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YOU have probably known several

cases like that . . . the medical records

report lots of them. And they all lead

up to this warning:

Don't take a cold lightly. Don't

neglect it. Take care of it at once.

HELP NATURE EARLY

If you feel a cold coming on, or your

throat feels irritated, go to bed. Keep

warm. Drink plenty of water and fruit

juices. Eat lightly. Gargle full strength

Listerine Antiseptic every two hours.

All of these simple measures are

aimed to help Nature to abort a cold

quickly. Rest and warmth build up

reserve. Juices and water aid elimina-

tion. Food restores strength. And Lis-

terine Antiseptic kills millions of germs

on mouth and throat surfaces . . . the

very types of germs that many au-

thorities claim are the cause of many
of the distressing aspects of a cold.

Tests showed germ reductions on tis-

sue surfaces ranging to 9(i.7% fifteen

minutes after the Listerine gargle, and

up to 80% one hour after.

9 YEARS OF RESEARCH

And in tests conducted during 9 years

of research, those who gargled Lis-

terine Antiseptic twice a day had fewer

colds, milder colds, and colds of shorter

duration than those who did not use it.

This success we ascribe to Listerine'

s

germ-killing action on the mouth and

throat surfaces.

We wish we could say that Listerine

Antiseptic so used would always head

off a cold, but we cannot. We do say

that as a first aid it is deserving of

your most serious consideration.

Lambert Phakmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.

At the first symptom of a Cold or Sore Throat

LISTERINE . . . QUICK! At all Drug
Counters, now!

Offer ffofitl onlp in Conitmatill U. 4



"1"T™> you're that man, here's something

M that will interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-

rich-quick scheme— but something more
substantial, more practical.

Of course, you yourself need something

more than just the ambition to be an ac-

countant. You've got to pay the price—be

willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to

sacrifice some of your leisure in favor of
interesting home study—over a compara-
tively brief period in your life? Always pro-

vided that the rewards were good—a salary

of $2,000 to $10,000?

Think of the thrill of cashing a good sized

salary check! Of building a modern home! Of
cruising about town in a new car! Of swelling

your bank account!

Those are everyday events in the life of

many an accountant—who, mind you, doesn't

have to kill himself with work to afford

them. His duties are interesting, varied and
of real worth to his employers. He has

standing!

Do you feel that such things aren't for

you? Well, don't be too sure. Very possibly

they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, inves-

tigate LaSalle's modern Problem Method

of training for an accountancy position ?

Instantly you'll appreciate its merits.

You'll realize it's practical and thorough.
Yet it's not expensive—considering time re-

quired and results gained.

Just suppose you were permitted to work
in a large accounting house under the personal

supervision of an expert accountant. Sup-
pose, with his aid, you studied accounting
principles and solved problems day by day

—

easy ones at first—then the more difficult

ones. If you could do this—and if you could

turn to him for advice as the problems be-

came complex—soon you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in principle

under the LaSalle Problem Method.

However, under LaSalle the training is

much broader. You learn more than one ac-

countant usually could teach. At LaSalle

there's a staff of experienced specialists to

guide you. You get the benefit of their com-
bined experience.

You cover accountancy from the basic

Principles right up through Accountancy
Systems and Income Tax Procedure. Then
you add C. P. A. Training and prepare forthe

CP. A. examinations. As you go along, you
absorb the principles of Auditing, Cost ^
Accounting, Business Law, Statistical ^ **

Control, Organization, Manage-
ment and Finance. ^< *" 0fif

Your progress is as speedy as you care to

make it—depending on your own eagerness
to learn and the time you spend in study.

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as
you know, is that success does come to the
man who is really trained. It's possible your
employers will notice your improvement in a
very few weeks or months. Indeed, many
LaSalle graduates have paid for their train-

ing—with increased earnings—before they
have completed it! For accountants, who
are trained in organization and management,
are the executives of the future.

As experts in finance, accountants inter-

pret future trends through their ability to
analyze past records. They advise on how
much a business may spend for sales promo-
tion or expansion. Because they're familiar
with business law, they know the tangles of
taxation. A trained accountant can really

"go places!" . i

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don't put off investi-

gation of all the facts. Write for our free 48-

page book,"Accountancy,TheProfessionThat
Pays." It'll prove that accountancy offers

1 v v brilliant futures to those who aren't
v ^ afraid of serious home study.

v s Send us the coupon now.
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Editorial
^GAIN we want to speak of Argosy's

new format and of the readers' re-

sponse to it. The fact that there has

been a response is the important thing,

for it enables us to chart the course

of Argosy with new assurance.

We do not stand alone on the

bridge of the ship; we have been

joined there by the people who helped

to build Argosy. And that is heart-

ening.

To change without reason is absurd

;

but to fear the process of changing is

equally ridiculous. Last week we told

you briefly why we felt that a change

in Argosy's appearance was justified.

We still believe in our aim, since

none of your letters has disagreed with

it. What some of you criticize is the

method we have taken to attain our

aim; and that is precisely the sort of

comment we hoped to receive. We
were willing to try new things because

we knew the readers could be counted

on to

Consequently, when we launched the

new format, we kept our minds open.

We offered what seemed to us the best

solution to our problem; but we were

willing to admit that it was not per-

fect.

It was up to you, the readers, to tell

us in what details we had erred. Many
of you have already done that, and

we hope to hear from many more of

you. In any case, the comment we

have received as well as the tremen-

dous response we have gotten from

newsstand sales has made it possible

for us to give you an Argosy that will

meet the highest standards.

See Next Week's Issue For Full De-

tails.

The Editors.
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Flush Poisons From

Kidneys and Stop

Getting Up Nights

Be Healthier, Happier

—

Live Longer

When you can get for 35 cents a safe,

efficient and harmless stimulant and di-

uretic that should flush from your kid-
neys the waste matter, poisons and acid
that are now doing you harm, why con-
tinue to break your restful sleep by get-
ting up through the night?

Don't be an EASY MARK and accept
a substitute—Ask for Gold Medal Haar-
lem Oil Capsules. GET GOLD MEDAL—the original—the genuine. Look for
the Gold Medal on the box—35 cents.

Other symptoms of weak kidneys and
irritated ^ bladder may be backache,
puffy eyes, shifting pains, burning or
scanty passage. Don't accept a sub-
stitute.

Only our 25 years' experience,
buying power and volume production
make it possible to offer these amaz-
ing tire values. Think of it; Stand- I

ard Brand reconditioned tires, ser-\
viceably repaired by experts with high-

,

grade materials at a fraction of original
cost. Order now. Enjoythe tremendous
savings our cut prices make possible.

BALLOON TIRES
Size Tires Tubes

29x4.40-21 SI.85 $0.85
29x4.60-20 1.85
80x4.60-21 1.95
28x4.76-19 1.85
29x4.75-20 2.10 ..

29x5.00-19 2.25 1.05
80x5.00-20 2.40 1.05

5.25-17 2.45 1.15
28x5.25-18 2.45 1.15
29x5.26-19 2.45 1.16
80x5.25-20 2.50 1.15
81x6.25-21 2.80 1.15

8.60-17 2.75 1.15
28x5.60-18 2.75 1.15
29x5.60-19 2.75 1.15

6.00-16 3.15 1.45
6.00-17 2.85 1.16

80x6.00-18 2.8S 1.15
81x6.00-19 2.85 1.15
82x6.00-20 2.95 1.25
83x6.00-21 3.10 1.25
82x6.60-20 3.20 1.35

TRUCK
BALLOONS

Size Tires Tubes
6.00-20 $3.10 $1.65
6.50-20 3.35 1.95
7.00-20 4.GO 2.95
7.50-20 5.15 8.75
8.26-20 6.75 4.95

HEAVY DUTY
TRUCK TIRES

5ize Tires Tubes
80x5 S3.50 $1.95
32x9 6.9S 2.75
34x7 8.95 8.26
88x7 9-45 8.95
86x8 9.65 8.95
40x8 11.60 4.15

ALL OTHER
SIZES

DEALERS
WANTED

EVERY TIRE
GUARANTEED
Our Guarantee
Bond agrees to
replace at M price
Hrea failing to give
full9months'serv-
ice. Replacements
f. o. b. Chicago.

Don't Delay-
Order Today

SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered.
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C. O. D.
Deduct 5 per cent if cash Is sent in full with order. To
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces-
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED

—

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328-30 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. 480 1 -A, Chicago

^RUITY
would you UKe to Know now other men
have gotten good-pay jobs in Electricity?
How many, with nothing better than
grade schooling and no previous experi-
ence, jumped right into better pay In one
of the most fascinating and fastest grow-
ing fields in Industry? More than ever
before Electricity is calling for Trained
Men. DON'T WAIT! Find out today wnere,
when and how you may duplicate the
thrilling success of these other I-T-I
men. Write RAY D. SMITH, Pres.:
Dept. M3,

INDUSTRIAL TRAINING INSTITUTE
2154 Lawrence Ave. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

. _ .J THIt
AMAZING BOOKFREr

STANDARD OFFICE MODELS
1/3 MFRS. ORIG. PRICE

e
Vi

,
i
t
.X

,,.rj60£ a Week
All late models completely rebuilt like
brand new. FULLY GUARANTEED.
No Money Down—10 Day Trial
Free price-smashing catalog shows _
.11 make, in colors. FREE COURSE?
IN TYPING INCLUDED. See catalog
before you buy. SEND NOW.
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCH.
Dent 336 231 W. Monro. St., Chicago, III.

1/3
RICE

|V offset

m fret

m'Ai nop
Detachable

offset handle,
diamond knurl grips,

hi-carbon oil-tempered blade, agatlne guide
and top, A' length, all metal cadmium plated.

At dealers or postpaid in U. S. for Si. Catalog
e. PREMAX PRODUCTS, Div. Chisholm-Hyder,

4199 Highland, Niagara Falls, N. Y.

Better Built— Lower Prices
Canoes, Kowboats, Outboard
Motor Boats, Olympic, Snipe,
Comet and Sea Gull Sail Boata

CATALOG FREE
ave Money—Prompt Shipment—Two

Factories.

THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO. (8«
256 Ann St. / Write to \ 156 Elm St.

PESHTIGO, WIS. \either placet CORTLAND, N. Y.

INDIGESTION
may affect the Heart

Gas trapped in the stomach or gullet may act
like a hair-trigger on the heart. At the first sign
of distress smart men and women depend on
Bell-ans Tablets to set gas free. No laxative but
made of the fastest-acting medicines known for
acid indigestion. If the FIRST DOSE doesn't
prove Bell-ans better, return bottle to us and
receive DOUBLE Money Back. 25c at all drug
stores.

Classified Advertisements
The Purpose of this Department is to put

the reader in touch immediately with the
newest needfuls for the HOME, OFFICE,
FARM, or PEESON ; to offer, or seek, an
unusual BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY, or to
suggest a service that may be performed
satisfactorily through correspondence. It will

pay a housewife or business man equally
well to read these advertisements carefully.

DIRECTORY SERVICE
ADDRESSES — MOVIE STABS. DIRECTORS, PRO-
DUCERS, ETC. ANY RESIDEOT IN THE HOLLY-
WOOD DISTRICT, single address reports 50c. Special
prices on mailing lists, write for information. Send
money orders only.

HOLLYWOOD DIRECTORY SERVICE,
"Dept. M-l," 249 North Larchmont, Hollywood. Cal.

EDUCATIONAL
CORRESPONDENCE courses and educational books,,
slightly used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses.
Complete details and bargain catalog FREE. Write
NELSON CO., 500 Sherman, Dept. C-214, Chicago.

FEMALE HELP WANTED
YOUR OWN DRESSES FREE

and earn to $23 weekly showing famous Fashion Frocks.
Experience unnecessary. No canvassing. No investment.
Send age and dress size.

FASHION FROCKS, Dept. DD-I0I8. Cincinnati, Shio.

MALE HELP—WANTED
STEADY WORK—GOOD PAY

Reliable man wanted to call on farms. No experience or
capital required. Pleasant work. Home every night. Big
money every day. Wonderful new proposition. Particu-
lars Free. Write

McNESS CO.. Dept. 482. Freeport. Illinois.

PATENTS AND I

INVENTORS—patent your invention—send now for our
new FREE copyrighted booklet "How to Protect Your
Invention" and "Invention Record" form. This booklet
guides the inventor from the first step toward patent
protection to final profit making from his invention.
Reasonable fees, conscientious counsel.
McMorrow and Berman, Registered Patent Attorneys,

173-C Barrister Building. Washington, D. C.

PATENTS SECURED
Two valuable booklets sent free. Write immediately:

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO.,
433-C Victor Building, Washington. D. C.

PERSONAL
Aco-Gel taken in the beginning
usually breaks up common colds

Trial 25c Dottle, 10 cents.
B. SEMS CO., INC.. Stamford, Conn.

PHOTO DEVELOPING & FINISHING
FREE—One Roll Developed and Printed FREE
Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully develop and
print your first 6 to 16 exposure roll FREE plus 5x7
inch enlargement FREE, also sensational, new folding
folio to frame your prints, all free with this ad.
(Enclosing 10c for handling and mailing appreciated.)
DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 1046, Omaha, Nebraska.

SONG POEMS WANTED
SONG POEMS WANTED

To be set to music. Free examination. Send for offer.

J. CHAS. McNEIL, Master of Music
510-FM So. Alexandria LOS ANGELES. CALIF.
WANTED! ORIGINAL SONG POEMS, ANY SUBJECT,
FOB IMMEDIATE CONSIDERATION. SEND TOUR
POEM TODAY TO
RICHARD BROTHERS, 61 Woods Building, Chicago.

World's Greatest Collection of
Strange & Secret Photographs

fUOW you can travel round the world with the" most daring adventurers. You can see with
your own eyes the weirdest peoples on earth. You
witness the strangest customs of the red, white,
brown, black and yellow races. Yciu attend their
startling rites, their mysterious practices. They
are aM assembled for you in these five great vol-
umes of The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND.

600 LARGE PAGES
Here Is the world's Greatest Collection of Strange and
Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic Photos from Europe,
Primitive Photos from Africa, Torture Photos from Asia.
Female Photos from Oceania and America, and hundreds
of others. There are almost 600 LARGE PAGES of Strange
& Secret Photographs, each page 57 square inches In size!

1000 REVEALING PHOTOS
You see actual courtship practised in every quarter of the

world. You see magic and mystery In queer lands where
the foot of a white man has rarely trod. You see Oriental
modes of marriage and female slavery in China, Japan,, In-
dia, etc. Through the intimacy of the camera you witness
the exotic habits of every continent and the strangest cus-
toms of life and love in America, Europe, etc. You are be-
wildered by these large pages of ONE THOUSAND PHOTO-
GRAPHS, including 130 full-page photos, and thrilled by
the hundreds of short stories that describe them.

Contents of 5-Volume Set
Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa
Volume 2—The Secret Album of Europe
Volume 3—The Secret Album of Asia
Volume 4—The Secret Album of America
Volume 5—The Secret Album of Oceania

5 PICTURE-PACKED VOLUMES
The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of five pfO-

ture-packed volumes (solidly hound together for convenient
reading). Dip into any one of these volumes, and as you
turn its pages, you find it difficult to tear yourself away.
Here in story and unusual photo, is the WORLD'S GREAT-
EST COLLECTION OF STRANGE AND SECRET PHOTO-
GRAPHS, containing everything from Female Beauty Round
the World to the most Mysterious Cults and customs.
These hundreds and hundreds of large pages will give you
days and nights of thrilling instruction.

Specimen Photos
) Secret Societies—Civilized Love vs. Savage

—

_ Rites and Cults Strange Crimes, Criminals
Omens, Totems & Taboos—Mysterious Customs—Dress
& Undress Round the World

1,000 Strange and Secret Photos

SEND NO MONEY
Simply sign and mail the coupon. Remember, each of the
5 volumes Is 9 14 inches high, and opened over a footwide! Remember also that this 5-Volume Set formerly
sold for $10. And it is bound in expensive "life-time"
cloth. Don't put this off. Fill out the coupon, drop it in
the next mail, and receive this huge work at once.

METRO PUBLICATIONS- Ti
70 Fifth Ave., Dept. 302, New York, N. Y.

Send me "The Secret Museum of Mankind" (5 B
great volumes bound together). I will pay postman
H-9£'„plU9 P^Se on arrival. If in S days lam
not dellghtedj I^will return the book and you will Ijiub uciifeiucu, X Wl
refund my $1.98,

Q CHECK here if you are enclosing $1.9
saving the mailing costs.

Canadian orders 52.50 In advance



And So To

Ever had a nightmare—and dreamed you

killed a man? And then did you ever wake

up and find him dead? The gripping story

worst dreams came true. A
short novel

By Cornell Woolrich

Author of "Cinderella and the Mob," "All at Once, No Alice," rtr,_

CHAPTER I

THE FIRST HORROR

FIRST all I could see was this beau-
tiful girl's face; like a white, slight-

ly luminous mask swimming" de-

tachedly against enfolding darkness. As
if a little bluish spotlight of its own was
trained on it from below.

It was so beautiful and so false, and I

seemed to know it so well.

There was no danger yet; just this

separate, shell-like face-mask standing

out. But there was danger somewhere
around; I knew that already, and I knew
that I couldn't escape it.

I knew that everything I was about to

do, I had to do; and yet I didn't want to

do it. I wanted to turn and get out of

wherever this was.
I even turned and tried to, but I

couldn't any more. There had been only

one door when I slipped in just now. It

had been simple enough. Now when I

turned, the place was nothing but doors

—an octagon of doors, set frame to frame
with no free wall-space between.

I tried one, another, a third. They were
the wrong ones; I couldn't get out.

And by doing this, I had unleashed the

latent menace that was lurking there

around me all the time; I had brought on
all the sooner the very thing I had tried

to escape from. Though I didn't know
what it was yet.

The nickering white mask slowly, be-

fore my horrified eyes, became malign,

vindictive. It snarled: "There he is right

behind you. Get him!" The eyes snapped
like fuses, the teeth glistened in a grin-

ning bite.

The light became more diffused: it was
murky, bluish-green now, the kind of

6

light there would be under water. And
in it my doom slowly reared its head,

with a terrible inevitability.

This was male.
First it—he—was just a black huddle,

like solidified smoke, at the feet of this

opalescent, revengeful mask. Then it

slowly uncoiled, rose, lengthened and at

the same time narrowed, until it loomed
there before me upright.

It came toward me with cataleptic

slowness. I wanted to turn and run, in

the minute, the half minute that was all

there was left now. I couldn't move, I

couldn't lift a foot; I just wavered back
and forth on a rigid base.

Why I wanted to get out, what It was
going to do to me, wasn't clear. Only
there was soul-shrivelling fear in it. And
horror, more than the mind coukl con-

template.
The pace was beginning to accelerate

now as it near its climax.

He came on, using up the small re-

maining distance between us. His outline

was still indistinct, clotted, like a lumpy
clay image. I could see the arms come up
from the sides, and couldn't avoid their

lobster-like conjunction.

I could feel the pressure of his hands
upon my neck. He held it at the sides

rather than in front, as if trying to break
it rather than strangle me. The gouge of

his thumbs, was excruciating, pressing

into the tender slack of flesh right beside

and under the jawbone.

I WENT down in a sort of spiral, around

and around, following my head and
neck around as he sought to wrench them
out of true with my spinal column.

I clawed at the merciless hands, trying

to pull them off. I prie<*

but it wrenched itself i

straint again, trailing a nail-scratch on
my forearm just across the knob of the

wristbone.
The hand clamped itself back where

it had been, with the irresistibility of a

suction-cup.
I beat at his arched body from under-

neath; then—as my resistance weakened
—only pushed at it, at last only grasped

at it with the instinctive clutch of a

drowning man. A button came off loose

in my hand and I hung onto it with the

senseless tenacity of the dying.

And then I was so long dying, my neck
was so long breaking, he tired of the

slower surer way. He spoke to the ma-
cabre mask.

(
I heard every word clearly:

"Hand me that sharp-pointed bore lying

over there, or this'll go on all night."

I raised mutely protesting hands, out
and past him, and something was put into

one of them. I could feel the short trans-

verse handle. A thought flashed through
my mind—and even one's thoughts are

so distinct in those things— "She's put it

into my hand instead of his!"

I fixed my hand on it more securely,

poised it high, and drove it into him from
in back. It seemed to go in effortlessly,

like a skewer into butter. I could even
feel myself withdraw it again, and it

came out harder than it went in.

He went with it, or after it, and toppled
back. After a moment, I drew near to

him again, on hands and knees.

And now that it was too late his face

became visible at last, as if a wanly
flickering light were playing over it, and
he was suddenly no formless mud-clotted

monster but a man just like I was. Harm-
less, helpless, inoffensive.

The face looked reproachfully up at
"

1 you have to



I couldn't stand that, and I leaned over
him, tentatively feeling for the position
of his heart. When I'd located it, I sud-
denly drove the metal implement in with
ungovernable swiftness from straight
overhead, and jumped back as I did so.

The mask, still present in the back-
ground, gave a horrid scream, and
whisked away, like something drawn on
wires.

I HEARD a door close and I quickly
turned, to see which way she had

gone, so that I might remember and find
my own way out. But I was too late:

she was gone by the time I turned, and
all the doors looked alike again.

I went to them and tried them one by
one. Each one was the wrong one,
wouldn't open. Now I couldn't get out
of here, I was trapped, shut in with what
was lying there on the floor. It still held
fear and menace, greater even than when
it had attacked me.
For the dread and horror was now

more imminent than ever, seemed about
to burst and inundate me. Its source was
what lay there on the floor. I had to hide
it, I had to shut it away.

I threw open one of the many doors
that had baffled me so repeatedly
throughout. And behind it, in the sap-
phire pall that still shouded the scene, I

now saw a shallow closet.

I picked up what lay on the floor—and
I could seem to do it easily; it had be-
come light. I propped it up behind the
closet door; there was not depth enough
behind it to do anything else.

Then I closed the door upon it, and
pressed it here and there with the flats

of my hands, up and down the frame that
bordered the mirror, as if to make it hold
tighter. But danger still seemed to exude
through it, like a vapor. I knew that

wasn't enough; I must do more than that,

or it would surely open again.
Then I looked down, and below the

knob there was a keyhead sticking out.
It was shaped a little like a three-leaf
clover, and the inner rim of each of the
three scooped-out "leaves" was fretted
with scrollwork and tracery.

It was of some yellowish metal, either
brass or iron gilded over. A key such as
is no longer made or used.

I turned it in the keyhole and I drew it

slowly out. I was surprised at how long
a stem it had; it seemed to keep coming
forever. At last it ended in two odd
little teeth, each one doubled back on
itself, like the single arm of a swastika.

I pocketed it. Then the knob started
turning from the inside; the door started
to open, slowly but remorselessly. In
another minute I was going to see some-
thing unspeakably awful on the .other
side of it. Revelation, the thing the whole
long mental-film had been building to,

was upon me.
And then I woke up.

CHAPTER II

THE KEY

I'D lost the pillow to the floor, and my
head was halfway down after it, dang-

ling partly over the side of the bed. My
face was studded with oozing sweatdrops.

I propped myself upon one elbow and
blew out my breath harrowedly. I mum-
bled, "Gee I'm glad that's over with!"

le back of my pajama sleeve

lust as Cliff was swinging the chair, he
froze. There was a man with a gun standing

behind me

across my forehead to dry it. I looked
at the clock, and it was time to get up
anyway; but even if it hadn't been, who
would have risked going back to sleep
after such a thing? I might have re-
formed and started in again, for all I

knew.
I flung my legs out of the ravaged cov-

erings, sat on the edge of the bed, picked
up a sock and turned it inside out pre-
paratory to shuffling it on.
Dreams were funny things. Where'd

they come from? Where'd they go?
A basinful of stinging cold water in the

bathroom cleared away the last lingering
vestige of it, and from this point on
everything was on a different plane

—

normal, rational and reassuringly fa-
miliar. The friendly bite of the comb.
The winding of the little stem of my
wristwatch, the looping together of the
two strap-ends around my

—

They fell open and dangled down
straight again, still unattached and stayed
that way. I had to rivet my free hand to
the little dial to keep it from sliding off
my wrist.

I stared at the thing for minutes on
end.

I had to let my cuff slide back in place
and cover it at last. I couldn't stand
there staring at it forever. That didn't
answer anything. What should it tell

me? It was a scratch, that was all.



TALK about your realistic dreams!

Well, I thought, I must have done
that to myself, with my other hand, in

the throes of it. That was why the detail

entered into the dream-fabric.
It couldn't, naturally, be the other way

around: because the other way around
meant transference from the dream into

the actuality of a red scratch across my
wristbone.

I went ahead. The familiar plane, the

rational everyday plane. The blue tie

today. I threw up my collar, drew the

tie-length through, folded it down again.

My hands stayed on it, holding it down
flat on each side of my neck, as if afraid

it would fly away. Part of my mind was
getting ready to get frightened, fly off

the handle, and the rest of my mind
wouldn't let it, held it steady hist like I

held the collar.

But I hadn't had those bruises—those

brownish-purple discolorations, faintly

visible at the side of my neck, as from

the pressure of cruel fingers—I hadn't

had those last night when I undressed.

Well—I hadn't yet had the dream last

night when I undressed either. Why look

for spooks in this? The same explanation

that covered the wrist-scratch still held

good for this too. I must have done it to

myself, seized my own throat in trying

to ward off the attack passing through

my mind just then.

I even stood there and tried to recon-

struct the posture, to see if it was phy-

sically feasible. It was, but the result

was almost grotesquely distorted. It re-,

suited in crossing the arms over the chest

and gripping, the left side of the neck

with the right hand, the right with the

left
, , . ,

- I didn't know; maybe troubled sleepers

did get into those positions. I wasn't as

convinced as I would have like to be.

One thing was certain: the marks had
been made by two hands, not one.

But—more disturbing than their visi-

bility—there was pain in them, soreness

when I prodded them with my own fin-

gertips, stiffness when I turned my neck

acutely. It seemed to weaken the theory

of self-infliction. How was it I hadn't

awakened myself, exerting that much
pressure?

I forced myself back to the everyday
plane again: buttoned the collar around
the bruises, party but not entirely con-

cealing them, knotted the tie, shrugged

on vest and coat. I was about ready to

go now.
The last thing I did was what I al-

ways did last of all, one of those in-

eradicable little habits. I reached into

my pocket to make sure I had enough
change available for my meal and trans-

portation, without having to stop and
change a bill on the way.

I brought up a palmful of it, and then

I lost a good deal of it between my sud-
denly stiff outspread fingers. Only one
or two pieces, stayed on, around the but-
ton. The large and central button.

I let them roll, not stooping to pick

them up. I couldn't; my spine wouldn't
have bent right then.

It was a strange button. I knew I was
going to check, it with every article of

clothing I had, but I already knew it

wasn't from one of my own things.

Something about the shape, the color,

told me; my fingers had never twisted it

through a buttonhole, or they would have
remembered it.

That may sound far-fetched; but but-
tons can become personalized to nearly
as great an extent as neckties.

And when I closed my hand over it

—

as I did now—it took up as much room
inside my folded palm, it had the sar

feel, as it had had a little while ago
8

that thing. Oh, I could remember clearly.

It was the button from the dream.

I THREW open the closet door so fast

and frightenedly it hit the wall and
bounced. There wasn't anything hanging
up in there that I didn't hold that button
against—even where there was no button
missing, even where its size and type
utterly precluded its having been at-
tached.

It wasn't from anything of mine; it

didn't belong anywhere.
This time I couldn't say: "I did it to

myself in the throes of that thing." It

came from somewhere. It had four cen-
ter holes, with even a wisp or two of
black tailor's thread still entwined in
them. It was solid, not a phantom.
But rationality wouldn't give in. No,

no. I picked this up on the street, and I

don't remember doing it. That simply
wasn't so; I'd never picked up a stray
button in my life.

Or the last tailor I sent this suit out to
left it in the pocket from someone else's

clothing by mistake. But they always re-
turn dry-cleaned garments to me with
the pocket-linings inside out; I'd noticed
that a dozen times.
That was the best rationalization could

do, and it was none too good. I said out
loud, "I better get out of here. I need a
cup of coffee. I've got the jitters."

I shrugged into my coat fast, threw
open my room door, poised it to close it

after me. And the last gesture of all,

before leaving each morning, came to me
instinctively: feeling to make sure I had
my key and wouldn't be locked out when
I returned that evening.

It came up across the pads of my fin-

gers, but it was only visible at both ends.
The middle part was bisected, obscured
by something lying across it. My lips

parted spasmodically, and refused to
come together again.

It had a head—this topmost one—a lit-

tle like a three-leaf clover, and the in-
ner rim of each of the three "leaves" was
fretted with scroll work and tracery. It

had a stem disproportionately long for
the size of its head, and it ended in two
odd little teeth bent back on themselves,
like half of a swastika.

It was of some yellowish composition,
either brass or iron gilded over. A key
such as is no longer made or used.

IT LAY lengthwise in the hollow of my
hand, and I kept touching it repeated-

ly with the thumb of that same hand.
That was the only part of me that moved
for a long time, that foolish flexing
thumb.

I didn't leave right then, for all my
preparations. I went back into the room
and closed the door after me on the in-
side, and staggered dazedly around for a
moment or two.
Once I dropped down limply on the

edge of the bed, then turned around and
noticed what it was, and got hastily up
again, more frightened than ever.

Another time, I remember, I thrust my
face close to the mirror in the dresser,
drew down my lower lid with one finger,

started intently at the white of my eye-
ball. Even as I did it, I didn't know what
it would tell me. It didn't tell me any-
thing.

And still another time, I looked out of

the window, as if to see whether the out-
side world was still there. It was. The
houses across the way looked just as
they'd looked last night. The lady on the
third floor had her bedding airing over
the windowsill, just like every morning.
There was nothing the matter out there.

It was in here, with me.
I decided I'd better go to work; maybe

that would pull me out of this. I fled
from the room almost as if it were haunt-
ed. It was too late to stop off at a break-
fast-counter now. I didn't want any any-
way. My stomach kept giving little

quivers.
In the end I didn't go to work either.

I couldn't, I wouldn't have been any
good. I telephoned in that I was too ill

to come—and it was no idle excuse.
I roamed around the rest of the day in

the sunshine. Wherever the sunshine was
the brightest, I sought and stayed in that
place, and when it moved on I moved
with it. I couldn't get it bright enough
or strong enough.
And yet the sunshine didn't warm me.

Where others mopped their brows and
moved out of it, I stayed—and remained
cold inside. And the shade was winning
the battle as the hours lengthened. The
sun weakened and died; the shade deep-
ened and spread. Night was coming on:
the time of dreams, the enemy.

CHAPTER III

-

DEAD END
/

¥ WENT to Cliff's house late. The first

* time I got there they were still at
the table; I could see them through the
front window. I walked around the block
repeatedly, until Lil had gotten up from
the table and taken all the dishes with
her, and Cliff had moved to another chair
and was sitting there alone.

I did all this so she wouldn't ask me
to sit down at the table with them; I

couldn't have stood it.

I rang the bell and she opened the
door, dried her hands, and said heartily:
"Hello, stranger. I was just saying to
Cliff only tonight, it's about time you
showed up around here."

I wanted to detach him from her, but
first I had to sit through about ten min-
utes of her. She was my sister, but you
don't tell women things like I wanted to
tell him.
Finally she said, "I'll just finish up

the dishes, and then I'll be back."
The minute the doorway was empty

I whispered urgently, "Get your hat and
take a walk with me outside. I want
to tell you something—alone."
On our way out he called in to the

kitchen, "Vince and I are going out to
stretch our legs. We'll be back in a cou-
ple of minutes."
She called back immediately and warn-

ingly: "Now Cliff, only beer—if that's
what you're going for."

It put the idea in his head, if nothing
else, but I said: "No, I want to be able
to tell you this clearly. It's going to
sound hazy enough as it is; let's stay out
in the open."
We strolled slowly along the sidewalk;

he was on his feet a lot and it was no
treat to him, I suppose, but he was a
good-natured sort of fellow and didn't
complain. He was a detective. I prob-
ably would have gone to him about it

anyway even if he hadn't been, but the
fact that he was, of course, made it the
inevitable thing to do.
He had to prompt me, because I didn't

know where to begin. "So what's the
grief, boy friend?"

"Cliff, last night I dreamed I killed a
fellow. I don't know who he was or
where it was supposed to be. His nail
creased my wrist, his fingers bruised the
sides of my neck, and a button came off

him somewhere and got locked in my
hand.
"And finally, after I'd done it, I locked

the door of a closet I'd propped him up
' pocket. And
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We had stopped under a street light.
I turned to face him. I drew back my
cuff to show him. "Can you see it?" He
said he could.

I dragged down my collar with both
hands, first on one side, then on the
other. "Can you see them? Can you
see the faint purplish marks there?
They're turning a little black now."
He said he could.
"And the button, the same shape and

size and everything, was in my trousers-
pocket along with my change. It's on
the dresser back in my own room now;
if you want to come over, you can see it
for yourself.

"And last of all, the key turned up on
me, next to my own key, in the pocket
where I always keep it. I've got it right
here; I'll show it to you. I've been car-
rying it around with me all day."

TT TOOK me a little while to get it out,A my hand was shaking so. It had shak-
en hke that all day, every time I brought
it near the thing to feel if it was still on
me.
He took it from me and examined it,

curiously but noncommittally.
"That's just the way it looked in—when

I saw it when I was asleep," I told him.
"The same shape, the same color, the
same design. It even weighs the same,
it even—."

He lowered his head a trifle, looked at
me intently from under his brows, when
he heard how my voice sounded. "You're
all in pieces, aren't you?" He put his
hand on my shoulder for a minute to
steady it. "Don't take it that way, don't
let it get you."
That didn't help. Sympathy wasn't

what I wanted; I wanted explanation.
Cliff, you ve got to help me. You don't
know what I've been through all day "

..J£.
e weighed the key up and down.

Where d you get this from, Vince? I
mean, where'd you first get it from, be-
fore you dreamed about it?"

a
I grabbed his arm faith both hands.
But don't you understand what I've just
been telling you? I didn't have it be-
fore I dreamed about it. I never saw it
before then. And then I wake up, and it
turns real!"

"And that goes for the button too?"
I quirked my head.
"You're in bad shape over this, aren't

you? Well what is it that's really got
you going? It's not the key and button
and scratch, is ;t? Are you afraid the
dream really happened; is that it?"
By that I could see that he hadn't

understood until now, hadn't really got-
ten me. Naturally it wasn't just the tok-
ens carried over from the dream that had
the life frightened out of me. It was the
implication behind them.

If it were just a key turned up in my
pocket after I dreamed about it, why
would I go to him? The hell with it.

But if the key turned up real, then there
was a mirrored closet door somewhere
to go with it.

And if there was a closet to match it,

then there was a body crammed inside
it. Also real. Real dead. A body that
had scratched me and tried to wring my
neck before I killed it.

¥ TRIED to tell him that. I was too
A weak to shake him, but I went through
the motions. "Don't you understand?
There's a door somewhere in this city
right at this very minute, that this key
belongs to! There's a man propped up
dead behind it!

"And I don't know where, nor who he
is, nor how or why it happened; only that—that I must have been there, I must
have done it—or why would it come to

my mind like that in my sleep? Why?"
"You're in a bad way." He gave a

short whistle through his clenched teeth.
"You need a drink, Lil or no Lil! Come
on; we'll go some place and get this thing
out of your system." He clutched me
peremptorily by the arm.
"But only coffee," I said. "Let's go

where the lights are good and bright."
We went where there was so much

gleam and so much dazzle even the flies
walking around on the table cast long
shadows.
"Now we'll go at this my way," he said,

licking the beer-foam off his upper lip.
"Tell me the dream over again

I told it.

"I can't get anything out of that." He
shook his head. "Did you know this
girl, or face, or whatever it was?"

I pressed the point of one finger down
hard on the table. "No, now I don't; but
in the dream I did, and it made me brok-
en-hearted to see her. Like she had dou-
blecrossed me or something."

"Well, in the dream who was she,
then?"

"I don't know; I knew her then, but
now I don't."

"Cripes!" he said, swallowing more beer
fast. "I should have made this whisky
with tabasco sauce! Well, was she some
actress you've seen on the screen lately,
maybe? Or some picture you've seen in
a magazine? Or maybe even some pass-
ing face you glimpsed in a crowd? All
those things could happen."

"I don't know. I seemed to know her
better than that; it hurt me to see her,
to have her hate me. But I can't carry
her over into—now."
"And the man?"
"No, I couldn't seem to see his face

through the whole thing. I only saw it

at the very end, after it was already too
late. And then when the door started to
open again, it seemed ^as if I was going
to find out something horrible—about
him, I guess. But I woke up. . .

."

"Last of all, the place. You say noth-
ing but doors all around you. Have you
been in a place like that lately? Have
you ever seen one? In a magazine illus-
tration, in a story you read, in a movie?"

"No."
"Well then, let's get away from the

dream. Let's leave it alone." He flung
his hand back and forth relievedly, as if
clearing the air. "It was starting to get
me myself. Now what'd you do last night,
before this whole thing came up?"
"Nothing. Just what I do every other

night. I left work at the usual time, had
my meal at the usual place—."

"Sure it wasn't a welsh rabbit?"
"A welsh rabbit is not responsible for

that key. A locksmith is. Drop it on the
table and hear it clash! Bite it between
your teeth and chip them! And I didn't
have it when I went to bed last night."

TTE LEANED toward me. "Now listen,

Vince. There's a very simple expla-
nation for that key. There has to be.
And whatever it is, it didn't come to you
in a dream. Either you were walking
along, you noticed that key, picked it up
because of its peculiar—

"

I semaphored both hands before my
face. "No, I tried to sell myself that
this morning; it won't work. I'd remem-
ber the key itself, even if I didn't re-
member the incident of finding it. It's a
unique key, and I never saw it before."

"All right, it don't have to be that ex-
planation. There's a dozen-and-one other
ways it could have gotten into your pock-
et without your knowledge. You might
have hung the coat up under some shelf
the key was lying on, and it dropped off

and the open pocket caught it

—

"The pockets of my topcoat have flaps.

What'd it do, make a U-turn to get in
under them?"
"The flaps might have been left ac-

cidentally tucked in, from the last time
your hands were in your pockets. Or it

may have fallen out of someone else's

coat hung up next to yours in a cloak-
room, and been lying there on the floor,

and someone came along, thought it be-
longed in your coat, put it back in

—

"

"I shoved my hands in and out of those
pockets a dozen times yesterday. And
the day before. And the day before that.

Where was it then? It wasn't in the pock-
et. But it was this morning. After I

saw it clear as a photograph in my sleep
during the night!"

Cliff rubbed his chin thoughtfully for
a minute. "All right, have it your way.
Let's say that it wasn't in your pocket
last night. That still don't prove that
the dream itself was real."

"No?" I shrilled. "It gives it a damn
good foundation-in-fact as far as I'm
concerned!"

"Listen, Vince, there's no halfway
business about these things. Either you
dream a thing or it really happens. You're
twenty-six years old; you're not a kid.

"Don't worry; you'd know it and you'd
remember it damn plainly afterward if

you ever came to grips with a guy and
he had you by the throat, like in this
dream, and you rammed something into
his back.

"I don't take any stock in this stuff
about people walking in their sleep and
doing things without knowing it. They
can walk a little ways off from their
beds, maybe, but the minute anyone
touches them or does something to stop
them, they wake right up. They can't
be manhandled and go right on sleep-
ing through it."

I said, "I couldn't have walked in my
sleep, anyway. It was drizzling when I
went to bed last night; the streets were
only starting to dry off when I first got
up this morning. I don't own rubbers,
and the soles of both my shoes were
perfectly dry when I put them on."
"Don't try to get away from the main

point at issue. Have you any recollec-
tion at all, no matter how faint, of being
out of your room last night, of grappling
with a guy, of ramming something into
him?"

"No; all I have is a perfectly clear
recollection of going to bed, dreaming
I did all those things, and then waking
up again."
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"Then that's all there is to it. Then it

didn't happen." And he repeated stub-

bornly: "You either dream 'em or you
do 'm. No two ways about it."

I shook my head. "You haven't helped
me a bit, not a dime's worth."
He was a little put out, maybe because

he hadn't. "Naturally not, not if you ex-
pected me to arrest you for murdering a

guy in a dream. The arrest would have
to take place in a dream too, and the trial

and all the rest of it. What do you think

I am, a witch doctor?"
"I'm going to sleep in the living-room

at your place tonight," I said to him.
"I'm not going back to that room of mine
till broad daylight. Don't say anything to

Lil about it, will you, Cliff?"

"I should say not," he agreed. "D'you
think I want her to take you for bugs?
You'll get over this, Vince."

"First I'll get to the bottom of it, then

I'll get over it," I answered sombrely.

CHAPTER IV

THE EIGHTH IMAGE

I SLEPT bout an hour's worth, and it

was like any other night's sleep I'd

had all my life—until the night before.

No better and no worse. Cliff came in

and he stood looking at me the next
morning. I threw off the blanket they'd

given me and sat up on the sofa.

"How'd it go?" he asked half-secretive-

ly. On account of Lil, I suppose.

I eyed him. "I didn't have any more
dreams, if that's what you mean. But
that has nothing to do with it. If I were
convinced that was a dream, I would have
gone home to my own room last night,

even if I were going to have it over
again twice as bad.
"But I'm still not convinced. Now are

you going to help me or not?"
He rocked back and forth on his feet.

"What d'you want me to do?"
How could I answer that? "You're a

detective. You've got the key. The but-

ton's over in my room. You must have
often had less than that to work with.

Find out where they came from! Find
out what they're doing on me!"
He had my best interests at heart may-

be, but he thought the thing to do was
bark at me. "Now listen, cut that stuff

out, y'hear? I dowanna hear any more
about that key. I've got it, and I'm keep-
ing it, and you're not going to see it

again. If you harp on this spooky stuff

any more, I'll help you all right—in a

way you won't appreciate. I'll haul you
off to see a doctor."

The scratch on my wrist had formed
a scab; it was ready to come off. I freed

it with the edge of my nail, then I blew
the little sliver of dried skin off. And
I gave him a long look, more eloquent

than words. He got it, but he wouldn't

give in.

Lil called in: "Come and get it, boys!

I left their house—and I was on my
own, just like before I'd gone there. Me
and my shadows.

I STOPPED in at a newspaper office, and
I composed an ad and told them I

wanted it inserted in the real estate sec-

tion. I told them to keep running it daily

until further notice.

It wasn't easy to word. It took me the

better part of an hour, and about three

dozen blank forms. This ad:

I am interested in inspecting, for

lease or purchase, a house with an
octagonal mirror-paneled room or al-

cove. Location, size and all other de-
tails of secondary importance provid-
ed it has this one essential feature,
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desired for reasons of a sentimental
nature. Communicate Box 37a,

World-Express, giving exact details.

On the third day there were two re-

plies waiting when I stopped in at the

advertising office. One was about a house
with a mirror-lined powder room on the

second floor; only foursquare, but
wouldn't that do?
The other told of an octagonal break-

fast nook of glass bricks. . . .

There wasn't anything on the fourth

day. On the fifth there was a windfall

of about half a dozen waiting for me
when I stopped in. • Five of them were
from real estate agents, offering their

services; the sixth from an individual
owner who was evidently anxious to get

a white elephant off his hands, for he of-

fered to have a mirror-paneled room
built in for me at his own expense, if I

agreed to take a long-term lease on the
property.
They started tapering off after that.

One or two more drifted in by the end
of the week, but they obviously weren't
what I was looking for. And after that

the ad brought no further results; ap-
parently the supply of mirrored com-
partments had "been exhausted.

,

The advertising office phoned to find

out if I wanted to continue it. "No, kill

it)" I said, disheartened.
Meanwhile Cliff must have spotted it

and recognized it. He was a very thor-

ough paper-reader, when he came home
at nights. Or perhaps he just wanted to

see how I was getting along. At any rate

he showed up good and early the next
day, which was a Sunday. He was evi-

dently off, for he was wearing a pullover
and slacks.

"Sit down," I told him.
"No," he said, with some embarrass-

ment. "Matter of fact, Lil and I are going

to take a ride out into the country for the

day, and she packed a lunch for three.

Cold beer, and . .
."

So that was it. "Listen, I'm all right,"

I said dryly. "I don't need any fresh-air

jaunts, to exorcise the devils in me, if

that's what the strategy is."

He was going to be diplomatic—Lil's

orders, I guess—and until you've seen a
detective trying to be diplomatic, you
haven't lived. Something about the new
second-hand Chev hat he'd just gotten in

exchange for his old second-hand Chev.
And just come down to the door a min-
ute and say howdy to Lil; she was sitting

in it.

So I did, and he brought my coat out
after me and locked up the room, so I

went with them. ,

f
rIE thing was a hoodoo from the be-

ginning. He wasn't much of a driver,

but he wasn't the kind that would take
back-seat orders on the road from any-
one either; he knew it all.

We never did reach where they'd orig-

inally intended going; he lost it on the
way, and we finally compromised on a
fly-incubating meadow, after a thousand
miles of detouring.

Lil was a good sport about it. "It looks

just like the other place, anyway," she
said. We did more slapping at our an-
kles than eating, and the beer was warm,
and the box of hard-boiled eggs had dis-

appeared from the car at one of those
ruts he'd hit.

And then, to complete the picture, a
"

big bank of jet clouds piled themselves
up the sky and let go all of a sudden, and
we had to run for it.

The storm had come up so fast we
couldn't even get back to the car before
it broke, and the rest was a matter of

sitting in sodden misery while Cliff

groped his way down one streaming,

rain-misted country road and up anoth-

er, getting more thoroughly off our
bearings all the time.

Lil's fortitude finally snapped short.

"Stop at the first place you come to and
let's get in out of it!" she screamed at

Cliff. "I can't stand any more of this!"

She hid her face against my chest.

"I can't even see through my wind-
shield much less offside past the road,"

he grunted. He was driving with his

forehead pressed against the glass.

I scoured a peephole on my side of the

car and peered out. A sort of rustic

arch sidled past in the watery welter.

"There's a cut-off a little way ahead,

around the next turn," I said. "If you
take that, it'll lead us to a house with a

big wide porch; we can get in under
there."
They both spoke at once. He said,

"How did you know that?" she said,

"Were you ever up around these parts

before?"
I couldn't answer his question. I said,

"No" to hers, which was the truth.

Even after he'd followed the cut-off for

some distance, there was no sign of a
house. "Are you getting us more tangled

up than we were already, Vince?" he
asked in mild reproach.
"No, don't stop; keep going," I insisted.

"You'll come to it—two big stone lan-

terns; turn the car left between 'em—

"

I shut up again, as jerkily as I'd com-
menced, at the peculiar back-shoulder
look he was giving me. I poked my fin-

gers through my hair a couple of times.

"Gee, I don't know how I knew that my-
self," I mumbled half-audibly.
He became very quiet from then on;

I think he kept hoping I'd be wrong,
there wouldn't be any such place.

But it was Lil who tapped him on the
shoulder and said, "There they are, there

they are! Turn, Cliff, like he told you!"
You could hardly make them out, even

at that. Faint gray blurs against the
obliterating pencil-strokes "of rain. You
certainly couldn't tell what they were.
He turned without a word and we glid-

ed between them. All I could see was
his eyes, in the rear vision mirror, on
me. I'd never seen eyes with such black,

accusing pupils before; like buckshot
they were.
A minute passed, and then a house with

a wide, sheltering veranda materialized
through the mist, phantom-like, and came
to a dead halt beside us. I heard his

brakes go on.

1 WASN'T much aware of our dash
through the curtain of water that sep-

arated us from the porch roof, Lil squeal-
ing between us, my coat hooded over her
head.
Through it all I was conscious of the

beer in my stomach; it had been warm
when I drank it back at the meadow,
but it had turned ice-cold now, as if it

had been put into a refrigerator.

I had a queasy feeling, and the rain

had chilled me—but deep inside where
it hadn't been able to wet me at all.

And I knew those weren't raindrops on
my forehead; they were sweat turned
cold.

We stamped around on the porch for a
minute, the way soaked people do.

"I wish we could get in," Lil mourned.
"The key's under that window-box

with the geraniums," I said.

Cliff traced a finger under it, and
brought it out. He put it in the keyhole,
his hand shaking a little, and turned it,

and the door went in. He held his neck
very stiff, to keep from looking around
at me. That beer had turned to a block
of ice now.



I went in last, like someone toiling
through the coils of a bad dream.

It was twilight-dim around us at first,

the rainstorm outside had gloomed up the
afternoon so. I saw Lil's hand go out to
a china switch-mount sitting on the in-
side of the door-frame, on the left.

"Not that one; that's the one to the
porch," I said. "The one that controls
the hall is on the other side."

Cliff swept the door closed, revealing
the switch; it had been hidden behind
the door until now. He flicked it and a
light went on a few yards before us, over-
head. Lil tried out hers anyway, and the
porch lit up; then blackened once more
as she turned the switch off.

I saw them look at each other. Then
she turned to me and said, "What is this,
a rib? How do you know so much about
this place anyway, Vince?" Poor Lil, she
was in another world.

Cliff said gruffly, "Just a lucky guess
on his part." He wanted to keep her out
of it, out of that darkling world he and
I were in.

HPHE light was showing us a paneled
-- hall, and stairs going up; dark pol-
ished wood, with a carved handrail, ma-
hogany or something. Cliff said, point-
ing his call up the stairs: "Good after-
noon. Anybody home?"

I said, "Don't do that," in a choked
voice.

"He's cold," Lil said. "He's shaking."
But she could not know the origin of

my strange chill.

She turned aside through a double
doorway and lighted up a living room.
We both looked in there after her, with-
out going in; we had other things on our
mind than warmth and comfort.
There was an expensive parquet floor,

but everything else was in a partial state
of dismantlement. Dust covers made
ghostly shapes of the chairs and sofa and
a piano.
"Away for the summer," Lil said know-

ingly. "But funny they'd leave it un-
locked like that, and with the electric-
ity still connected. Your being a detec-
tive comes in handy, Cliff; we won't
get in trouble walking in like this . .

."

There was a black onyx fireplace, and
after running her hands exploringly
around it, she gave a little bleat of satis-
faction and touched something. "Elec-
tric."

It glowed red. She started to rub her
arms and shake out her skirt before it,

to dry herself off, and forgot us for the
time' being.

I glanced at Cliff, and then I backed
away, out of the doorway. I turned and
went up the staircase, silently but swift-
ly. I saw him make for the back of the
hall, equally silent and swift. We were
both furtive in our movements, somehow.

I found a bedroom, dismantled like
downstairs. I left it by another door, and
found myself in a two-entrance bath.
I went out by the second entrance, and
I was in another bedroom.
Through a doorway, left open, I could

see the hallway outside. Through an-
other doorway, likewise unobstructed, I

could see—myself.
Poised, quivering with apprehension,

arrested in mid-search, white face star-
ing out from above a collar not nearly
as white. I shifted, came closer—dying
a little, wavering as I advanced.
Two of me. Three. Four, five, six,

seven.
I was across the threshold now. And

the door, brought around from its posi-
tion flat against the outside wall and
pulled in after me, flashed the eighth
image of myself on its mirror-backed
surface.

CHAPTER V

INQUISITION

T TOTTERED there, and stumbled, and
-1 nearly went down—all nine of me.
Cliff's footfall sounded behind me; and
the eighth reflection was swept away,
leaving only seven. His hand gripped
me by the shoulder, supporting me.

I heard myself groan in infinite desola-
tion, "This is the place; God above, this
is the place!"
"Yeh," he bit out in an undertone.
"Have you got it?" I said.

He knew what I meant. He fumbled.
He had it on a ring with his other keys.
I wished he hadn't kept it; I wished he'd
thrown it away.
The other keys slithered away, and

there it was. Fancy scroll-work—a key
such as is no longer used or made . . .

One glass was a door, the door we'd
come in by. Four of the remaining seven
were dummies, mirrors set into the naked
wall-plaster. You could tell that because
they had no keyholes. They were the
ones that cut the corners of the quadri-
lateral. The real ones were the ones that
paralleled the walls, one on each side.
He put the key into one, and it went

in smoothly. Something went- cluck be-
hind the wood, and he pulled open the
mirror door.
A ripple coursed down the lining of

my stomach. There was nothing in there,
only empty wooden paneling. That left

two.
Lil's hail reached us. "What are you

two up to, up there?" From that other
world, so far away.
"Keep her downstairs a minute!" I

breathed desperately.
He called down: "Hold it. Vince has

taken off his pants to dry them."
She answered, "I'm hungry, I'm going

to see if they left anything around to
—

"

And her voice trailed off toward the
kitchen at the back.
He was turning the key in the second

door; and when he said, "Look!" I saw
a black thing in the middle of the closet,

and for a minute I thought

—

It was a built-in safe, steel painted
black but with the dial left its own color.
It had been cut or burned into.

"That's what he was crouched before,
that—night, when he seemed just like a
puddle on the floor," I heard myself say.
"And he must have had a blow-torch
down there on the floor in front of him;
that's what made that bluish light. And
made her face stand out in the reflec-
tion, like a mask—

"

A sob popped like a bubble . in my
throat. "And that one, that you haven't
opened yet, is the one I propped him
up in."

He straightened and turned, and start-
ed over toward it.

I turned to water, and there wasn't
anything like courage in the whole world;
I didn't know where other fellows got
theirs. "No, don't," I pleaded, and caught
ineffectively at his sleeve. "Wait just a
minute longer; give me a chance to

—

"

"Cut that out," he said remorselessly,
and shook my hand off. He went ahead;
he put the key in, and turned it. . . .

He opened it between us. I mean, I

was standing on the opposite side from
him. He looked in slantwise first, when
it was still just open a crack, and then
he widened it around my way for me to
see. I couldn't until then.
That was his answer to my unspoken

question, that widening of it like that
for me to see. Nothing fell out on him;
nothing was in there. Not any more.
He struck a match, and singed all up

and down the perpendicular woodwork.

There was light behind us, but it wasn't
close enough.
When the match stopped traveling, you

could see the faint, blurred, old discolor-
ation behind it. Old blood, dark against
the lighter wood.
There wasn't very much of it; just

about what would seep through a wound
in a dead back, ooze through clothing,
and be pressed out against the wood.
He singed the floor, but there wasn't

any down there; it hadn't been able to
worm its way down that far. You could
see where it had ended in two little

tracks, one longer than the other,
squashed out by the blotter-like clothed
back before they had gotten very far.

The closet and I, we stared at one an-
other.

The match went out, the old blood
went out with it.

"Someone that was hurt was in here,"
he conceded grimly.
Someone that was dead, I amended

with a silent shudder.

T IL dozed off right after the impro-
*J vised snack she'd gotten up for us in
the kitchen, tired out from the excite-
ment of the storm and of getting lost.

The two of us had to sit with her and go
through the motions, while the knowledge
we shared hung over us like a bloody ax,
poised and waiting to crash.
He could hardly wait to tackle me. All

through the sketchy meal he'd sat there
drumming the fingers of his left hand on
the table top, while he inattentively
shoveled and spaded with his right.
My own rigid wrist and elbow shoved

stuff through my teeth; I don't know
what it was. And then after it got in,

it wouldn't go down anyway; stuck in my
craw.
"What's the matter, Vince? You're not

very hungry," Lil said one time.
He answered for me. "No, he isn't!"

He'd turned unfriendly.
We left her stretched out on the cov-

ered sofa in the living room, the electric
fireplace on, both our coats spread over
her for a pieced blanket.
As soon as her eyes were safely closed,

he went out into the hall, beckoning me
after him with an imperative hitch of his
head without looking at me. I followed.
"Close the doors," he whispered gut-

turally. "I don't want her to hear this."
I did, and then I followed him some

more, back into the kitchen where we'd
all three of us been until only a few
minutes before. It was about the furth-
est you could get away from where she
was. It was still warm and friendly from
her having been in there.
He changed all that with a look. At

me. A look that belonged in a police-
station basement.

C
TTE LIT a cigarette, and it jiggled with

wrath between his lips. He didn't
offer me one. Policemen don't, with their
suspects. He shoved his hands deep in
pockets, like he wanted to keep them
down from flying at me.

"Let's hear about another dream."
His voice was flat, cold.
I eyed the floor. "You think I lied,

don't you?"
That was as far as I got. He had a

temper. He came up close against me,
sort of pinning me back against the wall.
Not physically—his hands were still in
pockets—but by the scathing glare he
sent into me.
"You knew which cut-off to take that

would get us here, from a dream, didn't
you?
"You knew about those stone lanterns

at the entrance from a dream, didn't you?
"You knew where the key to the front

11



door was cached from a dream, didn't

you?
"You knew which was the porch switch

and which the hall—from a dream, didn't

you?
"You know what I'd do to you, if you

weren't Lil's brother? I'd push your
lying face out through the back of your
head!" And the way his hands hitched
up, he had a hard time to keep from
doing it then and there.

I twisted and turned as if I was on a
spit, the way I was being tortured.

He wasn't through.
"You came to me for help, didn't you!

But you didn't have guts enough to come
clean. To say, Cliff, I went out to such-
and-such a place in the country last

night and I killed a guy. Such-and-such
a guy, for such-and-such a reason.

"No, you had to cook up a dream.
"I can look up to and respect a guy,

no matter how rotten a crime he's com-
mitted, that'll own up to it, make a clean
breast of it. And I can even under-
stand and make allowances for a guy
that'll deny it flatly, lie about it; that's

only human nature.
"But a guy that'll come to someone,

trading on the fact that he's married to

his sister, making a fool out of him, like

you did me—

!

"He's lower than the lowest rat we
ever brought in for knifing someone in

an alley! 'Look, I found this key in my
pocket when I got up this morning;
how'd it get in there?' 'Look, I found
this button—

'

"Playing on my sympathies, huh? Get-
ting me to think in terms of doctors and
medical observation, huh?"
One hand came out of his pocket at

last. He threw away his cigarette. "Some
dream that was, all right! Well the
dream's over and baby's awake now."
His left came out of the pocket and sol-

dered itself to my shoulder and stiff-

armed me there in front of him.
"We're going to start in from scratch,

right here in this place, you and me.
I'm going to get the facts out of you,
and whether they go any further than
me or not, that's my business. But at

least I'm going to have them!"

HIS right had knotted up; I could see

him priming it. How could that get
something out of me that I didn't have
in me to give him?
"What were you doing out at this place

the night it happened? What brought
you here?"

I shook my head helplessly. "I never
was here before. I never saw it until I

came here today with you and Lil."

He shot a short uppercut into my jaw.
It was probably partly pulled, but it

smacked my head back into the wall.

"Who was the guy you did it to? What
was his name?"

"I'm in Hell already, you blundering
fool, without this," I moaned.
He sent another one up at me; I

swerved my head, and this time it just

grazed me. My stubbornness—it must
have seemed like that—inflamed his an-
ger. "Are you gonna answer me, Vince?
Are you gonna answer me?"

•>'I can't. You're asking me things I

can't." A sob of misery wrenched from
me. "Ask God—or whoever it is watches
.over us in the night when we're uncon-
scious."

He kept swinging at me. "Who was the
guy? Why'd you kill him? Why? Why?
Why?"
Finally I wrenched myself free, retreat-

ed out of range. We stood there facing
one another for an instant, puffing, glar-

ing.

«r
ciosed * again

-

"You '

re not going

to*get away with this," he heaved. "I've

handled close-mouthed guys before. I

know how to. You're going to tell me, or
I'm going to half kill you with my own
ha^nds—where you killed somebody else."

He meant it. I could see he meant it.

The policeman's blood in him was up.

He could put up with anything but what
he took to be this senseless stubbornness
in the face of glaring, inescapable facts.

I felt the edge of the table the three
of us had peacefully eaten at so short a
time before grazing the fleshy part of my
back. I shifted around behind it, got it

between us.

He swung up a rickety chair; it prob-
ably wouldn't have done much more than
stun me. I don't think he wanted it to.

He didn't want to break my head. He
just wanted to get the truth out of it.

And I—I wanted to get the truth into

it.

He at least had someone he thought he
could get the truth out of. I had no one
to turn to. Only the inscrutable night
that never repeats what it sees.

He poised the chair high overhead, and
slung his lower jaw out of line with his

upper.
I heard the door slap open. It was

over beyond my shoulders. He could see
it and I couldn't, without turning. I saw
him sort of freeze and hold it, and look
over at it, not at me any more.

I looked too, and there was a man
standing there eyeing the two of us,

holding a drawn gun in his hand. Ready
to use it.

CHAPTER VI

THERE WAS A MURDER

HE SPOKE first, after a second that

had been stretched like an elastic

band to cover a full minute had snapped
back in place. "What're you two men
doing in here?"
He moved one foot watchfully across

the threshold.
Cliff let the chair down the slow, easy

way, with a neat little tick of its four
legs. His stomach was stilhgoing in and
out a little; I could see it through his
shirt.

"We came in out of the rain, that suit
you?" he said with left-over truculence
that had been boiled-up toward me orig-
inally and was only now simmering
down.

"Identify yourselves—and hurry up
about it!" The man's other foot came in
the roonl. So did the gun. So did the
cement ridges around his eyes.

Cliff took a wallet out of his rear trou-
sers pocket, shied it over at him so that
it slithered along the floor and came up
against his feet. "Help yourself," he said
contemptuously.
He turned, went over to the sink, and

poured himself a glass of water to help
cool off, without waiting to hear the ver-
dict, i
He came back wiping his chin on his

shirtsleeve, holding out a hand peremp-
torily for the return of the credentials.
The contents of the wallet had buried the
gun muzzle-first in its holster, rubbed out
the cement ridges around his owner's
eyes.

"Thanks, Dodge," he said with notice-
ably increased deference. "Homicide
Division, huh?"

Cliff remained unbending. "How about
doing a little identifying yourself?"

"I'm a deputy attached to the sheriff's

office." He silvered the mouth of his

vest-pocket, looked- a little embarrassed.
"I'm detailed to keep an eye on this place.

I was home having a little supper, and—

He glanced out into the hall behind him
questioningly. "How'd you get in? I

thought I had it all locked up safe and
sound."
"The key was bedded in a flower box

on the porch," Cliff said.

"It was!" He looked startled. "Must
be a spare, then. I've had the original

on me night and day for the past week.
Funny, we never knew there was a

second one ourselves—

"

I swallowed at this point, but it didn't

ease my windpipe any.
"I was driving by just to see if every-

thing was okay," he went on, "and I saw
a light peering out of the rear window
here. Then when I got in, I heard the

two of you—

"

I saw his glance rest on the chair a

moment. He didn't even ask what we
had been scrapping about. Cliff wouldn't

have answered it if he had, I could tell

that by his expression. His attitude was
plainly that it was something just be-

tween the two of us.

"I thought maybe 'boes had broken in

or something," the deputy added lamely,

seeing he wasn't getting any additional

information.
Cliff said, "Why should this house be

your particular concern?"
"There was a murder uncovered in it

last week, you know."
Something inside me seemed to go

down for the third time.

"There was," Cliff echoed tonelessly.

There wasn't even a question-mark after

it. "I'd like to hear about it." He wait-

ed a while, and then he added, "All about

it."

HE STRADDLED the chair, legs to the

back. He took out his pack of smokes
again. Then when he'd helped himself,

he pitched it over at me, but without
deigning to look at me.
Like you throw something to a dog.

No, not like that. You like the dog, as
a rule.

I don't know how he managed to get
the message across; but in that simple,
unspoken act I got the meaning he want-
ed me to, perfectly. Whatever there is

between us, I'm seeing that it stays just

between us—for the time being, any-
way. So shut up and stay out of it. I'm
not ready to give you away to anybody
—yet.
"Give one to the man," he said in a

stony-hard voice, again without looking
at me.
"Much obliged; gpt my own." The dep-

uty went over and rested one haunch on
the edge of the table. That put me be-
hind him, which maybe was just as well.
He addressed himself entirely to Cliff.

He expanded, felt at home, you could
see. This was shop talk with a big-
time city dick, on a footing of equality.
He haloed his own head with comfort-
able smoke. "This house belonged to a
wealthy couple named Fleming—

"

Cliff's eyes flicked over at me, burned
searchingly into my face for a second,
whipped back-to the deputy again before
he had time to notice.

How could I show him any reaction,
guilty or otherwise? I'd never heard the
name before myself. It didn't mean any-
thing to me.
"The husband frequently goes away on

these long business trips. He was away
at the time this happened. In fact we
haven't been able to reach him to notify
him yet. The wife was a pretty little

thing—"
"Was?" I heard Cliff breathe.
The deputy went ahead; he was tell-

ing this his way.
"—kind of flighty. In fact, some of

the women around here say she wasn't



above flirting behind his back, but no one
was ever able to prove anything.
"There was a young fellow whose com-

pany she was seen in a good deal, but
that don't have to mean anything. He
was just as much a friend of the hus-
band's as of hers; three of them used to

go around together. His name was Dan
Ayers."

This time it was my mind that sound-
lessly repeated, "Was?"

THE deputy took time out, spat, scoured

the linoleum with his sole. It wasn't
his kitchen floor, after all. It was no-
body's now. Some poor devil's named
Fleming that thought he was coming
back to happiness.
"Bob Evans—he leaves the milk around

here—he was tooling his truck in through
the cut-off that leads to this place, just

about daybreak that Wednesday morn-
ing, and in the shadowy light he sees a
bundle of rags lying there in the moss
and brakes just offside.

"Luckily Bob's curious. Well sir, he
stops, and it was little Mrs. Fleming,
poor little Mrs. Fleming, all covered with
dew and leaves and twigs

—

"

"Dead?" Cliff asked.
"Dying. She must have spent hours

dragging herself flat along the ground
toward the main road in the hope of at-

tracting attention and getting help. She
must have been too weak to cry out very
loud; and even if she had, there wasn't

"-anybody around to hear her. ,

"She must have groaned her life away
unheard, there in those thickets and
brambles. She'd gotten nearly as far as

the foot of one of those stone entrance
lanterns they have where you turn in.

She was unconscious when Bob found
her.

"He rushed her to the hospital, let

the rest of his deliveries go hang. Both
legs broken, skull fracture, internal in-

juries; they said right away she didn't

have a chance, and they were right. She
died early the next night."

Breathing was so hard; I'd never
known breathing to be so hard before.

It had always seemed a simple thing

that anyone could do—and here I had
to work at it so desperately.

The noise attracted the deputy. He
turned his head, then back to Cliff with
the comfortable superiority of the pro-
fessional over the layman. "Kinda gets

him, doesn't it? This stuff's new to him I

guess."

Cliff wasn't having any of me. How
he hated me right then! "What was it?"

he went on tautly, without even giving

me a look.

"Well that's it; we didn't know what
it was at first. We knew that a car did it

to her, but we didn't get the hang of

it at first, had it all wrong.
"We even found the car itself; it was

abandoned there under the trees, off the

main road a little way down beyond the

eut-off. There were hairs and blood on
the tires and fenders. And it was Dan
Ayers' car.

"Well, practically simultaneous to that

find, Waggoner, that's my chief, had come
up here to the house to look around, and
he'd found the safe busted and looted.

It's in an eight-sided mirrored room they
got on the floor above, I'll take you
up and show you afterwards—

"

"Cut it out!" Cliff snarled unexpect-
edly. Not at the deputy.

I put the whiskey-bottle back on the
shelf where it had first caught my eye
just now. This was like having your ap-
pendix taken out without ether.

"Why don't he go outside if this gets

him?" the deputy said patronizingly.

"I want him in here with us; he should

get used to this," Cliff said with vicious
casualness.

*<T1TELL, that finding of the safe gave
» » us a Gase, gave us the whole thing,

entire and intact. Or so we thought. You
know, those cases that you don't even
have to build, that are there waiting for

you—too good to be true?
"This was it; Ayers had caught on that

Fleming left a good deal of money
in the safe even when he was away on
trips; had brought her back that night,

and either fixed the door so that he
could slip back inside again afterwards
after pretending to leave, or else re-
mained concealed in the house the whole
time without her being aware of it.

"Some time later she came out of her
room unexpectedly, caught him in the
act of forcing her husband's safe, and
ran out of the house for her life

—

"

"Why didn't she use the telephone?"
Cliff asked unmovedly.
"We thought of that. It wasn't a case

of simply reporting an attempted rob-
bery. She must have seen by the look
on his face when she confronted him
that he was going to kill her to shut her
up. There wasn't any time to stop at a
phone.
"She ran out into the open and down

the cut-off toward the main road, to try

to save her own life. She got clear of

the house, but he tore after her in his

car, caught up with her before she made
the halfway mark to the stone lanterns.

"She tried to swerve offside into the
brush, he turned the car after her, and
killed her with it, just before she could
get in past the trees that would have
blocked him.
"We found traces galore there that

reconstructed that angle of it to a T.

And they were all offside, off the car-
path; it was no hit-and-run, it was no
accident; it was a deliberate kill, with the
car chassis for a weapon.
"He knocked her down, went over her,

and then reversed and went over her a
second time in backing out. He thought
she was dead; she was next door to it,

but she was only dying."
I blotted the first tear before it got

free of my lashes, but the second one
dodged me, ran all the way down. Gee,
life was lovely! All I kept saying over
and over was: I don't know how to drive,

I don't know how to drive.

CLIFF took out his cigarettes again and
prodded into the warped pack. He

threw it at me, and looked at me and
smiled. "Have another smoke, kid," he
said. "I've only got one left, but you
can have it."

And I lit it and smiled too, through
all the wet junk in my eyes.

"He rode the car a spell further down
the main road away from there, and
then he thought better of it, realized
there must be traces all over it that would
give him away even quicker than he
could drive it, so he ran it off a sec-
ond time, ditched it there out of sight

where we found it, and lit out some less

conspicuous way.
"I don't want to spend too much time

on it. This is the case we thought we
had, all Wednesday morning and up un-
til about five that afternoon.
"We sent out a general alarm for Dan

Ayers, broadcast his description, had the
trains and roads' and hauling-trucks out
of here watched at the city end.
"And then at five that afternoon Mrs.

Fleming regained consciousness for a
short time—Waggoner had been waiting
outside there the whole time to ques-
tion her—and the first thing she whis-
pered was, 'Is Dan all right? He didn't

kill Dan, did he?' And then she talked.

"What she told us was enough to send
us hotfooting back to the house. We
pried open the various mirror panels
we'd overlooked the first time and found '

Ayers' dead body behind one of them.
He'd been stabbed in the back with
some kind of an awl or bit.

"He'd been dead since the night be-
fore. She died about eight that next
evening. There went our case."

Cliff didn't ask it for quite a while;
maybe he hated to himself. Finally he
did. "Did you get anything on the real

killer?"

"Practically everything but the guy
himself. She was right in the alcove
with the two of them when it happened.
She got a pretty good look by torchlight,

and she lasted long enough to give it to

us. All the dope is over at my chief's

office."

Cliff smacked his own knees, as if in

reluctant decision. He got up. "Let's

go over there," he said slowly. "Let's

go over and give it the once over."

He stopped and looked back at me from
the doorway. "C'mon, Vince, you too.

I'll leave a note for Lil."

He .stood out there waiting, until I

had to get up. My legs felt stiff.

"C'mon, Vince," he repeated. "I know
this is out of your line, but you better

come anyway."
"Haven't you got any mercy at all?"

I breathed, as I brushed past him with
lowered head.

WRONG WAY OUT

CLIFF trod on my heel twice, going

into the office from the deputy's car,

short as the distance was. He was bring-
ing up behind me. It might have been
accidental; but I think without it I might
have faltered and come to a dead halt. I

think he thought so too.

Waggoner was a much younger-look-
ing and trimmer man than I had ex-
pected. The four of us went into his

inner office, at the back of the front

room, and the three of them chewed the
rag about it—the case—in general terms
for a while.
Then he said "Yes," to Cliff's ques-

tion, opened a drawer in one of the
filing cabinets and got out a folder.

"We do have a pretty good general
description of him, from her. Here's a
transcription of my whole interview with
her at the hospital. I had a stenogra-
pher take it down at her bedside."
From the folder he removed a type-

script on onionskin.
"All that," I thought dismally.
The room had gotten very quiet. "Our

reconstruction of the car assault on Mrs.
Fleming was perfectly accurate, as was
our motivation of the safe looting and
its interruption.

"The only thing is, there's a switch of

characters involved; that's where we
went wrong. Instead of Mrs. Fleming
being killed by Ayers, Mrs. Fleming and
Ayers were killed by this third person.
"She saw the awl plunged into Ayers'

back, fled from the house for her life,

was pursued down the cut-off by the
murderer in Ayers' car and crushed to

death. The murderer then went back,
completed his interrupted ransacking of

the safe, and concealed Ayers' body.
"He also relocked the house, to gain

as much time as possible ..." His voice
became an unintelligible drone. "And
so on, and so on."

He turned a page, then his tracing
finger stopped. "Here's what you want,
Dodge. The killer was about twenty-
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five, and fairly skinny. His cheekbones
stood out, cast shadows in the torch-
light as it wavered on his face

—

"

I cupped my hand lengthwise to my
cheek, the one turned toward the three
of them, and sat there as if holding my
face pensively. I was over by the night-
blacked window and they were more in
the center of the room, under the cone
light Waggoner had turned on over his
desk.
His tracing finger dropped a paragraph

lower, stopped again. "He had light-

brown hair. She even remembered that
it was parted low on the left side—take
a woman to notice a thing like that even
at such a moment—and an unusually
long forelock that kept falling in front
of his face."

My hand went up a little higher and
brushed mine back. It only fell down
again like it always did.

"His eyes were fixed and glassy, as if

he was mentally unbalanced—

"

I saw Cliff glance thoughtfully down
at the floor, then up again.

"He had on a knitted sweater under
his jacket, and she even took in that it

had been darned and rewoven up at

the neckline in a different color yarn—

"

Lil had made me one the Christmas
before, and then I'd burned a big hole
in it with a cigarette spark, and when
I'd taken it back to her, she hadn't been
able to get the same color again. It had
left a big star-like patch that hit you in

the eye.
It was back at my room now. I looked

out the window, and I didn't see any-
thing.

HIS voice went on: "It took us hours

to get all this out of her. We could
only get it in snatches, a little at a
time, she was so low. She went under
without knowing Ayers had been killed

along with her."
I heard the onionskin sheets crackle

as he refolded them. No one said any-
thing for awhile. Then Cliff asked,
"They been buried yet?"

"Yeah, both. Temporarily, in her case;

we haven't been able to contact the hus-
band yet. I understand he's in South
America."
"Got pictures of them?"
"Yeah, we got death photographs. Care

to see them?"
I knew what was coming up. My blood

turned to ice, and I tried to catch Cliff's

eye, to warn him in silent desperation:

Don't make me look, in front of them.
I'll cave, I'll give myself away. I can't

stand any more of it, I'm played out.

He said off-handedly, "Yeah, let's have
a look."

Waggoner got them out of the same
folder that had held the typescript.

Blurredly, I could see the large, gray
squares passing from hand to hand. I

"got that indirectly, by their reflections

on the polished black window square.
I was staring with desperate intensi-

ty out into the night, head averted from
them.

I missed seeing just how Cliff worked
it, with my head turned away like that.

I think he distracted their attention by
becoming very animated and talkative all

at once, while the pictures were still in

his hands, so that Waggoner forgot to

put them back where he'd taken them
from. I lost track of them.
The next thing I knew the light had

snapped out, they were filing out, and
he was holding the inner office door for
me, empty-handed. "Coming, Vince?"
We passed through the outside room to
the street

The deputy said, "I'll run you back
there; it's on my own way home any-
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way." He got in under the wheel and
Cliff got in next to him. I was just
going to get in the back when Cliff's

voice warded me off like a lazy whip.
"Run back a minute and see if I left

my cigarettes in Mr. Waggoner's office,

Vince."
Then he held Waggoner himself root-

ed to the spot there beside the car by
a sudden burst of parting cordiality. "I

want you to be sure and look me up
anytime you'd down our way ..."
His voice dwindled behind me and

I was in the darkened inner office again,
alone. I knew what I'd been sent back
for. He didn't have any cigarettes in

here; he'd given me his last one back at
the Fleming house. I found the still-

warm cone, curbed its swaying, lit it.

They were there on the table under my
eyes; he'd left them out there for me
purposely. i,

The woman's photograph was topmost.
The cone threw a narrow pool of bright
light. Her face seemed to come to life

in it, held up in my hand. Sight came
into the vacant eyes.

I seemed to hear her voice again:
"There he is, right behind you!" And
the man's came to life in my other hand.
That look he'd given me when I'd bent
over him, already wounded to death, on
the floor. "What did you have to do
that for?" ...

rpHE cone light jerked high up into the
* ceiling, and then three pairs of feet
were ranged around me, there where I

was, flat on the floor. I could hear a blur
of awed male voices overhead.
"Out like a light."

"What did it, you suppose, the pic-
tures? Things like that get him, don't
they? I noticed that already over at
the house, before, when I was telling
you about the case."

"He's not well, he's under treatment
by a doctor right now; he gets these
dizzy spells now and then, that's all it

is." The last was Cliff's. He squatted
down by me on his haunches, raised my
head, held a paper cup of water from the
filter in the corner to my mouth.

Hi's face and mine were only the cup's
breadth away from one another.

"Yes," I sighed soundlessly.
"Shut up," he grunted without moving

his lips.

I struggled up and he gave me an
arm back to the car. "He'll be all right,"
he said, and he closed the rear car-
door on me. It sounded a little bit like a
cell grating.

Waggoner was left behind, standing on
the sidewalk in front of his office, in a
welter of so longs and much obligeds.
We didn't say anything in the car.

We couldn't; the deputy was at the
wheel. We changed to Cliff's car at the
Fleming house, picked Lil up, and she
was blazing sore.

She laced it into him halfway back to
the city. "I think you've got one hell
of a nerve, Cliff Dodge, leaving me alone
like that in a house where I had no
business to be in the first place, and gor-

ing off to talk shop with a couple of
corny Keystone cops."
Once, near the end, she said: "What's

matter, Vince, don't you feel well?" She'd
caught me holding my head, in the rear-
vision mirror.
"The outing was a little bit too stren-

uous for him," Cliff said bitterly.

That brought on a couple of post-
scripts. "No wonder, the way you drive!

Next time, try not to get to the place
we're going, andNmaybe you'll make it!"

I would have given all my hopes of
heaven to be back in that blessed every-
day world she was in—where you wran-

gled and you squabbled, but you didn't

kill. I couldn't give that, because I didn't

have any hopes of heaven left.

We stopped and he said, "I'll go up
with Vince a minute."

I WENT up the stairs ahead of him. He
closed the door after us. He spoke

low, without fireworks. He said, "Lil's

waiting downstairs, and I'm going to take
her home before I do anything.

"I love Lil. It's bad enough what this

is going to do to her when she finds out;

I'm going to see that she gets at least one
good night's sleep before she does."
He went over to the door, ready to

leave. "Run out; that's about the best
thing you can do. ' Meet your finish on
the hoof, somewhere else, where your
sister and I don't have to see it happen.

"If you're still here when I come back,
I'm going to arrest you for the murder
of Dan Ayers and Dorothy Fleming. I

don't have to ask you if you killed those
two people. You fainted dead on the
floor when you saw their photographs in

death."
He gave the knob a twist, as if he was

choking the life out of his own career.
"Take my advice and don't be here when
I get back. I'll turn in my information
at my own precinct house and they can
pass it on to Waggoner; then I'll hand
over my own badge in the morning."

I was pressed up against the wall, as
if I was trying to get out of the room
where there was no door, arms making
swimming-strokes. "I'm frightened," I

said, in a still voice.
"Killers always are," he answered.

"—afterwards. I'll be back in about half
all hour." He closed the door and went
out.

I stayed there against the wall, listen-

ing to his steps grow fainter and fainter'

and finally fade away.
I didn't move for about hah the time

he'd given me. Then I put on the light

over the washstand, and turned the warm
water tap. I felt my jaw and it was a
little bristly. I wasn't really interested
in that.

I opened the cabinet and took out my
cream and blade and holder, from sheer
reflex of habit. Then I saw I'd taken out
too much, and I put back the cream
and holder.
The warm water kept running down.

I was in such pain already I didn't even
feel the outer gash when I made it. The
water kept carrying it away down the
drain.

It would have been quicker at the
throat, but I didn't have the guts. This
was the old Roman way; slower but just

as effective. I did it on the left one
too, and then I threw the blade away. I

wouldn't need it anymore to shave with.
... I was seeing black spots in front

of my eyes when he tried to get in the
door. I tried to keep very quiet, so
he'd think I'd lammed and go away, but
I couldn't stand up any more.
He heard the thump when I went down

on my knees, and I heard him threaten
through the door, "Open it or I'll shoot
the lock away!"

It didn't matter now any more. He
could come in if he wanted to; he was
too late. I floundered over to the door
knee-high and turned the key. Then
I climbed up it to my feet again. "You
could have saved yourself the trip back,"
I said weakly.

All he said, grimly, was: "I didn't

think of that way out"; and then he
ripped the ends off his shirt and tied them
tight around the gashes, pulling with
his teeth till the skin turned blue above
them. Then he got me downstairs and
into the car.



CHAPTER Vni

THE CANDLE FLAME

fTTHEY didn't keep me at the hospital,

*- just took stitches in the gashes, sent
me home, and told me to stay in bed a
day and take it easy. I hadn't even been
able to do that effectively. These safety

razor blades; no depth.
It was four when we got back to my

room. Cliff stood over me while I got un-
dressed, then thumbed the bed for me
to get in.

"What about the arrest?" I asked.

"Postponed?" I asked it just as a simple
question, without any sarcasm, rebuke or

even interest. I didn't have any left

in me to give it.

"Canceled," he said. "I gave you your
chance to run out, and you didn't take

it. As a matter of fact I sent Lil home
alone; I've been downstairs watching the

street door the whole time.

"When a guy is willing to let the life

ooze out his veins, there must be some-
thing to his story. You don't die to back
up lies. You've convinced me of your
good faith, if not your innocence.

"I don't know what the explanation is,

but I don't think you really know what
you did that night."

"I'm tired," I said, "I'm licked. I don't

even want to talk about it any more."
"I think I better stick with you to-

night." He took one of the pillows and
furled it down inside a chair and hunched
low in it.

"It's all right," I said spiritlessly. "I

won't try it again. I still think it would
have been the best way out . . .

"

OUR voices were low. We were both

all in from the emotional stress we'd
been through all night long. And in my
case, there was the loss of blood.

In another minute one or both of us

would have dozed off. In another min-
ute it would have eluded us forever. For
no combination of time and place and
mood and train-of-thought is ever the

same twice.

He yawned. He stretched out his legs

to settle himself better; the chair had a

low seat and he was long-legged. The
shift brought them over a still-damp

stain, from my attempt. There were
traces of it in a straight line, from the

washstand all the way over to the door.

He eyed them.
"You sure picked a messy way," he ob-

served diowsily.

"Gas is what occurs to most people

first, I imagine," I said, equally drowsi-
ly. "It did to me, but this house has
no gas. So there was no other way but
the blade."

"Good thing it hasn't," he droned. "If

more houses had no gas there'd be
fewer—

"

"Yeah, but if the bulb in your room
burns out unexpectedly, it can be damn
awkward. That happened to the fel-

low in the next room one night, I re-

member, and he had to use a candle
—

"

My eyes were closed already. Maybe
his were too, for all I knew. My som-
nolent voice had one more phrase to

unburden itself of before it, too, fell

silent. "It was the same night I had
the dream," I added inconsequentially.

"How do you know he had to use a
candle? Were you in there at the time?"
His voice opened my eyes again, just as

my last straggling remark had opened
his. His head wasn't reared, but his face

was turned toward me on the pillow.

"No, he rapped and stuck his head in

my door a minute, and he was holding
the candle. He wanted to know if my

light had gone out too; I guess he wanted
to see if the current^ had failed through
the whole house, or ft was just the bulb
in his room. You know how people
are in rooming houses."
"Why'd he have to do that? Couldn't

he tell by the hall?" Cliff's voice wasn't
as sleepy as before.
"They turn the lights in the upper

halls out at eleven-thirty, here, and I

guess the hall was dark already."
His head had left the pillow now.

"That's still no reason why he should
bust in on you. I'd like to hear the
rest of this."

"There isn't any rest. I've told you all

there is to it."

"That's what you think! Watch what
I get out of it. To begin with, who was
he? Had you ever seen him before?"

"Oh, sure," I said. "We weren't stran-

gers. His name was Burg. He'd been
living in the room for a week or ten

days before that. We'd said howdy pass-
ing each other on the stairs.

"We'd even stood and chatted down
at the street door several times in the
evening, when neither of us had anything
to do."

"How is it you never mentioned this

incident to me before, as many times as

I've asked you to account for every single

minute of that evening, before you fell

asleep?"
"But this has nothing to do with what

came up later. You've kept asking me
if I was sure I didn't remember having
the room at any time, and things like

that. I didn't even step out into the hall,

when he came to the door like that.

"I was in bed already, and I didn't even
get out of bed to let him in. Now what
more d'you want?"

"Oh, you were in bed already."
"I'd been in bed some time past, read-

ing the paper like I do every night. I'd

just gotten through and put out my own
light a couple minutes before, when I

heard this light knock—

"

CLIFF made an approving pass with his

hand. "Tell it just like that. Step
by step. Tell it like to a six-year-old
kid." He'd left the chair long ago and was
standing over me. I wondered why this

trifling thing, this less than an incident,

should interest him so.

"I turned over, called out 'Who is

it?' He answered in a low-pitched voice,

'Burg, from next-door.'

"

He wrinkled the skin under his eyes.

"Low-pitched? Furtive? Cagey?"
I shrugged. "He didn't want to wake

' up everyone else on the whole floor,

I suppose."
"Maybe it was that. Go on."

"I can reach the door from my bed,
you know. I stuck out my arm, flipped

the key and opened the door. He was
standing there in his suspenders, hold-
ing this lighted candle in front of him.
So he asked if my room light was okay.
We tried it, and it was."
"Then did he back right out again?"
"Well, not instantly. We put the light

right out again, but he st/yed on in the
doorway a couple of minutes."
"Why'd he have to stand in the door-

way a couple of minutes once he'd found
out your light was okay?"
"Well—uh—winding up the intrusion,

signing off, whatever you'd want to call

it."

"In just what words?"
Gee, he was worse than a school teach-

er in the third grade. "You know how
those things go. He said he was sorry
he'd disturbed me; he wouldn't have
if he'd realized I was in bed. He said,

'You're tired, aren't you? I can see you're

tired.'" I looked up at Cliff's face.

"With the light out." It was a com-
mentary, not a question.

«rPHE candle was shining into my face.

A He said, 'Yes, you're tired. You're
very tired.' And the funny part of it was
I hadn't been until then, but after he
called it to my attention, I noticed he
was right."

"Kind of repetitious, wasn't he?" Cliff

drawled. "You've quoted him as saying
it four times, already."

I smiled tolerantly. "I guess he's got

kind of a one-track mind, used to mum-
bling to himself maybe."

"All right, keep going."

"There's no further to go. He closed the
door and went away, and I dropped right

off to sleep."

"Wait a minute; hold it right there.

Are you sure that door closed after him?
Did you see it close? Did you hear it? Or
are you just tricking your senses into be-
lieving you did, because you figure that's

what must have happened next any-
way?"
Was he a hound at getting you mixed

up! "I wasn't so alert any more," I told

him, "I was sort of relaxed."
"Did it go like this?" He opened it

slightly, eased it gently closed. The
latch- tongue went click into the socket.

"Did it go like this?" He opened it a
second time, this time eased it back in

place holding the knob fast so the latch-

tongue couldn't connect. Even so, the
edge of the door itself gave a little thump
as it met the frame.

He waited, said: "I can see by the
trouble you're having giving me a posi-

tive answer, that you didn't hear either

of those sounds."
"But the door must've closed," I pro-

tested. "What was he going to do, stay in

here all night keeping watch at my bed-
side? The candle seemed to go out,

so he must've gone out and left me."
"The candle seemed to go out. How

do you know it wasn't your eyes that
dropped closed and shut it out?"

I didn't say anything.
"I Want to ask you a few questions,"

he said. "What sort of an effect did his
voice have on you, especially when he
kept saying, 'You're tired'?

"Sort of peaceful. I liked it."

He nodded at that. "Another thing:

Where did he hold that candle, in respect
to himself? Off to one side?"
"No; dead center in front of his own

face, so that the flame was between his

eyes, almost."
He nodded again. "Did you stare at

the flame pretty steadily?"
"Yeah, I couldn't tear my eyes off it.

You know how a flame in a dark room
will get you."
"And behind it—if he was holding it up

like you say—you met his eyes."
"I guess—I guess I must have. He kept

it on a straight line between my eyes
and his the whole time."

HE WORKED his cheek around, like

he was chewing a sour apple. "Eyes
were fixed and glassy as if he was men-
tally unbalanced," I heard him mutter.

"What?"
"I was just remembering something

in that deathbed statement Mrs. Flem-
ing made to Waggoner. One more thing:

when you chatted with him downstairs

at the street door like you say you did

once or twice, what were the topics, can
you remember?"

"Oh, a little bit of everything, you
know how those things go. At first gen-
eral things like the weather and baseball
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and politics. Then later more personal
things—you know how you get talking

about yourself when you've got an inter-

ested listener."

Cliff said: "Mmm . . . Did you ever
catch yourself doing something you did-
n't want to do, while you were in his

company?"
"No. Oh wait, yes. One night he had

a box of mentholated coughdrops in

his pocket. He kept .taking them out and
offering them to me the whole time we
were talking. Gosh,, if there's one thing
I hate it's mentholated cough drops. I'd

say no each time, and then I'd give in

and take one anyway. Before I knew
it, I'd finished the whole box."

Cliff eyed me gloomily. "Testing your
will power ..."
"You seem to make something out of

this whole thing," I said helplessly. "What
is it?"

"Never mind. I don't want to frighten

you right now. You get some sleep,

kid. You're weak after what you tried

to do just now." I saw him pick up his

hat.

"Where you going?" I asked. "I thought
you said you were staying here tonight."

"I'm going back to the Fleming house
—and to Waggoner's headquarters too,

while I'm at it . . .

"And Vince," he added from the door-
way, "don't give up yet. We'll find a
way out somehow; don't take any more
short cuts."

CHAPTER IX

^ KILL ME AGAIN

rr WAS noon before I woke up; and
even then he didn't show up for an-

other two or three hours yet. I didn't

dare leave my room, even for a cup of

coffee; I was afraid if I did I'd miss
him, and he'd think I'd changed my
mind and lammed out after all. ,

He finally showed up around three,

and found me worriedly coursing back
and forth in my stocking feet, holding one
bandaged wrist with the opposite hand.
Stiffening was setting in, and they hurt
plenty.

But I was fresh as a daisy compared
to the shape Cliff was in. He had big
black crescents under his eyes from not
getting to bed all night, and the first

thing he did was sprawl back in the

easy chair and kick off his shoes. Then
he blew a big breath of relaxation that

fanned halfway across the room.
"Were you up there all this time?" I

gasped.
"I've been back to town once, in be-

tween, to pick up something I needed
and get a leave of absence."

He'd brought a large flat slab wrapped
in brown paper. He picked it up now,
undid it, turning partly away from me,
scissored his arms, and then turned back
again.
He was holding a large portrait-photo-

graph in a leather frame against his

chest for me to see. He didn't say any-
thing; just watched me.

It took a minute for the identity to

peer through the contradictory details,

trifling as they were.
The well-groomed hair, neatly tapered

above the ears instead of shaggily un-
kempt; the clean-shaven upper lip in-

stead of a sloppy walrus-tusk mus-
tache . . .

And, above all, a look of prosperity,

radiating from the perfect fit of the cus-
tom-tailored suit-collar, the careful neg-
ligence of the expensive necktie, the ex-
pression ef the face itself—instead of the

habitual unbuttoned, tieless, slightly

soiled shirt-collar, the hangdog look of

16

middle age inevitably running to seed.

I said, "Hey, that's Burg! The man
that had the room next to me! Where'd
you—

"

"I didn't have to ask you that; I al-

ready know it, from the landlord and
one or two of the other roomers here
I've shown it to."

He reached under it with one hand
and suddenly swung out a second panel,

attached to the first. It was one of

those double-easel arrangements that

stand on dressers.

She stared back at me; and like a

woman, she was different again. She'd
been different on each of the three times.

This was the third and last time I was
to see her.

She had here neither the mask-like
scowl of hate at bay I had seen by torch-
light, nor yet the rigid ghost-grin of

death. She was smiling, calm, alive, love-

ly.

I made a whimpering sound.
"Burg is Dorothy Fleming's husband,"

:iiff said. "Waggoner gave me this, from
" eir house."

HE MUST have seen hope beginning

to flicker in my eyes. He snuffed it

out, with a rueful gnawing at his under
lip, a slight shake of his head.
He closed the photofolder and threw it

aside. "No," he said, "no, there's no out
in it for you. Look, Vince. D'you want
to know now what we're up against, once
and for all? You've got to sooner or

later, and it isn't going to be easy to

take."
"You've got bad news for me."
"Pretty bad. But at least it's better

than this weird stuff that you've been
shadow-boxing with ever since it hap-
pened. It's rational, down-to-earth, some-
thing that the mind can grasp.

"You killed a man that Wednesday
night. You may as well get used to the

idea. There's no dodging out of it, no
possibility of mistake, no shrugging off

of responsibility.

"It isn't alone Mrs Fleming's death-
bed description, conclusive as that is;

and she didn't make that up out of thin

air, you know. Fingerprints that Wag-
goner's staff took from that mirror door
behind which Ayers' body was thrust
check with yours. I compared them pri-

vately while I was up there, from a
drinking glass. I took out of this room
here and had dusted over at our own
lab."

I looked, and my glass was gone.

"You and nobody but you found your
way into the Fleming house and punc-
tured Dan Ayers' heart with an awl and
secreted his body in a closet."

He saw my face blanch. "Now steady
a minute. You didn't kill Dorothy Flem-
ing. You would have, I guess, but she
ran out of the house and down the cut-
off for her life.

"You can't drive, and she was killed
* by somebody in a car. Somebody in

Ayers' car, but not Ayers himself obvi-
ously, since you had killed him upstairs

a minute before yourself.

"Now that proves, of course, that some-
body brought you up there—and was
waiting outside for you at a safe dis-

tance, a distance great enough to avoid
implication, yet near enough to lend a
hand when something went wrong and
one of the victims seemed on the point

of escaping."

THAT didn't help much. That halved

my crime, but the half was still as
great as the whole. After being told

you'd committed one murder, where was
the solace in being told you hadn't com-
mitted a dozen others?

I held my head. "But why didn't I

know I was doing it?" I groaned.

"We can take care of that later," Cliff

said. "I can't prove what I think it was,

right now; and what good is an explana-
tion without proof? There's only one way
to prove it: show it could have happened
the first time by getting it to happen all

over again a second time."

I thought he was going crazy—or I was.
"You mean, go back and commit the

crime all over again—when they're both
already buried?"
"No, not quite- that. Don't ask me to

explain until afterward; if I do, you'll get

all tense, keyed up; you're liable to

jeopardize the whole thing without
meaning to. I want you to keep cool;

everything'll depend on that."

I wondered what he was going to ask

me.
"It's nearly four o'clock now," he said.

"We haven't much time. A telegram ad-
dressed to Mrs. Fleming was finally re-

ceived from her husband while I was
up there; he's arriving back from South
America today.
"Waggoner took charge of it and

showed it to me. He's ordered her re-

buried in a private plot, and will prob-
ably get there intime for the services."

I trailed him downstairs to his car, got

in beside him limply. "Where we going?"
I asked.
He didn't start the car right away;

gave me a half-rueful, half-apologetic

look. "What place would you most hate

to go to, of all places, right now?"
That wasn't hard. "That eight-sided

mirrored alcove—where I did it."

"I was afraid of that. I'm sorry, kid,

but that's the very place you're going to

have to go back to, and stay in alone to-

night, if you ever want to get out from
under the shadows again. Whaddye say,

shall we make the try?"
He still didn't start the car, gave me

lots of time.
I only took four or five minutes. I

slapped in my stomach, which made the

sick feeling go up into my throat, and I

said: "I'm ready."

I'D BEEN sitting on the floor, outside

it, to rest, when I heard him come in.

There were other people with him. The
silence of the house, tomblike until then,

was abruptly shattered by their entrance
into the lower hall. I couldn't tell how
many of them there were. They went
into the living room, and their voices

became less distinct.

I stood up and got ready, but I stayed
out a while longer, to be able to breathe
better. I knew I had time yet; he wouldn't
come up right away.
The voices were subdued, as befitted a

solemn post-funerary occasion. "Every
once in a while, though, I could make
out a snatch of something that was said.

Once I heard someone ask: "Don't you
want to come over to our place tonight,

Joel? You don't mean you're going to

stay here alone in this empty house after

—after such a thing?"
I strained my ears for the answer—

a

lot depended on it—and I got it. "I'm
closer to her here than anywhere else."

Presently they all came out into the
hall again, on their way out, and I could
hear goodnights being said. "Try not to

think about it too much, Joel. Get some
sleep."

The door closed. A car drove off out-
side, then a second one. No more voices
after that. The tomblike silence almost
returned.

*

But not quite. A solitary tread down
there, returning from the front door, told

that someone had remained. It went into



the living room and I heard the clink of
a decanter against a glass.

Then a frittering of piano notes struck
at random, the way a person does who
has found contentment, is eminently
pleased with himself.
Then a light switch ticked and the

tread came out, started unhurriedly up
the stairs. It was time to get in.

I put one foot behind me, and followed
it back. I drew concealment before me
in the shape of a mirror panel, all but
the ultimate finger's breadth of gap, to

be able to breathe and watch.
The oncoming tread had entered the

bedroom adjacent to me, and a light

went on in theie. I heard a slatted blind
spin down. Then the sound of a valise
being shifted out into a more accessible
position, and the click of the key used
to open it.

I could even glimpse the colored labels
on the lid as it went up and over. South
American hotels.

I saw bodiless hands reach down, take
things out: striped pajamas and piles of

folded linen, that had never seen South
America. That had probably lain hidden
on a shelf in some public checkroom in

the city all this time.
My heart was going hard. The dried

blood on the woodwork at my back, of

someone I had killed, seemed to sear me
where it touched. It was the blood of

someone / had killed, not this man out
there. No matter what happened now,
tonight nothing could absolve me of that.

There was no possibility of transfer of

blame. Cliff had told me so, and it was
true.

A light went up right outside where I

was, and an ice-white needle of it splin-

tered in at me, lengthwise, from top to

bottom, but not broad enough to focus
anything it fell on—from the outside.

I could see a strip of his back by it. He
had come in and was squatting down by
the damaged safe, mirror-covering swung
out of the way. He swung its useless lid

in and out a couple of times. I heard him
give an almost soundless chuckle, as if

the vandalism amused him.
Then he took things out of his coat

pockets and began putting them in. Ob-
long manila envelopes such as are used
to contain currency and securities, lumpy
tissue-wrapped shapes that might have
been jewelry.

Then he gave the safe door an indiffer-

ent slap-to. As if whether it shut tight

or not didn't matter: what it held was
perfectly safe—for the present.
Then he stood, before turning to go

out. This was the time. Now.

THE SPARK WENT OUT

I TOOK the gun Cliff had given me,
his gun, out of my pocket, and raised

it to what they call the wishbone of the

chest and held it there, pointed before

me. Then I moved one foot out before
me, and that took the door away, in a
soundless sweep.

I was standing there like that when he
turned finally. The mirror covering the
safe-niche had been folded back until

now, so he didn't see the reflection of

my revelation.

The shock must nave been almost gal-
vanic. His throat made a sound like the
creak of a rusty pulley. I thought he
was going to fall down insensible for a
minute. His body made a tortured cork-
screw-twist all the way down to his feet,

but he stayed up.

I had a lot to remember. Cliff had told

me just what to say, and what not to say.
I'd had to learn my lines by heart, and

particularly the right timing of them.
That was even more important. He'd

warned me I had a very limited time in
which to say everything I was to say. I

would be working against a deadline that
might fall at any minute; but he didn't
tell me what it was.
He'd warned me that we both—this

man I was confronting and I—would be
walking a tightrope, without benefit of
balancing poles. Everything depended on
which one of us made a false step first.

It was a lot to remember, staring at the
man whom I had only known until now
as Burg, a fellow rooming-house lodger;
the man who held the key to the mystery
that had suddenly clouded my existence.

And I had to remember each thing in
the order it had been given me, in the
proper sequence, or it was no good.
The first order was: Make him speak

first. If it takes all night, wait until he
speaks first.

He spoke finally. Somebody had to,

and I didn't. "How'd you get here?" It

was the croak of a frog in mud.
"You showed me the way, didn't you?"
I could see the lump in his throat as

he forced it down, to be able to articulate.

"You're— You remember coming here?"
"You didn't think I would, did you?"
His eyes rolled. "You—you couldn't

have!"
The gun and I, we never moved. "Then

how did I get back here again? You ex-
plain it."

I saw his eyes flick toward the en-
trance to the alcove. I shifted over a lit-

tle, got it behind me, to seal him in. I

felt with my foot and drew the door in
behind me, not fast but leaving only a
narrow gap.
"How long have you been in here like

—like this?"

"Since shortly after dark. I got in while
you were away at the funeral services."

"Who'd you bring with you?"
"Just this." I righted the gun, which

had begun to incline a little at the bore.

HE COULDN'T resist asking it; he
wouldn't have been human if he

hadn't asked it, in his present predica-
ment. "Just how much do you remem-
ber?"

I gave him a wise smile, that implied
everything without saying so. It was
Cliff's smile, not mine; but formed by my
lips.

"You remember the drive up?" He
said it low, but he'd wavered on the wire,
that tightrope Cliff had mentioned. "You
couldn't have! You had the look, the
typical look

—

"

"What look?"
He shut up; he'd regained his equilib-

rium.
"I was holding a thumb tack pressed

into the palm of each hand the whole
way."
"Then why did you do everything I

—

you were directed to, so passively?"
"I wanted to see what it was leading

up to. I thought maybe there might be
some good in it for me later, if anyone
went to all that trouble."
"You purposely feigned? I can't be-

lieve it! You didn't even draw back, ex-
hibit a tremor, when I let you out of the
car, put the knife in your hand, sent you
on toward the house, told you how to get
in and what to do? You mean you went,
ahead and consciously

—

"

"Sure I went ahead and did it, because
I figured you'd pay off heavy afterwards
to keep me quiet. And if I'd tried to

balk then, I probably would have gotten
the knife myself, on the way back, for

my trouble."

"What happened, what went wrong
inside?"

"I accidentally dropped the knife in
the dark somewhere in the lower hall
and couldn't find it again. I went on up
empty-handed, thinking I'd just frighten
them out the back way and get a chance
at the safe myself.
"But Ayers turned on me and got me

down, he weighed more than I do, and he
was going to kill me—to keep it from
coming out that he and your wife were
cheating, and had been caught in the act
of breaking into your safe in the bargain.
"Only by mistake, she put the awl that

he cried out for into my hand instead
of his. I plunged it into him in self-

defense."

He nodded as if this cleared up some-
thing that had been bothering him. "Ah,
that explains the change of weapon that
had me mystified. Also how it was that
she got out of the house like that and I

had to go after her and—stop her myself.
"Luckily I was crouched behind the

hood of Ayers' car, peering at the open
door, when she came running out. She
couldn't drive herself, so she didn't try
to get in but ran screaming on foot down
the cut-off.

"I jumped in without her seeing me,
tore after her, and caught up with her.
If I hadn't, the whole thing would have
ended in a ghastly failure. I might have
known you were under imperfect con-
trol."

TJE'D fallen off long ago, gone hurtling
AA down. But I still had a deadline to
work against, things to say, without
knowing why.
"Your control was perfect enough;

don't let that worry you. You haven't
lost your knack."
"But you just said

—

"

"And you fell for it. I didn't know
what I was doing when you brought me
up here and sent me in to do your dirty
work for you that night.

"Haven't you missed something from
your late wife's bedroom since you've
been back? There was a double photo-
folder of you and her. The police took
that.

"I happened to see both pictures in one
of the papers. I recognized you as Burg.
I'd also recognized my own description,
by a darned sweater I wore that night,
and had a vague recollection—like when
you've been dreaming—of having been
in such a house and taken part in such a
scene.
"You've convicted yourself out of your

own mouth to me, right now. I haven't
come back here to be paid off for my
participation or take a cut in any hush
money. Nothing you can give me from
that safe can buy your life.

"You picked someone with weak will-
power, maybe, but strong scruples. I was
an honest man. You've made me commit
murder. I can't clear myself in the eyes
of the law—ever.

"You're going to pay for doing that to
me. Now. This way."
His face was working, his voice hoarse

as he said:

"Wait; don't do that. That won't help
you any. Alive, maybe I can do something
for you. I'll give you money, I'll get you
out of the country. No one needs to
know."
"My conscience'll always know. I've

got an honest man's conscience in a mur-
derer's body, now. You should have let

me alone. That was your mistake. Here
you go, Fleming."
He was almost incoherent, drooling at

the mouth. "Wait—one minute more! Just
sixty seconds." He took out a thin gold
pocket watch and snapped up its bur-
nished lid. He held it face toward me,
open that way.
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I SAW what he was trying to do. Cliff

had warned me to be careful. I

dropped my eyes to his feet, kept them
stubbornly lowered, brow furrowed with
resistance, while I held the gun on him.
Something kept trying to pull them up.

A flash from the burnished metal of the
inside of the watch-lid wavered erratical-

ly across my chest-front for an instant,

like when kids tease you with sunlight

thrown back, from a mirror.
"Look up," he kept pleading. "Look up.

Just one minute more. See—the hands
are at six to. Look, just until they get

to here."
Something was the matter with the

trigger of the gun; it must have jammed.
I kept trying to close the finger that was
hooked around it, and it resisted. Or
else maybe it was the finger that wouldn't
obey my will.

I kept blinking more and more rapidly.

The flash slithered across my shuttering

eyes, slid off, came back again. They
wanted so bad to look up into it; it

prickled.

There was a slight snap, as if he had
surreptitiously pulled out the stem-
winder, to set the watch back. That did

it.

I glanced up uncontrollably. He was
holding the watch up, brow-high—like
he had the candle that night—as if to give

me a good, unobstructed look at its dial.

It was in about the position doctors carry

those little attached head-mirrors with
which they examine throats.

I met his eyes right behind it, and all

of a sudden my own couldn't get away
any more, as if they'd hit glue.

A sort of delicious torpor turned me
into wax; I didn't have any ideas of my
own any more. I was open to anyone
else's. My voice control lasted a moment
longer than the rest of my functions. I

heard it say, carrying a left-over message
that no longer had any willpower behind
it, "I'm going to shoot you."

.

"No," he said soothingly. "You're

tired; you don't want to shoot anybody.
You're tired. The gun's too heavy for

you. Why do you want to hold that

heavy thing?"
I heard a far-away thump as it hit the

floor. As far away as if it had fallen

right through to the basement. Gee, it

felt good to be without it!

I felt lazy all over. The light was going

out, but very gradually, like it was tired

too. The whole world was tired.

Somebody, was crooning. "You're tired,

you're tired—you dirty bum now I've

got you!"

THERE was a white flash that seemed

to explode inside my head, and it hurt
like anything.
Something cold and wet pressed against

my eyes when I tried to flicker them
open. And when I had, instead of getting

lighter as when you're slowly waking up,

the world around me seemed to get dark-
er and weigh against me crushingly, all

over.
The pain increased, traveled from my

head to my lungs. Knives seemed to

slash into them, and I couldn't breathe.

I could feel my eyeballs starting out

of their sockets with strangulation, and
my head seemed about to burst. The
pressure of the surrounding darkness
seemed to come against me in undulating
-waves.

I realized that I was under water and
was drowning. I could swim, but now I

couldn't seem to. I tried to rise and
something kept holding me down.

I doubled over, forced myself down
against the surrounding resistance, groped
blindly along my own legs. One seemed
free and unencumbered; I could lift it

quite easily from the mucky bottom.
About the ankle of the other there was

a triple constriction of tightly-coiled

rope, like a hideous hempen gaiter. It

was tangled hopelessly about a heavy
iron cross-bar.
When I tried to raise this, one scimitar-

like appendage came free, the other re-

mained hopelessly hooked into the slime
it had slashed into from above. It must
have been some sort of a small but
weighty anchor such as is used by
launches and fishing craft.

I couldn't release it. I couldn't endure
the bend of position against my inner
suffocation. I spiraled upright again in

death-fluid. My jaws kept going spas-
modically, drinking in extinction.

A formless blur came down from some-
where, brushed lightly against me, shunt-

ed away again before I could grasp it,

shot up out of reach. I couldn't see it so

much as sense it as a disturbance in the
water.
There were only fireworks inside my

skull now, not conscious thoughts any
more. The blurred manifestation shot

down again, closer this time. It seemed
to hang there, flounderingly, upside down,
beside me.

I felt a hand close around my ankle.

Then a knife grazed my calf and with-
drew. I could feel a tugging at the rope,

as if it was being sliced at.

Self-preservation was the only spark
left in my darkening brain. I clutched

at the hovering form in the death-grip

of the drowning. I felt myself shooting

up through water, together with it, inex-
tricably entangled.

I wouldn't let go. Couldn't. Something
that felt like a small ridged rock crashed
into my forehead. Even the spark of

self-preservation went out.

CHAPTER XI

LAST ORDEAL

WHEN I came to I was lying out on a

little pier or stringpiece of some
kind, and there were stars over me. I

was in shorts and undershirt, wringing
wet and shivering, and water kept flush-

ing up out of my mouth.
Somebody kept kneading my sides in

and cut, and somebody else kept flipping

my arms up and down.
I coughed a lot, and one of'them said:

"There he is; he's all right now." He
stood up and it was Cliff. He was in his

underwear and all dripping too.

A minute later Waggoner stood up on
the other side of me. He was equally

sodden, but he'd left on everything but
his coat and shoes. There hadn't been
any time by then, I guess.

He said, "Now get something around
him and then the three of us better get

back to the house fast and kill the first

bottle we find."

There was light coming from some-
where behind us, through some fir trees

that bordered the little lake. It played
up the little pier. By it, I could see my
own outer clothes neatly piled at the very
lip of it.

There was a paper on top of them,
pressed down by one of my oxfords. Cliff

picked it up and brought it over and read
it to us.

I'm wanted for the murder of those

two people at the Fleming house,

they're bound to get me sooner or
later, and I have no chance. I see no
other way but this.

Vincent Hardy

It was in my own handwriting; the light

was strong enough for me to see that

when he showed it to me. I was silent.

He looked at Waggoner and said, "Do
we need this?"
Waggoner pursed his lips thoughtfully

and said, "I think we're better off without
it. These coroner-inquest guys can be
awfully dumb sometimes; it might sort

of cloud their judgment."
Cliff took a match from his dry coat

and struck it and held it to the note until

there wasn't any to hold any more.
I was feeling better now, all but the

shivering. I was sitting up. I looked
back at the glow through the trees and
said, "What's that?"

"Fleming's car," Cliff answered. "He
tried to take a curve too fast getting away
from here, when we showed up on his

tail, and he turned over and kindled."

I grimaced. That was about all that

could have still stirred horror in me after

the past ten days: a cremation alive.

"I shot him first," Cliff said quietly.

"One of us did," Waggoner corrected.

"We all three fired after him. We'll never
know which one hit him. We don't want
to anyway. The machine telescoped and
we couldn't get him out. And then I had
to give Dodge a hand going down after

you; he's no great shakes of a swimmer."
"We had to hit him," Cliff said. "It was

the only way of breaking the hypnosis in

time. You were drowning down there

by your own act, and there was no time

to chase him and force him at gun-point

to release his control, or whatever it is

they do.

"We only found out about the anchor
after we'd located you."
A figure was coming back toward us

from the glow, which was dwindling
down now. It was the deputy. He said,

"Nothing left now; I wet it down all I

could to keep it from kindling the trees."

"Let's get back to the house," Cliff said.

"The kid's all goose pimples."

We went back and I got very soused on
my third of the bottle. I couldn't even
seem to do that properly. They let me
sleep it off there; the four of us spent the

night right there where we were.

rl THE morning Cliff came in and had

a talk with me before the other two
were up. I knew where I was going to

have to go with him in a little while, but
I didn't mind so much any more.

I said, "Did that help any, what I did

last night? Did it do any good?"
"Sure," he said. "It was the works; it

was what I wanted and had to have.

What d'you suppose I was doing around
here all day yesterday, before he got

back? Why d'you suppose I warned you
to make him stay right there in the alcove

with you and not let the conversation

drift outside?
"I had it all wired up; we listened in on

the whole thing. The threfc of us were
down in the basement, taking it all down.
We've got the whole thing down on
record now. I'd emptied that gun I gave
you, and I figured he'd be too smart to

do anything to you right here in his own
house. /

"Only he got you out and into his car
too quick, before we had a chance to stop

him. We darned near lost you. We turned
back after one false start toward the city,

and a truckman told us he'd glimpsed a
car in the distance tearing down the lake

road That gave us the answer.
"We wouldn't have even been able to

hold your suicide against him. You did
all that yourself, you know, even to

shackling your foot to that boat-anchor
and dropping it over ahead of you. A
person who is afraid of the jump into

water but determined to go through with
it might have taken such a precaution as

that.



"I had a hunch it was hypnosis the
minute you told me that candle incident.
But how was I going to prove it? So
much of that stuff is fake that most peo-
ple don't want to believe in it.

"Now I've got two other police officers,

beside myself, who saw-*-or rather heard
—the thing happened all over again.
"You were in a state of hypnosis when

you committed this crime; that's the
whole point. You were simply the weap-
on in the actual murderer's hands. Your
own mind wasn't functioning; you had
no mind."
He stopped and looked at me. "Does

that scare you?"
"Does it?" I must have looked sick.

"It wpuld me too. I'd better begin at
the beginning. Joel Fleming used to be
a professional hypnotist in vaudeville
years ago. I found enough scrapbooks,
old theater programs, and whatnot in
trunks here in this house to testify to
that. Stage name, 'Dr. Mephisto.'
"He undoubtedly possesses a gift of

hypnotic control—over certain subjects.
(With my wife Lil, for instance, I'm
afraid he'd come a complete cropper

—

and wind up helping her dry dishes.)"
He was trying to cheer me up; I grinned

appreciatively.

HE WENT on, more seriously: "Well,

he got out of vaudeville years ago
while the getting out was still good, and
he went into another line of business en-
tirely, which doesn't need to concern us
here, and he made good dough.
"Then he made the mistake of marry-

ing someone years younger than him, a
hat-check girl he met at a nightclub.

"It wasn't only that she married him
simply for his money and to be able to

quit handling people's sweatbands at four
bits a throw; she was already the sweetie
of a convict named Dan Ayers, who was
doing time just then for embezzlement.
"You get the idea, don't you? Ayers

got out, found a ready-made situation
crying to be profited by—so he profited
by it. He cultivated Fleming, got in solid

with him; he didn't have to get in solid

with Dorothy, he was already.
"All right. Fleming did make these

trips to South America, all but the last

time. It's obvious that he found out what
was going on quite some time back,
somewhere between the last real trip he
made and the fake one just now.

"It's equally obvious that he brooded
and he planned revenge. It wasn't just

a case of marital disloyalty involved ei-

ther: he found out they were planning
to make off with all his available funds
and securities the next time he was away,
just strip him clean and goodbye.
"You notice he didn't entrust her with

the safe combination here in the house.
"That's conjecture: the three principals

are dead now and can't give evidence.
I'm not trying to defend Fleming, but I

can see why he wanted Ayers dead—and
wanted Dorothy dead too.

"But he picked a low, lousy way of
getting it done. He wasn't going to en-
danger himself. No, he started off for
'South America', dropped from sight,

holed up in a rooming house in the city
under the name of Burg.
"Then he picked an innocent kid, who

had never done him any harm, who had
just as much right as he had to life and
the pursuit of happiness, to do his mur-
dering for him.
"He tested you out, saw that you were

a suitable subject, and—well, the rest we
got over the dictaphone last night. To
give him his due, he wasn't deliberately
trying to have you apprehended for the
crime either. He would have been just as
satisfied if you were never caught.
"But if they ever caught the man the

clues pointed to, if they ever caught the
killer, it would always be you, not him.

"True, he had to drive you up there,

because you don't drive. It was just as
well he did, from his point of view. You
lost the knife, only killed Ayers by a
fluke in struggling with him, and Dorothy
would have gotten away if he hadn't been
lurking outside to lend a hand himself.

"If she had lived to raise the alarm,
you probably would have been nabbed
then and there, before you could make a
getaway—which would have brought the
investigation back to the rooming house
too quickly to suit him. So he crushed
her to death and whisked you back to

immunity."

I'D BEEN thinking hard through all of

this. "But Cliff," I said, "how is it I

remembered the whole murder scene so
vividly the next morning? Especially
their faces

—

"

"His control wasn't one hundred per-
cent effective; I don't know if it ever is.

The whole scene must have filtered dim-
ly through to your conscious mind, and
remained in your memory the next morn-
ing after you woke up—just the way a
dream does.

' And other particles, that remained im-
bedded in your subconscious at first, also
came out later when they reproduced
themselves in actuality: I mean your
memory of the stone entrance lanterns,
the cut-off, the spare door key, the hall
light-switch, and so on.

"All that stuff is way over my head;
I'm not qualified to pass expert judgment
on it. I'd rather not even puzzle too hard
about it; it scares me myself."
"Why did I seem to know her, when I

didn't? Why was I so sort of hurt, heart-
broken, at the sight of her face?"
"Those were Fleming's thoughts, not

yours, filtering through your mind. She
was his wife, about to desert him, help-
ing another man to rob him."

I was sitting down on the edge of the
bed, lacing my shoes. That reminded me

THE END

of something else. "It was drizzling in

town that night when I went to bed, and
the streets were only starting to dry off

when I woke up the next morning.
"Yet the soles of my shoes were per-

fectly dry. How could they be, if I fol-

lowed him even across the sidewalk to

where he had a car waiting."
"I remember you mentioned that to me

once before, and it's puzzled me too. The
only possible explanation I can think of

is this—and that's another thing we'll

never know for sure, because that point
didn't come up when he was giving him-
self away in the alcove last night.

"Can you remember whether you got
your shoes off easily that night, when
you were undressing in your own room;
or as sometimes happens with nearly
everyone, did the laces get snarled, so
you couldn't undo the knot of one or
both of them?"

. I tried to remember. "I'm not sure, but
I think a snag did form in the laces of

one of them, so I pulled it off the way
it was without opening it properly."
"And in the morning?"
"They both seemed all right."

"That's what it was, then. You couldn't

undo the knot in time while you were
hurriedly getting dressed under his di-

rection. You followed him out and around
to wherever the car was in your stocking
feet, shoes probably shoved into the side
pockets of your coat. He got the knot out
for you at his leisure in the car, before
starting.

"It wasn't raining up here that night,

and by the time you got back to town
again the sidewalks were already starting
to dry off, so your shoes stayed dry."
"But wouldn't my socks have gotten

wet?"
"They probably did, but they'd dry off

again quicker than shoes."

T WAS ready now. Waggoner and his
A deputy went over ahead without wait-
ing for us. I guess he figured I'd rather
just go alone with Cliff, and he wanted
to make it as easy as he could for me.
He said, "Bring the kid over whenever

you're ready, Dodge."
Cliff and I started over by ourselves

about half an hour later. I knew I'd

have to go into a cell for a while, but
that didn't worry me any more; the shad-
ows had lifted.

When we got out in front of the office

Cliff asked: "Are you scared, kid?"
I was a little, like when you're going

in to have a tooth yanked or a broken
arm reset. You know it's got to be done,
and you'll feel a lot better after it's over.
"Sort of," I admitted, forcing a smile.

"You'll be all right," he promised, giv-
ing me a heartening grip on the shoul-
der. "I'll be standing up right next to

you. They probably won't even send it

all the way through to prosecution."
We went in together.

Backache, Leg Pains
May Be Danger Sign

Of Tired Kidneys—How To Get Happy Relief
If backache and leg pains are making you miserable,

don't just complain and do nothing about them. Nature
may be warning you that your kidneys need attention.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking excess

acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help
most people pass about 3 pints a day.

If the IS miles of kidney tubes and filters don't work
well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood. These
poisons may start nagging backaches, rheumatic pains, leg

pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling,
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent
or scanty passages with smarting and burning sometimes
shows there is something wrong with your kidneys or
bladder.

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, used
successfully by millions for over 40 years. They give
happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush
out poisonous waste from the blood. Get Doan's Pills. (Adv.)
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The ancient fakir jabbed again,

and my friend flinched with,pain

Presenting another chapter in the improbable reminiscences of Mur-
chison Morks—an eerie tale of Hindu i

N CALCUTTA I saw the most
amazing sight," said ' Henderson,
the stout paint manufacturer who

is a member of our club. He had just re-

turned from a world cruise and was
telling about it in detail. "I saw a Hindu
fakir, naked except for a loin cloth, ly-

ing on a bed of sharpened nails with a
fifty-pound rock on his chest, and never
even murmuring! He—

"

"In Bombay," a melancholy voice in-

terrupted him, "I saw a sight much
stranger than that."

Henderson turned, a little purple. It

was Morks who had interrupted. Mur-
chison Morks his full name is, and it is

always he who interrupts. It is quite

impossible for anyone else to narrate an
experience when Morks is around, for

Morks invariably has done something
more exciting or dangerous along the

same lines.

I was technically responsible for

Morks, for it was I who had given him
the guest card to our club. But I was
hardened by now to receiving black
looks for that error in judgment. There
were even times when I took a perverse
pleasure in inviting Morks to the club
for luncheon and a drink, in the hopes
someone would say something that
would start him off.

Morks cost me quite a bit, one way
and another, for he is not a man to pay
for his own meals or his own drinks,

but I have a way of recouping. I take
down the tales he occasionally tells, and
when they are not too improbable, sell

them. In the end, though I've never
20

made a careful check, I believe that
Morks, annoying though he is, returns
me a profit.

Now he had gotten started, I knew it

would be impossible to head him off

until he had told whatever tale was
forming in his memory—or his imagina-
tion. But JHenderson tried valiantly.

"This fakir, I say," he went on, raising

his voice, "was lying on needle-sharp
nails with this rock on his chest. Then
two assistants got up on the rock and
began to jump up and down!"
"The fakir that I saw, in Bombay,"

Murchisoh Morks interposed, in his voice
a note of quiet insistence like the drip-
ping of a leaky faucet, "was sitting in a
little garden, surrounded by toads,

snakes, lizards, rats, and filth indescrib-
able. From time to time he took a long
sharp pin and stuck it completely
through his hand, his foot, his arm, his

leg, deep into the flesh of his thigh, and
other portions of his anatomy.
"Every time he did it, he laughed.

And every time he laughed, I saw an-
other man, a friend of mine, wince with
pain as if the pin had gone into him
instead."

"And then," Henderson said loudly,
"just when I thought nothing more
could—"

"I learned later,"—Morks' voice had a
carrying quality that beat down Hender-
son's words as if they were the pipings
of a child

—
"that this filthy old man,

never stirring out of his garden of muck,
or from among his nest of

horrible

creatures, had killed at least three men
—white men, I mean—just as he meant
to kill my friend. By sticking pins into
himself, pouring slime upon himself,
and by stroking, fondling, and otherwise
touching his dreadful pets."
Henderson let out a deep breath. His

face was furious, but he saw it was no
use. Morks had gotten the attention of
all the club members within earshot.
When he was sure of that, he let himself
sink into a large, well-padded chair, ab-
sently picked up a drink that had been
left there for someone else, and surveyed
us, his long solemn face sober.
"But I know you won't believe me

unless I tell you the whole story," he
murmured deprecatingly, "so

—

"

THE story does not start in Bombay,
though, (Morks began). At least, my

part of it doesn't, and I'm only going to
tell you the part I know about for my-
self, since that is the only one I can
vouch for as being completely and un-
questionably true.

My share of the story begins half
around the world from India, in the
quiet, peaceful atmosphere of Surrey,
England. Where I was visiting an old
friend of mine, John Paget, recently
succeeded to the title of Earl of Quim-
berly, and engaged to Lucy Horrocks,
one of the loveliest girls ever to have an
income of twenty thousand a year in her
own name.
Being in London, I had dropped down

to see Jack Paget for just a
But finding him nervous an

"



not at all his old self, I determined to
remain until I could discover what was
wrong. For that something was, was
evident.

It was several years since I had seen
Jack. On the occasion of our last meet-
ing, he had been a bronzed, powerful
young fellow, a little over tense, perhaps,
but as fine a specimen as England was
ever likely to turn out.

NowTjust when he should have been
bubbling over with happiness at the
prospect of marrying Lucy and restoring
the family estates to their old glory, he
was pale and wan, jumpy as a nervous
old woman, his eyes sunken and haunted.
He was given, too, to starting unexpect-
edly and violently—a gesture he tried
to check, but never could.

It was only after an incident happen-
ing on the third day of my visit that he
broke down and told me what lay behind
the change that had come over him.
We were having a spot of tea in the

library of ancient Quimberly Hall and
Jack was adding a dash of soda to
mine when his hand jerked, he dropped
the siphon, and involuntarily he clapped
his wrist to his mouth.
Then, pale and shaking, . he tried to

murmur something about nerves, but I

knew better. I made him hold out his
hand. There was a tiny puncture on
his wrist, from which a drop of blood
was oozing. Exactly as if a pin had
jabbed him. An invisible pin wielded by
unseen hands.
And looking closely, I saw half a dozen

marks that represented similar pricks,
healed or healing.
For one wild instant I suspected him

of having become a dope fiend. But
common sense quickly told me, whatever
was wrong with Jack it was not that.
For he had actually been squirting the
soda into my glass when the pin prick—
if that was what it was—occurred. And
there had been nothing to cause it. Noth-
ing whatever.

Sheepishly, when he saw that I had
noticed the other marks, Paget showed
me his left hand. It was marked in the
same way.
"I'm covered with them from head to

foot," he told me 'then, huskily, the look
in his eyes that of a hunted animal. "I've
been to a doctor. Harley Street chap.
Told him about it. He thought I was
dotty. I could tell by his face. Thought
I was one of these fellows who stick
things in themselves for the fun of it.

Listened to me with a straight face, and
then gave me some nerve tonic. Nerve
tonic!"

He laughed bitterly.

"As if I was imagining—these."

WELL, to shorten the story, I dragged
all the facts out of Jack without

more nonsense. They were scanty
enough. It seemed that he had gotten

back from India only about six months
before. When his uncle died, leaving the
title to him, he had been working in
Bombay in a bank. He'd chucked the
job up to come back and be Earl of
Quimberly, and this—well, this thing
that was happening to him had begun
the day he stepped off the boat.

Since then, day and night, he had suf-
fered at unexpected moments from these
pin pricks—these invisible, unseen pin
pricks coming any place, without any
warning whatever. Real pin pricks that
drew blood. Like the one I had seen.
And hurt. Naturally.
"But it's not that," Jack told me, his

face drawn. "I mean, being stuck by a
pin isn't pleasant, but it doesn't hurt
that much. If you told me I was going
to have one jabbed into me a dozen times
a day, at regular intervals, I wouldn't
mind it so much. Not fun, of course, but
a man could stand it. It—it's the never
knowing."
His lips twitched and his eyes were

appealing.
"I mean, aside from never daring tell

anybody you're being stuck with pins
that don't exist, by some force that can't
be seen—and the wondering what it is

that's after you, of course—aside from
that, it's the uncertainty.

"I get up, I eat, I tend to business, I

talk to people, I go to bed—and I never
know but that the next instant it is

going to happen. I can't help jumping
when it does, and of course people notice.
And I can't explain.

"All the time I'm tight as a spring,
waiting for it, eternally waiting for the
next time. Can't let myself go, can't
forget myself, can't put my mind on any-
thing else. Can't even talk coherently to
Lucy—old Horrocks is beginning to won-
der if I'm not a bit off. Can't blame him.
I wonder myself.
"The Lord knows I'm not sleeping, and

I can't eat, and—well, if it doesn't stop
soon, I will be crazy. There've been times
already when I was so edgy I wanted to
jump off a high building."
He passed his hand over his forehead

and took the drink I handed him. Of
course I could see what he was getting
at. After all, when one is likely to have
an invisible pin jabbed into one any
minute of the day or night, a man is

bound to get jumpy and overstrung.
And Jack was getting worse, I could

see. LTnless I was able to help, something
desperate might happen. That remark
about wanting to jump off a high build-
ing wasn't like Jack. Not in the slightest.
But I confess I was baffled. I didn't begin
to understand until Jack's next remark.

it \ ND the queer thing," he said, hav-
ing finished off the drink (Morks

did likewise) "is that every time it hap-
pens, a picture comes into my mind. A
beastly, sickening picture I'd give a lot

to be able to forget completely. But I

can't. It keeps coming back, and every
pin prick recalls it to me.

"It's a picture of an old Moslem fakir
I saw in Bombay, just the day I was sail-
ing for home. I was wandering around
in the native section, looking for a pres-
ent for Lucy, when I got somehow into
a little alley that led into a kind of
square, where a low wall marked off a
garden.
"At least, I suppose you could call it a

garden. Plants grew in it—sickly, vicious
looking plants that had their roots in
slime and muck inches deep. The stench
was enough to gag a man, and even the
natives who used the alley went by
quickly, with their noses up. And they
weren't the fastidious kind, those natives.
"But worst of all was the chap sitting

in the middle of the garden, on a low
rock. A fakir he was, I suppose, making
his living by begging. Anyway, he had
a brass bowl, and I noticed that the na-
tives who passed, even if they did hurry,
never missed tossing something into the
bowl.
"But I didn't see the bowl at first. Be-

cause, although it turned my stomach to
look at him, I couldn't take my eyes off
this beggar in the middle of his diabolical
garden. He was a wizened old scarecrow,
wrinkled like a wadded up glove. His
eyes were just gleams of blackness be-
hind half slitted lids. He was quite bald,
and wore nothing but a rag around his
middle.
"And in the garden with him he had

—pets. Rats! Lizards! Snakes! Toads!
All of them crawling and writhing and
hopping around in the muck and slime
that surrounded him.
"From time to time he would reach out

and pick up one of the rats, or a snake,
or a toad, and fondle it. Sometimes he'd
stick out a bare foot and let it rest on
the wriggling back of a serpent, or on
the warty, wet, cold skin of a toad. Oc-
casionally he'd pick up one of the cobras
and let it wriggle across his thighs, or his
stomach, or one of the rats would scam-
per over his legs.

"When he wasn't doing that, he was
paddling his hands and feet around in
the muck about him, splashing it onto his
body and letting it harden there, to add
another layer to a crust that must have
been inches thick.
"But his final trick, and the one that

was too much for me, was to take pins
and stick them into himself—into his
arms, his legs, his hands, his feet, his
thighs. And laughing when he did it!
Grinning at me with toothless gums ex-
posed.

"Of course, I've seen fakirs drive pins
and needles into themselves before. Who
in India hasn't? But never as if they en-
joyed it. Never with the rare and hellish
relish this old devil seemed to get out
of it.



"Then, while I stood there, gagging but
unable to tear my gaze away, the chap
lifted his bowl suggestively, inviting a
contribution. I was going to give him
something, just to get away, but I

couldn't. I was too ill. I tottered a little

ways off and —well, I was sick.

"As soon as that was over, I fled for

clean air, feeling his eyes jabbing into

my back like burning glasses. But I

couldn't do anything else. It wasn't until
my ship was well at sea that I was able
to get the stench out of my nostrils.

"And now"—Paget wiped his forehead—"whenever it happens, there I see the
old fakir again, sitting in his garden of

filth, making a pin cushion out of him-*
self. And that's almost worse than the
being stuck part. Tell me, Morks—do
you think I am off my head?"
Well, I told him he wasn't. Far from

it. For the time being, I contented myself
with saying that something very real and
substantial lay behind what was happen-
ing to him. And I added that if he could
only stick it out a few days longer, I

wanted to run up to London to have a
talk with a man I knew there, who was
rather an expert on matters like this.

He took heart, and in the morning his

chauffeur drove me i > London.

I DIDN'T go to Harley Street, though.

I went to Soho. Soho, you know, is

in the slums. Near the docks. And there,

in a dark little room overlooking a smelly
stretch of water, I saw the man I had
in mind.

I put Jack's story up to him, and he
nodded as I told him my conclusions. "I

know the man," this friend of mine said.

"He has killed many. Of white men, at

least three whom I knew myself, or
knew of.

"One was an English lord, a man of

the utmost cleanliness. The slightest dis-

array of his clothing, or the faintest soil-

ing of his person, was unbearable. He
also viewed this fakir whom your friend

saw and unfortunately failed to give
money to.

"The filth of the scene nauseated him.
He likewise hurried off, failing to make
a contribution to the begging bowl.
"He was making a cruise about the

world at that time. Scarcely had he
reached his ship before he began to feel

distressed. He had the sensation that
his body was unwashed, as if he had not
bathed. He bathed, in hot water, and
donned fresh clothing.

"An hour later, at dinner, again the
feeling of being unwashed came over
him. He struggled against it, but in the
end could not help bathing once again,
and again changing his clothes. To no
avail. The sense of having dirt adhering
to his body and hands, even to his face
and hair, persisted.

"He tried to ignore it. It became worse,
until he was half beside himself. Finally
he consulted the ship's doctor. The doctor
suggested that he had a touch of the sun,
and prescribed sedatives. They helped
for a time, but when the effect wore off,

the sensation of being dirty returned.
The unfortunate man struggled against
it as long as he could. In time, however,
it became an obsession that quite under-
mined his self control, and before the
boat docked once more in London, he
threw himself overboard.
"The second whom I knew," he said,

"was an American, a countryman of
yours, but not fond of beggars. He stum-
bled upon this same fakir, and turned
aside his eyes, refusing baksheesh.
"A short time later, he began to be

troubled in the night by sensations of
unseen creatures, some soft-furred, some
scaly, some cold and damp, running

across his legs. He would wake up and
feel the scaly dryness of a snake upon
his skin. Or the furry body of a rat

would scamper across his chest.

"I need not say, there was nothing
there at any time. He began to have a
horror of the night time, and of the ne-
cessity for sleeping. He tried sleeping by
day, and still suffered. In the end, the
unnerving horror of forever touching
unseen and revolting creatures drove
him to madness. He was killed while
trying to escape from them in an asylum.

MrpHE thirdv—and my friend shrugged
-- "his story is similar. Except that

he, unexpectedly, would feel that he had
just stepped in his bare feet into a pud-
dle of slime. Or had placed his hand in

one. Or at night, as he tried to sleep,

would be overcome by the sensation that

he was lying in mud and water.
"He too sought relief from the doctors,

and he too was told nerves. In the end,
he too killed himself. With a revolver.

.

Your friend's case is not different, save
that he feels himself pricked by pins. He
too will either go mad in the end, or kill

himself to escape madness. There is

nothing that can be done."
My friend shrugged, in the fatalistic,

manner of the Easterner, but I was not
to be discouraged so easily.

"You mean there's no way to fight this

thing?" I asked.
My friend shook his head.
"There is none. It is a matter between

the man Paget and the one in Bombay.
No one else may intervene. If the man
Paget were a priest, or a fakir too, he
could work an equal spell upon the one
in Bombay and force a truce. As he is

not, he is doomed. Unless he kills that
one—which might be dangerous, even
if he would do 4t."

"Jack wouldn't kill anyone," I told
him, vexed. "And he certainly isn't a
priest. But I'm going to get him out of

this devil's grip somehow, by hook or
crook!"
My friend refilled my glass (Morks

paused and waited expectantly. Someone
shoved a fresh glass into his hand,
whereupon he continued.) and after I

had drained it, my brain began to humm
and buzz a bit.

"Listen!" I exclaimed. "From what I

know of these things, they aren't strictly

one-way propositions, are they? I mean,
what's sauce for the goose is sauce for
the gander?"
My friend agreed.
"That is true," he told me. "But the

Holy One is immured by long years of

self control to all sensations. There is

nothing that anyone could do that would
disturb him."

I wasn't so sure about that, but I had
learned what I wanted, and already a
scheme was forming in my mind. So I

said goodbye, and hurried back to Quim-
berly Hall.

I FOUND Jack all in a stew, waiting for

me with the pathetic hopefulness of
a small boy expecting a present, but
dreading he wouldn't get it. I didn't
promise anything definite, but intimated
that I had hopes I could help matters a
bit, anyway. Then I ordered him into

the highest, stiffest, tightest stand-up
starched collar that could be procured.
The one we finally dug out was a relic

of the nineties, and had a true srw-tooth
edge. Jack kicked like a wild horse at

putting it on, but I was adamant. In the
end he wore it, although I must admit
the staff of servants looked at him very
strangely, and hurried out of his way
whenever he ventured out of his rooms
for a stroll.

Hopefully then I waited. Jack suffered,

of course, especially since I made him
wear the collar both night and day, even
to bed. But he was an Englishman, and
he stood the ordeal well. It would have
killed a man of any other nationality, I'm
sure.

And for a time it worked. There were
a few pin pricks the day he put the col-

lar on, but they ceased rather abruptly.

The next day there were a couple more,
of a tentative nature. Then for several

days they ceased altogether.
I was jubilant, and Jack actually was

beginning to eat heartily again, when the

great disappointment came. He began to

be jabbed by the invisible pins twice as

savagely as before—as if the force at

work were getting even with him for

something.
And before I had concocted another

plan, he was almost out of his mind.
But I never count too much on the first

idea working, and I always try to have
an alternative if it doesn't. In this case

I was as resourceful as ever.

"Jack," I asked, after long thought,

"what kind of fakir did you say this

chap in Bombay was? Hindu? Moslem?
Sikh? Buddhist?"
"Moslem," he groaned. "What am I

going to do, Morks? In heaven's name,
what?"

"I'll tell you what you're going to do!"
I asserted with decision. "You're going
to get packed. We've got to go to Indja."

THREE days later we were in Bombay.
The Empire Airways service got us

there. We skimmed above thousands of

miles of sea and mountain and jungle,

but I hardly noticed _t. Jack was too
miserable to pay much attention to

scenery either. I was still making him
wear the high collar, which attracted a
lot of attention from the other passen-
gers. And he was worrying about the
contents of the valise he was carrying.
The valise had a pet in it, a mascot I

had bought for Jack in London.
"You'll probably be leading it around

on a leash wherever you go for a good
many years to come," I told him, "and
so you might as well have a trained one.
Besides, that way it'll be easier to ex-
plain to Lucy why you have to keep it

in the bedroom with you nights."
"Easier!" Jack choked—for the collar

was tighter than ever. "Easier! To ex-
plain to Lucy why—

"

Then he had to stop to get his breath.
With that collar on, he couldn't speak
more than a couple of words at a time.
But it was working. It had gained us a
couple of days respite again. But of
course I couldn't go on indefinitely, mak-
ing him wear a collar tighter and ever
tighter, for eventually he would have
strangled. So I was pinning a lot of hope
on this trip.

We reached Bombay in mid-morning.
Before noon we had set out to find that
fakir squatting in his puddle of slime,
surrounded by his toads and rats and
serpents.

Jack still did not know why we had
come, and I had not explained, knowing
that his English resistance to new ideas
would have made it impossible for him
to believe me, and might have made him
refuse to cooperate.
We had to search most of the after-

noon, but in the end we found the fellow,

by bribing a naked street boy two cents

to take us to him. The boy led us there
and fled. And the ancient fakir in his

nauseous garden looked up, met Jack
Paget's eye, and smiled hideously.
Then he deliberately took up a long

pin and jabbed it into the flesh of his

wrist. '



Beside me, Jack winced, and almost
dropped the valise. I saw a spot of blood
ooze out on his wrist, at the exact point
where- the beggar had jabbed himself.

Still grinning, the old devil took half
a dozen more pins, and one by one thrust
them into his own flesh.

And every time he did it, Jack winced
and jumped, and the blood oozed at the
same spot on his' body.

TT WAS the old fakir's vengeance on
him, of course, for failing to pay him

his baksheesh. And it was horribly ef-
fective—effective and simple. It was what
I had suspected when I went to my .

friend in Soho, and though I had guessed
how it worked, in general, he confirmed
my guess.

I don't know the mechanics behind it,

but in some way the old beggar was able
to establish a psychic twinship with any-
body he wished evil to. You've all read
how when one of the two twins becomes
ill, the other often gets sick too, though
miles away? It was something like that.

Except that in this instance the fakir was
able to make his victims feel exactly
what he was feeling at the moment he
put himself in contact with them.
You might say he managed to broad-

cast his own sensations, and forced his
subjects to pick them up and feel them
too. There was more to it, of course, and
that's putting it very roughly, but that
gives you an idea of how the thing
worked.
So there he had been in Bombay, all

these months, occasionally remembering
Paget and getting in tune with him as he
stuck a pin into himself. With the result
that Jack, thousands of miles away,
winced and jumped and was slowly go-
ing mad until I came along.
That was how he. had operated on the

other chaps, too, naturally, that my friend
had told me about. He had intuitively
known their own special weaknesses, and
had played upon them.
Of course, he was inured to it. But

you can perhaps get the feelings of his
victims just by imagining . . .

Now, as we faced him, he was sticking
pins into himself, and Jack was wincing
at their thrust. But as I had learned, it

wasn't all one-sided. If he made Jack
feel what he was feeling, he felt what
Jack was feeling too. You follow me?
If Jack had thrust a pin into his arm
then, the old fakir would have felt it also.

Tit for tat. Only he wouldn't have
minded, and Jack did^
Now you begin to see why I made Jack

wear the high collar. If there is anything
civilization has perfected more uncom-
fortable than a high starched collar with
a sawtooth edge, I don't know what it is.

And if anything could make the hideous
old beggar stop and think twice, I rea-
soned, it would be the sensation of wear-
ing a high collar, much too tight, that
he would get from Jack every time he
set out to torment him.

Well, as you know, it had worked for

a while. Now, every time he stuck him-
self, the old fakir's eyes popped out a

little and the smile he wore faded, as if

he was being half-strangled by an un-
seen collar about his scrawny throat.

But he was game. He could take punish-
ment. He was used to being uncomfort-
able, and he would last a lot longer than
Jack could.

SO NOW, before Jack had more than
realized what was happening, I played

our trump card. "Open the valise, Jack,"
I ordered coolly. "Take Elsie up in your
arms and pet her."

Elsie was the mascot I had bought in

London. Jack obeyed mechanically. He
opened the valise and lifted Elsie out.

Elsie was white and clean and very cute.

Sh3 was highly trained, and could walk
on her hind legs, spell out her name,
and turn somersaults. I had become
much attached to her, but for some rea-
son Jack couldn't seem to share my
fondness. However, he obeyed orders.

He held Elsie ^tightly in his arms and
stroked her.

And then I knew we had won. That
old beggar stopped abruptly in the very
act of driving home a pin into his thigh.

He shuddered and flung out his arms.
He paddled his hands frantically in the
muck, as if to remove the sensation he
was getting from Jack of stroking Elsie.

He gagged, and gobbled something to

himself, and then fell over backward
getting off his rock. He gurgled some-
thing frightful at us, and I leaned over
the low fence that held his toads and
snakes penned in.

"See?" I asked. "And remember, if

there's any more monkey business, my
friend is simply going to pick her up
and pet her. And you'll feel her. Every
time you try to torment him with your
infernal pins, you'll feel her."

I don't know if the old wretch under-
stood or not, but howling, he dashed into

his hut—the first time in twenty years 4
he'd gone inside, I heard later. And
carrying Elsie, Jack marched off with me
in triumph. Nor was he ever bothered
again by those invisible pins, I can in-

form you.
Although, otherwise, there was one

little hitch. Lucy Horrocks broke off

their engagement, and he finally married
a nice little girl from somewhere in

Sussex, who didn't object so strenuously
to the idea of Elsie going every place
with them on leash, as well as sharing
their bedroom nights.

• • •
Morks, finished, looked about him with

a searching eye. Silence followed the
conclusion of his tale—a silence that
Henderson's voice broke brutally.
"And just what was this Elsie whose

touch, even at second hand, gave the old
fakir such a case of jitters?" he de-
manded in a grating tone. "That's some-
thing you've neglected to tell us."
"Oh, have I!" Morks asked innocently.

"Well, of course, I thought you'd guessed.
You see, the old fakir was a Moslem,
very strict and devout, and though rats

and snakes were all right with him, Elsie

was quite another story. Elsie was a
very pretty little—at least, I thought so

—

trained pig.
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Follow this road by night, Dikar, with your knife always

ready. For a man must proceed stealthily and with iron

courage if his destination is a brave new world

Silently Dikar led the Bunch up the

to battle

4

By Arthur Leo Zagat
Author of "Sunrise Tomorrow," "Thunder Tomorrow," etc.

Long
From: A History of the Asiatic-African

World Hegemony, Zafir Uscudan, Ph. D
(Bombay) LI. D (Singapore) F. I. H. S.,

etc. Third Edition, vol. 3, Chap. XXVII,
pp 983 ff.
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The night before the Asafrics cap-
tured New York, completing their con-

quest of the Western Hemisphere and
thus of the' entire Occidental World, an
attempt was made to evacuate several

thousand children from the doomed city.

The motorcade was discovered by a
Yellow airman who, in the report dis-

covered by the writer among the charred
archives unearthed beneath the ruins of

the Empire State Building, claimed to

have entirely destroyed it by machine-
gun fire and a few judicious bombs.
He was mistaken, however, in that one

truck of the hundreds escaped. Among its

load of children between the ages of four

and eight was a youngster then known
as Richard (or Dick) Carr, the very in-

dividual celebrated in legend as Dikar.

The aged couple who were the only

adults with the group contrived some-
how to bring the children unobserved to

an uninhabited mountain deep within the

forested recreation area that at the time
stretched for some miles along the west
bank of the Hudson. No more ideal sanc-
tuary than this height could have been
found.
Not only did thick woods screen its
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surface from aerial reconnaissance, but
quarrying operations had ringed its base
with a precipitous cliff so that the only

practicable approach was by a narrow
viaduct of rock that the stoneworkers had
left for their trucks.

Barely, however, had, the party begun
to orient itself when an Asafric platoon
appeared on the plain below, with the

evident intention of scouting the moun-
tain. In this desperate emergency the

two old people blew up the narrow ramp
heretofore mentioned, burying under
tons of riven boulders the green-uni-
formed soldiers—and themselves.
The children, afterward to be known as

The Bunch, were now completely iso-

lated from an inimical world. As to how
they survived the primitive environment
in which they found themselves we can
only guess. Survive they did, for a dozen
years later we find a band of youths
bronzed, half-naked, and armed with
only bows and arrows, descending on an
Asafric motorized column to snatch from
his chains the man called Norman Fen-
ton.

PTTHIS amazing foray is conceded to have
A been the first skirmish of the Great
Uprising, but it was the capture of the

Asafric stronghold at West Point, for

which General Fenton's memoirs give

full credit to Dikar and his Bunch, that

set ablaze the fires of rebellion through-

out a heretofore cowed American nation.

In preceding chapters we have seen
how a ragtag and bobtail mob rallied

around Norman Fenton at West Point,

how the Second Continental Congress
came into being here and elected Fenton
President and Commander-in-Chief of

the Armies of Liberation, how here was
evolved the brilliant strategy with which
Viceroy Yee Hashamoto found it so diffi-

cult to cope.

The reader doubtlessly recalls the es-

sential elements of these tactics; the
feinted raid on some sparsely garrisoned
outpost, the real assault on the strong-
hold weakened by the dispatch of rein-

forcements to the point first threatened,
the looting of the fortress of its guns,
ammunition, all its portable munitions,
the Americans' swift dispersal before the
Asafric planes and tanks could return to

annihilate them.
They split up into roving groups, well

armed now and ferocious as only men
can be who bear on their backs the
scars of cruel whips, in their hearts the
memory of homes in flames.

All across the continent these guerilla

bands harassed Hashamoto's far-flung,

thin lines. They ambushed and slew the

small detachments through which he had
maintained his subjection of his white
slaves.

It is apparent how well Dikar and his

brothers were fitted for such a cam-



paign. Silent brown shadows never more
than half-aeen, they stalked men now in-
stead of deer, and all the woodcraft they
had learned on their: Mountain, their
tireless endurance, even their naive ig-
norance of fear, came to their aid in their
new pursuit.

Is it any wonder that about the hidden
campfires the tales of their prowess
should grow to sagas of supernatural
feats? Is it remarkable that it should be
whispered that they were not flesh and
blood at all but, risen out of long-for-
gotten graves, the same lean-flanked
forest rangers who once seized Ticon-
deroga from the scarlet-garbed mercen-
aries of an earlier oppressor?

TjTROM the writings of Walt Bennet,
Fenton's devoted aide, we learn how

tremendously the growing myth bolstered
the patriots' morale, but it does not ap-
pear that during that first memorable
winter the Bunch otherwise greatly in-
fluenced the course of the Uprising to
which they had given its great Leader.
By the beginning of spring, the Asa-

fries, while still nominally in command
of the entire country, had for all practical
purposes been compelled to relinquish
their hold on vast stretches of territory.
Save for the fortified strongholds to

which they had retreated, they had vir-
tually abandoned the great central plain
north of the Panhandle of Texas, from
the Rockies to the Missouri-Iowa-Min-
nesota border. East of the Mississippi
they had fared somewhat better, but a
map colored black where Hashamoto was
still in full control would have shown
two enormous patches of lighter hue.
The larger of these had spread north-

ward from the Americans' first foothold
at West Point to include virtually all

New England, south to Georgia. New
York City itself remained the Asafric
Headquarters and a hundred-mile wide
strip all along the seacoast lay under the
shadow of their fleet's big guns. But the
Americans commanded the central half of
Pennsylvania, and Piedmont Virginia and
the Carolinas to the western slope of the
Blue Ridge Range.

On the other side of the Appalachians,
Fenton's forces had retrieved the south-
ern three-quarters of Indiana, Ken-
tucky, and Tennessee as far east as the
Cumberland River.
These latter two liberated regions ap-

proached each other most nearly in the
neighborhood of the Great Smokies, and
the strip separating them contained
Norris Dam and other works at the head
of the Tennessee Valley development.

If General Fenton could close this gap,
not only would he cut in half the Asa-
fric Army of the East, but he would be
enabled to shut off the supply of electric
energy to the industries of the deep
South. This, in the last week of April,
he moved to attempt.
But Viceroy Yee Hashamoto was fully

aware of the strategic importance of this
region, and he held the mile-high
Smokies in force. . . .

i

CHAPTER I

WORLD OF THUNDER

SINCE the day when the Asafric
Planes first came into the sky over
Wespoint, Dikar had heard their

thunder many times. Many times he had
heard the black eggs scream earthward
out of the planes' opening bellies, heard
the eggs burst in terrible sound.
But this was something even more ter-

rible—a noise too great to hear. Dikar
felt it rather, like an enormous hammer
that never lifted but only got heavier
and lighter and heavier again as it

pounded him into the ground on which
he lay face down.
The thunder was a hammer pounding

him and a hammer somehow inside of
him, pounding outward against t]»e walls
of his body till it seemed his body must
burst like a bomb.
Outside him and inside him was the

thunder and Dikar was a part of the
thunder, the thunder a part of Dikar.
Dikar was one with the thunder, one
with its terror.

Yet one thought remained with him,
in spite of the hammers beating his body

and his brain—the thought that some
where near him lay Marilee.
He had caught her up in his arms

when the sky suddenly darkened with
the black planes and he'd half-jumped,
half-fallen into this gully. She had pulled
from his arms to lie beside him as the
thunder of the Asafric guns pounded
down on them from the smoking tops of
the mountains.
Was Marilee still here beside him? Or

had some bit of flying iron, some sharp
arrow of splintered wood, taken her from
him forever?
Dikar got hands under his great chest.

The muscles of his broad shoulders
tightened. The muscles in his arms
bulged. His arms quivered, straightened,
lifted the weight on his shoulders. He
raised his face from the red earth, and
he looked to where Marilee should be.
Dikar saw nothing but green brush,

green leaves, beaten down as no storm
had ever beat down the brush on the
Mountain. He stared, a huge fear rising
in him; and then he gave a choked cry.
For now he saw a white sarong that
clung to the graceful young body of a
Girl. He saw an arm, a shoulder, rounded,
silken-skinned. In the hollow of a be-
loved throat he saw a pulse fluttering.
Some gust of sound brushed aside a

spray of quivering leaves and Dikar saw
the firm little chin, the delicate oval of
Marilee's face.

VS^ITHIN the shadow of their long
* » lashes, Marilee's gray eyes were big
with terror. They saw Dikar and into
them came a sudden smile.
A beam of sun was somehow in the

thunder-shaking gully. It made little

glints of red in the rippling cascade of
brown and shining hair on which Marilee
lay as on a bed. It made a shining in
Dikar's blue eyes; and now the thunder
that beat at Dikar was noise only, no
longer terror.

Dikar smiled at Marilee, and he came
up on his knees and looked over and past
Marilee for the Boys and the Girls he
had led so far from their Mountain.
The gully was narrow and its side
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steep, and it was filled by a tangle of

bushes with long, thick leaves and great

purple and white flowers like none Dikar
had ever seen before. Peering into that

thunder-tossed tangle, Dikar saw a little

white bundle of fur, a long-eared rabbit

crouched flat to the ground, its eyes

glazed with terror. It crouched there

right next to Franksmith, and did not

fear him.
Franksmith's arm was flung out to one

side and his hand clasped tight the hand
of a black-haired Girl, Bessalton, Boss
of the Girls. The sight of that brought a

sudden warmth to Dikar's heart. Al-

though most of the older Girls of the

Bunch had found themselves mates,

Bessalton had walked alone, since Tom-
ball had died, and it was good that she

would be alone no longer.
• Past those two were more of the Bunch,
flat to the ground, but even Dikar's sharp

eyes could hardly make them out.

The Girls of the Bunch in their white
sarongs were a little easier to see than

the Boys who wore dappled fawn-skins
that melted them into the shadows. All

of them lay very still the way they'd

fallen when they jumped into the gully,

as still as the rabbit there by Frank-
smith.
The creatures of the woods lie very

still when there is a danger too" strong

for them to fight and too swift for them
to run from. This was a thing the Boys
and the Girls had learned from the ani-

mals and the birds.

The gully was narrow and deep, and
just as the leaf-roof of the Mountain's

wcods had hidden the Bunch from the

Asafric planes, its thick brush tangle

might hide them here. Dikar looked up
to make sure that the green tangle was
thick enough overhead—and his breath

caught in his throat.

There was no hiding roof over him.

The wind of the thunder had stripped

the leaves and the great purple flowers

from the branches of the brush and was
stripping the very bark from the bran-

ches. Dikar could look right through

what had been a safe covert. He could

see clods of earth flying over the gully

on the breast of the thunder-wind, and
bits of wood that had been trees. And,
there were flying red fragments that

could be human flesh.

"VTOT only the Bunch had been caught

A* here when the black planes came
into the sky and the guns started to

thunder from the mountain-tops. Hun-
dreds of other Americans had moved
down into this valley. From far away
they had marched by night, slept by day,

to gather here in answer to the orders

General Normanfenton had sent out over

the Secret Net.
Never before had so many Americans

marched together. An Army, Dikar's

friend Walt had called them. Never be-
fore had an army of Americans moved
so far, so slowly, and this had worried
Dikar, worried him all the more because
till today the Asafrics had made not the

least try to stop them.
Yesterday Walt had laughed when

Dikar told him about his worry and
begged him to tell Normanfenton to be
careful.

"Hashamoto has no idea of what we're

up to," Walt had said. "All the Shenan-
doah Valley down which we have come,

and this northwest corner of North Caro-
lina, was swept clear of his Blacks a
month ago, and no white man or woman
would betray us.

"We have one more night to march, my
boy, and one more day to sleep. Tomor-
row night, we'll surprise the Asafrics in

their
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friends in Tennessee storm the Cumber-
land Gap from the other.^By sunrise, two
days from now, the Smokies will be

ours."
"The Smokies?" Dikar had repeated.

"Look." Walt had pointed, and Dikar

had seen that what he'd thought a blue

cloud low in the sky was really an up-

tossing of the earth such as he'd never

seen before. "Mountains," Walt had an-

swered the question in Dikar's face, "so

high that you could put your Mountain
on top of one like itself, and another on

top of those, and still not have them as

high as the lowest of those. They're so

high that there's always mist about their

summits, and that's why the Indians

called them the Smoking Mountains.

A shadow had darkened Walt's face.

"General Fenton was telling me, only

last night, how when he was very young
he heard over the radio Franklin Roose-

velt's speech dedicating a great National

Park there, to the enjoyment and pleas-

ure of our people for all time."

"For all time," he had repeated, bitter-

ly, and then had said, "Up there is an
Asafric army, Dikar, but its officers don't

know we're anywhere within hundreds
of miles of them."
He'd been so sure of that, it had been

no use for Dikar to tell him about the

tracks he'd seen in soft grourtd, of feet

turned in at the toes the way the feet of

the Blacks turn in. It had been no use

for Dikar to tell him how the breeze had
brought him, now and again in the past

week, the smell of Blacks very near.

Walt had been sure everything was all

right, and Walt was lots smarter than

Dikar. Hadn't Normanfenton picked Walt
to be always close to him?
So the army had marched all last night.

This morning, before the sun rose, they

had found sleeping places in barns and
houses, under bushes, in woods like this

one where the Bunch had slept. Almost
as good as the Bunch at hiding them-
selves were the other Americans. They
had learned to be, this last winter.

But Dikar, lying by Marilee on a

sweet-smelling bed of ferns, had not

slept. Through the boughs of the tree

over him he'd watched the sky grow
pale with the coming dawn. He'd seen

the red blush of sunrise touch the tops

of the mountains, close now and so high

his breath was taken away looking up
and up. He'd seen the brightness spread

up there.

And he had seen a black speck come
into the sky from behind those mountain
tops, and another, and another, while a

distant low thunder of planes growled in

his ears. Before he could cry out there

had been a bright flash from the moun-
tain top, and with that the first black

egg had dropped screaming from the

belly of the first black bird

—

A burst of flame swept over Dikar's

head, blinding him. The gully side

heaved. Its green was cracked with
earthy redness. It was all red earth and
it was falling down upon him.

"Marilee!" Her name burst from his

throat in a great shout he himself could

not hear, and Dikar threw himself across

his mate, just as the earth came down
and buried them both. T

CHAPTER II

THE BOSS AND THE BUNCH

THE blackness was a solid thing against

Dikar's down-bent face. On Dikar's

back was a terrible weight of dark earth,

so that his straddled thighs, his thrust-

down, aching arms, shook.

Dikar's chest heaved, desperately pull-

ing in dank air out of the black space

that was roofed by his back, walled by
his arms, his thighs and the earth crush-

ing against his sides.

"Dikar!" Fromjhe black space out of

which Dikar's failing strength still held

the earth came Marilee's cry. "Dikar.

Where are you?"
"Here." Hard to talk as to breathe.

"Right above you. You—all right?"

"All right, Dikar. My legs—I can't

move my legs but—but I think that's be-

cause of the dirt on em. Oh Dikar!" A
sob caught at her voice. "What are we
goin to do?"
"Do?" How long could he hold up this

awful weight on his back hold it from
crushing Marilee? "Get out of this."

But how was he to get Marilee out of this

living grave? <
"It's movin, Dikar! The dirt's comin in

over me!"
"Just settlin, Marilee. I'm holdin it."

"If I could only see you, Dikar. If I

could only feel your arms around me,
only once more."
Only once more! She knew he'd lied.

"I'm holdin it," he lied again, because he
could not think what else to say. The
earth was alive with movement, alive

with its blind will to crush them. Dikar
could hear the soft, dreadful rub of the

earth as it moved in under him.
Where it moved, Marilee was talking,

but not to Dikar. "Now I lay me down to

sleep." She was saying the Now-I-Lay-
Me the Old Ones taught the Bunch to

say each night when Bedtime came. "I

pray the Lord my soul to keep. An if I

die before I wake—

"

"No," Dikar groaned into the dark.

"No, Marilee. You're not goin—to die."

But the terrible weight of earth was
growing, it was pressing the strength out

of his arms and back.
"Quick, Dikar! It's comin over my

face." It was sliding in under his belly.

"Quick! Before—"
Marilee's voice choked off. Dikar's

arms let him down. Dikar's arms found
Marilee's warm body. Earth, following
down, crushed Dikar's body to Marilee's.

Somehow 'his lips found hers.

All of a sudden the thunder was loud
in Dikar's ears again, and he could
breathe! "Dikar!" a near voice jabbered.

"Dikar, man!" Dikar's head flung back
and he blinked earth from his eyes as

the voice cried, "Dikar, old fellah."

There was light in Dikar's eyes again and
upside down in the light was a hollow-
cheeked, earth-smudged face he knew.
The face of Walt, his friend.

"Thank God!" Walt gasped, his hands
scraping earth away from around Dikar.

"Thank God you're alive! When I saw
the bank cave in on you—

"

Dikar heaved up and was on his knees,

and his tight-clenched arms brought
Marilee up out of the red earth. She
clung to him, and he could feel her quick

JALT was still jabbering, and now N
there were hurrays around them.

Dikar saw that it was Franksmith hur-
raying, and Bessalton and pimply-faced
Carlberger. And there were others of the

Bunch here too, and they were all red
with earth, their hands red and shape-
less with earth.

"It fell on us, too," Franksmith burst
out. "But not deep, and when we shoved
up out, we saw Walt here diggin with his

hands so we came an helped him."
Dikar wondered that he could hear

them all so plain in spite of the thunder
and then it came to him that the thunder
was much less loud than it had been be-
fore. He looked up into the sky. There
were no planes in it now.
"Bomb loads don't last forever," Walt



answered Dikar's look, "and they'll have
to fly so far back to get more that they'll

hardly be able to return before night-
fall. But the guns are still at it."

Bessalton and Alicekane took Marilee
from Dikar's arms and started to clean
the earth from her. "Walt!" Dikar went
cold all over with a sudden thought.
"Why're you here? Is Normanfenton—

"

"The President's in a deep cave up
ahead; I took him there." Walt's gray-
blue uniform, from the stores they'd
found at Wespoint, hung in rags about
him. "What you said yesterday had me
jittery." There was stiff hair on his face
and the hair on his head was clotted.

He looked almost the way he'd looked
when Dikar first found him, a starved
Beast-man in the woods below the
Mountain. "You were right, Dikar. The
Asafrics laid a trap for us and we
marched the army right into it."

"The army, Walt! All killed?"
"Many. Too many. But according to

the reports I've been gathering, not near-
ly as many as we thought at first. Our
men dispersed as soon as it began, found
gullies like this one, caves, other shelter.

Even those who could not find better
cover than the woods were so scattered
that each bomb or shell caught only two
or three.

"We've lost only about six or seven
hundred men. That still leaves us nearly
five thousand effectives, but we can no
longer count on surprising the Asafrics,

so a frontal assault on those natural ram-
parts cannot possibly succeed."
Dikar didn't understand all Walt's

words, but he knew what he meant.
"Then we've given up. We're licked."

"Not quite." The back of Walt's hand
scraped at the stiff hair on his chin.

"There's still one slim chance. That's
why Fenton sent me through that hell-

fire to look for you."
"Why for me?"
"Because if anyone can make good that

chance, it's you and your Bunch. Look!"
Walt pointed up and up to where Dikar
had seen the guns flash this morning.
"You see that fold in the mountains, right
there?"

"Yes." The flashes were still there,
bright against the dark green of the high
woods, and the thunder of the guns still

rolled down from there. "Sure I do."
"That's Newfound Gap, the highest

point on the highway that goes over these
mountains. When the Smokies were
made a National Park, the engineers built

a wide, level place there where hun-
dreds of cars could park while their pas-
sengers looked over the view.
"The Asafrics have* emplaced their

biggest guns there, monsters with a fifty-

mile range, commanding not only all this

valley, but the whole length of the high-
way up which we'd planned to steal to-

night, to make our surprise attack."
"I know," Dikar broke in. "But now

the Asafrics will be watchin for us an
kill us all if we try it."

"T^XACTLY. They have the range of
-L^ every inch of it. On the other hand,

if we can capture those guns we can still

snatch victory from defeat. You see,

Dikar, we could swing them around and
shell the enemy out of the reaches be-
tween the Smokies and the Cumberland
Plateau. That would make it possible for
our Army of the Tennessee to break
through, join up with us and clean up the
rest of the enemy forces in the moun-
tains."

"How're we goin to capture those guns
if we can't get up to em?"
"Look there to the left." Dikar's eyes

went along the line of soaring, dark
green peaks up from which drifted a
blue-gray haze like smoke from hidden
fires. "There. That's Clingman's Dome."
So high was the mountain Walt pointed

to that, far above, a cloud blanked out
its middle half and its top seemed a mon-
strous, impossible island floating in the
sky.

"It rises a thousand feet above New-
found Gap," Walt was saying, "and there
is another battery emplaced there, of

automatic air- craft guns, like the archy
you fired from the roof when we cap-
tured West Point. They're toys com-
pared to the ones at the Gap, but they're
placed just right to annihilate the crews
of the big ones."
A chill prickle ran up and down Di-

kar's backbone, but he only said, very
quiet, "All right, Walt. We'll go up
there an—

"

"Wait!" Walt's voice was sharp. "Wait
till I finish." Dikar had a queer feeling
that his friend didn't want him to go up
there with the Bunch. "General Fenton
wants you to understand exactly what
the job means."

"I don't care—"
"Listen, Dikar," Marilee's clear, sweet

voice- interrupted. "Listen to what Walt
has to say." She was standing close to

them, and the others of the Bunch were
gathered around. The Boys' eyes were
shining and eager but the Girls' eyes,
watching Walt, were shadowed.
"A ridge, along which runs an auto-

mobile road, connects Newfound Gap, to
the north-east of it, with Clingman's
Dome. Its eastern slope, the one toward
us, and the southern are comparatively
gentle and easy to climb, and so are cer-
tainly carefully watched. The Dome's

western side, however, is a steep cliff al-

most as unscalable as that around the
base of your Mountain—

"

"And you think they won't be watchin
that side. But they'd be crazy not to, if

they know we're around."
"If they know our army is in the vi-

cinity they'll certainly be on the alert.

But suppose we pretend to withdraw?
Suppose, now that the planes have left,

we send numbers of men to expose
themselves on roads visible from the
mountain-tops, apparently fleeing from
the valley

—

"The Asafrics will think there's lots

more runnin away, in the woods where
they can't see em. An they'll get a little

careless
—

"

"Exactly. If the ruse should succeed it

might barely be possible for a little band
of men to reach the summit of Cling-
man's Dome unobserved under cover of
the night.

"Might be, Dikar," Walt repeated. "But
if you try it, you will be climbing in
darkness along ledges so narrow that
they will barely give you foothold, ledges
clinging to the side of precipices that
slant outward to push you off.

"Above you will be Blacks and their
hearin" is as keen as an animal's. An
exclamation, the clink of metal against
rock, even a stone dislodged would warn
them of your approach. If you're shot
at and only wounded, if you make a
single misstep, you will fall three thou-
sand feet or more into what they call

hereabouts a Rhododendron Hell, a
tangled and trackless thicket."
Walt pulled in breath, put a hand on

Dikar's arm. "The chances are a thou-
sand to one against your ever reaching
the top, my boy, and even if you do, the
odds are almost as great that you'll die
up there."
Again he stopped talking for a moment,

lines cutting deep into his gaunt cheeks.
"That's why General Fenton will not
order you to make the try, but has sent
me only to ask if you will?"

"PVIKAR looked up again at the misty
island in the sky, looked down at

Walt. The sun was warm on his skin.
The smells of the woods were warm in
his nostrils and he knew in that moment
how good life was.
He said slowly, "You know what my

answer would be if I had to answer only
for myself. But this is somethin you ask
of the Bunch, the Boys to climb up there
an the Girls to wait here below, won-
derin what is happenin to us up there in
the dark. And so I cannot answer, but
only the Bunch can answer, in Council."
Dikar saw in Marilee's eyes that what
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he was saying was the right thing to say.

He wet his lips and said, a little louder:

"I call a Council. Right here an now, I

call a Council of the Bunch."
Walt pushed back out of the crowd,

and the Bunch crowded in close. Dikar
looked around him at the Boys and Girls

whom the Old Ones had made him Boss
of a long time ago. He thought of all

their years on the Mountain, and how
happy their life on the Mountain had
been, and how he'd led them down off

the Mountain because of his dream that

in them was the hope of a new tomorrow
for America.

In that moment between breath and
breath, Dikar thought of all the Councils
he had called on the Mountain, and all

the Councils he'd called in the Far Land
after he'd led the Bunch down off the

Mountain. This was the strangest Coun-
cil he'd ever called, here on this torn, red

earth with the thunder of the Asafric

guns rolling overhead, the Asafric shells

bursting all around.
And then Dikar had taken his breath,

and was talking again. "You have all

heard Walt. You know what it is we are

asked to do. You know what it means to

America if we can do it, an you know
what it means to us if we fail. What an-
swer do we give Walt to take back to the
President of America?"
"What answer could we give?" John-

stone, black-haired, black-bearded, came
back at once. "We do it, of course. What
say, Boys? Am I right?"

"Right!" yelled Carlberger and Pat-
mara and hook-nosed Abestein. "Right,"

yelled the Boys, every one of them, and
then Franksmith, thin and tall and red-
bearded was saying: "Settled, Dikar. We
do it. And you knew all the time that's

what we'd say."

Dikar saw Bessalton's hand start out

to catch hold of Franksmith and then
pull back inside her cloak of black hair,

and he saw the look that had come into

Bessalton's eyes. "Yes, Franksmith,"
Dikar said. "I knew what you Boys
would say. But the Girls have full voice
in the Council of the Bunch, an I have
not heard from em. What do the Girls

say, Bessalton?"
Bessalton's hair was black as night in

the deep woods, but her face was white
as new snow with the sun on it. Her lips

were gray as they moved and no sound
came from them, and then words came
from them.
"The Girls say there is only one an-

swer to what is asked, Dikar. The Girls

say that it must be done."
And the jaces of all the Girls were

white and drawn, their eyes dark with
; not one Girl spoke up to say

did not talk for her.

CHAPTER, III .

CLIMB TO JEOPARDY

D

hang of the lerrible cliff above him.
There was no moon, but when Dikar

had climbed up out of the brush tangle

that was so terribly far below now, when
he'd climbed up above the black whisper
of wind in the treetops, starlight had
glimmered on the face of the high sheer
cliff. Just enough light there had been
for Dikar, climbing first, to find a ledge,

a slope of earth, ledge again and slope of

broken, rotted bits of stone.

Slowly, painfully, Dikar had led the
Boys up the western face of Clingman's
Dome. Ledge, and slope, ledge and slope
again, they had climbed, starlight laying
their shadows black on the glimmering
rock. Slowly they'd climbed, hardly
daring to breathe, almost not daring to

move lest the next reach of hand or foot

send some little stone rattling down the
mountainside and give them away to the
Asafrics above. '

Death waiting above, death waiting be-

low, Dikar had led the Boys up until this

last ledge suddenly had narrowed to give

hold only to the balls of his feet, and
then had melted into an out-thrust of

rock, like a rounded wall corner.

Dikar could see nothing beyond the

outthrust of rock. Above him the cliff

slanted outward, as if to push him off,

and there was no foothold on it, only the

one little knob which his right hand
clutched. There was no way to go but

back
Before Dikar could get the Boys back

to where there was a choice of path, the

dawn would be here to show them to the

Asafrics. To go back was to give up.

Holding on to the knob of rock, Dikar

groped with his left hand along the rocky

outthrust, around its bulge and he found
a tiny crack into which his fingernails

could catch. Pulling in breath, Dikar
swung his left leg back, off the two-inch

ledge, to get it around the bulge.

In that moment the pull of the black

depths took hold of Dikar and his

strength ran out of him. He hung against

the side of the cliff, and along the ledge

beyond him, the Boys waited, unable to

help him.

THE cold of the high places lay icy

against Dikar's skin. To make the

climb, the Boys had taken off their fawn-
skins; they wore only the little aprons

of plaited twigs they'd worn on their

Mountain, and thrust into the belts of the,

aprons were long, sharp knives sheathed

by leather.

Rifles would have been too clumsy to

carry on that climb. The little guns called

revolvers would have been too heavy.
Knives were better, anyway, for what
they had to do at the end of the climb.

But this was the end of the climb, Di-

kar thought with a quick surge of fear.

For slowly, surely, against his strength,

against the tight cords in his neck, his

head was turning!

For a moment Dikar kept his head
fr.im slanting down to look into the blackIKAR held tight to a knob of rock,

just over his head. His weight was depths. For a last, fleeting instant he

all on the ball of his right foot, clinging

to a two- inch shelf of rock. His left leg

swung free over emptiness.

If Dikar looked down, he would see the
night-filled emptiness fall away from
him, down and down to a black sough of

wind in trees and brush. If Dikar looked
down, he would let go. He would follow

his look, down into the black depths.

The muscles of his neck tightened to

keep his head from turning to look

down. All his strength was in his neck,

and there was no strength in him to move
his left leg, which swung back and out

over the awful depths.

For an endless time Dikar hung like

that, between the depths and the over-
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looked, instead, into a velvet-black sky.

They were so close, the stars, that

Dikar had only to reach out to touch
them. They were the same stars that had
been close and friendly when he'd gone
up to the tall oak on the very top of his

Mountain, to dream how some day he
would lead the Bunch down off the
Mountain to free America.
This was the end of his dream, this

fall into the black depths.

No! Suddenly Dikar had strength to

break the pull. His head snapped back
to the cliff. His left leg swung against

the outthrust of rock, groped around it.

His toes found something, an edge of

stone, slid over and found a hold, a place

for his foot as far in as it would go with
his thigh hard against the rocky bulge.

Dikar's weight went from right foot to

left. The nails of his left hand pried into

the crack. His right hand let go. Some-
how Dikar was around the corner. He
was safe on a wide, almost level shelf of

rock. Held breath went out of him and
he dropped to his knees, clammy with
sweat in spite of the cold.

Dikar looked up. Above him, not
twenty feet, was a wavering red glow of

firelight and against the glow a sharp-
edged black mass.
That was the top of Clingman's Dome.

Up to it sloped clean rock on which bare
feet would ' make no sound, an ascent

that would be like a level road after what
Dikar had climbed tonight.

Like a level road, but it was clean of

brush or grass or even boulder to hide
behind, and it was pale in the starlight.

The smallest creature moving on it would
stand out plain, and nothing could live

in the sweep of gunfire from up there.

A FAINT rub of flesh on stone turned
Dikar to the fold of rock around

which he'd come. A hand groped into

sight. Dikar's fingers grabbed its wrist,

held tight. A bare foot crept around the
stone. Dikar had hold of that, was guid-
ing it to firm hold. Franksmith came
around the rock corner into Dikar's arms.
Franksmith's pale face twitched and

his gray lips started to open, but Dikar's
palm was on his mouth, stopping the
words. Dikar pointed to the glow of the
Asafrics' fire above to show Franksmith
why it was not safe to speak.
And then another hand came around

the rock-corner; Dikar helped Alfoster to

safety. One by one they came around the
bulge, Abestein, Louvance, Patmara, one
by one, till Dikar was gesturing the six-

teenth, Johnstone, to lie flat and silent on
the rock beside the others.

Dikar was down on the rock, his fin-

gers were on the hilt of the knife to make
sure it was loose in its sheath. He was
stealing up the starlit slope, the Boys
following behind.
They made no more sound than the bat

makes, flitting through the gray dusk,
but in Dikar's ears the drum of his blood
was so loud that he was sure the Asa-
frics must hear it, and where he crawled
the stone was ruddy with firelight.

All of a sudden it was black with a

shadow. Dikar froze. The shadow was
thrown by a sort of low wall of rocks to

which he'd come.
He waved for the Boys to come up into

the shielding blackness, knew that they
obeyed because he could see the black-
ness take them. He moved to the wall,
was motionless again except for his head
and shoulders, which lifted, very slowly.
Dikar's eyes came above the top of

the wall and his head stopped lifting.

The fire was a big pile of red-glowing
logs in the middle of a broad space of-

level ground. The wall ran all around
the edge of the space, but on Dikar's left

it was broken by a gap through which he
could see the beginning of the road to
Newfound Gap. Near this a low stone
house slept, door closed, windows glint-

ing with reflection of the fire.

Beyond the fire, long and slim and
black, the barrels of the eight anti-air-

craft guns slanted up against a vast and
empty sky. .Then there was the long,

low line of the wall.

Now something blotched the sharp line

of the wall. It was the head and shoul-
ders of a man. The firelight did not reach
him, so he was just a black shape to Di-
kar, but the little hairs at the back of

Dikar's neck bristled as his nose caught
the smell of him.



The smell of Hashamoto's Black sol-

diers.

Dikar made out another, and another,

and their backs were to him. Each
leaned on the wall, peering down over it.

Dikar saw that each held a rifle on the

wall in front of him, his hands on it.

There were twelve and they stood aL

along three sides of the wall, but there

were none on this fourth side. As Walt
had thought, they were sure that the

terrible west sida of the Dome would
keep anyone from coming up hera

DIKAR'S lips twisted in a humoi-less

smile. He beckoned the Boys up to

him. He let them get a glimpse of the

Asafrics, waved them down below the

wall again, pointed to each of the Boys,

pointed for each in the direction of an
Asafric. Nods told him that they under-
stood
Dikar pulled his knife from its sheath,

and drew a long breath. He came up
straight, leaped the wall. He was run-
ning silent-footed across the space with-
in. From the corner of his eye he saw the

silent, shadowy shapes of the Boys run-
ning across the space, fanning out, the

firelight glinting on the blades of their

knives.
Dikar went past an archie, was close on

top of the Asafric he'd picked for him-
self. His right arm swung up, down. The
blade of his knife slid into flesh, scraped
bone. Without a sound, the Black
pitched over the wall.

Dikar's knife was crimson, but the fire-

light didn't make it so. A scream, like a

trapped rabbit's shrilled in his ears. Di-
kar twisted to it, saw an Asafric wheeling
around to Carlberger, saw the Asafric's

rifle swinging like a club.

As Dikar leaped, there was a cracking
sound. Carlberger, dropping, had a mis-
shaped something where his head had .

been. The Asafric screamed again, eyes
white in the shiny black round of his

face, teeth white between thick, purplish
lips. Dikar's knife sliced across the black
throat. A new, bright light was all

around Dikar as the Black fell.

The new light came from the door of

the stone house, open now. It framed a
squat yellow man in uniform of Asafric
green, with undressed Blacks crowding
behind him. The slant eyes saw Dikar in

that same moment and the officer's re-
volver spoke. Dikar dropped, hit the
ground with a thud.

CHAPTER IV

OUT OF THE NIGHT . . .

THE Yellow officer yelled something
and came out of the door, his re-

volver barking. A Black came out be-
hind him, rifle to shoulder. Another,
and another.
Dikar had dropped behind the iron

bottom part of an archie in the eye-wink
before the officer had shot. He saw a
bronzed shape lunge for the Yellow, saw
the Boy knocked down by a red streak

from the rifle of one of the Blacks. There
was something hard under Dikar—the
rifle of the Asafric whose throat he'd cut.

Dikar grabbed it up, saw the Blacks
spreading out from the door of the little

house, got the butt of the gun to his

shoulder, sighting the Yellow officer, and
pulled the trigger.

The officer dropped. "Rifles!" Dikar
yelled. "Grab the rifles of the Asafrics

you've killed." He brought down a
Black, plain against the bright light from
the house-door. A bullet spanged on
the iron of the archy—another.
Then suddenly the bright light was

gone. The door had slammed closed on

the Blacks who'd dived back into the

house.
"Hurray!" A clear, high voice cried.

"Hurray, fellers. We've won," Louvance
came out from behind an archy, and an
instant later he was knocked down by a
red streak from the dark wall of the

Hone house.
"Cover!" Dikar yelled. "Keep your

cover! They're shootin through holes in

the wall of the house! They can see us
an shoot us, but we can't get at em. Hold
your shooting till you have a mark."
All of a sudden it was quiet there on

top of Clingman's Dome, so quiet that

Dikar could hear the hard breathing of

someone who'd been hurt. He saw that

the breathing came from the first Boy
who'd been shot.

But the Boy wasn't where he'd fallen

when the Yellow officer had shot him.
He'd dragged himself much nearer the
house, and there was a dark, glistening

path on the ground from where he had
fallen.

Shots sounded dully inside the house,

but the Boy hung against the wall, and
he was doing something with his knife.

He was cutting wires, Dikar saw, that ran
up along the wall to the roof and then
straight out from the roof, overhead, to

a pole on the road to Newfound Gap.
More dull shot-sounds, but no red

flashes. That meant they were coming
from a hole in the wall right up against

the Boy's body. The Boy slid down along
the wall and lay still at its foot. But the
wires hung loose now, cut through.

"WHAT—what did he do that for? " a
» ' sick-sounding voice asked, right

behind Dikar. "What did he do that crazy
thing for?"
Dikar looked back, saw that Johnstone

had crawled to him in the black shadow
of the wall that ran around this space.

"Not crazy," Dikar said. "Not crazy at

all. Don't you see what kind of wires
those are?"
There was a queer sound in John-

stone's throat, and then, "Yeah. They're
tel'phone wires

—

"

"To the Gap. He cut em to keep the
Asafrics here from callin for help from
there. We can't get at em in that house,
an they can't get at us as long as we hide
behind these big guns, but they could
have held us here till soldiers from New-
found Gap came. Whoever that was, he
could have laid still an maybe been safe,

but he gave his life to save the rest of us.

It was a brave thing. Who was he?"
"Franksmith." Johnstone said, ldw-

voiced.
Dikar thought of the way Bessalton's

hand had come, out to take hold of

Franksmith. He thought of the look in
Bessalton's eyes as her gray lips had
made the words, "The Girls say it must
be done."
"What do we do now, Dikar?" John-

stone was asking. "We're pretty safe as

long as we stay behind these archies, but
we can't shoot em at Newfound Gap un-
less we go out in front of em, an we
don't dare do that so long as there are

any Asafrics left in that house."
"Right. So we've got to get em out of

there." Dikar made up his mind. "Listen,

Johnstone. You crawl back along the
wall an tell all the Boys to start shootin

at the house the minute I whistle."

Johnstone was gone and Dikar,
crouched behind the archy, started count-
ing. While he counted to twenty he care-
fully thought over all that Walt had told

him about shooting off the archies. Then
he made himself not think at all while he
counted to thirty, to forty, only watch
how a faint grayness was coming into

the sky, how the stars were paling. But
as he counted forty-five, Dikar thought
about Marilee. . . .

"Fifty," he counted and whistled, loud
and shrill. The Boys' rifles crashed, their
red fire streaking the night. Dikar darted
out from behind the cover of the gun and
jumped up into the little iron seat fas-
tened to it, right in full view of the Asa-
frics in the house. He grabbed a wheel
and turned it, and the gun started to
move, but a bullet spanged on the gun's
iron, another sang over his head, and a
third fanned his cheek.
The gun was turning on its mount, but

it was turning slowly, and Dikar was a
fair mark from the stone house. He
pulled at an iron stick which made the
gun's barrel start coming down as it

turned. Something plucked at his left

arm, and something burned across his
thigh. The gun had turned so that it was
between Dikar and the little stone house,
and its barrel was all the way down now,
so that it pointed right at the little house.
Dikar pulled another little iron stick.

The archy jumped under Dikar. Thun-
der deafened Dikar, blinded him. The
archy jumped again, and again. Dikar
pulled the stick again. The little house
wasn't there any more. All that was
there was a few tumbled stones, and a
big hole in the wall.

"All right, Boys!" Dikar yelled, and he
was still so deaf that he couldn't hear
himself yell. "All right. Gun crews to
your places, quick! Aim down that road
to Newfound Gap." Then quietly, as if he
were falling asleep, he leaned sidewise
and fell out of the little iron seat, fell
smiling into the dark.

(To Be Continued Next Week)
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The car was slipping toward the cliff edge,

and Uncle Zack could do nothing

Drummer Boy
Salute Uncle Zack! Today he marches in the proud company <

memories, for yesterday is not dead

By John Russell

Author of "Bombs Over Cairo," "No Medals Tonight," etc.

THE whole Mack family party was
packing up for the grand day's
picnic: three cars full of them

—

a joyous hurroosh of children and
grand-children; and their uncles and
their cousins and their aunts.
They were a hardy lot, the Macks, and

there were lots of them. And this would
be a special celebration; because the
bachelor brother, Elmer, who was a big
business man in the city and hadn't at-
tended for many years, he had driven
down to make the reunion complete.

"Which marks this indeed a glorious
Fourth in our history," as Pa so aptly
put it. But Pa had been rehearsing bits

of his oration all morning to the asters

and the poppies and the geranium-beds.
And now when he addressed the honey-
suckle vine over the porch with a grand-
iose flourish, everybody joined in the
general laugh—which seemed to echo
gently in a quiet chuckling from the very
vine itself.

"Now Pa," said Mama Mack, "you
keep that speech off your mind till you
have to make it. Then it'll come out all

fresh, like."

"D' you think so?" asked Pa, rubbing
his bristly gray poll. He was a nice little
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man with a nice round tummy; and he
was going to be second speaker of the
day at the Big Meadow grand-stand,
where the Sons of Veterans and their

famous band were taking charge this

year. He never had "spoken" before, and
he was somewhat dazed by the coming
ordeal. "Maybe if I could try it over for
Elmer—"

"No, sir," said Mama Mack, firmly. "No
more tryin' till the time. You go off and
help the children with the lunch bas-
kets."

"Cm on, Gramp!" yelled his eldest

grandson Benny, a grinning imp of

eleven. Very trim he looked in his small
blue cap and uniform, white belt and
real bayonet. Benny was one of half a
dozen in his Scout troop who were go-
ing to march as a Civil War color guard
in the afternoon parade.

"C'm on, now," he ordered. "You know
what you promised, Gramp."
"What did I promise?" asked Pa, wari-

ly.

Benny was firm:

"You said you could carry three water-
melons all at wunst. Le's see you do it!"

Whereupon the whole gang of kids hur-
ried Pa away to the kitchen quarters.

ELMER stood smiling after them affec-

tionately. "It's good to be back," he
murmured, breathing the well-remem-
bered, summer-scented air of peace and
plenty and contentment that cradled the
ancient farmhouse: his birthplace and
his boyhood home.
The old village road was paved, now,

and somewhat unfamiliar with its row
of neat new cottages along the block.
"You've done pretty well here, George,"
he told his elder brother. "Didn't have
to wait for prosperity around the corner,
eh? You've got the corner yourself!"

"Yes," said George, complacently.
From his lean, indolent height he had
always been able to look down by about
six inches on the chunky, energetic
Elmer. That was his advantage; and he
did not mean the other to start any big
business ways over him.

"Yes, we've held the old property,
okay. Never sold anything, you know,
and the rents are good. Best thing
about it is how we been able to hold
everybody together. Everybody but
you, you ol' rouster! And it's sure fine

to have you with us today."
'Everybody'? The word lingered in

Elmer's ear. "Why!" he exclaimed sud-
denly. "Why, where's Great-uncle
Zack?"
"Uncle Zack? He's right here. Of

course! Ain't you visited with him yet?
Sitting yonder in the porch, where he
always sits. Well, well—step right up
and see



Elmer stepped up and saw him, and
there surely was an old man to see.

Gaunt but unbowed in his spruce Grand
Army serge, with his shock of pure-

white hair and his spot of pure-white
beard, he sat there in his rocking-chair.

And when he smiled, it was like a glint

of sun on a granite cliff.

Elmer took the gnarly, big-boned fist

in his own with real feeling. "How are

y\ Uncle Zack?" he asked.

"How ya, Cap'n?" piped Uncle Zack,

prompt as an automaton. "How's all the

Company? All present and accounted for,

sir. Correct!"
(

.

"He—he remembers I was a captain?"

said Elmer, rather simple about it.

"Not you. Not your war," returned

George. "That's what he says to every-

body. It's just about all he does say,"

George explained.

BUT Elmer was upset, rather, until he

peered down into the eyes of the vet-

eran. They were the clear, good-natured
eyes of all the Macks—only a trifle vague,

unnoticing, not quite focused.

"How long has he been like this?"

"Ever since that auto accident. You
know seven, eight years ago. I wrote

you all about it."

"Yes—but I haven't seen him in eight

years," said Elmer. "What's Doc Eyloff

say?" •

"Oh, he's sound as a nut," said George.

And the word sounding somehow not

quite right, added hastily: "I mean, he's

physically fit for his age. Only he got

pretty badly shook-up, y' know. Kind
of like he got jammed out of gear, y'

know."
"I know," said Elmer, with a gathering

intentness. "What do you do for him?"
"Well, nothing much; there's nothing

to do. He's no trouble to us. Not a

bit."

"Why, I should just say he's not!

chimed Mama Mack, who had come bus-

tling up in time to overhear. "He's just

an old dear. He's just my old precious

around the house—ain't you, Uncle

Zack?" She bent to kiss the aged man.

"Whatever you say, Cap'n. All pres-

ent for duty, ma'm!" he chirped, cheer-

fully enough.
"That's okay. But don't he ever have

any enjoyment? Don't he ever get to do

anything for himself?" persisted^ Elmer.

"Guess not. What would he do? He
used to potter around the garden. But
Hfter he came back from the hospital,

seemed he never thought of it again. Nor
nothing else. You remember how he

used to crave his t'bacco? Never seems

to miss it now."
"And he don't notice anything par-

ticular—any special friend, or such?"

"We kinda thought—little Benny.
Whenever he played his drum, it looked

like it stirred him up some. So then

we had to send Benny out in the back
lot for his practicing."

"Well, the poor old boy!" blurted El-

mer. "Well, he's certainly going to ^en-

joy his picnic along with me today!"

THEY stared at him, Ma and George.

"Elmer! We never take Uncle Zack

along. Not anywhere. He knows nothing

about cars—it might scare him, after that

smashup of his. He'll be all comfy here at

home. Maggie can always keep an eye on

him, you see. And ever since the hospi-

tal-"
"I know," interrupted Elmer, curtly.

"I've been in the hospital, myself . . .

Why, what's the matter with you peo-

ple?" he broke out. "Good gosh, don't

you realize that this day was made for

Uncle Zack? It was made by men like

Uncle Zack, for men like Uncle Zack. It

belongs to him! Why, didn't he fight

on this very battlefield—just where we're

going today? . . . How old is he?" El-

mer demanded.
"Uncle- Zack? Must be—eighty-six.

Eight."
"Eighty-eight. Right. He was a drum-

mer boy; youngest in the Union Army.
He was 'the drummer boy of Big Mead-
ow.' He helped to save the guns in the

second day's fighting. It's in the books,

even. Good gosh; and you want to keep

him home on the Fourth of July!"

Elmer was a bit stormy by now; and
Elmer's bursts of eloquence had always

power to move Mama Mack far more
than anything of Pa's. "Elmer, you—
you don't think we've been unkind to

Uncle Zack, do you?" she faltered.

"No, Mother, of course. Now don't

you worry," he reassured her. "I'll take

charge of this. I'll manage everything.

Just you run along and see that Pa don't

drop those watermelons!"
That sent Ma scurrying obediently with

a corner of apron to her eyes.

WHEN the two brothers were alone

together: "I don't just get what
you're aiming at, Elmer,".said George.

"What I'm aiming at is this," said El-

mer. "Here it's the third generation after

the Civil War. Here are you and all your

folks living on Uncle Zack's land, which
he won for freedom. It is his land, you

know. And you treat him like a vegetable

in his own garden!"
"I don't like you to say so. The court

decided, after his accident; said he was
incapable. Even Doc Eyloff, that's treat-

ed him all these years—son of his old

regimental surgeon—Doc testified he was
finished, couldn't recognize anybody no

more. Doc signed the papers for a ward-

ship. And so did you, Elmer. You
signed yourself!"

"I did, yes. I signed for you to take

care of him. But I never signed him
dead, did I? Why, jiminently, his father

lived to be over a hundred! All I'm

thinking, he's entitled to at least one
good break!"
George flushed darkly. "Sure you ain't

thinking of your share of his estate

when he is dead?"
It was the old issue that had stirred

up every quarrel between them since

they were boys; and it had always roused
the ruthless streak in Elmer. "That'll do,

George!" he warned, in his parade rasp.

"I'm taking Uncle Zack with me today if

I have to carry him off by hand!"
"The responsibility, too?" asked

George.
"You betcha!" said Elmer. He ended

the dispute, as he always had managed
to do, by having his own way; which
as usual quite restored his natural good-
temper.
"Uncle Zack! A-re you ready? Atten—

shun?" he boomed, exaggerating like a

play-actor.
It was not play to Uncle Zack. He stood

up straight as an unfolded joint-rule.

"All ready, Cap'n. Present and account-

ed for. Aye, aye, sir!" He saluted; he
gave the old Civil War salute—up, out,

down—with a snap that delighted El-

ELMER took charge of the entire cara-

van. First, he installed Uncle Zack in

his own big city car and packed him
around with Macks and lunch-baskets.

Then likewise with the other cars; piling

them up like commissary lorries for an
army on march—with plenty of room for

Benny with his drum and Pa with his

melons. —
Proudly Elmer drove at the head of

his little procession, and he was special-

ly proud that he could steer the route to

the old battlefield. In spite of unlearned

twists and turnings and a jam of traffic,

he brought them out through an almost

deserted lane to the steep edge of Devil's

Glen and a strip of shaded lawn.

They had a perfect view down over

the historic ground, where thousands of

men had locked in deadly combat ex-

actly seventy-seven years ago this day.

Below, to their right, lay the peaceful

valley; animate with the bands and flags

massing around the speakers' stands and
with the gay holiday crowds strolling

to visit the monuments.
Elmer got the cars neatly parked at

the dead end of the lane. He decanted

all able-bodied helpers onto the sward.

He dismissed Pa and Benny straightway

—the one to his Big Meadow grandstand,

the other to his Scout troop rendezvous

at Little Meadow, nearer by. Pa was
rather fretful that no member of the

family would be coming along to hear his

famous speech. But Ma was wiser. "It

would only make you nervous, dear. And
besides, you'll enjoy telling us so much
what a wonderful hit you



"CALMER decided it would be better to

keep Uncle Zack high-throned in the
auto seat. "Swell sight from up here, isn't

it, Uncle Zack? How do you like being
back here again—on the very spot?" he
asked, curiously.
The veteran nodded, but made no an-

swer. He looked down over 'the scene
of that great event in which he had
shared, so far in the past; over the
throngs bright-dotted with summer
frocks and assorted uniforms. He heard
the drifting murmur and mirth of many
voices, the discordant thumpings of mar-
tial units, the crepitation of fire-crack-
ers as crisp as mimic musketry, with
now and then the bark of a toy can-
non.
Whatever memories, whatever renewal

of humor or irony or sadness might have
echoed deep within his consciousness, he
showed no sign in his placid eyes. And
Elmer was disappointed, rather: he could
not help thinking how much more dra-
matic he could have made this moment
if he had the full ordering of it.

"It is for us, the living, rather to be
dedicated here to the unfinished work
which they who fought here have thus
far so nobly advanced . . .

"

It was the blatting of a loud-speaker,
giving out some radio reading of the
immortal. Address. Elmer noted its

source as a little refreshment booth,
away at the further end of the lane.

"Oh, damn!" he muttered. "If I didn't
go and forget to stop for ice and sody
pop! . . . George!" he bawled. "Front
and center. We gotta buy the drinks.
Come an now—double quick!" Obedient-
ly George trotted off with him toward
the refreshment shed.
They had covered perhaps half the

distance, maybe sixty yards, when the
thing happened. The appalling, awful
thing: the result of another oversight
on the part of Elmer. His car, his big
car parked back there, began to move.

Stealthily, slowly, it began to slip on
its brake and creep on the slope of the
dead end. Nobody noticed it at first.

Nobody was near enough. Until some
fellow in a neighboring picnic group let

out a yell. "Hey! Lookit that car. Stop
it!"

HPHE yell brought Elmer and George
* spinning around in their tracks. The
car was moving—not actually released,
but continuing to move inch by inch in-
exorably toward the verge. Of the few
persons who had begun to run toward
the car, not one could reach it in time.
Nobody could possibly save it except

Uncle Zack himself, if he had only known
how. But Elmer and George were both
aware—and gripped by the terror of it

—that Uncle Zack knew nothing what-
ever of motorcars.
No. Uncle Zack knew nothing about

cars. Yet he must have known some-
thing about gadgets, vehicles, contrap-
tions on wheels. Because they saw him
give a sudden convulsive start and
scramble clear overside. And then, in-

stead of staying clear, he threw himself
directly in front of that crawling, resist-

less mass and try to check it!

They had to watch that, powerless to'

do a single thing.

It was like the vision of a fabled
agony—of Sisyphus, or Laocoon; the fig-

ure of that ancient man, worn, gnarled,
far stricken in years, but holding back
against defeat and death. Just under
him lay the pit of Devil's Glen, a sheer
depth of broken boulders. He cared
nothing for it; but absurdly, hopelessly
he fought. And now he gave his old
battle-cry, like a cracked brass, but still

ringing out as it must have done, in-
domitable.
"The guns!" he whooped. "Come on,

men—all you sons! Get in here and help,

all hands, all hands. Save the guns,
dag'nab ye! Save y'r blasted guns!"
Perhaps he delayed the catastrophe by

a split second; perhaps not. At any rate,

the front wheels of the car lost sup-
port, let down with a crash just as the
yelling neighbor get there, hopped on
the runningboard and pulled and locked
the emergency. Just too late, for Un-
cle Zack had pitched over.

ELMER retained sense enough to snatch

George into a side-path without wast-
ing time in useless peering over the
brink. "This way! No good there. Got to

find him below!"
Desperately, they pelted down the

winding way that threaded through rocks
and shrubbery of the Glen. Then George
could run better than stout Elmer; and
he had breath for a bitter reproach. "Re-
sponsibility!" he flung over his shoulder.
"Management. You're the great manag-
er!"

Elmer stumbled and fell up against a
tree, and clung. The breath wheezed in

his lungs; his limbs, his heart had gone
weak, fainting. All his mastery, his as-
surance, his pride had ebbed out of him.
He gasped: "George! Wait—minute. All
in! George I'm a fool—damn fool. My
fault. But not altogether my fault, d'

you think?"
It was a pitiful appeal, and it struck

through every latent hostility, back to

the true warmth and understanding be-
tween these two.
"No; of course not," said George,

quickly. "It happened, that's all. I'm just

as much to blame, I guess. You were
right—us neglecting the old boy like we
did. Come on!"
They were both shaken. "Wait an-

other minute," breathed Elmer. "If he's

dead, George—if Uncle Zack is dead

—

listen. I'll take no penny from his es-

tate. Never wanted it. You believe me,
George?" he begged.

"That's all right. Me neither, Elmer,"
said George. "It goes to Benny. Fourth
generation, ain't it?"
And curiously, though perhaps not so

curiously, the two brothers exchanged a
hand-grip that made them both wince.
"Come on!" said George, curtly. "We

got to find Uncle Zack!"

THEY found him; oh, they found Uncle
Zack, right enough. As they staggered

out into the open meadow, right un-
derneath the Devil's Glen, here came
marching a musical contingent from the
Battlefield.

A Boy Scout troop, with half a dozen
at their head dressed in the semblance
of Civil War uniforms; blue caps and
blue suits complete; with real bayonets
swinging. Here they came thumping and
fifing:

When Johnny comes marching home
again:

Hurrah! Hurrah!
When Johnny comes marching home

again:
Hurrah! Hurrah!

All little tads they were, of the newest
generation. All except one. One grand,
tall, gaunt, tremendous figure of an old
man. Rather dusty, rather battered; but
there he marched, between the flag and
the fife. And he was beating on a drum.
The procession broke up around Elmer

and George, who stood bewildered. And
Pa arrived, even more bewildered. And
Doc Eyloff, the Scout master, not at all

bewildered, but quietly watching. And
little Benny, shrilling out the news:
"Gramp—Gramp: lookit! It's Uncle

—

it's Uncle—it's Great-great-Uncle Zack!
He come bustin' fr'm the bushes just now
here. And he borried my drum. And
cripes, if he can't just beat hell out of a
drum!"
Both the brothers were plucking at

Doc Eyloff. "Is he all right? Is he all

right, Doc?"
"All right?" repeated the Doc. "You

two guys had better get ready to chuck
up your wardship. He's got back in gear,

that's all. He's himself.
"You're a hardy lot, you Macks!" he

added. "Guess the country won't have
to worry much as long as we got folks
like his folks left around. Look at the
eyes of him, will, you?"
The eyes, of Grand-uncle Zack were

clear and keen as he came casually up
to them.

"Hello, George. Hello, Elmer." He
nodded. "Say, anybody got a chaw of

t'bacca round here?"
. . . "which marks this indeed," stut-

tered Pa, "a glorious Fourth in our his-
tory!"

^
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CASS GENTRY, coming to Triangle Town
with his partner Swifty Ogden, is ex-

pecting trouble, for trouble is his business.
A professional gun-hand. Gentry has been
summoned to Triangle; but he has no knowl-
edge of the mystery and disaster ahead of
him. Triangle's sinister puzzle centers around
the death of
Matt McHale, owner of the Rocker-M

ranch, who was shot down and robbed a
year ago. Since his death the Rocker-M
herd has been severely raided by rustlers,
and nesters have over-run the range, taking
advantage of the new homestead law. The
inheritance of
Mary Ellen McHale, the old rancher's

daughter, had dwindled almost to nothing,
and her efforts to plumb the mystery of her
father's death have been unsuccessful. De-
serted by her legal counselor and fiance,
smooth young Martin Burdette, Mary has
found refuge in the home of one of her few
remaining friends,

Dr. George Farabauoh, whose wife, Ada, is

a crippled and embittered woman. But the
doctor can do little for Mary Ellen. In part
he agrees with Bearpaw, the grizzled veteran
of the Rocker-M. that the only way to clear

they ride into an ambush by Kettledrum
River. Shand kills

Tex Cordill, formerly the ramrod on the
Rocker-M, who has been sent out to elim-
inate these two strangers. He has been sent
by Wash Parsons, the mayor of Triangle and
a man with plenty to hide. But Parsons' ally
in skullduggery,
Deputy Vic Barth, is furious at this error

in strategy, and he rides after Cordill—to
reach Kettledrum River shortly after the kill-
ing of the ambusher. Unseen, Gentry, Ogden
and Shand watch the deputy take a fat roll

of bills from the body and then ride away.

IT IS with this information that Cass Gen-
try confronts Ben Quigg, the weasel-like

sheriff of Triangle, the next day. To show
that he means business, Cass thoroughly
thrashes the Dutchman, Quigg's strongarm
man, when that worthy starts to give Gentry
a going-over at the sheriff's order. Cass Gen-
try's next stop in his investigation of Trian-
gle's mystery is the bank—to see
Frank Irish. This small, shrewd man can- -

not explain why Matt McHale's estate turned
out to be so poverty-stricken; he had thought
the rancher a wealthy man. McHale, he says,

the tangled web is to start some shooting. saw that the range was doomed because of
Old Bearpaw is the one who summoned Cass
Gentry and Swiftly to Triangle.

1kLLIE SHAND, cattle-thief, is the man
most generally suspected of Matt Mc-

Hale's murder, for McHale and his men strung
up Shand's rustler father. Yet Ollie Shand
saves the lives of Gentry and Ogden when

the homesteaders and had considered an offer

for the Rocker-M. But he refused to sell when
he suspected that his old rival,

By Jack Byrne

Abel Bannister, was behind the deal. Long
an enemy of McHale's, Bannister might have
had a hand in the murder; but Frank Irish
thinks not. He tells Cass Gentry to take it

slow and careful in his probing. There's sense
in that, Cass agrees, but he is determined to
set off a little quiet dynamite ....

CHAPTER XI

DARK AND LONELY MOUNTAIN

THE business blocks were well lined
now with wagons and buggies from
the out-country. Foot traffic flowed

both sides of Wampum Street. A work
team pulled out from the freight depot,
hauling a mixed load, and Cass noted
heavy spools of wire piled over with bulg-
ing grain sacks. Bar-wire and crop-seed
—trouble twins in any rangeland.
He strode briskly. Outside the Mercan-

tile Store a young man was handing a girl
into her carriage. An older man, lean in
rusty black, his lank hair stringing like
a preacher's, was directing the disposal of
bundles that a laden youngster carried.
This would be Eli Lombard, owner of the
Mercantile, and Cass was pleased that
chance had included the merchant in the
little public scene he planned to stage.

"Mornin', Mr. Burdette," Cass called.
He touched his hat most politely to the

is story began in the Argosy for February 15
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girl in the carriage seat. "My name is

Gentry, and I'd like to talk to you a
minute."
"Drive on, Fanny!" Eli Lombard cried.

"Get on home, girl!"

Martin Burdette had turned quickly,

jerking his foot from the side iron and
facing Cass with stiffened jaw. A welt

along his cheek was the mark of his en-

counter at Dan Venable's.

"I was talking to a lady," he said. "See

me at my office if you've any business to

transact. I don't make a habit, Gentry,

of conducting my affairs on the public

highways."
"I beg the lady's pardon," Cass said,

"but I'm crowded for time a little. There's

just one-two questions I got to ask about

the Rocker ranch. I'd be much obliged

if you'd set me right on 'em."

"Get along, Fanny!" Lombard cried

shrilly. "You, Martin—don't let 'im coax

you into trouble! That's what he's aimin'

for."

The girl refused to rouse her team. She

held the reins lax, staring at Cass with a

sort of fascination. The bundle boy looked

on with round eyes, his mouth hinged

open. Martin Burdette stubbornly stood

his ground.
"See me at my office," he repeated. I

refuse to discuss the subject here. If you

think your reputation can bully me—

"

"You start any hell-raisin' here, Gen-
try," Eli Lombard said sharply, "and I'll

make it my business to see you pay for it.

There's still some people in town who re-

spect the decencies, and we won't stand

for rowdies of your stripe, common kill-

ers, pushing into our affairs."

"It's you who begun the hollerin'," Cass

said. "If there's any ruckus come up it

won't be one I started." His eyes glinted.

"It might be easier all around if Burdette

would tell what I want to know. I take

it he's got nothin' he wants to hide."

"Nothin' at all," the lawyer said quick-

ly. "Every paper in the McHale case has

been bundled up in my office. Take 'em,

and welcome! Submit the case to any

attorney you can find and I will defy him

to show a single flaw in the handling."

«tT NEVER accused you of a thing," Cass

1 drawled. "I chiefly wanted to know
who it was that throwed the Rocker into

the courts. Who brought the suit against

the property?"
"There are three actions, Burdette

snapped. "The Exchange Bank has a claim

for a ten-thousand-dollar note of hand.

The Midwest Cattle Company holds a lien

in respect of advances on beef shipments

that were undelivered.

"Various smaller claims for equipment

and supplies have been bulked in a single

item. The order of injunction was jointly

obtained in order to conserve the existing

assets. Because of the circumstances un-

der McHale's will it was necessary to ap-

point an administrator
—

"

"Whoa," Cass said. "Let's stick to a

trail I can follow. How much does the

Rocker owe?"
"Forty thousand would cover it, includ-

ing costs. Certain proceeds of the liquida-

tion, including sums obtained from the

livestock sale, reduce this figure some-

what. The court is holding these funds in

escrow
—

"

Cass shook his head. "How much is the

Rocker worth, as things stand? Enough
to cover the debts against it?"

The lawyer shrugged. "I hoped to be
able—"
"Poppycock!" Eli Lombard exclaimed.

"A thing's worth its market value. What
it might have brought a year ago butters

no parsnips today. I was fool enough to

take over the Midwest claims at sixty

cents on the dollar, and right now I figure

34

I'm well stuck. It ain't worth anything.

"What good is land with a locust swarm
of rustlers, squatters, hired killers in-

festin' it? It's your breed, Gentry, that

runs a country to the dogs. There'll be no
honest values here, no decent living, until

we get our laws enforced."

"It's about time, Gentry," Martin Bur-
dette interrupted, lifting his voice to reach

the audience of six or eight who had
halted nearby, "that people realized the

difficulties in organizing simple justice

here. The loud-mouth talkers who've
criticized my handling of the Rocker
affairs would sing a different tune if they

stopped to consider what I've been jap

against. I defy a single one of them—"
"You makin' a stump speech?" Cass

drawled. "There's no need to apologize to

me."
"I'm not apologizing! I'm stating facts.

They've established state courts and al-

lotted no funds to set tbem up. We have

county judges with no place to function,

no authority to back their decrees. We
take our cases to Plateau City, or into

Federal jurisdiction, and crowded dockets

shunt us aside, postpone our pleas. Is it

any wonder that lawlessness is rampant?"

Cass saw the purpose behind the law-

yer's words. Martin Burdette had been

quick to declaim his justification in pub-

lic. He spoke with impressive sincerity,

and Cass realized the disadvantages he

would face in a continuing debate.

"I just wanted the straight of things,"

he said. "Thanks very much. I'm a law-

abidin' man myself, and I never taken a

case to old Judge Colt unless it came to

last resource." His eyes traveled slowly

from Burdette to Eli Lombard. "Like it

seems to be here in Triangle."

He touched his hat to the girl in the

carriage moving on.

SWIFTY and Bearpaw were at the bar

when he entered the Wheel of For-

tune. He nodded at them, then stood with

hands thumbed at his belt to peer around

the shaded interior.

He was well aware that his presence

was noted. The scattering of drinkers and
loiterers gave him the same attention that

had followed his passage along the street.

Even such an eminent citizen as wattle-

jowled Wash Parsons turned around gaze

toward him, a startled look that was
hastily averted as Cass came striding.

Hop Randolph was the man Cass want-
ed to see. The slight-figured gambler sat

at an isolated table, a bottle and glass at

his elbow and a solitaire layout spread

before him. He did not disturb his con-

centration on the cards as Cass ap-
proached, and not until Cass halted did he
lift his gaze.

"My name's Gentry," Cass said. "I

looked you up—

"

"I know who you are and why you're

here," the gambler said. "What can I do
for you?"

"I heard you had trouble with Matt
McHale," Cass said, matching his voice

to the other's cool tone. "They tell me you
had reason to want him killed, and that

you never accounted for where you might
been on the evenin' he was murdered.
That's what I wanted to ask about."

"I see." Randolph nodded. "And what
did you aim to do, Gentry, in case I said

that was my own affair and you could go
to hell?"

"I hadn't made up my mind," Cass re-

plied. "I expected to handle you a little

different from the others."

A flicker moved the watchful eyes. Hop
Randolph put his hands together, inter-

lacing the fingers. "That was smart," he
drawled. "Sit down, Gentry, if you've a
mind to. I reckoned you'd seek me out

as soon as I heard how you handled Ben

Quigg. It's a neat little scheme you're

cookin' up."
"What scheme's that?"
"Your notion of stirrin' McHale's old

troubles and enemies and harnessin' 'em
onto yourself. You've made no bones of

your purpose, so far as I can see."

"Could you point a better way?" Cass

asked.
"Not offhand," said the gambler. "If you

want to take that long a risk it's all right

with me. It even might work out, Gentry,

if you was up against a lesser proposition.

"If you want my opinion, though, the

trail's too cold and the fox is too sly and
the woods are too thick. You'll find your-
self outslicked and outgunned all along

the line, mister."

"So another man hinted," said Cass.

"Was there anybody or anything you
meant in particular?"

RANDOLPH shook his head. "There's

one opinion in town that holds that

McHale was killed for personal reasons

by somebody like OUie Shand or me. A
few of us figger, though, that his murder
and the wipe-out of the Rocker was en-^

gineered for bigger reasons, and was
planned by a clever, far-lookin' combine.
Don't ask me who or how or why, for I've

got no real notion."

"Then it wasn't you that killed 'im?"

Cass asked.
"No, it wasn't me. I had my flare-up

with the peg-legged old devil, and I did

talk pretty tall at the time. I never really

blamed 'im, though, when I come to think
of it. I had no decent right

—

"

His lips twisted. "I got no proof where
I was the night he was shot. The truth is

a thing I wouldn't believe if another man
told. I ain't proud of it, Gentry, and I

don't quite savvy why I choose to speak
it to you, but here she is

—

"I rode out to Squawman's Knob that

afternoon," he said huskily. "Six miles

she lies, wild and lone, with a little look-

out clearing at the crest there. I carried

along a friend, the best friend I got—the

good old friend that gurgles in the bottle.

It didn't take long to empty my friend in-

side me.
"I got blind drunk," he said. "I rolled

in the grass and laughed out loud. I made
a speech to a stump, sayin' what I'd never
speak in front of people. I had me one
hell of a time. For a little while I was as

good a man as I used to be, before that

bronc fell on my leg. I was the man I

should have been, as good as anybody,
instead of a damned, cheap—

"

His hand swept out furiously, scattering

a storm of cards.

"You needn't go on," said Cass Gentry,
grim-jawed. "I know what it is. I climbed
the same mountain."
He tugged the brim of his hat, turning.

His hand rubbed the edge of his jaw,
swiped across his mouth, as he angled
toward Swifty and Bearpaw.
"Ready to eat?" he asked. "I've tossed

enough rocks for one day, I reckon. I'll

take a smart man's advice and ride from
town until the pool's had a chance to set-

tle."

"Where?" Bearpaw asked.
"I can't quite say," Cass told him. "The

two next things that need stirrin' up are
Abel Bannister's Snaketrack crowd and
the homestead outfits north in the Valleys.
I'll flip a coin between 'em."

CHAPTER XII

THE HOORAW BOYS

HE WAS still undecided, however, when
he turned his roan horse into Wam-

pum Street a little later. It didn't matter
much in which direction he rode. The im-
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portant point was that Triangle Town
should see him heading forth on some
mysterious errand, with a bedroll strapped
behind him and a rifle in his saddle-boot.

He sat straight, pacing the roan by the

pressure of his knees, scanning the street

with restless scrutiny. His right hand
rested upon his thigh, convenient to the

butt of his Colt. He wanted the watchers
to read his challenge plainly. He wanted
his unknown foes among them to know
he was ready for any game they chose.

The back-country wagons had already

thinned out, but the saddle horses at the

racks had increased in number. The
saloons were beginning to hum with the

payday trade, and sundown would find

this section of town all primed to cavort

aad holler.

At the intersection of Council Street he
checked the roan. Three range-garbed
horsemen cantered past, one of them
flinging an empty bottle that skittered the

dust. A group on the opposite corner eyed
him with the same guarded interest that

had trailed his passage along the block.

Cass glanced down the aisle of trees,

vaguely frowning, then shrugged as he
kneed around.
Now where in the world did he get the

notion to ride past the doctor's house?

He had to admit that Mary Ellen Mc-
Hale had been in his thoughts. By think-

ing of her, by pretending a kinship to her

problems, he had injected a new quality

into the situations he faced.

There wasn't any point, though, in look-

ing for her now. Despite the notes some
jughead had sent, she'd be safe enough
here in town, especially with Bearpaw
posted to keep an eye on her after night-

fall. Supposing he did meet her, what
would he have to say?
No, the thing to do was to ride up the

main drag again, as if he might have his

eye peeled for some certain hombre. He
would toss one more pebble before he

headed out. If Triangle Town was led to

believe that he knew more than he did

—

well, that might rouse 'em to action.

"The sooner the quicker," he muttered,

leaning his weight in signal to the roan.^

And that was the way it happened, swift

and unexpected. The scene was set at

the corner of Division Street, brief min-
utes later, and half a hundred scattered

witnesses saw Cass Gentry ride into it to

climax the conflicts of the day.

HE WAS ten yards from the corner

when a northbound carriage turned

left in front of him. He recognized the

team of bays and the feathered elegance

of Madame Mustache. He heard a shout,

saw the carriage swerve and halt just

beyond the crossways. A man laughed
loudly, a harsh voice called some remark,

and figures along the walk turned to ob-

serve the happenings.
The incident was not exactly -unusual.

Such horseplay was common enough on
pay-night in places like Triangle Town.
The three punchers who had passed Cass

previously, flinging their bottle aside, had
been approaching the mouth of Division

Street as the carriage turned into it. They
greeted the driver with shrill yelps, rein-

ing their horses to force the bays to the

curb.
When Cass rode up, the argument was

getting noisy. One of the riders was hold-

ing the head of the off bay, and the other

pair were hoorawing the driver.

The nearest rider, heavy-built and
hawk-nosed, was doffing his hat, grin-

ning widely:
"Mebbe you don't recall us," he said,

"without our silk hats and walkin' canes.

Howcome we're barred at yore house?
They .closed the doors so fast on us we
couldn't even leave our callin' cards."

"f top it, boys!" the woman said. "Let
go that horse! You ought to be ashamed
of yourselves, carrying on in the street.

I've told you already
—

"

"There'll be ten more along in another
hour," the second horseman said. "You
can't treat us thisaway. We named your
place for our headquarters."
The woman lifted the carriage whip

from its socket. "But I told you Stella's

sick. The doctor said I'd better close un-
til he's sure what ails her. You can hunt
your fun elsewhere."
The hawk-nosed man chuckled, crowd-

ing his horse closer. "We got money," he
announced. "We'll pay the damage of that

roughhouse last time
—

"

Cass saw the brand on the rump of his

mount—the wavy line of Abel Bannis-
ter's Snaketrack iron—and his decision

was instantly made. Here was circum-
stance playing into his hand, and his lips

were grinning as he pushed the roan
forward.
"Turn loose of that horse!" he called

sharply. "Stand back there, you, and let

this lady pass!"

HIS bold approach brought abrupt si-

lence. Instinctively the forward man
had dropped his hand from the head of

the carriage horse. The other pair turned
in their saddles to face the challenge.

"Who says so?" barked the hawk-nosed
man. "What gives you leave to prod in

here, stranger? Who in hell do you claim

to be?"
"Gentry's the name," Cass said. "I work

for the Rocker ranch, what's left of it, and
I don't appreciate the smell of any three
polecats who push their fun on a lone

woman. You scared to tackle somethin'
more your caliber?"

With his first words he realized that he
was not dealing with drunken men. He
saw their faces harden as he spoke, walk-
ing the roan into them. The hawk-nosed
man let his clenched fist relax, posing his

spread fingers above his holstered re-

volver.

Cass knew they wouldn't back down.
They were hesitating briefly, uncertain

how to move, and this was the slight ad-
vantage he had to whittle down the triple

odds. Cass Gentry knew exactly what he
must do to hold the jump on them.
And he did it. He carried the fight,

striking hard and sudden.
The bite of his spur on the roan's flank

lunged the animal in a cat-hop straight

toward the hawk-nosed man, the leader

of the three and the most dangerous.
Hawk-nose was pawing for his gun when
the roan rammed his mount backward,
and he tried frantically to dodge the
slashing blow that Cass was launching.
He lurched sidewise in the saddle, and
Cass' gun barrel slapped above his ear.

He was spilled beneath the hoofs of his

rearing, snorting pony.
The second man said later that he never

even saw the move with which Cass Gen-
try slapped his gun out. The whole thing

happened too fast for him. There was the

jump of Gentry's horse that unseated
Blackie, and before a man could collect

his senses his own pony was jammed back
against the madame's carriage and Gen-
try's fist had hit out a lick that made the

whole street flutter. It didn't help much,
either, when the madame laid her whip
across his pony's rump, and then slashed
her own team so hard that they liked to

run poor Bud plumb under.
She hadn't wasted any time.

The spectators who came hurrying from
Wampum Street saw the happenings just

as disjointedly. One man had been
downed by the time the late-comers
surged within sight. This fellow's boot
had caught in his stirrup, and his crab-

stepping horse was anchored by the
weight of him.
Cass Gentry was punching a second

Snaketrack rider, and the third man was
trying to steer his pinto-faced black into

the ruction. This third one had his gun
out but his hands were too full of horse
to make any use of it.

Then Miz Rambo went into action. A
swish of her whip lunged the horse out

from under the man Cass Gentry was
fighting. A second swish set fire to her
hard-held bays, and she reined the team
toward the last of the Snaketrack trio in

a charge that he narrowly avoided.
He kicked loose of his stirrups, hopping

down to the solid roadway as the carriage

careened beyond. He was turning to face

a dusty confusion, his gun lifted to seek
out the stranger who had climbed them
so quick and complete, and then an ex-
plosion kicked up yellow dirt at his feet.

"Drop it, brother!" Cass Gentry shout-
ed. "Drop it—or I'll lift the next one
higher!"
The Snaketrack puncher let his revol-

ver fall. Through a dusky golden haze he
sa,v the looming figure on horseback and
the steady jutting arm that trained a
heavy Colt to cover him.
' "You tell Abel Bannister," Gentry
called out in a voice that the street could
hear, "that I aim to look him up as soon
as I can manage. I want to know why he
hires such as Tex Cordill on his payroll.

He'll explain to me, you tell him, how-
come the Skunktrack loses so little stock
to the rustlers!"

CHAPTER XIII

WAKE UP TO A NIGHTMARE

CASS rode westward from town, as he
had planned. He followed the wagon

road to the foothill breaks, then turned
north across rolling prairies. In his pocket
was a rough map that Bearpaw had
painstakingly sketched and explained, and
Cass scouted the landmarks that would
point him into the Six Valleys.
The wind was freshening and the sun

deepened in color as it settled toward
the blue-hazed mountain peaks. A low-
hanging drift of sullen clouds held the
threat of showers later. Cass made no
special effort to conceal himself, holding
his mount at a steady gait through lonely
country.
He had no notion of any real purpose

that this jaunt might serve. All indica-
tions were that the heart of the mystery,
the actual danger, was somewhere in the
town he had quitted. Yet judgment told

him that the wisest course was to let that
danger grow. Let Triangle Town stew in

its juices while he took a look-see at what
had been the Rocker layout.

Three men had warned him that Mc-
Hale's murder was a deeper concern than
persona] spite. Ollie Shand, Frank Irish,

Hop Randolph, an ill-assorted trio—yet
each had voiced the same suspicions. Tex
Cordill's unlucky attempt at bushwhack-
ing was the factor which inclined Cass to

agree with them.
It seemed obvious that Cordill had

played the renegade, working hand-in-
glove with the men who looted the Rock-
er. But was the ambush his own idea—

a

panicky effort to hide his own tracks—or
had he followed orders? Those yellow-
back bijls in his pocket—would they tally

with the crisp new twenties robbed from
Matt McHale? If so, how and where had
Cordill come into them?
The logical man to answer these quer-

ies was the hard-faced fellow who had
followed Cordill to the ambush, who had
searched a dead body with such eager
purpose—the sheriff's deputy, Vic Barth.
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And yet, in the circumstances, Cass was
just as well satisfied that Barth had tailed

from town. His single glimpse of the dep-
uty's lean, dark features had been enough
to mark the man as tough and capable.

A showdown with him, Cass had the feel-

ing, would end in kill or be killed, and
Barth was more valuable on the hoof

than in a coffin.

THE roan carried Cass into a rock-

walled gully, and through the notch he
could see the timbered slopes of Squaw-
man's Knob, marking six slow miles he
had covered in an hour's journey. He
still had more than another hour of full

daylight, however, and there would be a

half-moon later if the storm should blow
away. He expected to camp the night in

the near vicinity of the Valleys.

He was still in no great hurry, but he

shook up the roan a little as he neared
the gulley's end. They rounded a laurel

clump where the rutted trail resumed, and
suddenly Cass yanked the bit, pulling in

toward a thicket of concealment.

His position gave an extended view of

the traveled track that hairpinned along

the base of the table hill. A few hundred
yards beyond, near a place where a dry

wash slashed the wooded flank of the

knob, a horseman came in sight.

Cass climbed from the saddle. His fin-

gers clamped the nose of the roan as he
peered from his shallow covert. The
Young 'Un had reported that Vic Barth

rode a white-stockinged chestnut from
town, and this was explanation of the

sudden halt. The horse below tallied with

that description.

But the rider wasn't Barth, as Cass soon

saw. The binoculars from the saddlebag

proved him a stranger. He slouched in

his saddle, long and lean, and a speckled

face was enlarged in the eye glass sights

as Cass worked the adjustment. The
blotches might have been freckles or

pockmarks. A stringy mustache above

buck teeth gave him a fair resemblance

to a gopher. The distinguishing item of

his slovenly dress was a tall-crowned

black hat with a rattlesnake band. A glint

of the fading sun touched a fire-spark to

the silvered stud that joined the hatband.

Cass lowered the binoculars and a

frown creased his brows. Now where had
he seen such an ugly face before? Who
was it this brown-ticked gopher reminded
him of? He watched the horseman turn

into the mouth of the wash.
In less than five minutes he reappeared,

having gained a companion in the mean-
time. They rode off in opposite directions,

the chestnut cantering north and the sec-

ond rider setting out toward Cass Gen-
try's hideout.
For the sake of curiosity and common

prudence Cass sought a deeper conceal-

ment. He managed to find a lookout that

gave him sight of the road, and his lips

formed a soundless whistle as he identi-

fied the bulky rider who had met with

Buck-tooth in such remote and hasty

rendezvous.
What mysterious urgency had saddled

this sweaty, dusty journey upon such an
eminent citizen as Mr. Wash Parsons, the

mayor of Triangle Town?

CASS pondered that question as he rode.

Bearpaw had spoken the verdict:

"Wash Parsons—he don't amount to

much." and Cass had accepted the judg-

ment upon first sight of the wattled jowls,

the shifty eyes, the paunchy awkwardness
of the man. That estimate might be
wrong, of course. It would do no harm
to check up on Brother Parsons at the

next opportunity.
Though he attached no importance to

the incident, he was careful to give the
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buck-toothed stranger a respectable start

before trailing in the same direction. He
traveled slowly, his watchfulness increas-

ing as dusk came on, and nightfall caught
him near the banks of a narrow, shallow
stream that might be Copper Creek or

Foxfire Run, depending on which way he
read Bearpaw's map-making.

Either one, it made no difference. He
was still a short ride from the one-time
Rocker layout, but that could wait for

morning.
He had marked a spot to spread his

bedroll, and before he broke out his cold

grub he arranged his tarp as a shelter

against the rain that might come later.

The storm was still hovering up there,

clouding the roof, but a slackening wind
hinted it might roll on. The darkness fell

thick and black, fencing a silent empti-
ness close about him. and he stretched
out at ease with his good-night cigarette.

It had been a good day, Cass Gentry
thought.
He had hit a few licks, he had earned

his pay. Colonel Tom Raynor had got his

money's worth. Staring into the blank
darkness, though, into the sleepy void
where only hazy images moved, he ad-
mitted that this wasn't quite his mean-
ing. It was something else—a sort of feel-

ing he had—which made today different

from other days.
There was nothing new in the situa-

tion. It was the same old business of these
past few years—Cass Gentry trouble

—

shooting, risking his scalp at so much per
day to pull other men's irons from the
fire.

And yet he had felt an ease today, and
she was responsible for it—Mary Ellen.

He could picture her as she stood that
morning, leaning at the doctor's gate with
the dawn's brightness upon her. He could
see blue mystery in her eyes, and he re-
membered the touch of her hand upon his

own, the gentleness. . . .

HE SLEPT. He slept deeply, dream-
lessly, and he had no clear impression

of the source of the vague disturbance
that wakened him. He opened his eyes
to the same utter darkness, feeling a
windswept sprinkle of rain upon his face.

It might have been an hour later—or
six hours, for all he knew. The storm was
spraying a thin drizzle, and he thought it

might have been a rumble of distant
thunder that roused him.
His hand had fallen instinctively to his

gun-butt, and he tilted the weapon as he
sat up, listening. The roan moved with
brushy sound that was suddenly lost in

a sharper, deeper, more resounding noise.

It was man-made thunder Cass heard,
and the echoing boom of it came from
near at hand.
Gun-blasts through the night, harsh

voices shouting tumult that the wind car-
ried close. The air had a heavier pun-
gence, too, that Cass scented as he rose.

Along with the rain it bore a waft of dis-

tant fire, the bite of smoke.
There was an interval of sleep-drugged

confusion in which it seemed to Cass that
sudden noises hemmed him in on every
side. The wind swirled the sounds, the
night magnified them, and they came
crowding on from near and far, from
every scattered direction.

He had scant time to straighten them
out, for the rushing storm of them rolled

toward him quickly. Through the fringe

of trees he glimpsed a glow that lightened

the black sky toward the south.

The heaviest gunfire came from this di-

rection, a firecracker fusillade of pistols

that was punctuated by the harsh-toned
slam of rifles, slower paced. A sporadic

shooting whanged from the roadway east,

and there was a thrash of nearer move-

ment, a lift of voices, a rumble-pound
that was hard to locate. ^
Such were his hasty impressions.

The roan was fighting his night rope,

and Cass was moving toward the animal
when the full hullabaloo of excitement

came along the rocky bed of the shallow

creek. In the black storm shadows he
could see no more than a charging flood

of shapes, hulking ghostlike, coming on at

splashing speed. It was chiefly instinct

that identified them as spooked cattle,

twenty or more in the bunch, running on
the prod.
Cass had pitched his cold camp on the

shelving bank of the stream. The water-
course ran through a ravine that stretched

some twenty feet across and was probably
dry except in the rainy season. The
stampede came on so fast that the leaders

were plunging past, ten feet below, before

Cass could find the roan's tie-rope. The
horse danced and lunged, snorting loudly,

and Cass spoke a steadying command.
His voice could not have been heard in

the welter of other sounds, but almost in-

stantly it was answered with a flash of

flame from the gulley, the slam of a re-

volver shot.

As Cass figured out later, that shot had
no intention of finding him. One of the

men who were driving that pell-mell

bunch of horns and splashing hoofs had
probably risked a bullet's blast in order

to keep the critters on the jump a little

longer. It was just poor luck all around
that the dark rider happened to choose
that certain moment for cutting loose with
his hardware.
Put that was second guess. At the time

it happened, Cass naturally supposed that

someone had spotted him as a target, and
he was quick to reply to the shot in kind.

He was turning instantly, firing toward
the confusion of sounds and shadows be-
low, knowing that no honest man would
be moving cattle in such a fashion. The
hasty shots that pounded back at him
were further proof of that, if proof was
needed.
He shot again, aiming toward the mid-

dle flash of the three explosions from the
ravine. The riders were beyond him
now, spurring fast on the tails of their

crazy drive, and he fired a third time
after them, a haphazard bullet to speed
them along.

In the rain-sprayed gloom there was no
chance for accurate shooting, and he held
his fire thereafter. He crouched at the lip

of the bank until the sounds of stampede
had dwindled, aware that the other dis-

tant noises had abruptly faded as well.

He could still see the glow against the
southern sky, less than a mile away, he
judged, but the drumming warfare had
petered out.

He stood erect, turning his head to peer
and listen, and the coughing grunt of the
roan was his first warning that the horse
had been hit. The animal was down,
sprawled on its flank, and the legs

thrashed in the last convulsive throes as

Cass jumped toward the huddled shape.
One of those three wild bullets from
below had found a broader target than
Cass Gentry.
Cass locked his teeth together, and a

senseless surge of anger jerked him half

a stride toward the twisting tunnel of

darkness that had swallowed the three
stampeders. Marooned by night in a
strange country where queer business
prowled afoot and astride! It was a crazy
finish to a totally crazy proceeding.

Fire in the sky, gun-fights near and
far, and wild-shooting night riders chas-
ing the tag of a herd hell-bent through
the ragged roughs! What kind of sense

could a man puzzle out of such a night-

mare?
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CHAPTER XIV

THE RATTLESNAKE BAND

CASS swabbed the smear of rain from
his face with a well-dampened sleeve,

and returned to the shelter of the tarp to

think it over. There were several possi-
bilities he could surmise, but he quickly
concluded that what had happened was
not so important as what might still hap-
pen.
This little stretch of country wouldn't

be exactly healthy for strangers prowling
the night, if he was any judge. For the
next little while, these nearby folks would
probably be inclined to shoot first and ask
questions later. Cass realized, too, that
he wouldn't find it easy to account to sus-
picious men for his presence in the
vicinity.

His wisest move, he decided, was to get
himself gone from this neck of the woods
before sun-up.
He waited an hour or so, smoking oc-

casionally and keeping his ears cocked
for anything that might be happening
around. He heard one passing hail of

voices from the south, and later a troop-
ing clop of hoofs went along the main
road. The fire-glow had faded from the
sky by the time he thought it safe to

travel. " \

The roan would be found and most like-

ly identified, but that would be a later

concern. He descended the bank of the
creek, aiming to cache his saddle and
bedroll at a little distance, and curiosity

prompted him to scout the spot where he
had blasted down those first two bullets.

He was pretty sure he had thrown a pair

of misses, but it did no harm to take a
look.

As it happened, it did some good. His
sight was accustomed to the gloom by
now, and he caught the glint of silver, like

a round eye staring, as he moved along
the opposite bank. .It was a polished stud
he saw, bending closer. He picked up a
black hat—a hat with a snakeskin band,
and with a bullet-gouge slanted through
the upper crown of it.

He slipped the snakeskin band in his

pocket, remembering . . .

The buck-toothed man!
The image of that gopher-face recalled

the hazy resemblance that Cass couldn't
quite put his finger on. There was some-
thing about that speckled countenance
which escaped his memory. But the more
important angle was the man who had
met Mr. Buck-tooth so briefly and mys-
teriously at Squawman's Knob that after-

noon. How did fat Wash Parsons tie in

w:th these dark-riding stampeders?
Cass hid his roll and saddle, and the

carbine, too. He draped the saddlebags
over his shoulder, and skirted the road
for a slow mile or two, walking north.

The drizzle kept slacking, then starting up
again, and Cass began to cuss. His clothes

were soaked, a sore spot was wearing on
his heel, and he had justabout decided
to stop at the first place* he came to

—

suspicious or not—when he made out a
bobbing light that approached.
Cass stepped back to watch it come.

It was a plodding buggy, curtained against

the rain, and Cass moved forward again,

lifting one arm in signal. He called out a
hail, and ..the driver pulled up beside him.
"Can you give a man a lift to the near-

est shelter?" Cass said.

The side-curtain was unfastened. A
head poked out, and in the shine of the
riding lamp Cass saw familiar bearded
features.

"Is that you, Gentry?" Dr. Farabaugh
exclaimed. "What in the devil's name are
you doing afoot on such a night in this

forsaken country?"

rpHERE were explanations as they drove
A along. A natural caution made Cass
withhold any mention of Wash Parsons,
nor did he speak of the snake-banded hat.

The doctor listened intently to the outline
of the other events. Cass could feel tight-
ening muscles in the arm that touched his
own, and Farabaugh's voice was harsh
with anger.

"Stirring trouble!" he said. "Raiding
and shooting, damn their souls! Last night
it was the Anchor, and they come right
back for a crack at the LIG next door.
No wonder men are talking of pulling
stakes out of such a crazy country."

"If you ask my opinion," Cass said, "it's

a little too crazy. A clever thief, like they
claim Ollie Shand to be, would know
.enough to spread his operations. What
good is it to cut out a bunch of stock and
start 'em on the jump if the ranch hands
are close on your tail? It's the damned-
est kind of rustlin' I ever heard of."

"I suppose it is," the doctor said
thoughtfully. "The more I see of this
so-called human race—yes, and myself
included—the more I think we're all born
with one sort of insanity or another."
He laughed briefly. "I'm dog-tired,

which is why I talk this way. It was one
of those fellows at Burnt Mills. Knife
wounds—I couldn't pull him through. He
was no more than twenty-five, a magnifi-
cent specimen, and the woman he'd fought
for—Queenie, they called her—came to
hold his dying hand.

"If that poor young fool could have had
his choice then, I kept wondering, would
he have traded one day of the fifty years
he might have lived for a hundred such
women as Queenie?"
The buggy swayed the mucked road

while Cass thought that over. "Most like-
ly yes," he said presently. "He'd have
traded a hundred years if he wanted her
bad enough. There's some things that
can't be figgered out by common sense.
Men just ain't built that way."
The doctor's head turned toward him.

Cass heard the whisper of a deep breath,
then a chuckle.

"I see we're another pair," said Fara-
baugh, "who share the same insanity. I

guess I'd better stop at the Dot to see if

my services are needed. They'll take my
guarantee for you, I imagine, if you want
to pass the night, and lend you a horse
in the morning."
"Well—" Cass hesitated. "What time is

it, anyhow?"
His own impressions counted the hour

as late. The doctor's watch, however, still

lacked minutes of midnight.
"Some of the men at the Mills," the doc-

tor said, "were telling around that you
raised considerable excitement this after-
noon. One fellow who rode from town
reported that Abel Bannister was hunting
you along Wampum Street with blood in
his eye. You seem to be getting results,
Gentry, but I hope you've considered the
dangers of pushing things too fast."

"Your little banker mentioned that,"
Cass said. "The point is that I want 'em
roused. The handiest thing that's hap-
pened so far was that ambush Tex Cordill
laid out for me and Swifty. A little more
of the same, and mebbe we can start to
cull out the sheep from the billygoats."
"But Ollie Shand might not happen

along the next time. The next bushwhack
bullet might not miss. That wasn't exact-
ly what I meant, though. I was thinking
of Mary Ellen. If anything should happen
to her— Wait a minute! Is someone
swinging a light along the road?"

A YELLOW lantern moved in the dark-
ness ahead. He always lighted his

buggy, the doctor explained, to identify
himself on his dark journeys. There was

never any telling around what turn of the
trail the need for him might be waiting.
He pulled up beside a slicker-coated

horseman who greeted him by name. It

was no emergency summons. The man
was a hand from the LIG, one of an angry
cordon scattered through the vicinity.
"Doggondest business I ever heard of,"

he said. "They come down bold as brass
on thirty-forty head of market stock we'd
gathered in the home pasture. The night
and the rain was with 'em, of course, and
they fired some winter sheds and feed
ricks over towards the timberline to draw
us off.

"Before we was half-started, though,
they'd begun to move the beef. Three-
four of 'em was stationed to hold us off,

and we had a lively time there, poppin'
back and forth, whilst the rest of the crew
headed the bunch up Foxfire Run. They
never had a chance to get away, though.
They gave 'er up in less'n half a mile,
scatterin'."

"Anybody hurt?" the doctor asked.
"O'ny the boss. He worked his temper

up so high it blew his hat off. Man, was
he on fire! He was primed to storm Dev-
il's Notch all by his lonesome if that
would put Ollie Shand's neck into his
hands. He rode for town a while ago to
see what hell he can prod out of Abe
Bannister and his vigilantes."
"How could you tell it was Ollie's

crowd?"
"They headed out straight west when

we took after 'em. Who else would it be?
Who'd brazen a iob like that, exceptin'
Ollie?"

•

The doctor looked at Cass. "You want
to stop?"

"I seem to've changed my mind," Cass
said. "I'll sit where I am into town, if

you don't mind company."
"If you'll take the reins and let me

catch a nap," the doctor told him, "you'll
be more than welcome."
When they were moving again, Cass re-

turned to the previous conversation. "You
mentioned Mary Ellen. What was you
drivin' at?"

"I was thinking she might be safer out
of town. Those troubles you're bringing
back to life might lash at her, you know.
That can't be risked, Gentry. She's—well,
I refuse«to chance it."

"You mean that note she got?"
The doctor made a nervous growling

sound. "The notes—yes, and other things.
I can see now that I was selfish, perhaps,
in urging her to stay. She has done so
much for Mrs. Farabaugh—well, I find
myself in a peculiar position. I could
hardly suggest that she go elsewhere for
a while, but I thought that you might
persuade her—

"

He moved his hands in sweeping ges-
ture. "Damn it, I don't know what to say.
I don't know what's to be done, Gentry."
The buggy poked on. Cass stared

through rain-splashed isinglass into a
dim world pressed thiok and close. He
could see no more than the shape of the
horse and the outline of the road. The
single sound he heard was the plock of
hoofs, monotonous.

How long they rode in silence he did
not know. His thoughts were vague, aim-
less, and he did not realize where they
were trending until he heard the sound
of his own dull voice:
"You think she's still in love with this

Martin Burdette?"
The words had been spoken uncon-

sciously, and he glanced in swift embar-
rassment toward his tall companion. The
doctor's head lolled on his shoulder. His
weariness must have wooed -sleep instant-
ly, for he gave no answer.
Cass licked his dry lips. In the back of

his mind was a bothersome little detail
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he'd have to discuss with Swifty. "Ollie

Shand might not happen along the next

time." So the doc had spoken. In re-

counting the tale of the Kettledrum attack

even to Bearpaw, Cass had been careful

to eliminate any reference to the yellow-

haired man. Where, then, had the doctor

gained his information?

CHAPTER XV

TO HATE, OR TRUST

T\HE rain had spluttered out and the

v night was clearing when they came
to Triangle Town. At the upper end of

Wampum Street the lights glowed in a

yellow row, and the sounds of pay-Tiight,

the music and merriment, increased as

the buggy rolled on. The doctor massaged

his eyes with the heels of his hands.

"You'll do me a favor," he said, "if

you'll put this horse in my stable. I was
called to Burnt Mills unexpectedly, and

there's a sick girl at Mrs. Rambo's I

should see again. I'm afraid it's pneu-

monia. If there's a downstairs light m the

house you might leave word that I'll be

along shortly."

Cass said he'd be glad to. He had done

considerable thinking on the last shank

of the ride and had come to see that Tri-

angle Town was where he belonged right

now. Any action that developed would

probably start from here. There was the

business of Wash Parsons to be looked

into, for one thing, and it might he a ripe

time, too, to hear what Abel Bannister

had to declare.

Looking for Cass Gentry, was he, with

blood in his eye? Well, Cass had a little

of the same in his own. He'd had his

horse shot from under him, you could

almost say, and he was wet and cramped

and bedraggled and footsore. He'd never

be better primed for a skirmish.

Council Street was dark, and he saw

no light in the doctor's house. When he

turned into the side passage along the

fence, however, he noticed glowing win-

dows at the rear. A light still burned in

the kitchen, though he could mark no
movement there as the buggy squeaked

past.

There was a good-sized stable beyond.

Cass found a lantern on a shelf, and its

rays revealed an extra buggy as well as

two stalled horses. He drew some water,

and his lips framed a whistle as he set to

work. He owed a debt to the mud-
splashed animal in the traces, he consid-

ered, and this was one way of paying it

HE HAD the horse rubbed dry when
he heard the outer scrape of footsteps.

He stepped out of the circle of light, in-

stantly wary, but some foreshadowed in-

stinct told him who it was even before

he saw her at the entrance.

Mary Ellen halted. "Oh—" she said. "I

thought it was—

"

She looked at him queerly, and for a

few seconds Cass Gentry couldn't find a

word to say. He stood like a gawk, watch-
ing the way she held herself, light and
shapely, and the slant of her head and
the half-smile that slowly came.
"Why, Bearpaw said you'd be gone for

a day or so. I heard the buggy pass, and
I wanted to tell Dr. Farabaugh—" She
brushed at her skirt. "I was sitting up-
stairs in the dark, and I thought he'd want
to know that Martin Burdette sent the—
the bundle over. A boy delivered it.

Sometimes I have a cup of coffee with the

doctor if I'm still awake when he comes
in."

"He picked me up on the road," Cass

said. "I kind of lost my horse in an acci-

dent. I was—uh—well, I went—"
"Never mind," she said. "You have

your plans and I don't intend to inter-

fere. You still haven't anything definite,

have you?"
"Not exactly, no. We got some leads

that may work out, though."
"Maggie says the whole town's talking

about the way you lit into everybody.

There were so many times I wanted to

kick Ben Quigg out of his chair that I

made Bearpaw tell that story twice. He
was prowling outside—said he'd been or-

dered to keep an eye on me. Do you think

that's necessary?"
"Well—" Cass shrugged. "There's no

harm in it."

She had come across toward him. A
narrow bench was backed against a beam-
support, and she sat with pink-puffed

slippers touching the lighted circle that

the lantern painted upon the floor.

"Sit down a minute," she said, and she

looked at him with wise eyes. "I want
you to know—

"

Cass sat.

"I guess you have reason to call me
afraid," she said. "I was afraid—dread-
fully. These troubles had gone on so long,

they had piled on so thickly, that I—oh,

I don't know how to say it! It was the

fact that I didn't know what to fear that

made me afraid."

"Sure," Cass said. "Like a noise in the

dark. You're scared until you know what
made it."

"That's it—that's what I meant. And
then, besides, I had no one to depend on.

There was no one" —she compressed her

lips— "I could count on for sure.

"One said this and one said that until

I wasn't even sure of myself sometimes.

But all that's over now. I'm not afraid

any more please believe me. I've been

very, very sure of myself—

"

She met his gaze steadily. "Since this

morning."
Was that what had happened to him,

Cass wondered. Was self-assurance the

new ease which rode him lightly through

the day?
He gave up that thought, for Mary

Ellen was talking again.

"I've found someone I can trust, Cass

Gentry," she said. "I've put my troubles

in your hands, and I—well, maybe I've

put myself in them. I've borrowed your

confidence, your strength
—

"

Her lips were trembling. There was a

wet shine in her eyes as she turned her

head away.
. /

THE best Cass had to offer was a stiff

grin. Long ago he had toughened his

hide against soft emotions. In the world

he had made for himself each man devel-

oped a shell for the rest of that world to

see. He had a swift sense of guilt, of

shame, that was partly due to seeing her

so, and partly to the response in him that

needed such a heavy hand to curb.

"I certainly appreciate
—

" he said halt-

ingly. "I'll do the best I can—"
"It's hard to explain," she went on soft-

ly, her face still averted. "It's something

I saw in you from the first moment.
You're like the man I loved the most and
hated the most—my father.

"I fought against him. I opposed the

things he stood for, just as I opposed you
yesterday. While he lived, though. I nev-

er had to doubt my protection, my safety."

"Sure, sure," Cass said hastily. "I kind

of been thinkin' about that. This letter

somebody sent, and with trouble apt to

crop out any day, it might be best if you'd-

travel out somewheres until we know
how we stand. If your friends could

count you safe it would relieve their re-

sponsibility."

"What friends?"
"Well, Bearpaw—the folks in town you

know

—

She faced him. "My friends—" she said

softly. "I've had to learn a new way of

counting my friends, Cass Gentry. I'm

not afraid, I tell you. Are you running

off to find a hideaway?"
Cass shrugged. He turned his frowning

glance from the lantern's glow, fumbling

for answer, and the movement he saw in

the darkness beyond the stable door was
no more than a flutter, a shifting shadow
among the shadows, a ghost-face blob of

gray. It was wind, it was mist, it was
nothing

—

He smashed at Mary Ellen with the

wide sweep of his arm, with a backhand
jerk that struck the base of her throat and
toppled her from the teetering bench. In

the same abrupt move he was thrusting

his own body backward, grasping his hol-

stered pistol as he fell.

He thought he could feel the burn of

the bullet, across his cheek in the instant

of the gun's explosion from the outer

darkness.
(To be continued next week.)
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Cuffee fired and the smiling British officer

went down first

By Don Tracy

/ Got No Sword
THERE was a boy, one time, and his

name was Cuffee. At first, he was
Cuffee Stevens because then he be-

longed to Mr. Lucius Stevens of Kent
Island, in the Chesapeake Bay.
Mr. Lucius Stevens was a right good

man to belong to; never putting out a

task that was too hard and making sure

that his slaves didn't eat terrapin more
than twice a week, even if the_Law said

a man could feed his slaves terrapin

three times a week but no more.
That's why a lot of folks couldn't agree

with Cuffee when he begged Lieutenant

Richard Kennemont to buy him from
Mr. Lucius Stevens. Because Lieutenant
Kennemont didn't have the hogs or the

house or the harvest that Mr. Stevens

had.
But Cuffee, he always was sot in his

ways and when he saw Lieutenant Ken-
nemont in Jiis uniform, riding his high-

stepping black horse with the white
blaze over its eyes he said to himself:

"I got to belong to him!" And he begged
so hard, both Mr. Lucius Stevens and
Lieutenant Kennemont, that finally the

lieutenant, he bought Cuffee.

Most times, Lieutenant Richard Ken-
nemont was riding around the country
on his high-stepping black horse, Afri-
que, with his poot white with dust and
his teeth like ivory in his dark face when
he smiled at folks as he rode past, touch-

Cuffee was a black boy, and he

had his mind sot on being war-

folks. He went at it so hard

you couldn't tell whether he was

a traitor or a
'

ing the peak of his hat with one finger,

like a salute.

Folks said Lieutenant Kennemont
would never have a shilling while there

was a king to beat a knave in a pack of

cards, but he was a smiling man and
everybody loved him. And after Lieu-
tenant Kennemont bought Cuffee from
Mr. Lucius Stevens, Cuffee always rode
.behind his new master on a mule that

pointed the path with its ears with every
step it took. And Cuffee got downright
proud.

I guess Lieutenant Kennemont got
fonder of Cuffee than he was of anything
except his high-stepping horse, Afrique,

and Mistress.Mary Dodson, who was the
daughter of the biggest military man on
the whole Eastern Shore of Maryland in

them days. That was in 1813.

Mistress Mary Dodson's father, he was
Captain William Dodson and he was
short and fat, with a red face and a set

of false teeth that somebody in Baltimore
had made for him, but they never fit

just right.

But Captain Dodson was a brave man
and the most military man I ever see.

He might remind you of a little red
rooster but there come a time, later,

when he showed how brave he was
against Mr. Admiral Cockburn's men.
Him and Lieutenant Richard Kennemont
and Cuffee.

1 REMEMBER Captain Dodson strutting

up and down in front of the dragoons,
and he was hollering.

"Men, the enemy is at our gates!" he
yelled. "The despicable Cockburn"

—

that was Mr. Admiral Cockburn, the
Englishman that everybody hated be-
cause he burned and stole

—
"is moving

up the Bay with eight sail, three brigs
and five armed barges."
Then the dragoons mumbled and

shifted their feet, like they were anxious
to get at the^ritish. Them dragoons!
"Lieutenant Kennemont," the captain

said, "will review the company. Captain
Smith and I are going to retire to plan
our defenses."

Well, I knew what plans they were go-
ing to fix up because I was Mr. Mitchell
Taylor's man and Mr. Taylor owned the
ordinary, right off the Square. And Cap-
tain Dodson and Captain Smith, they
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were both gentlemen that liked a drink
and, anyways, the British were down be-
low Hooper's Island and they wouldn't
be at Saint Michaels for another couple
of days.
But Lieutenant Kennemont—Lord,

how he worried! He wanted the dragoons
and the light infantry from Miles River
and the sharpshooters from Royal Oak
to dig ditches and put logs down and
haul cannons and things like that, for

fear the British would catch them with
their buttons undone. But the Dragoons,
they was mostly quality and they didn't

want to.be working like field hands.
I remember this one day when I was

watching the dragoons drill in the

square, out of step and laughing and
talking and Lieutenant Kennemont seri-

ous, with a thin mouth, up ahead on that

high-stepping black horse.

Cuffee was over to one side, out of the

way of the white folks, on his mule and
watching Lieutenant Kennemont. But I

was watching Mistress Mary Dodson and
I could tell that as far as she was con-

cerned there wasn't anybody else in the

square but the lieutenant.

Later, I saw Cuffee and I told him, I

said:

."Pretty soon, the lieutenant will be
getting married, the way Mistress Mary
Dodson looked at him. And then you'll

have to work like the rest of us instead

of riding around on a mule, pulling faces

at us that has to walk."
Cuffee shook his head and looked like

I'd said there wasn't no Lord God. He
couldn't think of his master married.
Cuffee always thought that Lieutenant
Kennemont belonged to him and the

high-stepping black, Afrique.
"We're war folks," he told me. "We

got to whup the British before we do
&nything else

"

"Yuh!" I said to him. "White folks

I've known don't let war or nothing else

stand in the way, once they look at each
other like Mistress Mary Dodson looked
at Lieutenant Kennemont."

Just then, Mister Taylor, my master,

fetched me a clip on the ear for talking

about quality and for not doing some
task I forgot to do, so I left Cuffee and
went about my work. But I could see

that what I said worried that boy. He
was a slow-thinking man but once he
got something in his head, nobody could

get it out without they used a bung-
starter.

THAT'S howcome Cuffee got in

trouble. Somehow, he got it into his

head that if Mistress Mary Dodson mar-
ried his Lieutenant Kennemont, the lieu-

tenant would quit fighting the war. And
if the lieutenant wasn't war folks, Cuffee

would have to handle a plow or tend the

front door. He worried so much he for-

got who he was and he spoke up like he
shouldn't have.
He told Lieutenant Kennemont that

he, Cuffee, didn't want the lieutenant to

marry Mistress Mary Dodson.
Now, the lieutenant was a smiling man

that killed the rockfish he caught when
he was fishing, right off, instead of let-

ting them gasp themselves to death in

the bottom of the boat, but he couldn't

let Cuffee say that.

He looked at Cuffee with his eyes get-

ting bigger and bigger and then he haul-

ed off with his riding whip and he crop-

ped Cuffee across the face with it. You
got to remember that in them days a
white gentleman didn't even speak the

name of a lady, without she or one of

her kinfolks was there, and for a boy to

talk up like that was downright dis-

graceful.

So a gentleman like Lieutenant Rich-
40

ard Kennemont, he really had to crop
Cuffee for that, even if he was sorry for

it the minute after the whip laid a red
streak across Cuffee's chocolate face.

But the Lieutenant couldn't tell Cuffee
he was sorry because that wouldn't be
right, either, so instead he turned and
walked out of the room.
Now there are children and there are

dogs and there are horses that won't
take a whip and there are slaves, too,

that won't. They don't cry or bite or

kick but they'd be better off if they did.

A whip stings and you can holler and
carry on and yell the sting right out of

your skin. But if you grab your lip with
your teeth and swallow the yell, the
hollering stays inside you, always some-
where back of your ears. You've seen
a horse drop its head and shiver when
somebody crops it too hard and you've
said to yourself: "That's going to be a

bad horse some day." Lieutenant Ken-
nemont, he knew horses and he should
have looked back at Cuffee and maybe
things wouldn't have happened like they
did, if he had.
Cuffee stood there, looking after the

man he thought was the nearest thing
to God Almighty; the man that had just

cropped him across the face. He was a
slow-thinking boy and he couldn't think
things out very good. He only knew
that he was full of sorrow and Mistress
Mary Dodson had something to do with
it. So he decided that Mistress Mary
Dodson was no friend of his. And that

was bad, bad!

CUFFEE was sot in his ways. He sot

his mind on getting bought by Lieu-
tenant Kennemont and he did it. He sot

his mind on brass buttons for his coat
and he got them, only Lieutenant Ken-
nemont made him take them off because
nobody but quality was supposed to

wear brass buttons.
Cuffee sot his mind on the thought

that he had to keep Mistress Mary Dod-
son from marrying his Lieutenant Ken-
nemont and there wasn't going to be any
jump too high for him to take to do that.

Cuffee figured out that if Mr. Admiral
Cockburn and his Britishers came to

Saint Michaels, then Lieutenant Kenne-
mont would be so busy whupping the
British that he wouldn't have time to pay
suit to Mistress Mary Dodson and he
would forget he was in love with her
and he would forget that his boy, Cuffee,
ever spoke out of turn, he would be so

busy riding around on his high-stepping
black with Cuffee on his mule behind
him. Now you know that don't make
sense, but it made sense to Cuffee and
that's why he ran away.
Yes sir, ran away from his master.

Lieutenant Kennemont, on the mule the
lieutenant buyed for him, knowing he
was likely to be a notch-eared man the
rest of his life. Even a smiling man like

the lieutenant would be bound to notch
Cuffee's ears because that was the Law,
like shooting a sheep-killing dog and
paying taxes.

Lieutenant Kennemont, he was good
and mad when he come around to Mr.
Taylor's ordinary one morning and I

heard him talking to Mr. Taylor.
"I've lost my boy," the lieutenant said,

and his face was red, he was so mad. "He
ran away some time during the night.

I've seen him talking a lot with your
boy, Sol, and maybe Sol knows where
he headed to."

So Mr. Taylor summoned me into the
room and I told Lieutenant Kennemont
I didn't know where Cuffee had gone,
honest I didn't. But I did say I saw Cuf-
fee, riding south on his mule, soon after

daybreak, just after I got up and started

my early tasks. And that was true. I

saw Cuffee but Cuffee, he didn't see me.
"That fool boy," the lieutenant said,

"don't even know how to run away
right. Setting off on his mule in the day-
light! If he was smart, he'd go at night

and travel on foot."

Mr. Taylor, he spoke up, slow and
thoughtful.
"You'd better get that boy, Lieuten-

ant," he said. "If the Britishers happen
to grab him, he could tell them a lot

about that ten-gun battery off Deep
Water Point."

The lieutenant, he looked madder, but
then he laughed.
"That boy," he said, "hates Britishers

worse than I do. He wouldn't tell them
anything."
And then he jumped on his high-step-

ping black and set out after Cuffee, but
he never found him. That day he didn't

because that was the day the Britishers

started raiding the islands just south of

Saint Michaels and the lieutenant was
too busy to hunt long for Cuffee.

MR. Admiral Cockburn must have got

tired of salt pork and fish for his

dinner table because he sent his men out

to get some fresh meat. And they got it,

them Britishers, by stealing it from the
plantations they raided.

Now in those days there were Federal-
ists and Democrats and Republicans in

the Assembly at Annapolis, where they
made the Law. The Federalists were all

against the war, but the Republicans and
Democrats were all for whupping the
British.

And it*was a funny thing, but the

sailors and marines from Mr. Admiral
Cockburn's fleet picked on plantations
owned by Federalist gentlemen more
than they did on the places owned by
Republican and Democrat gentlemen.
That was because the Federalists, they
were the rich folks and I've heard Mr.
Taylor say the Federalists didn't want
the war because it was bad for their

business.

"So long was their dirty gold safe,"

Mr. Taylor used to say, "and they would
not care if we went back to being a

crown colony."
Well, the Federalist gentlemen

changed their mind quick enough when
the British snuck up on their islands and
stole and burned and sometimes spoiled
things they didn't want, out of down-
right meanness. Then you should hear
the Federalists holler for a bigger mili-

tia and more cannons and even warships.
Even the dragoons forgot to strut

around and talk big, after those first

raids. They got busy and they finished

Fort Stoakes in a hurry, with two six-
pound cannon that Mr. Jacob Gibson
had just given them.
While the lieutenant was riding

around, gathering up men, that day of

the raids, Cuffee was with the British.

Yes sir, that boy had got himself cap-
tured scarcely three hours after he left

Saint Michaels at dawn, riding on his

mule.
He run smack into a patrol of British

marines raiding a place about ten miles
south of Saint Michaels and they grab-
bed him quick because Cuffee was a big
boy and the British needed strong men
to do the hard tasks.

CUFFEE didn't mind being captured,

not at first. It was what he wanted,
to tell the truth, because he had his plan
he thought was going to make Lieuten-
ant Richard Kennemont forget he was
in love with Mistress Mary Dodson. He
was going to inform to the British and
tell them there wasn't any ten-gun bat-



tery near Deep Water Point, like the

British thought there was.
Now this was bad, but Cuffee didn't

mean it as bad as it sounds here. CufEee
knew that there wasn't a British fleet

that could whup Lieutenant Kennemont
and what he wanted was for the British

to attack Saint Michaels so the lieuten-

ant wouldn't have any time to pay suit

to Mistress Mary Dodson.
When the British raiders grabbed Cuf-

fee, he told them he wanted to go with
them because he had something to tell

their Mr. Admiral Cockburn.
"What do you want to talk to the ad-

miral for, boy?" they asked him. Cuffee
grinned and shuffled his feet.

"I know about the guns,^at Saint

Michaels," he told them. "And I figure if

I tell Mr. Admiral Cockburn what I

know, he'll see that I goes free."

"Yes," they told him, lying to Cuffee
and he knew it, "the admiral will set you
free, all right. He'll likely buy you a big

house in London with a red coach with
gilt."

"That's fine," said Cuffee, acting like

he was believing everything they were
saying, "I'd sure like a red coach with
gilt."

The sailors and marines, they laughed,
taking Cuffee for a weak-minded boy

—

and he was a slow-thinking boy, at that

—and they put him in a boat and rowed
him out to the brig Saint Domingo that

was Mr. Admiral Cockburn's flagship.

Besides the Saint Domingo, there was
the brig Contest and the brig Marlbor-
ough, and six or seven barges that I

don't know the names of.

Cuffee told me later the ships were
the biggest things he ever saw, rising up
out of the water like mountains when
the boat got close to them, with guns
sticking out like a hedgehog's spines and
officers in elegant uniforms with white
lace and gold-hilted swords, and the

boatswain's whistle piping, thin as a
railbird's cry, most of the time.

Well, Cuffee never did get to see Mr.
Admiral Cockburn, but he saw the cap-
tain of the brig Saint Domingo and that

was pretty good for a runaway slave.

The captain, he was a tall man with a

long nose, Cuffee told me, and he had a
mean mouth, like a turtle's. But stand-
ing beside the captain was a young man
that Cuffee liked right away because he
was a smiling man, like Lieutenant Ken-
nemont, and about the same age as the

lieutenant.

"What do you want to tell the admir-
al?" the mean-looking captain asked
Cuffee. "You'd better tell me before I

put a cat to you that will make you
talk."

Cuffee looked at his feet a while and
then he told the captain:

"I aimed
what I got
rightly tell you,
Then the young man spoke up. "I'm

the admiral's nephew," he told Cuffee.

"You can tell me and I'll tell the admir-
al."

>la tne captain:

to tell Mr. Admiral Cockburn
to tell. I don't know as I can
you, sir."

WELL, Cuffee thought about that a

while and lie decided that would be
"all right; that it would fit in with his

plan. And he liked the young gentle-

man with the smile.

"It's about Saint Michaels," he said.

"They ain't got any ten-gun battery like

you think they got. I belong to Lieuten-

ant Richard Kennemont and I know
what I saw. Those things that look like

cannons from a ways off ain't but wood
logs. I helped plant those logs and I

know they can't shoot any more that a

stick of wood can shoot."

The young man, Mr. Admiral Cock-

burn's nephew, looked at the captain of

the Saint Domingo with his eyebrows up
and he whistled sort of low. But the tur-

tle-mouthed gentleman, he didn't believe

Cuffee.
"It's a damn Yankee trick," the cap-

tain said. "Those rebels have sent this

boy here in the hopes of getting us to

attempt a landing at the town with a

small force."

Cuffee shook his head at that. "No
sir," he said. "Lieutenant Kennemont
don't know where I am, even. I ran

away because he whupped me."
Well, they busied Cuffee with ques-

tions and he told them what he knew,
telling the truth all the time because he
knew his Lieutenant Kennemont would
whup the British easy, even without

cannons. You see, Cuffee didn't know
about Mr. Jacob Gibson giving the dra-

goons those two six-pounders.
The admiral's nephew, he believed

Cuffee but the captain of the Saint Dom-
ingo didn't and the two British gentle-

men got in an argument until the young
gentleman slammed out of the room and
said he was going to see his uncle.

They kept Cuffee for three days and
they busied him with questions every

day, trying to catch him in a lie that

would show this up for a trick, but they

couldn't. And then one day the young
gentleman came into the captain's room,
waving a paper.

"I got it!" He laughed. "I got Uncle's

order to lead a force on Saint Michaels!"

"You'll move your men into a ten-gun
battery," the captain said, like he was
tasting a green apple, "because you be-

lieve a runaway slave. And then the

blame will be on my head, when you
don't return."
The young gentleman laughed in that

free and easy way of his.

"I'm taking my dancing pumps," he
told the captain. "I'm going back to

England next week and I'll have a dance
with some lovely Yankee in Saint

Michaels tomorrow night to celebrate

my victory and my leave-taking."

Cuffee was there, grinning and feeling

good because this was what he wanted.

He could fair see his Lieutenant Kenne-
mont whupping the British now, with
him right there beside the lieutenant.

He turned to the captain of the Saint

Domingo and he said:

"Can I go free now, sir? I was pro-

mised I would go free."

He wanted to get back to Lieutenant

Kennemont, you understand, so he could

tell his master the British were coming,

finally, and they could begin to fight the

war. But the captain, he scowled and
shook his head.

"You'll be in the first boat that goes

under those guns, you say aren't there,"

the captain told Cuffee. "And I hope the

first charge of grape puts holes in your
black hide."

WELL, that wasn't the way Cuffee had
planned it. Not because he was

afraid of the ten-gun battery because he
knew the cannons were wood logs, but
he wanted t<s get back to Lieutenant
Kennemont right away, so he could ex-
plain everything and get forgiven for

running away. He tried to argue with
the captain, but all he got for his trouble

were ten licks with the cat for talking

out of turn.

Those licks hurt and Cuffee ached that

night when they made him get in the

first boat full of sailors and marines that

were going to attack Saint Michaels. The
three brigs had moved up the Bay that

day and they were standing offshore, out

of sight of Saint Michaels but inside easy
rowing distance

That was August 9, 1813, about four

o'clock in the morning with a wet drizzle

falling and the night as black as the in-

side of a pocket. Cuffee, he handled an
oar like they told him to, but he had
trouble in his heart. If he didn't get

away pretty quick he was going to be on
the wrong side when Lieutenant Kenne-
mont whupped the British.

The British gentleman in the stern of

Cuffee's boat, Mr. Admiral Cockburn's
nephew, was all right and Cuffee was
sorry he was going to get whupped and
wouldn't be able to use the dancing

pumps he was carrying with him. But
he wasn't Lieutenant Kennemont. There
was nobody like the Lieutenant to Cuf-
fee.

Those British boats rowed right under
the w<3od guns at Deep Water Point and
the outpost there was sound asleep, like

always, and he didn't give the alarm.

They kept getting closer and closer to

Fort Stoakes, using muffled oars and no-

body talking above a whisper, and Cuf-
fee kept getting more worried and more
worried. Finally, it got so bad he could

not stand it any longer and he just drop-
ped his oar and went over the side of

the boat.

Well, the British couldn't shoot at Cuf-
fee for fear of giving the alarm but they

couldn't afford to have Cuffee telling the

dragoons that they were coming. They
rowed around, searching Cuffee, but that

boy could swim under water better than
anybody I ever saw. He went down and
stayed down and swam pretty near to

shore without once showing his head.

And when he hit the shore he started to

run.

TJE had to make, a circle because if he
-Tl went running up to the front of the

fort he'd get shot, like as not. Making a

circle to get behind the fort was the long

way around but Cuffee kept running,

never minding the briars or the swamp
holes he fell into or anything. He run
himself clear out of breath and then he
lay on the ground for a couple of min-
utes and he began running again.

His breath was coming like an old

dog's on a hot day when he finally got

to the fort but he had enough wind left

to start yelling for Lieutenant Richard
Kennemont. The lieutenant, he tumbled
out of his blankets mighty quick when
he heard Cuffee's shout. He reached for

Cuffee and grabbed him. He was mad
clear through.
"You stole a mule and you ran away,"

he said. "I'm going to notch you deep
and then I'm going to sell you clear down
to Louisiana for the. salt mines."
"Lieutenant Kennemont, sir," Cuffee

panted. "The British are coming! They
are almost here now. I came as fast as I

could but they must be right outside the

fort, sir!"

"British?" asked the Lieutenant. "How
do you know where the British are?"

"I been a prisoner," Cuffee said, "and
I was on the brig Saint Domingo and
there's a young gentleman with dancing
pumps you got to whup and one hun-
dred, two hundred sailors and marines.

They quieted their oars and they talked

low and they aim to surprise us war
folks."

Well, Lieutenant Kennemont, he didn't

wait to question Cuffee any more but he
gave the alarm and the drums gave a

long roll and Captain Dodson, he came
running with his false teeth all which
way in his mouth. But before the dra-

goons got fair waked up, the British

come over the front of the fort, yelling

and hollering and making a terrible

noise for a man that's hardly waked up.

(Please turn to page 48)
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The pressure on the stage mounted, as Mark
fought the fire in his limbs

RED FLANAGAN has at last come in sight

of the treasure he is seeking, and a dan-
gerous treasure it is: two Great Tropical Fleet
freighters, laden with cement, steel, and min-
ing machinery, which dropped from sight off

the West Indies.

Fearing that the Panama Canal may in some
way be involved. United States Naval Intelli-

gence has assigned Admiral Sxackley to direct
an investigation. For those freighters were
consigned to the Caceres Mining Company of

Brazil; and that outfit is German controlled.
On the Laughing Lady, the sailing ship he

outfitted for the search, Red has taken a group
of mates who are a delight to his naturally gay
heart:
Old Hugo Lunqdtsi, friend of Admiral

Stackley's and owner of the Great Tropical
Fleet;

Connie, his beautiful young niece;
Mark Hallam, handsome young industrialist

who has found a new zest for living in this
search. Though in love with Connie, he has
refrained from telling her about it because
he believes that Red has first choice.

AT VANITY POINT in the Indies they stop
in Madam Tulon's place and question sea-

faring men known to Red: Burke, Pederson.
Velasquez—and get a cue to the location of
the "treasure" they seek. But before they can
leave, a new and sinister element enters the
picture:
Tanya Padilla, who has struck oil at Vanity

Point, stops at Madam Tulon's for supplies
for her yacht, the Sphinx, and announces that
she is leaving.

Recognizing this shimmering, blue-eyed
woman of the Argentine as a vision he saw
once on the Bund in Shanghai—and whom he
has sought ever since—Flannagan is at once
fascinated, curious—and suspicious. With Mark
Hallam he visits Tanya's yacht at night, fouls

the engine with sand, and carries two German
seamen away to Pederson's boat, the Dancer.
For Red Flanagan is convinced that he and

his party must reach' the lost freighters before
Tanya gets there; that her presence on the spot
will mean peril for those on the Laughing
Lady.
And when they reach their goal—two hun-

dred miles of water between the American
Naval bases of Antigua and Santa Lucia—it

looks as if they have won the race. Red dives,
and comes up to report that he has found the
wreck of an old wooden galleon.

THEN Mark dives. Staying down longer than
is wise, he finds the two lost freighters; but

the discovery almost costs him his life. Com-
ing back to the surface much too rapidly, he
lands in the midst of an engagement with
Tanya and her crew, who have reached the
spot in a ship stolen from Velasquez.
Tanya rams her ship into the Laughing

Lady's side; Red 'ashes the two boats together;
and the fight is on. Still weighted down with
his diving suit, Mark fights with the only
weapon he has: the knife at his side.

And he acquits himself well—until a wave
of sickening blackness overcomes him. . . .

CHAPTER XX

STARS TONIGHT

PAIN woke him. It was a live thing
now. It held his arm like the jaws
of some monstrous beast. It was

gnawing at his legs, too.

Mark opened his eyes and the haze
was gone. He was ill but he could see.
The decks were cleared of the fighters.

There were no shouts. Two men rigged

a diving stage to a boom fall. Others
were working about a pump.
Mark tried to sit up and found he was

bundled in blankets. They were under
him and over him and wrapped tightly
about him. One touched his chin; it was
hot.

He coughed. Brandy fumes caught in
his throat. His legs were driving him
mad.
"Stay as you are, mate," said Flana-

gan's voice.

Mark turned his head. "What hap-
pened?"
"You've picked up a touch of the

bends; the staggers, as well," said Red.
" 'Twas a cruel thing to haul you out of
fifty pounds with no time for decompres-
sion, but I had no choice."
"The fight?"
"Over and done. We own the Wan-

derer."

"The Laughing Lady?"
"Gone to join her sisters below."
Mark saw Connie coming along the

deck. Her arms were heavy with blan-
kets. She walked to the hatch where
Mark was stretched, smiled and piled the
additional covers about him.

"Just out of the oven," she said. "I'll

heat some more and bring them along in
a moment."
Red shook his head. "Enough, Connie.

You'll smother the man before the stage
is rigged. He'll do as he is till I get
him below."
"Below?" said Mark, and the word

sent streaks of pain through his body.
"Aye. Back under pressure again,
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Mark. Tis the only cure for the bends."

"My legs—hurt."
"I know," said Red. "The willies are

bom of the devil."

"The—willies?"
"'Tis what we old-timers call the

bends. You're one of us now, Mark; re-
member the name." He nodded his head
slowly. "Aye, a deep-sea man who has
worked the Indies. A man who can step

to the dance of the bends; you'll brag of

that some day."
"Why?" whispered Mark.
Red chuckled. "Because it is a rare

group you've joined: men who dive in

old equipment and take their chances
with staggers and chokes and paralysis

as well. West Indiamen, and men of the

Gulf, and South Sea pearlers, too. Their
schooners are wood and built to hold
shell; no room for decompression cham-
bers."

He took a flask from his hip and tilted

it against Mark's lips.

"Along the Gulf, and in other ports

where the deep-sea workers meet, there

comes a night when the schooners put
out for shell and sponge and treasure.

And just before the -lines are cast off

you'll find men grouped in a waterfront
tavern.

"Divers, they are, who have gathered

together to step the dance of the bends.

Tis a private affair: no women are there.

"And no man may dance to the music
that night unless he has felt the bite of

the air and the pain that's built from
pressure."

RED glanced at the men who worked
at the stage and motioned to them

for speed. Then he looked at Connie and
dropped a slow lid as if to tell her she

must help with a well-placed word or

two.
"I'd like to see that dance," she said

quietly. Her hands drew the blankets

about Mark's throat. "It—it must be a

strange sight."

"A brave sight, Connie," said Red.

"'Tis danced by men with courage to

burn, and they mock the thing that

twists their joints and dare it to strike

them down."
He turned to look at Mark and a grin

touched his mouth. "And speaking of

courage, you might like to know that

Connie, the darling, saved you from tak-

ing the point of a marlin spike in your

back As nice a shot as ever I've seen, it

was. She caught the beggar just—"
"Red, stop it!" said Connie.

"As I was saying," Red continued,

"when the bends dropped you during

the fight, Connie did a lovely job with

her rifle. The rest of us were too busy
to stop but we hurried the work as best

we could and cleaned the decks com-
pletely.

"Old Hugo's bad hurt; he's in his bunk,

but as happy as ever a man could be.

We've lost two men, and good ones,

Mark. But we've more than evened the

score.

"The rest of the crew who stole this

ship are safely locked in the brig. They
were men of the Sphinx, turned pirate,

no less. They took the Wanderer from
Velasquez when he came to answer their

call for help."

"And don't forget Tanya," said Connie
sharply. "Why on earth she isn't in the

brig is more than I can figure."

"Ah, now," laughed Red. " Twould not

be seemly to do such a thing. A rare

devil, she is, I'll admit. But me lady has

courage aplenty."

He winked at Mark and nodded his

head. "Like a lion no less; she stood at

the wheel and laughed in me face when
I told her the party was over."

"Not until she'd tried to kill you,"

added Connie. "She fired a half dozen
shots at your head and only the luck of

an Irishman kept you alive."

"And why not?" cried Red. "Did you
expect her to toss me posies?"

A CALL came from the men on deck
and Red started to unwind the blan-

kets. The canvas had been cut away and
Mark found he was wearing three heavy
suits of long underwear. A seaman
brought a diver's dress and Red bent
to lift Mark's legs.

" 'Twill hurt like the devil but there's

no other way, and it's lucky we are to

find these rigs on the Wanderer. If Ve-
lasquez were broke he'd have pawned
them."
He motioned to Connie. "Lift his

shoulders, girl, and shut your ears if he
curses you out. The willies are enough
to drive a man mad."
Connie crouched behind Mark on the

hatch and did as she was told. He tried

not to groan but it didn't work. The pain

was creeping toward his groin and
bringing his breath in gasps.

Others came to the hatch and one
brought a helmet. No ear-phones this

time. The bronze bowl went over his

head and Red looked in through the for-

ward light.

The sound of the air was loud in his

ears and he opened his mouth to gulp.

They carried him quickly across the

deck, placed him ori the stage and made
him fast.

It seemed an dge until Mark saw an-
other helmet above his. Red lifted an
arm and the stage went up, cleared the

rail and started down.
The touch of the water sent another

spasm through Mark's body. He tried

not to scream but couldn't help it. The
noise of his voice spun about his head.

Then another sound came into the hel-

met. A thin sound. Metallic and cold.

It was the click of Red's helmet against

his own. A voice followed it, and the

voice was equally cold and thin. For a
moment Mark thought he'd lost his

senses.
" 'Tis I," said Red. "With our helmets

together we can talk quite nicely. How
are you feeling, mate?"

"Bad," said Mark. It was all he could
manage.
"Mind your ears and keep them open.

Call if they should get blocked. I'll take
care of your valve."

Mark looked up at the green world
above him. He could feel the water mov-
ing past as the stage went steadily

down. At times Red asked a question
and Mark answered with a single word
or a grunt.
The trip was long and the pressure

mounted. Mark fought to keep his mind
alert in spite of the fire in his limbs.

Then the stage stopped and he turned his

head.
He was back again in an ocean garden

surrounded by tendrils of fern. The touch
of the stage had disturbed the sand but
soon it settled and the water grew clear.

Mark heard the click of Red's helmet.
"Try to straighten one arm, but do it

gently," said Flanagan. "I'll take your
hand and help."

Mark felt Red's fingers touch his. He
moved an arm slowly. The muscles were
taut but answered the effort. The pain

had dropped to an ache.

RED caught the elbow between his

hands, rubbed it gently and moved
the joint. A moment later the work was
repeated on each of Mark's legs. It was
slow business, but Mark felt as if he had
been born anew when the pain dropped

away from his body and left him free.

"How's that?" asked Red. "Does it

help at all?"

"Plenty," said Mark. "I feel as if I'd

been beaten with a club but that's a

pleasure after the other."

"It is," Flanagan agreed. "And when
you're asked what the willies are like,

just do as the rest of us divers do: turn

your head and shake it slowly. Don't

search for words to describe it, mate.

They haven't been invented."
"I agree with you, Red. But how long

must we stay here?"
"A few moments. _Then we go up to

sixty feet."

"Couldn't we have a look at the

freighters now?"
"Are you mad? If you tried to stand

you'd fall on your face. Stay where you
are and let the freighters wait. I'll have
a peek at them later."

"What do you expect to find?"

"Oh, nothing," said Red. "And that's

exactly what I expect to hear from
Tanya. She's an unhung devil, that one."

"You don't say that as if you meant it."

"But I do! Tis that which makes me
love her. And speaking of devils, mate,

you should have seen your Connie work
that rifle when you went down."
"My Connie?" said Mark.
"Aye

—

your Connie. She loves you,
lad, or I'm mad as a monkey."

"It's a good thing she can't hear you,"

said Mark. He tried to laugh and did
fairly well.

"Isn't it, though?" answered Red. "And
what would you be thinking of her? Is

it liking or loving, may I ask?"
Mark didn't answer for a time. He

turned his head in the helmet to look off

across the garden of fern and colored
plants. A round-mouthed fish came to

nibble a frond, then flicked its tail and
headed for Mark. Its eyes looked in

through the heavy glass and the round
mouth wabbled foolishly.

Mark laughed in spite of his aches.

"What sort of an answer is that?"
asked Red. He moved his helmet to

look in at Mark, and his eyes were round
as those of the fish. "I asked if you loved
Connie Lunquist."
"Of course I do," answered Mark.
"Then why don't you tell her so?"
"Because I'm not good at making pret-

ty speeches. If I tried to tell her the
blue of her eyes was sweeter by far than
the shade of the heavens, I'd probably
stutter and stumble all over the place."

"No doubt you're right," agreed Red.
"But suppose you could, then what
would you say if she asked you about
her hair?"

"I'd say it is beautiful."
"No more than

-

that?"
"I can't match words with you, Red,

but if I had to describe Connie's hair I'd

say it had stolen the rich red color that

is found in molten gold. And it isn't the
color alone that counts; it's the softness

of each strand.
"Wonderfully soft, Red. I felt it against

my cheek this morning when she talked
through the phone to you."
Red's chuckle was low. "Nicely done,

mate. Now wait until we go up a bit,

then tell me of her hands."

ALMOST as he spoke the stage lifted

and the movement eddied the water.
The ferns nodded slowly and a proces-
sion of fishes darted off into the depths
of the surrounding green.

A minute passed, and then another.
The stage drew to a stop and Mark made
a final adjustment of his valve. His arm
was still stiff but he could move it with
an effort, and Red had made no attempt
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Again there came the click of the hel-
mets.
"You were about to tell me of Con-

nie's hands," said the big man. "Are
they soft and smooth to the touch?"

"I wouldn't call them soft," said Mark
slowly. "Smooth—yes, they're all of that.

But each is firm as twisted hemp and
equally pliant as well. Good hands, Red.
Capable hands.

"It's part of a dream that's hard to

recall; but I seem to remember the touch
of her fingers against my face as I

stretched on the Wanderer's deck."
"Do vou, now?"
"Yes."
"Did she speak to you?"
"I think she did."
"And what did she say?"
"Oh, it's probably a wish instead of a

memory," said Mark. "But I—thought
she called me darling."
"And if it were true?"
"Then I haven't made this trip in vain,

Red. All of these aches and all of these
pains are a little price to pay. I'd double
a lot and add ten percent to hear her say
it again."

"Will you stop talking figures when
you speak of love!" cried Red. "Now tell

me of her lips."

"I wish that I could, but I can't," said

Mark. "Not in the way I'd like to, at

least. They're as far away as the Laugh-
ing Lady and equally hard to reach."
"Are they, now?" said Red and he

chuckled. "Then you've little cause for

worry. The Laughing Lady's very close

to the man with the courage to reach
her. Ten fathoms down and a bit to the
south, she waits for Judgment Day.
"But I warn you, Mark, the red-headed

girl will never wait that long. Best lose

no time when we go aboard; tell her the
things you've told me and we'll see what
your lady answers."

"I'm afraid it's no use, Red. She'd
laugh and I'd run away."

THERE was silence then and time
limped past. Soon Mark was able to

stand. Red helped him erect and he
grabbed the lines that met above the
stage. He moved his legs and doubled
his arms in spite of the aching muscles.

Slowly, the stage was lifted in steps,

and always Red warned against chill.

He must bend and flex and bend again.

He must fill his lungs till they hurt.

And at long length the surface was
reached and the boom swung them over
the side.

A seaman stood by to remove the hel-
met. Another stripped off the suit. A
third brought blankets and bundled him
tightly while Olsen, the cook, poured
steaming coffee. Mark gulped it down in

spite of the burn, then glanced toward
the rail.

Connie was there. At her side was
the box that held the telephone. She
was coiling the wires and stowing them
snugly.
At last she put down the head-set.

She stood erect and rubbed her ears
while she looked at Mark and smiled.
Red had come to sit on the hatch and

drink his cup of black coffee. His eyes
looked over the rim at Mark, then turned
to look at Connie. She wrinkled the end
of her shapely nose and showed him the
tip of her tongue. Red spluttered and
choked and dropped the cup. Mark
pounded him on the back.
"Ah, me!" cried Red. "I've burned me

throat, but that's better than burning
one's ears. I wonder how I ever forgot
that Connie could hear your voice in the
phone with your helmet to mine?"
"Connie—heard—

"

"She did if she listened," said Flana-
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gan. "And by the color of her cheeks
I'd say that she liked it."

He looked at the sky and rubbed his
hands. "There'll be stars tonight and a
quarter moon, and a silent ship in a
tropic bay. A lazy man might go to his

bunk, but I'd call him a fool if he did."

CHAPTER XXI

COLD STEEL RULES

THE afternoon had almost gone before

Mark was able to stand alone. Red
had insisted he strip to the waist and
stretch at length under the tropic sun
to open wide the pores in his skin.

For a time Mark dozed; then an itch

set in that made him squirm and scratch.

Red joined him on the hatch, watched
him wriggle, and nodded approvingly.
"A good sign," he said. "The itch is

a welcome nuisance to divers. 'Tis better
to scratch than ache."
"What's it from?"
"The air: tiny bits of pressure working

clear. When that happens you need have
no fear of the bends." He rubbed his
hands together and glanced at the sun.

"Ah, me! Time to go down and visit

the freighters to see if me hunch is

right. What will you bet me they're emp-
ty, mate?"
"Empty?"
"Aye—empty's the word."
"Did Tanya tell you?"
"Not a word," said Red. "Me lady is

taking her beauty nap and has locked
the door to me cabin. She'll join us at
supper, she says, and not a moment
sooner. A willful person, that one."
He walked to the rail and called to the

crew. Mark watched him dress and climb
to the stage. Five minutes later he was
on his way down and the tell-tale bub-
bles broke the surface.
Mark leaned back on the hatch and

folded his arms to rest his head upon
them. He closed his eyes and tried to
doze; but his mind refused to let him
sleep.

Those freighters—why did Red think
they were einpty? And if they were,
what had happened to their cargoes?
Mark played with the questions and got
nowhere. He drew a deep breath and
sighed.

Then he breathed again, more slowly
this time. A deep and heavy odor of
tropic flowers had come to his nostrils

—

from the island, perhaps. Eut that seemed
odd. The breeze set in from the sea.
Mark tried again, breathing slowly and

deep. The perfume was stronger, now.
A strange scent, heady and filled with a
nostalgic charm. Mark liked it. He tilted

his nose and sniffed.

There was a laugh at his elbow—one
he remembered. Mark opened his eyes
and turned his head. Tanya was seated
on the hatch and she was looking at him.
The laugh still fingered the corners of

her lips. Beautiful lips that were slightly
fuller than Connie's. A trifle too full,

Mark decided. And Tanya's smile was so
very wise.

"Did 1 wake you?" she asked quietly.
"No."
She offered a cigarette and Mark re-

fused. Tanya made a mouth. "Angry
with me?"

"I'm sure I don't know," said Mark.
"Let's call it puzzled, instead. You're a
strange woman, Tanya."
"And you're a strange man." She

shrugged and touched a match to her
cigarette. "Your friends in the Dufresne
Industries would have been surprised to

see you a few hours ago. Frankly, I was
surprised myself. You handled that knife
as if you enjoyed it."

"Perhaps I did," said Mark. He sat

erect. "But would you mind telling me
how you happen to know anything about
the Dufresne Industries?"
"Oh, I have no intention of telling you

that," said Tanya quickly. "Besides, it is

very uninteresting."
"Not to me."
"But it is to me, so we will not talk

about it."

"Would you rather talk of the men
who were killed today? Or about Hugo
Lunquist? Two of his ribs were broken
when you rammed the Laughing Lady."
Tanya's eyebrows lifted. "Did you ex-

pect me to let you cripple the Sphinx
and get away with it?"

"Is that the reason you followed?"
"One of the reasons."
"What are the others?"
"They, too, are uninteresting." She

looked from the corners of her eyes and
puffed a ring of smoke at Mark. "So

—

we will not talk about them, either."

"Red Flanagan may want you to talk

about them."
"And if he does?"
"You'll talk; I promise you that!"

TANYA studied the ash that grew on
her cigarette. "He is a hard man, this

Flanagan. He should never have been
allowed to reach Vanity Point."

"Oh, definitely," said Mark. He waved
a casual hand as he mimicked the shad-
ow of accent that distinguished Tanya's
speech. "A few incidental murders—

a

mere trifle to a lady who works so dil-

igently to earn her pay."
He faced Tanya and his voice grew an

edge. "I've heard Red Flanagan tell of

you, heard him sing your name as if it

were a song, heard him match the flame
of your eyes with the gleam of a rich
red ruby. To hear him tell it, the Lord
made you and then destroyed the
mould."
Mark's laugh was short. "Well, perhaps

he was right without knowing it. There's
hardly room in the world for two of

your kind."
"My kind?"
"Yes—a woman born in a land that is

free who sells her beauty and sells her
brain to a ruthless tribe of savage beasts
whose only thought is to chain the world
to an age of slavery.
"A German agent—hired for pay! A

woman born in the Argentine! How do
you face the eyes that look back at you
when you dress your hair in a mirror?"
"Are you quite finished?"
"I could keep on for an hour," said

Mark sharply. His anger had grown as
he talked.

"Suppose I told you I was born in

Granada—that my people were people of
Spain?"
"What difference?"

TANYA'S voice was cold. "A .great dif-

ference, my smug American. We of
Spain were living in peace and we asked
nothing of the world. But out of the
North came the Russians with their story
of brotherhood. Because we were free
we let them talk. We let them gather
and build their webs like poisonous
black widow spiders.

"And as they built, they multiplied.
Soon they made our laws.
"Then another group came out of the

East: Italians who called themselves
Fascists. They promised to drive the
Communists out and goaded us on to
civil war. Then came the Nazis to help
us fight."

Her laugh was brittle as breaking
glass. "Yes—they helped! They tested
their war machine over the bodies of our
sons, bombed our homes and destroyed



our cathedrals. But it was all in the
name of justice and truth. The Commu-
nist devils would destroy the world; the
Fascists alone could stop them!"
"Go on," said Mark quietly. "I'm lis-

tening."

Tanya shrugged. "You know the rest:

how England and France and the rest of
the world stood by and said, 'How
dreadful!' Yes, it was dreadful, but they
didn't care so long as ,the Fascist and
Nazi tore at the throat of the Communist
Russian. If Spain must die, then let it

die; the cause will justify the end!"
She held the cigarette between her

thumb and forefinger, then nipped it

over the rail. "They didn't know the
hour would come when Russian and
German would drop their masks and
stand as two blood-brothers. But Tanya
Padilla knew it!"

"And so now you help them destroy
the rest of the world?" said Mark.
"Why not?" cried Tanya. "I hate them

all—German, English, Russian, French;
let them die as Spain died. Let them
tear their throats apart trying to kill

each other!"
"And my country, too?"
Tanya stood up. "Your country will

live, Mark. Today it is weak, jttst as you
were weak that night in Madam Tulon's
place. But that will change."
She looked off over the blue water of

the Caribbean. "Sometimes I think God
loves America; it must be so. He's put
the feel of cold steel into the hands of
her sons. He's taught them how to use
it. And today, Mark, cold steel rules
this world of ours."
She walked to the rail and Mark got

to his feet. He crossed the deck and
stood beside her to watch the wavering
stream of bubbles that told where Red
was walking ....

CHAPTER XXII

LOST CARGOES

THE Wanderer's cabin was a comfort-
able place, built somewhat like that

of the Laughing Lady. There were the
broad table and heavy chairs, and carved
oak beams in the overhead.
Velasquez liked wine and the locker

was filled: but Olsen, the cook, com-
plained of the stores.

There were tins of oil and strings of
garlic and peppers enough to stock a
grocery; but Olseh swore no tow-headed
cook could contrive a supper fit to eat
with what he had found in the galley.

But he did his best with what he had;
and supper was served at six. Red had
been up an hour or more but he made no
comment on what he had found. Instead,
he dressed carefully in one of Velasquez'
linen suits and took his place at the head
of the table.

Tanya faced him and Mark sat at his
right. Connie sat next to Mark, leaving
the port side of the table clear for a
view of the adjoining cabin.
Old Hugo was here, propped up in his

bunk, insisting he could eat a steer.

There was little talk during the meal
and a tenseness grew in the cabin. Con-
nie was much too polite when she spoke
with Tanya. Mark noticed this, but Red
seemed preoccupied with his own
thoughts.
When the coffee was served he emp-

tied his cup, called for a second and
twisted it slowly between his wide fin-

gers.

"The freighters are yours, Hugo," he
said at length. "They're as sound as the
day they left the dock but their seacocks
have been opened."
"What about the cargo?" asked the old

ship owner. He was peering at them.
"Gone," said Red. "The hulls are as

empty as a pauper's pocket. It seems
that someone was badly in need of ce-
ment and steel and mining machinery.
I wonder just who it would be."

Connie's smile was sugary sweet. "Per-
haps Tanya could tell us. She gets
around quite a bit—in spite of her age."
Red chuckled. "Mind your manners,

Connie. Tanya is company and we
mustn't be rude to our guests. Still, it

would save a bit of time, I'll admit, if

she would tell us the answer."
"Yes, it might help," Tanya agreed.

She smiled at Connie. "But don't scold
Connie because of her manners, Red.
She's a sweet child, and rather good-
looking."

"How nice of you," snapped Connie.
"Ah, me!" said Flanagan. "When two

red-headed girls sit down to table 'tis

well to count the knives But time flies

as well as words and we've little enough
to spare."
He turned to Tanya and his grin was

wide. "Now suppose you tell us who got
the cargoes that used to be in the
freighters."

"Are you sure that I know?" she
asked.
"Very sure."
"And do you expect me to tell you?"
Red lifted a hand and scratched his

head ruefully. "A fine thing!" he said.

"This is supposed to be an inquisition
but me lady is asking all the questions!"
Tanya laughed,

make sense."
"Don't mine?"
"Of course not.

you anything."
Connie's

You know I won't tell

had a sing-song lilt.

"Oh, yes you will."

Tanya glanced at her in amusement.
"What makes you so sure?"

I

CONNIE put one finger to her cheek
thoughtfully. "It's a long story but

I'll make it as short as possible. You
see, I found a waffle-iron in the galley,
Miss Padilla. A large, round waffle-iron.
"And it reminded me 'of a Broadway

show I saw a few years ago. I can't re-
member the name of it, but it seems the
plot had something to do with a missing
heiress. A dozen girls tried to claim the
fortune but none of them succeeded be-
cause the real missing heiress could easi-
ly be identified."

Mark had seen the show. He pushed
back his coffee cup and rested one elbow
on the table. Then he rested his chin
against the palm of his hand and tried
to smother his laughter.
Tanya's eyebrows had lifted and she

was looking at Connie curiously. So was
Red Flanagan.
Old Hugo knew his Broadway, and the

.

ship owner shook an angry finger at his
niece. Connie ignored him. *

"Do you get the point, Miss Padilla?"
asked Connie demurely.

"I'm afraid I don't," answered Tanya.
"What connection is there between a
missing heiress and a waffle-iron?"
"A very close one," said Connie. "You

see—when she was just a tiny girl the
heiress had wandered into the kitchen.
She was climbing to the jam closet when
her foot slipped and she fell right square
on the hot waffle-iron."

"Connie!" cried Red. "Are you mean-
.

ing to insinuate that—"
"Insinuate, hell!" snapped Connie.

"Why not apply a hot iron where it'll do
the most good?" She jumped to her feet
and pointed a finger at Tanya.

"If that red-head thinks she's tough,
I'll show her what the word really
means! Coming around here smashing

into people's schooners, shooting at peo-
ple, sinking freighters

—

"

"Easy!" cried Red. He grabbed Con-
nie's arm. "Easy, girl!"

"Let me alone," Connie yelled. "I've

been working up to this for hours! Sup-
pose we hadn't hauled Mark aboard in
time? Suppose the bends had killed
him? Suppose—

"

She jerked her arm free. "And now
you sit here and play footy-footy under
the table with that woman—"

SHE reached for a cup and Red wrap-
ped his huge arms about her. For a

moment he held her tightly while Con-
nie's heels stamped against the deck and
Red's feet alternately. Mark wanted to

laugh but didn't dare.
And then, as he thought of what Con-

nie had said, Mark lost all desire to

laugh. Tanya was smiling as she sat
quietly at the table, watching Red.
At length Connie realized the useless-

ness of her struggle. She stopped as
quickly as she had started. Red drop-
ped his arms and sat down.
"Ah, me!" he said. "Sure, there's no-

thing like a brisk walk around the park
to settle your dinner." m
He turned quickly to Connie. "And so

you won't be starting another brawl be-
fore I've finished me coffee, I'll tell you
now that I need no words of Tanya's to

let me know what's become of the
freighters' cargoes."
"Then why didn't you say so?" Con-

nie demanded.
"It might be that I had no chance,"

said Flanagan cautiously. "However, the
answer is plain as the- hair on your head,
and that's most certainly red."

"Auburn!"
"Red!" said Flanagan. "And don't be

reaching for that cup!"
"My hair is auburn!" said Connie. She

turned to Mark. "Isn't my hair auburn?"
Mark lifted both hands. "Definitely!"
Connie made a snoot at Red and the

big man glanced quickly at Mark. "Trai-
tor," he said from the corner of his
mouth, then turned to Connie again.

"If you'll step to that locker just back
of your shoulder, you'll find a pair of

dividers and a set of charts. Give me the
chart that shows the Indies, and in turn
I'll show you what's become of the car-
goes."

CHAPTER XXIII

NO CORAL BEACH

CONNIK waited until Olsen had clear-

ed the table and lighted the bronze
ship's lamp that hung above it. She
spread the chart of the Indies before Red
and rested one elbow on his shoulder.
Mark leaned forward to see the chart

and noticed Tanya was doing the same.
Red put one point of the dividers on

the eastern mouth of the Panama Canal
and swung the other point in an arc that
touched Antigua, Santa Lucia and Trini-

"You'll notice," he said, "that each of
these three bases which we've acquired
irom the British is about twelve hundred
miles from the Panama Canal. Jamaica
is closer, less than half that distance.
"But Jamaica is full in the crossroads

of a dozen freighter routes:—a busy
place indeed, although an excellent base
for the protection of the Canal.
"Add Nassau and Bermuda to the

north, and Georgetown to the south, and
we find the Canal ringed by a chain of
steel."

He put down the dividers and looked
wisely at Mark then lifted one eyebrow
slightly. "Now if you were a German,
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which God forbid, and your job were to

destroy the Canal, just how would you
go about doing it?"

Mark shook his head slowly. "Off-

hand, I'd say those new bases would
block any attempt. We've started con-
struction of yards and stationed units of

our fleet on some of them.
"Then there's the Air Force—bombers

and fighters ready to go aloft at a mom-
ent's notice. No hostile aircraft carriers

could get through that ring; and if they
launched their planes from beyond it,

our fighters could beat them to the

punch."
"Quite true," said Red. "But suppose

you, too, had a base in the Indies? Sup-
pose you had a hundred planes safely

tucked away on an island less than
twelve hundred miles from the Panama
Canal?"

"That's impossible!" cried Mark.
"It is, now?" said Red. He chuckled.

"Well, maybe so, mate;—but suppose you
were offered the choice of the islands to

build such a base. As a German, which
would you pick?"
Mark glanced at the chart. "I'd take

an island here in the group between
Antigua and Trinidad. Let's see—Domi-
nica might be a good one."

"Why?"
"Well, it's only eighty miles from

Santa Lucia, and about an equal distance

from Antigua. While some of my planes

were attacking the Panama Canal, others

could take care of those two bases nicely.

Trinidad and Georgetown would be an
hour's flying time away, and my planes

could take a crack at Jamaica on their

return from the Canal."
Mark rubbed a quick hand over his

chin as he studied the chart and mapped
his imaginary campaign.

"It would be a surprise attack, of

course. A night attack. The first bomb
that landed on the Canal would be the

declaration of war."
"And what would the Canal defenses

be doing?" asked Red.

"VTOTHING," said Mark. "Oh, they'd

1/1 hear the planes, but that would
mean nothing to an army at peace. Be- .

sides, our own planes are practicing

night flights from the new bases con-

stantly—the setup is perfect! The Pana-
ma Canal would be destroyed before the

Army knew we were at war!"
"And what of your own planes?"

"T'hell with them!" said Mark. "The
Canal and the destruction of those bases

is worth a few hundred planes to any
country!"
Red Flanagan smiled. "But that island

you've picked belongs to the British. I

doubt they'd be sleeping while you built

your base."

Mark smiled, too. "I agree with you,

but you asked which island I'd pick.

Dominica seems perfect, except, as you
say, it is owned by the British."

"Look north thirty miles, and what do
you see?" asked Red.
Again Mark studied the chart. "Marie

Galante and the islands about Guadelope
—and this one where we're anchored
now."

"All owned by the French," said Red
quietly.

Mark lifted his eyes to look at Flana-
gan. "You think—"
"That the Germans are building a base

nearby?" finished Red. "I do, mate. And
they're using the steel and cement and
mining machinery that were in Hugo's
freighters.

"The stuff was ordered by the Caceres
Mining outfit to fill specifications drawn
up for a plane base: a hidden base, cut
into the side of a hill.
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"In Europe they're known as nests,

and hornets' nests they are. A deep shaft

to the hanger and machine shops below,
and a catapult at the water's edge to

launch the planes in a hurry. Germany
has dozens of them. So has England.
The technique is hardly new."
"But it takes men to build such a

nest."

"It does," agreed Red. "They can be
landed from submarines, but it's a dif-

ficult job to feed them."
He turned and grinned at Tanya. " lis

for that reason me lady has come to the

Indies—she and her beautiful yacht.

Food for the workmen, and coarse food

at that. Some she bought at Martinique,

some more at Kingston or Puerto Rico.

"But Vanity Point was a handy spot

and she brought her pitcher to the well

once too often."

Mark looked at Tanya. "Is this true?"

TANYA'S smile was one of amusement.

"It might be rather difficult to

prove." She turned to Flanagan. "You
should have been a detective, Red; you
make absurdities sound so. real."

"Don't I, now?" said Red.
"Of course there is the matter of wa-

ter," said Tanya casually. "A gang of

men large enough to build such a base

as you describe would keep the 'Sphinx

rather busy."
"It would, "Red agreed. "And for that

reason I expected to find none of your
friends when I searched this island be-

fore breakfast. Tis a dry place unless

there is rain, and when that comes the

trees devour it."

He reached forward and jabbed a wide
finger at the chart. "But this neighbor-

ing island has a fresh-water stream, and
the shore lifts high from a shallow bay—
a lovely place for a nest of planes. So
lovely that I've decided to visit it direct-

ly."

He pushed the chart across the. table

and got slowly to his feet. Hugo had been
listening from the nearby cabin and now
the old ship owner laughed.

"Nicely done, Red," he said. "Too bad
the Wanderer has no radio. Admiral
Stackley would be glad to hear that

story."
"He'll hear it soon enough. I'll pass it

along when we get to Vanity Point." He
walked into Hugo's cabin and seated

himself near the bunk. "And how goes

the ribs, mate? Feeling better?"

"Never mind the ribs," said Hugo
slowly. A half dozen lines grew deep
in his forehead. "That base, Red—do you
know what it means if we find it?"

"I do," said Red. "It means I'll be
through with this whole silly business."

He grinned and put a wide hand over

his chin. "It means I'll pick up a deep-
water schooner such as this Wanderer
here. I'll stock it well with provisions

and .beer, then off I'll go across the Paci-

fic to a spot where the black pearls grow.
"A wonderful place, Hugo: a coral

beach and waving palms and a warm
breeze to ruffle your hair. There I'll

stretch at me ease, as nice as you please,

and I'll dream of me red-headed girl."

"While your country fights a war?"
"My country? Fights a war?"
Hugo shrugged and winced at the

movement. "A German base in the

Indies would be an act of war, Red. If

the story got out we'd have no choice but
to fight."

"I hadn't thought of that," said Flana-
gan slowly. "Still, 'tis not a bad idea,

either. We must tangle with the devils

eventually."
"Perhaps not," said the ship owner.

"And God forbid that you or I should
be the one to light the fire.

"Time is a precious thing, mate. Just
now our country needs every moment.
Ships are building, and guns and planes.

Men must be trained to fight.

"And who knows but what the day
may come when the very sight of our
armed might will hold our foes in

check."
"I doubt it," said Red.
"I doubt it, too; but it's not for us to

decide aboard the Wanderer. Send your

mesage to Admiral Stackley but be care-

ful how you phrase it."

"Have you any suggestions?"

Hugo paused, then he nodded his old

gray head. "You might suggest we've

found a spot that would serve as an ex-

cellent practice range to test our Navy's

guns. Admiral Stackley will understand.

Give him the bearings and close your

key; the rest lies with God and the men
in Washington."

"I will," said Red as he walked to the

door. "Provided my guess is right."

CHAPTER XXIV

DOUBLE WARNING

THE quarter moon was riding a cloud

close down to the eastern horizon

when Mark left the cabin to go on deck.

Red was at the wheel. When he saw
Mark he called and pointed over the

Wanderer's crumpled bowsprit.

Mark followed the direction of Red's

hand and saw a small island set alone on

the dark sea. The schooner eased off a

point and the island moved into the

moonstreak.
Three lanquid palms topped a pro-

montory that was black against the

moon's silver. Below was the surf, a

curling line of phosphorous that rippled

against the base of the rock.

"Tanya Island!" called Red. "Do you
like the name, mate?"

"It's rather appropriate," said Mark.
He walked to the wheel and leaned

against the binnacle. "What happens to

Tanya if your guess is good?"
"Which Tanya—the island or me red-

headed girl?"

"The girl," said Mark. "Does she go

back to the States to stand trial?"

"Trial? For what?"
"I don't know the legal term," said

Mark. "But as an enemy of the United
States she's due for a long stay in some
Federal prison."

"Ah, me!" said Flanagan softly. "En-
emy she is, I grant you. And as danger-
ous as she is beautiful. But it troubles

me heart to think of Tanya in prison.

Like a bird of paradise cooped in a cage,

and an ugly cage at that.

"Her eyes would grow dim and her
cheeks would grow pale, and before
many days she'd pine away completely.
She wasn't meant for gray stones and
iron bars, mate."
"Would you set her free to start her

work all over again?"
Red chuckled. "She'd be quick to do

that, would Tanya. Still
—

"

He eased the wheel a spoke and looked
up at the spread of the mains'l. "Ah,
well, there's time enough to worry of

that when we drop the hook at the edge
of the bay. The water is shallow further

in so we'll spend the night outside. Come
dawn, we'll look at the island."

"If this is really the base," said Mark,
"how do you suppose the freighters were
unloaded?"
"A barge .or two would do the trick.

'Tis a simple matter to sink them."
Mark nodded. "That would do it. Still,

I can't understand why the freighters

were sunk in that cove, rather than—
well,, right here, for instance."



T>ED turned and pointed over the
quarter toward the island the Wan-

derer had just left. "There's a series of
shoals between the two," he said, "and
the water is clear as crystal. A plane
overhead can read the bottom as if it

were a chart.

"But the ground drops down to twenty
fathom when it leaves the lip of yonder
island. Sure, you know that yourself;
you were down to see. And while you
were there you found a hulk of some
ancient sailing vessel.

"Others are lost in that tangle of weed,
and no plane will ever see them or the
freighters. 'Tis a natural basin formed
by the tides that flow through the Lee-
ward Islands.

"A graveyard, no less, for sunken
ships. There's a dozen like it in the Car-
ibbean."
"But I don't recall any strong tide."

"You went down at the ebb," said Red.
"You should have tried in the late after-
noon. Sure, it bounced me about like a
toy."

He was looking forward as he spoke;
and Mark turned to see Tanya coming
toward them. She was walking slowly,
and she stopped by the rail to glance at
the water that washed the ship's side.

Mark looked at Red, then looked at the
moon, and his smile was wise as he step-
ped away from the binnacle.
"You told me there'd be a moon to-

night," he said loudly. "There may not
be many as nice as this before we get
back to the States. Now if my hair were
red and if my name were Flanagan, I'd

practice what I preached."
He walked forward and Red

(
looked

after him with eyes that were wide with
surprise. Tanya had heard him and she
laughed as he passed, then turned and
went to the wheel. She stood next to
Red and lowered her head to read the
compass card.

ttVOU seem to know these waters
1 well," she said quietly. "I've heard

they are very shallow for navigation."
"Very," said Red. "It must have been

quite a trick to get the freighters in and
out again."

"I wouldn't know about that."

"Wouldn't you, now?"
"No."
" Tis quite a trick to get the Sphinx in

and out, too," he said gravely. "Would
you be knowing about that, me lady?"
"Of course not."
"Ah, me!" said Flanagan. "She lies so

sweetly, this red-headed girl, it's a posi-
tive joy to hear her. Faith, I wonder
what she'll say when the Wanderer
reaches the bay and I find her friends at
work on the air base?"

"You're very sure of yourself, aren't
you?"
"Very."
Tanya smiled. "Perhaps that's why

you keep alive. When I heard you'd
started up the Yangtse Kiang with that
gunboat I never expected to see Red
Flanagan again. But—you made it."

"So you knew of that, eh?"
"Yes."
"And tipped a word to the Japs, no

doubt."

Tanya rested a small hand on his
shoulder. "We happened to be on the
same side that time. I was drawing my
pay from Chiang Kai-shek."
"So was I."

"How much?"
"Devil if I know," laughed Red. "I

never had time to collect it."

Tanya laughed, too—a silvery laugh
that matched the sweetness of the ship's
bell. She let her head touch Red's
shoulder and one finger moved over the
round of the wheel.

"Do you remember the lakes near
Yunnanfu, and the river that winds
through the mountains?"

"I do-^and well."
"Sometimes," said Tanya, "I wonder if

there is another place in all the world so
beautiful as that. Just above the river
on a narrow ledge stands a gray stone
Buddhist temple.
"Over the ages the vines have grown

thick and they cover the walls like a
green dyed mantel that breathes with
the touch of the wind.
"Each evening a priest in his woolen

robe sounds a single note on a deep-
voiced horn. Then a gong of bronze is

struck three times and other priests

come down the road that leads to the
temple gate."

"I mind them well," said Flanagan.
"Men" who worship a kindly god who
taught it is wrong to injure or kill even
the lowly beasts. Kill not for pleasure
and kill not for food is the law of the
great Gautama: he, they call Buddha.
"A sweet law, this, and one that might

well heal the wounds of a sorry world."
"There's a crystal spring beyond the

temple," Tanya continued. "It empties
into a peaceful lake where a house sits
near the shore. A pretty house of color-
ed tile with gardens of fruit trees all
around it."

She paused and lifted her head to look
at Red. "There was a time when I

dreamed of peace, so I bought that home
from the man who owned it. It's mine,
Red—my home. But I'll never see it

again."

"Why not?"
"You'll know in a moment," she an-

swered. "But before you do, I'll make a
deal. I'll trade you that home to have as
your own."

"In return for what?"
Tanya lifted her lips and parted them

slightly. "It's yours, Red, for a single
kiss. -

fPHE wheel went free as Red gathered
her into his arms. He dropped his

head and his lips met Tanya's. For a
moment he held her so.
Then he lifted his head and looked at

the stars. "Ah, me!" he whispered.
" 'Twas a costly buy. She asked for me
hps but forgot to say me heart would go
along with them."
He lowered his eyes and looked down

into Tanya's. "You've sold me a house I
could never use unless you were there to
share it."

"That can't be, Red."

,
"And can't it, now?" said Flanagan.
Then take back your home, and the

price is the same; and this is to seal the
bargain."
Once more his great arms tightened

about her shoulders and he found her
lips with his own again. The mains'l

(Please turn to page 49)

OLD MR. BOSTON SAYS: "MY APRICOT NECTAR IS SURE TO PLEASE YOU!"
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j|ie Readers' Viewpoint

/"fcNE of our correspondents remarks on

the number of Argosy writers who
have lately appeared in. the slicks. It is

an interesting point, and someone with

more time than we have might very well

make a year's survey of the better-

known slick magazines, to discover just

how many Argosy names turned up in

that field. Our guess is that the results

would be surprising.

But we have never been disturbed by
the fact that many of our writers find

their way into the pages of our elegant

and highly advertised contemporaries.

Indeed, we are always delighted to learn

of it, for it increases the reputation of the

writer and it certainly does not harm
Argosy. Perhaps the magazine might suf-

fer if these men deserted us as soon as

they found new markets, but they don't

do that. Their names continue to decorate

Argosy's contents page.

So we remain as we are, unclassifiable

and proud of it. Argosy cannot be set

down as a slick. or a pulp or a what-
have-you; it is itself, and good Avriters

find it a good place to exhibit their wares.

That is as it should be.

Here is the letter that started us think-

ing along these lines.

P. R. TILLEY
I read the slick magazines quite

often, but they have never made me
give up Argosy. While their stories

may be a little better written than
yours—and generally they are not

even that—they always seem thin to

me, and very much the same. After

a heavy dose of young love, it is

good to get back to Argosy.
It has interested me to notice how

many Argosy writers turn up in the

slicks. Richard Sale, for instance,

with his serial in the Post; it was a

good story but no better than a lot of

his in Argosy. Allan R. Bosworth,
Borden Chase, Hugh Pentecost, Dale
Clark, Paul Ernst, Jim Kjelgaard,
William Chamberlain, Max Brand,
Donald Barr Chidsey, and Samuel
Taylor are all names that I have no-
ticed in the slicks. Taylor, by the

way, has not appeared in Argosy for

a long time.
I am glad to see that men like Bor-

den Chase and Richard Sale have not
given up Argosy entirely. There is

more fame and money to be won in

the slicks, I suppose; but these men
must realize that Argosy is not so
conventionalized. At any rate, it is

true; Argosy stories are not just

repetitions. That is why I have read
the magazine for a good many years

and will continue to do so as long as

you maintian the same standards.

Please do not fail us.

Baltimore, Md.

THE reader below holds Louis C. Gold-
smith in high regard, and we are

heartily in agreement. Occasionally,
however, he is baffled by Mr. Goldsmith's
learned discussions of the science of fly-

ing. They are awesome, we admit; our
policy is simply to accept them at face
value. Mr. Goldsmith is a flyer, and we
48

wouldn't for the world get into an argu-
ment with him about the behavior 6f a
tachometer.

KENDALL C. DAVIDSON
I have just finished Louis C. Gold-

smith's "Fools Fly High," and I want
to say that it is one of the finest

stories I ever read. Mr. Goldsmith
is more or less a newcomer to Argosy,
and he certainly has clicked.

As a matter of fact, I'm not really

an air-story fan. I read them in

Argosy because I read the magazine
from cover to cover. For that reason
I read the Goldsmith novelets that

preceded the serial, and it is easy to

see how he has developed in this last

year or so. Take one of his early
stories and compare it with "Fools
Fly High"; right away you notice

the difference.

It's the characters that make the
difference. "Fools Fly High" is not
just a pulp air story because it has
got real people in it—interesting

people. Particularly that villain of

his, Nagel. A lot of times the villains

aren't interesting at all, they're just

tough rats. But Nagel is an unusual
guy and I feel as if I knew him.
One thing, though, about Mr. Gold-

smith. When he starts describing just

how the hero flies his plane, half the

time I don't know what he is talking

about. I suppose the technical stuff

is necessary and I suppose a lot of

people like it. But I get through it as

fast as I can or else I would end up
with a headache. People are more
interesting to me than mechanical
gadgets on a dashboard.
Anyhow, I take my hat off to Mr.

Goldsmith.
Buffalo, N. Y.

Now a note from an admirer of Robert
Griffith. He wants a serial. You hear,

Mr. Griffith?

JOHN DOTELO
Every few months you publish a

prize-fighting story by Robert Grif-

fith. The last one was called "Omit
Flowers, Kindly" and it was swell,

like all the rest of his. Now what I

want to know is: if he can write such
good stories, why can't he write a
serial for Argosy? How about it?

You haven't had a prize-fighting

serial in a long time. I'll bet there are

plenty of readers Besides myself who
like a good boxing story, and it is

about time you did something for us.

I think it would be a fine idea if you
told Griffith to write one, with plenty
of action and humor in it.

Glad to see you had another C. S.

Forester story. It was all right, but
of course I'd rather read his serials.

They were the best stories in Argosy
since I have been reading the mag-
azine.

Bridgeport, Conn.

TT is very pleasant to hear from a reader
-I down in South America. This gentle-
man left us for quite a while; but he's

back now and rapidly adjusting himself
to changes made while he was away.

RAFAEL HERRAN
After a lapse of twenty-five years

I am again receiving your very ex-
cellent publication, but I have no-
ticed many changes. In the olden
times it used to be a monthly publi-
cation; now it appears every week.
None of the old writers appear

nowadays. Where are my old friends?
Are they too old to write now?
Where is that prince of writers, Al-
bert Payson Terhune? And Seward
W. Hopkins, Edgar Franklin, Marie
B. Schrader and so many others?
The present writers are a little dif-

ferent, and I am not well acquainted
with them so far. But I hope to be-
come good friends with them. Now
the Argosy is a "real fiction mag-
azine." This style is rather new to

me and I am beginning to like it.

Medellin, Colombia, South America.

Tl/TR. HERRAN asks about his old

friends. Well, Edgar Franklin died
several years ago, and we have had no
word from Marie B. Schrader and Sew-
ard W. Hopkins in a long time. As for

Albert Payson Terhune, Mr. Herran's
particular favorite, he seldom does
magazine fiction these days.
The next letter is in praise of Robert

Carse.

W. WALLITT
... I enjoyed Carse's "Stepsons of

France" tremendously.
That boy can certainly write! I

particularly like his way of describ-
ing Delboit's impressions as he
crawled through the grass (Page 20).
When a man can write incidental

description as well as exciting action
. . . well, he's got my Mark of Merit
*** (The stars are Mr. Wallitt's—
Ed.)

-

Let's have a long serial by Carse. . .

I still remember with pleasure his
story about Haiti.

New York.

I COT NO SWORD
(Continued from page 41)

So the dragoons ran, every one of them
except Captain Dodson and Lieutenant
Richard Kennemont and Cuffee. Those
dragoons lit out from the fort and, into

a cornfield, leaving their muskets and
their blankets and everything behind
them.
Captain Dodson, he was swearing and

cussing and Lieutenant Kennemont was
fair crying, he was so mad. Cuffee stood
there, with his mouth flapping open be-
cause he had thought the dragoons
would get right up and whup the British,

instead of running away.

THEN the lieutenant, he ran for one
of the six-pound cannons that were

in the fort and Captain Dodson and Cuf-



fee took out after him. The three of
them, the two gentlemen and Cuffee,
swiveled that cannon around and point-
ed it right smack at the Britishers that,
were coming over the front of the fort.

Cuffee, he touched off that gun him-
self when Lieutenant Kennemont told
him to and that gun threw grape and
cannister and a twenty-seven-pound
lump of scrap iron tied up with rope,
right into the middle of those Britishers.

It was awful because those Britishers
were almost up to the gun with the
young smiling gentleman, Mr. Admiral
Cockburn's nephew, in the lead, waving
his gold-hilted sword. The grape and
cannister and the scrap iron didn't leave
hardly anything of those first Britishers.
That was the only shot fired in the

battle of Saint Michaels. The Britishers,
they_ drew off to their boats because they
thought there really was a ten-gun bat-
tery and, besides, the young gentleman
that had been commanding them wasn't
there to tell them what to do.
They got back in their boats and row-

ed back to the brigs and Captain Dod-
son and Lieutenant Kennemont and Cuf-
fee hit out for Royal Oak, seeing it was
no use for them to stay in the fort alone
without the dragoons coming back.
The British brigs, they moved up and

fired a lot of cannon balls into Saint
Michaels but they didn't do much hurt
except knock some shingles off Mr.
Taylor's ordinary. Then the brigs moved
down to Royal Oak but Lieutenant Ken-
nemont, he tricked them there. He had
his men hang lanterns in the tree-tops
and the British, they thought they were
lighted windows and they shot high, in
all the fog and drizzle. And the cannon
balls are still up in those tree-trunks to
prove it.

Cuffee, he was a hero and got his name
put in the Democrat. He never did tell

Lieutenant Richard "Kennemont that it

was on account of what he told the cap-
tain of the brig Saint Domingo and Mr.
Admiral Cockburn's nephew that the
British attacked Saint Michaels and were
beat off with one gun.

Besides, Cuffee knew by then that his
plan wasn't any good because Lieuten-
ant Kennemont and Mistress Mary Dod-
son were married, right after the battle
of Saint Michaels. But the lieutenant
stayed in the war, right up to the end.
He got Cuffee another mule and that
boy was always downright proud.
But he always felt sorry for the young

English gentleman, Mr. Admiral Cock-
burn's nephew. They found his dancing
pumps on the beach, outside Fort
Stoakes, a couple of days later, with the
salt air tarnishing the silver buckles.

FAREWELL TO THE INDIES
(Continued from page 47)

luffed and the wheel spun while the
willful schooner walked jpto the wind.
A moment passed and Red dropped his

arms. He grinned at Tanya, grabbed the
spokes and swung the Wanderer back on
her course.

Tanya's hand closed over his. "Your
course is wrong, Red," she said quietly.
"Come about and run due north."
"But the island's the other way."
"Don't go any closer."

"Why not?"
"There's a three-inch gun on the top

of that cliff. I know; I saw them put it

there."

Red's lips went round and he whistled
softly but his hands were firm on the
wheel. "Is that why you sold me your
home, lady?"

"Yes."

"And the Germans are using the
island?"
"They are," said Tanya. "And now

that you know, put about and sail to

Vanity Point. There's a radio there. You
can call your friends to come and shell

the island." ,
"And what of you?"

TANYA'S shoulders lifted. "A narrow
cell for a number of years where I

can sit and dream of Red Flanagan."
"You'd do that?"
She nodded. "I love you, Red;—it's

simple as that. And I want you to live

in that house near the temple. I know
each room, each bench in the gardens.
I'll see you there as you walk through
my dreams. That much, at least, will be
real."

"And the rest?"
"I'll manage the rest when I make my

dreams. Each night we'll meet on the
temple road and after the priests have
gone to their prayers we'll walk together
through the gardens. Later we'll sit on
the terrace for tea until the wind gets
cool. Then we'll go into this house of

yours and—

"

She stopped and looked up at him.
"The rest of the dream belongs to me,
Red Flanagan."
"They call me a dreamer, too, lady.

Shall I finish the story for you?"
Tanya shook her head. "We've talked

long enough. Too long. Bring the Wan-
derer about or you'll have her within
range of that gun!"
She looked up at him, waiting for the

wheel to turn. Red's hands held it steady.
Tanya's eyes grew worried.
"Come about, Red! You've found the

island; this is it! Don't you believe me?"
"Devil a bit, I do," he laughed. "Your

words are sweet and I love the sound of
them, Tanya; but believe them? I'd as
soon believe Red Flanagan!"
"But why would I lie about this?"
"Merely to keep in practice, perhaps,"

he said. "Or then, it might be that you'd
enjoy watching the look on me face
when I'd sent the Navy on a wild goose
chase to shell an island that was owned
by the gulls.

" Twould be a cut trick, Tanya. And
all the while your German friends would
be building their base on some other
island, and perhaps getting ready to use
it."

"You think I'd do that?"
"I know you would."
Tanya laughed. "You know me too

well, I'm afraid. But stop being stubborn
and use your mind. You're still out of
range of that three-inch gun, so drop the
hook and wait until morning. As soon as
its light I'll prove what I say is the
truth."

"How?"
"A pair of glasses will do the trick.

Through them you'll see the changes
that have been made in the face of the
cliff. They're cleverly camouflaged, but
you've seen the island often enough to

spot them."
Red spun the wheel and called for the

crew. He brought the Wanderer sharp
about and ordered the anchor down.
Mark came on deck to help with the

work and Connie followed to question
Flanagan. She looked at Tanya and
tilted her nose, then seated herself on a
hatch.
The sails came down and the lines

were snugged; and within twenty min-
utes the schooner was tidy.

"Four-hour watches till morning," said
Red. "I'll stand the first and you take
the next, Mark. Come dawn and we'll
know the answer."

(To be concluded next week)

SECRETS ENTRUSTED
TO A FEW

THERE are some things that can not be
generally told

—

things you ought to
know. Great truths are dangerous to
some—but factors for personal power
and accomplishment in the hands of
thosewhounderstandthem.Behind thetales
ofthe miraclesandmysteriesofthe ancients,
lie centuries of their secret probing into
nature's laws—their amazing discoveries

of the hiddenprocesses ofman's mind,
and the mastery of life's problems.
Once shrouded in mystery to avoid their
destruction by mass fear and ignorance,
these facts remain a useful heritage for
the thousands of men and women who
privately use them in their homes today.

THIS FREE BOOK
{The Rosicrucians (not a religious organization),

an age-old brotherhood of learning, have pre-
served this secret wisdom in their archives for
centuries. They now invite you to share th&
practical helpfulness of their teachings.
Write today for a free copy of the book. "The
Secret Heritage.** Within its pages may lie a new
life of opportunity for you. Address Scribe M.W M.

WTe Rosicrucians
(AMORC). SAN JOSB, CALIFORNIA. U. S. A.

3c A DAY

HOSPITALIZATION
PLAN s

Pays Up To 325
HOSPITAL AND

SURGICAL FEES

FREE
INFORMATION'

23,000 people go to
hospitals every day.

Learn how Hospital and
Surgical care is provided
for every member of your family in case of
sickness or accident. Plan permits you to go
to any hospital in the U. S. ; select your own
surgeon. No medical examination required.
Write today for free information.

INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N.
DEPT. MS, DOVER. DELAWARE

Please Bend me full details concerning your Hos-
pitalization Policy.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE
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Kidneys Must
Clean Out Acids

Excess acids, poisons and wastes in your blood
are removed chiefly by your kidneys. Getting up
Nights, Burning Passages, Backache, Swollen
Ankles, Nervousness, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness,
Circles "Under Eyes, and feeling worn out, often
are caused by non-organic and non-systemic Kid-
ney and Bladder troubles. Usually in such cases,

the very first dose of Cystex goes right to work
helping the Kidneys flush out excess acids and
washes. And this cleansing, purifying Kidney ac-
tion, in just a day or so, may easily make you
feel younger, stronger and better than in years.
A printed guarantee wrapped around each pack-
age of Cystex insures an immediate refund of
the full cost unless you are completely

,
satisfied.

You have everything to gain and nothing to lose
under this positive money back guarantee so get
Cystex from your druggist today for only 35c.

•enSimS!"iES" of

FISHING DIGEST'

I SJust out-new 1941 edition!

•M** fc , A digest of the year's best

rl%'* m articles on fishing. 100 pages
, . . , of facts, fiction, thrills. In-

cludes chart ofworld's record catches. Also in-
formation on outboard motors. Sentfree! Write

'
I MOTORS, I6H Pershing Rd.. Waukegan, III.

UP TO

RTUBE
FACTORY-*
TO -YOU

V
PUT THIS CHASSIS IM
YOUR PRESENT CABINET

.... RECEPTION DIRECT
Liberal trade-in allowance
on many new models shown
In FREE catalog—from'6 to
18 tubes—up to 5 bands

—

including automatic record-
changing radio phonos . . •

Homo Recorder, etc)
(User-Agents Wanted)

IIP TO

425*
TJUOE-i*
MI0MA1KS

KASYTrans
MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION

63-HH

Believe In Luck?-$
ICarry a pair of GENUINE
\ BRAHMA RED LIVE HIGH-
SLY MAGNETIC LODESTONES!
( Legend reputes. Occult Oriental
t ancients superstitiously carried
two Live Lodestones as MOST
POWERFUL MAGNETIC
"LUCKY" CHARMS, one to

. "attract" Good Luck in Money,
Games, Love, Business, Work, etc., the other to "pre-
vent" Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble, Harm, etc. Be-
lieve in Luck? Carry a Pair of these curious GenuineBrahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no supernatural
elaims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all information.
JI.97 and l5o extra if C.O.D. Satisfaction GUARAN-TEED or Money Returned. Order yours NOW'

ASTROL CO., Dept. 86, Main P. O.
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

72ILĈ EL BewSre of imitations! We absolutely GUAR-
C. .

EE
-
,nese G«n "'ne Brahma Lodestones are ALIVE'M 1B§l*K«8!Si.JfS ju^' what you want

.
*ho real
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WE
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RFUL- "RAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY

•
A
.S
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IC

'. £ully Gimranted—Order TODAYI Copy-
right 1937—A. Co.

MAGIC-DISC
HEATS WATER /

INSTANTLY/
UP TO

178%
PROFIT

£0 Second Demonstration

Ever> home can afford
this low cost, new im-

proved electric water heater that
uses an amazing principle to heat
water instantly. Just plug into
light socket. Sells itself on minute demonstration.
No risk SAMPLE OFFER. Write at once for details.

THE LUX COMPANY
Dept. H-182 Elkhart. Indiana

Looking

Ahead!
MIDNIGHT TRAIN

Trumpets for O'Reilly Sahib, the

large and red-headed Irish cop who
has served a Hindu potentate so

long and well. Today O'Reilly re-

tires, with high honors; but his

train will take him out of India by

way of peril. A vivid and exciting

novelet by

L. G. BLOCHMAN

JEOPARDY'S JEWEL
Once more, in the iridescence of an

opal, flashes the question: Can such

a beautiful woman be a thief? Or

mad? Or possessed? This, the

fifth visit, is a tense approach to

climax in the fascinating series by

H. BEDFORD-JONES

SEVEN ISN'T LUCKY
Mr. Nureddin Ali still has Cali-

fornia somewhat bewildered. This

time he goes after a murder with

canned apricots, an acetylene

torch, and an understanding of the

Sign of Mr. Seven—which is Chi-

nese for very, very bad luck.

Another fine novelet by

E. HOFFMANN PRICE

Also more excellent fiction by
Arthur Leo Zagat, Borden

Chase, and others.
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COMING IN NEXT WEEK'S
ARGOSY—MARCH 8

TO MEN PAST40
Men afflicted with Bladder trouble,
Getting up Nights, Pains in Back,
Hips or Legs, Nervousness, Dizzi-

ness, physical inability and general
impotency.sendforDr.BalFsamaz-

ing FREE Book that tells how tocorrectthesecondi-
tions and have new zest. Write today- No obligation.

BALL CLINIC, Dept. 6607, Excelsior Springs, Mo.

ASTHMA
Kidder's Asthmatic Pastilles give quick re-

lief from the pains or discomforts due to
Asthma or Asthmatic attacks, because their

pleasant, soothing fumes are inhaled directly

to where the spasms are occurring. In use
over 100 years. Prescribed by physicians. 50c
or $1 at drug stores, or mailed postpaid. Don't
suffer. Buy TODAY. Kidder & Co. (Est.

• tlantic City, N. J.1804), Board

Send (oi my see too k how lo develop

STRONG ARMS
and BROAD SHOULDERS
for 25o coin or 30c U. S. Stamps.
Contains 20 pages of illustrations
showing and fully describing exer-
cises that will quickly develop and
make you gain strength in your
Shoulders, Arms, Wrists,
Hands and Fingers.
This Is really a valuable

|

course of exercises, with-
out apparatus.

ANTHONY BARKER
(doing business at this address for

over 20 years.)
1235—6th Ave., Office 30. N.Y.City

i in your

RUPTURED?
Get Relief This Proven Way
Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your

flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening-
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows every body movement with instant in-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn, in bath.
Send for amazing FREE book, "Advice To Ruptured"
and details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also
endorsements from grateful users in your neighborhood.
Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 20, Bioomflefd, New Jersey.

HI-STANDARD AUTOMATIC
.22 caliber Model "B" for
long rifle cartridges. Model
"C * for .22 short cartridges.
4i/a" or 63,4" barrel.
Choice $18, 13
H. & R. "922" .22 caliber G"
barrel 9 shot target revolver
I. J. Supershot Sealed "8" .22 cal.

Send stamp for each list Ammunition aurpiu-,
etc.—Used Rifles—Used Shotgu.no ($2 Deposit
on C. O. D's)

HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO.
W 52 WARREN ST. (New—FREE Catalog) (.NEW YORK

ITCH
STOPPED
ma Jiffif

or Money Back
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, ath-
lete's foot, scales, scabies, rashes and other externally
caused skin troubles, use world-famous, cooling, anti-
septic, liquid D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless,
stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops intense

r, 35c trial bottle proves it, or money back. Ask
your druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION.

STUDY AT HOME
Legallytrained men winhigh-
er positions and bigger suc-
cess In business and publld

life. Greater opportunities now than
ever before. Bier corporations ar»
headed by men with legal training-

More Ability: More Prestige: More Money

termaTGet oar valuable 48-paire " Law Tralninc/ar Leadership" and
''Evidence" books FREE. Send for them NOW.
LaSalls Extension University, Dept. 3BS-L Chicago

A Correspondence) Institution

—of Bargains in Military,
Outdoor sod Sport Goods,

Clothes, Shoes; Boots, Blankets,

Teats, Firearms. Boy Scout Sap*

plies, etc. Send 10* fox copy CO

be redeemed on first order.

anon SUPPLY CQO
4782 Lester St.,

Richmond, Virginia

ARE YOU
Gem has perfected a
sensational new head-
ing aid—to sell at an
ama: DEAF?

TUBE HEARING AID
Easily worn, small, economical, dependable. Hear
clearly the voices of your friends and relatives
• . . at theatre, business groups, or church.
Fully guaranteed. Solve your hearing problem.
Write for booklet 'M-3' and special trial offer.
GEM EAR PHONE CO. 47 West 34 St.. New York

ARMY -NAVY BARGAINS
Haversacks $0.75 Cart. Belt $0.(0
Small Cart. Box.. .25 U.S. Hunt's Knife 1.25
Hobbles 50 Rope Lariat 75

Springfield Rifle 45/70 C/F $4.25
75th Anniversary Catalog 1865—1940. 308 pages,
over 2,000 illustrations of pistols, rifles, daggers,
medals, saddles, etc., mailed for 50 cents. Cir-
cular for 3c stamp.
FRANCIS BANNERMAN SONS, 501 Broadway, New York



AUDELS NEW AUTO GUIDE

ANSWERS YOUR

QUESTIONS!
Practical Information in
HandyForm,1540 Pages
—1S40 Illustrations.KNOWYOURCAR!
AUTO REPAIRS & SERVICE HELPS
All the Parts of an Automobile—Au-
tomotive Physics—The Gas Engine

—

How a Gas Engine Works—Gas En-
gine Principles—Multi-Cylinder En-
gines—Horse Power—Automobile
Engines—Engines: Stationary Parts
—Engines: Moving Parts—Pistons—
Piston Rings—Connecting Bods-
Crank Shafts—The Valves—The
ValveGear—Cams and Cam Action-
Valve Timing—Cooling Systems-
Gasoline—Fuel Feed Systems—The
Mixture—Carburetors—Automatic
Choke—Super-Chargers—Transmis-
sions—Synchro-Mesh—Clutches—
Universals and Propeller Shafts—The
Differential—Rear Axles—The Run-
ning Gear—Brakes—Wheel Align-
ment—Knee Action—Steering Gear
—Tires—Lubricants and Lubrication
—Automotive Electricity —Ignition
Systems—Magneto Ignition—Spark
Plugs— Ignition Coils— Distributors
—Automatic Spark Control—Ignl-
tlonTiming—Generators—Starters-
Generator and Starter Testing-
Lighting Systems—Storage Batteries
—Battery Charging—Battery Test-
ing Troubles.

AUTOMOTIVE DIESEL ENGINES
Including Questions and Answers

The contents is progressively ar-
ranged; thus making It a text book
and a reference book, to which you
will refer again and again.

INSIDE VIEWS OF ALL AUTOMOBILE
PARTS FULLY ILLUSTRATED.

GOOD NEWS—JUST OUT
AUDELS NEW AUTOMOBILE
GUIDEis NEW from cover to cover.
Explaining the Theory , Construction
and Servicing of modern motor cars,

trucks and buses; and the application
of auto type Diesel Engines.

Written by an engineering authority
and presented with forceful directness
in plain language and simple terms,
generously illustrated. Ills an up-to-
date authoritative book of instruc-

tions giving a new vision of the auto-
motive field. Covers the entire subject
In every detail. Does not dealinidle
theories, but gives definite directions

telling exactly what to do and how to
doit. Itis packed full with important
information, indispensable to auto
mechanics, service men and owners,

TO GET THIS ASSISTANCE FOR
YOURSELF SIMPLY FILL IN AND

MAIL COUPON TODAY

FOUR DOLLARS COMPLETE
jm 1540 PAGES ^
AJjj) 1540 ILLUSTRATIONS!
^^l FLEXIBLE BOUND-HANDYSIZE*

«v MAIL
COUPON

TODAY!
Please send me postpaid

AUDELSNEWAUTOMOBILE
GUIDE ($4) for free examination.

If I decide to keep it, I will send you
?1 within 7 days: then remit $1 monthly

until purchase price of 54 is paid. Other-

AUDEU PUBLISHERS. 48 West 33rd Street.

»• Name.
ASK TO JC&
SEE *'* Address

>TI *^tV Occupation
Ill

New York City *\ Reference Buck



OFFERS THE NEW

FMIHLV GROUP POUEV
THAT

InsuresEntireFamily

10 DAY

FREE OFFER

•

Mail Coupon!

Send No Money

TOTAL
COST

A MONTH
FOR ALL!

The Murray Family, 4712 Leamington Ave., Chicago, 111.

Baby-Children-Parents-Grandparents
AS PLAINLY STATED IN THE POLICY

YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY
IS INSURED UP TO:

$1,OOQoo
Maximum—For Natural Death

12,000°°
Maximum—For Auto Accidental Death

'3,000°°
Maximum—For Travel Accidental Death

The policy is not cancelled by the death of
one of the insured members. The benefits

are paid and the policy remains in force
on the balance of the insured group as long
as premiums are paid. Monthly premiums
are divided equally between the number
insured and benefits are graded according
to the attained ages of members insured.

ACT NOW • SEND COUPON!

USAGES 1 TO 75 ... at Same Cost!
This wonderful Family Group policy now gives your whole family safe, reliable

insurance, paying benefits for natural death, double amount for auto accidental

death, and triple benefits for travel accidental death. One policy, one premium
insures all your loved ones—baby to grandparents—all for only $1.00 per month!

no mEDKRL Exnminnnon
We have thousands of satisfied policyholders all over the country, many of whom
could not afford to pay big prices. Now YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY can enjoy
real life insurance protection. No agent will call. No medical examination, no in-

vestigation, no red tape. This remarkable Triple Indemnity policy sold by mail
on Bankers Life and Casualty Company's ironclad guarantee. You take no risk.

SEHD no mOHEV
Remember, you do not send one cent with coupon—just your name and address,

and we send you our 10 Day Free offer and full details. Be sure to write today.
Don't put this off. Just mail coupon. No obligation.

NO AGENT
WILL CALL
Send coupon quick
for full details and
our 10 Day Free
offer. No obligation
or single penny ex-
pense to you. Act
today for this new
low cost family
group policy.

I

I

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
Bankers Insurance Btdg., Jefferson Sta.. Deskl33, Chicago, III.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection. No Agent Will Call.

Nam*

Street or R. F. D..

City. Stale.


