
EVEWITRNESS

NSPECTOR PRIKE and Deputy 1n-
spector Robbins were watking briskly
along the third floer corrider of the

Mourit Everest Hiotel, when a door burst
open in front of them. ley Hubertson
carne hurtling into the astonished embrace
of the aeputy inspestor.

The white-haired engjineer raised his
hend quickly 1o keep his eyeglasses fiom
falling off, mutiled & brief apology, and
tried to brush past the two detectives.

"What's the hunty, Hulbbertsor?’ asked
Prike, grasping his armn ‘"We were just
coming to call.”

Hubertson's wellHined face was of a
ghastly pallor. Great drops of perspiration
oozed from his high, white forebesad, and
his smdll, bution-bole fouit quivered as
though he were trying to siop his teeth
from clngdering.

“I—1I didin't recognize you, Inspeciat,”
he stammmaredl “I'ma so terribly upset! 1
was rushing off to get help! ' afeaid
I’'ve been witness 1o a tragedly. 1t's lucky
youve come along, becatse—*'

"What happemnet;”’

A finai’s been shot, Inspector. 1—"

"Whexe”’ Prike’s voice was sharp.

"I can't tell you exactly, Iaspector.
1 was on my way o sunimon the room
clerk. 1 saw it from fiy windiow.”
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"Show mne?’ Prike ordered. He pushed
the excited Hubertson back toward the
room he had just left so precipitously.

Hiubertson, his shoulders more stooped
than ever, led the way to the witdiow.

"You ses” he explained, “this window
is in the arm of an 'L’ so that 1 can see
all the rooms along that side of the hotel.
1 happened to be looking out, and saw a
nzn standing in that window thare—" He
pointed a tremblingfinger—"“the far one,
just before the anglle in the walll. The wiin-
dow was open. A few seconds later the
men tuimed sudidenily, as though startled
by someone coming into the roam
behind hinn At the same instant
1 heard & repart. I'm certain it was the
report of a pistol, although it was not
very loud. It was nufflet], in fact, as It
soniething hed been wiapped about the
pistol to deaden the explosion. The man
gave a little cry, and ran forward, away
from the wiindiow. He seemed to stagger a
&tgg,mmmmm' from niy line of

"To the right or left?” Prike demandied],
looking out the window.

"To my right” said Hubertson. *Then,
a imomant later, 2 woman came to fhe win-
dowg,clcsedit,mﬂpulleddommes%mﬂe.
That's all 1 saw, Inspeciar.”

“"And this just happenetl”’

well, Inmectmf 1t was peatngpsfifive
fitinutes ago.”

"Five nninutes? And you waited all this
tine to—"

"But 1 was stark naked| 1 tP
Hiubertson apologized. “I'd been taking
miy bath. 1 dressed as quickly as I could.
After s, one cam’t go runmning through tine
heliway with nothing on. . . .”

Inspector Prike's teeth clicked.
strode from the room.

"You come allong,” said Robbins to

He

RIKE paced down the corridor with

precise, military stride. When he caime
o a jog in the hall, he stopped.

'This nust be the room” he said to
Hubeartson. His knuckles beat a brisk

tattoo on the disar. Wieenhacggotinasswevsr,
he took a silk handkerchief from his
pocket, tried to tumn the kmobh. The door
was locked.

“[Robbins, run down to the dfficcandogeet
a dupliicate key to 329" Prike ssidl. “And
bring the desk clerk or sonisone from the
managennent wiho can tell us about the
occupant of this room. Huty, Robbins”

When the deputy inspector had gone,
Prike tuimed to Hubertson. The be-
spectacled black eyes were staring at the
door, as though they dreaded to behold
what lay behind it.

"Did you recognize this mnen at the wit-
dow?”’ Prike denanded

Hubertson jumped as lhough he had
been i prodded from the rear.

"Well, no,” he said “Hardly, without
fiy glasses”

"Where were your glasses?”’

"1 broke them just after 1 came to the
hotell” Hubertson saidl "They slipped off
as1 wmsltanﬁmmttomnmkmyblaggs "

"They seem to have slipped back
perfect repai;” said Prike coldly.

T sent out to have them repaiiet]” ssidl
Hubertson. “ILuckily the Himalayan

Ltd, had lenses to fit my
presariiption. I've been sitting in niy room
waiting for them all aftermoon. The
ckapeasstasamevivhithhdhenanbnlywbneror
three nrinutes before you canne, Iingeettor”

Tihen how” Prike demamdied, “eould
you tell it was a nmuen in the window—if
you didin't have your glasses?’

"' far-sighted, Inspeciar,” Hubertson
explsined. "'At that distance, ny vision is
fairly good. Not peifect, of course: out-
lines are blurred, so that 1 couldin’t make
out festures, however, 1 could swesr it
;w&ns a fnan He seered to have his eoat

bl

“"And the womar?” Prike was still a
trifle Incredulous.

"She was wearing a purple dress”
Hiubertson said. "A vivid purple. There
was no miiistaking that”

“But you didim't see the waman
finecaaskbiot Yéauditldh'tseea libefdsis bt itbe

uae>”
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“No, Inspector. 1 marely heard the it
—a nuffled report—and saw the man
walk away unsieadlily, as though he were

badly huirt’

Deputy 1Inspector Robbins came
bustling down the hall with the reception
clerk in tow. Prike took a bunch of keys
from the clerk, opened the door to 329.
Lylng on the floar, just inside the
thresihalld, was another key with a hotel
tag attached.

"Look at that, Robbins’ Prike said.
“Door evidently locked from the Inside.
Keep these finen outside for a moment,
Robbimns”

Both hands in his coat pockets, Inspec-
tor Prike advanced rapidly into the half-
darkened room. Hiis practiced glance was
swinging rhythnsically from side to side,
doing double duty, taking inventory and
seeking a possible ambush. He went di-
rectly 1o the far window, grasped the bot-
tom of the shadie through his hardiicetiidf,
raised it. He began to walk toward the
sleeping sllcove, stopped in his tracks. For
a long mamant he siaved at the gruesome
object on the bed, but his face remalned
85 expressionless as carved stone. At lengih
his head gestured curtly 1o his subaidiinete.

"Bring them here, Robbims” he said.
“And dom't let them touch anytining”

As Robbins, Hiubertson and the clerk
approached, Prike at last took his eyes
from the corpse to study the reactions of
the three men.

The clerk niade a stramgfled, gurgling
sound in his thweat. “My Godl! It's himi!”
he exclaimed. "It’s Mr. Mapldedf And
he's deadl!”

"Mapleled”” Stanley Hubertson took
three timid steps forward, peered over the
foot of the bed, then shrank back. “How
horiitile? he said, turning his head away.

DEPUI]‘Y Inspector Robbins was Haeans-
ing with pleased professional intet-
est. “Mapleleaf, niy left tikiid” he ex-
claimed, *That's Doc Feurnnanm, the Ger-
finen plant-cetdsier?’

"He registered as John Maplele, sir,”
said the dierk.
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"Winder winat nane did you know him,
Hubertoi?”” Prike was concentrating on
the enginest.

"1 never saw the poor fellow beffaee”

“Then why did you give such a start
when you heard the menne Mapldied”’
Prike Insisted.

“Well, I—the name secemed famiiliar,”
szid Hiubertson. "I once knew a man
manned Maplclesf. But this isn't he.”

"But it is, shiy]" poratestel] tHeedlekk.

“Step over here, please, Hubertsom”
ssid Prike, moving toward the window.
"Show fire where the dead nien was sstavdi-
ing when you saw hinn”

"Right here” Hubertson illustrated. “He
tuirmed, and staggered off in this direction”

"Tihen how would you explain, Hubert-
son” Prike “that there is no
trace of blood between the window andl tiie

Hiubeartson's thin hands madle a bewil-
dered gesture. "I shouildin't attenipt to ex-
plain, Ingpedior,” he saidl “I'm not a jpiy-
siclaf. But 1 have heard that there is some-
times a few seconds’ interval before a
wound begins to bleed. Isn't it possible for
the poor chap to have collapsed on the tedl
before the blood came”’

“It is possilbils” Prike adimiitted. “INow,
where was this woman in purple when the
shot was flied)?"

“1 didm't see the wonman in purple, In-

, uintil several seconds after 1 heard
the pistol shot. Therefore she nust have
been out of niy line of vision—pexrhaps
slightly to the rear of where you ae ssiadd-
ing, Inspeciar.”

Prike walked a few steps to the rear
uintil he felt something soft under one Hnedl.
He tumed, stooped, and exanmined a
blanket wiiich had been carelessly
to thefilowr Hie lid thadk tine loose foldis,
straightered up suddenily.

“Apparently your story holds water,
Hiuberison” he ssidl ‘“This blanket was
probably used to nufffile the sound of the
shot. There are powder bums. . . . Robx
bins, notify the Darjeeling police commis-
sioner. Tell him to bring the civil surgeon.
And hukty back, Robbins”
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When Robbins left, lingpedior Piite ttodk
another look at the corpse on the bed. He
studied its position, noted that one amm
dangled off the side of the mattress, that
one leg was drawn up slighdly. Yes, it was
possible that Feurmann had collapsed on
the bed before life bad gushed from his
buillet woumndl . . .

Prike next turned his attention to the
sulitcase, open on the floartr Findling matiiing
of interest in Feurnnaini’s personal belong-
ings, he noved to the waiting table. The
musdes slong his hard, aggressive jaw
tightened almost imperceptibly, as be saw
a sheet of paper lying on the blotter. The
paper bore the letterhead of the hotel and
a paragraph of peculisrly craniped hand-
waiting Without touching the paper with
hisfingeass Phike leanad clesear to reatt

g!ux. JorN MamLELEAF

ir:

I am commanded by His Highress the
Nawab to enter into negotiations with you
at once, I shall come to your room at 4:30
o'clock this afternoon. Please leave your

door unlocked,
o« €., Diwan

Prike straightened up, beckoned to the
reception clerk.

“Did you send any nnesssges to Dr.
Feurnani’ls room—to Mr. Mapleleaf’s
room, if you'd rather—since his arrival to-
day?’ the inspector asked.

"No, sir,” said the clark.

"Have a look at this chid” Prike ia-
sisted. “Are you sure this wasiit sent up
through your desk®’

The clerk looked. “‘Quite sure, sir,” lbe
saidl. “That couldn’t have been it, sir.”

"Then there was a chit sent up®’ The
crisp iintonation of Philke’s guesiion weasell
that 1o negative ahswer was extiet].

"Well, not a chit exadily, sir,” the clerk
apologized. "It was a letter, rather. A
bulky envelope that came in with the digtk
from Calcutis. Mr. Ingram took it up to
M. Maplalest”

"\isterThgerarT PRikecobegd.

"'Yes, sit, M. R. Ingram. The
in 342 at the end of the hallway, sir.”

The puzzledfilickerin Prikes eyes gave

way instantly to a faint gleam of amused
comprehension. He even siiiledl wiian Rob-
bins came im.

The deputy commissioner of police is
on his way overt,” said Robbins.

Prike nodded curtly to the dleitk. “Thhats3
alll,” he sdil. “Youl gy g, das), BHiaertsen.
Don't touch the door as you go oud.” He
was lkost iin thougiit fiar anmamantbetioschie
resurnedt “Robbins, here’s another speci-
nmen for our collection of handwaiting Somn-
ples. Let the Darjeeling police have it for
latent prints, of course, but meke cedaiin
that we get a photostatic copy.”

"Yes, sir. Anything else, Inspeciot?’

‘Plenty,” said Prike. "I want you to
wait here for the deputy commissioner.
Ask him for nmen to help run down certaiin
details I'm golng to tell you about” He
walked slowly to the door, took an electric
fladhaapprienhikipgdokets misppedtibon,
brought the gleanting lens close to the auit-
side keyhole. “According to the note an
the wiiting table, Dr. Feurmann was to
leave his door umlocked at four-thirty.
When we arrived, it was locked. Slnce
Feurmann was dead, it nust have been
locked from the outside, yet the hotel key
was Inside the room. Ifndisnnall particles
of wax clinging to the outside keyhole,
Robbins, so I'm assuning that someomne
took an impression to have a duplicate key
niadie. HHexe thie Dgputty Comniissionar gijie
you enough nien to canvass every lock-
smith in Darjeeling—until wefiimbitine oee
who niade the key. That clear, Robbins®’

"Quilte clear, Inspecior.”

"Good. Next I want you to go to Hiime-
layan Optometrists, Ltd 1 belleve they're
on Auckland Road. Get nie a copy of the
prescription for the glasses Hubertson
claims he had repaired. Also get nie the
exact time, if possible, that the
were delivered to Hubertson at this hotel.
On the way, of course, you niight keep @i
eye peeled for a lady in pu
she's probably changed ber gown by this
tinne”

"Very well, Inspector. And where will
1 findl yous?”

1" said Inspector Prike, “willl wety Hlies-
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ly be in Room 342, visiting a gentieman
wing, for the monnent, calls hinself ‘Mr. R.

Ingpeany.”
CHAPTER XV1

WOMAN IN PURPLE

Paul Woodring had recovered
from the nukbing sheek of fhintlhag
¥. Adblph FeurmaniTs corpse in a walier
bi@@al he experienced 2 moment 6&
paﬁu@ Higfﬂmmwb.e s i get ingly),
sumnen the pelice, 1o ist the elean @h

of gay stream in the iugubneug half-
gariness of the heuse that was
Raem 325. He sirode {9 the mﬁdaw 8
g6 the shedk, himselt befere his
mm hiad touekied the betiom eross-bar,

Hiis pamic vanished as suddenily as it Haatl
come upon him. Tre itstinat of sdfFpresar
vation, the instinct of a trapped animal,
brought back a sense of order to his dis-
organized mental processes. He was
trapped, yes—trapped in a room with a
dead nnan But he couldn't be found there.
Therefore he couldi’t sumnmon the pelice.
1t wastTt only the wiiice of Allesntiar Blann
saying, "Don‘t go to the police for any
reason. . . .” It was the ecommon-sense
reslization that calling the police would

fiean interminsble questioning, suspicion,
probabl detention. And he eouldin't af-
ford to be detained now. He had to ramein
free to meke contact with the Nawgb's
agent before the old concession expired.

The Nawulys agemt! Woodring hadm't
the faintest idea, now, how he woulldl reach
the Nawaly's agent. Of course the innksithagp-
ing John Mapleleaf had been neafly, if
violently, . remmoved from the scene. Yet
that had only complicated matters. There
was still the problem of reestablishing the
personglity for the Nawsb's men to call
upon. It should not be beyond humen in-
genuity, particularly as the Nawal's rejie-
seniative would probably nncke eaty eHféort
tofiimitihe e wiiw hed e incriminating
phetograph. 1n fact—and ihe thought was
distinctly uneonnforiable—it was not ifm-

ible that the Nawab's representative
gireadly mede his contact. Woodring
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a shudder as he took a last
look at the corpse of Adolf Feurmann.
Then he nnade tracks toward the door.

Two steps from the threshold he jpausadl
to listen. He heard no sounds in the hall
outside. Then he decided that he would
have a better charice for freedom of action
if he not only made a quick getaway, but
slso delayed the filndiiyg of Feurmann's
bedyaslengaspossible He whisked the

hotel key from the inside lock, dropped it
to the floor. Then he opened the door,
stepped out quickly, drew it closed. Wiith
his duplicate ey he locked the door fiom
the autside.

When he tutned he found himself face
to face with Leda Carmaine.

Leda Cammsine was standing in an atti-
tude of carefullly posed nonchalance. Her
left knee was slightly bent, so that the toe
of one satin slipper barely touched tihe
carpet. The classic effect of her gown of
vivid, wine-purple silk was somehow dis-
torted by skillful cutting to give a startling,
if erroneous, impression of nudiity. If the
uitimate effect was Grecian, it was ratiher
that of a generously-modeled Aphrodite.
And the effect of the sniall beret which
seermed to be composed of woven Pamina
violets fittielat £ rakish angle on nar blue-
black hsit, was not ait all Grecian, Neither
was the faint, disturbing fragrance whidh
reached Woodring like ap exciting frag-
ment of ruisic half heard in the night.

“Evening, Mr. Woodring” she said,
looking at him through her long dadk
lashes. "You'd better busiy.”

“"Hutiy?’ Woodring tried to grin, but
the musdes of his face seemed frozen.
"Why huwiy?’

"“Because 1 just saw Inspector Prike
walking down the hall with his Man Fri-

. said Leda Carmaine.

“And is that mews supposed to nake e
break out in violent pergpieiin?’ ban-
tered Woodring.

1 should think it woulld]” said Leda.

uwhy?u

“You were a little slow closing that
door;” said Leda. “I could see insidie.”

“Yes? See anything interestiung”’
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"You know very well winat 1 sawy” said
Ledia,

WOJODRING didn't; he wished very
' fiuch that he did know whet she
hed seen—and how pich. But be seemed
content to let the nedter dirop. He managed!
a lauglh, as e dlipped the duplicate key
into his pocket. Then he took Ledia’s arm,

"Shall we” he asked lightly, “indulge
in the barbarous American custom of
drinking cocktails before dinmer?’

"Sotty,” was the reply. “But I have a
previous engagemeitt”’

Under Woodring's gentle but insistent
guidance she wes walking down the hall.

“With Count Vaanilka?” Woodsing
sskedl

Leda Carmaine walking. Her
long lashes lifted in an innocent stare.

"Who's he?”’ she adietl.

Woodring started her walking again.
"I'd like very nuch to kmow)” he said.
tAnd 1 think you nnight help me”

“What nekes you think so?” Leda
drawdedl

"You were talking to Count Vaznilko at

Ranaghat station last migitt” Woodking
saidl

Leda gave him a quick side glamce, tinem
lapsed into silence.

They were downstairs before either ot
them spidle.

“Shall we sit by the fire to have oux
cockiil” Woodring asked.

"1 reslly have an engagement” said
Leda She lengthened her easy, swinging
stride as she crossed the lobby. Woodring
followed as she went through the door amdl
signalied to a niotor car outside. She held
ouit her hand.

“Goodnigit,” she saidl. *Thank you for
your invitadiom”

Woodring helped her into the car. With-
out & word he got in besidle her. If she was
suiprised, she did not show it.

“May 1 give you a lift?” she asked lan-

Yoy may.”
The car nmoved off, the headllights glow-

ing peallidly in the nurky dusk.

"Where” asked Leda, not looking af
Woodring.

“Wiherever you're going’”

“I'm golng honme,” said Leda, still look-
ing straight sineadl.

“No, you're not. You're registered at the
Hinnsllayan”

“I checked out this aftermaan” Leda
said. "1 didi't like the rpom they gave ive.
I'm staying at Rumnjit Cottage now.”

, "That's where I'm going,” said Wood-
ring.
At last Leda tutmed to look at him. Hier
face was a pale blur in the darkness.

"You've changed your tactics since last
nigit” she said.

"Certailly,” Woodrlng admitted. “A

general always alters his strategy to
meet conditlons of terraln or maneuvers
by the anenyy”

“And am 1 the enemy?”’ Leda’s voice
was faintly bored.

'gglhat do you thiii”” Woodring coun-
tered.

Leda Cammaine did not think. Or if dhe
did, she kept her thoughts to hersdlf. She
lit one of her miniature cigarettes, and die
perfumed snoke drifted past Woodring's
nostrils, The car purred over the steep
wi}ndilzg roads of Darjeeling, stopped with
a jer|

Woodring helped Leda out. "I can only
come in for a nimute” he ssidl.

Leda shrugged. "Suit yoursel” she sgiid],
“1 told you I had an engagerment”

OQDRING followed her into a diif,
WV V nusty-simefling hall eluttered with
dingy red plush furniture and a mirrored
a-Key T her puros a0 cpanad & ot
a key from her purse & €loor.
Woeedring eould see a globe-covered chadk
6n an imitation marble Mindelpieee, Tiere
were lace antimacassars on twb high-
baeked chairs. The room exuded a
eder which might have been scrupulously

imported age, from sowR
%haﬂé%aés “E‘?‘ua%%éa“g house in Vickram

R | mmst confess” said Woodring, as e
closed the door behind him, “that I ex-
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pected toﬁmblwm i <ligilly maore gllanaor-
out suir

Leda Camnzine removed her beret of
Parma violets, tossed it carelessly to a
dusty dressing table.

"1 didn’t force you to come here, you
kinowy” she saidl “If your aesthetic sense
is offerdied], tHaeddoar issntt badicer”

The door, in fact, opened at that mo-
mant. The lamne, geatbeardied Diladlam wiioo
was Leda’s bearer entered.

"At least” said Woodring, "we can Inexe
that cocktail before 1 go. Beararl Adiaar
ao!l}

"There’s no bar herg” said Leda “1
don't think Rumijit Cottage has a spirits
licerse”

At least we can gt amibet wermothti” €
suggested Woodring.

Leda did not comment at once. She waes
sitting in front of the diesding tefile miirvor,
]fHDuChiﬂ the crimson contours of her
ips.
hE;'Shemsy” she said, when she unpursed

“Bring us a bottle of pale diry shemy;”
said Woodring, tossing a banknote to the
deformed bearer.

"Thdio 0" Lieddat tennddf fyontitieninmony,
hslited the bearer. She sriled at Woodring.
Do you niind if he brings Qlarss” she
said, "I don't like diry sheriy.”

Tl waite it out for hiem,” said Wood-
ring.

"It’s not necessaryy,” said Ledia, nesumiing
her cosnietic artistry. “‘Achmed knows my
tastes in sherpy”

The door closed. Woodring sat down in
a chair, which presssd wom springs un-
everly against his gluteal musdes. Hie g
his tend ihheboroakkeescoroblkdcb oeertliae
arm of the dhndit.

‘"We can save timg” he said, “if we
begin talking before the sherry comes”

"Well? I'm listening” Leda wes busy
with & powder puff.

“And I'm waiitimg” szid Woodring, “for
you to tell e about Count Vazuiliw”

“1 told you 1 didim't kmow him.” Leda
got up quickly from before the miinrar. Sie
lit one of her tiny, amber-scented ciga-
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rettes, and came over to stand in front of
Woodring.

"Yes, 1 know all that” Woodring said.
“I'm not interested in your petsonal rela-
tions with the count. 1 only want to know
wiho he—and you—are working for.”

Leda sat down on one arm of
Wioodrings chair. She srilleti—aailille widst-
fully, a little bresthilesdy, a little ex-
pectantly.

"You're a funny boy,” she said in ber
warm contralto.

"You should laugh heatily when you
say thet” was Woodring's comment.

was a knock on ihedlear Letia

opened the deer a
ﬂmp@?ﬁyitm& Achimed e
Meslern, eame in with a tray Bear-
mgata@meaﬁdtw@% L@Qﬁpl@ﬁ%@
h?ﬁileb@tﬂe, held it ﬁaeiigm,

"Khalo she sand

The Moslem pulled the cork, fiklkalddine
two glasses with deep brown wine.

"Mud in your eye,” said Leda Catingine,
raising her glass.

Wieodring raised his glass in polite re-

§ponse.

"Did Count Vaznilko kill Dr. Feut-
mam?” he atetl.

Leda downed her sherry at one gulp.
She took the bottle from her bearer and
said: “Bahir jao¥ Jeldi!”

When the turbaned gnome had disap-
peared, she refilled the two glasses. She
resunied her seat on the arm of Wiaedinng's
chair, She clinked the rim of her glass
against his,

"Do you still think 1 was in your com-
partment on the Miail last nigit—by de-
sign?”” she adtat].

"Yes,” said Woodring curtly.

) ?)ﬂ

For the same reason that you brought
fine here tomiglhd,” said Woodring.

"1 you Heeee? ' Ileebinggaecanss iy,

laugh. "But 1 didn't want you to

come here 1 told you 1 had an engage-
e’

"That,” said Woodring, "is the oldest
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and swrest techhique knhown to woman.
Eve herself nust heve invented the triek
of saylng ‘No’ loud enough snd long
efiough so that Adam would feel it essen-
tial 1o his masculiine pride 1o prove she wias
(012

"But what reason would 1 have for
bringing you hetes”” Leda protested.

"You e hers!” said Woodring
slowdly, “to blackmail e You brought #re
here to dictate the price 1 will have to sy
o prevent your telling Inspector Prike you
sawv fne leaving Room 329 at the Hima-
layan this evening Well, whet are the
termns? Or do you heve to consult with
Count Vaznitko fitsst?"

Leda again emptied her glass. She
reached for the bottle. *You're not drink-
ing)” she sdail.

“Ilm  drinking” Woodring replied,
“slowly and with proper appreciation. Thiis
is & good solera sheriry.”

Leda Camnsine leaned toward

Woodring She let the long olivefiingatsef
one hend rest lightly on his knee as she
gekedupathimwerﬂiebﬂmafhef

Rss.

"1 know what you're thinking, Paull”
she sditl.

"Yes?’

"You're wondering if you should kiss
e

Woodting did not reply, but he could
niot help looking at Ledia. He coulldin't Inellp
nioticing that her big, dark eyes were not
nysterious nows; they were liquid, appeal-
ing, luninous, Even the cocksure worldli-
ness of the fulll, eipe lips was lost for an
instant in childlike wistfulness. 1t was

ly with the stem of his sherty glass He
could hear his own breathing.

"Becanise it wouldin't niesn anything”
he sdit] Honsgapably.

“Does it have to nmesn something,
Paup”

"I'd rather it didl” said Woodring, try-
ing to keep the huskiness out of his voice,
"I've had rnare than niy sheve of empty
dailiances in the years since 1've come to
ﬂmmimgaﬁﬁgaldemghwmk
for the novelty of something serious. . .

i e o
ook at him, i

hell shoullgt e kiﬁggm he asked
e, Asleﬂgaghekﬁwsaemm

.

2 Game, sheullgh't e talke
t%ebaataﬂdstayel%gfysfmem@k?ﬁ@
head bent forward slightly. .

&mmhﬂeinﬂiehmmaclockvm

striking.

Sudidieny Leda Camisine stiffenadl The
blurr of abandon vatished from her eyes.
Sie auitted] onelleg wirier Haer, llntked] diowdn.
Wieodring, too, looked down. He saw the
gflitter of tose diamonds in a tiny watch
fastened to her silken ankde. it was so
shigll he could barely see the handks | . .

"You'll have to go mow, Paull” she sdit),
slnost coldly.

"I'm mot goimg),” Wodrlng replied. The
roseate vapor clearedl

"Younmmtltoldyoulhﬂdaﬁﬂm
nnenit”

"1 know. That's why I'm staying 1
want {0 have it out with Count Vaznilko
tonight. You two are going to hound the
life out of nne wiitil met weetk, 20 weningy

diiffioult ttossimvtsact SHpecatolomonaiissids well settle the whele anatter 1 ghhn tinow”

Suiseaptiblity a6 2 monnent like this. 1t was
%8;%&698% e mmth tlﬂg:
y deli wes playing i),
benaiing him o eﬁ%

"You do wmt to- kxss e, dom’t you,
PaulP”’ she

Woodring lifted his glass to his lips.
“Of course” he saidl "1 imagine most men
wainl o kiss you. You're built that way.”

*Then why dom’t you, PaullP”’

Wicodiring's fiingessewsre toying marvous-

Leda shruggedl She got up, walked
across the room. When she canie back, sthe
hed one of her miniature cigarettes be-
tween her lijps.

"Give nme a light, Paull” she said.

Woodring struck a maatich. Lela leaned
forwardl The fllanre waversd He cupped
hiis Haaid tto gokent itt. AxttHaessaneenivanssat
he felt something hard and cold jannmed
against his ribs. He didit heve to look
down to know what it was.
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“Now you'll go, Paull” Leda said in har
same, bored momotone. “And you'd better
keep your hands raisedl”

The maich went out. The sherry glass
smashed to the floor.. Woodring chuckled
sardiomically as he niarched out, with the
nmzle of a gun poked into his back.

“Not to the left, Paull To the right”
said Leds, as she pulled the door open.
"You'll leave by the back wiy.”

Woodring walked down the nnusty cor-
ridor. He knew by the snnell of cocoanut
oil that he was passing the kitchen. The
back door opened, and a breath of rain
spattered in.

"Good night, Paull” drawled the weaman
behind him.

"Good migfitt” said Woodring. “And
thanks for a lovely evening Do you mind
if 1 take ny hands down RowF”’

There was no anmswex. Woodring lowered
his amns, walked a stgp.

"Pmll!!”

He turmed. Leda Camnsine out
of the doorway, thrust something into his
hands.

"Take this, Paull” she sasid hurriedly.
"You'll meed it.”

Woodring stared down at a .38 caliber
revolver she had left in his gragp.

The door closed. Woodring remained
standing in the darkness, insemsitive to the
chill caress of a fine, driving rain that
swept uipon him from the Himalayan night.

CHAPTER XVII

POST-MORTEM REPORT

LISTENING rivulets trickled down

Inspector Prike’s raincoat a5 he
walked into the hotel room and nodded
briefly to Deputty Iaspector Robbins and
the two Datjeellng police officisls sitting
there. The brisk, rhythmiic precision with
wiich he renoved his outer garments sug-
gested the rafchet-release of tightlywwound
clockwork. Robbins was used to the con-
tinuous high-tension umder winich Prike
would work without relaxation umtil he
had reached the solution of his case, but

tonight the deputy inspector thought he
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detected an extra galvamic inpuilss, an
added umdercurrent of energy in Prike’s
well-ordered nervous vigor. In all likell-
hood, Robbins swiised, Prike had just
welded a new and iniportant Hink into his
chain of evidence, but he knew better dhan
to ask for information before Prike was
ready to volunteer it. Hiemﬂdysaidl

"Here’s bramdly, Inspector.”

Tiny, pleasant wrinkles appeared at the
corners of Inspector Prike’'s eyes as be
picked up the bottle. Otherwise his facial
nnuscles remained taut.

“Nice detective work, Robbins,” he sditl.
"Where did you run down a clue to 1912

in Darjeclimgs”’

Robbins gestured with his thuni. ““Comg-
pliments of the deputy police commis-
siomar,” he said "He’s been drinking it
hinmself ever sifice you cracked the Bamnihay
Misil nurders. Seenns thet Captaln Woerth-
ing is stationed at Jalapabar Cantonmerit
riow, and told him thet you seid
stimulated the deductive brain centers”

Prike snriled as he poured an inch of the
golden brandy into a smnell, tulip-shaped
glass. Slipping the stem between his firsst
and secondfingets he warnmad die bowl
of the glass with the palims of his hand
and breathed the headly feagrance.

"Anything new;, Robbims?”’ he asked.

"I checked with Hiimalayan Optome-
trisis” Robblns replied. "IHere’s the pres-
cription for Hubartson's spectades”

Prike took a sip of the brandy as he
studied the square of paper. "Canvex
lenses” he musedl “Spectacles to correct
hyperminetiiapia. Evidently Hiubertson was
telling the truth when he said he was far-
sighted, Anything else, Robbims”’

"Yes,” the Deputy replied. "I checked
on the delivery time. The glasses were
broughit to the hotel at ten nuimutes to fixe.
1 talked (o the chapbusassihohdeliietiveted
thenn, and he said that Hubertson was Haalf
undressed when he opened the door. So
hissterysfaﬂdsup,all right. Doesi't it,

i %

‘'Apparaitly,” said Prike, again wetting
his lips with the nncllow bramdly. “\What
eélse, Robbims?’
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"Calblegram from Scotland Yard, In-

spsotor.”

Prike put down his brandy glass “In
regard to Jerdici?”’

"Yes, sir. l'll read it to youw: "‘Where-
abouts Chwistopher Jericho still undeter-
miimed. Unshle yet to confirm theory de-

Englladd.”

"And nothing from Calcutta on Jeri-
che?’ Prike asked.

"Nothing, Inspector. Apparently Jerkins
hasiit been able to turn him up, s et

"Jenkins woulldiit” ssid Prike. He sat
dowm, passed his hand over his bald head.

"But there’s a report from the Civil
Sunggenr)” said Robbins. “Heffinlseddiine

pn Doc Feutnnamm.”

"And found, no douit, that Dr. Fuer-
neon died of gumshot woulndis”’

“He was shot proper, all right” said

Robbins. “It was a puideatatanioljolThEhe nilssioner says hell find her for

sukgeon says the bullet clipped the liver
and stomach, perforated the Intestine
fifkeantitiess semeskbadt ®oollibhar veerde-
brae—"’
"Two vertehras” Inspector Prike's
teeth clicked. He sat forward in his chair.
"Two lunbar vertehwss” Robbins re-
“and then ricocheted back and
stuck in the left kidney”

e walied scrose he roeet
i a 6

baek, He stoed for a fuli mﬁ‘;%mﬁ@ﬁt
of Robbins, drawing steadily on the
chevest. He leoked squarely at Robbins,
ggtéltrm.s EYES Were uhsesing, focused on the

“Then the surgeon found the bullet,
Robbiins™ he asked at last His glance
was still fixedl on infinity.

"Yes, Inspector. It was pretty badly
sngshed, but the commissioner
says there’s no doubt it was thirty-eight
caliber.”

“Thirty-eight?”’ Prike descended abnuypt
ly to eswth. ‘That's the sanme caliber bullet
that killed Basil Stiller.”

"How's that, sir? Stiller was killed with
a thii ”
Prike shook his headl “No, Robbins,
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The enipty cartridge we found in Stiller’s
flat was a thifty-two; but the bullet dug
out of Stiller’s body was a thirty-eight. 1
thought you knew that, Robbins”

"I didirt,” ssid Robbins. "Tihen how dip
you explain the thirty-two cartridge, In-

“I cai’t explain it,” ssid Prike. Then ke
added: “Yet.”

"We havertfiinisieedour canvass of the
locksmiifing” Robbins apologized. “Most
of the shops were closed alreadly, and we
mnay not get the winale story before morm-
ing. But I’'ve got one other thing to report.
There's three wormen stopping at this el
with puirple dresses. Anyhow, there were
thiee this afternoon. I cap get two of them
right now, if you waint Hiubertson o try to
idendify them, The third woman checked
out this afterneen, but the eafbﬁ
of me By

. There’s 1o train leaving Daf-
jeeling before the Express at ten-bwenty
A0 fomerFew; and the cart road iS beiing
walchegl. The wemans neme is Leda Cay-
maie

Deputy Inspector Robbms made the
fiih [a jysista s eggeedtian
of triumph over work well done. Buit his
trlumph was short lived.

“Yes, 1 knowy” said Inspector Prike,
flikiig ghthesksiirrarhikichelinesootT st
to tell you about Miss Carmgiine, Robbiis.
Whille you were st dive Fimalayan
trists this evening, 1 had a telegram from
Callcuita. The tracer on the candid camera
with the Schnell-Ultra f/1:5. lens, Ne.
255 58 44325 430k ckait 1T e Anienaranues
purebasedﬁm months age by Miss Leda

"By Miss—? Strike me: P exx-
clalmed Robbins. ‘Then it wasiit Doe
Feurnnanifs camera after alll?”’

"Of course not,” Prike saidl “I've sus-
pected for days that Feurmann never
owned a camera. But he was keenly aware
of the existence of this particular one, andl
the use to which it had been put. His viisits
o us were merdy designed to implant the
idea that any photograph taken by this
camera was fraudiullendly contrived to . . ,
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well, to use an Annarican termn, to frame
hinn; to discredit him in his false role of
Nazi refugee”

“I'm afraid I dom't quite see, In-

spector . .

“To put it plainly, themn” Prike said,
“the Niazi Government was aware that a
photograph existed, showing a German
diplomat in conference with the Nawab of
Shimdighar, who has solemnly enggged to
megotiste with no forelgn power except
Gieat Britain. it was therefore the miission
of the secret agent of the Nlazi Govern-
rnart, the late Dr. Adolf Feurmann, to se-
cure the original of that photograph, or,
failing the, to cast all possible doubts
upon its athertitdsy”

"But the photo is authsic?”’

T rather think so,” said Prike.

“Then shoulldit we notify New Delhi?
Shnoulidie’t the Foreign Offfice have a copy
of the phoko”’

"Not for the mmment,"’ said Prike. *“The
Indian Foreign Offfice is not quite as memt
as the Nawab of Shinsighar imagjimes”

"But are you sure, Inspector, that this
LAnmara—winat's the nuntber . . . 255347—
is the one that took the picture of-tthe
Nlavah?”

OSITIVE,” announced Prike. *There

is a slight defect in the photograph:
A streak of light-fog across the top. Even
before we left Calcutta 1 determined that
thaew&saﬂﬂypiﬁhxelemlhebaiewsei
the camer witiigh wenlld case ttiis ddefect?”

“But if this camera belonged to Leda
Carading]” protested the puzzled Robbins,

"how did it get inside Alexander Blenn's
desk iim Caltatta?

"That, Robbins,” said Prike, “is for youl
and nre tto firdcbautit. I| Hedléseewwdl i diihat
the explanation is nnomstaiy; and that the
sum changing hands was rather consider-
ashile, judglng from what 1 have been able
to learn of Leda Camiine by telephone
fiiis exeriig’"

“Has she got a record, Inspecar®’

“Of sorts” Prike negpliet]. “SieclééfttBapg-
kok huiriedly last nnomth, one diay ahead
of deportation proceedings that were be-

8 A5
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ing prepared by the Sianese Govennment
at the request of the German Legation. It
seems some young German aftache had
been somewhet indiscrest”

"Strike ne crosseyetl” said Robbins.

"Moreover,” Prike continued, “I'm in-
clined to think Miss Camngiine is the samne
person as the Carmen de Lada mentioned
in the court-martial proceedings against
the nawval engineer connected with the
fleaiipod dryeidckaatSitingaparclaasty year.
Although Miss Carnisiiie—or Miiss dlellsgza
—had left the Siraits Settlements shortly
before the trisil”

"Why would she warnt to kill Doc Fuer-
nfir?”” Robbins asked.

1 don't kinowy” Prike answered simply.
“I'm not even certaln she did kill hinn”

"But Hiubertson saw a woman in pur-
ple—

The humen eye, Robbims,” Prike intet-
rupted, “is very often niistaken—panticu-
larly & hypermmeiiropic eye. And the lnuran
fiind is not much better. For instance, diiis
forhing 1 discoursed at some length oh a
theory which 1 fust now acknowledge was
nistaken Alexander Blenn hes fiol been
finurdlered, At least he haalit been uwp to a
few houirs age.”

“He’s in Darjeeling, than’

“He’s within a dozen niiles of Darjeel-
ing” "

"Did you see Kiin),Ihs

“I'm very nnuch dhead)) Hﬁikemwues@l
“that he sawniecfins 1 kejakainRiRbbhiss.
Shiimclleinar, 88 you probably knowy, is a
state dominated by Lansisin And since
religion and lay power are closely linied
in the Lama mind, Lannas play icportant
foles in the Nawalb's governmend, There-
fore it oceurred to me that 1 fimight do
worse than pay visits o several Buddhist

La tonight, but 1 didfing ggﬂnme:m
{ery 6n thei,ebeﬂg Road, a topi with the
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nante ‘Alexander Blenn' stamped into the
inner band. The topi was wet with rain,
so 1 could safely assume that M. Blenn
had come in shortly before 1 did, as the
rain had started only twenly fiinuies be-
fore. And the fact that the topi hed been
abanidoned indicates, of course, that Mr,
Blenn hed nnade a hasty departure.”

Rabblns was @n Hiis fiest itnstantiy. “Shzll
1 findl him for you, Ingpeator’?” he asked
excitedily.

"Yes,” said Inspector Prike, walking

y toward the bottle of brandy.

Rabbins already had one arm in his
raincoat. He pulled on the other sleeve,
clapped on his topi, verified the twisted
spikes of his blond nustache with an ap-
praising forefinger.

“’ll have hinn here in two shakes of a
bhuinn' safidilnipepestor Hehdedbctarkd.

*Just a momant, Robbims.” Prike pounsd]
another inch of brandy into- the tulip-
shaped glass, held it up to the light to ad-
finire the color. “When I'vefimisieddilnis
excellent Armagmac, 1 shall decide wiinstinar
1 want you to bring hinn here, or merely

keep HiimnsHaddevec Hdeedsl okl Hraibibins”

Prike raised the glass to his lips.
CHAPTER XVII1

WORD FROM BLENN

OR nearly an hour Paul Woodring
lurked in the terraced gardens of Run-

jit Cottage, waiting for Leda Camnaine to
eave, or the object of her engagement to
aFrive, Hiis coat collar turned up agalnst
the chilling drizzie, he stalked through the
like @ farauder, wintil he found

a place from wikich he coulld waich both
the front and the back of ihe house. He
wis intent on eonfronting Count Vazhilko

last three mimutes Her routine folloawed
the expected pattern wntil she had poked
the gun against his ribs. He had even ex-
pected that—but he was thrown complete-
ly off when she did not imnnedlistely bar-
gain for possession of the photographic
filkm . AbacwiMeaNsBeedelsovehiimoatitodf tHee
house, only to present him with her re-
volver . . . well, he couldn't understand it.

When Leda did not leave the house, andl
1o one eniered, Woodring decided to give
up his vigil. After all, he had nore im-
portant things to do tonight. He had to
firiDls saeewamyo dintnkldeo- cardactwidint Hoe
Nawa's representative. Hie started across
town, plodding through the light mud,

The proud conifers lining the hillside
road nmoaned in protest as they bowed
hurily before the rain-laden windl The
drizzle, instead of fallings seemed to billow
up from the imnmense depths, veiling the
night with changing tones of gray as fiedh
gusts scattered or thickened it, blurring
the gloomy silhouettes of the dark, mainted
trees. From beyond the Bazaar came
snaiches of barbaric sound|, the clash of
cymbals, the blare of the thighbone taurm-
pet, the long mewnful hewd of the ABddeng,
the deep-voiced note of a gong The weird
medley, carried by the wind from some
Lama stwine, did little 1o soothe the al-
ready jangled nerves of Woedring. He
thrust his it his peckets and hur-
fied his steps.

Fifteen miinutes later he was knocking
at the door of Ruth Ingrani's room at the
Woodlands.

The door opened promypily. The girl
seermed surprised to see hin—or was she
disappointed?

“Oh, it's you,” she said.

Woodring entered without waiting fot

—T6F he weasstde tiwaey Maanitka.iddavaves an invitation.

axpecting. _ _
He had a long weit. The wind-bent

bushes rubbed their wet leaves agginst lIrimm,

and the fine drizzle beaded his eyelashes.
He had plenty of leisure to wonder about
the strange behavior of Leda Carmaine,
She baffled him completely. Sire was per-
fectly transparemt, of course, up umtil the

"Were you expecting someone else”’
adlet

"Yes,” Ruth ssid. “Mr. Hubertson. He
sent ne a rather framtic chit, saying—"

“[How did Hiubertson know you were
staying heate”’ Woodring demanded.

"Why; 1—1 didm't think of that. Buk it’'s
sinnplle, now that 1 do think of it. He was
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standing nesr ne at the siation, when 1
gave iy Juggage 1o the station porter for
this hotsl. . . . But you're dripping wetl
You'd better your coat on this dnalf
to dry. 1'll light thefire I saams sstaNage

hewving to light afife eewﬁm&ﬂb/llfﬁt

we were gasping for breaih in the
heat in Caleuita. .-

"What is Hiubenson coming here for?”
Wioodring asked thy.

1 don't kmowy” Ruth seid “iHe said in
his chit thet something tragic had hap-
pened 1o upset the plans Unde Alex imatie,
and that he hed no loager any way of get-
ting in fouch mtggeu according to ﬂﬁ?
fightt the apiler oHagly - Wiheh sRpea M.
Wisealning?!

“"Better call nie ‘Pauil,’ ” Woodring said.
‘There’s no teilling what I'll be calllag you
before the evening is over.”

The gifl started to smiile, but the dim-
plesfitickerddarily ffor amn iiaskant

"You look sinply furious with nng” she
saidl. “What have 1 done”’

“That,” ssid Woodring, “is what I've
come to findl out. Did you ever hear the
nere Jobn Mapieledt?’

“No, never.”

"You're positive you never heard your
unde nantion the mante Miapleleaf in-com-
nection with niy trip to Darjechiing”’

"Pegitive. Who is John Maplclee”’

That's the manme 1 was to have used i
ny negotistions herg”™ Woodring said.
"But it was niisap ated by a Ganman
who called hinmself Dr. Adiolf Feurmann.
And the German Miapleleaf was mwundiswsd]
this afternoon at the Himdlgyen?"

RUTI‘I—]I INGRAM paled. Her blue eyes
widened, She satddenrwasialdy Hoaw
dreatiful” she exclaimed after a pause.
Then—I  suppose” that is what Mr.
Hiuubertson mnsant in his mote’”

"Very likely. The news of the murder is

probably all over Darjeeling by this time.
But whet } want to know is how this sup-
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“that you'd be very dinaxitdll dihet fine maanee
did leak out. Otherwise you might have
been the John Mapleleaf t6 be mundarsat!”
“Then you do thiik” said Woodring,
"Ihat you migh\t have let the nane drop
. in conAversation, some-

Mmrﬁf?’

“No, of course mot. How could I? I've
told you before 1 didi't know the nanne”

“1 know;” said Woodring. "But I'd like
to hear you say it again”

*T see” The girl's shoulders squared,
and her pert nose went up half an lach.
“You want fine to say il HoAl—s0 youl ccan
waich for any change of expression, any
hesitation, any telitale lowering of the eys-
fids. 1s thet it?’

"Yes, that's it.”

“In othet words, you dom’t believe me!”

“I'd like very nmuch to believe you,” sziidl
Woodring, “but I've done quite a little
walking around in the rain tonight, and
I've had fime to think. One resullt of this
thinking is the reslization that you hauerti
been quite frank with fie Bow.”

“In what way haven't 1 been frank?’
Ruth demanded indighantly.

"You -haven't told nne ttheneedl noason féor
your presence in Darjecking” Woodring
ssid bluntly.

"Bt 1 haxa!” the girl protested. "I told
you—?

41 renmamier. mnn’rtmmnmtnmeﬂ"WUodd-
ring broke in. “You told nme on the train
last night thet you were going to Dar-
jeeling because you felt your Unele Alex
wis 1ibseadas ivabinlenaach oL Boadpintyyau
wmight be of help. That's riot true. At least,
it's net the whele truth”

An unfamillar light blazed in the girl’s
blue eyes, but she stryggled to keep tihe
aﬁwfeutef her voice. "Tien 1 suppose”
she said, "'you want nie 1o say that 1 canne
o Darjeeling because 1 fell medly in love
”%é%’é%‘iﬁf?ﬁ‘ﬁ b doy Tt baas

8 3%] iF
dred nles away. Is that it

“No,” said Woodring so]enmly “e-

posedily confidential nmnmldg:@mrgta gmtomt@atﬁe that woulldkrit be true, eithar.”

Dr. Feumnami’s possessiom.”
1 shoulld thiik” said Ruth very slowlly;,

“Then what is the truth?”’
“IListen to me” said Woodring. “You
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sy be a spoiled brat. You sy have bean
raised under ail the disadvantages of hav-
ing {00 nweh noney. But 1 refuse to be-
lieve thet you are guite as stupidly con-
ceited 85 you neke yourself out when
you say youlve come hete, d® kalp your

winele, Why, yeu're @ yeunsg, inexperienced

Siﬁ QIL E}l girl, @ year out of fhnisihggy

"Two years, neaily” Ruth corrected
him. “And as for being inexperiamncsd—"
"You'’re a babe in anmms” Woodring in-

sistedl. *'You’re not in a fashionable jpenéion

now. You're in the East, a land that a

whiite rnan eanttwiridestand in addazenlilife-

times. You're in a couniry where intrigues

UTH INGRAM stared at Woodring

for a long, speechless nmommemt. Slow-

ly the color rounted to her cheeks—just

a faing tinge, like thefiirs tiliubhdf diamm.

it wes very becoming to her, Woodring
thought.

"Give nme a cigarette, Paull” she said in
a sirained voice.

Woodring watched her as he held out
e o ek Up agmet e 61 memed 15
aged to work up ageinst the gi to
vanish with theﬁllaerg;e.ﬂle Houmd] ineself
comparing her to Carmaire—pe rhafgs
because when he had held a meich for
Ledia, she hed jabbed a gun into his ribs.
AM Of m LI ?

"1 hate you for what you've just saidl”
Ruth Ingram declared at last. "And ai dine
same time 1 . ~, well, 1 admire you for it,
t00. 1 hate being caught in a halffib, but
1'd hete it, o6, if you were obtuse enough
ot 1o see through five . . . partieulardy if
you're going t6 werk for me some day.”

"Well, wiat's the ansveer? " adket] Wods-
ring impatiently.

Ruth tried ~to blow a
;ﬂmﬁ@ ring ‘‘Christopher Jexichs” she

Woodring straightened up in his chair.
Tihen you did know asbout Jeridha?’

“INot when youfiirs taskedl )" tine gl
replied. "But 1 made it a point tofimbiowt
about him before 1 called the police yester-
day nnorming. 1 went through all of Uncle
Alex’s papers. 1 thought it would be better
if all the Jericho evidence were kept out of
sight wniil 1 knew exaetly whet it meant”

"Well, winet does it meat?”’

"There were just the assignments of a
dozen of Jericho's patents to the Blenin
interests. Then there were the letters of

administration, or wihalever you call them
—the appointment of Alexander Blenn as

guardian and trustee of Jeriche's shere in
the p?rmersmp, after he was declared in-
saine’”

“Did you destroy these pgpass?"

“No. 1 wanted to ask Unce Alex about
them first. That's reslly why 1 came to
Darjeetiing”

Weodring got up and waiked to the ffiee-
place. “You told nie last night that you
trusted me” he said. "Why did you beld
out this business about Jericha?’

The girl gave a queer little laugh “I

donm’t kmowy,” she szid "Perhaps
it's because I'm a Blenm, after all, and
wanted to keep back something that wmijgit
give ne the upper handl . . 7

"You didin’t findl any papers, did you?’
Woodring pursued, “that might Indicate
that the funds supposedly held in trust for
Mr, Jexicho had been used in the recent
expansion of the Blenn enterprises”’

Ruth shook her headl "Only Basil Stiller
would know about that” she said. “And

he—” She stopped,, sudidenly aghast st the
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possible significance of winat she had just
said. “No, I'm sure it's not that” she
added quickly. It couldn’t be that”
“Somehow 1 wish you'd turmed those
papers over to the police” Woodring said.
“However, 1 didff't come here 1o diseuss

ethics. 1 came to—" Hie ppause]. Thete wass

a tinmd keneck #¢ die door.

That's Mir. Hubertgn” Ruth said. Sie
opened the door only a few inches, which
was sufficient for Woodring to see that dine
caller was not Sianley Hubertson—unless
that gentleman hed whiknsicelly decided to
Smiltaneushy b retogrioed B i
simul recogni iliae
veice 6f Georges Clemenceau Malaswaram
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the danip paper. He passed it to Ruth.

“This your umnde’'s hamdhniifing”’

“Yes,” the girl replied without hesita-
tion.

“No doubt shout it?”’

“None. Unde Alex wrote this.”

"Where did you get this chit, Clemen-
ceauf?" Woodring demarndied.

"Small chiice sbriongglghtasameot@ &obion-
tree Lodige,” said the teakat.

“Where did the choice xaamériron”?”

'Did not ascertain, SEH), sasdidthie
Tannil. “Enguired if reply was wainied, Houit
was informed negative. Cuwiosity therefore
ceased. Am again in error, Sah?"

Woodring made an impatient gestuire,

a&qﬁg for him. Hrlewass et dlomithtaeee “You'd better go home and get some dry

"Sﬂ:lmn‘ﬁaﬁb,ﬁlkmd Blisbrgeorgien@iemen- "Quite, SetibH ke Halyty Jetedatardined

ceau Mialaswairann The lean Tamil

held a limp, danyp envelope in his black
, and he himself was fully as damp

and limp as the envelope. A raln-drenched

leck of ebon heir straggled forlornly fiiom

uihekr hils AsbEkingn eap to difpwaseruppan

Fﬂ%bﬁgge Hiis wet clothes clung to his dhikn
RS,

"You're shivering, Clemnanasay;,” Wood-
fing saiidl. “What's the nuattor?”’

clothes on, Clennanaear)” he saitl.

where he will Heesgpendiing rvwbint?"

"Are the police still waiching the
Lodigs™ Wioodring asked.

" INo, Sghkti bE dpiicigacdi sliseaitirudeeinno
hours previous.”

““Then 111 HecHaonee. Hutiff t HaeteisSaamy-
one hangjng around looking for fine, came
out and head nne off, won't you, Clemen-
ceanf?”’

"Without failure, Sadfi)y," the black

“Am Southen boy, Se#lily,"saddidthine youth assured hinn “Saédamth."

Tamil. “Am therefore unused to rigid
climates of North. Here is chit for you,
Sakit”

OQDRING took the wet envelope.
“How did you know where to find
me?” hil@¥yngidamu know where to find
megi fs1derpanekelelf,” replied Georges
ClemmltyMthMfam repiegia Geopes
£l (i dvielgsnaEEni tmgicinheMig
mvbfﬁamair&suﬁ@nsmgmmafonm
BRpnby  underground  grape-wine  tele-
gm@k‘ape -vine,” corrected Ruth Ingram.
Wﬂﬁe’\/\ﬂﬂglst@@’rﬂiﬁedfﬂﬂm B2, in
querﬂe beingistaghitieud aanittedPlacadin
sﬁwﬂ%abeﬂagamlmweated) ey
SBZARF, whie Wik fita g Rudtin

When the door had closed, Woodring
demanded of Ruth: “iHow the devil did
your e kiow how to reach e at Cot=
ton-tree Lﬂdlgé"

"Uncle Alex is mobodly’s foel,” the girl
{;q;ed!. “His success wasnt all due to

"Are you sure you diidimt tell him witeexe
1 was?”’

1 hawerit seen or heard from Uncle
Alex. This is the firs tsign I've Inadl dinet Hae
was adually i Diatjed g

Woodring walked up very close to the
girl, looked into her eyes from a distance
of only a few iindhnes.

"1 swear it!” Ruth added fervently.

After a monnent, Woodring saidt “iLet

cﬁbl%lﬁf&bﬂaiﬂr verks epeding swall ne see thet note agsiim”

M wheveksgatsthereat, in-
fonv@shef@abﬁ&édwmeamampe His

eyobReREINGsaperech eﬂaﬁre@ﬁﬂ;?km@folhﬂﬂ
eyebrows raised as he carefully unfolded

Hie sat dowm, spread the limp paper on
one knee The ink was a little blurred by
the danip, but he had mo trouble readling:
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Dear  WoormwG:

Have just learned of" miscarriage of
Hiimmllayan Grand scheme. Broken contact
will be remedied if you go te Buddhist
shrine on Observatory Hill at daybreak to=-
morrow, and wait for Lama by the name
of Quombi La,

B.

behind Woodring., Her
ﬁnm&rsbkm‘sﬁbﬂ? hi3is afiin hbﬁhﬂy gas Egae

"zoure going, of course)” she said.
a es”

“I'in golng with youl”

Whodrlng ststg[gp, faced tbe gifl. "No,
you're nief,” he

"How are you going tastspﬂiE?”She
raised her chin mag&stufeef defiance.

Or was it diflianes” Far Wisdhing it wuiss
an opportunity fo adhiire the smooith,
safinly curve of her young thicaf. Yes he
had been too long in
%%Wm‘“ Grve 5 bt 1 e ot
cen Ve if be was

o remeniber Blenls aalﬁmmmm Never
llstea {6 & WomaN, any WwoRna, ,
"Now, see hara!” Woodrin clasped the
irl's shoulders in his handls, as
h he were about o give her a disci-
plinary “"Don't get the idea that
I'm a chivalrous ki waiting to be
wourd around th\e littlefiinge rof fine ffisst
lady Guinevere that comes along. 1’ve got
a job o dio, and if o meaditle in t‘f
g%l’re poing 1o get 0 1 mgke My

Ruth did mt reply. Her shoulders
stirred dlightly in his grasp. The glow of
theffireligy theliindl Her etigedl e cunly
heir with affickethgdillur of llding guldl.

OCDRING heard a low sound,
fwhed, Sianley Hiubertson bad
6pened the door unebserved, was standling
the thredheld For an instant his
aooped figuiee seemed particularly soli-
tary, tragic. His face, despite his black
eyebrows and the keen glitter of his eyes
behind the spectacles, seemed hopelessly
old. Then the impression was dispelled by
a dy grin.
“1 was sure 1'd findl you herg, Wood-
TO BE CONTIN

ring” he said, as he closed the deef
"Mr. Woodring canie on business” sdidl
Ruth quickly.
“Don't apologize, Miss Ingrawmn” Hu-
bertson shook a roguish forefinger. *'I was
once young myself. 1 wndersiand these

"I thought Myr. Blenn gave Instruc-
tions” said Woodring, “that you and 1
weratt to be seen together winil after the
concession was negolisted, Mr. Hubert-
soim.”

"1 know, 1 kinowy” Hiubertson agreed.
"But 1 didnt know how to resch you
after— Why, haven't you heard what Ingp-
pened 1o . . .. 1o our M. Mapleleat’

"Yes, I've heand]” said Woodring. “Ap-
parenﬁy the secret of the nanie wasn't
very well kept.”

"1 hope 1 didi't give the show away

WW%HHHG to Inspector Prike” said Hiubertson. “I'm

affaidlgaveqmteasrtsrtwmnlheard
the dead rinen called Mapleleof”

"You've seen Prike, then?”’

I was with him when he found the
bodly,” said Hiubertson. “I saw the man
shot. 1 happened to be looking through
iy wdindiow—’

“Who shot him”” Woodring demanded.

T couldn't swear to thet” Hubertson
replied. "I didn't see the shotfirel Buit 1
know there was a woman in the roam
st the time, a woman in a puiple dress”

"Purplle—?’ Woodring sat down. Many
things became very clear. He
threw back his head and gave a short,
ironic laugh.

"What's the joke?” Ruth Ingram asked.

“T was just ngy” said Woodring
grinilly, “how funny it would be if Inspec-
tor Prike should walk in on us at this
instaint”

4T don't see anything funny in that”
said Hubertson. "Prike struck me as Hniing
singularly without husmnar”

“TIt would be funmy, all right” Wood-
ring insisted, ‘hecause 1 think he'd fimdl
that the gun which killed Feurmann is in
iy pocket”

ED NEXT WEEK



Flame stabbed from

the window, and the

rifle’s crash echQed
in the silenc

one nmen could have so much

Hie weas airsit] evean to tiiik

about it for fearsomgahlng would happen

tobreaklhespdl. His superstitious streak

wi¥red him that a nen hed so much good
luek, then so feh bad luek.

Rupe paced the deck with increasing
impatience as the Alaskan liner pushed Insr
way morthward through the inland passage.
Sireams gushed from snowdields far above
timberline; salmon leaped from the lcy
wateys and ducks lifted in clouds as the
steamer sped past some alnnost hidden bay.

Everything about Rupe was brand new.
He had bought his new suit in Seattle and
it perfectlyfitteidhiis broad shouilders and
fikett sstonaabh. Thn His pootlest Hee caariiel] an

IT seened incrediible to Rupe Gordon

Boat

FRANK RICHARDSON PIERCE

Author of “Sourdough,” *“The Limit,"” etc.

engagement ring to slip on Verna Denny’s

finpge rtibermuoeenthbea afivedda atMAiadd
Bay. In the sanie pocket was a wedding

ring set with several snill diamonds.

Within twendy-four hours after he placed

the engagement ring on Vemelsfingerke
hoped to add the wetitling riig.

Rupe had bought himself a new travel-
ing bag, and a new walch, t0o. The only
old thing about him was the silver deputy-
marshels badge on his vest. It had been
his father’s, and now he was trying to
hold up the reputation his father had iatle
for himseif in a district where maintaining
law and order wes a mamsized job, It
would be ne cinch 1o fill old Al Gerdon's
shees, but with Vernals help, Rupe was
gemg to do it oF bust,

“When do we arrive at Mallard Bay?’
he asked the captain as he came dowmn
from the bridge.
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"Why did you ever leave that girl in
the firatpllaes? dine cagptainasgicad  Woalkvee
been amay from her just a nnomth and a
nen would think you hadiiit seen her in
fiffiy years. Look ai -te—thwo digys after
1 got marmied 1 want to sea and diidin’t get
back for a year.”

"Maybe, but that doesi’t help fire ainy,”
Rupe said, grinning.

"We're going into Chimeok Hiarbor and
wniload cans for the saslmon cammewy” the
captaln answearedl ‘That'll take forty-eight
hours. Then well take on a load of salmon
$0 we won't have to nweke amother trip.
Then we go over to the saltery and take
on hertiing—"'

"That's emougll” Rupe groaned. He siwt
a glance at & smowchoked pass. “For two
cents I'd nush over that pass, build a
raft and shoot Mineral River to "Midliard
Bay. By the time youfiinishyour loading
and uniloading and steam around the pen-
insulla, il e Alkang ghink heart?”

The captain smorted. “Shoot the Mineral
River just to see a girl! Huh! 1 thought
you had somie sense. Only two nnen have
ever shot thet stream and lived to tell
about it.”

“I'n not serfiows” Rupe saiid. “Just im-

The skipper paused and squinted at a
long camoe. It carried a spread of soiled
sails, leaned , but was cutting
swiiftly through the water. It was well in-
shore, but the captain knew it had come
from the open sem through some pretty
fasty weaiher. The canoe had the Mallard
Bay Indian markimgs. The captain started
to wonder, sloud, what was wrong up at
lhEBay,bu’tdeeldedmtta 1t would just
meke Rupe jumpier and cause him addi-
tional worry and impelience. But only an
emergeney eould hewve sent that canoe out
in bad weather.

UPE was on deck when the captain
returned from breskfast The Chi-
neok Hiarbor cannery lay a niile ahead.
The steanmar’s witiistle ssdddertly Hilastet] aadd
buildings and cabins ashore to
enply. Men, wonnem, children and dogs

huried down to the whaf Rupe could
alnost hear them yell, “Mall beat!’ as
they ran.

The scene miight have been something
called up from his earliest . He
could see now his mother's eager, fllshibd
face as she carried him down to the wiaaff
—twenty years ago. The year's fihst
steanmer always niepnt nore than just mail.
It nneant fresh provisions after the long
wimtiar; fresh faces, too. Frequemtly old
friends who had wintered outside. A man,
he reflected], would have to winter “In” to
know what the fii < tsieamar meant. Rupe
Gordon's rugged face was warm and lit
with an amused, half-rueful sympathy
&8s he wailched the people rumning towards
the whavf.

“And within a wedk” he sasid, “Vermna
will come running down the trail to meet
mne. Her dad is probably in from his <l
So he'll be there, t6o. He promised to cone
in and help us get mamied if it was the
last thing he ever did.”

s The Indian cance landed near the witaif

and a lean figume nwde its way to the
landing.

"After we're maftiet]” Rupe mused,
“we'll talk old Tim into Staying with us.
Hie's 160 old to spend nonihs on end pros-
pecting alone.”

Rather grinilly Rupe shook bis head.
Once a pagpector, AveySasppIgSEadnrasid
it vas thmﬂetﬁaamqmtﬂﬂnﬂaenﬁy
he recailed, lived in ferror because
years were passing so swiiftly and hestill
hadint niwde his big stiike. Rupe knew
old Tim's bitter fear of becorming a Kuraien
to his daugiter, or of being sent o a
pioneer’s home “And he wanled money
{o give Us a weddiing present, 166, Rups

The steamer slipped alongside the :
its lines shot out, and a Mallard Bay
Indian scrambled up the gangplank
soon as it was out. He handed the captain
an envellope. ‘'Wait,” the skipper ordered.
“There fgy be an answar”

"We no take answer badk” the native
replied. “Big storm. We wait! Go back
with you.”
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The captain glanced over the single
sheet of paper in the envelope, then asked
Rupe to come into his cabin. "Bad news,
Rupe” he saidl “Tim Denny's gone
crazyl?”

"Crazyl” Rupe gasped.

"Yes. Not actuslly surprised, are you?
Look at the years he's spent alone. Got
himfiaalyy 1 samediing iin his
head shippet)” the captain said. “Verna
senit word o five by the Indians. She kawew
if you werent aboard 1 niight know winate
you were”

“Where is he?’ Rupe askedl “1 helped
fiy father bring out insane prospectors
mﬂiytimlmppaseshefeltl’dkmw
exactly whet to do.”

| s0,” the captain saiidl. “Her&d's
the letter. Tim has holed up in Tremper’s
cabin, on the edge of town, and he thinks
the world is trying to Jump his clainn.”

Rupe read the mote lly. “Good
Loidl” he groaned, “he’s already wnunded
two mem They're talking of dynamiting
the cabin before he starts killlng peoplle”

1 suppose sonehow he believes that the
ground around Trenper’s cabin is actually
the niining claim he's been humting so
long,” the captain suggested.

"It nnust be real to him,” Rupe
saidl “Poor old Tim. I've got to get there
in a hlunﬂy/mptam could you skip those
other ports and—

"We got Umited States nmadl aboard),
Ruipe, and a schedule to follow,” the cap-
tain answeredl “I'm soany.” He wondered
hew Rupe would trap the insane nmen wiith-
out killing hinn And then he wondered
hew Verna could ever manry the nien who
killed her father, even in the line of duty.

captain was a fair mam, but hard.

Yet for all his hardness he hated to

- Risigardngss ke Qai?&ﬁg
THIRGRs iRl 8

€ E%u%
b faenciens. tokake: iTh diark
o W%%“m@‘r:% e
f
’ oe;e%?ﬁ

S g I R
i SGUQKI- é@HEE@H‘O&ltHe@{ meSharsh

skilled!, or experienced storms at sea.
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“He’ll try Mineral River,” the skipper re-
fletedd Tt dikisrdmlywayag it f Iheheraitits
it may be too late. Hiell! 1 feel sorry for
Vema Denmy.”

Rupe returned to his cabin and
up his bags. One was filledl with ¢

theyll be safler” He swore and pulled
s big, firm lips down into a disgusted
curve. What a hell of a homecorming

Rupe repacked his bags, placing Verna's
thiags in the new one. He carried it to the
captain. “Deliver this for me, wall you?"
he askedl. “Verna mmay mot feel like speak-
ing to me when you amive. 1've got to
ke old Tim: alive—if 1 cam. But if 1|
cam't—well I've got o take him sonzewagy.
That's my job.”

“It's a tough job any timm” the sliipper
rephed, “but sometimes it's tougher. Good
luck in your run down the Minexal”

“You guesssll” Rupe said.

“The Mineral is the only amswer o your
problem, som,” the skipper szidl. ‘“‘About old
Tim, Rupe—lI've hauled a lot of insane
in my time. You've helped your father
with them on so memy occasions, there's
probably mothing you need to know that
1 can tell you Hee tugged thougintullly at
his square chin. “But thexr€'s one thing he
used to say, Rupe. Humans are like other
aminngls—creatures of haiit. Aunt] Hadijtts aare
strong. Even insane nmen follow themn. It's
instimctive. And sometimes if a marshal is
on his toes, he can cash in on a halitt’ ”
The skipper looked hopefully at Rupe. “Is
that any hdlp?’

Rupe nodded. “All the help in the weoilid.
Gives mme an idea. Do you remember the
old LydiwaPRHinatsasbtb torupnah ¢ Eukobdn?
She had a pretty dieep-throated whiistle for
so small a boat. It was likeffindiinggsome
fixee fhoot snimnpp wikth aa Higg Hoasswedeee™
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“How could I forget the LydizaPP'i"tlie
skipper wantzd to know. “Wasritt 1| axddebk-
hand @ Heerftorttvaospassnad? Wt
behind the ice and we'd slways be the ffisst
boat in with nusill. The nriners and tappers
would come for milles around and—"

“And I'd toddle along behind my
fathar,” Rupe cut in. ‘"The first time I
saw Verma, she was a baby in old Tim's
amns. They were waiting for the LydisaPP.
He'd trotted nearly two niilles. All out of
breath he was . . . Well, here’s what I'd
like you to do. 1 know it's a crazy plan,
but—"" Hiis voice grew low, confident and
had an eagerness in it now that almost
drove out the bitter, hopeless note that
hed erept ino it.

"But Mallard Bay is such a long way
from the Yukan,” the skipper said, when
Rupe hadfinisiedd “and dhefliagshipi pdf
the Alaskan filea tooulldl cariry dine cldl Lydta
on her deck. Besides nesrly twenly years
have passed|, and you can forget a lot i
twenly years”

"But, Captsi)” Rup ssid quickly,
“isn't this a case of—any old port in a
stonnt”’

UPE GORDON|, bent under the

f hi
et e

of the ice-coated cresks. When the ice grew
, he followed the bank 1o 2 gslkitwieere
willows thicldy, He shed the

2oyt waterpieef.
: ehunlc of woed which
in the bew, to weight it down,

6ff and elinbed in.

in the siern, he steered the eral
wmﬁaeh@wywmdeﬂpaddleheepaeked
6Ver the supR.

Hour after hour the light craft spun an
down the swift curremt Side streams,
frothing from their swiift descamt, tumbled

into the river and increased Hts volume,
The timber on the banks grew heawier, ttine
game thicker.

He plunged into a canyon, with dark,
dripping, towering walls, where the water
ran swiift and piled wp in the center. He
fought desperately to keep on top of the
wave, and only thelijfitness of the boat
m@df him from the currem’s erushing
orce.

Ahead], he saw a break in the wall and
a side streann gushing from a mamedless val-
ley. Rupe started to swing clear, then sud-
denly his niindl Ten feet of rope,
frayed badly at the end, hung from a
timber wedged into a split in the walll. The
fope was alnmost new. Rupe swuhg over to
the walll, grasped the rope and held it. It
wes like trying to check the rush of a
plunging horse. His shoulder muscles
swelled and tugged, and conguered. The
light boat lost its nennentunn, slowed . ., .
stopped,

“T've heard a hundred prospectors say
they'd like to pan gravel in the creek that
enipties into this camyon,” Rupe said], “thut
Tim Dennmy was the only niiner wio ever
mnadle up his mind to try it.”

Rupe’s probing thoughts returned to an
evening winem Tim Heat] disdianed! thaet anmen
with nerve nnight come dovun, ttie catysi,
drive his craft into the wall and nske It
fast to a rocky outcropping. 1f he weeked!
his boat he would drown, Tim hed ad-
miitted. But if he didi't, be could pay out
enough line to reach the break in the wall,
and perhaps work his way wp the aredk.

"Mayhe this is where he want, last
spiing” Rupe reflected. He tied a line to
the loose end and let his canvas craft drift
downstream. Working his way info the
break in the wialll, he landed. A faint trail
followed the creek bank Rupe was piessatl
for tine, but if Tim Denny hed staked
ground, hie wanied to know it.

A rile from the canyon, the creek wid-
ened and there was evidence of an ancieat
channell He saw a brush camp, a pile of
recently cut wood, and a hesp of stones
merking the corner nmonument of a clalm.
He kicked the stones aside and unearthed
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a tin can containing @& ground locatien
notice signed by Tim Denty.

Rupe pushed thiough a thicket to an-
other part of the claim. Other monuments
stood and between them a sluice
box constructed of ’ lumber;,
and a bhig tailings dump “The old man
struck it suire as helll, or he woulldii't have
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above the old Tremper cabin and pushed
cautiously through the brush.

The cabin stood in a clearing two hun-
dred yards away. He saw smoke im the
woods beyond and knew that nmen were @n
guardl. Smoke trailed lazily from the cabin
chimney @i theeoddorodfbbeoocaamd aaitidy
on the lazy nnoming air.

left adiunpplilﬂeetlibat’ 'Tiimeextlhinedd: ‘Hée  Brush cracked sharply to his left. As tie
was ttao alld] ahaadck towassiat i huugngry brush nnoved, a rifle in the cabin roared,

groundl”

Seversl square yards of gravel remalned
in the uwashed dunp. Hie found a rusty
shovel in the brush cannp, returned and
shoveled the rennaining dirt into the box,
then shut off the wader. A dollar’s worth
of coarse gold lay in the first riffie. And
%mdt there was rivore in the second and

i

He examnined nionunments on the ad-
Joining clalms. One clalim had been staked
in Vermals nanne, the other in his own.
"Wedding preseit” Rupe nuiiered. “He
once said he guessed he'd have fo strike
gold and stake a claim for us, as he didn't
heve anything else to give as a wedding
present, And he struek it! Heall” Rupe
returned the spade to the brush eamp.
"Cihances are he thinks it's this claim the
jumpers are after.”

UPE returned to his boat and con-

tinved down the river, The big

eanyen thet struek terror o s6 My heaits

%&@d@fiitﬂ@imp@ﬂaﬂwwﬁmwﬂm

o Rup@'g problem. The stream hurled
its froth waves &t him. 1t piled u
the weall ang hewnced thagk, diesien-

him with and ing @ barrel

9 Vater inte , Byt Rupe was teo

verred over old Tim o be pameulafiy

im%@'

He shot into wider, calmer water and
landed on a gravel bar. Rupe emptied his
boat and launched it agaim. '"Twelve more
houirs” ke said, “and I'll be there”

He dirifted downstream during the migiit,
glternately paddling and dozing. At eight
o'clock the following nnaming he rounded
8 bend and saw tine blue watars of Mal-
lard Bay. He landed a quarter of a mile

and swiift lead cut branches from trees
neary. “Damned old fodl™” a man
gmwledi"’[hey’doughterb]owlﬁmtohell
and be done with it. But what you goin'
to do with Verna cryin’ around and askin'

loud and clear. The thicket ahead was il
for several tense seconds, then a mnam, nwn-
ning low, appeared.

“"Rupe” he shouted "FHow'd you get
there? The nisin boat ain't in yet and—"

"iindians brought me word]” Rupe
anssared, “and 1 came over the pass and
down Mineral River. 1 just landiedl”

"You came down in that thimgf” the
other denamdied], staring at the boat dirawum
uwp on the bank.

"Yeah, and landed here because it
wouldin't be visible from the cabim,” Rupe
explained. “Tim's in pretty bad shape
st he?’

"Yeah. Crazier'n a loon! He waued sbout
folks tm'm’ to get his daughdars wedidin’
presenit from hiin)” the other explained.
'We got Verna up here. She walked right
into the open. She said acting natural was
the best way. Bul it didn't werk Tim cut
losse waih his rifle and Iicked the dirt
up in front of her feet. She hurnted cover.”

"Dicd—she cry?”

"Sometimes folks feel too bad to cry,”
the other saidl. "It mnigintve helped Verna
some if she could have bawded a little.
She was just whilke-faced, with the muscles
around her nmouwth working and her eyes
bulgin’ with fright. 1 never saw her scared
before. 1t hurt' some of us like hell. That’s
why we held off dynaiiiitin’ the place” He
shook his headl 'You're in a kinda tough
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place, Rupe. You're deputy marsinel, and
Vemils promised to mamry you. Well,
you're here. What're you goin’ to do?”

“I'm going to see Verna, first)” Rupe
answeredl “Isn't Tim beginning to play
out? He's got to have some you
know. He cam’t wakch day and nigjint”

“His dog's with hinn The dog barks
every ftime moves. When the
brush stirs, Timfirasa dug of leatl. Two
of the boys got hit with spent bullets
yesterday. That mekes four wounded all
tﬁ”i.”

“Tell everybody I'm badk” Rupe
directed, “and to keep umder cover. If
there’s any dynamiting to do, I'll do it.
I'm going down to see Vermna”

E girl's nomually happy, heeltiy face

was wortied and drawan She heard

Rupe’s step on the porch and was in his

A exan e Hwdl kanatkad] @i ke ddoor.

Y knew you'd come, Rupe” she cried,
"spmehow . . . some way.”

He held her a little away from him
then and told her whet he had found.
“Your father struck itl He hit it big, at
last. 1 saw a piece of rope henging on the
canyon wall 1 was looking for signs,
natuwelly. So 1 started scouting around. 1
found his momuments, Verna. He'd staked
claims for the three of us.”

“Poor dadl,” she half sobbed. “He got
our wediding present and then . . .. 1" She
shudidered. “What could have h@ppeneti’?

"“Nervous breakdiowm,” Rupe guessed.
"Brought on by strain and overwork. He
probably punched a dozen holes to bed-
rock before he Hiitnesell ey Tiieenteemadrikdd
like a horse to make a clean-up before the
snow began to fly. The size of the tailings
dunp fioomed e’

"What do you intend to do about—
him®” she asked, and her eyes looked
worried. “T'm going to crawd up to the
cabin tonight, after dark, and talk to him,
His miind is in the past, and I'm going to
tell him my father's in a jam, and that
I've come for hdip,” Rupe explained.

T wndiorstant)” the girl ssid slowdy.

He modded.. “It's our only chamoe, X,

Look at it that way. We'll go back twenty
years. If 1 can just play my part right,
disarm his suspicions and get to hiny, I
reslly do think we'll straighten things out
in his rmiindl”

“And once you get him out of that
cabim” she said dejectedly, "it'll be the
same old story of the nminer who went
prospecting one too nualy times—a jury
of six, then commiittal to the asylun, be-
wilderment, vacant eyes and—all the rest”

‘Maybe not,” he arguedl “It doesn't
always end that way. It does’t have to.
He mmay smep out of it.”

She: stk Her leeat].Nia. Nio fidlse Hopess,
Rupe.” She laid her Inand on his amn “Youl
will be careful of—yoursdlf, wan't you?’
she saidl. “Don’t hurt him and don't let
him hurt you.—I couldn’t stand it to lose
you both . .

“Dyefigureldit all outt,” he replied.

Rupe Gordon fishest in his pocket and
brought out the ring and
slipped it on herfiinger They kabintt ex-
actly planned it like this, but he felt the
ring nmght help her forget her father's
trouble—at least for a nmoment or so. She
regarded the ring with eyes swinning wiih
tears, tried to speak, then kissed him.

“I've got the other one, too,” he said.
“The wedding ring. But you wair't see dingt
untll the parson tells nie to put it on your
firgger Addd Veezgpt aswititoasefii bie dilith
new duds for you on the steannar”

“Have you, Rups?”’ she tried to sound

interested. “What're they like”’

“Well—er—" he blurted, “the prettiest
dress has gadgets around the neck and
some more thinguntbobs along the asttony”

‘Gadgets? What kimd?”’

“Oh—just gadgets. 1 don’t know what
you call tham” he said.

He kept talking about his trip “out” all
day, mot saying anything important but
trying to keep her mind off of old Tim
at bay in the cabin. He was repeating hir-
self toward evening. Then as the suis 18yS
paled, all crimson and gold on the clouds,
he held her very close to his chest—so
close he could feel her trembling.

At dusk he started for the Tremper
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cabln alone. The vague shadows of the
nien on guard finoved cautiously against the
darker shadows of the surounding timber.

Rupe stood a nonment in the thicket
mearest the cabln and was consclous of the
tenseness in the air. “Timt!” he yelled.
"Tinn!” Hie tried to niske his voice sound
as it did when he wasfiifteanyesss cldl.
“Tim! They're jumping Pa's clain! Tim!
Mir. Deinryy? Hie thdke flicimn coméeranidor 48N
toward the door. “Tim! Quicki Claimn
Jumpers are killlag Pal Hluniry!”’

FILAME siabbed from a rifle muzzle
protruding from the windew, and the
tense silence was broken by its echoing
erash, Rupe erumpled and lay still. Again
the might was sllent for several seconds,
then Vermals sobbing ery wailed out.

“Don't go out thewd” a man wamed.
"Don’t go out there, Mliss Verna, or you'll
be killlet!?”

Rupe heard the sounds of a brief
struggle as the men fought with Vema to
hold her back. Rupe crawled slowly to-
wards the thicket, expecting a blast of
lead any moment Strong hands reached
out and hauled him o safety. "Are you
bad huwt, ”” someone asked.

“Ne, I'm all right. 1 saw his head and
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A group of niiiners jolned thenn “We'd
like to talk to you slone, Ruips” one of
then said.

"All right. Excuse fing, homsy” He
squeezed her hamdl He knew what was
coming, and was prepared.

"We waited wmtil you got here” the
leader saidl. "'Verna was sure you'd be aile
to handle the old main. Well, you've failed.
It took nerve to do what you just didi, thut
. .. .. cldl Tinn iis iill iim dnet calkiin. Mest of
us know him. We feel sorry for him and
sorrier for Verna But after il we bave
our own lives to think of Rupe, you've
got to dynarnite thet cabi!”

Rupe Gordon's jJaw set. "I'll dynamite
it a week from tomeiow”’ ke saitl.

"A week from tomariow?’ the leader

"I'm deputy marshel, in command of
this aren,” Rupe said, "and 1'mh going to
handle this in my own way. And take the
respanshiiliyy,” he added. “I’ll appoint a
couple of nen to walch the cabin. Every-
bodyy else nust keep out of range.”

"No, it ismt all” the leader cut in.
"We'll send a report out on the next
steamer”

'"That's your privilege” Rupe answered.
“When 1 left her, the skipper said he'd

shoulldiers Ikikt wipiinffoonbofttevividdenamhd arrive a week from today.”

1 knew my trick wasrit wolking” Rupe
answaredl "1 dropped a split second before
he fidead:"

"You saw his head and shoulliisrs?” the
other queried. ‘Thhen you could've Killed
hikm?’

llYes.”

"You're a blasted fool that you didint”

"Shut up! Vermals comimg! hur-
ried to meet the girl. “I'm all rightt” he
saidl. "1 didm't dare tell you winle 1 was
out there—afraid he'd give it to me g

“It was a desperate plam” she said
westily.

"My dad tried it once on a crazy mam,”
Ruipe amsweradl. “The poor devil had gone
back twemty years. Dad mmade him think
that his partner was in a jam and when
he cane rumming out of s cabin, they
jumped him.”

UPE GORDON called iwest of the
lock in the 'meﬁ
'clock in the maiig. Vildsniight's
fain hed ended and the clouds were tieak-
ing up. Miists rolled through the tinber andl
shaits of sunlight sifted through eloud-
breals and brightened the land. Rupge
talked to them brielly, and the erowd sep-

The moming dragged,, the clouds rolked
away, leaving the air sharp and blue. The
mountains were a dazzling whiite against
the sky; the waters of the bay a deep blue.
Guills wheeled lazily, and esgles soared in
the higher Bvels. Just before moon, the
peaceful silence was ended sbruplly by a
steanner's deep-throated wihiistle sounding
down the inlet. A timbered point concealed
her from view.
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A nniner yelled, “Steanboat! Steam-
beat!” His neighibor yelled, "Mail boaxt!”

The cabins eniptied as by magjic. Mimners
and their families ran toward the whaif.
"It's the LydieaPP, oneemaimnysibdiedIdd
know her whistle anywheres. First steamer
in with mail”

The boat whistled again Sie waas aldorg
time in appearing, it scenmsdl Rupe Gor-
don crouched in a thicket near the Trem-
per cabln and watched.

Aggin the steammer's whiistle stirred the
echoes. Rupe saw the door knob tunn
slowilly, then the door openedl Verma, be-
&fde hirm, tensed and clutched his band.
"He—he’s coming outtll” she hsif sobbed.

Tim Denny stepped out into the open
and shaded his faded blue eyes with a
gnatled handl His showy hair fell to his
shoullders; a white beard covered his face
and his clothing was ragged. Rupe noticed
that he wore nioccasins. The hand pressed
against his forehead as if to force back
the confusion that gripped his brain. The
stearmer wiiistled again and the
old nen straightened his benit fiiguree “It’s

the LydlaaPP, hdpeyleled Conagrim pReltanai!

He twihed to the dog at his heels. "Come
6n, were going down and gel the maill
Mail beat!?”

He hurried as he had hurried twenty
years before. Excitedly he joined the crowd
on the whaiff. "Hello, Tinn,” an old miner
saiid], casully, as if mthmg had happened.
“How're {himgs”’

“Fair to midttli{P’ Tim answeredl. “We
gll seem to be gettin’ old fast. We all—"
The steamer rounded the point. It wasm't
the old LydieaPP bttt degeast {fostest
liner on the Alaskan rum ‘That aim't—"
Tim falteredl *There’s something wirang?”
He pressed his hand against his eyes and
forehead asgain—pressed hawdl “I'm all
pixed up. All nribed uyp!”

Vetna touched her father’s amn. “Hello,
Dadl” she said. ‘‘Come on, take nme lwme.
I'm tired.”

“Sure, I'll take you home, Vermg,” he
saidl, quietly—confidendy.

nissiomar’s offioe.

Rupe called several of the miiners to
hinn. *The old nmen has struck it rich. I'm
pretty sure he left a poke st the Tremper
cabin. We'll square things with the folks
he wounded with his guin. He won't make
any niore trouble. I'll see you later.”

He strode quickly to old Tim's cabin.
The old prospector was shaking his head
gloonnily. ' Everything is all wrorng," e waas
ndtering. *It ssenms like 1 struck ground
for your wedidii’ presemt—the fiirst big
strike 1 ever niade Then claim jumpers
tried to kill ne before 1 got to the re-
corder’s office. 1 fought ‘em off. Thea I
heard the slldl Lydidd &P ‘shideistiadsonvimhénd
1 kinew gpring hed conne. 1 ran down to dive
river landiwl, but things werent right

was old, and it werait the
Lydita Y¥ouvseveveretatalidintiberamidibll
at once the wivsle business seened like a
dresin’”

“It wasiit all dreamn, Tim,” Rupe as-
sured hinn. 1 cameddomtHecMlireeshl wesit
up the creek and found your claims. I
finade out duplicate location motices and
ngiled them to the United Siates Com-

Sowesreezaotoarirmaddiaing
presenit from you after sll. We're golng to
be niairied and take you with us What
you need is :aggoallderagrsest Addder ingty you
can boss the development work on the
claims. I'm going down to the steamer mow
and pick up the duds 1 bought for Verna.”

Verna followed him to the door. *'T know
any Alaskan can recognize the diffferent
steamers by their whiistle” she said], “thut
how did the old Lydiea’ svhidiatiadpqapernoto
be on & deep-sea stearmar?”’

It wasritt,” Rupe amswensdl A wHiistie's
pitch can be reguitetist]” he explained. "“Be-
fore 1 left the steamer 1 asked the siipper
to duplicate the Lydiea’ svindristlis ipgasibible.
This nmaming 1 laid the cards on the table
and asked the folks in camp to tum out
a humdired percemt wiem they heard the
whistle. 1 knew if the Lydiéa"soldicblalast
couldn't break through the fog around
Tiny's brain and bring him out of the ciim
—niothing couldl”



Hocus
Pocus

By LESTER DENT

A LL is not well with the New Aposties.

At least such is the convictiom of the
pretty browm-haired girl who founded the
evangelical sect, and who calls herself Saint
Neeta. She is sure that one of her aposties,
a dark-eyed ruffian named Harry Curet, is
using her orgamizatiom to cover up some
skullduggery of his own.

So she engages a pair of veteran detec-
tives, friends of her family, to investigate,
Smith and his partmer T. Packer Derm
haven’t solved a big case in years, and feel-
ing that getting to the bottom of the New
Apostles’ difficuities will re-establish their
waming reputatioms, they refuse to take the
iolice into their confidence.

Witich turns out to have been not very
wise of them. Simce they don’t dare ap-
proach Curot themselwes, they engage a
dowm-om-his-luck young tank-town magician,
ihe Mamwelous Mertom, to join the New
Wmostles and report on Curot’s activities.
Oumly they neglect to tell Cal Mertom what
really is up.

T IFE for Merton and his partner,

4 Imagination Daly, thereupon ceases to
lie calm. Al sorts of unpleasant things
happen to them. Amd Merton feels, though
lie cannot prove it, that Curet is at the
bottom of mest of them. Learning that
Smith and Derm have not been quite frank
with him, he would quit the job, except that
the browm eyes of Saint Neeta do rather
disturbing things to his heart,

A man named Tucker Cragg, who works
in a nearby watch factory, is offered a
private mimdl-reading by Curet. Later, Mer=
ton finds €ragg wamdering about the coun-
tryside, dazed and deathly siek at his
stomach.

It soon becomes apparent that Curet is
a big-time crook, and that somehow the
Cragg mlmmi-readmg episode is connected
with whatever he is planning. It must have
something to do with the watch factory, but
Merton can't imagime what it could be.
Neither can Smiith or Perm when he reports
to them.

Merton buys a gum. It is stolen from him.
He is drugged and wakes up feeling iii. Has
the same thing happemed to him that hap-

pened to Cragg? Has he beem questioned.
while uncomscious, under the influence of a
truth serum? Is Curot on to him?

QAINT NEETA can't—or won't—answer

his questioms. Because she is frightened
of something that Curot has in a large
wooden box that looks like a coffin. Smith
and Derm won't talk, either.

Then Smith is mumdored at the watch
factory, and Mertom is framed for the kill-
ing. Imaginatiomn Daly helps him escape
from jail. They make their way to Curot's
trailer, pick the padlock on the door and
enter. The first thing Cal sees is Curot's
wooden, coffinlike box.

Imaginmtion looks at it and says, on a
note of hope,

"Mapte it's empty, Cal.” Tmagimation isn't
mueih help in a crisis. He scares too easily.

“Mkaphe it is” Cal agrees. There is only
one way to find out. Cal throws back the
box lid. Imaginution's eyes pop at the ob-
ject inside the box.

"Urrk,” Inmgination squawls. “A compse!”

This story began in the Argusy for May 22
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CHAPTER XI
MANHUNT

128
Imagiinetion Daly
“UBTRI AAcenpsE’l Adad

O™
haslily away.

Merton ran his fingers thiough his up-
standiing shock of white hair and wished
to high heaven that he had taken an easy
jablalggfeas leadi?geaﬁw@ 6f a compara-
fively one, like parachuie umping,
instead of this New Apestles hiecus poeus.

There was one bright spot in the per-
vading nuk He had something to grasp,
a thread thet miight show hinn wiy Neeta
o b oo0d, {6 ySGHioUs oK, ooas

¢ him HRySierous open,
with a huan bedy inside.

Cal tuimed out the lights in the trailer.
"Get hold of yoursdl” he told Imagina-
tion Daly. "Use some common sense”

“That's what I'm dolng when 1 say
let's clear out of here” Imagination
mumiilled. “If thet ain't comimon sense,
whet is it

Cal said, “We're in it too deep to rum,”
and listened. The night was black and
still. Cal put his head out of the trailer
door and listened in the direction of the
New Apostle camp, situated in a grove
of trees about half a miile down the road.
Buit nething alarming in the way of noise
came from that direction.

"Curot nsy come back any minute,’
Imagination nnutiiered. ‘Renember 1 told
you 1 spotted the trailer because he'd been
visiting it.”

"We'd better be doing sonneflriimg,” Cal

and felt his way back to the little
folding table at the rear of the trailer.
He'd seen afhiashitigiotlying dineks, andl his
fingers located it. He poked the beam
inko the box,

The mmen inside lay doubled up and
still. He was dressed in plain coarse dark
cloth—a suit that had black buttons and
wes 100 big for him and was one of the
New e uniforms. The nien was liag,
with a thinly sesthetic face, high forehead,
alean thin mmeeth. A @i kil oif Anfoodt.
The eyes were brown, open, staring; they

ARGOSY

were weird eyes—glassy and fiixedl. The
man’s skin was remavkably pale.

But he didn't quite look dead.

“Hey, there!l” Cal sditl. There wes
no response. Onlly the faint stirring of his
chest gave any sign of life.

Cal reached down and took the man's
left armn; it did not feel cold, but wanm,
almost feverish.

“What's wrong with you, mistker?” Cal
asked.

Aggin, no answer. Cal held the man's
wiist, then put it down. ‘"Tihere’s a pulse,”
he said.

"You meam—ine's alive”’

“Up to now” Cal grasped the stringy
flabh of the forearm of the nmen and
pinched it; there was no sign of any kine'
that the nnan felt the pain of it.

"He nnust be in a tramae)” Imaginatiok
offeredl

‘Tiere's no such thing as a tramoe”’

"Tiere’s such a thing as Curot coming
back here and getting us, thowgh)” mut-
tered Imagination unessily.

Cal continued to work over the man
lifting him out of the box and spreading
him out on the berth constructed across
the front of the trailer. There was not, as
far as Cal could determine, a wound on
his bedy.

"Ever see him before”’ Imqagination
asked,

'Neo. Wonder who he is?”

There was nothing in the man's pockets.
Cal tried the pulse again, and it was week;
then he picked up one of the legs and let
it fall, and it fell as slackly as so mudh
fnest on a buicher-shop bloek.

An jitlen cemfeet tt0(Gd) aadchbeaaaickhed
the trailer, poking the fliashikigi thesrn iinto
lockers and gailey drawers, Presemﬁy Iae
found what he expected—a shiny
dermic needle and a sanall battle.
df“[D@pedL” Cal saidl. "lLoaded full of this

ulg)”

Imagination said, “And well be loaded
full of lead if—"

“—if Curot comes back and caiches us.
1 kinowy” Call saidl You ride in here and
wedch our sleeping prize.”

8 A5
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d@"Me ride—hey! What're you going to
P

"Make off with the coupe, this trailer,
and the drugged nnax)” Cal explained.

HBut_” Py

"Whoever this men is, hell wake up
soonet or later, and he nsy be able to
tell the police enough to clear us”

"That's an ides” Imagination adnmitted.

They went to the door of the trailer,
then froze there, for there was sound in
the night, very close. Cal clamped a hand
on Imaginetion’s aivn, and they eased si-
lently ouit of the trailer, and sidled away.
The short meadow grass mwde no sound
ungiatost; after a score of paces they
paused and listened.

“Coime outa there with your handls up,”
a voice ordered dose to the trailer.

Cal breathed, “It’s Dern”

YIn-nEREwmmdbubtabomit beling
Derm. Hiis voiee sounded strained,

nereus; he mﬁtﬂaazdecftppt:Iﬂ@saaﬁeee@e

ing meﬂnshll@hwmkm iinsit, dhiking
the trailer was occupied.

Cal lay prone on the grass and consid-
ered the advisability of joining T. Packer
Dermn Being a private detective and
Siiflh’s partner, Derm was in a position
to corroborate Calls inmocemce. And he,
o0, was on the trail of Cunat, at Neeta's

requeest.

"Derml!” Cal called.

Hashillight glare leaped over themn, and
Derm came striding toward themn, holdiing
a revolver im his free hamtl. Derm, cer-
tainlly. That head, beginning calmly
eficugh at the top and widening out in in-
mumerble amazing chins, was unmistak-
sble. Derm seemed startled to see them
there.

The damn mnegjickams” he said. Cal
started to get to his feet, “Stay dowri”
Derm

"Get your hamds up!” ordered Derm.
“But—"
"Smith is deat]” Derm said harshly.

rapped.
“Eh?” Cal squinted into the flmbligight Lake of the Ozarks”
beann.

towan” He nioved his gun
"And they told nne who done it.”

Cd "You don’t believe—?"’

"Why not?”’ Derm said grimly.

"But you nnust be crazy to think that!
¥eou hiveddusistdosppyoanCuetot!”

"You two could have switched over to
Cunett” Derm said doggedlly. “I'tn not
sue you didhatt!”

Cal thought of mnany things to say, but
they all stuck in his threat. He'd counted
on Derni's sid, and it hed not ocourred
chouth 10 beli wdcsz;'a*,?m

o believe
tien niight be guilly. Somewhat tardily be
remenibered that Dermn hed never hit it
off toe well with them, and that the
R gid net shave the liking which his k-

iuskx partney, Smith, had entertained fof
the Marvelaus Merisn.

Cal lost his patience. “IListen, you ham-
rnex-headed Shneilock, this isn't fummny! Put
that gun away, and let’s get 1o work elear-
ing this fess up!”

"Yuh-yes” Imagination quavered ‘Put
the gugrgun away, Detmn”

Derm said], “Keep your hands upl Get
in the trailer.”

1n the fat nnan's walice wasaoqyadbiyytBaat
hinted it niight be a good idea to obey
him. Derm was distraught. Siidk’s death
hadhithlmsohﬂfdmathewasmaﬂy
thing but a reasonable neodl,
the gun insistendly. So Cal eﬂ‘erg e
further ebjections, aﬁd wenl o the trailer,
elimbed inside and followed orders o lie
en the Heer. imasination Daly did the
SANE, pale and trembling.

Derm popped his sl eyes at the
drugged nien from the box. “Chris Rob-
erts? he exploded.

Cal stared at the private detective.

“"Good grief, Dernn, do you know hiie®’

T ought to,” Derm growled. "I've gone
fistiivig gwivhin hiztim esoogigh, dolenn assouadd

"Who is he?’

Derm his mouwth to answer,

caught hinnself, and scowled wissly at Csl,
uSgl he growled. "Teying tofimblout Haw

“Smith, ny partner. They told me so i iueh 1 kaow about this thing, hulie

9 A—5
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“And why not?’ Cal demamdied “1
nmever have muade any bones about not
being able to nske heads or tails of this
crazy mess 1t's you who have been going
around keeping everything to yourself. Youl
and Siifl, the poor devil. If you had
come out with the truth, Sniiith nmight be
alive now.”

“You pipe dowan” ordered Derm In-
diignandlly. "I dom't trust you, and 1 ain't
going to be talked out of that” He
fumbled around in the lockers and ecame
up with a strong fope used for towing. He
tossed this to Call. 'Tie your pal -wp with
thed” he ssid filalyy.

Cal took the rope and bound Imagina-
tion, who grunted and complained about
the tightness of the knots, the skepticiam
of Derm, and the wnkindness of the wetidl
in general.

Derm himsclf then tied Cal, doing a
careful job, and afterward testing all the
lashings wintil he was safisfied with their

efficiensy.

- “I'm gping hack to that Apostle,. ccangp
and arrest Cuiet,” Derm said grinilly, and
ducked out.

E dimbed imio the coupe, starting

the rolor, and driving out of the
paawe,lheﬂuﬂfmngdemmefoaﬂtml
and Imagination Daly lay en the fles,
meving enly as the mwtion of the trailer
threw them ahaut. Cal absuit CHhris
Reberts. The arugged mam—Chiis Roeb-
grts, Derm had called him. Derm lknew
him. But then, Derm and Shith kiew
Nesta and several of the other les
from vaeations spent near the Ri
Land, the

e camp,
and I'll go get Curat” Then he departed
Cal thought of Derm after the nman left,
and not very complimentary thougits. He
did not suspect the man of anmything ex-
cept greedy stupidiity. The fellow was an

old time private detective who had been

having hard tifes, and he wanied to solve

this niystery, get a tlook of newspaper

headllines, and cash in on ihe free adver:

tising. That had been hn tude through-

out. Why didn't he go the police? The

idiot. H;{%m old, fat enough o ggd%
a cireus, trmmp&&ﬂt

io arrest Cmr@t, wes he? 1t woulldh't sur-

prise Cal any if he got his fat head shot

off. Follewmg mat, Curot mlght well fied
this trailer, And that wes a passilility tingt
didn't intrigue Cal at all. He saw ho sanse
of lying here bound when he didn't really

lgggto.S@helqeked his heels on the

r.

Then Imagination calmily took his handis
out of the rope with which Cal had bound
thenn, at Derni's orders. Imagination then
removed his gag He nuliered, “{Lucky
that fat boy never heard of Chinese rope
tricks™*

Imagjination untied Cal, chuckling sourly
over the break Derm had tmmtﬁngly given
them iiin fiariing aine off t HeeAnt ot it Haco claer
firss} tHinigigivpg Hvem akhaneadepiplaloy
a trick kinot kaown to slniest sl perform-
ing woagidiens.

“"Grab Chris Roberts' heels” Cal di-
rected. "We're taking him alohg).”

"Grab wihoschkdeld?"

Cal seized hold of the man.
"Didn't you hear Derm call this bird Chris
Roberts? Grab a root and growl, my
friend. We're taking him into the brush”

Then what?’ Imagination wanied to
know.

"Then we'll tip off the police where to
fimtihhin, Cabbexiahingd Eoeaninhilyhéis's
bound to come out from under the effetts
of this drug, and when he does, he'll have
a slory to tall If his siory clears me,
swell. Then 1 can give niyself up. 1f it
don't clear me, well, I'm still ruARing
around loose.”

"Wait,” Chris Roberts said feebly.
"Wait.” And his eyesfliuttereddapan.

%The terra “Chinese rope trick” is gemeral and applied
by magicians to knot tricks with ri Innuraerable
are these rope tricks, many of which revolve around
a knot apparently solid, but really fio knet at all
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CHAPTER Xin

OZARK TRAIL

MERTONwaitbad(mhisllrmb
aclonished al the arugged Wwan's
siwsfhfe, famumu@ﬁw He sk
aown beside him, kneaged his wrist, e
%we Bl ilquer A & sate bettle they
hd in the which was eonsider-
Hﬂ%& bée
“"Maybe 1 can nove—in timne” the waan
ssid hailtinglly. Hiis veice was narilly uidder-
stmnkﬂe, but he neneged to clear his
thiroat weskly several times, and to move
his head a little.
"Why were they holding you®’ Cal
askedl

“Irim—Chris—Roberts” he replied.

The nane didin't mean a thing to Cal,
and it was 1o answer to his question. He
said s0.

1 am—Nleatels—umdle”

“Huh? Neetsls—”

UHer msthars—brofther,” Roberts said,
spacing his words.

Csl gusted out a sigh of neélidt. Comsidior-
ing that so far he hadi't accomplished a
thing toward clearing hirmsdlf, he felt re-
makebly pleased, slnnost elated, Neeta's
refusal 1o talk hed been fnare of a rock i
his paeks of troubles than he had admitted
hipnsal, 1t had worried him Butmw
slence was umietaamme
gigrYt blame her mweh—Cuiret mg?
t@ldhermatif she tailked, beweuld

g

uMe?” Cal poked his own chest. "Mie—
helding you? Yoeu think it was #m2e?"
“Yours—Is the firgt face I've seen—
since 1 was struck down in the darkiness
near—ihe New Apostle camp” Chris
;Rigbegs fnumilled. “Wasn't it—you—uviho
id it?”

131

Cal stood up. He looked at Imagination
Daly, then licked his lips and swallowed.
"Se,” said Imagination, ‘this is the guy
you thought was golng to clear you.”
Cal shruggedl It was another step into
the norass of accusations from wihich it
was beginning to seem he would never
clear hinsalf. After a swimmer has been
pushed under the waler, it mekes o gheet
difference to him whether he is one foot
below the surface or ten. But Cal hadn't
expee@dChnsRebe ﬂ@t to know who

Cmra, ourse, The imem
weuld m.m,ca thought.
But apparently he didn't

All of which had Cal Ia no nivod to
cheer when he heard T. Packer Denm i
ning toward the trailer. Such humbering,
thupiping footsteps, and stkam-engie
breathing could only belong to Derm.
Derm dived into the trailer. 1t wes dak
and he did not see that they were firee,

"Curot has skipmet!” Derm gulped.
“Took all his men” Cal had been afiraid
of something like thaf. "Curet took
Neeta”

Derm sounded framtlic, and Cal felt a
little less annoyed with him—until he re-
menrbered that Neeta had called on Detin
> had tried 16 run things

re credit for the solution
would go to

beth Cal and Imagination staggering. Re-
gsggg his attack wes like trying to shove
a when Derm realized
they had his gun, and thet it wes pointed
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at him, he grew quiel, mutiering angrily
that now he kiarw tHhetCahlwassoneeodf
Cuwet’s hirelings.

"Lay off that” Cal advised him
angilly. "I've had encugh of your bone-
heatistiness”

Derm nutiered something sbout fiviag

Cal if it was the last thing he did, should
anything happen to Neeta,

"All right” Cal told hinn "That’s ofie
thing in your faver. We're both woerried
about the sare person. New how about
doing something about it? You start off
by telling five whet Neeta hired you to
investigate about Cunsd?’

"Tlhell with you,” said Derm. “You’re
trying to punip me”

Cal's face convulsed with anger. He
sprang uwpon Detmn, grabbed his ears and
crashed his head agginst the side of the
trailer. Derm squawked and sagged. Cal
kneeled down on top of hinn, cocked the
revolver and stuck its snout into Derm's
left eye.

"Calll” Imagination exploded anxiously.
"Tihat gun nisy go offf!”

Cal nuttered hoarsdly, ‘There finelyy
comes a point where 1 go muts Derm,
wihae—wiiars behind this? Come on!
Talk, will you?”’

Dermi’s other eye converged on the gum.
Whatever his other shartcomings, he diitiritt
scare easily and he rennasined calmer now
than Cal thought any nman could under dine
circumstarces.

"For a plain faot” he said levelly, "I
cam’t tell you a thing you dom't already
kanow”

“Wikat?”’

"You heard mee. It's the trudin”

Cal abruypdy released him and
back. "Derm, is that straigt”’

"Look, muggjisian,” Derm szadl. “Here's
what happemed. The gospel, so help me,
Neeta cane to poor Smiith and me escanse
we were the only detectives she knew;, antl
there was something that had firstt come
up back East that she wamted looked into.
Withiile ttiiiswniit off ttie apesties weasceanpeed
at some fowm—1 cam't remensber its mane
but it bad an airplane factory—Neeta

moticed Cuwot acting queer and overheard
him telling his rumly sidekick that they
had better be nnore careful 6r Neeta might
get wise to themn Of course after that,
Neeta kept her eye on Cuwot and she
nioticed that in some towns—hot in every
town), niind you—Dbut in some fowns Cigit
acted pretty queer, and Neeta got the i

Derm was back in his uswal fornn, wising
those interminable semtences that were
sometimes so long that it was practically
impossible to follow them.

That the size of it?”

That's the size of it.”

“"But that doeart tell us a thing”
Imagination complained.

Cal scowled. ‘“Listen, Derni. Before
Swiith was killed, he came to e and told
e he thought Curot was after sofething
that was in thet waich plant. How did
ke know thed?”’

"We were watching Curot. We saw i

kind of information out of hinn We put
two and two together”

Cal strained his white hair with his
fiipgey: s ThisiSsisn gagelbinouLs mnyhdiere.
1t doesn't clear nre of that framed charge
of mudering Swiiith after 1 trailed Curot
to the walch factory. And Cuwot bas
Neetn”
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ERM nodded and saidl, “We're pretty
well stunipedl”

"Yes. Sure, we're left with only one
thing to do.”

IIWW)

“You are going to the police, Derm,
and tell them what you know. As for me,
I'm going to get on a telephone and call
the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Kid-
naping is a federal charge, and Curot has
kidnaped Neeta. He also kidnaped Chris
Roberts. With the G-nen on the job, we'll
get some action.”

On the trailer floor;, Chris Roberts sat
up feebly and coughed. “I’'ve been thiinikiing
about sonething that milight helln” he sdit].

Cal tumed on the lights in the trailer.
"Eh?”

“While I was a prisoner, I seemed to
come half awmske a time or two, and over-
hear them talk” Roberts nmutered. “I
didim’t recognize the voices. But 1 do kanow
they were agreeing that if things went
wrong, they were all going to grab Neeta
and skip down to the Righteous Lamd], mear
Lake of the Ozarks”

“You sure about thai? Cal demanded.

Chris Roberts nodded. “Positive. 1f we
go down there, we may locate them and

iy niece out of their hamdis”

"Yes, and if we call the police, they can
do nnore than we couild]” Cal declared.

“QCurot — willl —kKillIN'eeio—ppeihpns,
Robetts whispered.

“Roiberts is right” Derm growled.
"Curot will shut the girl up at the first
sigh of police Interferemoe”

Imagination Daly said, “And, Cal, as

CHAPTER Xili
ISLAND

!IIH[I—BE next sfternoon, an hour before
suindown), they were driving through
Ozark country—hills furred with timber,
most of the growth runt red eak stuff,
with a few evergreens and now and Yien
a waliut tree. The uihderbrush grew thiclk,
but lew, and off 1o the right, hills rose wjp
more shatplly, On the left, the terdamm
sloped down to waler, a great 1ot of water
for the state of Missouri—Lake of the
Ozarks, an inland sea with hunekeds of
miilles of shoreline, created by the Baghell
Dam power project.

This road]” explalned Chris Roberts,
"leads to the Righteous Lamdl”

“IHow far?’

“Two nuiles more, aboult.”

Soon the coupe rolled off the road,
stoppedi, and they got out.

"IRi Land is just over the hill,”
Roberts explained. "And it's so close now
to darkness that we’d better wait a while.
After dark, it'll be safer looking for Curot
and his men”

Just before sumsst, Cal climbed a tree
to inspect the Righteous Land and saw
a mille-wide valley sloping down gemily to
the edge of the lake—a valley cultivated
in snuall plots planted to truck crops in-
stead of the wsual Missouri corn, oats andl
wheat. Across the nmiddle of it, the road
ran, and on one side of this road, almost
in the center of the valley, stood a circle
of snnall huts—a circle about two hundred
yards in diameter. The houses wete sihgpeadi
like snrslll boxcars, and painted gray. Cen-
trally located In the circle stood a larger
building—a great aeroplane hangar of a
structure, also painted gray.

This was the Righteous Land, and nu-
merous apostles could be seen around the
buildings or coming in from work in the
fiddids.

With darkness, Cal, Imagjination, Deim
and Chlris Roberts cautiously approached
the Righteous Land. Roberts, knowing the
layout of the place, went aheadl He be-
came more tense as they drew near the
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place, and finallly halted. This was close

"“You stay here and watch Merton and
Dally” Derm directed Roberts.

“1 think they're all rigitt” Roberts said.

“"Don't take amy chances with ’emi!”

"Oh, well, if you insist” But when
Derm had gone on in the nigint, Roberts
said, "Derm is silly. I'm going to scout
sonte myysHf”’ Kbl g, than, mooved] aavagy.

Meanwlile, Derm advanced cautiously.
He rementhered the layout of the Right-
eous Land pretty well. The night was in-
tenscly dark: heswy clouds covered the
nngon, but they were nnoving slowly aside,
and there probably would be brilliant
rmoanlight in half an hour or so. Derm
creptfilrs thoward 2 giowp of trsilars withidn
were near the circle of bulldings.
1t was his belief that if Curot had arrived
here during the daytime, the nman would
renein around the Righteous Landl, pre-
tending complete iimnacance.

Drawing clese to one trailer that Showsdl
a light in the wimdiow;, e listemedl Voices
inside. Derm strained his ears. Curot’s
voice. Not the slightest doubt.

Heatring Curot had a remarkable effect
on Derm. Itfiilledhinn willh a redkless re-
solve—he would seize Curot single-handed.
So he advanced to the trailer door and
took hold of the hamdlle, and he still had
hold of it when a club fell on his head,
kinocking him senseless.

Harry Curot, hearing the sound of
Derniis fall, instamtly appeared in the
trailer door, holding a gumn.

"Search the plase” he ssidl “Get the
two fnagicians” And to someone behind
hinn, he ordered, "Take the gil to the
island. This fat pest, too.”

MAGINATION DALY stood a little
apart from Cal Merton. He had been
trying to figure out how he and Cal were
{o elear thenselves if they couldi't con-
vinee Derm, and it hed dawned on Bim

that Derns testimeny reatly wouldirt be
worh mueh even if he did believe them,
iR eourt.

Imagination felt confused, worried. He

stroked his red hair with hisflingerss fiedl-
ing of its tangjble resllity. Hiis brain was
not andlyicsll: when he tried to see be-
yond the obvious, it was like groping in
a mudidly pool for fist) Andl iif 2 fikkhiitreat
come to his hand inmetiicdely, he became
confused, inclined to wonder if the water
was resily nuddy because fisih were stir-
fing it up. Suditenlky, hands took hold of
hinr—several hends—and his mouth
opened to let out a yell, but cloth erushed
against his lips, wassHoeealiibboHMsBtHN,
stopping the neise. He kicked, Arms held
his feet. He was heaved off the ground.
Absence of that solid mede him feel gro-
tesquely helpless.

Then Cal slamnied into thefigiing siiic
ing out furioudly. One fist connected. It
caused a curse—a fall. Affashilpyitcame
on. Cal kicked it The light flew away,
its bulb remweining lit—a crazy comet
arching Then the saitackers yelled for
help, and nore nren ran toward the feay.

Cal got Imagjination free. "Beat it!” he
yelped. They ran in differemt directions.
In the moise and the darkness, they could
not possibly have kept track of each ather.

Powder moises began coming ouit of guns.
The bulllets nrilssed their nmark which was
matural because of the darkness. More wen
yelled, ran, cursed. Farther awiy, a voice
winooped. It was Curot comnamdling:

"Get the gifl away” Cal heardl He
stopped. The giﬂ—the girll 1t nust be
Neetal He raced back toward the voice,
silendly, strainlng his eyes, and shortly
he saw a light flast) diisdosing @ daik-clad
nen carrylng & bound feminine figliee
across the road toward the lake.

“Put out that damin ligiitt"” roared the
men who was ng the girl.

The lights went out. Turnnail, shouting,
excitement were rampant The apostles
came rushing out of their huts. Call's ears
told him the nmen with the gifl was run-
ning south. He puisued them.

Gaiiniing), he got close and kicked fitetelgly
at the runmar’s legs The nmen fell. Cal
stooped, hanwnered with both fiists. His
opponent cried out, rolled, leaped to his
feet—and did the unexpected. Ran.
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To get himself and Neeta clear of the
nclee was Cal's nwin thought, so he
groped and found the boundfiguree them
picked it up and ran hinnself, leaving the
immediiete vicinity of the Righteous Land

T’WO hours later, Cal Merton dropped
beside Neeta in a brush elump at the
edge of the vallsy of the Righteous Land.
The mieonlight wes brlliagt now; Cal
hed been looking around, returhing o the
girl on all fours, crawling through
of eorn. Around the buildings i the cander
of the valiey, lights glowed brightly and
dark-clad apostles noved around aim-
lesslly, to be stopped occasionally and gliss-

e dows We appeal to
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they went to it, investigated it and found
a camoe. Czl stood in the shadow beside
the boathouse and waithed the brilliant
lake stwface. He could see the silver filgih
of a jumping fisih niore than a Bundred
yards away. _

“We'll have to waiil” he said grimly.
*Too nnuch light. If Curot has the prison-
ers on the islandl, we've got to locate thern
quietly. Otherwise Curot naight kill them.
He would do thet. And another thing If
before we have

the police
anythi deﬁﬁiteéyﬂ just leck e up,
and ngf&t will a &ti@r chance of
getting away.”

Neeta touched his anm 1T im

fiaedchpy aaevvRaing aisanyistkmnd thet I never did tell you the trutl)” she

a blue revolver in & tan leaiber holster.

"My unmde—what became of him?”’
Neeta asked anptioudly.

“Chris Roberts? Game” Cal spread his
handls. “Cunet ttadi Hitm. Gt tadk Thnazg)-
nation, t60. At least, there’s not hide o
heir of either Imagination of your Uncle
around the Righteous Lamdl 1l llasdket]. THaat
is, 1 looked around uniil the shexiff came”
Hie frowned darkly. “I'ma here to say that
these gpostles are either very sawsih lliaes
6F they dont heve the sightest idea of
winats been going on.”

"Ot course they dom't kmowy” Neeta de-
fended loyally. “Only a few apostles are
working with Cuot. The rest are honest”

“Any idea winere Curot could have

'y

Neeta put a hand on his amn. “They
said something about an island, Call”

"Byt there's a muniiasr of iidlanbsiinlbbke 1
of the Ozarlks”

Nesta was silent for a wihiile, then she
said, "1 remember mow that Curot wsed
to gofishinggheguently an dhe lake, and
1 think he visited an island sbout three
ixiles south, and not very far from shoeee”

cd it nnight be a good idea to
have a look at the island and find out if
Curot Inadl tHeeremswy; aardihlbe

studied the sky, deciding that it would be
foolish to venture out on the lake while

said contritely. “But Curot said he would
kill Unde Chuis if 1 didn’t keep stiill” She
suddenly raised her chin. “And that is
even fiere astounding than it sounds. Be-
cause 1 really didi't know anything if-
erimibating. 1 Sl dewit”

“What do you think Curot Is doing®
Cal asked.

“I—1 don’t know” Neeta said wegrily.
"The apostles were holding a meeting in a

inks, snnell aeroplane-manufacturing town in fhe

East when 1 overheard Cuwot and one of
his mren talking. Curot wes telling the
other Alen o be fvore careful, or 1 wight
fiaro Geriwnhek dﬁl@gNdat
—the gitl's velee turned grHf—"naturally,
after 1 kept 2 close waleh on Curot.
hle W@s depiadssapatiigo. BRutr | ceouldn't
“"m““gip“ﬁ@i@m%%* o gt
rp%n Know whit they were doing”
“Commiitting fobbenm” Cal suggested.
‘Maybe. But 1 think this thing Curot
is dolng is nnuch nore important than just

*Curot robbed that watch
factory in Fort Madisomn”

“What did he get?”

“That's the catch, Neeta. The manager
of the factory wouldint say what had Ibeem
stolen. Isn't that crazy?’

“It’s all mad] Cal. Utterly nnadl 1kt sseenss

the neonlight was so brilliant. Neeta told so impossible that Curot would go to all
him there wasacbbeeibosse anibealakendnd of thet trouble just to keep e from-tell-
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ing anyone thet 1 suspected he was deing
something out of the way.”

"You didi't give him the idea you kmnew
mmore than you didi?’

“T bluffed a litfle” Neeta sighed.
'"That nnust have scared hifin”

"' Sometvng seatdd him.”

LE ﬂiley waited for the arrival
h to mgke it
safe t@ VBEHUF@ @ut lake, the
hlﬂi&df%tgﬂ mgpgm??e ?yfs%@ get reall
with an i really
acguainted with the Saint Neefa. Neeta
Wwas 2 remarkably pretty Haﬁughemi
impressed him 25 he smef gifl hed eve
done; #n f@@t;%ﬂ?h@hﬁdfﬂfﬁmﬁﬁr
hed promptly decided tht, Wnless there
WaS 2 big mistake, here was what he had
been wating fof.

The girl had a quiet, spiritual quality
to her courage that Cal admiwedl Her
calm soothed Cail; and maatie ik fisg] moose
hopeful than he had since the start of this
insane business. The thing was, after all,
simple in its essantials. Curot was angagsdl
in sonie dublous sctivity—Cal hadii't guiite
found out what, yet. Being discovered, he
hed tried o do away with everyone who
suspected hin—and hed nearly succeeded
t00. And now he night be on that island,
helding Derm, Imagination and Roberts.

In thefima ksurndig wp, tiine orly real
puzzle was—what was Curafs game?
Curot Visited differemt parts of the coun-
try with the traveling wnits of the New
Aposties. That seemed to indicate that his
operations were not confined to one lo-
cality. Neeta had first become suspiclous
wiiile the apostles’ uniit was in an siplane
manuEeturing towh. Airplanes—but in
Fort Miadison, it lnad tean awsstthifretory.
What was the connection? Aeroplanes and
walches—he couldi't think of any link
between aeroplanes and waithes o explain
the . Butt it nust be something
thet, in Curel’s estimation at least, was
worth the risks of abduction and furder
to keep eovered up.

Abruptly anbther thought hit him. ln
Fort i.iadison, Curot had doped one of the

waich factory enmployees with truth serum,
under the guise of giving him a private
niiind-reading. That, plainly, hed been for
the purpose of securing information from
hinn. So Cal questioned Nieeta closely about
other private ﬂmﬁm@amﬂgs which Curot
hed given during the course of their
travels. She told hnm thet Cuwet had ofien
given §u$ pﬂvateta readings, ldﬂ wiyhit
towhs? Weli—Neeta thought desply—
there hadl been more than ene sueh ming:
reading in Norfolk, Vifgiﬁll@- Wﬁl 3]
fact, With wheat tﬁe

ship-builders. N@n‘ w@ a §hupcbuildmg
town. So was Chanlesion, Sowth Caveling,
where Cuvst had 2iso gave_ﬂ prvate read-
ings pretly fresly. And iR Washingion,
D. €, the apestles had held 2 menth-leng
mesting. But Cuiols stbjests for privale
readings there were just plain 9@99!@ Gov-

epmet  employess, Nesta
Didn't amest everysne in Wa%amgt@ﬁ
WOFK for the gevernrent3

Too; now that Neeta recalled it, there
hed been an oceasion of two- when those
who hed received Curot’s private readings
Mmmw a%mglfalg?ﬁ of dozing off
in i g uWp PF
sick at their Siomechs, That, wcﬁetty
ample explanation, for he and Imagma.
tion Daly hed gone through the same
experience and hed reason to believe that
they were firs tiut et witth 0 sNaesstbelc,
in gas form, and then fed the truth SaR).

AL saw, as dawn spproached, thet a
gense fog was settling ever the lake
its gray nsts trailing iew 6ver the prl@d
"‘We’re getting a brealk” Cal breathed.
"That fog will keep them from seeing us.”
A few miinutes later they were in the
cance and Cal was paddling out upon the
lake.

“Better get above the island]” he said,
“and let the wind carry uws down. There's
1ot fnch breeze but 1 think we can malke
it.."

The lonely island, when they sighted
it, looked vaguely like a halfsubmerged
greenback turtle fioatinpgon dine Lelke. Ty
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could -see it only as aburpp;tkereesertiiiat

outline disappeared, for as the wind dled,
the fog thickened llke a coatlng of gray
lather, seeming to pouir out of the sky amndl
ﬂlltﬂaevvhbdevuﬂugyoﬁalsﬁmpdjqaﬁﬁhgg,
placed the paddle under the seat amid-
ships, and crouched beside Neeta.

"I was an idiot to let you come” he
said softly. "'I should have left you ashore.
Will you stay on the nasinland if 1 take
you back mow? I'd feel a lot nnore com-
fortable if you wouildl”

He was very close to hex, and she did
mot anewer, but just looked at hinm. He
could feel the weamnmi af leer ineetin ccontiryg
reguilarly against his check. The pleasant
urge of impulse grew suddenlly intense in
his chest and armns, and nnost of all in
his mind.

"Please da,” Neeta said

C@ltookha'slowlymhusmhls
handis going out gemily to bring her soft
warmness close. She did not resist, and
her lips answered his, and there was an
easy naturalness about it all thet was
almost startling. .

He held her close, with the
fitree ffragrarcee off Heer Hadir Heaayy aiountl
his lips, and her hend nmoving quietly
agginst his cheek.

Waves washing on the island brought
him out of heavem. It was a rocky beach,
and he ssized the paddle and held the
canoe offshore and listened, hearing noth-
ing. 1t was of course, impossible to see
ahy sign of the prisoners or of Curot,

Cal eased in to the shore, then dragged
the canoe out of sight between two boul-
ders. Cal still heard nothing—at least, no
sound of dianger. He crouched beside the
caroe, where it was hidden. Neeta stood
gbouit twailyaCh feet away on the narrow

Then, unexpedistly, Neeta called out.
Aad fiot to Cal—

“All right, Curot. Come and get this
foall)” she called. And rock-faced Apostle
Hisiry Curot came outt of the island brush,
The houwndvoiced little rumt and s afinsr
aides were with Curot. They carried rifles,
and looked very pleased.

CHAPTER XIV

HARD ON THE HEART

|| !_
d>LUOIILS lIIlCll !

Curot came toward Neeta. Hie seemed
taller, his long face rimore severe, his eyes
mmeplerang,&ﬁﬂlmsblgb@ﬂyhaﬁds

ninoved around nerveusly, ehangi

from one to the other, ashease?&mﬁg
The truth stunned Call, beating his wniig!

to insemsifiility. Neeta hed turhed on him

. .. .. tumnedl e vk . . .Heleqandchiagly

believe it. He eouldn't think thet she trgl

calmily wrecked all chanees of reseuing
her unele and Derin and 1 , She

i
=
32%

i o
it was .

Burtﬂaenh\emﬂaatl\ﬂeetawesxﬁmrg
toward Cuwol—moving rapidily, heading
hnmeﬁficﬁlfeltaasyreeket ts'dne
haghia@ﬂﬁwasiﬂ Curot

her, but hagkt seen Call,
‘Did you come out here slane?’ Curot

Ot couirse)” Neeta saiidl ‘That makes
fire & fool, doesi’t it?” Neeta ber
shoulders carelesdly. "I'm tired of all this

trouble. 1t just struck five thet we might
mgke a degl”

“Desll?” Curot sconded. *

'Yes, desil You nmust have something
pretty good lined wp. 1 thought maybe
there'd be a chance of cutting in op it.”

Cuiof’s suspiicion ebbed. "Maybe I've
been underestimating youL”

"Maybe we have both muade nuistakes”
Neeta said, and sniled.
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“Huh?’ Curot squinted at her. He
swzbbed his thick lips with a yellowish
tongue. "Maybe 1 have. 1f you'd have be-
}nved senisible sooner— Well go into this
afer”

Cal eased away from the camoe, got
under a bush, crawded to a safe distance.
That was what Neeta had meant him to
do. He could hear her noving off with
Cunot’s finem They belleved she had camne
to the island alone. There would be no
search for Cal. She had given him the
break he needed.

Cal’s heart lifted. His stride grew
springjier, and confidence flloodkeldipadk imto
him. He walked on umiil he found a safe
place; then crouched down in the brush
and thougiht things over. The fundamental
things to be done were plain, of course—
get Neeta, Derm and Imagjination -out of
Cunot’'s handls, fimtl out wiat Curot was
doing, then get Curot arrested in some
fashion. Butfirst Ine must faddviteerct ey
were staylng on the iislant].

He could hear Cunuts party moving
southward, toward the interior of the
islandl. Cal listened, then decided to fol-
low. He was very careful about it, al-
though the of leaves in the wind
and the thick diriving fog madke it unlikely
that he would be sighwed. He got into a
thicket of blackberry bushes, came out of

thie thorns scratched and with his finggers

tom, and crept on. Then a door banged
somewhere ahead, and he knew Curot Inadl
entered some kind of house. And soon he
saw it.

It was a cabin built of lap-board siding
that looked exactly like logs without bark,
It fronted the hillside, with its rear
propped on posts three or four feet above
the slope. There was a long porch on the
downill side, affreplhacediimey =t the
south end of the house, a stack of fire-
wood in front of the cabin, and brush all
aroundl

AL watched the cabin intemfly, otiin-
ing his eyes in the fog. He could
hear voices inside, but they were ffeing, andd
later a nnail opened the door, spat a jet
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of tobacco juice, andl closed the dioor agiim.
Sonme sort of a conference seented to be
going on inside. And Cal felt that he had
to overhear.

He crawled along, got to the rear of
the house, twned shaplly, and wes soon
beneath the raised end of the cahim. The
rocky ground dlug at his knees, and per-
spiration came out all over him. If they
found him— The voices above were calm
emough, almost hushed, and he had to
crush an ear to a crack in theflow risdiore
he heard

Neeta was saying, "—and it would have
saved a lot of trouble, Curo, if you had
come to nne and offered a spllit of the pro-
ceeds. Instead of that, you tried to use tiine
New Apostles without ny Did
you think I would feel like taking that?”’

| of cutting you im,” Curot
said sourlly. “But I knew your reputation
for straightness. Iffgureeldit would be no
dice if we put it up to you, but plenty of
troulidle”

Well, it's tough wedilioi’itagettdegeinat’,”
Neeta told him calmily. “What now?”’

"It's gone too far to cover up @y maoee””

HW)

"The i MertonJ”

"What about himy”” Neeta demanded.
“He dioesit know amything)”

Curot growled, “Where is he?’

“T dorrt kmow, Cunat. We separatet]” -

Curot complained, ‘Damn, but it's a
mess. 1 dom’t know winether we can quiet
it down and go on with it, or mot. Its a
sharme. Wike Hoal] the sveestedt madieat going”

“Just what wes the setu”” Neeta
askedl

There, reflected Cal, was a pertinent
question. He listened umtil his eardsums
hurt.

After a whille Curot szid, "I think I'll
tell you, at thatt”™

Amother voice said, “She may be poungp-
ing you, Hamy.”

Curot grumted. “Sure. Sine nnay be. But
before she’s through with tiks, she won't
be in a position to cross us up.”

"What do you mmeax?” Neeta asked
sharplly.
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“Later;,” Cunot saidl “ILater, sister: You
want to know what we've been pulling.
Here, take a look at this. Wait a minute
and T'll unwaap it”

Cal, vastly puzzled, heard the sound of
paper being renmoved from something in
the room above. He heard the paper drop
to thefloar Almast owar tiim. Then there
was quiet. . . .

"What on earth is it?”” Neeta demanded.

"Read this cablegram” Curot re-
sponded. '"That is, read the translation of
the code below it.”

The girl read], but indistimofly, and Cal
caught only sonie of it.

" American government—waitch plant
in Fort Madison, Iowa—twenty-five thou-
sand—on ivery,” Then Neeta said,
"Twenty-five thousand dollars, for getting
this thing from that watch factory?”’

"Nlce, eli?”” Curot growled.

"But what is it?’

"That thiing,” said Curot, "is a newly
invented torpedio-director. It works on a
sound principle, the way I understand It.
The nnechanism directs a torpedo toward

the apdliars ¢f 2N eaaengyshippThbe Aster-

ican governmefit was having it mamufac-

tured in that waich factory. You know dingt

walch plants wsuslly neke the timing de-

vices for torpedoes and shells and that sont

gﬂgiiﬁgAmyhﬂwgﬂisﬂaingispreﬂyvﬂhk
»

"What's it worlii”” Neeta asked won-
deringly.

“To a private individual, notiving)”
Curot chuckled. “To the of
the foreign government that semt that
cablegram, twenty-five thousand dollars.
Read it again. Twenty-five thousantl” He
sounded well pleased with himsellf.

"Oh,” Neeta saidl. “So that’s what it is.”

"That, sister, is what it is.”

“Is this the—first time?”’

"The first time— No.” Curot laughed
grinilly. “We've been doing it for months.
1 wsadl to be in the espionage sorviice, see.
After the war, 1 gave it up, and fimdiity
joined the Apostles. And one day an old
pal looked ne up. He suggested this lay-
out—using the Apostles as a front. The
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Apostles travel around, and nobody would
ever suspect a bunch of No-
body would think thoy were spies. And
that mmind-reading aingjle, and especiaily the
private readings after the slwow?! Curot
wiacked his thigh with his hamdl “It was
sweet. For the private readings, 1 always
picked wio had information we
wanied, left him alone in my trailer, gave
him a little gas on the sy, then shot i
full of truth serunn Swest 1 tell you. It
alnost always worked. Why, from a navy
fmen in Noifolk, we got all the dope an
the new gun-sighting and control system.
In the Charleston shipyard, we got the
plans of the new cruisers. It worked every
ﬁm)"

Neeta said, "1 fiirst suspected you when
we wezre HoddilirapaanmaeetirQi inaat ésvuwaviiare
they manufEactured airplanes”

"Army planes” Curot nodded. "That
thing they call the filyinagffortiess. Wie got
ten thousand for the dope on that We'd
have gotten nnore, only we miissed some
of the plans”

AL pushed out his lips thoughifullly.
Espionage. Sé!e?%' An g%gﬁﬁ%g %&%
'&I@!Yi fmm I, 4 FE

fiee tﬂﬁ'ﬂg v faitastic. fﬁ%r&t L sh
e mmgiba;awﬁat |

ﬁe&% i ""u" vick -,:_' e
ﬁg e%%%m%ﬁ about it, no mm %go

1 See

steall

at

er 9“ é%"o @é{é%anne g”rl' 1 ﬁé OVCI'
G"S?ye g;’l antly
E%Q a %%;lé])f urot.

‘It-E ks Mntyﬂﬁs a l-é Bk
nlettmm e
I 8alpw days to pick Er%% car rli?c2
e )

« b now, sister,” Curot
toldYIRét. 31?01155 s‘lékéf
ﬁT ;FE‘[-uWH’@@ ya%%!ﬁ ;I'E%gt

o e

it isnt so g
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started. So now you're golng to jump into
it with us, whether you want to or not.
You want {0 jump, don't your

“"E—yes. Yes, of course”

"Swelll” Curot declared. "Get that ma-
giclan, fellows.”

Cd jumped, Iinstimctively, thinking
Curot wes talking about him Then he
resflized they nnust hesn Imagination. He
was glive, thet Call hed been afiraidl. . . .
Yes, Imagination wes alive, and they weare
dra@lﬂg him across the floer toward the

’Come on,” Curot said to Neeta.

“What—but winet—"’

This nuagiclan and that fat detective
have got to be disposed of,” Curot told
her. *You reslize that, don't you?”’

"Well—of course”

"We couldin’t have 'em talking on us.”

“No. Certainly not.”

“And we can't keep them aroumnd!”

“Well—we nigit—"

“No; we couldn't do that. And amyway,
you titlight e liiggttonme’”

"[—Mﬁg—”

"Yes,” Curot szid], decisively. “And just
to be sure you're not, and to get you into
this as deep as we are, youlree gopiggtdo
shoot this ﬁmgﬁm We'll take him up
on the hill. ..

Neeta ﬂd mthing She must tize sppeeti3-
less with horror. Cal had wondered why
Cutot was talking so freely, and now he
knew. Cuwst was taking one sinnple, fool-

proof messure to nieke sure that Neeta
woudd never betray him.

Neeta, Cunot and the men stamped out
of the cabin, dragging Imagination with
them. Imagination wes meking mewing,
tiesel noises. Cal clenched ~his fiists and

swore. Imaginstion was in an awful tough
spot.
They hauled him off up the hill.

AL wedtiad] winil Ine wies ssupctiagyweere
out of sight, then scrambled out
from under the cabin. He was taking a
but this was no time for caution.'

He walked boldly to the door, shoved it

open and entered, depending on surprise

to give him an advantage should anyone
be imside.

Derm was tied to the post which sup-
ported the roof. The ropes which held hima
were so tight that in some places they
were buried in hisfilesia Hiis outly brown
hir was down over his forehead, dripping
with perspiration that had oozed greasily
from his brow. His thick-lipped mouith
puckered like a baby’s.

Cal saw no sign of any of Cunat’s men,
nor of Clwis Roberts.

Cal got Derm untied, and Derm man-
aged to stir his enmormous bulk only with
difficuilty. Finally he fell down on all fours,
too stiff to move.

“IKeep shifting around to loosen those
musmdies” Cal instructed. Derm nodded,
and pinched and kneaded his fat legs amdl
ams.

Cal, - casting about -for a. weapon, saw
only a wooden box standing open on the
table, and chairs, a couch, and the gpen
door. Beyond it was a kitchen and an-
other room, a bedroom, but mowhere any
sign of a weapon.

Coming back to the wooden box, Cal
glanced into it at the two mechines. One
was an intricate - affair of clockwork, and
nust be the controlling nmechanism for
torpedoes winich Curot had stolen from tine
watch factory. It was shiny under a coat
of protective cellophane and grease. The
second item was a machine gun. Cal lifted|
it out. And by that time Derm was ttikiing
a tenmtative step or two and mumdlimg;

“I think I can walk.”

‘Can you handle this machine gum?”’

Derm came over. “I cut my teeth oln
‘'enn,” he saidl. *That one’s newizangled],
I'll bet T can nzke her percolate”

Cal picked up a circular nagazine re-
semrbling a can of motion picture filkm.

‘“That's the -food for this baby,” Desin
said, taking hold of the anmnm drum,
squinting at it, then clipping it into the
rapid fireer.

Whatever Demr’s other sho
fitiight be, he certainly had plenty of nerve,
and Cal was newlly inclined to- forgive
Derm for a lot.
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They went outside, Cal catrylng the
mnachine gun.

Cal and Derm crept up toward the rise
of the island. Cal listened, and before liing
heard voices—Curot trying to force Neeta
to shoot Imagination.

The fog hed lifted a little, and shortly
they glimpsed the Curot crowd, gathered
in an open spece. The fven stood ip a
rough circle, and two or three had rifles ar
shotguns tucked uhaer their armns, while
others carried revolvers in their hands.
They numbered, Cal neted wWith growing
LINERSIRESS, alpest 2 dozen all told. He

hed net expected s F@Ftuﬂ@l@ly
ﬂi@F@R@Hﬂ@HW@é‘;QﬂQﬂ

stanaing \Mﬂ%h@f@@@kt@@tf@@ ﬂatly
refugngtem whe

rnagination, Wes
ﬁW@%M%@EM@EJﬁeJ@t

Cal located a convenient boulder, pilaosd
ﬁi\emmdiinegmmfessitaﬁ\dlmkedat
Derm questiohinglly.

Derm “Higlid etiaet etkibrag, biniddlgly.
Hbold it tight. Those babies walk around
when they stairt talking”

Cal the gun tight.

Neot the badl” Derm warnedl “Pve
seen them get red hot.”

Changling his grip, Cal got set. "Curot!
Drop thoese guis!”’ he roared.

Curot was the only nmen wino did drop
his wespon. His nen all whiiled, frown-
ing

Derm was readly. The machine gun let
out a roar, shook, and-squirted empty
cartridges from one end, lead from the
other. Cal wes desfemed; powder fumes
slung fis eyes; het cartridge cases sasvched
him,. He struggled to held the vibeating
iren alevil. Then it went silent.

"Drop those gumsdP” Cal yelled again,
blindily.

The whwakkofofa aiftifleramsvededTien
the machine gun gobbled a short burst
it sinnost got away from Cal A man
screannedl. Derm squinted calniily. And Cal
envied him such contrel. Then Cal got
the powter fures out of his eyes, looked,
and was astonished at their success, Neain
was behind a tree. One ¢if GuIBets ma wass
down, his legs lealdng a slow red flowy.
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The others were throwing away their gnins
and liftiag their anms.

"Now back ujp away from those gumns?”
Cal roared.

They backed up. They didn't look like
ﬂmecoldldllefsmmwﬂmtﬂbe.l-le
sdvanced and got their tossing
them toward the boulder where Derm still
held the mechine gun He slapped his
hands over the prisoners o mike suke thagy
carried no hi guns. He found a RN
knives and pistols, threw them tosard
Defm’fhe@puveggl@wf@ai and Curat
swere furigusly.

Cal reached over and cut Imagination
free. Imagination was disheveled, and one
side of his face wore a red welt and be
seented unsteady on his feet. He kept
mspf&safatglﬂsmlmwerﬂ%bi@edyadeef

"Hurt bad?”’ Cal asked.

"Practically butcherst)” Imagination
greaned. "IListen, they were gonna kil Intee!
They—"

Hie fell silent, twming wihiite. For there
was a crashing of the underbrush neairby.
Cal held one of the revolvers he had ap-
propriated; and as an afterthougint, kept
it behind his back where it was mat wisiidle.

HRIS ROBERTS came bounding eut

of the brush, He stopped. Hiis eyes
seerned about to pep from his hesel His
meuth opened and shut. Andfiinaklyke
fnanaged a grin,

“I heard slm” be said

"Yes,” Cal agresd. “'You probably did”

"Uh—yes” Chris Roberts swallowed.
—uh—I was afraid one of you hed thean
shot. 1—1 was rushing 1o your assistance.
Yes. Rushing o your aidl”

"1 see” Cal said. *That's right niice of
youl..”

Uh—yes—1 nmean, I'll help you get
those guns back where they can't reach
them)” Chyis Roberts seid. He started for
the weapons.

"Whoa,” Cal said.

Chris Roberts kept going for the guns.
“Hold it!"” Cal rapped.

Roberts looked at hifn. "What—"



<52

ARGOSY

“IHow comme you're funning around loose,
Raberts™’

'Why, Robeftss@idl,"[amﬂethes

"I see. You escaped. Yesterday mom-
ing, up in Jowa, we were about to go to
the police and you sudidenly remembered
you had heard where Cuxot was golng.
You offered to guide us there. And you
took us to the Righteous Lamdl Then you
left us at the Righteous Lamd, and fimsst
thing we knew;, a trap had been sprung em
us. And now;, you were walking around
loose on this islandl Quite a coincidence,
don't you thiike”’

“Why, nmo. Not a coincidence at all,”
Roberts said umcertsilly. “It—I es
caped—”

Cal took a step forward and threw his
wardis, “Youe not putting that across.
You're with Cungit”

Behind Call, Neeta gave a little cry of

Clris Roberts sprang for the guns wikiidn
Cal had taken from Cunofs mmem. Cal
pitched forward to head him off. They
crashed together, struggied. Roberts was
stronger than Cal had he could
be. Cal shoved him violently, and they
staggered back into the knot of Curot's

nhen), upsetting one. That gave them thelr
chance.

Curot hinwself came at Call, feet finsst.
Cal leaped aside. He hit Cumot, tripped
him. Hie useebiHiisiistoraaptieemaanTHéen
he himself got kmocked flat. Dazed, he
reslized somebody was trying to wrench
the gun out of hisfingars Thsy rallled awer
and over. Anpther nian joined the stimgylle
for the gun—Chiis Roberts. An instant
later, the nnachine gun blared hriieffly..

Derm yelled, “Get clear! Fools! Get
clear! Let ne use this on "emi”

Nobody paid any attemtion. Cal pulled
a large fistffili keff Ieir outt of @ lneatl. He
got afirinee ngiip, kowadket! tiae lineat] agginast
8 1ock with his left handl. His right still
held the rewdlver. Then Roberts had it.
Roberts leaped straight up and clear of the

Derni’s nnachine gun rattled. And Chris

Roberts suddenly hingedl, doubling up
from the nniddle of his spine He went
down), all ragged and wet and red around
his middle.

And it was all over, except
for the cavortings of Imagination Daly
who hed suddenly recovered his courage
from somewhere and was bouncing around
Iikeaﬁfmimn,hwmﬁg"@meaﬂand

figit dcanyopLIWAR eetiBEYioroOU. . 7.

everything had quieted down,

Imagination went ashore 1o send f@E

the goverament men, since Cuwel’s His-
deeds were pilatly thetr affair. Hda dritiwed

late in the after standing trium-

pﬁmﬂy in the gx of a big speedboat,

gemd&
ﬂi@ﬂ m givilian elathes=feder2?
whe had fram&Leuisbyfastgev-
ernent plane.

It was almost dusk before it was all
satisfactorily straightened out. The federal
filen were not too easy to convince, but,
backed by Derm and Neetz, Cal and his
assistant nnanaged finallly to clear them-
selves of sugpicion. Derny, it appeared], ndidl
a deputy dnetiffs conmmiission, and since
he had engaged Cal and Imagination, that
nnade them deputies in a sort of unortho-
dox way.

Neeta was pretty badly shaken up. She
was wotrled lest the autharities order her
to disband the New Apostles, and the
shiock of the discovery of her umde’s guilt
had been a pretty blow.

One of the federal men told Cal pri-
vately that Roberts showed every indica-
tion of long addiiction to the narcotics.

“IHe'd worked up a sort of immumity.
That was why it wasit so dangerous for
him to permiit Cuxot to keep him heavily
drugged for long periods. Mlade a neat
allibi, teo. And helped to keep the gjitl ayitat
once her suspicions had been aroussdl”

And then at last it was all over. Curot
and Roberts and their gang had been led
away, and Imagination and Derm were
arguing vociferously about something or
other, and Cal and Neeta nnamaged to slip
down to the pebbly beach, alone. The diugk
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tinged the air with deep lavender, and
the breeze that blew out from the main-
land was mild and soft. Call's young
figey scldeseda asphadNNagta shiand.aand
they stood for a rnoment witheut speaking.

Then, stammering preity badly and
completely lacking in the glib assuranee
that he could display during his perform-
ances, Cal asked Neeta to masry him.

She smiled "Il read your mind,
darling. You'll never be sble to foel e
about a single thing Will yeu like that,
do you think?”

"Not nmuch, praly,” Cal said with a
quick grin. "But therell be compensations,
1 guess” They were sanpliing one of the
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compensations when Imagination tramped
into view, carrylng an amioad of Fiflkes
and revolvers.

"Souveniis,” he explalned.

“I thought you were scared of guns.”
Cal said.

“Not rine, pal. Not any niore, Guis are
iy friends.”

Cal looked at Neeta. "Must be same
nore around somewhere. Suppose Yyou

looked hard

could findl ’‘em—if you
enough™”

Imagination swuing away, but paused at
the edge of the beach.

"You two arem’t the only mind-readers
around here)” he said.

THE END

|

SENOR VULTURE

The news that Marcos Palma was riding down El Camino Real sent a shiver of

apprehension over the somnolent Old California mission town. Eor wihere Palma,

black of dress and blacker of heart, passed, he left a trail of disaster, desolation

—amnd sometimes death. It was for this that men called him Senor Vadfanee and

crossed themselves when they spoke his name, Beginning a new novel of sword-
flashing adventure, by

JOHNSTON McCULLEY

MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS

There were two of themm—willd boys of the road—miding the freights by night.
Les had quit the farm to see the world, Hot-shot’s idea was to get all the excite-
ment he could and to keep on going. They were young and human, and when
trouble took a pass at them, they fought right back. A complete novelet, by

W. RYERSON JOHNSON

BOTTLE IN THE SEA

The big liner was sinking, Eging down by the head—and going down fast. One
man saw a chance to reach the lifeboats and safety, but he sold that chanee
to get what he really wanted. The story of a stubborn dreamer, by

MAX BRAND

COMENG IN NEXT WEEKS ARGOSY-3JNNE h2th




IS is the week when the new
Amcosy should speak for Itself.
We're very pleased with the looks

of her, and we think you'll feel the same.

Beyondﬂwl;mythmgwem@ﬁaywld

be superflubus, so we didn't even save
ihespaeefefitm%héteﬁth\ebat,we’fe
feadly to listea o pleasing words of

JOE M. RINK

Umtil the last few months, AxcosY was to me
a magazine with a good story occasionally; now,
almost all of every issue is most interesting
reading, I hope Am@osy keeps up this good
policy, I think AmGOSY'S authors are out-doing
themsetves more every week. Merely as a sug-
gestion, would like to offer two more excellent
writers, to wit: Robert R. Mills and Wm. J.
Makiim.

I very seldom read Foreign Legion stories,
but don’t say leave them out, because I know
they appeal to mamy others. What is one man's
meat is another’s poison, I rate A. Hyatt Mer-
ritt the most entertaining of modern writers,
and know many .of your readers :read with
regret that he is too busy to write another of
his intensely interesting tales.

Wanild like very much to see a quarterly or
semi-annual ARGOSY put together . contaiming
only the best of former year’s stories. We all
hear the old-timers mention by-gone tales which
leave a “watery” taste in our mouth for more.

Woasthiingtom, Ind.

ND spesking of the old-timers, here
is a nan who reslly is an old-time
reader from ‘way back whemn Says

S. F. McCANDLESS

Was telling some men the other day that 1
bought the Arcosy in 1885, but that I thought
it had a different name at that time, that it was
printed in pamphiet form about 8* by 12* with
6 or 8 pages about same size as the “Diamond
Dick™ and cost-83 each. The Amcosy changed to
a larger ‘size moresdike 12* by 1", then came
out in magazine form like it is now.
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Believe “The Youthi's Companion”
lished at that time.

A good many years for a person to stick to the
same magazire, but I am still reading same- and
can truthfully say I like it because it has always
been a good clean magazine good for either
man or boy to read.

Please advise if my memory is correct as to
the above poimts and what name it was first
published under. "

Toronto, Omt., Canada

RJEADER McCANDLESS mamary, €S
others of you will doubtless agree,

is essentigily eerfect. Arcosyffikst appeared
on December 9, 1882 @ GOLDEN ARGOSY

1t then contained eight pages, was about
12 x 18” in size.
Now for word from a newoomer—

HOWARD RAINEY CASTLE

Just a word of appreciation of your magazine.
I have been reading the *slicks” for too many
years, and growing more and more disgusted
with them. Then, recently, I picked up a copy of
Amcoryv—and [-have read every one published
since. Your writers have been outside New York,
and do not insult all of us who live in other
places, calling us*®orney” and naming our honse-
town “Corm dionter.”

Give my respects to H. Bedford-Jones, please.
He knows his busimess. I enjoy every word of '
his stories.

If you are interested in information as to the
likes of one reader, I prefer stories that are com-
plete in one issue. The illusion is broken when
you say: “Comtimmed in our next issue Edgar
Alllen Poe’s principle is still good. A story should
be fimished at one sitting, to preserve the unity
of effect.

Santa Barbara, Calif.

S leaves ws n@om (e Kugyo) tto meer-
tion that three Amsosy storles you'll
soon have a chance to see enacted on the
screen of your neighborhood playhouise
are: Annapaliis, Adogy, Cazniisi Qe andnd
Doomed Liner.
9 A—>

was pub-
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AL TAFFT works in a maze of high-voltage wires. Around
him—11,000 volts lurk. A tense job that will test diges-
tion if anything will! Here's Al's comment: “Sure! Working
among high-volitage cables isn't calculated to help digestion.
But mine doesn’t give me trouble. 1 smoke Camels with my
meals and after. Camels set me right!” Smoking Camels
speeds up the fliow of digestive ffuiids—alléativee fluidls. Being
mild, Camels are gentle to your throat.

Copyright, 1937, Rt J. ynolds Tobacco Ci y Wi lem, N. C.

Camels are meade from

finer, MORE EXPENSIVE

TOBACCOS— TwHiizth and

Domestic —then any other
[ popular brand.

WELCOMES A “IWIFT.” "I have my hands
full,” remarks Mus. Richard Heming-

way. “Wflem I'm tired, 1 smoke a ‘ “IMS
Camel and get a grand ‘lift’ in energy.” GE

B |

H EAR A gala show wiith "President™ Jack
Oakic in petsom. Fum and music by
JACK OAK|E’S Hollywood comedians and siogiimg
stars! Tupesdays —R:3¢) pm E. $.T.
COLLEGE (9:30 pm E. D.S.T), 7:30 pm C.S.

6:30 pm M.$.T., 5:30 pm P.85.T.,
over WAB C-Cdlunibiia Network.



