














Sunrise Tomorrow 
By ARTHUR LEO ZAGAT 

Author of "Thunder Tomorrow,•• "Bright Flag of 
Tomorrow," etc. 

Dlkar ahouted a warning, 

and Wut Point wae a 

tumult of crlea and the 

thunder of guna 

CHAPTER I 

'WARE PLANE! 

of the Bunch. with the Beast Folk from 
the tangled woods below the Mountain, 
had fought to take from the Asafrics 

"WHY don't they come, Norman- this great gray building and the other 
fenton?" Diker asked the tall, gray buildings that made up West 
loosely built man beside him. Point. 

"What are the Asafrics waitin' for?" A pitiful few against the black- and 
They were standing in front of a gray, yellow-faced many, with bows and ar
grim building and it rose almost as rows and knives against rifles and huge 
high, it seemed, as tl1e Mountain that, guns. they had fought and won. But the 
tiJI two nights ago, had been all the loom of these walls was now a gray 
world Dikar and the Bunch knew. weight overhanging Dikar, and a heavy 

"Why don't they come to punish us dread of what brooded beyond the hills 
for what we have done?" had taken the place of the blazing joy 

Two nights ago the Boys and Girls of t�at victory. 
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Exciting Story of Dilrar 

�tnd the Bunch 

The road to liberty is long and perilous, but Dikar must lead his warrior 
Bunch down it swiftly-if America is to see again the bright sunrise of her 

matchless heritage 

"Maybe they don't quite believe we ing on the Mountain. "From what the 
have done it, son." Normanfenton's farmers who have been flocking in here 
massive head, black-bearded, lined with have to say, not many of the black 
worry and sadness, <.lid not turn to soldiers who escaped us can have gotten 
Dikar. "Or maybe they're waiting to through to New York. All over the 
find out how we did it, how strong we countryside they were waylaid that 
are and what weapons we have.'' night, their throats cut, their bodies 

From under the dark, bushy brows hidden." 
thoughtful eyes watched the bustle on "At least we have accomplished that 
the grassy, flat field that stretched be- much, sir," \Valt put in from the other 
fore them, ten times as big as the Oear- side of Normanfenton. "Our people 
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would not have dared even to scowl at 
an Asafric, much less lay a finger on 
one, before we pulled this thing off. 
At least we have given them courage." 

"Courage?" Normanfenton's gnarled 
hand, bigger even than Dikar's, closed 
slowly into a fist. "God grant that it 
does not tum out to be only rashness 
we have inspired in them, that we have 
not merely brought on them even worse 
cruelties than they already have had 
to bear. 

"I am not at all sure, this morning, 
that this adventure of ours is anything 
but sheer madness. We are still with
out news from beyond the circle of can
non and machine-gun nests that give 
us a little safety here." 

"We ought to hear something pretty 
soon." Walt came only to Normanfen
ton's shoulder. "I've just come from 
where Colonel Dawson and his men 
have been working to rebuild the radio." 

When Dikar first brought him to the 
Mountain from the woods below it, 
Walt had looked and smelled more like 
an animal than a man, his rags crusted 
with dirt, his eyes, somehow both fright
ened and fierce, peering out of a mask 
of matted hair. "They hope to have it 
in shape very soon now, and then we'll 
be able to get in touch with the Secret 
Net" Now he had scraped the hair 
from his hollow cheeks and lean jaw, 
and in West Point had got new cloth
ing to wear, gray-blue with shiny but
tons. "But the waiting is hard, I'll grant 
you that." 

"Yes," Normanfenton sighed. "The 
waiting is hard." He too was dressed 
in one of the gray-blue uniforms great 
piles of which had filled a stone house at 
the other end of the big field that was 
called the Plain. "But I have a notion 
that it is a good omen-to be waiting 
here." 

"A good omen, sir?" 

"If history does repeat itself." The 
big, gnarled hand gestured to the scene 
before them. "Look at the men drilling 
out there. More than two hundred years 
ago other men marched and counter
marched on that very Plain, their com
mander-in-chief a man named George 
Washington. 

"Look at the women and children 
and old men crowded around watching, 
no longer sodden with despair, hope 
dawning in haggard faces that so long 
have known no hope. Just so must the 
Colonials have looked who watched 
Washington's men." 

"I see what you mean, sir," Walt's 
face lit up. "The parallel is amazing. 
Look. The Continentals had their 
Indian allies and we have Dikar's Boys 
from the Mountain, strolling about 
half-naked, knives in their belts, mows 
in their hands and quivers slung over 
their shoulders." 

W
HEN they'd first found the store 

of gray-blue clothes, the Beast 
Folk, throwing away the rags that hung 
rotting from their starved bodies, had 
sung and danced with joy in their brave, 
new dress. 

But not so the Boys and Girls of the 
Bunch. They had liked the shining but
tons and the color of the uniforms, but 
the stuff had itched their skins and 
cramped their limbs, and they had torn 
it off again, refusing to have any more 
to do with it. 

"Yes," N ormanfenton agreed. "Do 
you recall, Walt, that Washington once 
wrote about this fort where we are 
starting our own rebellion? 'It is the 
key to America.' " 

The Bunch had wanted to stay the 
way they'd always been on the Moun
tain; the Girls wearing only thigh
length reed skirts and circlets woven 
from leaves to cover their deepening 
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breasts, the Boys only small aprons of 
twigs split and deftly plaited. Dikar 
could not yet quite understand why 
Normanfenton had said no, but Nor
manfenton was the leader and he must 
be obeyed, and so they'd worked out 
what Walt called a compromise. 

In the little stone house there far 
across the Plain that had been given 
the Bunch for their own the Girls took 
from their beds soft, white cloth and 
cut this into short lengths and wound 
the strips about themselves. When he 
saw one of these wrappings on Marilee, 
Dikar's gray-eyed mate, Normanfenton 
had called it a sarong, but Dikar knew 
only that Marilee was no less beautiful 
than before, and that she thrilled him 
as always. 

He himself had led the Boys up on 
the wooded hill beyond which curved the 
farthermost line of pillboxes, and had 
brought down a fawn with a single 
arrow. Scraping the hide clean, he had 
draped it up over his right shoulder 
and about his trunk and thighs. 

"'The key to America,'" Walt re
peated. "Yes, I recall reading that" 

Dikar's broad brow furrowed. He had 
learned since they came here that a 
key was a little iron that would make 
a door open, but he couldn't figure out 
how West Point could be that. 

Biggest of the three, broad-shoul
dered, his spread legs stalwart as two 
saplings, his lean belly plaited with Rat 
muscle, he was a puzzled youth trying 
to understand the talk of two oldsters. 

The fawn's fur lay golden-brown 
against the living bronze of his skin, 
sun-dusted with gold. His thick mop of 
hair and silken young beard were 
bright-golden, and the clear, deep blue 
of his eyes was gold-fringed by their 
long lashes. 

"And you recall that those who held 
this key," Normanfenton was saying, 

"were as poorly equipped, as meagerly 
trained as we are, that they faced an 
enemy as powerful. But they won liberty 
for America." 

"They won it, yes." Though there 
was sunlight upon it, a shadow dark
ened Walt's gaunt face. "But their 
descendants lost it. America had grown 
great, so great that we were certain 
none would dare to attack us. We for
got the warning that 'eternal vigilance 
is the price of freedom.' And so, when 
the black and yellow hordes swept up 
from under the round of the world, we 
were unprepared, and though we fought 
desperately we were beaten, and liberty 
was dead in the land." 

"Not dead, my boy," Normanfenton 
said softly. "Only chained. If they who 
once gathered here were not dismayed 
by the appalling odds against them, why 
should we be? With faith in God and 
ourselves-" A cry broke in on him. 

JT WAS a deep-toned howl that filled 
the air with fear, that rose and fell 

and rose again and broke the gray lines 
of marching men, broke the close
packed border of watchers into dark 
fragments scurrying toward the gray 
buildings like brown leaves driven by 
some sudden storm wind. 

" 'Plane!" Dikar sent his deep
chested shout ringing across the field. 
"'Ware plane!" Someone of the Bunch 
might not know, might have forgotten 
what the siren meant. " 'W-a-a-re 
plane." 

The other two dived into the safety 
of the great building behind them but 
Dikar leaped out into the rushing crowd. 
He was threading deftly through it, 
was running lithely toward the long, 
low House, far across the wide and open 
field, that was the dwelling of the 
Bunch. 

Beneath the siren's howling a little 
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girl whimpered in fright. A little boy 
cried out, thinly, ''Mom! Where are 
you, Mom?" 

Dikar's throat went dry and he was 
cold all through, remembering, out of 
a Long-Ago vague as the memory of 
a dream, a little boy that was himself 
crying, 'Mom! \\'here are you, l\Iom ?' 
as Dick Carr ran through a city's night
swallowed streets, cries of other little 
children all about him, over him a 
siren's howl, rising and falling and ris
ing again and filling the dreadful night 
with the last alarm that city was ever 
to know. 

All of a sudden the Plain was empty 
except for Dikar loping across its wide 
green. The wail of the siren was fading 
and Dikar heard now a new sound 
somewhere in the over-arching blue, a 
low hum such as the wild bee makes. 

As he ran, Dikar looked up to find 
the thing that made the sound. He saw 
long black fingers lift above a jagged 
roof-edge to point slantingly southward, 
saw in the sunny south sky a tiny black 
speck that grew even in the instant he 
saw it. It grew and became a black 
hawk soaring on outstretched, motion
less wings, became a black and threaten
ing plane small-seeming enough to be 
held on his two spread hand:.. 

And Dikar remembered, out of a 
long-ago Time of Fear, just such planes 
flying high over a doomed city, remem
bered the death that had dropped from 
their bellies, the thunder of death that 
had shaken the city beneath him. And 
Dikar was young, and he did not want 
to die. 1 

CHAPTER II 

HUNTSMEN, WHAT QUARRY? 

THUNDER boomed in the sky as 
Dikar ran. The thunder came from' 

the guns on the rooftops. Little puffJ 

of white cloud spotted the blue around 
the black plane, but it came on. 

It was climbing upward on a long 
slant. More cloud-flowers blossomed in 
the sky. Soft and white, they trailed 
the black bird across the blue, but the 
plane was lifting itself above the reach 
of the guns. 

Dikar felt the coolness of shadow 
about him and knew he had reached 
the little House toward which all this 
time he'd been ntnning. He stopped, 
stood staring upward. 

"Dikar !" a clear, sweet voice cried 
his name from inside the House. 
"Dikar, you big silly, stop standin out 
there. You'll get hurt." 

"�o, I won't, Marilee." A white pole 
rose straight and proud out of the 
middle of the Plain and from its high top 
waYed a bright flag, striped white and 
red, and star-spangled on deep blue. 
"The plane's too high up to hurt any
body." 

Circling now in the sky above the 
flag, the plane looked no bigger than 
when Dikar first saw it, so he knew 
it must be awful high. The guns, too, 
knew it was so high there was no use 
their trying to reach it and so they had 
stopped thundering. "It's just fiyin 
around and around, like the baldy eagle 
that has its nest on the dead pine at the 
Mountain's tip-top." 

"The little birds hide when the baldy 
eagle's in the sky." Marilee's voice was 
very ncar. "But you haven't the sense 
of a sparrow." 

Dikar t1,1rned and saw her coming out 
of the House's deep stone archway, her 
brown hair sweeping down over her 
shoulders, sweeping down about her 
warm, brown slimness to her sandaled, 
tiny feet. "Come inside, you big ninny." 
The sun made red glints in Marilee's 
hair, and anger made red glints in the 
'gray of her eyes. 
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"Get inside yourself, " Dikar e.x
claimed, his throat suddenly tight with 
fear for his mate. "Get back inside, you 
little fool !" He had hold of her and 
was half-pushing, half-carrying her into 
the dark inside the House. "You're a 
nut, comin out- " 

She twisted loose from him, was a 
slender shadow in the shadows. ''I 
thought the plane was too high to hurt 
anybody," she panted, "or am I wrong 
thinkin I heard you say it is?" 

"I said it is. " Dikar tried to grin, 
but his lips were still stiff. "An I'm 
sure it is. " He could see her better now. 
"But it might swoop down, an- Gosh. 
Marilee! You're beautiful when you're 
mad. " His arm slid around her warm, 
soft body, drawing her to him and all 
of a sudden she was trembling against 
him and there was a sob in her breast. 

"Oh, Dikar, " Marilee sobbed. "When 
I saw you runnin across the Plain, all 
alone . . .  \Vhy did you do that, Dikar? 
Why didn't you go right inside the 
Big House where you were, like all the 
others did when the siren started?" 

"Because you weren't in the Big 
House, there across the Plain where I 
was. You were here, and if the danger 
came true, I wanted to be here with 
you, to protect you if I could or to die 
with you if I couldn't, because without 
you I do not want to live." 

Very simply he said this. In that 
long-ago Time of Fear when the Old 
Ones hid the Bunch on the Mountain 
from the Asafrics they were little chil
dren-Dikar, the oldest of them, only 
eight. 

Soon after, the Old Ones were buried 
under the fall of the slanting hill along 
whose top had run the only way to reach 
the Mountain without help. The Boys 
and Girls of the Bunch, growing up 
without any older person among them, 
had kept the simple ways, the simple 

speech, of their childhood. Its simple 
frankness. There had been no one to 
teach them to be ashamed of speaking 
out their thoughts, their deepest feel
ings. 

"I wouldn't think life worth livin, 
Marilee, with you dead." 

"I know that, Dikar." Marilee's head 
lifted from Dikar's chest and her eyes 
were brilliant. "But you have no right 
to risk losin your life just for me. You 
don't belong to me any more, or even 
to the Bunch of which you were Boss 
so long. You belong to the Far Land 
now, to the land for which that flag 
stands." 

She pointed out through the doorway 
into the brightness. "You are too im
portant to America to risk losin your 
life just on account of me." 

THE black plane was no longer 
circling the sky above the flag. It 

had flown over the hills to the west and 
even its hum was gone from the sky. 
Doors w�re opening all around the 
Plain, and people coming out. 

"No, Marilee, " Dikar answered, and 
his tone was low, troubled. "I am not 
important to America at all. Look. The 
guns kept that plane so high that it 
could do us no harm. Could our bon
arrers have done that? Of course not. 
That is how little use I am now, in all 
that has to be done before America is 
freed. " 

"But Dikar, you were a fine Boss on 
the Mountain, a wise leader- " 

"Wise enough as Boss of the few 
Boys and Girls I knew as I know my
self, on the Mountain whose ways I 
know. But the people of this Far Land 
are strange to me, the ways of this land 
strange ways. The bcginnin of bein wise 
is in knowin, and it's Normanfenton 
who knows the ways of the people, of 
the land. It is Normanfenton who must 
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be wise for us now, Normanfenton who 
must lead us. Don't you see that. 
Marilee?" 

"I can see that you can't be boss any 
more, but you can fight." 

"With what? My hands? This knife 
in my belt? I am not needed any more." 

"No." Marilee laid her little hand on 
his arm, her face very serious. "But I've 
got a feelin there still is work only you 
can do, an'-Oh !'' Her eyes widened, 
looking suddenly past Dikar to where 
there was a sudden shuffling football in 
the doorway. "There's a man.'' 

One of his legs was stiff and dragged 
after him as he shuffled in. He stopped 
in front of them, blinking the outside 
brightness out of his eyes. Dikar made 
out on his forehead a healed bum in 
the form of a star, the mark the Asafrics 
made with hot iron on the brows of 
those whom they let out of their con- · 

centration camps. 
"I be lookin for somew1 called 

Dikar," the man mumbled, peering. 
Deep within his eyes a glow smoldered 
like that which shows in the ashes of 
a dying fire. 

"I am Dikar.'' 
"Yeh be? Then I'm ter take yeh ter 

th' Commissary. He needs yeh." 
"He needs-" Dikar looked at Mari

lee, muttered, "It would be funny if 
you turned out to be right." Then he 
was saying to the stooped-over man, 
"Come on. \Vhat are w e  waitin for?" 

In a little while, Dikar was striding 
back in agamn through the arched door
way of the house that had been given 
the Bunch to live in, and he was smiling 
as he had not smiled since the morning 
after the fight that took West Point. 

Noise met him in the narrow, stone
lined, stone-floored passage, laughing 
cries of young voices and a quick pat: 
pat of running bare feet on stone; and 
then he was in the big, sunny room that 

was between the room where the Boys 
slept and the one where the Girls slept. 

A slight, beardless youngster darted 
in and out among the tables and chairs, 
dodging a red-bearded bigger Boy who 
doggedly chased him. 

"Go it, Carlberger," the other young
sters shrilled, and deeper voices yelled. 
"Get him, Timohare. Grab him!" chok
ing with laughter. The Girls, brown
limbed and sparkling-eyed, impartially 
cheered both or gave tiny squeals of 
alarm as Timohare crashed into a chair 
Carlberger threw in his way, or Carl
berge-r twisted just in time to escape 
Timohare's clutching fingers. 

The youngster jumped on a long 
table, jumped down on the other side. 
Timohare stopped, panted, "I'U wring 
your little neck, you rabhit. I'll teach 
you not to sneak up an stuff prickle
bur'rs down the back of my fawn-skin." 

"Sticks an stones," Carlberger chant
ed, thumbing his nose, "may break my 
bones, but words wiU never hurt." A 
sudden vault took Timohare clear over 
the table, and he had his tormentor in 
his big-pawed grip. 

"Fins," the youngster gurgled. "Fins, 
Timohare. I promise I won't do it 
again." 

"You betcha you won't," the bigger 
Boy grunted. "Not when I get through 
with-" 

"Hold it!" Dikar called. "Hold it, 
you two. Come here, all you Boys, I've 
got somethin to tell you.'' 

THE laughing and the yelling stopped 
all of a sudden, and there was only 

the sound of feet as the Boys gathered 
eagerly around Dikar. The Girls crowd
ed up behind the Boys, their long
lashed eyes anxious. 

"What is it, Dikar ?'' Marilee asked, 
low-voiced, somehow alongside him. 
"What's happened?" 
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"You'll hear in a minute." His arm 
slid across her shoulders, and then he 
was talking to the Bunch. "Listen, fel
lows," he was saying. "I was just called 
to the Commissary, the man Norman
fenton has put in charge of givin out 
food to all the people here in West 
Point. He told me that there's hardly 
any food left. With so many people 
crowdin in here, most of the Asafrics' 
store is used up already." 

"Ph e w-w-w," someone whistled. 
"That's nice." Johnstone it was, thin, 
his square jaw darkly stubbled. "That's 
very nice." 

"The Quartermaster," Dikar went 
on, "has put it up to us to get more. 
Over beyond the hill behind this row 
of houses and past the woods other side 
of it, there are a lot of cows, those ani
mals like fat, clumsy deer with un
branched horns that these people kill 
an eat.., 

"Dikar !"Marilee interrupted. "That's 
way outside the line of pillboxes." 

"Right," Dikar smiled tightly. "It's 
way outside the fort, so if anyone goes 
out to get those cows an is attacked by 
the Asafrics, the big guns couldn't pro
tect em because they'd shoot our men 
as well as the blacks. 

"Besides, the cows can't be driven to 
the fort because they'd have to be driven 
through the woods, and they're so full 
of brambles an thorny bushes the cows 
won't go that way. That means they 
have to be killed right out there an cut 
up an carried in. 

"Now, if a bunch of men was sent 
out with rifles to shoot em, the sound 
of the firin would surely bring any Asa
frics that are skulkin around. It's all 
got to be done very quiet, an that's 
where we come in. Our arrows don't 
make any sound-" 

"Hurray!" Carlberger yelled. "That's 
goin to be fun. Let's-" 

"Wait," Dikar snapped. "Wait a 
minute an listen to me. It won't be fun. 
If we're spotted out there by the Asa
frics, we'll stay out there, dead. That's 
why the Commissary didn't order me to 
take you Boys out there, only as�ed 
me, and that's why I'm only askin you 
to come with me, not orderin you. I 
don't want anyone to come unless he 
really wants to. Now. Who's comin ?" 

He stopped talking. Feet shuffled, and 
there was a hiss of indrawn breath, but 
nobody said anything. Not for a long 
minute. Then Timohare, grinning no 
longer, said very quietly: "We're all 
comin, Dikar. You knew that. You 
didn't have to ask." 

"I knew you all would," Dikar 
smiled. "But I had to ask. All right, 
fellows. Get your bonarrers an your 
knives an let's get started." 

THE other side of the hill was all tall 
grass; there '"ere no trees. Up out 

of the grass, midslope of the hill, rose 
half-balls of dirty-white stone each big 
enough to hold four or five men. There 
were men in each of these pillboxes, and 
guns that could lay down on the grassy 
hillside a chattering hailstorm of; death. 

A gentle wind rustled the tall grasses 
sloping down from the pillboxes to the 
edge of the woods that made shadowy 
the foot of the hill. The grasses moved 
scarcely more than they had moved all 
day in the soft breeze, but all of a sud
den a new shadow glided among the 
shadows just within the edge of the 
woods. It was a lithe-limbed Boy who 
had crept there down the slope of the 
hill. 

Another Boy appeared, and another, 
titJ eighteen of them were gathering 
around Dikar, and so silent were they 
that a rabbit nibbling a tender green 
shoot not ten paces away was not dii
turbed at all. 
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The Boys had left behind their fawn
skins, were naked except for their little 
twig-aprons, but they had their bows, 
and their quivers of arrows hung from 
their shoulders, and their sharp hunt
ing knives were in their belts. 

"You each know the numBer I gave 
you before I started," Dikar murmured. 
"I'll go ahead a little. If everything's 
all right I'll point to the cows, one after 
the other, an Number One will aim at 
the first one I point to, Number Two at 
the second, and so on, but you won't 
shoot till I lift my arm above my head, 
and then you'll shoot all together. 
Everyone understand?" 

He looked at each one in turn, and 
each one nodded. He turned to the gray 
trunk of the tree under which he stood, 
lifted his arms and sprang. 

Leaves rustled. The rabbit flipped his 
stub of a tail, looked around. Only the 
tree trunks and the dappled shadows of 
the foliage were between him and the 
sun and the tall grasses beyond the 
edge of the woods. 

Dikar ran easily through the tops of 
the trees, leaped from the swaying 
bough to bough as easily as though he 
ran on firm ground. The green smells 
of the leaves were in his nostrils, the 
sharper smell of tree bark, and dark, 
damp smell of the ground beneath. No 
man smell, no man souud, came to him. 
He might have been in the woods on 
the Mountain, the two nights and days 
just past only a dreadful dream from 
which he had wakened. 

The tre::etups were suddenly brighter 
ahead of Dikar and blue sky was shin
ing through. He stopped and crouched 
on a thick limb, and peered out of the 
woods and down into a rolling, flower
dotted field. 

Browu of body, white-faced, the un
gainly beasts of the Far Land that were 
called cows cropped grass everywhere 

in the field or drank noisily from a little 
stream that wandered through it. A low 
wall of tumbled stone closed off one end 
of the field, the stream running under it, 
and beyond the wall Dikar could see an
other field of tall yellow grass rippling 
in the breeze. It sloped gently up and 
over the top of a low hill. 

The woods curved around the other 
end of the cows' field till it came to the 
low wall of tumbled stone and swal
lowed this and ran on up the hill. The 
breeze came across the field to Dikar. 
He:: sniffe::d it, his nostrils wide, his eyes 
half-closed, the comer of his mouth 
twitching. There was only the smell of 
the woods in the breeze, and the smells 
of the flowers and the cows, and a faint 
tang of wood-smoke. 

Dikar swung down to the ground , 
took two or three steps into the field. 
He felt the eyes of the Boys upon him, 
though there was no hint in sound or 
sight that they were in the treetops, 
watching him. 

A COW lifted its head, looked at him 
with great, friendly eyes, its jaws 

moving from side to side, greenish spit 
dribbling from the corner of its mouth. 
Dikar pointed at it, pointed at the one 
next to it, at one lying down. He pointed 
at fourteen cows; there were no more. 

That was fine. When one of them 
had been skinned, its head and legs cut 
off and its insides cleaned out, as he'd 
told the Bunch to do, it would be no 
heavier than a grown deer. Each of the 
bigger Boys could carry a deer on his 
shoulders, but Dikar had been worried 
about the weaker youngsters. Now eight 
of the kids would only have to carry half 
a cow apiece. 

Dikar lifted his arm above his head. 
Bowstrings twanged in th� treetops and 
arrows zipped across the field, almost 
too fast for the eye to follow. Cows 
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thudded down, all the cows, an arrow 
in the eye of one, in the flank of an
other, in the breast of a third. Brown 
Boys dropped down out of the trees, 
darted to the dead cows, knives flash
ing. 

It had all been done almost without 
a sound, certainly without any sound 
that could have been heard a hundred 
paces away, but Dikar suddenly was 
uneasy. 

Carlberger ran up to him. "You 
didn't point out one for me." The 
youngster sounded as if he was ready 
to bawl. ''I was number eighteen an so 
I didn't get a chance to shoot.'' 

'Tm sorry, kid." Dikar put his arm 
around the Boy's shoulder. "There just 
weren't enough to go around, but I'll see 
that you're Number One next time, so 
you'll surely get a chance." 

A queer prickle was running up and 
down his back and his hair was tighten
ing on the top of his head. "Look You 
take care of somethin for me. I'm goin 
into the woods a ways, so tell John
stone to take charge. Tell him an every
one that if they hear a crow caw in 
the woods three times, they're to drop 
what they're doin quick an get up into 
the treetops an wait to hear from me." 

"Dikar ! "  Carl berger stared at him, 
round-eyed. "You don't think the Asa
frics-'' 

"No," Dikar grinned. "I just think 
we ought to take care. \Vc're awful far 
from the fort, you know. Now run 
along and do what I said." 

Carlberger ran off and Dikar turned 
back to the woods, and his grin was 
gone. As he went up again into the 
treetop out of which he had dropped, 
he had found out what was bothering 
him. 

The direction of the wind had 
changed a little and it was faintly tainted 
with the smell of an Asafric. 

Dikar moved into the wind now, 
more silently even than before, in the 
same direction as the nearer edge of the 
field ran and toward where the woods 
curved around it. The smell was still 
faint, but it was growing stronger, ever 
so little. Now there was another smell, 
a man smell, but not the smell of an 
Asafric. 

So there were two. 
The leaf shadows deepened about 

Dikar, so that he knew he had passed 
the end of the field where the cows 
were. He kept going. Then he flattened 
suddenly along the bough he was on, 
making himself a part of it. 

He'd heard a murmur of voices in 
the green brush, below and ahead of 
him. Now that he'd stopped moving he 
made out words. "Y oh be big £ella care
ful." The thick-mouthed voice of an 
Asafric Black. "Yoh not let rebels cotch 
yoh gettin' back inside fo't." And then 
he heard a rustle of movement in the 
bushes. 

The smell of the Asafric and the 
smell of the white separated, trailing • 
on the wind from different directions. 
The white was going away through the 
bushes, toward the fort. 

He was a spy on the Americans in
side the fort, had met the Asafric here 
to tell him what was going on in \Vest 
Point, was going back to find out more. 
Dikar had to see who he was. He start
ed moving toward that rustle in th<' 
bushes, very fast. 

So fast that he stepped on a rotten 
limb, started falling, snatched at another 
to save himself. "Who dar?" a startled 
cry burst out beneath him. "Who dat ?" 
And then the thick-mouthed voice was 
grunting, "Ah see yoh !" 

It was too late to escape. 
Dikar saw a black hand lifting out 

of the green brush, a little gun in it 
lifting to aim at him. 
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CHAPTER III 

SALUTE THE PRESIDENT 

GUN crash was loud in the hush of 
the woods. A brown body hurtled 

down out of the tall tree, pounded the 
Asafric to the ground. Someone shout
ed. Underbrush threshed about the two 
tossing bodies, brown and naked, black 
and green-uniformed. 

Dikar's strong fingers clamped a 
black wrist. That hand clutched the 
gun; the black's first bullet had missed 
Dim. Plunging down, Dikar had 
snatched his knife from his belt, but 
now the Asafric seized his ftrm, and a 
green-clothed knee dug into his chest, 
pinned him down on the ground. 

Foul breath stank in Dikar's face. 
Tiny, animal-like eyes glared down at 
him. The purplish lips twisted, said 
thickly, "Yoh one big fella fool try fight 
Jubal. Jubal not kill you now. Yoh 
strong, not die quick, but yoh wish 
youse'f daid befoh Cap'n Tsi Huan get 
t'rough wid yoh." 

"You'll have to take me to him first," 
Dikar grunted. "Think you can?" 

"Know I can." The Boys in the field 
would hear Dikar if he cried for help, 
but there might be other bfacks near. 
They could be as quiet in the woods as 
the Boys. His call might bring them 
too. "J ubal neber see no 'Merican he no 
can han'le." 

"Here's one I" Dikar heaved up, tore 
his knife-hand free, slashed the blade 
across the black throat, all in one 
sudden, irresistible movement. Blood 
gushed out over Dikar and the Asafric 
rolled off of him, was very still on the 
ground. 

Dikar was on his feet, breath clamped 
in his throat. all his nerves strained for 
sight or smell or sound of other Asa
frics. 

The silence of the woods dosed about 

him, a hush alive with leaf-rustle, with 
the buzz of insects, the peeping of birds 
and the whirr of their wings, but empty 
of all human noises. Even the white spy 
was already too far away to be heard. 

Lids half-closed. Dikar's blue eyes 
roamed the brush, found a bent twig, 
a brushed bit of moss. Dikar got mov
ing, and where he passed there were no 
bent twigs, not even a leaf turned 
wrongside out, to tell which way he had 
gone. 

The trail of the spy went toward the 
fort, and to Dikar it was as broad and 
plain as though it were the stone-paved 
path that circled the Plain. He followed 
it swiftly, till he came to the stream that 
he had seen curving across the fields 
where the cows were, and there it ended. 

Dikar's quarry had waded up or down 
in the'water, and there wer·e trees lean
ing across by way of which he might 
have left it. If he knew woodcraft at 
all it would take hours to find where, 
and by that time he would be back in 
the fort and his spoor would be mixed 
with all the many others. Most likely 
he was a Beast Man, Dikar thought, to 
be so apt in the ways of the woods. 

He washed himself in the stream, 
washed his knife, and went back to the 
field. The Boys had finished their butch
ering and were ready to start lugging 
the great red and white loads of meats 
back to West Point. 

DIKAR went ahead to find a path for 
them through the thorn-choked 

woods, tight with watchfulness till at 
last they were all over the hill and safely 
past the line of pillboxes. Then he sped 
across the Plain to find Normanfenton 
and tell him about the spy. 

"The pattern holds." the leader 
sighed. "Two centuries ago West Point 
had its Benedict Arnold, and now
Thanks, my boy," he broke off. "I shall 
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have Walt warn the outposts to keep a 
sharper watch from now on, and to do 
what he can to track down the spy, but 
I fear, what with all the strangers here, 
that it will be almost impossible." 

lt seemed to Dikar that his story had 
touched only the surface of N onnan
fenton's mind, that other matters filled 
it more deeply. "By the way, Dikar," 
the older man went on. "In half an hour 
1 want you to be at Headquarters." 

The room called Headquarters was 
very big and its roof, of dark wood laid 
on huge, rough-axed beams, very high, 
but even though the late afternoon sun 
came in threugh a window that took up 
all one end of it, it was dim as the deeps 
of the Mountain's forest. 

Coming into it, Dikar decided this 
was because the wood of the walls swal
lowed the sunlight in their quiet, dark 
glow, and because the ragged flags 
hanging from poles that stuck straight 
out from the walls, high up, threw slow
swaying shadows over the long, heavy 
table that ran down the room's middle, 
and over the men who sat around ·it. 

"You're the last, son," Normanfen
ton said from the end of the table. As 
he pointed to an empty chair, his sleeve 
pulled back and uncovered the scabby 
ring on his wrist where the Asafric's 
iron cuff had rubbed raw the prisoner's 
flesh. 

Dikar went to the chair, the thick 
stuff that was laid over the floor tick
ling the bare soles of his feet, and sat 
down. J ohnda wson was on one side of 
him, the-gray-haired, thin man with old 
pain lined into his face who was the 
first of the people from the Far Land 
that Dikar brought to the Mountain. 

The only other man here whom Dikar 
had known before he came to West 
Point was Walt, who sat up there next 
to N ormanfenton, making marks on a 
paper with a round little stick. 

Dikar knew the marks Walt was 
making had a meaning, but he did not 
know how to make out the meaning. 
The marks were called writing, and 
making out their meaning was reading. 

A narrow-faced, pale man across the 
table asked, "Are we ready to begin, 
now, General?" That was what they all 
called Normanfenton. It meant the same 
as Boss. "\Ve're anxious to hear what 
you have on your mind.'' His name 
was Paine. He wasn't one of the Beast 
Folk who had helped to take West 
Point, but had come here the morning 
after the fight, from a place called New
burg. "Do you mind telling us?" 

"I don't mind at all." Normanfen
ton's slow, sad smile stole over his 
face. "Since that is why I called you 
together." Of the three others in the 
room, the one called Morgan was the 
leader of the Beast Folk, while Holton 
and Gary were farmers who had joined 
up later, like Paine. 

"Colonel Dawson has finally got in 
communkation with the Secret Net, 
that league of devoted patriots who for 
all these years have worked in constant 
peril of torture and death to keep alive 
some <small measure of resistance to the 
Asa(rics. 

"It is because of them that America 
still lives in the hearts of men, and the 
secret radio network they operate is the 
authentic voice of that America." 

"\Ve know all that," Paine grm•·' ·n. 
"What's the idea of making a speech 
about it?" 

"You will find out soon. But first I 
want you to hear what we have learned. 
John, please." 

JOHNDA WSON fumbled with a 
paper on the table in front of him. 

"Word of what we've done here," he 
began, "has spread through the coun
try like wildfire. I've been talking with 
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National Prime himself, the anonymous 
chief of the Net, and I give you my 
word. gentlemen, that the very dots and 
dashes his hand hammered out crackled 
with his joy and excitement. 

''There is new hope in the land, my 
friends-this land that hasn't known 
hope for more than a decade. There is 
a new spirit of defiance." 

He stopped, shrugged shoulders 
scrawny even in the new gray-blue that 
covered them. "\\.hat I've learned has 
me so worked up myself, that I'm mak
ing a speech. It amounts to this. Our 
people everywhere, inspired by our ex
ample, are rising against the Asafrics. 

"The workers in a Nevada silver 
mine bashed in the heads of their guards 
and have barricaded themselves under
ground, S\\ oro to die rather than sur
render. In Seattle, longshoremen set 
fire to a half-dozen ships loaded with 
lumber for the Orient and fought off 
the black soldiers till the cargoes were 
altogether destroyed. 

''A riot has started in Chicago and 
is still going on in spite of the machine 
guns with which the Asafrics are mow
ing down the mob. In Pittsburgh-" 

"For the love of God, man!'' Gary 
broke in, "you don't think that sort of 
thing's good news, do you?" He was 
grizzled, hollow-cheeked, stooped under 
a weight of toil and sorrow. "Those 
poor damn fools won't get anywhere 
that way. They'll be murdered by the 
Asafrics, and that will be the end of 
everything. It's got to stop. \Ve've got 
to stop them, somehow. " 

"You are right, of course, " Norman
fenton said quietly. "These unarmed, 
unorgani1ed outbreaks will be quickly 
and ruthlessly put down, and will have 
accomplished nothing. I have already 
instructed National Prime to have the 
operatives of his Net quiet the people 
of their districts and then set about or-

ganizing them into semi-military bodies. 
prepared to act as and how we shall 
direct." 

"Just a minute, General," Paine 
drawled. "What makes you think any
one is going to do as you instruct?" 

Normanfenton's deepset, somber eyes 
moved to him. "Your question is very 
much to the point, Captain Paine. I shall 
ask Colonel Dawson to answer it." 

E''eryone looked at Johndawnson. 
He picked up a paper from the table, 
and Dikar saw that his bony hand was 
shaking a little. "This," he said, "is the 
first message I received from National 
Prime. It is addressed to General Fen
ton. 

"It says: 'Upon learning of your ex
ploit and pending establishment of com
munication with you, I have had 
operativ�s of Secret Net reach all Amer
icans possible to reach. I now have re
ports speaking for all sections of coun
try. They unanimously authorize me to 
request that you assume Provisional 
Presidency of New A me rica born to
day, and appoint whomever you may 
select as Provisional Congress. 

" 'I am further authorized to pledge 
loyalty of all patriots, their obedience 
to your proclamations and laws of your 
Congress, until the battle now begin
ning ends in victory or annihilation. 
Every American joins in prayer that 
you and the St>cond Continental Con
gress will lead us anew to the freedom 
that our forefathers of First wrested 
from other tyrants two hundred seven 
years ago. Signed: National Prime, for 
the People of the United States.' " 

JOHNDAWSON'S voice rang out 
clear in the dim hush of the flag

hung room, thrilling even Dikar, who 
had understood very little of what he 
was reading. And then for a long time 
no one moved, no one made a sound. 
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Though there was no w ind, it seemed 
to Dikar that one of the flags, a faded 
old one with a picture of a coiled snake 
on its tattered folds, fluttered as if 
ghostly hands were waving it over Nor
manfenton's massive head. 

A murmur went through the room, 
like the murmur of the dawn wind in 
the trees, and the room awoke as the 
forest a\vakes in the dawn. 

"You've accepted, of course," Hol
ton said, a small man with tight, thin 
lips and eyes like t\vo polished stones. 
" It's a great honor, General, and-" 

"I've accepted. "  Normanfenton's head 
lifted. "But it is less honor than a heavy 
burden that has been laid upon me. I 

have asked my Maker to give me the 
strength to bear it, and it  would be 
well, I think, that you gentlemen also 
appeal to Him for strength and wisdom, 
for I am constituting you the Second 
Continental Congress of the United 
States of America . . . .  

"No !" He put up his hand to stop 
the words that were springing to the 
lips of his hearers. "No talk, please, and 
no meaningless ceremony. \Ve must get 
to work at once. The plane that flew 
over us this afternoon was only one 
warning that the enemy is gathering his 
forces to move against us." 

"Only one !" Gary exclaimed, sharp
ly. "It's clear enough them flyers was 
sent to spy out how strong we are, but 
what else has happened ?" 

''It is more what has not happened 
that is ominous. From National Prime 
we learn that he has heard nothing from 
the Net's agents in the region bounded 
roughly by the Delaware and Housa
tonic Rivers on the west and east, north 
by a line drawn through Kingston, 
south by one through New York." 

"\Ve're just about in the center of 
that." 

"Exactly. Somehow, the Asafrics 

have succeeded in silencing all the Net's 
secret radio stations in exactly the ter
ritory through which they must come 
to attack us." 

"Another thing, General," Walt 
spoke for the first time. "There have 
been no newcomers in camp since dark. 
The last one has had to dodge some of 
the enemy's armored scout cars." 

"J ehosaphat !"  Holton's hand slapped 
down on the table. "The men in my 
company who were on duty in the pill
boxes last night thought they heard fir
ing in the distance. Since we have no 
patrols out, I paid very little atten
tion-" 

" Hold on !" Gary interrupted. "I saw 
-Look here. Me an' my boys was on 
the roofs standin' by the anti-aircraft 
guns. The sky was kind of red, all 
around the horizon, like as if there was 
some big fires burnin'." 
. "Yes." A sort of grayness was 

spreading under N ormanfenton' s skin. 
"Yes. Knowing Viceroy Y ee Hasho
moto's usual procedure in dealing with 
any defiance of his authority, we can 
come pretty close to guessing what the 
Asafrics are about. I-" 

"Not me." Morgan's face was almost 
black, the look in his narrowed eyes 
frightening. "I don't have ter guess. I 

saw 'em do it ter my-our little town 
uh Cornwall th' night I split open th' 
head of th' yaller dog thet drug off my 
Janey. 

" Hidin' out on Storm King, I saw 
'em whup ter death every tenth white 
man in town an' ship all th' rest, an' 
every woman an' child fer a mile aroun', 
off God knows whar, arter fust makin' 
'em set fire ter their own houses. That's 
whut they're doin' now, from Esopus 
Crick ter th' Narrows, ter get even fer 
whut we done here." 

"There can be no doubt of that," 
Paine murmured, half-smiling. "You 
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should have known that would happen 
when you started this. If you sow the 
wind, you must expect to reap the whirl
wind." 

Gary twisted around to him. "It 
don't seem to be botherin' you none, 
Captain Paine." His voice was a growl 
in his throat. "No more'n if you was 
a Mudskin." 

MEN looked swiftly to the two, 
muscles twitched in startled faces. 

Dikar knew why this was. Mudskin 
was the Far Land name for yellow
bellied whites who knuckled under to 
the Asafrics and did their dirty work, 
and so it was a fighting name that Gary 
had called Paine. 

But nothing happened. Paine just 
kept smiling, said smootJ1ly, "I don't 
think you really mean that, Gary." 
Dikar noticed that his pale eyes were 
not smiling. "In case you do, may I 
point out that if I were a renegade I 
should hardly have hastened here to 
volunteer my services." 

"Mebbe not," Gary growled. "Or 
mebee you was sent here to spy on us." 
Spy ! Could Paine be the spy who'd met 
J ubal in the woods? "It would be kind 
of nice for the Asafrics if they knew 
our plans quick as we know them our
selves." There was no way for Dikar 
to tell, he hadn't seen the spy, hadn't 
heard his voice. 

"Have you any proof of that accusa
tion?" Two white spots had blossomed 
either side of Paine's thin nose. "If-" 

"Course I ain't got proof. How kin 
I ?  But I promise you right now I'm 
goin' to watch you every minute from 
now on, an' if I ketch you -steppin' off 
the straight an' narrow by so much as 
an inch-" 

"Mr. Gary !" Normanfenton's face 
was black as his beard. "Captain 
Paine!" His eyes flashed lightnings. "I 

want this stopped at once. We're not a 
bunch of boys here, squabbling over 
some childish game. We are men who 
have undertaken the responsibility of 
leading a people. 

"If we waste ourselves in petty bick
ering we are as much traitors to that 
people as any Mudskin. If we do not 
trust one another, how can we be worthy 
of the trust of others. If we cannot 
govern ourselves, how can we expect to 
govern a nation ? We will have no more 
of that sort of thing . . . .  Our first busi
ness-" 

"Look, Normanfenton," Dikar inter
rupted. "Before you get started, I want 
to say somethin." 

"What is it, son?" 
"I don't belong here." Dikar pushed 

himself up out of his chair, swallowed 
and went on. "Somethin you just said 
shows me that. You-you said that 
we're not a bunch of boys here. Welt, 
1 am a Boy." 

He knew what it was he had to say, 
but it was hard to know how to say 
it. "Maybe I'm not much younger than 
Walt there, but all I know about anythin 
is what the Mountain has taught me, 
the ways of the green growin' things, 
the ways of the birds an the rabbits an 
the deer. 

"I love America as much as any of 
you, but I am not fit to be one of its 
Bosses. I thank you for a skin me to be 
here, but I should only be in the way 
if I stay an so I am not stayin. '' 

Dikar was going away from the table. 
He was going across the room to the 
door and voices behind him were say
ing things but he did not understand 
what they said. He wetlt out of the 
door and closed it behind him and he 
felt awful bad. 

Dikar felt bad because he knew that 
the names of those in that room would 
be remembered in this land long after 
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they were all d��d. and now his name 
would not be among them. 

CHAPTER IV 

PERIL FOR A PATRIOT 

BACK in the House of the Bunch, 
Dikar told Marilee what he bad 

done, and she said he had done right. 
"On the Mow1tain," Marilee said, 

"every mornin after Brekfes, you would 
teH us what jobs were to be done that 
day, and to do each job you would pick 
the one who could do that job best. An 
at Evenin Council, it was not wlrat a 
Boy or Girl had done, whether choppin 
wood or washin dishes, or bossin some 
big job, that brought them praise or 
blame from the Bunch, but how they 
had done it. 

"Now you keep sayin that the ways 
of this Far Land are different from our 
ways on the Mountain, but I cannot be
lieve that in this the way of the Far 
Land is different. 

"When your last Evenin Council is 
over, Dikar, an you are sleepin your 
last sleep, it will not be havin your name 
remembered by those who ltve after you 
that will matter, but whether you will 
have done as best you could the job 
you could do best, whether that job 
was a big one or a little." 

And then Marilee went back to help
ing the other Girls get Supper ready, 
but Dikar felt a lot better. 

It started to get dark, so Dikar pulled 
down black cloths over all the windows 
and went to the wall and pushed a little 
button that stuck out of the wall. He 
jumped a little as all the bulbs in ilie 
roof filled with light, and a great 
''Ah-h-h" came from tl1e Bunch, but 
their eyes widened. 

This was a magic that still frightened 
them a little, though \Valt had showed 
them, in a building down by the River, 

great wheels turned by a downrushing 
waterfall and told them tl1at tl1e wheels 
were making a something called elec
tricity that fiUed the bulb� with light 
and did other wonderful things. 

Just a supper was finished and the 
Girls were starting to clear the tables, 
\Valt came into the room. Dikar went 
to him, smiling welcome. "We are go
ing to have a sing, Walt, like we used 
to around the Fire under the great Oak 
in the Clearin. It will be nice to have 
you sing with us." 

"Some other time, Dikar." \Valt's 
answering smile was grave, his eyes 
shadowed. "Tonight . . .  But you'd bet
ter come outside with me, where we 
can talk without being overheard.'' 

Outside Lhe House it was very dark, 
because it was an order that tl1e black 
cloths be pulled down over all the win
dows in the buildings at night and that 
no one show a light where it could be 
seen from the sk). In tl1e sky, of course, 
were the stars, but they were high up 
and far away and all around the black 
hills crouched. the hiUs over which at 
any moment might come the terrible 
planes of the Asafrics. 

"Listen, feiiO\\." Walt put his arm 
arow1d Dikar's shoulder. "I've been sent 
to ask you whether you're willing to 
attempt something the chance against 
whose success is a thousand to one, and 
failure in which means death or worse." 

"It is for the Cause?'' 
"Naturally." 
"Tdl me," Dikar said softly, "what 

it is I am to do." 
\Valt's arm tightened on his shoulder, 

fell away. "Come. I have something to 
show you. I'll explain on the way." 

THEY started walking across the 
Plain. "We have decided that the 

Asafrics have so far left us alone only 
because they are busy putting down the 
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people's uprisings all over the country. 
"By cooling our heels here till they 

are free again to concentrate a strong 
force against us, we are playing into 
their hands. If what we've done is not 
to peter out into just another futile 
foray, we've got to make a move very 
soon." 

"Yes. But what can we do?" 
"We can strike, swiftly and unex

pectedly, where we can do a lot of dam
age and return to the comparative safety 
of this fort before they recover from 
their surprise and cut off our retreat. 
This will sting them into withdrawing 
troops from other sectors in order to 
attack us- in force. 

"Thanks to what their engineers 
have accomplished here, we can stand 
a long siege. While it is going on, our 
people will attack the strong points 
whose garrisons have been weakened, 
overwhelm them, and use them as bases 
for other raids similar to ours. That 
will either relieve the pressure on West 
Point, or compel Yee Hashamoto to 
weaken other strong points, further 
away, where the same tactics will be 
repeated. 

"In this way the rebellion will spread, 
like ripples from a stone thrown into a 
pond, all over the country, and there is 
a chance that before reinforcements can 
arrive from their homeland we can de
feat the Asafric Army of Occupation 
and drive it into the seas. A slim chance, 
but a chance, nevertheless." 

"That's grand !" Dikar exclaimed. 
They'd reached the other side of the 
Plain but instead of going into one of 
the buildings there, Walt was guiding 
him through a space between two of 
them. "It's a grand plan." 

"It is the best we could work out." 
Beyond the buildings, bush-covered 
ground fell steeply down toward the 
River. "But it depends entirely on the 

success of our first raid." They started 
clambering down through the rustling 
dark. "We can't go wandering around 
aimlessly looking for Asafrics to fight, 
nor dare we risk tackling a force so 
strong that we'll be defeated or so many 
of us killed that we can no longer hope 
to hold West Point. We've got to know 
exactly where to go, what we'll find 
when we get there. That's what we need 
you for.'� 

Through the bushes, starlight glinted 
on black water. "You want me to go 
out and look for-" 

"No." The ground leveled out, be
came the road that ran along the River. 
"What we want you to do is more dan
gerous even than that." 

Walt's hand on Dikar's elbow turned 
him so that they were going along the 
road. A little ahead, a blacker bulk 
against the black was a little House be
tween the road and the River. "DiKar, 
since you've been i n  \Vest Point, you 
must have heard a lot about Benjamin 
Apgar." 

"I sure have," Dikar growled. "They 
say he's the worst Mudskin of them 
all." 

"A white man who cast in his lot 
with the invaders," Walt agreed, "al
most before their conquest was com
pleted, who toadied and licked boots, 
and made himself so valuable to them 
that Hashamoto commissioned him a 

major and put him on his personal staff. 
Execrated, reviled through the length 
and breadth of America as its foulest 
renegade-Benjamin Apgar is perhaps 
its most devoted patriot." 

"Huh I" Dikar stopped stockstill in 
front of the little House. "He's what!" 

"You're no more astonished than we 
were when we radioed National Prime 
for advice and he told us that Apgar 
for years had been acting as a super-spy 
for the Secret Net. He's saved count-
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less lives-but you can figure out your
self how much he could do, in the 
Viceroy's confidence, constantly at 
Headquarters in New York." 

The road had been cut into the hill 
here, so a high, steep earth bank made 
it velvet black, but Dikar could hear 
that Walt was fumbling at the door oli 
the little House. "Major Apgar can tell 
us what we need to know, and he's the 
only one who can, but Z3, the station 
through which he communicated with 
the Net, is one of those that has been 
silenced. We've got to reach him. 
You've got to reach him, Dikar, and 
get the dope from him, and get it back 
to us." 

A CREAK of hinges, a gust of warm 
air thick with the smell of the ar

mored trucks they had captured from 
the Asafrics, told Dikar the door was 
opening. 

"Come on in," Walt said and rough 
wood sagged under Dikar's weight as 
he obeyed. "You will have to go into 
the city, into Asafric Headquarters, 
teeming with enemies. Death, certain 
but not quick, will be the price of dis
covery." The door closed behind them. 
"Vve an volunteered to attempt it, but 
General Fenton decided that you were 
the best bet to pull it off." 

"Me?" Dikar was puzzled. "Why 
me?" 

A click. Sudden light blinded him. 
"Your skin is as brown," Walt's voice 
came "out of the dazzle, "as that of cer
tain Asafrics, not true Blacks but a race 
called Abyssinians who are supposed to 
be descendants of the lost tribes of 
Israel." 

Dikar's eyes cleared. The floor of the 
room ended abruptly, and beyond was 
water, closed off by a wall that was a 
big door. The truck-smell came from a 
big hollow something that floated in the 

black and greasy water. "You can easily 
pass as one of them." Walt went on, 
"except for your blond hair and beard 
-they wear beards, luckily-and I've 
got dye here to take care of that." 

Walt took a bottle and a little brush 
from a bench near the door. Dikar saw 
a green Asafric uniform lying on the 
bench. "Even if I look like an Ab-Abyss 
-what you said-1 can't talk like one. 
They'll know I'm a faker as soon as I 
open my mouth." 

"No." \Valt opened the bottle, poured 
black stuff from it on the brush. "The 
Abyssinians talk a different language 
from the other Blacks, and so to the 
yellow officers they use pidgin English. 
You've listened to our prisoners enough 
to imitate that, haven't you?" 

"Me t'ink so." Dikar made his voice 
come out of the back of his throat. "Me 
good mak' talk lak black fella boy." He 
grinned delightedly at his success. 
"W'at yoh say, 'Merican ?" 

"You'll do." Walt grinned back, 
starting to brush the black stuff into 
Dikar's hair. "Especially when you get 
into that uniform. What a time I had 
finding a prisoner big enough for his 
clothes to fit you I Yes. you'll do, unless 
you run into a rt:al Abyssinian and 
they're so few there's little danger of 
that. 

"Now here's the plan : (Lift your 
head so I can get at the underside of 
your beard.) Gary's meeting us here in 
a few minutes and he'll tun you down 
the River in that motorboat." Walt 
pointed to the big thing in the water. 
"He'll try to get you to the ruins of 
Yonkers unobserved, land you there and 
hang around to pick you up, but it's too 
much to hope that things will go as 
smoothly as that. 

"If you're stopped by a river patrol, 
you'll have a pass with you-Paine's 
faking one now on one of the Army 
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forms we found here-that ought to " I  won't have to tell her anything," 
take care of you, and you'll say that \Valt said, but Dikar could see by the 
Gary's a deserter with valuable infor- look on his face that wasn't what he 
mation for Major Apgar's ears alone;  was thinking. "You'll do al l  the telling 
you'll insist on being taken to him. yourself, when you come back. . . . 

"If you do manage to get to land Gary ought to be here by now. Wonder 

before you run into any Asafrics, you'll what's keeping him. I'd better take a 
pull the same story, except that it will look outside." 
be you who will have the important in- He touched a button in the wall next 
formation that can only be told to to the door. Sightless darkness swai
Apgar. After that-well after that, lowed him, the room. 
you'll have to depend on Apgar to get Hinges creaked. The darkness paled, 
you out of New York. where the sound came from. The green 

"All right. That's all I can do. It's a smell of outdoors was in Dikar's nos
good job, if I do say so myself. Now Lrils, the cool night wind. Somewhere 
get into that uniform." above, not far away, the bushes threshed 

Dikar sat down on the bench, got all loudly. 
tangled up in the green cloth. Walt ''Here he is," Walt said. Then Dikar 
helped him, said, "Good thing a lot of was suddenly alert. There was a dull, 
the Asafrics don't wear shoes, so you crunching sound up there. A curious 
can get away with going barefoot. gurgle ended abruptly. Light leaped out 
Otherwise the clumsy way you'd walk from something in Walt's hand, a slen
would give you away. You sure you der shaft of light. It struck the steep 
understand what you're to do?" leafy bank, caught in its brightness a 

"I understand," Dikar answered, sprawling black thing that came over 
standing up. He felt all bound up, un- the top of the bank and fell, and thudded 
comfortable. "Look. Walt. If I don't on the road below. 
rl)me back, will you tell Johnstone to The crumpled heap did not move. 
be Boss of the Bunch ? An-an tell Dikar saw a face, bloody, misshapen. 
Marilee I tried my best to do the thing Gary's face ! It was Gary who lay there, 
I was best fitted for, an that I was and the top of his head was crushed in 
happy to have the chance to try." by some terrific blow. 

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK 

Help Kidneys Pass 3 Pints a Day 
Doctors .. y your kidneys contain IS milc:a of 

tiny tubes or filten which hdp to purify the 

blood and keep you healthy. Kidney. remove 

e:xcees acids and poisonous waste from your 

blood. They help moet people pass about 3 
pinb a day. 

When ditarder of kidney function permib 

poi10noua matter to remain in your blood, it 

may cause nagging backache, rheumatic: paina, 
lee paina, lott of pep and en ere, cettinc up 

. 
nights, awelling, puffineaa under the eyc:a, head� 

achc:a and diuinea. Frequent or ecanty pu
aacc:a with amarti.ng and burning 10mctimea 

ahows there is aomethinc wronc with your kid

ney• or bladder. 

Don't wait I Aak your drug,iat for Doan's 

Pilla, uac:d aucceufully by milliona for over 40 
years. They cive happy relief and wiU help the 

15 miles of kidney tubea fluah out poi10noua 

waste from your blood. Get Do.n'a Pilla. IAJI'f,J 



The Red Bull 
Bellows 

In • alngle lunge, the monater flung him Into tho bruah 

• Thete'll be a fine herd for Grant Logan, and an abundant crop, and a home for 
all time--all because be bad a job to do and did it. And that job included licking 

the toughest thing tlut ever came acrou the valley 

By JIM KJELGAARD and fashioned a rude sweep with which 
Author of "The L.leuten•nt•a Horae," " W here he swept the snow away from the top 

Wild Goata Drink," etc. of the mOSS. 
Under the snow the moss was a 

F
AR up the valley Grant Logan foot deep, a great, wonderful cushion. 
found what he sought. The bull Grant pulled out long streamers of it, 
had stopped. There was a great and watched with delight as it trailed 

space where the snow had been beaten from his hands into the snow. 
down and pawed away. Grant looked Packing the moss almost to rock-like 
at it eagerly. consistency, he picked enough of it to 

Moss ! That was what had kept the fill the sack he had brought with him. 
wild bull alive through the winter. When the sack was filled Grant swung 
Grant cut a branch from a pine tree it to his wide shoulders. Singing, he 

26 
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started back to the Big Jolly and the 
saddle that led home. 

It was dark when he arrived. The 
snow was deep, and the saddle had 
been hard climbing with the heavy pack 
on his shoulders. 

His two spotted cows lowed ex
pectantly when he went to the barn, 
and looked at him with eyes that had 
been troubling Grant's sleep for the past 
fortnight. Grant roared with happiness 
and relief when he entered their 
stanchions, and punched them in their 
gaunt ribs. 

He tossed a great pile of the moss 
before each, and the bag was scarcely 
a third empty. He had enough for three 
days, and in those three days he would 
be able to gather more. The cows were 
munching contentedly when he left the 
barn. 

The tracks of the wild bull were 
all around his fence and barn again 
the next morning. Grant shook his head 
grimly. He had built the fence after 
the bull had been there the first time. 
It was made of saplings and enclosed 
five acres. 

The bull might lead the cows into 
the woods with him. 

Grant had worked a year and a half 
for those cows, worked a year and a 
half for John Severance so that he 
might be his own master and provide 
for Anne. He could not risk the cows 
now. 

The next day he found another patch 
of the same kind of moss less than a 
mile from his house. There were acres 
of it. Working all day, he gathered 
three sacks full, and emptied them in 
the bare haymow in his barn. 

That was enough for nine days ; and 
now that his cattle were in no im
mediate danger of starvation he could 
attend to his own wants. 

Winter wore on. Each passing day 

Grant encircled with a red pencil on 
the calendar. Anne Severance was 
teaching school at Garfield, forty miles 
away, and would understand why a 
man with no money to hire help to 
look after his stock could not make 
the long trip on snowshoes too often. 

But her school wuld be out in a few 
weeks and she would be back on John 
Severance's farm. 

QNE day the little stream in front of 
Grant's house was sheathed in its 

inscrutable cloak of ice, and the next 
water was running over the ice. For 
hours Grant stood by the side of the 
creek watching it change. 

Before night the top of the ice had 
become a spongy mass. In some places 
there were holes, and through these 
the water bubbled furiously, as if it 
would sweep the ice away a11 at once 
and so take a fine revenge for being 
held prisoner for so long. 

The honking of geese awakened him 
next morning. Grant dressed hurriedly, 
and went outside to watch the flock 
pass over his house. It was a sure sign. 
Yesterday's thaw must have been the 
real herald of spring, and not just a 
temporary break. 

Before noon some of the knolls in 
his pasture were bare of snow. Grant 
walked among them, and throwing his 
coat off, lay digging his hands into the 
still frozen earth. He dug out and ate 
whole handfuls of tiny grass roots. He 
had never tasted anything better in his 
life. 

In two weeks the only snow that 
lingered was that found in sheltered 
places and in the deep woods. 

It was with the going of the snow 
that Grant realized the bull was also 
gone. It had been to his farm only once 
since the day he had followed it to 
find out what it was eating. 
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Grant hastened to the barn and re
leased the cows. The ground was soft 
yet, and the pasture would probably be 
ruined. But with the bull gone he no 
longer needed the pasture. His cows 
might have a thousand acres to forage 
on. 

He watched the spotted cows as they 
escaped from the barn into the spring 
sun. They must ha \'e been as weary 
of the winter as he was. Tails stiff 
over their backs, heads high, they 
careened crazily back and forth across 
the pasture lot. Finally, half exhausted, 
they fdl to cropping furiously at tJ1e 
short grass. 

Grant sat proudly on the top rail of 
the fence. He was still a little amazed, 
still a little oYerawcd, at what a man 
could do if he wanted to. He. Grant 
Logan the hired man, had cut h imself 
adrift from all help, all jobs and the 
security those jobs offered, to build a 
home to which he might ask Anne 
Severance to come as his wife. 

And he was building it. By hard 
work and sacrifice he had made a -start, 
and could go on. He foresaw the time 
when his frame house would be re
placed by a clapboard mansion, his 
patched wooden barn would give way 
to a huge barn with steel stanchions 
and silos. 

The two cows would increase to 
a herd of dai ry cows. He would have 
blooded horses, droves of hogs, flocks 
of poultry. That was the future. 

The present-if he kept on as well 
as he was doing. in two more years 
he would be able to ask Anne Sever
ance to leave her father's home for his. 
It would be his, and he could be j ustly 
proud to give it to her because no 
hand other than his own had had a 
part in its making. 

Grant was sti rred from this pleasant 
reverie.The two cows had gone to the 

far end of the pasture, and were run
ning back and forth erratically, stop
ping at intervals to press their muzzles 
against the rails. 

Grant jumped from the fence. As 
fast as he could he ran toward tl1e 
cows. He shouted as he ran, but the 
red bull that stood on the other side 
of the fence merely pawed the ground 
with his front hoof and rumbled 
ominously in his throat. A mighty fear 
seized Grant. 

He scrambled up the fence and 
wrenched the top rail loose. It was 
a pitiful weapon against such a monster, 
but it was all he had. There was no 
time to run to the house for an ax. 

The bull was swinging his head now, 
preparing to charge. Grant raised the 
rail. He brought it down futilely across 
the red bull's back as the bull crashed 
through the fence. 

The next instant they were gone, 
the bull and the spotted cows. Gone 
into the hills and the forest that covered 
them. 

G
RANT stood with open mouth, both 

hands pressed against his checks. 
\Vith the fleeing cattl� he saw all his 
dreams gone too, all his hopes of ask
ing Anne Severance to become his wife. 
A mau couldn't ask a girl to marry him 
when he had nothing to offer her. 

Heartsick, Grant trudged back to 
the house. With a single sweep of 
his right hand he wiped a tear from 
each of his eyes. lie took his furs 
from the garret where · he had stored 
them, and packed them in his pack 
basket. He placed a few pounds of dried 
venison on top and set off across the 
hills. 

In four hours he reached Kinsley. 
It was dark, but the few houses and 
the store were lighted. The storekeeper 
stirred from behind his desk. 
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"Why, Grant!" he exclaimed. "I ex
pected you a month ago ! Have a 
drink?" 

Grant grunted. His arrival in 
Kinsley was so different from what he 
had expected it to be. He had wanted 
to wait with his trading until he was 
sure Anne would be home, so that he 
might go from Kinsley to Severance's 
ranch to see her. But probably she was 
still in Garfield. 

Grant was in Kinsley four days 
earlier than he had expected to be. 
He spread his furs on the counter. The 
storekeeper eyed them blandly. 

"Well now," he beamed. "They're 
just a mite rubbed and poor, but be
cause you're a friend of mine I'll give 
you seventy-five dollars for the lot." 

"Hundred and twenty-five," Grant 
said. 

The storekeeper whistled. "Phew ! 
You must think they are worth some
thing! I'll give ninety and that's all." 

"Hundred and twenty-five," Grant 
repeated doggedly. 

"A hundred and ten if you take 
hiVenty in trade," tbe storekeeper said 
flatly. 

Grant nodded his assent. ''Give me 
a box of shells for a 38-55,'' he ordered. 
His eyes roved the counter to light on 
a row of canned asparagus. For a mo
ment he hesitated ; then, "Give me two 
of those, fifty pounds of flour, five of 
coffee, and ten of sugar. Credit me 
with the rest." 

THE door of the stoor ·opened to 
admit a middle-aged man. Ignoring 

Grant, the storekeeper hurried to this 
new customer. 

"Two tons of feed," the newcomer 
said casually. "Deliver it tomorrow. I 
didn't have quite as much as I thought 
I did." The feed buyer turned on his 
heel, and came face to face with Grant, 

who had stepped into the background. 
"Grant Logan!" he exclaimed, and 

there was no mistaking the warmth in 
his voice. "How's things?" 

Grant brushed a hand across his 
shaggy hair. "Going good. How's it 
with you, Mr. Severance?" 

"Rotten," the other said ruefully. "I 
lost the best bull I ever had, and ain't 
seen a track of it since. Glendale Scott 
out of Glendale Rex-and he never 
even hit my barns. Nine hundred dol
lars for that critter down at Haverly. 
But tell me about things." 

Severance's face glowed enthusias
tically. Most people had forgotten that 
he had started the way Grant was 
starting. 

Grant said with sinking heart, "Was 
it art Ayrshire, mostly red?" 

"That's what it was,'' Severance .as
sured him. "Why? You seen it?" 

"He's in the woods around my 
place," Grant said tonelessly. 

Severance's face fell . "I was afraid 
of that. He gored the herder that was 
bringin' him home and took to the 
woods. When they go wild they're 
wilder'n deer. Be hard ca1chin' him
if we ever get him again. Keep your 
cows fenced, Grant." 

"He's got 'em now," Grant admitted. 
"Oh pshaw!" Severance's face re

flected the sympathy he felt. ''That's 
tough. ·want your old job back?" 

"No." 
"Watch that bull. He's got a mean 

streak in him." 
Grant patted the box of cartridges. 

"I'll get the cows," he said quietly. 
Severance regarded the gesture 

thoughtfully. "Maybe it's the only 
way," he conceded. "But don't shoot 
unless you have to." He brightened. 
"Anne rode down with me. Grant. 
She's goin' to meet me here. I know 
she'll be glad to see you." 
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Severance's eyes rested on Grant's 
face, and missed nothing of what took 
place there. He saw tremendous disap
pointment and knew that Grant had 
wanted to tell Anne of his cattle, his 
farm, his prospects. 

Severance reserved judgment. The 
test of a man was not how he acted 
when he was winning, but .,.,·hat he did 
when he lost. 

The door of the store opened again. 
Grant turned, and came face to face 
with Anne Severance. 

"Atme !" 

fORGETTING John Severance and 
the storekeeper, he walked toward 

this girl whose image had been part 
of his every thought and act. He 
stretched forth his hands, laid them on 
her shoulders, and tightened them as 
i£ feariul that she would again fade 
into nothingness, become again the 
image that drew far from him when 
he was almost able to touch it, as she 
had on so many nights when he had 
sat alone in his house and wished her 
near. 

But she did not. At last his vision 
had become reality, his picture come 
to life. 

The sharp spring wind had tumbled 
her ebon hair and brought warm color 
to her tawny cht:eks. Her tweed skirt 
and checkered jacket did not hjde the 
suppleness of her body, her long legs. 

There was a frt'shnc-ss about her, a 
tang not unlike that of the wind, as if 
part of it had clung to her. Her smoky 
gray eyes wrinkltd at the corners as 
she smil<:: d. 

"Grant ! A pleasant surprise to see 
you here tonight ! How did you ever 
tear yourself away from your farm ?'' 

The words jarred him back to things 
as they were. He drew a little away 
from her, remembered that Severance 

and the storekeeper were still in the 
store. He thought of how he had wanted 
to tell Anne that he was doing well, 
had planned on asking h<::r to marry 
him in two years. 

He had no right to ask her anything 
like that now. But he was glad that 
he was not alone with her because the 
dammed-up weight of his desires might 
burst and lead to recklec;sness. 

"I came in for a few groceries," he 
said. "But I thought you wert� still 
in Garfield." 

She laughed. "I was lucky. School 
closed four days early. I got home 
yesterday afternoon." 

"\Vel!- Well, that's nice." 
lie felt the blood mount to his throat 

and cheeks. She sensed his restraint, 
and was looking at him questioningly. 

I Ie stro\'C to find words. talked of the 
game he had seen that winter, the furs 
he had eaught. After a bit he became 
calmer, his happiness at being in the 
presence nf Anne outweighing even 
crushing disappointment. 

They had talked together for an 
hour when John Severance tapped Anne 
on the shoulder. 

"Time to go if we're goin' to get 
home by mornin'." 

Grant walked with them to where 
Severance's team and wagon waited. 
He helped Severance stow the various 
bundles he had bought about the wagon, 
and stood beside it for a few more 
words with Anne. 

"\Vhy don't you come up and stay 
with us torug'ht ?" she invited. 

Grant wanted to accept, wanted to 
go anywhere Anne went ; but he shook 
his head. "Thanks. I've got to get 
home." 

''Come on," Johu Severance added 
his invitation to Anne's. 

"Not tonight. I'll be seeing you 
though." 
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He turned swiftly and strode off 
through the darkness. Anne sat looking 
after him, the question still in her eyes. 
She would have called out or followed, 
but her father's gentle, heavy hand 
was on her arm. There was approval 
in his voice. 

"He'll do, so far. He's got ·a job. 
Now we'll see if he does it or not." 

GRANT made camp five miles out 
of Kinsley. He built a small fire, 

opened a can of asparagus with his 
knife, and slowly chewed each stalk. 
They were a luxury, but luxuries that 
a man could not afford gave him a 
new outlook when he thought the bot
tom had dropped out of the world. 

He ate some of the venison. When 
he was finished he was surprised to 
find how much better and simpler 
everything seemed. He would track the 
bull, all summer if necessary, catch 
the cows then go back and tell Anne all 
he had wanted to tell her this time. 

He reached his house in the gray 
hours of dawn. Instinctively he went 
to the barn to feed his cattle, but he 
checked himself as he remembered. He 
fried and ate the last of his venison. 

Breakfast over, he shouldered his 
rifle and went to the break in his fence 
where the cattle had escaped. He took 
their track and trailed them as far as 
the Big Jolly. The spotted cows would 
not have gone that far, but this was 
no sluggish farm animal that led them 
now. 

At the Big Jolly he lost the trail. 
The ground was all tftoss covered, a 
whole herd of cattle might have gone 
tl1rough without leaving any trace. 
Grant squatted on his heels and care
fully search the other side of the valley. 
Nothing showed. 

Grant recalled the endJess acres that 
stretched about him. It was half a 

year's work to search them all, and to 
conduct his search without alarming 
the quarry. Still, it must be done. 

He crossed the creek, and went up 
a long valley that led between two 
mountains on the other side. There were 
no tracks. When he came to the head 
of the valley he swung to the right, 
and crossed the next range of hills. 

It was going too far, he reasoned. 
Surely the cattle, no lovers of distance, 
would not come so far ;  yet he couldn't 
afford to overlook any possibilities. 

Nightfall found him to the north 
of the Big Jolly. He had made a 
great circle and was reasonably sure 
that the missing cattle must be some
where within it. 

He shot a partridge tl1at drummed 
before him on a log, and in the gather
ing darkness struck out for home. 

With dawn the next day he resumed 
the trail. He had a definite plat:� to 
divide the country into sections, and 
little by little to search all of it. This 
day, with great care and method, he 
searched the country inside of the circle 
he had made the day before but found 
nothing. 

It was as if the fickle god that ruled 
the hills had tantalized him by allowing 
him to track his cattle as far as the 
Big Jolly, and there had taken them 
to some hideout known only to itself. 

Every morning as soon as it was 
light enough to see, Grant left his house. 
By lantern light he had spaded up a 
bit of his meadow, and had planted 
seeds there, but since then he had 
scarcely looked at the place. 

On three separate nights, as soon as 
he got home, he had walked the nine 
miles to John Severance's ranch to see 
Anne. But being close to the girl who 
meant so much onJy aggravated his 
torment. It was not in Grant to plan 
with her on triftes. 
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He could not approach her seriously 
until he had something definite to back 
up his talk. A man-if he was a man 
-must give a girl like Anne Severance 
more than promises. 

Days lengthened into weeks. With 
a start Grant realized that it was 
summer, and he had done absolutely 
nothing to further his cherished am
bition of making a home for Anne. He 
looked at the hay waving in his mead
ow ; if it wasn't cut soon it would 
spoil. Well, hay wouldn't do him much 
good if  he had no stock. 

The cattle must have gone beyond 
the Big JoUy after all. There were a 
lot of lost valleys beyond it before 
the farming country began again. Any 
one of these would furnish the bull 
and the spotted cows rich summer sus
tenance. 

Heat was already in the air when 
he started out, though the sun had not 
touchea even the tallest of the moun
tain peaks as yet. In an hour Grant was 
halfway up his home valley, and had 
struck across the ridge. 

It was a wick ridge, he knew, mires 
across it, but he had walked another 
hour before he realized that he was off 
his course. 

A tall beech reared itself from an 
avenue of small hemlocks. Grant 
swen·ed to it, and throwing his arms 
about the knotty trunk, he climbed to 
its upper branches. From there he 
would be able to get his bearings. 

A vast area of forest land lay re
vealed. For a moment Grant gave way 
to fancy. A man could do a lot there for 
a girl like Anne. 

He dreamed of acres of trees cut, 
and the land where they had grown 
fenced in to make pasture for cattle, 
good roads leading to every part of 
his farm, prosperity for the men he 
\\ ould hire to help him, and himself and 

Anne master and mistress of it all. Grant shook himself back to reality. 
A few hundred yards to his right 

the ridge sloped into Cat Creek. Grant 
prepared to descend the tree. His eyes 
strayed to the ground, and his body 
clung to the trunk. 

Below him, placidly marching 
through the hemlocks, were the two 
cows and the red bull. 

TAKING care to make no sound 
that would reach the ear of the bull , 

Grant unslung the rifle from his 
shoulders and cocked it. Slowly he 
trained the sights on the bull's shoulder. 

He couldn't miss, and with the bull 
gone the cows would be easy to catch. 

Grant swore silently, and wiped the 
perspiration from his forehead when 
the bull went out of sight in the hem
locks. It would be ten years before 
he could own a bull like that. He 
cursed himself for a fool, but was glad 
that he had not shot. 

Fifteen minutes after the cattle 
had gone by, Grant dropped from the 
branches of the tree. Eagerly he sought 
the place where the cattle had passed. 
Ten feet from the base of the beech 
he found their path. 

Grant backtrailed it. It went all the 
way down the ridge through the hem
locks, but near the creek in the head 
of his home valley the main trail 
branched into a dozen small ones all 
of which led to and across the creek. 

A great happiness seized Grant. The 
secret was out at last. The cattle stayed 
on the ridge Qetween his home and 
Cat Creek by day, and came down to 
drink and eat the rich bottom grass 
by night. 

Half fearful that his eyes had played 
him tricks, Grant climbed to the top 
of the ridge again . A mile beyond the 
beech he found the cattle . The red 
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bull, with lazy tail that switched the 
flies away, chewed his cud on the slope 
of Cat Creek. The cows sprawled in
dolently close to him. 

Cautiously Grant backed into the 
hemlocks. The bull had the senses of 
a cat. A rabbit fled across Grant's path, 
and disappeared in the hemlocks. 

The hemlocks I They were the answer. 
If he could build a hidden fence in them, 
and arrange a trap at each end, he 
could catch the cows and the bull too. 

He ran back to the house. Snatching 
an ax from the comer, and an auger 
and bit from a chest of tools, he left 
the door swinging as he started back 
to the ridge. 

But lie calmed himself. Doing things 
too hurriedly would frighten the bull 
to some other hideout. 

A mile from the cattle's daytime 
abode he cut the first rail of his fence, 
a limber ironwood that would bend 
almost in a complete circle before it 
broke. 

Carefully he approached the tall 
beech. It was as he had left it, there 
was no sign that the cattle had moved. 
He could not resist stealing down the 
slope for another look at them. 

The bull had lain down, and one 
of the cows had risen to her feet where 
she stood with her head hanging in 
the shade of a small maple. 

Grant returned to the hemlocks. 
leaving no trail, brushing aside no 
leaf that he did not replace, he shoul
dered the ironwood rail and pushed 
his way to a place about five yards 
from the cattle path. 

Choosing two hemlocks about ten 
feet apart, he lashed the rail to the 
trunk of each with ropes. Then he bored 
a hole through each end into the trunk 
of each tree with the auger. He faster1ed 
the rail with wooden pegs driven into 
the holes, and wasted no backward 

glance on it when it  was in place. 
All day he worked, but he was not 

conscious of the passage of time. Slowly, 
but steadily, the rails went up. 

Three rails high he made the fence, 
with about two feet between rails. 
Necessarily irregular, to conform to 
the broken line of trees that served 
as posts, the fence was strong enough 
successfully to withstand the charge 
of an elephant. 

The cattle on their way to the water 
roused Grant to the fact that day was 
ending. He crouched in the hemlocks, 
breathing a thanks to the kindly fate 
that blew the wind to_ him. 

After the cattle had passed he fas
tened two more rails. Total darkness 
made him quit. 

W
PTH the first sign of dawn he 

was up again, crouching among 
the craggy branches of the beech tree. 

He glanced at the climbing sun, an -- -
icy hand clutched at his heart. In spite 
of precautions, had the bull taken warn-
ing and fled? 

A little sigh escaped him. He re
laxed. There they came. The cows, 
as before, were in the lead. The red 
bull brought up the rear. 

Grant dropped from the· heeclt when 
they had passed, and followed in the 
direction they had gone. Two hundred 
yards from the beech he pressed him
self silently into the shelter of the hem
locks. Just ahead the cattle were mov
ing lazily along the path they had 
beaten, and snatching at the little 
bunches of wild grass that grew along 
the way. 

After an interminable time, nearly · 
three hours, they moved again to the 
sunny slope of Cat Creek. Thankfully 
Grant returned to his fence building. 

For eleven days Grant bent himself 
to the herculean labor. Every day at 
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dawn he was in the beech. tree until 
the cattle returned to the ridge. Fifteen 
hours a day he drove himself on his 
self-appointed task of building the fence. 

It never occurred to him that he was 
wearing himself out, that the muscles in 
his arms and body stretched taut as 
drawn strings, and every one of his 
ribs showed gauntly. 

He worked relentlessly, himself tak
ing the place of the team of horses 
that he should have had. 

At last all was ready. For the last 
time Grant inspected the hidden fence 
in the hemlocks with the cowpath be
tween the rails. Thirty feet wide in 
back, the fence narrowed down until 
the front rails were scarcely eight feet 
apart. 

That was where he would drop his 
gate when the cattle had gone through. 
They would go through, he knew. More 
� once they had already passed be-

- --tween the-ttar-row opening. 
Grant was in� the beech tree that 

night, when shortly before - dusk the 
cattle left the ridge. Behind him now 
were the days of ox-like labor. 

Silently he dropped from the tree 
to trail the cattle to the valley. He 
watched them cross the stream, and 
went back to the hemlocks. 

Everything was ready. The rails to 
btijld up the back end were cut and 
hidden in the hemlocks. The gate for 
the front end was made and similarly 
hidden. 

The fence had purposely been built 
where the cowpath curved. From the 
gate end the curve concealed the rear 
end 

Grant worked like a madman. Be
fore midnight the rear of his fence was 
closed by an unbreakable barrier of 
sturdy young saplings. With a crude 
winch he swung the ponderous gate, 
fashioned from four-inch trees and held 

together with the last of his precious 
spikes, from an overhanging limb where 
he had brought the ends of his fence 
together. 

The ropes that held the gate passed 
over the limb, and fastened to the trunk 
of a small tree beside the path. A single 
blow of the ax would cut them both 
and allow the gate to fall. 

After the gate was in place Grant 
went into the hemlocks and lopped off 
great quantities of twigs. He camou
flaged the gate with these. The gate was 
the single disturbing factor. In spite 
of all he could do to hide it, it was out 
of harmony with its surroundings and 
it worried Grant. Having not been 
there before, it might easily alarm the 
red bull. 

Soon after midnight everything was 
finished, but Grant did not return to 
the house. Ax in hand, he waited behind 
the tree that the gate ropes were bound 
to. He dozed in fitful snatches. Then, 
he did not know how long afterward, 
he fell into a dream-troubled sleep. 

He awoke in a panic. The sun was 
a half-hour high over Cat Mountain. 
Grant shook the sleep from his eyes, 
and rustled slightly the branches of the 
tree under which he slept. 

Almost instantly he froze into startled 
immobility. Not three yards in front 
of him a great, red shape blotted out 
the hemi<Xks on the otl1er side of the 
path. 

Streams of perspiration broke over 
Grant's forehead. The bull saw the gate 
and would not enter the fence! 

G
RANT moved his head silently. 

Tossing their horns, brushing the 
ground with their moist muzzles, the 
cows partook of the hull's suspicion and 
remained outside the fence. 

Grant's gaze returned to the bull. 
The animal faced him now, and raked 
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the ground with a front hoof while he 
tossed his head theateningly . 

The red bull bellowed deep in his 
throat. Sick at heart, Grant watched. 
A sense of abysmal hopelessness gripped 
him. 

He could not catch the cows, and 
thought dully of all the time he had 
worked before he had been able to buy 
them. 

Anne--a man must have something 
to offer a girl, and he had nothing what
ever. 

He could go back to work for John 
Severance ; but it would take almost 
two years until he could buy more cows. 

Two years to get back to the place 
where he had been before the bull had 
taken his cows-two years after that. 
It was unthinkable to ask Anne to wait 
so long. 

His hopelessness became a great and 
consuming rage. Slowly he worked his 
fingers about the helve of the ax. 

With a rush, Grant sprang from his 
hiding place. In startled terrot the 
spotted cows fled along the path. Grant 
could hear the drumming of their 
hooves as they ran to the far en·d of 
the fence. 

But he had no thought for them now. 
The bull, the animal that had ruined 
the life and hopes of a man, must be 
destroyed. 

In a single lunge the bull was upon 
him. As if he had no weight Grant was 
picked up on the monster's head, and 
flung into the brush at the side of the 
path. 

He raised the ax defiantly. The bull 
would follow up now, and trample him. 
But the two cows had found the path 
dosed to them, and were lowing nerv
ously. 

Another bellow burst from the bull's 
throat. For a space he hesitated as he 
lowered his head and looked at Grant. 

Majestically he stalked through the 
gate to the aid of his imprisoned harem. 

\Vith a single swing of the ax Grant 
cut the ropes that held the gate. Then 
he passed into insensibility. 

· 

HE WAS, he thought, in the center of 
an open meadow ringed around 

by a circle of massive red bulls. \Vith 
one accord they lowered their heads and 
charged. His groping hand closed about 
the stock of a gun that had no cartridges 
in it, he grasped an ax that was too 
heavy for him to lift. The angered bel
lowing of the bulls shut out all other 
sound as they made ready to set upon 
him with horns and hooves. 

Grant threw himself over in an effort 
to escape. His eyes opened. The mists 
in his brain began to dissotve. 

Stabbing pain shocked him into com
plete wakefulness as he rolled over. In 
a soothing, caressing tone, the branches 
of the beech �ree sang a gentle little 
melody. It was broken by the mad roar
ing of the bull. 

'Perspiration bathed Grant's fore
head, but when he looked toward the 
fence his lips parted in a tired smile. 

He put his hand to his chest where 
the bull had struck him. His lower ribs 
on both sides sagged under the pressure, 
and he cried out at the sharp pain; but 
there seemed to be no other injuries. 

On hands and knees Grant crept4:o 
the fence. With an effort that tore the 
breath from him he grasped the lower 
rail, then the middle one, and pulled 
himself erect. _ 

Once he was on hjs feet his head 
cleared ; and as long as he breathed 
slowly and put no strain on his chest, 
the pain there could be bome. 

The red bull, bellowing furiously, was 
still crashing his head futilely against 
the fence. The two cows skittered in 
terror about the enclosure, then fell 

� · ·  
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to cropping foolishly at the short grass. 
Suddenly the bull ceased his wild 

plunging, and with head to the ground, 
walked close to the two cows. They 
shled warily away. Grant's heart leaped. 

They were both in calf by the red 
bull ! Such calves as he had not even 
hoped to be able to buy for several years 
-they would be his! 

He could not take them home him
se1f; even if be had no injuries he would 
not dare try to take the bull out un
aided. But if he took it easy, and rested 
as often as he needed to, he could get 
to John Severance's ranch. 

A breathlessness that did not spring 
from his broken ribs gripped him, a 
great flood of happiness crept over him. 
He would stay at Severance's until his 
ribs had healed. 

Anne would be there. He would have 
such a long time to tell her, not about 
what he hoped to get, but about what 
he had and could show. There need be 
no vague promises that he could not 
back up. 

Everything he said to her would be 
as definite and solid as this ground he 
walked on; and even the small things 
would be important to her. He knew 
that. 

And this time, he knew surety, he 
could ask her to marry him within two 
years. 

Severance would! be glad to send 
herders to get the bull and take Grant's 
cows home. Severance would also lend 
him a man to do his haying, feed his 
cows, and keep his farm in order until 
such time as Grant was able to get 
back to it  himself. 

And he need not feel that he was ask
ing for help for which he had nothing 
to offer in return. He had captured the 
red bull. What little help he needed 
would not come to more than a tenth 
of what the bull had cost Severance. 

However, Grant resolved that what 
he needed from Severance he would 
pay for in time. 

That was the way he wanted it to be; 
he wanted the special feeling of free
dom that he could only find on land en
tirely his own. 

Finally, still with downcast head as 
if he were ashamed of being caught, 
the red bull walked to the gate where 
he stood staring out at Grant. The two 
cows moved nervously over behind the 
bull. Behind them Grant seemed to see 
a vast herd of red cattle moving up to 
his barns. 

The picture in his mind was as clear 
as reality. 

Grant almost fain ted from the pain of 
bringing up one arm and shaking his 
fist at the bull. "You beautiful, dirty 
devil!" he swore ecstatically. 

fOR fAST; SM007H, . ECONOMICAL SHAVES 



Old Or. Kildare alumped to the floor, 
txhauated, while Jimmy and Or. Olll••· 
pla worked feverlahly over their patient 

By MAX BRAND 

Dr. Kildare Goes Home 
Join them now: the countless ones who 
admire and love the young interne they 
know as Doc. For he's taken th• world 
on his shoulders, and with one lland 
would push back a tide of death and 

disbelief 

HAVE \ OL 1\tET THEM? 

inely fond of Mary Lamont and young 
Kildare. 

joE WEYMAN, an ambulance driver with 
fierce loyalties-the fiercest for Jimmy Kil
dare. 

CONOVER. Dr. Gillespie's personal body
guard ; and NuRSE PARKEJt, who manages 
the diagnostician's office. 

BEATRICE RAYMOND, the girl back home, 
still in lo\c with Jimmy. youNG DR. JD1MY KILDAR E :  an 

interne known and loved by scores of DR. JACK DA VISO�. technician in the 
humble people simply a-; the Doc. Sn:PnEN hospital's laboratory, comes to the at
KJLDARE, his father : a modest but greatly tention of Dr. Gillespie, and, at about the 
respected countr) practitioner. same time, becomes a special problem to 

DR. LEONARD GILLESPIE, the great mag- young Kildare. 
nostician, who has chosen young Kildare as Davison, though competent, is having to 
his assistant. With but little time to live, he support his wife, jOAN, on a pittance-and 
is devoting himself fiercely to his work. Joan is soon to become a mother. 

NuRSE MARY LAMONT, who is despair- Their �ituation is becoming desperate when 
ingly in love with Jimmy Kildare. -just before Christmas-Jimmy Kildare and 

DR. WALTER CAREW, the hospital superin- Mary Lamont step in with help. 
tendent. But in the meantime young Kildare has 

HEAD NuRSE MoLLY CAvENDISH, Dr. Gil- taken on an even more desperate problem. 
lespie's eagle eye : tart of tongue but genu- WILLIAM CAREW, son of the hospital super· 

Thla story bepn ln bet week's Afosoay 
88 
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intendent, and MARGUERITE PAsTON, his 
sweetheart, have dedded to commit suicide 
because Dr. Carew will not consent to their 
marriage while the boy is in college. 

Kildare has succeeded i n  stopping them 
temporarily, but is afraid of what they may 
do; he sends Mary Lamont to watch the girl. 

As she leaves, he kisses her ; but his mind 
is on other things . . . .  

CHAPTER VI 

HAIL-AND FAREWELL ! 

MORE than a week later
snatching an interruption in 
the steady stream through his 

office-the great Gillespie was saying : 
"What do you think of his chances?" 

"About six weeks," said Kildare. 
"Who was I talking about?" 
"The fourth man before the last one. 

The coronary case." 
"Six weeks? Six months, rather, if 

he watches himself.'' 
"He won't watch himself, sir." 
"No," said Gillespie, sadly, ''he won't 

watch him�elf. Next patient I . . . No, 
hold it a minute! How's that Scotch 
baby doing ?" 

"Pete Douglas ? Not so well, sir." 
"I'm sorry. \Ve ought to know more 

about that formula and its variations. 
Jimmy. Why don't we hear from your 
father?" 

"Perhaps he's having a Christmas 
rush ; people getting ready for the holi-

k , 
days. you now. 

"Do they do that out in Dartford ?" 
"Yes, they're afraid of the cider but 

they know that they won't keep away 
from it. Still, it's pretty queer that he 
hasn't mailed us the notes." 

' '\Vhat's happening tomorrow ?" 
"The Norwegian gets the operation." 
"What else?" 
"There's the hyperthyroid, also." 
"What else ?" 
"You've promised me a bit of a talk 

on endocarditis.'' 

"What else?" 
"I don't recall anything particularly." 
"What about Christmas itself?" 
"There's that, of course." 
"Isn't that an event in your life ?" 
"Naturally, sir.'' 
"Are you going home ?'' 
"I think I should watch that hyper

thyroid, sir." 
"Forget the hyperthyroid. Ring your 

house this moment and find out why 
your father hasn't sent in that material 
about the feeding formula." 

"Yes, sir, as soon as this next case 
of thrombosis-" 

"Never mind the next case. The first 
case is always the home case. Never 
forget that. Take the phone in the other 
room . . . .  Next patient!" 

KILDARE went into the second office 
where his own desk stood and 

where Mary Lamont was making rapid 
notations on cards three by five, for a 
file. As he settled himself to telephone, 
she came over and put her head down 
beside bios. 

"Yes ?" asked Kildare, looking up. 
"Nothing," she said, and turned 

away. 
"Come back, Mary," he called. 
"Yes, doctor ?" she answered, show-

ing him a cold face. 
"I'm sorry," he said. 
"It's quite all right," she said. 
He sighed and shrugged his 

shoulders. After a moment he rang the 
Dartford number. His mother an
swered. 

' ' I t '<:  almost merry Christmas," said 
Kildare. 

· · Are you coming, Jimmy? Are you 
going to be able to make it?" she asked 
eagerly. 

"There's a hyperthyroid that I've got 
to watch," he said. ''I'm terribly sorry." 

"Oh, I know, I know. I've spent most 
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of my life learning that a doctor has 
to be a doctor, but somehow I keep 
forgetting." 

"Is father there?" 
"Your father ? No, Jimmy-no, he's 

not here." 
"You say tl1at in a queer way." 
"I've just a touch of a cold, dear. 

That's all." 
"No, there's something wrong, isn't 

there?" 
"No, Jimmy. No, no, there's noth

ing wrong at all." 
He reflected for an instant on the 

slight tremor that had come into her 
voice and left it again, a faint resonance 
like the music of grief. 

He remembered, sadly, that she was 
growing old and what he had heard 
might be merely the weakness of in
creasing age ; or perhaps she was un
happy because he was not coming home 
for Christmas; or it might be any of 
those thousand shadows which drift 
across the minds of women, imper
ceptible to the grosser eyes of men. 

He began to probe a bit, carefully. 
"Has father told you about an ex

periment we're doing for him?" he 
asked. 

"No, dear." 
"\Vhat? Not a word?" 
"I'm afraid not, Jimmy." 
"About the baby fonnula we're try

ing out here ?" 
"Oh. yes. About that, yes-1 think 

so." 
Kildare frowned as he listened. 
"He was going to send us in the rest 

of his notes. Will you ask him about 
them?" 

"Goodbye - and merry Christ
mas . . .  " 

HE WAS still frowning when he 
went back into fhe other office and 

Gillespie said instantly : "What's wrong 

now? Aren't those notes in the mail?'' 
"No," said Kildare. "My father was 

a bit excited-just quietly a bit ex 
cited--over the idea that we might lx 
able to publish his work. Wouldn't you 
have said so?" 

"0£ course. He was as happy as ;, 
boy." 

"Then he couldn't help talking about 
it to Mother. He couldn't help making 
a rather big thing out of it, could he?" 

"Why, he couldn't be sure that thing" 
are happening unless they're in her 
mind as well as his own," declaren 
GiUespie. "He doesn't know the day 
has started until she says the sun is 
up. He can't taste the news, even, unless 
he reads her the headlines." 

Kildare did not smile. 
''\Veil," he said, "she seems hardly 

to know whether or not she's heard 
about the experiment." 

"Next patient, sir?" Conover was 
saying at the door. 

"Hold up the line!" commanded Gil
lespie. "Jimmy, what the devil is wrong 
out there in Dartford ?" 

"She's unhappy but she won't tell 
me what's going on. I don't suppose it 
can be important." 

"\ Vhy couldn't it be important ? If 
she were two steps away from dying. 
she wouldn't tell you. She'd be afraid 
of stealing some of your time. Those 
two old fools are so bound on carry
ing their own burdens iliat they'd 
drown in a quicksand rather than ask 
you to stretch out your hand to them." 

"I iliink they would," agreed Kil
dare, slowly. 

"Anything in her way of speaking ?" 
"There was one tremor, 1 thought

but only one." 
"How could there be more titan 

one?" demanded Gillespie. "She'll never 
show weakness. She's all bulld.og. She 
reminds me of a young interne I know : 
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an idiot who's always searching out 
lost causes and locking his jaws on 
them, do or die. . . .  

"What are you going to do about 
this?" 

"If it weren't for the hyperthyroid," 
said Kildare, "I'd go home, with your 
permission, sir." 

"Permission ? Permission ?" exclaimed 
the fierce old man. "I'll go out to 
Dartford with you. I haven't looked a 
real Christmas turkey in the face for 
thirty years. 

"And if those people are in trouble, 
there's no hyperthyroid, there's no hos
pital, there's nothing else in the world 
that's worth a thought-for twenty
four hours !" 

JT WAS at about this time that 
Marguerite Paston and young 

Carew went into the office of his father 
confidently, their heads high; and a 
half hour later they came out again 
with pale, set faces. 

They walked slowly, with searching, 
wide eyes, as if they were moving 
through the dark. When they came out 
into the long hall, young William 
Carew said : "Well, we had the extra 
days .and the hope ; but even Kildare 
would agree with us now." 

"I think he would," said the girl. 
"There's only one thing left. You 

still feel that?" 
"What else is there ?" she asked. 
They looked not at one .another but 

straight down the length of the hall, 
as white, _as immaculate as eternity. 

"We ought to see Doctor Kildare and 
say goodbye," said Carew. 

"No," the girl answered. '"It wouldn't 
be right." 

"He'd never try to stop us. He un
derstands. It's queer, isn't it? Two or 
three billion people in the world, and 
only one of th.em understands." 

"But it would be terrible pain to him. 
He wouldn't try to stop us, but I lmow 
how his face would look!' 

_''It could!n't mean so much ; we're 
hardly more than strangers to him." 

"We're more than that. He under
stands trouble the moment he sees it 
and it hurts him." 

"Maybe you're right, but I think that 
I've got to say goodbye to him, face 
to face ; otherwise, somehow, it would 
be like sneaking out." 

"I think you're right," she agreed 
That was why they went down to 

the office of Gillespie. People still were 
trailing disconsolately out of the big 
waiting room and Conover gave young 
Carew the bad news that Kildare and 
Gillespie both had left the hospital. 

"We'll leave a note for him," said 
Wllliam Carew. "You write it, Mar
guerite. You know how to make words 
s.ay sometl1ing." 

And she wrote : 
Dur Docror Kildare: 

Ewerytllln• yo. .aid to w -. ldrul 
cn4 •iA. but IIPMn - 110ent to him it 
WGl Ulte talldn• co a /4C6 of •cone. 
P•luJ,n lle'• r .. lat ln collin• u• fooh, 
kcau" there may k no pl4ce Jor 
people like w. Fe feel a •on oJ 
•tren«fh b1a1 n�JI for the lcind of Ufe MOe 
U>Ould htm(J co folW.O ; •o -'re taldn« 
alae other �e�ay. We tflanfe� to ... you, 
fir•'• becai.Ue in rhe whole lfl0rl4 you're 
the only 01ae who will underlltmd. 

Morguerile Pa.ton 
JJ' Uliam COTI!WI. 

When they both had signed it, Carew 
gave the envelope to Conover. He took 
it back to Kildare's office and gave it 
to Mary Lamont. 

"It ain't from patients. It's personal," 
said Conover. 

"Oh, personal ?" murmured the 
nurse, and tossed the letter carelessly 
aside. 

By that time Marguerite Paston and 
young Carew were once more out in 
the street. A wind was sliding down 
off the northern shoulders of the world • 
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bringing with it a level-driven spray 
of snow that cut off the breath sharply. 

They turned from the weight of the 
storm and looked back down the street 
of ten thousand windows, like a double 
row of tall desks in which so many lives 
had been pigeon-holed forever. 

CHAPTER VII 

so THIS IS CHRISTMAS I 

THE storm which sang so high over 
Manhattan was bringing down on 

Dartford such a fall of snow that the 
cottages were blinded and isolated, each 
in its own horizon like a ship on a 
lonely sea. 

When the door opened on the kitchen 
of Mrs. Stephen Kildare the noise of 
the wind entered with a hollow roar 
and was shut out suddenly again like 
the roar of a fast train which comes 
and passes in an instant. 

Kildare, his coat spotted with snow, 
kissed his mother and took a breath of 
the Christmas fragrance of evergreen 
decorations together with the steaming 
spicery of plum puddings and mince 
pies and pungent stuffings and the rich 
odor of roasting meat. 

Steam rose from the old-fashioned 
range to frost on the windows and fog 
the air so that he saw only one person 
in the room. 

"You're not home for Quistmas, 
Jimmy," she was crying to him. 
"You're t1ol home for Christmas, after 
aU." 

"I'm nothing," said Kildare. "I'm 
only an interne. \Vait till you see the 
surprise I've brought for you. You and 
Father get ready at the front door. I'm 
bringing my present in that way!" 

"But, Jimmy-" she began ; and 
found herself speaking to emptiness as 
he disappeared into the wrute uproar 
of the storm again. 

She turned to Beatrice Raymond, 
who was in a corner peeling thin
skinned Florida oranges ; she was half 
invisible in the dim blue of an old 
apron. 

"Think of him not seeing you,'' said 
Mrs. Kildare. "Take off that apron, 
my dear, and we'll go to the front 
door." 

"No, I'll stay here," said Beatrice 
u Are you hurt, child ?" 
''No, not very much." 
"Darling, you know how Jimmy is 

-just half blind-'' 
Ht know he is," said Beatrice, man

aging to smile a little. "HaEf blind until 
he wants to see something." 

"Don't say that, Beatrice. Don't, 
please, take it this way." 

"It's all right ; that other business 
is over and done with." 

"It isn't, though. Beatrice, take off 
that wretched apron. I want him to see 
you in that sweet dress." 

"No, he doesn't look at dresses. I'll 
stay right �re, please." 

Mrs. Kildare could not stay to argue. 
A noise at the front door sent her fly
ing and she arrived in time to see the 
door thrust open in front of the wheel
chair of the great Gillespie with Big 
Joe Weyman pushing him forward. 

The doctor tossed his hat ahead of 
him and as the wind knocked his hair 
into a white confusion he called : 
"There's my hat in the ring, woman. 
I'll out-eat, out-drink, and out-talk the 
best man in your house. 

"Where's that husband of yours ? 
I've been waiting thirty years for a 
Christmas like this and now I'm going 
to show him what a real man can do 
to it." 

"Stephen will be here in just a mo
ment," she said as Kildare came in last 
and shut the door. "He'll surely be back 
soon." 
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"Well, if we can't have him, we'll 
have the kitchen," declared Gillespie. 
"Let me come back there into your 
operating room, will you?" 

"Mother, you know my friend Wey
man?" asked Kildare. "We stole him 
from the hospital to drive us out here." 

"Joe and I know all about each 
other," she answered, "because we know 
about yo", Jimmy." 

"Where's Father?" asked Kildare. 
"He'll be here any time," she said, 

trying to escape. 
He touched her arm and kept her, in 

the meantime waving Weyman and the 
wheelchair forward. 

"Whcrc's Father?" he repeated. 
"He's out and busy. But he'll be 

back . . .  " 

SHE kept smiling up at him while 
Kildare studied her solemnly. From 

the kitchen they heard Gillespie roar
ing: 

"Come out from the comer there, 
you. You're what's going to make this 
Christmas merry for me. Tell me your 
name--and isn't there any mistletoe in 
this house?" 

"There's trouble about father," Kil
dare was insisting. "It was in your 
voice in the telephone. Tell me what's 
wrong." 

"There's nothing wrong . . . .  We 
can't leave Doctor Gillespie alone in 
there. Good heavens, Jimmy, think of 
such a man in our little house!" 

"It's no good dodging," declared 
Kildare. "What's happening?'' 

She closed her eyes and put a hand 
on the arm of Kildare to steady herself. 
She said : "Medwick. The last doctor's 
gone from that town and your father's 
trying to take care of all the sick." 

"That would kill any one man," said 
Kildare. 

She was silent as she nodded. 

"When was he last home?" asked 
Kildare. 

"Yesterday morning. I've begged and 
I've prayed to him, Jimmy. But he says 
that doctors take an oath . . .  And now 
I've told you and he'll never forgive 
me for putting the worry on you !" 

"Hush, hush !" commanded Kildare. 
"Since yesterday morning he hasn't 
been here. That means he hasn't slept. 
I'm going to Medwick now." 

"And leave Doctor Gillespie? Your 
father would never- forgive-" 

"Would we ever forgive ourselves ?" 
asked Kildare. "That's what's impor
tant. I'm starting for Medwick now . . . .  
Don't let Weyman sit too near the 
whisky bottle . . . .  " 

"Why argue with him?" asked Gil
lespie, when Mrs. Kildare still pro
tested against the departure of her son 
for the town of Medwick. "We don't 
argue with him in the hospital. If you 
try to hold him, he breaks down the wall 
and knocks a hole in the roof." 

So Kildare departed in the Raymond 
automof>ile and Gillespie set himself to 
bringing a little more cheer into the 
household, until the last gleam of day
light was gone from behind the storm; 
and then the winter night came in, sud
denly still and clear, and yet neither 
Jimmy nor his father appeared. 

Even in spite of Gillespie's deter
mined cheerfulness, a silence kept in
vading the Kildare house, spreading 
coldly, while they looked wide-eyed at 
one another. In weather such as that 
day, any sort of accident could have 
happened along the road ; and there was 
not even a telephone call. 

"It's my turn to go," said Gillespie. 
"This is a sort of fairy story. The old
est son goes out to the enchanted castle 
and doesn't come back. The second son 
goes and never returns. At last the 
youngest son sharpens his sword, 
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tightens his belt, and takes the road 
toward the giant. That's the cue for 
young Gillespie. 

"Weyman, get me out into that car. 
We're going to Medwick!" 

Mrs. Kildare and Beatrice Raymond 
went out beside the wheelchair to the 
automobile. It was so cold that even 
the wind was frozen. There was not a 
breath of it. 

Gillespie was buodled into the car. 
his wheelchair collapsed and put in the 
luggage compartment, and Weyman 
took his place behind the wheel. 

"Men have the easy jobs," said Gil
lespie. "They go out and discover the 
news, but woman have to stay home 
and wait for it. 

"I know what's going on in your 
head, madame. But what about the 
'gone' look of Beatrice ? You're not 
worrying so much about two old men. 
It's Jimmy who's making you hold 
your breath, isn't it?" 

"We grew up together, you know," 
she said. She managed to laugh. "But 
then Dartford turned out to be too 
small, you know." 

"Maybe it'll seem big again to him, 
some day," said Gillespie. 'Til be back 
in an hour or two with a whole col
lection of Kildares." 

W
EYMAN, as he sent the car out 

of the small town, was saying: 
"This Doc Kildare. Quiet and all-but 
they know when he's around. don't 
they?" 

"You mean, the women know ?" 
asked Gillespie. 

"That's right, sir." 
"I can't tell what they know or when 

they know it,'' said Gillespie. "When 
I'm with women, Joe, I talk louder but 
I know less. 

"Drive like hell I want to get to 
Medwick. I've got an idea that we've 

bad news for Christmas ahead oi us." 

So Weyman drove. Where the wind 
had scoured the road, it was as slippery 
as greased marble and the rest of the 
way they sent out a fanning cloud of 
snow-dust behind them until they 
crossed the state line into Medwick. 

It was not very much larger than 
Dartford, though the factories gave it 
an air of greater and more gloomy 
significance. The moon which shol?,e 
now out of the clear sky showed Gil
lespie the long, low buildings of glass 
and brick and steel, with a thousand 
panes knocked in and one broken-ba�d 
roof. 

The town itself was demure rows of 
cottages set back behind lawns and 
overstretched by huge elm trees which 
lined the streets. 

Gillespie had Weyman stop at a fill
ing station. They took ten gallons of 
gasoline and had a chance to talk with 
the attendant as he scraped the frost 
from the windshield. 

"It's got a good hillside position, this 
town," said Gillespie. "Ought to be 
healthy." 

"Why, Medwick is one of the health
iest towns in the world," said the 1tative. 
"When we get the marshes drained. 
down there, we'll be clean rid of the 
fever. We're so healthy around here 
that I'll tell you something: We been 
getting along without a doctor, even !" 

He beamed widely. 
"That's good for the town but bad 

for me," said Gillespie. "I've got a sore 
throat that I hoped I could get painted 
up right here." 

"Come to think of it," said the at
tendant, "there might be a doctor down 
in the Lancey house just now. I've 
heard there's somebody sick down 
there. Turn left three blocks down and 
it's the second house on the right-hand 
side." 
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THE Lancey house was like the rest 
of the cottages. Weyman rang at 

the front door and it was opened at 
once by a woman who carried a baby 
wrapped in a shawl. 

"Doctor Kildare here ?" asked \Vey
man. 

"I  don't know the name, but there's 
two doctors here. One of 'em is too 
young to amount to much. Come on in 
and wait for your turn. They're work
ing out in the kitchen." 

Weyman took the news back to Gil
lespie. 

"\Ve'll take 'em in the flank and 
rear," said Gillespie. "Wheel me around 
to the kitchen door, Joe." 

Weyman pulled out the chair, set it 
up, and pushed the doctor into the back 
yard. Through a window from which 
the frost was half thawed, they looked 
in on a woman stretched out on two 
deal tables, put end to end. 

The elder Kildare handled the anes
thetic ; his son worked at an abdominal 
operation on the white-wrapped figure. 

"Look at those hands, Weyman I" 
said Gillespie. "Look at the way he's 
tying off, faster than a woman could 
crochet. Only one half-power electric 
light to see by, but hands like those can 
find their way in the dark. 

"Get me in there ! That old Kildare 
is blue in the face. He's as like as not 
to drop dead any minute !'' 

The door was unlocked. Weyman 
wheeled in the chair but two doctors 
were too intent on their work to look 
up until Gillespie said : 

"Trying to keep-your Christmas all 
to yourselves ? Go lie down on the floor 
before you fall down, Steve. . . . Go 
on and do what I tell you ; you're drop
ping now. 

''I'll take charge of that anesthetic ; 
push me around to the head of the 
table." 

"Can you manage all right?" asked 
old K ildare. "It's a brittle pulse. I don't 
like her heart at all. . . . And I'll just 
take your advice for a moment." 

He slumped down on the floor in 
a corner, so spent that his head knocked 
heavily on the boards. He threw out 
his arms wide and lay like a cross, his 
eyes shut, his breathing slow and 
audible. 

Gillespie and young Kildare had not 
spoken. Now their eyes crossed with 
glances of intent understanding. 

"He's had a week of it, day and 
night," murmured Kildare. 

"Get my medical kit out of the car. 
Joe," directed Gillespie ; the stethoscope 
he had taken from old Kildare now 
pressed over the heart of the patient. 

"How is she holding ?" asked Kil
dare, still rapidly at work inside the 
yawning incision. 

Gillespie was silent. Kildare looked 
up with a single incisive glance, set his 
jaw hard, and continued his work. 

"She'll just last it out," announced 
Gillespie, finally. 

"Thank God for that !" breathed Kil
dare. 

Gillespie reached out with a handker
chief and swabbed the dripping forehead 
of Kildare. In both hands Kildare lifted 
out a red mass and dropped it into a 
garbage can. His swift fingers began 
to close the wound. 

"She's too young to have a heart like 
this," said Gillespie. "\Vhat's wrong 
with her?" 

"Malnutrition, sir." 
"Are they going hungry m this 

town?" 
"No, sir. Plenty to eat, but sometimes 

the wrong things." 
A faint sound of complaint came 

from the corner of the room. Far lost 
in the sleep of e.."haustion, old Kildare 
was groaning with every breath. 
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The automatic hands of the son went 
swiftly on ;  his mind was left free for 
the explanation. 

"A year ago the factories closed. 
They moved South. The doctors scat
tered. There wasn't any money left to 
pay them. Only old Doctor Brewster 
remained. He couldn't stand twenty 
hours a day. Whisky didn't help him
much. He died a week ago. And father 
took over." 

"This town and Dartford too ?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"AU the Kildares are fools," said 

Gillespie. "If they have to play Santa 
Claus, why don't they wear masks and 
beards and fat bellies so the rest of us 
can tell what they are? . . .  What's that 
door doing, leaning against the wall ?" 

"That's our stretcher, sir . . . .  This 
one is ready for it now. Weyman, give 
me a hand?" 

"All right, Doc. Where to?" 
"There's a couch in the hall upstairs. 

All the otl1er beds are filled." 
"What are you doing for nurses?" 

asked Gillespie. 
"Women of the town," said Kildare. 

"Will you look into the living room, 
sir? It's full of people who need help. 
For a year they've been too poor to pay 
for a doctor and too proud to take 
charity." 

"What have they been paying your 
father, then ?" 

"Why, he's different," explained Kil
dare. "People don't mind taking what 
he's able to give." 

"Yeah, because he's like you, Doc," 
broke in Weyman. "And you always 
seem like one o£ the family." 

"Bah I" said Gillespie. "It's all maud
lin rot. What people get for nothing is 
poison to tl1eir souls . . . .  Let me have 
a look at your waiting room !" 

He found there twenty of the vil
lagers, from an old man huddled on the 

floor with both arms wrapped around 
a tortured body, to a white-faced, star
ing girl of fifteen ; and not fewer than 
five mothers with infants in their anns. 

Only the Medwick people who were 
desperate, it seemed, would take charity 
to relieve their pain. 

Old Gillespie, instantly, had one of 
the children stretched in his lap, com
mencing an examination. 

CHAPTER VIII 
THREE AGAINST DEATH 

R
AIN came during the night, thaw-
ing and sliding the snow from the 

roofs of Medwick, running from a thou
sand faucets, as it were, off every 
corner. 

The frost dissolved on the windows 
to oily smears and the compacted snow 
on the streets rotted to a yellow mush. 

Late the next morning, still in the 
Lancey house, still in the kitchen, the 
two Kildares sat around the stove drink
ing black coffee. Doctor Stephen 
steadied his cup with both of his shak
ing hands. 

Gillespie said : "Diagnosing a case 
off-hand, Stephen, what would you say 
if you saw a man with blue pouches 
under his eyes, his face a bluish-white, 
trembling voice, uncertain gestures, an 
expression of frowning concentration, 
no appetite, nervous tension around his 
mouth, blue veins apparent in the fore
head?" 

"It suggests a kidney condition, per
haps," said old Kildare, "or perhaps-" 

He jerked up his head and listened. 
The sick wail of a baby had been com
ing constantly from an upper room in 
the Lancey house. It seemed to have 
broken in on the old man's attention 
with a fresh force. 

HThat may be simply stomach ache, 
after aU," he suggested. 



DR. KILDARE GOES HOME 45 

"Never mind the baby. Go back to 
the description I've just given you. 
Kidney condition, you say?" 

"Well, not necessarily," answered 
Stephen Kildare. "Simple exhaustion 
after a prolonged strain, perhaps." 

"Dangerous, �ould you say?" asked! 
Gillespie. 

"Wouldn't that depend upon the age 
and the physical resistance of the 
patient, Leonard?" 

"Suppose a patjent advanced in 
years ?" said Gillespie. "A J>;atient habi
tually overworked and still driven by 
his conscience. What would you pre
scribe ?" 

"Bed rest," said old Kildare. "Rather 
indefinite bed rest, I think, together 
with sedatives and . .  :� 

"Exact1y I" a:greed Gillespie. "And 
by the way, what do you think of the 
fools who imperil themselves and their 
families and the affections of their 
friends because of a crackpot, silly devo
tion to what they think is their duty?" 

"Ah, there�s a point I've often tried 
to make," said old Kildare. "There are 
too many nerves in the American ma
chine. It worries itself to death. It re
fuses to wait till tomorrow. It tries to 
do everything today. Nerve strain is 
rotting away ihe strength of the Amer
ican man, Leonard!" 

"Then why don't you go home and 
get to bed-for an indefinite period, or 
until a competent physician tells you 
that you safely may get up?" 

THE old doctor, who saw that he was 
fairly trapped, smiled and tried to 

shrug the suggestion away ; but the 
other two were not amused. They stared 
at him with grimly accusing eyes. 

"It's exactly what I shall do," said 
Stephen Kildare, at last, "as soon as 
the Medwick condition is a little im
proved." 

"The confoundest nonsense I ever 
heard of I" answered Gillespie. "You're 
trying to carry the entire burden on 
your shoulders whereas there's enough 
work here in Medwick, continually, not 
for one old practitioner but for five or 
six young ones." 

Old Kildare, with a covert wink, 
made to Gillespie a gesture which im
plored secrecy, and at the same time 
indicated his son. 

"Why should I shut up because 
Jimmy is listening to me?" demanded 
Gillespie. "You're afraid that before 
long he'll make Medwick one of his 
lost causes and stick to it like a bulldog 
and let his hospital work a.nd future go 
hang?" 

"Why, Stephen, he's decided to do 
that already, because he's his father's 
son and believes that the life and fu
ture happiness of one doctor are noth
ing compared to the health and happi
ness of a whole community. 

"Now, Stephen, wiii you listen to 
reason?" 

Old -Kildare groaned :  "I'll do _what
ever you say, Leonard. I'll withdraw
as soon as the condition here is a little 
better." 

"Suppose we get half a dozen young 
doctors out here with plenty of brains 
and no practices ?" demanded Gillespie. 

"Very good-in almost any other 
part of the country," said Stephen Kil
dare. "But this is New England, 
Leonard. This is a highly respectable 
and intensely conservative community. 
The men of Medwick are the same blood 
that has led the whole nation in the 
great emergencies. I can't tell how they 
would welcome a group of young, of 
very young and inexperienced-" 

"Wouldn't they be accepted with your 
recommendation behind them ?" asked 
Gillespie. 

"Nothing like that would be accepted 
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without the baclcing of Winslow. He's 
the chief citizen and the leader of the 
community." 

"Get him here, then !" commanded 
Gilles pte. 

"I could take you to his office in his 
bank," said Kildare. 

"Ah, the rich man, is he?" 
"No, not rich. He has a small fortw1e 

that he made out of the town, and he's 
putting his money back into Medwick 
trying to staYe off depression until the 
place gets on its feet again. 

"The people follow him because Med
wick is his religion and he's the chief 
priest of the cult. He's a father to every 
poor man in the district-a rather 
irascible father, recently, a sort of be
nevolent tyrant as he sees his town go 
downhill." 

"Let him be whatever he is," said 
Gillespie, "but get him in here to listen 
to that baby's crying." 

EXPERTS in torment tell us that 
there is in nature nothing more 

heartrending than the shriek of the 
rabbit when the teeth of the grayhound 
close on it or, at the other end of the 
scale, the scream of a tortured horse, 
when a voice comes to the mute beast 
as it dies. 

But to rouse up even the most callous 
of men and put him into violent action, 
there is nothing to compare with the 
brainJess, whining, insistent cry of an 
infant. 

Geoffrey Winslow, when he came 
into the Lancey house with old Stephen 
Kildare, could not keep from turning 
his head toward the sound of the baby's 
wailing. 

He was sixty and very gray ; but from 
a distance he was so straight-standing 
and carried his head with such an air of 
command that he seemed still in the 
full of his vigor. 

OnJy when he came nearer could it  
be seen how time had worn him, just 
as a green hill may turn out to have 
a face covered with the fine lines and 
gullies of erosion. Around his mouth 
there were signs of the same nervous 
tension which Gillespie had pointed 
out in Stephen Kildare. 

They passed through the living room, 
where a dozen people still were gathered 
in spite of the long work which the 
three doctors had been carrying on. 
Everyone stood up and smiled at the 
great man of the town. There was just 
a touch of fear in their eyes, however. 

But he spoke to them one by one, 
quickly, shaking hands and wishing 
them a merry Christmas, before he 
accompanied Stephen Kildare back into 
the kitchen, which still served as a con
sulting room. 

Gillespie was there, saying to an un
happy woman : ''Even a very young doc
tor may be right, Mrs. Jasper. Young 
Dr. Kildare noticed among other things 
a slight malformation of the legs of 
your son, and a peculiar squareness in 
the head. 

"Those are signs of rickets, Mrs. 
Jasper, and the thing for you to do is 
to feed your boy exactly the diet which 
Dr. Kildare suggests to you." 

"He only gave my Tommy one look !" 
complained Mrs. Jasper. ''It doesn't 
seem right that a youngster like that 
doctor could know so much in just one 
look." 

Gillespie explained with unusual 
calm : "There are a great many older 
doctors who cannot see as much in a 
year as young Dr. Kildare can see in 
a glance. Musicians and poets are born, 
not made, Mrs. Jasper, and so are 
diagno<;ticians. They look deeper than 
the skin ; they have X-ray eyes. So you 
just run along and do what he told 
you." 
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"I'll  do it," said Mrs. Jasper, shak
ing her head, "but just the same it don't 
seem hardly right." 

AS SHE went out, Kildare was say-
ing : "This is Doctor Gillespie, of 

whom I've told you ; Doctor Gillespie, 
this is our leading citizen of Medwick, 
Mr. Winslow . . . . 11y son doesn't seem 
to be here. " 

"He's up working on that crying 
baby," said GiiJegpie. 

"I should think that the child's 
mother might quiet it," suggested 
Geoffrey Winslow. 

"She's tried," said Gillespie. "Now, 
Mr. Winslow, has my friend, Doctor 
Kildare, told you what we want to speak 
about?" 

"I don't want to talk out of turn," 
answered the banker. "I'm not a medical 
man and therefore my medical opinions 
aren't worth much ; but I've seen a 
bit of life and people and I can't say 
that I'd put much trust in a crew of 
youngsters who haven't had the school 
of real experience. I don't think the 
town would, either." 

"No experience ?" echoed Gillespie. 
"The men we have in mind are fellows 
who have done distinguished work for 
four years in their medical schools ; then 
they',·e had, each of them, two years of 
hard work in hospitals ; and after that 
some of them have assisted specialists 
for a still longer time. 

"But when they came to hang out 
their shingles they found that there 
were a good many people in the world 
who felt like you. Mr. Winslow-that 
only age could be trusted. 

"But havrn!t you noticed that age 
sometimes forgets what young men still 
remember ? Recently, have you ever hap
pened to glance into the school algebra 
that you once knew by heart ? Dead 
stuff to you now, isn't it ?" 

"That's true," admitted Winslow, 
grudgingly. "But medicine handles mat
ters of life and death." 

"So do generals in a time of war," 
answered Gillespie. "In time of peace, 
gray-heads lead our armies. I n  time of 
war they go into the junk heap. Right 
through history, the greatest battles 
are won by young, new leaders." 

There was a point to this remark that 
Winslow did not care to answer at once. 
He said : "A house full of sick people 
-a baby crying-it's almost as if the 
stage had been set to persuade me." 

"But notice that the baby isn't cry
ing any longer," said Gillespie. "That 
very young doctor, Kildare, has found 
some way to ease it, probably to cure it 
of pain and sickness at the same time." 

"True," said Winslow, discovering 
with surprise that the painful cry no 
longer was stabbing into his brain. 
"After all, this lad is your son, Doctor 
Kildare." 

"He's no better than the other men 
we'd bring out to Medwick," said 
Stephen Kildare. 

"Not a whit better ; younger, less ex
perienced, in fact," insisted Gillespie. 

Winslow gave him a sour look. He 
half turned and faced old Kildare. 

" Perhaps, perhaps," he said, "but 
people around here put their trust in old 
friends, true friends-like you ! Now, 
if you give your blessing to the propo
sition, Doctor Kildare, I might be able, 
in all conscience, to recommend these 
young men to Medwick. Do you put 
yourself behind them ?" 

"\Vith my whole heart !" 

CHAPTER IX 

SIX LONG SHOTS 

youNG Dr. Kildare, back at the hos
pital with a mission before him. 

nevertheless paused to tear off his 
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clothes and take a two-minute shower. 
Then hurrying to his office he threw 

himself face down upon the couch and 
said across his shoulder to the nurse : 
"Wake me up in half an hour, Mary." 

"What is it, Jimmy?" she asked 
''Hell's popping," he answered, 

closed his eyes, and was instantly asleep. 
His loosened muscles let his arm slide 
over the edge of the couch. His hand 
fell with a rap against the floor but 
he was not roused. 

Mary Lamont replaced the arm. She 
sat down beside him and began to mas
sage the corrugated, congested muscles 
at the base of the skull and down the 
neck. 

Kildare gave a great, sighing exhala
tion of perfect relief and fell into a 
sounder sleep. 

Her hands still were at work when 
the half hour ended. She studied her 
wrist watch for a moment, then shook 
his arm and spoke to him. No stir of 
answer came from Kildare. She leaned 
and kissed him. 

"All right/' said Kildare, and sat 
up. He spilled back against a cushion 
and the wall. 

"\.Yake me up," he said. 
She took a wet towel and wiped his 

face, his throat. 
"That'll do," said Kildare. 
He stood up, stretched, yawned on 

tiptoe, and settled back on his heels. 
"Anything happening ?" he asked. 
"Christmas, Jimmy," she said. "And 

here's something I thought might be 
useful to you when you're . . .  " 

"Nice of you, Mary," he said, and 
took the \vhite parcel in his hands. He 
started to untie the red ribbon. The knot 
pulled hard. 

"I'll undo it, darling," she said. 
He kept his hands on the parcel. not 

hearing her. His blind fingers went on 
fumbling. 

"Anything I need to know?" he 
asked. 

"Nothing. Except a personal message 
for you.'' 

She picked up the letter of Marguerite 
Paston and young Carew. 

'Til look at it later," said Kildare. 
"Personal ? I'm not a person. I'm just 
a doctor." 

"Doctors aren't people ?" she asked, 
trying to smile. 

"Of course not," said Kildare, with-
out smiling. ' 

"Of course not," she agreed. 
"Where does Midge Whalen live?" 
11Seventy-two, Morris Place." 
11Ben Connor?" 
"One forty-three B West Seventieth." 
11Sammy Darnell?" 
''Eleven eighty-three Linden Avenue, 

Flatbush." 
"Sid Garfield ?'' 
"That must be the wrong name," 

said Mary Lamont. 
"Wrong?" 
11He's not one of your addresses. I 

don't think he is." 
"Sid Garfield? The dentist?" 
"You don't know dentists also, do 

you, dear ?" 
"Of course I know them." 

HERE the instinctive wits in his 
surgeon's fingers untied the knot 

and stripped the red ribbon from the 
package. He went on: 

"That's where half the trouble gets 
into the body : the mouth. you know. 
And that's where the dentist comes in. 
You think of some of the old-time boys 
who were chiefly mechanics. Finer me
chanics than watchmakers, but not much 
more important. 

"The new crowd are different. They 
have to be mechanics, internists, sur
geons, doctors, all in one. They are 
working all the time at the sources." 
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"Yes, dear." 
"You're not interested ?" 
''Oh yes, Jimmy ! But don't you want 

to see . . .  " 
She pointed at the unopened parcel. 
"\ V rite down those addresses while 

1 get my coat on." 
She picked up a pad and pencil and 

began to write as he hurried into his 
coat. 

"What is it, Jimmy? What's the lost 
cause this time?" ''A whole towtt full of the best �o
ple you ever saw. All made of oak and 
iron like old ships. Finest people in the 
world-and the most pig-headed. 

"�o doctor there for a year. A big 
backlog of ca�es crying out for treat
ment ; and a lot of New England pride 
to keep them away from a charity clinic ; 
maybe a hundred lives to save ; maybe 
a thousand that need straightening . . .  " 

"Beautiful, Jimmy, isn't i t ?" she 
asked. 

Kildare, his eyes on the ceiling. 
hardly heard her. 

" I f  I had five pairs of hands· and five 
brains behind them-and I'm going to 
get the hands and the brains right now. 
Goorlbye !" 

She picked up the white parcel. 
"Goodbye, Jimmy," she said ; and as 

he hurried through the door she began 
to smooth out the tissue paper. Iler 
eyes were so blinded that her hands 
had to find their way by their own in
stinct. 

In the outer office Gillespie pulled 
from his cars the stetho�cope with which 
he was listening to the heart of a man 
who stood before him. naked to the 
waist. 

"You'll get them out there and be 
back tomorrow, Jimmy," he directed. 

"I'll be back as soon as possible," 
said Kildare. 

"As soon as possible?" roared Gil-

lespie. "I'm giving you a schedule. See 
that you run on time. Back here tomor
row, without fail, Medwick or no Med
wick !" 

He could not tell whether or no Kil
dare had heard him, for the interne was 
alrt'ad} passing through the door. 

"No fool like a young fool," said the 
patient, sympatlll'tically. 

THE office of young Doctor Martin 
\Vhalen was up on the third floor ; 

you walked to get to it. Kildare found 
not Whalen but a lad of fourteen who 
said : " Doctor \Vhalcn in out on a C"all. 
Just nearby. I'll tell him you're here. 
If you'll just sit down for a minute, 
sir. Here's some magazines. Be back in 
two minutes." 

Kildare sat down. He got up as the 
lad disappeared through the' doorway 
and followed the clatter of feet down 
the stairs, down the freezing sidewalk 
outside, down a narrow allev, and to 
the back of a grocery store. where a 
chunk of a young man was unloading 
boxes from a truck. 

To him the boy was talking in great 
excitement and the other was stripping 
off an apron and nodding as he rolled 
down his �leeves. for the work had been 
hot even in this weather. 

" Hello, Midge," said Kildare. 
"Ah-you ?" said Whalen. " I  thought 

it was somehody worth while." 
"A rich guy with stomach trouble ?" 

asked Kildare 
"Yes. And with three children, all 

married ; and three families of kids all 
with rickets ; lots of dough and no 
brains." 

"You're going where there's two 
thousand kids that need you." 

"Siam or China, ch ?" 
"Do you care ?" 

• 

"Not if it's medicine, and kids, and 
enough for bread and water and one 
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beer on Saturday evening.u He grinned. 
"Come on with me and pack your 

grip. We're going some place." 
"If I walk out on this jolb, I'm fired. 

And this is better than nothing. What 
are you offering?" 

"A long shot." 
"All right, Jimmy. I was always a 

gambler." 

* 

Dentist Sidney Garfield had the cat 
swathed in a bath towel to nullify those 
sharp claws, and her ja'._Vs propped open 
with a cork from a bottle. 

"But you're not going to cut her!" 
screamed the little girl, who watched 
with her sweating hands clasped to
gether. 

"Take him away ! Don't let him touch 
poor Mike!" cried her brother. 

"I've got t�" 
"Don't!" screamed the children in 

chorus. 
"There-you see all that stuff com

ing out? That ulcerated tooth was 
poisoning Mike. Now he'll get well and 
fat. \Ve swab on this stuff to make it 
heal quickly. Now we let poor Mike 
go, and you'll see how much happier 
he is already because . . .  " 

"Down to cat?" asked Kildare, as 
he leaned in the open doorway. 

"Yeah. I'm Santa Claus.'' said the 
dentist. 

"How about setting up shop in the 
sticks?" asked Kildare. 

"Sure," said Garfield. "All I want 
to see are teeth. I don't care who wears 
them." 

"Not much dough in it, Sid." 
11Anything is plus to my minus. You 

can't disappoint me, Jimmy." 

* 

"If you come in," roared the great 
voice in the sub-basement, "bring 

enough cops with you to save your 
hide." 

Kildare pushed the door open and 
blinked at the dim light inside. The nar
row cellar room probabfy was served 
by a ventilator ; but the air in it was 
like the air in a deep cave. 

There was an iron cot with a single 
blanket dropped in a heap on it. 

Along two walls there were impro
vised shelves covered with test tubes 
and bottles that gave out foul aromas. 

In the center of the room stood huge 
Ben Connor, his face smudged with 
a seven days' beard as with soot. His 
hair fell forward in a great jag across 
his forehead so that he seemed all beast 
and no man at all. 

"What is it, Ben ; moonshine?" 
asked Kildare. 

The big fellow took a lumbering step 
nearer to Kildare before recognition 
came to him. 

"Hi, Jimmy," he said. "I thought 
you were that landlord again." 

"You've fixed up a regular garden 
for yourself," said Kildare, sniffing. 

"The bug I'm culturing is happy in 
a lot worse places than this," said Ben 
Connor. 

"Are you getting anywhere with it?" 
"Sure. A couple more years, maybe, 

and I'll arrive with something." 
"Look, Ben, there's a little hick town 

that doesn't want young doctors, but 
the young doctors want it. Are you one 
of them ?" 

"You mean we have to break in?" 
"Just about." 
Ben Connor lifted and spread his 

huge hands. 
"I've been waiting a long time for 

a chance to use these," he said. 

• 

"How do things go?" asked Kildare. 
"Why, I'm keeping pretty busy. Too 
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busy to move out of this dump, you see. 
An appendectomy and a fractured skull 
and a broken arm and a skin cancer, 
all yesterday. 

"Things are waking up and I'm going 
to let my light shine ; can't keep it under 
a bushel, Jimmy," said Darnell. ••Have 
a drink? No, you don't drink this time 
of day." 

"Yes, I'll have a drink," said Kildare. 
"It's Christmas, and all that." 

"Wait a minute," said Darnell, rum
maging through his kitchenette. 
"Shucks-nothing but dead men. I £or
got there were some of the boys in here 
last night." 

"Maybe I can find something," said 
Kildare, and pulled open the second door 
of the pantry. 

A chunk of old yellow cheese and 
the heel of a stale loaf were the only 
things in it. 

"Haven't been eating in for a long 
time," said Darnell. 

''How long is it since you ate any
where?" asked Kildare. 

"Are you trying to kid yourself, or 
me?" asked Darnell, coldly. 

"It's cold in here," said Kildare, and 
turned on the gas switch at the grate. 
There was no answering hiss. He 
turned the switch back again. 

"That thing's been out of order since 
yesterday." said Darnell. "But it 
doesn't bother me. Gas heat rots the 
oxygen in the air of a room, you know. 
There's altogether too much heat used, 
anyway. " 

"That's a twenty-five cent meter," 
said Kildare, "isn't it ?" 

"I suppose it is." agreed Darnell. 
carelessly. He shifted away from the eye 
of Kildare. A silence followed. 

"I've got to run along, Jimmy," said 
Darnell. "Terribly sorry about the 
drink . . . boys cleaned me out last 
night. as I was saying . . .  I have to get 

down to Maynard's hospital to look at 
a couple of patients and then . . .  " 

He stood at the door, waiting for 
Kildare to go past him, but Kildare 
remained fixed in the center of the 
room. They stared at one another for 
a moment. After a moment Darnell 
closed the door, slowly. 

"All right," he said. "You win." 
"Listen to me, Sammy," said Kil

dare. "There's a little town out there 
on the edge of Connecticut called Med
wick . . .  " 

THERE was a Christmas wreath on 
the door of Jack Davison's room. 

It was a single spray of fir, the kind you 
can buy for a quarter. Kildare looked 
at it for a moment, gloomily, before he 
knocked. 

The door was opened by Davison 
himself. He paused an instant, startled. 
then stepped out into the hall. 

"Sorry I can't ask you in, Jinuny," 
he said. "But Joan's asleep." 

"We'd better wake her up," said Kil
dare. 

"I  don't think so, old fellow," an
swered Davison. "I really don't. She's

' 

tired and all that You know how she 
is, just now." 

"I know," said Kildare, "but don't 
act this way. I want to see Joan." 

"All right," said Davison, making a 
slow surrender. "But the fact is-" 

"I understand." said Kildare. "Quit 
making excuses." 

When he went into the room, he saw 
Joan sitting up in the "living-room" 
corner knitting. The only sign of Christ
mas hung outside on the door. There 
was not a token of it within the room. 

Joan Davison started to get up, 
hastily, but Kildare prevented her. 

"So nice of you to remember us, 
Jimmy," she cried, .. but I'm afraid that 
it's going to be a gloomy spot in your 
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day. You see, Jack and I both feel that 
all the Christmas to-do is rather silly 
and we made up our minds just to let 
the whole thing slide, and-" 

"Why do you apologize to me, 
Joan?" he asked. 

"It's no good," explained Davison. 
"He has the X-ray eye that Gillespie 
talks about. If we lie to l1im, he'll simply 
read our minds. 

"Well, you know what the truth is, 
Jimmy. This is the only kind of a 
Christmas that I could afford to give 
her." 

After he had said that they were both 
easier ; they were able now to be glad 
of Kildare's presence there. Joan smiled 
at him. 

"I've come with a beggarly sort of 
a present for you both/' said Kildare. 
"There's a town without doctors called 
Medwick not so far away. The idea is 
for us to get together a group of doctors 
and try to take care of the whole place. 

"The town's nearly broke so I can't 
try to bring in established practitioners. 
They have to be on tJ1e make, like you. 

"There's a chance that the whole 
thing will crash through, too. We may 
not get the confidence of the Yankees 
in the village and then everything would 
be cooked. But I've got Midge Whalen 
signed up as pediatrist ; Ben Connor as 
gynecologist-" 

''That big black devil is tops," said 
Davison. 

Kildare nodded and went on a little 
hurriedly. 

"Sid Garfield will be the dentist, and 
Sammy Darnell will be general sur
geon-" 

"He has the greatest pair of hands 
I ever saw work," said Davison. "They 
can't beat down a crew like that. You 
mean that there'd be a place for me, 
Jimmy?" 

"They have to have a laboratory man 

and an internist; you'd fiD those two 
bills at a stroke," declared Kildare. 

"Do you hear, Joan?" cried Davison. 
"It's our ship coming in I It's our 
chance !" 

She was smiling, but there was doubt 
in her eyes abovt the smile. 

"What would happen to Jack's job 
in the hospital ?" she asked. "That 
would have to go?" 

''I'm afraid so," said Kildare. 
Her eyes were steadily on her hus

band ; she did not look at Kildare as she 
went on questioning him. 

"And nothing in Medwick is really 
sure?" 

"Nothing is really sure." 
"Jack, can you afford to take the 

chance?" 
"There's never a sure thing, when 

a doctor makes his start," said Davison. 
"Look at Jimmy, here. He thinks it's 
the right thing." 

"I think there could be a bare living 
and something more. perhaps-if it  
works out," said Kildare. 

"If it works out-you see?" said 
the girl. 

"But it's got to work out. Jimmy's in 
it himself," said Davison. 

"Oh, that's different,'' she agreed, 
turning back to Kildare. "Are you really 
in it, Jimmy? You can't leave the hos
pital, can you?" 

He looked into his thoughts for a 
moment. There was an abyss of doubt 
opening coldly before him as he thought 
of the last words of Gillespie and of all 
that might be entailed in a promise. 

Then with a great lifti11g of the heart 
he overstepped the question and said 
calmly : "I'm in the thing to stick; I'm 
in it until it begins to work, Joan." 

The change in her face then made him 
forget entirely the sudden, terrible doubt 
of a moment before. 

"Are you, Jimmy? Are you, dear?" 
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she insisted, brightening every instant. 
"Then of course it's all right for Jack. 
Of course-it's glorious-it makes 
this a real Christmas. . . . I'm going 

his new fear were like a huge burden on 
him. 

to dance or something !" 

A great blasting of horns and ring
ing of bells turned a corner toward him. 
Half a dozen Christmas floats were 
rolling slowly through the streets. Win

W
HEN Kildare was down in the dows were ftying open and crowds gath-
street again, he headed back to- ering and shouting along the pavements. 

ward the hospital rapidly; and as he On every float there was some sort 
leaned into the wind it seemed to him of a stunt performing with plenty of 
that he was pulling, on an invisible girls bare enough for the Christmas 
tow-line, six adult lives. beaches of Florida or California. 

They were a present which Medwick On the central float an enormous 
might thank God for, or else they were Santa Claus poured blessings upon the 
a nuisance which Medwick would throw world with a megaphone. 
into the fire. Kildare was aware, suddenly, that 

Five of them could endure the shock, there still was sunlight in the day, there 
no doubt ; but for Joan Davison, he still were unconcernedly happy people 
knew, failure might be a tragedy. in the world-and it was Christmas I 

He went on down the street with his He Laughed a little. Hope unexpect-
head lowered, and his uncertainty and edly had returned to him. 
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Look out, Independence-there's a big-time medicine wagon headed your way 
with a cargo of calamity. Item : fifty cases, Triple X Tonic:, guaranteed riot
inducer; item: the Doc himself, quick on the trigger, but fastef with a straight 
flush; item: one blue-eyed Indian with a cowboy's drawl and a price on his 
bead; item: two cayuses given to heading for Kentucky at the slightest oppor
tunity. And don't forget Elizabeth who knows her man when she sees him, and 

gets him even if she bas to paint him red to do it 

NOVELET 

I 

T
HE girl's cussing woke Doc 
Lane who had been sleeping in 
the jolting wagon. He listened for 

a while, disapprovingly, and when he 
could stand it no longer he sat up to 
speak to her. 

"Hi there!" she was shouting. "Hike 
into those collars, you spavined, sway
backed sons of a cross-eyed Tennessee 
mule . . .  " 

The girl slapped down half-heartedly 
with the reins to emphasize her re
marks. Horace, the off-horse, paid no 
attention to her. Greeley, the near-horse, 
waggled one brown ear. 

Doc Lane cleared his throat. "Them 
collars, Elizabeth." His voice was deep, 
resounding, though dulled at the mo
ment with sleepiness. "Despite the 
august names with which we inflicted 
those poor brutes, they were educated 
by my dear brother, your own father, 
who, as we well know, is ignorant. So 
always say 'them' to those horses, my 
dear." 

Elizabeth sighed. "Maybe my father 
didn't go to Harvard College," she 

M 

countered helplessly, "and maybe he 
does talk so a body can understand 
him. But that doesn't give you any 
right to call him ignorant." 

"In this great and glorious country, · 
in this land of the free," Doc Lane 
began, "a man has a constitutioriil right 
to--" Then he thought better of it, for 
there was no point in antagonizing 
this lively niece of his who was by far · 

the best trick he had in his whole bag. 
Elizabeth gave class to his medicine 
show. Dressed in a white uniform she 
looked something like an angel and 
was much more convincing to skeptical 
customers than any Injun Chief he 
had ever had. 

"A man has a right to what, Unk ?" 
she asked. 

Doc Lane's voice boomed through 
the covered wagon. "Don't call me 
Unk ! How many times do I have to 
explain that Unk is hardly a cognomen 
fitting the dignity which 1 must main· 
tain ?" 

"Okay then-what. Doctor ?" 
"I was going to say, that in this 

great and glorious land the roads are 
long and I must have my sleep against 
my turn at the reins." 

"It's your turn already," Elizabeth 



said, but her uncle was careful to snore, 
indicating that he had fallen asleep and 
must not be disturbed. 

Elizabeth snapped her whip. 
"Come on you bangtailed, hock

sprung old sinners," she cussed. 
"Tighten them traces." 

hungry bunches of cattle with their 
tails to the bitter norther that swept 
down from the Indian Territory. 

Then Horace snorted, shied out of 
the roadway dragging Greeley with 
him. The wagon jolted, Doc Lane was 
tossed out of bed. And Elizabeth 
clutched the whipstock to keep from 

JT HAD no more effect on the horses being thrown from the high seat. 
than had her previous remarks. "I-I think there's a dead man out 

They just plodded on while Doc Lane there, Unk." Her voice was strained. 
snored and Elizabeth hunched deeper "No ! He moved.'' 
into her sheepskin coat and watched Doc Lane sat up. "Then sell him a 
the frozen plains creep by and the bottle of our special Tonic for Chills 

66 

- .  
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and Fevers." He was fulyr dressed 
except for his black Prince Albert and 
Stetson. The tall, lean man with a 
flourishing gray mustache had been 
obliged to run for his life so often he 
usually slept with his boots on. "Or 
are we out of labels for that?" he 
added. 

But Elizabeth had climbed from the 
wagon. By the time Doc Lane got out 
into the icy wind, the girl was kneeling 
over a cowboy who was sprawled with 
his face to the prairie. Lying on the 
road near him was a dead horse. Above 
them buzzards were wheeling. 

"He must be dreadful hurt," Eliza
beth said without looking up. "He's 
still unconscious. But he doesn't seem 
to be wounded and I can't find a bump 
on his head-or anything." 

"Drunk,'' Doc Lane commented. 
The cowboy's eyes Rickered, opened. 

He managed a faint smile, and with 
Elizabeth's aid, sat up. 

"Ah-Ah-thanks," he gasped. 
Doc Lane straightened. ''Don't try 

to speak, young man, don't make the 
slightest effort. A s  field-surgeon and 
private physician to the great J.E. B. 
Stuart, himself, I saw many cases such 
as yours. I have with me just the thing 
to make you feel right as a trivet. One 
good snort of . . . " 

Elizabeth's bright curls jerked, send
ing her uncle off to the rear of the 
wagon to return a moment later carry
ing a bottle. 

"One bottle of this Triple X Elixir 
will make . you livelier than a colt, 
fresher than a girl in her teens, and 
stronger than an ox. And only one 
dollar., 

"Now, Unk !" 
The dying cowboy stiffened, relaxed. 

The muscles on his face twitched. 
Elizabeth knew that this was not the 
time to be making speeches. She took 

the bottle, pulled the cork with strong 
white teeth, and held the liquid to the 
cowboy's lips. The odor of it  made 
his nostrils twitch ; his eyes opened 
wide. 

''Take a good deep drink,, Elizabeth 
ordered. "It's only diluted rum with 
a little chili pepper in it, and . . .  " 

"Several ounces of Doctor Edward 
].  Lane's private formula,'' her uncle 
cut in with dignity. 

"Anyway, it'll be good for you," 
the girl insisted. " Please." 

She turned up the bottle, letting a 
bit of the fluid dribble onto his tongue. 
Then he took a good swallow and 
found that it did for him just what 
the doc had promised. At least, he felt 
like jumping up to howl. 

"Better ?" the girl asked. 
"I-I think so," he said uncertainly. 

He coughed, and gasped for air to 
cool the column of blistering fire that 
seemed to be stuck in his throat. 

"Then I'll help you into the wagon." 
Elizabeth tugged at his shoulder. "Your 
horse is dead. Somebody shot him. 
We'll take you to town." 

Between the two. of them they car
ried the cowboy to the wagon. There 
they covered him with a blanket. Then, 
while Elizabeth yanked the saddle and 
bridle off the dead horse, Doc Lane 
and the cowboy finished the bottle of 
Triple X. 

-

"The chili," Doc Lane explained, 
"has certain medicinal properties of its 
own. Learned that from the Azetecs. 
But I take the stuff for the value of 
my own secret formula, which of course 
I cannot divulge." He cleared his throat 
resoundingly. "Is there anything else 
either I or my assistant can do for 
you, my man?" 

The cowboy shook his head. His 
eyes closed again. And when he rolled 
over in the blanket he drew his six-
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shooter from its holster and lay with 
it close to his stomach . . . .  

fi' HAD been dark for over an hour 
when the wagon skidded and 

slithered down the red, muddy bank 
of the Brazos with Doc Lane snap
ping his whip like a pistol and cuss
ing in a language that Elizabeth envied 
and the horses feared. It frightened 
Horace and Greeley right into the 
swirling waters of the shallow river, 
to plunge, sloshing through the dark 
and treacherous flood, now hock-high, 
now belly-deep ; then snorting as loud 
as the Doc's cussing as they dragged 
up the far side toward lights of a tiny 
crossroads settlement. 

Elizabeth, bracing herself in the 
wagon bed, sighed with relief. 

"How you feeling, mister ?'' she 
asked softly. 

"Better I" The cowboy shrugged out 
of the blanket, the dim bulk of him 
hardly more than a shadow beside 
her. "Fine! Say, your uncle's snake 
oil sure hit the spot. That secret 
formula . . .  '' 

"Oh, yes," Elizabeth said cheerily, 
remembering the lessons her uncle had 
so carefully taught her. "Doctor Lane 
worked for years on that. It's a combi
nation of secret herbs from all over the 
world." 

"Humph," the cowboy grunted. Sud
denly he became agitated. "Say-is this 
Independence, already ?" 

"Sure !" Elizabeth was feeling better 
now. "Just get a good meal in you, 
cowboy, and you're going to feel like 
a new man. I couldn't find where you 
were hurt. Just jarred in the fall, I 
reckon. But you'll have to take it pretty 
easy." 

"Yeah," he answered absent-mind
edly. "Say, kid, I must of dozed off. I 
wasn't figuring on . . .  " Then, much 

to her amazement, he stood up in the 
wagon bed. "Pardon me, lady," he 
said, "but I'd he obliged if you didn't 
let out a holler. I f  you do, I'll have to 
plug you and the doc, too." 

The cowboy's gun was in his hand. 
It was an old hawg-leg Colt's. He 
worked his way forward through the 
wagon tu the seat and poked the muz
zle into the doctor's back, cutting off 
Doc's cussing as if he had slapped on 
a gag. 

"Just keep on talking to the hosses, 
Doc." The cowboy's voice was colder 
than the \\ ind. "And if anybody stops 
you to look over this wagon for nits, 
just tell them I'm your woman's hus
band. Savvy ?'' 

"And if I don't ?'' Doc Lane asked 
evenly. 

' ' I 'm just going to be back there 
with the girl, and we'll have a blanket 
around us, and I'll have this gun in 
her ribs." 

"Thanks," Doc Lane said, "for tell
ing me your plans. I believe horsemen 
are approaching." 

There was a pound of hoofs on the 
hard ground as the cowboy came back 
to the darkest part of the wagon. 

"Come on, sister," he said. "You and 
me are going to be husband and wife 
for a couple of minutes." 

She was too terrified to move, too 
frightened to make any protestations 
as he threw a blanket over her and 
climbed underneath. 

The hoofs clattered closer, stopped 
as Doc Lane swore the team into a 
halt. A man yelled from outside : 

"Hey, Gran1'pa, you find a cowboy 
out there along the road a piece ?" 

u 

ELIZABETH felt the gun jab deeper 
into her ribs as if the cowboy was 

trying, by doing so, to make Doc Lane 
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answer the question properly. Doc Lane 
cleared his throat with a sound like 
distant thunder. 

"Young man," he boomed, "this 
country seems to be fuJI of cowboys. 
Maybe you could describe your partic
ular cowboy to me and let me think 
whether I have seen him or not. In 
the meantime, try to speak more quietly, 
as my assistant is sleeping within." 

"Your assistant ?" one of the riders 
said suspiciously. "Maybe that's him, 
King." 

"My assistant," Doc Lane said with 
dignity, "is a young lady. A very 
capable one, if I may say so. A veritable 
Florence Nightingale. Should your 
wives, daughters, mothers, sweethearts, 
or lady friends be suffering from any 
complaint, my assistant can . . .  " 

From their positions beside the 
wagon the men could read the faded 
sign which Doc Lane had painted three 
years ago in brilliant colors over the 
canvas cover and the sideboards. 

Dr. Edward J. Lane, M.D., F.R.G.S. 
SPECIALIST 

Woman'• and Children'• Dilleues 
Inventor and Sole llanufaeturer of Tlte 

WORLD FAMOUS 
Dr. Edward J. Lane'e Twin 

Palliative� 
TRIPLE XXX TONIC 

& SEVEN SEAS TONIC 

(For Men) (For Ladies) 

Free Demon11ration1 Nichtlyl 
(These Goods are the MeCoy) 

No Snake Oil/ 

"Okay, Doc," one of the men broke 
in. "Trot out this young lady. We 
want to see her." 

"That's right," another man chimed 
in. 

"Elizabeth !" Doc Lane called. 
"Visitors." 

The girl moved gingerly from under 
the blanket, felt the pressure of the 

gun relax and took it as permtsston 
to get up. She stumbled forward over 
the cased bottles and kegs, and emerged 
on the seat beside her uncle. For a 
moment none of the men said a word, 
only stared at this vision. Then a 
heavy-set gent with a sheriff's star on 
his chest spoke up. 

"Okay, Doc, yuh can ride on. But 
keep yore nose clean in this town. If 
yuh can find suckers for your snake 
oil it's okay with us. But no funny 
business." 

"I thank you, gentlemen," Doc Lane 
orated, "from the bottommost recesses 
of my heart." 

· 

He lifted the whip. But a second 
man, tall and thin and pale, dressed 
only in black, stopped him with a wave 
of the arm. 

"Maybe you saw our friend, Doc," 
he suggested. "A cowboy out there on 
the prairie. Probably without a horse. 
About six feet two. No chaps. Red 
shirt and sheepskin coat and gray wool 
pants. Carries one six-shooter tn a 
carved holster. A pale feller." 

"That sounds just like . . .  " 

"Like the dead man we saw there 
with the buzzards wheeling over him," 
Elizabeth cut in quickly. 

The three riders looked at one an
other with some satisfaction. 

"Just as good," the third man, short 
and squat, spoke up. "Saves us the 
trouble of running him in. Doc-that 
cowboy is a jailbird. That's howcome 
he's so pale. Should of been hung years 
ago. The meanest gent to ever ride 
these parts. They's an award on his 
hide, whole or perforated, of ten thou
sand bucks." 

Doc Lane's eyes gleamed. "Thank 
you, gentlemen, but not being a pro
fessional manhunter, I feel that I can 
not claim the reward for myself. Ho.;.,
ever, if it should fall to me, my only 
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wish would be to turn it over to some 
worthy cause-an orphanage, let us 
say." 

"Doc," the sheri ff said gravely, "we 
can see your heart's in the right place. 
\V e got plenty of orphans in this town, 
and more every day. You'll never be 
forgotten by our citizens, Doc . "  

Elizabeth was sure o f  that, but not 
the way the sheriff meant it. Doc Lane 
bowed from the waist, swung his  black 
hat in salute. 

"I am only a humble man," he said. 
' 'dedicated to the welfare of humanity." 

The men reared their hor�es toward 
the Brazos. Doc Lane called after them : 
" By the way, you haven't seen an odd 
Indian wandering around, have you ?" 

"No, we ain't !" 
Doc Lane snapped h i s  whip, cussed 

Horace and Greeley, then leaned over 
to whisper into Elizabeth's ear as the 
horses snugged into their collars. 

"Ten thousand iron men. Now get 
back there and don't let that cowboy 
get away." 

Elizabeth had no idea how she could 
hold him if he wanted to go. But �e 
climbed back over the bottles and kegs, 
stumbling in the darkness. 

E
LIZABETH sat down beside the 

cowboy. and he whi spered in her 
ear : "\Vhy' d you say I was out there
dead ?" 

" How do I know ?" she asked. "Oh 
-because I knew you were so tough 
you'd shoot me in the back and so mean 
you'd plug Unk-.Lo mean the doctor
if I let him tell those gents you were in 
the wagon." 

"I sure would of done both," the 
cowboy said. "You heard what they 
said about me ?" 

"Of course I heard. And I don't be
lieve a word of it. You're really as 

gentle as a lamb. I can tell." 

" Not me," he insi sted. 
"Then"-she laughed-"you'U get a 

good chance to prove i t. Unk and I are 
going to cash in on your hide. That's  
why we didn't tell those gents you were 
here. Those three are j ust as big crooks 
as you-and we'll be damned if we'll 
spli t  with them." 

Doc Lane turned the horses off the 
road into a wagon-yard behind a l ivery 
stable. A s  he did so, the cowboy sud
denly leaped for tl�e tailboard and free
dom. But Elizabeth went right after 
him. She was not one to let her man 
get away that easily. As he put both 
hands down to vault i nto the yard, she 
grabbed for his left leg and clung onto 
it. The force of h i s  jump yanked her 
halfway ou( before his foot sl ipped from 
the boot. There was a dull thud. And 
the cowboy was not fooling this time 
as he lay face down on the frozen earth. 

T
H ER E  was a bump on his head the 
size of a dream nugget and his arms 

and legs were limper than last Mon
day's wash. It took bot11 the doctor and 
Elizabeth to get him back into the 
wagon where they securely bound him. 
Then Doc Lane put up the horses and 
he and his  niece went down the street 
in search of food. 

Elizabeth could not keep down her 
curiosity. 

" vVhat are you going to do with
uh-" she asked as they walked toward 
the Lone Star Cafe. 

" You mean Injun J oe ?" Doc Lane 
said with never a change of expression. 

HSure," she said. 
"Where there's  fire there's smoke," 

he told her. "If that cowbov' s  worth 
ten thousand dollars to som�body, he 
may be worth more to us. That's what 
I aim to find out. Tonight I will make 
the rounds of the various dens of pleas
ure, with which I observe this town-
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ship abounds, and by morning I expect 
we will have not only panned a pay
streak but discovered the mother lode 
as well .  By the day after tomorrow, 
Horace and Greeley will have solid gold 
bits." 

They stepped into the restaurant, sat 
down where Doc could look over the 
guests and were served with great heaps 
of potato and slices of beef. Elizabeth 
still did not know what the doctor was 
up to. She tried to find out but he in
sisted on talking on the wrong sub
jects. 

"My dear-" he announced as the 
food warmed him, "didn't I promise 
you we'd make our fortune in this land 
of gold and whisky. As the great New 
York editor said 'Go West-young 
man !' \Ve came, we saw, \ve will con
quer. And remind me, Elizabeth, to 
write my dear friend Horace Greeley 
to tell him of our success." 

It would only take a postal card, she 
thought, to tell of that. "Just add for 
me," she said, "that I 'm going home 
to Kentucky, first chance I get." 

Doc Lane looked hurt. But the wait
ress, cook and owner of the cafe wad
dled by and he beamingly signaled her 
to stop. "We have an Indian," he ex
plained, "who is  very hungry. All he 
eats is meat. Warm him the biggest 
steak in the house, madame. " 

"An Indian ?" she gasped. 
"Yes, madame, an Indian. " He 

turned back to Elizabeth. "It's really 
a shame that Indians are forbidden to 
enter such places as this- Especially 
chiefs of such an ancient l ineage as 
Chi�{ Chemquassibampticook. " 

The woman went on with her work. 
Elizabeth said : "Yes, Doctor." 

It was half an hour later when they 
were walking down the middle of the 
street that Doc Lane explained himself 
to her. They were in the center of the 

street for two good purposes-so that 
everybody would see them and nobody 
would hear them. 

"A fool and his money are soon 
parted. So while I while away the eve
ning waiting for the angry return of 
the sheriff and his two friends, you are 
to paint up the chief. Give hhn that 
outfit we had down in Arizona Terri
tory. Tomorrow we will exhibit him. 
And, rest assured, my dear, no man in 
the world ever looked in plain sight 
for anything he had lost. They won't 
find him." 

Elizabeth had her doubts. She walked 
hurriedly on, clutching the half-cooked 
steak, leaving Doc Lane to weave the 
last strands of a web that she was sure 
would sooner or later trap them all. 

III 

THE cowboy gitlped the huge piece 
of meat and Elizabeth broke the 

good news. "From now on you are go
ing to be Chief Chemquassibampticook. 
\Ve had a chief once before, over in Ari
zona Territory. But he drank too much 
of the Triple X and a lawman shot him. 
He was very handsome and his name 
was Pat Garrett, but I thought it was 
very mean of him to shoot our chief." 

" I've heard tell of Pat," the cowboy 
admitted, "but what's that got to do 
with me being this chief ?" 

"Oh, nothing, I suppose. It's an easy 
job, though. Chemquassibampticook is 
the narrie of a lake somewhere. So 

whenever we have 'R chief that's what 
Unk calls him. Unk says it means 
' Healing \Vaters'. But Unk ma.de that 
up the way he does everything else. 
Come to think of it, all our chiefs have 
been shot-or something." 

The cowboy shuddered. To keep his 
mind off the fate of Injun Chiefs, he 
asked : 



SQUAW LADY 61 

"Ain't Doc a genuine sawbones, 
even ?" 

"I don't know. Maybe he is. Any
way, he says he went to Harvard. But 
he never showed me his diploma. So 
.I've got to paint you up, see. It's a 
lucky thing you've got black hair. I 
don't know what Unk will do about 
the blue eyes. But he always gets an 
answer from someplace.'' 

She fussed aroWld finding the Indian 
Chief costume and some brown paint. 
Then she decided : 

"Maybe you better shave first." 
"Okay," he agreed readily. "But J 

can't shave sitting down and tied up." 
"Then you better learn," she said. 

"If you think I'm going to set you free 
and give you a razor into the bargain 
you must have a pretty poor opinion of 
me." 

"I did at first," he said, "but I've 
changed my mind." 

"Thanks, cowboy." 
"Jack Austin," he corrected grimly. 

"Jail bird." 
"Jack Austin sounds good to m�" 

Elizabeth smiled. "And you can call me 
Betty, though nobody does. Lane is 
the last name. But if anyone is around 
you are 'Chief' and I am just 'Ugh,' 
or something like that. Ready, Chief?" 

"Ugh !" He nodded sourly. 
While he scraped off the stubble, 

using the single hand she had set free, 
she warmed up the paint over a tiny 
charcoal stove that they carried in the 
wagon. His face rinsed, she said : 

"Now, toss the razor over here and 
stop thinking of cutting those ropes." 

"Honest, lady . . .  " 
"Honest yourself, Chief- Toss !" 
He tossed the razor over to her, took 

the brown, greasy paint that she handed 
to him and gingerly smeared it on his 
face. 

"You better take off your shirt." she 

suggested, "and put it on your chest. 
And on your arms and hands, too." 

He shrugged out of his jacket and 
shirt. When he was through, Eliza
beth gave him an Indian blanket and 
beaded jacket, then fixed his hair and 
stuck a bright red feather into it. Up 
until now they had both been deadly 
serious; but his woe-begone expression 
was too much for her. She laughed. 

"Even your own mother wouldn't 
recognize you, Chief, and if she did she 
wouldn't admit it." 

"I guess not," he agreed. "But Gen
eral Custer would sure as Hell start 
chasing me. And what would he say 
when he found out I had on Levis ?" 

"He's not going to find that out be
cause you're not going to have them on. 
Here-" She handed him a pair of 
beaded trousers with moccasins to 
match, and Indian leggings. "Climb 
into these. And if I untie you and don't 
look, will you promise to behave ?" 

"I'd promise damn near anything 
and mean it." He smiled sorrowfully 
through the paint. Then he added with 
a more cheerful note : "Once you let 
me loose this rig is going to come in 
handy. I can just see the look on King 
Hansen's face when I tell him who I 
am." 

"King Hansen ? Who's he?" 
"He's the lanky gent you were talk

ing to back there by the ford. I'm go
ing to plug him, pretty soon. Now, un
tie my legs and I won't do nothing but 
put on them Injun pants. This is 
startin' to look like fun." 

THE inside of that wagon was not 
the only place where things were 

beginning to look like fun. At the Bra
zos Keg, affairs were also looking up. 
Doc Lane had settled down to a poker 
table after announcing to one and aU 
that he was the world renowned Doctor 
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Edward J. Lane, that he had no tricks 
up his sleeve other than the trick of 
mixing Triple X, compounded of herbs 
from all quarters of our fair earth, and 
that he wanted to get into a game, 
preferably penny ante, as he was an 
honest man and therefore poor. 

He had, before entering the place, 
canvassed every other bar in town, 
taken a drink, and picked up whatever 
information was on hand. The sum total 
of it all sent him back to the Brazos 
Keg just in time to look as if he had 
been there all evening when three men 
clattered in, two of them scowling and 
the third smiling in a thinly masked ex
pression that never changed. Doc Lane 
saw them first and waved to them. 

''Ah-my friends of the ford. Maybe 
the gentlemen will join me in a game 
of penny ante. It seems that the other 
gentlemen here are more interested in 
viewing the bottom of the bottle than 
in matching wits at cards." 

The three men moved up with the 
precision of a wave. It was the short, 
stocky man who spoke first. 

"Doc," he said bluntly, "we found · 

that horse." 
"Fine!" Doc Lane beamed on the 

three of them. "Fine! I'm more than 
glad that my simple directions proved 
to be sufficient. The other matter, 
gentlemen, can be arranged in the 
morning. Shall we play?"' 

"The other matter," the sheriff said, 
"ain't going to be arranged in the 
morning-or at any other time. A s· Til
den. here, said, we found the hoss." 

Doc Lane seemed to po11der that one. 
"The horse ! Oh, yes-" The smile 
was broad again. "Of course. I forgot 
to mention it. Fearing thieves, I 
brought the saddle along with me, in
tending to turn it over Ito the proper 
authorities. Too beautiful a saddle to 
leave out there where any chance way-

farer might covet it. Incidentally, I 
found my Indian." 

"Doc," the third man, the lean gent 
in gambler's clothing, said in a cold, 
clear voice, '"I don't know if you're 
crazy, or if the whole bunch of us are 
loco." He pulled a chair from the table, 
leaned on it with one hand. "But what 
Indian did you find and where's the 
body ?" 

"My Indian," Doc Lane explained 
carefully, 11often gets into my supply of 
Triple X Tonic. I'm afraid he had too 
much of it yesterday, and full of the 
spirit, he returned to his pagan ways. 
To put it more briefly, he vanished. You 
remember my asking you this evening 
if you had seen him?" 

"Yeah," the squat gunman said, "and 
we didn't see him." 

"Well, I found him," Doc Lane said 
proudly, "right here in town, waiting 
for us. And never was there a more 
contrite Indian." The sheriff moved as 
if to speak and Doc Lane cut in before 
he could get out a word. "And as to 
the body to which you refer-I'm sure 
I don't follow you at all." 

"The cowboy's body," the gambler 
said coldly. 

"Oh, of course!" Doc Lane looked 
mighty embarrassed. "I took his gun, 
of course, and holster and outer cloth
ing. thinking of possible thieves along 
the road, and expecting to turn them 
over to the widow or proper authori
ties, with the other equipment." 

He smiled blandly. 
"Doc," the gambler said, "you're 

crazier than hell." 
"I think we better get them things," 

the sheriff said. 
"You didn't take the body, too?" 

the gunman asked. 
Doc Lane drew himself up to his 

most impressive show of dignity. 
"Gentlemen-I am not a ghoul!" 
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JT WAS just at that moment that 
Jack Austin finished lacing up his 

new pair of buckskin breeches and 
fitted his feet into the soft, beaded 
moccasins. He was thinking rapidly, 
probably as fast as he ever had in his 
life, and he was not progressing. 

This afternoon he had been bush
whacked by three men and his horse 
had been killed. Though the men had 
run after the first volley, he knew who 
they were, and he had no doubt at all 
but that they would wait down the road 
and try another shot at him if he came 
to L0\,:11 afoot. That was why he had 
played dead when the wagon hove over 
the horizon, and had let the girl and 
satanic oldster save his life. 

He had intended skipping out when 
darkness came but the Triple X Tonic 
had put him to sleep and now he was 
in a worse fix than his wildest imagina· 
tion could have-conjured up. It was like 
dying a cowboy-and being resurrected 
a full-fledged Indian Chief. 

It made him smile a bit more than 
grimly. "Okay, Betty," he said, "I've 
got these pants on. Now you can turn 
around. How do I look ?" 

"You look wonderful !" Her big blue 
eyes went dreamy. ''If only you didn't 
have an award on your head.''  

«Why ?" He wa� puzzled. ''What's 
that got to do with me looking like an 
Injun ?" 

"Nothing," she said, "only I'm 
afraid my uncle's more interested in the 
award than he is in you." 

"And you ?" He hid the smile. 
She stamped her foot. "You ask too 

clanged many questions. I told you 
you're only supposed to say 'Ugh'.'' 

They fell into a brief silence, sitting 
in the flickering candlelight, their eyes 
inevitably drawn together. 

"You know, kid," he said, "if I'd 
met you three years ago I wouldn't be 
in this tight. That's life ! " 

"It sure is," she blushed. "If I hadn't 
met Uncle Ed three years ago I 
wouldn't be in it either. He told me all 
the young men in the East were going 
west and that I could pick up a hombre 
with a gold mine, with a solid silver 
bed and swan's down mattress. So I 
left Kentucky with him ; and now look 
at me. Consortin' with jailbirds and
and all sorts of low characters." 

"Yeah," he said, "it's too late now.'' 
"Too late ?" 
"Well-in those three years Hell has 

boiled over. kid," he explained. "I got 
mixed up with those three gents who 
want to kill me. They got me run into 
jail for a job I pulled with them. They 
shot my best friend, too. Killed him. 
And they'll get me, I suppose, sooner 
or later. I'm not griping about what 
they done to me-J had it coming. But 
when I was up in that jail at Kansas 
City, I had plenty of time to think. And 
most of what I thought about was the 
di fferent ways I was going to make 
those varmints pay for what they done 
to �1ary and little Jack whilst they had 
me all nicely tucked away." 

" Mary and little Jack?" 
"Listen !" 
The crack of footsteps over the icy 

ground was coming closer, and with 
them voices became audible. 

"You say, Doc"-it was the cold 
voice of King Hansen-"that this In
jun of yours is a medicine man and 
knows how to cure damn ncar any 
disease with only one pill ?" 

"That's right," Doc Lane was say
ing. "Damedest I ndian I ever met. But 
even he prefers our secret formula, 
Triple X." He raised his voice. "Eliza
beth, we have visitors. Has Chief 
Chemquassibamticook sobered up yet ?" 
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"Beat it !" Elizabeth whispered 
frantically. "You can still get away. 
Out front, Jack. Your wife and baby. 
I'll keep them off!" 

"Ugh !" Jack said, his shoulders 
very square. 

ELIZABETH lived over her whole 
life in those few seconds while the 

footsteps crunched closer and Jack 
Austin sat on a box of Triple X Tonic 
bottles with his arms folded over his 
chest, his eyes looking straight ahead. 
Then the rear flap opened and Doc 
Lane poked in his smiling face. He 
winked quickly at the girl. 

"So the Chief ate all that raw meat 
and sobered up some !" 

He pushed the flap back, revealing 
the faces of the sheriff, the gambler 
and their gunman. ''We have visitors. 
The sheriff has come to claim the effects 
of the deceased, to hold them for the heirs." 

As usual, Elizabeth did not under· 
stand half of what her uncle said, but 
her training through the last three 
years of wandering aU over the West 
told her what to do. 

"Of course !" She smiled her best on 
the three. "I was just figuring on get
ting the Chief to help me tote them over 
to the jail." 

· 

Jack Austin sat there looking glumly 
ahead, moving only his eyes, while Doc 
Lane climbed over the tailboard and 
rummaged through the piles of cases, 
kegs and blankets for the saddle, the 
six-shooter and the cowboy's clothing. 
It was significant that, as Doc Lane 
passed each item out the back, the 
gambler looked them over carefully, 
then the sheriff, then the gunman. But 
at no time were less than two of them 
ready for gunplay . 

.. I guess that's all," Elizabeth said 
finally. 

"This stuff is his, all right," the 

gunman announced. "It's the same rig 
he had on when he went to the jug. I 
guess I'd reck'nize it any place." 

The sheriff was going through the 
pockets of the jacket. He had already 
investigated the pants and the saddle 
bags. Now he fished out a crumpled 
letter, opened it, and began to read 
aloud. Elizabeth, from the corner of 
her eye, could see Jack Austin's shoul
ders growing tense. She felt herself 
readying for action. 

De«rur Jack-
Your comin« lao� u alwJ bur -

l'��e lallll in ye«ra. Sheri# Stri/t lau 
been • • •  

The sheriff broke off there, added : 
"The light's bad. Can't read this good." 

The gambler took the letter from 
him, turned it so that the light from the 
flickering lantern fell upon the page, 
and began where the sheriff left off : 

S#tQifl SttH./t Au been ���rr «DOli ro 
. ._ -.Idle TOll .era a_,-. He and Mr. 

.... H�• .,.. loMina' /oTWGr� to your 
nla/fTfto Tlwy lurwa Wped me loolc tJ/• 
CW oar I'NJ118'1iu here fn fndeperuknee. 
I IRIIal ..,., }tM:k, I !leNT Juu,e k
,_ more uMei/Uh men ia my U/e. 

Hat�in« you back will be a real lao
cominff. Little Jack, tlao.u«h. lae lcnowa 
you only br .elaat I luJq toU llim, u 
clancin�r .ttla joy ld tAe ,.._, flU Mrta 
hia loDe. 

Muy 

The gambler's expression had not 
changed a whit through this reading, 
while the sheriff looked haJf puzzled, 
half modest over the praise. He said : 

"Hell, King, I didn't think we done 
so much." 

"As our world-renowned friend, Doc 
Lane, would say," the gambler put in, 
"We are most pleased that in our own 
feeble way we have brought happiness 
and aid to a poor little orphan and a 
brave little widow. Sheriff, I think we 
had better take these things of Jack 
Austin's over to Mary's house. I hate 
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t o  oear sad news, but I suppose she 
and little Jack will have to know sooner 
or later. "  

"Yeah," the gunman added a s  he 
lifted the saddle to his shoulder, "and 
maybe she knows what happened to the 
body. I seen her scouting around-" 

"Doc," the sheriff broke in hastily, 
"you clone us a real service bringing 
in this stuff. It's too bad, though, that 
we can't settle the award until we find 
the body and have it positively identi
fied." 

''Of course, gentlemen. "  Doc Lane 
was fully agreeable. "It has just occur
red to me, however, that finding the 
body by daylight might not be much of 
a task. \V e passed many coyotes on the 
prairie. They may have dragged the 
corpse a few yards from the road. ' '  

"That's something," the gunman 
agreed. 

"And now-the game, gentlemen ? 
After you have interviewed the widow, 
of course." 

"The game," the gambling man 
nodded. "In half an hour, Doc, at the 
Brazos Keg." 

"It will be a real pleasure." Doc Lane 
bowed from his slim waist. -. 

The sheriff picked up the cowboy's 
clothing and the three men turned to 
walk off into the night. Before going, 
however, the gambling man looked 
Jack Austin straight in the eye and said : 

"Good night, Chief-and pleasant 
dreams, 1fissus Lane." 

Elizabeth said not a word-and Jack 
continued to stare straight ahead as if 
he had not understood a thing the men 
had discussed. 

noc LANE cleared his throat when 
the three had left the wagon yard 

and the rear curtain had been drawn 
again. " So you're Jack Austin, eh, and 
these three hombres have been robbing 

you and your wife while they had you 
locked in jail. That gambling man, you 
have to hand it to him-he made up a 
very fine letter, didn't he, Chief ?" 

Jack Austin growled deep in his 
throat. "Doc," he said quietly but 
tensely, "I read that letter so often I 
could recite it in my sleep. King Han
sen did a mighty fine reading on it." 

"So I thought. And would you 
mind-" 

"Like this, Doc-" .. 

You coming horrwl u the be.t new• 
1'11e luJd in years. Sheriff Swift luJs been 
mle lflhile you -re fllllfly. He and Mr. 
Har&��en are laying for you, and will 
•hoot you in the baek if they get the 
chanee. They halle robbed me of ellery· 
thing I Olf/n in Independence. Jack, I 
ha11e ne��er known two more cowardly 
thie��es in all my life. Having you back 
gives me the courage to go on. Little 
Jack, though he is only a baby, ha1 suf
fered, too, at the hands of the1e bea1t1. 

Fearfully, 
Mary 

In the silence that followed only the 
wind could be heard in the canvas top, 
an<i the wing-like flutter of the lan
tern's flame ; and the two men and the 
girl, sitting on kegs and boxes could 
not raise their eyes from the wagon 
bed. 

It seemed l ike hours before Jack 
Austin unfroze and stood hunched over 
slightly because he was too tall to stand 
upright \vithout striking the wagon 
bows. 

"Doc-I want a gun. I'm going to 
shoot those skunks right now !" 

Doc Lane stood up, too, as tall as 
Jack Austin, gaunt and grizzled, all 
sign of the charlatan, of the quack doc
tor and tinhorn gambler wiped from his 
eagle-like features. 

"Jack," he said, "the only reason I 
didn't cash in on your hide an hour ago 
for ten thousand dollars was that I be
lieved I could make more by playing 
poker with these three men-using you 
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as my ace in the hole, so to speak. Not 
poker with cards-but poker, never
theless. Shooting them would just turn 
the game into solitaire-with a rope 
around your neck as the stake. The 
cards are dealt for poker, the chips are 
on the table. If you'll come with me to 
our rendezvous at the Brazos Keg while 
I call these three gentlemen, I believe 
we'll win the pot." 

"Okay, Do�,'' Jack Austin said. 
"What you're sayin' don't make much 
sense to me-but I 'll go. "  

Doc Lane smiled enigmatically. He 
checked the six-shooter he kept under 
his coat and the derringer up his sleeve. 
From a box by the wagon-seat he took 
another Colt and handed it to Jack 
Austin. 

"Maybe," he explained, "we won't 
need these. But maybe we will ." 

He opened the rear flap, clambered 
down with Jack following, an odd-look
ing couple, these two, the lean, black
dressed quack and his Injun Chief. 
And Elizabeth watched them go as if 
they were joining the procession to 
their own funerals. 

Before closing the flap her uncle 
ordered : "Elizabeth, you stay here ! 
Understand ?" 

She nodded dumbly. 
They went across the dark wagon

yard, side by side, out the gate to the 
main street. Jack Austin asked : 

"Doc, how about lettin' me in on 
this scheme of yours'? I never played 
Cowboy-and-Injun before and don't 
know if I savvy the rules." 

"Just follow me in,'' Doc Lane said, 
"and pick a corner and go to sleep. If 
I must say so, Elizabeth made a mas
terly job of turning you into an Indian. 
But those blue eyes-I believe our 
gambling friend spotted them. "  

"Me too. H e  looked a t  me kinda 
funny. I figger Hansen knows me." 

Doc Lane shrugged his shoulders. 
"Most likely," he said. "And better if 
he does." 

"My God, Doc," the cowboy said, 
"what's this rig for, then ? Give me a 
horse and a gun and I'll show those 
boys some fun. But what's the point of 
dressing up like an Injun if they know 
who I am ?" 

"Very simple, my boy, very simple." 
Doc Lane walked on. "The Chief's re
galia will make them curious. They'll 
hold their fire · until they find out the 
reason for the masquerade. They've 
robbed the honest people of this town 
for years, I gathered tonight whilst 
prowling around. They robbed your 
sister-and you-and shot your broth
er-in-law. But they haven't taken their 
loot out of town yet. We'll leave the 
town to its citizens, chief-but we can 
use the folding money." 

"Doc, I think you been drinkin' too 
much Triple X." The cowboy had be
come very gloomy. 

"There is no need to worry, my 
friend," Doc said. "I'm a shy man and 
modest, but I might say that in my 
years of being buffeted about I have 
learned to handle cards with a certain 
deftness and precision. I have learned 
the finer nuances of poker. The shoot
ing never starts until the hand · is shown. 
So rest easy." 

"Until they try to plug me, huh ?" 
the cowboy asked moodily. 

"Right !" Doc Lane snapped. "Here 
we are." 

v 

T
HEY stepped into the Brazos Keg 
and found their three men waiting 

for them at a round poker table. There 
were two extra chairs set out, one be
tween the gambler and the sheriff, the 
other between the sheriff and the gun-
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man. When King Hansen stood up, 
Doc Lane said : 

"Evening, gentlemen. Hope you 
don't mind if Chief Chemquassibampti
cook just looks on. I never could break 
him of cheating. He always reaches for 
the pot. Most embarrassing at times." 
He turned to Jack Austin and said : 
n Bellis perennis," which means daisy. 

But Jack did not know that. He 
blinked, lowered his head and walked 
over to one corner of the room. From 
there he could cover Doc Lane's back. 
He sat down on the floor, pretending 
to sleep. 

King Hansen smiled thinly. "That'll 
too bad, Doc. I was kinda looking for
ward to playing with the Chief." 

"I'm afraid he'll never learn white 
man's rules," Doc Lane said, pulling 
out a chair, sitting down between the 
sheriff and gunman. "Well, gentlemen, 
what' II it be? Small stakes, I hope, as 
I am a poor man and not an expert 
player of poker." 

''Just penny ante," King Hansen 
agreed. 

The other two nodded. Hansen won 
the cut, dealt swiftly, his eyes moving 
from the sheriff to Doc Lane to the 
gunman, eyes that were opaque, hold
ing their secrets. But Doc Lane had 
already verified one suspicion : They 
knew the identity of his Indian Chief. 

He had learned other things that eve
ning : That the ten thousand dollars 
award on Jack Austin's head was fic
titious. Jack had served out his time at 
the Rusk pen and was no longer wanted 
by any responsible law-enforcing 
agency. The fake award had been only 
bait thrown out to lead Doc into teU
ing all he knew about the cowboy. 

So Doc Lane was not worried_ These 
three were set on killing Jack Austin; 
there was no doubt about that. But 
they were smart enough not to try 

shooting him down in the Brazos Keg 
before a dozen and more witnesses. 
They would wait until he or Doc 
started the fight--or until they could 
bushwhack him or rig things so that 
the murder looked like self-defense on 
their part. 

Which was just what Doc Lane 
wanted. 

The sheriff passed on the first hand. 
Doc said casually : "Hm. Not so good. 
But openers, gentlemen. Shall I say 
ten dollars?" 

The gunman's eyes went to King 
Hansen. The sheriff said shortly : 

"I thought you said small stakes?" 
"Of course, gentlemen," Doc Lane 

smiled blandly. "That's why I bid only 
ten dollars. Do you call that high?" 

"Ten dollars is only peanuts to us," 
Hansen said. 

The gunman threw in his hand. King 
tossed ten silver dollars into the pot; 
the sheriff stayed ; and eventually Doc 
Lane won with sixty-four dollars in the 
pot. 

"Gentlemen," he beamed, "this is the 
kind of �ker I like. Nothing extrava
gant. Just playing for the fun of the 
game, so to speak." 

The three were feeling him out and 
Doc fed it to them. Insisting on small 
bets he consistently wagered anything 
from ten dollars to a hundred at a time 
and they let him win the hands. Han
sen, deciding that the Doc had a lot of 
money, built him up, working on the 
ancient sucker trick of boosting the 
victim until the last couple of hands 
when the time came to shove him into 
the buzzsaw. 

As the stack grew in front of him, 
Doc Lane's smile became wider. Chief 
Chemquassibampticook snored in his 
corner. King Hansen broke out a bot
tle of Old Buckaroo and passed it 
around. The barflies, holding their 
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drinks moved over to the table to watch 
the big . money game. And finally Han
sen stood up and bowed to Doc Lane. 

"Doc," he said, "you're the luckiest 
old goat I ever played against. But I 
still figure I can show you a couple of 
poker tricks. I 'll  be back." 

He went out the rear door of the 
Brazos Keg, returned too soon to have 
gone far, and brought with him a bag 
full of gold eagles. These he planked 
down on the table. 

"Doc," he said, "I'm going to double 
that." 

"The pleasure," Doc said, "will be 
all mine." 

It was Hansen's deal. 

T
HE sheriff opened with a hundred 
dollars. Doc Lane let his hand lie 

on the table. As they had come to him 
he had checked off three aces and two 
minor cards, going by Hansen's not too 
adept markings, and he saw, too, that 
Hansen had dealt himself four kings. 
In an honest game, the chances of draw
ing a fourth ace to Beat Hansen were 
about twenty-three to one against him. 
But in this particular hand there was 
no chance at all. 

In the first place, Hansen had stacked 
the deck. He had prepared for that by 
fetching the spare cash to have plenty 
of money on hand for a thorough dean
up. And he had riffled the cards so ex
pertly that Doc Lane, pretending not 
to look, had almost missed the fact. 

But boc Lane smiled benignly. 
"Gentlemen," he announced, "I seem 

to be winning tonight, and I'd like to 
give you all a chance to get back your 
money. This must be the last hand as 
I'm afraid I 'll have to be leaving im
mediately after it. So, I'll raise this 
opening five hundred dollars without 
evening looking at the cards." 

Neither the sheriff nor the gunman 

got it. But King Hansen's dark eyes 
narrowed slightly, as he suspected that 
Doc Lane had an even better trick up 
his sleeve. 

The gunman dropped out. King Han
sen stayed in and the sheriff threw 
down his cards. Then Doc Lane picked 
up his hand. He blinked rapidly, swal
lowed an imaginary lump in his throat, 
and poured himself a good stiff drink 
from Hansen's bottle. He threw away 
the two small cards. 

"I 'll have two, Mister Hansen," he 
said. 

King dealt them, giving Doc a full 
house. A silence dropped over the hang
ers on who could look into Doc's hand. 
The bidding went up and up. And, over 
i n  his corner, Chief Chemquassibampti
cook opened his very unindian-like 
blue eyes. 

Hansen said, "Call you, Doc." 
He shoved in the rest of his gold. Doc 

Lane flJ()pped his brow, reached for an
other drink. To grasp the bottle he had 
to come half out of the chair, leaning 
over the table. 

"Oh-" he said, clutching the neck of 
the bottle-"so that's where the other 
ace was, huh ?" 

Eyes moved quick to follow . the di
rection of his glance. Doc Lane seemed 
to fall forward, bumping against the 
table, sliding it across the floor against 
King Hansen's belly. 

King Hansen slammed his hand 
down ofi the baize. 

"What's this shennanigan ?" he 
snapped. 

Everyone was looking toward his 
lap. But the table-edge had covered it. 
He jumped up. Doc stepped back 
quickly, leaned over and picked the 
fourth ace off the floor not far from 
Hansen's feet. 

He smiled blandly and said to the 
crowd : "See what I found ?" 
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E
LIZABETH could remember tnany 

·a town they . had passed through 
in their years of wandering, but at the 
moment none came to mind that they 
had left in a leisurely fashion. Usually 

, they had gone out before dawn, sneak-
ing away like thieves in the darkness, or 
roaring out of town with the whip snap
ping and - Horace and Greeley putting 
every ounce of speed into their gait-

. while Doc Lane took quick pot shots 
at pursuing citizens or lawmen, or at 
the whole town at ·once. -

This was mostly because Doc Lane 
had an incurable habit of playing an 
unorthodo� brand of poker-.,Qf doping 
his Triple X Tonkto gain sorne special 
-end of his _ own-Qr getting into some 
other sort of trouble like that into which 
he had stepped tonight. 

So Elizabeth dragged - Hor:lc-e- and 
Greeley from their cozy stalls and 

_ hitched them to the wagon. Then she 
shiftea- all the cases around -to4he sides 
and rear making a sort · of rampart 
with an open space in the center. This 
done, she loaded all the guns - kept in 
the box behind the seat, -_tied the horses, 
bundled up in her·''·heavy coat, and 

,headed downtown. 
This evening's exit, she was sure, 

was going to be like all -the others. 
However,there would be one major dif
ference. Usually there were only the 
two of them, herself and her uncle, to 
run away, and occasionally their cur
rent Injun. But tonight there would 
-also be Mary Austin and -little Jack. 
For Elizabeth was convinced that Jack 
Austin would have to run too-and she 
was determined he would take his wife 
with him this time. 

Elizabeth headed for the Lone Star 
Cafe. Turning over in her mind the 
ways of fate, how destiny had dropped 

- a man in her lap, only to produce a 
wife· for him a:nd snatch him away. It 

was just her luck, too, to be appointed 
by Fate to bring them together . . But 
that was life, as Jack had said not so 
long ago. 

"Say,': the fat little proprietress . of 
the Lone Star greeted her, "did that 
Injun of yours . really eat the whole 
steak ?" 

"Sure," Elizabeth said. "Eats noth
ing but meat and drinks nothing but 
Dr. -Edward J. Lane's Triple X Toriic . 
It makes him kinda dopey sometimes
but stronger than an ox. There's no 
holding him when he has a good load 
of Triple X." 

. "Maybe," the woman said, "I oughta 
get a bottle of that tonic and feed it 
to my husband. He's -about as lazy as 

a shorthorn steer with the ticks." 
- "I'll, t� you what,'' Elizabeth sug

geste�-. ''You· -bring the coot to our 
show tomorrow morning. Doctor Lane 
will show him how good . Triple X is, 
and you won't ever have to worry about 
him again. By the way, have you ever 
heard df anybody named Jack Austin ?" 

· · ''Jack'" _ _,._Austin ?" _ - The woman 
screamed the -iiame.- "'A sinner; if there 
ever was one. And poor Mary waiting 
all these years . . . " 

"Well," Elizabeth put it bluntly, "we 
found this Jack Austin on the prairie 
today, dead, and I just thought I ought 
to tell his kinf6lk.. 11 The woman kept on 
screaming, but Elizabeth continued. 
"Maybe you know where this wife of 
his lives." 

"His wife ?" The woman screamed 
louder. "Never heard of her." She 
wrung her hands. "That's terrible. 
Maybe his sister would know. - She 
lives down the street toward the river, 
six, seven houses. A _ little house, all 
kinda fall in' in, with bullet holes in the' 
windows, patched with old drawers and 
shirts ." 

"His sister ?" Elizabeth gasped as 
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if she had been hit on the baCk of her 
head. "Oh, uh, thanks." 

She ran out of  there. Jack's sistt':r. 
Mary. And for the last two hours she 
had been eating out her heart • . . .  

S
HE found the house easily enough, 

knocked on the door, and stepped 
inside when a woman's voice answered. 
In the light of a flickering candle a pale, 
thin girl no older than herself, sat on 
a rickety chair, crying as she clutched 
a two-year old boy to her bosom. Be
fore her on the floor were Jack's saddle 
and bridle, his clothing tossed across 
the cantle. 

"What do you want ?" she asked 
suspiciously. 

"I guess you're Jack Austin's sis
ter ?" 

"What if I am ?" 
"Only"-Elizabeth went right to the 

point-she felt wonderful now, like 
Horace and Greeley did sometimes, like 
digging in her toes and neighing
"well, Jack wants to see you. I suppose 
you heard he's dead. \Veil, he isn't. He's 
a little diff'rent titan he was this morn
ing. �ut he's alive, all right." 

"Where is he ?" The girl jumped 
up. "In jail .. again ?" 

"No. But, well, he dm't come here. 
He's got to leave town pretty soon. 
Have you got anything you want to 
bring along ?" 

Mary looked around the bare room, 
half dazed. "Aren't we coming back ?" 

"No. So if you've got anything you 
want, bring it. And hurry. I 'll take 
Jack's saddle and stuff." 

Mary became susptctous again. 
"If that's another stunt -of those 
skunks . . .  " 

Elizabeth couldn't wait any longer 
to argue the point. She had picked up 
the saddle and its load and was at the 
door. 

"Okay," she said, "don't come . . .  " 
She ran off into the night, down the 

back alleys, followed a moment later 
by Jack's sister who caught up with 
her at the wagon-yard. 

Just then the shooting started down 
at the Brazos Keg and a wild Indian 
war-whoop wailed through the night. 

"That's him," Elizabeth said. "The 
I njun. My uncle's with him. We've had 
a couple of Inj uns killed in our day
but never my uncle. And it was always 
when the Injuns got drunk. But Jack's 
sober as a hound dawg: Can you drive 
a team ?" 

"Yes !" Mary nodded dismally. 
"Then-" Elizabeth handed out the 

orders from a long experience of sim
ilar escapades. The shooting had 
stopped momentarily after one furious 
burst and the whole town seemed to 
be holding its breath in the expectation 
of a more violent volley. "Drive the 
team up to the door of the Bntios Keg, 
and don't sit on the seat. You can't see 
if you sit on the floor, but Horace and 
Greeley can, and they'll go where they 
want to anyway, probably back to Ken
tuck-y. So aU you have to do is  hold 
the reins so they don't tangle their feet. 
And if you know any good cuss words 
tell them all to the hosses. That makes 
them run faster." 

Mary nodded, clutched the baby 
tighter. 

"Now," Elizabeth asked, "will Little 
Jack l ie on the floor like a good boy ?" 

"I want my Unk," Little Jack said. 
"You '11 get your U nk, all right," 

Elizabeth promised gloomily. "I dunno 
j ust in what condition-but chances 
are, you'll get him." 

Mary set the boy down and Eliza· 
beth folded a blanket over him. He was 
well protected from stray shots, with 
canned goods surrounding him and the 
heavy wagon sides at head and foot. 
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The firing started again, single, 
carefully placed shots, that sounded as 
if they came from a rain barrel. At each 
one of them both girls shivered. Eliza
beth blew out the lantern, waited until 
Mary had the reins, then untied the 
horses. Standing by the big front 
wheel, she said : 

"Okay, Mary. Drive down to the 
Keg. Take it easy. Stop just beyond 
the front door so you won't be in the 
line of fire. I'm going to walk along 
behind." 
- Mary snapped the whip. Horace and 
Greeley, from long habit, turned re
signedly in the clirection of the gunfire. 
Elizabeth clutched a big six-shooter in 
her small hand and followed the lum
bering wagon, trying to remember 
some of her uncle's best cuss-words 
and all of her mother's prayus at the 
same time . . . .  

VI 

THE darkness in the Brazos Keg was 
lighted only by fitful pencils of 

flame as the men inside shot blindly at 
the slightest noise they happened to 
bear. Events had moved rapidly i n  the 
last few moments since Doc Lane 
picked that ace off the floor. 

The Indian Chief came to life first. 
Seeing Doc Lane standing alone at the 
tabl6 he snap-shot at the two lamps, ex

tinguishing them and sending the 
nearer crashing in a shower of glass to 
the floor. Then the darkness went in a 
lurid flare as the three men behind the 
table fired where Doc Lane should be. 

Doc had vanished I 
For a moment there was silence. The 

sheriff, trying to ease into a better posi
tion for battle, knocked over a chair. 
Jack Austin fired for the sound, 
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splintered the chair in the sheriff's red 
face and rolled over to get out of the 
way of the hvo shots that smacked into 
the wall where he had been sitting. 

And now, so intent on destruction 
were the men inside the Brazos Keg, 
the two girls managed to stop unde
tected beside the saloon. There, Eliza
beth cocked her gun, repeated one brief 
prayer, then stepped up to the door and 
kicked it in. Yelling like a Comanche, 
she punctuated every phrase with a 
shot into the ceiling. 

"Triple X and Seven Seas !" Bang I 
"At 'em Unk !" Bang! "I brought the 
Army !" Bang I 

A bullet whistled by her head, con
vincing her of the wisdom of seeking 
the comparative safety of the wall, 
which she succeeded in doing just as 
a storm of lead sleeted through the 
doorway. Down the front of the build
ing a few steps she smashed in a win
dow, took two quick shots toward the 
back mirror. Glass tinkled. Someone 
swore. Jack Austin howled a war-cry 
and someone yelled : 

"It's Jack Austin !" 
The wild tattoo of gunfire that fol

lowed set little Jack to hollering with 
innocent joy and started Horace and 
Greeley to prancing. 

Then, all at once, everyone came 
tumbling out in a wild flood, preceeded 
by the panicked cry of: 

"Fire !" 
Elizabeth turned from the window. 

Standing by the doorway, her vision 
blurred by the stream of humanity, she 
could see the flames streaking through 
the saloon as if following trails of gun
powder, flames with a bluish tint to 
them as the high-powered whisky 
caught fire. 

When the sheriff plunged by, she 
took a quick shot at his rear, missed as 
he ducked around the wagon and ran 

for shelter on the other side of the 
street. Just behind him was his stocky 
henchman, and Elizabeth took a shot 
at him, too, but the firing pin clicked 
down on an empty shell. 

Still there was no sign of Jack Aus
tin or Uncle Ed Lane. And as the last 
citizen ran past her, running in blind 
fear for cover, not knowing what had 
struck the place, Elizabeth felt some
thing squeeze a tight knot in her stom
ach. 

Suddenly the black-garbed gambler 
pitched out, bent like a bow when a 
slug took him in the small of the back, 
and fell at Elizabeth's feet, never to 
move again. She grabbed for the gun 
in his splayed fingers, praying there 
would still be live bullets in the cylin
der, then plunged through the smoke 
into the saloon which had already be
come an inferno. Groping through the 
heat, she finally found Jack Austin 
crawling blindly toward the bar. And, 
like a ghost in the smoke, her uncle, 
bent almost double, was carrying a 
black box toward the door. 

Doc Lane could take care of himself 
-his life was charmed, Elizabeth had 
come to believe. But Jack ? She thought 
of all their other "Injuns" and what 
had come of them ! 

S
CREAMING at him, she pushed 

through the blinding smoke and 
tugged at his shoulder. He seemed to 
understand, turned around to the right 
direction, and let her drag him outside. 

Her uncle, now without the black 
box, holding a gun but not shooting it, 
was standing in the shelter of the 
wagon. From the other side of the 
street came spasmodic firing. Then the 
flames broke through the flimsy roof 
of the saloon, lighting the town as if 
by a noontime sun, and limning Jack 
Austin against the blue-red glow. 
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"Git that Injun I" someone howled. 
The cry was a bucket of water on 

the half conscious minds of Elizabeth 
and Doc Lane. Between them they 
pushed Jack into the wagon, then 
clambered after him. A bullet cut 
through the canvas top, another 
thu•ltackcd into the wagon side and 
Elizal>eth, with the last bit of her ebbing 
strength managed to cry out : 

"V amonos !" 
Mary snapped down with the whip. 

Like the cap on a cartridge it shot the 
two horses, Horace and Greeley, into 
action. This was old stuff to them. It 
was fun. 

They slammed into their collars, 
dragging the heavy wagon after them 
down the rutted street like a brown leaf 
in a November gale. They slithered 
down the greasy red bank of the Bra
zos, hit the water without a pause, send
ing the spray high into the heavens to 
glisten like a shower of rubies against 
the crimson glow of the blazing saloon. 

And after that, they just kept on 
running in a beeline across the prairie, 
while Elizabeth lay on her stomach 
looking back toward Independence, an
other town they had left with hell on 
their heels. 

BY THE time the wagon's load had 
become unscrambled, Horace and 

Greeley had eased their pace. But, car
ing nothing for the advice of the gentle
man whose name had been divided be
tween them, they were still headed for 
home and the Kentucky blue grass. So 
Mary tied the reins to the dash rail 
and clambered back over the high seat 
to the wagon bed. Elizabeth had lighted 
the lantern again, and it swung from the 
bow to shed its uncertain light on the 
confusion below. 

Elizabeth was crying because Jack 
Austin was hurt so terribly. But Doc 

Lane 'vas laughing, and Jack was 
brave, just sitting there smiling, rub
bing his blind eyes. 

"That damn Injun paint," he 
groused. "\Vhen it got hot in there, it 
melted and run down into my eyes. 
Doc, you old son, you'll do this to me 
again only over my dead body." 

"There's money in that, too," Doc 
Lane said soberly, "exhibiting stuffed 
Indian Chiefs, I mean." 

"] ack I" Mary screamed. "Is it you?" 
"Sure 'nough." He opened his eyes 

and grinned at her. "Aren't you going 
to kiss me, Mary ? How've you been ?" 

Elizabeth gasped. For the shortest 
moment she wished she was Jack's 
sister-then was very glad she wasn't 
-and then Doc said sharply : 

"Elizabeth-you're supposed to be 
keeping a watch to the rear !" 

Elizabeth looked out back. Doc 
tinkered with the black box. ••Jack," he 
said, uwhen we crack this open I'll 
wager we'll find fifty thousand dollars 
inside. Including, no doubt, the proceeds 
of the swindles and robberies he per
petrated on your very lovely sister. As 
I've always said : An ace in the sleeve is 
worth two in the hole." 

"If you don't fumble it," Jack said 
scornfully. 

Doc Lane gathered up his dignity. 
"It's the nuances of tbe game, my 
friend, and the psychology that count, 
rather than the cards dealt-or the 
cards sequestered up the sleeve. If that 
ace had fallen into Hansen's-lap, some
one might have seen it drop. As it was, 
you, from your position on the floor, 
were the only one who knew I deposited 
it under the table." 

"Yeah," Jack said, still scornful. 
"And it follows," Doc Lane con

tinued, "that if Mister Hansen had not 
resented the appearance of that ace, 
which he knew he had not dropped, he

, 
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would not have chosen that moment to 
shoot me down." 

"There's no doubt about that," Jack 
said. 

"None at all. And if Mister Hansen 
had not tried to kill me we would not 
have had the delightful opportunity to 
trade shots with him, nor would I have 
found such an excellent time to burn 
down the saloon by setting fire to kero
sene spilled by the broken lamp, nor 
would Mister Hansen, fearing his 
treasure would be consumed by fire, 
have led me straight to its hiding place." 

Jack said: "By damn, Doc . . . " and 
the scorn was gone from him. 

Doc Lane silenced him with a wave 
of his hand. 

"I observed," he said, "that the hon
est folk of Independence, with our ex
ample of intrepid bravery, courage and 
recklessness, turned on the men they 

feared. In other words, believing that 
ace had been dropped by Hansen, they 
set out to wreak justice. So, you see, 
my friend, that ace in the sleeve was 
worth more than two hundred in the 
hole. In fact, two hundred would have 
been rather ob\'ious." 

Jack nodded. There was a rustling 
up front and a childish voice piped up. 

'· M a-have I layed here long 
enough ? I want to see my Unk." 

The boy poked his head over a case 
of Triple X. He blinked, and then his 
eyes filled with disgust. 

"That Injun?" the child scowled. 
"Ugh !" Jack said. 
"Hey-is that his squaw?" the 

youngster asked. 
And Elizabeth became red enough to 

be a Piute. She just couldn't help look
ing at Jack that way. 

"Ugh!" she said defiantly . . . .  
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The guard had almost made the 
door wnen the mob was on him. And 

what happened after that wasn't 

pleaaa nt to see or hear 

By ROBERT W. COCHRAN 
Author of "01' Crow," "Second Generation," etc. 

One Less to Feed 
Did you ever get up at three o'clock on 
a cold morning, walk miles looking for 
a job--and then not get it? Then maybe 

you know that men make automobiles, 
but it: takes a lot of things to make a 

man 

W
E HAD a room on East Jeffer
son-Whitey, Smitty, and me. 
Smitty's name was really 

Schmidt, but no one ever called him that 
76 

and only a few people knew it anyway. 
Whitey's wife was working out at 

Ann Arbor as a maid. She earned seven 
dollars a week and her board ; five of 
that went to pay our room rent. 

Vv' e got only occasional jobs since the 
lay-off in October, and it was the end 
of January. It used to be like that in 
Detroit before this plan was developed 
to have new models come out in the fall. 

We must have spent fifty dollars, all 
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told, on carfare those four months, and 
now we didn't have it to spend any 
more. You've got to be rich to look for 
work in Detroit, where the factories are 
all scattered to heUangone. You hardly 
ever found two plants within walking 
distance of each other; and riding took 
time and money. Particularly money. 

We'd often walk miles, thinking of 
lots of things we wanted to say but not 
saying them, because it's. painful to talk 
when your face is aU but frozen. 

Whitey did more talking than any of 
us, but it was usually the same thing. 

"Fellows," he'd say, "I'm glad Sis is 
out of the cold, anyway." 

Or perhaps back at the room we 
would be eating a loaf of bread cat three 
ways, and Whitey would say, holding a 
hunk of bread up and staring at it, ''I'm 
glad Sis can put better than that in her 
stomach." 

I guess we feJt almost as strongly as 

he did about it 
When Smitty aod I first kntw 

Whitey, he and Sis were living in a 
little apartment on Gratiot A venue. 

They had an extra bedroom and ad,·er
tised it for rent Smitty and I had been 
sharing a room that we didn't like. and 
when we saw \Vhitey's place and met 
the two of them we made the change. 
Inside of a week we were calling 
Whitey's wife Sis, and pretty soon he 
got to calling her that too. 

We kept the apartment for two 
months after the October lay-off. Then 
Sis got bold of the job in Ann -�rbor 
and started paying the rent for the three 
of us in the dump on East Jefferson. 

Sis would come into the city maybe 
once a month. She was in at Ouistmas. 
That was a bad Christmas. She gave us 
all socks and gloves and a carton each 
of tailor-mades. \Ve hadn't seen her 
since, but Whitey said she'd be in again 
before very long. 

THERE was a small parts factory not 
more than a mile from where we 

roomed. Whitey had been strawboss 
thtte once and he thought if he could 
get to see the superintendent he might 
get a job for one of us, anyway. 

It wasn't much of a place ; in good 
times they didn't work more than a 
thousand men. ::\lost of their work was 
on contract from one or another of the 
independent companies. 

We had been going there regularly 
every morning for more than a week. 
The employment office didn't open till 
eight. but if you weren't there by four 
you never reached the employment of
fice. They were adding one or two m�n 
a day. and usually by four in the morn
ing there were a hundred applicants 
lined up for each job. 

That's what you call looking for 
work ; standing out there with the mer
cury around zer.o, dirty gray snow 
packed hard under foot and a cold wind 
whipping m·off the rt\"er. 

Daylight would come so slowly we'd 
never be sure just when it arrived. By 
seven o'clock you could take a step out 
of line and see how many men were 
strWlg out around the corner <>f the 
building. Very often you would see 
someone you knew or someone would 
ask if you hadn't been at some other fac
tory a day or two before, and usually 
you had. There seemed to be some sat
isfaction in knowing that otl1er men had 
seen you and remembered the places you 
had been. 

February was always the worst, be
cause your money, if you'd had any, was 
probably gone, and your clothes were 
worn out and what surplus vitality you 
had had in the early winter was used 
up. 

When it wasn't too cold to talk, there 
used to be a lot said about Russia and 
Communism and giving the working 
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man an equal chance. Smitty was really 
educated, and he had fought as an of· 
ficer in the first World War on the side 
of Germany ; but he had been over here 
a long time and was a naturalized citi
zen. He never said anything in public; 
but to Whitey and me he was outspoken 
in his criticism of anything that would 
do away with our own democratic form 
of government. He thought everyone 
was entitled to a chance to live a decent 
life. 

People who have never been out of 
work think it odd that men don't find 
jobs. don't look £or jobs in lots of cases. 
Sometimes there's a reason. It may be 
different now, but back in those days, if 
you weren't hired by ten o'clock you 
might as well go home. 

You stay at a place from four until 
eight, when the employment office 
opens, and by nine the one or two who 
will get jobs.have been picked out, so 
there's not much left to do but loaf until 
four the next morning. Even if we got 
to another plant by ten; the line ahead, 
if it hadn't already been turned away, 
would keep us from reaching the em· 
ployment office by noon. 

We knew aU this, and so we decided 
to keep hammering away at the little 
parts plant where Whitey had worked 
as strawboss. Whitey would swear 
sometimes, and you would think to look 
at him that he was about to cry : "If I 
could only see the super !" 

Each day in February seemed to get 
a little colder. Raw, damp, foggy cold, 
that makes tears come into your eyes 
when you face it hour after hour. We 
got in the habit of bringing old news
papers and pieces of packing cases to 
make fires with. 

Whitey had a bad foot. It wasn't very 
bad-an eighty-five-pound crankshaft 
had dropped on it-but though he could 
walk all right, whenever he was out in 

the cold for a long time he said it ached 
something terrible until it grew finally 
numb and he no longer felt it. Then he 
would go through the same misery when 
he was thawing it out back at the room. 

JT \VAS maybe the third morning that 
we made a fire that the watchman 

came from the office and ordered us to 
put it out. Most of the men-and there 
were at least a hundred-took turns 
stepping out of line and warming their 
feet. 

We couldn't hold our feet too close 
to the flame, for even those who had 
soles to their shoes knew how thin they 
were. 

"Put it out, I say." The watchman 
came up close to those standing around 
the blaze. \Vhitey was there trying to 
keep his bad foot from going numb. 

"We'll ·watch it," Whitey said. 
The watchman wasn't wearing a uni· 

form the way they do in the big plants, 
but he had a badge on his cap. "Put it 
out, I said," he repeated, looking at 
Whitey. 

"Nothing dolng," Whitey said, and 
came back to his place in the line, limp
ing a little the way he always did when 
he forgot to favor his bad foot . .  

The watchman didn't say anything 
else; he just started stamping out the 
hlaze with his thick-soled shoes. No
body said anything. We stood there 
watching, moving a little the way a 
body of men will. When the blaze had 
died completely, the watchman went on 
back into the warm office, locking the 
door behind him. 

There was a lot of talk then-low, 
rumbling talk as some man murmured 
to his neighbor in line. 

"If I could just see U1at super," 
Whitey said. "If I only knew his name ! 
If I told him I'd been a strawboss here 
I believe he'd give me a job. I can do 
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anything. There's not an operation in 
this joint I can't handle." 

There wasn't anything we could say ; 
Whitey was a good mechanic, a lot bet
ter than either of us ; but there were 
fifty thousand good mechanics walking 
the streets. 

After a while, when it was still dark, 
some of the men back of us got another 
fire started around the corner of the 
building. They tried to crowd about it 
to keep the watchman from seeing the 
glare. 

Perhaps he didn't see it ; I don't 
know. But anyway he came out after 
a while, and this time I saw when he 
passed close beside me that he had 
strapped on a holster and there was a 
gun in it. 

He didn't say anything now, just 
crowded his way up to the fire and 
started stamping it out. Hf must have 
heard some tl1reat in the murmur of the 
men's voices nearest him, for he stood 
stock still, his hand comit1g up to rest 
on his gun butt. There was just a faint 
gray dawn in the east when he passed 
us again and went into the warm, 
lighted office. 

"Sis is just about getting up now," 
\\'hitey said. "She's warm, anyway." 

That always seemed the coldest time, 
just at dawn. Stamp our fttt and thrash 
our arms as we would, we couldn't keep 
warm, not when we had had nothing to 
cat except stale bread for the past three 
days. 

There were only five men ahead of us 
Ill line that morning. \\ hitey was tlle 
first of the three of us to go in. It was 
drowsily warm in the waiting room of 
the employment office, but the time we 
were allowed to wait there was too short 
to get all the chill from our bodies. 

Whitey came back from the inside 
office with a look in his eyes that 1 had 
never seen before. The watchman had 

already gone off duty for the day. An
other man had taken his place, herding 
us ten at a time into the waiting room. 
like cattle in a loading chute. 

The employment manager came to the 
door of hi::t office and beckoned to 
Smitty. 

Whitey said to me from the corner 
of his moutll as he went past, ' ' If you've 
got ten dollars you get a job." There 
was nothing new or particularly sur
prising about that. I had got a job 
myself more than once by kicking in 
five or ten dollars to the employment 
manager. It was all right if you had ten 
dollars. We didn't have more than a 
dollar between the three of us. 

When Whitey had gone, I heard 
Smitty talking in the private office. He 
didn't talk loud, but enry word was 
plain. "You'll get it," he said, "out of 
my first envelope." 

The man's answer must have been 
no, for Smitty's voice r.tised a tittle as 
he went on. "Is there no way that I can 
make you understand how bad things 
are with us ?" 

In anotl1er minute Smitty came out, 
and the man followed at his heels and 
beckoned to me. I didn't have ten dol
lars either, so I went on out with 
Smitty. 

JT WAS nine o'clock when we got 
back to the rooming house on Ea.o:;t 

Jefferson. The morning mail had been 
delivered and there was a letter for 
Whitey from Sis. It was, we knew, the 
regular weekly letter with the five-dollar 
bill for the rent. 

Whitey left the five dollars there on 
the table where wt: could see it while be 
read the Jetter. 

"She's coming in this afternoon," he 
said when he finished. 

"Here ?" Smitty asked. 
"She says here," Whitey said. 
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"\Ve'll blow," [ said. "You can still 
get in the public library." 

We finished the bread we had there 
so that Sis wouldn't see what we were 
living on, though I expect she had a 
good idea. Then we left Whitey and 
headed down town. There was an East 
Jefferson branch of the library, but we 
felt more at home in the old brick build
ing " here all the bums went to read the 
advertis.enH:nts in the newspapers. 

It was fi , c  o'dock when we got back. 
\Ve saw there was no light in the room 
as we came up the stn:ct. Sis might still 
be there, we decided. but they had 
had four hours aloJle together ; they 
wouldn't mind us barging in. 

Sis was sitting by the window look
ing out across the tops of the houses. 
Ours was an attic room. \Vhitey was 
lying on the bed, his face cradled in his 
crooked arm. 

Something was wrong; it hung in the 
air thick as smoke. We had never seen 
Sis and Whitey quarreling; little spats 
sometimes, but nothing serious. This 
was serious. 

Smitty looked at me, raising his eye
brows, when Sis and Whitey both 
greeted us without much warmth. \Ve 
had been talking about something like 
this all the way back from the library. 
\Vc couldn't expect Sis and \Vhitey to 
go on looking out f0r us foreYer. Per
haps they \H:re fed up with it. No one 
could blame them. 

Sis said. " (  want to get some things 
from the store. \Vhitcy's just told me 
what you boys have been eating." 

•·we don't need anything," Smitty 
said. "We're not working. It doesn't 
take much food when you're not doing 
anything. Besides, we have money." He 
jingled some coins in his pocket. 

Sis went over to get her coat ; i t  was 
on a chair at the foot of the bed. Sm itty 
stopped jingling the coins in his pocket 

all at once. \\'e hadn't seen Sis since 
Christmas. 

\Vhitey turned over on his back, his 
eyes going from Sis to Smitty and then 
to me. Sis sat do\Yn on the chair with 
her coat on it and began to Cr) very 
softly. Whitey sa1d, "Don't do that, 
honey. Boys, Sis is going to nave a 
baby. " 

H
E DIDN'T have to tell us. Smitty 

was the first to snap out of it. 
"Congratulations." He went over and 
kissed Sis anti then sat dflwll on the hed 
beside Whitey and slapped his leg with 
loud, fricwlly smacks. 

I said, "That sure is swell." and went 
over and sat clown on the other side of 
Whitey. I would ha\·e liked to kiss Sis 
too, but it didn't seem the right thing. 
I was a lot younger than Smitty. He 
could get away \\ ith things that I 
couldn't. 

Quite suddenly Sis stopped crying 
and began to laugh She threw back her 
head and laughed again and again. 
"That's fine;" she said, " 'congratula
tions.' \Vhy don't you c:ay \\hat you're 
think ing: \\'hat in Heaven's name will 
you do with a baby ?" 

"I mean it," Smitty said, " I think it's 
wonderful. Chick and I will be god
fathers-or do you have godfathers in 
this country?" 

Sis just sat there looking at us, with 
a funny, almost pleased expression on 
her face. \Vhen [ rem!'mhercd it after
ward. it came to me that �he looked at 
us as if we were something she was 
proud of. 

The shoe was on the other foot, 
really. I guess any one of the three of 
us would have gone dO\\ n into Ticll if 
Sis had snapped her fingers. 

Sis stood up and put her coat on. 
"Come on," she said, her voice for the 
first time getting back the familiar easy 
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tone, "you lilies of the field, let's go get 
some grub." 

I looked at Smitty and followed his 
eyes to where the five-dollar bill that had 
come in the morning mail still lay on 
the table. He stood up very slowly and 
crossing over picked it up. " I'll pay 
the-" He made a downward motion of 
his thumb. 

\Ve trooped out, the four of us, to the 
red-front store in the middle of the 
block. Whitey was the only one who had 
not regained his spirits. I suppose the 
responsibil ity was more of a bur-den to 
him than anyone. 

Smitty walked in front with Sis, 
Whitey and I brought up the rear. I 
heard Smitty say, "We mustn't forget 
your train. What time do you have to 
be back ?" 

" She's not going back," Whitey said. 
My eyes were on Smitty's worn, un

polished shoes, and it wasn't until I saw 
his step falter that I got the full sig
nificance of that remark. 

I heard him say as if trying to make 
a joke of it all, "When you say that, 
smile." 

"Laugh," \Vhitey said, his voice tight 
as if something inside of him was burn
ing up. 

Smitty nodded his head for me to go 
in the store with Sis. His hand on 
Whitey's arm, the two of them went on 
up the street. Through the glass front 
of the store when we were inside, I 
could see Smitty talking slowly, delib
erately, as if impressing something on a 
child. There was something about 
Smitty's voice ; I always thought it was 
because he had been an officer and used 
to giving orders. 

Sis spent .three dollars, taking time 
between purchases to tell me that they 
had given her two weeks' pay in place 
of notice. 

Whitey was more cheerful when we 

joined them on the sidewalk. He even 
peered hungrily into the bag I carried 
and smacked his lips. " Nothing like hav
ing a good provider in the family." He 
almost put it over, but his voice cracked 
at the end. 

We slept four in that single room that 
night ; Whitey and Sis in the bed, 
Smitty and I on the floor. We wanted 
to take the hall, but Sis wouldn't hear
of it. There was no heat in the hall. 

Sis insisted that Whitey take ten of 
her dollars and buy himself into a job. 
He turned the proposition down flat. 
"I'll  get a job," he said, "and I 'll not 
grease any double-crossing polecat to 
get it ." 

I've slept in warmer places than that 
attic floor, but I did go to sleep finally, 
probably because my stomach was full 
of something besides stale bread for the 
first time in d,ays. 

S
MITTY, as usual, was our alarm 

clock ; and it was just striking three 
by a church clock somewhere nearby 
when we reached the street and started 
walking. 

"No use going back there,"  \Vhitey 
said. "I'll see him fry before I'll pay that 
guy ten dollars or even five." 

"Now look here, Whitey," Smitty 
said. "Let me handle this. · I 'll  get one 
of us a job and then later perhaps . the 
others can get on." 

I thought about this, as well as I was 
able to think in the bitter, biting cold ; 
and then I remembered the five dollars 
Smitty had taken for the rent, and I 
couldn't think of any time he had gone 
to give it to our landlady. 

\Ve certainly couldn't be any worse 
off than we were ; I was sure of that. 
Then, too, Smitty was older and had 
the air of authority about him, like one 
who knows what to do in emergencies. 

\Ve could see the watchman staring 
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at us from the heated office, his breath 
as he stood dose to the window making 
a little plume of steam on the glass. 
Smitty counted the men ahead of us; 
tfiere were nine. Whitey was ten, Smitty 
eleven, and I was twelve. By five o'clock 
there was a line that stretched out of 
sight around the corner of the building. 

We hadn't brought papers that morn
ing for a fire. Whitey lit a cigarette, 
took a few puffs, and handed it back 
to Smitty. After a minute he gave it to 
me and I smoked it till the lire burned 
my fingers when I hdd it. · · 

"If I could � that "Super," Whitey 
said. "A man should have some consid
eration �:when he's worked at a place 
bef:or�" 

The word came down the line that 
there was a fire out of sight around the 
corner of the building. We didn1t go, 
but the others dropped out one or two 
at a time. I think the food we had eat�n 
the previous night and the new respon
sibility 

·
of Sis helped to keep us from 

feeling the cold. 
-

The watchman must have seen the 
glat'-e�t)f- th.e -flama m � semi
thing wnw -fli4�ffien�t -c<in\ing arid 
g6ing in the- fme':  lY�e out, clicking 
the door behind him and trying it to 
make sure it was locked. As he passed 
our place in the line I could see that one 
hand rested on the gun butt. 

Someone farther back along the line 
must-have stuck out a foot, for the man 
went sprawling into the soft snow beside 
the walk. He got up almost before he 
touched the ground, as if he was afraid 
someone would be on top of him. He 
slapped the snow from his hands and 

·��thes, looking not only at those in 
-,�ir<nlf'" ()f 1ti.m but at the rest of us, up 

and down the line. 
His face was gray, with black holes 

for eyes, in the dim light that reached 
him from the office. He said thickly, 

"I'll be eternally damned if any of you 
get a job here." 

No one answered him, and after a 
moment he went on around the corner 
of the building. We could hear his feet 
stamping out the fire and smell the 
smoldering, half-burnt paper that re
fused to go out. 

I think that it was his intention to 
stay out there and watch us, for he had 
locked the door securely. Perhaps it was 
colder than he had realized, for after 
about fifteen minutes, or twenty, be un
locked the door with a key that he 
brought from his pocket on a chain and 
went into the warm office. 

I don't know what he told the em
ployment manager ; maybe they just 
didn't need anyone. But the office 
opened at eight and no one was taken 
inside. We waited until after nine, all 
but a few who got discouraged and left. 
The watchman, of course, had gone long 
before. 

There wasn't any sun ; it was one of 
those gray, cold days that make you 
think of Winnipeg more than Detroit. 

-· .. Whitey was arguing with Smitty 
about leaving when the employment 
manager came to the door and waved 
his hand. "Hit the trail, boys," he said, 
and you could tell from the look on his 
face that he enjoyed saying it. 

One or two of the fellows close to 
the door, men who bad been standing 
there for three hours before that guy 
was even out of bed, tried to talk to 
him. "Get going," he said, ''get going," 
and went back inside so that he could 
watch us through the glass door. 

"Come on," Smitty said, "we'll try 
it again tomorrow." 

"Tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow," 
Whitey said. I saw that he was limping 
a little and guessed that his foot was 
too numb to have any feeling in it. "I 
don't care about myself; I don't even 
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worry about Sis. We'll make out. But 
the kid's got to have a chance." 

"The kid'll have a chance," Smitty 
said, putting his hand for a moment on 
Whitey's shoulder. 

'·If I could only see the super," 
Whitey said. "Fellows placed in charge 
of other men like that are usually on 
the level. If I could put it up to him 
straight, I could get a job." 

srs had some kind of stew steaming 
on the single gas plate that was in 

the room. We had three forks but only 
two plates. I offered to wait ; Smitty in
sisted on waiting till the rest of us had 
eaten. 

Sis fixed it up. She put a big helping 
on each plate and then she and Whitey 
ate from the stewpan, taking turns using 
their fork. It struck us all so funny we 
couldn't eat for laughing at first. 

"Times are sure bad," Whitey said, 
"when three people have to eat from one 
fork." • 

"Three ?" I said. "Where's the 
third ?" Then it came to me what he 
meant. Vve couldn't laugh after that; it 
showed how hard Whitey was taking 
the thing. 

When we had finished, Smitty said, 
"Come on, Chick, we'll scout around 
and see can we maybe pick up some 
loose change." 

"Stay in where it's warm, for a 
while," Sis said. "You've been out since 
three o'clock." 

"After a dinner like that," Smitty 
said, "cold doesn't mean anything to us. 
Say, how about adopting Chick and 
me? If you adopted us legally you could 
deduct us from your income tax." 

We kidded a little like that, then 
Smitty and I went down to the street. 
The landlady was in the hallway on the 
first floor. She didn't mention the rent, 
she just looked at us. 

Smitty spoke first. "I've got to get a 
check cashed. \V e'll see you after a 
while." 

'·I don't have women in my rooms," 
she said. "You all ought to know that." 

Smitty straightened a little, his shoul
ders coming back so that he looked as 
if he was standing at attention. "That 
girl," he said, speaking very slowly, "is 
Mr. White's wife. I wouldn't say any
thing like that to her if I were you. You 
understand me ; they are my friends." 

When she didn·t answer, he went out 
to the street and I followed him. 

"You still ha\'e the money for the 
rent," I said. 

''\·Ve owe them something, those two. 
I'm going to try and land one of us a 
job with that five. If we'r-e thrown out 
then, it won't matter; we can stall for 
another day or two. We'll have to find 
a way out before long." 

WE J?ID get � job that afternoon. 
Smtlty got tt, and I helped him 

just to have something to do and keep 
warm. He got twenty-five cents an hour 
for unloading a car of beans over in the 
freight yard. 

It was almost seven o'clock when we 
got home. Sis and Whitey

. 
were both 

scared when we came in. "\V e thought 
you'd run out on us," Whitey said. 

!(You're joking," Smitty said. ''You 
think we're that kind of scum?" 

"He doesn't mean it the way it 
sounds." Sis put in. "We thought that 
you two might decide it was to our ad
vantage to be rid of you." 

"That will come later," Smitty said, 
"unless . . . " 

"Stop being noble," Sis said. "We've 
got beans for supper." 

"You don't want to go back there 
in the morning?" I said to Whitey when 
we were getting ready to turn in. 

"Of course we're going back," 
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Smitty said. "How about it, Whitey? 
That bird can't carry a chip on his 
shoulder forever." 

"Well," Whitey said, "if I got half 
a chance I think I'd get something out 
there. It's the nearest place, too." 

We went at three, as usual. Sis told 
us goodbye, promising a hot supper 
when we came in from work that night. 
"Some day we'll fool you," Smitty said. 
"Maybe they'll have a new watchman 
and he'll say, 'Come on in here, fellows, 
where it's warm.' " 

We went out after that and tiptoed 
down the stairs to the street. 

There was nobody ahead of us in the 
line. It was the first time we had ever 
been right up next the door. 

"Something wrong here," Smitty 
said. We hadn't been there more than a 
couple of minutes when men began to 
pile in behind us. We could see the 
watchman standing with his back to a 
radiator staring at us. 

He came over after a while, and open
ing the door, stood on the step looking 
down at us. 

"Any of you fellows here yesterday?" 
I felt Smitty's fingers clamp onto my 
arm. There wasn't a sound in the whole 
length of the line. 

"Come on, speak up." The man's 
words were all right, but his tone was 
nasty. I thought that he just couldn't 
be nice even when he wanted to. 

"Well, some of you must have been 
here. You're losing a good chance to get 
a job." I saw Whitey move forward and 
heard him grunt when Smitty's elbow 
struck him. 

The watchman had seen Whitey, too. 
He was staring at him. "What about 
you ?" he said finally, pointing to 
Whitey. "You were here, weren't you?" 

The man right back of me said, "I 
was here, Cap." Then others farther 
down the line, afraid that they were 

missing a chance for a job, began to 
answer. 

"All you fellows," the watchm:�n said, 
"step out of line." I looked over my 
shoulder ; half the line seemed to be 
moving. Only Smitty's fingers on my 
arm kept me from joining the others. 

The watchman said, "All right." He 
hesitated a second as if he particularly 
enjoyed what he had to say. "Get go
ing," he said. "Hit the dust." 

No one spoke. No one moved. He 
came down off the step where he had 
been standing almost directly beside 
Whitey and shoved the man who had 
been behind me in line. "Snap it up," 
he said. "Scram." 

Of course he couldn't put it over. He 
probably knew he couldn't, too, but he 
could make a bluff at it. 

His eyes caught mine, and because I 
didn't want him to think I was scared 
I didn't look away. "What are you star
ing at?" he asked. 

"Nothing," I said, and I didn't mean 
it as it sounded. 

"Let the kid alone," Smitty said. The 
watchman hesitated. He looked from 
Smitty to me and then at Whitey at the 
head of the line. After about thirty sec
onds he unlocked the office door and 
went inside. 

"Rat!" Smitty said ; and my arm, 
when he dropped his fingers, felt a little 
numb, he had been squeezing it so hard. 

There was a lot of talk and movement 
behind us. 'We were pretty sure what 
had happened. The men he had tricked 
out of line had gone around the corner 
of the building and fallen in again. He 
didn't know their names; he couldn't 
remember more than one or two of them. 

pERHAPS they built the fire just to 
bait him; I don't know. Anyway, 

after a time we could see a flicker of 
flames every once in a while. 
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The watchman saw it too. I think 
maybe he had been waiting for just that, 
be<:ause in no time at all he was out 
again, trying the door at his back to 
make sure that it was fastened. 

He disappeared around the corner of 
the building, and almost immediately 
the fire blazed up as if the men who 
had been surrounding it had moved 
aside. Only one man made a gigantic 
shadow on the snow. 

'vVe weren't around there, of course, 
to see what happened. We heard voices, 
though not the words. We didn't have 
to hear the words to know that there 
was going to be trouble. 

The sound of a pistol shot came clear 
and ominous. That one shot changed 
everything for me. I wanted to get out 
of there, but I didn't go. Smitty was 
talking, his hand again on my arm ; and 
I knew without actually seeing it that 
the other hand held Whitey. 

There was a great deal of satisfaction 
in knowing that Smitty was there. He 
was that kind of man. Nothing seemed 
to worry or excite him. His voice was 
sharp, impressive. "Remember why 
we're here," he said. "Fighting won't 
get us anywhere. "  

I seemed to hear h i s  words coming 
from a long way off, for I was trying 
to find out what was taking place out 
of sight around the building. There was 
the harsh, labored breathing of strug
gling men. 

Then from around the corner came a 
huge wave of them, fighting, squirming. 
There were twenty, maybe thirty of 
them. The air was full of their curses, 
yells, threats, cries of encouragement to 
each other. I couldn't even see the 
watchman. 

"Come on," Whitey said. "They'll 
kill him." 

"Shut up," Smitty said. "Stay ·where 
you are." It was a command, and thet� 

was more to it than just the words ; 
there was something in the way he 
said it. 

One man broke from the mob and 
ran, crouching, toward the door of the 
office building. He didn't even see us, 
I'm sure. His eyes were big with the 
knowledge of what that mob meant to 
do. It was like a fox breaking from a 
pack of dogs and trying to reach its 
hole. 

He would have made it, too, if he 
hadn't locked the door when he came 
out. Perhaps he forgot, perhaps he was 
already past knowing what he had done. 
His hands fumbled at the door latch, 
and then they were on him again. 

\Ve could hear, even though we 
couldn't see. It wasn't nice hearing what 
was .laking place. Three times he called, 
each time his voice a little weaker, a 
little more muffied. The last time it was 
only a whisper, "Help"-just one word. 

Whitey lashed out at Smitty with his 
fist, but it was no use. Smitty said sim
ply, "No," and took the blow on his 
mouth without letting go his grip on 
Whitey's arm. 

Then the wave of men rolled back, 
silent now, perhaps realizing individ
ually for the first time what had hap
pened. The man was dead, his head 
twisted to one side, his eyes open. 

"Let's get out of here," I heard my
self say. 

"Wait," Smitty said. A polke car 
siren sounded near at hand. But when 
the officers came in their thick, long 
coats and heavy shoes, there were not 
more than forty men in line. 

They took the names of everyone as 
witnesses ; and Whitey, because he had 
worked there before, was first to tell 
his story to the company officials and 
the superintendent. They must have be
lieved him, because he went to work 
that same day. 



ONE LESS TO FEED 85 

SMITTY and I had been down to the 
freight yards looking for a job that 

wasn't there. I was still seeing that 
watchman's face, hearing his weakening 
cries for help. I had to find out some
thing. "You could have saved him, 
Smitty," I said, "couldn't you?" 

He walked for half a block without 
answering, and I was beginning to won
der whether or not he had heard me. 
"Yes," he said finally, "I could have 
saved him, but I couldn't save all three." 

Just for a minute I believed he meant 
save himself and Whitey and me from 
getting hurt, but the more I thought 
about it the more I saw that that 
couldn't have been what he meant. He 
wasn't thinking of himself or of me; 
it  was a question of Whitey and Sis or 
the watchman. 

"You think I'm a murderer, don't 
you, Chick?" he said, coming to a halt. 

"Well," I said, "if you could have 
saved him. Maybe Whitey would have 
got the job anyway." 

"Maybe," he said. "I didn't have time 
to figure out all the fine points. For all 
I knew, maybe that watchman would 
have run us all off like he tried to do 
those who were there yesterday. Maybe 
Whitey would have got hurt. There 
were too many maybes that way. Do 
you think you'll ever run across another 
couple like Sis and Whitey ?" 

"No," I said, "I don't." 
''There's your answer," he said. "It 

was Whitey and Sis and their baby I 
was thinking of. Kid, when you're pay
ing a debt to a friend, never count the 
cost." 

I had the feeling then that my heart 
was swelling up inside of me. It was as 
if the fog and cold and hunger of those 
last few months didn't matter when I 
compared it to knowing a man like 
Smitty. 

We were more than a mile from 
home, and I walked along with my head 
in a cloud. It seemed that without real
izing it we had come to a turning in the 
road. I remembered the picnics the four 
of us had had the past summer on Belle 
Isle. It was suddenly worth while living 
again. 

I was walking in a dream and never 
saw the car until I heard the shout and 
felt Smitty's body drive suddenly 
against mine. 

It was over in a single instant of time. 
I was getting up from the center of the 
side street where Smitty's lunge had 
thrown me. A sound that was like a 
small Niagara pounded in my cars. 

"Smitty," I remember calling, 
"Smitty !" 

Men were running toward me. The 
driver got out of the car. He was sick, 
leaning against the mud guard to steady 
himself. 

A man's foot beneath the car jerked 
once c;.onvulsively and became very still. 
I recOgnized Smitty's scuffed, unpol
ished shoe, but I couldn't believe it was 
Smitty. I couldn't even believe it when 
they had him out and I was trying to 
make him talk to me. 

Someone took off the thin gray over
coat that Smitty wore and spread it over 
his lower body. 

The driver was talking to an officer. 
"This man," he said, pointing to me, 
"stepped off the curb right in front of 
my car. The other fellow must have 
seen me, but he jumped in front of the 
wheels and knocked this young fellow 
clear." 

Two officers took me down to the 
rooming house later. I felt, climbing the 
stairs, as if only half of me was there. 
I sat down on the top step of the attic 
stairs, trying to think how I would tell 
Whitey and Sis. 



Down Went 

McGinty 
By ALLAN R. BOSWORTH 

Many,s the mermaid he,d met at the 

bottom of the sea, but only one of them 
was equipped with dime-store diving 

gear and a marriage-license blank 

T
HE road was a white-striped rib· 
bon fluttering under Alvin's nose. 
His Navy jumper's collar stood 

rigid in a Force Twelve wind, and the 
motorcycle's speedometer registered 6o. 
Alvin translated this into an approxi
mate fifty-four knots, and was pleased, 
because any craft logging fifty-four 
knotc; is fairly well under way. 

His five days' leave had scarcely 
started, but San Diego and the U.S.S. 
01t::el and the blond waitrC!'S at the 
Harbor Light Cafe \vere far astern. 
Everything was clicking. On the sixth 
day, the Ou:::el would sail with the 
Fleet, Alvin would sail with the Ow:el, 
and the blonde-her name was Billie-
would finally be convinced that Alvin 
had only had a drink too many when 
he mentioned marriage. 

ln Alvin's opinion. any sailor who 
got married had a bubble hetween his 
ears. 

The Suicide Lady thundered over a 
hill. and the highway dropped to skirt 
a lake. Eucalyptus trees whipped past 
in blinchng patterns of sunlight and 
shadow, and the speedometer needle 
went up ten miles. Alvin put his hap
piness into song : 

86 

He reached out and touched her; ahe 

w•a real 
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Ola, wlaee a firr«� PH lurd 
rirla numy'• Ute mermaid, 
Down ., rite bouom o/ tlae -

Then he closed his throttle and 
smeared a good dollar's worth of tire 
rubber on the pavement. There was a 
girl running into the road, waving ur
gently. 

"Are you going to Lakewood ?" she 
asked breathlessly as he braked the Sui
cide Lady to a full stop. She was tall 
and slender in slacks and a jacket that 
looked like Navy dungerees, and she 
had blue eyes. 

But what attracted Alvin most was 
her voice : it had Texas in it, with all 
the softness of a breeze over sun-warmed 
prairies, and he hadn't heard a voice 
like that since he left Texas for the 
Navy, eight years before. He got off 
the bike and stood a full head above ner. 

"Yeah." Ile grinned. ' 'I go tluough 
t.akewood. Hop on, babe !" 

It's like that. You put women out 
of your mind and start on a fishing 
trip, and the first thing you know, there 
is a dame on your luggage carrier. On 
the other hand, sometimes when you 
drop the hook in a strange port and go 
out to look for a dame, you'd have a 
lot better luck if you went fishing. 

But this one shook her head. "My 
name's not Babe. It's Judy Bell Sims. 
I don't want a ride. I want help sent 
out from town-a tow car and a der
rick, or something. That is, if it won't 
cost more than twenty dollars. If it 
does, the car will have to stay where 
it is." 

Alvin trundled the Suicide Lady into 
the shade. "\Vhere's the car?" he asked. 
" Maybe I can fix it. " 

Judy Bell pointed down a weed-grown 
road. "It's on the bottom of the Lake...
Gramp ran it off the landing." 

"In the lake?" Alvin gasped. "With 
him in it ?" 

"No. He cranked it, and it slipped 
into gear. It ran over Gramp and broke 
the trailer hitch, and went right off. The 
water's pretty deep." 

A gleam came into Alvin's eyes. 
"We'll take a look," he said. "My 
name's McGinty. Alvin McGinty. I'm 
from Texas, too." 

"How'd you know I'm from Texas ?" 
"I got ways." The sailor grinned. 

"Lucky I came along, I guess. I'm a 
diver, babe. Off the U.S.S. Ou::el. She's 
a submarine rescue ship, and if we can 
raise a sunken sub, I reckon we can 
hoist your car out of the mud. Let's go." 

A HOMEMADE trailer was on the 
stubby pier, and that wguld be 

Gramp sitting forlornly on its steps. 
He was gaunt and fong, with a mus
tache that drooped around the hand 
cupping his chin, and a sparse goatee 
thrusting between his fingers. He looked 
as if the car had been his last friend. 

"Gramp," said Judy Bell, "this is Mr. 
McGil}ty. He's from Texas, too, and 
he's a diver.'' 

" Howdy," Gramp grunted. "Knew a 
McGinty, once, in Brewster county. He 
stole a horse." 

Alvin ignored the implication. " How 
deep's the water ?" 

"Too dagged deep," said Gramp. 
"Judy dived in and couldn't no-way 
touch bottom. It must be thirty foot. I 
used to be a diver, myself. 

"\Vhen I was a young 'un, we'd put 
watermelons in the swimmin' hole to 
cool, and then dive after 'em. But eve11 
if you could go down thirty foot, you 
couldn't stay there long enough to tie 
a rope on the car." 

"I've been down two hundred feet, "  
Alvin said, and Gramp grunted again. 

"Don't try to hooraw me, son ! We 
can't raise her without grapplin' hooks 
and an engine and derrick. If the job 
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costs more'n twenty dollars, she'll have 
to stay there. Unless"-a'nd Gramp 
brightened-"they11 charge it till I get 
my thirty a week." 

Alvin saw Judy Bell color slightly. 
"Gramp's a Ham and Egger," she ex
plained. "That's why we came to Cali
fornia." 

"And a dagged lot of good it's goin' 
to do us if we have to set here," added 
the old man. "They ain't got a chapter 
of the Life Payments Association in 
Lakewood. I got to get to San Diego." 

"You don't really figure to get thirty 
bucks a week, do you?'' Alvin inquired. 
and changed the subject when he saw 
Gramp's goatee rise bristling from his 
hand. "I have been down two hundred 
feet. That was in a deep-sea suit. of 
course. But I can work up to fifty feet 
in a shallow-water outfit." 

Judy Bell sighed. "Well, we haven't 
got a-one of those. You'd better just 
ask for help in Lakewood, if you don't 
mind." 

"I don't mind at all," Alvin said. He 
looked at Judy Bell and minded even 
less than that. Her hair was just as 
pretty as Billie's, and twice as natural. 
"I got five days' leave and was going 
fishing. But the fish can wait." 

He walked out on the pier, stamping 
to see if it would support a tractor and 
a tripod hoist. Gramp's voice followed : 
"You'd better go on and do your 
fishin'. I told you I can't afford but 
twenty dollars. I caught some catfish 
here last night, but they're mighty puny 
compared to Texas catfish. It's a Model 
T, and it ain't worth much." 

The world is full o£ people like Gramp. 
They don't understand that when a 
man is on the bottom, away from every
thing, he can be mighty happy. They 
don't realize that diving can be as much 
fun as flying-if you like to dive. 

Sure, it's dangerous at times. But you 

never heard of a man in a diving suit 
being run over by a taxi, or breaking 
his neck in a fall downstairs, or stop
ping a bullet the cops meant for some
body else. 

'Ttl ride to Lakewood and find a 
welding shop," Alvin said. "It won't 
take long to make a shallow-water rig, 
and we can hire a tractor around here. 
Want to go with me, ba-Judy Bell ?'' 

Judy BeU looked at Gramp. He had 
risen from the trailer steps, but now 
he nodded and then sat down again to 
wait for his thirty every Thursday. 

"Dagged ii I  think it'U do any good," 
he said. "But you can try if you want." 

A SHALLOW-WATER rig is a 
1 comparatively simple thing to con

struct. It takes a welding outfit, a four
sided five-gallon can, a piece of window 
pane and a length of rubber hose. After 
it has been made, you need an auto 
pump and somebody to man it, and you 
need a weight that will take you to the 
bottom. 

Alvin borrowed tools at the welding 
shop, and Judy Bell watched him cut 
out the bottom of the can and shear 
curves in opposite sides, riveting inner 
tubing over the edges so the curves 
woutd fit snugly over his shoulders. He 
cut an eye port in front and secured the 
glass with soldered strips of tin. He 
soldered the hose connection on the top, 
and they were ready to go. There was a 
pump on his motorcycle. 

"I  think that's wonderful !" said Judy 
Bell. It  was easy to see she thought 
Alvin was pretty wonderful, too. She 
clung to him as they rode back, and he 
sang: 

Oh, w�aa� • rime r- lad 
Filh nurny'a the rnerrt6aill, 
D01011 at rite bolto- o/ rite ae.-

They took a highway dip at fifty-four 
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knots. Judy Belt squealed delightedly. 
"Having a good time, babe ?" 
She sidestepped. "I've heard that 

song on the radio. It says Minnie, the 
mermaid. Not many's the mermaid." 

"With me,'' Alvin teased, "it's many's 
the mermaid. I've seen a lot of 'em in 
my time." 

They slowed for the weed-grown 
road. He looked at Judy Bell and saw 
the pout of her lips. "What do they 
look Uke ?" she asked. 

"Pretty. With a lot of long hair, and 
gadgets and doodads-you know, sea
shells and coral necklaces, and sea
weed." 

"You can't hooraw me," sniffed Judy 
Bell. "There's no such thing. But if 
there was, I'll bet sailors would make 
love to 'em." 

Alvin laughed. 
"I'll bet that sailors make love to 

every girl they meet,'' the girl pursued. 
"I'll bet you're married." 

Alvin stopped the Suicide Lady. He 
lifted the diving rig and put it down 
carefully, and then he lifted Judy Bell 
as if she were much more fragile. She 
was getting better looking all the time. 

"No,'' he said. "I ain't married. 
There ain't any bubble between my ears, 
babe. When a diver gets a bubble be
tween his ears, he's sunk" 

Judy Bell glanced over his shoulder, 
and called sharply : "Gramp! Gramp, 
where are you?" Gramp was in plain 
sight, and Alvin was puzzled until she 
explained in a low voice : "He's found 
that jug I took away from him. He's 
spiffed. When he gets like this, the best 
way to stop him is to pretend you can't 
see him. Oh, Gramp ! Where are you?" 

Gramp had drowned his gloom. He 
lurched happily toward them, carrying 
the gallon jug and being preceded by 
a smell of corn liquor. Judy Bell called 
again, and Gramp set down the jug 

and snorted that he'd be dagged. Alvin 
went into the trailer to don swimming 
trunks, a belt and sneakers. There was 
time to make an inspection dive before 
it grew dark. 

HE FOUND a rock heavy enough to 
· take him down, and climbed over 

a rickety ladder nailed to the pier, look
ing like a robot from the shounders up. 
When he waved to Judy Bell, she began 
pumping air into the coil of hose, and 
the murky water swallowed Alvin. 

There was only a chain of bubbles ris
ing like tiny transparent balloons as the 
surplus air spilled from the bottom of 
the tin-can helmet ; ] udy watched them, 
fascinated, and forgot to breathe. 

Gramp pushed her aside and took the 
pump handle. I'm here, Judy !" he said. 
"You ain't. You're away off some
where's. I've seen that look before. Your 
grandma looked just that-a-way the 
time I dived for a watermelon and 
come up under the willers, out of sight, 
to fool her. 

"Yes, sir, she looked just like that
and I'm dagged if we wasn't married 
inside of two weeks !" 

Alvin's leave turned into a busman's 
holiday. He might as well have stayed 
aboard the Ouzel, diving days to clear 
a fouled anchor, and going ashore nights 
to get one drink too many and speak 
of marriage to Billie, the Harbor Light's 
blonde. 

Because it tool< four days to com
plete the job of raising the Model T 
and getting the water out of its inwards, 
and that evening Gramp produced an
other jug while Judy was gone to a 
farmhouse for milk, and urged Alvin 
to have a little snort. 

After the fifth snort, things were a 
little hazy. There was a moon over the 
lake and a soft breeze in the eucalyptus 
trees, and the leaky rowboat some duck 
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hunter had left. And all at once there 
was Judy Bell in his arms, and a very 
large bubble between his ears-and then 
she upset the trim of the boat and they 
went over. 

The shock of the cold water dispelled 
the bubble. Alvin swam to shore with 
her, and waded out, listening with grow-. 
ing alarm to what she was saying : 

"--and it isn't as if you had to make 
more money, because I can get a job, 
all right. But we'll have to wait three 
days in California, won't we?" 

Alvin put her down with a jar. "Wait 
for what ?" he faltered. 

She held his arm tightly. 
"For a marriage license, silly ! I'll 

meet you at one o'clock Monday, on 
the dock. We'U go straight to the bu
reau. That means we'll get it  Thursday, 
I guess. Oh, dear, it'll seem years !" 
Alvin gulped. "Yeah. Yeah, it will. 
Look, Judy Beli-I've got to shove off ! 
I've got to get back to the ship, right 
away !" 

That was the idea. Shove off and 
never come back. She wasn't like Billie ; 
she was different, and he couldn't tell 
her that he was only kidding. But the 
Ouzel would sail with the Fleet at dawn 
on Monday, for a four-months cruise ; 
and by the time he came back, she'd 
know . . . .  

She stood in the moonlight. The Sui
cide Lady's thunder drowned Gramp's 
snores in the trailer. Alvin swung out 
on the highway and stepped up to fifty-

· four knots, but there was no pleasure 
in the speed. 

T
HERE is a tide in the love affairs 
of Navy men, which, if taken at the 

flood, leads to Panama, and beers in 
Jimmy Dean's place or Kelley's. Alvin 
McGinty turned into his bunk Sunday 
night, confident that the Ou.zel would 
sail with the dawn. 

He was still counting on this when 
he awoke to hear the howlers of the 
destroyer squadrons ripping the foggy 
air. And then Boats Murphy, redheaded 
and salty, burst into the crew's quarters 
rubbing his tattoed hands together in 
great joy. 

" Boy, did we get a break, or did we 
get a break !'' he chortled. "The C. in C. 
revoked our orders. We ain't going !" 

Alvin jerked erect "Ain't going ?" he 
echoed weakly. 

"Nope. Couple of new subs coming 
down from Mare Island for trial runs, 
and we stand by. Say, Alvin, there was 
a dame come on board Saturday looking 
for you." 

Alvin stifled the groan that welled 
from the depths of his misery. Not 
going. Two dames, now. One o'clock 
o" the dock-Judy Bell-

" She was a blonde," Boats said. 
"Go away,'' Alvin urged. "And if 

anybody comes looking for me, tell 'em 
I was shanghaied to the destroyers and 
went south !" 

"If you're sore at her," Boats said, 
"how's to give me her phone number ? 
She was a doll." 

" You don"t need her number," Alvin 
explained eagerly. "Her name's Billie. 
She usually catches the twelve-to-eight 
watch in the Harbor Light Cafe. Just 
barge in, sailor-but don't mention 
me !" 

Maybe that would take care of Billie, 
he thought. But Judy Bell was different. 
One o: clock on the dock. 

At twelve, he was overhauling a 
deep-sea suit on deck, where he could 
watch the landward end of the pier. At 
twelve-fifteen he saw Cramp's home
made trailer pull into the parking space 
there. An idea born of desperation 
flashed into his mind thirty seconds 
later, and at twelve�thirty he was nine 
fathoms down, with permission to dive 
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every day during the week if neces
sary, to test the equipment. 

Which was why Alvin found all man
ner of things wrong with the deeJrsea 
rig during the days that followed. Boats 
Murphy was on deck when Judy Bell 
carne aboard on Monday, and on suc
cessive days. He told Alvin that he 
was plain nuts. 

"Anybody," he said, "who'd give 
himself the deep six to hide out from 
a dame like that should be locked up 
permanent !" 

"Did you tell her 1 was transferred 
to the tin cans?" Alvin asked. 

"Well, no. Look, Alvin-there are 
some babes you can't lie to, see? I told 
her you had to work. I said you was 
awful busy, diving. She stayed until 
four-thirty." 

That was when all visitors had to 
leave the ship. And that was when Alvin 
ca-me up again. 

JT WAS Friday when Alvin hurried 
through the baked halibut at noon 

mess, and hurried out on deck. Some
body called : "Psst! McGinty !" and 
there was Cramp, already over the 
gangway. 

Alvin jumped. "How'd you get 
aboard before visiting hours? You ain't 
supposed-" 

"Suppo�in '," said Cramp, "is what 
broke the wagon down. There wasn't 
nobody watchin' for a minute, and I 
just walked over that little bridge, yon
der. I want to talk to you, McGinty." 

It had come. Cramp was going to 
insist that he marry Judy Bell. Cramp 
was carrying something under his coat : 
it might easily be a gun. Alvin began 
to perspire. He beckoned Cramp to a 
hatchway forward. 

"This is a right nice boat you work 
for," Cramp said. "But Judy Bell tells 
me they've been workin' you like a mule. 

How about a little snort here, son?" 
"They don't have liquor on board 

Navy ships, Gramp," Alvin explained 
at the bottom of the ladder. But Gramp 
snickered, and pulled back his faded 
blue serge coat to show a bottle. 

"They have now," he said, and drew 
the cork. "Here. You look plumb 
fidgety, McGinty. This'll do you good." 

It was court martial if he got caught. 
But he wouldn't get caught, and he 
needed a drink. He'd dive before Judy 
Bell came aboard. 

"I'm signed up for thirty every Thurs
day," Gramp said proudly. "Judy's in 
town to see about a job. But you look 
mighty dagged fidgety, son. You need 
another little swig." 

The second drink gave Alvin cour
age for what= he had to say. "Look, 
Cramp. About Judy Bell. She's all 
\\<Tong about-" 

"Sho !" Cramp interrupted. "You 
can't tell me nothin' about that girl, 
McGinty. She's just like her grandma. 
When she sets her mind to somethin', 
it might just as well lay down and 
holler calf rope, because she'll get it!" 

"Yeah, but I-" 
Cramp wiped his goatee and thrust 

the bottle into Alvin's hanu. "Yes, sir," 
he went on, '"I never seen anybody so 
dagged stubborn. I told her she don't 
have to do it. 

"Why, I can support Judy Bell. I'll 
be gettin' that thirty every Thursday 
most any time, now. But she's after that 
job, and she'll land it. Here, McGinty, 
there's just one good snort left, and 
you look like you need it!" 

THE waves lapped over Alvin's rub-
ber-encased legs and spray fogged 

across his face plates. The light went 
dim; he could hear the hissing of the 
exhaust valve change to a gurgling 
sound, and he swallowed to equalize the 
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pressure on his ears. For the time being, 
he was safe again, and the thought made 
him happy : 

Ole, reAm cr lime r��e lacr4 
FWII ��t•nr'•tt---itla mc11y'MI tlw _,.. 

maid•k-

"Listen, Alvin," Roots Murphy com
plained in the telephone set. "I don't 
mind standing by your air-and-life-lines, 
on account of how you fixed me up with 
Billie. But I don't have to listen to you 
sing!" 

"Okay," Alvin said good-humoredly. 
The stage settled, and sank a foot in 
the soft harbor ooze. Sea dust rose in 
an inky cloud around Alvin's helmet. 
He valved air into the suit, and then 
valved it out, but the roaring was stiU 
in his ears and his throat was uncom
monly dry. By and large, he didn't feel 
so good ; it was ju5t as well there was 
no real work to do on the bottom. 

Boats said : "I can see that dame over 
on the dock. She's a lulu, Alvin, and 
you're nuts. Look, are you okay? Be
cause I want to leave the phone for a 
minute." 

Alvin said he was okay but he wasn't. 
It was strange that his tongue should 
be so thick, that he should feel so much 
pressure at only fifty feet. The tide was 
corning in. Pretty strong. Could that 
be the tide roaring so loudly? 

�Ia mtmY'•It tluJ -lfUiidlh-tlw 
merdmoin11� 

Doren ot tla.e bouom of the •lutal 

What he nccdtd was a little exercise. 
Work off the accumulation of oxygen 
in his blood. Keep off the bends. 

"Boatsh !" he yelled, and his shout 
rolled around the helmet and carne back 
at him. sounding oddly fiat and dis
torted. He yanked the life-line twice as 
a signal for slack, and somebody was 
still standing by on deck, because the 
slack carne. 

Alvin let go the bails of the diving 
stage, and leaned against the tide, walk
ing with the peculiar, slow-floating gait 
of the diver-wallcing like a man in slow 
motion pictures. 

or., •laot • ti� I'N ltod 
rirla many'dt ''"' m•nnnld•ll--

He stopped singing with his mouth 
still wide. He lifted a hand and rubbed 
it across his face plate, and the pressure 
broke out in little pinpoint prickles 
along his spine. 

It was still there. A real mermaid. 
Judy Bell was wrong, and he was 
wrong, and so was everybody else. No 
fish looked like that. It was a mermaid, 
and no mermaid had a right to look 
likerthat, either, because it had legs. 

ALVIN reached out a long arm and 
touched a leg. It was soft and 

smooth, not scaled. It and another leg 
floated down before his face plate, and 
brought a red bathing suit into view. 
Suspicion blazed in Alvin's mind ; he 
ducked his head the best he could in 
the helmet, .and looked upward, fearing 
that at last diving had got him and that 
he had a bubble between his ears. 

But he saw the shallow-water diving 
rig, and the bubble broke. It was the 
same rig he had made at Lakewood. He 
could make out only a white blur be
hind the rectangle of glass, but he knew 
how the eyes looked in that face. They 
were blue. 

All at once everything was dear, as 
if he had taken no drinks at all. There 
would be Gramp up on the pier, pump
ing hard on an auto pump and not 
realizing what danger Judy Bell ran, 
nine fathoms down and hard by a maze 
of slimy, spidery piling in a strong in
coming tide. 

'·Judy Belli" he exclaimed, and of 
course she couldn't hear him. But she 
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acted as if she could. She was carrying 
a canvas sack that held some sort of 
weight. It had brought her down; she 
held it in one hand and waved to Alvin 
with the other . 

. Bubbles streamed from the tin can 
helmet that was too large for her shoul
ders, and he knew that the straps were 
too large, too. He knew that water 
would be over the tip of her chin, and 
only a precious little air pocket above it 
stood between her an<l death if the 
tide swept her under the pier. 

And the tide was pulling her away 
from him. 

"Get back, you little fool !" he cried. 
"Go away-get topside !" 

"What's that?" Boats demanded in 
the telephone. "Who you talking to, 
Alvin? You gone batty, down there ?" 

"Yes-no!" Alvin roared. Judy Bell 
was leaning against the current. It 
caught at her slenderness as she strug
gled and tried to walk toward him. She 
was gesturing with her free hand, try
ing to tell him something; the weight 
she carried for ballast was all that held 
her, and it was pulling her body to one 
side. 

"Do something, Boats!" Alvin yelled. 
"Jump to the dock! Tell Grarnp to hoist 
her in, the damned fool !" 

"Tell who what? Who's a damned 
fool? You're nuts!" 

It was apparent that Gramp and his 
pump were not within sight from the 
deck. Alvin groaned and :rnade a violent 
gesture toward the girL But the water 
took the violence out of it and turned 
it into slow motion. He fought forward, 
reaching with both hands, dragging his 
weighted shoes like a man struggling 
against a nightmare. 

Judy Bell found the sack a handicap. 
She stooped, hunching her shoulders to 
keep the helmet upright and not spill 
the air bubble inside it. Just as a tired 

woman might place a shopping bag on 
the floor, Judy Bell deliberately set the 
ballast on the bottom, and Alvin saw 
her tum loose of it. 

All in the same breath, he shouted 
and grabbed for her, iind he saw the 
buoyancy of her body and the air in 
the helmet jerking her toward the sur
face. In that shaved second, he thought 
of the bends she would suffer from so 
rapid an ascent, and he pictured her 
plummeting headlong against the bot
tom of the 0 uzel, or the barnacled tim
bers of the pier. 

Then his frantic fingers touched her 
leg, closed on her ankle. The jerk lifted 
his weighted shoes from the mud, but 
he jammed his chin against the spit 
valve in a hurried move to let air out 
of his suit and cut down his own buoy
ancy. His feet settled again, and he 
pulled Judy Bell down to slip his free 
arm around her waist. 

Bubbles from her heJmet flurried 
across his face plate like a mermaid's 
gleaming necklace. He could see her 
eyes when the sea dust dissolved ; she 
gave him one frightened glance and 
then smiled. It was a trusting smile : 
it told him she wasn't afraid of anything 
in his arms. 

"When you start seeing things on the 
bottom;' Boats was saying, "you been 
down too long. Better come up, screw
ball ! That dame will be here any minute, 
but there's no use ducking her any 
longer." 

No, because it was like Gramp said. 
When Judy Bell wanted anything, she 
got it. You couldn't fight a girl who 
would follow her man to the bottom of 
the sea. 

He made the diving stage and prayed 
that there was enough hose on her rig 
to allow hoisting from the outboard side 
of the ship. He hooked one arm :rround 
the bail, and said, "Hoist away!" 
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THE sunlight was blessed, and the 
air was sweet. He couldn't hear the 

shout of surprise from the men on deck ; 
somebody took Judy Bell from his arms 
and was removing her helmet. And 
when they unbolted Alvin's helmet, she 
kissed him. 

He liked it, too. 
Nobody made a crack about this. Ex

cept Gramp. Boats was hauling in on 
the hose and Gramp came with the 
other end of it, working the pump until 
he was actually aboard the Ouzel and 
could see Judy Bell. 

''\Veil, I'm dagged," Gramp said. "1 
told her, McGinty. I told her she'd have 
to wait fo tell you about gettin' that 
job, because any fool would know she 
couldn't talk to you down there. But 
she said she could use dee£ and dumb 

language. She's just like her grandma 
-you can't tell her nothing I" 

Judy Bell smiled up at Alvin. "I got 
the job," she said proudly. "A girl who 
works in the Harbor Light Cafe is get
ting married, and I take her place. That 
means we can get married just as soOn 
as you finish your diving job." 

Alvin shot a look at Boats, and the 
redheaded sailor blushed. ''\V e-Billie 
thought-" he began, then stopped. It 
was plain that Boats had a bubble be
tween his ears, too. 

"I guess I'm through with this diving 
job," Alvin sighed. "But the Harbor 
Light will have to get another girl. 1 
won't have my wife working." 

Gramp snorted. "Dagged if you can 
stop her !" he exclaimed. "Not if she 
sets her mind to it." 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

CATCH AT DAWN 

C
ANDLES were burning on the 

cottage veranda when I hurried 
back through the pale early light. 

Dave, propped up in pillows like a sul
tan on his day off, was waiting for me 
with the travesty of a grin. 

"So you brought him in, Jack." 
"\\"ith a little help. Lie back, you're 

supposed to be resting.
,
. 

"The candles were Gail's idea. Nice 
symbolism, eh ?" 

"\Vhere·s Mrs. Yates?" 
"Back on that couch in the living 

room. Just between us, I insisted she 
take another quarter-grain of luminal 
to ease off her nerves." 

"Speaking of nerves, what right 
have you to be so calm?" 

Death 

Under 

Water 

By WILLIAM Du BOIS 

"I hope you don't mind, Jack. Why 
shouldn't I relax, now you've got your 
man?" 

This time, I took a real look at him. 
His face was the color of the light out
side those veranda screens ; but the 
bump behind his ear had definitely 
stopped swelling. 

"Is your memory still intact, Dave ? 
I've a lot of threads to pick up, before 
I go back to that Austrian." 

"Haven't they told you what hap
pened yet?" 

"At the present moment," I said 
severely, ''Dr. von Mcrz is lying on that 
pier, permitting Ulrich to extract a .38 
caliber bullet from his right triceps. Elsa 
is being an efficient, if unwilling nurse; 
and Frank is standing by with a tourni
quet, when and if it's needed. Somehow, 
it didn't seem the best moment to ask 

The fir&t irutallmeat ol this five-part eerial. herein 
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how the doc crowned you and broke 
for cover." 

"He managed very easily, Jack. So 
easily, I'm ashamed to admit it. Every
thing happened in a rush, shortly after 
Elsa joined you on the dock. 

"I was on the terrace, watching them 
all through the windows, when I saw 
von Merz take a swing at Nash. It  
seems that Alec had been passing re
marks about his connections abroad. 
They were tearing out each other's 
whiskers when I jumped between 
them." 

"You didn't-" 
Dave smiled ruefully. There was even 

a little color in his cheeks now. "AU 
I got for my trouble was a roundhouse 
clout, of course. Then von Merz tangled 
horns w1th me. You know how blind he 
is without his glasses-" 

"Slow down a minute. Where were 
the others, while this was going on?" 

"Ulrich had already been knocked 
galley-west. Gail slept through it all, 
thanks to that first pill. Frank and 
Nash, I'm sorry to report, kept dis
creetly out of harm's way." 

"Check. Back to the center of the 
ring. Von Merz won the match, ex
tracted your keys while you were tak
ing the count, and-" 

"It wasn't quite that easy for him. 
AJI he did was hammerlock me, and 
go through my pockets. Then he 
jumped for tltat hai.J. Of course I was 
right after him, gun or no gun. He 
must have waited, quite deliberately, 
behind the kitchen door. I'm sure it 
was an ice-tray that hit me." 

"Our friends were still letting you 
fight it out alone ?" 

"So it seems. I've a dim recollection 
of Frank creeping down the hall in the 
dark to carry me out to fresh air. There 
was a lot of door slamming in the hall
way, too. I must have gone under 

again ; but I'm sure that Ulrich was on 
his feet, helping-" 

HE LET the rest ride as the Old 
Master himseli came up the ve

randa steps, drying his hands briskly 
on a towel. 

"Will your patients recover, Doc
tor?'' 

"Both of them, yes. How is the 
head?" 

"Ready to start ticking again at any 
moment,'' said Dave. "How's yours?" 

Ulrich smiled gravely. "As you have 
probably gathered, Mr. Jordan, my be
havior in this crisis was something 
less than admirable. You see, when a 
man of seventy is struck with a flying 
chair-, 

"Just help Dave on two points, will 
you ? Was Mrs. Yates really in a 

drugged sleep when trouble started ?" 
"Emphatically. Frank and I lost val

uable time arousing her, after Karl 
broke free. Even though this young 
man's condition was not serious, we 
felt that someone should serve as nurse 
while we joined in the-the manhunt." 

I got up abruptly, and put my head 
through the living room door. Gait 
Yates, looking ten years younger de
spite ilie gray light, was lying on her 
side, breathing deeply again. 

Ulrich glanced over my shoulder as 
I turned back to the veranda. "Do you 
blame her too much?" 

"Not at all, Doctor. Just checking 
on possible witnesses. You see, my sec
ond point is a trifle harder. In your 
opinion, was the quarrel between Alec 
and von Merz a genuine one, or a trick 
to lure Dave into that living room ?" 

"So sorry but I cannot answer. As I 
say, for ilie past hour I am deep in 
my books. Why should I listen to their 
silly- ?" 

"No reason at all. Will you sit down 
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beside Dave, please, and help me to 
think aloud ? As I see it, von Merz 
planned to make a run for that launch, 
some time ago. 

"He must have been watching me 
like a cat from the moment I tossed 
those keys to Dave. Obviously, this was 
the best chance he'd have, with our 
force tlividctl. He'd mapped every move, 
when he slapped Nash and slung that 
chair in your direction. Of course, he 
wouldn't have had a chance , unless 
Dave made the mistake of mixing in." 

Dave spoke dourly from the pillows. 
" Don 't pretend you wouldn't have done 
the same. " 

· 

I ignored the interruption . "From 
that point on, we've got a j igsaw that 
dovetails perfectly. Von Merz breaks 
for freedom via the kitchen door, know
ing it'll give him a head-start to that 
l ight switch, in case you caught your 
wind. Or Frank had the courage to cut 
him off. 

"Once he's smashed those fuses, he 
waits inside the pitch-dark aquarium, 
hoping that everyone will leave the dock 
to see what's the trouble-thus giving 
him a clear runway to the launch. 

''As we already know, London was 
near enough to spot him at his little 
act of sabotage, and stay grimly on 
his trail. While you and Frank were 
shaking yourselves together, London 
was already halfway across the lagoon, 
overhaul ing our Austrian aquadonis 
with every stroke. on his last desperate 
sprint to the launch. 

"Von Merz still had a good lead 
when he climbed into that cockpit, and 
kicked the engines . If it hadn't been 
for our sharpshooter from Miami, he'd 
be well out of the lagoon by now, on 
his way to meet that police boat-" 

Ulrich broke in. "There's the part I 
cannot follow. Why does he break for 
cover-knowing he cannot clear the 

Bank until daylight-when he is sure 
to meet the police coming in ?" 

"Maybe he thought our story about 
the police boat was pure bluff," said 
Dave. "From what Jack had already 
told him, he knew he was in for a 
framing. l\fayhe he figurt>d that he·d get 
the jump on us--daim diplomatic im
munity.'' 

"Is not all this beside the point?" 
asked Ulrich. "Surely it is clear enough 
that poor Karl was guilty of these 
dreadfuJ crimes tonight." 

"It's clear enough to me," said Dave. 
" Why are you shaking your head, 
Jack?" 

I spoke deliberately. "If Dr. von 
Merz had any part in those two deaths, 
I'll turn in my police card." 

CHA PTER XXVIII  
T H E  JAUNTY SCOUNDREL 

D
AVE had done his best to jump 

up on that one. It took quite a bit 
of force to ease him back to the pillows 
again. 

"Let's keep this orderly, as long as 
we can," I said. "\\'hat are chances of 
bringing von Merz here, just to put my 
point over for Dave?" 

"He is on his way now," said Ul
rich. "I saw no reason why he should 
not be made comfortable." He got to 
his feet, and patted Dave's shoulder. 
" Please do not excite yourself without 
reason again ." 

Dave subsided helples"IY ; together 
we watched the erect little gnome stride 
across the terrace. 

"Do you mind explaining the strat
egy of that, Jack ?" 

"I'm through with strategy. From 
now tilt morning, I'm relying on brains 
alone." 

"Thank God it's morning now.u 
Then we grinned in unison. 11Whose 
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brains, if I may make so bold?" asked 
Dave. 

"Mine," I replied, with dignity. 
"Strange as it may sound, I feel they'll 
be more than sufficient." 

"Damn it all, Jack, you said you were 
only waiting for an explosion. \Vhat 
more can you want ?" 

"So that's why you're looking so 
rested ? Just because the Austrian saw 
fit to bolt-" 

"He socked me in the dark, blazed 
away at you, and swam to that launch, 
with an outboard motor in each toe. 
If that isn't a clear proof of guilt-" 

I cut in decisively. "Use your head, 
Dave. The Doc's bolt proves nothing 
but a burning desire to get off this 
island. Must I remind you that I 
threatened to name the murderer an 
hour ago ? That threat still holds-de
pending on certain reactions." 

"Enjoy yourself, Jack Don't think 
it rude of me, if I relax and let you 
carry on alone." 

"To be brutally frank, I'd feel much 
easier in my mind if you were com
pletely unconscious-like your sister
in-law." 

JT SEEMED as good a time as any 
to stamp into that living room. After 

I had prodded Mrs. Yates' shoulder 
with no apparent effect, I went on down 
the hall to Nash's hideaway, and 
pushed-hard. Y cs, the idiot had bar
ricaded his door all over again. I ham
mered loudly. 

"Aren't you coming out to see the 
sunrise, Alec ?" 

"Only if you're stronger than I.'' 
I started to demonstrate the point, 

thought better of it, and brought him up 
to date instead. Not that words were 
any help to that state of funk. thQugh 
he heard me through without interruJ>
tion. 

"Can't you see the war's over, Alec? 
Don't you want to take a few notes ?" 

"Go away, please ?" 
"Or hear what von Merz has to say 

for himself?" 
"You promised me immunity, Jack. 

I've completely lost faith in you. Drag 
me out by brute force, or leave me in 
peace." 

"Fair enough, Nash, for the time 
being. Just answer a question through 
the keyhole. Who started the fracas?" 

"Von Merz, of course. He realized 
that i t  was I who uncovered-" 

"Skip it,  and take a ba.ck somersault 
to three A.M. \Vhere were you stand
ing, when London towed Jim's body up 
to the pier?" 

''\Vhat possible connection-" 
"Think hard, please." 
There was a short pause behind the 

closed door. "As I remember, I ran 
down the dock on Frank's heels. When 
I saw what was up, I jumped into the 
launch with him, for a bt:tter view." 

"Did any of the others join you?" 
"Certainly not. \Vhy ?" 
"So your curiosity is coming back, 

Alec. Any chance of your courage fol
lowing suit ?" 

I left the cottage by the kitchen 
door, mad enough to kick it from its 
hinge�. The rest of our party was just 
climbing up to the terrace level as I 
met them, a bizarre procession from 
any angle. The Old Master led the 
way, the tails of that white sleeping 
coat flapping in time with his beard. 

London and Frank supported von 
Merz between them, though the Aus
trian looked more than capable of bear
ing his own weight, in spite of the 
impromptu sling on his right wrist. 
Elsa walked last, like a girl in a trance. 
In fact, she could have passed for a 
somnambulist aware of her suspended 
state, and afraid to come out of it. 
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Von Merz waved his good arm gaily. 
"And how does it feel to have your 
pistol back, Jack ?" 

His voice had all its old bounce, too. 
I looked him over carefully in the vague 
twilight. From his manner, you'd have 
sworn we were all one happy family, 
helping a favorite son home from an 
accident. 

"Just for the record, Doc, would 
you mind explaining why you left it 
under the pillow on Nash's bed ?'' 

"l had to put it somewhere, Jack. 
Sorry I didn't choose yours. How is 
our white rabbit, by the way ? Still 
cowering in his burrow ?" 

"Never mind the d'Artagnan pose," 
I snapped. "Did you ask Alec to hide 
anything aboard the launch for you, 
sometime between ten and three ?" 

' 

WE WERE eye to eye as I said it, 
so I pointed the question by put

ting Frank's flashlight full on his face. 
He was pale enough under his bristles 
-pale, but unwinking. 

I snapped off the light in favor of the 
slowly burnishing dawn. "Not talking, 
from now on?" 

"On the contrary, Jack You know 
there's nothing I enjoy more than a 
quiet chat with you. Still, you can't 
expect me to answer such a meaning
less-" 

"I asked if Alec Nash had hidden 
anything aboard that launch tonight, at 
your request. Surely it's simple enough 
for a categorical-" 

'·No, Jack." 
"Did Frank do a similar favor for 

you ?" 
"No." 
"Did you yourself go aboard the 

launch at any time before your jail
break ?" 

"Certainly not. Why should I go 
aboard without the means of escape ?" 

I marched that thought up to the 
veranda in silence. I leaned back against 
the corner post while they made von 
Merz comfortable in a Morris chair, 
and tried my best to look like an in
quisitor with a hot iron up my sleeve. 

"Sorry to begin my inquiry in the 
middle," I murmured. "From this mo
ment on, we'll be chronological." 

Von Merz nestled gratefully among 
the worn leather cushions. ''Why must 
we be anything, Jack ? Can't we take 
a leaf from Mrs. Yates' book, and rest 
comfortably together until the police 
come ?" 

"So you believed our story about the 
police, Doc ? That's very interesting. 
. . . Will you bring out a few more 
chairs, Frank? And London-you 
might smash down that closed bedroom 
door, and invite Mr. Nash to join us." 

Elsa had already seated herself at 
the foot of Dave's couch, with his hand 
in hers. I let that proceed without com
ment, watching the others take chairs 
in a cautious half-moon, with von Merz 
as a focal poinl Nash appeared gin
gerly, with London bulking impassively 
in the background. Believe it or not, 
he had picked up his hair en route. 
Discounting that damaged front plate, 
he looked almost himself again. 

"Som�ne should waken Gail," said 
Dave. 

I spoke as gently as I could. "This 
is for your benefit, not ours. Will you 
start the ball rolling, Austria, or 
shall I ?'' 

"Do make it a monologue, Jack," 
said von Merz, just as gently. ''I'll 
only break in when necessary." 

"Thanks so much. Perhaps you'll 
really mean that before I'm done. You 
see, I'm probably the only person on 
this cay-with one obvious exception 
-who doesn't think you guilty of mur
der at this moment." 
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ELSA started to speak, but I held up 
my hand imploringly. "Facts first, 

Miss Ulrich-exegesis to come. May 
I tell your story, Doc?" 

"Why shouldn't I tell it myself?" 
"Considering the lateness of the 

hour, I'd like to keep the record ac
curate." 

"Very well, Jack. Perhaps I was 
over anxious, running out on you so 
rudely. Perhaps it won't hurt me to 
submit a little longer." 

"Haven't you heard a word I've been 
saying? At the moment, I'm the only 
friend you've got here. Look at the 
jury, if you don't believe me. 

"I'm going over your past activities 
from the beginning because I want to 
convince everyone here-Dave, es
pecially-that you weren't running out 
on a murder rap just now. Maybe I 
want to convince myself at the same 
time. Just so I won't desert you too 
easily when that police boat arrives. 
I'd advise you to sit tight, Doc, and 
listen carefully." 

Von Merz spoke precisely. "I 
knocked Dave out, and -ran for that 
launch for one reason only." 

''To get to the police first ?" 
"If you insist, yes. Most of all, I 

felt the need to free myself from this 
kind of seance." He gave me his best 
wolf-grin. "So sorry, Jack. As you 
observe, my blood is cooled by now. I 
submit to the inevitable. So." 

I watched him lean over to take a 
light from one of the candles, exhale 
smoke in a deep contented puff, and 
close his eyes. 

"One thing more. I should like to 
apologize for that shot. Not that the 
police will blame me for answering vio
lence with its own weapon. Or doing 
my best to break free." 

"Do you know who killed Tony 
Yates, and Jim Flagg ?" 

Von Merz blew a perfect smoke-ring 
into the windless morning. "You may 
infer w�at you like, Jack." 

"So you really wanted to help the 
police close this case. Is that your rea
son for stealing the launch ?" 

"That is my only reason." 
"Thanks, Doc." I addressed the 

others generally. "My diagnosis is now 
backed by a competent witness. May I 
proceed?" 

No one said anything. Not even 
Dave, who lay deep in his pillows with 
an air of utter repose. Something told 
me I'd have to speed the tempo of my 
i:nquiry, if I meant to hold my audi
ence. 

"DON'T jump down my throat, 
Dave-but believe every word. 

That is, I'm morally certain he was 
running to the police with an inside 
story all his own. 

"Isn't anyone going to ask me why? 
Don't sit there like a mummy with a 
hangover, Alec, letting him steal your 
thunder without a murmur." 

I saw my audience was dying on its 
feet, and switched my routine. "You 
all know why he's on this island, and 
what he was after. You can see how 
badly Tony's death set him back. 

"Never mind that now. Suppose I 
told you that he slid down a rainpipe 
�rom his window in that indoor aquar
ium, sometime before ten tonight. That 
he was Aoating quietly in the lagoon 
when Tony was pushed into the tank; 
paddled close enough to see the job 
done; spotted Jim Flagg in the act of 
photographing same i swam near 
enough to alarm the killer; grabbed 
the camera with seconds to spare ; and 
was safe in his cubby-hole again when 
the lights went on?" 

Silence from the jury, and more 
smoke-rings from von Merz. But I 
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stuck to my routine. At least, I had 
their undivided attention now. 

"From that point on, Dr. von Mer.z 
had two problems. He must gel rid of 
a fairly bulky camera, and secrete the 
film in a fool-proof hiding place. We 
already know that the camera was 
dropped overboard, from the string
piece o{ the wharf." 

I bowed in von Merz's direction. 
" Pardon me for underestimating you, 
Doc. We've wasted some valuable time, 
working on the theory that you'd hid
den the film on the launch, as the first 
step in your getaway. 

• "Obviously, that was impossible, 
with Alec and Frank on board. It was 
also entirely unnecessary, according to 
my diagnosis of your motives, which 
is now virtually complete. 

"You see, Doc, up to a few moments 
ago, I've been one jump behind you. 
Now I'm happy to announce that I'm 
a safe jump ahead. I know you've left 
that film on this island, for a purpose 
of your own. A purpose that has no 
<lirect connection with your attempted 
escape just now. 

"Of course it was to your advantage 
to beat me to the punch in Nassau ; to 
spread lhe story of my high-handed 
brutality all over Government House ; 
to come swooping back with the police, 
believing that our only bit of evi�ence 
was safely hidden. Believing that you 
could run things as you saw fit." 

I got up on that, taking my time 
about it and making aU I could out of 
the leisurely glance at my wristwatch. 
"Can I trust the rest of you to guard 
that Morris chair until I get back ?" 

Then I went slowly down the steps 
to the terrace feeling their eyes burn 
into my back. What's more, I forced 
myself to count ten, like a good actor, 
before I turned back to them with my 
exit-line. 

• 

"If any of you are curious, I'm go
ing down to the aquaria to close this 
case---tny way." 

CHAPTER XXIX 
ARREST UNDER WATER 

S
TILL forcing myself to take it slow 

and easy, I climbed down from the 
terrace, crossed to the door of the 
aquarium, and turned in sharply, linger
ing on the steps to light a cigarette with 
a gesture that lacked von Merz's aplomb 
by several beats. Something that looked 
like a cross between an active volcano 
and a battleship headlight was ouming 
over the rim of the eastern sea, hitting 
me full in the eyes as I went indoors. 
The sunrise had never looked so naked 
before--<>r so welcome. 

After all, it was pretty essential that 
I go through this part of my routine 
in broad daylight. 

Once safely inside the doorway, I 
went straight to Jim Flagg's cubicle, 
where I sat down for a long time on his 
army cot, going over my lines one more 
time just to make sure I hadn't for
gotten anythi�g. 

Then I climbed to the mezzanine, 
opened the tiny window, and slid down 
the drainpipe to the water's edge-also 
for the record. The sun was up in earn
est when I strolled out to the end of 
the dock, and dangled my legs over 
the string-piece. 

Of course, I could return to my audi
ence now ; the temptation to go back 
on the run was almost irresistible. I 
forced myself to wait, counting the 
minutes grimly on my wristwatch, fix
ing my attention on a. cloud fleck on 
the far horizon. 

Fifteen minutes was better than .five; 
with a good book, or even a cross
word puzzle, I might have kept up the 
suspense for as much as a half-hour . 
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The cloud was moving nearer now, 
surprisingly low to the sea for that 
flawless dawn, and emitting a faint 
thumping sound. 

When I saw what it really was, I 
dashed down that dock with all the 
steam I had, forcing myself to puU up 
among the outdoor tanks, and stroll 
back to that waiting group on the ver
anda. 

Yes, I'd timed it well enough, at that. 
Six tongues, going full blast as I came 
into view. Then dead silence--and six 
pairs .of eyes, following my progress to 
the veranda. 

"Would it interest you to know that 
a police boat is coming up to the reef?" 

They were on their feet in a rush 
now--even Dave, who got up steadily 
enough, with Elsa's arm around him. 
I slapped them back with my voice, 
and whipped out both those automatics 
with a gesture worthy of Dillinger ih 
his salad days. 

"Sorry, we've no time. Anyone who 
doubts my ability to keep the party 
intact from now on may step down 
from the veranda . . . .  London, will 
you go into the living room and wal"etl 
Mrs. Yates-forcibly, if need be?" 

THEN I got a surprise all my own. 
Gail Yates, paJe but contained, 

stepped disdainfully past London in the 
cottage doorway, and joined the silent 
group on the steps. 

"I've been wide awake for several 
minutes, Mr. Jordan. WMt can I do 
for you?" 

"Nothing, I assure you, besides mak
ing our little group complete. Just to 
bring you abreast of the times, Mrs. 
Yates, everyone is quite intent on a po
Hce launch, which is feeling its way 
through the reef at this moment. 

"Dave wiJI tell you that it contains 
a few picked men from Government 

House. They've come to take part in 
a newsreel, for the glory of the British 
Crown. Too bad our company is too 
suspicious of one another to finish the 
performance." 

Von Merz threw down his cigar, 
and came steadily over to the deadline 
of the steps. I knew he was playing it 
my way before he spoke. In fact, I 
could have turned a handspring for 
pure joy as he faced back to Gail. 

"Don't mind him, Mrs. Yates, please. 
He has shot his bolt, and knows it. In 
five minutes more-" 

I crashed through, with a whoop. 
"rm finishing your senf.etlces. from � 

now on, Doc. In five minutes more, 
Mrs:- Yates, Dr. Karl von Merz will 
formally accuse Elsa Ulrich of the mur
der of your .husband. Right, Doc?" 

Von Merz turned his back on me 
with a ljght shrug, faced the others, 
and spoke in a tone of studied quiet. 
"For the first tiime, Jack has guessed 
my intentions correctly." 

Dave and Ulrich were on their feet 
insta�tly. I wave<i them back. "Let him 
go on, please. Miss Ulrich doesn't seem 
unduly alamted. You see, Dave, she's 
followed along with me 'much faster 
than you. 

"For instance, she must know now 
that Dr. von Merz is a past master at 
the gentle art of blackmail. Having 
cleverly hidden the missing film, he 
would naturally begin his extortion by 
accusing the wrong person." 

1 let the Austrian cross the deadline 
to me in one of those bull-like rushes. 
I let him come clean out of the ;roup, 
before I straight-armed him into a deck
chair and jammed a pistol barrel into 
the -roll of fat just below his ears. He 
was shouting in earnest now, and I let 
that nde, too. Why shouldn't I, when 
he was pia ying into my hands with 
every word. 
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"Believe me, Mrs. Yate.s--evt!JYone 
-1 have no film. With my own eyes I 
saw her-" 

But I could outshout anyone on that 
island, now that I knew just where I 
was going . .. Can you face these people, 
and deny you worked out every move 
in this game ? From the moment you 
snatched that camera, to the moment 
you hid the film ?" 

"I deny every word of-'' 
"What sort of monkey d'you take 

me for, Doc-promising to close this 
case without the goods ? Don't you 
realize that I had my eye on your hid
ing place all along ?" 

"You're lying, Jack. It did you no 
good to search the boat-" 

"How do yo" know--if you never 
saw that camera f" 

Not that I needed that slip to make 
my point. To this day, I can remember 
lhe way the spool glittered in the sun
shine, as I reached into my belt and 
tossed it in the air, snatching it back 
just this side of YOn Merz's nose. 

Then I let him get up, and turned 
sharply back to the veranda-in time to 
see Gail Yates break into a run in the 
direction of t� lagoon. 

WE ALL stood watching her in a 
kind of half-trance as she took the 

plunge--dressing gown and all. It  was 
obvious what she had in mind, from 
the first break-neck moment. I couldn't 
say if it was Elsa or I who hit the water 
first on her trail. 

VII. e swam past the dressing gown a 
hundred feet offshore, ballooning in 
the gentle morning surge of the return
ing tide. Gail was a SBlother of foam 
beyond, a feather-kick crawl that was 
a match for Elsa's sturdy eight-beat
almost. I floundered in their wake now, 
already conscious of the beat of limbs 
in the sunlit water behind us. 

Maybe it was a half-mile to the reef ; 
I'm sure we covered it in record time. 
I'm also sure that I was only a few 
strokes behind them when they broke 
surface in a photo finish, racing across 
the spongy coral to trip in the surge 
of an incoming roller. Then they were 
thrashing in the lagoon again, limbs 
locked, fingers in each other's hair. 

I had just sense enough to climb 
to the reef before I dived after them 
-which gave me a real push down
ward. Elsa said afterward that it was 
all that saved her life ; but I'm sure 
she still had a fighting chance when 
I whipped both am1s around Gail, 
planted ten toes in the solid coral of 
the reef, and ripped the two women out 
of their mutual strangle hold. 

Then I was being pulled down in 
tum, beyond light- and-shadow, deep 
into a world of looming brain coral. 
Elsa sounded again, and we were drag
ging our would-be suicide back to the 
air between us. 

They said later that London made 
the finaJ rescue, when Mrs. Yates went 
down a second time, leaving us both 
too winded to follow. 

I wouldn't argue too much. All I 
can remember distinctly is the loss of 
something more than dignity as Ulrich 
and Frank rolled me across an oil 
drum. 

Then I was lying comfortably on 
my back-on planks already warm 
from the sun-and red-striped legs 
were milling all about. Then a man in 
a Otlcutta helmet and brown gabardine 
was bending above me, asking ques
tions. 

For one awful mon1ent, I felt sure 
it was Inspector Bishop. Were we back 
in Bermuda, after all ? Then I decided 
not to protest too much, even if I'd 
caught up to Zoo-bug when I opened 
my eyes again. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

CHARMING, COOL, AND DEADI.Y 

QF COURSE, Inspector Tucker 
didn't actually resemble Bishop, 

except for the faded gabardine. In
spector Tucker was rotund, ruddy, and 
tremendously tired. Two hours later, 
when he sat down beside me on the 
veranda, he might have passed for a 
remittance man keeping up appearances, 
until he opened his mouth. Then you 
understood why the sun has kept shin
ing so long on most of the British 
Empire. 

"A dreadful business, sir. I suppose 
you'd like to have Mrs. Yates' confes
sion, from the beginning?" 

I leaned back gratefully, and closed 
my eyes again. JI:t was a pleasant sensa
tion, hearing a story straight for a 
change. Why should I disillusion him, 
if he took me for a detective on vaca
tion ? 

. . .  When Dave came up on Ulrich's 
arm some time later, he looked himself 
again, despite a new white turban of 
bandages. He sat down quietly beside 
me, too, listening to the inspector's 
concluding remarks. Tucker was a busy 
man that morning, but he had given me 
almost an hour of his time, regardless. 

I half closed my eyes, lazily watching 
Ulrich lead the inspector toward the 
aquaria. Both of them had their note
books open, too. It was nice, knowing 
that my own notes were in order. 

"Well, Jack, we're alone." 
"Haven't you picked up the story 

yet?" 
"Listen, fellow, I've just come from 

Elsa. She says she'll pitch you in that 
lagoon again if you don't relay every 
word that passed in that huddle. Even 
if you did save her life, twice." 

"In that case, I'll talk. Bring her 
out." 

Dave blushed. "She's waiting for 
me down on the sandspit. If you don't 
mind, I'll relay the message." 

"I don't mind anything, at this mo
ment. Your sister-in-law's story is a 
simple one, once you understand its 
emotional basis. Or should I say Gail's 
own lack of emotion ? It explains her 
relation to Zoo-bug." 

'1Was she in love with Strong ?" 
''Vice versa, dim-wit. Gail Yates was 

never in love with anyone, so far as 
I can gather. She used Strong for a 
purpose of her own-just as she used 
Adam Foster, and Tony himself. 

"
O

F COURSE, there's no doubt that 
Strong was crazy about her from 

the moment they met in Nassau. Crazy 
enough to rent that r2th Street walkup. 

"That was the sort of intrigue that 
Gail Yat�s enjoyed, providing she 
could keep it  within bounds. Don't 
dismiss her as a lonely wife, looking 
for consolation. She rna rried your 
brother_, for what he could give bet, 
and considered herself clever enough to 
hang on indefinitely. 

"So long as she could call herself 
Mrs. Anthony Yates, why should she 
mind Tony's feelings or the hunting 
trips he took to forget them. Or even 
distractions like Pola Kosloff ?  

"According to the confession she's 
just signed, Tony approached her with 
every inducement for divorce. From 
cash offers to vague threats. Gail had 
met them with a patient, wifely smile. 
Nter all, could she be blamed for 
clinging to a bargain she had kept 
perfectly in the eyes of society ?" 

HDon't tell me she used that phrase?" 
"She did indeed. Your sister-in-law 

knew that Tony was a gentleman, in 
spite of his habits. She knew he would . 
never try for divorce on his --own. Not 
with the countersuits she could file." 



... 

' 
.. 

DEATH UNDER WATER 105 

"And Tony never suspected?'' 
"Would you suspect Zoo--bug of be

ing in love with your wife--or anyone's 
wife? He'd rented that studio from an 
agent in the Village, stating that he 
was a landscape artist, who needed a 
pied-d-terre in New York. We already 
know how he made the premises au
thentic, with that canvas of Elsa's, and 
others. 

"An extra latchkey permitted Gail 
to come and go as she pleased-and 
invite friends, when Strong was on the 
other side of the world in the interests 
of ichthyology. Are you with me, so 
far?" 

"Miles ahead." 
"Oh no you're not. I want you to 

piCture her, an August evening one 
week ago. Ultra smart, and still grace
fully this side of fortY. Walking sedately 
through the commuters' rush at Grand 
Central, and stepping into a taxi on 
Forty-second Street, where she was 
ioined by a young man who had just 
.-hisked out of a drugstore phorue 
booth." 

"Adam Foster?" 
"The down-East lawyer. in person. 

He'd been fidgeting around that sta
tion since thr>ee, waiting for Gail to 
keep their appointment.., 

'Was he another of her admirers?" 
"Adam Faster was the typical small

town boy with a reverence for riches. 
The hick college alumnus who wished 
he'd gone to Harvard, and tried to 
dress the part. · 

"Apparently, he'd done some legal 
work for Tony, in connection with 
their place in Maine, when he met 
your sister-in-law. Purely for her own 
amusement, she'd burned him with the 
idea of playing the market, on tips 
supplied by her. 

"Unfortunately for Adam, he had 
a

' little success at the start. When he 

left Pine Beach, however, he was in 
debt to the eyes. The five thousand 
in his pocket was a partner's share in 
a joint bank account, which he had 
drawn out in a wild plan to break his 
bad luck. It had been fifteen thousand 
when he left Maine ; the balance had 
gone up in margins by the time Gail 
consented to see him. 

"His demands were few, but definite. 
She must bail him out at home and 
help him to establish himself as a big
town lawyer-or gambler. It was the 
sort of ultimatum no one but an un
imaginative and half-crazed young man 
could have made ; and Gail had handled 
it coolly, over a cocktail in an obscnre 
bar on Thirty-eighth Street. 

"It doesn't matter, really, how long 
it took her to make him dissolve in 
tears, and agree that he must face his 
partner's ire alone. She had used a tone 
that was half-ruthless, half-gallant 
woman of the world who wished that 
ltfe were different. But she had also 
made very sure that no one in Pine 
Beach knew why Adam bad left town 
under a cloud. 

"Once that fact was established, she 
had agreed to take him down to the 
Village for one last highball, before he 
boarded the State of Maine express. 

"They had gone downtown on a bus, 
and walked across. No one had seen 
them climb the walkup stairs that eve
ning ; no one was the wiser when Gail 
pulled the batik drapes over those studio 
windows, and switched on the lights. 

"She remembered that Adam Foster 
was still whimpering when she went 
into the kitchenette for seltzer; and she 
swore it was he who put the cyanide 
into his glass. She even insists that 
he lifted it in a grave toast. After all, 
that was the sort of gesture a name 
like Adam Foster would make on its 
way to immortality. 
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"QNCE she was positive that Foster 
was dead, Gail had acted with 

her usual efficiency. Devoting real at
tention to fingerprints, she had put her 
own glass back into the pantry. 

"Adam's glass, which had dropped 
to the floor without smashing, remained 
untouched beside the body. She slipped 
out, quite unnoticed, around eight, lock
ing the apartment with that extra latch
key. \\'hen she stepped on a bus at 
Fourteenth Street, she felt sure that 
she was entirely in the clear. Providing, 
of course, that she could handle Strong. 

"Knowing that be would be tied up 
at Ulrich's farewell dinner, and remem
bering a promise he had made to tele
phone her, she had taken a taxi at 
Forty-second Street and hurried home. 

"Her plans for Strong were airtight 
when she arrived. \Vhat did they have 
to fear, if they both kept their heads? 
There wasn't a single article in that 
shabby little studio to identify them. 
Strong had said he was a roving Bo
hemian when he signed the lease-a 
far cry from ichthyology, even if he 
hadn't been sailing for the Bahamas tl1e 
next morning. 

"With this tilought comfortingly in 
mind, she had come briskly into her 
own living room-and found herself 
face to face with Tony. This was shock 
enough. as he was seldom home at 
that hour. But she had carried off the 
meeting perfectly, agreeing readily to 
fly down to Bermuda the following 
noon. And then the butler had put 
Strong's call tilrough to the living 
room. 

"Of course, Gail had no choice but 
to keep the conversation impersonal. 
She had tried to call Strong back at 
his hotel later tilat evening; she admits 
to a sleepless night, while she waited 
for the morning papers. 

"Of course, there wasn't a word in 

any of tilem. The first afternoon sheet 
to break the story was the Record, 
when a district man picked up the news 
from a precinct blotter. 

"Gail read it at the airport, and 
found it reassuring enough. Nothing 
indicated that the police had the slight
est clue to work on. Naturally, it was 
disconcerting not to know how Strong 
would take the facts ; but there would 
be time enough to thrash that out in 
Bermuda. 

"This was her attitude when she 
stepped out of the plane at Darrell's 
Island. Her poise was unchanged when 
she came down to meet the Monarch 
two mornings later, the perfect hostess, 
making ameflds for a truant husband." 

CHAPTER XXXI 
THANKS FOR A I.OVELY TillE 

"
N

OW, with your permission," I 
said, "we'll backtrack to Strong. 

According to your sister-in Jaw-" 
··would you mind not calling her 

tilat again?" said Dave. 
"According to Gail, Strong had 

walked out of tile Society's dinner an 
hour early-full of blues and oratory. 
He had started down to tile Village 
immediately, with the idea of persuad
ing her to meet him at the studio. 

"For obvious reasons, they had never 
kept a phone in the place itself. So 
Strong had put through his call from 
a booth in a hotel. The impossibility 
of see1ng Gail had added to his depres
sion. He had decided to stop at tile 
studio for a solitary nightcap before 
going uptown to bed. 

"I won't try to describe his feelings 
when he opened the door on tilat 
brightly lighted room and saw what 
was lying on the carpet. Or the sudden, 
sickening awareness of what was be
hind it all. 



DEATH UNDER WATER 107 

"An hour later he found himself 
standing alone, having a nightcap in 
an uptown bar. Several of them, in 
fact, while he tried to pull himself 
together, to plan out his future. 

"He was still planning-after a 
fashion-when he reeled off the 
Mm-wrch of Berm1tda at the pier in 
Hamilton. Lacking the courage to face 
you-as he had intended, when he sent 
you that radiogram at sea-afraid to 
face Ulrich or Elsa-he had made a 
date with Gail instead. This was not 
the first date they haci had together 
on an empty beach. He had made it 
in the split second it took to stagger 
against her surrey's wheels on Front 
Street that morning. 

"Gail had seen to her guests' com
fort at Felicity, conferred with her 
housekeeper about the impending 
luncheon, and slipped out of the house 
by the back door. Three minutes later, 
she was through the oleander hedge, 
following a path among the bay grape 
to their meeting place. 

"Strong, as we know, had gotten off 
the train at a deserted halt, stolen his 
second bicycle that morning," ridden off 
some of his head along the St. George's 
causeway, built up a brand new one 
at the Swizzle Inn-and crashed 
through the sand dunes to the beach 
on the dot of ten-thirty." 

I paused a moment. 

"
G

AIL'S report of that meeting is 

on the meager side, but I think 
we can reconstruct it pretty well. She 
had admitted her connection with Adam 
Foster quite calmly, including the fatal 
t.ete-a-tete at the studio. 

"Sensing instinctively that Strong 
had kept clear of the police after dis
covering the body, she had even con
gratulated him on his presence of mind. 
And then something in his look had 

stopped her dead. He started to talk. 
"He accused her of using his hide

a way as a rendezvous on other oc
casions-a fact which Gail had coolly 
admitted. Then he had accused her of 
poisoning Foster. She had denied this 
heatedly, with a wealth of illustrative 
detail that should have stymied any
one. Especially a punch-drunk young 
man who had once had the misfortune 
to be in love with her. 

"Zoo-bug had stayed iron-jawed to 

the end, however-and continued to 
lead with his chin. When Gail had 
quite finished, he had spoken his piece. 
The sort of credo you might expect 
from a weU raised Puritan who had 
tripped on the primrose path. 

"He had spoken of the growing 
pangs of conscience, culminating in the 
horrible discovery at the studio. Then 
he had described the great peace that 
had descended on him--only this morn
ing-when he had decided on a means 
of expiation. 

"Gail, of course, had listened aghast. 
Could she believe her ears? Was this 
impossible young man insisting that 
Tony must have the whole story, at 
once ? \Vas Strong really determined to 
offer himself, and her, as living evidence 
in any court his benefactor might 
select ? 

"After all, said Strong, it was an 
inevitable sacrifice, as far as he was 
concerned. Sooner or later the police 
would track him down as the lessee 
of that studio waJkup. I think that was 
when Gail's horror had begun in 
earnest. Y au see, old Zoo-bug had been 
willing enough to pose as an artist when 
he signed his lease at that Village rent
ing office. But some quirk of Puritanism 
had made him sign his real name." 

Dave muttered something, and I 
went on quickly. 

"They were howling at each other 
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in earnest now-two classic silhouettes 
of hate against a white curtain of rain. 
Gail insists that it was, Strong who 
made the first move. A clumsy attempt 
to seize her wrist. 

"She had not realized how fuddled 
he was, until she wrenched free and 
watched him spin into the shallows of 
the rain-blanketed sea. 

"Naturally, she denies premeditation. 
On the other hand, she admits to the 
first violent push that sent him tottering 
from shallows to deeper water. She 
also admits following him, just to make 
sure he would not reach shore again 
-until that moment, almost three lroun 
later, when the tide-rip delivered him 
on the private beach at Felicity. 

"The idea that Strong's death might 
go down in the books as a suicide had 
occurred to her only when she began 
receiving her guests for lunch. 

"She admits that she had never felt 
more pleased with herself than at that 
moment when she stood in the great 
hall, coolly competent in her Chane! 
original-the perfect chatelaine of great 
wealth, flattering the big-wigs of 
Bermuda for sweet politics' sake. 

"UNFORTUNATELY for Gail, her 
sense of security lasted only a 

trifle more than twenty-four hours. 
"Strong had spoken vagueJy of ex

piation, a moment before she tumbled 
him in the surf. If  only she had given 
him time to mention the fact that his 
expiation was a fait accompli-if only 
she had watched the mails the next 
morning." 

Dave looked at me sharply. "Are 
you telling me that Strong put that 
business in 12th Street in writing ?" 

"Strong did everything but draw 
diagrams. Remember when we were 
chasing him down Reid Street ? Re
member when that fish wagon cut across 

the road, just in front of the postoffice ? 
He must have had the letter in his 
teeth, and dropped it over the handle
bars. At any rate, your brother was 
reading it in his study at nine the next 
morning. 

"We have no way of knowing what 
Tony Yates thought at the moment. 
Gail is unable to explain why he sat 
tight for a while, with that dynamite · 
in his pocket. Perhaps he was just 
bowled over at first. Perhaps, like all 
master traders� be was only trying to 
decide what he could get in exchange. 

"Tony got the lettfi at nine, and 
we went aboard the Columbia at three. 
An hour later, he was reading the con
tents of that letter to Gail behind a 
locked cabin door-offering her a 
simple choice. Exposure at the first 
British police court, or immediate 
divorce on his terms. Then he had gone 
off to have a drink at von Merz's 
cabin. 

"From that point on, Tony Yates 
played a cat and mouse game, enjoying 
it tho�oughly. The sort of civilized 
sadism that reflects no credit on any
one ; and yet, it was human enough, in 
the circumstances. 

"Gail had kept her head, even then, 
though she admits that it is the first 
time since their marriage that she burst 
into tears. She had even made a com
prom�, where none seemed possible. 
She had made Tony promise to keep 
up appearances a little longer. 

"Of course, she had ceased to trust 
him long ago. She knew that the letter 
was always on his person ; she knew 
too that there was only one wa:y to 
get possession of it. AU she prayed for 
now was a moment alone with him
and a clean getaway at the end. 

"There was no definite plan to kill 
Tony at ten this evening. Certainly, 
the two of them had no arrangment 
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to meet at the outdoor tanks, as I·
romantically supposed. Gail had just 
slipped into the lagoon some time be
fore, wearing that same rubber bath
ing suit, a pair of fishermen's gloves, 
and one of Frank's bait-knives in her 
belt. 

"When Tony was talking to us on 
the sandspit, she was floating quietly 
not a hundred feet from shore, noting 
just how far gone he was in liquor, 
and the route he followed down the 
beach. She was out of the water and 
on his trail from that moment on. At 
ten-ten, that letter was in her poss�s
sion, and Tony lay at the bottom of 
the devil's cauldron. 

"Nothing could have been simpler, 
or more efficient, than lher removal of 
this obstacle. Nothing bad miscarried 
-until Jim Flagg snapped his Leica 
from the rowboat, and von Merz swam 
across the lagoon, just as she sprinted 
out to 'snatch the camera." 

J LET it ride on that, and relaxed in 
the depths of the deck-chair. It 

seemed that I'd been talking for a long 
time, on -a subject familiar to every 
,choolboy since the beginning of history. 
When Dave's hand fell heavily on my 
shoulder, I looked up with a sleepy 
smile. 

"Surely you've a complete blueprint 
now?'' 

'What made you hook von Merz 
up with Flagg's missing camera?" 

"ll_lere's nothing occult about that 
reasoning. Von Merz was the only 
member of our party who had a bird's-

' eye view of the terrain. Besides, he 
could be in and out of that cubby
hole window in the shortest time. Now 
that I've ch�ed again on that detail, 
he even had time to dry his hands on 
a towel and hide the film indoors. 
Furthermore, he was th-e only person 

on the island who stood to benefit from 
any change in the status quo." 

"How much of this has von Merz 
admitted to the inspector?" 

"Not a word, so far. He's still stand
ing pat on his diplomatic immunity. 
Let's not labor that point too strenu
ously. Unless I misjudge the Nassau 
police, it'll be a cold day before he gets 
another British visa-anywhere." 

"D'you honestly believe he would 
have had the nerve to swear he saw 
Elsa?" 

''\iVithout a doubt. Providing he 
could make a deal with Gail.'' 

"Getting back to Gail-how on earth 
did she manage to keep up her poker 
face ?" 

"Gail seems to be a remarkable wom
an in many ways. One of her most sur
prising accomplishments is fighting a 
rear-guard action, after she's lost the 
battle. 

"Look how cleverly she faced it Ot:tt 
with me, admitting all the motives be
fore the police could track them down. 
Look at the cool way she soothed her
self to sleep with luminal. . . . Speak
ing of sleep, will you join your girl
friend under the coco palms, and let 
me catch up on mine?" 

"Not until you answer one more 
question. You told me that you could 
name th� murderer, before von Merz 
made his jail-break. Why didn't you 
spring it on Gail then ?" 

"With that Austrian sitting tight on 
the one clue that made sense ?" 

"\Vhen did you first suspect Gail?" 
"She was a possibility from the word 

go. What really set off the spark in 
my lazy brain was Tony's sudden 
change of front, the day we sailed from 
Bermuda. 

"Remember how anxious he was to 
play district attorney then? I guessed 
what he was holding out, when he 
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froze up on my questions aboard the 
Columbia. \Nhen we had our last talk 
on the beach here, I knew he was m 
the driver's seat." 

Dave nodded. Then he said : 
"This is really the last question, Jack. 

You say \'On Merz had plenty of time 
to hide that film. How did you ferret 
out the hiding place in fifteen min
utes?" 

"I didn't. According to Inspector 
Tucker, the police arc still hunting." 

"But I saw you take that film from 
your belt-" 

"So did Gail." I reached into my belt 
again, and tossed the roll of celluloid 
into the sea. Then T reached reluctantly 
under my deck-chair, hauled up my 
portable, a11<l set it firmly on my knees. 

"A fake, Jack?'' 
"Don't put it so bluntly. Say it's 

one of the best performances I ever 
gave-with a fresh roll of film, from 
Jim Flagg's kit, for a hand prop . . . .  
For the last time, will you take yo�ctr 
girl for a swim? Tucker's bound to find 
out I'm not a detective any moment 
now-and I've a story to write." 

THE END 

Argosy's Discovery of J940! 
THE HARP AND THE BLADE 

A stirrinCJ tale of an Irish troubadour by 
JOHN MYERS MYERS 

Beginning in the June 22nd Issue 

.. ._ ________ �------------��� 

D o  Y o u  R e a d  
R A I L R O A D  

M A G A Z I N E  
If you don't, you're missing some 
of the most unusual, most enter· 
tainlng reading you've ever sef 
eyes on! 

Every issue of RAILROAD MAGA· 
ZINE is crammed with informative 
and highly interesting articles, true 
stories, pictures, hard-to-get photos 
and fiction, all with a railroad back
ground. There's a helpful department 
on model railroads and one for the 
camera fans, too . 

It is the only maCJazine of Its kind-and the best parf of if all Is tiJaf you 
need not be a railroad man to enloy If. 

Buy the July issue today at your dealers. Just hand him I� and ask for 

RAILROAD MAGAZINE 
In event oj a sellout send lS¢ to 28() Broadway, N. Y. C. cmd receiue your copy by mail. 



The Readers· Viewpoint 

X
L right, all right ; we can take a hint 
when we're struck violently over the 
head with it. K'ext month we are 

going back permanently to the good old 
custom of running three serials in each 
issue. If you haven't happened to notice 
that we have cut down on serials lately, 
you are unjque; you are practically the 
only person in the United States who hasn't 
written us an indigant letter about it. 

So the former serial quota will shortly 
be resumed, and it's perfectly all right 
with us. \Ve would just like to point out 
that ii you readers make enough noise, 
you can get anything that the harried 
and all too fallible editors are able to 
give you. It's your magazine, not ours; 
we just work here. 

It's been some time since a well known 
correspondent o f  ours has sent in one of 
his discriminating ratings. But here he is 
with the year 1939 carefully analyzed and 
tabulated. 

NOR�IAN W. SIRINGER 

:\!y fi,t oi the bc�t stories iu ARGOSY in 1939 
1< a;; ivllln�·� : 

Serinls 

I. Seven Footprints to Satan-A. �ferritt. 
2. The Ringer-Charles Rice McDowell. 
3. Minions oi the J.foon-William Gray 

Beyer. 

4. \Vild River-John Stromberg. 
5. Lord,; of Creation-Eando Binder. 
6. Maker of Shadows-Jack Mann. 
7. Remember Tomorrow-Theodore Roscoe. 
8. Calling Dr. Kildare-Max Brand. 
9. Lost Harbors-Allan Vaughan Elston. 

10. Dark Thunder-Robert Carse. 
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Novelets 

1 .  Death Due North-Allan Vaughan Elston. 
2. Nonstop to �hrs-Jack Williamson. 
3. The Great Green Serpent-Paul Ernst. 
4. A Package for Pari�-Frederick C. Pain

ton. 
5. Tomorrow-Arthur Leo Zagat. 

Undoubtedly the worst story oi the year was 
\Valter Ripperger's stock-formula mystery novel. 
"The .Man from �fadrid," which was even 
poorer than his last novel. Ripperger should 
study Fred Macisaac. Macisaac writes the 
strictly formula mystery and adventure novels. 
but he coll\·inces the reader and makes him 
swalloll' the hokum. vVitness : "The Unknown 
!�land" and "The Band of Death," two of the 
mo;;t exciting tHll'els ever written (ARGOSY 
1932 ) .  

Allan \'aughan El,ton i ;;  your best novelt-1 
writer. probably tlte b�st of all pulp authors. 
Get him, Joel Town;, ley Rogers, Frederick C. 
Painton and Robert Carse ( good Carse no\'el
cts like "Maximilian's Men" and not hastily 
\nitten gestures : ·'Puritan's Progress") to iortn 
the core of your complete-story >taff. 

Theodore Roscoe is decidedly an off-and-on 
writer. Off when he gets too lurid and imagin
atil·e ("Then Placid John Adams," "The Mafl 
Who Hated Lincoln'"). but ofherwisc excellent. 

1940 look� like a prcl'ty good year. I'm eager 
to dig into the two C. M. \�arren no\'els ami 
I don"t think T"ll be disappointed. 
L A  I.;F.\\'000, OH 10. 

THA;\K you, Mr. Siringer; we don"t 
think you're going to be disappointed 

in the 1940 ARGOSY. Or in the Warren 
stories, which are saluted with enthusiasm 
in the next Jetter. 

WILLIAM F. OLSEN 

I just han t!J )!t:l a load oiT my chest br 
telling you how good C. �1. 'vVarren"s ''Bugles; 
Are for Soldiers•· is. I enjoyed his first storv. 
"Then I"ll Remember," so much that I read ·it 
twice, which is something I very rarely do. 
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I like any well written story, but my favorites 
are fantastics. Costume stories are okay just as 
long as Oeve and d'Entreville are in them. It's 
my opinion that Robin the Bombardier should 
stuff himself into one of his bombards and ask 
someone to blow him out of it. 

There is a lot of fault finding going on, so 
I'm curious as to the reason. It wouldn't sur
prise me if some of those error hunters simply 
wanted to see their names in print. 

Being only nineteen, I am not one of your 
marathon readers, but I can remember one Peter 
the Brazen serial and I would jump for joy 
if I could read another. See you in Argonotcs. 
BROOKLYN, NEW YORK. 

THE next note rather surprised us. 
Generally the editors of ARGOSY re

main anonymous for all time; but our 

correspondent below quite accurately rec
ognizes an author who was a distinguished 
editor of this magazine. 

THEODORE MAHAFFEY 

I have just finished Chandler Whipple's "Kill 
Your Own Tigers" and must say that l found 
it a very gratifying pleasure to sec his name 
back in ARGOSY. This time not as one of its 
greatest editors but as a contributor who had 
started off with a good yarn. Chandler did a 
great job of editing ARGOSY while he was at it ; 
I am sure he will do equally as well as a con
tributor. 

While I am at it, let me commend your tastt 
for the cover of Marshall Frantz on the April 
13th issue. Good color scheme. 

EL CENTRO, CALIFORNIA. 

STARS IN MY CROWN 
There was a good deal of talk, <:onject\lre, and j\llt plain dope-pe11ing being 
paned aro\lDd last year about whether Joe Bryan would meet the champ to 
win back his title. Remember? WeU, you know what happened-but here's the 
1tory behind it all that only one man could tell-the how, the why, the where-

fore. A vivid novelet of the 11quared circle by 

CLARK BODEY 

TO RIDE A CROOKED TRAIL 
Saddle old Paint for the last time, and ride to the Far DivicJ.-but, �wboy, 
don't leave your name to another man. For �bose that travel under an outlaw 
brand are apt to head into a stampede of diaa1ter. Novelet of the West by 

C. K. SHAW 

ALSO: Max Brand, Arthur Leo Zagat, Maurice Beam, and Others 

COMING IN NEXT WEEK'S AR.GOSY-]UNE 1 5th 

Rh at• Reline Pain 

eum 1sm��,�;= 
To rdle9e the tortqrfaa pain of Nauitla, llheumau.m, 

Neural&fa or Lumbqo In a few minatu, cet NURITO, tbe 
fine form ala, aaed by t.houanch. No opla!u. Do8 the work 
qulcklr-mllllt relieve crud pain to your l&tllfactlon In a few 
ml11ut- your money t.ck. Don't aulfer. Clip tbill ad DOW 
u a ftllliDda: to Nit )'OUI' clnaaiat for NUJUTO today. · 

® 
The Hallmark of Quality Fiction 
you can' f go wrong with any 
magazine bearing this marl I 
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