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WHO’S WHO IN THIS ISSUE

Carl Burger

Even as a sm all boy, C a rl Burger’s 
passion fo r the outdoors was in 

evidence. Dow n in  M aryv ille , Tennes
see, where he was born in  1888, he 
spent his childhood roaming the Great 
Smokies in  quest of trout, turkeys, 
quail and other prizes of Nature.

Th e  call "G o  W est, young man,”  h it 
C a rl at seventeen—and he spent a sum
mer w orking at the Lew is and C lark  
Exposition in Portland, Oregon. Thence 
to Stanford University fo r a year—the 
year the earthquake rocked the San 
Francisco Peninsula. The  fo llow ing 
year, C a rl helped build railroads in 
Tennessee, Georgia and Cuba, acquir
ing a life long love for the flora and 
fauna (spelled f - i - s -h )  of the South
land.

A fte r four years at Co rne ll, Carl 
graduated w ith  a B .A . in  Architecture 
in  1912, and spent two years teaching 
architecture at the University of I l l i 
nois. Then followed two and one-half 
years overseas in  W o rld  W a r I ,  ending 
as Captain o f In fan try . Since then (e x
cept fo r three years he spent w ith  the 
Red Cross in W ashington, D . C ., dur
ing W o rld  W a r I I ) ,  C arl has been a 
free-lance artist in  New Y o rk  C ity.

I t  is a legend in  the Catskills that shy 
trout battle one another fo r the p r iv i
lege o f being netted by C a rl Burger. 
Fo r here is a painter-fisherman who a ll 
but loves his prey to death—as testified 
by the tender care that makes his latest 
w ork a masterpiece: the just-completed 
m urals for the proposed New Y o rk  
Aquarium . A rtis t above a ll, C a rl blends 
many other attributes into a personal 
d istillation that is habit-forming to his 
neighbors up in  Pleasantville , N . Y .

Fo r C a rl’s exuberance for life  has 
been expanding as his hair recedes. On 
him, some sixty' years rest w ith  sm il
ing ease; and he can s t ill charm wives, 
yet retain the friendship o f their bus- 
bands and his own w ife—which is some
thing ! One son—K n o x—is fiction editor 
of C o llie r 's  M a g a zin e , and m arried— 
which adds another to the list of 
Burger’s talents: baby-sitter fo r his 
grandchild. But in last analysis, C a rl’s 
personal fam ily  crest should be a fly rod 
and paintbrush rampant over field and 
stream. And it  is said that less skilled  
artists who essay to match his coveted 
dexterity w ith  rod and reel can often 
f il l their creels w ith  trout by calling 
softly to the pools below : C arl B u rg er  
sen t m e !

Gene Caesar

I was born in  December of 1927 
in  Saginaw, M ichigan, and I  went 

through public schools there. M y main 
interest in high school was music, and 
I  earned spending-money those years 
by playing v io lin  w ith  various W estern 
and H illb i l ly  groups. I  took a slight 
interest in  journalism  at the beginning 
of my high-school years, but a dispute 
w ith  an instructor k illed  it  early.

W hen I  finished high school, I  en
listed at the Office of N ava l Officer 
Procurement, Detro it, and I  was placed 
in the Aviation  Preparatory Program, 
V -5 . Under this program, I attended 
M ichigan Central College of Education 
at M ount Pleasant, Case Institute of 
Technology at Cleveland and Illino is 
Institute of Technology at Chicago. 
The first o f these three was very good 
—a sm all school and a lovely campus. 
I  did not enjoy the other two particu
la rly—everybody else was wearing 
slide-rules at their belts. But at the 
last I  had the good fortune to study 
under D r . S. I . Hayakawa ( L a n g u a ge  
in  A c t i o n ) .  He was perhaps the first 
teacher F  had ever had. Both his course 
and his personality were unforgettable.

I  was discharged from the N avy in 
mid-1946, and I  spent a year in  New 
Y o rk , w orking , among many places, as 
a sales clerk at Macyr's. Returning 
home, I  worked a summer as a machin
ist in  a General Motors plant, then 
moved to M iam i, where I  worked as 
a mechanic fo r N ational A ir lines. A fte r 
liv ing  in  M iam i fo r but a short time, 
I  enrolled at the U n iversity of M iam i, 
Coral Gables.

Th at time I  stuck to the books fo r 
over a fu ll year, but that campus and 
that city both are too beautiful for 
prolonged studying. I  le ft the U n iver
sity, worked for some time in the sup
p ly service, Pan American A irlines, then 
came back to M ichigan.

I  determined to w rite , and settled 
down to it ;  outdoor life  and conserva
tion are the only other interests I  have 
allowed myself.

Edward T, Higgins

The author o f "Underwater Demo
litio n  Team ” was born in Chicago 

in  1916 and received his form al educa
tion in  that city. He spent thirty-seven 
months in  the N avy as a member of 
Team  N o. Eleven, Underwater Dem o
lition  U n it, and participated in five 
m ajor engagements w ith  the team. He 
received two Bronze Stars and shared 
in  tw'o Presidential citations. A t 
present he is working as an industrial 
safety' engineer in an a ircraft manu
facturing plant, and is liv in g  in  Los 
Angeles. H is articles in  Blue Book 
are his first professional w riting  job.

EDWARD T. HIGGINS



Readers’ Comment
A n  In te rn a t io n a l E d it io n ?

W H Y  not an  in te rn a tio n a l ed ition 
o f Blue Book, that w ou ld  be on 

sale m onth ly  in  B r ita in ?  Copies are 
hard  to get in  th is country , and those 
that do come across are eagerly sought 
after.

In  fact, I  have several tim es seen 
readers advertising  in  ou r E x c h a n g e  
& M a r t  (a w eekly “ swap”  m agazine) 
fo r copies o f Blue Book, so I  th in k  it  
is som ething o f an honour to be in  
such dem and!

I  am  lu cky  in  that a good frien d  in  
the States sends me Blue Book reg
u la r ly , and I  can 't express in  words 
how m uch  yo u r m agazine m eans to 
m yself and those who read i t  after 
me. M y  w hole fa m ily  reads it ,  then 
several friends, and even tua lly  it  
reaches a sanatorium , and is greatly 
enjoyed by patients and nurses a like . 
I t  is im possible to say ju st how m any 
people actu a lly  read th is one copy, 
but it  is w e ll in to  three figures! E ach  
copy goes the rounds u n t il i t  is  prac
tica lly  fa llin g  apart.

W ith  you r m agazine so popular 
over here, I  feel sure it  w ou ld  be a 
b ig  success i f  p rin ted  and d istributed  
throughout B r ita in .

I ’ve no c ritic ism  of Blue Book to 
offer—it  is perfect the w ay i t  is , so 
ju st keep it  that way!

T h a n k in g  you for so m any hours o f 
w onderfu l read ing ,

Jo h n  W att

R eco m m end ed  to  C o ng ressm en

JU S T  read m y first copy of Blue 
Book and enjoyed it  thoroughly, 
especially the a rtic le  by Co lonel 

Charles W e llin g to n  Fu rlo n g  entitled  
“ W h ere  D o  W e G o  Fro m  Korea?”  
(M ay , 1951, issue of Blue Book.)

T h e  plea from  a m ilita ry  m an  fa
m il ia r  w ith  R u ss ia ’s aim s is fo r a re
tu rn  to the s p ir i tu a l  v a lu e s  of life  
above a l l other ways of being v ic 
torious in  th is struggle. I t  is s ign ifi
cant that th is advice comes n o t from  
the clergy bu t from  a soldier.

I  believe the a rtic le  is so va luab le  
that i t  w ou ld  be w orth  the necessary 
effort to pu t a  copy of i t  in  the hands 
of each one of ou r Congressmen as 
w e ll as ou r d ip lom ats. I f  they are 
re a lly  sincere in  the ir desire fo r peace, 
they ought to take heed to the sim ple , 
yet so fa r ignored , so lution  to the 
w orld 's problem s. W h y  do we pu t so 
m uch  emphasis on everyth ing  else 
w hen we have it  stra ight from  the 
shoulder of th is w ell-qualified  m an— 
a statem ent as to w hat A m erica  needs 
most?

M ore power to Blue Book fo r such 
exce llen t m ateria l!

M rs. Geo. B u itend yk
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T H E  men in  the stern had 
rifles. “ G e t out,”  they said 
when the prow of the boat, 
having slished through rush
es, bum ped the shore w ith  a low  sad 

sigh. “ A nd  don’t come back.”  T h e  
boat unsucked itse lf from  the m ud and 
soon was out of sight; and a few m in 
utes after that they heard  the w histle  
of the steam er, in  the channel the 
other side of the is land —a sound eerie 
and derisive in  this d ism al place.

Chad  turned , tears of rage in  his 
eyes.

“ So here we a re !”
“ Yes,”  said the Judge, “ here we a re .”

l i e  now made h im self com fortable, 
h is back against a tree, and was tu rn 
ing over cards on the crown of a pearl- 
gray beaver. I t  was said of Judge Ben- 
n ison that w hen he went to h e ll—a 
tr ip  there were those u n k in d  enough 
to assert was overdue—he w ou ld  start 
by quoting odds to the m in o r fiends,

and no doubt end by having on his 
side of the table the P rin ce  o f D a rk 
ness’ own watch, ch a in , stud, rings, 
and w a lle t, plus perhaps his sh irt , i f  
the D e v il wears a sh irt.

“ I t ’s disgusting,”  Chad  cried . " I ’m  
sick of the rive r. I w ish  I ’d never seen 
it .”
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Just laughed
H e almost added that he wished he 

had never seen Judge Bennison either. 
T h e  Judge, twice Chad ’s age, sensed 
w hat was le ft unsaid ; but he continued 
to tu rn  cards. H e knew Chad  was 
sore. A nd  why not? Being  tossed 
ashore as a common cheat d id n ’t help 
a m an’s pride.

“ I f  only you w ou ldn ’t palm  cards! 
You don’t n e e d  to !’’

“ Ju st assisting fo rtune ,”  the Judge 
said, shuffling. “ T h e  outcome w ould 
have been the same, in  any event. 
Not rea lly  cheating—ju st hurry ing  the 
game along a litt le . I  was getting 
bored, lad .”

Illustrated by 
JO H N  F U L T O N

“ W e ll, we’re lik e ly  to be more bored 
here!”

T h e y  were. I t  was the bleakest 
conceivable prospect. T h e y  had been 
p laying  poker a ll n ight in  the bar
room of the steamboat and d id  not 
even know where they were, except 
that it  was bayou country, and the 
rive r was splattered w ith  islands, be
h ind  one of w h ich , and presumably 
on the m ain land , they now crouched. 
Before them a ll was palm etto and 
p ickerel weeds and m uddy water. 
Beh ind  them was swamp. T e c h n i
ca lly  they stood o n 'a  r ive r bank ; but 
so sedgy was the stream and so low 
and soggy the shore that it  was d iffi
cu lt to te ll where one le ft off and the 
other began.

“ It's  a great life ,”  the Judge said.
“ Yes, a w onderfu l life ,”  b itterly .
“ Looks bad righ t now, I ’l l  adm it. 

B u t something w il l happen.”
“ W i l l  you te ll me, please, w hat 

could  come out of th a tV ’  and Chad  
m otioned toward the swamp, a w all 
behind them.

It  was sufficiently gloomy, dank 
and dark . A  p a llid  m ist w rithed  over 
the ground. A l l  the trees were 
cripp led  by creepers and weighted low  
by great gray hanks of Spanish moss. 
You  couldn’t see ten feet; and no 
sound carried  in  that lugubrious 
place, w h ich  m ight have been Ea rth  
before the emergence of M an, the 
Ea rth  of the great lizards.

“ O h , something’l l  come out o f it ,”  
the Judge said.

A t that mom ent something d id—a 
glass ba ll the size of a tennis ba ll, 
b rig ht red. T h is  flashed out between 
two streamers of moss and fe ll to the 
ground, d isturb ing  the m ist.

T h e  Judge and Chadw yck Chase 
looked at it .

T h e n  they looked at one another.
Another glass b a ll came h urtlin g  

out of the jungle. T h is  one was 
bright blue.

“ W e ll, I ' l l  be scobberlotched,”  m ut
tered the Judge; and in stinctive ly  his 
hands moved to the “ V ”  of his ve l
veteen waistcoat.

N ext there burst out of the swamp 
a tiny hunchback, a dw arf, dressed in  
purp le pajam as w ith  large w hite pom
poms fastened to them, who rode a 
wooden giraffe, a sort of hobbyhorse.

Beh ind  this apparition  came bound
ing a bearded giant, a l l rags and tat
ters, h is eyes bloodshot, and in  h is u p 
raised fist, a bowie knife .

These two stopped short at the sight 
of Chad  and the Judge, and the dwarf 
em itted a sm all mouse-like squeak. 
T h e  dw arf obviously was terrified 
H is  eyes were popping h a lf  out of his 
head.
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“ H o ,”  said the g iant. “ W h o  the 
he ll are y o u ? ”

T h e  Judge rose w ith  d ign ity . H e  
flicked a speck of dust off a sleeve. 
H e  raised a quizzing glass.

“ You  see before you, my good fe l
low , two v ictim s of m alevolent 
chance.”

“ H u h ?”
“ M ajo r Chase and m yself” —the 

Judge often best-owed titles on Chad , 
who was no more a m a jo r than the 
Judge was a judge—“ found ourselves 
in  discord w ith  certain  other tempters 
of fo rtune .”

T h e  g iant began to g rin . H e  wore 
linsey-woolsey. T h e  h a ir on his head 
like  that on his ch in  was clotted w ith  
d irt . In  his r ig h t hand—the bowie 
kn ife  was in  his le ft—he held four 
bright glass ba lls , green, p in k , ye llow , 
orange: the hand was that big.

“ G o t caught cheating, eh?”
C le a rly  he had heard of the newest 

tr ick  the steamboat skippers were try
ing in  th e ir w ar against gam bling. 
G am b ling , even crooked gam bling, 
was not a federal offense, yet the steam
boats were on federal territo ry , en
gaged in  interstate commerce. I f  a 
gam bler had fleeced passengers—and 
the ir very presence h u rt a lin e ’s name 
—he could  be arrested on ly  after a 
great deal of delay and d isruption  of

schedule. A  boat’s officer, too, w ould 
have to stay beh ind  to testify against 
h im . N ine  times out of ten anyway 
the gamblers, who had in flu en tia l 
friends in  most of the large rive r 
towns, w ould  get off w ith  no more 
than a fine. So the skippers of late 
had taken m atters into  th e ir own 
hands. L e t  a know n professional be 
caught in  a game—if  there was any 
allegation of cheating, however flimsy 
—and he was s im p ly  put ashore; it  
d id n ’t m ake any d ifference where it  
was.

T h is  was a po pu lar process, though 
of course illeg a l. I t  gave the passen
gers, lin in g  the r a i l ,  the com forting 
conviction  that the steamboat people 
were striv ing  to protect them . I t  also 
gave them  a good look at the profes
sionals.

“ I t  strikes me you m ight be better 
off i f  you m inded you r own business,”  
Chad  said.

T h e  g ian t looked at h im  w ith  side- 
ro lled  eyes, but said nothing.

Chad 's hands moved u p  toward the 
“ V ”  of his waistcoat. L ik e  Judge 
Bennison he carried  two loaded der
ringers there, w here they made almost 
no bulge. Each  w ou ld  th row  a massy 
slug—though not fa r. T h e y  were un
excelled  for, say, sm ashing a m an ’s 
breastbone across a card table, or

threatening to; but they were not 
m uch good out here.

“ W e 'll go back to the cam p, a ll of 
us.”

T h e  g iant spoke m ild ly  enough but 
w ith  the m anner of a m an wrho takes 
obedience for granted.

Chad  Chase glowered. Chad  had a 
grudge against the w orld  ju st now any
way, and he cou ldn ’t very wre ll take it  
out on the Judge, who was fond of 
h im  and wdiose feelings were easily 
hurt.

“ A ll  of us? Is  there some way you 
can be sure of that?”

T h e  g iant looked at h im , b lin k in g . 
He moved an uncerta in  step toward 
Chad . T h e re  wasn’t a touch of nerv
ousness in  the m an, who was sim ply 
puzzled.

Chad  fe lt the blood m ount to his 
temples. H e  fe lt the palms of his 
hands go dry and itchy , as they a l
ways d id  when he ŵ as in  a tight place. 
H e fe lt a blob of sw^eat ro ll down his 
nose.

“ W h y , ce rta in ly , s ir. M a jo r Chase 
and I  w ould  be charm ed to v is it  your 
cam p. Com e, C h ad .”

T h e  Judge spoke firm ly , q u ick ly . 
H e  took C h ad ’s arm . A n d  Chad , after 
a m om ent, nodded, lowered h is hands.

T h e  g iant tossed the glass ba lls to 
the dw arf, who caught them  expertly



h:v

C h a d  tu r n e d , r a g e  in  
h is  e y e s . “ So h e r e  w e  
are!** “ Yes,** sa id  th e  
J u d g e , “ h e r e  w e  are.**

Ss#igp

and also scooped up the two from the 
ground.

“ H ere , Hugo . You  go first.”  T h e n  
he roared w ith  laughter, perceiving 
that he had made a pun . “ H ugo first, 
H u go !”

T h e  dw arf started to juggle the 
ba lls , try ing  to keep a ll s ix  going.

T h u s  the party went through the 
swam p—a grotesque jugg ling  hunch
back on a hobbyhorse; then Judge 
Benn ison , smooth, sm art and im per
turbab le, regarding the perform ance 
through his quizzing glass; Chadw yck 
Chase, who scowled; and the be- 
whiskered a lliga to r m an , bellow ing 
w ith  delight at his joke.

Soon they came upon a scene so 
strange that it  was a whole m inute  be-, 
fore they could believe the ir eyes.

H ere was a large clearing  on the 
bank of a bayou or in le t from  the 
m ain rive r. I t  cou ldn ’t have been 
more than a q uarter of a m ile  from  
where they were put ashore, perhaps 
the other side of a sm all cape or pen
in su la ; the same is land , in  any event, 
blocked them off from  the r ive r itse lf.

In  this c learing  were a dozen or so 
alligato r m en, uncouth fellows w ith  
bushy filthy h a ir . A ll  were armed. 
A  few were asleep.

In  the m idd le was a crate w ith  
g ilded bars, a cage. T h e re  was a red 
and blue sign on it , Z A Z U , though 
w hether this referred  to the cata
m ount inside or the enorm ously fat 
wom an who sat on top, weeping, was 
not clear.

T h e  fat w om an’s face was red , and 
she howled as she wept, swaying back 
and fo rth , w h ile  tears as big as tad
poles coursed down her face. She was 
dressed like  a gypsy, more or less; she 
wore a great deal of d irty , scrappy, 
bright s ilk , and there were brass rings 
in  her ears. A  n atu ra l b londe, she 
had once dyed her h a ir  in  keeping 
w ith  her costume, and it  was growing 
back in . T h e  way she had it  wopsed 
up , slam-bang fash ion , it  was a ll but 
checkered yellow  and b lack , where it  
wasn’t striped.

T h e  catam ount growled and lashed 
its ta il. I t  looked to be having  a fit. 
T h is  m ight have been caused by the 
how ls of the w om an; in part it  m ight 
have been pure cussedness; bu t ch ie f
ly  it  m ust have been brought about 
by one of the a llig a to r m en, a giggling 
gangling youth who was throw ing  
knives in to  the side of the cage. 
Eve ry  tim e a kn ife  w ou ld  h it it  w ould 
“ th u n k !”  loud ly , and then the cata
m ount w ould  sp it and hiss, arch ing  
its back, w h ile  the woman above re
doubled her w ails.

T h e re  were also in  this clearing  two 
sm all m en, dressed lik e  the hunchback 
in  purp le  pajam as, and a very ta ll, 
e x trao rd in a rily  solem n m an in  p ink  
stockinet breeches, Congress gaiters, a 
canary-yellow ta ilcoat, a red and white 
striped s ilk  waistcoat—the stripes were 
horizontal—and a breathlessly ta ll 
b lack s ilk  hat, a stovepipe, around 
w hich  had been draped a w reath of 
poison ivy . T h e  pajam aed ones were
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doing cartwheels. T h e  ta ll m an sat 
on a wooden zebra and pauselessly 
twanged a ban jo , w h ile  he sang, over 
and over, in  a ve ry  bad voice:
Buffalo Gals, won’t you come out tonight, 
Come out tonight, come out tonight—

T h e  Judge removed his favorite  
blue coat and folded it , and ro lled  up 
h is sleeves, and put his beaver aside, 
before he undertook to exam ine the 
engine of the steamboat. F o r there 
was also a steamboat at this c learing , 
a fact not at first noticed by e ither of 
them , w h ich  was odd, fo r w h ile  it  was 
a very sm all steamboat, the sm allest 
they had ever seen, it  was painted 
b lue , green, ye llow , p in k , and hung 
w ith  Chinese lanterns, and su r
m ounted by a sign w hich  proclaim ed 
this to be Sanderson’s Mammoth 
Circus. Sanderson was the fe llow  u n 
der the stovepipe; and the fat woman 
was M rs. Sanderson. T h e  engineer 
of th is shaky craft was the hunchback, 
Hugo . A nd  there was something the 
m atter w ith  the engine.

Judge Bennison had once been an 
engineer’s cub.

“ A nd  M ajo r Chase here, in  case you 
d id n ’t know it , gentlem en, used to be 
one of the best lig h tn ing  p ilots on 
the r iv e r .”

T h is  was news not on ly  to the a l l i 
gator men but to Chad  h im self. H o w 
ever, Chad  said nothing . W h en  the 
Judge seemed lightest and least re
sponsible, Chad  knew , he was like liest 
to have some serious m otive. H e  was



that way at tiie gam ing table. H e  
w ould  chat w ith  charm , w itty , even 
flipp ant—and w in . Fo r the Judge 
watched everyth ing , remembered 
everyth ing , and would always w in , 
given any k in d  of cards. Cheating  
was not a necessity for h im , but rather 
a passion, som ething he turned to 
unreasonably, w ith  trem bling  eager
ness, as a d run ka rd  turns to a bottle 
of w h isky.

I t  w ould  do no harm , Chad  saw, to 
have a reputation  as som ething use
fu l. M en lik e  these, men perfectly at 
home in  th is God-forsaken country , 
w ould  th in k  nothing  of m urdering  
strangers for the ir clothes—unless they 
thought they could first use their 
services.

Hugo , s t ill w h ite  w ith  fear, accom
panied them to the b o ile r deck, as 
d id  also the m an who a litt le  earlie r 
had been pursu ing  Hugo , forcing h im  
to ride  one of the an im als from  the 
portable carrousel and pelting  h im  
w ith  h is own glass balls. T h is  m an, 
Sachs by nam e, was no fool. H e  was 
ignorant, and assuredly v ic ious; but 
he was not w ithou t a certa in  ca lcu la t
ing shrewdness. N o r was he sleepy! 
H e  had eyes everywhere. O bviously 
he led th is gang.

T he T e ak e ttle , as Chad  and the 
Judge prom ptly nam ed her, was a l
most round , a sort of wooden turret 
m ounted on a flatboat. A  stern
wheeler, she d id  not boast several- 
tiers of decks, lik e  her more elegant 
sisters. Besides the bo iler deck itse lf, 
the essential boat, the h u ll, she had 
on ly a rickety raised hurricane deck. 
T h is  la tte r extended forw ard  almost 
to a po int over the bows, w h ile  aft it  
was b ifurca ted , m aking a c irc le  around 
the b o ile r deck. O n  this bo iler deck, 
in  add ition  to the fuel-room and the 
bo iler—a horizontal a ffa ir probably sal
vaged from  an old saw m ill by a land 
lubber b lacksm ith—there was m ounted 
a ca lliope , an old sagging instrum ent 
w ith  twelve pipes sadly aslant. T h is  
was w orked, of course, by the same 
steam that moved the paddles, w h ich  
steam too turned the carrousel. Chad  
gathered from  H ugo that when San
derson's Mammoth Circus arrived  
at a town it  d id  so w ith  the ca l
liope going fu ll-b last, fat M rs. San
derson at the controls, w h ile  in  the 
bow stood M r. Sanderson, who thun
dered of the g lories of the show, and 
the three clowns, w aving  and w h is
tling , went 'round  and 'round  on the 
carrousel. I f  it  was dark  they’d light 
the Chinese lanterns; but the T e a 
kettle  seldom stayed out after sun
down, pa rtly  because n ight was the 
best time to m ake money, pa rtly  be
cause none of them knew a th ing 
about navigation .

“ Th ose  drum s could  be cleaned 
ou t,”  the Judge commented.

T h e y  h a d  h im  s p r e a d -e a g le d  
a g a in s t th e  e n d  o f  th e  ca ta 
m o u n t s  ca g e . J im so n  r a is e d  

a n o th e r  k n i f e .

T h e  T e ake ttle  o f course used r ive r 
w ater, and the am ount of slush and 
sedim ent in  the m ud drum s under the 
bo iler was trem endous. I t  was not 
coagulating , stiflish m ud, but sloppy, 
watery.

Chad  asked: “ W o u ld  that cause a
breakdown?”

“ N o .”
T h e  Judge was on hands and knees, 

exam in ing  a cam shaft.
“ Reckon  you ’l l  get her started by 

tonight?”  Sachs asked.
“ W hy? G ot som ething you p lan  to 

do w ith  her ton ight?”
“ M aybe.”
H ugo said in  haste: “ M r. Sander

son w ou ld n 't hold the wheel a t night. 
H e ’d be a fra id .”

“ W e  got M a jo r Chase here now ,” 
Sachs said.

“ W e ll, I ' l l  see w hat I  can do,”  said 
Judge Benn ison .

Chad  went ashore. H e  w anted to 
look around. B u t he m ust be casual 
about it ! T h e y  were a ll watching 
h im . H e  yawned, stretched. He 
started to saunter o lf in  the d irection  
of the r ive r , th in k in g  that i f  he got to

the banks of the M ississipp i proper 
he m ight be able to signal a keelboat. 
Nobody stirred  as he d rifted  to the 
edge of the jungle, but w hen he was 
there a voice, sharp bu t low , called : 
" D o n 't  k e e p  g o in g ! ”  Chad  shrugged, 
exam ined  his cuffs, straightened his 
cravat, and stro lled back to the center 
of the clearing .

H e  surveyed the catam ount, w hich 
spat at h im . H e  tu rned  away. He 
seated h im self on’ the g round , his back 
against one end of the cage. T h e  
clearing  was om inously quiet. I t  was 
not by chance that these men had 
gathered in  this remote place. Chad 
Chase knew  litt le  about the bayou 
country , but he was sure at least that 
there was no road: no travelers would 
go by land  w hen they were so near 
the rive r. In  consequence there could 
be no fie ld  fo r the k in d  of cutthroats 
who infested the Natchez T ra c e , for 
instance, fu rther north . So fa r as
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Chad  knew  there were no p lantations 
hereabouts to be ra ided . T h e re  
w ou ld n ’t be enough ’gators to ju stify  
any such gang as th is. A nd  they 
w eren ’t fisherm en because they d id n ’t 
sm ell lik e  them.

W ^ R E  they r ive r pirates? T h a t  
seemed lik e ly . P irates had been busy 
in  these parts of late. T h e y  would 
steal up  to a steamboat at n ig ht, from  
both sides, in  rowboats. T h e y ’d 
swarm  aboard , ye llin g , shooting ; take 
the safe and anyth ing  else they could 
lay hands on ; start a fire ; and escape 
before most o f the passengers were 
fu lly  aw ake. Because o f these tactics, 
sk ippers had begun to station armed 
lookouts. O n  the reaches, it  was as
sum ed, nobody w ould  venture  close 
to a speeding steam boat; but the look
outs were told to be especially  a le rt in  
the cut-offs and in  places where the 
channel was narrow  between islands.

W as Sachs one ju m p  ahead of this 
precaution? D id  he have a p lan  to 
offset it?

Chad  Chase g lanced at the T e a 
kettle ; and suddenly the w hole busi
ness was c lear. O f  course! T h e  
chance a rr iv a l of th is band of players, 
in  a boat of th e ir ow n, had seemed 
p ro v id en tia l to Sachs. In  the com 
m andeered craft he could  board a 
steam boat on an open reach. Not 
that the T e ak e ttle  was lik e ly  to prove 
fast; but w ith  lanterns lighted , ca l
liope tooting, carrousel going round , 
sure ly  she w ould be perm itted  to ap 
proach a big boat, especially early  in 
the evening when the passengers were 
seeking enterta inm ent. T h e re  was a 
heap of com petition  for first-class pas
sengers these days. T h e  lin e  would 
go out of its way to see that they had 
a good tim e.

A fterw ard? W e ll, it  was obvious 
now why the a llig a to r men were
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m ain ta in ing  these prisoners in tact. 
I t  was eq ua lly  obvious what w ould  be 
done when the ra id  was fin ished. 
Sachs and his men w ould  wear masks; 
but Chad  and the Judge and each 
m em ber of the troupe had seen their 
faces. N o more than th e ir deep-sea 
predecessors d id  the rive r pirates fa il 
to rem ind  themselves o f the ta c itu rn 
ity of the dead.

Chad  sh ivered. He looked around. 
O n three sides the swam p lowered. 
O n  the fo u rth  was the T e ak e ttle , 
down on the b o ile r deck of w h ich  
Judge Benn ison to iled : Chad  could
see the calliope pipes, w obbly things 
at best, sway back and fo rth  as the 
Judge puttered w ith  som ething.

He w axed a m ite  misty-eyed at the 
thought of Judge B enn ison . T h e re  
were times when the Judge’s propen
sity to “ assist fo rtune”  and the h u 
m ilia t in g  scenes th is led to, made 
Chad  w ant to w ring  the old boy’s 
neck. B u t in  the long ru n  the Judge 
was a delight. H e  had h is fau lts—he 
was in o rd in ate ly  va in , fo r one th ing , 
and fancied that a ll women were fasc i
nated by h im —but in  a tight spot he 
was a treasure.

Yes, the Judge w ould th in k  of a 
way out. Chad  w ould  tell h im —now. 
T h e  sooner the better.

H e  started to rise , and som ething 
struck the end of the cage near his 
left arm . H e  looked dow n. A  kn ife  
q u ivered  there. T h e  blade actua lly  
had passed through the loose of 
C h ad ’s sleeve.

Inside the cage the catam ount 
hissed and spat.

Chad  looked up—and his face went 
co ld , h is heart contracted.

N ot more than fifteen feet away 
stood Jim son , the youngest of the 
a lliga to r m en. H e  was g iggling. H e  
held three other kn ives.

C h a d  started to rise : but he was 
seized righ t and left by men who 
n ipped  around the sides of the cage. 
W o rk in g  fast—they’d c learly  planned 
th is—they had h im  spread-eagled 
against the end of the cage, h is wrists 
tied to staples, before he could  start 
to struggle. T h e n  they stepped back. 
Jim son raised another kn ife .

Chad  screamed once, and then was 
s t ill . H e  fe lt sweat stand out a ll over 
his head and body, c h illy  sweat. He 
fe lt a ting ling  in  the back of h is neck. 
S t i l l  seated, he raised his knees, b r in g 
ing his heels u p  close to h is buttocks. 
T h a t  protected his body, to some e x 
tent; but h is head was s t ill exposed.

H e  w ished that he could  scream 
again . H e  wished he could  close his 
eyes, but he cou ld n ’ t: he stared
stra ight at Jim son.

Jimson did  not have m uch of a 
beard, though certa in ly  he had never 
shaved. H is  m outh was slack and 
wet. H is  eyes were hollows of mad-



“ You  forget that he s t i l l  had a 
couple of kn ives.”

"Say, th at’s rig h t. I  guess I  d id  for
get th a t.”

T h e  Judge , mopped his face, and 
his hand trem bled.

“ B y  God! I  sure could  use a glass 
of brandy! W h en  you get to be ray 
age, lad, shocks like  that can h it  you 
h a rd .”

T h k  moon rose early  that n ight, 
rose fat and fu l l ,  alm ost as soon as the 
sun was dow n; and when that hap
pened they moved out in to  the m ain  
r ive r . T h e y  had previously  tested 
everyth ing , engine, paddles, ca lliope , 
carrousel, and these w orked a ll righ t. 
As a m atter of fact, the Judge con
fided to C h ad , there never had been 
anyth ing  wrong. H e  had seen that 
at a glance, bu t he had pretended to 
find troub le : he w ished to enhance 
his own va lue  in  the eyes o f the 
pirates, to cover up H ugo , w ho when 
he found  h im se lf prisoner had hastily  
concocted the story about engine 
trouble , and also to g ive h im se lf tim e 
to th in k . H e ’d had that tim e. Now  
he had a p lan .

“ Sounds crazy to m e,”  C h ad  said.
“ Can  you th in k  of anyth ing  better?"
Chad  cou ld n ’ t.
Resistance , any attem pt at in te r

ference, w ou ld  have been quashed 
p rom ptly , b lood ily  too. T h e re  were 
fourteen p irates, seven of the others. 
T h e  players had no weapons. Chad 
Chase and the Judge, between them , 
had four tiny  derringers; bu t these, 
m eant to be used ch iefly as threats, 
were undependab le : you could  never 
be sure that one w o u ld n ’t m iss fire, 
they w ou ld n 't ca rry  any d istance, and 
there was noth ing  w ith  w h ich  to re
load them .

C h ad ’s position as p ilo t unexpected
ly proved easy. I t  was a t ick lish  busi
ness getting the boat out o f the bayou, 
bu t once they were on the open rive r 
there was no troub le  at a ll. T h e y  d id  
not need to hug a shore. H e  sim p ly 
steered any place he happened to  feel 
lik e  steering . O f course the m oon
lig h t helped. So d id  the season. T h e  
sp ring  rise , w hen the r iv e r  w ou ld  be 
ch ockfu l of p lanters and sawyers, h id 
den or half-h idden snags, was some 
m onths past. T h e  surface was c lear. 
M uch  of the tim e C h ad  d id n ’t even 
w atch it  but instead stra ined  h is eyes 
in  search of a steamboat.

N o such boat appeared.
T h e  T e x a s  house was on the h u rr i

cane deck fo rw ard , fo rw ard  even of 
the carrousel, whereas Judge Benni- 
son was obliged to be aft on the bo iler 
deck; but they had the custom ary 
speaking tube. N ear the " lig h tn in g  
p ilo t”  o rd in a rily  were on ly  clow ns to 
hear. N ear the low er end , the more 
im p o rtan t one, there were lik e ly  to be 
a llig a to r' m en, for Sachs had ordered

ness, g litte rin g  w ith  joy. He never 
ceased to giggle.

H e  seemed to take an unconscion
ab ly  long tim e sighting  w ith  the kn ife , 
and ra is in g  it , and th row ing  it .

I t  struck  the cage a couple of inches 
from  C h ad ’s le ft cheek. H e could  see 
the ha ft, shuddering  there.

Jim son  raised another kn ife .
“ A l l  r ig h t !  T h a t ’ ll d o ! "
Judge B enn ison , his graying h a ir 

sh in ing  in  the sun , came up from  the 
shore. H e was im perious.

“ D am n it , Sachs,”  he snapped to 
the leader who this tim e fo llow ed, 
"don ’t you see you ’re le tting  that n um 
sk u ll jeopard ize the life  of one of the 
best p ilots on the rive r? ”

“ J im so n ’s very accurate .”
“ H e ’d on ly need to m iss once. Now 

if  you expect to have any m ore w ork 
done on that engine , you cut this 
m an loose.”

Chad  had not been tied long, and 
w asn ’t stiff. H e  w ent righ t to Jim son . 
He forgot about the derringers. He 
punched jim so n ’s ja w , first r ig h t, then 
le ft, and the youth  went dow n, no 
longer g iggling.

T h e  Judge h im se lf grabbed Chad  
from  beh ind  and pu lled  h im  away 
from  the fracas.

“ A re  you a ll righ t? H e  d id n ’t hu rt 
you?”

“ I ’m  a ll r ig h t. O n ly  1 w ish  you ’d 
let me h it h im  ag a in .”

Mrs. Sanderson switched 
from the waltz to “Buffalo 
Gals”  and the cloivns 

leaved their hats.
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T h e 'm e n  w e r e  m u s t e r e d  
o n  th e  b o i l e r  d e c k , th e i r  
m a sk s  in  th e i r  p o c k e t .

w ou ld  be the easiest and safest to 
b rin g  alongside a b ig  boat.

B u t the ch ie f reason w hy th is place 
had been selected la y  in  its la ck  o f a 
ra i l . Instead of a ra i l there was a 
long canvas banner, bearing  the words 
Sanderson’s M ammoth C ircus. T h is  
banner w ou ld  have two great advan
tages over a ra i l . I t  could  be so 
rigged that by s im p ly  p u llin g  a cord 
it  could  be dropped, thereby g iving  
the pirates d irect access to a boat 
alongside: they’d  have had to v a u lt  a 
ra i l .  T h e n  too, the canvas sign w ou ld  
conceal them . F la t  on that pa rt of 
the hu rrican e  deck, they w ou ld  not be 
v is ib le  from  a la rger, h igher boat.

Since the success of the ra id  de
pended upon surprise , c lea rly  th is was 
the best place from  w h ich  to launch  
it . So Sachs had reasoned. A nd  so 
Judge Benn ison  had reasoned that 
Sachs w ou ld  reason.

Sachs was a d eta il m an. H e  fussed. 
H e  wanted everyth ing  ready and in  
place. T h e re  should  be no last-m in
ute confusion to g ive them  away. T h e  
Ch inese lan te rns were kept lighted , 
and when the candles guttered low  
they were rep laced . T h e  m en were 
m ustered on the bo iler deck, the ir 
masks in  th e ir pockets, th e ir rifles 
loaded. Chad  was cu rtly  told not to 
leave the T e x a s  house, the Judge not 
to q u it the engine-room. M rs. San
derson m ust rem ain  at the ca lliope , 
ready at a m om ent’s notice to burst 
in to  noise; the clowns were to stick  to 
the carrousel.

N o r had Sachs fa iled  to consider 
the possib ility  that the o rig in a l pro
prietors of the T e ak e ttle  m ight take 
off on th e ir own w h ile  he and h is men 
were p illag in g  a bigger vessel. T w o  
of the m en were equipped w ith  haw 
sers, to each end of w h ich  a hook had 
been fastened. I t  was th e ir job not

them not to hang around the h u r r i
cane deck, exposing themselves, and 
they n a tu ra lly  gravitated  to the b o ile r 
deck—indeed, there w asn ’t m uch of 
anyw here else to go. B u t  the Judge 
had a way o f offsetting that. W hen  
the Judge w anted to ta lk  to C h ad , and 
d id n ’t w an t to be overheard , he gave 
a signal to M rs. Sanderson, w ho there
upon wham m ed out a few  chords on 
the ca lliope , m ak in g  a noise that could  
have been heard  for m iles. O r the 
Judge w ou ld  “ acc iden ta lly" t r ip  the 
safety va lve , le tting  off excess steam 
w h ich  shrieked through the 'scape 
pipes. A t  h is own end, too, C h ad  
could  always b low  the w h istle , ju st to 
m ake sure it  was w ork ing .

T h e  safety va lve  b lew  off o f its own 
accord m any tim es anyw ay, fo r the 
Judge , no p ike r, was keeping  up a 
te rrif ic  head of steam. “ She w asn ’t 
b u ilt  fo r it ,”  w a iled  the tiny  Hugo. 
“ Y o u ’l l  b low  us a ll to K ingdom  
C o m e!" B u t  the Judge on ly  laughed.

In  th is way, then, the Judge and 
C h ad  settled the details of th e ir p lan . 
T h is  was deemed w iser than to do so 
by cou rie r. T h e  scheme was so fan 
tastic , and so d aring , that knowledge 
of it  m ight w e ll d rive  the players in to  
pan ic . I t  was sensed by them that 
som ething was going to happen ; but 
they w eren ’t to ld  w hat it  was, and 
lik e ly  enough they d id  not w an t to 
kno w , being scared.

So they cru ised—the on ly  th ing  to 
m ove in  a ll that desolate scene, except

the w ater. N o lig h t showed. T h e  
shore on e ither side was packed w ith  
shadows. T h e  sky was b land .

A nd  s t i l l  no boat came.
Sachs thought o f m any th ings; but 

he could  not have know n when a 
steam boat w ou ld  come, and w hether, 
w hen it  came, it  w ou ld  be alone.

T h e y  m ight conceivab ly have to 
w a it a ll n ig h t. T h is  m ight even go 
on fo r several n ights.

Chad  hoped not. T h e  stra in  was 
getting on everyone’s nerves. O n ly  
the Judge seemed unruffled . Fo r a ll 
the w ork he was do ing , the r isk  he was 
ru n n in g , he s t i l l  found  tim e to get 
out h is cards and take a few bets. 
W h en  the a llig a to r m en lost, as in 
valuably they d id , they cursed h im , 
refusing  to pay u p ; bu t the Judge ju st 
laughed.

T h o u g h  not a ju r is t , Judge B e n n i
son w as an exce llen t judge of char
acter. H e  had sized u p  Sachs exactly . 
I t  moved even C h ad  to ad m ira tion , 
w e ll as he knew  the Judge, to see the 
in e v ita b ility  w ith  w h ich  Sachs la id  his 
p lans as Judge B enn ison  had a n tic i
pated.

T h e  attack was to be launched  from  
the h u rr ican e  deck aft on the star
board side. Sachs wanted it  concen
trated , not scattered. T h e  hu rrican e  
deck at that po in t was narrow , fo rm 
ing a sort of ra ised  p la tfo rm  along 
one side of the b o ile r deck. C h ad , 
consulted as a p ilo t , had gravely 
agreed th at the starboard  side aft
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o n ly  to g rapp le the tw o cra ft together 
b u t also to stand by d u rin g  the ra id  
and  m ake sure th at nobody m onkeyed 
w ith  those fastenings, w h ich  they were 
to cast off the m om ent the pirates 
had p iled  th e ir  p lun d er back aboard 
the T e a k e ttle .

N o th in g , it  w ou ld  seem, cou ld  pos
s ib ly  go wrong.

Judge B enn ison  lig h ted  a long pale 
panate la and w inked  at M rs. Sander
son, w ho sim pered.

A n d  it  was at th is in stan t, the very  
in stan t w hen Judge B enn ison  w in ked , 
that the cry  rose:

“ H e r e  s h e  c o m e s ! ”

I t  had been w orth  w a itin g  for. 
E ve ry  one o f them , w hether ou tlaw , 
gam bler o r c low n, rose w ith  a glad 
cry  at the sight.

T h e  boat came around a bend from  
the n o rth , some three m iles away. 
She canto g lo riously , sh in in g , sparks 
fly ing  from  her stacks, the m oon light 
brave upon the filig ree-w ork, the flip- 
flap p ing  m a il flag, the g ilded  fin ia l 
atop the T e x a s  house. She came w ith  
a l l  w indow s lig h ted , a l l  fiddles p lay
ing .

She was alone, the perfect prey.
G hadw yck Chase blew  the w h istle . 

M rs. Sanderson started  to p lay  some
th ing  w h ich  m ight o r m ight not have 
been a w a ltz . T h e  pirates p u t on 
th e ir masks and started to c lim b  to 
that s tr ip  o f the h u rr ican e  deck pro
tected by the canvas sign.

T h e  b ig  boat slackened speed, the 
fiddles ceased to scrape, and passen
gers appeared at the ra ils .

M rs. Sanderson sw itched from  the 
w altz , i f  th a t’s w h at i t  had been, to 
“ B u ffa lo  G a ls , w on 't you come out 
ton ight,”  a favo rite  in  th at fam ily .

A fte r a  p re lim in a ry  wheeze, the ca r
rousel got going. T h e  clow ns, c lin g 
in g  to wooden an im als , waved th e ir 
hats.

C h ad  had tu rned  the T e a k e tt le , and 
they were now  m oving  d o w nrive r, 
p e rm itting  the b ig  boat to overtake 
them  on the starboard  side, so that 
the board ing-party w ou ld  not be seen. 
Sachs w atched these preparations 
ca re fu lly . A s the big boat got nearer, 
however, Sachs, satisfied , la y  down 
am ong h is  men.

I t  was then that C h ad  Chase got 
ou t the axe .

T h is  was a fire  axe the Judge had 
seen early  and had h idden . W ith  the 
a id  of the clow ns, frightened b u t w i l l 
in g , C h ad  hauled  the catam ount cage 
to a p o in t am idsh ips and  near the 
entrance o f the s trip  the flattened 
p irates occupied. T h e re  he w ent to 
w ork  on it  w ith  the axe . O f  course 
he w asn’t heard . Y o u  cou ld n ’t hear 
anyth ing  b u t “ B u ffa lo  G a ls .”

I t  took no m ore than a m in u te  to 
hack  one end in to  strips. I t  was the 
same end he had been tied to, that

m o rn in g ; and it  had  been weakened 
and sp lin tered  by J im so n ’s kn ives.

T h e  catam ount w ent m ad . Chad  
fished out a d e rrin g e r, bu t the cat 
d id n ’ t emerge. H e  cou ld n ’t  see it  in  
there, o n ly  its  eyes, bu t he cou ld  hear 
i t  sp ittin g  and  sn arlin g .

T h e  m om ent C h ad  stopped hack
ing  at the cage, and  as though by 
signal—though in  fact th is pa rt of 
t im in g  was sheer lu c k —the ca lliope 
ceased. T h e re  m ust have been some
th ing  w rong w ith  it . T h e  tw elve 
pipes, in  a row  fore-and-aft, started 
to sway.

C h ad  looked back. T h e  b ig  boat 
was breathlessly close. H e  drew  a 
deep breath , and  pushed the cage, 
tu rn ing  i t  so th at the sp lin te red  end 
faced aft, b lock in g  off that s tr ip  o f the 
deck w here the pirates lay . H e  
reached around  between the bars and 
fired  a d erring er b lin d ly .

T h e  catam ount sprang out.
T h is  happened very  fast.

K e e p in g  h is  head lo w , Chad  ran  
back to the w heel. B e low  on the b o il
er deck Sanderson, at the Ju d g e ’s or
ders, cu t the lin e  th at upheld  the 
canvas sign above, and th is sign fe ll 
aw ay, exposing fourteen prone des
peradoes.

MAINLY MASCULINE
T H E  H U C K S T E R S . Jersey Joe 

W alcott was held in such low regard 
before his first fight with Louis that 
a Buffalo, N . Y ., firm actually tried 
to rent the soles of the challenger’s 
shoes for the moment when the 
champ would stiffen him and leave 
him w ith his toes turned up.

# # #
L I T T L E  T R O U B L E S . Napier, 

New Zealand, church authorities 
have forbidden the reading of risque 
telegrams at wedding breakfasts. 
They said the messages were going 
much further than the usual “ M ay 
a ll your troubles be little ones”—and 
they have asked telegraph-company 
officials to impose censorship.

IN C ID E N T A L  IN FO R M A T IO N . 
Tabby, a word for “ eat,”  comes from 
Attaby, a section of Bagdad where 
striped silks are sold which resemble 
the color of rank-and-file felines.

» # #
L I F E  CA N  B E  B E A U T IF U L . 

Lee Moore, of Council B luffs, la ., 
celebrated his 108th birthday by 
sitting down to fried chicken and 
two bottles of beer.

— b y  B r u c e  H a n c o c k

T h e y  sprang to th e ir feet. O ne of 
them  saw the catam ount and  fired  at 
it . T h e re  were w arn in g  shouts from  
the b ig  steam boat, w here rifles were 
produced. T h e  b ig  boat p icked  up  
speed.

T h e  m en on the n a rro w  strip  of 
h u rr ican e  deck had th e ir choice of 
three moves. T h e y  could  stay rig h t 
there and risk  being shot from  the b ig  
boat. T h e y  cou ld  ju m p  in to  the 
r iv e r , on one side. O r they could  
ju m p  down onto the b o ile r deck, on 
the other.

U nderstandab ly  they elected fo r the 
b o ile r deck. B u t they never got there.

C h ad  Chase spun the wheel w ith  
a ll h is  strength , causing the T e ak e tt le  
to sp in  hard  a port. A n d  at that
same in stan t—and th is  b it  o f tim ing  
was n o t  ju s t lu c k !—the tw elve ca lliope 
pipes, m an ip u la ted  from  below  by 
that unrecognized engineering  genius 
Judge Benn ison , were tipped toward 
the teetering m en, and out ©f the 
m ouths of them  came tw elve streams 
of m ud.

T h e  m ud came in  great gouts; it 
gushed fo rth , sp lu tte rin g . R ig h t  out 
of the m ud d rum s o f the T e a k e ttle , 
by way o f a m isapp lied  pum p and a 
v io la ted  ca lliope , i t  came stream ing, 
tw elve co lum ns of i t —th ick , slobbery, 
yellow -brow n, visc id  M ississipp i m ud.

I t  was irresistib le . In  the b lin k  of 
an eye the deck was swept c lear of 
p irates. T h e re  was n o th ing  there at 
a l l—except m ud.

T h e  Judge sm iled , and lighted  a 
fresh panate la .

“ I ’m  so rry ,”  he said to M rs. Sander
son. “ I 'm  a fra id  it 's  going to be q u ite  
a jo b  to clean  u p .”

Ghadw yck Chase looked back at 
fourteen heads in  the m ighty m oon
l i t  M ississipp i. H e  g rinned . H e  
tooted the w h istle—and  kept r ig h t on 
going, f u l l  speed ahead.

T h a t ’s w hat I  lik e  about the 
r iv e r ,”  said  fudge B enn ison  next 
m orn ing  when they were having  
breakfast on fleck . I t  was a b eau tifu l 
sunny day. “ Y o u  never kno w  w h at’s 
going to happen n e x t.”

“ It 's  ce rta in ly  a l l  peace and q u ie t 
r ig h t now ,”  C h ad  adm itted .

T h e re  was a scream , and M r. San
derson cam e ru n n in g  fo rw ard , the 
catam ount at h is heels. T h e y  had  a il 
forgotten about the catam ount, w h ich  
now M r. Sanderson had accidenta lly  
flushed.

C h ad  drew  h is rem ain ing  loaded 
d erringer and shot the beast. M r. 
Sanderson stood there trem bling . 
Judge B enn ison  lowered h is coffee 
cup , absent-m indedly fished a deck 
ou t of h is waistcoat pocket, and  be
gan to shuffle. As though suddenly 
th in k in g  of som ething, he lo.oked up.

" I  w onder i f  I  cou ld  in terest you 
gentlem en in  a litt le  game o f cards?”
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She went lame but kept on fighting—and Jonathan learned that a man is as big as he wants to be.

by WALLACE UMPHREY

m '^ H E  track had been dry and 
* fast. Jo nath an  Foote dis

m ounted , and a sw ipe began 
w a lk ing  G a lw ay Lass to cool 

her off. Jo nath an  regarded the mare 
w ith  brooding distaste: she had p racti
ca lly  lum bered around the track.

E a r ly  m orn ing  dew was s t i l l  on the 
grass. Lo o k in g  around , Jo nath an  saw 
Paddy R o u rke  w add ling  toward h im . 
T h e  spectacle afforded Jo nath an  on ly 
s lig h t am usem ent. H e  leaned on the 
ra i l  and watched M enom inee w ork ing  
out, w a iting  for Paddy to come up to 
h im  w ith  the bad news. Paddy 
R o u rke  was the ow ner-trainer of G a l

way Lass and Jo nath an  Foote was go
ing  to ride  her in  the H and icap .

Jo nath an  was sm all and d ark , w ith  
a face more p leasant than handsome. 
Fa in t  shadows of bitterness were in  
h is gray eyes. H e  was th irty-two 
years old.

“ Tw o-fifteen ,”  Paddy said , breath
ing  no is ily . " A  trifle  slow bu t—”  H e  
broke off. “ H o w  d id  she feel?”

“ G re a t,”  Jo nath an  answered d ry ly . 
“ G a lw ay  Lass cou ld  p u ll a fish wagon 
at a neat c l ip .”

“ Jo nath an , m ’boy,”  said Paddy. 
“ Leave  us not jest. W h at is your 
honest op in ion?”

“ A l l  r ig h t .”  Jo n a th an  spoke confi
d en tia lly . “ W h y  not enter the H a n d i
cap yourself? Y o u ’ve got the weight. 
I  could throw  a saddle on you and—” 

Paddy R o u rke  looked deeply 
pained. Be ing  sensitive about his 
g irth , he wore a fantastic g ird le  to 
hold  in  h is paunch, and a com p li
cated brace to p u ll back h is shoulders 
and give h im  the ru m or of a chest. 
H e  was fat and w hite-haired  and 
sometimes q u ite  ch ild lik e . A n d  he 
was the shrewdest tra ine r in  the busi
ness.

Jo nath an  fe lt suddenly fr ie n d ly . 
Paddy R o u rke  at least s t ill had some
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fa ith  in  h im . H e  put a sm all hand 
on Paddy’s shoulder. Paddy loved 
G a lw ay  Lass and he could  never bear 
hearing  i l l  spoken of her.

“ G a lw ay  Lass used to be a good 
horse,”  said Jo nath an . “ I ' l l  try to re
mem ber she's s t ill w earing  the big 
iro n  shoes.”

B u t  Paddy R o u rk e  was s t ill upset. 
H e  sa id : “ Jo n a th an , m ’boy, you seem 
to have the idea that you ’re doing us 
a favor. W e ll, I ’ve been hearing  
things about you. U np leasan t things. 
M aybe the shoe is on the other Foote. 
H a , ha! T h a t ’s a joke , m ’boy.”

“ H a , h a ,”  Jo nathan  said. “ V e ry  
funny.

“ Forget i t ,”  Paddy said con trite ly . 
“ I  don’t alw ays believe w hat I  hear. 
Y o u ’l l  g ive G a lw ay  Lass a good r id e .”

A  sw ipe w ent past lead ing  M enom 
inee, the favorite  o f the T yso n  stables. 
T h e n  D u ke  T y so n  h im se lf stro lled  
up . D u ke  was big  and w ide and 
young and very good-looking. H e  
sm iled  at Jo nath an  xvith w h ite  teeth.

“ H ow 's H oney these days?”  he asked 
Jo nathan .

T h e  needle, Jo nath an  thought b it
te rly . H e  was getting it  a lo t these 
days.

A  great d is like  fo r D u ke  Tyso n  
came in to  Jo n a th an ’s m ild  b lue  eyes. 
H e  wanted to take a poke at D uke . 
T h e  trouble was D u ke  T yso n  weighed 
close to two hundred pounds, and 
Jo nathan  d id n ’t feel lik e  getting his 
head beat off.

A nyw ay , he’d prom ised Ploney 
never to fight w ith  D u ke . D u ke  T y 
son—m illio n a ire  sportsm an and m il
lio n a ire  heel.

H oney had once been D uke  T y so n ’s 
g ir l. N ow  she was Jonathan  Foote’s 
w ife .

Jonathan wandered toward the 
jockeys' room  to change his clothes. 
A  large am ount of good-natured ban
tering  was in  progress, and  Jo nath an  
no longer fe lt a part of it . M ost of the 
jocks were mere youngsters and they 
had no respect fo r the aged.

Somebody called  ou t: “ H ey,
Johnny! H o w  was O ld  Sore-Foot to
day?”

W ith  great d ign ity  Jo nath an  said : 
“ G a lw ay  Lass? She’s re a lly  got it . 
T h e y  m ight as w e ll hand  over the 
purse rig h t now .”

T h e re  was a round  of laughter. 
Jo nath an  looked fo r som ething mean 
and  nasty in  it , bu t lie  f in a lly  had to 
adm it it  wasn’ t there. T h e  trouble 
was th at he was getting too sensitive 
fo r h is own good. H e  wanted to jo in  
in  the laughter, yet it  wasn’t in  h im .

O nce G a lw ay Lass  had been a great 
horse, bu t two years ago she had 
turned u p  w ith  sore feet. N o th ing  
seemed to do her any good. Paddy 
R o u rke  had fin a lly  bought her in  a 
c la im ing  race for five thousand d o l

la rs . H e  said that he cou ld  cure her 
w ith  the b ig  iro n  shoes. Jonathan  
d id n ’t know .

A  m oist head was stuck ou t of the 
top o f the sweat-box. I t  was Mose 
L a r k in , who lik e  Jo nath an  was an 
old-tim er. B u t Mose had trouble 
keeping down h is weight.

“ Y o u  lu cky  so-and-so,”  Mose L a r 
k in  said to Jo n a th an . “ I  got to sweat 
oft every pound. Y o u , you lu cky  stiff, 
you ju st get sm a lle r and lig h te r as the 
years go b y !”

Jo nath an  fe lt a sm ile freeze on his 
face. A  sense o f shame swept over 
h im . Sm alle r and  lig h te r and more 
pinched-up and w izened as the years 
went past! H e  was ashamed of it . In  
appearance, he was m ore lik e  a boy 
than a m an .

I t  was fun ny , b u t his size had never 
used to bother h im .

S h a m e  was s t i l l  w ith  h im  w hen 
he stood in  fro n t of the door o f the 
apartm ent where he and H oney lived . 
H e  b it  down h ard  on the corner of 
h is  m outh , b u t i t  d id  no good. H oney 
rushed to greet h im  w hen he opened 
the door.

H oney had h a ir  lik e  the inside o f a 
beehive, and red lip s  and m erry  eyes, 
and a figure that was out of th is w orld . 
She had a husky vo ice that had re a lly  
pu t over the b lues in  several tony 
night-clubs. T h e re  was one more 
th ing : Eve n  in  the low-heeled shoes
she wore most of the tim e now , she 
towered over Jo n a th an  Foote by a l
most two w hole inches.

She kissed Jo nath an  w arm ly . Fo r 
a b r ie f m om ent h is w orry  and sense of 
shame was pushed away. B u t  when 
she stepped back, the shame retu rned  
again worse than ever. She'd had to 
slouch a lit t le  to m eet h is lips .

L a te r  Jo nath an  sat and smoked and 
read the paper. I t  was spread out 
before h im , anyw ay. H oney sat down 
at h is side.

She asked: “ W h a t chance has G a l
way Lass got?”

“ I  don’t kn o w ,”  said Jonathan 
tru th fu lly . “ N o t m uch, from  where 
I  sit. B u t  Paddy feels sure and I  re
spect h is judgm ent.”

“ S t ill the b ig  shoes?”
“ S t i l l  the b ig  shoes.”  Jonathan 

shook h is head. “ Paddy tried  sea
w ater runs, everyth ing . G a lw ay  Lass 
d id n ’t get any better. She cou ld ’ve 
been tu rned  out to pasture t i l l  her 
feet healed—bu t a  horse has got to 
ru n . T h e n  Paddy got the idea o f hav
ing  a b lacksm ith  shoe her w ith  heavy 
iro n  plates to protect her feet. T h a t  
way she could  at least w o rk  out and 
be ready for the g rin d  of a race. T h e  
idea is to rep lace the iro n  plates w ith  
some lightw eight shoes at race tim e.”

“ Is  i t  going to w ork?”
“ M aybe. W e  w on 't know  w hat the  

Lass can  re a lly  do u n t il the race. H e r

feet aren ’t en tire ly  w e ll yet. She may 
go lam e before the race is over.”  

“ I t ’l l  be like  r id in g  a strange horse.”  
“ Yes,”  Jo nath an  said.
H oney looked at h im . “ W e  need 

th is race, Jo h n n y . W e  need a w in 
ner. Y o u  don ’t w ant to have to sell 
apples on the street, do you?”

Jonathan looked away. H e  d id n ’t 
lik e  being rem inded  of the perilous 
state of th e ir  finances. H e  knew  that 
he was s lip p in g . T h e  trouble was that 
he knew  it  w ith o u t understanding  
w hy. Age had som ething to do w ith  
it . H e  was m ore cautious now . I t  
had been q u ite  a w h ile  since he’d 
booted home a w in n er.

“ M aybe I  ought to go to w o rk ,”  
H oney said .

“ T h e  h e ll !”  Jo n a th an  said. 
“ M aybe,”  H oney sa id  rem otely, 

“ you ought to have some iro n  plates 
made fo r you r sore head.”

She w ent away tow ard the bed
room . Jonathan  sat in  g rim  silence, 
the newspaper s t ill spread out in  fron t 
o f h im . H e  knew  that there was 
something w rong between H oney and 
h im self. B u t  he refused to face it .

A fte r a w h ile  H oney re tu rned . She 
was dressed fo r the street. H e r  lo ve li
ness made Jo n a th an ’s throat ache. 

H e  asked: “ W here  you going?”  
She sa id  an g rily : “ O u t.”
“ A lone?”
“ L is te n , grizzle-grim ! W e ’ve been 

m arried  alm ost a year. H o w  m any 
tim es have you taken me any place? 
D o n ’t answer. Ju s t  tw ice !”  H e r face 
was flushed, “ i ’m  ju st a norm al red- 
blooded A m erican  g ir l. Once in  a 
w h ile  I  lik e  to go out and have a he ll 
of a fling . I t ’s no use asking you to 
take m e.”

F o r a long  tim e Jo n a th an  could 
hear the echo of her footsteps. I t  was 
h is fau lt , bu t there was noth ing  he 
could  do. Y o u  started getting o ld , 
and then you started losing a l l around. 
H e ’d lose the H an d icap , and he m ight 
easily lose H oney too.

A week went past and G alw ay 
Lass tailed  to im prove. Everybody 
was ca lling  her O ld  Sore-Foot now. 
T h e  fu tu re  books acted as if  she 
xrasn’t even entered in  the H and icap .

“ She’l l  be a ll r ig h t ,”  Paddy R o u rke  
said. “ Ju st w a it t i l l  she gets r id  of 
the big shoes. She’l l  take off lik e  a 
g lid e r.”

“ Yes,”  Jo nath an  said, unconvinced . 
“ T a k e  another look in  that crystal 
b a ll, w ill you? See w hat it  shows as 
to her going lam e in  the m idd le of 
the race .”

“ Jo na th an , m ’boy,’’ said Paddy, 
“ have you no fa ith ?”

“ I ’l l  trade the butcher some for a 
th ick  steak.”

Paddy R o u rke  sm iled . “ G a lw ay 
Lass ,”  he said q u ie tly , “ is a thorough
bred .”



Jo nath an  was s t i l l  shaking  a  lit t le  
w hen he got home. H e said to H oney : 
“ W h y  d id n ’t you te ll me you were 
seeing Duke?"

“ Y o u  d id n ’t ask.”
“ I  won’t have it ,”  Jo n a th an  said. 
H oney said seriously : “ I t ’s tim e we 

had a ta lk . I ’l l  try to stay ca lm .” 
Jo nath an  said : "N o .”
“ W e :ve got to face i t ,”  H oney w ent 

on bravely. “ W e ’re not happy. I  
know  I ’m  not—and I  don’t th in k  you 
are, e ither. W h a t’s happened to us?

“ W a it  a m in u te ,”  she said before 
Jonathan  could  in te rru p t. “ I  m arried  
you for one reason o n ly—because I  
loved you. I  loved you fo r w hat you 
were. B u t  you ’ve changed. You  
aren ’t any fun  now. Y o u ’ve craw led 
in to  a shell and locked me out, and 
you just don ’t seem to give a d-darn 
any m ore!”

Jonathan  said : “ Do you w ant to
leave me?"

H oney turned away. “ D a rn  you !”  
she cried  fiercely. " I ’m  going out. 
W ith  D uke! I t ’s up  to you now .”  

T im e  stopped and then started 
again, and Jo nath an  went to the w in 
dow. H e saw H oney w a lk in g  down 
the street. I t  was as if  she were w a lk 
ing  rig h t out of his life . People moved 
to and fro  along the sidew alk—nor
mal-sized people. Jo nath an  sat down. 
. . . F o r a long tim e he sat there, 
frozen. H e  d id n 't know  w hat to do. 
T h e  w hole w orld  was against h im  and 
he ju st d id n ’t know  w hat to do.

I t  was lik e  that for the n ext couple 
of days.

Jo n a th an  w alked  toward the stable. 
G a lw ay  Lass was in  her s ta ll, rubbed 
down after her m orn ing  rid e . She 
looked sleek and fit. Jo nath an  
touched the arched neck. T h e  m are 
nuzzled h im .

W e ll, h e ll, Jonathan thought sud
denly. She was o ld  too. H e r best 
days were beh ind  her. T h e y  were a 
pa ir.

Ju s t then D uke  Tyso n  stro lled  up. 
Jo nathan  d id n ’ t bother try ing  to hide 
h is ir r ita t io n .

D u ke  g rinned  and said : “ H o w  does 
she look?”

Jo nath an  sa id : “ Y o u ’ve -watched
her."

“ W ith  the big shoes,”  D uke  said 
id ly . “ T h e  question is, how w il l she 
ru n  w ith ou t ’em?”

“ She’l l  have w ings," Jo nath an  lied .
D u ke  T y so n  d id n ’t sm ile . H e  e x

am ined G a lw ay Lass w ith  a c rit ica l 
eye. T h e n  he shook his head and 
said : “ You  could be righ t. T h e  fu 
ture books have been wrong before.”

Jo nath an  said : “ T h a t ’s your
w o rry .”

D u ke  said casua lly : “ I  w ou ld n ’t be 
so w orried—if  H oney d id n ’ t seem so 
sure .”

“ H o n ey ,”  Jo n a th an  said, a ch ill 
touching h im . “ W h en  d id  you ta lk  
to her?”

D uke  T yso n  spoke off-hand. “ O h , 
we’ve had lu n ch  together a couple of 
times la te ly ."

Jonathan  began to shake a litt le . 
H e  wanted to stick  his fist in to  D uke  
T yso n 's sm iling  face. Instead , he 
ram m ed h is sm all hands in to  his 
pockets. T h e re  was no sense in  being 
a sucker about the whole th ing.

As he turned away, he heard 
D u ke  T y so n ’s laughter beh ind  h im . 
T h e  laughter was d ifferent from  that 
of the young jocks. I t  was mean and 
edged.

Mose L a r k in  was leaning disconso
late ly against the fence when Jo n a
than strode past. Mose L a r k in  was 
r id in g  a horse nam ed Celestra in  the 
H an d icap : H e  sa id : “ T h is  is my
last race, Johnny. I  can ’t m ake the 
weight any m ore.”

“ B roke?”  Jo n a th an  asked.
“ W h o  isn ’t?”
"H a s  Celestra a chance?”
“ A s m uch chance as a snow ball in  

h e ll,”  Mose L a rk in  said . “ H ey , w hat’s 
the m atter? Y o u ’re shak ing .”

“Once in a while I  like to go out!” said Honey.
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G a lw a y  L a ss  s tu m b le d , th en  r e 
g a in e d  h e r  s t r id e . S h e  teas a lm o s t  
p a st n o w —  J o n a th a n  w a s  a w a re  o f  

a  t e r r i f i c  b lo ic  o n  h is  sk u ll .

Jo nath an  was having a cup o f coffee 
one m orn ing at the track restaurant 
w hen he looked up and saw D uke 
T yso n  and Mosc L a rk in  com ing 'out 
of the back room . Mose L a rk in  le ft 
im m ediate ly , but D u ke  came over and 
sat clown.

“ M enom inee equaled the track 
record ,”  D uke  T yso n  said.

“ Y o u ’ve got the favorite ."
“ H o w ’s G a lw ay Lass?"
Jo nath an  sa id : ‘Ask H oney ."
D u ke  T yso n  sa id : “ I d id . She’s

got me w orried ."
“ I  th in k ,"  Jo nath an  said ca re fu lly , 

“ that I ’l l  take a poke at you ."
“ S u re ."  A nd  D uke  T y so n  g rinned . 

“ W h a t are you w aiting  for?"
Jo nath an  sat there w ith ou t m oving. 

H e  d id n 't w ant to get h is ears knocked 
down.

D u ke  swung down off the stool. 
“ I ’l l  take the H an d icap  w ith  M e
nom inee," he said q u ite  c learly . “ A nd  
I  th in k  I ’l l  take H oney too.”

H a lf  a m in u te  la te r Paddy R o u rke  
w addled  in . H e  took the stool D uke

Tyso n  had just vacated. H e  kept 
looking at the door. F in a lly  he 
turned to Jo n a th an :

“ Jonathan , m ’boy,”  he said softly, 
“ I  ju st passed D u ke . I ’ve been hearing  
that D uke  and Mose L a rk in  are th ick  
as thieves. Ce lestra doesn’t have a 
chance, and Mose is washed up. 
M aybe he’s out to m ake h im se lf a 
stake. B etter w atch  h im .”

Jonathan  d id n ’ t see m uch o f H oney 
any m ore. She was always out some 
place. I t  was as i f  she was m aking 
up  for a ll the tim es she had stayed at 
home after m arry ing  Jo nath an . N ext 
tim e Jonathan saw her, he asked w hat 
she had to ld  D u ke  T yso n  about G a l
way Lass .

H oney sa id : “ I  to ld  D u ke  that
G a lw ay  Lass was by a l l odds the best 
horse on the tra ck ."

Thb day before the H an d icap  Jo n a
than gave G a lw ay Lass her last ride  
before the race. T h e  g a llan t old 
cham pion s t ill w ore the b ig  shoes. 
Jo nath an  could  feel the great muscles

lif t in g  and sw elling  under h im , and 
he gave the horse her head. T h e  m are 
rom ped around the ten furlongs.

T h e  excitem ent o f i t  ch ipped away 
a litt le  of the ice around h is heart.

“ She’s f it ,"  he said  afterw ard  to 
Paddy R o u rke .

Paddy exam ined  the stop-watch in  
his hand . H e  seemed pleased w ith  
w hat it  told h im . H e  sa id : “ W e ’ll
get the lightw eight shoes on now. 
To m o rro w  sheTI f ly ."

“ I  don’t know .”
“ Jo na th an , m ’boy, pray fo r ra in  to

n ight. A  soft track w il l be easier on 
her feet."

“ W h a t if  she goes lam e?"
“ She’s f it ,"  Paddy R o u rke  said care

fu lly . “ W h ic h  is more than can be 
said o f you ."

Jo nath an  sa id : “ Com e again?”
Paddy R o u rke  sa id : “ W h a t’s be

tween you and Honey? B o th  o f you 
are eating out your hearts."

“ N o ,"  Jo nath an  said. “ Yes. She’s 
tired  of m e. I ’m ju st a sawed-off ru n t. 
She wants a m an ."



'‘D id  she ever te ll you that?”
“ N o .”
“ Before you were m arr ie d ,”  Paddy 

R o u rk e  said , “ d id  she ever say you 
w eren 't big enough for her?”

“ Love  is b lin d .”
“ T h a t  m ay w ell be. B u t i f  so, it ’s 

perm anent b lindness.”  Paddy R o u rke  
patted his stom ach. “ 1 w ear a g ird le . 
I  w ou ld n 't lose any respect if  I  never 
wore it  again . B u t I 'm  sensitive 
about m y g ir th .”

I t  was cloudy the n ight before the 
H an d icap . Jo nath an  fe lt ra in  in  the 
a ir , bu t the w eatherm an said it  w ould  
c lear tom orrow . Jo nath an  was rest
less, the way he always was before a 
race.

H oney seemed restless too.
Some of the things Paddy R o u rke  

had said bothered Jo nath an . He 
cou ldn ’t get them  out of h is head. Pie 
wanted to ta lk  to H oney about them , 
but the she ll was a l l around h im , and 
the ice was co ld  against h is heart.

Jo n a th an  sa id : “ I ’m going to bed.”
H oney said coo lly : “ I ’l l  be along

som etim e.”
H an d icap  day dawned clear and 

bright. So the weatherm en had been 
rig h t. I t  was going to be tough on 
G a lw ay  Lass . Jo nath an  reached the 
track early .

Paddy R o u rke  said : “ Ju s t once,
you 'd  th in k  m y prayers w ou ld  be an
swered.”

“ T h e  big shoes are gone?”
“ T h e y ’re gone. H e r feet look a 

litt le  tender, b u t they ought to stand 
u p .”  Paddy R o u rke  shook his head. 
“ Y o u ’l l  have a horse under you that 
you don’t kn o w .”

Jo nath an  sa id : “ I ’ve been a jock a 
long tim e.”

“ T h e re ’s th a t,”  Paddy agreed sadly. 
“ B u t both the horse and r id e r have to 
be thoroughbreds. G a lw ay  Lass w il l 
fight to w in . B u t there's no fight le ft 
in  you , Jo n a th an , m ’boy. You  w on ’t 
give her a fa ir  race .”

“ I  ought to slug you ,”  Jonathan  
said through h is teeth. “ 1 don’t know  
w hy I  don't. I t  m ust be you r age.”

" I  know  w hy, and that isn ’ t the 
reason,”  Paddy R o u rke  said .

Jo nath an  hung a round , w aiting . 
T h e re  was an  early  crow d, and he saw 
faces he knew , bu t he fe lt a l l alone. 
H oney came w ith  D u ke  T y so n . She 
was going to s it in  h is box.

Fro m  tim e to tim e Jo nath an  took a 
look at the tote-board. A  su rprising  
th ing  was happening . T h e  odds on 
G a lw ay  Lass were d ropp ing  rap id ly . 
I t  was lik e  the stock quotations in  
twenty-nine, w h ich  Jo nath an  could 
rem em ber, a lthough he’d been too 
young at the tim e to be h u rt .

M oney was being put on G alw ay 
Lass—a dot of m oney. I t  could  on ly 
mean that a  great m any bettors had 
fa ith  in  the o ld  records and in  Paddy

R o u rke  as a tra in e r—and fa ith  in  Jo n 
athan h im self.

A t  the end o f the fifth  race Jo n a
than w alked  tow ard the jockeys’ room 
to change in to  h is s ilk s . H e  fe lt beat 
out. H e  was alw ays on edge before a 
big race, bu t this tim e it  was d ifferent. 
He had too m uch besides the race on 
his m ind .

T h e re  was no id le  banter today. 
A ll  the young jocks looked pretty 
g rim . Mose L a rk in  avoided Jonathan  
lik e  the plague.

G a lw ay  Lass was q u iet when Jo n a
than rode her in to  the starting  gate. 
She stood ca lm ly , a g a llan t o ld  cham 
pion w ith  a great deal of experience 
in  such m atters. She had never been 
a tem peram ental m ount. B u t Jo n a
than could  feel the hard  muscles 
q u ive ring , and he knew  that she was 
fit.

Jo nath an  grim aced. Paddy R o u rke  
had been rig h t. I t  was more than 
could be said of Jo nath an  h im self.

Some o f the jocks were having 
trouble w ith  th e ir m ounts. T h e  as
sistant starters were having  a bad tim e, 
je rk in g  and yan king  at the p lung ing  
horses. T h e  sun was w arm  overhead, 
and the track  was d ry . A  horse named 
K illa lo e  kept backing  out of h is sta ll. 
D ow n patrick  unseated h is r id e r. Both 
G a lw ay Lass and M enom inee were 
q u iet. Ce lestra , w ith  Mose L a rk in  up, 
alm ost w ent to sleep.

T h e  head starter ye lled  a w arn ing . 
T h e n  the off be ll clanged sharp ly .

Celestra took an early  lead, Mose 
L a rk in  using the bat r ig h t away. 
K illa lo e  took out a fte r h im . N e x t was 
M enom inee. G a lw ay  Lass was in  the 
m idd le o f the fie ld  bunched out be
h in d .

Jo nath an  fe lt the d ifference im m e
d iate ly . T h e  b ig  shoes had held  the 
horse down even m ore than he had 
supposed. G a lw ay  Lass was fighting 
for her head. A fte r the b ig  steel 
plates, the lig h tw eigh t shoes m ust feel 
w onderfu l.

I t  came to Jo n a th an  that he could  
easily have been ru n n in g  th ird  in  
place of M enom inee i f  he’d got off to 
a better start. H is  m ind  had been on 
other things. H e  was g iving  G alw ay 
Lass a lousy ride.

G a lw ay  Lass was ru n n in g  easily , s t ill 
fighting fo r her head. She was s t ill 
lost in  the ru ck , bu t she w asn't going 
to be satisfied to stay there. Jo nath an  
fe lt her great muscles stretch ing out 
and som ething th at m ight have been 
the beg inning of p ride  started n ib 
b lin g  at h is conscience.

“ H oney ,”  Jo nath an 's head said to 
h im . “ She’s s itting  in  D uke  T y so n ’s 
box. She’s fin ished w ith  me. She 
wants a m an she has to t i lt  up her 
head to k iss .”

A nd  then his heart told h im : “ She 
never put th is th in g  in to  words. H o w  
do I  know  she even th in ks it?”
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Jo nath an ’s m ind  came back to the 
race. G a lw ay Lass was s t ill in  the 
ru ck . A big chestnut bore ou t, and 
Jonathan  saw an opening. H e  gave 
the g a llan t o ld  cham pion her head, 
and drove for it . She burst out in to  
the clear.

She was ru n n in g  fourth  now, be
h ind  M enom inee. Celestra and K i l 
laloe.. were fighting  for the lead . A ll  
the horses except G a lw ay  Lass and 
M enom inee were getting the w h ip  
now.

M enom inee began to move up  fast. 
Celestra was fading bad ly . G a lw ay 
Lass moved u p  after M enom inee. 
Celestra kept on fad ing . Celestra was 
th ird  now , w ith  G a lw ay Lass challeng
ing.

A nd  then Jo nath an  was aware that 
Celestra was boring over. Celestra 
was a big horse and G a lw ay  Lass was 
being crowded toward the ra i l .  T h e  
opening was getting sm aller. A nd  
in  that m om ent Jo nath an  rem em bered 
that he was to watch Mose L a rk in .

Mose L a rk in 's  face was w h ite  and 
tw isted. H e  was using the bat in  h is 
hand. T h e  opening was sm alle r now, 
and then Jonathan gave G a lw ay  Lass 
her head.

T h e  g a llan t horse w ent through. 
She scraped the ra il. She stum bled, 
then regained her stride. She was a l
most past now—

Jonathan was aware o f a terrific  
blow on his sk u ll. B lood  flowed in to  
his eyes. H e  knew  that Mose L a rk in  
had h it  h im , probab ly w ith  the handle 
of the bat. Jo nath an  got some of the 
blood cleared out of h is eyes so that 
he could see. Celestra was behind 
h im  now.

“ T o  hell w ith  it ,”  Jo nathan 's head 
told h im . “ I ’l l  q u it r ig h t now. N o
body w ould expect me to fin ish the 
race .”

S uddenly he was aw are of a d if
ference in G a lw ay  Lass ’ thundering- 
stride. I t  was a subtle difference. 
A nd  he knew  that her sore feet had 
not been com pletely healed and that 
they had gone bad again. A nd  then 
he knew  she was s t ill game.

Jo nathan 's heart sa id : “ She’s a
thoroughbred. She’l l  fight t i l l  she 
drops. W h y  should  I  q u it  ju st be
cause I  got my sku ll cracked open? 
M aybe I  haven ’t forgotten how to 
fight, e ithe r.”

H e  leaned down and sa id : “ N ow ! 
N o w ,  o ld  g a l!”

G a lw ay  Lass responded. M enom i
nee was leading now , K illa lo e  a close 
second. K illa lo e  was t ir in g , and Gal- 

— way Lass moved up . A nd  Jo nathan  
knew  he’d been a fool. H is  sensi
t iv ity  about h is stature was a ll in  his 
m in d . T h a t ’s why he’d never taken 
H oney out a fte r they were m arr ied — 
he’d been so a fra id  she w ould  be 
ashamed to be seen w ith  h im . B u t



she’d never g iven h im  any in d ica tion . 
Ft had a ll been in  h is m ind .

I t  was like  Paddy R o u rke  and his 
g ird le .

T h e y  were in  the stretch now. A n  
announcer began to shout: “ I t ’s
M enom inee by a length, K illa lo e  by 
a neck, G a lw ay Lass m oving up . . . . 
N ow  M enom inee by a length, G a lw ay 
Lass second and s t ill coming. . . . A nd  
now M enom inee by h a lf a length—"

T h e re  was a clam or from  the stands. 
Jonathan used the bat and G alw ay 
Lass responded ga llan tly . G alw ay 
Lass and M enom inee were neck and 
neck. Jonathan fe lt G a lw ay Lass 
shudder, but she was s t ill game. She 
was a thoroughbred.

T h e  b ig  shoes! H e  could  wear the 
shoes of any m an . Jonathan fe lt h im 
self as ta ll as a m ountain . As ta ll as 
the w orld . You  were as big as you 
wanted to be.

Less than h a lf a fu rlong  to go now. 
G a lw ay Lass and M enom inee were 
s t ill neck and neck. T h e n  the w ire  
■loomed ahead, and then they were 
under it , and Jonathan knew  that 
G a lw ay Lass had won. . . .

T h e  cerem onies‘ were hazy. T h e y  
asked about the cu t over Jonathan ’s 
eye, and ■ w hat had happened out 
there, anyway. Jonathan looked over 
at Mose L a r k in , who looked both grim  
and scared. I t  was Mose L a r k in ’s last 
race. I t  made no d ifference now if  
he were ru led  off the track  forever. 
B u t Jo n a th an  told them that nothing 
had happened. N oth ing  at a ll.

"She went lame out there,”  Jona
than said to Paddy R o u rke . “ She 
went lam e, bu t she kept righ t on 
fighting .”

Paddy patted his g ird led  stomach. 
“ She’s a thoroughbred.”

Jonathan weighed in , and then be
gan looking  for H oney. She was com
ing toward h im , ru n n in g  a lit t le , D uke 
T yso n  h u rry ing  along a litt le  beh ind . 
Jonathan w aited u n t i l D uke  was dose 
—and then poked h im  in  the eye. 
D uke  T yso n  ja rred  Jonathan , and it  
fe lt good, and Jonathan tapped D uke 
on the jaw . A ll two hundred  pounds 
of D u ke  T yso n  sat down hard.

“ You  in  love w ith  this guy?”  Jona
than asked Honey,

H oney’s eyes were sh in ing . “ D arn  
yo u !” she cried . “ O h , Jo h n n y !”

Jonathan held  her close. H e d id n ’t 
care about h is stature. A  m an was as 
big as he wanted to be. A ny man 
could  wear the big shoes. Jonathan 
like d  it  just the way he was.

“ I  had to do som ething,”  H oney 
w hispered. “ A  wom an doesn’t have 
m uch to fight w ith  except jealousy. 
B u t  I  was w illin g  to do anyth ing  for 
the guy I  love—even if  he is a je rk  
sometimes.”

Jonathan said : “ L e t ’s go out to
n ight and pa in t the town ai great big  
red ."

ifitSS
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Charlem agne’s Elephant

I N  ivory hun tin g  horn , called  an 
/ V  o lip lian t because it  was fash- 

1  V  ioned from  the tusk of an 
e lephant, was slung  over the shoulder 
of R o la n d  w hen , re tu rn in g  from  a 
w ar w ith  the Saracens of Spa in , he 
commanded Charlem agne’s rearguard . 
A ttacked  in  a pass of the Pyrenees by 
an  overw helm ing  horde of Basques, 
R o la n d  ta rd ily  realized  that a ll was 
lost unless succor came. T h r ic e  he 
sounded his horn  w ith  a l l the strength
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of his lungs. Charlem agne heard  and 
hastened back, but a rrived  too late. 
R o la n d  and a ll h is kn ights and men- 
at-arms lay s la in  on the stricken  field 
of Roncesvalles; and beside the pa la
d in  was h is o lip lian t, burst in  tw ain  by 
the th ird  m ighty blast.

T wenty-four years la ter, in  802, 
tusks of liv in g  ivo ry gleamed, as a 
huge In d ia n  elephant lum bered in to  
Charlem agne’s cap ita l at Aachen past
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gaping and cheering crowds. T h e  
great beast was the first of his k in d  
seen in  Eu ro p e  since H an n ib a l in 
vaded Ita ly  w ith  his w ar elephants a 
m ille n n iu m  before. A  m arvel to a ll 
who beheld or heard of h im , the an i
m a l’s advent was recorded in  stately 
L a t in  by scribes and m onks through
out the continent, and even in  remote 
Ire lan d .

" T h is  year fo r the first tim e,”  they 
inscribed  on the ir scro lls, "an  ele-

[ ’p lian t, brought from  d istant parts, 
* vouchsafed the K ingdom  of the Franks 

a wondrous spectacle. H e  was the 
g ift of H a ru n , m onarch  of the Per
sians and ru le r over a ll the O rien t 
save In d ia , wh<5 sent besides his frien d 
sh ip , and made a firm  a llian ce .”  

Charlem agne had asked especially 
fo r an elephant w hen he sent an em
bassy w ith  presents of his own to 
H a ru n  a l-Rash id , C a lip h  of Bagdad, 
whose adventures are related in  the

A rab ian  N ights. T h e  C a lip h , g rant
ing the boon, chose from  h is royal 
herd a sp lendid  specimen nam ed Abul- 
Abbas in  honor of the re ign ing  dy
nasty, the Abbasides.

I t  had taken Abul-Abbas two years 
to m ake the long journey from  Persia 
to his new home. U n der conduct of 
Isaac the je w , resourcefu l and trusted 
emissary of Charlem agne, he plodded 
across N orth  A fr ica  to Carthage, his 
progress through every stage of the 
journey reported by sw ift couriers to 
the anxious K in g  of the Franks . E m 
barked on a stout ship capable of car
rying h is weight and b u lk , Abul-Abbas 
landed at Pisa in  the fa ll of 801. B u t 
Isaac d id  not venture over the A lps 
w ith  his precious charge t i l l  spring, 
when Abul-Abbas made the crossing, 
ch ron iclers declare, more easily than 
had H a n n ib a l’s elephants.

W ith  Abul-Abbas came other gifts, 
costly and curious. Priceless to the 
devout of Christendom  were the keys 
to the H o ly  Sepu lcher, w ith  a guar
antee of safe passage to p ilg rim s. 
T h e re  was also a w aterclock w h ich  
ch im ed the hours w h ile  a procession 
of figures m arched around a tower. 
B u t eyes were a ll for the e lephant, in 
stalled  in  the K in g ’s m enagerie, where 
he fa r ou triva led  its form er attrac
tions—lions, bears and rare  birds. 
Scholars gathered to solve a knotty 
problem  in  n atu ra l h istory w h ich  had 
been ag itating  them : do elephants lie  
down? Abul-Abbas, grow ing sleepy, 
lowered his ponderous body to the 
ground and settled the question.

C harlemagne on his campaigns 
took Abul-Abbas along, decked per
haps in  trappings of b lack , the royal 
color of the Abbasides, but d id  not use 
h im  in  battle . T h e  prestige of owning 
the on ly  e lephant in  Europe  was too 
great to be risked , and the an im a l was 
im m ensely va luab le  as a symbol of the 
league between his master and H a ru n  
against the Byzan tine  Em p ire  and the 
Saracens of Spa in . 11 was A bu l-A bbas’ 
unique ro le to serve sim ultaneously 
as a C a ro lin g ian  circus, a mascot, and 
the evidence of a masterpiece of state
craft.

E lephants are long-lived, but the 
cold clim ate told on Abul-Abbas, and 
he was s t ill young when he died in  
the year 810, his passing lam ented as 
u n iversa lly  as his a rr iv a l had been 
celebrated.

O ne of his tusks was made in to  a 
h un ting  h orn , preserved to this day 
in  the basilica at Aachen—just such 
an o lip han t as R o la n d  had carried . 
T h a n k s  to the a lliance of w h ich  it  was 
a token, Charlem agne, King- of the 
F ran ks and Em pero r of the Rom ans, 
held his Spanish m arches, and the 
o lip han t from  the tusk of Abul-Abbas 
was not sounded at a second Ronces- 
valles.
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Far more important than Mathew  
Brady’s studio on Broadway, was 
the splendid job he did at Bull Run, 
Antietam and Fredericksburg in 
photographing the men and the bat
tles of the W ar Between the States.

A T  the creek called  B u l l R u n .
/ %  battle raged through the 

/  %  heat-drowsed woodlands, the 
A .  j L  th ickets and sm iling  fields. 
T h e  deep-rolling w h o o m —w h o o m  of 
cannon fire drove massive iron  balls 
crashing and sp lin te ring  through 
green tree branches and briar-tangled 
thickets.

Shells burst and spewed jagged 
m etal, and the stench ot bu rn t b lack 
powder and death. . . . A nd  w h ile  w ar 
tore liv id ly  at the peaceful V irg in ia  
countryside, a c iv ilia n  w ith  a pointed 
ch in  beard, an old straw  hat and a 
long w hite lin en  duster coolly made 
photographs of the battlefie ld .

W hen the blue-clad U n io n  troops 
had m arched south from  the Potomac 
toward Le e ’s new arm y at Manassas, 
bands had played jaun ty  m usic. 
T h e re  had been gayety and confidence. 
N ow  Johnny R eb  w ould learn  not to 
start a w ar. Downy-cheeked recru its 
could shout m errily  at the c iv il ia n ’s 
two dusty wagons: “ G ot the p icn ic 
baskets?”

“ Cam eras, boys, to take your p ic
tures.”

" W a - h o o o !  T h e  g irls are w a it in ’ 
for m y  p ic tu re !”

H e could laugh at them then from  
the hard-jo lting  wagon seat and th ink  
of the sweethearts, mothers and an x 
ious fam ilies who w ould  w ant h is p ic
tures. T h e n , sobering, he w ould  th in k  
of h istory , w h ich  awaited these photo
graphs.

B rady of Broadw ay, he was called . 
H is  fash ionable N ew  Y o rk  and W ash
ington galleries had photographed 
renowned faces, in c lud in g  L in c o ln , 
the new President. Perm ission to 
advance w ith  the arm y had been 
grudging ly granted.

Now  h is greatest subject—W a r—had 
coiled in to  pose before his cameras 
and exploded. M in ie  ba lls w hined 
lik e  angry wasps and struck flesh w ith  
a sodden sound. C rouch ing  figures 
shoved through the th ickets, fired 
muskets, lra n t ica lly  w ie lded  ram rods, 
reloading.

H ead  often under the b lack camera 
c lo th , fo llow ed by q u ick  steps to a 
wagon to develop plates, B rady coolly 
disregarded danger. . . . W h ipped  
horses hauled gun batteries fo rw ard  
at the gallop . She ll and canister 
burst w ith  deafening reports. Men 
staggered and spraw led on the earth 
and lay in ert. . . . T h e  bands were 
s ilen t now. T h e  m errim ent had van
ished.

Shenandoah V a lley troops u nex
pectedly re inforced  Lee . Busy w ith

h is cameras, B rad y  watched w ith  dis
m ay the U n io n  disaster spreading.

A  p a llid  officer, sword forgotten in  
hand , spurred a la thered  horse totvard 
the rear. A  'teen-aged p riva te , hat
less, h is m usket, haversack and knap
sack abandoned, came ru n n in g  back 
in  frig h t and despair. . . . “ R ebs are 
com in ’ l W e ’re shot to pieces!”

T h e  fu l l to rrent of pan ic and re
treat began to sw ir l by. B rad y ’s wag
ons were badly damaged in  the rout.
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B u t w ith  stubborn coolness he fin a lly  
made his way back to W ashington , 
the dead, the dying, the wreckage and 
debris o f the battlefie ld  forever fixed 
on h is negatives.

B a r e l y  sixteen in  N ew  Y o rk , 
twenty years e a rlie r, he had dream ed 
of som ething lik e  this w h ile  c lerk ing  
in  A . T .  Stew art’s large store, and pay
ing  wide-eyed visits to the studio  of his 
new frien d  Sam uel Morse.



by
T. T. FLYNN

“Broadway
“ A  bright boy like  you, B rady , 

should  study the new process my 
frien d  Daguerre showed me in  P a ris ,”  
was M orse’s op in ion  one day. “ O n 
the sh ip com ing home, I invented the 
new code I  need for this telegraph I ’m 
try ing  to perfect. I can ’t give m uch 
tim e now to D aguerre ’s idea. . . . Bu t 
it  has possib ilities.”

Sam Morse paced his sm all studio , 
th in k ing . "Y o u  know , B rady , D a
guerre th inks his process is good for

scenic p ictures. B u t it  could  be a 
perfect m edium  for preserving lik e 
nesses of people. Abso lu te ly  l ife lik e .”  

“ M r. Morse—’ ’
“ Yes, B rady?”
“ C o u ld n ’t I  use it  to—to preserve 

likenesses of the fathers and m others 
of our country fo r history?”

“ C e rta in ly , B rady . M ake the plates 
more sensitive, and you’l l  have people 
fixed forever, e xactly  as they are in  
the liv in g  flesh now. A nd  lik e  the
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messages I mean to send over my w ire , 
it's never been done before.”

“ I —I  w ant to try it , M r. M orse.”
“ Good, B rady—I ’l l  teach you ."
T h re e  years of p inch ing  pennies, 

learn ing  w ith  M orse. . . . A nd  young 
B rady, barely nineteen, opened his 
first Daguerreotype G a lle ry  at Fu lto n  
and Broadw ay.

E xciting years followed. Men and 
Women, destined for h istory as scu lp
tured m arble or stylized pa intings, 
became liv in g  flesh w ith  young Brady's 
s k il lfu l technique. . . . John C . C a l
houn, H en ry  C lay , D an ie l W ebster, 
John T y le r , Edgar A lla n  Poe, the 
young Prince of W ales. . . .

O ften  young B rady thought of h is
tory. H is  fo lio , “ A  G a lle ry  of I l 
lustrious A m ericans,”  was w ide ly  ac
claim ed. H is daguerreotypes won 
first prize at the great Londo n  E x 
h ib itio n . C a lled  Brady of Broadw ay 
now, successful, prosperous, he opened 
a second gallery in  W ashington .

T h e  new wet-plate process allowed 
endless reproductions from  a nega
tive. He had the urgent feeling that 
he was equipped for destiny.

In  the W h ite  House after B u l l  R u n , 
President L in c o ln  listened patien tly  
w h ile  his v isito r earnestly argued.

“ M r. President, th is w ar should be 
preserved on negatives. T h in k  if  it  
were possible now to see photographs 
of A lexan d er, conquering the w orld  
—or Genghis IChan’s M ongol hordes 
at the Danube!”

W e m ust guess th e ir  exact conver
sation. L in c o ln , h arried , burdened 
beyond endurance by a country torn 
apart, by problem s of state and end
less visito rs w ith  im probable pleas 
and schemes, said h eav ily : “ Perhaps, 
B rady ; but if  we preserve the U n io n , 
history w il l take care of us. I  sug
gest you speak w ith  Secretary Stanton .”

It  was a trem endous, w renching  
period in  W ashington . W hen the 
irascib le , even more h arried  Secretary 
of W a r fin a lly  granted an in te rv iew , 
his rem arks were b lun t and final.

“ T h e  Governm ent, M r. B rady , can
not help you fin anc ia lly  in  this scheme. 
I ’ ll grant you perm ission to try it  at 
your own expense and risk . M r. A l
lan  P in kerton , who has organized our 
new Secret Service, w il l keep an eye 
on you .”

Somewhat downcast—he had ex
pected help from  the Governm ent— 
Brady returned  to the W ashington 
galle ry  and undoubtedly discussed the 
problems w ith  A lexan d er G ardner, 
h is assistant.
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Men and women destined for history as 
sculpture or paintings became living 
flesh. Successful, prosperoust he opened 

a gallery in Washington.

tearing  smash of shell fragm ents 
w ou ld  r ip  through the d im  litt le  
booth—and through the man inside .

T h e  w ar had to be preserved this 
w ay—dangerously, m inu te ly , exhaus
tive ly . . . . T h e  dead, the wounded, 
the brassy, filthy  devastation that tore 
m en's souls in to  heroism  and cow
ard ice and sacrifice m ust be trans
ferred-aw esom e, v iv id —to thousands 
of quiet parlors where in ten t and 
anxious eyes peered in to  stereoscope 
holders.

In  crystal-clear, three-dimension 
stereoscopic depth, m ust live  again— 
forever—the thunder and agony B rady 
saw w hen he stepped from  the 
cram ped and stifling  lit t le  developing 
cab inet, mopped his stream ing face, 
and stepped back to h is camera.

E ve ry th in g  m ust be on the nega
tives, fixed fo r h istory—the swollen 
dead, the green blowflies, the blood- 
smeared wounded and dejected prison
ers, the bivouacs, the generals and 
the weary troops.

T„f: other camera crews were doing 
the same; and on each h u rr ied  tr ip  
back to W ash ington , A lexan d er G a rd 
ner, m anaging the studio , w ou ld  pre
sent the unending  packets of b ills . 
T w e n ty  cam era crews scattered 
through the arm ies were devouring 
money and supplies.

“ Y o u ’re going b ankru p t,”  G ardn er 
undoubtedly w arned. “ T h e  profits 
of the N ew  Y o rk  and W ashington 
galleries aren't covering the expense. 
. . . H ere—these b ills  are from  A n 
thony's, in  N ew  Y o rk , fo r supplies.”

Brady's m using gaze through a 
w indow  reached beyond the hacks and 
sm art carriages, the sty lish  hoop- 
skirts , ch ic parasols and ta ll beaver 
hats on the street—beyond the g rim  
and gruesome battlefields to w h ich  he 
was re tu rn ing .

“ T h e  studios are m aking  money, 
G a rd n e r.”

“ O ne m an, G a rd n er, can 't photo
graph a w ar. I ' l l  have to tra in  camera 
crews and give them special equ ip
m ent.”

“ A nd  stand a ll the cost yourself?”  
G a rd n er m ust have dub iously  re
m inded. “ T h e  expense w il l be enor
mous. Is  it  w orth  it?”

“ Beyond va lue , G a rd n e r; eventua lly  
the Governm ent w il l believe so, and 
help . . . . G a rd n er, th is is ou r liv in g  
h isto ry ; it  m ust not be lost. T h e  eyes 
that saw the R evo lu tio n  are about 
gone; w e 'll never know  exactly w hat 
they saw. T h e  generations after us, 
G a rd n er, m ust see this as we see it . 
I t  m ust be preserved.”

A ll that cold, gloomy w in te r 
B rady of B roadw ay ca re fu lly  tra ined  
h is assistants, and had special cam era 
wagons b u ilt .

“ T h e  wagons,”  he decided, “ must 
go everywhere—in  the fields, woods, 
m ountains and swamps, anywhere the 
arm ies and the cameras go. You  know 
we have on ly  ten m inutes in  hot 
w eather to coat, expose, and develop 
a p late. E ach  wagon must have a 
sm all developing booth on the back, 
w ith  racks and shelves. W e ’l l  use 
four-by-four stereoscopic cameras fo r 
home view s, and up to sixteen-by

twenty-inch A n th on y cameras fo r the 
panoram as.”

Spring—and G enera l M cC le llan  
opened h is great Pen insu la  Cam paign . 
Astonished troops stared at the queer
looking  wagon a c iv il ia n  drove among 
them.

“ W h a t is it? ”  they shouted. . . . Be
fore long B rady heard  them  ca lling : 
“ H ere  comes B rady's W h a tz it  W a g o n ! "

Photographing the Pen insu la  bat
tles that sp ring  was arduous, danger
ous. Sun  g lin ts on B rad y ’s polished 
cam era lenses were often sighted by 
Confederate sharpshooters. T h e  keen
eyed youths in  gray, tempered by the 
m ountains and h un tin g  fields of the 
South , too often were dangerously ac
curate. S tand ing  coolly by his camera, 
B rad y  could  hear the M in ie  balls 
w h ine close. O ften  he had to seek 
cover. . . . O r  Confederate cannon 
w ou ld  range on the te llta le  lense 
g lin ts . Shells w ou ld  come arch ing  
from  the enemy lines, exp lod ing  close, 
shocking a m an's liv e r  and heart and 
courage as great fountains of d irt 
showered out.

O n  sw eltering  days the developing 
cab inet was an evil-sm elling  oven, 
reeking of chem icals and heat. B rady 
had to wedge h im se lf inside , w ith  tiny 
yellow-glass panes le tting  in  the fa in t
est illu m in a tio n . W o rk in g  in  fever
ish, sweating haste, he w ould  listen  
to the torn and flam ing  day outside, 
and wonder w ry ly  w hat instant a 
vicious-buzzing M in ie  b a ll, the cough
ing death-sleet o f canister ba lls or
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“ Not enough, M r. B rad y .”
“ A  man can ’t be bankrupt w ith  a ll 

the negatives we’re accum ulating . 
T h e y ’l l  be in va lu ab le  to the G overn
m ent; we’l l  be re im bursed ."

W ho could  doubt it? A l l  h istory 
had never possessed these thousands 
of plates, increasing d a ily , w h ich  im 
m orta lized  a great w ar, a n ation ’s 
agony. T h e  Governm ent, the coun
try , w ou ld  be g ratefu l, appreciative , 
w hen the gory struggle ended. M ean
w h ile , the conflict m ust be put on 
negatives for h istory.

“ W e ’l l  pay w hat we can, G ardn er, 
and con tinue .”

M cC le lla n ’s Pen insu la  battles 
flamed and lashed at the Confederate 
lines. Im m ense casualties were in 
flicted on Le e ’s fiery troops. B u t the 
U n io n  arm ies were battered and deci
m ated; w hen M cC le llan  drew  back 
after four m onths, the w eary, m auled 
Confederates were conceded victory .

B rad y ’s assistants also were risk in g  
lives. O 'S u lliv a n ’s cam era was upset 
tw ice by bursting  shells. A t  D utch  
G ap  C an a l, a shell exploded beside 
R och e ’s cam era. Roche shook the 
gray fly ing  dust off h is b lack camera 
cloth and moved the tripod  d irectly  
over the shell-hole, decid ing w ry ly : 
“ W o n ’t h it  again righ t here .”

L e e  m arched in to  M ary land  u n 
aware that h is G eneral O rd er 191 had 
been found wrapped around several 
cigars, revea ling  to M cC le llan  that 
Confederate troops were m arch ing  in  
separated colum ns.

B rady raced to Sharpsburg as M c
C le llan  tried  to close a trap . T h e  
fighting  was bloody. Shaken by car
nage w hich  seemed unending , B rady 
focused his cam era on the p iled  bodies 
of D . H . H i l l ’s men in  the sunken 
road, and carried  the heavy tripod  to 
the h ills id e  where the dead sprawled 
among abandoned jackets, shoes, 
broken fence ra ils , abandoned m us
kets and cartridge boxes.

T h e n —once again Le e  crossed the 
Potom ac and risked massive, decisive 
battle at Gettysburg.

T h e  beautifu l countryside was 
w arm , serene in  the sun light. L t . 
H aske ll, aide-de-camp to G enera l G ib 
bon, wrote of it  later. B rady saw it 
too, and moved through the holocaust, 
ca lm ly , ca re fu lly  photographing his 
h istory.

H aske ll wrote of it ; B rady photo
graphed it.

“ T h e y  were beau tifu l th is-m orning 
—desolate now. . . . G ra in , corn , or
chards ru in ed . . . . Knapsacks cast 
aside, haversacks fu l l of rations dead 
m en w il l  never eat. . . . Cedar can
teens of Rebels, cloth-covered tin  of 
U n io n  canteens—blankets, trousers, 
coats, caps b lue and gray, muskets, 
ram rods, bayonets, swords, scabbards, 
belts, broken wheels, exploded cais- Brady had the urgent feeling that he was equipped for destiny.
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sons, and lim ber boxes and dis
m ounted guns, blood-smeared. . . . 
Horses dead, dying, to rn , legs shot 
off_____

“ T h e re  was no rebe llion  now, no 
w ar, no strife . T h e  dead lay together, 
the wounded. . .

T ire d , sickened, B rady moved on 
the battlefie ld , exposing h is plates 
and h u rry in g  to the reeking develop
ing  cab inet. A t  sundown the wounded 
moaned and cried  out. N ow  and then 
an in ju re d  horse screamed in  un
com prehending helplessness w h ile  
B rad y  w earily  washed, d ried  and var
nished the day’s plates.

A n d  there was m ore—the new m orn
ing  brought 250 Confederate cannon 
shredding the day w ith*awesom e fire. 
T h e  U n io n  cannon rep lied . . . . A c rid  
clouds of black-powder smoke sw irled  
over the q uak ing  fields and hung like  
death-fog in  trem b ling  woodland. 
T h e  earth shook, churned. Above 
B rad y ’s cam era the sky was a vast 
sounding board of ro llin g  th u n d e r.. . .

T h e n  suddenly fe ll aw fu l quiet. 
. . . P ickett and Pettigrew ’s eighteen 
thousand men ro lled  a g igantic tide 
of destruction and bravery across the 
open fields—up the slope, on toward 
the w aiting  U n io n  guns.

T h e  m oving tide ro lled  in to  the 
sheeting blast of U n io n  fire , beat 
against i t —and, to rn , ripp ed  and shat
tered, ebbed re luctan tly  back. . . .

A lw ays back the tide now ebbed, 
slow ly across the Potomac for the last 
tim e, ebbing south , ever south into 
deep V irg in ia .

G ra n t , the new com m ander, drove 
at the g a llan t, desperate ebb w ith  the 
W ilderness battles and at Co ld  H a r
bor, and fin a lly  at te rrib le  cost pushed 
the ebb-tide back in to  R ichm ond .

T h e  end found B rady exposing 
plates at Petersburg , unaw are of the 
surrender at A ppom attox.

Downcast, he h u rr ie d  to R ichm ond , 
where the heavy-hearted Lee  had 
gone. T w o  days after the surrender, 
Lee  generously posed on the back 
porch of his R ich m o n d  home. . . . 
“ M arse R o b e rt”  now was h istory too 
on B rad y ’s plates.

T he tragedy of L in c o ln  came sw ift
ly . . . .  T h e  four convicted conspirators 
were ordered hanged in  the yard of 
W ashington P en itentiary .

T h is  day w hen B rad y  set up  his 
cameras on a p latfo rm  facing the gal
lows, he was oppressed by crushing 
debts. Battle fie ld  hardships had af
flicted h im  w ith  rheum atism . H e  
m ust have had the thought: " T h is
hanging, too, is pa rt of it . . . . T h e  
last four to d ie .”

U n d er the cam era d o th  he focused 
on the gallows p la tfo rm , where an 
um bre lla  was held  over M rs. M ary 
Suratt, who had owned the boarding
house where the conspirators had met.

T h e  dim -w itted c le rk  D av id  H ero ld  
was there, and George Atzerodt, the 
Confederate spy, who had lost his 
nerve and fa iled  to k i l l  V ice-President 
Johnson.

T h e  fourth  b lack  hood was pu lled  
over the head of Le w is  Pow e ll, who 
had rushed in to  Secretary Seward’s 
room  and slashed Sew ard ’s throat.

Once more B rad y  rem oved the 
velvet-lined lense-cap. . . . T h e  trap 
dropped w ith  a h o llow  crash. . . . T h e  
bodies dangled lim p ly . . . . T h e  last 
four. . . .

N ow  a nation  had its great w ar fo r
ever preserved, two negatives made 
of each subject, w henever possible. 
A nd  B rady had h is debts, pressing, in 

sistent. A  country b ind ing  wounds, 
struggling w ith  reconstruction , was 
ind ifferent. Sad ly B rad y  added the 
account.

A  hundred thousand do llars spent. 
H is  property sold in  N ew  Y o rk  met 
on ly  a sm all part of the debt. . . . 
Congress was not interested; no one 
cared to see w ar now, or th in k  of w ar.

A  m an ’s heart can break slow ly. 
L ik e  wasting disease, a b ankru p t m an 
can fa il slow ly , submerged by degrees 
under the crush of debt.

A n th o n y  and C o ., the N ew  Y o rk  
supp liers, took one set of the plates 
for accounts due. U n ab le  to pay a 
two-thousand-dollar storage b i l l , B rady 
broken-heartedly watched his fin a l set 
of negatives bought up  by the W a r 
D epartm ent fo r the storage charges.

Fo u r years of labor, health  and pre
eminence in  his profession, a hundred 
thousand do llars spent—a ll now gone 
beyond recovery.

T h a t  far and d istant you th fu l v ision  
of dedication to h is country ’s h istory 
faded now in  grow ing poverty and 
bitterness. A l l  of it  had been fu tile . 
A l l  of it  had been neglected, ignored, 
discarded by Congress and country.

D r in k  brought lit t le  solace as health  
failed  and the bitterness persisted. . . . 
T h e  end was ch arity , and a rented 
room  in  N ew  Y o rk , not fa r from  the 
spot where an eager youth  had said: 
“ I  w ant to preserve ou r fathers and 
m others fo r h istory , M r. M orse.”

B rady of Broadw ay d ied ow ning 
on ly  the clothes he wore, b itte r, neg
lected, unaw are of h isto ry ’s timeless 
q ua lity .

A  nation  d id  have m em ory and 
gratitude and pride in  its past. T o o  
late fo r B rad y  of B roadw ay—but in  
the N atio n a l A rch ives , the L ib ra ry  of 
Congress, the guarded pride of carefu l 
collectors, B rad y  of B roadw ay’s great 
w ar and his illu strio u s A m ericans hold  
now for the ages the v iv id , liv in g  past.
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Perhaps, moreover, the climate of that tropic island had already killed him.

As told to B E A T R I C E  G R I M S H A W

TH E  cook went sham bling 
round  the table, handing 
the dishes she had prepared. 
I t  was a strange th ing to see 
her there, in  this is land  w orld , a 

w h ite  wom an w a itin g  on other whites. 
Nobody noticed her or'spoke to her, 
as she lim ped slow ly , noiselessly, from  
green shadow to green shadow, in  
that veranda d ining-room , where the 
leaves of the rubber trees, planted 
jealously close, alm ost im pinged- on 
the table. I t  was like  being at the 
bottom of the sea, 1 thought. A nd  
here, in  the person of o ld  A nn e lie , 
cook and general help  of the p lan ta
tion house, was one of the dead and 
drow ned secrets of the sea of life , r is 
ing  again.

I  had not alw ays been patro l officer 
in  the S-hebas, those b u rn ing  emeralds 
strung lik e  jewels along the L in e . I 
had seen other is lands, lighter and 
pleasanter; yet some of them cursed 
and blighted by the cruelty of man. 
O ne in  especial, whose m ark , once 
made, was stamped upon its v ictim s 
for life . I  knew  too m uch about that 
is land  to let one of its m urderous 
brood in to  my own bachelor home 
down at the port, though com fort and 
fine food such as the p lan tation  peo
ple enjoyed were ho liday dreams to 
me. B u t here I  found  A nn e lie , sole 
su rv ivo r of a recent w reck on the 
Sheba reefs, cooking m arvelous French  
meals fo r B raddon , owner of the 
estate, and his household. A nd

A nn e lie  was, to my experienced eye, 
assuredly one of them.

Braddon was seated at the top of 
the table, sw elling  h im self out w ith  
food—he who was already more like  
a w hite  w orm  than a m an. A t  his 
righ t hand sat an extrem ely pretty 
g ir l , S h irley , whom  he was to m arry in  
two days’ time. Fa rthe r away sat 
S h irle y ’s adopted m other, B radd on ’s 
e lderly aunt. I  d id n ’t know  where 
the old lady had picked her up  in  
in fancy, but she had done a good job 
on this s lim  creature w ith  the b lack 
eyes and the T i t ia n  red h a ir , educated 
her, taught her her prayers, and fin a l
ly  brought her up  to the Shebas “ for a 
change” —m eaning a chance to become 
mistress of the Bi addon p lantation .
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Y e s , l o o k , I  th o u g h t ; I*m  tw e n ty -s e v e n , to u g h , * l i m ; a  c h a n g e  f r o m  th e  b r u t e  y o u f e  g o in g  to  m a rry .

W h at she thought about one or two 
good-looking young half-caste g irls 
who were q u ite  obviously favored by 
the m aster, o r w hy the p lantation  
seemed to be in  troub le every now 
and then over the wives of the b lack 
laborers, nobody knew . I  supposed, 
looking  at her and her Ea rly-V ic to rian  
sm ile of complete abstraction from  a ll 
disagreeable subjects, that she sim ply 
declined to see.

As fo r Sh irley , she kept her eyes on 
her p late, and on ly raised them once 
or tw ice to throw a glance in  m y d irec
tion . Y es , l o o k ,  I  thought; I ’ m  tw en ty -  
s e v e n , t o u g h , s lim , a n d  n o t  u g ly ;'' a 
ch a n g e  f r o m  th e  b r u t e  y o u ’ r e  g o i n g  to  
m a rry . Y o u ’ ll b e  l ik e  o th e r s —g e t  away 
to Sydney as soon as you can, and 
spend his money there. T h e  o ld  aunt 
and the g ir l were poor; lu xu rie s , de
lights unknow n to them, w ou ld  flow 
from  the w hite m ilk  of the Haevia 
trees. W o u ld  they pay for m arriage 
w ith  the greatest brute in  the Shebas?

T he answer to that came sooner 
than I  had expected. S h irley , ris ing  
from  her seat, at the end of the m eal, 
looked back at Braddon .

W e l l ,  I  thought, i f  e v e r  I  m a rry , I 'd  
c u t  m y  th r o a t  i f  m y  b r id e  lo o k e d  a t 
m e  l ik e  th a t.

I  had a duty of inspection to do; 
B raddon  and I ,  after lu n ch , tram ped 
out in to  the deep-sea greenness of the 
shaded p lan tation  roads. Im m ediate
ly  every thread of our c lo th ing  was 
d rip p ing  persp iration : ou r boots and 
puttees were plated over w ith  g lu ti
nous red  m ud. I t  was u sua lly  lik e

that here, except w hen  the skies above 
the rubb er canopy burst in to  roaring , 
d row ning  ra in s—and that was often. 
T h e  rubber trees loved it ;  always, in  
th e ir star-shaped avenues, they grew 
closer and closer, spread out more 
r ich ly  th e ir sap id , trem bling  leaves.

“ W here  ru b b er flourishes” —w hat 
was-the B ra z ilia n  proverb? O h —I  re
m embered. “ W h e r e  r u b b e r  f lo u r is h es ,  
m a n  d e ca y s ."  H e re  the Sheba native 
workers stood clim ate  and su rround
ings w e ll but half-caste overseers were 
s ick ly ; B raddon h im se lf, w hom  I  had 
not met before, was lik e  something 
you stamp on w hen  it  runs out from  
under a stone. M a y b e  I ’ m  a b it  p r e j 
u d ic e d  th e r e , I  thought: m a y b e  th a t  
g ir l  w ith  th e  b la ck  e y e s  a n d  r e d  h a ir  
has h it  m e  w h e r e  I  l iv e . S o m e th in g  
c u r io u s ly  p iq u a n t ,  u n u su a l a b o u t  h er . 
F o r e ig n , n e a r ly , th o u g h  h e r  E n g lish  
is a ll r i g h t . . . .  A t t r a c t iv e  is th e  w o r d ;  
b u t  w h o , f o r  th e  l o v e  o f  M i k e ,  d o e s  
sh e  r e m in d  m e  o f?

“ T h is  is the coagulating  house,”  
B raddon  boomed in  my ear. “ T h a t ’s 
la tex , that m ilk y  stuff in  the pans. 
W e coagulate it  w ith  coconut w ater; 
you ’l l  have seen the palms on the way 
up. Th o se  sheets of rubber have been 
through the press. T h e  smokehouse—

“ H ey , A n n e lie , w hat are you doing 
here? I t ’s not tim e to m ilk  the cows 
yet. T h a t ’s the d a iry  there; those 
are the cow-stalls. R e a l Jersey, grand 
cream ,”  he added to me.

“ I  washing the glasses fo r M aster,”  
the lit t le  cook rep lied .. She had a tray 
of them  in  her hands, and was carry
ing  it  to the d a iry , from  the k itchen.
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“ T h a t 's  a m arvelous w orker,”  B rad 
don told m e. “ Cooks, cleans, m ilk s , 
sweeps out the rubber houses, fetches 
the coconuts, digs the vegetable gar
den, looks after my o ld  aunt and S h ir
ley—I  w ish they were a l l lik e  h er.”

I  said , coo lly : . “ She w ould  be a 
w orker. She’s been worked for fifty  
years as no m an w ith  sense or decency 
w ou ld  w ork  bu llocks. She’s lived  
w hen hundreds died . She’s seen and 
probab ly shared in  every varie ty  of 
crim e outside of h e ll. W h y , m an, 
she’s a l ib e r e e .”

“ W h a t’s a lib e rry?”  he asked, stop
p ing  short, w ith  a c rab like  stare.

“ M eans, and doesn’t m ean, a freed- 
wom an. N ew  Ca ledonian  convict 
escapee; th at’s w hat you’ve got fo r a 
cook. T h e y  stopped im porting  con
victs forty-eight years ago, but life ’s 
life  there; the old su rvivors are s t ill 
prisoners, outside actual prison . You r 
A nn e lie  m ust have got away w ith  a 
party of fug itives, and su rvived  them 
in  that w reck. A  good m any used to 
escape to the Shebas and F i j i ,  but the 
F rench  got wise to the tr ick , and set 
special guards. A rid  you keep a wom
an lik e  that in  your house, along w ith  
the g ir l you’re going to m arry! W here 
d id  you find  her?”

“ She found m e,”  B raddon said ; “ she 
w alked a ll the way up from  the port, 
to see a rubber p lan ta tio n —she said. 
Asked me to keep her to cook, and at
tend on my aunt and Sh irley . She’d 
g ive her eyes fo r S h irley ; fa ir  worships 
the g ir l. T h e  idea of her harm ing  
Sh irley  1”

“ T o u c h  p itch—”  I  quoted. “ She



m ust have been sent to N ew  Caledonia 
w hen she was a g ir l herself, and alm ost 
ce rta in ly  fo r m u rd e r.”

B raddon laughed, the fat man's 
g iggling  laugh. "W e ll, i f  she has, 
she’s pa id  fo r it . A nd  there’s nobody 
to m urder here. I t ’s going to ra in  
lik e  h e ll in  another m in u te .”

I  could see that he d id  not w ish to 
pursue the argum ent. A  French  cook 
was a g ift from  heaven, and as such, to 
be cherished. W e  ran  fo r shelter to 
the nearest cover, w h ich  happened to 
be the d a iry , and B raddon  stood in 
side the door, d ipp in g  h is fingers in to  
a pan o f setting cream , and lick in g  
them , p inch ing  off b its o f bu tte r from  
the new ly shaped pats, prodding the 
hung-up rip e n in g  cream  cheeses. I f  
y o u ’ r e  o n e  o f  th o s e  c o n t in u a l  ea te rs , 
y o u ’ ll  n o t  s e e  f o r t y ,  in  th is  c l im a te ,  I  
thought, looking  down w ith  some sat
isfaction  at m y own flat stomach. T o  
d ig  you r grave w ith  you r teeth was 
not m y idea of en joym ent.

O utside , the rubber trees were re
jo ic in g  in  the furious dow npour. 
A n n e lie  w ent past again in  the ra in , 
her clothes c ling ing , her h a ir  lik e  a 
co il of w et rope.

"She doesn’t care about anyth ing ,”  
B raddon said , w ith  a certa in  pride. 
"W e t o r s ick , o r hungry , she ju st goes 
on . You  cou ldn ’t k i l l  her w ith  an 
axe , I  v e r ily  believe.”

T h e  ra in  had ceased like  a tap, 
tu rned  off. T h ro u g h  the lush  canopy 
of leafage, here and there a d art of 
sun shot through. B raddon  said— 
" L e t ’s go back w h ile  we can ,”  once 
m ore tra iled  h is d irty  fingers in  the 
cream , and licked  them , and tu rned  to 
the house.

I  was spending the n ight at the
p lan tation . L a te , w hen the flying
foxes had tired  o f scream ing among
the pa lm  trees, and gone to roost; 
w hen the sound of the r iv e r , swelled 
by ra in s , a lone cu t a swath through 
the ting ling  silence of the n ight, I  
heard  from  the site where Sh irley  
slept, a fa in t half-stifled sobbing. A nd  
w ith  it  presently, a low , caressing 
voice. Whose? N ot the aunt's, and 
certa in ly  not B radd on ’s. I  found m y
self w ish ing  foo lish ly  that i t  had been
m ine. I  could  fancy S h irley  there in  
the m oon light, her red-gold h a ir  out
spread in  an aureole about the lit t le , 
too-white face, those strange b lack eyes 
o f hers staring , dism ayed, in to  the 
fu tu re  that threatens penniless, pretty 
g irls . I  cou ld  fancy m yself consoling 
h er, te llin g  her about a coral-stone 
cottage down in  the port, and a young 
pa tro l officer who live d  there between 
h is journeying^. A nd  about the a ir 
of the sea, w arm , heavy sometimes 
w ith  storms, but clean compared w ith  
the stifling , sapid heat of the p lanta
tion , where the rubber trees—the

Hasvias that d rank  m en's lives as they 
d rank  ra in s—flourished , but where 
m an decayed.

B u t was it  the o ld  cook who was 
m u rm urin g  to Sh irley? A nd  w hat 
com fort cou ld  she g ive , w ith  the wed
d ing  , fixed  fo r two days hence, the 
w edding cake baked and iced, and the 
old  lady who had adopted, and prac
tica lly  owned the g ir l , ready to take 
her share in  the profits of this slave 
sale?

A nn e lie  “ w ou ld  give her eyes for 
S h irle y .”  B u t S h irley  d id n ’ t w ant 
A n n e lie ’s eyes: she wanted escape, 
w h ich , w ith  everyone against her, she 
d id  not seem lik e ly  to get.

N ext day the fu l l  heat of the no r’- 
west season fe ll upon  B raddon ’s p lan 
tation , and le ft m e, experienced trave l
e r that I  was, fa ir ly  gasping fo r breath. 
G lim pses of sky above the rubber 
trees were b lack w ith  threatening 
thunder; not a lea f m oved: the hot 
dampness of the a ir  seemed to m elt 
in to  the hot dampness of persp iring  
face and arm s. T h ir s t  had hold  of 
m e; before I  w ent out to fin ish  my 
inspection , 1 took one d r in k , one on ly , 
from  the red clay w aterm onkey. O nce 
you start d r in k in g , on days like  this, 
you cannot stop; you m ust go on un
t i l yo u r th roat becomes a mere water- 
pipe, useless fo r the quenching  o f the 
drought that afflicts you.

A  tr ifle , this? Yes, but life  and 
death, that day, were to hang upon 
the fact that the Braddon p lan ta
tion lacked as yet, any equipm ent for 
refrigeration .

I passed through the coagulating 
house, notic ing  as I  went the cool 
sh in ing  o f the big troughs o f la te x , so 
exactly  lik e  m ilk  that your eye couldI * * * * 6 
h a rd ly  te ll the difference. T h e  ru b 
ber trees on a day lik e  th is, shed th e ir 
w h ite  blood so free ly  that the tappers 
had hard  w ork to get through. T h e y  
were com ing in  now  w ith  th e ir big 
stable buckets fu l l  of la tex . Am ong 
them  I  saw the lit t le  crooked figure 
of A n n e lie , ca rry in g  in  one hand  an 
em pty cut-glass p in t tum bler, o f the 
ostentatious k in d  favored by the B rad 
don menage.

B raddon had gone a good way 
downhill to look at his rubber nur
sery; I could see his gross figure labor
ing slowly up the winding hill path. 
I  didn’t want to talk to him; I  was 
liking him less and less every minute. 
I t ’ s n o t  m y  b u s in ess , I  kept thinking, 
i t ’s n o t  m y  b u s in ess , b u t—

Young and active , I  took the n ext 
h il l q u ick ly , and in  a few m inutes 
was out of sight and sound of a ll but 
the brooding trees and  the fa in t ch ip -  
c h ip  o f tappers. T h e  lines o f the 
labo r were m y n ext ob jective ; 1 had 
w alked  through them , questioned the 
head boy, and was setting down re
su lts in  m y notebook, when—
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I  have heard  a wounded horse 
scream, back broken in  a race; I  have 
heard, w hat is worse, a g ian t crocodile 
b e lling  its rage in  the Sheba swamps; 
bu t I  have never heard a cry lik e  that 
w h ich  I  heard , some half-hour after I  
had le ft the coagulating  house. I t  
tore through the rubber canopy, u p  
the side of the h il l .  I t  was the voice of 
a m an—B raddon . I  tu rned  and ran  as 
hard  as I  cou ld  down the slippery 
path, tow ard  the place where I  had 
last seen h im , to iling  u p  the h il l  be
low the d a iry . H e was not there. H e  
had apparently started to reach the 
p lantation  house, w hen , seized by the 
strange illness that had made h im  cry 
out, he had fa llen  by the w ay. W h en  
1 found  h im , he was ly in g  on h is back 
w ith  h is legs d raw n up , thrash ing 
about in  agony. H e could  not speak 
in te llig ib ly ; in  the m idst o f h is out
cries, I  could  d istingu ish  on ly  the one 
w ord “ m ilk .”

“ D o you w ant m ilk ?”  I  asked, re
m em bering that m ilk  was the antidote 
for m any poisons. A n  oath , cu t short 
by sudden choking , was his on ly  rep ly .

P lan ta tion  boys had come up to 
my h a il ; we carried  h im  in to  the 
house, la id  h im , s t ill struggling , on a 
couch, and sent a messenger on horse
back down to the port—although I  
knew  that the port doctor was lik e ly  
to be away, and that even i f  he was 
there, he cou ld  do nothing . Braddon 
was dying—dying q u ick ly . H is  face 
was the co lor of lead ; he was breath
ing stertorously. F ive  m inutes, and it  
was over.

I  le ft h im  w ith  the wom en, and 
went to the d a iry . A fte r a ll, I  was the 
law , in  a w ay; it  behooved me to find 
the reason for th is sudden death , if  
I  could .

I t  was cool and dusk in  the d a iry ; 
the m orn ing ’s m ilk  had been set out 
in  ch ina pans—they d id n ’t use sepa
rators here. In  the w ide w indow  
opening, where glasses stood, there 
was an  em pty tum bler, stained w ith  
m ilk ; it  seemed to have been upset, 
fo r there were streaks and pools o f 
m ilk  on the slated tab le. Cautious ly , 
I  tasted the spittings. M ilk , nothing 
else. A  laborer, passing by w ith  his 
tapping tools, paused and eagerly of
fered in fo rm ation . T h e  M aster had 
come up , very th irsty , and had seen 
the big glass of m ilk  in  the d a iry  w in 
dow, and he had come in  and taken 
it , and d run k it  a l l off very q u ick . 
A nd  then he went away along the 
path to the house, and by and by he 
was s ick , and lay down. T h e  M aster 
was foolish  not to know  that it  is  dan
gerous to d rin k  very q u ick  a  lot of 
cold m ilk , when you are very , very 
hot.

T h u s  the tapper, in  broken En g lish , 
excited ly . I  cou ld  guess that the 
w hole p lan tation  was buzzing w ith



the news of Braddon's death, but that 
no one w ould dare to m ention it.

I  told the m an to go back to his 
w ork. I  scooped the rem ainder of 
the sp illed  m ilk  in to  an em pty asp irin  
flask that I had in  my pocket, went 
down to the back of the hou.se, and 
called  the kitchen cat. She licked up 
the m ilk  read ily  when I put it  in  a 
saucer, and seemed none the worse.

A - nnelif, had come in , s ilen tly , as 
was her way. She stood by the door
way, w atching. H e r b rig ht b lack eyes 
were as inexpressive as beads, but I 
thought the folds of linen  she wore 
across her breast rose and fe ll more 
rap id ly  than usual.

“ A n n e lie ,”  I  said , “ what were you 
doing w ith  that p in t tum bler?"

“ T u m b le r? "  she repeated.
“ You  know  what I  m ean. A n  hour 

ago. You  were passing the coagulat
ing house w ith  it in  your hand ."

“ I took it out to w ash ," she replied 
unem otionally .

“ You d id  no t," I  said. “ You  had a 
sink and a tap in the d a iry . Ju st why 
d id  you take it  to the coagulating 
house?”

She shook her head. “ I  don’t un 
derstand.”

A t a guess, I sa id : “ You  filled  it
w ith  la tex. You  pu t it  where your 
master would find it . He d rank  it , 
and tried  to reach the house, and fell 
down. You washed the glass, and put 
some m ilk  in  it  afterw ard . You  k illed  
h im !”

S t ill she said : “ 1 don't under
stand .”  H e r face was as innocent as 
that of a ch ild . L o n g  p r a c t ic e , I 
thought.

“ Y o u ’l l  understand th is,”  1 told 
her, bending down to the tiled  floor of 
the d a iry , and touching a litt le  pool 
of sp illed  w hite liq u id . “ P u t that on 
your tongue.”

She stayed s till as an image. I  put 
m y smeared finger to m y m outh. I  
had already noted that the liq u id  w a i 
beg inn ing  to set. “ L a te x ,"  I  said. 
“ W h a t is it  doing here?"

“ I  do not know ," was her answer.
T h e re  was silence for a moment. 

O utside , the sound of tappers at w ork 
had ceased; the low  insistent ta lk ing  
of the rive r grew loud. T h e  strange 
green frog that croaks out “ M u r d e r , 
m u r d e r ,”  was ca lling  from  the rive r 
bank below.

I  turned and left her there. I  knew 
that I  woidd never be able to prove 
the tru th —the clever tr ick  that had 
induced B raddon to toss off the tum 
bler of la tex , instead of m ilk . I  had 
heard of such accidents among the 
native labor: I  knew  that the digestive 
ju ices of the stomach coagulated the 
la tex  im m ediate ly , tu rn ing  it  in to  a 
so lid  mass of rubber, and condem ning 
the v ic tim  to a q u ick  and agonizing 
death. B u t short of a post-mortem, 
im possible under the circum stances, 
who was to say that Braddon had not 
k ille d  h im se lf as m any have done, by 
d rin k ing  a long cold d rin k  when over
heated? W eak heart, no doubt; h igh 
blood-pressure. I t  fitted.

A nni lie did  not w ait for fu rthe r 
questioning. L ik e  a shadow, she 
slipped away among the trees, w rap
ping her litt le  shoulder-shawl about 
her head for a ll protection against 
the ra in . A  corner of it  dropped 
aside, heavy w ith  w ater, and showed 
the convict brand  “ T .F .”  u sua lly  w ell 
h idden upon her shoulder. T h e re  
was a mole there too—usefu l, I  
thought, for iden tification , i f  the au
thorities ever tried  to recapture her. 
I t  was unu sua lly  shaped, ra th er lik e  a 
dark butterfly . M u r d e r  o r  n o  m u r 
d er , y o u ’ r e  f o r  i t ,  m y  la d y , I  thought, 
n o w  th a t th e  F r e n c h  h a v e  m a d e  th a t 
a g r e e m e n t  w ith  th e  G o v e r n o r  o f  th e  
S h eb a s , to  r e l i e v e  u s  o f  o u r  lib£re”  
im m ig ra n ts . L ik e  G u a tem a la  a n d  th e  
D e v i l ’ s Is la n d . . . .

I  went back to the house, and tried  
to q u iet down the women. I  d id  not 
th in k  Sh irley  was re a lly  distressed— 
shocked m erely ; but the old  lady was 
weeping. ' She saw, in  her narrow  
fu tu re , no easy life  on the p lantation , 
no r ic h  adopted daughter to keep her 
in  com fort, wherever she m ight be. I  
could  not find it  in  my heart to be 
sorry for her, nevertheless, rem em ber
ing w ith  w hat sacrifice—not hers—she 
had intended to secure these advan
tages.

I  said the usual things to both, and 
went away to fetch the native  wom en, 
who w ould  attend to the dead. In  
my m ind , over and over again , one 
question asked itse lf: “ W h y , why?
W h at grudge against B raddon , a 
m an she h ard ly  knew7, could  A nn e lie  
have cherished? W h y  destroy her
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own position? A  strong m otive she 
m ust have had , strong as death, to 
b rin g  death to th is rem ote p lace, u n 
h ea lthy  and co rrup ting , bu t so fa r 
unstained  by vio lence . A n d  o f whom , 
u ncerta in ly , vexatious ly  alm ost, did 
she rem ind  me?

She appeared from  among the ru b 
ber trees, as I  was passing, and seem
in g  to know  m y errand , as she knew  
everyth ing  (that was lik e  the convict 
tr ib e ; noth ing  they d id  not know  or 
guess, in  N ew  Ca ledonia  or else
where) . She halted  me for a mom ent 
to te ll me w here I  could  find the 
women I  w anted. She had tid ied  
herself—draw n the shoulder handker
ch ie f in to  its place, re-coiled her h a ir , 
w h ich , s t i l l  dam p, showed- now  fa in t 
traces of its fo rm er red . H e r b lack 
sp ark ling  eyes, by fa r the youngest 
pa rt of her, scanned me as if  they 
w ou ld  have read m y soul. W h at 
question they were asking of m e, I  
could  not guess—then.

Suddenly she burst out laugh ing , a 
queer cack ling  laugh. “ G o  cut the 
wedding cake!”  she said. I  d id  not 
answ er; I  thought her rem ark  in  bad 
taste. I  w ent on, and le ft her there, 
standing in  the wet red pathway, 
s t ill laughing .

T h in g s  galloped, after that. Brad- 
don was bu ried . T h e  port doctor ar
rive d , and asked a few questions, and 
went away. 1 asked S h irley  to m arry 
m e. A n d  she consented.

A nn e lie , the a ll-know ing , knew 
about that as soon as it  happened. 
A n d  that n ig ht she disappeared. Not 
t i l l  next day d id  we find her, in  the 
deepest pool of the r ive r . She had 
not w aited  fo r the emissaries of New 
Ca ledonia . She had done w hat she 
chose to do, and gone.

I t  was a few days la te r, when the 
wom en were packing  u p  th e ir goods 
to go. down to m y coral-stone cottage 
b y  the sea, that the secret w h ich  had 
been hovering about my m ind  lik e  a 
bat in  a cave, suddenly came out in to  
daylight. W e  had gone down to a 
g rave lly  pool in  the r iv e r  to bathe; the 
o ld  au n t p lay ing  propriety  on the 
bank , and I  sw im m ing  le isu re ly  about, 
w a itin g  fo r Sh irley  to appear from  
the su rround ing  bushes. She d id  ap
pear, in  pale green shorts and bras
siere that set off to a m arve l her white 
sk in  and red-gold h a ir . I  looked at 
h er, struck dum b. I  could not have 
said  a word. I  d id  not even take 
notice o f her slender beauty, thus be
com ingly d isp layed ; I  saw on ly  one 
th ing , a butterfly* a t in y  b lack but
te rfly , low  down on one shoulder.

R e d  h a ir , b lack  eyes, the butterfly 
m ole. . . .  I t  was as i f  a house of 
thoughts had crashed about m y head. 
A n n e lie ’s escape to the Shebas; the 
e lderly  aunt's adoption o f the baby 
tw enty years before; the fierce heart

o f the convict wom an b u rn in g  against 
the m arriage of her ch ild  to a co rrup t 
and cru e l m an ; her ingenious and de
term ined  m urder o f B raddon . . . .

She was bu ried , and* her secret w ith  
her, the secret she had so effectively 
kept. A nd  I  knew  that I  m ust keep 
it too. T h e  sins o f the m other should 
not be v isited  upon  m y Sh irley .

W e  were m arried  down in  the port, 
and the o ld  aunt came w ith  us to the 
coral-stone cottage. T h e re ’s a w h ite  
sand beach1'there , and the b lue o f salt 
w ater, and the w arm  hea ling  breath 
of the sea. A nd  the coconuts ruffle 
gayly in  the long tradew inds; and 
you could  not grow a  rubber tree, 
even i f  you tried .

T he M a n  W ho  Saved  W a s h i n g t o n

IT  was an  unhappy group that met 
at P h ilad e lp h ia  in  1792. T h e  p lan 
n ing  commission for the proposed 

c ity  of W ashington watched uneasily 
as Th o m as Jefferson, head of the com 
m ission, prepared to ca ll the m eeting 
to order. T h e  previous session had 
resulted in  a serious q uarre l between 
commissioners and hot-blooded M ajo r 
P ierre  Charles L fE n fa n t , the R e vo lu 
tionary W a r veteran and French  en
gineer who had d raw n  up an im pres
sive set of p lans fo r the fu tu re  cap ita l. 
Since then, the angered L ’E n fa n t had 
retu rned  to France.

“ L e t  us take a cheerier v iew  o f the 
m atter,”  someone suggested to Je ffer
son. “ W e  had re lied  on L ’E n fa n t  to 
d irect the b u ild in g  of the c ity , true— 
but consider, M r. Jefferson, that these 
have been described as the most com
plete as w e ll as the most a rtis tic  p lans 
ever made for a c ity  system. Surely 
we have engineers w ho can carry  out 
these p lans.”

“ Yes, we have,”  adm itted the 
thoughtfu l Jefferson, “ but I ’m  afra id , 
gentlem en, that you do not yet know  
the worst. W h en  M a jo r L ’E n fa n t re
tu rned  to France , he took every d raw 
ing  w ith  h im . A s you know , no one 
worked w ith  h im . E xce p t fo r the few 
meetings when he perm itted  us a 
g lim pse o f h is  sketches, he was the on ly 
one to see them. T h e re fo re , we must 
begin over again .”

“ B u t we have no funds for that!”  
protested a com m issioner. “ A n d  w hen 
Congress learns of the lost p lans, they 
may refuse to appropriate  more 
money to m en who have nothing  to 
show fo r the first g rant.”  Others 
around the table nodded solem nly, 
and Jefferson tu rned  to B en jam in  
Banneker, one o f the first men he had 
appointed to the group.

“ M r. B ann eker,”  he said, “ if  any of 
us has a so lution  fo r this problem , I  
know  it  is you. In  your A lm anac, 
each year, you en lighten not on ly  the 
nation , but the w o rld . C an  you tell 
us w hat to do?”

“ I  th in k  I  can , M r. Jefferson ,”  B an 
neker answered softly . “ Y o u  see, 
there is no prob lem . I  have studied 
the draw ings w henever M a jo r L ’E n 
fan t brought them  here, and now I  
carry  them  in  m y head. G ive  me an
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evening in  my room , and 1 sha ll g ive 
you the p lans fo r ou r new nationa l 
cap ita l.”

T h e  M ary land er was as good as h is 
prom ise. E n t ire ly  from  m em ory, he 
reproduced the L ’E n fa n t sketches and 
presented them  to the astounded com
m issioners. W o rk  began at once, and 
today’s W ashington is s t i l l  in  the pat
tern revised by P ie rre  L ’E n fa n t  and 
recalled  in  perfect d eta il by B en jam in  
Banneker.

Incred ib le  as the feat seems, it  was 
not an unusua l accom plishm ent for 
the gifted r Banneker. T h o u g h  self- 
taught, he had an enorm ous fund  of 
knowledge in  alm ost every profession 
and s k il l of that day. A s a boy, he 
developed h im se lf in to  one o f the best 
surveyors in  M ary land , and at twenty- 
two made a clock that not o n ly  kept 
tim e bu t also struck the hours—one of 
the first clocks to be made in  the new 
w orld!

A  fr ie lid  loaned h im  the finest a va il
able books on astronom y, and w ith in  
a few weeks B anneker mastered the 
subject so thoroughly that he d iscov
ered dozens o f errors in  the books. 
E ve n tu a lly , he tu rned  to pub lish ing  
an an nu a l A lm an ac , one o f the earliest 
but best ever issued in  the U n ited  
States. Th o m as Jefferson looked for
w ard  to each ed ition , and sent m any 
copies to the leading citizens of E u ro 
pean countries.

W h e n  Jefferson was charged 
w ith  the creation of the nation ’s new 
cap ita l, he was q u ick  to ask Banneker 
to serve on the p lann ing  commission. 
A fte r salvaging L ’E n fa n t ’s p lans w ith  
his am azing memory, the versatile 
genius became recognized as the key 
member o f the group, m aking  m any 
va luab le  contributions to the bu ild in g  
of W ashington.

B y  1806, when he died at the age of 
75, the c ity  he had made possible was 
the ta lk  of the w o rld ’s d iplom ats. 
President Thom as Jefferson paused in  
the duties of his office to pay homage 
to his friend , B en jam in  B ann eker— 
surveyor, astronom er, m athem atician , 
inven to r, au tho r—and the first Negro 
to take a leading ro le in  the develop- 

- m ent of the U n ite d  States.
— by Kenneth Leland Burks



(puard at
W I L L Y  S H A N E  walked be

neath the ancient trees, 
sniffing the Novem ber a ir. 
T h e  old bu ild ings filled 

h is eyes and soul as they had from  
the beg inn ing, when he had first seen 
K ing s College. H e  cu t across the 
brown grass toward the L ib ra ry  be
cause he was no longer a freshm an 
and was allow ed this priv ilege to so 
d istinguish  h im . H e  had an Eng lish  
theme to m ake up before Saturday, 
and the Coach had cautioned h im  
about grades. T h e  Coach had actu a l
ly  gone out of his way to speak seri
ously w ith  W il ly  Shane.

H e  was five feet seven, and he 
weighed one hundred and fifty-five 
pounds; and the Coach, whose name 
was H a n k  G rady , had not always 
been k in d  to W il ly  Shane. In  fact, 
G rady had tried unsuccessfully to 
chase h im  clear off the practice field 
in  spite of his big year as a frosh foot
b a ll p layer. T h e  Coach, o^ course, 
could not believe in  a linesm an W i l
ly ’s size.

A  voice boomed, “ H ey , W i l ly ! ”  and 
he turned , g rinn ing . Georgie Res- 
pe lli was lum bering  toward h im . 
O n ly , Georgie m erely appeared to 
lum ber because of his size. H e  was 
six-four, and tipped them at two-forty, 
but actua lly  he was graceful as a cat.

W illy  said : “ W h a t’s the word,
Georgie?”

T h e  big man had a face like  a pie, 
round and solemn. H e  said: “ Coach 
wants me to talk to you. About that 
Bob H a rr ig a n .”

W illy  tried to m atch strides w ith  the 
b ig  lin e  backer. “ H arrig an  I  know . 
D on ’ t let anyone fool you ; he is te rr i
fic. I  played four years against H arri- 
gan.”

“ Yeah , yeah,”  said Georgie patient
ly . “ I  know . B u t w hat’s to do about 
him ? A  litt le  guy—I ’ ll squish h im  to 
p u lp .”

W illy  g rinned up at his friend . 
“ You  sure, Georgie?”

T h e y  paused on the steps to the 
L ib ra ry . Georgie scratched his 
cropped head. “ I  would have been 
sure. O n ly  now I  a in ’t .”

“ Bob H a rr ig an : O ne fifty-five, same 
as me. R u n s  the hundred in  nine- 
seven. Cuts on a d im e, give you five 
cents change in  pennies. Sees out of

the back of his head. T o u g h  as a 
boarding-house steak. M idstate's 
greatest ground-gainer on the ground- 
est-gainin’ team in  the country. 
Y o u ’re going to squish h im ?”

“ H o w  do we stop h im ? Coach says 
this, he says that. T h e n  he says to 
see you .”

W il ly  said p ro ud ly : “ Eve ry  defen
sive p layer on the squad has seen me 
about H a rr ig a n .”

“ So what?”
N ot so proud ly , W il ly  sa id : “ You  

got to get close to h im  before he starts. 
A nd  you got to h it  h im , and let h im  
know  it .”

“ W h a t happened in  prep school 
w ith  you two?”

W illy  coughed. “ U h —they always 
beat u s.”

“ B u t you stopped H arrig an ?”
“ N o ,”  said W i l ly  sadly. “ I  never 

stopped h im .”
Georgie said bew ildered ly : “ T h e n  

. the Coach is nuts!”
T h e re  was a sm all silence. T h e n  

W illy  sa id : “ Y o u  th in k  so?”
“ W e-ell. M aybe not. B u t you can't 

t e ll  us anyth ing?”
“ O n ly  that H arrig an  is m urder. 

A n d  when you w atch  h im , that fu l l
back Firestone, he takes over. You 
saw the M idstate m ovies. Y o u  saw 
them .”

“ Is that a ll you got to say?”
W illy  nodded. “ Excep t that I 'm  

going to play left g uard .”

C jeorgie put a hand on W il ly ’s 
shoulder. “ Lo o k , you are my friend . 
I  like  you, W illy . A nd  I  adm it you 
showed us p lenty in  scrimmage. 
Everyone adm its it . A nd  when Coach 
used you in  a game, you fooled them 
good. A nd  you h it  as hard  as some 
big men. B u t W il ly , you have played 
maybe an hour of football in  games, 
and you are a very sm all guy. Are 
you su re  the Coach isn 't over the h il l 
m entally?”

“ You  back up the line . I ’l l  p lay in  
it ,”  said W illy . “ I ’ve been a guard 
a ll my life . Leave it  to m e.”

“ In  prep school it  is d ifferent—” 
Georgie began. T h e n  he stopped. 
I t  was fa m ilia r  ground. Everyone 
connected w ith  K ing s football had 
been over it  again and again. H an k  
G rad y s t ill entertained  some screwy
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idea about W il ly  Shane p laying  in  the 
m idd le of the line . Georgie said: 
“ A l l  righ t. I  w il l look again at the 
movies o f H arrig an  ru n n in g  w ild  
against O h io  State, I ll in o is , Notre 
Dam e, Northwestern and U .S .C .; then 
I  w il l  try to th in k  how are we going 
to stop h im , especially ybu .”

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t ,”  nodded W illy . H e  
went into the lib ra ry  and delved in to  
a heavy tome.

W ^ en  W il ly  retu rned  to h is room 
on the edge of the cam pus, he found 
Head Coach H an k  G rad y aw aiting  
h im . T h e  lean m an was sitting  in  
W illy 's  best ch a ir , sm oking a cigar 
and staring  at the ce iling . H e  was a 
bald ish m an w ith  tanned, seamy fea
tures and clever, a lert brown eyes. 
H e  sa id : “ W il ly , maybe I ’m  as crazy 
as everyone th inks. I  on ly  w ish  you 
were faster.”

“ I  never was a fast ru n n e r,”  W il ly  
adm itted , dropping his books onto a 
table and sitting  on a stra ight cha ir. 
“ I  can get off fast, bu t I  haven ’t got 
speed.”

“ You 're  a ha lf-p in t; you’re a slow 
ru nn er, you lack  experience .”  G rady 
shook his head. “ Y o u ’re p ractica lly  
no guard at a ll. M uldoon weighs 
two hundred , and is sw ift and e xp e ri
enced. T h e  only th ing  is—I  k n o w  
M uldoon can 't trap H a rrig an  on those 
cut-backs and reverses.”

W illy  said h um b ly : “ Coach, maybe 
we’re both crazy.”

“ You  are, or you w ou ldn 't be out 
for guard . As fo r me, I ’m  beginning 
to wonder. W o u ld  you m ind  going 
over this H a rrig an  problem  w ith  me 
again?”

W illy  closed his eyes: “ H e ’s tricky . 
H e  uses his elbows in  close lik e  a prize
fighter. H e ’l l  belt out your biggest 
m an if  he gets a clean shot at h im . 
H e  talks a ll the tim e. H e ’s a ll ego— 
and backs up  everyth ing  he says. 
He's the real bra ins of the team, 
though O berm an calls most signals. 
Se id ler and O berm an and Firestone 
are perfect blockers fo r h im . Once 
away, nobody on our squad can catch 
h im . In  a broken field  he is Grange 
a ll over again, maybe better, surely 
faster.”

A fte r a half-hour of th is, G rad y 
sighed. “ You  make me feel a  litt le



Lots of people thought the Coach 
was crazy to play such a small 
man at guard. But the little guy 

Had something special.

by
WILLIAM COX

better. You  make me feel like  we 
are going to be beaten by Superm an, 
H oppy, and K u k la , F ran  and O llie  
ro lled  in to  one. I f  I  hadn ’t seen pic
tures of this H a rrig an , I  w ou ld n ’t be
lieve  a w ord you are saying.”

"F o u r years,”  said W illy . “ Fo u r 
years he beat out our bra ins. W e 
had a better team—he beat us single- 
handed. Because he is not m uch 
bigger than me, nobody thought of 
h im  as college m ateria l. T h e  last 
tim e I  saw h im  he said : ‘So-long,
W il ly , you w on’t be p lay ing  in  my 
league ever again .’ T h a t ’s the way 
he is .”

G rady allow ed his eyelids to droop. 
H e  said so ftly : “ Y o u ’ll be p laying  in  
his league Saturday, W illy . T h e y  may 
send us to the booby hatch on Sun
day. B u t Saturday afternoon is ours.”

H e  was a nice guy, the Coach, 
thought W illy . H e  was a sm art one, 
an old K ings m an, a form er A l l  A m er
ica here at one of A m erica ’s oldest in 
stitutions. H e  was part and parcel 
of the K ing s trad ition .

Fo o tba ll was a big th ing at K ing s, 
but it  was not everyth ing . Fo o tba ll
ers had to m ake grades. T h e y  got 
aid  in  scholarsh ip but no convertib le 
autos, no cash sums under the table. 
T h e y  lived  a Spartan  life ; they got 
the finest education. T h e y  played 
the game because they loved it , and 
even the hardest-boiled played it  be
cause he loved K ings.

H ank Grady was part of this. He 
was no m artinet, no big name for 
newspaper headlines, but he knew  
football and the boys who indulged 
in  the pastime. H e  was a schemer 
and a th inker, and when the sched
ule-makers handed h im  a tough in- 
tersectional game lik e  this one w ith  
M id-state, he figured to come close to 
w inn ing . T o  be routed w ou ld  always 
k i l l  h im —it  had happened in  his 
tim e; to lose honorably, m erely h u rt. 
H e wanted to w in , and in  a q u iet way 
a ll the K ing s m en wanted always to 
w in . I t  was not a hooraw trad itio n , 
and they often lost. B u t  they never 
liked  it , and w in n in g  seemed n atu ra l 
and righ t w hen they wore the G o ld  
and B la ck .

W i l ly  loved it  a ll. H e  was not on 
scholarsh ip . H e  had earned the mon-

I llu stra ted  by O . F .  S C H M ID T
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cy to enter, and was helped by his 
parents and had a lit t le  newspaper 
correspondence deal w ith  a few papers 
in  his home State. H e  d id  very w ell. 
A nd  every day he fe ll deeper in  love 
w ith  K ing s and the things it  stood for 
in  h is m ind . G rad y had once said he 
was the last of the rom anticists and 
W il ly  had been abashed, bu t G rady 
hadn 't m eant it  that way, and he 
proved it  by try ing  W il ly  at the guard 
position on defense.

So everyone thought both were 
crazy.

I t  was a great day for it , W illy  
Shane thought. T h e  sun shone, a 
pale Novem ber sun, its rays cooled by 
b risk , b racing  a ir . T h e re  was litt le  
w ind , but people brought blankets 
and crowded cheerfu lly  together in  
the o ld  K ing s Stad ium . T h e y  could 
have sold th is out in  any huge field 
the country afforded, but it  was to be 
played before thirty-five thousand in  
the ru ra l K ing s setting.

K ing s was this season undefeated; 
M idstate was all-conquering since the 
beg inning of the year past. Coach 
O llie  Carson of M idstate was a na
tiona l hero, H arrig an  the. new meteor 
w h ich  slashed across the collegiate 
sky. K ing s was—Kings.

T h a t ’s w hat W illy  Shane kept say
ing to h im self as he went through the 
m em orable day. K ing s was K ings. 
T h e  stalw arts who w ould  p lay that 
day were calm  m en, not given to 
heroics; but they were steeped in  the 
be lie f that a ll men were equal, once 
they donned pads and cleated shoes.

A t  the lig h t luncheon he sat be
tween Georgie and D an  Strout, who

w ould  play tackle alongside h im  this 
afternoon. Georgie w ould  be behind 
h im . A1 K lin e  played the other guard . 
O w ny D arg in  was the line-backer who 
paired w ith  Georgie on defense. 
Across the table, K l in e  talked priva te
ly  to M uldoon, a bew ildered young 
m an who subscribed fu lly  to the 
theory that the Coach had flipped 
his wig.

M uldoon kept looking at W illy , 
not in  an im osity , b u t in  wonderm ent. 
M echan ica lly , M uldoon  was a good 
player, W il ly  knew . H e  was strong, 
durab le r and w illin g . H e  lacked on ly 
im agination . W il ly  had long known 
w hat H arrig an  and his blockers w ould 
do to M uldoon. Coach G rady knew , 
also. B u t how cou ld  M uldoon know , 
W il ly  thought ch aritab ly .

Georgie said : “ You  got a better 
appetite than anybody. H o w  do you 
do it?”
* Strout said : “ T h is  k id  is a ll gone. 

A w ay and gone.”
“ W h o  wants to live  forever?” 

laughed W illy . H e  fe lt real good. 
H e  had looked at the pictures again 
just before lu n ch . H e  hadn ’t learned 
a th ing  new, but it  had been worth 
w h ile  to sit through them  and watch 
H a rrig an  ru n . Kee le r and Te ran ce  
and M askow , the w ings and defensive 
safety, had been there, w inc ing  at the

thought of try ing  to catch H arrig an  
in  a broken fie ld . W i l ly  knew  the ir 
d iscom fort and sym pathized w ith  
them.

Georgie sa id : “ W il ly , i f  I  d id  not 
know  you, I  wrould  say you thought 
we were going to have a field day.”

“ T h a t 's  up  to the runners and pass
ers,”  said W illy .

“ G one!”  m arveled Strout. “ R e a l 
gone.”

T h e y  w ent over to the clubhouse, 
w hich was covered w ith  ivy  and roost
ed opposite the entrance to the S tad i
um . T h is  was an ancient bu ild in g , 
and the visito rs dressed in  its other 
section. W i l ly  w aited on the steps.

T h e  bus pu lled  up , stopped. T h e  
M idwest players began p ilin g  out. 
W il ly  ju st stood on the steps under 
the ivy  and watched. A  s lim , slope
shouldered youth leaped lig h tly  to 
the ground , m anaging a stru t in  the 
process. H e had red h a ir and freckles 
and a turned-up nose and a jaw  lik e  
g ranite . H e  stared about. H e looked 
as if  he owned it  a ll.

W il ly  said : “ H ey, H a rr ig a n .”

Willy struck the redhead 
amidships with his shoulder. 
Harrigan went piling out of 

bounds.
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T h e  redhead peered, scowled, then 
g rinned  broadly . “ H ey , W illy !  I 
made a m istake about you. I  see 
you’re in  the league, even i f  you 
d id n ’ t im prove your standing.”

“ I  lik e  w hat I ’m  do ing ,”  said W illy .
“ W e ll, fine ,”  shrugged H arrig an . 

“ See you, boy. G o t to get ready to 
lace your buddies righ t now .”  He 
swaggered in to  the dressing-room,

W illy  watched w h ile  the great M id 
state back went out of view . T h e n  he 
nodded to h im self and jo ined his 
mates in  the K ing s side of the build- 
ing.

H e  dressed w ith  great care. A  tra in 
er nam ed O bie H i l l  saw to bandages 
around h is an k le , to slight bu t im por
tant e x tra  padding. H e  stretched out 
on a bench apart from  the others, and 
listened to H a n k  G rad y ’s pre-game in 
structions. T h e  even, cool voice of 
the Coach was soothing.

B u t he kept th in k in g  about the 
arrogance of Bob H a rr ig an ; he kept 
th in k in g  back over the years. He 
kept th in k in g  o l h is own preference 

T o r  p lay ing  close up  in  the lin e  on 
defense. I t  was a ll very c lear and 
sim ple in  his m ind .

H e trotted out w ith  the rest. T h e  
old  p a rk  was rea lly  jam m ed. T h e y  
were standing up  around the r im , 
w ith  the old trees tow ering above 
them , and everyone was ye llin g , most
ly  fo r K ing s, fo r the M idstate team 
was far from  home. T h e  people 
looked lik e  b lackberries in  a ye llow  
bow l from  where W illy  stared; and 
then they d id  not look lik e  anyth ing , 
fo r he had forgotten a ll but the ball- 
game.

H e  d id  not start the game. K ings 
wo-n the toss, and M uldoon was 
elected to p lay the guard  spot. T h a t  
was sm art of G rad y , W illy  thought, 
m aking  it  u p  to M uldoon by allow ing  
h im  to start the game.

M idstate ’s tackle , A n ke r, booted the 
b a ll from  the tee. A ll  the K ing s men 
stood along the sideline and howled. 
T h e  b a ll came down to A1 D a le , and 
he started u p  the fun ne l, bu t the 
M idstates were va lia n t, and he was 
downed on the twenty-five.

H ank Grady had things up his 
sleeve. M ann ing  called  K ing s in to  
the single w ing and sent W reck  H o 
garth pow ering at the tackle . W reck  
gained fo u r yards. M ann ing  set it 
again , w ith  a l l the braw n of fresh, 
eager blockers ahead of the ru nn er. 
W re ck  ham m ered for five yards, m ak
ing  it  th ird  and one to go.

Once m ore they went in to  the sin 
gle w ing , and M idstate dug in , fran 
tic , outraged, d isbelieving . W reck  
lowered h is head and roared at them.

B u t M ann in g  had stepped back. 
H e  had bootlegged the b a ll. N ow  he 
leaped lik e  a salm on in  a su n lit  
stream , and cocked h is arm  and let

go of the b a ll. G a llag h er had button- 
hooked in to  a spot in  the fiat a lready 
occupied by Strout and Fred  G afiz le r. 
H e  began ru n n in g , W illy  adm ired 
the way G a llag h er ran , using his 
blockers, then cu tting  away and chas
ing for the corner. S iebert of M id 
state caught h im  there. G a llagher 
fought lik e  a C e lt ic  k in g  of yore. 
T h e y  fe ll over the goa.1 together.

Everyone but W il ly  danced w ith  
glee. M ann ing  was setting up the 
conversion. F ie  stood beside H an k  
G rady and listened w h ile  the Coach 
said : “ N ow  they w ill rea lly  come. 
H o ld  out a few plays, W illy . I want 
to see som ething.”

T h k  M idstate lin e , huge and bo il
ing w ith  rage, rose up and smeared 
M anning 's try , and it  was on ly  s ix  for 
K ings.

W illy  sa id : “ T h a t ’s as good as no 
touchdown at a ll. H arrig an  n e v e r  
gets one blocked. Better let me go 
in , Coach.”

G rady m uttered; “ I t  doesn't make 
sense.”  B u t  he nodded.

W illy  put on h is headguard. He 
saw H arrig an  and the others of the 
M idstate ground-gaining back fie Id 
come on. H e  trotted out and posed a 
m om ent, hands on h ips, looking  at 
H arrig an .

H arrig an  saw h im , a l l righ t. The  
redhead stopped in  h is tracks. He 
stared hard  and long . T h e n  he went 
to O berm an, the quarterback and 
spoke q u ick ly  and earnestly.

T h e n  W il ly  was lin in g  up , and 
Strout wras k ick in g  off. T h e re  was a 
nice, tigh t fee ling  in  W illy 's  m idd le ; 
h is nerves ting led  p leasantly and he 
was s ligh tly  frightened , w h ich  was 
proper and fitting  to keep a m an from 
being too confident. T o e  h it  b a ll, 
and W il ly  began to ru n .

H e  got away q u icke r than anyone, 
but soon fe ll beh ind . H e  was in  the 
second wave. W h ite  jerseys came 
h u rtlin g  down to b lock against black 
jerseys w ith  gold stripes. T h e re  was 
g run ting  and  crunch ing  of bodies.

H a rrig an  had the ba ll. H e  was 
stream ing for the s ide line , blockers 
ahead. W illy  sh ifted  over. B ig  men 
hurtled  at h im , but he was a d ifficu lt 
target, and he had  perip hera l vision 
and an in stinct fo r avo id ing  contact 
inaugurated  by others.

H a rrig an  was over the th irty , ru n 
n ing  lik e  a w ild  m are. W il ly  figured 
the angle defended by Se id ler, the 
big b lock ing  back of M idstate. He 
eased in .

Suddenly he m ade that fast start, 
ducked under Se id le r’s lung ing  at
tack. H e  came up  alongside H a r r ig a n ,. 
struck the redhead am idships w ith  
-his shoulder. H a rr ig a n  went p iling  
out of bounds. H e  ro lled  over and 
over, and wound up at the feet of 
O llie  Carson , the M idstate Coach.

W i l ly  scowled. H arrig an  had come 
to the thirty-five. T h e re  was nothing 
in  knocking  h im  out there on the 
kick-off re tu rn . T h e  referee brought 
the ba ll in . W il ly  moved in to  the 
groove at le ft guard , and stood rolling- 
u p  his sleeves, eying the M idstate 
giants.

T h e y  stared back in  puzzled disbe
lie f. Coach Carson stared in per
p lexed doubt, called  out a m an, sent 
in  a rangy fe llow  w earing N um ber 19 
—Yarn ow  was his nam e. Yarnow  
lined  u p  opposite W illy .

H a rrig an ’s voice came to h im : “ I t ’s 
some wise-guy fake by G rady . H it  
h im ! Com e on, O b ie .”

H arrig an  talked too m uch. W illy  
spat on his hands. M idstate got 
the signal, form ed the T .  Yarnow  
crouched like  a bobcat, h is eyes s lant
ing at W illy  from  under h is helm et. 
T h e  ba ll snapped back.

It  was a quick-opening, righ t at 
W illy , w ith  Firestone carry ing . T h is  
Firestone had legs of steel and a 
bowed hack like  a w restler. H e  h it  
lik e  a ton of pig iron .

W illy  sh ifted . Yarnow , com ing up 
and under, went flat on h is face. 
Firestone came in to  the hole.

W illy  filled  it , using that' q u ick  
start. H is  sm all fram e seemed to 
w rap  itse lf in to  a package no bigger 
than a Ch ristm as parcel-post present 
from  A u n t M ath ild a . T h e n  it  un
coiled s lig htly . T h e n  it  h it  against 
the huge Firestone.

Georgie was righ t there beh ind h im . 
I t  seemed as i f  Georgie slew the drag
on on the lin e  of scrim m age. B u t as 
they unp iled , it was W il ly  u p  dose, 
and Firestone looking as i f  th is could 
not happen in  a reasonable w orld .

Georgie reached out and w ith  one 
hand plucked W il ly  from  earth  and 
stood h im  erect. H e  said  m ild ly : 
“ N ice  goin ’, lit t le  fr ien d . I  reckon 
that Firestone’s not so hot, after a l l .”

F irestone glared, w a lk ing  to the 
huddle , ch in  on shoulder, eying W i l
ly . H a rrig an  was chattering  at the 
quarterback . M idstate m ade its p lan . 
W illy  stood stra ight, arm s bared, 
gravely w atch ing , his tra ined  football 
m ind  w ork ing  over the possib ilities.

T o  his m ind it  was obvious when 
Se id ler went out as flanker that O ber
m an was listen ing  to H a rrig an . F ire 
stone d iu ffed  and huffed. O berm an 
talced. T h e n  H arrig an  came slic ing  
in  where Y arn o w  cleared the way.

I t  was c lear, because W il ly  never 
could  afford to let them use the ir 
beef against h im . H e  a llow ed it  to 
be cleared. T h e n  he went to w ork.

H arrig an  had the speed and the 
toughness of a cayuse. H e  w h irled  
in to  the hole. T h e re  was a b lu r of 
action , of fly ing  arms and legs.

T h e  referee unp iled  them. Be
neath the heap lay H arrig an . H e  had



Georgie had W illy  by the elbow, 
steadying h im . H e  said m ild ly : “ You 
got a bloody nose, W il ly . T h a t  boy 
is loose w ith  his elbows, huh? I ’l l  
rem em ber i t .”

W il ly  said : “ O h , R e d ’s a l l righ t. 
H e  means w e ll .”

T h e y  w alked off w ithou t even look
ing  at H a rrig an . T h e y  w alked  in to  a 
blast of organized cheering that nearly  
swept W i l ly  from  h is feet. H e  heard 
h is nam e, and b linked . H e  could  not 
re fra in  from  pausing there a m om ent, 
staring  u p  in to  the stands, seeing tha 
crowd now as in d iv id u a ls  w aving their 
arm s, red-faced w ith  ye llin g , praising  
his name.

G rad y  was sm iling  gently. H e  put 
h is arm  around W il ly  and sa id : “ Not 
yet, they haven ’ t proved us crazy."

“ I t ’s e a rly ,”  said W il ly . H e  could  
not feel trium p han t after that b rie f 
m oment of happiness, because he 
knew  about H arrig an , he knew  about 
the M idstate team. H e  sat on the 
bench and watched.

B u d  M ann ing  knew  h is business. 
I t  was necessary to score again to 
cement that measly six-point lead. 
H e  opened up w ith  everyth ing G rady 
had given them . H e  em ptied the 
bag. H e  led K ings down to the 
fifteen-yard lin e —and there M idstate 
rose and denied farther advance. O n  
fo u rth  down M ann ing  w ent back and 
tried  a placem ent. M idstate h u rr ie d  
h im , and he missed.

W i l ly  went onto the fie ld . H a r r i
gan was ta lk ing  it  up . H e  was c lap
p ing  his hands, exho rting  h is mates. 
S trout k icked  off.

gained a measly two yards. Latched  
fast to h im  in  a death-grip was W illy .

H a rrig an  got up  and screeched: 
“ W here  is that b lock in '?"

W il ly  sa id : “ D id n ’t get a square 
shot at you. R ed . N e x t tim e I ’l l  
re a lly  h it  you .”

H is  ja w  h u rt where H a rr ig a n ’s e l
bow had struck , but he d id  not th in k  
m uch of that, know ing  the redhead. 
H a rrig an , he figured, was a fighter 
from  h is toes. A  rea l good one, a 
cham pion. N oth ing  was fou l i f  it  
gained ground. W i l ly  had expected 
the elbow from  H arrig an .

I t  was now th ird  down and seven 
and a h a lf  yards to go for M idstate. 
W i l ly  squinted  at O berm an, saw the 
quarterback m ake up his m ind , s t ill 
H a rrig an  w ith  a w ord . M idstate 
came, and the b a ll went in to  play.

Y arn o w  allow ed W il ly  to sidestep 
and m aneuver. F irestone allowed 
h im self to be battered down in to  the 
hole. W i l ly  y ipped , “ Pass p lay !”  as 
he tried  to get through to harass 
O berm an. T h e  quarterback flipped 
out to H a rrig an , who drew  back h is 
arm  and p itched one.

Fo ley took it  over h is jshoulder. 
Kee ler h it  h im , but it  was first down 
for M idstate on the m id fie ld  m arker.

H a rrig an  sh rille d : “ T h a t ’s the way 
to go in  there! F le re  we go, a l l the 
w ay!"

A  r e a l p e p p e r -u p p e r ,  thought W i l
ly , th a t ’ s H a rr ig a n . N o w  h e  w il l  ru n . 
N o t  in s id e , b u t  o f f  th e  ta ck le . N o w  
h e  w ill  sh o w  h is s tu f f  a n d  w e ’ v e  g o t  to  
s t o p  h im , o r  h e  w i l l  b e  a ll  o v e r  u s a n d  
th e y  w il l  k ill  us. T h e y  w il l  r u n  us o f f  
th e  f ie ld  i f  h e  g e ts  th a t ta il u p  a n d  
b e g in s  to  b e l i e v e  h e  ca n  w r eck  us.

H e  w aited long enough, m oving 
his w iry  body out of Y a rn o w ’s path. 
T h e n  he dug through , cu t and 
launched  his b ig  ju m p . H a rrig an , 
true enough, was slanting  off the 
tackle.

W il ly  h it  h im  from  the b lin d  side. 
H e  measured it , and when he h it  it  
was w ith  everyth ing  he had. T h e  
co llis ion  came at the scrim m age line .

H a rr ig a n ’s headguard flew off. 
H a rrig an ’s m outh opened in  a gasp. 
H e  loosed h is g rip  on the b a ll. W illy  
reached sly ly  and punched. T h e  b a ll 
ro lled  around , and  W il ly  d id  another 
of h is q u ick  leaps. H e  fe ll on the 
ba ll. Several big m en fe ll on  W illy .

I t  was pretty b lack  down there for 
a m om ent, but he came up , head 
cleared, in  tim e to hear H arrig an  
w a il: “ T h e  lit t le  son stole the b a ll!”

f t  was a q u ick 
op en in g  righ t at 
W  illyy with Fire

stone carrying,
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Grady was smiling gently. “Not
yet, they haven't proved us 

crazy.”

A ga in  W il ly  d rifted  in  the second 
wave. T w o  men tried  to p inch  h im , 
w h ich  was a great honor indeed. He 
let them  w hack against each other. 
H e saw H a rrig an  attem pting to get 
in to  a broken field  w ith  a crisscross, 
and remembered R e d ’s old tr ick  and 
w aylaid  h im  on the thirty-two.

Red  tried  to g ive h im  the h ip , then 
the stiff-arm  to the throat, com ing up 
w ith  it . W il ly  tucked in  h is ch in . 
He took off. H e  made no attem pt to 
wrap arm s about the e lusive , w rig
g ling  ru n n in g  back. H e  was satisfied 
w ith  h itting  h im .

I t  was a sharp , crack ling , e lectric 
co llis ion . H a rrig an  w ent one way. 
W illy  went the other. W il ly  bounced 
like  a rubber b a ll, com ing to his feet.

H a rrig an  arose more slow ly . He 
shook his head. H is  blue eyes found 
W illy . H e  started to say som ething, 
stopped. H e  merged in to  the M id- 
state huddle.

T h e y  came very hard  and brave, 
w ith  a lo t of good deception and fine 
ru nn in g . A n d  they met a K ing s lin e  
and K ings backers-up, who fought 
them w ith  s k il l , w ith  coolness, w ith  
sure knowledge. T h e  game became a 
dog-fight up front. M idstate had the 
b r il l ia n t  backs. K ing s had the K ings 
sp ir it  and know-how, gleaned from  
usage and H an k  G rady.

W illy took his lum ps. T h e y  
knocked h im  about on a p lay now 
and then. I t  h u rt, just as it  h u rt any
one, big or lit t le , but it  d id  not hu rt 
any more because it  was W illy . He 
was leather-tough, he was loving  it .

O n  the sideline he rested, always 
under G rad y ’s w ing, listen ing  to the 
canny Coach. T h e  h a lf ended.

In  the dressing-room Georgie said : 
‘‘T h e y  are very good. B u t we are do
ing it  to them .”  He w ould  not go 
away from  W illy . T h e y  a ll sort of 
crowded around W illy , not saying 
m uch, because at K ing s it  is not 
proper to single out one m an for 
praise d uring  a ba ll game. H e  could 
feel them a ro un d 'h im , and it  w.as the 
most w onderfu l th ing that could ever 
happen to h im  in  the w orld .

G rad y cautioned them , sm iled  at 
them, sent them  out.

M idstate, receiving , came lik e  a re
freshed g iant. W illy  h it  Firestone, 
and Firestone snarled and came again. 
H a rrig an  ran . . . .

I t  was strange, but H a rrig an  was 
not flashing today. H e  was always a 
threat, a dangerous m an. Loose, he 
would score; but even around the 
ends, H a rrig an  never q u ite  turned 
the corner.

W il ly  could  not possibly reach h im  
on every p lay . O ften  it  was Georgie

or A1 K lin e  or one of the ends. Sel
dom was it  necessary for the wing- 
backs to dum p H a rrig an . H e  seldom 
got that far.

A nd  to the amazement and edifica
tion of a l l , M idstate could  not score. 
T h e  s ix  points against K ings on the 
scoreboard, the 0 against M idstate be
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gan to look as though the num erals 
had grown there.

T h e re  was an exchange of k icks, 
and M idstate had the b a ll at m idfie ld  
and the two-minute signal w ent in . 
G rady said:

“ T h is  w il l be about it , W illy . I f  
they score, they w ill w in .”



W illy  nodded. H e  d id  not waste 
energy on speech. H e  donned his 
sweaty headgear and trotted out to 
meet the enemy.

H a rrig an , he saw at once, was burst
in g  w ith  it . H e  jaw ed  at O berm an , a 
w eary, baffled O berm an. T h e  M id 
states huddled.

W i l ly  looked at Strou t, at Masot- 
sky and the others. T h e y  looked 
back at W i l ly . Georgie sa id : “ Easy 
does it .”  T h e y  a ll had th e ir heads up.

O berm an tried  a pass. I t  fe ll in 
com plete. T h e  M idstate lin e  seemed 
to loosen. T h e y  had  been try ing  to 
m ousetrap W il ly  a l l afternoon, but 
had fa iled . H e  hesitated now.

T h e n  O berm an was hand ling  the 
b a ll, and M idstate backs were ru n 
n ing  in  a l l  d irections, and there was 
a space through w h ich  W il ly  could 
go. H e  started in .

Y arn o w  came h u rt lin g  at h im . He 
had com m itted h im se lf now. W il ly  
stopped, dropped to h is knees. Y a r
now flew over h im .

K n ee ling  there, he saw H arrig an  
alm ost atop h im . O n  the slickest of 
reverses, H a rr ig a n  came, knees h igh . 
H e  could  take two steps and acci
d enta lly  k ick  W il ly ’s teeth down his 
throat. H e  cou ld  ride  w ith  those 
knees and smash W il ly  and there was 
a chance he w ou ld  get clean away, 
because in  that position , off balance, 
W i l ly  cou ld  not get any power in to  
p lay . W hatever happened, W il ly  
knew  in  an  in stan t’s flash, there w ould  
be rue  and a rn ica  at its com pletion.

H a rr ig a n ’s b lue  eyes flashed. He 
came sw irlin g  and d riv in g , close to 
the g round , seeking o n ly  to get 
through and in to  the nest o f blockers 
fo rm ing  for th is p lay w h ich  w ould  
end the game in  g lory fo r M idstate.

A t  the last possible m om ent he 
swerved. H e  cross-stepped, sh ifting  
the b a ll, doub ling  away from  W illy .

W i l ly  reached out one hand . H e 
struck it  against H a rr ig a n ’s shoe.

Georgie threw  off two blockers. H e  
gave another the h ip . As H arrig an  
faltered for one-tenth of an in stan t, 
Georgie came lik e  a felled  tree atop 
h im .

H a rrig an  w ent flat as a pancake.
Georgie got up . W il ly  got up. 

H arrig an  lay s t ill . T h e y  had to come 
and get the redhead. N oth ing  was 
broken , W i l ly  thought, but R ed  was 
p la in  used u p , and h is breath was 
knocked out of h im . H e  scarcely 
groaned w hen they carried  h im  away. 
W i l ly  w a lked  a few  steps after the 
stretcher. H e  was aware that he hated 
to see H a rrig an  go off lik e  that.

T h e n  he w ent back and fin ished up  
the rem ain ing  mom ents, clobbering 
H arrig an 's  sub fo r a  loss, fo rcing  M id 
state to pu n t, so that M ann in g  m ight 
freeze the b a ll and le t the clock run  
out. .

M ann ing  d id  th is w ith  great sk il l . 
T h e  scoreboard seemed to g litte r and 
glisten—K in g s  6 , M id s ta te  0 . . . .

W i l ly  came out o f the K ing s h a lf  o f 
the clubhouse. T h e  bus was w aiting . 
Some o f the M idstate players a lready 
were in  it , heads dow n, w ondering  no 
doubt w hat had happened to them.

A  door opened. ■ R ed  H a rrig an  
came lim p in g  out. H e  looked q u ick 
ly , saw W illy .

“ T h o u g h t you’d be here,”  he said. 
N e ither made the first m ove. T h e y  

d rifted  toward each other by m utua l 
consent. W il ly  sa id : “ T o o k  me a
long tim e, figuring  you out, rem em 
bering  th ings.”

R e d  sa id : “ Yeah . I  had four years 
of it ,  fo o lin ’ you .”

W il ly  said : “ 1 got to thank  you.
K n o w  w hat I  mean?”

“ Su re .”  Red 's cockiness asserted it 
self. “ I  made you. W asn ’ t fo r m e, 
you w ou ldn ’t be great.”

“ W e ll—thanks,”  said W illy^
“ U h —your eye.”  H a rr ig a n ’s assur

ance departed. “ Guess I  gave you the 
e lbow .”

“ W h y  not?”  asked W il ly  reason
ab ly. “ Y o u  got a r ig h t .”

T h e y  were s ilen t a m om ent, not 
looking  at each other. T h e n  R ed  
sa id : “ W e ll—congratu lations. You
guys deserved to w in . ’Spec ia lly  you .”  

“ W e ll—thanks,”  said . W il ly . “ See 
you n e xt year?”

H a rrig an  drew  h im se lf up  to his 
fu l l ,  inconsiderab le height. “ W e ’l l  
beat out your b ra in s n ext year!”  

“ Y o u ’l l  try ,”  m ocked W il ly . “ Just 
lik e  today!”

H a rrig an  got in to  the bus. W illy  
stood and watched it  f i l l , watched it  
p u ll out. Georgie R e sp e lli came from  
the clubhouse and  stood beside h im .

“ Some gam e!”  said Georgie. “ Some 
H a rr ig a n !”

“ W e  w eren’t crazy,”  sighed W illy . 
“ I  was re a lly  scared we w ere .”  T h e n  
he sa id : “ I  w onder w hy R e d  d id n ’t
ru n  me down on th at last p lay o f his? 
H e  could  liave  ru in e d  m e.”

Georgie sa id : “ Because he’s a real 
foo tball p layer. H e  knew  he could 
h u rt you—bu t he knew  you’d n a il 
h im . H e  cou ld n 't see me corn in '.”  

“ Y eah ,”  said W il ly . “ Guess that's 
it .”

H e  w ould  alw ays wonder about it , 
he knew . H e  fe lt a great w arm  th ing 
about R e d  H a rr ig an . Bette r that he 
should  w onder. I f  he got to th in k in g  
R e d  had chosen not to h u rt  h im  so 
la te in  the game, i t  w ou ld  not be so 
good next year. B e tte r to w onder— 
and  prepare fo r the worst.

H e  w alked  beside Georgie beneath 
the great trees o f K in g s . N oth ing  
cou ld  ever be greater than th is, noth
ing  ever in  h is life , he knew  as surely 
as anyone can ever be a llow ed to have 
knowledge about h im se lf. —T he End
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T he worm—or rather, the rac
coons—turn AGAINST THEIR TORMEN
TORS IN THIS FANTASY—

by Basil 
Dickey

e)ilu it^ eU ed

I L L  C U R T IS  and Sam O n  ns 
by shared a cab in  on Bush  
Creek, where they ran  the ir 
trap lines. D u rin g  the sum 

m er they both got themselves jobs on 
some of the farm s in  the neighborhood 
and turned in  a good day’s w o rk  for 
a p a ir of o ld  duffers crow ding fifty . 
T h e y  d id n 't m ake friends, both of 
them being silen t m en, not to say 
su rly . Fo lks used to w onder how 
e ither of them  could get along w ith  
the other one, cooped up  as they.were 
in  that one-room cabin on B ush  Creek. 
M aybe the answer to that was the 
app le jack . N o  m atter how skim py the 
trapp ing  got nor how low  other sup
plies got, there were always two five- 
gallon dem ijohns of app le jack in  the 
cab in , one in  B i l l ’s b u n k  and one in  
Sam ’s.

A nyhow , come fa ll and the first n ip  
of frost in  the a.ir, they’d g ive up  w hat
ever farm  jobs they m ight be doing at 
the tim e and start o ilin g  up th e ir gear 
fo r the trapp ing  season. B y  the time 
the first snow came, w h ich  was usually  
early in  September, they’d have their 
lines ru n  out and ready for business. 
T h e y  w orked the traps separately, one 
going upstrearil and the other down, 
but they pooled th e ir take so there was 
never any argum ent about who owned 
w hat. T h e y  never ta lked  to each oth
er long enough to start an argum ent, 
except w hen they’d each had a couple 
of mugs o f app le jack  and then they 
were alm ost cheerfu l. T h e y ’d never 
had any rea l trouble u n t il the day B i l l  
came in  and announced that he’d seen 
the track of a coon. Sam , who was 
about to pour h im self a d r in k , set the 
mug back on the table and looked 
sco rn fu lly  at his partner.

“ A in ’t been a coon in  these parts in  
n igh  onto ten years,”  he said , “ unless 
you’re re fe rrin ' to the colored gent



that helped Am os K i r k  w ith  the h a r
vest, la st f a l l .”

“ I  a in ’ t re fe rring  to no gent, colored 
o r w h ite . I 'm  speakin ’ about a rac
coon, one o’ them  ring-tailed  critters. 
Y o u  in s in u a tin ’ I  w ou ld n ’t know  a 
coon track  w hen I  see it?”

“ Y o u ’d know  it , i f  you seen it ,”  Sam 
answered, “ an ’ by the w ay, that spec
tacle-peddler was in  the neighborhood 
last week. M ig ht be a good idea if  
you hunted  h im  up and got yourse lf a

“Don’t shoot, Bill! I’ll come down.”

p a ir .”  H e  filled  h is m ug, took a long 
d rin k  and sat dow n at the table.

B i l l  g lared at h im , w h ile  he tried  to 
th in k  o f a good answer, and cou ldn ’t. 
H e  was sure he’d seen a coon track 
and he’d lik e  to have taken Sam out to 
the place and prove it ,  bu t i t  was 
nearly  a three-m ile tram p and it  w ou ld  
be d ark , long before they cou ld  get
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there. A lso , it  had begun to snow 
again and w hatever he had seen w ou ld  
have d isappeared by now. M akin g  no 
rep ly  to Sam ’s in su lt , he w ent to h is 
b u n k , pu lled  out h is dem ijohn  and 
had a d rin k . T h e n  they got supper 
together, je rked  venison, sourdough 
bread, a can of greengages and bo iled  
coffee. T h e y  ate in  silence, washed u p  
the dishes and w ent to bed, s t i l l  w ith 
out speaking. H ow ever, th is was not 
unusua l. E xce p t fo r occasionally dis-



searching for a hole in  the tree. 
Instead he saw the an im a l itse lf, 
crouched upon a branch , no more 
than th irty  feet above h is head, an 
aged raccoon, alm ost en tire ly  gray, 
except fo r the b lack m ark ing  of the 
face and the rings about the ta il.

B i l l ’s hand tightened on the sm a ll
bore rifle  he held. T h is  was fa r better 
than he had hoped. A t  sight of the 
track he had instantly  decided to drag 
Sam  to the spot and force h im  to take 
back the s lu r on his eyesight. N ow  he 
could  take the carcass o f the coon back 
to the cabin and shove it , a l l w et and 
bleeding, into  Sam ’s face. V ery  slow ly 
he raised the rifle , pressing the stalk 
gently against h is shou lder; but as he 
caught the head o f the raccoon in  his 
sights, it opened its m outh  and spoke. 

“ D on ’t shoot, B i l l !  I ’l l  come d ow n .”

A ccording to legend, this was 
the rem ark  a raccoon was supposed to 
have made to D avy Crockett, or one 
of the other pioneers, but B i l l  C u rtis  
wasn’t m uch of a reader and probably 
wasn't aware that the gag had been 
lifted  from  A m erican  h istory and it  
is quite  lik e ly  that the raccoon was 
en tire ly  innocent of p lag iarism . A t 
any rate, it  began c lim b ing  down the 
tru n k  of the tree, com ing down ta il 
first, instead of head first, as a sq u irre l 
w ould  have done. M eanw h ile , B i l l  
stood frozen in  h is tracks, h is m outh 
w ide open, w atch ing the descent. H e  
took a h u rr ied  step backw ard as the 
coon dropped lig h tly  in to  the snow at 
his feet. H is  knees fe lt weak and he 
sat down on a nearby stum p. F o r a 
long m inute  they looked at each other. 
T h e n  B i l l  spoke, having  some d iffi
cu lty  w ith  his tongue.

“ D i-di-did you say som ething?”
“ O f course I  said som ething,”  the 

raccoon answered. “ I  said : ‘D o n ’t 
shoot!’ T h in k  I  was going to sit up 
there and let you f il l me fu ll of lead?” 

B i l l  was alm ost as m uch startled  by 
the second speech as the first. H e  was 
far from  a ta lka tive  m an among his 
own k in d  and carrying  on a casual 
conversation w ith  a w ild  creature of 
the woods was d ifficu lt, to pu t it  m ild 
ly . W ith  an effort, he m anaged: 

“ H-how come you can ta lk?” 
"W e ’ve understood hum an conver

sation for several generations, bu t on ly 
a few' of us have managed to m aster 
your rather s illy-m ethod  of a rt icu la 
tion . I  hope I ’m  not using words that 
are out of you r range.”

“ I  know  w hat you ’re ta lk ing  about, 
i f  th a t’s w hat you m ean ,”  B i l l  an
swered. T h e  coon d id n ’t rep ly  and 
after a short silence B i l l  said , " I  w ish 
Sam  could  see you .”

" T h a t ’s your pa rtner, isn ’t it?"
B i l l  nodded. "W e  had a argum ent 

last n ig ht, as to w hether I ’d  seen a 
coon—excuse me—a raccoon track in  
the snow. Sam ’s a thick-headed cuss.

cussing the take of the day, o r the 
prospects fo r tom orrow, they seldom 
talked to each other.

Before sunup n ext m orn ing , B i l l  
was afoot and trudging northw ard . 
A  clean w h ite  b lanket of snow lay 
over the land  and over the ice on Bush  
Creek. E ve ry  creature that had been

T h e  t ra il came from  underneath  a 
growth of scrub cedars and he had fo l
lowed it  less than fifty  yards w hen it 
ended at the base of a big oak tree. 
C law  m arks on the tree tru n k  and a 
few  m ottled gray h a irs , caught in  the 
ba rk , showed the course the creature 
had taken and he looked up q u ick ly ,
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abroad during  the late hours of the 
n ight or the early hours of the m orn
ing, had le ft c lear record of its passing 
and it  was not long before he came 
upon the track of a raccoon, c learly 
m arked in  the snow. Rem em bering  
Sam ’s sarcastic rem ark  about h is eye
sight, he kne lt in  the snow and scru
tin ized the track and came as near to 
sm iling  as he had in  m any years. 
T h e re  was no m istak ing  the delicate, 
alm ost hum an im p rin t, lik e  the hand 
of a sm all and very scrawny baby.

“ B ill— B il l ,  I  d id n ’ t m ea n  
t o ,”  h e  m u t t e r e d , “ I  w a s  
t r y in ’ to  k i l l  th a t  d a m n e d  

c o o n .”



D on ’t believe n o th in ’ he a in ’t seen 
w ith  h is ow n eyes. I 'd  ce rta in ly  lik e  
fo r h im  to see you .”

“ I 'd  lik e  to see h im . In  fact, that's 
the reason I  came here.”

B ill 's  eyes w idened. “ Y o u  m ean you 
come here a l l the way from —from  
w herever you come from , jest to see 
Sam  Orm sby? H eck ! Sam a in ’t noth
in ' to look a t .”

“ N o  more are you ,”  the coon an
swered, “ but I  d id n ’t come ju s t to see 
you and Sam O rm sby. I  w an t to 
look over a l l the trappers along Bush  
Creek and the ones that w o rk  over in  
the Goose R iv e r  country . T h is  is the 
te rrito ry  that’s been allotted  to m e.”  

“ H o ld  on ,”  B i l l  said ; “ you’re goin' 
too fast fe r me. A n  an im a l can 't own 
no la n d .”

“ W e  owned a ll of it  at one tim e. 
T h e n  you hum ans came along and 
drove us out o f the best places and 
in to  the deep woods and the barren 
spots and even pursued us there and 
k ille d  us, so that you could  eat our 
bodies and decorate you r females w ith  
ou r fu rs .”  T h e  beady, b lack  eyes of 
the an im a l were fastened upon B i l l  so 
m enacingly that he got h astily  to his 
feet, g rip p ing  h is rifle .

“ G osh !”  he said . “ I  a in 't  never 
thought about it , like  th a t.”

“ O f  course you haven 't. A n d  you 
trappers are the worst o f the lo t. T h e  
hunters are bad enough but they 
mostly k i l l  th e ir v ictim s outright. 
You  fellows h ide you r cu nn ing  devices 
along the tra ils  we m ake and the an
im als that are caught in  the cruel jaw s 
o f the traps suffer agony fo r hours 
and even days, u n til the m urderer 
comes along to fin ish h is w o rk .”

B ill C urtis was bew ildered. I t  
was the longest speech he’d listened to 
since the sp ring  elections, over at the 
county seat and none o f the orators 
there had spoken so convincing ly . T h e  
raccoon had been pacing back and 
forth as i t  ta lked . N ow , as it  paused 
fo r breath—or perhaps it  expected a 
burst of applause—B i l l  cu t in ..

“ D on ’t say no more. You  got me 
sold and delivered. You  fellas sure 
get a d irty  deal—but I  s t ill don't see 
that there's noth ing  you k in  do about 
i t .”

T h e  raccoon had stopped pacing 
and seemed to have cooled down a 
lit t le  as it  answered: “ W e  have a p lan  
w h ich  we hope w il l w ork . T h a t 's  w hy 
m y forefathers decided we m ust learn 
to speak hum an languages.”

B i l l  had a vision  of a raccoon stand
ing on the courthouse steps and ad
dressing a crowd that filled  the square. 
S illy  idea, he thought, bu t maybe no 
more im probable than w hat was going 
on rig h t here in  the woods. A n d  then 
the thought of the listen ing  m u ltitud e  
gave h im  a re a lly  b r il lia n t  idea. W hat 
i f  a l l those people were listen ing  at a

d o lla r a  head, w ith  k id s at fifty  cents. 
A n d  it  w ou ld n ’t be ju s t  the square at 
N o rth fie ld  but M inneap o lis , Soldiers 
F ie ld  in  Ch icago, the Yankee Stad ium  
—he tried  to m ake a m ental estimate 
o f h is an tic ipated  w ealth  and was 
nearly  smothered by the cloud of 
money ro llin g  tow ard h im . I t  was a 
cold m orn ing  bu t b ig  beads of per
sp ira tion  were beg inn ing  to stand out 
on h is forehead. I f  he could  ju st get 
the lit t le  beast safely inside the cab in , 
he’d m ake the R o cke fe lle r fam ily  look 
lik e  a bunch  of p ikers. H e  spoke 
gently, persuasively.

“ Mebbe you an ’ me better go and 
see Sam .”

T h e  raccoon was w atching h im  in 
tently and B i l l  had an  uncom fortable 
feeling  that an  an im a l that talked  En g 
lish  m ight very w e ll be a m ind-reader 
and m ight object to being the m ain  
attraction  o f the Greatest Show on 
E a rth . H e  was re lieved  when the rac
coon answered:

“ T h a t 's  w hat I ’m  w a itin g  fo r. W i l l  
he be at the cab in  now?”

B i l l  thought it  m ore than lik e ly  that 
Sam w ou ld  be downstream  w ith  his 
trap lines, bu t the m a in  idea was to get 
the coon beh ind  a locked door; then 
Sam's presence o r absence w ou ld n ’t 
m atter. H e  said  that Sam was a s lip 
shod duffer of a trapper and was 
probably loafing  about the cab in , in 
stead of tending to h is business. H e ’d 
have liked  to get a cord about the 
coon’s neck bu t decided that m ight be 
dangerous to h is p lans, not to m ention 
the danger o f losing a couple o f fin 
gers in  m aking  the capture, so he 
started fo r the cab in  w ith  the raccoon 
trotting  d a in t ily  at h is  side.

Sam O rm sby was at home, m ending 
a couple o f damaged traps. H av in g  
fin ished th is jo b , he decided to clean 
and o il a .32-caliber C o lt revo lver 
w h ich  he used to d ispatch  a trapped 
an im a l, when there was danger of 
dam aging the pelt i f  he used a c lub . 
H e  was surprised at B i l l ’s early retu rn  
and was about to m ake some unpleas
an t rem ark , when he saw the lit t le  
beast that had fo llow ed B i l l  in . 
N e ithe r Sam  o r B i l l  ever adm itted  be
ing  surprised  over anyth ing , so fo r a 
m om ent he rem ained  s ilen t and con
tinued to shove cartridges in to  the 
cham bers o f the revo lver. T h e n  he 
said casually :

“ W h at’ s that you drug  in?”
B i l l  turned from  closing the door 

and said :
“ Happens to be a coon, w hat you 

told me I  hadn ’t seen the track o f.”
Sam watched the raccoon w h ich  was 

stepping so ftly  about the room , sn iff
in g  at the corners and paying no atten
tion to e ither of the m en. Sam looked 
at B i l l  and answered w ith  a sneer:

“ I see. B u t not no native o f these 
parts. Somebody’s pet coon that got
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h im se lf loose and took to ro am in ’ the 
woods.”

“ N o  such th ing! A in ’t nobody ever 
had that fe lla  in  a cage.”  B i l l  had had 
some idea of cu tting  Sam  out of the 
b ig  m oney but now  h is dreams of E m 
p ire suddenly swept over h im  again 
and he could no longer conceal h is  
m ighty secret. “ T h a t  there coon is 
the greatest coon that ever lived ! T h e  
critte r k in  ta lk !”

H e  had hoped to startle  Sam  in to  an 
expression of surprise o r w onder, but 
he was d isappointed. Sam  turned 
from  w atch ing the raccoon and scru
tin ized  B i l l ’s face.

“ You  m usta taken a couple of extra  
slugs o' app le jack  afore you w ent out,”  
he said . “ B ette r tu rn  in  an' sleep it  
off—but first open the door an ' shoo 
the c ritte r out. L ik e  as not the 
o w n e r'll be along lo o k in ’ fo r that coon 
and mebbe have the law  on us.”

B i l l  restrained h is ind ig nation . A f 
ter a l l , he cou ld  h ard ly  expect Sam to 
believe h im . C e rta in ly  he w ou ldn 't 
accept such an im probable statement 
from  Sam. H e  spoke as coo lly as h is 
excitem ent and  h is cantankerousness 
w ould  perm it.

“ D on ’t shoot off you r trap , t i l l  ya 
know  w hat yer ta lk in ' about. T h a t  
there coon can ta lk  jest lik e  you do, 
on ly  a d u rn  sight better. H e  knows 
words you a in ’t ever even heard o f.”  
Before Sam  could  rep ly , he turned 
tow ard the coon, w h ich  had started to 
c lim b  the logs on the west w a ll o f the 
cab in . “ T e l l  h im  I 'm  rig h t—er—M r. 
Raccoon . T e l l  h im  w hat you told 
m e.”

H e  could  have saved h is breath, as 
fa r as the raccoon was concerned. I t  
paid no attention  to h im  bu t con
tinued  to c lim b  the w a ll tow ard  a 
sm all w indow  near the ce iling . I t  was 
ju st a narrow  slot o f a w ind ow , de
signed to carry  off the smoke in  the 
room , w hen the fireplace m isbehaved, 
but w ide enough for the an im a l to 
pass through. T h e  raccoon continued 
to c lim b , in  silence.

“ Mebbe i f  you was to take a couple 
o’ pu lls  a t yer app le jack  ju g , you could 
hear w hat he's say in ’,”  Sam  rem arked , 
sarcastica lly .

B i l l  ignored th is. H e  was in  mo
m entary agony, lest h is m illio n -d o lla r 
pet should  s lip  through the aperture 
and d isappear. H ow ever the coon 
m erely looked from  the w indow , then 
clim bed down again and dropped on
to a ch a ir , from  the back o f w h ich  it  
proceeded to inspect the stores of 
g rub , p iled  on a hanging shelf. B i l l  
d rew  a long breath of re lie f .

“ D on ’t crowd h im ,”  he said , “ m eb
be he don’t w an t to ta lk  r ig h t now. 
Mebbe he’s hungry .”

“ I f  he's hungry , he k in  rustle  h is 
own grub! H e  a in ’t go in ’ to eat 
m in e !”  Sam was m adder than B i l l



at it  fo r a long m inu te , then spoke 
w ith  considerable d ifficu lty .

“ W h a t’d you say?”
“ I  said : ‘T h a t ’s num ber one.' W e 

in tend  to remove a l l you trappers, one 
way or another. B i l l  was num ber 
one.”  T h e  beast took a lit t le  n ibb le 
of the p rune , w h ich  it  had retained 
when it  jum ped to the w indow  ledge. 
Sam continued to stare up at it , his 
head in  a w h ir l . A l l  th is cou ldn ’t be 
happening. H e  was having  some k in d  
of a horrib le ' n ightm are. W ith  an 
effort he found his voice again.

“ Y a  m ean, ya m eant fer me to shoot 
B il l? ”  he asked.

“ O f course,”  the raccoon answered. 
Sam ’s r ig h t hand was fum b ling  on the 
floor for the gun, w h ich  he had 
dropped beside B i l l ’s body. T h e  an

“ You can’t prove a thing. 
Sheriff! You got no corpse 

an’ you got no witness.”

had ever seen h im . Desperately B i l l  
tu rned to speak to the raccoon.

" T a lk  to h im , can ’t ya, M r. Coon? 
T e l l  h im  how come you learned to 
ta lk . T e l l  h im  about a l l th is land  
that was allo tted  to you .”

T he raccoon, perched on the back 
of the ch a ir , d id n ’t even tu rn  its head. 
I t  reached up and tore a hole in  a 
sack of prunes, sp illin g  pa rt o f the 
contents on the floor bu t re ta in ing  a 
fat prune in  one of its slender paws 
and starting  to gnaw at it . Sam came 
to h is feet, h is eyes b lazing , the loaded 
gun s t ill in  his hand.

"D am ned  th ie f!”  he snarled , sw ing
ing  up the gun for a shot. B i l l  let out 
a y e ll o f d ism ay and sprung in  front 
of Sam.

“ D on 't shoot! T h a t  coon’s w orth  a 
m illio n  dollars! H e  ca n  ta lk , I  te ll 
ya !”

“ A n ’ I  te ll y o u ,  you 're  a l ia r  and a 
d runken  sot! G et out of m y w ay!”  
Sam sidestepped and took a im  again.

B i l l  reached out q u ick ly  and struck up 
Sam's hand as he pu lled  the trigger.

T h e  b u lle t took B i l l  through the 
throat and he was dead w hen he h it  
the floor. T h e  raccoon made a su r
p ris ing  leap to the s ill of the smoke- 
vent and crouched there, looking  
down in to  the room  w ith  its litt le  
b lack  eyes snapping.

Sam  had dropped to his knees be
side the dead m an .

" B i l l—B i l l ,  I  d id n ’t mean to,”  he 
m uttered. “ I  was try in ’ to k i l l  that 
dam ned coon. Speak to m e, B i l l—’’ 

“ T h a t ’s num ber one,”  the raccoon 
said , from  its perch on the ledge. Sam 
raised h is eyes slow ly and looked up

im a l on the ledge continued speaking 
w h ile  it  m unched the prune: "Y o u ’d 
better no tify  the sheriff w hat hap
pened here. D o n ’t lie  to h im . E x 
p la in  things ju st as they happened. 
T e l l  h im  a ta lk ing  coon came in  and 
nagged at you u n til you tried  to k i l l  it  
—and shot B i l l .  T h a t ’s a lik e ly  story. 
H e 'l l believe you—or w on’t he?”  

"Y o u  d irty , double-crossin’ va rm in t 
from  h e ll!"  Sam  snarled  and fired 
from  h is h ip . T h e  b u lle t tore a six- 
in ch  sp lin te r from  the side of the 
window-fram e. T h e  raccoon slipped 
through the opening, m aking a funny 
litt le  sound, somewhere between a 
squeak and a p u rr. Maybe that’s the
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way a raccoon laughs. Sam was 
through the door in  two jum ps, gun 
in  hand , but the an im al had d isap
peared and there were no tracks in  the 
snow. Sam realized that it could 
easily have escaped into any of several 
trees that overhung the roof of the 
cab in . H e  w ent inside and taking 
care not to look at B i l l ’s body, got the 
dem ijohn from  h is bunk and poured 
a m ug of app le jack . W ith o u t looking 
toward the body, he spoke to B i l l  in  
a low  voice.

“ I  w ished I ’d  believed you, B i l l—but 
I  cou ldn ’t ."  H e  waited a litt le  and 
then went on, “ A n ’ there a in ’t nobody 
goin ' to believe me, e ither. I ’m  c o in ’ 
to have to h ide you, B i l l .  I f  I  don’t 
they’re go in ’ to hang m e.”

H e  got a p ick  and shovel from  a cor
ner and, after a second mug of apple
ja ck , went out to dig the grave. I t  was 
a long, hard  job in  the frozen ground 
but he fin a lly  got B i l l  covered up and 
the heavily  fa llin g  snow soon removed 
a ll traces of his w ork. R e tu rn in g  to 
the cab in , he washed up the blood and 
p icked up the sp illed  prunes. H e  had 
em ptied h is dem ijohn  and begun on 
B i l l ’s, when he fina lly  went to sleep at 
the table w ith  his head resting  on his 
arms.

H r .  woke w ith  a bad headache and 
again tried  to convince h im self that he 
had dreamed the whole terrib le  ep i
sode—but B i l l ’s b u n k  was em pty and 
there was a conspicuously clean place 
on the otherwise grim y floor, where 
he had scrubbed up B i l l ’s blood. H e  
threw  a folded b lanket over the spot 
and went outdoors to assure h im self 
that he had le ft no traces of the grue
some jo b  he had done the previous 
day. T h e  sun was w e ll up and the 
storm was over but a six-inch  fa ll of 
snow la y  w h ite  and clean, as fa r as he 
could  see, in  every d irection . H e  had 
buried  B i l l  in  a litt le  va lley , h a lf a 
m ile  from  the cabin and he trudged 
through the snow to the crest of a h il l 
overlooking the place. Snow covered 
the va lley , unbroken by the track of 
m an o r beast. T h e  snow w ou ld  p ile  
up  deeper and deeper through the 
long w in te r m onths. B y  the tim e 
spring came, there w asn't a chance in  
a m illio n  that B i l l ’s body wotdd ever 
be found.

H e  turned back to the road and 
w alked  to the farm  of Am os K ir k , 
where there was a party-line tele
phone. H e  reported B i l l ’s disappear
ance to the farm  fo lks and phoned the 
sheriff. H e  said he was a fra id  B i l l  
m ight have broken a leg and be ly ing  
out somewhere in  the snow, freezing 
to death. O r maybe he'd broken 
through the ice on Bush  C reek and got 
drowned. T h e  sheriff said he’d send 
out some search parties. Sam  re
turned to the cabin and on the chance 
that he’d have v isito rs, cleaned and re 

charged the revo lver, leaving  it  con
spicuously on the tab le. T h e n  he took 
B i l l ’s rifle  and w ent out to do some 
searching h im self—not fo r B i l l ,  but 
fo r a gray raccoon that talked .

H e  covered a good deal of ground, 
in the n ext few hours but he d id n ’t 
see any coons nor any coon tracks. 
Back  at the cab in  he opened B i l l ’s 
app le jack jug and took a long d rin k  
from  it , not bothering to fill a m ug. 
A s he was setting the jug back on the 
table, Sheriff M att Gordon came in , a 
ta ll, gray m an, who had the reputa
tion of being a good officer and very 
handy w ith  a gun.

“ H e llo , M att; find  any trace o ’ B i l l? ” 
Sam wiped his m outh  on h is sleeve 
and tried  to look hopefu l. Gordon 
shook his head and looked about the 
room as though he thought B i l l  C u rtis  
m ight be h id ing  there.

“ N ot yet,”  he said , "bu t we w il l , u n 
less he’s skipped out. A in ’ t been 
enough snow to b u ry  a m an good and 
there a in ’ t nobody busted through the 
ice on the creek. You  fellow s d id n ’t 
break up your partnersh ip , d id  you?" 
H e  pu lled  up  a ch a ir and sat down.

Sam was sorry that he cou ldn ’t say 
“ yes” to that. I t  was a better story than 
the one he had concocted and there’d 
have been no occasion for a search. I t  
was too late to change the story now 
and anyway they w o u ld n ’ t ever find 
B i l l ’s body.

“ Nope. B i l l  an ’ me got along pretty 
good for the most part. H ad  some 
squabbles, like  anybody does that’s 
got to live  together, but n o th in ’ to 
bust up a fr ie n d sh ip .”

A s  he fin ished speaking he saw a 
shadow pass sw iftly  across the table 
and he cast a startled  glance toward 
the high w indow , then looked q u ick ly
away.

“ W h a t’s wrong?”  the sheriff asked.
“ N o th in ’ w rong ,”  Sam answered, 

“ H o w  about a d r in k?”
T h e  sheriff ignored the in v ita tio n  

and tu rned  to look up  at the sm all 
w indow , then got out of h is cha ir and 
carrying  it  w ith  h im , set it  beneath the 
w indow  and stepped up  on it . H e  ex
am ined the break in  the fram e for a 
mom ent and stepped down.

"B u lle t , w asn ’t it? ”
“ Y e ah ,”  Sam said , “ I  was cleaning 

a gun an ’ I  a cc id e n tly  let it  fa ll on the 
floor. I t  l i t  on the ham m er and fired .”

"C o u ld  happen,”  the sheriff nodded. 
“ Y o u ’re a pretty o ld  hand to have a 
gun go off unexpected, though. T h is  
the gun?”  H e  took up the revo lver 
from  the table.

“ O n ly  firearm  we got around here, 
’ceptin ’ that lit t le  r ifle  o’ B i l l ’s ."

T h e  sheriff broke the gun , exam ined 
the charge and sighted toward the 
lig h t of the w indow , through the 
fresh ly cleaned b a rre l. F in a lly  he in 
spected the firing  p in . “ I ’ve a notion
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it  w ould  take a m ighty hard  bum p to 
m ake that th ing  shoot w ithou t p u ll in ’ 
the trigger,”  he said d ry ly , and started 
w a lk ing  about the room , looking  at 
things in  general.

“ I  told you w hat happened, M att,”  
Sam said, nervously. " I  can ’t do no 
more than that, can I? ”

“ Nope—that’s a ll I  w ant to know , 
Sam , ju st w hat happened.”  T h e  
sheriff came around the end of the 
table, stooped and picked up the 
folded b lanket and looked down at the 
clean spot on the floor. “ N ot a very 
extensive job of scrubbing, Sam .”

“ D ropped a mess of eggs,”  Sam  said. 
"H a d  to clean it  u p .”

Gorden kne lt, struck a m atch and 
exam ined the scrubbed spot care fu lly . 
T h e n  he straightened up , brushing 
off the knees of his trousers. “ Sam ,” 
he said slow ly , "a  rea lly  good lia r  
wou Id have said it  was a mess of beets. 
T h e re ’s several red spots down there 
that you missed. G iiess I ’l l  have to 
take you along.”

Sam became suddenly defiant. “ You  
can ’t prove a th ing , Sheriff! You  got 
no corpse an ’ you got no w itness.”  As 
he spoke he again caught the flicker of 
a shadow across the table and glancing 
up, saw the raccoon looking  in  at the 
h igh w indow . W ith  a sw ift lunge he 
reached out and caught up  the re
vo lver from  the table. M att Gordon 
took no chances w ith  an arm ed m u r
derer. H e  drew  and fired , alm ost in  
the same m otion. Sam crum pled to 
the floor w ith  a b u lle t through his 
heart.

“ T h a t ’s tw o,”  said the raccoon.
“ W h o ’s there?” the sheriff said , tu rn 

ing to look at the h igh w indow  and 
then stared, w ith  h is m outh w ide 
open.

"Y o u  w ou ld n ’t know m e,”  the rac
coon said. “ I  was counting . B i l l  C u r
tis was num ber one and Sam O rm sby 
is num ber two.”

Sheriff M att Gordon found his voice 
and spoke, ju st above a whisper.

“ W e ll, I ’l l  be eterna lly  dam ned!”
“ T h a t  is q u ite  lik e ly ,”  the raccoon 

said , and disappeared from  the w in 
dow , again m aking  the w e ird  litt le  
sound, that m ight have been a laugh.



A ction  on Hill
A p r i l  23rd , 1951:

T H IS  batta lion  of the 1st 
M arines was in  reg im ental 
reserve, and the regim ent 
was in  d iv is io na l reserve— 
about as fa r back as an in fan try  u n it 

could  get on the C e n tra l Ko rean  
front. S ince Feb ru ary  we had been 
push ing  no rthw ard  from  W o n ju , cau
tiously probing a s k il lfu l ly  w ith d raw 
ing  enemy. N ow , w h ile  the 5th and

7th M arine  regim ents shouldered fo r
w ard  across the 38th P a ra lle l, the 1st 
M arines rested ju s t outside of bat
tered C hunchon .

O u r batta lion  was fo llow ing  a 
tra in in g  schedule, w h ich  sounds odd; 
bu t i t  is a paradox of the m ilita ry  
profession that peacetime is a ll t ra in 
ing and no experience , and w ar is 
a ll experience and no tra in in g . A nd  
we had replacem ents who had to be
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integrated into the ba tta lion . O u r 
b a tta lion  had fought the N o rth  K o 
reans from  Inch on  to Seoul, the guer
r illa s  in  the h ills  outside W onsan , 
the Chinese Reds from  frozen Hag- 
aru-ri back to H ung nam  and the 
sea, and now again against the C h i
nese in  the current d rive  up  the 
sp iny ridge of centra l Ko rea.

Som ething was in  the w in d . In te l
ligence told us of the Chinese and



902
N orth  Ko rean  corps massing for the 
sp ring  counter-offensive. T h re e  C h i
nese corps had been detailed  to de
stroy the 1st M arine  D iv is io n , the 
ru m or went—a com plim ent to our 
prowess, we fe lt . Besides, there was 
an e lectric  tension in  the a ir ; the 
front-line soldier's barom eter of dan
ger. . . .

O n  the m orn ing  of 23 A p r i l we 
had bare ly begun our tra in in g  w hen

It is history now— this bitter battle fought by the First Marines in 
April. The author has since been wounded, but returned to duty.

by MAJOR EDWIN SIMMONS, USMC
Uhated 3 W idem  UtcfttcA.

we were to ld  the batta lion  was to be 
ready to move on  th irty  m inutes’ 
notice. T ra in in g  stopped. W e  w aited. 
W e  learned that the R e p u b lic  of K o 
rea d iv is io n  to the west of us was 
w ith d raw in g . T h e  1st M arine  D iv i
sion ’s le ft f lan k  was w ide open and 
dangerously exposed. A t  10:35 we 
were aboard trucks m oving  north . 
A n  hour la te r ou r b a tta lio n  was cross
ing the concrete M o jin  bridge w h ich  
spans the P ukh an  R iv e r  alm ost exact
ly  at the 38th P a ra lle l. M oving  
tow ard us on the M S R  (M a in  Supp ly  
R o u te ) came the retreating  R O K s . 
T h e ir  trucks, loaded helter-skelter, 
ra ttled  rearw ard . T h e ir  foot troops, 
in  sm all groups, were heading for 
the rear, in te rm ing led  w ith  women 
and ch ild ren . G ro up s gathered at 
stream crossings to d r in k , or to bathe 
th e ir feet and faces. T h e y  seemed 
com pletely listless, apathetic and bo
vine . T h e re  was no pan ic ; ne ither 
was there any apparent leadersh ip ; 
and the troops rested at w i l l  u nder the 
trees.

W r  d isem barked from  our trucks, 
went in to  an assembly area, made a 
hasty reconnaissance of the g round , 
and put out ou r security .

O u r ba tta lion  com m ander, L ie u 
tenant Co lonel V irg il  W . B ann in g , 
and M a jo r Joseph D . T ro m p ete r, 
were ca lled  to R eg im ent to receive 
our orders.

A bout 1:45 they rad ioed  me to have 
the ba tta lion  ready to m ove, im m e
d iate ly  on th e ir re tu rn .

In  less than an  h o u r the batta lion  
was h ik in g  for its ob jective : H i l l  902. 
“ H i l l ”  was pure ly  a m ilita ry  euphe
m ism . A ccord ing  to the m ap, our 
ob jective was 902.4 meters h igh. 
T ran s la te d  in to  feet, that is an  eleva
tion  of three thousand feet, w h ich  
certa in ly  qualifies i t  as a Ko rean  san , 
a Japanese y a m a , o r in  the Eastern  
U n ited  States, a full-fledged m oun
tain .

T h e  m ilita ry  significance was th is: 
whoever possessed it  dom inated the 
M o jin  bridge approaches, and the 
M o jin  bridge was the fun ne l through 
w h ich  the entire  1st M arine  D iv is io n  
m ust w ithd raw . A n d  our latest 
ae ria l in te lligence ind icated  that the 
Chinese were closer to 902 than we 
werel

T h e  stra ight-line distance to 902 
was o n ly  five k ilom eters, w h ich  on a
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good road or t ra il is on ly  a lit t le  more 
than an h o u r’s w a lk  fo r seasoned 
troops. B u t  there was no straight- 
lin e  route to the top of 902, and the 
difference in  e levation  from  our 
starting  po int to the crest was nearly  
twenty-five hundred  feet.

T h e  afternoon was w arm . T h e  men 
were carry ing  th e ir rations, sleeping 
bags, perhaps a poncho o r shelter 
h a lf , and th e ir weapons. O u r arm s 
included  not on ly  the in d iv id u a l’s 
r ifle , carb ine o r p isto l, bu t also our 
crew-served m ortars, m achine guns, 
and rocket launchers, w ith  th e ir ac
com panying am m u nition  loads. P u t 
every m an ’s load at from  forty-five to 
n inety pounds.

A t  first the t ra il wasn’t bad. T h e  
ba tta lion  m oved easily  over a pass 
and down in to  a va lley , a finger of 
w h ich  po inted toward 902. T h e  tra il 
continued good as far as a worked-out 
gold m ine. Fro m  here it  dw ind led  
to a trace. T h e  va lley  was b rig h t w ith  
the fresh green of spring . T h e re  
were patches of purp le  on the h ills ides 
from  some spring  flower. Ahead 
loomed 902, su llen  and foreboding, 
d ark  green w ith  stunted p ine trees, 
and gray w ith  bare rock.

W e ’ve c lim bed m any h ills  in  K o 
rea, and some perhaps were worse 
than 902, but the pressure was never 
q u ite  so great, the pace so insistent.

W e  were m oving up  a razor-edged 
nose now tow ard a ridge ru nn in g  
northeast from  902. T h e  exertion  
set hearts to pounding , lungs to gasp
ing  for breath. Sweat stung ou r eyes; 
our calves ached, ou r pack-straps cut 
in to  ou r shoulders lik e  b u rn in g  
kn ives; our knees fe lt lik e  p a in fu l 
hinges.

“ Sure , i t ’s rough ," prodded F irs t  
Sergeant F red  L .  T u rn e r  of George 
Com pany, a rugged forty-four-year- 
o ld . “ I t ’l l  be rougher i f  the C h in a 
m en get on top of the h i l l  first. N ow  
move ou t.”

O ur  m en pushed on. B u t  there 
are lim its  to hum an endurance, and 
the fibers of some were tougher than 
others. Eve ry  m an gave h is best, but 
some had more to give. Some m ust 
move ever slower. Some m ust stop. 
T h e  m a in  ridge was reached. N o t so 
m any days before, it  was outposted by 
other M arines. T h e re  was the usual 
lit te r of ra tio n  cans and a few  shallow  
foxholes.



H i l l  902 was a n a tu ra l fo rt, a bare 
innacle  o f rock  ju tt in g  in to  the sky. 
rom  it  ran  three ridges: the ridge 

we were on, a second dropp ing  to the 
southeast toward the M o jin  bridge, 
and a th ird  c lim b ing  west to an  even 
h igher e levation : H i l l  1010. T h e  
ridge lin e  to H i l l  1010 w ou ld  be a 
d e v il’s raceway before the n ight was 
out.

I t  was alm ost d ark  w hen ou r first 
com pany reached the crest, lite ra lly  
c law ing  for handho ld  and foothold . 
B y  th is tim e there had been a cer
ta in  in te rm ing ling  of personnel—the 
stronger forged ahead and the weaker 
lagged beh ind .

O u r  h astily  organized defense was 
wishbone-shaped. George Com pany 
stradd led the rocky peak of 902 and 
sent a short spur out in  the d irection  
of 1010. H o w  Com pany tied in  on 
George's le ft, extend ing  down the 
southeast ridge toward the W o  jin  
bridge. Ite m  Com pany was on the 
righ t flan k , essentially along the nose 
we had ju st c lim bed . W e  had heavy 
m achine guns w ith  George and Item . 
T h e re  was no battery position a va il
able fo r ou r 81-mm. m ortars, so we 
pu t m ortars beh ind each rifle  com
pany. “ B e h in d ,”  in  th is case, m eant 
ten or twenty yards down from  the 
ridge lin e  itse lf. Beyond that—in  the 
fast-gathering darkness, a t least—the 
slope dropped precip itously in to  an 
apparently  bottomless canon.

O u r people dug in  the best they 
could . T h e  ridge was so lid  rock  cov
ered th in ly  w ith  so il. I n  some places 
a m an could wedge h im se lf u nder an  
outcropping  or in to  a crevice. G iven  
tim e and explosives, we could  have 
blasted out near-im pregnable posi
tions, but there was lit t le  that near- 
exhausted m en could do w ith  en
trench ing  tools.

O u r batta lion  com m and post was 
on the reverse slope ju st beh ind  the 
ju n ctu re  of George and H o w  com
panies. S lig h tly  below us was the 
batta lion  a id  station . E ve n  as we 
moved in to  position , the Chinese 
began n ib b lin g  at us w ith  long-range 
rifle  and m achine-gun fire . T h e  n ig ht 
grew b lacker and colder. O u r sweat- 
soaked uniform s ch ille d  us to the 
bone. H ere  and there men picked 
away at th e ir unheated “ C ”  rations, 
b u t there was lit t le  enthusiasm  fo r 
food.

W e  were in  a t ick lish  position , and 
every m an in  the batta lion  knew  it . 
W e are proud—ju stly , I  th in k —of 
the way we integrate o u r a rt ille ry , 
m ortars, a ir  and n ava l gunfire .

B u t  we had been in  reserve, and 
o u r a rt ille ry  fo rw ard  observer teams 
had been pu lled  aw ay on other m is
sions. Close a ir  support was out o f 
the question. As fo r n ava l gunfire— 
the closest salt w ater was a hundred

m iles away. W e were on ly  a lit t le  
better off in  regard  to m ortars. Some 
were ou t o f range. T h e  81-mms. were 
in  position—although m ighty poor 
positions and w ith  m ighty lit t le  am 
m u n itio n —just w h at the m en had 
packed in  on th e ir backs. T h e  litt le  
60-mms. were in  com parative ly  good 
shape. So w hen the fight came, it  
looked as if  it  w ou ld  be p r im a rily  
m ach ine guns, rifles and grenades 
against w hatever the Chinese had.

W e  could  get jeeps as fa r as the 
gold m ine , and there the batta lion  
rear set up  an am m unition-supp ly 
po in t. W e  had carrie rs—and they 
began the back-breaking h au l of m or
tar- and m achine-gun am m unition  
from  the gold m ine  u p  to o u r posi
tion .

A nd  then sometime around ten 
o’clock we had a piece of good luck . 
A n  a rt ille ry  lia iso n  team  and three 
fo rw ard  observer parties arrived . 
T h e y  were s tric tly  jury-rigged for the 
occasion, made u p  of casuals and 
spare parts, bu t they d id  have radios, 
and they w ould  be able to shoot fo r 
us.

I t  wasn't u n t il the n ext m orn ing 
that I  learned the lia iso n  officer, C ap
ta in  R aym on d  G . E ib e l, wasn’t a 
M arine  at a l l , b u t A rm y . H e  was 
from  a fie ld-artille ry  ba tta lion , a 
N atio n a l G u a rd  ou tfit. So were two 
o f h is fo rw ard  observers. T h e  th ird  
was a M arin e  lieu tenan t.

T h e  services were u n ified , but 
q u ick . In  spite o f certa in  slight tech
n ica l differences in  fire-adjustm ent 
procedures, and the fact that on ly 
one rad io  w ou ld  w o rk , ou r a rt ille ry  
eyes were soon shooting in  ou r de
fensive fires.

A n d  ju st in  tim e.

S h o r t l y  before m id n ig ht a ra in  of 
sm all-arm s fire came crack lin g  in  on 
George Com pany, the po int o f our 
“ w ishbone.”

W e  were u nm istakab ly  in  fo r it .
O u r lines were battered by the 

heaviest m orta r fire  we had received 
in  one concentrated dose since a r r iv 
ing in  K o rea ; and by m id n ig ht the 
Chinese, s lip p in g  down from  H i l l  
1019, were w ith in  hand-grenade 
range, having  overrun  o u r outpost.

T e c h n ic a l Sergeant H a ro ld  E .  W i l
son, second in  com m and of George 
Com pany’s center p latoon , was at the 
apex of the attack . C raw lin g  from  
foxho le  to foxho le , he was h it  alm ost 
im m ediate ly in  the r ig h t arm . H is  
arm  useless, a second b u lle t caught 
h im  in  the leg. W ith  h is lin e  being 
chopped to bits in  the m eat-grinding 
attack  he fed in  h is support squad, 
getting h it  again in  the le ft shoulder 
and forehead. A  platoon from  H ow  
Com pany was h u rr ie d ly  sh ifted  to 
bolster h is  position . W h ile  guid ing  
them  in to  h is lines, a m orta r blast
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knocked h im  down, and a fragm ent 
cu t h is cheek.

E lsew here , men were fighting  as 
brave ly , if  not as spectacularly , as 
Sergeant W ilso n . George Com pany, 
stradd ling  the rock  p innacle  o f 902, 
fe lt the worst o f the attack w ith  the 
enem y waves b reaking  and cu rling  
off to the le ft and rig h t against Item  
and H o w  com panies’ positions. W e 
could  on ly  guess at the enem y’s 
strength. Conservative ly , i t  was a 
reg im ent, and la te r iden tification  of 
the dead ind icated  it  was the 360th 
Reg im ent, 120th D iv is io n , 40th C C F  
A rm y  Corps.

B u t  no n ig ht can last fo rever, and 
by daw n the enemy had had enough 
and began b reaking  off, retreating  to 
h is covered positions, from  w h ich  h is 
snipers continued  to m ake it  hot fo r 
any M arine  so foo lish  as to show 
h im se lf on the sky line .

Doughty Sergeant W ilso n  was not 
through yet. W ounded in  five places, 
he w ent fo rw ard  at first .lig h t w ith  his 
platoon leader to drag back bodies 
of the fo u r M arines who had been 
k il le d  in  the outpost. T h e n , and on ly  
after he had helped reorganize his 
shot-up p latoon, he a llow ed h im self 
to be taken to the rear.

F o r  day light had brought w ith  it  
the te rrib le  chore of evacuating  ou r 
dead and wounded. T h e  w a lk ing  
wounded could  stum ble back the 
southeast ridge toward M o jin  bridge, 
tak ing  care to stay on the reverse 
slope and off the crest. B u t there 
were nearly  a hundred  dead and seri
ously wounded who w ou ld  have to be 
carried  out.

O u r carrie rs—almost pathetic in  
th e ir loya l an xie ty  to he lp—did the ir 
best. B u t there were nowhere near 
enough stretchers to hand le ou r casu
alties. E x t r a  stretchers were started 
up from  the rea r , an  exhausting  three- 
hour tr ip . W e  im provised litters 
from  blankets and poles, ponchos and 
rifles. T h e  in e rt form s o f the dead, 
shrouded in  sleeping bags o r shelter 
halves, were tied to the litte rs  w ith  
com m unication  w ire . I  rem em bered 
a boy saying gently : “ D o n ’t  le t h is 
head h it  the ground .”

A t  8 :30 , ou r m ission of ho ld ing  
H i l l  902 through the n ig ht accom
plished , we were ordered to fa ll back 
on another batta lion  w h ich  now had 
good positions above the M o jin  
bridge. D isengaging from  the enemy 
is a d ifficu lt m aneuver, perhaps the 
most d ifficu lt. O u r a rt ille ry  drum m ed 
the m enacing ridges w ith  covering 
fire . O u r m ortars coughed out the 
am m u nition  so p a in fu lly  provided .

W e started back.
I f  the ridge from  1010 to 902 had 

been the D e v il’s R acew ay, then the 
ridge southeast o f 902 was H e l l ’s R o l
le r Coaster. F o r in  the fo u r o r five



Our heavy machine guns carried the load o f furnishing our immediate protection.

k ilom eters we m ust trave l, it  swooped 
dow n and then u p , every several h u n 
dred  m eters, to in term ed iate  crests. 
O u r  goal was ju s t  east o f H i l l  439, 
w here sat ou r sister b a tta lio n .

E v e ry  r ifle m an  and every B .A .R . 
m an  had a  hand  to a stretcher on the 
w ay out. T h e  C h in am e n  knew  w hat 
we were u p  to, and  started  dow n the 
ridge-line a fte r us. O u r  a rt ille ry  at
tem pted to keep a screen o f fire be
tween us and  them , bu t the Ch inese 
accepted th e ir  losses and continued  
to come.

O u r  heavy m ach ine guns ca rried  the 
load  of fu rn ish in g  o u r im m ediate 
p ro tection , fa ll in g  back from  position

to position , the stu rd y  o ld  B ro w n in g  
water-cooleds c la tte rin g  out th e ir 
w arn in g  to the C h in am e n  not to come 
too close.

T he trip back was three times more 
terrible than the trip up.

I t  was a b e a u tifu l b r ig h t sunny 
day. B u t  the sun  m eant heat, and 
the heat m eant th irst—lip-crack ing  
th irst . O u r m en had  c lim bed  902 
the day before w ith  filled  canteens. 
N ow , except fo r the most ca re fu l, the 
canteens were em pty. In  the d istance 
g lin ted  the P u k h a n  R iv e r , a tan ta liz 
ing  goal. T h e  prom ise of w ater be
came m ore of a sp u r than the Ch inese
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bu lle ts w h ich  continued  to k ic k  dust 
from  the ridge-tops.

W e  carried  out everyth ing  we 
cou ld : ou r dead, ou r w ounded , o u r 
guns, ou r am m u n itio n . T h e re  was 
a lit t le  m orta r am m u n itio n  w h ich  
had  to be le ft beh ind—we tucked a 
few  blocks o f T N T  u nder it ,  and 
cu t ou r fuse ju st long enough, we 
hoped, to catch  the C h inese  va n 
guard .

I  saw F irs t  Sergeant E d g ar H . Lee  
o f Ite m  Com pany w ith  s ix  rifles on 
h is  back. “ A s fa r as I  k n o w ,"  he 
sa id , "th ey  a ren ’t expendab le ye t.”

I n  one fash ion  o r another we made 
it  dow n the ridge, a lthough  i t  was



s lip p in g , s lid in g , c law ing  business. 
A t  tim es the stretchers had to be l i t 
e ra lly  dragged by m en craw lin g  on 
th e ir  hands and knees. As we neared 
the other b a tta lio n ’s position , they 
sent out ca rry ing  parties to he lp  us 
w ith  ou r dead and wounded—and a 
good th ing , too, because our people 
were about spent.

B ut as we closed into the bat
talion lines, there teas scant rest for 
the weary, for that battalion had their 
orders to shift to their positions as 
soon as we had tumbled into their 
holes.

L u c k i ly , we had fa lle n  he ir to a 
w ell-in tegrated trench  system dug by 
the Ch inese  and im proved  by the bat
ta lion .

T h e re  was a knob a thousand meters 
east of H i l l  439. T h e re  w ou ld  be the 
le ft flank  of our new position . W e 
le ft heavy m ach ine guns there on 
w h ich  to b u ild  ou r new lin e . M a jo r 
T ro m p e te r located one p latoon , H o w  
C o m pany ’s 1st, s t ill fa ir ly  in tact. I t  
had been on the le ft flank of 902 and 
pretty m uch  out of the fight. T h e  
p latoon com m and was 1st L ie u te n an t 
George S. S u llim a n , a recent rep lace
m ent w ith o u t too m uch com bat be-, 
h in d  h im . H e  was sent w ith  his 
p latoon to organize the knob .

H e  a rr ive d  at alm ost the in stan t a 
com pany of Ch inese closed hand-to- 
hand  w ith  heavy m ach ine guns. H e

Dr. R obert W ilde, a Presbyterian  
m in iste r of St. Ives, En g lan d , 

le ft a considerable sum w hen he 
d ied  in  1678. T h e  p r in c ip a l w as not 
to be touched. H e  d irected  that the 
in terest be used to purchase B ib le s , 
fo r w h ich  the boys and g irls  of St. Ives 
should  th row  dice, on the com m un
ion-table in  the ch u rch , on the last 
T h u rs d a y  of each M ay.

* # #
A  certa in  Sydney D ickenson  pro

vided  handsom ely fo r h is w idow . H is  
$300,000 estate was w ille d  to her—on 
cond ition  that “ fo r the first ten years 
fo llo w in g  my dem ise, she spend two 
hours a day at m y graveside, in  com-, 
pany w ith  her sister, whom  I  have 
reason to know  she loathes worse than 
she does m e.”

# * *

F ran c is  R e g in a ld  L o rd , of A u s tra lia , 
le ft  h is  w id ow  one sh illin g , " fo r  tram- 
fare  to some place to d row n herse lf.”  
A n d  A n d re w  K o za k , of W orcester,

ordered - " F ix  bayonets!”  and waded 
in to  a h a il of m o rta r shells, m achine- 
gun bu lle ts, r ifle  fire , and hand  gre
nades. O ne heavy m ach ine gun was 
knocked out. A  second w ent silen t 
w hen its gunner and  assistant gunner 
were h it . L ie u te n a n t S u llim an  leaped 
beh ind  the gun and  fe ll dead w ith  a 
Ch inese b u lle t th rough  his head.

B u t  the h il l teas saved and ou r le ft 
Hank Xvas secured. T h e  Ch inese tried  
again and again to breach ou r posi
tion , bu t each e llo rt grew m ore and 
m ore feeble.

A  lit t le  rest, a lit t le  w ater, and the 
sight of ou r w ounded m oving to the 
rear in  am bulances and trucks, and 
our ba tta lion  w as ready to fight again.

T h e  rem ainder o f the story is s im 
ple enough. W e he ld  on to o u r new 
position u n t i l the  M arin e  D iv is io n  
had consolidated itse lf and o u r lines 
to the west once again stood firm .

I n a period of less than forty-eight 
hours, we had taken  extrem ely heavy 
casualties, but we had beaten the C h i
nese and sent h im  su lk in g  back in to  
the m ountains. A n d  if , by any chance, 
he m ight have had the m isconception 
that he had won a tem porary advan
tage, we set h im  stra ig ht by posting 
ou r 'w ithd raw al route  w ith  card
board signs w h ich  read in  E n g lish , 
Ko rean  and C h inese :

“ W e ,  t h e  U . S. M a r in e s , w il l  b e  
b a c k ."  —T he End

M ass., w ille d  h is w ife  “ a d o lla r to buy 
po ison .”  B u t  a Boston bachelor was 
m uch  m ore g a llan t. H e  bequeathed 
h is fo rtune  to the three g irls  who had 
rejected h is proposal of m arriage , “ be
cause I  owe them  w hat peace and 
happiness I  have en joyed .”

# # #

Not a ll o ff-trail legacies have been 
m otivated  by a desire to ch uck le  at 
the expense of d isappo inted  re latives. 
A  few  pranksters have d rafted  zany 
w ills  fo r no other purpose than  a dig 
at hum an d ig n ity .

A  M r. Sanborn , who d ied  in  M ed
way, M ass., in  1871, w ille d  h is body 
to H a rva rd , “ especia lly  to the m an ip u 
la tio n  of O liv e r  W e n d e ll H o lm es and 
L o u is  Agassiz.”  H e  stipu la ted  that 
h is sk in  be used to cover a d rum , 
w h ich  shou ld  be g iven  to the leader 
o f the Cohasset d ru m  corps. T h a t  
w orthy , in  tu rn , was expected to “ pro
ceed to B u n k e r H i l l  at sunrise on each 
Ju n e  17, and there beat ‘Yankee 
D ood le ’ upon the d ru m .”

+4

'Back
H E  G louccstcrs have clone 
it  again .
T h is  fam ous B r it is h  reg i
m ent, the o n ly  one in  the 

service authorized  to w ear two cap 
badges at the same tim e, has added 
m ore g lo ry to its battle  banner, w ith  
an  ep ic stand in  the g rim  fo o th ills  
of Ko rea . T h e ir  outstand ing  effort 
in  the present cam paign has w on for 
them  the U . S. P re s id e n tia l c ita tio n , 
and the G loucesters are the on ly  
B r it is h  m ilita ry  organ ization  en titled  
to th is d istinction .

U n fo rtu n a te ly  o n ly  s ix  m en o f the 
honored b a tta lio n  o f m ore than s ix  
hunched  were le ft to accept the fam ed 
b lue ribb on .

B u t  i t  has alw ays been so w ith  the 
fighting  G loucesters.

F o r  three days and  n ights the 
G loucesters, p a rt o f the B r it is h  T w e n 
ty-n in th  B r ig a d e . com m anded by 
B rig ad ie r-G en era l T h o m a s  B ro d y , 
he ld  off the savage attacks that m arked 
the Ch inese  offensive w h ich  began on 
A p r i l 22nd. A t  that tim e the B r it is h  
B rig ade  was dug  in  between the South 
K o rean  F ir s t  and the U n ite d  States 
T h ir d  D iv is io n s  spread across the 
dead ly U ijongbu-Seoul a x is , an d  the 
G loucesters took the f u l l  th ru st o f the 
enem y’s fro n ta l attack .

L ie u t . G e n e ra l Jam es A . V an  F lee t, 
U n ite d  N ations g round com m ander 
w ho m ade the presentation  to the 
G loucester su rv ivo rs , sa id  before other 
u n its  o f the T w e n ty -n in th  B rig ade  
stand ing  at a tten tio n  in  a  h o llow  
square som ewhere in  K o re a : “ T h e  
G loucesters he ld  th e ir position  against 
extrem ely heavy odds fo r three con
secutive days, g iv in g  no ground and 
in f lic t in g  a heavy to ll o f enem y cas
u a lties . T h e ir  firm  stand upset the 
Ch inese  tim etab le o f advance, and  by 
ho ld in g  th e ir  position , fighting  fierce
ly  above and beyond the c a ll oJ duty , 
th is m agnificent b a tta lio n  was su r
rounded  and  cu t off by overw helm ing  
enem y forces. T h e y  fought back-to- 
back, accord ing  to th e ir  great tra d i
t io n , and  w h ile  rescue by fr ie n d ly  
elem ents was attem pted several tim es, 
no a id  cou ld  be effected.

“ T h e ir  ep ic  stand w il l  go dow n as 
one o f the most v a lia n t  o f m odern 
tim es. T h is  fam ous G loucestersh ire  
ba tta lion  w il l  long be rem em bered as 
an outstand ing  exam ple  of courage

L a s t  L a u g h s

b y  W E B B  G A R R IS O N



to 'Back The heroic British regiment which received our Presi
dential Unit Citation for its last-ditch stand in Korea 
has a long record of gallant battles against great odds.

by A R C H  W H I T E H O U S E

“D icU iu i (ty etJ itn M

and d eterm ination  by a ll freedom- 
lo v in g  peoples."

It 's  an o ld  story w ith  the Glouces- 
ters. B ack  in  1801, the o ld  F irs t  B a t
ta lio n  staged another epic stand at 
A le x a n d ria  w hen they were attacked 
by a F re n ch  cava lry  squadron then 
know n as the " In v in c ib le  Le g io n .”  
T h e re  was no tim e to form  the hon
ored B r it is h  square, so the Glouces- 
ters stood back-to-back and rem ained  
steady u n t i l they had cu t the French  
lancers to ribbons.

F o r  that, the F irs t  B a tta lio n  re
ceived a most u nusua l honor, especial
ly  w hen one reca lls the stiff straight- 
laced and reg im ental ru les of the B r it 

ish service; and to com m em orate this 
g a llan t v ic to ry  and  to rem ind  the rest 
of the w orld  of th e ir back-to-back 
stand, it  was decreed that a ll F ir s t  B a t
ta lio n  men of the G loucesters should  
from  that day on w ear a sm a lle r ve r
sion of th e ir reg im ental cap badge at 
the backs of th e ir forage caps. T h e  
G loucesters are the on ly  reg im ent in  
the B r it ish  A rm y  ever aw arded this 
signal honor, and now  to th is has been 
added the gold-fram ed b lue of the 
A m erican  P residen tia l c ita tion .

Yes, the is tru ly  an  honored reg i
m ent.

T h e  G loucesters’ back-to-back m eth
od of fighting  was repeated in  W o rld

W a r I  at Festubert in  1915, w hen the 
F irs t  B a tta lio n  of that day was su r
rounded by fo u r G erm an  regim ents. 
Fo r the ir stand in  th is battle  the 
G loucesters had the sm a ll back-of-the- 
cap badge increased in  size.

T h e n  again , back in  1849 d uring  
the P u n ja b  cam paign of the S ikh  
W ars, the Second B a tta lio n  of the 
G loucesters was attacked by over
w helm ing  forces o f S ikh  horsem en at 
the battle  o f C h ill in w a lla h , and once 
m ore had to resort to a back-to-back 
defense. T h e y  held  out in  th is m an 
ner fo r m ore than tw enty hours, u n til 
at last the S ikhs were forced to w ith 
d raw  and  leave m uch of th e ir e q u ip 
m ent beh ind . F o r th is action  the Sec
ond B a tta lio n  was also aw arded the 
righ t to wear a m in ia tu re  badge at the 
back o f th e ir caps.

I t  was w h ile  leading the F ir s t  B a t
ta lio n  at the Siege of Quebec that 
G enera l W o lfe  fe ll, bu t w on undying  
g lory.

T h e  G loucesters are a ve ry  o ld  reg i
m ent, the F irs t  B a tta lio n  being form ed 
in  G loucestersh ire  as fa r back as 1694. 
A  second b a tta lion  was raised  in  1758, 
and fo r a tim e the F ir s t  was know n  as 
the 28th Foot and the Second listed 
as the 61st Foot, b u t they were even
tu a lly  merged in to  the G loucester
sh ire  R eg im ent in  1881.

T w e n ty-fo u r ba tta lions were raised 
and fought in  W o rld  W a r I  and saw 
action  in  F ran ce , B e lg iu m , Ita ly , Bag
dad and the D ardanelles.

In  W o rld  W a r  I I  m any batta lions 
of the G loucesters were blooded in  
F rance , B e lg iu m , N o rth  A fr ic a  and 
G erm any.

A lo ng  w ith  m any other fine trad i
tions, the G loucesters picked up sev
era l co lo rfu l n icknam es. T h e y  were 
once kno w n  as " T h e  O ld  Braggs,”  a 
n icknam e based on C o lon e l P h i ll ip  
Bragg, who com m anded the reg im ent 
in  1743.

T h e n  la ter, because of th e ir two 
cap badges, they were also know n  as 
“ T h e  Fore  and  A fts .”  Less respect
fu l regim ents once re ferred  to them as 
" T h e  B ack  N um bers ,”  but as long as 
g lorious m ilita ry  h istory is reca lled , 
they w il l  be rem em bered as the m en 
w ho so va lia n t ly  upheld  the prestige 
o f the U n ite d  N ations in  the b itte r 
cam paign of Ko rea.
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T h e  p r im e v a l p a ss io n  o f the  h u n te r  w a s  hot in  h is  b lood— an d  
she w a s  not the  r ig h t g ir l to co n q u e r the c a l l o f  the w ild  in  

e v e ry  young  m a n ’s h e a rt .

by GENE

T W O  w o lv e s  c a m e  o u t  o f  th e  
s w a m p , g r a y  sh a d o w s  a t th e  
e d g e  o f  th e  th ick n es s . T h e  
i c e d  r iv e r  lay  b la n k  a n d  b a re  

in  th e  b lu e  m o o n l ig h t .  A c r o s s  th e  
r i v e r  th e  s c r u b  o a k  r id g e d  t o  th e  f o r 
es t. T h e  x oo lv es  p a w e d  th e  s n o w  a t 
th e  r i v e r ’s e d g e .

T h e  w o lv e s  k n e w  th e  s w a m p  teas  
s a fe ty , b u t  th e r e  w e r e  d e e r  in  th e  
f o r e s t .  T h e  s w a m p  m e a n t  h o m e  a n d  
l i f e  . . . th e  fo r e s t ,  d a n g e r  a n d  d e a th , 
th e  c r a c k  o f  a r i f le , th e  b a w l a n d  c h o p  
o f  a  s t u b b o r n  h o u n d . B e t iu e e n , b e 
n e a th  th e  i c e ,  th e  r iv e r  f lo w e d . T h e r e  
w e r e  d e e r  t o  h u n t  in  th e  fo r e s t .

S u d d e n ly , w i t h o u t  r e a s o n , o n e  o f  
th e  w o lv e s  th r e w  b a ck  its h e a d  a n d  
h o iv le d . . . .

A t  a  sm a ll  ca b in  m ile s  d o w n  th e  
r iv e r  a g ia n t  r e d  w o l f h o u n d  le a p e d  
f r o m  h is k e n n e l  a n d  b u g le d  an  a n 
s w e r  a n d  a c h a l le n g e ,  th en  ra n  th e  
c i r c u i t  o f  h is ta u t  ch a in . K e n n e l  
p e a c e ,  k e n n e l  d r ea m s  b e c a m e  u n b e a r 
a b le  to  h im , s i c k e n in g  t o  h im . E v e r y  
n e r v e  o f  h is  b o d y  w a n te d  th e  h u n t .

O t h e r  h o u n d s  j o i n e d  in  th e  c la m o r ,  
s n a r lin g  b e c a u s e  t h e r e  w a s n o  o n e  to  
h e a r  a n d  u n d e r s ta n d . T h e n  th e r e  
w a s s i l e n c e  a n d  n o  fu r t h e r  s o u n d  f r o m  
th e  f o r e s t  n o r th .

T h k  young m an , missed by his 
hounds, sat w ith  Iris elbows s id ing  a 
cup of coffee. T h e  town was' fifteen 
m iles down the r iv e r  from  h is cab in , 
in  the g r il l  it  was c lean , w arm  and 
lig h t.

“ N o  one’s asking you to g ive up 
h u n tin g , R u ss .”  M ary  E lle n , beh ind  
the counter of her fa ther’s g r il l , was 
sweet, a lit t le  p lu m p , full-breasted— 
the p ick  o f th is lit t le  north  woods 
town. “ Y o u  don ’t have to do every
th ing at once. B u t  we a in ’t gonna 
keep up  the way we been going. 
T h e re  a in ’ t no sense in  it ."

R uss D e v lin  sat back and looked at 
her. H is  m in d  had  been w andering . 
H e  h adn ’t been listen ing . Since the 
tim e, nearly  a year ago, when he’d 
found  th is r iv e r  w ith  its towns in  th is 
forest, and believed that h is senseless 
d r ift in g  had come to an end, th is g irl 
had been h is g ir l and very nearly  his 
on ly  life  outside of the w ild . She was 
such w onderfu l com pany too, he 
thought, w hen she d id n ’t ta lk .

"T h e re  a in ’t no sense in  a man 
spending a ll h is tim e in  the woods.”  
She w o u ld n ’t let i t  go. “ I  never ask 
ya fo r m uch . I never ask ya for 
n o t h in g , and the once that I —”

CAESAR
“ H o n , I d o n ’ t w an t to go to M ar

quette tom orrow .”
“ Y o u  th in k  I  g o t ta  pu t up  w ith  ya? 

You  th in k  I  a in ’ t got chances, just 
’cause I ’m stuck in  a place lik e  this? 
Jim m y B end er’l l  take m e, tom orrow , 
if  I  w an t; he’s alw ays asking , and he 
goes every week-end. ‘G o tta  get outa 
the sticks and m ake sure I 'm  still 
a liv e ,’ he says. W e ll, that’s the way 
I fee l.”

R uss looked at h e r, shrugged, and 
looked at h is coffee.

“ You  don’ t w anna go to M arquette . 
You  d id n ’t even w anna  take me to 
the dance in  Jo rdantow n last week. 
W h a t d o  ya w an t to do, stay here at 
the La n d in g  a ll the tim e?”

“ H o n , I ’ve b e e n  places, lots of 
places: and w hen I  came here—” 
H e  shook h is head. You  w anted a 
g ir l , he thought; you needed a g ir l. 
B u t there was a lw ays the ta lk  w ith  
th is g ir l , the b icke rin g  and the ex
p la in in g . You  found  a town in  a 
great no rth ern  forest. You  w anted to 
stay there , and you found  yourse lf a 
g ir l , and then you found  th at the g ir l 
d id n ’t w an t to stay there. So there 
was alw ays the e x p la in in g  and the 
fee ling  of g u ilt  at m ere ly  being  you r
self. W ere  there g ir ls  w ho took you 
for w hat you w ere and le t it  go at 
that? H e  d id n ’t know . U n t i l  now , 
he’d never stopped m oving  long 
enough to find out th ings lik e  that.

“ O h , 1 kn o w ,”  M ary  E lle n  said, 
“ i t ’s m e, i t ’s a lw ays me. I f  ya w anna 
m ake a mossback ou t o f yourse lf, I ’m 
supposed to let ya. I  a in ’ t supposed 
to say nothing . W e ll, i f  ya w anna 
tu rn  In d ia n , you find  you rse lf a d iffe r
ent g ir l ."  T h a t  strange look on her 
face, and her hands on her hips 
again . . . . H e  w inced . “ W h y ’n ’ t you 
get yourse lf one o ’ these fa rm  g irls? 
O ne o ’ them ’d pu t up  w ith  ya. O ne 
o’ them ’d stay in  the sticks fo r ya. 
T h e y ’d th in k  Jo rdantow n was the 
B ig  C ity . W h y ’n ’t you stand me up 
n ext Saturday n ig ht and go stag to 
the dance at Sp ikeho rn? W h y ’n 't 
you get you rse lf a g ir l in  Sp ikehorn? 
T h e y  s t i l l—”

"O h , hon—shut u p ,”  he to ld  her.
“ I ’m  te llin g  ya fo r y o u r  sake, m ore’n 

fo r me. You  gotta snap out o f it . 
You  cou ld  do an yth ing  you w anted to 
if  you ’d just get started  at som ething. 
W h y  ya gotta go on  lik e  a m adm an?”

H e  said noth ing  to th is .
“ N o  one’s against h u n tin g  and 

fish ing ; th is is a h u n tin g  and  fish ing  
tow n, a tourist tow n, but o ther people
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don ’t do it  the way you do. N one o ’ 
the fellow s h e re 'll go fish ing  w ith  you 
no m ore, not lik e  last fa ll , getting  out 
on the pond before it 's  lig h t, casting 
lik e  a fiend t i l l  a fter d a rk . T h e y  lik e  
to h u n t, bu t not the way you h u n t. ” 
A n d  them  dogs you bought—them  
d evils are gonna k i l l  somebody some
tim e.”

H e  was absorbed in  h is coffee. She 
changed her tone a litt le .



“ W h at's  about w o lf-hun ting  that's 
so im p o rtan t, honey? I  w anna  know . 
I  w anna understand . W hat's  w ith  
th is specia l grudge ya got against 
wolves? N o  one else hunts them . I t ’s 
too dangerous, they say, going out at 
n ig ht in  the w in te r. I t ’s too m uch 
w o rk . T h e  bounty a in ’t w o rth  it . 
T h e re  a in 't  enough to bother w ith . 
W h y  do y o u  have to do it , R uss , and 
do it  a l l  the tim e?”

W hen  there was no answer, she fa l
tered: "T h e re  a in ’ t no sense in  i t .”  

“ I  can ’t blam e you fo r fee ling  the 
way you do ,”  he sa id  f in a lly .

She jum ped  at the chance. “R uss , 
honey, I ’d  lik e  to get outa th is town. 
Y o u  know  that. I ’m  sick  of it . I ’m 
sick  o f stand ing  here and w atch ing  the 
cars go by on the h ighw ay. I ’d  lik e  
to liv e  fa rth e r south  w here there’s 
som ething to do. I ’d lik e  us to be
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m arried  and have a house in  a c ity— 
and—m aybe a T V  set. D o ya th in k  I  
lik e  th is p lace, and having  to be nice 
to the tourists—and—”

She stopped, then caught herself. 
“ B u t  I  a in ’t a sk in ’ a l l that. I  a in ’t 
a sk in ’ ya , to do everyth ing  at once. 
B u t  f  a m  a sk in ’ ya to get some sleep 
ton ight so ya can d rive  me to M a r
quette tomorrow'. You  don ’t need 
to h un t a ll the tim e.”



H e  fin ished  h is coffee and stood up . 
"W o u ld  you m in d  i f  I  d id n ’t w a it 
and  see you  home ton ig ht, hon? I  
have some th ings—”

" I  don ’t m in d  i f  ya ’l l  get some sleep 
so we can  start early . A re  ya gonna 
come afte r me now?”

H e  looked at her and then sm iled . 
" A l l  r ig h t . A l l  r ig h t. W e ’l l  go to 
M arquette  tom orrow .”

She p u lle d  h is shoulders across the 
counter and  kissed h im  good n ig h t. 
"N o w —you prom ised m e, and  you bet
ter be here. Seven. A t  seven. N ow  
—now  you be here, honey.”

H e  slipped  h is p a rka  on, drew  the 
waist-strings tight, bu t le t the fu r 
hang at h is neck. “ A l l  r ig h t .”  H e  
opened the door and w alked  in to  the 
cold.

I T  was not snow ing now . T h e  snow 
o f the day an d  the n ig h t before lay 
m oon-bright and  rough—ahead of 
h im  and on u nd er the trees. T h e  
road  was two ho llow s in  the forest 
snow. R u ss  le f t  the lit t le  coupe in  
the ieanto at the side o f the cab in . 
H is  hounds were fra n tic .

“ A l l  r ig h t ,"  he to ld  them , “ a ll  
r ig h t ."

In  the cab in  he tossed h is pa rka  on 
a ch a ir  and  started a fire. H e  w alked  
th rough  to the shed, chopped ven ison 
fro m  a  hang ing  carcass and  th rew  it  
to the dogs. P ic k in g  u p  the two pa ils , 
he w alked  to the r iv e r  and chopped 
the day’s ice from  the water-hole. I t  
was a s t i l l  n ig ht, and  very  cold. H e  
gave w ater to the dogs, then fille d  the 
kettle  on the grate above the fire. 
T h e  a la rm  clock was stopped. H e  
w ound  it  fo r the m o rn in g , and set it  
from  h is w atch .

I t  was not u n t i l he had washed and 
was ly in g  on h is bed, read ing  by the 
kerosene lam p , that he became aw are 
of the w h in in g  o f the dogs. H e  w ent 
ou t to them .

" P ilo t !"  T h e  g ian t red hound  was 
h is favo rite . “ W h a t ’s u p , fe llow ?” 
Sport and Shadd , the two overgrown 
foxhounds, stra ined  tow ard h im  on 
th e ir chains. “ W h a t ’s out there? 
W h a t ’s ou t there, boy?”

H e  looked down the r ive r , c lea r as 
day in  the m oon light.

Som eth ing was m oving  on the land  
at n ig h t. Y o u  cou ld  feel it  and  know  
it . T h e re  were th ings that live d  in  
darkness w h ile  m en slept, and  knew  
a secret and a tr iu m p h  in  th e ir w ild  
lives . A n d  the restlessness of th e ir 
p row lings came as w ind  from  the 
w in try  th ickness and  found  its mate 
in  the hearts of m en who love the 
forest and  the n ig ht. M iles deep in  
the sw am p, a bobcat scream ed. P ilo t  
barked , q u ic k ly  and  tigh tly .

"A re  they u p  and m oving , P ilo t?  
A re  they out there tonight? W e ll, 
th a t’s tough, fe llo w . T h a t ’s tough. 
N o t ton ight, boy .”

H e  l i t  a cigarette and  w alked  to 
the r iv e r  to sm oke it . A l l  the dogs 
were b a rk in g  b e h in d  h im  now . H e  
w ent back to them , laughing .

"N o w  don ’t g ive m e a h ard  tim e, 
you  dam ned m utts. I 'v e  got to get 
u p  in  the m orn ing . A n d  don ’t give 
me that look. I t  is n ’t fu n n y .”

H e  slapped P ilo t ’s shoulder. “ Y o u  
are a l l set, a ren ’ t you, boy? Y o u ’ve 
got everyth ing  you need to have. Y o u  
know  everyth ing  you need to know . 
Y o u  go after wolves and th a t’s a ll 
there is to it . A n d  you don ’t have to 
w orry  about yo u r w om an, because she 
goes a fte r wolves too .”

H e  w ent in side , laugh ing . H e  lay 
in  bed fo r perhaps ten m inu tes, w ide 
aw ake, the clock tick in g  close to h im , 
the dogs w h in in g  in  the yard . T h e n  
he l i t  the lam p  again  and  began to 
dress. I t  was e leven-th irty .

"W h a t the h e ll ! ”  he said  a loud . “ I t  
isn ’t going to h u rt  to go out fo r an  
h o u r o r so, ju st to have a lo o k .”  H e  
took h is r ifle  from  the w a ll. . . .

I t  was snow ing a  lit t le  now , snow
in g  lig h tly  in  a im less flecks m oving  
before the car lig h ts . T h e  dogs ran  
beside the car on the r iv e r  side, cast
in g  and  w o rk in g  the b rush . R uss 
slowed the car and babied the springs 
w here an  abandoned ra ilw a y  crossed 
the r iv e r  road. . . .  I t  was w arm  and 
p leasant in  the ca r. T h is  forest, R uss 
knew , was crisscrossed w ith  aban
doned ra ilw ays , dotted w ith  aban
doned m ines and  lu m ber cam ps. I t  
pleased h im  to th in k  th is pa rt of 
M ich ig an  grew a  lit t le  wfilder every 
year. T e n  years before, the old-tim ers 
said , there had been no wolves here. 
H e  made it  very sim ple  in  h is m in d , 
and  enjoyed th in k in g  about it . Y e a r 
by year c iv il iz a t io n  had been th rust 
m ore and m ore to the south , and now 
the wolves had  come back.

R u s s  ra n  from  the car. T h e  tracks 
were there, la rger th an  a fo x ’s, longer 
than  a dog’s. T h e y  were about three 
m iles fro m  the cab in . P ilo t  shoved 
h is nose deep in to  the p rin ted  snow, 
snorted and sounded off. T h e  tracks 
were there! R uss k n e lt over them . A  
passion m ore basic than  excitem ent 
bu rned  in  h im , ting led  clear to his 
finger tips. W o lves had crossed the 
r iv e r . W o lves were h u n tin g  through 
the forest in  the n ig h t. W o lves were 
h u n tin g , and they had to be hunted . 
H e  d id  not reason th is. H e  fe lt it , 
lik e  a hound , w ith  h is w ho le body.

“ G o  get them , boy! H u n t  them  
u p !”

T h e  three dogs bounded in to  the 
b rush , b a rk in g  fo r a second, then cold- 
tra ilin g  in  silence.

S p o r t  a n d  Shadd, a lr e a d y  b e h in d  
h im , P i lo t  c r o s s e d  th e  la st o a k  r id g e  
a n d  l o p e d  i n t o  th e  fo r e s t .  L i f e —liv in g  
n o w !  L i v i n g  w a s th e  s n o w  o f  a  w o lf -  
tra ck  o n  h is  m u z z le ,  th e  s t r o n g  s c e n t
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o f  w o l f  s o l id  in  th e  s h a r p  a ir . L i v i n g  
w a s th e  w h i p p i n g  o f  m u s c le s  u n d e r  h is  
h id e , h is  leg s  d r iv in g  b e n e a t h  h im ,  
s t i l l in g  th e  g a m e  in  th e  th ic k e ts .  L i v 
in g  w as t h e  c e r ta in ty ,  as h e  r a n , o f  
th e  s u c c e s s fu l  c r a c k  o f  th e  r i f le —o f  
h is  o w n  t e e th  t e a r in g  th e  s t r o n g  m a t  
o f  a w o l f  h id e . B e y o n d  th a t  th e r e  w as  
n o th in g .

T h e  hounds had quartered  north . 
R u ss  drove another ha lf-m ile  along 
the r iv e r , then cut the engine. I t  was 
very w arm  in  the ca r now . H e  
loosened h is parka .

" In  town at seven tom orrow ,”  he 
thought. “ I ’d better try  to sleep w h ile  
I  can . Lo o ks lik e  we m ight be out a 
lit t le  longer than I  figured . I  on ly 
hope that they find  those gray devils 
before the rea l snow comes and ru in s 
the shooting .”

H e  closed h is eyes, and the car was 
a w o rld  in  itse lf. I t  was snow ing 
m ore stead ily , and a lit t le  w in d  was 
beg inn ing  to move in  the tops o f the 
trees.

. T h e  w o lv e s  lay  l ik e  s u c k l in g  p u p 
p ie s ,  t e a r in g  a n d  g u l p i n g  th e  w a rm  
m e a t o f  th e  y o u n g  d o e  th e y ’ d  p u l l e d  
d o w n . B l o o d  s p a n g le d  th e  s n o w  l ik e  
th e  m o o n -s h a d o w  o f  a t r e e ,  b u t  th e  
m o o n  w a s d im  n o w . S n o w  w as fa l l in g  
in  th e  fo r e s t .

F a r-o f] — s o m e th in g  — n o t h i n g  — in 
ta n g ib le ,  h u s h e d  and, m u r m u r o u s  in  
th e  a ir. S o m e th in g  w r o n g  in  th e  a ir. 
T h e  s t i f f e n in g  w in d  w a s th e  w r o n g  
w a y. T h e r e  w a s n o  c e r ta in ty  o f  d a n 
g e r ,  o n ly  th e  th r e a t , o n ly  f r o s t l i k e  si
l e n c e  a n d  th e  fa l l in g  sn o w .

T h e n  i t  w a s th e r e , c l e a r  in  d is ta n c e , 
s h a r p  f o r  th e  in s ta n t , b u t  u n tr a c e a b le  
—th e  b a rk  o f  a  h o u n d .

T h e  w o lv e s  t r o t t e d  n o r th  a m o n g  
th e  t r e e s , q u a r te r in g  to w a r d  th e  r iv e r ,  
th e  s w a m p  a n d  s a fe t y —tw o  sm a ll  
m o v e m e n t s  in  fa l l in g  sn o w .

R uss sat u p  as though he’d been 
slapped. T h e re  it  was again! T h e  
wolves had  been flushed.

H e  tightened h is p a rka  as he 
stepped from  the car to listen . ’ T h e y  
were very  fa r aw ay, but P ilo t ’s bug ling  
rang-clear. . . . J u m p e d  t h e m —j u m p e d  
th e m !  B eneath , the b aw l and chop 
o f another hound  cou ld  be m ade out, 
he w asn’t sure w h ich . H e  tried  to 
figure i t —east of the n ext north-south 
section road  at least, p robab ly  out on 
the north  b ranch  of N in e  M ile  C reek. 
H e  looked at h is w atch , and  it  was two- 
th irty . H e  w aited  a few  m inutes. H e  
cou ld n ’t be sure they were d riv in g  
tow ard h im , and  he had  to be in  on 
it —he ju s t had to be. H e  hated to 
w a it a t the r iv e r , w ith  the snow fa l l
ing  h arder and harder.

H e  decided to fo llo w  the h u n t in  
the car. H e  m ight get a good road 
shot and  be able to take u p  h is dogs 
th at m uch  sooner. W h en  the dash 
fo r the r iv e r  started, he should  be



ab le to get back first in  the car. H e  
started the engine and  drove very 
fast a long the r iv e r  road. T h e re  was 
a good w in d  now , and  the snow shot 
out o f the northeast against h is  w in d 
sh ie ld .

A. T the corner of the first east-west 
section road he cu t the engine and 
listened  th rough  the open w indow . 
H e ’d been w rongl P ilo t ’s vo ice came 
from  the east b u t yet n o rth , fa r from  
N in e  M ile  C reek . H e  drove a m ile  
east on the section road  and  listened 
again . T h e  h u n t was d ire c tly  no rth , 
and he w aited .

I f  they ra n  too fa r to the n o rth , he 
knew , he’d have to chase them  and 
c a ll off the dogs. I f  they got th ro u g h  
to the ro ck  p iles , they were gone. H e  
w aited , and it  seemed forever.

N o —they were cu ttin g  east. T h e  
first passion for the h u n t came back 
as he started the car and fo llow ed . 
T h e re  was a north-south section road 
ahead. H e  m ig h t m ake it . H e  raced 
dangerously on the snow-covered

tracks, sk idd ing  as he tu rned  le ft , and 
rac ing  again.

T o o  la te! A b o u t two hundred  
yards ahead o f h is  lights two d im  
form s shot across—then another—and 
another. A n d  he was s t ill a t the 
w heel. W here  in  the he ll was the 
other dog?

B ack in g  out to the co rner, he lis 
tened again . T h e re  was P ilo t ’s bu
g ling —and the o ther voice was Shadd ’s. 
Good g ir l , he thought. B u t Spo rt— 
w here in  the h e ll was that m utt?

T h e  h u n t was close, a n d ' m oving  
west and south. T h e y  were going to 
cross the other road . H e  drove a few 
hundred  yards west, snapped the safe
ty on h is rifle , and k n e lt in  the snow 
beside the ca r’s head light.

O nce m ore they crossed fa r out of 
range.

B u t  he had it  figured . T h e y  were 
d riv in g  stra ig ht south , and he had it  
figured. T h e y ’d cross both branches 
of N in e  M ile  C re e k , cross the O ld  
M in e  R o ad , then d rive  west on the 
ridge south o f the road. T h e y ’d ru n
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alm ost to the edge of R u ss ’ land , then 
north  a lit t le  to cross the r ive r . T h a t  
was it!

H e  raced lo r the O ld  M in e  R oad . 
T h is  was the long way back, but he 
w anted to stay w ith  the h u n t u n t i l he 
was sure. . . . O ve r the first b r id g e -  
over the crest of the center forest ridge 
—the second bridge. A t  the O ld  M in e  
R o ad  he listened again . Fo r a sec
ond he was puzzled and cou ld n ’t fig
u re d irection . T h e n  he realized  the 
wolves were not try ing  fo r the ridge, 
were not going to cross the road. 
T h e y  were d riv in g  d irectly  fo r th e ir 
crossing-place, stra ight down the fro 
zen bed of N in e  M ile  C reek!

R uss was alm ost fra n t ic . W h a t a 
m istake to m ake! H e  should  have 
gone back the way he’d come. B u t 
who cou ld  ever know  wolves w ou ld  
brave the O ld  M in e  c learing  by ru n 
n in g  the creek to the rive r?  You  
cou ld  never figure those gray devils .

H e  s t ill had a chance—if  he cou ld  
ho ld  the car on the frozen road . Sk id 
d ing  and s lid in g , he bored in to  the



d riv in g  snow at an  insane rate . H e  
raced the long  stretch at the ridge. 
H e  got th rough  the worse tw ists at 
the g u lly . H e  m ade the h il l ,  then 
the tu rn  before the O ld  M ine . H e  
fe lt better. H e  w ou ld  m ake it  a l l 
r ig h t now.

H e  c lu tched , cu t the engine and 
listened as he coasted past the aban
doned m in e , and  the dogs were sing
ing  strong—“ W e ’ r e  c o m in g ,  w e ’ re  
c o m in g ” —d riv in g  down the creekbed.

H e  sw itched the engine back and 
raced fo r the r iv e r . T h e  hounds were 
doing th e ir pa rt. T h e y  expected h im  
to be w a itin g  at the crossing-place 
w ith  the rifle . T h e y  were counting  
on h im . H e  had to be in  on it—he 
ju st had to be! A t  the one m om ent 
fo r h is  shot, at that second w hen the 
wolves slowed and dug th e ir claws 
in to  the ice fo r the crossing, he had 
to be there!

I  t was going to be close. H e  braked  
h ard  and leaped out, crashed in to  the 
brush  and  fought h is way through , 
the deepening snow p u llin g  at his 
feet, d r iv in g  h im  insane. T h e  h u n t 
was sweeping past h im . H e  broke 
through to the r ive r .

T h e  wolves were d isappearing  in  
the swam p side, d im  m ovem ents in  
m oving  snow. H e  th rew  a q u ick  w ild  
shot a fte r them . P ilo t  w ent by h im  
and onto the ice. H e  cou ld  hear the 
g ian t hound ’s heavy b reath ing  be
tween each p o w erfu l baying note of 
h is d r iv in g  voice. H e  ran  out on the 
r ive r after the dog.

“ Stay w ith  them , fe llow ! Stay w ith  
them !”

W h y  he shouted that, he d id  not 
know . I t  was a ll lost. W h y  he h im 
self was crossing the r ive r and fo llo w 
ing  in to  the cedars of the sw am p he 
d id  not know . T h e  wolves had w on : 
they'd  made the sw am p; there was no 
chance now . H e ’d called  it  w rong 
and b low n  it  a l l ;  it  was a ll lost, b u t he 
cou ld n ’t le t it  go. H e  on ly  knew  that 
he co u ld n ’t let it  go.

H e  dug in to  the west bank  of the 
r ive r , forced h is w ay in to  the cedars. 
H e  tw isted  and dodged in  the th ick 
ness. Suddenly  h is  foot went dow n in  
the roots, h is  an k le  wrenched and he 

itched  in to  the tru n k  of a tree, h is 
ead ja rr in g  and flash ing .

S h a d d  tu r n e d  a t  th e  r iv e r , w h in e d ,  
a n d  p a c e d  b a ck  a n d  f o r th .  T h e r e  w as  
n o  o n e  t o  e n c o u r a g e  h e r  o r  t e l l  h e r

Snarling in rage and 
frustration, Pilot 
threw himself at 
them again and 

again.

w h a t t o  d o . T h e  w o l f  l in e  lay  p la in  
a cro s s  th e  r iv e r  in t o  th e  b la ck  sw a m p . 
S h e  h a d  n e v e r  b e e n  c a l le d  u p o n  t o  
cro ss  th e  r iv e r  b e f o r e .  T h e  last p a r t  
o f  th e  d r iv e  h a d  b e e n  d o w n w in d , a n d  
s h e  h a d  n o  w a y  o f  k n o w in g  th a t  R u s s  
D e v l in  lay u n c o n s c io u s  in  th e  s n o w  
tw o  h u n d r e d  ya rd s  a w a y . S h a d d  
s ta r te d  s o u th  in  th e  d r iv in g  s n o w , f o l 
lo w in g  th e  r iv e r  h o m e , t r o t t i n g  w i th 
o u t  s p ir i t  b e c a u s e  th e r e  had. b e e n  n o  
k ill , f e e l i n g  th e  f r o s t  in  h e r  lu n g s  
a f t e r  th e  h a rd  d r iv e  th r o u g h  th e  f o r 
es t a n d  d o w n  th e  c r e e k .

S p o r t  lay  as th e  w o lv e s  h a d  la in , 
g o r g i n g  h im s e l f  o n  th e  b e l ly  o f  th e  
d o e . T h e  fa ls e  d a ivn  w a s a lrea d y  in  
th e  s n o w -f i l le d  sk y  w h e n  h e  s ta r te d  f o r  
th e  r i v n ■ a n d  th e n  h o m e . H e  k n e w  
th a t  h e  had. d o n e  s o m e th in g  v e r y  
w r o n g , a n d  h e  c r a w le d  o n  th e  tra il. 
H e  w a n te d  to  h id e  h im s e lf ,  a n d  h e  
th o u g h t  o n ly  o f  h is  k e n n e l .

W i t h o u t  a th o u g h t  th a t h e  w as n o w  
a lo n e .  P i lo t  d r o v e  m ile s  in t o  th e  
sw a m p . T h e  w o lv e s  f in a lly  c a m e  to  
g r o u n d  in  th e  r o c k  le d g e s  a n d  f o u g h t  
h im , s id e  b y  s id e  in  th e  n a r r o w  o p e n 
in g . S n a r lin g  w ith  r a g e  a n d  fr u s tr a 
t io n , h e  th r e w  h im s e l f  a t  th e m  a g a in  
a n d  a ga in . H is  ja w s , h is  n e c k  a n d  
c h e s t  w e r e  s la sh ed  and. s la sh ed , b u t  
h e  c o u l d n ’ t g e t  a t  th e m , h e  c o u l d n ’ t

f e t  in  t o  g e t  h is  t e e th  o n  o n e .  W h e n  
e  w a s  e x h a u s te d ,  h e  s t e p p e d  b a ck  a n d  

s ta r te d  b a r k in g —H ere ! H ere ! H ere ! 
—s h a r p  a n d  in s is te n t , b u t ' h is  h u n te r  
d id  n o t  c o m e . F r o m  t im e  to  t im e  h e  
a t ta c k e d  th e  w o lv e s  a g a in ; th ey  w e r e  
d e a d ly  a n d  u n m o v in g ,  t ig h t  in  th e  
ro c k s .

I t  w as d a y lig h t  w h e n  h e  b e g a n  to  
w o r k  h is  w a y  b a ck  th r o u g h  th e  sw a m p  
a n d  th e  f o g l i k e  s n o w  to  th e  r iv e r . T h e  
f e e l i n g  f o r  th e  h u n t  l e f t  h im  as d r u n k 
e n  g a y e ty  le a v e s  a m a n . H e  w a n te d  h is  
k e n n e l  a n d  re s t . H e  m o v e d  h e a v ily ,  
s l ip p in g  a n d  s l id in g , h is  b o n e s  ja r r in g  
a n d  g r a t in g . F o r  th e  f irs t t im e  h e  f e l t  
th e  c o ld ,  a n d  i t  s ta b b e d  h im  w h e r e  th e  
w o lv e s ’  t e e th  h a d  s ta b b e d . A s  h e  
s tu m b le d ,  h e  f l e c k e d  b l o o d  in  th e  sn o w .

L o n g  a f t e r  th e  h o u n d  h a d  g o n e ,  th e  
g r a y  w o lv e s  s t o o d  a t th e  o p e n i n g  in t o  
th e  r o c k s . S lo w ly  th e i r  l ip s  r e la x e d  
a n d  s e t t l e d  b a ck  d o w n  o v e r  th e ir  
c u r v e d  y e l l o w  te e th .  T h e n  th e y  
s e t t l e d  o n  th e  c o ld  r o c k  a n d  s n iffe d  
e a c h  o th e r ,  w h in in g . W h i t e  d a y lig h t  
c a m e  in t o  th e  ro ck s .

O n c e  m o r e  th e  f o r e s t  h a d  b e tr a y e d  
th em .; o n c e  m o r e  th e  r iv e r  b e c a m e  in  
th e i r  m in d s  a l in e  n e v e r  t o  b e  c ro ssed , 
T h e r e  w e r e  s n o w s h o e  h a re s  t o  h u n t  in  
th e  sw a m p . T h e  s w a m p  m e a n t  h o m e .  
T h e  sw a m p  m e a n t  sa fe ty .

R .u s s  Devlin woke with the bitter 
ache o f the cold in every part of his 
body. T h e  snow had become a bliz
zard, whirling and slashing, and 
through it the false dawn already 
seeped.
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He slapped Pilot’s shoulder. “ You don’t have to worry about your woman, because she goes after wolves too.”

T h e  cold num bed h is  m in d  as w e ll 
as h is body. W here  was this? W h a t 
p a rt of the forest? N o , not the forest, 
the swam p. T h e  r iv e r , the wrong side 
of the r ive r . W o lves, the h u n t, he’d 
b low n the h u n t. T h e  w rong  side of 
the rive r.

T hu iced w in d  scraped at h is face. 
H e  forced h im se lf up  on h is elbows, 
the muscles of h is  arm s and shoulders 
tight and co ld . H is  body was a p ile  of 
snow. H is  arm  m oving  slow ly and 
p a in fu lly , he slapped the fu r  o f his 
hood clean and p u lle d  it  up . A  lit t le  
better. H e  tried  to see around  h im — 
noth ing  bu t the vague fo rm  of brush  
through the b lizzard . H e  pushed up 
on h is knees, then tried  to stand. A  
pa in  worse than the co ld  stabbed in  
h is le ft an k le , and he w ent down 
again . T h e  second tim e he tried  it , 
h is face w ent in to  the snow. H e  sat 
there, h is back to the w in d , and tried  
to th in k .

O f  a l l the spots to be in ! O f a ll the 
fool stunts, ru n n in g  in to  the swam p 
that w ay! W h en  you ’ve lost them , 
you ’ve lost them . T h e  car—ju st to 
get to the car, start that gasoline heat
e r going, ju s t  lie  there on the seat for 
a w h ile .

H e  started craw lin g  th rough  the 
deepening snow , c raw lin g  in to  the 
w in d , p u llin g  at bushes and roots, 
p u llin g  at the snow' itse lf, s lid in g  and 
floundering . H e  gave it  up , tried  to 
w a lk , and im m ed ia te ly  fe ll again .

B e  f r o z e n  b e f o r e  1 g e t  t o  th e  r iv e r  
th a t  w a y , he thought. W h a t  th e  h e ll  
h a v e  1 d o n e  t o  m y  a n k le ?  W a r m . . . . 
I ’v e  g o t  t o  g e t  w a r m !

T h e  w in d  had stopped sting ing  his 
face. H e  looked up . H e  had craw led 
to the edge of a cedar th icket. F u r i
ously he fought off the desire to double 
up and stay w here he was. H e  pu lled  
h is way in to  the brush  of the th icke t— 
a c learin g  there, a tin y  c learing  and 
no w in d . D aw n  showed the th ick  
tops o f trees above h im .

W a rm —he had to be w arm . H e  
huddled  in  the snow , fee ling  w arm  for 
a w h ile  in  the th ick e t’s la ck  o f w ind , 
but the co ld  cam e th rough , and he 
fe lt  i t  again , stabbing and m addening. 
H e  looked around  in  the dim ness. A  
dead tree lay off to h is r ig h t. C ra w l
ing to it ,  he broke the branches des
perate ly , th row in g  them  in to  a p ile  on 
the snow. T h e  m ak in g  of a fire seemed 
an im possible task ; the a c tu a lity  o f a 
fire , a far-off th ing .

B u t  the fire caught, h issing  on the 
snow, sputtering  fo r a long tim e, f in a l
ly  b lazing  up . T h e  tru n k  o f the dead 
tree lay beneath the snow. R uss broke 
the branches he cou ld  get from  the 
tree, a l l  of them , p iled  a ll o f them  on 
the fire . H e  had no thought to save 
them . H e  had no thought beyond 
getting  com pletely w arm  im m ed ia te ly .

C ra w lin g  as close to the fire as he 
dared, he soaked in  the heat. H e  fe lt 
the bru ise on h is forehead. Num bed 
by the co ld , it  had not bothered h im
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but it  began th robb ing  now . H e  
tu rned  his head sidewise in  the fu r  of 
his hood and re laxed  com pletely. 
Doubled  up before the fire , he d rifted  
down and down in  the w onderfu l lu s
cious w arm th .

A t  th e  c a b in  th e  a la rm  c lo c k  w e n t  
o ff . S h a d d  w o k e ,  th r u s t  h e r  h e a d  
f  rom , th e  k e n n e l  in t o  th e  d r iv in g  s t o r m  
a n d  th e n  d r ew  b a ck . S h e  w a s a  t ir e d , 
v e r y  w in d e d  h o u n d , a n d  w h e n  n o t h i n g  
h a p p e n e d , s h e  w e n t  b a ck  t o  s l e e p .  
G l u t t o n e d  o n  th e  w o lv e s ’ k i l l ,  S p o r t  
r e m a in e d  a s le e p . T h e  a la rm  r a n g  i t 
s e l f  o u t ,  and. th e r e  w a s n o t h i n g  b u t  
th e  w a il  o f  th e  b lizza rd .

T h e  second tim e Russ D e v lin  woke, 
the cold was stabbing clear through 
h im , g rating  on every bone in  h is 
body. T h e  fire was long-gone, the 
dead embers now covered w ith  snow. 
H e  was very weak and very tired . H e  
knew  he had to try  to start another 
fire , had to m ove, had to do som ething; 
but he cou ld  not force h im se lf. H e  
passed off every idea o f action  w ith  
the first excuse to come to h is m ind . 
F ire —no m ore wood. M ove—tried  it  
before. M aybe the co ld  w ou ld  go 
away if  he la y  there long enough. 
C o ld . C o ld . A l l  down the r iv e r , fa r 
through the forest, deep in  the swam p. 
Co ld .

W h y  was he here? H o w  had he 
come to this? Le tt in g  h is fee ling  get 
the better of h im  and ru n n in g  in to  
the cedars, in to  the wolves’ side o f the 
rive r. N o , not that, not ju s t  that.



H u n t in g  on a n ig h t w hen he should  
have been getting  some sleep, the way 
other hum an  beings d id . N o , not 
th at, e ither. T h e n  h u n tin g  itse lf— 
h u n tin g  as though he were another 
savage an im a l, h u n tin g  w ith o u t rea
son o r end, h u n tin g  as though, lik e  a 
w o lf, h is  life  depended on it . T h a t  
was it . A n d  why? A s M ary  E lle n  
sa id , no sense in  it .

M a ry  E lle n . H e ’d fa iled  her again. 
M aybe he'd lose her th is tim e. N o , it  
was w rong, w rong that he should  d is
ap po in t her again  and again , wrong 
that he shou ld  ever lose her, w rong 
that h is fee ling  fo r the h u n t should  
b lo t out everyth ing  else, wrong that 
he should  now be ly in g  out in  a b liz 
zard , w ith  a tw isted an k le . H e  be
longed w ith  M ary  E lle n —sweet, soft, 
fu ll-breasted , pouting-lipped  M ary 
E lle n . H e  belonged w ith  her r ig h t 
notv. H e  sm iled , th in k in g  about it .

T h e y  shou ld  be ly ing  together r ig h t 
now in  th e ir  ow n bed in  th e ir own 
neat lit t le  house—w ith  the T V  set that 
she w anted  so m uch . T h e y  should  be 
ly ing  tig h tly  together, soft, w arm , her 
breasts tigh t and ach ing  against h im , 
her lip s  b rush in g  h is shoulder or the 
cords o f h is  neck. A n d  i f  they woke, 
sweet and tender in  the n ig ht, the 
storm  and  the snow w ou ld  be in  an
o ther w o rld . T h a t  was the way things 
shou ld  be. T h a t  was w here he should  
be, not here ly ing  in  the snow.

I f  1 g e t  o u t  o f  th is , he thought, i f  I  
g e t  o u t  o f  th is , h o n e y ,  th in g s  a r e  g o 
in g  to  b e  d i f f e r e n t , th in g s  a r e  g o i n g  to  
b e  v e r y  d i f f e r e n t .

H e  was getting  w arm er now. I  r e a l 
ly  a m , he thought. I 'm  g e t t i n g  w a r m 
e r  n o w . T h in k in g  o f  m y  g ir l?  N o .  
I ’ m  a c tu a lly  g e t t i n g  w a r m e r  n o w .

B u t there was no fire—no let-up in  
the storm . H e  shou ld n 't be getting 
w arm er.

A n d  suddenly he rea lized  that he 
was freezing to death.

H e  tried  to fight against it , bu t he 
co u ld n ’t m ove. H is  arm s, h is  legs, 
even h is fingers—noth ing  w ou ld  m ove. 
H e  cou ld n ’t fight it  i f  no th ing  w ould  
m ove. W h y  had  he le t h im se lf lie  
there? W as h is m in d  gone?

A n d  then i t  came to h im  that he was 
going to d ie .

I t  came a ll at once; it  was ju st sud
d en ly  there, and  was a very sim ple 
th ing . T h e re  was life , and then there 
was death. Y o u  had  to stay on your 
ow n side of the r iv e r . F o r the r iv e r  
flowed beneath the ice; between, the 
r iv e r  flowed. Because death was the 
p lace wolves came from , the place they 
ra n  back to.

Som ething on the edge of the th ick 
et? . . .  N o , ju st the storm . N o , some
th in g  there. Som eth ing re a lly  there. 
Som eth ing on the edge o f this th icket 
on the w rong  side of the r ive r . A nd  
death was the place wolves came from !

Som eth ing was com ing  in to  the 
brush  th rough  the snow-fog!

W o lf! H e  pushed n p  on h is hands. 
H e ’d done it . H e ’d m oved. B u t  his 
rifle . W h ere  was h is rifle?  H e  was 
suddenly on one knee, one arm  in  
fro n t o f h is  th roat, h is  gloved hand  
fu m b lin g  for h is  k n ife . A n d  then he 
fe lt ready to cry  lik e  a baby.

“ P ilo t! P ilo t , boy. P i l o t ! ”
H e  th rew  h is a rm  over the hound ’s 

neck and clung  to h im . T h e  cold was 
no longer a lo n e ly  co ld ; P ilo t  was 
back w ith  h im  now . A n d  he’d m oved. 
H e  le t go o f the dog and beat h is arm s 
against h is  knees. H e  w o u ld n ’t lie  
down again , not now'. H e  w o u ld n ’t 
let h im se lf li,e dow n again.

Som ething c h il l ie r  than the b liz 
zard had come over h is freezing body 
w hen he ’d seen th at unknow n  form  
move in to  the th ick e t; and  now , fo r 
the first tim e since the frenzy of the 
chase dowm N in e  M ile  C reek , h is m in d  
was c lear. H e  cou ld  beat th is. H e  
cou ld  do it . H e ’d have to c raw l back 
and find  h is r ifle  w here he ’d first f a l l
en. I t  shou ld n ’ t be too h ard  to dig 
out of the snow. T h e re ’d be a m ark  
where he’d la in . H e  cou ld  use the 
rifle  as a c ru tch  fo r h is bad ankle . 
T h e  car was there, ju st across the 
r iv e r . A n d  P ilo t  was w ith  h im , P ilo t 
w'as here.

Russ D e v lin  started  p u llin g  h is way 
back th rough  the th icke t. T h e re  was 
abso lute ly no doubt in  h is m in d  that 
he was going to m ake it . . . .

P i lo t  s t o o d  in  th e  b e a t in g  s n o w  f o r  
a f e w  m in u t e s  a f t e r  h is  h u n t e r  h a d  
s ta g g e r e d  f r o m  th e  ca r  t o  th e  ca b in .  
T h e  f e e l i n g  th a t  s o m e t h i n g  w as w r o n g  
c u t  h im  m o r e  d e e p l y  th a n  th e  ic e d  
w in d . H e  h a d  d r iv e n  th e  w o lv e s  m ile s  
th r o u g h  th e  fo r e s t ,  p r e s s e d  th e m  s h a r p 
ly  o n  th e  c r e e k b e d ,  f o r c e d  th e m  o n t o  
th e  o p e n  r iv e r , a n d  h is  h u n t e r  h a d  n o t  
b e e n  th e r e  w i th  t h e  r if le . H e  h a d  
d r iv en  th e m  m ile s  th r o u g h  th e  sw a m p  
a n d  b r o u g h t  th e m  to  g r o u n d  in  th e  
r o c k  le d g e s , b u t  h is  h u n t e r  h a d  n o t  
c o m e . A n d  h e  h a d  f o u n d  h is  h u n te r  
h e lp le s s  as a fa w n  in  th e  d r i f t in g  sn o w .  
S o m e th in g  w a s v e r y  w r o n g .

W h i n i n g  w ith  d i s a p p o in tm e n t  a n d  
d o u b t ,  h e  w a lk e d  to  th e  b ig  k e n n e l  
a n d  lay  d o w n  b e s id e  S h a d d  in  th e  
c e d a r  sh a v in g s . H e  h a d  p r o b a b l y  ru n  
f i f ty  m ile s  in  th e  n i g h t ’s h u n t . S h a d d  
w o k e  a n d  th e y  s n i f f e d  n o s e s . S h e  
w h in e d  and. b e g a n  l i c k in g  th e  s la sh es  
in  h is  r o a n  h id e .

t f f —r s

1  His d id  it , lio n . 1 ’m  cured now .”
I t  w'as late even ing , and the storm  

w'as dying in  darkness outside. In  the 
cab in  the firep lace roared , a live  and 
m oving , and the kerosene lam p was 
b right. R uss la y  on  h is bed. M ary 
E lle n  had screeched the brakes o f her 
la th e r ’s car in  the c learing , stormed 
into the cab in , and  been fu rio u s and 
then cry ing  by tu rns . N ow  she sat
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q u ie tly  by the bed, her hand  in  h it  
h a ir .

“ Y o u  m igh ta  been k il le d  out there .”  
“ O h , I  know  that. I  kno w  that 

m uch  better than  you. B u t  I 'm  
th rough  w ith  it  now .”

"Y o u  said  that before .”
H e  laughed . “ I  kno w —b u t I  m ean 

it  now . Eve ry th in g ’s going to be a ll  
r ig h t from  here on. Y o u 'll see. You  
know  som ething, hon, a m an  isn ’ t ve ry  
m uch  by h im se lf—a m an isn ’t very 
m u ch .”

She bent over and kissed h is fore
head. “ N e ith e r’s a g ir l .”

H e  la y  back. "A n d  you know' some
th ing  else? I ’m  ju st a lit t le  b it crazy 
about you .”

“ A re  you, Russ? A re  you re a lly , 
now? I  never kn o w .”

“ Y o u ’l l  see. Y o u ’l l  see, now . A s 
soon as I ’m  on m y feet, I ’m  going to 
get out of here. I ’l l  go to M arquette 
—oh, the h e ll w ith  M arquette , I ’l l  go 
dow n across the Stra its to Sag inaw  or 
F l in t . I ’l l  get a job  in  a p lan t; I ’ve 
done it  before. I ’l l  get us an  ap art
m e n t- th e n  I ’l l  w rite  you to come. I t  
w on ’t take over two weeks. Y o u ’l l  
see.”  H e  laughed. “ A n d  the on ly  
hun tin g  I ’ l l  be doing from  now on ’l l  
be shooting pheasants out of some 
co rn fie ld .”

“ W h a t’s F l in t  lik e , Russ? W h a t ’s to 
do there?”

“ O h —lots of th ings. B ig  dances at 
the I .M .A . every Satu rday n ig h t.”  

" W ith  nam e bands?”
“ W ith  nam e bands.”
“ R u ss—one th ing  I  never got: how 

cou ld  you live  in  places lik e  F l in t  and 
Ch icago , and then come up to a place 
lik e  th is—and  stand it?”

“ I  d on ’t know . R ig h t  now  I  don ’ t 
know . M aybe it  was ju st to find  you .”  

H e  held  her face fo r a w h ile  and 
looked at her.

“ R uss—I  better go. I  d id n ’t say 
noth ing  w hen I  le ft w o rk  D ad ’d raise 
h e ll i f  he found  out I  came out here .”

R u s s  cou ld  lim p  p a in fu lly  to the 
r iv e r  fo r w ater the n ext day. H e  fed 
the dogs. In  the late m orn ing  he be
gan clean ing  h is r if le —the h ab it after 
a h u n t. H e  stopped h im se lf and 
laughed . “ Ju s t  w hat the h e ll am  I  
doing th is fo r?” B u t  he fin ished the 
job.

T h e  fo llo w in g  m orn ing  R uss D e v lin  
slept very la te , and  was then very rest
less. I ’ m  g e t t i n g  f e d  u p  w ith  th is  
p la c e , he thought. I f  I ’ m  g o i n g  to  
l e a v e , I  s h o u ld  d o  i t  r ig h t  n o w . H is  
lim p  was alm ost gone as he cut 
through the forest to the lake  to take 
up h is traps. H e ’d taken one decent 
m in k  that cou ld  be sold in  town on 
the carcass. T h e  stacks of m uskrat 
hides cou ld  be sold too. A n d  the dogs? 
H e  shook his head. T h e re  was no 
m ak in g  city-yard  dogs out of an im als 
lik e  those. H e ’d g ive them  to C laude



W o l v e s  k n e w  t h e  m e a n in g  o f  t h e  s w a m p  a n d  t h e  f o r e s t — b u t  t h e r e  w e r e  d e e r  to  h u n t  in  t h e  f o r e s t .

Bend er. Bender h ad n ’t the guts for 
w o lf h u n tin g , bu t he like d  dogs, and 
he w ent after bobcat once in  a w h ile . 
A n d  Bend er had alw ays lik e d  h im —in  
sp ite of everyth ing . R uss knew  that. 
H e  spent the afternoon decid ing  w hat 
to take from  the cab in  and  packing  it . 
T h e re  was rea lly , very lit t le . H e  w ou ld  
leave in  the m orn in g —th at was ce rta in  
now . H e  cou ld  take the dogs to 
B end er on the way th rough  the town 
to the h ighw ay.

T h e  m orn in g  for leaving —snow was 
fa ll in g  in  the forest, fa ll in g  very  h ard , 
a w h ite  fog in  cold d ay ligh t. R uss 
sat and .w atched  it . Fast-fa llin g  snow 
was the forest’s h our of timelessness— 
no tracks, no m ovem ent, no record.

H e  pu t off leaving . H e  cou ld  m ake 
no tim e in  w eather lik e  th is . H e  fed 
the dogs, then lay and read through 
the m orn ing . A t  noon there was no 
let-up in  the heavy snow. H e  could  
start out now , he reasoned, but he’d 
never m ake the ferry  at the S tra its , 
even i f  the ice-breaker he ld  it  up. 
T h e re 'd  be no gain in  tim e over w a it
ing  u n t il the n e xt m orn ing .

T h e  snow cut out in  the la te  a fte r
noon. W hen  darkness came, i t  was 
very  c lear and  very co ld . R uss la y  on 
h is  bed, a book closed beside h im , 
th in k in g  about the fa lle n  snow. T h e  
story w ritten  upon  it  in  tracks w ou ld  
be a fresh story, a new story. T im e

had started again  in  the forest. T h e  
past was no. longer there ; its tracks 
were covered; the o ld  stories were 
chalked  over.

W ondering w hether or not he was 
re a lly  going to leave in  the m orn ing ,. 
R uss suddenly rea lized  that m ore than 
an yth ing  in  the w o rld  he w anted to 
h un t tonight.

T w o  w o lv e s  c a m e  u p  f r o m  th e  
s w a m p , g r a y  sh a d o w s  m o v in g  t o  th e  
e d g e  o f  th e  b lu ff . B e lo w , th e  r iv e r  lay  
b la n k  a n d  b a re  in  t h e  b lu e  m o o n l ig h t .  
O n  th e  o t h e r  s id e  th e  s c ru b  o a k  r id g e d  
t o  th e  fo r e s t ,  a n d  t h e r e  w e r e  d e e r  to  
h u n t  in  th e  fo r e s t .  T h e  w o lv e s  k n e w  
th e  m e a n in g  o f  t h e  s w a m p , th e  r iv e r ,  
th e  f o r e s t—b u t  t h e r e  w e r e  d e e r  t o  h u n t  
in  th e  fo r e s t .

O n e  o f  th e  w o lv e s  th r e w  b a ck  its  
h e a d  a n d  h o w le d .

P i lo t  lay  in  h is  k e n n e l ,  t e n s in g  w ith  
th e  n o i s e s -o f  th e  n ig h t . C o ld  a n d  e x 
h a u s t io n  w e r e  l ig h t ly  r e m e m b e r e d  
th in g s  n o w ;  o n e  h u n t ’s d i s a p p o in t 
m e n t  w as  a th in g  b e f o r e —a n d  a p a r t .  
O n  s o m e  h il l  o f  th e  n ig h t  a  w o l f  
h o w le d . P i l o t  b a r k e d , q u ic k ly  a n d  
t ig h t ly .

R uss D e v lin  je rked  to h is feet and 
w alked  to the door. I t  had suddenly 
become very  close in  the room . T h e  
n ig h t a ir  h it  h im , b u t i t  was a fa m ilia r  
to ld , no th ing  lik e  the cold he had
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know n in  the b lizzard , the co ld  he 
h ard ly  rem em bered.

Yes—som ething tvas m oving  on the 
lan d  at n ig ht, liv in g  in  darkness, 
know ing  its secret tr iu m p h  w h ile  m en 
slept. Russ fe lt i t  and knew  it—the 
restlessness of w ild  lives. M iles u p  the 
r iv e r  the w o lf c a ll came again . A l l  
the dogs were b a rk ing  now.

R uss looked n o rth  w here the frozen 
r iv e r  tw isted , g im leted and n arro w , 
beneath the cold b lue m oon. H e  
stood there fo r a long tim e and w on
dered i f  he had ever honestly in tended  
to leave—to go south.

A  fresh snow —and the wolves were 
u p  and m oving , ru n n in g  w ith  co ld  and 
silence and  loneliness, h u n tin g  w ith  
hunger. H e  sh ivered w ith  co ld  exc ite
m ent. H e  knew  the ru le s . H e  was 
p a rt  of i t  now ; he had to be m  ort it . 
T h ro u g h  the b lack  top of the forest, 
som ething m oved, ca lled  to h im  to 
th row  off ten thousand years of c iv i l i 
zation  and come back—come back.

“ T h e  h e ll w ith  h e r!”  he said  a loud . 
“ T h e  com plete positive h e ll w ith  h e r!”

Yes. . .  . T h e  swam p was death , and 
the r iv e r  was the lin e . Stay out o f the 
sw am p, he thought, bu t liv e  on the 
bank of the r iv e r  and know  the edge, 
the extrem e o f life . H e  w alked  over 
and slapped P ilo t ’s shoulder.

"S h a ll we go get them , fe llow ? 
S h a ll we go get them ?”



pies in the

DU R IN G  the Second W o rld  
|  W a r  photography was as im- 
|  po rtan t, in  its w ay, as rad a r. 

A i r  photographs o f c ities , 
p ictu res o f ra ilro ad s and  ports that 

showed w here every pow er p lan t and 
a irf ie ld  were situated , were v ita lly  im 
p o rtan t and  m uch  w anted. T h e  need

for these photographs was appreciated 
long before the ou tb reak  o f the w a r; 
and in  1935 a fo re ign  power tried  to 
photograph the m ost im p o rtan t G e r
m an cities—and succeeded.

In  te llin g  the s to ry ,.the  names m ust 
be concealed . B u t  except fo r changes 
in  nam es, the story is  to ld  exactly  as it  
happened.

In  1935, in  a w estern suburb  of 
B e r lin , there live d  a w rite r who was 
q u ite  content w ith  h is life . A  fo rm er 
P russian  in te lligen ce  officer, he had 
le ft the service and  started  w rit in g . 
H is  books were ve ry  successful. W e  
sh a ll c a ll h im  von Fe lseck . V o n  Fel- 
seck had one p e cu lia r hobby: w hen
ever an im p o rtan t c rim e took place in  
B e r lin , the h om icide squad w ou ld  be 
sure that H e rr  von  Fe lseck w ou ld  tu rn  
u p  at the inquest, arm ed w ith  a couple 
of bottles o f b rand y . H e  was co rd ia l
ly  received , since he had the g ift  that 
w on h im  the respect of experienced  
detectives: he was c la irvo yan t.

T h is  hobby of fo llo w in g  crim es was 
one great p leasure . T h e  bane of 

was due to an  u n fo rtu na te  cir- 
H e  had  very  sensitive 

and needed h is rest. H e  w ou ld  
lg  dow n o r s ittin g  at h is desk, 

and  suddenly he w ou ld  be d istu rbed  
by the noise o f p lan e s 'fro m  a nearby 
a irf ie ld . E ach  tim e it  happened , he 
n early  ju m ped  ou t of h is  sk in . H e  
was beside h im se lf w hen  he discovered 
one day that ce rta in  com panies were 
ad vertis ing  th e ir products by h av in g  
a  p lane  c irc le  over a pa rt o f B e r lin

every day. N ow  and then the p lane 
dropped sm all g ift  novelties o r w rote 
a message in  smoke. A t  least tw ice a 
week it  d istu rbed  Fe lseck in  the m idst 
o f h is  w ork .

O ne m o rn in g  H e r r  von  Fe lseck  was 
s ittin g  and  read in g  w ith  w ax  in  h is 
ears, because the p lane was a t it  again . 
H is  m aid  came in  and  signed to h im  
to take the w ax  out o f h is  ears—she 
had som ething to te ll h im .

M arie  seemed d re ad fu lly  excited . 
She was a young A lsa tia n , e x trao rd i
n a r ily  b e a u tifu l. H e r r  vo n  Fe lseck 
often w atched her as she w alked  about 
the apartm ent, her h ip s sw aying  slig h t
ly  in  unconscious provocation , her 
lip s  parted  in  a fa in t  sm ile . A  year 
before, she had  become h is  m istress.

B u t  at the m om ent M arie  was not 
h is m istress; she was h is servant, and 
a frightened , trem b ling  one. H e r  
eyes were filled  w ith  pan ic . She was a 
fo re igner, and  danger was at hand .

W h e n  M arie  fin a lly  calm ed down 
enough to speak, H e rr  von Fe lseck  be
came d is t in c tly  uncom fortab le . H e  
was c la irvo yan t, rem em ber, and M arie  
sa id  th at two strangers were outside, 
ask ing  to see h im .

T h e  tw o m en showed th e ir  cre
d en tia ls ; they were agents o f the G e
stapo. O n  the surface von  Fe lseck 
was perfectly  composed as he in v ite d  
them  to s it dow n.

O ne o f the two m en opened a b rig h t 
ye llow  briefcase and  took out a sheaf 
o f papers. H e r r  von Fe lseck , he be
gan, leafing  through h is notes, was the
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T hese sky -writers in  pre-war G ermany  had a special and secret objective.

son of a P russian  officer who had served 
h is country w e ll. H is  g rand father had 
fought in  the Franco-Prussian  w ar of 
1870-1871 and had won m ilita ry  fame 
as the com m ander of a cava lry  corps. 
A fte r the F irs t  W o rld  W a r , von Felseck 
h im se lf m ade an adventurous escape 
from  a R u ss ian  prisoner-of-war cam p; 
and under the W e im ar R e p u b lic , ac
cord ing to h is papers, he had been a 
successful A b w e h r  (counter-espionage) 
agent.

" T h is  is i t ,”  Felseck thought.
T h e  Gestapo w ent on : . W h a t he 

was going to say now was s tric tly  con
fid en tia l, of course. T h e  Gestapo had 
organized its own counter-espionage 
service, in  add ition  to the ex isting  
m ilita ry  in te lligence service. T h e y  
w ished  H e rr  von Felseck to place his 
u nusua l talents at th e ir disposal.

A t  first H e rr  von Felseck cou ld  not 
th in k  c learly , fo r that advertising  
p lane had decided to c irc le  exactly  
three hundred yards above his house. 
N evertheless he got out of it  pretty 
w e ll.

H e  w'ould have to consider such an 
im p ortan t offer, he said , and it  w ould  
be necessary to see w hether he re a lly  
had the proper ta lent fo r such w ork . 
T h e re  was also the question o f w heth
er he was young enough for that k in d  
of w ork . T h e  Gestapo m en agreed 
that he w ou ld  have to th in k  it  over. 
T h e y  “ prom ised”  to ca ll again . " H e i l  
H it le r ! ” —and they were gone.

H e rr  von Felseck le ft h is home im 
m ediately after them . O utside in  the

by KURT SINGER
street, he shook h is fist at the ad
vertising  p lane . H e  sat down in  a 
q u ie t cafe to th in k , and realized that 
he was in  a tough spot.

He hated the cu rren t state of af
fa irs in  G erm any . H e  was a gentle
m an of good fa m ily , and the last th ing  
he w anted was to jo in  forces w ith  the 
Gestapo. Y e t lie saw no w ay out of it .

Fo r weeks H e r r  von Felseck suc
ceeded in  pu tting  the m atter off. B u t 
the d iab o lic  force that was the G e
stapo u ltim ate ly  pu t the choice so 
b lu n tly  that lie had to move in to  a 
bu ild in g  on P rin z  A lb re ch t Strasse. 
A t  any rate , he had a m ore or less hon
orable position ; he was in  the depart
m ent that busied itse lf w ith  counter
espionage, fo r fe rre ting  out fore ign  
spies.

S t i l l , he d is liked  h is em ployers so 
thoroughly that he was an u tter fa ilu re  
at h is w o rk . H e  had no in sp ira t io n , 
and even in  m atters o f d a ily  ro u tin e  
he forgot everyth ing  he had to do. 
H is  accom plishm ents as a counter-spy 
were n i l ;  and to add to h is chagrin , 
the advertising  p lane  took to Hying 
overhead. D ay  a fte r day, the m onster 
flew over the center of the c ity , w ear
ing  h is nerves to a frazzle.

T h e  in ev itab le  happened : O ne day 
h is departm ent ch ie f sent fo r h im . 
“ V on  Fe lseck ,”  the ch ie f said w ith  
dangerous iciness, “ you r w ork is not 
satisfactory. In  fact, i t ’s abom inable. 
T h e re ’s been ta lk  around here that 
you’re an  O p p osition ist, and 1 am a l
most beg inn ing  to th in k  so m yself. 
P u ll yourse lf together, m y m an .”

B ack in  h is room , von  Felseck flew 
in to  a rage. T h e  advertising  p lane 
was swooping in  n arro w  circles over 
governm ent q uarters. V on  Felseck 
sat down and drafted  a m em orandum  
to h is departm ent head. " I t  is a m at
ter fo r concern ,”  he w rote, " th a t a 
p riva te  p lane is perm itted  to circ le  
around a cap ita l at w il l every day for 
hours at a tim e. Scheduled flights 
are fo rb idden to fly  over certa in  areas 
—the sport p lanes, as w e ll. I t  seems 
to me that there ought to be a care fu l 
investigation  of the occupants of the 
p lane that has been c irc lin g  the gov
ernm ent quarters fo r several days. In  
general, p riva te  advertising  planes 
ought to be p roh ib ited , fo r reasons of 
m ilita ry  secu rity .”

H a lf  an hour la te r H e rr  von Felseck 
tu rned  green. T h re e  in fu r ia te d  offi
cers of the A ir  Corps entered h is office. 
T h e  head o f the A i r  M in is try  was in  
a rage, they told h im . T h e  p ilo t of 
the advertising  p lane was a fam ous
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officer of the F irs t  W o rld  W a r , one 
who had received the highest decora
tions from  h is Fa th e rlan d , and a m an 
who teas absolutely re liab le , a perfect 
security r isk . O utraged, and deter
m ined  to prove that the Gestapo’s sus
pic ions were a ll w rong, the A ir  M in is 
try  head had ordered that the plane 
be forced down at Staaken air-fie ld .

“ Com e along .”
“ W h ere  to?”  von Felseck gasped.
“ T o  Staaken. M arshal G o rin g  has 

asked your office to in v ite  you to the 
great unm asking—since you are the ac
cuser."

V on  Felseck got in to  the car w ith  
the officers, and they drove h im  out to 
Staaken. T h e y  stood w a itin g  at the 
fie ld , the officers keeping th e ir d istance 
from  H e rr  von Felseck.

Suddenly the advertising  plane ap
peared in  the sky. T h e n  three speedy 
fighter planes shot out of a cloud , es
co rting  the advertising  p lane. I t  was 
c lear that they were fo rc ing  h im  down. 
A t  the a irfie ld  a com pany of the G en 
era l G o r in g  R eg im ent was d raw n  up, 
carb ines held  at ready. Po lice  em er
gency trucks stood by.

T h e  advertising  plane ro lled  to a 
land in g . T h e  three fighters d ipped 
low er and c irc led  around it , th e ir guns 
tra ined  on it . “ A l l  r ig h t, come a lo n g /’ 
the A ir  Force officers said to H e rr  von 
Felseck. “ W e  w ant you to be right 
there w atch ing  when the plane is 
searched.”  T h e y  ran  u p  to the plane 
and form ed a loose c irc le  around it . 
As soon as they reached it , a m an in  a 
natty covera ll c lim bed out. H e  stood 
for a m om ent and looked around at 
the scene. T h e n  he took out a gold 
cigarette case, put a cigarette in  his 
m outh and deliberate ly  l i t  it .

H e rr  von Fe lseck ’s heart stood s t ill . 
A  M a jo r shouted at h im : “ Y o u  see? 
N ow  we can te ll you. T h e  p ilo t is 
ou r famous flyer R h e in fe ld .”  T h e n  
he called  ou t: “ A ll rig h t, R h e in fe ld ,
come over here. W h at a mess! Y o u ’re 
going to get the surprise of you r li fe .”

T h e  M a jo r ’s voice echoed across the 
field . H e rr  R h e in fe ld  approached. 
A l l  he said w as: “ I  was m is led .”  Fo r 
a m om ent everyone stood aghast; then 
a trem endous Uproar broke out.

B u i lt  in to  the p lane they found a 
concealed cam era fo r tak in g  aeria l 
photographs. T h e  other m an in  the 
p lane was by no means a G erm an  me
chan ic . H e  was a French m an . H e  
made m atters easy fo r the autho rities 
by re m ark ing  now , in  fa ir ly  good G e r
m an , that there was no sense in  deny
ing  w hat he had been doing.



R h e in fe ld  was a broken m an ; he 
cou ld  scarcely m ove, and h is arm s had 
to be placed beh ind  h is back so that 
the handcuffs cou ld  be put on . T h e  
fore ign  agent surrendered  h is w rists 
to the cuffs w ith  a fr ie n d ly  sm ile .

H err von Felseck was stand ing  
forgotten in  the m idst of the tu rm o il. 
B u t  the A i r  Fo rce  officers rem em bered 
h im . Sa lu ting , they stepped u p  to 
h im , c licked  th e ir heels and apolo
gized. T h e y  expressed th e ir ad m ira
tion  fo r the Gestapo’s efficiency and 
declared that H e rr  von  Fe lseck w ou ld  
alw ays en joy th e ir  greatest respect.

V o n  Fe lseck th rew  a last glance at 
the sm ilin g  spy and  unhapp y R h e in 
fe ld . T h e n  he h u rr ie d  to the nearest 
telephone and reported the w hole a f
fa ir  to h is ch ie f. T h e  ch ie f roared  
w ith  jo y  over the telephone and em
braced H e r r  von  Fe lseck  w hen  the suc
cessful agent re tu rned  to the P rin z  
A lb re ch t Strasse. T h e  Gestapo had 
d ram atica lly  proved to the h ighest au
thorities that i t  alone was any good; 
the m ilita ry  counter-in te lligence serv
ice had been shown up as useless.

R h e in fe ld  w o u ld  not answ er h is in 
terrogators; he o n ly  w ept and groaned. 
B u t  the fore ign  spy was w il lin g  to 
ta lk . H e  had been going about h is 
business a l l over G e rm an y fo r m onths, 
and the photographs had reached h is 
superio rs long ago, he sa id  ch eerfu lly . 
N o th ing  cou ld  be done about it  now . 
H e  expected to be pu t to death soon.

P rin z  A lb re ch t Strasse was over
joyed . W h a t a piece of lu c k  th is was! 
T h e  first re a lly  im p o rtan t spy to be 
captured  in  the T h i r d  R e ic h  had fa l l
en in to  the hands o f the young G e
stapo organ ization  and not that of the 
m ilita ry  counter-espionage service.

T h a t  even ing  H e r r  von Fe lseck sat 
at home and had  a  few  d rin ks . T h e  
q u ie t of the n ig h t w as und istu rb ed  by 
any c irc lin g  p lanes. A ro u n d  m id n ig ht 
he w ent to bed.

A t  five after one the doorbe ll rang 
w ild ly .

W a k in g , von  Fe lseck  thought that 
the v is ito rs m ust be h is fellow-agents 
from  the Gestapo w ho had  had a few  
d rin ks  too m any an d  w anted  h im  to 
jo in  in  th e ir  ce lebration . B u t  w hen 
he u n la tched  the door, it  was pushed

v io le n tly  open. A n  officer and two 
so ld iers stepped in .

" H e r r  von  Felseck?”
“Jaxvohl!”
“ Y o u ’re u nd er a rrest.”
"W h y ?”
“ M y orders do not pe rm it me to 

ta lk?  I  am  ordered to arrest you .”  
“ H e re  w.e go ag a in ,”  H e rr  von  F e l

seck thought. H e  was perm itted  to 
dress u nd er m ilita ry  g uard ; then he 
was taken  dow n to a car and d riven  
to the m il ita ry  prison . H e  spent a 
w o rried  n ight. N e x t m orn in g  officers 
of the m ilita ry  counter-in te lligence 
service in te rv iew ed  h im . Von Felseck 
pu t on a good show of in d ig n a tio n  and 
dem anded to kn o w  w hy he had been 
arrested.

“ Susp ic ion  o f espionage,”  he was 
told. T h ro u g h  h is in te rven tio n  a fo r
eign spy had been captured . “ H o w  
d id  you kno w  there was a spy in  that 
advertising  p lane , H e rr  von Felseck?”  

“ I  d id n ’t kn o w ,”  H e r r  von  Felseck 
answered sharp ly . T h e  officers shook 
th e ir heads. T h e y  po in ted  out that 
circum stances were suspicious. M aybe 
he had regretted h is association w ith

“M y orders do not permit me to talk. I  am ordered to arrest you. '
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the spies and  had decided to give 
aw ay the w hole  business.

T h e y  refused to tru st h im . W h at 
about M arie , the F re n ch  m a id  in  h is 
household?

B u t  the Gestapo had its lia ison  m en 
in  the m ilita ry  in te lligence  service, o f 
course, and  learned w ith in  a few  hours 
that H e r r  von Felseck was in  a  m ilita ry  
p rison . W hy? W as it  departm ental 
jea lousy? Von Fe lseck ’s ch ie f saw to 
i t  th at he was released im m ed ia te ly .

T hree days a fte r h is release, von 
Fe lseck sat w ith  th is au tho r in  a res
tau ran t in  Sweden. M a rie , the alleged 
m aid , was w ith  h im , g rand ly  dressed 
in  s ilve r lam e. T h e  two had ju st 
been m arried . T h e y  wanted me to 
h e lp  them.

" T h e  N azis forced me to become a 
spy,”  Fe lseck said.

I  s t i l l  d id  not know  w hether to be
lieve  h im . O ught I  to denounce h im , 
betray h im  to the police? I t  is hard  
to face the necessity o f someone who 
asks you fo r help .

“ B u t  how , how , how ,”  1 asked again 
and  again , “ how d id  you know  these 
flyers were photographing  B e r lin ? ”

M arie ’s lo ve ly  dark-brow n eyes 
flashed, and instead of G e rm an , she 
suddenly addressed me in  perfectly 
m odulated  F rench .

“ Ch iSri,”  she sa id ; "C h e r i was w ork
in g  w ith  m e. H e  was w o rk in g  for 
both sides. I t  was the on ly  way to 
escape being cau gh t. I  was sent to 
B e r lin  as an agent of the Deuxifeme 
B u reau . O ne of my assignments was 
to w atch von Fe lseck ; bu t then we fe ll 
in  love , C h e r i and I .  W e had to give 
the G erm ans som ething so that we 
w o u ld n ’t be suspected.”

T h e y  were an odd p a ir , and  the ir 
story sounded strange and  incred ib le . 
W h y  a r e n ’ t th e y  g o i n g  t o  F r a n c e ? 
T h e y ’ r e  ly in g  a b o u t  th is , I  thought.

“ A nd  w hat happened to the a r
rested flyers?”  I  asked. “ T h e y  pa id  
w ith  th e ir lives fo r you r escape, d id n ’t I 
they?”

“ Y o u  te ll h im ,”  von Felseck sa id  t o , 
M arie .

W ith  an irre s istib le  sm ile , she e x 
p la ined  to m e, the te lle r o f spy stories, 
that th is chapter too had a happy 
ending .

“ O h ,”  she sa id , “ i t  was easy. I  
knew  we had two G erm an  spies w ho ’d 
ru n  in to  the same k in d  o f bad lu ck . 
W e ’d put them  on ice , and they were 
exchanged, so no one was executed. 
In  peacetim e such deals h appen .”  . . .

I  helped the newlyweds to get out 
o f Sweden. T h e y  w ent to F ran ce . I  
heard  from  them  from  G erm any in  
1948—a C hristm as card , saying they 
were on th e ir way to C h in a . T h e y  
are s t i l l  in  Shangha i—R e d  Shanghai.

A s  fa r as everybody bu t m yself and 
.a few  m en in  W ash ing ton  is concerned, 
the p a ir are lead ing  Com m unists .

Illustrated by 
R A Y  H O U L IH A N

When Marie calmed down enough to speak, von Felseck be
came distinctly uncomfortable. Marie had said two strangers 

v were outside asking to see him.
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O fficer M urphy devotes—and risks
—HIS LIFE TO FIGHT CRIME IN HIS BE

LOVED O ld Neighborhood.

!'T IG E R  M U R P H Y  always 
brooded over war and the 
things w ar did to young 
m en; and one of the reasons 

for his concern was Jim  D e land , who 
had lost his le ft arm  in  the South 
Pacific . O th e r boys had retu rned  to 
the O ld  Neighborhood w ith  m aim ed 
bodies and m inds, but M urp hy had 
know n Jim  D eland 's fa ther, and he 
knew  D eland 's g ir l, M ary  Stew art; 
and he w orried  about the rom ance 
and wondered if the two w ould ever 
get m arried .

W a lk in g  his self-appointed beat 
w h ile  Jing le , h is sour partner, drove 
the squad car, M urp hy often passed 
the sm all smoke-shop w h ich  Deland 
owned and operated, and he often 
stopped to m ake a sm all purchase, 
ca re fu lly  not noticing  the a rtific ia l 
arm  w ith  its brown gloved hand w hich 
could not, despite its cleverness, ever 
seem the same as a hum an lim b . T h e  
shop did  not provide enough income 
for m arriage, he knew . Deland  was 
not a shopkeeper—he had been pre
paring  tor an engineering degree in 
college when the A rm v got h im  in 
1942!

Jim  D eland  was a ta ll, lean young 
m an. H is  face was th in  and w ith 
d raw n , h is h a ir close-cropped, A rm y 
style , h is eyes set in  deep caverns be
side a ch iseled, long nose. H is  father 
had been a warehouse superintendent 
down on Rom e Street, a happy, hard- 
d rin k in g , lusty m an, im prov ident and 
popu lar. J im  was qu ieter and never 
d rank  in  H a rry  H oo p le ’s saloon w ith  
his neighbors. H e  dressed soberly 
and spent h is few spare hours—the 
shop stayed open late to take in  every 
dim e possible—w ith  M ary Stew art

W hen M urphy paused at n ine 
o’clock on a Saturday n ight, M ary 
was in  the shop, arrang ing  the stock. 
She was a sm all g irl w ith  p re tty , legs 
and a snub nose and a pert m anner, 
and it  was never apparent that lo r 
eight years she had been eating out 
her heart because Jim  D eland  was too 
proud to m arry  her and let her keep 
her job as cashier ot the B ijo u  T h e a te r 
down the street. M ary was a lig h t
hearted g ir l ; noth ing  could  daunt her 
sp ir it  fo r long.

She said to M u rp hy , ‘D on ’t you 
ever sleep? A re  you on duty twenty- 
fo u r hours?”

“ W e ’re on ton ight, off tom orrow ,”  
said  M u rp hy . “ G im m e a pack of ciga
rettes, Jim , huh?”

Deland  put M u rp h y ’s favorite 
brand on the glass-topped counter. 
T h e  shop was narrow  and sha llow  and 
cram ped. D e land  said , “ You  ought 
to buy them by the carton , M urp hy. 
C h eap er.”

“ And less profit to you ,”  M urphy 
rem inded h im .

D eland  shrugged. H is  a rt if ic ia l 
arm  hung by h is side, the hand turned  
in  a s lig h tly  u n n atu ra l position . 
"P ro fits  are so sm all it w ou ld n ’ t m at
ter m u ch .”

M urp hy sa id : “ Y o u  got a big back
room there. W h y  d on ’t you enlarge 
the p lace, put in  some m ore stock?”

“ I t  takes cap ita l to e xp an d ,”  said 
D e land  in d iffe ren tly . He was staring  
m oodily at M ary ’s legs as she stood 
upon a short ladder and lifted  her 
g racefu l arm s to p ile  cigar boxes on a 
shelf. M urp hy saw . the hopeless b it
terness in  D e land ’s eyes and inside 
M urp hy there was sadness.

M u rp h y  sa id ; “ W e ll- w a tc h  out for 
those stick-up artists . W e got a prob
lem w ith  them . F u n n y , we seldom 
get arm ed robbery in  the N eighbor
hood. T h e  boys know  that's a bad 
rap . B re a k in ’ and e n te rin ’, su re—we 
alw ays had that. B u t guns—”
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T h e  door of the shop opened, and 
a cheery voice sa id : “ H ey! H o w  you 
kids? M u rp h y—how dy!”

I t  was H a r ry  T o rre n ce , a cousin of 
Jim  D eland . H e  was a m an of more 
than average height, s lim  and elegant. 
H e  wore sports c lo th ing , a checkered 
jacket, slacks, moccasin-type shoes. He 
had p in k  cheeks and long eyelashes 
and a sm all m outh  w ith  incongruous 
th ick , red lips . H is  teeth were very 
w hite  and even—and women were 
fond of H a rry  T o rre n ce . H e had a 
c le rk ing  job on the other side of town 
and was seen in  the O ld  N eighbor
hood on ly  on week-ends, when he re
tu rned  to the bosom of an  adoring 
fam ily . H e  went at once to a posi
tion  near M ary , looking  up at her, 
and she p rom ptly  h iked  down hex- 
sk irts  and descended the ladder, hex- 
face s lig h tly  flushed.

D e land  said d ry ly ; “ H e llo , cousin . 
T h a t ’s some coat.”

H a rry  T o rre n ce  glanced down 
proud ly  at his jacket and said , " Im 
ported goods. S ixty-five bucks. T h i r 
ty fo r the slacks. N o th ing  lik e  good 
goods. Pays to get the best.”

“ You  m ust’ve got a ra ise ,”  said 
M urp hy .



"Y o u ’re  not ju st a -b ird in ’,"  laughed 
T o rre n ce . “ I ’m  in  those big ch ips, 
M u rp h y—I ’m b u y in ’ a new car next 
w eek.”

D e lan d ’s lace was tight. H is  m outh  
w orked a m om ent, as though he were 
restra in in g  h im se lf from  too-abrupt 
speech.

M u rp h y  fe lt puzzled. J im  D eland  
should  not be jea lous of h is cous
in . H e  should  know  M ary  Stew art 
had eyes and  heart fo r nobody except 
J im . T o rre n ce  had made his b id  for 
M ary  w h ile  [im  was overseas and if  he 
h ad n 't succeeded then, his chances 
were forever n il . M urp hy knew  these 
th ings, as he knew  alm ost everyth ing  
about everybody in  the O ld  N eigh
borhood.

H E  lingered  a m om ent, listen ing  to 
H a r ry ’s bragging, and then went out 
to m ake a last round  before p ick ing  
u p  J in g le  fo r a q u ick  ride  through 
the warehouse d istr ic t. H e  tried  a few 
doors, stopped to ta lk  to A rth u r 
“ L i t t le  Gooney”  T ra u d t  about the 
latest stick-up of a smoke-shop on the 
edge o f the N eighborhood. T h e  lit t le  
reporter fo r the C la r io n  d id  not have 
anyth ing  new, but said* he had been

assigned to find  ou t why so m any 
cigar stores were being heisted. He 
said he had an id ea—that i t  was well 
know n that bookie rooms were secret
ly  operated from  such stores and that 
perhaps the robbers were knock ing  
them off.

M u rp h y  said th o u g h tfu lly : “ A nd
they cou ld n ’t squaw k to the a u th o ri
ties. You  know , Gooney, sometimes 
you come up w ith  very sm art ideas. 
Lem m e know  w hat you find o u t.”

As T ra u d t  dashed off, M urp hy was 
th in k in g  hard about bookie jo ints. 
T h e y  were none of h is  business. Some 
one above h im  in  the D ep artm ent was 
co llecting  for p ro tection , a common 
enough th ing . H e  had alw ays know n 
of such ven a lity  in  the D ep artm ent; 
it  was as natu ra l as p a in t. T h e re  
were alw ays some cops on the take. 
No city was w ith o u t them . So long as 
M urp hy d id  not figure in  it , he stayed 
clear and m inded  h is ow n business, 
w h ich  was keeping the O ld  N eighbor
hood in  order. I f  the higher-ups 
w inked  at bookm aking , i t  was none of 
M u rp h y ’s business.

Unless bookie jo in ts  led  to arm ed 
robbery. T h e n  it  w ou ld  be d ifferent. 
M urp hy was never one to hold  s t ill
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fo r a s ituation  w h ich  m ight lead to 
in ju ry  to h is neighbors. G un-to ting  
young thugs w ould never stop at 
bookie jo in ts . O nce successful, they’d 
extend  the ir activ it ies to gas stations, 
even banks. Someone was bound to 
be hurt.

M urp hy went off to meet J in g le , 
tu rn in g  over these m atters in  his po
licem an ’s m in d . . . .

A  m onth later Jing le , sq u in tin g  in  
h is hab itua l m anner, said to M urp hy : 
“ N ow  it ’s a one-man job. T h re e  
stick-ups. A gas station , two cigar 
stores. G u y  in  a long cape, lik e  in  a 
m ovie. He a in ’ t h it the N eighbor
hood yet. B u t he w i l l .”

M urp hy sa id : “ Y e ah .”
Jing le  w h in ed : “ Y o u  a in ’t knock

in ’ off Geoghan ’s Saloon often enough. 
Y ’ know  it ’s one of them  N eighbor
hood punks. Y e r alw ays fa vo rin ’ 
these bum s in  the N eighborhood.”  

“ D rive  your heap around and keep 
your nose c lean ,”  M u rp h y  told h im . 
“ Y o u ’l l  never be a real cop .”

“ I ’l l  be a cop when y o u  are fired 
lor insub—in su bor’n a tio n ,”  snapped 
[ing le . “ T h e n  I ’ ll hand le these punks 
righ t. A t r ip  uptow n to Coney Is 
lan d , a few hours w ith  the rubber- 
hose d eta il. T h a t ’d take care of ’em .” 

M urp hy sa id : “ G et go in ’ . I ’l l  meet 
you on Rom e at n in e .”

S ometimes Jing le disgusted h im  so 
that he alm ost co u ld n ’t stand it . 
Jing le ’s uncle was a p o lit ica l ward- 
heeler in  another part o f town and 
[ing le ’s job was safe. B u t the stup id  
cop w ould  never understand the O ld  
Neighborhood nor the people in  it , 
not if  he w'ere assigned there fo r a 
hundred  years. You  had to be born 
in  the tough, proud old section to 
know  it as M urp hy  knew  and loved it .

O f course the O ld  Neighborhood 
was ne ither prosperous in  the m anner 
of uptow n , nor b e a u tifu l lik e  the sub
urbs. B u t it  was, to M u rp h y , the 
heart of the c ity  w ith  its ow n arteries 
of business and traffic, its people stub
bo rn ly  c lin g ing  to the life  they knew  
and managed to en joy to the h ilt . 
T h e re  was strong, pu lsating  life  in  the 
d irty  streets and a strong neighborly 
feeling  best exem plified  by M urp hy 
h im se lf, if  he on ly  knew  it.

H e  watched Jing le  d rive  away and 
w alked down to J im  D e land ’s shop 
to buy some smokes. M ary  Stew art 
was alone, tending store.

M urp hy sa id : “ Y o u  don’ t m ean
Jim  took an hour off?”



M ary sa id : “ J im ’s a ll r ig h t. H e
know s w hat he is d o ing .”

T h e re  was no sp ir it  in  her vo ice. A  
lig h t had d im m ed inside M ary  Stew
a rt. A s M urp hy  sadly le ft the shop, 
H a r ry  T o rre n ce  had bought an e x
pensive c igar and was lean ing  one 
elbow  on the glass case, sm ilin g  h is fa t 
lit t le  sm ile at the g ir l.

A t n ine o’clock J in g le  raced the 
car up  Rom e Street ju st as M urp hy 
tu rned  the co rner. H e  slowed dow n, 
shouting , and M u rp h y  m ade a fly ing  
leap in to  the sedan. T h e  rad io  was 
sputtering  the r io t ca ll, and J in g le  
ye lled : “ Gas station at Lan ce  and
M a in . T u c k e r  was snoop in ’ on the 
t ra il of the band it. H e  g o t  T u c k e r ."

M urp hy  grunted  as though h it  in  
the b e lly . I t  had happened. T u c k e r  
was a H eadquarters detective. T h e  
arm ed robbers had fin a lly  been forced 
to shoot.

T h e  squad car squealed to a stop. 
T h e re  was a sm all crow d near the 
pum ps. M u rp h y  heard  the siren  of 
the H om ic id e  crowd and began m ov
ing people back. J in g le  took over 
that job and M u rp h y  ran  to where 
a m an lay on some blankets. T h e  gas- 
station  attendant, n ursin g  a bleeding 
a rm , was babbling  to anyone who 
w ould  listen . '

“ F irs t  tim e I  ever knew' h im  to do 
it ,”  said  M ary . She was not sm iling . 
She looked draw n and w orried .

M u rp h y  sa id : “ H e y—that’s a new
door cut th rough .”  H e  was staring  at 
the re a r of the store.

" J im  decided to expand . H e ’s try
ing  to do the w ork h im se lf,”  said M ary 
in  a low  tone.

M urphy stared at her. She was ly 
ing . H e  had know n her fo r m any 
years, since she was a ch ild  and he 
cou ld  te ll she v'as ly in g . T h e  tru th  
was im m ed ia te ly  apparent to h im . 
J im  D e land  was le tting  the bookies in .

M urp hy  said ca re fu lly : “ I t ’s none
of m y business, M ary . I  got no orders 
to knock off any bookm akers. B u t 
I 'm  sorry to see J im  in to  it .”

M ary  stepped around  from  beh ind 
the counter. She alm ost whispered.

“ I t  m eans the Association. O h , 
they’re pov'erfu l and they are sup
posed to protect th e ir own and a ll 
that. W ith  guns!”

M u rp h y  said , “ 1 kn o w .”  H e  knew 
a ll about the Association. I t  was the 
b ig  m ob. I t  had never perm eated the 
O ld  N eighborhood, because uptown 
and cross-town were m ore profitab le . 
T h e re  was no loose gam bling  money 
of any am ount among the hard-w ork
ing fo lk  of the Neighborhood.

O f course there w ou ld  be some who 
gam bled. T h e  choice of J im  D eland  
as th e ir operator was shrewd. People 
w ou ld  figure that if  J im , a w ar hero, 
was in  on it , the business cou ld  not 
be so bad.

M ary  sa id : “ I ’m  scared, M u rp h y .”
“ Yeah . I  don ’t lik e  it  m yse lf,”  m u t

tered M u rp h y . “ D o n ’t let on to Jim  
that I ’m  w ise, you hear?”

T h e  door opened and now M urp hy 
was aware of a buzzer connected w ith  
its opening as M ary  stepped q u ick ly  
away from  h im . H a rry  T o rre n ce  
sa id : "C au g h t you, huh? Spoonin '

“I ’ll be a cop when you 
are fired," snapped. Jingle. 
“Then I’ll handle these 

punks right."

behind o ld  J im ’s back. W h ere  is J im , 
anyway? H e ’s been out of the shop 
a lo t la te ly .”

M ary sa id : " W h y —he has n o t!”
H a rry  laughed. “ I  came home d u r

ing the week tw ice and he was gone. 
H a d  a lig h t in  here but the jo in t  was 
closed. M aybe J im  don ’t have to w ork 
nights now .”  H is  g lance w ent shrewd
ly to the door new ly cut in  the back 
w a ll.

So T o rre n ce  knew  already. M u r
phy sighed. Everyone  in  the N e igh
borhood had probab ly know n before 
M u rp h y .
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'I’m in those big chips, Murphy— buyin’  a new car next week.

M u rp h y  paused a m om ent to catch 
the bare facts: T h e  lone b and it had 
come in  beh in d  the attendant and 
slugged h im . T h e  m an never saw h is 
assa ilant—he was a com pany m an and 
not from  the N eighborhood and M u r
phy d id  not question h im , bu t w ent 
on to w here T u c k e r  lay . T h e  H o m i
cide sirens came closer. T h e  lights of 
the gas station  fe ll across T u c k e r ’s 
face, w h ich  was very pale and  sunken, 
h is eyes shadowy and d u ll.

T u c k e r  w h ispered : ‘‘H u llo , M u rp h . 
. . .  I  w alked  in  on h im . . . . H e ’s a 
fast shot, M u rp h y . H e ’s s ix  feet, m ay
be better, one-seventy, th in  guy u n 
der cape. . . . M u rp h y , I  saw h is le ft 
hand .”

M u rp h y  bent h is ear alm ost to 
touch T u c k e r ’s lip s . T h e  vo ice was 
nearly  in au d ib le . “ H is  le ft flipp er, 
M u rp h —it ’s deform ed. T u rn s  out. . . . 
Loo ks tw isted. . . . Som eth in ’—I  just 
don ’t kno w —som eth in ’ fun ny . . . . ’’ 
T u c k e r ’s vo ice tra iled  off.

M u rp h y  stood up . T h e re  was an
other sound on the n ig h t, a h igher 
note than  the siren  of the H om ic id e  
squad , a keen ing  sound , and  th is was 
the am bulance. T h e y  w ou ld  not need

it  now. M u rp h y  knew , and his stom
ach was em pty now  except fo r a sm all 
h u n k  of heaviness in  its m id d le . T h e y  
w ou ld  need the m orgue wagon for 
T u c k e r  now , and the hold-up m an was 
doomed.

F o r  the en tire  Po lice  D epartm ent 
and a l l its stool pigeons and the F ire  
D ep artm ent—even the street cleaners 
w ou ld  be looking  for the k i l le r  of 
a cop. T h e  citizens o f the N eighbor
hood w ou ld  q u ie tly  and su rrep titious
ly  b rin g  revo lvers from  h idden places 
and o il them  and load  them , fo r they 
were not people m eekly to brook dep
redations, and they w ould a l l be 
searching for the arm ed robber, the 
m an w ith  the cram ped le ft hand .

M u rp h y  shook h is head. Sorrow  
was deep w ith in  h im . H e  saw H o m i
cide com ing up , m ade his rep o rt to 
the Com m issioner as he passed his 
ch ie f’s lim ou sin e , and  continued  w a lk 
ing  aw ay from  the scene of the crim e.

A n  autom obile  tu rned  the corner, 
slowed and paused and a voice ca lled : 
“ M u rp h y i"  H a r ry  T o rre n ce  got out 
of the car and ran  toward the side
w a lk  and the car -went on. T o rre n ce

said , “ W e  ju st got it  on the police 
wave—I  was r id in g  w ith  some pa ls.”

M u rp h y  sa id : "Y e ah , i t ’s bad. D id  
J im  get back to the store before you 
le ft , T o rre n ce ?”

“ N o. W h a t do you w ant of Jim ? 
Looks lik e  you ’d be after the k il le r . 
E ve ry  cop in  town w il l be after h im ,”  
said T o rre n ce . “ I ’m  going home to 
get m y gun . I ’d lik e  to get sight of 
h im .”

M urp hy sa id : “ N em m ine yo u r gun. 
T h a t ’l l  get you n o th in ’ but tro u b le .”  
He w alked  along toward the cigar 
store. “ T h a t  yo u r new car ju st drove 
away?"

“ Yeah . Loaned  it to a frien d  of 
m in e ,”  sa id  T o rre n ce . “ Y o u  th in k  a 
citizen  shou ld n ’t  ca rry  a gun for pro
tection in  a tim e like  th is?”

“ T h a t 's  w hat I  th in k , and  I f  you 
haven ’t got a perm it you better th in k  
that way too.”

H K tu rned  off K ay  Street, b idd ing  
T o rre n ce  a cu rt good-by, anxiony, to 
get away from  everyone, to th in k  
about T u c k e r ’s dying words. H e  
should  have reported them  to the 
Com m issioner. Soon he w ou ld  have 
to report them , as com ing from  a d if 
ferent source, o r he w ou ld  lose his 
ra ting . H e  m ight even be transferred  
from  the N eighborhood, w h ich  was 
the th reat they hurled  re g u la rly  at 
h im  when lie  insisted on going his u n 
orthodox way.

A  m an w ith  a cram ped le ft hand ! 
Jim  D e land  had been out of the shop 
w hen the crim e was com m itted. J im  
D eland  had been out of h is  shop often 
d u rin g  the week, when the other ho ld 
ups had been perpetrated . J im  D e
land  had an A ssociation  bookie room  
in  back of h is store. . . .

M u rp h y  paused, rap p ing  one hand  
against the other. H e  crossed K a y  
Street, doub ling  in  h is tracks, and re
tu rned  to M a in  A venue . T h e  sirens 
were re treating  uptow n . M a in  A ve 
nue was dotted w ith  people in  tight 
groups who discussed the crim e in  low  
voices. H a r ry  H oo p le ’s Saloon blazed 
w ith  lights as the regulars gathered to 
hash it  a l l over. M u rp h y  w ent on , to 
D e lan d ’s store.

Jim  D eland  was there alone. M u r
phy shut oft the buzzer by closing 
the door. H e  stood a m om ent, lo ok
in g  at the owner. T h e n  he said : 
“ You  don't look rig h t hea lthy , J im .”

“ I ’m  a ll r ig h t .”  D e land  stood w ith  
h is a rt if ic ia l a rm  d ang ling , the hand 
tu rned  out, tw isted, one m ight say. 
H is  face was gaunt, the cheeks sunken.

M u rp h y  sa id : “ N ow  don ’t ta lk
back for a m om ent. . . . You  got a 
book ru n n in ’ in  the back. T h e  Asso
c iation  moved in . A n d  you ’re th ink- 
in ’ that somebody’s crossin ’ the Asso
c ia tion  by ro b b in ’ cigar stores and 
that you m ight be next. . . . D id ja  
know  the lone b and it knocked off
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T u c k e r  ju s t  now , in  the Peerless Gas 
Station?”

J im  sa id : "N o , I  d id n ’t k n o w ."
H is  vo ice was dead. H is  eyes d id  not 
m eet M u rp h y ’s.

"W h e n  the Association  moves in , 
you  got l it t le  to say i f  you w an t to 
stay in  business," M u rp h y  said  gently . 
“ O n ly  you  m ig h t’ve come to me w ith  
it .  I  was yo u r fa th e r’s f r ie n d .”

D e lan d  m uttered : "Y o u  have no
rig h t messing w ith  the Association. 
Y o u ’re  a square cop.”

" T h e y  w o u ld n 't mess w ith  m e,”  
M u rp h y  corrected h im . “ I  kno w  them  
boys. Some day m aybe I  w i l l  be a l
low ed to tangle w ith  ’em . N o t that 
one cop cou ld  do an yth ing  against a 
n a tio n a l setup, b u t I ’d  lik e  r ig h t w e ll, 
to have a w hack at o u r lo ca l represent
atives o f that o rg an iza tion .”

D e land  sa id : “ I t ’s no use fighting
C ity  H a l l .”

“ So you ’ve q u it? ”
T h e  d u ll eyes sparked  a b it . “ You  

m ight ca ll it  that.' M aybe I  have q u it  
—in  a w ay. M ary  th in ks so.”

“ A n d  she w ent home m ad ,”  M u r
phy guessed. “ A n d  possibly H a rry  
T o rre n ce  took h e r home—yo u r own 
cousin w ith  tire b ig  job and the new 
car. So you ’re jea lous—and sore.”  

D e land  said h a rsh ly : “ I ’l l  hand le
my o w n  a lla irs , M u rp h y , thank  you

possib le. F in a lly  J in g le  b lew  the s i
re n  ve ry  lo ud  and  M u rp h y  s lipped  
back  onto M a in  A ven ue . T h e re  w as 
com m otion in  fro n t o f Z ack ’s D ru g  
Store. I t  was m id n ig h t.

J in g le  sa id  an g rily : “ B re ak in ' and  
e n te rin ’. I  te ll you we got to go to 
Geoghan ’s and clean out the jo in t. 
T h is  N eighborhood ’s gone berserk . 
T h e y  stole Zack b lin d .”

T h e  lit t le  druggist, in  pajam as and 
bathrobe, sa id : “ T h e y  d id n ’t get any 
m oney, M u rp h . ju s t  some drugs and 
rubb er stock and perfum es and things. 
Lo o ks lik e  a k id  jo b .”

M u rp h y  nodded. T h e  rear door 
had been forced ra th e r exp e rtly . 
T h e re  was lit t le  d isorder inside  the 
store, as though the thieves had know n  
exactly  w h at they wanted. M u rp h y  
took notes and  tirade a report.

H a r ry  T o rre n ce  was one o f the 
sm all crow d on the sidew alk . H e  said 
to M u rp h y , “ T h in g s  are g ettin ’ too 
hot in  the O ld  N eighborhood. I  th in k  
I ’l l  go back uptow n to m y room .” 

“ M aybe i t ’s a  good id ea ,”  sa id  M u r
phy g rim ly . “ I  don’ t lik e  th is b u si
ness. I  don ’t lik e  th is guy in  a cape 
w ith  a tw isted hand—”  H e  broke off.

H a r ry  T o rre n c e  sa id : “ T w is te d
hand? O h . . . . Yeah . . . .  I  see.”  

M urp hy  said  n ervously : “ ju s t  keep 
that to yourse lf. I t  m ight pu t them  
on the w rong  m an .”

“ T h e  Force w i l l  be rough  on a cop- 
k i l le r ! ”  *

“ I  was th in k in ’ of the A ssociation ,”  
said M u rp h y . “ T h is  m an  has m ore to 
fear from  Association gunsels than 
from  cops r ig h t now .”

“ O n  account of knock ing  off a l l 
those bookie jo in ts ,”  nodded T o r 
rence sh rew d ly . “ T h is  guy is in  the 
m id d le , b u t good.”

“ H e  a in ’t got a chance in  h e ll ,”  
sa id  M u rp h y  so lem nly . “ I f  we d on ’t 
n a il h im  the A ssociation  w il l  some 
n ig ht stick  h is feet in  concrete and 
drop h im  in  the r iv e r .”

“ H e l l  o f a th ing . W e ll—guess I ’l l  
b lo w ."  T o rre n c e  m oved tow ard  the 
new , sh in y  sedan at the cu rb .

M u rp h y  ca lled , “ H ope you forgot 
about to tin ’ that g u n .”

“ W o n ’t need it , u p to w n ,”  sm iled  
T o rre n ce . H e  waved as he got in to  
the car and drove away.

J ingle came by, squaw king  as u sua l. 
T h e ir  tou r of d uty was over and 
Jackso n  and L e v y  drove off in  the 
squad car as re lie f , bu t J in g le  scolded: 
“ Y o u ’l l  be tra ip s in ’ a round  p la y in ’ 
H aw ksh aw  w hen a l l  you gotta do is 
kn o ck  over G eoghan ’s and  round  up 
them  Neighborhood bum s. Y o u ’re 
gonna get in  troub le  yet, p ro tectin ’ 
them  characters!”

“ C o u ld  be ,”  sa id  M u rp h y . “ N ow  
get out o ’ here and lem m e-alone.”  

J in g le  w ent aw ay. I t  was a re lie f  
sometimes to get r id  o f the restric-

p ist the sam e.”

I llu s tra ted  by

R A Y M O N D  T H A Y E R

The citizens would 
quietly bring re
volvers from hid
den places and oil 

and load them.

“ O k a y ,”  nodded M u rp h y , know ing  
now  that h is guess was correct. H e  
w alked  out, leav in g  D e lan d  looking  
afte r h im  w ith  haun ted  eyes.

H e  w alked  a ro un d  on back streets 
fo r a w h ile , k n o w in g  J in g le  w o u ld  be 
looking  fo r h im  in  anger, b u t evad
in g  that g rum py in d iv id u a l as lo ng  as
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dons of being on d u ty , M urphy 
thought w ondering ly . Shedding J in 
gle and the necessity of ro u tin e  reports 
was lik e  tak ing  off a heavy overcoat 
on a w arm  day.

H e  w alked  over to w lfere J im  D e
lan d  had a room  in  M rs. F u ltz ’s board
ing  house, bu t J im  was not in . He 
went past M ary  Stew art’s apartm ent 
but no lig h t burned  there, e ithe r. H e  
d rifted  over to a spot across the street 
from  J im  D e lan d ’s smoke-shop and 
lingered there, in  a shadow.

J in g le  had  been rig h t: M u rp h y  was 
p laying  detective. O nce long ago he 
had p lanned  on being the greatest 
detective on the Fo rce , maybe C h ie f 
of the D iv is io n . T h a t  was before he 
realized  that his destiny lay  in  keep
ing  peace in  h is O ld  N eighborhood— 
bu t the knowledge and in stin ct re
m ained in  h im .

H e  saw M ary  and J im  come from  
the shop. T h e y  were a rgu ing , but it 
was apparent that J im  was losing. 
T h e  stubborn hunch  of h is shoulders 
was fad ing  as they w alked  down the 
street. M ary  held  onto h is good arm  
w ith  two hands, looking  up  at h im , 
ta lk ing  to h im . M u rp h y  fo llow ed. 
T h e y  d id  not notice h im .

W hen  they made the tu rn  toward 
M ary's apartm ent, M u rp h y  speeded 
up . H e  reached the corner on ly  a 
step beh ind  them . H e  saw a large 
car com ing tow ard them and shouted, 
ru n n in g  in to  the street.

T h e  car swerved. T h e re  was a 
m enacing gun-barre l—tw in  gun-bar
rels. M urp hy  had h is service gun in  
his hand . H e  fired tw ice before the 
weapon of the und erw orld , the auto
m atic  shotgun, could  go off. W hen  it  
d id  explode there was shot a ll over the 
neighborhood, bu t J im  D e land , vet
eran of a greater w ar, had dragged 
M ary  to safety beh ind  a trash can.

T h e n  the car was w heeling  away. 
M urp hy  kn e lt , aim ed at a tire . He 
held the pose for a m om ent, then 
shook his head, stra ighten ing , as the 
sedan squealed precariously in to  Kay  
Street and was gone.

J im  D e land  stam m ered: “ B u t how 
cou ld  they get here so q u ick? I  o n ly  
phoned them  ten, fifteen m inutes 
ago."

M ary  was try ing  to ad just her 
c lo th ing . “ T h e y —they w ould  have 
k ille d  us bo th .”

M u rp h y  shook h is head. “ No. 
T h e y  cou ld ’ve got you both, but they 
bungled it  th is tim e. T h e y  d id n ’ t 
w a it fo r J im  to take you home and 
then go for h im . I  thought they 
w ou ld , bu t they d id n ’t. I t  shows 
they a in ’t so aw fu l sm art.”

The door opened and Geoghan
was holding a gun. “Stick me
up, will you, Jim Deland? Til 

blow yuh full of holes!”
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J im  said , “ H o w  -did you  know —"
“ T h a t  you ’d th row  ou t the bookie 

room ?" M u rp h y  g rinned . “ I  d id n ’t 
know . B u t  it ’s p retty safe to figure 
people w i l l  ru n  true  to fo rm . Y o u  
a in 't  a lw ays rig h t , bu t it 's a good bet.”

M ary  sa id , “ B u t  he o n ly  to ld  them — 
ju s t now . M u rp h y , they m ust be ter
r ib ly  dangerous. I 'm  scared—I  ta lked  
J im  in to  getting  out and now—''

“ N ow  you go hom e," said M u rp h y . 
“ Y o u  lo ck  you r doors and  d on 't let 
anybody in  b u t J im  o r m e."

D e land  sa id ; “ W h a t do I  do?" H e  
looked g rim  and  helpless, h is face 
gaunt w ith  w o rry , stand ing  there , the 
a rt if ic ia l a rm  tu rned  in  that m anner, 
s lig h tly  cram ped.

M u rp h y  sa id : “ People are lik e ly
to keep on ac tin ’ the way I  figure 
they’l l  act. So you  come w ith  m e. I  
m ig h t need h e lp ."

D e lan d  said  b itte r ly : “ A  lo t o f help 
I  am !"

“ T h a t 's  fo r me to decide. C o m e!"

T h e y  took M ary  home and locked 
her in . T h e n  they w ent down and 
w a lked  the streets fo r a short tim e. 
M u rp h y  said suddenly , “ W h ere 's the 
other new  bookie jo in t in  the neigh
borhood?"

“ I  can ’t te ll you th a t ,"  said  D e land  
m iserab ly . “ T h a t  w o u ld n ’t be r ig h t .”

“ Y o u  got to te ll m e ,”  said  M u rp h y . 
“ I t ’s so new  I  a in ’ t found  it  yet. I  
don 't reckon that car w ith  the gun
m en m ade its reg u la r p ick-up o f cash. 
N o t w ith  m e shootin ’ at ’em , and 
them  k n o w in ’ i t  and k n o w in ’ m e.”

“ W h y  do you w an t to know  about 
the other p lace, then?"

“ I t  m akes sense," said  M u rp h y . “ It 's  
a cop w ay o f th in k in '. W h ere  is  it? "

D e land 's shoulders drooped even 
fa rth e r. “ I f  i t  w asn ’t fo r M ary . . . . 
I  gave i t  u p  because she asked m e to. 
I  can ’t m arry  her ever, on  w h at the 
store takes in , bu t I  ‘cou ld n ’t stand 
her h atin g  w h at I  was d o in g ." Pie 
stra ightened a lit t le . “ So w hat does 
it  m atter? T h e  new  place is  beh ind  
Geoghan ’s Sa loon ."

M u rp h y  slapped one hand  against 
the other. “ Geoghan! D am n it , 
that J in g le  was n ear b e in ’ r ig h t. I  
w on 't have it ,  I  te ll yo u !”

H e  was alm ost ru n n in g . D e land  
strode beside h im , head dow n. T h e y  
passed a parked  car and tu rned  a 
corner and there was Geoghan ’s, open 
afte r hours as u su a l, w ith  the back 
entrance locked to a l l bu t those kno w n  
to tough Patsy h im se lf.

M u rp h y  d id  not attem pt to enter. 
H e  shoved D e lan d  b eh ind  h im .

H e  sa id : “ L iv in ’ in  the N e ighbor
hood so long , a  cop gets to kno w  
things. N ow  we w il l  ju s t ease along, 
see? Y o u  go a ro und  the back. H e re  
—take m y b la ck ja ck . Y o u  w on ’t need 
a gun . I ’ l l  cover the fro n t. Y o u ’ l l  
kn o w  w hat to do.”

H e  w atched J im  lu rc h  a ro und  the 
back o f H u m p e rkn icke l's  Delicatessen 
and  gave h im  tim e to m ake the back 
o f Geoghan's. T h e n  M u rp h y  s lid  in to  
the m outh  o f the a lle y , h is  gun d raw n  
fo r the second tim e that n ig h t.

T h e re  was a sound o f cu rsing . 
T h e n  a door slam m ed. T h e n  a figure 
loom ed in  the darkness o f the a lley .

I t  was a ta ll m an  in  a trench  coat. 
H e  was m oving  q u ic k ly  and shoving 
som ething in to  h is pocket. H e  saw 
M u rp h y  and stopped dead, wheeled 
and  ran  back  in to  the a lley .

M u rp h y  sp rin ted . H e  was alm ost 
u p  to the fleeing figure w hen  there 
was the sound o f bodies com ing to
gether. H e  saw  an  arm  go u p , come 
dow n. H e  h u rtled  in to  the fra y , a im 
in g  the m uzzle o f h is  gun . H e  fe lt it  
c lu n k  against a  s k u ll.

T h e  door to Geoghan's opened and 
there was lig h t in  the a lley . J im  D e
lan d  stood, staring  dow n  at the prone 
figure. Geoghan was ho ld in g  a gun , 
try in g  to get past M u rp h y .

“ S tick  me u p , w i l l  you , J im  D eland? 
I ’l l  b low  yu h  fu l l  o f holes, you  th ie v in ’ 
h yp o crite !"

M u rp h y  shoved Patsy against the 
w a ll, re lie v in g  h im  o f h is weapon, 
tak in g  satisfaction  in  h an d lin g  tough 
Patsy w ith o u t k id  gloves. “ Shuddup , 
o r I ’ l l  le t you have one. T a k e  another 
lo o k , ye dum b bog-trotter!"

Geoghan saw the fa lle n  m an  then. 
H e  bent, staring .

“ B u t  the m it t—the cram ped h an d !”  
he m uttered .

M u rp h y  rip p e d  back  the h a t o f the 
m an on the g round . H e  k icke d  the 
le ft  a rm . I t  fe ll w ide in to  a  pool of 
lig h t. T h e re  was a  red  ru b b e r glove 
on the hand .

J im  D e lan d  sa id : “ H a r ry ! H a rry  
T o rre n c e !”

“ Y o u r  cousin ,”  nodded M u rp h y . 
“ W h o  bu t he k n e w  that I  had in fo r
m ation  against a m an  w ith  a tw isted 
le ft hand? I  d id n 't  te ll nobody else, 
heaven he lp  m e!"

“ I —I  d on 't u nd erstan d !"
“ H e  w anted  M a ry . H e  w anted  you 

out o f the w ay, so he cou ld  have a 
free try  at her again . H e ’s a v a in  one. 
H e  th in ks no w om an can resist h im  
fo rever,”  sa id  M u rp h y . “ H e  tipped  
off the A ssociation  that you  were the 
hold-up m an . T h e y  d id n ’t  get over 
here so q u ick  because you w anted  to 
q u it . T h e y  cam e because he tipped  
them  off."

“ H a r ry —d id  th at?"
“ W e ll, there w as p ro fit in  it ,  too," 

sa id  M u rp h y  ju d ic io u s ly . “ H is  fine 
new ca r, h is  new  jo b . W ith  the A s
sociation , o f course. H e  knew  w here 
every d rop  was. B u t  he was new  at 
it  and he d id n 't  ra te  everyth ing  he 
bought. I  suspected th is a long tim e 
now , k n o w in ’ H a r ry  T o rre n c e .”

T h e  m an on the g round  stirre d  and 
groaned.

“ H e 'l l liv e  fo r t r ia l ,"  sa id  M u rp h y  
h ap p ily . “ T h is  w on 't do n o th in ' but 
b low  the lid  off the Association  
around  h e re ."  H e  w heeled on  Geog
h an . H e  ro a red : “ A n d  you! M a k in ’ 
book! M a k in ' J in g le  look good! 
Y o u , Patsy Geoghan, th at I ’ve a llow ed 
to ru n  w hen I  cou ld ’ve closed you 
d o w n !"

T o u g h  Patsy looked m eek. “ T h e y  
come in  and  acted bad. T h e y  had  a 
lo t o f stuff on m e. . . . A l l  r ig h t , M u r
phy. I ’l l  t 'ro w  ’em  ou t. I  guess you 
fixed  it ."

M u rp h y  sa id : “ Y o u ’ ll  th row  them  
out! Y o u ’l l  be lu ck y  I  don ’t get you 
sent u p !"

Geoghan, w ho u n a fra id  w h ipped  a 
dozen toughs per w eek, said  in  a sm all 
vo ice : “ I ’ve alw ays been square w ith  
you , M u rp h ."

B u t  M u rp h y  was handcuffing  T o r 
rence, dragging h im  to h is feet. H e  
sa id  conversa tiona lly  to J im  D e land , 
“ W h en  he took the ru b b er gloves 
from  the d rug  store i t  tied  in , see? 
Y o u  got to have a sort o f im ag ination  
about these th ings. I  knew  you d id n ’t 
gun  T u c k e r . Y o u  a in ’t th at k in d . 
Y o u  d id n ’t have an  a l ib i, e ither. I  
a lw ays suspect guys w ith  a lib is ."

H e  m oved the s t i l l  incoherent T o r 
rence to the s idew alk . “ Y o u  better 
ru n  over and  te ll M a ry  about it . A nd  
J im —”

T h e  ta l l m an sa id : “ Yes, M u rp h y?”
“ N ote th at you  h and led  h im  a ll 

a lone , w ith  the mace I  g ive you. 
N ote th at you 're  s t i l l  a  good m an . 
A n d  try  to rem em ber M ary ’s ju s t  as 
good and  p roud . So she w orks—it  
w ou ld  be better fo r her she should  
have a m an  at home w hen  she gets 
th rough  w o rk .”

H e  w atched J im  D e land  p u ll h is 
shoulders stra ig ht and  sta lk  dow n the 
street. H e  w ent to the co rner, shag
ging T o rre n c e  along , and p u lled  the 
bo x. Geoghan was stand ing  by.

Patsy said  t im id ly : “ G o u ld  I  have 
the dough he stole from  me? I t ’s 
q u ite  a heap o’ t in ."

“ Y o u ’l l  id e n tify  it . E v id e n ce ,”  
g rin ned  M u rp h y . “ Y o u  can  go in to  
co u rt and  m ake the co m p la in t and  
then you ’l l  have to g ive it  over to the 
Association . A  bad ba rga in  you 
m ade, and  serves you  rig h t . M a k in ’ 
Jing le  look good!”

, H e was p retty proud  o£ h im se lf. 
H e  had  pa id  ofE w ith  h is detective 
w ork . I t  wasn’t so bad being  a cop 
in  the O ld  N eighborhood .w h en  it  
pa id  off lik e  th is.

H e  w ondered if  the A ssociation  
w ou ld  lig h t back. H e  hoped so. I t  
w ou ld  m ake a fine battle  in  the O ld  
N eighborhood. H e  thought about 
M ary  and J im  and then he was com 
plete ly  happy. . . . N o t every cop 
found  a chance to p lay detective and 
C u p id  on the same n ight.
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Cjod and the .(aw
T H E  special tra in  from  O m a

ha creaked to a stop in  the 
m idd le of now here, and 
Jo h n  C astin e  got u p  to stand 

by one of the plate-glass w indow s of 
the ornate car. As fa r as he cou ld  see, 
the hot p ra ir ie  u n ro lled  in  brown 
grass, raw  and ug ly , flat and d u ll.

“ B la st it , B u l l , ”  he said w ithou t 
tu rn in g , “ w hy don ’t you g ive up? 
I ’m a law yer, not a b u ild e r. I  w ou ld  
not swap an  office in  Boston for a ll 
the ground I  can see from  here .”

B u e l B ennett, b u rly  and gray and 
better know n as the B u l l ,  pounded on 
the arm  of h is ch a ir w h ile  h is w h isky 
glass hopped about p recariously . H e 
swore w ith  a voice of thunder.

' “ God and the L a w !”  he shouted. 
“ T h a t ’s w hat m akes c iv iliza tio n . W h y  
the d ev il do you th in k  I  brought you 
two lily - live red  n innyham m ers out 
here? God and the L a w !”

T h e  second young m an , lean and 
ta ll lik e  Jo h n  Castine , grim aced as he 
sipped h is lem onade. H e  w ould  
ra th e r have had w h isky  as in  the old 
days, Jo h n  suspected; but he was now 
the R everend  H a r ry  R u sse ll, and he 
d id  not take h is new profession lig h tly .

“ B rig ad ie r-G enera l Bue l Benn ett,”  
the parson said w ith  a w ry  sm ile , “ s t ill 
p u llin g  h is ran k . B u t Jo h n ’s righ t 
and you know  it. Th ese  fo lks out 
here don ’t w an t G od . T h e y ’d ra th er 
have s in . A n d  I ’m not the one to ram  
the church  down a m an ’s th ro a t.”

“ I  te ll you, we’re m ak ing  a new 
country  here !”  B u ll Bennett shouted. 
“ N o th in g ’s been done like  it  before.

I ’m b u ild in g  the ra ilro a d . W e need 
men lik e  you to b u ild  the tow ns.”

T h e  argum ent was rig h t back where 
it  had started two days ago in  O m aha. 
B u l l B enn ett let go h is breath  w ith  a 
long wheeze, d ra in ed  h is glass and bel
lowed for a re f ill. John C astine , who 
had a lready had m ore than he wanted, 
gulped h is d r in k  and  w ent along.

H e  found  h im se lf w ish ing  that he 
had not come on th is t r ip  at a ll. A l
ready he was hom esick fo r the ordered 
ways and q u iet streets o f Boston. 
Fools they w ere ; sentim ental fools 
str iv in g  to keep a live  a dying  fr ie n d 
sh ip . I t  had sounded fine in  the days 
of the w ar, how  h is two closest com 
rades w ou ld  see the W ild  W est from  
B u l l B enn ett’s ow n ra ilro ad  that he 
was going to b u ild  as soon as peace 
came. B u t a lo t o f things were fine 
to ta lk  about w hen you were fighting 
your m iserable w ay through the m ud 
o f the C h ickah o m in y . Now  it was 
d ifferent. Now  John  wondered a l i t 
tle  how even w ar could  have made 
them friends. T h e  slender, sensitive 
H a r ry  R u sse ll, so sickened by w ar 
that he had become a parson ; roaring  
B u l l B ennett, w ith  h is ju ve n ile  en
thusiasm s; and h im se lf, John Castine , 
a c iv ilize d  m an , w ho  had fought in  a 
w ar o n ly  because the U n io n  had to 
be preserved, and had longed when it  
was over on ly  to be a llow ed to re tu rn  
to an o rd erly  life . T h e re  was an 
oddly assorted trio  fo r you.

T h e  general’s boy, whom  B u l l  had 
sent u p  to the engineer a few  m om ents 
before to find  out w hy the tra in  had
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stopped, was standing nervously in  
the doorway to the fro n t p latfo rm .

“ W e ll? ”  the B u ll asked.
“ H ell-on-W heels up  ahead, Boss,”  

the boy said.
T h e  preacher sm iled . “ I t  looks as 

i f  I ’m too late, B u l l , w ith  H e ll already 
lead ing  the race to you r tow n .”

“ Ju st a figure of speech,”  the B u ll 
answered hastily , as if  the parson were 
m aking  an u n ju st accusation. “ I t ’s the 
tra in  th at’s ca rry ing  the end-of-the- 
road tow n .”  H e  tu rned  to the boy. 
“ Y o u  see a boxcar painted b lue, w ith  
a w h ite  sign—R a ilr o a d  C a fe ? ”

“ Yes s ir , Boss, I sure d id . Baby 
blue w ith  w h ite  p r in t in g .”

T h e  w aiter had brought the round 
o f d rin ks . B u ll Bennett took his and 
stood up. “ Com e along, boys. I ’ ll 
show you som ething. And you ’re 
going to have a wedge o i the best 
dam n pie you ever ate, bar none.”

O n the p la tfo rm  o i the ornate car 
a fa in t breeze stirred , and a strange 
roa ring  sound drifted  down from  
ahead. I t  rem inded John Castine  of 
the troop tra in s  he had know n too 
w e ll d u rin g  the recent W a r Between 
the States. Bennett led the way, pon
derous, m assive, ca rry ing  his d r in k  in 
a huge and steady hand ; the law yer 
and the parson fo llow ed , each toting  
h is own glass.

Jo h n  C astin e ’s feet had hard ly 
touched the buffa lo  grass when an 
angry buzzing swept by h im , and the 
tu m b ler d isintegrated in his hand . 
T h e  n ext th ing  he knew he was under
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the car, between the ra ils . Dodging 
bu lle ts d u rin g  the w ar had become so 
m uch  a part of h is life  that he had 
not even stopped to th in k . O n  the 
p ra ir ie , the preacher and the B u ll 
were bend ing  over to see w hat had 
become of h im .

“ G e t dow n, you fools,”  he shouted 
to them . “ I t ’s a ra id .”

T h e  general laughed , ro a rin g  lik e  
the an im a l he was nam ed after. A  
b r ie f f lu rry  o f gunfire  sounded up 
ahead, then the ris in g  crescendo of 
voices. N o m ore bu lle ts came his 
w ay , so John clim bed out from  the 
roadbed to dust h im se lf off.

“ Ju s t  a couple of the boys having  
a  lit t le  fu n ,”  B u l l Bennett said .

T h k  y  w a lked  past the special tra in , 
past the locom otive w ith  its great 
stack, and saw stretched out ahead 
the most cu rious conglom eration  ever 
to be seen on ra ils . T h is  was “ H e ll-  
on-W heels,”  a town of saloons, honky- 
tonks and boarding-houses, w h ich  had 
m ushroom ed at the end of the r a i l
road . Now' the ra ils  had been pushed 
ahead, and the town was m oving  to 
the new term inus. W h o le  bu ild ings 
had been loaded on flatcars, others 
to rn  down and th e ir lu m ber put 
aboard . O ne car, lo oking  lik e  a float 
ready fo r a F o u rth  of Ju ly  parade, 
ca rried  a bevy of fa n c ily  dressed bu t 
very dusty g irls  clustered at one end 
of the car, staring  down at som ething 
on the p ra irie .

A  trave ling  photographer had set 
up  h is cam era. H is  sh rill-vo iced  as
sistan t was g athering  business. A  
crow d had co llected . M en w ho rec
ognized the general opened a path ; 
fo llow ed by h is ttvo friends , he filed 
through.

A  dead m an la y  in  the grass. A  
gun rested in  his r ig h t h and ; and 
h is face, covered w ith  blood, looked to 
John cu riou sly  u n h u m an . A no ther 
m an , short and  d a rk , stood between 
the body and the g ir ls  on the ca r; he 
had lighted  a fresh  cigar and tvas 
sm oking  it  ja u n t ily .

"A fte rn o o n , G e n e ra l,”  he said. 
“ O ne d o lla r ,"  the photographer’s 

assistant kept shouting . “ W h o  wants 
a genu ine photograph of h im self 
s tan d in ’ over the notorious Sp ike  M c
Coy? O n ly  one d o lla r !”

“ W e  w as just h av in g  a  lit t le  fr ien d 
ly  d iscussion, G e n e ra l,”  said  the m an 
w ith  the cigar. “ Sp ike  got het up . I t  
was self-defense, G e n e ra l.”

T o  Jo h n ’s su rp rise , B u l l  Bennett 
m erely shrugged, je rke d  at h is long- 
hand led  m ustache. W h a t had hap
pened to a ll h is fine ta lk  of “ G od  and 
the Law>?”  E v id e n tly  the death of 
Sp ike  M cC oy was no loss to the W est 
o f w h ich  the general had  p lanned  and 
dream ed. T h e n , a t B u l l ’s n e xt words, 
a vague susp icion  entered h is m ind .

“ W e  have a preacher w ith  us, boys,”  
he said . “ Stand back. I  don ’t ex
pect we can  keep M cC oy from  sizzling  
down below , b u t w'e can try .”

T h e  m an w ith  the cigar seemed re
lieved , Jo h n  thought. Shovels and 
p icks m ade th e ir appearance. P len ty  
of m en stood w il l in g  to d ig  the grave; 
it  was a ll m ore cold and im personal 
than if  you had come upon  a g roup of 
enem y dead at the end of a b itte r bat
tle. Jo h n , m arve ling  at th is d isp lay 
of callousness, heard  B u l l  Bennett 
asking h im  to take the legal step of 
looking  through the dead m an ’s ef
fects, and found  h im se lf com plying  
w illin g ly , g lad  at least to be ab le to 
take some action .

Sp ike  M cC o y ’s belongings included  
some hard  m oney, a tin type of a g ir l, 
some e xtra  cartridges, and a trem en
dous ro ll of greenbacks. Jo h n , find
ing  no in d ica tio n  that the m an had 
any re latives , to ld  the general: “ W e ’l l  
have to im pound  th is, and advertise 
fo r h e irs .”

B u l l  B enn ett nodded, sm ilin g  fa in t
ly  and the grave v'as dug. Lo o k in g  
pa ined  bu t determ ined , R eve ren d  
H a r ry  Rus-sell stepped fo rw ard , held  
a b r ie f bu t s t irr in g  service. A t  the 
conclu sion , the locom otives blew' sh r il l 
w h istles to he lp  M cCoy on to e te rn ity . 
T h e  shovelers p itched earth  in to  the 
hole.

W ith  B u l l  B enn ett and the parson, 
Jo h n  m oved away from  the crowd 
tow ard  a b lue-painted bo xcar. T h e  
general was ta lk in g  deep in  h is throat. 
“ C iv iliz a t io n  on the p ra ir ie —it ’s com 
ing , and you ’re the m en to b rin g  it  
h e re ."
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H e  cleared h is throat as if  suddenly 
em barrassed. In  the w ide doorway 
of the blue car stood a very  pretty g ir l. 
Jo h n  C astin e , startled , gaped at the 
golden h a ir  and p r in t apron . B u ll 
Bennett bowed stiffly.

"C h a r ity ,”  he said , “ I  w ant you to 
meet my friends, Jo h n  Castine  and the 
R everend  R u sse ll. M iss C h a rity  Lee , 
m y—niece .”

T h e y  vau lted  in to  the car. John 
saw that w indow s had been cut in to  
the w alls and cu rta in s hung ; narrow' 
tables were bolted to the floor. A t 
one end of the car stretched a counter 
w ith  stools also bolted dow n, and be
yond that was the k itch en . E xcep t for 
the g ir l and the three m en, the car 
was em pty. Sandwiches and beer had 
been deserted v fliile  customers ran  out 
to the funeral.

C h a r it y  1 .i t had ret routed beh ind 
the counter, but John Castine  could 
see that her figure was lith e  and slim , 
her m outh fu l l and generous, and her 
eyes u n u su a lly  dark  fo r so blonde a 
g ir l.

B u l l Bennett leaned toward h im . 
“ F in e st lit t le  g ir l in  the w o rld ,”  he 
said in  as near a w hisper as he could  
manage. “ M y sister’s on ly ch ild . 
O rphaned . Prom ised to take care of 
her. She could  be liv in g  in  com fort 
back E ast, but she w on't have it . In 
sists on earn ing  her ow n way. Says 
she wants to grow’ up  w ith  the real 
W est.”

Jo h n  Castine  sm iled . So that was 
it! H e re  was one person B u l l Bennett 
had not been able to fit in to  the 
groove he had made for her. So he 
was proud of her, and embarrassed 
about her, at the same tim e.

H e looked at C h a rity  m ore in te n tly , 
saw' that she was h a lf  sm iling  at h im , 
and flushed. T h e  general ca lled  for 
pie and beer, and C h a rity  Le e  d isap
peared behind the pa rtitio n  that cut 
off the rear q uarter of the car. Im 
m ediately B u l l  Bennett launched  in to  
his favorite  subject.

“ I t ’s men lik e  Lew' K o p ak  you’ve 
got to fight, Jo h n . G o t to k ic k  them 
out i i  they ever get in . A nd  you, 
H a r ry —you’ve got to m ake you r city 
so G od fearing that people lik e  Le w  
w il l stay aw ay.”

Le w  K o p ak , John surm ised, was the 
man w ith  the cigar, the m an who had 
k ille d  M cCoy. John  w'as annoyed, for 
he. no longer wondered w h at B u l l 
Bennett saw' in  his two strangely as
sorted friends that had made h im  
hang onto them . I t  had nothing  to 
do w ith  frien d sh ip , except as the B u ll 
sentim entalized  it . Jo h n  and H a rry  
had been the B u l l ’s best lieu tenants 
d u rin g  the .w ar: he wanted them  now 
to do his d irty  w o rk  fo r h im  d u ring  
the peace. T h e  M cCoy in c id en t had 
offered h im  a w onderfu l op portun ity  
to break them  in .

O ld  B u l l  B enn e tt had asked them  on 
this ju n ke t in  the nam e of o ld  times 
—come along on the first through 
tra in  to the new cap ita l o f the W est. 
A t  the m om ent Jo hn  had just fin ished 
his law  studies and was ready to set 
up  h is own office, w h ile  H a r rv  R u sse ll 
had done w ith  h is theological studies 
and was w aiting  for a church . It  
w ould  be th e ir last chance fo r a long 
tim e to see this raw' and b raw ling  
W est w h ich  excited  B u l l  B enn ett so 
m uch. So they had come—and it  had 
been a neatly-la id  trap .

John sa id : “ W h a t you need is a 
gunm an, B u l l . Y o u  have to fight 
K o p ak  w ith  another K o p ak . I ’ve put 
up m y guns. I ’m  not tak ing  them 
down ag ain .”

T h e  general b u n d le d  h is broad 
shoulders. C h a r ity  Lee  W'as setting 
dowm the generous wedges of pie and 
the foam ing mugs of beer. T h e  long 
tra in  carry ing  H ell-on-W heels had 
begun to rum ble  again . M ore men 
had jum ped aboard  the ro llin g  cale. 
C h a rity  looked closely at John.

“ A re n ’t you th e  John C a s t in e '”  she 
asked. “ I  heard—”

Everybody had heard  it  by now . he 
supposed. Jo h n  C astine  the herb. 
Ju s t because he had happened to be 
on hand  w hen the chance to be a hero 
came along. A t  P in e  R u n , w ith  a 
dozen m en, he had held  back several 
hundred  Confederates long enough 
for re inforcem ents to come up and 
w in  a great v icto ry . A fte r that, no 
m atter v 'hat he d id , h is nam e was fea
tured in  the papers. I f  yovi had to 
boost en listm ents, you to ld  a story 
about Jo h n  Castine . L ie u te n an t Cas
tine—C ap ta in  C astin e—B reve t M a jo r 
Castine . Yes, everybody knew' about 
John Castine .

A great anger swept over h im . 
“ I  heard—”  the g ir l had  sa id . T h e  
others were w a it in g  fo r h is answer. 
I t  seemed to h im  that they were a ll 
a llie d  w ith  B u l l  B enn e tt to trap  h im , 
even C h a r ity  Le e , w ho “ w anted to 
grow up  w ith  the re a l W est.”

A  th in , w h in in g  vo ice beh ind  h im  
sa id : “ I  heard  he lost h is  nerve .”  It  
was L e w  K o p ak , h is  cigar sm oked 
down to* a stub . “ I f  you ’re  looking  
fo r somebody to clean  u p  yo u r town, 
G en era l, get a  m an . O r  get a scrub- 
la d y .”

H e  stood back, g r in n in g  fa in t ly , ap
p rec ia ting  the fact that everybody in  
the car had heard  h im .

W h en  he was a  sm a ll boy, Jo h n  
Castine  had  been ve ry  good w ith  h is 
fists. I t  had seemed necessary, and 
som etim es it  was fu n  to fight. In  the 
w ar, sabers and guns were the th ing , 
because a jo b  had to be done. B u t 
th at was over, and he w anted no m ore 
k il l in g . H e  had seen enough dead 
m en. A  c iv ilize d  m an fought w ith  h is 
b ra in s. I f  he accepted th is challenge,
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he w ou ld  be going ju s t  the w ay B u ll 
B enn ett w anted h im  to go.

H e  took another fo rk  o f p ie , then 
sw iveled  around on h is stoo l; the tra in  
was sw aying on its unsettled  roadbed, 
not m oving  very  fast. T h e  passen
gers ad justed themselves to th is ro ck
in g  m otion  lik e  sailo rs aboard  sh ip , 
o r braced themselves against the 
bolted-down tables. O n ly  L e w  K o p ak  
stood w ith o u t conscious ba lance , a ll 
h is muscles tuned , ready. In  an oiled 
sp ring  holster, he carried  the six- 
shooter w ith  w h ich  he had  k ille d  
M cCoy.

“ You  heard  C astin e ,”  the general 
said . “ H e ’s fed u p  on fighting . D o n ’t 
p ick  on the boy.”

C h a rity  Le e  came close to John , 
spoke to h im  in  a lo w  voice. “ D o n ’t 
le t h im  goad you in to  a fight. H e ’s 
not w orth  you r lit t le  finger. T h e  
Ivopaks and the M cCoys, they’ ll k i l l  
each other off in  tim e.”

John m ight have w ithstood B u l l  
B enn e tt’s not-so-subtle needling , but 
C h a rity  Le e ’s advice on top of it  was 
too m uch. H e  lashed out at K o p ak  
w ith  the beer m ug in  h is hand , not 
th row ing  it , b u t using it  as he m ight 
have brass knuck les . S t i l l  sure of 
h im se lf, L e w  K o p ak  sm oothly slipped 
h is revo lver from  its ho lster and 
squeezed the trigger. Jo h n ’s beer mug 
crashed in to  K o p a k ’s ja w  and  knocke d 
h im  off ba lance . T h e  first b u lle t sang 
over Jo h n  C astine ’s head.

K o p a k  got no chance to fire a sec
ond. John C astine ’s long arm s en
c irc led  h is legs and  lifte d  h im  clear 
o f the floor. In  the same m otion he 
tossed K o p ak  through the door o f the 
car.

V aguely  he saw that a second m an 
was dragging a p isto l from  its holster. 
H e  w h irle d , but he d id  not need to, 
fo r the R eve ren d  H a r ry  R u sse ll had 
gone in to  action . T h e  pie-plate in  
h is hand  smashed down over the gun
m an ’s head. T h e n  the parson grabbed 
h im  and th rew  h im  out a fte r K o p ak .

“ T h a n k s , H a r ry ,”  Jo h n  C astin e  said .
H a r ry  R u sse ll shuddered, stra ight

ened h is coat and tie . T h e n —Jo h n  
cou ld  have sw orn—a very  fa in t sm ile 
flickered  across h is lip s . *

“ I t  was a p leasure ,”  he said . “ Com 
rades in  peace and  w ar, you kn o w .”

T h e  two ta l l young m en stood side 
by side, th e ir  backs to the counter. 
N o  one else in  the car m oved. Th o se  
w ho were arm ed q u ite  ostentatiously 
kep t th e ir hands fa r from  th e ir  guns.

Jo h n  Castine  addressed C h a r ity  Lee  
w ith o u t lo oking  at her. “ T h a n k s  fo r 
the advice. B u t  I ’l l  p lay  th is m y own 
w ay .”

C h a r ity  Le e  flushed.
T h e  t ra in  slowed dow n again and 

stopped. I t  had  reached a s id ing , and 
because i t  was too long to p u ll off the 
m a in  lin e , i t  had halted w ith  the



rearm ost car ju s t  ahead of the sw itch . 
W h e n  the special tra in  from  O m aha 
had p u lled  onto the sid ing , the H e ll-  
011-Wheels* ou tfit w ou ld  back u p  and 
le t the faster tra in  by.

C h a rity  Le e  leaned across the coun
ter. “ I ’m  so rry ,”  she m u rm ured .

“ Fo rget i t , ”  Jo h n  answered cu rtly .
“ T h e  specia l’s p u llin g  out, boys,”  

B u l l B enn ett was be llow ing . “ W e ’ve 
got to ro l l .”

T h e  R eve ren d  H a r ry  R u sse ll swung 
dow n first from  the baby-blue b o x
car. A l l  up  and down the lin e  o f cars, 
cheers bu rst fo rth  at h is  appearance. 
W h en  Jo h n  Castine  fo llow ed im m ed i
ate ly  a fte r, the cheers swelled to an 
u proar.

“ Y o u  kn o w ,”  said the parson as they 
w alked  together toward the general’s 
t ra in , “ I do believe that even among 
th is  backwash there are a few souls 
on the side o f the r ig h t .”

“ I ’m  a fra id ,”  Jo h n  answered, “ that 
i t ’s ju s t  a few  souls that lik e  to see a 
good fight.”

T hi genera l’s boy held w ide the 
doors of the ornate p a rlo r car. W h is
tles sh rille d , and the cars moved n erv
ously over the new-laid  tracks. Th ese  
ra ils  were o f good w rought iro n , bu t 
i t  w ou ld  take a w h ile  fo r them  to 
settle. Lo o k in g  out th rough  the rear 
door, over the fa n c ily  g ilded ra i l , John 
C astine  cou ld  see two m en ru n n in g  
toward H ell-on-W heels. T h e y  were 
stum b ling  in  the bu ffa lo  grass as they 
ran , bu t they fin a lly  made the tra in .

“ L e w  K o p a k ,”  he announced , “ has 
caught u p  w ith  h is crow d .”

“ Benny B a rk a  w ith  h im ?”  the gen
era l asked. H e  d id  not seem troub led  
at the news.

Jo h n  nodded. Benny B a rk a , he 
assumed, was the m an the preacher 
had th row n out o f the cafe car. F ie  
thought th at B u l l  B enn e tt was h av in g  
troub le  keep ing  back a sm ile : he was 
actu a lly  g lad  that the p a ir  had caught 
the tra in . I t  fitted rig h t in to  h is p lans 
to goad Jo h n  Castine  in to  a fight—and 
to com prom ise h im  in to  staying on.

T h e  general roared  to the w a ite r: 
“ O ne round  o f the u su a l!”

T h e  R everend  H a r ry  R u sse ll 
w inced . A s the special tra in  rocketed 
onto the m ain  lin e , the w a ite r brought 
the d rin ks .

“ T o  G od  and the L a w !”  the gen
era l toasted.

M o un ta in  C ity  was a h a lf-b u ilt  
roundhouse, some sw itches, a station 
p la tfo rm , and  a row  of shacks along 
the sing le street that ran  p a ra lle l to 
the tracks. M oun ta in  C ity  was also 
a m ob o f m en, speculators w ho were 
ready to se ll you any p lo t of land  in  
the c ity  regardless o f who owned it . 
M o un ta in  C ity  was a dream  of G e n 
e ra l B u e l B enn ett’s. I t  m ight be m ud 
and shanties now , bu t in  h is n iin d  
some day it w ould  be the cap ita l of

the te rrito ry—and some day it  w ou ld  
be the cap ita l o f the greatest State in  
the R o ck y  M ounta ins.

Jo h n  Castine  began to understand  
som ething of B u l l  - B enn ett’s d ream , as 
the three one-time comrades prow led 
around the lit t le  tow n. M ountains 
c irc led  them , sh in in g  against the 
horizon , and the w ater o f R ave n  Creek 
was c lear and cool. A  m an w ith  B u l l 
B enn e tt’s boyish enthusiasm  could  
re a lly  see c iv iliz a tio n  here, see the 
c ity  ris in g  before h is  eyes, not th in k 
in g  of the d reary tim e that m ust pre
cede. Jo h n  cou ld  not forget the la t
ter, and he knew  it  was not fo r h im .

“ R ig h t u p  here on th is r ise ,”  the 
general said , “ we’l l  b u ild  yo u r church , 
H a r ry . T h e  tow n ’s business d istric t 
w il l alw ays be n ear the ra ilro ad , but 
out here people w il l b u ild  th e ir 
homes. A  ch u rch  should  be close 
enough so people can w a lk  to it .”

“ N o t m y  ch u rch , G e n e ra l,”  the 
preacher assured h im .

B u t  that d id  not stop B u l l  Bennett. 
“ T h is  is the spot, a l l rig h t. G ive  you 
a chance to keep an  eye on a ll the 
w ickedness down below . A n d  on 
Jo h n , too. H e ’l l  w an t h is office on the 
m a in  street.”

Jo h n  checked the sharp  re to rt that 
came to h is lip s , aw are o f its fu t ility . 
T o  the eastward sm oke puffed in to  
the sky.

T h e  general po in ted . “ T h e re  she 
comes,”  he cried  exc ited ly . “ Hell-on- 
W h ee ls .”

T h e  tra in , u nder its strange burden, 
rocked lik e  a sh ip  in  a storm . In  the 
town below , the speculators a ll began 
to ru n  down the track . B u l l  Bennett 
started ru n n in g  too, and Jo h n , caught 
in  the mood o f the m om ent, cou ld  not 
help  but h u rry  a fte r h im . W h istles 
were b low ing  so lo u d ly  and  long that 
the tra in  had h a rd ly  enough steam to 
keep headway. G am b lers , g ir ls  and 
honkytonk keepers had poured from  
the tra in  to ru n  a long  the ra ils . Ju st 
below town they co llided  w ith  the 
speculators, and  a great cheer m ing led  
w ith  the m oan o f the engines.

T h e  tra in  creaked to a stop near the 
p la tfo rm , w ith o u t brakes being set 
and w ith o u t enough steam le ft in  the 
bo ilers even to keep the w histles going. 
G u ns were popping  everyw here and 
w here the station  was yet to be b u ilt , 
one of the ra ilro ad ers  had set up  an 
o ld  brass cannon and was fir in g  salutes 
in to  the white-flecked b lue sky. O ne 
o f the dance-hall g ir ls  threw  an arm  
around  h is neck and  kissed h im . T h e  
m an touched off the cannon again , 
and the g ir l scream ed, w h ile  the m an 
whooped lik e  a S io u x .

A  c ity  had d ied  a  hundred  m iles to 
the east; a c ity—th is  tim e perhaps a 
perm anent one—was being born r ig h t 
here.

T h e  c ity  grew . Jo h n  cou ld  see it  
g row ing  lik e  some so rt o f m ag ic p lan t.
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T h e  lone street o f th at m o rn in g  had 
become “ M a in  Street.”  O thers now  
branched  off from  it , and others s t ill 
were surveyed p a ra lle l to it :  Bennett 
B o u leva rd , M o un ta in  A ven ue , R a i l 
road Street. T e n ts  were p itched. 
Shanties had been un loaded  from  the 
long tra in  of flatcars, 'and the R a i l 
road Cafe  was shunted over to a con
ven ien t spot near the station p lat
form . A  tru ly  elegant honkytonk 
know n as the L igh tho use  seemed to 
have popped from  the m uddy ground . 
Com plete w ith  fo ld in g  boardw alks 
w h ich  had been 'brought a long each 
tim e Hell-on-W lieels m oved from  one 
site to another, it  had wooden w alls 
and a canvas roo f and colored O r i
enta l lanterns. F la n k in g  the slatted, 
sw ing ing  doors were pa in ted  robust, 
naked ladies, each w ith  a finger 
nooked  to entice the passerby.

Sp ike M cCoy had once been entre
preneur o f the L igh tho use  bu t he was 
dead and bu ried  and forgotten, and 
a sm all, fresh ly-painted sign pro
c la im ed : Lew Kopak, Prop.

T r u e  to the sign, L e w  K o p a k  h im 
self was propped squarely beneath it . 
Benny B a rk a  flanked  h im  011 the other 
side of the door, below  the second fat 
lady , -when Jo h n  C astine  and  the R e v 
erend H a r ry  R usse ll stam ped on  the 
bo ardw a lk  to shake m ud from  th e ir 
boots. L e w  was sm oking a cigar and 
sm iling  g en ia lly .

“ A fte rno on , boys,”  he greeted them . 
“ Com e on in . A n y th in g  you w an t is 
on the house, Parson . Y o u  too, Shy
ste r.”

“ T h a n k s ,”  Jo h n  C astine  sa id , not 
pausing.

“ I f  you never seen any re a l, genu
ine s in , Parson , here's yo u r chance,”  
L e w  taunted.

“ Precise ly w hat I  need,”  the preach
er said , “ to spice u p  a d u ll Sunday 
serm on.”

F l ic  two m en w alked  on by, looking  
stra ight ahead, th e ir backs uncom 
prom ising . A s they stepped off the 
fo ld ing  b o ardw a lk  fro n tin g  the L ig h t
house, L e w  K o p a k  ca lled  after them :

“ W e ’re  ho ld in g  a m eeting ton ight 
—eight o’c lock. T o  set u p  a town 
governm ent.”

F or the briefest in stan t, Jo hn  Cas
tine  halted  in  the m u d ; then he w ent 
on. E v id e n tly  the o rig in a l c itizens of 
M oun ta in  C ity  had not yet troubled 
to organize a fo rm al governm ent. 
T h e  usual m ethod, he knew , was to 
ca ll a mass m eeting o f everyone in  
tow n, and there elect a tem porary 
m ayor and co u nc il, who w ou ld  d raw  
up a constitu tion  and  p etitio n  the 
te rr ito r ia l governm ent fo r a charter. 
F in a lly  a fo rm a l election  w ou ld  be 
held . I t  was a p ity  that th is had  been 
delayed u n t i l L e w  K o p a k ’s a r r iv a l, bu t 
th at was none o f Jo hn ’s a ffa ir . H e  
had le t h im se lf get in vo lved  in  one



A t  P i n e  R u n , w i t h  a  d o z e n  
m e n , h e  h a d  h e l d  b a c k  s e v 
e r a l  h u n d r e d  C o n fe d e r a t e s .

b raw l w ith  K o p a k , and that was 
enough. L e w  K o p ak  was a sym bol o£ 
a ll he d id  not lik e  about the raw  W est; 
K o p a k  had also become, a lthough he 
h im se lf ce rta in ly  d id  not know  it , a 
tool that B u l l B enn ett hoped to use 
to w ork h is w i l l  upon John Castine . 
H e  was ce rta in  that the general fig
ured that, i f  he cou ld  once get h im  in 
volved w ith  K o p ak , Jo h n  w ou ld  be 
swept in to  the cu rren t o f th is m oun
tain  to rrent and  w ou ld  stay here.

“ Y o u  kn o w ,”  sa id  the parson sud
d en ly , “ there is a p ile  of sin  to be 
fought around  M o u n ta in  C ity .”

“ I  expect,”  Jo h n  agreed.
H e  looked at h is o ld  fr ie n d  sharp ly . 

H a r ry  R u sse ll had spoken in  a half- 
jesting  tone, bu t h is face was very  
serious. T h e  b a itin g  o f L e w  K o p ak , 
B u l l  B enn e tt’s constant nudging , m ust 
have had th e ir  effect upon the 
preacher. H e  c a n ’ t m a k e  u p  h is m in d ,  
Jo h n  thought; h e ’s n o t  s o  s u r e  o f  w h a t  
h e  w a n ts  as I  a m .

Perhaps the w rin k le d  b it o f w rap 
p ing  paper that c rin k le d  r ig h t now 
in John Castine 's pocket could  give 
h is fr ie n d  the answer. H e  d id  not 
know  h im se lf how it  had  got there, 
but he d id  know  who had scrawled 
upon it  these words:

You and the skypilol both better 
start totin shouten irons.

We meen it.

John d id  not in ten d  to te ll H a r ry  
R u sse ll about that note.

T h e re  was a gay and carefree d in 
ner party  that n ig h t in  B u l l  Bennett's 
ornate p a rlo r car. T h e  general was

m ellow , the cham pagne ice co ld ; and 
C h a rity  Le e  was ve ry  b e a u tifu l in  pale 
green, a square-throated gown that 
pu t a strange lig h t  in to  her am ethyst 
eyes and  praised the gentle curves of 
her lo ve ly  figure. Jo h n  C astine , aware 
that she w ou ld  be present, had  prom 
ised h im se lf to forget h is annoyance 
w ith  her. H a v in g  seen enough and 
had enough of the genera l’s plots and 
p lans, he had  decided to leave M oun 
ta in  C ity  tom orrow ; bu t fo r the sake 
of o ld  fr ie n d sh ip , he w ou ld  do noth
ing  ton ight to m ar the occasion for 
B u l l  Bennett.

A fter his first sight of C h a rity , he 
judged  that h is self-imposed task 
w ou ld  be easy. H e  even got to th in k 
ing , as the cham pagne m ellow ed h im , 
of a ce rta in ’ fine b r ic k  house in  Boston, 
and how a g ir l lik e  C h a rity  Le e  w ould  
grace its draw ing-room . T h e y  cou ld  
have fine parties there , not th is poor 
farce o f a one that bare ly shut out the 
b raw lin g , d irty  tow n outside. T h e  
ris in g  young attorney and h is beau
t ifu l w ife . . . .

Jo h n  had figured out, too, w hat it  
was he d is liked  about the W est: it  
was too m uch lik e  the w ar. G lam o r
ous from  a d istance, those m ountains 
and stream s, but up  close it  was a ll 
m ud and  blood, barrenness and rau 
cous noise.

T h e  general bellowed for more 
cham pagne. T h e  glasses bubbled , 
and he ca lled  fo r h is  boy. A l l  even ing

he had been sending telegram s. T h e  
first had gone to an o ld  crony in  W a il 
Street, who had swro rn  that the gen
e ra l’s ra ilro ad  w ou ld  go b a n k ru p t be
fore it  ever reached the m ounta in s:

TRAINS RUNNING TO MOUNTAIN CITY
TODAY BIGGEST AND BEST LITTLE
CITY IN THE WORLD
T h a t  had got h im  going. H e  had 

sent another to the m ayor of New 
Y o rk  C ity , in v it in g  h im  to come as a 
personal guest of the ra ilro ad  to see 
w hat a rea l c ity  looked lik e ; then lie 
w ent fa rth e r afie ld . H e  telegraphed 
President Johnson  the suggestion that 
the cap ita l be moved to M ounta in  
C ity , w here the c lear m ounta in  a ir  
w ou ld  stra ighten out the th in k in g  of 
Congress. H e  had n ext in v ite d  the 
P rin ce  of W a les to come over and 
h un t p ra ir ie  ch icken .

Jo h n  C astine , w atch ing  Buel B e n 
nett’s e xh ib it io n is t antics, began even 
to feel some of the w arm th toward 
h im  stealing  back, such as he had led 
d u ring  the w ar. T h e  old boy meant 
w e ll, and in  a way he was lu cky . He 
had hopped rig h t from  tire w ar in to  
som ething lik e  it . H e  was doing 
th ings, in  the on ly  way he knew , and 
that was how you could  be happy. 
M aybe it  was the same sort of con
v ic tio n  that made H a rry  R u sse ll stick 
to lem onade.

N o w  the general dem anded fresh 
paper. “ G od and the L a w ! G ives 
me an idea .”  Pie ta lked  as he wrote.
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“ T o  H is  H o liness , the Pope, Rom e, 
I ta ly .”

T h e  gay party gasped, b u t the gen
eral con tinued : “ T h e  b ig g e s t  l i t t l e  
c i ty  s e n d s  you , g r e e t in g s . .  F iv e  th o u 
sa n d  f e e t  c lo s e r  t o  h e a v e n  th a n  is 
R o m e ,  w e  ask  y o u r  b l e s s i n g ”  H e  in 
vited  the Pope to come in  person and 
offered h im  the use o f his p riva te  car. 
T h e n , augustly, he folded the paper 
and handed it  to the boy.

“ U n c le  JBuel,”  C h a rity  Le e  said , 
“ you can ’t send th a t.”

O d d ly  enough, the preacher said 
nothing . H a r ry  R usse ll had moved 
away from  the tab le w hen the general 
was w rit in g , and now he was standing 
on the ca r’s p la tfo rm . John Castine 
reached fo r the paper, but the boy 
backed away.

“ Better leave that one t i l l  m orn ing , 
G e n e ra l,”  he said m ild ly .

B u ll Bennett g lowered at h im . He 
d id  not lik e  to be crossed. H e  bel
lowed at the boy: “ I f  you don ’t w an t 
you r h ide tanned—”

T h e  boy ran . B rie fly , w h ile  the 
door was open, sounds of the town 
d rifted  in . M en were shouting in  the 
streets: “ T o w n  m eeting! L igh tho use  
—town m eeting—”

Jo h n  wondered i f  he should  go 
around to the telegraph shack and te ll 
the operator to hold up the genera l’s 
message, but lie  shrugged it  off. I f  the

J o h n  la s h e d  o u t  a t K o p a k  w i t h  a b e e r  
m u g  in  h is  h a n d , n o t  th r o w in g  it, b u t  
u s in g  i t  as h e  m ig h t  b ra ss  k n u c k le s .

general insisted on m aking  a fool of 
h im se lf, let h im .

T h e  preacher ca lled  from  the door: 
“ I f  we’re going to that m eeting , Jo h n , 
we’d better be on ou r w ay .”

John was startled . “ W h y  do you 
w an t to go? I t  w il l  be a farce. A 
m eeting in  a h onkyton k—dom inated 
by K o p ak  and h is crow d .”

C h a r ity  Lee  was suddenly beside 
h im . “ Jo h n ’s r ig h t ,”  she told the 
preacher. “ I ’ve seen it  before. M en 
lik e  K o p ak —the o n ly  way they can 
fight is w ith  guns. So they try to 
make you fight th e ir way. H e ’s try ing  
it  now—1 heard  about the note. D o n ’t 
go—either o f yo u .”

T h ,  y were a l l a lte r h im , one way 
or another, John thought—p u llin g  
h im  th e ir way. N ow  B u l l Bennett 
stood u n ce rta in ly . I t  was obvious 
that he had consumed too m uch cham 
pagne.

" I ’m  going,”  he m uttered.
B u t the B u l l  cou ld  not m ake it . H e  

slum ped back in to  his ch a ir ; h is eyes 
looked accusing ly at Jo h n .

“ I t ’s an act,”  C h a r ity  whispered. 
“ H e ’s try ing  to goad you ag a in .”

Jo h n  tu rned  on h is heel, w a lked  out 
and jo ined the preacher.

T h e  Ligh tho use  was as b r il lia n t  
as sin  and as crowded as Hades. Short- 
sk irted  g irls  moved through the

throng, p ick in g  pockets w hen they 
cou ld , and bum m ing  weak d rin ks at 
a d o lla r each w hen the ir lu ck  ran 
low. Sw eating bartenders stood e l
bow to elbow behind the long m a
hogany counter. T h e y  w ould  make 
you a "D an c in g  L a d y ,”  if  you asked 
tor it , or a "Kansas C ity  T o rn a d o ;”  
but a “ slug”  was by £ar the favorite  
d r in k  of the even ing . T h e  m en here 
were in ten t on consum ing as m uch 
red-eye as possible in  tile briefest 
tim e, and Lew' K o p a k ’s boys were pre
pared to oblige.

Le w  h im se lf leaned against the bat
tered o ld  p iano, sm oking a fresh cigar. 
Benny B a rka  stood by the sw ing ing 
doors, greeting  each new a rr iv a l. He 
bowed sard on ica lly  at these latest 
two.

“ I t ’s a great honor, Parson, a rea lly  
great honor, C astin e ,”  he sm irked : 
“ W h ere ’s the general?”

Jo h n  C astine  fe lt Benny B a rk a ’s 
eyes m oving  over h im , searching for 
bulges that w ould  ind icate  h idden 
weapons. L ie  noticed how th e ir a r
riv a l had caused a hush to sweep the 
h onkytonk , then a q u ick  m u rm u r of 
ta lk . L e w  Ko pak  was ivav ing  his 
cigar. Jo h n  C astine  thought of the 
two pistols s t ill in  h is carpet bag, of 
his college days and H a rva rd  Y a rd , 
and of read ing law  at Beechum  and 
Beaucham ps on State Street. O ne of 
the g irls  was chattering  at h im  and 
ru b b in g  her hands over h im ; he 
pushed her aside and moved across 
the room  to the p iano, w h ich  stood on 
a portable dais. L e w  Ko p ak  beat on 
the bass keys. H is  sh r il l voice cut 
th rough  the smoke and racket of the 
canvas-covered saloon.
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“ W e  got a real law yer here ,”  he 
shouted, "and  a real live  parson. If  
you ask m e, we’re dam n lu c k y .”

T h e  ci'owd cheered, as if  th is had 
been rehearsed. T h e  w hole o f H e ll- 
on-W heels was here, John  judged. Ko- 
p a k ’s r iv a ls  as w e ll as h is friends. T h e  
speculators from  the o rig in a l settle
m ent w ou ld  side w ith  the Ko pak 
crow d, and anyth ing  done at th is 
m eeting w ou ld  be a farce ; but the 
b itte r th ing  was that any provisiona l 
governm ent set up  ton ight w ou ld  be 
b in d in g  at least u n t il it  reached the 
leg islatu re o r the Governo r.

K o p ak  was beating  the p iano again. 
“ T h is  here law yer know s everyth ing , 
in c lu d in g  the long w ords,”  he told his 
ad m iring  audience. “ H e ’l l  keep us 
legal. A n d  th is preacher, he’l l  keep 
us on the side of the L o rd . I ’d lik e  
to suggest we m ake John Castine 
m oderato r.”

T h is  su rp rise  came so suddenly to 
Jo h n  that he could  not guess w hat 
was back o f it . T h e  crowd shouted, 
“ Y a y —yay!”  and the law yer was 
elected. Jo hn  C astine ’s face was hot 
as he stood before the gathering . H e  
had been angled in to  a position  he 
d id  not w an t, no r cou ld  he th in k  of a 
w ay of getting  out o f it . H e  cleared 
h is  throat.

“ T o n ig h t ,”  he shouted, “ we’re  going 
to elect a p rovis iona l governm ent—a 
m ayor and co u n c il to act u n t i l we can 
fo rm  a lega lly  constituted governm ent. 
W e ’l l  need tem porary po lice and fire 
departm ents—some sort o f court—” 

Somebody ye lled : “ H e a r—h e ar!”  
T h e  canvas roo f shook w ith  the 

cheers. T h e y  w ou ld  cheer h im  now, 
bu t unless he could  th in k  o f a m irac le  
to tu rn  them , when it  cam e to voting  
they w ou ld  vote L e w  K o p a k ’s way. 
K o p ak  d rum m ed the bass keys again.

“ I t  is custom ary ,”  Jo h n  Castine  
sa id , “ to open m eetings such as th is 
w ith  p rayer—a plea that we m ay be 
successful.”

T a k in g  the cue, the R everend  H a r ry  
R u sse ll stepped u p  onto the dais. H is  
face , as he ra ised  h is  hand , was a  m ask. 
T h e  crowd fe ll s ilen t, but fo r a long 
m om ent the preacher stood there say
in g  noth ing . A  g ir l g iggled. Jo h n  
C astin e ’s r ib s  began to ache, and he 
realized  he had been ho ld ing  his 
breath .

“ I ’m not sure th at a prayer would 
be exactly  f ittin g .”  T h e  preacher spoke 
q u ie tly , yet h is  vo ice seemed to ca rry  
lik e  a  bom bshell through the room . 
“ A  p rayer m ust be backed by fa ith . I 
do not see any fa ith  here .”

T h e  g ir l giggled again. L e w  Ko pak  
beat fu rio u s ly  on the keys.

“ S h u t u p ,”  he shouted at the g ir l . 
“ A n d  you , skyp ilo t : Y o u  got up  here 
to pray. N ow  get going.”

“ M aybe he a in ’t a rea l preacher 
a fte r a l l ,”  B enn y B a rka  said from  the

doorw ay. “ H e ’s the gent pushed me 
out o f the boxcar. A  rea l preacher 
w o u ld n ’t do th a t.”

K o p ak  s lid  a p isto l ou t from  under 
h is coat. “ Y o u ’l l  p ray , dam n it , and 
you ’ ll p ray r ig h t .”

T h e  preacher began to ta lk , stra ight 
to L e w  K o p a k , h is  sonorous vo ice rin g 
in g  through the h onkyton k . As he 
ta lked , John  C astin e  m arveled  at his 
fr ien d . T h is  was no  longer the re t ir
ing , sensitive H a r ry  R u sse ll who had 
gone in to  the ch u rch  because of the 
shock o f w a r : th is was a new m an , a 
m an w ith  a cause he believed in .

“ Y o u ’re a s inn e r and  a hypocrite , 
L e w  K o p a k ,”  he sa id . “ Y o u ’re a m u r
derer and a th ie f. Y e t you have the 
in cred ib le  gall to set yourse lf up  as 
a representative of the people—”

“ P ra y ,”  K o p a k ’s vo ice rasped.
“ —of th is tow n, and to ca ll a meet

ing in  th is u n h o ly  spot,”  surrounded 
by you r henchm en—”

Jo h n  C astine  knew  that Ko p ak  was 
going to shoot even before h is finger 
w h itened  on the trigger.

“ Y o u ’l l  p ray ,”  K o p ak  shouted, “ or 
dance!”

T h e  gun blazed, and  the bu lle t 
shattered the wooden floor o f the dais 
between the preacher's feet. T h e  
R everend  H a r ry  R u ss e ll never m oved; 
h is voice ro lled  on th rough  the dance 
h a ll . K o p a k ’s gun boomed again , and 
sp lin te rs flew about the boots o l the 
preacher. T h e  acrid  b it of black- 
powder sm oke m ade John Castine  
cough. H e  could  not reach Le w  K o 
pak, because both the preacher and 
the p iano were in  the way.

T h e  p isto l barked  fo r a th ird  tim e. 
T h is  tim e the lead b it in to  lea ther— 
yet o n ly  the slightest w h istle  o f breath 
showed that the preacher had been 
wounded.

P la in ly , John thought, L e w  Kopak 
had never been faced w ith  anyth ing  
lik e  th is before. H e  had lost h is cigar 
and h is cockiness. H is  m outh was 
screwed up strangely , and his nerves 
were w earing  aw ay lik e  a sandy bank 
o f a stream  in  flood. In  a m om ent he 
w ou ld  k i l l ;  he w ou ld  have to k i l l  be
cause he was that sort o f a m an , and 
noth ing  cou ld  stop h im , ne ither the 
law  nor h is ow n tw isted w il l.

H a r ry  R u sse ll was w a lk ing  toward 
K o p ak  now , castigating  h im , ta lk ing  
stead ily . John C astin e  vau lted  over 
the p iano lik e  a boy p lay ing  leapfrog. 
O n e  of the short-skirted g irls  clutched 
at h im , d e lay ing  h im  just enough so 
that L e w  K o p ak  got off the inevitab le  
shot. H e  could  not even hear the 
sound o f i t  in  that pandem onium , but 
he cou ld  see the bu rst of smoke and 
the je rk  o f the b lack pisto l in  K o p a k ’s 
hand .

B enn y B a rka  also  was f ir in g , ap
pa ren tly , from  the doorw ay, because 
Jo hn  C astine  fe lt a p lu ck in g  at the 
back of h is coat and knew  that the

g ir l w ho had grabbed for h im  could 
not have reached h im  there. T h e n  
both Jo h n ’s heels crashed dow n, fu ll 
in to  L e w  K o p a k ’s face, and the gun
m an crum pled  up  on the dais. T h e  
law yer fe ll h eav ily  upon h im .

T h e  Reverend  H a r ry  R u sse ll had 
gone to h is knees, h is big hands c lu tch 
ing  h is chest. H is  voice was m uted, 
lik e  the m uttering  o f w in d  in  the cot
tonwood leaves: “ . . . f o r  th e y  k n o w  
n o t  to h a t th e y  d o ”

H is  eyelids flickered . H e  was stay
ing  to the last. H e  was re a lly  p ray ing  
now , not for h im se lf, but fo r these 
people here, and he w anted to m ake 
it  good. H e  w anted to m ake it  strong 
enough to stick .

John C astine  had recovered h is ba l
ance. Le w  K o p ak  had lost h is p isto l, 
and John had found it . H e  could  be 
sure o f on ly  one cartridge in the 
weapon, though there m ight be two 
if  Ko pak  was not in  the h ab it o f car
ry in g  h is ham m er over an em pty. 
John C astine ’s sharp  heels had cu t 
open K o p ak ’s forehead, and blood 
spurted in to  the eyes of the honkytonk 
ow ner, b lin d in g  h im . Benny B a rka  
was ang ling  through the crow d for a 
shot.

John took a long chance; he fired 
po in t-b lank at B a rka , and B a rka  h it 
the floor. John had missed, but his 
shot stampeded the crowd. Men and 
g irls  rushed for the door and for the 
flim sy w a lls , and canvas fluttered as 
people p iled  up against guy ropes. 
W h im p e rin g  lik e  a beaten dog, Le w  
Ko pak knuckled  blood from  his eyes 
and groped over the dais for his gun.

John C astine  pistol-whipped h im , 
knocking  h im  flat on his face.

T h e n  he lifted  the preacher in his 
arm s. T h e  canvas eddied above and 
co llapsed; there was a crash o f tin  and 
glass, the risk  of bu rn in g  clo th  and 
sp illed  coai-oil. G ir ls  screamed end
lessly and men cursed ; some, more 
brash than the others, took a chance 
on ra id in g  the bar.

A  nd John C astin e , w ith  h is head 
hunched down over the lim p  body of 
h is  fr ie n d , butted h is way out o f the 
b lazing  L igh tho use . W hen  he reached 
fresh a ir , he gulped deeply, d izz ily  of 
it . B eh in d  h im  the great canvas roof 
bellied  up , lik e  a balloon f il lin g  w ith  
gas; flam e ate through it  and shot 
in to  the a ir  as i f  forced by a bellows.

T h e  preacher was as big as John, 
so lid  and heavy. B u t he seemed lig ht 
as a boy as h is frien d  trotted  down 
the g leam ing ra ils  toward B u ll Ben
nett's e legant p a rlo r car.

F ire  stained the clouds above M oun
ta in  C ity . T h e re  was no longer any 
n ig h t. A l l  about the one-time L ig h t
house, m en fought fra n t ic a lly , tearing  
down the flim sy structures they had 
spent the day erecting , or pushing 
the sm alle r bu ild in g s in to  the street to
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expected to fire them  again  at a hu 
m an being.

“ T h o u g h t they’d look good on my 
office w a ll alongside m y d ip lo m a ,”  he 
said to no one in  p a rticu la r. “ T w o  
k inds o f la w : the law  of m ight, and 
the law  that’s w ritten  by men demo
cra tica lly  assembled to determ ine 
w hat’s best for a ll. T w o  k in d s .”

T h e  g ir l had d ried  her hands and 
was listen in g  to the preacher’s breath-, 
ing . Jo h n  spun the cy linders of his 
six-shooters. “ T h e re ’s a th ird  k ind  
of law , I  expect. I don’t even know  
w hat to ca ll it—but I ’m  going to give 
it  a try  first ton ight. Do you have 
some cartridges, G en era l?” .

“ P le n ty .”  B u ll Bennett fin ished 
h is w h isky  and w ater. “ I ’ ll go w ith  
you .”

“ No. You stick  to you r ra ilro ad ing , 
B u l l . I ’ve taken over the law  jo b .”  
A nd  he spoke so firm ly  that fo r once 
B u ll d id  not try to argue.

“ You  going to k i l l  h im ?”  the m an 
in  the doorw ay asked.

“ I f  you ’re ca rry ing  messages,”  John 
answered, “ just tell h im  that law  has 
come to M oun ta in  C ity . H is  tim e is 
up . T h a t  ought to be enough. B u t 
te ll h im , if  he w ants it  that w ay, I ’ll 
be ca rry ing  m y guns.”

T h e  m an ju m ped  from  the p la t
form  and scurried  along the rig h t of 
w ay. Jo h n  w alked  over to the tab le, 
took the largest piece of paper he 
could  find , and wrote on it  in  in k  in 
broad, c lear strokes. H e  stood up, 
buck ling  on his guns; then, w ith  the 
paper in  h is hand , he started toward 
the door. B u t at the doonvay he 
stopped, fo r C h a rity  Lee  stood there, 
b lock ing  the way.

“ John C astin e ,”  she said , “ I ’ve some
th ing  to say to you, and th is tim e 
you ’re going to listen . M aybe you 
thought I  was egging you on before, 
lik e  U n c le  B u e l—b u t I  w asn’ t. I 
m eant, i t . ”

She looked up  at h im , a lig h t he had 
not seen before in  her pu rp le  eyes. 
“ D o n ’t go out there, John . T h e y ’re 
w a itin g  for you, h id in g  out to get you 
from  the d a rk . W h a t have you got 
to gain? Y o u ’ve licked  them once to
day; by tom orrow  they’re going to 
know  they’re licked , and they’l l  get 
out of tow n. I  know  th e ir k in d .”

John shook h is head, held up the 
notice he had w ritten  fo r her to see. 
“ T o m o rro w  they’l l  know  it —bu t not 
u n til I ’ve w alked out there tonight 
and put up  th is sign w here they can 
see it . I ’ve got to do th a t.”  H e  could  
not resist adding , though he sm iled  as 
he spoke: “ I thought you like d  this 
k in d  o f th ing , C h a r ity . G ro w in g  up  
w ith  the W est—gun fights, badm en.”

H e r eyes flashed fire. “ G ro w in g  up  
w ith  the W est, yes. Because it ’s a fine 
th ing  to see and a fine tim e to be 
liv in g  in . T o  see m en lik e  K o p ak

be hau led  away. A  massed rin g  of 
tinh o rn s and g irls , construction  w o rk
ers and p la in  people gathered around 
to stare at the te rrib le  sight. T h e y  
stood w ith  m ouths open, eyes reflect
ing  the blaze.

In  G en era l Bue l B enn ett’s private 
car, the preacher lay  unconscious on 
h is bed. John  Castine  stood by, w h ile  
C h a rity  Le e  washed her hands. B u ll 
Bennett was lif t in g  a stiff d r in k  and 
looking  troub led  and in d ig nan t, as 
if  to say that th is k in d  o f th ing  could 
not happen to a frien d  o f his.

T h e  m an who had brought the in 
fo rm ation  stood on the back p latfo rm , 
h is heavy body silhouetted  against the 
b rig ht sky. Nobody answered h im . 
Nobody looked at h im .

“ L e w  Ko pak  got out, I ’m  te llin g  
yo u ,”  he said a second tim e. “ H e

craw led  out. H e ’s out. W e a ll 
thought he was done fo r—bu t he got 
o u t.”

“ H o w  bad is H a r ry , rea lly?”  Jo h n  
C astine  asked C h a r ity  Lee .

“ I  don ’t kn o w ,”  she answered. 
“ T h a t  bu lle t broke a r ib .”  H e r hands 
were poised above the wash basin . 
“ I  don ’t th in k  it  h it h is lungs—or 
h ea rt.”

John Castine  got his carpet bag and 
took from  it a package w rapped in  
oiled c lo th . C a re fu lly  he unw rapped 
h is pistols. H e  had  brought them 
along w ith  the thought of h un tin g  
buffa lo  in  the old  A rm y  m anner. O il 
lay  heavy on the m etal and he found 
the barre ls c lear o f rust. T h e  law yer 
w iped off h is guns and tested the 
m echanism . W h en  he had pu t the 
Co lts away afte r the Avar, he had never



pushed aside and the good men com
ing  in  to b u ild . B u t not the k illin g s , 
Jo h n . You  know  w hat I m ean. I  
heard  you say you ’d put up you r guns 
fo r good/’

H e  shook h is head, but h is heart was 
suddenly sing ing . “ I  thought I  had. 
B u t I learned a th ing  w hen T «saw 
H a rry  down there, and heard h im . 
Boston is no longer for fo lks lik e  us. 
W e ’ve got to have a th ing  to fight for, 
and m aybe a new land  to b u ild  
W e ’ve got it  here. I f  I have to, I ’ll 
use m y guns for it ."

T h e n , before he stepped out o f the 
car, and q u ite  as if  it  were the n atu ra l 
th in g  to do, he put h is arm s around 
C h a rity  Le e  and kissed her.

T h e  ra ils  looked red-hot u nder the 
fire g low , and the heat o f the blaze 
was heavy in  the n ight. T h e  L ig h t
house was a total loss; its sidew alk  
crackled  m e rr ily , and the bursting  
p iano  strings added th e ir m acabre 
m usic . -A w h isky  b a rre l blew up, 
sending its gevser of b lue  flam e into 
the sky. I t  was better than the Fo u rth  
o f J u ly ; it  was m uch better because 
tw o m en w aited w ith  d raw n pistols 
b eh ind  the fire , w h ile  a th ird  slow ly 
w alked  down the m a in  street of 
M o u n ta in  C ity .

M oun ta in  C ity —m ud and filth —a 
tow n that could  be loaded onto flat
cars and moved a hundred  m iles to
m orrow  and set up  again w ith ou t los
in g  its id en tity . M oun ta in  C ity —a 
telegram  to the Pope. 'W e ll, th is was 
som ething here, th is w a lk  of death— 
th is was som ething that the general 
w ou ld  not care to re lay to R om e. 
Som ething that big m izzled B u ll 
w ou ld  not cable to the P rince  of 
W a les. Com e hunt rats w ith  m e, bet
ter than grouse in  O lde Scotland , rats 
lik e  Ko p ak  and Benny B a rka . B rin g  
the Princess. B rin g  good o ld  V ic to ria .

I t  was odd w h at you thought about 
w hen w a lk in g  alone down a street 
lin ed  w ith  p ink-tinged faces. You 
thqpght crazy thoughts, and you 
thought of a g ir l whose lip s had been 
w arm  against yours a m om ent before. 
You  wondered if  you w ould  ever look 
in to  her eyes again . C razy  thoughts, 
and a cu rious co lo r; but s t ill there was 
a high fine feeling  about it  a l l , and 
none o f the emptiness there had been 
sometimes since the w ar.

T h e  b lazing boardw alk  to h is righ t 
not on ly  dazzled John ’s eyes but its. 
heat caused sweat to b lin d  h im . S t ill 
he kept on going. H e  thought of 
H a r ry  R usse ll who kept on ta lk in g , 
and he kept w a lk in g  down the street. 
H e  had an ob jective . Som etim e d u r
ing  the afternoon , a few  enthusiasts 
had trim m ed a p ine tree and hoisted 
it  fo r a flagpole, down the street a 
hundred  yards. A  hundred  yards was 
a long way ton ight, but that was w here 
he had to go.

N ear the end of the bo ardw a lk , the 
w a ll o f faces collapsed as m en and 
wom en ran  to escape from  the lin e  of 
gunfire . T h a t  m ust m ean that K o p ak  
and B a rk a  were som ewhere ju s t  ahead. 
H is  in stin c t , sharpened by the years of 
w ar, a l l bu t drove h im  to one side ; but 
he fought to keep h im se lf in  the street, 
and he kept on w a lk in g .

T h e  flagpole was less than fifty  yards 
away. I t  w ou ld  have to happen soon, 
i f  it  was going to happen. H e  saw 
m ovem ent ahead, and now  he was cer
ta in . K o p a k  and B a rk a  were up  
there, but they kep t sh iftin g  position , 
as i f  nervously  seeking the perfect spot 
from  w h ich  to fire.

Jo h n  reached the flagpole. H e  put 
the notice against it . D e lib e ra te ly  
tu rn in g  h is back upon K o p ak  and 
B a rka , he pounded a n a il in to  the 
green wood w ith  the bu tt o f one o f h is 
Co lts. T h e n , s t ill d e libera te ly , he"bol
stered the gun and stood back, so that 
the sign was there fo r a ll to read ;
TOW N M E E T !N O -A T  NOON TODAY 

UNDER THIS FLAG 
T his w il i be leg al . A n yon e  look
ing FOR TROUBLE T WILL THROW OUT.

JOHN CASTINE

W h y d id n ’t they sta rt shooting? C u 
rio sity  m ig h t have stayed th e ir hands 
w h ile  he was p u ttin g  u p  the sign , but 
that could no longer be the answer. 
H e  was a perfect target, w ith  the fire
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lig h t beh ind  h im . T h e y  w ou ld  never 
find  a better.

" A l l  r ig h t, K o p a k ,"  he ca lled . " I f  
you w an t a fight, start shooting .”

H e  heard  an  odd w h im p erin g  sound, 
w h ich  cou ld  on ly  have come from  L e w  
K o p ak . B enn y B a rk a  cursed, try ing  
to w ork up courage. T h e n , suddenly , 
he cou ld  see both of them  again , ru n 
n ing . T h e y  were not ru n n in g  toward 
h im , b u t away from  h im , in to  the d a rk 
ness and tow ard the ra ilro ad  tracks 
that stretched eastward. F o r th e ir 
k in d , there were easier ways than  th is 
to m ake a liv in g .

S omeone beh ind  h im  ye lled . Jo hn  
w aited  a m om ent, then tu rned  back 
down the street. A s he w a lked  toward 
the G e n e ra l’s p a rlo r car, the p ink- 
tinged faces seemed to open in to  one 
vast cheering throat.

C h a rity  Le e  was w a itin g  fo r Jo h n  as 
he came u p  the steps o f the car. She 
rushed in to  h is arm s, and he held he!r 
close. H e  fe lt he had trave led  a long 
road since A ppom attox, searching. 
T h is  was to be h is hom e, and he knew  
it  now.

A ftc i a w h ile  he sa id , w ith  a touch 
o f Boston s t i l l  in  h is vo ice : " T h a t
R a ilro a d  C a fe , C h a r ity . Y o u ’l l  have 
to g ive it  u p ."

H e r eyes tw in k le d  m e rr ily  through 
tears “ Yes s ir ,"  she said.

H a r ry  Russel] was b reath ing  evenly 
now . B u t they found  G enera l Bue l 
Bennett s ittin g  w ith  h is head in  h is 
hands, g roan ing. A  telegram  lay on 
the arm  o f h is ch a ir , and in  h is r ig h t 
hand  he held a glass; the glass was 
em pty bu t he d rank  of it  just the 
same. H e  tapped the telegram .

" Jo h n ,”  he said , “ 1 don ’t dare look 
at it . From  the—the Pope. T o o  m uch 
cham pagne, John ! You  should  never 
have le t me send it . You  should  have 
pu lled  down the w ire s .”

W e a r ily , Jo h n  picked up the paper, 
fee ling  it  w ou ld  b u rn  h im . H e broke 
the seal and read a loud , slow ly .

"G e n e ra l B u e l Bennett:.”  (B enn ett 
w inced .) "D e e p ly  impressed by you r 
g lorious achievem ent. I w ou ld  be 
honored to v is it  you r great lit t le  c ity  
that is closer to H eaven  than is R o m e . 
B u t  ju st w here the he ll is it? ”

T h e  G enera] gulped again  from  h is 
em pty glass.

" I t 's  signed, ‘Pope ,’ "  John added.
T h e n  he recognized the poorly d is

guised w rit in g , and it was not that of 
the telegraph operator. H e  glanced 
over at the bed; the Reverend  H a rry  
R u sse ll’s eyes were closed, but h is lip s 
sm iled . John  C astine  rem em bered 
that he had not been in  the car when 
the boy le ft to send the B u l l ’s last 
telegram .

John g rinned . You  cou ld n ’t k i l l  a 
m an lik e  th at. A nd  he was going to 
be a good m an to have beside you in  
the b ig  days to come.
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"  f  ^  E T  th is one, C h u c k ,”  H ap  
m  G rad y  ordered. “ G e t this
B  “T | one rig h t, i f  you have to fly 

through one o f those P e n n 
sy lvan ia  tunnels to m ake i t ! ”

The  N ew  Y o rk  M e r c u r y -B la d e  had 
not had a w orth-w hile  lo cal story to 
get its ink-stained teeth in to  fo r weeks. 
T h e y ’d tried  a ll sum m er, but they 
co u ld n ’t b lam e the w eather on any
one. A n d  a paper needs som ething 
besides d istu rb ing  foreign news.

“ I  sometimes w onder,” C h u ck  M ere
d ith  said  w ith  a sudden surge of u n 
expected reflection . A ug ie  S p ra in , h is 
cam era-m an, a llow ed h is cigarette bu tt 
to droop in  puzzlem ent.

“ Y o u  wonder?”
‘ ‘ I m ean—I  w onder if  a ll th is is im 

p o rtan t.”
“ W e  gotter have p itchers!”  H ap  

grunted , an d  g lared .
“ W e  alw ays have ‘p itch ers .’ W e  get 

them  w henever some society heiress 
gets lost in  the A d iron dacks. W e  get 
‘p itchers’ of every new lu x u ry  lin e r 
com ing up the bay. W e  get pitchers 
o f hotel fires, F lo r id a  hurricanes and 
sh ipw recks. W e  alw ays get p itchers, 
but we never ju s t ify  the effort of get
ting  one of them .”

G rad y  wheezed, swung the stogie 
over to the port side of h is m ug. I t  
was a l l part of the M e r c u r y -B la d e  set
up . T h e re  was the same o ld  w h iff  of 
stale tobacco, p r in te r ’s in k , dam p pa
per and the m eta llic  c la tte r of tele
types and typew riters, the same scat
tering  of tense and tired  faces. T h e  
same d isorder of desks, waste-pa
per baskets, sodden paper cups and 
scum m y pop bottles. T h e  same fran tic  
m ovem ent of men and women prepar
in g  a newspaper that w ou ld  be dead 
three hours after it  w h ir le d  off the 
press.

“ W h a t ’s ea tin ’ h im , Aug ie?”  H a p  
dem anded.

A ug ie  Sp ra in  was a sm all w iry  m an 
w ith  a sharp-featured pan, who had 
seen and photographed alm ost every
th ing both in  peace and w ar.

“ T o  C h u c k —it  a in 't  im p o rtan t,”  
A ug ie  sa id , and snapped the catches 
on his equ ipm ent case. “ L e t ’s go!”

“ A  Keystone F ly e r w reck a in ’ t im 
po rtant?”  gasped G rad y . “ A  crack 
super-job goes off a trestle w ith  about 
n ine  hundred  im p ortan t guys aboard 
—and it  a in 't  im p ortan t?”  H ap  
wheezed again , and eased his paunch  
from  the greasy ram p art of his desk.

“ B u t you ’ l l  never find out w hat 
happened ,”  M ered ith  grum bled .

“ T h e y ’l l  g r il l the eng ineer,”  A ug ie  
said m orosely.

“ Y eh , they’l l  g r i l l  the eng ineer,”  
M ered ith  m uttered . “ T h e re 's  noth
ing  lik e  a w e ll-g rilled  engineer—w ith  
parsley .”

“ H e ’s m aybe dead ,”  the fat city 
ed ito r said and looked w orried  again. 
“ T h e  one guy w ho cou ld  te ll us w hat 
happened .”

“ C o u ld  be the firem an's s t i l l  b reath
ing . Y o u  cou ld  have h im  g ril le d ,”  
C h u ch  tossed in to  the discussion.

H a p  peered at C h u c k  again . H is  
fat face looked ashen and life less. “ I 
d on ’t g it w hat yo u ’re d r iv in g  at, 
C h u c k .”

“ I ’m  ready to q u it  th is lousy rack
e t,”  the photo-plane p ilo t sa id , and 
got to h is feet. “ A  guy learns to fly, 
and they ease h im  in to  a w ar to drop 
bombs on women and  k id s . . . the 
w ay H it le r  d id  on Lo n d o n . M e, I  
sq u irm  out of a job like  th at, and I  
hook up  w ith  A ug ie , and we take 
p itchers, and m aybe we m ake it  a lot 
easier fo r the doughs who have to go 
in  w ith  a bayonet and hand  grenade. 
W h o  knows? So we come home, and 
w hat happens?”

“ You  hook u p  w ith  the M e r c u r y -  
B la d e , the two of you, and  you draw  
down two-fifty a week, ju st gettin ' 
p itchers . . . lik e  you was d o in ’ before. 
T h a t  a in 't  a bad deal in  m y bo ok.”

“ T h a t 's  w hat it  says in  yo u r book. 
T o  me it  w h iffs . W e  take a perfectly 
good a irp lan e , and we tu rn  it  in to  a 
tab lo id  G ra fle x  g hou l. W e  flu tter 
over disasters and mass m urders like  
a buzzard—to get p ictu res. Y o u  put 
them  on the fro n t page, and the pub
lic  eats it  up. T h a t ’s you r idea of 
p u b lic  service. T h e re 's  a hundred  
im p o rtan t guys try in g  to do some
th ing about cancer and  po lio  and 
heart disease—”

“ T h e  p u b lic  doesn’t w an t to read 
about that. Scares h e ll out o f ’em!

A  p re ss  ph o to g rap her gets som e
d ang erou s ass ig n m e n ts— th is  tim e
a c ra sh e d  p lan e  fo llo w e d  a r a i l 

ro a d  w re c k .

by ARCH 
WHITEHOUSE

T h e y  don’t w an t to know  w hat they 
can  die of. T h e y  w an t to know  w hat 
they missed by not being aboard  the 
Keystone F ly e r . W e ’re  in  business, 
C h u ck . W e  got a lo t of stockholders 
who have dough in  th is outfit. You  
d raw  down two-fifty a week to get 
p ictures that p u ll c ircu la tio n . T h a t 's  
a ll you got to do, bub . N ow  g it !”  

“ W h a t ’s chances o f g e ttin ’ a reg u lar 
street beat?”  A ug ie  w h ined  and sh ou l
dered his cam era case. “ I  got a hun ch  
I ’m  gonner be grounded any d ay .”

Tnr M e r c u r y -B la d e  had a sm art 
Beechcraft G17S fitted fo r news pho
tography w ork , and w h ile  they’d put 
a lot of lettuce in to  it , fitting  u p  a 
darkroom  in  the cab in , m ounts to 
take a ll sorts of cameras and m u lt i
length rad io  sets, the k ite  was paying 
off. W ith  C h u ck  M ered ith  at the 
stick  and A ug ie  Sp ra in  on the shut
ters, the N ew  Y o rk  tab lo id  consistent
ly  beat its com petitors every tim e a 
s ituation  arose where tim e, speed and 
distance played any part.

"N ic e !”  M ered ith  said after study
ing the M et rep ort at the a irpo rt.

T h e  section of right-of-way pro
v id in g  the disaster snaked through a 
tortuous gorge barricaded  w ith  w in d 
swept A p p a lach ian  peaks that looked 
good in  the scenic ra ilro ad  fo lders, but 
for fly ing  are as deadly as a p ro x im ity  
fuse. T h e re  were sections of approach 
gaps that were h a rd ly  w ide enough to 
take a Beechcraft, and C h u ck  realized  
G rad y  had handed them  a job . H e 
knew  w hat the w inds th rough  those 
gorges w ou ld  be lik e , and w hat his 
chances were o f com ing in to  the clear 
on the other end, and since the law  
of g rav ity  h adn ’t been repealed , any
th ing  could  happen.

H e  tried  to e x p la in  a ll th is to A ug ie , 
but the lit t le  cam era-m an was too in 
tent on packing his gear. Ju s t so long 
as C h u ck  was fly ing  it , A ug ie  w ou ld  
go out for pictures squatting  on a b i l l
board sk im m ing  through a h u rrican e .

“ W h a t you m u tte r in ’ about?”  Augie 
in q u ire d  as he clim bed up on the 
w ing . “ L e t ’s g it go in ’ !”

C h u ck  looked up at A ug ie  and 
m arveled  at h is unconcern . T o  A ug ie , 
a front-page p ictu re  was an accom 
p lishm ent that rang a strid en t gong, 
i t  was a l l he knew —it  was h is life .

“ I  was ju st th in k in g —”  C h u ck  said. 
“ You  can g it a headache that w ay .”  
“ N o th in g  heavy, lik e  th a t.”
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“Get this one, Chuck,'1 Grady ordered, “if you have to fly through one of those Pennsylvania tunnels to do i t ”

“ O h , the weather? Ah-h-h-h, you ’ll 
g it through. You  a in ’t g o in ’ m ilk y , 
are you?”

M ered ith  sn iffed  and sm iled  again. 
Fe a r had noth ing  to do w ith  a ll th is. 
T h e  p ilo t knew  how good he was, and 
how fa r his s k il l w ou ld  take h im . H e  
knew  w hen fo say: “ W e  tu rn  back 
here .”  T h a t  was the b rand  of cour
age few read about in  the Carneg ie 
Fo un d atio n  lis t , bu t they pa id  some 
m en fifty thousand do llars a year and 
m ade them  heads of great corpora
tions fo r the same q u a lity . Fo r flying  
a news-camera sh ip  and getting stark 
pictures o f great disasters, a p ilo t can 
get two-fifty a week. I t  stuck in  
C h u c k ’s crop that they’d pay so m uch 
fo r a m an to use a p lane for such a 
degrading venture .

“ L e t ’s go,”  he said , because up to 
now he had no idea w hat he could  do 
about it . H e  cou ld  o n ly  hope that 
some day, w h ile  w ing ing  through that 
long d e lirio u s b u rn ing  b lue , the Vo ice  
w ou ld  come through w ith  an  answer.

C h u c k  opened the 450 W asp-Jun 
io r , saw a l l  the needles on the green, 
and then got a clearance from  the 
tow er. H e ’d filed a flight p lan , and

had considerable g rie f try ing  to get 
the C A A  inspector to c lear it .

“ You  got p lenty w eather out there, 
C h u c k ,”  the inspector argued. “ Be 
lu cky  i f  you even find that gorge in  
this. H ow ever, you know  w hat to do 
i f  it  gets bad. I  can ’t m ake a ll your 
decisions fo r you , p a l.”

“ You  know  m e,”  C h u ck  g rinned , 
and ro lled  up the chart. “ I  don ’t 
w an t m y p ictu re  in  the paper.”  

“ Good lu ck , C h u c k .”
T h e  course took them  across Jersey 

and swept through two-tenths v is ib il i
ty a ll the way to H azleton . From  
there C h u ck  selected a route that led 
to W illia m sp o rt an d  then he began 
checking for g round  conditions. 
A ug ie , serene in  h is  confidence that 
C h u ck  w ou ld  p u t them  spot-on over 
the w reck w ith  no p a rticu la r g rie f, 
w h iled  away the tim e listen ing  in  on 
a com m ercia l w ave-length set, in  hopes 
they’d p ick  up  another ju ic y  dis
aster. I t  was a l l g rist to A ug ie ’s m il l.

“ W e ’re ju s t  po king  a hole in  the 
a ir ,”  C h u ck  g rum b led . “ Y o u ’l l  never 
see enough of th is sp lather to get a 
telephoto shot.”

“ I  kno w  you ,”  A ug ie  rep lied . 
“ Tw en ty-five  m inu tes from  now ,
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you ’ l l  be scrap ing  her be lly  along the 
tops of w hat coaches are le ft on the 
tracks.”

C h u ck  g rin ned , and held his course 
fo r the area between W illia m sp o rt 
and a set of A p p a lach ian  peaks that 
were m arked “ 2,593”  on h is chart.

F ig u r es  near the A llegheny route 
dropped down 1,500 feet less than 
that, and T im e  had filed  in  a set of 
w icked  sawtooth ridges to m ake it  
tougher. H e  cou ld  p ictu re  it  a ll a l
ready. T h e re ’d be a long bew ildering  
scarf of vapor d rift in g  through the 
gorge, and savage rain-swept gusts 
w ou ld  w rap  that scarf in  and out of 
the peaks; and u n til you smacked one, 
you’d never know  w hat was in  there. 
T h e re ’d be tu rb u le n t w inds how ling  
th e ir chorus through the deep gashes, 
and the uneven sides o f the chute 
w ou ld  d ive rt the ram paging  tempest 
and set up  dozens o f up-drafts that 
w ou ld  cu rl and corkscrew  a lo ft to 
c lu tch  at anyth ing  b raving  th e ir fu ry . 
A l l  that w ou ld  be in  there, as w e ll as 
a wrecked lu x u ry  express. C h u ck  
knew  w hat cou ld  happen to h im . H e  
realized  there cou ld  be a broken and 
fire-ravaged Beech craft cam era sh ip



as w e ll as a Keystone F ly e r  cracked  up 
in  there , and he knew  w h at an  A cc i
dent Investig atio n  D iv is io n  board  
w ou ld  decide.

“ We find after lengthy examina
tion of all available parts and equip
ment; after full consideration of pre
vailing weather conditions and the 
terrain over which this flight was 
carried out. that full responsibility 
for the accident to aircraft NC-29134 
rests exclusively with the pilot. This 
is another striking exatuple of pilot- 
error. . . .

“ T h e y 'l l  g r i l l  the eng ineer," A ng ie  
had  predicted .

T h e y ’d g r il l  C h u ck  too, it  he lived . 
T h e y 'd  never question the m otives of 
H a p  G ra d y . T h e y ’d never condem n 
the object o f the fligh t. T h e y ’d just 
m iss seeing the p ictures of the K e y 
stone F ly e r w reck and tu rn  to the 
Ko rea news—or the football scores.

T h a t  set C h u ck  to th in k in g . T o o  
m any dead p ilo ts had  been blam ed 
fo r crashes that were in  no way th e ir 
resp o n sib ility . W h o  know s w hy an 
a ir l in e r  h its  a peak m iles off its course? 
W h o  can say w hy a tran satlan tic  a ir
c ra ft goes down a few  m iles short of 
its destination? W h o  is there to de
fend  the m an who can ’ t be there to 
defend h im self? T h e re  was no tim e 
to ponder on that, because A ug ie  was 
c lam bering  back to ready h is tele
photo outfit.

A ug ie  was preparing  to shoot. 
“ W e ’re  com ing in to  it.,”  he ye lled . 

“ T h e re ’s the eastern stretch snaking  
ou t of the gorge. She should  be down 
there , som ewhere.”

B elow was a m udd led  pattern of 
g low ering  rain-swept peaks. A head , a 
d irty-w h ite  laye r o f cottony vapor 
that sw irled  and dragged vague de
signs through the pine-flecked de
pressions. T h e re  were shapeless breaks 
in  the vap o r that fram ed the sodden 
details o f a va lley  farm . A  d ir t  road 
crep t through the m arsh land  shoulder
ing  in to  a tu rg id  stream . Beyond that 
—there was no know ing . T h e re  could  
be a la rge gory ch un k  o f p ilo t-erro r, 
however.

“ I ’l l  m ake one pass th rough  there ,”  
C h u c k  said , and gulped a wad o f con
cern . “ Y o u 'd  better get her first c lip , 
because I ’m  not going back. W e  got 
a fifty-fifty chance of com ing  out c lear 
a t the other end. I ’m  ju s t going on 
the idea a two-track cu t m ight be w ide 
enough for us to sneak th rough—and 
I ’m  n u ts!”

A ug ie  gave h im  a look he’d  never 
produced before. F o r the first tim e 
A ug ie  sensed C h u ck  was concerned, 
and suddenly a ll h is seren ity disso lved, 
and he seemed to age in  the passing 
seconds.

“ M aybe we. shou ld—”  he started to 
say.

“ W e ’l l  g ive i t  a w h ir l ,”  C h u c k  de
cided . “ T h e y  w an t a w reck  shot. 
W e ’l l  g ive them  one i f  we get through. 
I f  not, G ra d y  w il l  have a double 
spread to w orry  ab out.”

"Y e h ,”  sa id  A ug ie  h o llo w ly . “ I t  
sure looks rough dow n there .”

“ C o u ld  be stuffed clouds.”
“ C o u ld  be th at lin e  bends sharp 

afte r i t  gits across th at trestle .”
“ T h is  is w hat they’re paying fo r ,”  

C h u ck  sa id  co ld ly .
“ M aybe we shou ld —”  A ug ie  began 

again .
B u t  by now  the a ltim ete r was u n 

w in d in g , and C h u c k  was tak in g  her 
down through the ho le . H e  snatched 
a q u ick  glance at the d ia l and saw the 
clouds were h o ld in g  at 1,300 o r there
abouts. T h e  peaks were listed  at 
1,800, w h ich  m eant he had a five-hun
dred-foot leeway to p ile  it  up . N o th 
ing  lik e  g iv ing  you rse lf p lenty of 
room .

W ith  trem b ling  paws A ug ie  was 
cocking h is long-range cam era. H e  
palm ed the lens to keep the vapor 
off. H e  checked h is shutter speed and 
lens opening , and m ade sure every
th ing was set. H e  slipped  out the 
pack s lide  and m uttered  a few  words 
of the photog’s p rayer.

“ T h e re 's  the approach to the 
trestle ,”  C h u ck  said .

“ A  wrecker-job is  chugging in  from  
the west. H o w  m uch  room  we got?”  
A ug ie  ye lled .

“ I f  we get th rough—you ’l l  kn o w ,”  
C h u ck  rep lied , and  eased back on the 
th ro ttle  but kept enough to assure a 
fast pick-up.

Be low  they cou ld  see a h ighw ay, 
and g rad u a lly  the parked  cars along 
the road packed in  tigh ter and  tighter. 
T w o  am bulances w ith  th e ir red  crosses 
g leam ing sped back  toward Lo c k  
H ave n . T h e re  w ere a n tlik e  figures 
h u rry in g  across some fields—creatures 
of m orb id  cu rio s ity  scu rry ing  to gaze 
on a long broken  cha in  of carnage 
and buck led  h o rro r.

“ I f  we ever g it th rough  th is—”  
A ug ie  was beefing.

T h e  Beecher a ft, w h im perin g  and 
b leating  her dread, tossed and ch ivv ied  
by the v a c illa t in g  w inds, swayed and 
swung u n ce rta in ly  through the open 
fun ne l of the gorge. T h e  tracks be
low  gleamed d u lly  w ith  the wash of 
the storm . A head , as fa r as C h u ck  
cou ld  see, was n o th ing  b u t a b lank  
green-brown backdrop of. canon w a ll. 
H e  took another lo ok  and decided 
there was no choice now , no tu rn ing  
back. T h e re  w asn ’t room  to k ite  a 
C u b  around . T h e y  had to go on now.

“ You  get one shot, A u g ie !”  he 
ye lled . “ O nce you get it ,  h it  the floor 
and hang on .”

“ Rem em ber me a sk in ’ H a p  about 
a street-beat?”  A ug ie  said .

“ H ere  she is. I ’ l l  le t you have her 
on the port side. Y o u  got some con
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trast against that ro ck  w a ll. M ake it  
good, b ro th e r!”

T h e y  were racing  along now , bounc
ing  and stum b ling  th rough  the tu rb u 
lence. T h e  w inds sw itched and 
halted , and the ra in  cu t across the face 
o f C h u ck ’s w ind-screen and  fought the 
sw ir l of the w ip e r. B e lo w , the m etal 
ra n  along an elevated em bankm ent, 
and emergency equ ipm ent c luttered  
the ra ils .

“ W e m ust be n u ts !”  C h u c k  grow led , 
and tread led to keep her p a ra lle l w ith  
the em bankm ent.

A ugie cranked  h is w in d ow  down 
and braced the cam era on a m etal 
arm . H e  squ inted  along h is peep- 
sight and w aited  u n t i l the w reck be
gan to shudder in to  the finder. H e 
snapped once, and retched a t w hat he 
saw. T h re e  cars were hung u p  on 
w hat was le ft o f the trestle . A no ther 
stood on its end in  the stew o f w reck
age below . T h re e  m ore were on th e ir 
backs, w ater w e ll over the ledges of 
the w indow s, th e ir trucks wrenched 
in to  fan tastic  angles. A head , the loco
m otive and  tender la y  on  th e ir sides, 
battered and b ru ta lly  d istorted . A  
vari-co lored  patch  of o il seeped across 
the gray-green w ater.

Augie tried  to sw itch  the film -hold
er fo r a possible second shot, b u t at 
that in stan t the B eechcraft t ilte d  w ild 
ly , and  he had to c lu tch  at the w indow  
fram e to stay aboard . T h e  outside 
w o rld  sh ipped its m oorings and w ent 
s lith e rin g  upw ard . A u g ie  stared down 
in to  the q u ive rin g  tops o f several p ine 
trees, and the sh ip  gave another lu rch  
th at h u rled  h im  across the cab in . H is  
long-range jo b  w ent bucketty-bucker- 
ty down the ca tw a lk . T h e  Beechcraft 
was bank in g  sh arp ly  the other way 
now —and A ug ie  knew . . . .

T h e  cab in  structu re  creaked w ith  
the outrage o f stra in . T h e  engine 
roared  and  w ound  the prop to a lash 
in g  fu ry . She tilted  again and  the 
lit t le  cam era-m an c lun g  to the cat- 
w a lk , aw a itin g  the f in a l crash that 
m eant o b liv io n .

A  street-beat job  w ou ld  pay o n ly  
seventy-five a w eek, b u t A ug ie  a lready 
had h is finances budgeted.

A  new  lig h t oozed in  through the 
w ind ow  as the cam era sh ip  leveled  off, 
and A ug ie  sensed they’d  augered 
through . H e  craw led  u p  to the fro n t 
office seats. C h u ck  sat tense, staring  
ahead at the n arro w  gash a llow ed  h im . 
H e  tu rned  as A ug ie grabbed at the 
seat-back.

“ Y o u  okay?”  he yelled .
“ W h e w !”
“ W e ’l l  m ake it ,”  C h u ck  sa id , and 

d r il le d  her stra ight in to  the gorge 
ahead. “ Ju s t  th is one stretch , and we 
shou ld  be o u t.”

“ W o nd er w h at a sandhog racks u p  a 
w eek,”  A ug ie  m uttered and w atched 
the V  of the gorge race at them .



Augie snapped once—and retched at what he saw.

" Ju s t  suck in  yo u r b e lly , B u ste r,”  
C h u c k  said , and sat figuring  w hether 
the thirty-two-foot wing-span w ould  
sneak through a peep-sight V  of rock 
ledge and  scrag p ine .

T h e  a irc ra ft w h ipped  and cavorted 
th rough  the fiend ish ly  cap ric ious vo r
tices that sw irled  and thum ped at her 
w ing-tips.

T h e re  was a long, anxious m in 
ute  w h ile  C h u ck  diced the w id th  of 
h is w ings against the unknow n  meas
urem ents of the gorge, bu t g radually  
the space broadened, and a w ider 
angle o f lig h t seeped through . T h e  
Beechcraft escaped w ith  a fin a l fran 
tic  zoom of th ro ttled  pow er, and they 
were beating  th e ir  way in to  the gray 
m ottled  carpet of cloud  resting  on the 
shoulders of- the nearby peaks.

“ N o  tw o guys are en titled  to that 
m uch  lu c k ,”  A ug ie  com plained , and 
went back to his job .

C h u ck  sat it  out, pondering w hether 
it  was lu ck  or good fly ing . H e  realized 
that had one fligh t in strum ent been 
off—his a ltim ete r, a rt if ic ia l horizon , 
sonic a ltim ete r—an yth ing  cou ld  have 
happened. H e  w ondered w hether it  
was lu c k  o r h is persistent confidence 
in  w hat he had on the panel. W h a t
ever it  was, he concluded , it  was a 
waste of p ilo t s k il l and m echanical 
efficiency w hen devoted to a lu r id  tab
lo id ’s screech-sheet requirem ents.

“ I f  it  o n ly  m eant som eth ing!”  he 
continued  to com p la in  in  silence . “ I f  
w hat A ug ie  ju s t  shot w ou ld  prevent a 
th ing  lik e  that ever happening  again— 
I ’d  do i t  a ll over. I f  there was any-
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th ing  in  that film  he’s develop ing that 
w ou ld  give one clue to w hat actu a lly  
happened, or disclose the cause, I ’d 
say: 'O kay , now we’re earn ing  our
dough.’ B u t a ll we get is a telephoto 
shot of a tra in  w reck for the morons 
to stare at. I f  th a t’s jo u rn a lism , I ’m 
W ill ia m  Beebe two m iles down in  a 
bathysphere.”

B y  the tim e they were sk im m ing  
across New Jersey again , A ug ie  came 
up fro n t w ith  his negative.

“ H o w  was it?”
“ Good! T h e m  stainless steel cars 

were lucky for me. T h e y  stand out 
sw ell against that m uddy w ater. W e  
re a lly  got a shot, C h u c k .”

“ H ere  we go ag a in ,”  M ered ith  g rum 
bled. “ T h e  ra ilro ad  puts on stainless 
steel cars fo r safety, but if  they go off



a trestle and Hop in to  a r iv e r  they 
stand out sw ell lo r the news p ictu res.”  

" A in ’t it  the tru th?”  A ug ie g rinned  
for the first tim e since they took off.

H e  went back to 'put the negative 
in  the d ryer so he cou ld  m ake a couple 
of p rin ts before they landed. W h ile  
he w aited , he went back to h is per
sonal rad io  and tuned in  on a com
m erc ia l station . H e  was ju st in  tim e 
to catch the first sentence of a news
flash. H e  stood tense and  undecided, 
bu t fin a lly  jotted down a few notes 
and  went back to the p ilo t.

"Y o u  know  w hat?”  he began. 
“ W e ’l l  no sooner get in  than G rady 
w il l  be sh ao tin ’ us out ag a in .”

"W h a t now , my cheerfu l lit t le  ear
fu l? ”  C h u ck  scowled.

“ T h e y ’s a T ran s-O cean ic  a ir lin e r  
dow n, ch u m .”

“ W here? . . . W ho?”
“ O ll ie  Jackson . I ju st p icked  up 

the flash on m y set. A  C o nn ie  out of 
G an d er this m orn ing . Should  have 
been in  two hours ago.”

" O ll ie  Jackson?”  gasped C h u ck . 
“ N ot o u r  Jackson?”

“ T h e y  le ft G an der and cleared 
through M oncton in  N ew  B ru n sw ick . 
H is  course w ent over Presque Is le  to 
sk ip  a storm  m oving  in  from  the Bay 
o f Fu n d y . Presque Is le  got a rou tine  
report, and that’s a ll anyone’s heard 
from  them , b u t there’s reports of some
th ing  exp lod ing  in  the K a tah d in  
a rea .”

“ O ll ie  Jackson ’s dow n?”  wheezed 
C h u ck  M ered ith  in  u tter d isbelief. 
“ T h e  guy on ly just made captain ! 
W h a t a lousy b reak !”

C h u c k  had know n Jackson ever 
since they ’d started flying  together in  
1940. O ll ie  had put up  a good effort 
on heavy bombers. H e ’d done the 
P loesti and bpth Scb w e in fu rt ra ids, 
and had com pleted two fu ll tours of 
duty . A fte r that he’d tried  the com
m erc ia l lines and went a ll th rough  the 
headaches and w earying  tria ls  of the 
co-pilot. B u t Jackson  had stuck, 
boned up and refused to accept lay-offs, 
i l l  fo rtune , and bad-weather fu r
loughs. In  the last few weeks he’d 
stitched fou r stripes on his sleeves. 
Jackson  was C h u c k ’s idea of heaven’s 
g ilt  to com m ercial av ia tion .

N ow  Jackson  was dow n. A  T ra n s 
o ce an ic  C o nste lla tion  was m issing , 
and there were reports of an explosion  
near M o un t K a tah d in  in  M aine .

We find after lengthy examination 
of all available parts and equip
ment. . . .

“ Y o u  know  w hat?”  C h u ck  began 
and  his deep brow n eyes reflected his 
decision.

“ N ow  w a it a m in u te !”  A ug ie  began, 
when he caught the p ilo t ’s expression . 
“ W e  got to g it a p r in t in to  L a  G u a rd ia  
f irs t.”

“ W e  m u s t  b e  n u t s ! ”  C h u c k  g r o u  ted .

"W e  Can save an  hour or m ore by 
head ing  stra ight to W orcester to re
fue l. W e got to g ive O ll ie  a b reak .”

“ I f  he’s down the way they say, there 
a in ’t any break th at we k in  g ive h im ,”  
Augie argued.

“ Jackson d id n ’t c rack  that sh ip  u p !”  
C h u ck  raged. " I  kno w  Jackso n .”

“ B u t  Gees, I ’m  pooped, C h u c k .”
“ W h en  a guy lik e  Jackson goes 

dow n lik e  that, som ething happened 
—som ething Jackson had noth ing  to 
do w ith .”

“ O kay , but firs t we h it  L a  G u a rd ia  
and dum p these p rin ts  fo r the p ick
u p ,”  pleaded A ug ie . “ N o use w asting 
w hat we got.”

“ N uts to G rad y ! W e ’ve got to get 
to that crash—bu t fast! W e ’ve got to 
get in  there first, A ug ie . T h e re ’l l  be 
noth ing  to w ork on if  the mob gets 
in there firs t.”

“ Lo o k ! L e t ’s start from  the begin
n in g ,”  A ug ie  c ried . “ F irs t you figger 
we’re buzzards c irc lin g  over ra ilro ad  
wrecks. You  g ive G ra d y  a sp ie l about 
the unim portance o f it  a ll. N ext you 
risk  you r neck and yo u r ticket getting 
a sw ell shot o f a trestle pile-up. None 
of it  you w ant, b u t now suddenly you 
fo rg it a ll you r w on d erfu l reso lutions 
and  decide to get a scoop on an a ir 
lin e  crash. D ea l m e in  on an e xp la 
n ation  for th a t, w i l l  you?”

"W e ’ve got to g ive O llie  a b reak !”

B v  now C h u ck  had swung the 
Beechcraft over on her port tip  and 
was rac ing  north .

“ G rad y  w il l  be ho ld ing  everyth ing  
for that Keystone F lye r shot,”  w ailed  
A ug ie . “ L e t ’s g it one p r in t in  firs t."

“ N o  ra ilro ad  w reck  is that im p o rt
ant. O llie  Jackson ’s down w ith  a 
C o nn ie . T h e re ’s not on ly  a p ictu re 
in  th is, A ug ie , there can be one heck 
of. a story.”

“ I  ju st take p ictu res,”  the lensm an 
peeped. “ I t ’l l  take you fo u r hours or 
m ore to g it u p  there .”

“ W e  can s t i l l  be the first ones at the 
crash .”

sA ug ie  sa id : “ I  don’t get th is ‘a t the 
crash .’ ”

"W e  can find  the crack-up, sit down 
som ewhere close and go in  on foot. 
W e  can s t i l l  be in  there first, i f  I  know  
the K a ta h d in  a rea .”

“ Jackson  p iles up  t ry in ’ to fly 
through that stu ff,”  A ug ie  continued 
d o le fu lly . “ N ow  you get a cockeyed 
notion to sit down alongside h is wrap- 
up and do a firsthand  investigation . 
Not w ith  m e, you w on ’t—I  ju st had a 
fo rk fu l g ettin ’ that trestle shot.”  

“ Jackson  m ust have flow n this 
stretch on instrum ents a hundred  
times. H e  m ust know  the area lik e  he 
knows th? in it ia ls  on h is tie c lip . 
T h e y 're  not going to slap  a package 
of p ilo t-error on that guy i f  I  know  it ."

“ L it t le  R o llo  am ong the w reckage!” 
A ugie Sp ra in  m ooned. “ H e  cou ld ’a ’ 
been off course. 1-Ie cou ld  have had 
engine troub le . M aybe a dow ndraft 
sucked h im  in . A n y th in g  can hap
pen in  w eather lik e  th is .”

“ You m ake as m uch sense as a news 
com m entator,”  C h u ck  g rum bled . " R e 
m em ber, we’re  ta lk in g  about a guy 
nam ed Ja ckso n .”

"Y o u ’re re a lly  s t ick in ’ you r ch in  out 
th is tim e, C h u c k .”

“ Lo o k ! I ’m  land in g  at W orcester to 
f i l l  up. You  can hop off i f  you like . 
I ’m  going up n o rth  and find  out w hat 
happened to Jackson . T a k e  it  or 
leave i t ! ”

A ug ie  wavered and d id  flu ttery 
things w ith  h is hands. “ M aybe I  can 
put a p r in t  aboard  a Northeast A ir 
lines job going in to  N ew  Y o rk . I t ’d 
m ake the second e d it io n ,”  he said 
thoug htfu lly . "M aybe G ra d y ’d like  
the idea of us going up  there .”

“ T h a n k s , p a l,”  C h u ck  g rinned  and 
tu rned  back to h is job .

T h e y  w ent in to  W orcester s lith e rin g  
th rough  w eather no m an w ou ld  send 
a dog in to . T h e y  checked w ith  the 
M et office, and it  was m uch  the same 
a ll the way up beyond B ang or. O n  
the ch art, th e ir lit t le  escapade over 
the Keystone F ly e r  appeared as sim ple 
as a school lazy-eight, com pared to 
w hat they’d tack le  if  they hoped to 
find  that T ran s-O cean ic  C o nn ie .

T h e  W orcester office had noth ing  
on Ja ckso n ’s crack-up. T h e re  was 
s t ill no report on it  anyw here . Search 
planes had gone out of Presque Isle 
and Moosehead La k e , bu t had re
tu rned  unrew arded . T h e re  was ta lk  
of getting a couple of crop-dusting 
helicopters out of H o u lto n  to comb 
the area, but so fa r no th ing  had come 
of it . Th o se  egg-beater boys knew  
that country and if  an a ir lin e r  was 
down it w ould  be in  there a long tim e, 
and there was no p a rticu la r h u rry .
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“ Y o u ’d better try  to get as tar as 
A ugusta and s it i t  o u t,”  the W orcester 
ch ie f advised. “ I f  that C o n n ie ’s down 
in  M a in e , someone w il l find her be
tween now and w hen n ext sp ring ’s 
fish ing season opens. T h e y  always do .”

“ T h a n k s ,”  said C h u ck , sensing the 
logic o f the reasoning. “ Guess w e ’l l  
ju st buzz up that way and see w hat 
happens.”

“ A  p ilo t has ju st so m uch  longevi
ty ,”  the W orcester m an said and an
swered a phone.

C h u c k  studied the large w a ll chart. 
H is  eye drew  an im ag inary  lin e  be
tween G an der in  N ew found land  and 
N ew  Y o rk  C ity . F ro m  the take-off 
s tr ip  a ll the way to Presque Is le  in  
no rth ern  M ain e  he fo llow ed the 
course know n  to have been down by 

—Jackso n . T h e  rest of the course was 
ind e fin ite , but C h u ck  continued  w ith  
h is m enta l dotted lin e . I t  swung out 
of Presque Is le  on a norm al flight 
cu rve  to N ew  Y o rk  and hacked smack 
th rough  the top of M oun t K a tah d in  
w h ich  was 5,267 feet h igh , according 
to the chart.

W h e n  the w eather m an wasn’ t 
looking  C h u ck  took a course figure 
from  W orcester to K a tah d in  and 
slipped  the notation  in  h is pocket. 
A fte r that he d rew  up a n o rm al flight 
p lan  fo r Augusta and filed it  in  the 
regu lation  m anner.

“ T a k e  it  easy,”  the W orcester official 
w arned . “ T h e y  got one w reck to look 
fo r a lread y.”

“ Sure! W e ’l l  p lay it  safe, p a l,” —and 
he greeted A ug ie  who came in  from  a 
telephone booth.

“ G ra d y  says it ’s okay ,”  he began 
and then caught C h u c k ’s pursed-lip 
signal. “ W h ateve r you say, he says. 
T h e re  was nobody im p o rtan t on that 
Keystone w reck , anyw ay.”

“ T o o  bad ,”  C h u ck  snarled  q u ie tly . 
“ L e t ’s go!”

O nce they’d cleared the W orcester 
fie ld  again the w eather began to ease 
as fa r as the ra in  was concerned, but 
the ce ilin g  was no better. C h u ck  went 
on instrum ents and p icked  u p  the 
tow er at M anchester and checked for 
barom etric pressure again . H e  was 
tak in g  no chances on' anyth ing  u n til 
he found  that C o nste lla tion . W ith  
the easing off of the ra in , the w inds 
became blustery  in  th e ir boisterous 
effort to houseclean the sky and 
bund le  the gray clouds away. T h e  
Beechcraft was buffeted and  tossed re
len tlessly , and it  was a co n tin ua l fight 
w ith  stick  and  rudd er to keep her on 
course.

V isu a l conditions were im p rov ing , 
and  by the tim e they reached Moose- 
head L a k e , the te rra in  began to peep 
th rough  ragged holes in  the cloud 
b lan ket. T h e y  found themselves 
sk im m ing  a ch a in  of notched peaks, 
w ith  none too m uch room  to spare,

and C h u c k  decided they were in  the 
K a tah d in  area.

“ Y o u ’re not going down through 
th is, are you?”  A ug ie  in q u ire d  after 
the first look.

“ You  d id n ’t m in d  me going down 
on that trestle. T h is  is no worse.”

" I t  looks worse to m e.”
“ T h is  is where that C o nn ie  can be. 

I f  we’re going to find  her, here ’s w here 
to lo o k ,”  M ered ith  responded and let 
the Beechcraft d rop through an open 
patch that brought out a bare strip  
of tim b erlin e .

“ B ro th e r!”  breathed the cam era
m an.

C h u ck  said  noth ing  but he realized 
he’d taken a w icked  chance going 
through lik e  that. So fa r, they were 
in  lu ck , bu t i f  the cloud  ce iling  
dropped they cou ld  be trapped . T h is  
was a sw ell way to use up the longev
ity .

“ F if ty  bucks fo r one. good para
ch u te ,”  A ug ie  sa id , and pressed his 
hands to h is temples.

T h e  w inds were treacherous again, 
and C h u ck  was m ore than occupied 
staying rig h t side u p . She swung from  
side to side, sw itch-backed and 
p lunged on w ith  e rra tic  surges of 
power. H e r  w ild  gyrations gave litt le  
op portu n ity  fo r close study of the 
spruce-spiked area below . C h u ck  was 
getting tired , too. T h e  long stra in  
and effort were beg inn ing  to te ll and 
he wondered how' he was reacting . I f  
there was m uch  of a  lag in  h is reflexes 
it  m ight m ean a ll the d ifference be
tween c lip p in g  a crag and slip p ing  
past it  in  safety.

“ W h a t w ou ld  a guy lik e  Jackson be 
doing dow n in  an  area lik e  th is?”  
A ug ie  m oaned. “ I  ask you !”

I llu s tra ted  by  

C L A Y T O N  K N I G H T

“ I f  he h adn ’t been somewhere lik e  
tins', he ’d have landed at L a  G u a rd ia  
long ago.”

“ So he d id n ’t land  at L a  G u a rd ia , 
but does that pu t h im  in  here?”

“ C o u ld  be,”  C h u ck  rep lied . “ H e  
cleared Presque Is le . I f  he had cleared 
this area, he w ou ld  have reported in  
at any of the fields south of here. He 
d id n ’t, and he hasn ’t been found  any
where south of here. T r y  that on fo r 
log ic .”

A (jg ie ’ s t o n e  w as s k e p t ica l.
“ So, you figure he h it  in  here—but 

w hat was he doing down low  here 
w here he could  h it  in ?”

“ I f  we find h im , we’l l  know  and 
G rad y  w 'ill have a story w o rth  blast
in g .”

“ I  w ish  I  knew  w hat you were get- 
t in ’ a t ,”  A ug ie  m oaned and wagged h is 
head negatively again.

“ Jackson  w'ould have been on 
course,”  C h u ck  persisted. “ H e  was 
that sort of guy .”

“ H e  cou ld  have been sleeping. H e  
has to sleep som etim e.”

“ N ot on a leg lik e  th is , he 
w o u ld n ’ t .”

“ So he comes down low  over a 
w icked  area w ith  a m ou nta in  in  i t  and 
gets bopped off. T h a t  ju st don ’t m ake 
sense, C h u c k .”

“ I t  don ’t m ake sense that Jackson  
d id n ’t get through to L a  G u a rd ia , 
e ith e r.”

A ug ie puzzled over that and took 
another look dow n in to  the sp iked 
green rac ing  below .

“ Y o u  k n o w —  
th is  c a n  b e  a 
v e r y  im p o r ta n t  
j o b , ”  s a i d  

A u g ie .
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H e  slapped au tom atica lly  at C h u c k ’s 
shoulder.

“ H e y !”  he ye lled . “ Y o u  sure played 
a hun ch , C h u ck . T u r n  le ft and look 
down there .”

A  great dread responded to A ug ie ’s 
signal. C h u ck  banked  over sharp ly , 
peered dow n and caught the shattered 
pa tte rn  o f d isaster. I t  was m arked  by 
great slabs of w ing  pane l; ev idently  
engines th at had p lunged from  th e ir 
m ounts. In  the path ia y  the hacked 
foliage offering  its w h ite  wounds and 
d reary fronds o f funerea l fo liage. T h e  

t Co nste lla tio n  was scattered along a 
m etal-hacked pa th  that cu lm inated  in  
a b lackened  patch  w here wha£ was left 
in  the ru p tu re d  tanks had flam ed after 
being ig n ited  by a quick-m atch  o l f r ic 
tion .

T h e  m ain  cab in  was now a d istorted  
tube th at had  rifle d  through a sm all 
stand o f fire-charred tim ber and ended 
u p  on its  side to d isp lay  the ghastly 
w ounds it  had  suffered.

. . B e y o n d  the pathetic flu tte r of sp lin 
tered lim bs caught by the sw irlin g  
w ind s, no th ing  m oved. F ro m  the a ir  
i t  bore the. appearance of a gutted 
sh a rk  that had been hacked to pieces 
and  carelessly tossed away.

“ T h a t ’s a C o n n ie ,”  C h u ck  said 
w h ile  A u g ie  w ent back for h is long- 
range cam era again.

H e  encirc led  the confined area again 
and  searched fo r the im pact po in t. 
W h ile  A ug ie  loaded and  set h is  shut
ter, C h u c k  flew  back over w hat he be
lieved  to have been Jackso n ’s course. 
M o un t K a ta h d in  glowered at them 
th rough  the stringy m u rk , and C h u ck  
eased in  closer and  closer u n t i l he 
found  w h at he hated to ad m it:

A ug ie saw it  too—a long te llta le  
gash scraped across the upper face of 
the peak. I t  was as c lear as i f  d raw n 
by b lack crayon on a lig h t gray su r
face.

T h e  C o nn ie  had clipped  K a ta h 
d in  a few  spare feet below  the gaunt 
t ip  o f the peak. T h e  contact, lig h t as 
it  m ig h t have been, was enough to 
send the great a ir lin e r  h u rtlin g  in to  
the tim ber-stacked depression that lay  
below .

“ T h e re 's  yo u r answ er,”  A ug ie  m ut
tered and  tried  fo r a shot of the slash 
across the peak.

“ H e  was dead on course,”  C h u ck  
m uttered , “ bu t h is a ltitu d e  was off— 
and  th a t’s not lik e  Ja ckso n .”

“ A l l  he had to do was lo ok  at the 
d ia l ,”  the lit t le  cam era-m an argued.

“ Sure! B u t  i t  a l l  depends w h at he 
sees there ,”  the p ilo t said and c irc led  
aw ay. “ Guess we’d better contact 
Presque Is le  and  le t them  know .”

“ Y o u  do th at w h ile  I  get a couple 
o f shots of w hat's le ft .”

“ A l l  he needed was s ix  o r eight 
feet,”  C h u ck  M ered ith  g rum b led , and 
headed back for the w reck.

T h e  w eather cleared m ore w h ile  
A ug ie  put the deta ils of the disaster 
on film  and C h u ck  ca lled  the a irfie ld  
at Presque Is le . In  those few  m inutes 
M ered ith  knew  he ’d never kno w  a 
m in u te ’s peace unless he got down 
there and  satisfied h im se lf about one 
item  that m ight c le a t O ll ie  Jackson . 
T h a t  gash across the peak of M oun t 
K a tah d in  w ou ld  be a w ound across 
h is soul fo r the rest of h is  days unless 
he m ade one effort to find  out w hy it  
was there. T h e re ’d be voices and 
phantom  d ia ls  in  h is every dream . 
H is  whole life  w ou ld  be a wreck- 
strew n path  m eandering  through a 
doubt-draped w o rld  unless he got to 
that w reck before anyone else, and sat
isfied h im se lf on one po in t.

H e  tu rned  and ca lled  to A ug ie : 
“ G e t up  here and  p u t you r straps o n !”

“ Now  w hat?”  _
“ W e ’re going down there and find 

out w hy—”
“ D ow n where? A re  you off your 

rocker?”
“ G ra d y  ordered us to get pictures 

o l that Keystone w reck i f  we had to 
fly through a tu n n e l. H e  m eant that 
too. N ow  we got a  chance to get the 
greatest scoop in  h isto ry—as fa r as 
Jackson  is concerned. I t ’l l  be a tu n 
nel of sorts, but we’re find ing  out why 
Jackso n  h it  that peak. B u ck le  up, 
b ro the r!”

“ Y o u ’re p u ttin g  her dow n—w here?”
“ I  saw an  o ld  logging road about 

two m iles from  w here that C o nn ie  
w ound u p . I t  m ay be less than two 
m iles. W e can do a wheels-down job 
in  there and be a t the w reck in  less 
than an h o u r .”

“ N o t w ith  A u g ie , you w on ’t .”  .
“ Y o u ’l l  w an t yo u r nam e on the p ic

tu re , w on ’t you?”
“ T h e re  w on’t be any p ictu re . W e ’l l  

both be w rapped  up in  w h at’s le ft of 
th is .”

“ Leave  it  to m e,”  C h u ck  said w ith  
co ld  confidence.

“ L is te n , C h u ck . I ’m  buying  out. 
G e t me w here I can step o il and you 
can have it  a l l  to yo u rse lf.”

“ Jackso n ’s a ltim ete r was oft, A ug ie . 
T h a t ,  I 'm  ce rta in . W e go dow n and 
prove i t  and they’l l  never be ab le to 
c ru c ify  O llie . I t ’s w o rth  th at, isn ’t it?”

“ Ju s t  because a guy misses gettin ’ 
past a m ounta in  by a few  feet don’ t 
m ean h is sky c lock  was o ff,”  A ug ie 
protested.

“ Anybody bu t Ja ckso n , and I ’d say 
okay. B u t  I  know  O ll ie  Ja ckso n .”

“ $o you can lo ok  at w hat's le lt  of 
an  a ltim ete r and te ll w hether i t  was 
off?”  dem anded A ug ie  as they con
tinu ed  to c irc le .

“ G iv e  me one look at the back of 
it ,  and I ’l l  know . I f  I ’m  rig h t , you 
get a p ictu re  that w i l l  m aybe save a 
m illio n  lives. Y o u r nam e w ou ld  be 
on that p ic tu re , A ug ie . I t  w ou ld  be 
in  every hangar in  the country . I t
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w ould  be on the w a ll in  every m a in 
tenance school. I t  w ou ld  be in  every 
in stru c tio n  book p rin ted  anyw here in  
the w o rld . ■P h o t o  b y  A u g i e  S p ra in /  it  
w ou ld  say u nd ernea th .”

“ I  got a fe e lin ’ I ’m  f a i l in ’,”  A ug ie  
beam ed, and added: “ T h a t  w ou ld  be 
som eth ing!”  H e  began b u ck lin g  the 
safety be lt and  ad d it io n a l shoulder 
straps.

“ T h e y ’l l  just take one look at your 
p ic tu re , and  it ’l l  a ll be there—ju st as if  
i t  was lettered  to show w hat was 
w rong , A u g ie .”

“ O llie  cou ld ’a ’ got a deal lik e  that?” 
the cam era-m an asked in  am azem ent.

“ W a it  u n t il you see w hat I  th in k  
w e 'll see.”

“ W e  can m aybe get close-ups too,” 
A ug ie crow ed, and watched C h u ck  let 
down fo r the long n arro w  gash 
th ro u g h  the woods below . H e  was 
s t i l l  a tab lo id  cam eram an at heart.

“ M aybe we’l l  be lu c k y ,”  C h u ck  said 
as he sideslipped the Beechcraft to 
k i l l  her fo rw ard  speed. “ M aybe that 
logging road w il l  be just narrow  
enough fo r us to k i l l  the p ile-up some, 
by n ip p in g  the w ing-tips.”

“ W e ’ l l  be w o rk in ’ n inety years to 
pay fo r the dam age,”  A ug ie  groaned.

C h u ck  ignored the com p la in t and 
risked  everyth ing  he had. T h e y  could 
p ick  u p  h is ticke t i f  he flu ffed  th is one.

T h e  Beechcraft flobbered out of the 
sideslip  and nosed around  sluggish ly 
a few  feet above the trees. T h e  road 
came in  stra ig ht and  c lea r; the old 
wheel tracks alm ost ob literated  by low 
scrub and weeds. C h u ck  sat strangely 
ca lm  as he headed the cam era-ship 
in to  the narrow  p ine  passage. Augie 
was tense and braced h is hands against 
the in stru m en t panel. H e  took one 
look at the air-speed in d ica to r—and 
gasped.

A  hundred w hips lashed at the 
B eechcraft’s w ing-tips and  she recoiled  
at the fla ilin g . She p lunged on stub
b o rn ly  and C h u ck  he ld  her off, drag
g ing  her ta il u n t i l her fo rw ard  speed 
began to s lip  away and the o ld  help
less stall-dread clutched  at h is  belly . 
She h it  once and porpoised off the 
center crow n o f the road. M eta l put 
up  a high-pitched squeal as low  
stum ps tore out her cross-members 
and w renched at the rear spar o f the 
low er w ing . A  prop b lade sheared 
off and flew skyw ard . T h e re  was an
o ther fra n t ic  bounce and  slabs o f sky, 
branches and  the spum e o f earth  
m ixed  a w ild  phantasy o f p ic to ria l 
d iscord  in  the fram e o f the w in d 
screen.

A fte r that she subsided and  w ith  a 
last sn a rlin g  swerve p lunged  in to  some 
second-growth tim ber bordering  the 
road  and bashed to a h a lt .

“ You 've  made worse land ings on a 
'c le a r ru n w ay ,”  A ug ie  approved, and 
unfastened h is belt. “ C a n  you  w a lk?”



“ Y o u ’ v e  m a d e  w o r s e  la n d in g s  o n  a  c l e a r  r u n w a y  ’ ’  A n g i e  a p p r o v e d .

“ W a tch  m e!”  C h u ck  said and began 
to c lam ber out of his seat.

A ug ie grabbed h is press G ra fle x  on 
the way out, and together they took a 
bead on K a ta h d in  and plunged into 
the tim ber. T h e y  were m ore than an 
hour reach ing  the first spread of bat
tered d u ra l and broken engines. T h e y  
spent a few  harrow ing  m inutes check
ing  through the buck led  cab in  but 
w hat fa in t hopes they m ight have n u r
tured were in stan tly  d ispelled  by w hat 
they saw. N o th ing  cou ld  have lived  
th rough  that u nearth ly  crash , bu t the 
carnage on ly  strengthened C h u c k ’s de
term ination  to d iscover the cause.

“ I ’m  glad we got here before any 
rescue p a rty ,”  he half-w hispered to 
A ug ie . “ I t ’s bad enough but they'd 
have hacked th is mess to shreds get
ting  those poor devils out. Now* we 
can look it  over, ju st as it  h it .”

T h e y  went back to the bundled 
wreckage of w hat had been the flight 
bridge. Jackson  was in  there, some
w here—or w hat was le ft of h im . T o 
gether, they cleared the contro l p it  of 
the p ilo t and  co-pilot and then C h u ck  
went to w ork  w ith  a section o f broken 
prop blade.

W ith  one w rench he eased the in 
strum ent panel away and studied the

instrum ents after A ug ie  had photo
graphed the fu l l pane l show ing the de
ta ils of the d ia ls as they stood. T h e n  
he craw led  u nder and  peered up into 
the maze o f connections beh ind .

“ Ju s t as I  feared ,”  he groaned when 
he came out. “ L e t ’s get th is panel in  
the c lear w here you can get a fu ll shot 
of i t .”

“ D o n ’t te ll me you figured it  out 
a lready?”

C h u ck  w iped h is forehead. “ T a k e  
a look at those two pressure tubes 
leading in to  the back of the a lt im 
eter.”

A ug ie  looked, poked w ith  h is fingers 
and came up puzzled . “ So what? 
T h e y 're  hooked in  tight and secure!”

“ R ig h t! O n ly  they happen to be 
hooked in —m  r e v e r s e . I ’l l  bet the log 
w il l  show that a re p a ir  o r replacem ent 
was m ade at G an d er. T h o se  pressure 
lines—the green one—the static  tube— 
is connected to the red  ven t.”

“ T h a t  could  be bad?”
“ I t  means the m ean pressure by 

w h ich  the a ltim ete r d iaphragm  works, 
isn ’t getting to the rig h t section of the 
in strum ent. In  th at case the needle 
w il l  show a d ifference in  a ltitu d e  of 
anyth ing  from  s ix  hundred  to one 
thousand feet.”

"G ripes! I f  O ll ie  on ly  had s ix  h u n 
dred feet more he’d have skipped that 
peak by p len ty !”

“ I ’m  te llin g  you. Jackson was that 
sort of guy. H e ’d never m ake a m is1 
take lik e  that or take any such chance 
in  this area. H e  thought he was flying  
at about 6,500 feet—rrviybe m ore. 
K a tah d in  is about 5,267 feet h igh . He 
had p lenty room  on the c lock, on ly 
the clock was hooked up  w rong, and 
he p iled  u p !”

“ I t ’s a ll there—on the back of that 
can?”  A ug ie  wheezed.

“ Y o u  get a p ictu re  show ing the posi
tion  of those two tubes, and you ’ll 
c lear O ll ie  Ja ckso n .”

A ug ie  looked up soberly. “ You  
kn o w ,”  he said , “ th is can be a very 
im p ortan t jo b —lik e  you say, C h u c k .”  

“ W e can be im p ortan t to guys like  
O llie  Ja ckso n ,”  C h u ck  said.

Author’s Note: An air accident 
which occurred on December 28, 1946, 
near Shannon, Ireland, was caused by 
* faulty altimeter, and on inspection 
it was discovered that the two pres
sure tubes at the back of the instru
ment were hooked in in reverse. 
Since then, the size of the fittings have 
been changed so that this mistake 
can never happen again.
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You'd b e t t e r  g e t  y o u r s e l f  a n o t h e r  g ir l ,”  sh e  t o l d  h i m , “ a

NICE ONE WITHOUT SGANDALS IN HER FAMILY.

by RICHARD
WATKINSHOWELLS

DI R K  L A N E  li lte d  h is foot 
|  from  the accelerator. H is  f overheated car lost way rap 

id ly .
Ju st ahead the w h ite  concrete of the 

overseas h ighw ay, leap ing  on from  key 
to key am id  unend ing  light-green 
shallow s, crossed the southern tip  of 
yet another b it  of land . T h is  m ust be 
Ponce K ey , th is is let h idden by a p a li
sade of m angrove trees stand ing  on 
exposed roots above the w ater.

A  h o rn  blasted beh in d  D ir k  and a 
convertib le  swept past tow ard  the low  
red  sun and K ey  W est, somewhere u n 
der it .

D ir k  was alm ost sure he had reached 
the end of a long quest.

" A  fat fe lle r , h a lf  ba ld  and h a lf 
grizzled , and a g ir l—h is daughter, most 
lik e ly ,”  the m an at the gas dock had 
said and h is faded b lue  eyes had 
tu rned  u p  s ly ly  at D irk .

“ She is ,”  D irk  had rep lied  cu rtly . 
“ T h a n k s .”

H e  ran  h is car off onto the shou l
der and looked w ith  sober suspicion 
at the “ n a rro w , m uddy track that 
sloped down from  the road and h id  
itse lf in  the m angrove swam p. I t  
looked lik e  treacherous going. H e  
was no great hand  at d r iv in g ; he had 
been g rip p ing  a sh ip ’s w heel at a tim e 
w hen most youngsters were tooling  
ja lop ies around  town.

H e  sw itched off the ig n itio n . O ut 
of the car, he looked again at the track  
and then seaward, w here a tanker, r id 
in g  h igh , seemed by the deepening 
b lue of the w ater to be hugging the 
twenty-fathom  curve . H is  eyes tu rned  
back along the h ighw ay to the last 
bridge he had crossed. A  so litary  
fisherm an , a sw arthy young m an in  a 
p in k  gabard ine sports sh irt , hung  over 
the parapet w ith  h is rod in  both his 
hands. H is  eyes were tu rned  toward 
D irk . N o  parked  car accounted for 
h is presence, though D irk  had passed 
no in h ab ited  keys fo r a good few  
m iles to the eastward. Perhaps P in k

S h irt  like d  w a lk in g  on hot concrete. 
D ir k  p u lled  out the ig n itio n  key and 
pu t it  in  h is pocket. O dd , to d istru st 
a fisherm an, but h is fa ith  in  people 
had taken a jo lt  recently  and he 
d id n ’t lik e  th at fe llo w ’s look, anyhow .

H e  w alked  dow n the track . H e  
need not have ba lked  at d r iv in g  it ; 
there was so lid  stone u nder that d u b i
ous surface. H e  fe lt lit t le  em otion 
now ; the anger that had sustained h im  
had d u lled . H e  was tired  of badger
ing  people w ith  questions along these 
hundred  and th irty  m iles of coral and 
lim estone keys. A nd  there was noth
ing  ahead bu t unp leasant d u ty ; n o th
ing to s t ir  u p  a m an ’s feelings.

T h e  shallow s d rew  in  on e ither side 
of the t ra il. T h e  m angroves, standing 
h igh  on those fan tastic  roots, bunched 
th icke r. T h e n  the g round lifte d  and 
the key w idened ahead of h im . He 
w ent w a lk in g  in  am ong o ld  lim e  trees, 
p lan ted  h aphazard ly . In  w ith  them  
a few  coco palms slanted skyw ard . 
T h e ir  shadow ing fronds made it  seem 
the sun had a lready set. G ray ish  
stones outcropped here and there ; the 
lim es had tw isted th e ir  roots in  it  to 
ho ld  themselves against the pressure 
of sea w inds.

D irk  saw a car ahead, a g leam ing 
coupe of the same m ake as h is own 
car. I t  was b lock in g  the track . N ext 
m om ent he caught sight of the peeling 
sid ing  and  screened porch of a ratty 
lit t le  fish ing cam p . H is  eyes were 
d raw n  from  it  in stan tly  by a g lim pse 
of Ju n e  F ie ld in g . H e  took two steps 
more and stopped.

T h e  g ir l sat in  a heavy row boat 
alongside a ricke ty  p ie r, bent over to 
scoop w ater from  the bottom w ith  a 
p a rtly  flattened tin  can. H e r bare 
brow n arm  moved rh y th m ica lly  but 
her attention  was a l l  on the shack-like 
cam p. T h e re  was a certa in  tension 
about the set of her s lim  shoulders.

Suddenly she ceased ba ilin g , set 
down the can and slow ly tu rned  to
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w ard  D irk . T h e re  was no surprise 
on her face, no surprise and no greet
ing . She stood u p , put a knee on the 
edge of the p ie r, and clim bed up . Fo r 
an  in stan t she looked again at the low  
b u ild in g . T h e n  she came along the 
uneven p lan k in g  to meet h im .

T h e  muscles of D ir k ’s face tautened.
“ Y o u r fa th e r 'in  there?”  he asked 

cu rtly , w ith  a g lance tow ard the cam p.
Ju n e  nodded. H e  started w a lk ing  

again so that she had to tu rn  to w a lk  
w ith  h im .

“ W a it ,”  she said.

H t1 E stopped at once. She looked 
in to  his face. H is  eyes met hers w ith  
hard  d irectness.

“ N ever m in d ,”  she said  and took a 
step toward the camp.

D irk  frow ned. A lready she had 
h im  on the defensive, she who was so 
deeply in  the wrong. W e ll, it  was a 
tr ic k  she had been able to do w hen 
she was eight, b u t it  was on ly  a trick . 
T h is  tim e it  w ou ld  do her no good.

" A t  least I  should  be m ore welcom e 
than a deputy sh eriff,”  he said .

H e r  head tilted . - "Y o u r  m ission is 
the same. I  see th a t.”

T r u e  enough, that was. June  stood 
s t i l l , w a itin g , show ing not the slightest 
cu rio s ity  about how he had gathered 
together the facts that po inted  to the 
keys as the h id ing-p lace o f Am os 
F ie ld in g . T h e y  were lit t le  th ings, 
lik e  the o ld  m an ’s d is like  of the C a r ib 
bean and South  A m erican  peoples 
w ith  w h ich  his ships traded, h is alm ost 
ch ild ish  enthusiasm  fo r fish ing , his 
outspoken p ity  fo r h im se lf, con
dem ned to life  in  a hot Southern  c ity , 
and th at ch art of the keys he had 
tucked back in  the wrong d raw er of 
D ir k ’s ch art tab le on the A n n e t t e  
F ie ld in g .

"W ith o u t even leaving  a note fo r 
m e!”  he said . “ D id n ’t you th in k  I ’d 
be interested?”

“ I t  was ou r a ffa ir, not you rs.”
“ O u r a ffa ir !”  he repeated. “ Y o u  

m ay be sappy enough to le t y o u r 1 
father ru in  you r life . B u t  I ’m  stop
p ing  i t ! ”

June raised her head in  the curious 
way that made her seem for the mo
m ent q u ite  as ta ll as he. “ A s if  you 
co u ld !”  she said.

“ I  can. H e ’s going back now —w ith  
m e, if  he’s sm art, w ith  a deputy 
sheriff i f  he isn ’t. T h e re ’s a w arrant 
out fo r his a rrest.”

Ju n e  nodded. “ I  know  th a t,”  she 
said ca lm ly . A nd  then her hand 
touched his arm  im p u ls ive ly . “ D irk ! 
P lease go aw ay!”

“ Em bezzling , they ca ll i t ,”  D irk  
said . “ I f  he’d on ly  faced his d irectors 
and  to ld  them  w hat a m udd le he’s 
m ade try ing  to be sm art! T h e y  m ay 
be tough old  shellbacks bu t they knew  
he’d had a jo lt  w hen your m other d ied  
and for a w h ile  was h a rd ly  responsi



b le . B u t  no! H e had to ru n —and 
you ran  w ith  h im !”

H is  eyes bore on her savagely. “ 1 
can  understand his ru n n in g —bu t you 
going w ith  h im ! T h a t ’s som ething 
I ’l l  never und erstand .”  H e  started 
again tow ard  the shack.

" I ’m  sure there are a great m any 
th ings you ’l l  never und erstand !”  June 
flared . “ T h e re ’s a m an in  w ith  h im  
now  w ho—”

"W e ’l l  th row  the m an out on his 
nose,”  D irk  sa id , w ith ou t slacken ing 
h is stride . H e  looked around  and his 
vo ice was harsh : “ I ’m  not going to 
risk  h is tak in g  it  on the lam  ag a in .”

H e r  brow n eyes closed an  in stan t; 
perhaps the crook’s phrase had hu rt 
her. W e ll, she had it  com ing.

She fo llow ed beh ind h im , w ithou t 
another w ord .

T h ro u g h  the corner of the porch, 
w here it  ju tted  beyond the shack, 
D irk  caught a g lim pse of the hood o l 
another car, d raw n  up in  the back. 
T w o  cars? H e  rem em bered the v is i
tor. H e  glanced in to  the nearer car 
as he passed. T h e  keys were in  it.

A mos Fielding came suddenly out 
onto the porch , across it  and to the 
doorstep. T h e  screen door slapped 
beh ind  h im . H is  round  face had 
fa llen  in  perceptib ly since D irk  had 
last seen h im . H e  looked sh run ken . 
Strangely h is lip s  seemed to be fram 
in g  soundless words and cautions. I f  
he had been startled  by the sight of 
D irk  some other em otion had sw iftly  
superseded it . O r  was he fe igning 
in san ity?

“ Pack your gear, M r. F ie ld in g ,"  
D irk  said b rusquely . “ W e ’re starting  
back to Ja ckso n v ille  ton ig ht.”

F ie ld in g  scowled, hesitated, then 
made up h is m in d .

“ A ll  rig h t, Sheriff, just as you say ,”  
he said w ith  overdone h u m ility .

“ Same type of hum or as your daugh
te r,”  D irk  said. “ 1 don ’t like  it in 
th is—”

H e cut off his words as a sm all, 
a le rt m an in  a w h ile  lin e n  su it stepped 
out of the house onto the porch and 
peered in te n tly  through the screen
ing  at h im . T h e  eyes were b lack , in 
te llig en t, fu l l of life .

“ N ot a po lice officer, then?”  the 
lit t le  m an said sw ift ly . “ Ju s t a frien d  
—a frien d  of M r. F ie ld in g  of Jackson
v ille ? ”  T h e  shrewd eyes darted from  
D irk  to Ju n e  and back to D irk .

“ W h o ’s th is?”  D irk  asked.
Ju n e , s t ill beh ind  h im , was silen t.
Am os F ie ld in g ’s an im atio n  had left 

h im ; he g lowered at D irk ; then, w ith  
an effort, roused h im self.

“ H e  says h is nam e’s K e n n ard , and 
he’s got some crazy notion I ’m a fug i
tive  from  ju stice ,”  F ie ld in g  said . H is  
laugh was a fa ilu re .

“ N ow  h ap p ily  confirm ed , that crazy 
n o tio n ,”  Ken n ard  asserted. He flung

open the screen door and jo ined  them  
on the grass outside , eager, strenuous
ly  unselfconscious and u n a fra id . H e  
kept studying  D irk . “ I  have a ta lent. 
I  can spot a fu g itive  at first g lance .”

H e  po inted sou thw ard . “ A t  H a 
vana I  have had some sm all successes, 
and also at C a racas.”

D irk  glanced around  at Ju n e ; she 
was facing  K e n n ard  w ith  wide-eyed 
apprehension . D ir k  sized up the a n i
m ated lit t le  m an. Fo r a ll h is exagger
ated confidence he was nervous; the 
rap id ity  of h is speech, h is gestures and 
fac ia l expression betrayed h im . A 
lit t le  sq u irt try ing  to be im p ortan t, to 
dom inate the s ituatio n .

“ T h e  d ifficu lty  is a lw ays to trace the 
man back, to learn  w here he comes 
from  and h is nam e,”  K en n ard  said 
most chee rfu lly . “ O nce those details 
are in  my hands—as has happened so 
opportune ly  in  th is case—”  H e ges
tured toward D irk  w ith  his hand ; 
then dropped it  to his side w ith  om i
nous fin a lity .

D irk  looked sideways at June , feel
ing h im se lf a w ide-m outhed swab.

"B la c k m a il? "  he asked F ie ld in g .
“ N ow  that he know s m y nam e and 

w here I  come from —yes,”  said Am os 
F ie ld in g  su llen ly . “ Before you got 
here he was just fish ing aro un d , fo r 
days, p retend ing  to be fr ie n d ly , asking 
us questions.”

D irk  met Ju n e ’s eyes. “ I t  doesn’t 
m atte r,”  he said. “ Y o u r fa ther’s going 
back ton ig ht.”

“ A h , but perhaps it  does m atte r!”  
K en n ard  cried . H e  p ivoted , keen eyes 
w atch ing  them a ll. T h e  lit t le  m an's 
m ental ag ility  seemed to shake his 
tim orous body, lik e  an over-large en
gine in  a rust-th inned h u ll.

“ L e t  me see if  I  understand this 
s itu a tio n ,”  he said . “ M r. F ie ld in g , 
here, absconds w ith  some m oney, ac
com panied by his devoted daughter. 
T h e n  he is hunted down by this 
b rig ht young fe llo w ” —his shrew d eyes 
raked D irk —“ a seagoing young m an, 
by the color o l h is sk in  and the 
w rin k le s  around his eyes. A  sh ip 
m aster, perhaps? H e has a com m and
ing eye. W e ll, fo r business o r—ah— 
let us say sentim ental reasons—he de-

D ir k ’s  l o n g  a rm s  w h i p p e d  o u t . O n e  h a n d  s w e p t  th e  w a d d e d  h a n d 
k e r c h i e f  a g a in s t K e n n a r d ’ s fa c e .  T h e  o t h e r  c l a m p e d  b a c k  o f  h is  h ea d .



sires M r. F ie ld in g  to re tu rn . A rrest is 
fa r front his thoughts. W hereas a 
quiet vo lun tary  re tu rn  m ight redeem 
the delicate s ituatio n , an  arrest, a 
dragging back in  handcuffs, w ou ld  be 
catastroph ic .”

H e  tapped h is meager chest and 
deepened his voice. “ W e ll, gentle
m en, 1 represent arrest. A  telephone 
ca il to Key W est, perhaps another to 
M iam i, and the sheriffs’ offices of two 
counties w ou ld  be vy ing  fo r the dis- 

~ t in ctio n  of apprehend ing  M r. F ie ld 
ing . Am  I  right? Please don ’t bother 
to l ie .”

D irk  reached a decision. “ L e t ’s ta lk  
th is over,”  he said. H e  flung open the 
screen door and stepped onto the 
porch. W ith o u t tu rn in g  his head to 
see if  he were fo llow ed , he continued  
on in to  a room  sketch ily  fu rn ished  
w ith  odd bits of w icker fu rn itu re .

K e n n a r d  was prom pt, alm ost too 
p rom pt, in  fo llow ing . Ju n e  and 
F ie ld in g  came in  after h im . D irk  
m aneuvered K en n ard  toward a cor
ner con ta in ing  no doors or w indows.

“ A  m om ent, C a p ta in , before you lay 
hands on m e," K e n n ard  said . H is  
voice was shaky. H e  po inted toward 
the track  through the lim e grove.

In  the dusk the bridge fisherm an of 
the p in k  gabard ine sports sh irt was 
v is ib le , lean ing  against the tru n k  of 
a coco pa lm .

“ I t  w ou ld  save tim e if  you concede 
me elem entary in te llig en ce ,”  K en n ard  
said and h is voice held feeble exasper
a tion . “ M ig ue l, over there, is a m an 
of v io lence , passionately addicted to 
pisto l fire and not too b rig h t.”

H e  cleared h is th roat nervously . “ I  
know  my lim ita tio n s , m y lack  of force
fulness, m y in sign ificant person and I 
re in fo rce  these fa ilin gs w ith  M ig ue l. 
B u t  I  te ll you in  a ll s incerity  i t  w ould

be better fo r a l l  o f us not to rouse 
that young m an . I  am  sure none of 
you are arm ed. M ig ue l has a pisto l 
and he w il l  use it  w illin g ly , q u ite  
heedless o f fu tu re  consequences.”

Y o u  h a v e  ta k e n  o v e r  h e r e , D ir k .  H e  
cou ld  feel Ju n e  th in k in g  that as p la in 
ly  as i f  she had spoken the words. 
W h a t ’s th e  n e x t  m o v e f  

A n  a rm ch a ir creaked resen tfu lly  as 
D irk  p lanted  h is arm s on the back of 
i t  and let h is eyes rove out the 
w indow .

“ You  ask me w hy I  m ake use of 
such a c reatu re ,”  K e n n a rd  said . “ L e t 
me te ll you it  is n o t easy to lay hands 
on the precise in stru m en t—”

"W h y  don ’t you shut u p !”  D irk  
grow led. A  com ic character, th is K e n 
n ard , bu t he packed a menace never
theless. H e  cou ld  m ake a phone ca ll. 
T h e re  was no doubt K e n n ard  was 
w orried  about un leash ing  M ig ue l. B u t 
in  sp ite o f h is fears, van ity  in  the lit t le  
m an w ou ld  lead h im  to c a ll h is thug 
in to  action . T h e n , too, he m ight not 
dare to emerge em pty-handed from  
th is adventure—w ith  M iguel im pa
tien tly  expecting  m oney.

D irk  glanced again at Ju n e , stand
ing there beside her frightened father. 
H e r  brow n arms rested at her sides; 
her an im ation  was gone. H e r s t i l l
ness, her passiv ity was not n atu ra l. 
B u t  he understood it . W e ll, she was 
wrong again i f  she thought he cou ld n ’t 
hand le the crisis he had p recip itated .

O ld  Am os F ie ld in g  was try ing  to 
lig h t a m atch  fo r h is c igar; he was 
m ak ing  heavy w eather of it .

D irk  pushed h im  in to  the corner. 
“ W o u ld  you go bade v o lu n ta r ily  now, 
i f  you cou ld?”  he asked softly.

“ Yes, yes!”  said  F ie ld in g  in  a hoarse 
w hisper. H is  effo rt to be convincing  
gave h im  the shakes. “ O f course! 
Y o u  kno w  I  lost m oney; I  d id n ’t

abscond w ith  it . I  can ’t buy off th is 
lit t le  crook w ith —”

“ D am n ’ r ig h t you can ’t ,”  D ir k  said . 
T h e  th ing  to do was to keep h is m in d  
off Ju n e  except as she fitted in to  th is 
prob lem . F ie ld in g  w anted to scuttle 
back now . D irk  looked at Ju n e . She 
sensed h is question and nodded grave
ly . Yes; she w ou ld  go back w ith  her 
fa ther now , i f  they cou ld  re tu rn  vo l
u n ta r ily .

“ I ’m  not greedy,”  K e n n a rd  said de
fensive ly . “ In  re tu rn  for a sm all share 
of the—of M r. F ie ld in g ’s tak ings, I  
w il l  g ive h im  some in va lu ab le  advice 
on how to m a in ta in  seclusion success
fu lly , w ith o u t arousing suspicion. 
O therw ise , a rrest!”

H e  glanced around the d arken ing  
room , analyzing  th e ir attitudes and 
th e ir silence. H is  words pattered on 
w ith  no m ore effect than ra ind rops 
but outside in  the tw ilig h t, b lock ing  
the t ra il, M iguel w aited.

“ I t  is to m y in terest, once o u r agree
m ent is concluded , to see that M r. 
F ie ld in g  escapes and rem ains w e ll 
h idden . T h e  m om ent he is found the 
question of w hat became of h is re
sources arises. T h e n  I ,  too, become 
hunted . Su re ly  you see I  w ou ld  avo id  
th a t.”

K e n n ard  stopped ta lk in g  and his 
eyes an xiou sly  asked a rep ly .

D irk  stepped to the door onto the 
porch  to appraise the dusk outside. 
H e  had often noticed when pacing the 
bridge th is near the equator how 
ra p id ly  darkness took over from  day
lig h t once the sun was under. T h is  
even ing, how ever, the lig h t seemed to 
linger unconscionably . H e  cou ld  s t ill 
m ake out the figure of M ig ue l, now 
squatting  on the track  beyond the 
lim e trees. H is  p in k  sh irt was going 
d a rk , one in d ica tio n , a t least, that day

D i r k  u n fa s t e n e d  th e  b o a t 's  p a in te r ,  a n d  c a r e f u l l y  w a d e d
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c e a s e d  h a ilin g .  
F o r  a n  in s ta n t  
s h e  l o o k e d  a g a in  
a t  t h e  b u i ld in g .

was departing . A nd  in  the room  here, 
w ith  screens filte ring  the lig h t, figures 
were becom ing shadows and expres
sions could  no longer be read. I t  s t ill 
su ited  Ju n e ’s purpose to rem ain  u t
te rly  quiescent and D irk  po intedly 
ignored h er. H e  m ust sta ll a w h ile  
longer.

“ W h a t m akes you th in k  it  w ou ld  
h u rt me to see F ie ld in g  under arrest?”  
D irk  asked.

“ A ga in  I  m ust ask you to cred it me 
w ith  some slig ht vestige of com m on 
sense,”  K e n n a rd  said , aggrieved. T h e  
question gave h is voice new life , 
tu rned  h im  on lik e  a faucet. - “ M iss 
F ie ld in g  w ou ld  not approve of your 
a tt itu d e .”

D ir k  je rked  h is head a ro un d ; his 
eyes were savage.

“ So w hat?”  he said.
K en n ard  ignored h im . H is  short 

legs took h im  over to F ie ld in g ’s side; 
he la id  a fr ie n d ly  hand  on F ie ld in g ’s 
arm  and was not too d isturbed  w hen 
F ie ld in g  fre tfu lly  shook it  off.

“ Leave M r. F ie ld in g  to m e,”  he said 
over h is shoulder. “ I ’l l  take care of 
h im . Y o u  two go along. T h e re  is no 
proof, 1 take it , that his daughter had 
any g u ilty  knowledge he was fleeing. 
T ru e , she m ight undergo some rig o r
ous question ing  in  Ja ckso n v ille  but 
you w il l  have p lenty of tim e to devise

a story that w il l w ith stand  the best 
a ttack .”

He waved a hand toward the h ig h 
w ay. “ G o , you two! G o  back! L iv e  
yo u r lives! F ie ld in g  and 1 w il l  be a ll 
r ig h t. O u r interests are id e n tica l, I  
te ll you. M iguel w i l l  behave if  he 
knows it  is p ro fitab le  to do so.”

T h e  assum ption o f th is ineffectual 
lit t le  leech annoyed D irk . H e  was 
not so poor-spirited as to w an t this 
g ir l who had le ft w ith o u t a w ord to 
p lay nursem aid  to her de fau lting  
father. H is  m ission here was to b rin g  
F ie ld in g  back and thus assure, fo r o ld  
fr ie n d sh ip ’s sake, that Ju n e  d id  not 
w h o lly  mess up her life . I t  was an 
im personal gesture. H e  and Ju n e  
were through . She had m ade a choice 
and the mere m ak in g  of it  was enough 
to free h im  from  h is illu s io n s about 
her. H e w ou ld  m ake his d isinterested 
m otive very p la in  to h er; then he 
w ou ld  re tu rn  to the sea.

H e  lifte d  his head. H e  swung 
around on F ie ld in g  and his v io lence 
held  K e n n a rd ’s- atten tion .

“ W e ll? ”  he asked harsh ly . “ D o you 
w an t to ru n  fa rth e r w ith  yo u r new 
buddies or do you w an t to go back 
w ith  me?”

F ie ld in g  reacted au tom atica lly  to 
h is p lay of fee ling .

“ I  w an t to go back, but not l ik e —a 
fe lo n ,”  he cried . H is  voice was th in

and h igh . “ Ju n e , you were righ t! 
T h is  is im possible. I t ’s a n ightm are! 
I  w an t to ^ o  back .”

D ir k ’s glance swept through the 
w indow . M ig ue l was a mere b lu r . 
D irk  pu lled  out h is hand kerch ie f and 
lifted  it  tow ard  h is forehead.

“ I t ’s a p rob lem ,” D irk  said . “ W ith  
M r. K e n n ard —”  H is  long arms 
w h ipped  out. O ne hand  swept the 
wadded hand kerch ie f against K e n 
n ard ’s face; the other clam ped on the 
back of his head. H e  had h im  in  a 
m uffling  vise.

H e s lid  a foot beh ind  K e n n a rd ’s 
legs as the litt le  m an claw ed at h im  
and  K e n n ard  went dow n. D ir k ’s 
double g rip  on K e n n a rd ’s head eased 
h is fa ll . A  m om ent la te r, w ith  the 
hand kerch ie f s t i l l  plugging K e n n a rd ’s 
m outh , he had a knee on the sm aller 
m an's chest and a hand free to con
tro l K e n n a rd ’s feeble resistance. O ver 
h is shou lder he sa id :

“ Keep  on ta lk in g . L e t ’s hope M i
guel is fa r enough away not to notice 
h is boss has d ried  u p .”

“ W h a t good w il l  th is do us?”  Ju n e  
asked suddenly.

“ K e n n a rd  hasn't plugged a ll the 
ex its  from  th is ra th o le ,”  D irk  said. 
“ P u t  that ru g  alongside K e n n a rd . I  
w an t to ro ll h im  in  it . A n d  please 
say som eth ing .”
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“ Y es!"  said F ie ld in g  je rk i ly . “ T h is  
is unbearab le , th is h id in g , th is fear of 
arrest o r b lackm a il. I f  I  can I ’l l  go 
back v o lu n ta r ily , D irk . I t —it  was a 
m istake. I  have suffered here .”

Ju n e  bent to he lp  D irk  w a p  his 
gagged v ic tim  securely in  the moth- 
eaten rug. T h e n  she sw itched on a 
portable rad io , found a discussion on 
one station and increased the vo lum e 
slig htly . D ir k  stowed K en n ard  away 
in  a corner o f the room , b lend ing  his 
voice w ith  the rad io , dragging nervous 
words from  F ie ld in g  and from  Ju n e , 
wprds q u ite  at random . C u rio u s how 
Ju n e , u su a lly  so an im ated , had w ith 
draw n in to  herself.

A  cigarette tip , g low ing  fa in tly  in 
the darkness over w here the track 
came in  from  the h ighw ay, told h im  
M ig ue l was s t ill una larm ed .

D ic k  tu rned  from  the w indow . 
“ I ’m going to sneak you r boat away 
from  the p ie r and around beh ind this 
shack, Ju n e ,”  he said. “ You  and you r 
father can pole it  around the m an
groves and out to the h ighw ay. M y 
car is parked there. H ere are the 
keys.”

“ Yes!”  F ie ld in g  whispered. H e  was 
pacing the room  as if  he fe lt h im se lf 
caged here now . “ W e  can get away 
lik e  that, D ir k .”

June faced D irk . “ W h a t w i l l  you 
do?”

“ Y o u  can count on it  that Kennard  
w on't be getting to a telephone u n til 
after you reach  M ia m i,”  D ir k  said. 
H e  looked at F ie ld in g . “ T h e re  you'd 
better ca ll Sheriff Scott long distance 
and te ll h im  you understand you're 
wanted and are com ing b ack .”

“ W hen  M iguel hears us start your 
car—”  Ju n e  began.

“ You  hand le  your end and I ' l l  
hand le m in e ,”  D ir k  said cu rtly . H e  
looked again at the g low ing spot in  
the darkness, cast a glance at K e n 
n ard , struggling  fru itle ss ly  against the 
tight folds of the rug and opened the 
door lead ing  from  the k itchen  end of 
the cam p.

J u n e  fo llow ed h im  out in to  the 
darkness. H e  stopped. “ I  don't need 
any he lp—except a lit t le  conversation 
to tone in  w ith  that rad io  ch atte r,”  
he said.

“ I  w an t to know  w hat—”
“ I ’m  not going to get shot, anyhow ," 

he sa id . “ Please go in  and start ta lk 
in g .”

H e  moved away from  her ab ru p tly , 
s lip p in g  toward the m angroves edging 
the shallow s. T h e re  was room  enough 
among them  to land the boat. H e  
stripped  to h is shorts and pushed off 
softly  in to  the w arm  w ater. Sp idery 
roots clutched at his arm s and legs.

M osquitoes w h in ed  around h im . Sub
m erging, he c law ed along close to the 
shore. A t  the base of the p ie r he 
w orked out along the ricke ty  p ilin g  to 
the boat.

H e  paused to search the shadows of 
the trees beyond. H e  could  m ake 
out neither M ig ue l nor his cigarette. 
F ro w n in g , he listened  acute ly but on ly 
a m u rm u r of voices from  the house 
and the sm all sound of the breeze in  
the m angrove and lim e tops reached 
his ears. H e  p ivoted  s low ly , searching 
the d a rk  key. A  m atch  flared sudden
ly . M ig ue l was m a in ta in in g  h is watch 
on the t ra il th rough  the m angroves. 
N ig h t had settled b lack ly  on this islet.

D irk  unfastened the boat’s pa in ter. 
T h e  w ater here was waist-deep; he 
bent and flipped the lin e  over his 
shoulders. C a re fu lly  advancing  each 
foot he waded along the m ucky bot
tom w ith  the row boat tow ing beh ind . 
H is  progress was sn a il- like ; he could 
not r isk  waves ch u ck lin g  against the 
bow of the boat—b u t the d istance was 
short. H e  moved q u ick ly  once the 
b u lk  of the cam p cut off sight and 
sound of the boat.

T h e  sandflies and  mosquitoes that 
swarm ed at this tim e of day made 
darkness in  the house som ewhat rea
sonable. B u t  M ig ue l m ust soon be
come uneasy about it . D ir k  landed 
the boat, fum bled  for h is clothes and 
carried  them  up to the cam p.

Ju n e  and F ie ld in g  were w a itin g  for 
h im  inside the back door.

“ Y o u r car’s the one beh ind  here?”  
D irk  asked. “ A re  the keys in  it?”

“ Yes ,”  said Ju n e . She stopped ob
stinate ly . “ I  w an t to kno w  w hat you 
in tend  to do?”

“ Depends on circum stances,”  he 
said rap id ly . “ M ig ue l w il l probab ly 
head fo r the h ighw ay as soon as he 
hears you start my car. I ’ ll h ide K e n 

nard  out among the trees somewhere 
to scram ble up and delay M ig ue l and 
go on from  there. I ’l l  guarantee your 
getaway.”

H e paused. “ H ead  for M ia m i, not 
down the keys.”  H is  voice was cu rt. 
“ O .K . T h e  boat’s r ig h t in  fro n t of 
yo u .”

“ T h a n k s ,”  m uttered F ie ld in g . “ I  
know —”

“ G et under w ay ,”  D irk  in te rrup ted . 
W ith o u t a glance at the g ir l he 
stepped in to  the shack and closed the 
door. H e  stood there, listen ing . By 
sm a ll sounds he heard  them  start to
w ard  the shore. H is  face was grim . 
H e  opened the door a crack and 
w aited  u n til the boat had pushed off 
in to  the shallow s. T h e n  he pu lled  the 
door shut.

“ A re  you struggling  or on ly  j it te r 
ing?”  he asked K e n n a rd , in  h is rug . 
H e  lifted  his voice h igher than the 
rad io  to g ive M ig ue l a lit t le  va rie ty . 
“ Y o u  m ight as w e ll q u it  w rigg ling ; 
you ’re on ly  ru n n in g  off a test fo r me 
on how securely that ru g ’s got you .”

A s  he scram bled back in to  his 
clothes he continued  to ta lk  to K e n 
n ard , p o in tin g  out how r id icu lo u s it  
was for an in te llig en t m an  of unforce- 
fu l personality and dub ious nerves to, 
take to crim e. H e  kept h is voice rang
ing  from  gruff rem onstrance to b risk  
controversy. K en n ard  m odified his 
w rith ing s to listen . So vo lub le  a 
speaker m ust be suffering in tensely 
from  that gag.

I t  should  have been am using. I t  
wasn’ t.

Dressed, D irk  pu lled  a piece o f mos
qu ito  netting  from  above a bed in  the 
next room , tore it  in  h a lf  and slung  
K e n n ard  in  h is rug over h is shoulder. 
H e  carried  the prisoner out in to  the 
lim e grove. H e  heard no sound in  the

Sb



n ig h t save the d istan t scurry  o f a fast 
car on the h ighw ay.

W e ll back of the house, he set Ken- 
nard  on the ground at the bottom of 
a tree. H e  tucked one piece of mos
q u ito  netting  loosely over K e n n a rd ’s 
head and the other around h is feet.

“ T h e  idea is to m ake sure you don ’t 
do any m eddling  by telephone before 
F ie ld in g  checks in  w ith  the sh eriff,”  
he said so ftly . H e  waved an arm  
around  h is head at w h in in g  hosts r is 
ing from  the grass. “ Struggle and 
you ’l l  p robab ly knock  that netting  
loose an  h our or two before you can 
get free enough to slap . T h a t  could  
be very hard  on you out here tonight. 
H e a r ’em hum ? Doze t i l l  daw n, Ken- 
n ard . I ’l l  send somebody along about 
n ine  a . m . just in  case you are s t ill 
b o un d .”

H e  turned  and started back toward 
the house, head raised  to listen . He 
frow ned uneasily  at the unbroken 
stillness and brushed away mosquitoes 
au to m atica lly . H e  paused at the car 
beh ind the house—F ie ld in g ’s car.

M aybe M ig ue l had served an ap
p renticesh ip  as a car th ie f and could 
detour an ig n itio n  lock. H e  eased up 
the hood, groped endlessly, found  the 
d is tr ib u to r, groped again and f in a lly  
m anaged to l i f t  the cap. H e  was 
pocketing  the ro to r w hen, from  the 
house, the rad io  suddenly launched  
in to  brassy m usic.

D irk  moved fast. T h e re  was bare ly 
enough lig h t from  the stars to dodge 
trees as he put a lit t le  distance be
tween h im  and the house. H e  heard 
the sw ish of M ig u e l’s shoes com ing to 
investigate before he made out the 
b lu r  of his m oving  figure.

W h ile  M iguel prow led around the 
house D irk  d rifted  up to K e n n a rd ’s 
car and eased open the door.

M ig ue l ha iled  the house.

D irk  s lipped  in  beh ind  the w heel, 
fum bled  for the keys he had seen le ft 
in  the ig n itio n  lo ck  and found them . 
H e  groped feverish ly  to m ake sure 
lig h t sw itch , gear lever, b rake and 
gadgets were the same as his own. 
T h e y  were. H e  th rust his head fa r 
out the side w in d o w  and listened 
tensely.

M ig ue l’s voice was im p atie n t and 
suspicious. H e  was speaking Spanish . 
H e  voiced a th reat, lo ud ly . A no ther 
sound came to D irk 's  ears: the g rind  
of a starter out on the h ighw ay. Ju n e  
and  her fa ther had reached h is car. 
H e  listened breathlessly. T h e  m otor 
caught. T h e  car grow led in  low  gear, 
then hum m ed. T h e y  were aw ay, leap
ing in to  speed.

Thk thud of M ig u e l’s feet sounded 
close at hand .

D irk  snapped on the sw itch  and 
tram ped on the starter. H e  bent low  
beh ind  the w heel, jam m in g  the m otor 
in to  gear. I t  started , bucked and 
surged ahead. H e  snapped on the 
headlights and swung in  a w ide curve 
out in to  the grove. Dodging trees, 
bum ping  over lim estone outcroppings, 
he kept it  tu rn in g , eyes a le rt fo r the 
tra il.

M iguel shouted. As D irk  sighted 
the track  M ig u e l’s gun cracked th un 
derously.

K en n ard  had not lied  about that; 
M iguel was trigger-happy; he pum ped 
bu llets and D irk  hunched  h is sh ou l
ders, crouched as low  as he cou ld  
w h ile  s t i l l  peering ahead.

A  nearer sound told D irk  lead had 
torn through the th in  steel of the car 
body.

T h e  mangroves closed in  on e ither 
side. W ith  trees and d istance beh ind , 
D ir k  stra ightened up, steering along 
the w in d in g  n a rro w  fa irw ay .
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T h e  jo b  was done. A s w hen he had 
w alked  down that t ra il, he fe lt lit t le  
em otion. M ore than a job was over. 
So what?

H is  sw erv ing  lights bore suddenly 
on a g ir l leap ing  aside. June ! He 
skidded to a stop and stared at her.

She ran  tow ard  the car. H e  grabbed 
at the door la tch .

A no ther b u lle t screamed through 
the m angroves. Ju n e  scram bled in to  
the car.

D ir k  sent the car lung ing  on. 
"K e e p  yo u r head dow n,”  he said. 
"M ig u e l’s about to fin ish that c l ip .” 

l i r e  raised surface of the h ighw ay 
showed in  the. lights. T h e  tires 
bum ped across the lo w  spot. T h e y  
ro lled  onto smooth concrete.

D irk  swung the wheel. K e n n ard ’s 
coupe tu rned  its rad ia to r tow ard Key 
W est. He glanced at Ju n e . She u t
tered no protest.

" W e ll, I ’m g lad you r fa ther can 
d rive  a car, anyhow ,”  he said.

"D a d ’s ju st a nuisance to you ,”  
Ju n e  said. She was staring  down the 
path of lig h t ahead. "H e  isn ’t to me. 
1 can rem em ber back—”

She stopped to m ake a fresh start: 
“ H e  needed help . H e  was s ick  and 
pan icky  and bent on ru n n in g  away. 
I  cou ld n ’t stop h im . D o you th in k  I  
w ou ld  let h im  ru n  alone? T o  be a ll 
alone somewhere w hen he realized 
w h at the rest of h is life  was going to 
be like? 1 knew  he’d go back if  I  ju st 
stood by. I  d id . I  w aited . I  knew  
he’d go back. W e  d id n ’t need you in  
th is , and K e n n ard  cou ld n ’ t have 
Stopped us.”

She tu rned  to look at h im . “ W h at 
is it? A  father-fixation  or ju st old- 
fashioned fam ily  decency? I don ’ t 
know . I  don ’t care. I  had to see h im  
headed back. A n d  now I ’m  not d is
ow n ing  h im , w hatever happens. You  
should  have stayed on your sh ip .”  

“ D o n ’t try to ta lk  yourse lf out of it ,”  
he said. “ Y o u  came b ack .”

"Y o u ’d better get yourse lf another 
g ir l , a nice one w ith ou t scandals in  
her fa m ily .”

“ You  m ust have been listen ing  
w h ile  you poled that bo at,”  he said. 
“ Y o u  knew  M ig ue l wasn’ t shooting 
holes in  me. B u t you d id n ’ t go. A nd  
you d id n ’t come back ju st to rescue 
m e ,”

“ I don ’t know  w hy I  came back.”
He laughed softly . “ Y o u ’re stuck 

w ith  m e, June , ju st as I ’m  stuck w ith  
you. W e  belong .”

He lifted  his foot from  the acceler
ator and she was in  u nder h is en
c irc lin g  arm .

I t  w ou ld  be handy, he to ld  h im se lf, 
i f  he should lose h is sh ip  and drow n 
forty m en some day, to know  that 
someone was standing by against the 
w o rld . B u t  not even that was w hy he 
had to have Ju n e .



Underwater Dem olition
N o w  IT CAN BE TOLD—THE HEROIC WORK O F THE “ FROG M e n ”  WHO CLEARED OUT THE 

UNDERWATER OBSTACLES BEFORE OUR AMPHIBIOUS LANDINGS.

O N Ju n e  13 the U .S .S . K l in e  
arrived  again at M oro ta i, 
s lip p in g  in to  the h arbo r at 
dusk to m ing le w ith  the 

great arm ada of sh ips preparing  for 
the invasion  of B a likp ap an  on the 
northeast coast of Borneo .

Fo r once we knew  the location  and 
schedule of our next operation . 
T w e lv e  days rem ained for rehearsal 
before the first reconnaissance at 
M anggar, one of the two beaches off 
B a likp ap an  selected for the first troop 
land ings. W e started tra in in g  im 
m ed iate ly , using the maps and reports 
furn ished  by In te lligence  concern ing 
the prospective invasion  sites. As 
usual we went through the rou tine  of 
long-distance sw im m ing , m ap-reading 
and the w ork ing  out of staged prob
lems ap p ro x im a tin g  the actual com 
bat conditions we w ou ld  face on the 
M anggar and K landassan beaches. 
D u rin g  liberty  hours ashore we made 
friends and visited  w ith  the A u s tra lian  
troops staging at M orota i for the in 
vasion . W e liked  them  in stinctive ly , 
and they in  tu rn  m ade us welcom e in  
th e ir com pany. Beer was in  fa ir ly  
good supp ly at the m om ent, p rov id 
ing a com m on m edium  of exchange 
as w ell as a basis fo r cem enting new 
friendsh ips. Cans of Am erican  Pabst, 
Budw eiser and R u p p e rt beer proved 
acceptable in  exchange for quart 
bottles of the heavier, stronger Aus
tra lian  beer, an exchange that proved 
to ou r advantage if  the alcoho l con
tent of the beverages cou ld  be counted 
as a factor. Several of the soldiers 
had exqu is ite  bracelets, made d uring  
long hours of w a itin g , of s ilve r coins 
gathered from  m any countries. W e 
had on ly to adm ire or offer to buy 
one of the bracelets and it  was freely 
g iven , the ow ner u n w ill in g  to accept 
any paym ent except thanks. I t  
seemed a sorry state of affa irs to have 
to fight a global w ar in  order to Afreet 
and exchange com plim ents w ith  such 
w onderfu l people.

R e tu rn in g  to ou r sh ip  late one eve
n ing , E l l io t  and I  found  a message to 
report to Ensig n  Joe M il le r , M ine 
D isposal Officer of U D T  11. H e  was 
on board, s t ill awake and dressed. 
Since other officers sharing  his q u a r

ters had tu rned  in  for the n ig ht, he 
led us on deck and  back on the fan- 
ta il to e xp la in  the reason fo r his 
sum m ons. I t  was a m ine-disposal job 
—at least, th at’s w h at he thought it  
was. T h e  A d m ira l com m anding the 
nava l forces had ca lled  h im  to the 
flagship , e xp la in in g  that the picket 
boats guard ing  the perim eter of the 
harbo r had discovered a large m ine or 
buoy o f.u n kn o w n  o rig in  floating  in to  
the harbor w ith  the cu rren t. T h e  
p icket boats were s t ill fo llo w in g  the 
m ine or w hatever it  was, w arn ing  
ships out of its e rra tic  path , bu t a fra id  
to explode it  by gunfire  because of 
possible danger to ad jacent ships and 
h arbo r in sta lla tio n s . A ll  the A d m ira l 
w anted Joe to do was to take the 
dam n th ing  out o f the danger area 
and dispose of it . A l l  Jo e  w anted us 
to do was to help  h im . W e  read ily  
agreed, glad to have som ething to 
break the m onotony of briefings and 
rehearsals.

E a r ly  the n ext m orn ing  we nailed  
a crewm an from  one of ou r L C P  (R )  s 
and b lack jacked  h im  in to  going along 
to m an the boat fo r us. T h ro w in g  
aboard a rubb er boat, some powder 
packs, and some fuse cord, we swung 
the boat over the side and departed 
to locate ou r e rra n t target and its 
picket-boat escort. A fte r a lengthy 
search we located the object ly ing  
peacefu lly  on its side on the beach of 
the sm all is land  we used fo r d em oli
tion practice. T h e  escort was s t ill in  
attendance, stand ing  a respectful d is
tance offshore. As soon as we entered 
the area and m ade ou r purpose 
know n , we were im m ed ia te ly  left in  
com plete charge and alone, the picket- 
boat crew ap paren tly  p re fe rring  the ir 
m onotonous cru is ing  to p lay ing  
nursem aid  to a floating  question m ark .

We le ft the L C P  (R )  stand ing  off
shore and took to the rubb er boat 
fo r the ru n  to the beach. O nce there, 
the rid d le  became m ore com plex than 

..e ve r. O u r m ine o r buoy was q u ite  
large, shaped lik e  a carrot o r a ch ild ’s 
top, m easuring about seven feet in  
length and about three feet m ax im u m  
d iam eter. E xce p t for barnacles and 
m arine  encrustations, it  was perfectly
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smooth m etal w ith  no knobs or horns 
p ro trud ing  to id en tify  it  as a m in e ; 
nor d id  it  have attached rings such a's 
buoys u su a lly  have. W h ile  Joe M il le r  
and I  squatted on the sand puzzling  
over some means of id en tifica tion , 
E l l io t  waded in to  the w ater to e x
am ine the top end. Suddenly he 
jum ped backw ard  in  the w ater and 
let out a startled y e ll : "G osh , i t ’s a 
m in e .”  W e  jo in ed  h im  in  the w ater, 
and he po inted  to his d iscovery; a h a lf
in ch  e lectrica l cable tra ilin g  from  the 
tip  a d istance of two yards. D ang ling  
from  the shredded end of the cable 
were s ix  sm aller w ires w rapped  w ith  
colored in su la tio n . Beyond a doubt 
the th ing  was a strange u n fa m ilia r  
type of Japanese m ine. T h e  on ly  
problem  now was to dispose of it. 
T o  explode it  on the beach w ould  
b low  ou r p ictu re  postcard is land  in to  
the d r in k ; yet there was no safe way 
of m oving the dam n th ing out to sea. 
F in a lly  in  desperation we sent ou r 
land ing  cra ft back to the K l i n e  fo r a 
lin e . W h en  it  re tu rned , we gently 
and g ingerly  looped the lin e  around 
the upper end of the m ine , reeled out 
about a hundred  yards, and tied  the 
free end to the boat. S low ly  and care
fu lly  we jockeyed the boat ahead, 
pu lled  the m ine free of its resting 
place in  the sand and towed it  out in to  
the harbo r, stopping about m idw ay 
between M oro ta i and the is land  in  an 
area c lear of ships. T h e re  we in stru c t
ed the boat crewm an to hold  the lin e  
tight against the cu rren t. W e  then 
loaded powder and fuse over the side 
in to  the rubb er boat. I t  was the w ork 
of on ly a few m inutes to tie the 
charges to the side of the m ine , set a 
ten-m inute fuse, and cast off the ho ld 
ing line .

As we started to paddle back to our 
boat, we made a h o rrib le  discovery. 
T h e  sw ift cu rren t was ca rry ing  us 
along w ith  the m ine , now floating 
free and ready to explode. W e  
paddled lik e  m aniacs , but ou r best 
efforts fa iled  to open m ore than a 
sm all gap of w ater between us and 
ou r exp losive p laym ate. A fte r five 
m inutes had gone by, we signaled  
fra n tica lly  fo r the land in g  c ra ft to 
come in  after us. T h e  crew m an was
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not exactly  eager, bu t he came back, 
w heeling  alongside, scarcely slow ing  
as he took us aboard  and  headed for 
open sea. A  safe d istance aw ay, we 
hove to and w aited—and w aited  and 
w aited . W e  w aited  a fu l l  half-hour 
and noth ing  happened. T h e  m ine 
ju s t  d rifted  q u ie tly  back to the is land  
and resum ed its in te rru p ted  rest on 
the sand of the beach.

T h e r e  was nothing  to do but re 
peat ou r perform ance. T h e  sharp bar
nacles had cu t the powder tra in  be
fore the fire reached the charges. T h e  
second tim e we m ade the boat stand 
in close w h ile  we reset the fuse and 
take us aboard  as soon as we fin ished. 
A s we drew  away to a safe position , 
we noticed the natives from  the is land  
laun ch ing  th e ir outrigger canoes and 
heading in  the d irection  o f the m ine.

T h e  powder detonated this tim e, 
and so d id  the m ine, exp lod ing  w ith  
a resounding  roa r that brought up 
the bottom  of the h arbo r and sent a ll 
the ships fo r five m iles to G enera l 
Q uarters. T h a t  m ine m ust have been 
packed w ith  h a lf  the h igh exp losive 
powder in  Ja p an . I t  th rew  a geyser 
of w ater, m ud and fish a hundred  feet 
in to  the a ir , d rench ing  us and nearly 
capsizing  o u r lit t le  boat. A s the 
spray and shock waves subsided, we 
saw w hat the natives in  the canoes 
had in  m in d . W a te r explosions m ust 
have been an o ld  story to them , for 
they were padd ling  around in  the 
blast area, h ap p ily  scooping tons of 
shell-shocked fish in to  th e ir canoes. . . .

O n  Ju n e  20 we le ft M oro ta i, head
ing  again fo r Borneo . T h e  invasion  
was scheduled for M anggar and K lan - 
dassan beaches in  the B a likp ap an  
area , and was to be carried  out by 
A u s tra lian  troops supported by ships 
of the U n ite d  States F lee t. W e  were 
assigned ou r usual jo b  of hydrogra
p h ic  survey of the land in g  strips and 
the rem oval of any obstacles in  the 
path . A n d  th is tim e there were 
obstacles, p lenty of them , on both 
strips. T h e  In te lligence  reports and 
ae ria l photographs destroyed any 
doubt in  ou r m inds on that score. 
A g a in  they scared he ll out o f us w ith  
the story about o il and gas being piped

in to  the w ater to bo il in vad ing  forces. 
Sometimes ou r In te lligen ce  officers 
were m ore of a hazard  to ou r m orale 
than the N ip  gunners.

O u r convoy approached B a lik p a 
pan d irectly  from  the sea. F rom  fa r 
out, even before land  was in  sight, we 
could  see a huge co lum n of b lack 
smoke ris in g  in to  the sky. T h e  co lum n 
grew in  size and in ten s ity  as we came 
closer, ro llin g  in  w ide b illo w s from  
the B a likp a p a n  oil-storage tanks and 
refineries. T h is  was the center of the 
Jap-he ld  o il reserves in  the area, and 
one of the largest in sta lla tio n s on oil- 
r ic h  Borneo . A n  a ir  strike  had

started the fire. N ow  it raged, ap
parently  uncon tro lled , w h ile  tlje  Japs 
prepared to fight the invaders. From  
that tim e u n t i l we left Borneo in  Ju ly , 
the fire burned , sending great ro llin g  
clouds of th ick  b lack smoke in to  the 
a ir  by day and lig h ting  the n ight sky 
w ith  a fla ring  red and orange flame 
that was v is ib le  fo r m iles at sea.

O  n  the m orn ing  of Fo x  D ay ( In v a 
sion D ay ) m inus s ix , we w ent in  to 
m ake a reconnaissance of G reen 
B a ke r Beach at M anggar. T h e  beach 
was d iv ided  between P latoon  1 on 
the left Hank and Platoon 2 on the

Beyond a dgitfa ths
th in g  w a s  a s t r a n g e  u n 
fa m ilia r  t y p e  o f  J a p a 

n e s e  m in e .
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A s  w e  e x p e c t e d , t h e  b e a c h  tea s  h e a v i l y  
f o r t i f i e d  w i t h  h a r d w o o d  lo g  o b s ta c l e s  

p i l e - d r i v e n  i n t o  s o l i d  c o r a l  r o c k .
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r ig h t flan k , w ith  each team em ploy
in g  tw elve sw im m ers, in c lu d in g  one 
officer. T h e  operational p lan  called  
fo r sw im m ers to sw im  on the beach in  
pa irs , w ith  each p a ir one hundred  
yards ap art and the m en w ith in  the 
pa irs ap p rox im ate ly  th irty  yards apart. 
U p o n  reach ing  the h igh-water m ark , 
the m en in  each p a ir  were to tu rn  
r ig h t and  sw im  p a ra lle l to the beach, 
one along the in n e r ro w  o f obstacles, 
estim ated to be five to ten yards from  
the high-water m ark , and the other 
a long  the outer row  of obstacles, esti
m ated to be about fifteen yards sea
w ard  o f the in n e r row . A fte r  com 
p le ting  the req u ired  su rvey , each 
sw im m er was to swim  seaward. In  
ad d ition  to these assignm ents, one 
p a ir  of sw im m ers, consisting o f one 
officer and one en listed  m an , swam  
w ith  each p latoon for the purpose of 
estim ating  the best m ethod o f setting 
u p  a tru n k  lin e  fo r dem olition  opera
tions.

F in a lly , the m ine-disposal officer 
swam  w ith  P latoon  2  w ith  orders to 
search for m ines, p a rt icu la r ly  among 
the obstacles. In  ad d ition  to the lead 
lines, P lex ig las plates, pencils , kn ives 
and other usual gear fo r hyd rograph ic 
w o rk , a l l sw im m ers ca rried  m ine det
onators fo r the first tim e. Th ese  
detonators were sm all pencil- like  
gadgets co n ta in ing  v ia ls  of acid  and 
tim e-setting m echanism s. Since m ines 
were u su a lly  sighted on the way in  to 
the beach, the detonators were not 
em ployed u n t i l the sw im m ers were 
fin ished w ith  th e ir w o rk  and  leaving  
the area. T h e n  the detonator was 
c lipp ed  to the horn  o f the m in e , the 
tim in g  m echanism  set, and the acid  
v ia l crushed to start the cha in  reaction . 
A fte r the m en were safely out o f the 
area the detonator w ou ld  explode the 
m ine  h arm less I v in  the w ater.

T  'o boats were to be used, N o . 1 
ca rry ing  P lato on  1, a boat officer and 
a crew  of s ix , consisting of a coxsw ain , 
two gunners, two rad iom en and a 
bow  hook. B o at N o. 2 carried  P la 
toon 2, a boat officer and a crew  of 
seven, consisting o f a coxsw a in , two 
gunners, two rad iom en, a bow  hook 
and  the team pharm acist’s m ate. T h e  
bow hook’s p r im ary  functio n  was to 
p u ll the sw im m ers out of the w ater at 
the conclusion  of the reconnaissance. 
Boat N o . 3 ca rried  reserve sw im m ers 
o f P lato on  3 u nd er the com m and of 
one officer. T h is  officer had the ad
d it io n a l duty o f boarding one o f the 
L C S  ( L )  gunboats to act as fire  spotter 
i f  Boats 1 and  2 dropped th e ir sw im 
mers w ith o u t needing re inforcem ents, 
leaving  the boat in  com m and o f a 
C h ie f Petty Officer.

B o a t N o . 4, acting  as contro l boat, 
was in  charge o f L ie u te n a n t Co m 
m ander L .  H . States. A lso  aboard 
was an  officer to be placed aboard

another o f the L C S  ( L )  gunboats to 
act as fire  spotter. F iv e  m en were 
le ft aboard  the K l i n e  to stand by on 
the fa n ta il to h and le  lin es and assist 
in  b rin g ing  w ounded aboard .

A ir  support fo r the reconnaissance 
was p rovided  by the 13th A m erican  
A ir  Fo rce  and the R o y a l A u stra lian  
A ir  Fo rce . F ro m  07 :30 u n t i l 08 :00 , 
Roger H o u r fo r the sw im m ers, there 
was h igh-level bom bing by B-24 L ib 
erators a l l along the beach from  the 
h ig h .w ater m a rk  to one hundred  and 
fifty  yards in la n d . Fro m  08 :00 u n t il 
08 :10  there was low -level bom bing 
and  stra fing  by Beaufighters and B-25 
M itch e lls  covering the same general 
area. F ro m  08: io  u n t i l 09 :15 the 
high-level bom bing resum ed, cover
ing an area beg inn ing  two hundred  
and  fifty  yards in la n d  from  the high- 
water m a rk  to s ix  hundred  yards in 
land .

F ire  support by surface sh ips was 
supp lied  by five L C S  ( L )  gunboats 
on a lin e  one thousand yards off the 
beach, by tw o destroyers three thou
sand yards out, and  by two lig ht 
cru isers s ix  thousand yards out. A l l  
the support ships read ied  th e ir as
signed stations at 07 :30  and com 
menced f il in g  im m ed ia te ly . F ire  was 
in tensified  from  R oger H o u r , 08 :00 , 
u n t il 08 :10  w h ile  the sw im m ers were 
going in  to the beach, and again from  
09:15 u n t i l the fin a l w i thdra wa 1 o f a l 1 
L C P  (R )  boats w ith  sw im m ers aboard , 
and a l l L S C  ( L )  gunboats. F ire  from  
a ll guns was d irected  in to  an area e x 
tend ing  fro m  the h igh-w ater m a rk  to 
one hundred  and fifty  yards in lan d  
u n til 08 :10 . D u rin g  the rest o f the 
operation th is area was restricted  to 
A 0-mm. and three-inch fire from  the 
gunboats. From  08: l(T u n t i l the fin 
ish of the operation  five- and s ix-inch  
fire from  the destroyers and  cru isers 
was confined to the area beg inning 
two hundred  and fifty  yards in land  
to s ix  hundred  yards in lan d , except 
when specifica lly  ca lled  otherw ise by 
d ie  com m anding officer o f U D T  11 
from  the contro l boat.

A t  R oger F lo u r m inus fo r tv-live 
m inutes, the K l i n e  took her station  
five thousand yards off the ccn ie r of 
the beach, and  began to low er ou r 
boats. A t  R o g er H o u r  m in u s th irty  
m inutes the boats were in  position  one 
thousand yards seaw ard of the gun
boat lin e , and wc were c irc lin g , w a it
in g  for the w ord to go in , and w atch
ing  the trem endous barrage from  the 
sh ips and planes begin to pu lverize 
the beach. T h e  destroyers and c ru is
ers wheeled back and  fo rth , th e ir big 
guns th row ing  salvo afte r salvo of 
shells scream ing an d  thundering  over 
o u r heads, d row n ing  out the sm alle r 
sound o f the gunboats’ lig h te r fire 
fo rw ard  o f o u r position . O verhead  
the g ian t L ib e ra to r  bom bers m ade 
ru n  afte r ru n  the length  o f the target
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area, d ropp ing  showers of h igh  ex
p losive and  fragm entation  bom bs, on 
the shore positions.

A t  Roger H o u r  on schedule, Boats 
1 and  2  proceeded th rough  the gun
boat lin e  to a po in t five hundred  yards 
off the rig h t flanks of th e ir  respective 
beaches and tu rned  le ft, d ropp ing  off 
pa irs o f sw im m ers one hundred  yards 
apart on a lin e  p a ra lle l to the beach. 
T h e  con tro l boat advanced to the 
thousand-yard lin e  and pa tro lled  the 
length of the beach th roughout the 
en tire  operation.

W e m et lit t le  opposition  going 
in . T h e  A u stra lian  Beaufighters and 
A m erican  M itch e lls  c irc led  and  dived 
on the beach, bom bing and  strafing , 
keeping the N ip s u nder cover. Some 
sn ip er and lig h t m achine-gun and 
m orta r fire h it  the w ater around  us, 
bu t i t  was inaccurate  and sporadic, 
the shore gunners ap paren tly  prefer
ring  to stay u nd er cover from  the fire 
p o uring  in to  th e ir m idst. I t  was ex
trem ely fo rtunate  that the defending 
guns were reticent, for ou r gunboats, 
upon w h ich  we depended fo r close fire 
support on troublesom e positions, were 
positioned too fa r to the rig h t . T h is  
e rro r in  position forced them  to fire 
from  a d ifficu lt angle, and m a te ria lly  
reduced th e ir effectiveness in  covering 
ou r operations on the beach. W e  
could  a ctu a lly  hear b ird s sing ing  in  
the trees on the shore as we neared the 
obstacles. W ith  a ll due respect to the 
beauties of natu re  and to the hero ic 
efforts of o u r feathered friends to 
serenade us in  the midst, of a ra in  of 
fire, we m uch preferred  the sing ing  of 
.40-mm. shells over ou r heads to the 
ly r ica l songs of the b irds. In  o u r lo u t
ish unrefined  way we considered the 
“ la rks s t ill b rave ly  sing ing”  ju st a 
lit t le  stup id , and fit com panions fo r 
the N ips cow ering in  th e ir w arrens 
under the trees.

As we expected, the beach was heav
ily  fo rtified  w ith  hardwood log ob
stacles p ile-driven  in to  so lid  cora l 
rock . T h e re  were three row s o f ten- 
inch  posts s ix  feet ap art in  each row , 
w ith  fo u r feet separating  the rows. 
T h e  posts were staggered to form  
groups of dom ino fives, so lid ly  cross- 
braced at the top w ith  boards, bam 
boo poles and barbed w ire . T h ese  
barrie rs extended over eight hundred  
yards of beach, com prising  a to ta l of 
about tw elve hundred  posts. "W e 
found no m ines or underw ater oil- 
pipes, a lthough we searched the bot
tom w ith  the same tense an x ie ty  we 
had fe lt at B ru n e i B ay . T h e  sn iper 
fire seeking us ou t from  the shore was 
a m in o r e v il com pared to the thought 
of sw im m ing  in  b u rn in g  o il. W e 
m en ta lly  catalogued ou r In te lligence  
officers as a bunch  of irresponsib le  
k indergarten  spies every tim e we 
thought o f those dam ned pipes.



G e n e ra lly  the approaches to the 
beach were good, em inen tly  su itab le  
fo r troops and am phib ious-craft la n d 
ings. A l l  sw im m ers com pleted the ir 
m issions w ith o u t d ifficu lty  or in c id en t 
—a ll except Ens ig n  F . G . D e ine r and 
G . J .  B end er, who were sw im m ing  the 
p a ra lle l course observing fo r the dem
o lit io n  tru n k  lin e . T h e y  had picked 
ou t a tree stum p as a la n d m ark  going 
in . R each in g  the requ ired  po in t, 
they had tu rned  along the beach and 
started sw im m ing  along the outer row  
of obstacles. A fte r proceeding a short 
d istance they glanced at the beach to 
check th e ir progress. T h e y  were s t ill 
abreast of the stum p. T h e y  swam  a 
lit t le  fa rth e r. T h e  stum p was s t ill 
there. Sw im m ing  faster now , they 
swam  a longer d istance, then turned 
suddenly toward the shore. T h e  
stum p was s t i l l  alongside—only now  it 
had legs. T w o  short, stocky legs were 
h u rry in g  the stum p along as fast as 
they cou ld  ru n . R e a liz in g  now that 
they were ap paren tly  being stalked 
in to  a trap  by a N ip  sn ip e r, D e in e r 
and Bend er altered course, and th row 
in g  cau tion  to the w in d s, headed for 
the open sea. A t  the same tim e the 
stum p took to its heels and fled for the 
shore, show ing great em otiona l stress 
and chagrin  at being discovered in  
m otion . T h e  sw im m ers retu rned  and 
com pleted th e ir jo b , b u t the stum p 
rem ained  in  h id in g  u n t i l we le ft, su lk 
ing  in  d isappo intm ent.

A . t  09 :15 ou r L C P  (R )  s closed the 
beach again to p ick  us up . By 10:00 
we were back aboard  the K l i n e  w ith  
the M anggar Beach reconnaissance 
sa tisfacto rily  com pleted.

In te llig en ce  took ou r reports and 
beach in fo rm atio n  and started m ak ing  
up the charts and maps for the next 
day’s dem olition  operation  and fo r the 
an tic ipated  troop land ings. T h e  
team w ent to w ork  preparing  the 
pow der charges, fuses, detonators and 
tru n k  lines. W e  were s t ill at i t  late 
at n ig h t, tak ing  tu rns in  the powder 
m agazine and in  the briefing  room . 
N o  alerts or G en era l Q uarters bells 
had d istu rbed  us in  th is area, and 
none were expected. W e had been 
to ld  that there were no enem y a ir 
cra ft in  the v ic in ity  except a few  o ld  
decrep it seaplanes dow n the coast. 
T h is  in fo rm atio n  was com forting . 
T h e  ships ly ing  at ancho r in  the w ater 
offshore were perfect targets s ilhouet
ted between the fu ll m oon in  the 
background and the b lazing  o il fires 
rag ing  on shore.

Several tim es the q u ie t of the trop ic 
n ig ht was broken by the racket of 
A u s tra lian  P .T .  boats ro a rin g  w ide 
open through the anchorage toward 
the N ip  positions down the coast. 
Spo rad ic firin g  cou ld  be heard in  the 
d istance as the P .T . ’s made contact 
w ith  Ja p  boats and shore defenses.

Lo n g  after m id n ig h t we fin ished 
p reparing  o u r d em o litio n  charges and 
o u r briefing  and h it  the sack fo r a 
couple of hours' rest. Roger H o u r 
was 08:00 again , a llo w in g  fo r lit t le  
tim e before we w ou ld  be in  the w ater 
again , b lasting  the eight hundred  
yards o f obstacles loose from  M anggar 
Beach.

W e  were u p  sho rtly  a fte r daw n in  
tim e to see the P .T .  boats re tu rn in g  
from  th e ir n ight-long harassm ent of 
the Ja p  w ater traffic. O ne o f the ir 
boats pu lled  alongside us and stopped 
to ask fo r some fresh  w ater and some 
flou r. O u r own w ater supplies were 
low , bu t the needs of the P .T .  boat 
crew  were so sm a ll that the sk ip per 
of the K l i n e  re ad ily  gave them  a ll they 
cou ld  carry . H e  was a lit t le  puzzled, 
though, by the request fo r flou r fo r 
such a sm all c ra ft. U p o n  exp lanatio n  
that i t  was needed for bak ing  bread, 
he sent the flo u r back  to the galley 
and gave them  enough fresh bread to 
last fo r a week.

W h ile  th is was going on , we ques
tioned  the crew  about th e ir n ight 
m issions. T h e y  to ld  us the Japs down 
the lin e  were attem pting  to evacuate 
to stronger positions beyond B a lik - 
papan . Since they had no nava l 
ships to accom plish  the m ove, they 
were using  sam pans, ju n ks  and any
th ing  else that w ou ld  float. T h e  P .T .  
boats were tak in g  a  te rrific  to ll. T h e  
flim sy slow-m oving cra ft cou ld  offer 
lit t le  defense against the sw ift power
fu l P .T . 's . E ach  daw n found the w a
ter covered w ith  wreckage and dotted 
w ith  su rv ivo rs c lin g in g  to floating 
boxes and p lanks. T r u ly  the sons of 
the Em p ero r were find ing  th e ir p lan  
of w o rld  conquest a b it  out o f focus. 
T h e y  had  no a ir  defense, no sea de
fense; and now  even supplies and re in 
forcem ents were com plete ly cu t off.

A fte r the A u stra lian s  shoved off we 
had a lig h t breakfast and began load
ing  ou r charges and  sw im m ing  gear 
aboard o u r boats. E ach  sw im m er was

T h e  s tu m p  w a s  s t i l l  a lo n g 
s id e — o n l y  n o w  it  h a d  leg s .
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a llo tted  eighty to one hundred  pounds 
o f pow der, d iv ided  in to  five packs, 
each floating  on an in fla ted  M arin e  
ju n g le  b ladder. In  order to avo id  any 
confusion  or d u p lica tio n  of effo rt, the 
rows of posts were d iv ided  in to  sec
tions; a sm all crew  o f fou r m en w ith  
an  officer o r petty officer in  charge 
w o u ld  w o rk  in  each section. T h e  le ft 
h a lf  of the beach was assigned to the 
1st and 3rd  P latoons w h ile  the r ig h t 
h a lf  was assigned to the 2nd and 4th  
P latoons. E a ch  h a lf  of the beach was 
to be d iv ided  in to  sections by ty ing  
colored rags on the posts at reg u lar 
in te rva ls . T h e  m en on each flank  
were d iv ided  in to  five groups of five 
m en each.

T o  each part of the beach a tru n k 
lin e  crew  was assigned; it  consisted 
of one officer and three m en plus an 
e x tra  m an to place the c lo th  m arkers 
designating the section d iv is io n  lines. 
S tandard  boat crews were assigned 
w ith  the ad d ition  of photographers to 
Boats 2 and  4. Boat N o. 2 carried  
the pharm acist’s mate and B o at No. 
4, the sh ip ’s m ed ical officer and an 
e x tra  team officer. T h e  la tte r two 
were transferred  to L C S  ( L )  gunboats, 
the team officer to act as a spotter for 
gun-fire support. F ire  support was 
the same as fo r the reconnaissance of 
the previous day, two lig h t cru isers at 
s ix  thousand yards, two destroyers at 
three thousand  yards, and the five 
L C S  ( L )  gunboats at one thousand 
yards off the beach.

A t  R oger H o u r , B oat N o . 3 went 
th rough  the gunboat lin e  to a po int 
five hundred  yards offshore and d is
charged the tru nk-lin e  crew' and sec
tion m arkers. T h is  was a lesson we 
had learned at O k in aw a , the necessity 
of g iv ing  the tru nk-lin e  m en at least 
five m inu tes’ head start to enable 
them  to string  the prim a-cord  detonat
ing lin e  across the tops of the posts 
ahead of the m en p lac ing  powder 
charges. O therw ise  the charge p lac
ers were delayed in  ty ing  in  the in 
d iv id u a l fuse lines from  charges at the 
bottoms o f the obstacles.

A fte r B o at N o . 3 had cleared the 
beach at R oger p lus five m inu tes, B oat 
N o . 1 w ent in to  the five-hundred-yard 
p o in t off the center o f the beach and 
tu rned  le ft, d ropp ing  m en and  e x 
plosives fo r the le ft flan k  o f the beach. 
T h e  men w ent over the seaward side 
of the L C P  ( R ) , and  the exp losives, 
in d iv id u a lly  prim ed  blocks of tetryto l, 
over the land w ard  side. A t  a suffi
c ien t in te rva l to prevent the two boats 
becom ing sim ultaneous targets, Boat 
N o . 2 fo llow ed B o at N o. 1 to the cen
ter of the beach and tu rned  to the 
rig h t, d ropp ing  sw im m ers and powder 
in  the same m anner. B oat N o . 4, the 
contro l boat, rem ained , c irc lin g  at 
the gunboat lin e . Boats 1 and 2 pa
tro lled  at seven hundred and fifty



yards, w h ile  B oat N o . 3, ca rry in g  a 
reserve supp ly o£ powder and caps, 
re tired  beh ind  the gunboats.

O u r  first concern after going over
board was to co llect ou r powder packs 
as ra p id ly  as possible. T h e y  were 
bobbing around in  the w ake of the 
boat, tra ilin g  web-straps a n d  tow- 
lines. Each  m an was responsib le for 
tak ing  five packs in to  the obstacles, 
and we were anxious to get in  where 
we cou ld  disperse the packs along be
h ind  the posts away from  Che enem y 
fire reach ing  out from  the beach. In  
sp ite of the heavy fire from  o u r ships 
and planes, the N ips were doing a lot 
o f shooting in  ou r d irection . O ne h it  
on a floating  charge pack was a ll it  
w ou ld  take to punch a one-way ticket 
fo r the sw im m ers in  the im m ediate 
area, a po ssib ility  w h ich  caused us 
m uch  m ore concern than the chance 
of stopping a b u lle t or she ll. T h e  
m achine-gun and m orta r fire came out 
in  waves, now heavy, now lig h t, but 
never s t i ll . Sn ipers were a hazard 
throughout the en tire  operation , 
th e ir bu lle ts k ick in g  up sm all splashes 
in  the w ater around  the sw im m ers and 
around  the obstacle posts from  the 
tim e that we h it  the w ater u n t i l we 
clim bed  back aboard ou r boats.

I  m iss e d  m y land m ark  going in  
and had to tu rn  and sw im  p a ra lle l 
to the outer row  o f posts fo r some 
distance to reach m y assigned section. 
As I  plowed along, tow ing m y packs 
on th e ir a ir  b ladders, I  cou ld  see some
one sw im m ing  toward me in  great 
breast-stroke lunges, sp lash ing m ight
ily  and b low ing  lik e  a w hale . I t  was 
Ens ig n  W ill ia m s , try ing  to reach  his 
sector. T w o  of h is a ir  b ladders, ca rry
ing  dem olition  charges, had snagged 
on the barbed w ire  and deflated, 
low ering  the packs to the ends o f th e ir 
tow lines, w here they dragged like  
sea anchors against his fo rw ard  prog
ress. T o  have cu t them  loose m ight 
have m eant re tu rn in g  to the boat fo r 
replacem ents and he was determ ined 
to avo id  that consequence at a l l costs. 
So he chugged along m ore u nderw ater 
than out, h a lf  drow ned bu t m aking  
slow headway. As we came abreast, 
he came up for a ir  and seeing me 
w atch ing  h im , gave me a big g rin  as 
he went under fo r another heave. I  
had to laugh, it  was that fun ny . B u t 
I  ’ cou ld n ’ t he lp  ad m irin g  a guy w ith  
guts lik e  that who could  s t i l l  g rin  
w h ile  he was fighting  h is heart out.

I  fe lt better after seeing W ill ia m s , 
and  I  w atched h im  porpoising  through 
the w ater u n t il I  was sure he had 
m ade h is position , then entered my 
own area and w ent to w ork . I t  was 
the same story, d ive u nder w ater, f ix  
the charge, ru n  the prim a-cord  lead up 
to the tru nk-lin e , tie it  in , p ick  up  
another charge, take a deep breath , 
d ive under to the n ext post, p ray

Illustrated by
H A M IL T O N  G R E E N E

that the bu lle ts and m orta r shells 
flecking  the w ater and chew ing on the 
posts w eren’t ca rry in g  you r seria l 
num ber.

B y  10:00 ou r w o rk  was fin ished and 
we were back in  the boats, a ll except 
the trigger m en, w ho were s t i l l  in  the 
w ater w a it in g  for the signal to fire. 
A t  10:20 the shot was fired , and we 
w atched w ith  deep satisfaction  as the 
com plete course of obstacles b lew  clear 
o f the w ater and  u p  on the beach in to  
the laps of the Jap s . T h a t  was one 
n ice th ing  about the way those charges 
w orked. I f  they were set righ t and 
fired p roperly , they b lew  backw ard  
out of th e ir  set po sition , c lea rin g  the 
w ater com pletely except fo r a few 
sp lin te rs stick ing  in  the co ra l on the 
bottom .

T h e re  w ou ld  be no clean-up neces
sary on this beach. M anggar was 
ready fo r the Aussie troops.

W e  were up la te  again that n ig ht, 
b rie fing  for a reconnaissance of the 
K landassan  beaches scheduled for the 
fo llo w in g  m orn ing . A l l  of us were 
p lenty tired  from  the activ it ie s o f the, 
past two days, but the m orrow  would 
be Fo x  D ay (D -D ay) m inus four. 
M uch  rem ained  to be done before the 
A u s tra lian  troops cou ld  move in  over 
the invas ion  beaches.

Betw een briefing  sessions we amused 
ourselves and re laxed  by p lay ing  w ith  
a pet m onkey one o f the team  mem
bers had picked up on ou r last stop at

T h e  K l in e  t o o k  h e r  s ta t io n  
f iv e  th o u s a n d  y a r d s  o f f  th e  
c e n t e r  o f  t h e  b e a c h , a n d  
b e g a n  t o  l o w e r  o u r  b o a ts .
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S e e in g  th a t  w e  w e r e  in  t r o u b l e , t h e  e n s ig n  in  c o m m a n d  o r d e r e d  o u r  g u n b o a ts  fo r w a r d , r ig h t

M orota i. T h e  m onkey had no spe
c ia l nam e. W e  ca lled  h im  everyth ing  
we cou ld  th in k  of, and he always 
answered, c lim b ing  over the shoulders 
and head of w hoever was handy, chat
tering  forty  m iles an h our, m ooching 
food and candy. In  some strange a n i
m a l way he seemed to sense the d is
tinction  between the m en of U D T  11 
and the men belonging to the sh ip ’s 
crew . H e  also seemed to sense the 
unspoken feeling  of antagonism  be
tween the two groups, groups fated 
to endless days and n ights together, 
contained lik e  cell-mates in  the steel 
cage o f the h u ll of the K l i n e ,  A P D  
120. E a r ly  in  h is in d o ctrin a tio n  to 
sh ipboard  life  the m onkey cast h is lo t 
w ith  the dem olition  m en. H e  shared

our beds and food, in d iscrim in a te ly  
stealing  chow from  our plates and 
sneaking under w arm  b lankets beside 
sleeping men w ith  ch ild ish  cunn ing . 
B y  the same token and w ith  eq ua l en
thusiasm  he carried  on a ru n n in g  feud 
w ith  the sh ip ’s crew . M any o f them 
lik e d  h im  and tolerated his tricks 
good-hum oredly, b u t some d is liked  
h im  in tensely and lost no o p portun ity  
to d irect a sw ift k ick  at h is srjia ll 
evasive rear end. H e  responded by 
stealing  th e ir b lankets, h id in g  the ir 
clothes and d ropp ing  on them  from  
rigg ing  as they slep t on the upper 
deck on w arm  n ights. D u rin g  the 
day he played on the rigg ing  for 
hours on end, substitu ting  the lines 
and braces fo r the trees of h is n ative

Borneo . O ne of h is favorite  stunts 
gave us heart fa ilu re  every tim e we 
saw h im  perform  it . H e  w ou ld  stand 
on the deck on the fan  ta il w h ile  the 
sh ip  was u nderw ay, ba lancing  h im se lf 
d e licate ly  against the ro ll and p itch  of 
the sh ip . W h en  everyth ing  was ju st 
r ig h t, he w ou ld  race toward the stern 
and ca tap u lt between the safety lines 
out over the foam ing w ater. A t  the 
last m in u te  h is long prehensile  ta il 
w ou ld  flick  up  and catch the top lin e , 
sw ing h im  up and over, and he w ou ld  
land  g rin n ing  on his feet back on deck. 
A l l  in  a ll he was a most am using and 
d ive rtin g  mascot. . . .

O n  the m orn ing  of Ju n e  27 Fo x  
m inus fo u r days we m ade the recon
naissance of the K landassan  Beaches.

94



ter of the beach, its steep banks she l
tering  the gunners pouring  fire at us 
as we came w ith in  th e ir range of 
v is io n . F o r  the first tim e in  o u r e x
perience the Japs seemed to know  
w hat we were doing. W e  had a theory 
that the com m anding officers of pre
v io u s ly  invaded  is lands, fearing  loss of 
face, had refused to adm it that the ir 
labo riously  constructed beach defenses 
had been breached by a h an d fu l of 
sw im m ers w ith  no stronger com bat 
weapons than the kn ives they wore at 
th e ir belts. Consequently lit t le  or no 
in fo rm atio n  on o u r m ethods o f opera
tion  had filtered through to the h igh 
com m and, and no subsequently be
sieged com m anders had been fore
w arned  or prepared to* take d irect o f
fensive action  against us. W e  dreaded 
the possible fu tu re  day w hen some 
Ja p  officer w ith  a spark  of im ag ina
tion  w ou ld  send arm ed sw im m ers out 
to cope w ith  ou r activ ities.

W k faced no sw im m ers now , bu t 
the most m urderous fire we bad ever 
endured. Th ese  Japs knew  w hat we 
were u p  to, from  the past two days. 
O u r  support fire was s t ill handicapped 
by the poor v is ib il ity , but the N ips 
cou ld  see us padd ling  along in  the 
w ater. T h e ir  guns were zeroed in  
along the rows of posts. T h e y  gave 
us the fu l l treatm ent, rang ing  from  
sn ip er fire through m ortars, m ach ine 
guns and three-inch a rt ille ry . A ll  we 
cou ld  do was to sw im , and sw im  fast, 
tak ing  m easurem ents and soundings 
as we w ent. A s before there were no 
oil-pipes o r m ines am ong the ob
stacles, bu t the gunfire  heating  around 
ou r ears gave us enough to th in k  
about and s t ill keep ou r m inds on our 
w o rk . As we were sw im m ing  in , 
F ra n k  Jam eson took a m orta r shell too 
close, being severely w ounded by the 
concussion. H e  continued  in , how
ever, and accom plished his m ission , a 
feat of heroism  w h ich  earned h im  the 
S ilve r Star M edal. N o  decoration 
was ever m ore deserved.

B y  09:30 a l l sw im m ers were back in 
the boats. T h e  same co lum n form a
tion  w ith  the gunboats was accom
plished  and we were tracked w ith ou t 
m ishap  back through the m inefie ld  by 
the destroyer rad ar. O nce o u r in 
fo rm ation  was reported to In te l l i
gence, we showered and  turned again 
to briefing  and p reparing  powder 
charges fo r the d em olition  scheduled 
for the next day. W ays and mescfis 
fo r spending id le  tim e presented hard
ly  any problem  at a ll.

Fo x  D ay m in u s 3 found  us in  our 
boats at 05 :00 and away from  the 
K l i n e  head ing  in to  K landassan  beach. 
Since the obstacles were exactly  the 
same as those on M anggar and placed 
in  the same dom ino-five fo rm ations, 
o u r p lan  of operation was also the 
same as we had previously  used. T h e

in t o  t h e  t e e t h  o f  th e  N i p  g u n s .

T h e  organ ization  and m ethod were 
the same as those used at M anggar two 
days before. T h e  beach was d ivided  
between the 3rd P lato on  on the le ft 
h a lf  of the beach and the 4th  P latoon  
on the r ig h t h a lf . E ach  team used 
sw im m ers in  pa irs, going in  one h u n 
dred  yards ap art w ith  the m en w ith in  
the p a irs th ir ty  yards ap art. E q u ip 
m ent again inc lud ed  the new  m ine 
detonators. T h e  m ine  d isposal offi
cer swam  along specifica lly  to search 
for m ines along the beach and  among 
the obstacles.

A l l  fo u r boats were in  operation , 
B o at N o . 1 ca rry in g  the reserve sw im 
m ers from  P lato on  N o . 1, B o a t N o . 2 
the sw im m ers of P latoon  N o . 4, B o at 
N o . 3 the sw im m ers of P latoon  3 and

B o at N o . 4 the com m anding  officer, 
B o a t N o . 4  ag a in  ca rr ie d  th e  sh ip ’s 
m ed ica l officer, who was placed 
aboard an L C S  ( L )  as fire-support 
spotter. F ire- an d  air-support were 
fu rn ished  by the two cru isers, two de
stroyers, five L S C  ( L )  gunboats, A ir  
Fo rce B-24 L ib e ra to rs  and B-25 M itch- 

_ e l ls  together w ith  the R .A .A .F .  
Beaufighters. A l l  w orked  at the same 
distances and on the same tim e sched
u le  as on the two preceding days.

W e  were s t i l l  in  the B a likp ap an  
area, but the w ork  on the M anggar and 
K landassan  beaches was considered 
separate operations, as the troop lan d 
ings were regarded as separate in va 
sions. K landassan  was m ore isolated 
than M anggar although In te lligen ce  
reports ind icated  that the strong 
po ints of the Ja p  garrison  -were i/i the 
K landassan  area r ig h t  off the town 
of B a likp ap an  proper. W e  expected 
heavy fire from  the shore as a re su lt of 
th is concentration  o f defense. W e 
were not d isappo inted .

As at B ru n e i B ay , la ck  of progress 
by the mine-sweepers com plicated  ou r 
progress in to  the reconnaissance area. 
Due to the heav ily  m ined  approaches 
n e ither d irect no r close approach to 
the beach by the boats was possible. 
T h e  route fin a lly  chosen offered the 
least danger, i f  such cou ld  be sa id  of 
any route through the ca re fu lly  guard
ed harbor.

A t  05 :30  the K l i n e  m ade a rendez
vous w ith  the gunboats at a po in t on 
the edge of the unsw ept m ine fie ld . 
As the gunboats passed in  co lum n  ou r 
boats were low ered and team  person
ne l taken aboard . T h e  L C P  (R )  s 
then jo ined  the gunboats and pro
ceeded th rough  the m inefie lds, being 
tracked by rad a r from  a destroyer 
w h ich  supp lied  rad a r nav ig ation  for 
the co lum n . W in d  and seas were 
h igh and smoke fro m  the o il fires on 
shore com bined w ith  a heavy d riv in g  
ra in  to reduce v is ib il ity  to zero. T h e  
gunboats were navigated  to a po int 
ap p ro x im a te ly  three thousand yards 
from  shore off the center of the beach 
as close as they cou ld  safe ly approach.

A t  R o g er H o u r the land in g  cra ft 
started fo r the beach. A t  a po in t five 
hundred  yards off the le ft f lan k  of the 
beach, Boats 2 and  3 tu rned  le ft and 
began d ropp ing  sw im m ers in  pa irs at 
the p lanned  hundred-yard  in te rva ls . 
A t  the same tim e the N ip s opened 
fire w ith  three-inch  and .37-mm. guns. 
V is ib i l ity  began to im prove , bu t the 
o rig in  of the enem y fire in lan d  s t ill 
cou ld  not be determ ined  through the 
ra in  and smoke. W e  consoled o u r
selves w ith  the observation  that fire 
accuracy was ju s t  as d ifficu lt fo r the 
Jap s as it  was fo r o u r gunners.

F ire  was p a rt ic u la r ly  heavy as we 
neared the beach. A  sm a ll r iv e r  
parted  the dense ju n g le  near the cen
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on ly  d ifference was the su bstitu tion 'o f 
H agenson packs, vests fitted w ith  
pockets to ca rry  the prim ed  blocks o f 
te try to lj fo r the old-type flo tation  
b ladders. F ire - and  air-support were 
id en tica l to th at received  on the pre
ceding days, a lthough the progress of 
the mine-sweepers d u rin g  the n ight 
enabled the gunboats to m ove th e ir 
position  fo rw ard  to the fifteen-hun
dred-yard lin e .

U D T  18 was on hand  to help  us in  
the m a in  dem o lition  w o rk  on  the 
beach. O u r  hyd rograph ic survey re
ports from  the previous day’s recon
naissance together w ith  the beach 
m aps and ae ria l photographs had 
been sent to th e ir sh ip  early  the day 
before fo r th e ir b rie fing  sessions. O u r 
own brie fing  and pow der prepara tion  
w ork  had lasted fa r in to  the n ig ht. 
T i r e d  and  morose as we w ere , the as
signm ent of T e a m  18 to take h a lf  the 
sixteen-hundred-yard  obstacle d em oli
tion  ru n  was m ore than welcom e.

W e approached the beach beh ind 
the gunboats, the destroyer track ing  
us th rough  the m inefie lds by rad a r as 
before. A t  06 :00  the enem y shore 
batteries opened fire  on o u r co lum n 
w ith  three-inch guns and long-range 
m ortars. A t  07 :80 the gunboats were 
on position at the fifteen hundred- 
yard  lin e  tak in g  the shore lin e  u nder 
intense fire . B eh in d  us the destroyers 
and cru isers poured five- and s ix-inch  
shells in to  the n a rro w  beach and in to  
the jung le beh ind , w h ile  overhead the 
B-24 L ib e ra to rs  shuttled  back and 
fo rth  b lasting  the N ip s w ith  string  
afte r string  o f h igh-explosive and frag
m entation  bombs. A l l  th is fire  seem
in g ly  had lit t le  effect. T h e  Japs knew  
from  b itte r experience w h at was com
ing . T h e y  had ap paren tly  used the 
n ig ht hours to secure th e ir  gun posi
tions w ith  better p rotection  and  in  
m ore com m anding  positions. T h e ir  
fire , p a rt icu la r ly  from  the area around  
the sm a ll r iv e r  in le t , was intense as 
the L C P  (R )  s le ft the gunboat lin e  
and started  to the beach at 08 :15 . 
T lire e - in ch  shells were ra in in g  in to  the 
w ater a ro und  us, scoring near misses 
that drenched everyone in  the boats 
and  kep t the sm all c ra ft p itch in g  and 
ro llin g  to a near-capsizing po int.

T e a m  18 boats went in to  th e ir sec
tion  o f beach on o u r le ft flan k . T h e ir  
course req u ired  them  to cross the 
m outh  of the r iv e r  at a p o in t ap p ro x i
m ately s ix  hundred  yards off the 
beach. A s they crossed th is p o in t, 
the Ja p  guns h idden  in  the caves 
a long the banks caught them  in  d irect 
fire . W e  cou ld  on ly  w atch  w ith  sick 
d ism ay as the three-inch shells caught 
one o f th e ir  boats and  chewed it  to 
pieces. M en sp illed  and tum bled  in to  
the w ater as the boat d isintegrated  
u nder d irect h its . T h e  rest of th e ir 
c ra ft m anaged to go on across, ou t o f

the lim ite d  range o f the r ive rb an k  
guns, a lthough  n o t w ith o u t damage. 
W e  had  to leave the casualties to other 
boats. T h e re  were s t ill two eight- 
hundred-yard  strip s o f beach w a itin g  
fo r the teams to c lear, casualties or 
no.

W e  h it  the w ater five hundred  yards 
offshore, p icked  u p  o u r floating  demo
lit io n  packs and started sw im m ing  
tow ard  the beach. T h e  posts were 
hardw ood, p ile-d riven  in to  the cora l 
bottom  at distances rang ing  from  ten 
to tw enty yards off the n arro w  str ip  of 
co ra l sand m ark in g  the beach. B e
yond was dense ju n g le  r is in g  to slop
ing  h il ls  in  the im m ediate back
ground . T h e  th ick  foliage h id  scores 
o f m orta r crews, th e ir  fire tra jectory 
ranged in to  the obstacle patterns. A s 
we approached , th e ir  fire became in 
creasingly and p a in fu lly  accurate , es
p ec ia lly  the fire  from  th e ir sm all 
p o w erfu l knee m ortars. W e  were in  
troub le , and we kn e w  it . W o rk in g  on 
those obstacles u nd er such a h a il of 
shells was im possib le , even i f  we could 
get in  beh in d  them . T h e  posts offered 
lit t le  p rotection  against the exp losive 
m o rta r fire . Concussion  could  take a 
sw im m er ou t o f action  ju s t  as effec
tive ly  as a b u lle t , and had a m uch 
la rger area o f coverage. A l l  we could  
do was to stay outside the obstacle 
area, sw im  in  w h at we hoped were 
evasive patterns, and w a it fo r a break 
in  the to rrent o f fire pouring  from  
the ju n g le .

O u r  gunboats p rovided  the break 
we were w a it in g  fo r. Seeing th at we 
were in  troub le , the ensign in  com 
m and ordered the boats fo rw ard , 
r ig h t in to  the teeth o f the N ip  guns. 
Fo rw a rd  they cam e, th e ir  three-inch, 
,40-mm. guns and  .50-caliber m achine 
guns firin g  w hite-hot at the shore 
lin e . T h e y  tu rned  ju s t off the ob
stacles, scant yards from  destruction  
in  the sha llow  w ate r and  cru ised 
there , p o uring  a so lid  sheet of fire 
over ou r heads in to  the gun positions 
in  the ju n g le . W e  loved those gun
boat crews fo r th a t, and the ensign in  
com m and.

T h e  Ja p  fire fa lte red  a lit t le  as the 
gunboats m oved in  and we w ent on 
in  to m in e  the posts. N ow  we could  
w o rk  ra p id ly , fo r the la rger targets 
presented by the boats caught the N ip  
gunners’ fancy and they d iverted  at 
least n in e ty  per cent o f th e ir shots 
fro m  us to try  fo r bigger game.

O u r  charges were placed and tied 
in to  the tru n k  lines by 10:18, and  we 
headed back fo r o u r L C P  (R )  s, the 
gunboats covering ou r e x it . T h e  fuse 
was set fo r ten m inu tes, and the trig 
ger m en received the fire signa l at 
10:25. A t  10:27 the beach w ent u p , 
e ight m inutes ahead o f schedule. A p 
paren tly  enem y fire  had h it  one o f the 
charges placed n ear the top o f one of 
the posts to b reak  the cross-bracing.
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H a d  the shot h it  ten m inutes sooner, 
every m an  w ou ld  have been among 
the obstacles, and U D T  11 w ou ld  have 
received the largest num ber of post
hum ous P u rp le  H e a rt awards in  N ava l 
h istory .

A s we le ft the beach, enem y file  
increased trem endously. O u r  gun
boats w'ere th row in g  shells back w ith  
everyth ing  they had , ba ttling  fo r tim e 
to a llo w  us to get c lear, w hen one o f 
those incongruous lit t le  th ings h ap
pened as they do sometimes in  w ar. 
A  lit t le  dog, hobb ling  on three legs, 
trotted out on the open beach, shy
in g  d isd a in fu lly  at the .40unm . shells 
h itt in g  a l l around h im . T h e  m en in  
the boats started  to w h istle  lik e  m ad , 
try in g  to a ttract his a ttention  above 
the shattering  noise o f the gunfire . 
A l l  th e ir efforts were useless. T h e  dog 
hopped around  fo r a few  m inutes, 
seem ingly confused by the sound and 
th<r fu ry  going on around h is sm all 
person, then obviously seeing no fu 
tu re  in  pu rsu ing  such a course, ducked 
out of sight in to  the ju n g le . A t  about 
the same tim e a sh e ll fragm ent w h is
tled  through the a ir , stru ck  Ensig n  
L a n ie r  on the he lm et and  dropped to 
the bare leg o f C o xsw a in  H . P . Sm ith , 
scaring  h e ll out of both o f thenf, and 
in f lic t in g  a bad b u rn  on S m ith ’s leg. 
W e  suddenly rem em bered the w ar, 
and forgot the dog.

T h e  d em o lition  was successful both 
on o u r eight hundred  yards o f beach 
and  on the section a llo tted  to T e a m  
18. W e  ju s t had tim e to see the 
f in a l re su lt w hen  the gunboats, f a i l 
in g  to ho ld  dow n the Ja p  guns su f
fic ien tly  to get c lear, began flip p in g  
phosphorous smoke bombs onto the 
beach. T h e  w h ite  smoke-screen pour
ing  along the shore f in a lly  enabled us 
to leave and  re tu rn  to o u r sh ip . 
H om e sweet home never looked so 
good as th at battered o ld  A P D  at 
11:30 on F o x  D ay m inus three.

T„at afternoon and most o f the 
fo llo w in g  day we rested, g lad  we were 
fin ished  at K landassan . I t  had been 
by fa r the toughest beach yet, and  we 
w anted  no m ore of it . T h e  invas ion  
fleet was on its w ay from  M orotai. 
W e  w ou ld  guide the first waves i n  u n 
der cover o f heavy fire fro m  the b ig  
ships o f the fleet as w e ll as increased 
a ir  support. B u t  th at was p lay com 
pared to obstacle d em o litio n . W e  re 
la xed  as the w ord  was rad ioed  to the 
A u s tra lia n  com m ander that the 
beaches were c lear—except fo r three 
hundred  yards across the m outh  o f the 
in le t  sp littin g  the beach. T h e se  ob
stacles had  been le ft because the m u r
derous fire  of the guns dug in  along 
the banks m ade the operation  seem too 
hazardous even to attem pt. B ack  
came w ord  that the com m ander 
w anted  those obstacles rem oved. H e  
w anted m ore room  to m aneuver h is



in vas ion  troops, and three hundred  
yards o f beach m ight m ake a great 
d ifference in  the success of the la n d 
ings.

W e  w ent back to w ork , rev iew ing  
the in fo rm atio n  on the lit t le  row  of 
obstacles, briefing  on operational 
p lans and preparing  dem olition  
charges, tru n k  lines and fuses. W e 
hadn 't expected this. N o  one was 
in  a very g ood .hum or as thoughts of 
the heavy fire from  the r iv e r  m outh  
occupied our m inds. T h is  was s tric tly  
a su icide m ission . W e  a ll had the 
fee ling  that we were liv in g  on bor
rowed tim e at it  was.

A .  b o u t  2 1 :0 0  we came up to our 
quarters fo r some coffee and a b reath
er after a session in  the powder maga
zine w o rk in g  on the powder charges. 
W e  pored over ou r maps as we 
chewed on the strong b lack  coffee 
tak in g  advantage of a i l the tim e we 
had le ft to m em orize tom orrow ’s as
signm ents. W e  were com pletely u n 
prepared for the G enera l Q uarters 
a la rm  that rang w ith o u t w arn in g  
th rough  the sh ip . O u r battle  sta
tion was in  ou r troop quarters. W e 
stayed where we were, frozen in to  
silence. T h is  was our first G enera l 
Q uarters in  the Borneo area. Since 
we had been to ld  that no Japanese 
n ava l or a irc ra ft  forces were w ith in  
s tr ik in g  d istance, w e*cou ldn ’ t im agine 
w hat was going on nor could  we leave 
ou r battle  station  to go on deck to 
find  out. F o r ten m inutes nothing 
happened ; then the all-c lear signal 
rang  and we re tu rned  to our coffee 
and maps. T h e  G en era l Q uarters had 
been a false a la rm  caused by an A m e ri
can p lane appearing  over the ancho r
age w ith ou t previous id en tification .

W ith in  a m atte r of seconds after 
the a ll-clear the .40-mm. guns opened 
up on deck d irectly  over ou r heads. 
S ince the .40’s were seldom  fired , we 
knew  that som ething m ust be coming 
in  on the starboard  side, our side, at 
deck leve l. W e  froze again , looking  
u n ce rta in ly  at the th in  steel bu lkhead  
that offered ou r on ly  protection. 
T h e n  the .20-mm. guns ju st fo rw ard  
opened up , f iring  w ith  the .40’s at 
som ething approaching  on the star
board  side.

I  g ripped  the ra ils  of the b u n k  on 
w h ich  I  sat, fighting  to keep from  bo lt
ing  for the port side of the sh ip . 
P an ic  surged against my temples, 
tw itched  m y feet and loosened my 
fingers from  th e ir g rip  on the bunk 
ra i l . I  had to ru n . I  had to see w hat 
was com ing. I  had to get away from  
the side of that sh ip . B u t  I  knew  I  
cou ld n ’t m ove. T h e  m en w ith  me 
were in  my charge. I  had to stay there 
at m y station . I f  I  ra n  they w ou ld  
too, so I  stayed, how I  d on ’t know , 
bu t I  d id , fighting  m yself second by 
second, m inu te  by m in u te , u n t i l a

trem endous exp losion  astern of the 
sh ip  broke the tension and the guns 
stopped pum ping .

W e got the story a fte r the a ll-clear 
sounded. T h e  o ld  Ja p  seaplanes 
down the coast, fo u r o f them , had 
been rigged w ith  torpedoes and sent 
out in  a sneak attack . T h e ir  approach 
beh ind  the h ills  a long the beach had 
not registered on the rad ar. T h e y
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had skim m ed over the tops of the h ills  
and dropped in  ou r m idst w ithou t 
w arn in g . O n ly  the false G enera l 
Q uarters caused by our own plane 
had read ied  us at battle  stations. T w o  
of the seaplanes had converged on the 
K l i n e ,  one on the bow and one on the 
stern , catch ing  us m otionless in  the 
w ater silhouetted between the fu l l  
moon and the o il fires b u rn in g  on



sh o re .. . .  T h e  exp losion  we heard  had 
been one o f the seaplanes caught and 
exp loded  b y  fire from  the ships.

T h e re  was lit t le  sleep that n ig ht. 
I  got a b lan ke t and bedded down on 
the fa n ta il. T h e  fear we had know n  
at O k in aw a  was back. T h e  n ext 
planes m ig h t be p lay ing  for keeps.

In  the m orn in g  we w ent back in  to 
com plete the dem olition  o f the ob
stacles on  K iandassan . T h e  en tire  
pattern  o f approach and d em olition  
was id en tica l w ith  that of the day 
before. T h e  fire from  the guns along 
the r iv e r  m outh was heavy b u t fixed , 
tfie range and  tra jecto ry of the fire 
being  lim ite d  by the tracks ru n n in g  
in to  the caves in  w h ich  the guns were 
m ounted . Sn ip er fire was heavy too, 
com ing from  the underbrush  along 
the beach and along the sides o f the 
r iv e r  bank . O u r gunboats ran  n early  
in to  the m outh  of the r iv e r . T h e ir  
heavy fire kept the Jap s u nder cover 
enough to a llo w  ns to place ou r 
charges and  get back to o u r boats 
w ith o u t inc iden t. W e  were in  the 
w ater am ong the obstacles fo r about 
an hour, the gunboats ham m ering 
aw ay overhead in  ad d ition  to fire sup
port from  the destroyers, cru isers and 
planes whose efforts cannot be d is
counted despite the fact that the gun
boats ran  m uch  the heavie r r isk .

A t  11:15 the operation  was secured. 
T h e  fin a l d em o lition  shot had taken 
out a ll o f the rem ain ing  obstacles on 
the beach. Bo th  K iandassan  and 
M anggar were ready for the invas ion  
so fa r as o u r part was concerned.

O  N J u ly  1, 1945, F o x  D ay , the A u s
tra lia n  troops m oved in  from  the sea 
to invade B a lik p a p a n . T e a m  person
nel took positions in  L C P  (R )  s two 
hundred  yards in  advance o f the first 
assault wave and guided the land in g  
c ra ft through the dem olished barrie rs 
to the assigned beaches. Ja p  fire from  
the shore line  and from  the h il ls  above 
the beaches was heavy, bu t th e ir weap
ons were lig h t and lacked  the force 
necessary to h a lt o r slow  down the 
waves o f land in g  c ra ft and soldiers 
h itt in g  the beaches. Support fire 
from  the fleet u n its  off shore and 
bom bing and stra fing  by A m erican  
and A u s tra lia n  a irc ra ft  was extrem e
ly  heavy, starting  at the w ater lin e  
and m oving back in to  the h il ls  as 
beachheads were secured.

O nce ashore, the troops moved 
b r isk ly  in la n d , leav in g  the secured 
s tr ip  o f cora l sand along the w ate r’s 
edge to the supp ly sh ips and tan k  and 
veh ic le  carrie rs . A t  16:00 w ar and 
w ork  ceased ab ru p tly  a long the shore
lin e . W e  cou ld  see sm all fires pop
p ing  u p  a l l along the beach su r
rounded by sm all groups o f soldiers 
and crew-men from  the sh u ttlin g .am 
p h ib io us c ra ft. T h e  fires puzzled us 
fo r a w h ile  u n t i l we rea lized  th at it

was tea tim e. N o  w ar, especia lly  
against the contem ptib le  N ip s , was 
im p o rtan t enough to in te rfe re  w ith  
four-o’clock tea, at least as fa r as the 
Aussies were concerned. W e  asked 
them  la te r w hy they stopped k il lin g  
N ip s  to m ake tea, especially  w hen 
they had them  on the ru n . T h e y  ap
peared su rprised  a t ou r question  and 
said  s im p ly : “ T h e  bloody N ip s w il l 
w a it . T h e y ’ve no place else to go.”

F rom  J u ly  2 to J u ly  7 the K l i n e  
m oved down the coast, keep ing  pace 
w ith  the ram paging  troops on land . 
E ve ry  day saw a new beach reconnais
sance o r another d em o lition  ru n , or 
both. T h e  Japs had been on Borneo 
so long that every accessible str ip  of 
shore was p lanted  w ith  anti-veh icle 
and anti-personnel obstacles. Some
tim es we were ahead o f the troops, 
going in  und er fire from  the N ip  gar
risons s t i l l  ho ld in g  fast on shore. O u r 
fire support depended on the opposi
tio n  we m et. U su a lly  we had  gun
boats a long and perhaps a destroyer; 
often we were on o u r own.

W e  alm ost lost o u r s im ian  mascot 
d u rin g  one o f o u r frequen t ru n s down 
the coast. W e were under way in  a 
three-ship convoy w ith  Jo cko  as usual 
ind u lg ing  in  h is favo rite  sport o f d iv 
ing  between the safety lines on the 
fan ta il. F ie  had been o u r sole d ive r
sion d u rin g  the long  hours off B a lik 
papan and had  become one o f the 
fa m ily , a lthough h is constant trickery  
and n a tu ra l m ischievousness had 
made h im  even less p o p u la r w ith  his 
enem ies am ong the sh ip 's crew . W e  
watched h im  w ith  am usem ent and 
concern as he m ade repeated runs 
th rough  the ropes, each tim e flick ing  
h is ta il up  in  tim e to catch the top 
strand  and sw ing back to safety on 
the deck.

Suddenly  he d isappeared . A  sud
den m ovem ent of the sh ip  had throw n 
h im  off ba lance , causing h is ta il to 
s lip  from  the safety lin e  as he plunged 
out over the c h u rn in g  w ater. W e  
rushed to the fa n ta il and peered an x 
io usly  in to  the c h u rn in g  w ake of the 
sh ip . F in a lly  he appeared fa r astern, 
h is  treacherous ta il stick ing  stra ight 
up  from  the w ater lik e  a periscope 
of a su bm arine . H is  sm a ll arm s and 
legs were ch u rn in g  fra n tic a lly  through 
the w ater ca rry in g  h im  aw ay from  the 
sh ip  in  the general d irection  o f San 
Francisco . O u r  ye lls  o f a la rm  brought 
L ie u te n a n t Co m m and er States to ou r 
assistance. H e  im m ed ia te ly  requested 
the com m anding officer o f the sh ip  to 
change course to attem pt the rescue. 
T h e  com m anding  officer, kno w ing  of 
o u r affection fo r the m onkey, and be
ing  a very  decent officer, agreed. H e  
obtained perm ission  to leave the con
voy and pu t the sh ip  about to a po in t 
near enough fo r the T e a m  to laun ch  
a ru b b er boat. I t  took a lit t le  
padd ling  to reach  Jo cko , fo r he was
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determ ined  to sight the G o lden  Gate 
before sunset, but he seemed on ly  
g rate fu l fo r the in te rru p tio n  w hen he 
was hau led  aboard , frightened , w et 
and sh ivering . B ack  aboard  the sh ip  
he was g iven  fu l l and com plete first 
a id , in c lu d in g  a shot o f sp ir its , and 
was put to bed in  w arm  blankets to 
w ard  off pneum onia . A n  h our la te r 
he was u p  and about chattering  gayly 
as he p layed in  the rigg ing . I t  was 
apparent, however, th at the fascina
tion of the safety lines on the fan ta il 
was gone. H e  ignored them  now!

Several days la te r we found h im  one 
m orn in g  ly in g  u nder depth  charges 
on the deck, dead o f a broken neck. 
Suspicion n a tu ra lly  po inted  to some
one in  the sh ip ’s crew , and we set out 
to hang the c u lp r it  to a yard arm . T h e  
deep antagonism  between the team 
and the crew , started at M au i and 
ris in g  since the rest-camp so journ  on 
G u am , flared in to  open vio lence over 
the in c iden t. O n ly  the strictest dis
c ip lin e  imposed by both com m anding 
officers prevented open c iv il w ar. 
N a tu ra lly  the id en tity  o f the g u ilty  
m an was never d iscovered.

. A ltogether in  days u p  to Ju ly  7 
we com pleted twelve to fifteen recon
naissance m issions and d em olition  
operations. T h e  m a jo rity  were re
q u ired  to open u p  beaches fo r new 
troop land ings or to d iscover and 
b last channels fo r the heavier supp ly 
sh ips and land in g  cra ft. T h e  a ir 
s tr ip  at Seppinggan was secured on 
J u ly  3, re q u ir in g  a land in g  place for 
I X T ’s. W h e n  our hyd rograph ic su r
vey reports disclosed no su itab le  nat
u ra l channe l, we were ordered to 
b last one. T h is  was done by sw im 
mers ca rry in g  in  powder charges in  
the usual w ay, f ix in g  them  to the 
obstacles and  the co ra l she lf obstruct
ing  the sh ip  en try  and  b low ing  the 
channel c lear. I t  was a strange and 
somehow nerve-racking experience 
w ork in g  in  the absence of heavy gun
fire and bom b explosions. W e  just 
kep t expecting  h e ll to b reak  loose 
around  o u r ears. I t  d id n ’ t seem rig h t 
to be do ing  w hat we were doing w ith 
out d uck in g  beh ind  the posts fo r pro
tection from  the enem y gunfire  that 
u su a lly  played a concerto to accom
pany o u r w ater ba lle t.

O n  J u ly  7 we le ft Borneo and 
headed fo r M a n ila  in  the P h ilip p in e  
Is land s. M a n ila  was a lready safe in  
the hands of A m erican  troops, e lim 
in ating  the need of ou r services in  that 
theater. As before we expected to go 
on to the in ev itab le  invas ion  o f the 
Japanese home is lands. O u r o n ly  
hope was fo r a rest-camp stopover 
before the n ext action  on the schedule. 
In  any event we were g lad to leave 
Borneo  in  the capable hands o f the 
A u stra lian s . A  few  days’ lib e rty  in  
M a n ila  w ou ld  be welcom e.
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D e vo te e s  o f sc ie n c e  f ic t io n  w i l l  
f in d  a  ra r e  tre a t in  th is  r e m a rk 
ab le  s to ry  o f a young  m an  b o rn  
in  sp ace , w h o  e n lis ts  as a so l
d ie r  w h en  a sp ace -ra id  w a rn in g  
th re a te n s  in te r s te l la r  w a r . B e 
cau se  it  is  too good to ab rid g e , 
an d  too long  to p u b lish  in  a s in 
g le is su e  w ith o u t o m itt in g  m u ch  
o th e r  in te re s t in g  m a te r ia l, w e  a re  

p r in t in g  it  in  tw o  p a rts .

■ A S Y , boy, easy!”
Don H arvey  re ined  in  the fat 
lit t le  cow pony. O rd in a r ily , 
La zy  lived  up to h is nam e; 
but today he seemed to w an t 

to go places. D on  h ard ly  blam ed 
h im . I t  was such a day as comes on ly  
to N ew  M exico , w ith  sky scrubbed 
clean by a passing shower, the ground 
already d ry , but w ith  a piece of ra in 
bow s t ill hang ing  in  the d istance. T h e  
sky was too b lue , the buttes too rosy, 
and the fa r reaches too sharp  to be 
q u ite  convincing . In cred ib le  peace 
hung  over the lan d , and w ith  it  a 
breathless expectancy o f som ething 
w on d erfu l about to happen.

"W e 've  got a ll d ay ,"  he cautioned 
La zy , “ so don ’t get yourse lf in  a la th 
er. T h a t ’s a stiff c lim b  ahead.”  D on  
w as r id in g  alone, because he had 
decked out L a zy  in  a m agnificent 
M e xican  saddle his parents had o r
dered sent to h im  fo r his b irth d ay . 
I t  was a b eau tifu l th ing , as gaudy 
w ith  s ilve r as an In d ia n  buck, but it  
was as out of place at the ranch  school 
he attended as fo rm al clothes at a 
b rand in g —a po in t w h ich  his parents 
had not realized . Don was proud of 
it , bu t the other boys rode p la in  stock 
saddles; they k idded  h im  u n m erc i
fu l ly , and had tu rned  “ D o n a ld  Jam es 
H a rve y ”  in to  “ D on  Ja im e ” w hen  he 
first appeared w ith  it .

La zy  suddenly shied. D on  glanced 
aro un d , spotted the cause, w h ipped  
out h is gun and fired . H e  then dis- 

, m ounted , th row ing  the re ins fo rw ard  
so that La zy  wotdd stand, and e x
am ined h is w ork . In  the shadow of 
a rock a fair-sized snake, seven rattles 
on its ta il, was s t ill tw itch ing . Its 
head la y  by it , burned  off. D on  de
cided not to save the ra ttle s ; had he 
p inpo inted  the head, he w ou ld  have 
taken it  in  to show h is m arksm ansh ip . 
A s it  was, he had been forced to slice 
sidewise w ith  the beam  before he got 
it . I I  he brought in  a snake k il le d  in  
such a clum sy fash ion , someone w ou ld  
be sure to ask h im  w hy he hadn ’t used 
a garden hose.

He let it  lie  and rem ounted  w h ile  
ta lk in g  to Lazy . “ Ju s t a no-good old  
s id ew ind er,”  he said reassuring ly .

He clucked , and they started off. 
A  few  hundred  yards fa rth e r on La zy  
shied again , not from  a snake this

tim e b u t from  an unexpected  noise. 
D on  p u lled  h im  in  and spoke severely. 
“ Y o u  b ird -brained  b u tte rb a ll! W h en  
are you going to lea rn  not to ju m p  
w hen the telephone rings?”

Lazy  tw itched  h is shoulder muscles 
and snorted. D on  reached for the 
pom m el, rem oved the phone, and an
swered: “ M o b i l e  6 -J -2 33 3 0 9 , D o n
H a r v e y  s p e a k in g .”

‘ ‘M r .  R e e v e s ,  D o n , "  came back the 
voice of the headm aster of R an c h ito  
A leg re . " W h e r e  a r e  y o u ? ”

“ H e a d e d  u p  P e d d le r ’ s G r a v e  M e s a ,  
s ir ."

" G e t  h o m e  as q u ic k ly  as y o u  c a n .”  
“ W h a t ’ s u p , s ir ? ”
“ R a d io g r a m  f r o m  y o u r  p a ren ts .  

I ’ ll s e n d  th e  ' c o p t e r  o u t  f o r  y o u  if  th e
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c o o k  is b a c k —w ith  s o m e o n e  t o  b r in g  
y o u r  h o r s e  in .”

Don hesitated . H e  d id n  .vant just 
anybody to rid e  La z y , lik e  as not get
ting  h im  overheated and fa ilin g  to 
cool h im  off. O n  the other hand , a 
rad io  from  h is fo lks cou ld  not he lp  
b u t be im p ortan t. H is  parents were 
on M ars, and h is m other w rote reg
u la r ly , every sh ip—bu t rad iogram s, 
o ther than C h ristm as and b irth d ay  
greetings, were alm ost unheard  of.

“ I ’ ll h u r r y , s ir .”
" R i g h t ! ”  M r. Reeves sw itched off. 

D on  tu rned  Lazy  and headed back 
down the t ra il. L a zy  seemed d isap
po inted  and looked back accusing ly.

A s it  tu rned  out, they were o n ly  a 
ha lf-m ile  from  the school w hen the

Planets in



Combat
A  s e c o n d  su n  b la z e d  w h i t e  a n d  s w e l l e d  v i s ib l y  as  
D o n  w a tc h e d ,  u n t i l  i t  b la n k e d  o u t  th e  E a r th  f lo a t 

in g  b e y o n d  it.

by ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

ran ch  ’copter spotted them . Don 
waved it  off and took La zy  on in  h im 
self. Desp ite h is cu rio s ity , he delayed 
to w ipe dow n the pony and w ater it  
before he w ent in . M r. Reeves was 
w a it in g  in  h is office and m otioned for 
h im  to come in . H e  handed D on the 
message.

I t  read: Dear Son, passage re
served for you Valkyrie C ircum-
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Mother and Dad.
D on  b lin ke d  at it , having  trouble 

tak in g  in  the sim ple facts. “ B u t  that’s 
r ig h t aw ay!”

“ Yes. Y o u  w eren ’t expecting  it , 
then?”

D on thought it  over. H e  had h a lf
way expected to go hom e—if  one cou ld

c a ll it  going home w hen  he had never 
set foot on M ars—at the end of the 
school year. I f  they had arranged his 
passage fo r the V a n d e r d e c k e n  three 
m onths from  now . . . . “ U h , not ex
actly . I  can ’t figure out w hy they 
w ou ld  send fo r me before the end of 
the term .”

M r. R eeves fitted h is fingertips 
ca re fu lly  together. “ I ’d say that it  
was obvious.’’

D on  looked startled . “ Y o u  m ean— 
M r . Reeves, you d on ’t re a lly  th in k  
there is going to be troub le , do you?” 

T h e  headm aster answered g rave ly : 
“ D on , I ’m not a prophet. B u t  it  is 
m y guess that you r parents are su f
fic ien tly  w orried  th at they w an t you
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out of a potentia l w ar zone as q u ick ly  
as possib le .”

H e  was s t ill having  troub le  read
ju sting . W a rs  were som ething you 
stud ied , not som ething that actua lly  
happened. O f course, h is class in  
contem porary h isto ry had kept track 
of the cu rren t crisis in  co lo n ia l a f
fa irs ; but it  had seemed som ething 
very fa r aw ay, even for one as w id e ly  
traveled  as h im se lf—a m atter fo r d ip 
lom ats, not som ething rea l.

“ L o o k , M r. Reeves, they m ay be 
ju m p y , bu t I ’m  not. I ’d lik e  to send 
a rad io  te llin g  them  that I ’l l  be along 
on the n ext sh ip , as soon as school 
is o u t.”

M r. Reeves shook h is head. “ N o. 
I  can ’t le t you go against you r parents’



e x p lic it  in structions . In  the second 
p lace , ah—”  T h e  headm aster seemed 
to have d ifficu lty  in  choosing h is 
w ords. “ T h a t  is to say, D o n a ld , in  
the event o f w ar, you m ight find you r 
position  here, sha ll we ca ll it —u n 
com fortab le?”

A  b leak  w in d  seemed to have found  
its  way in to  the office. D on  fe lt lone
ly  and o lder than he should  feel. 
“ W h y?”  he asked gruffly.

M r. Reeves studied h is fingernails . 
“ A re  you q u ite  sure w here yo u r lo ya l
ties lie ?”  he sa id  slow ly .

D on forced h im se lf to th in k  about 
it . H is  fa ther had been born  on 
E a r th ; h is m other was a second-gen
eration  V enus co lon ia l. B u t  n e ith er 
p lan et was t ru ly  th e ir hom e; they had 
met and m arried  on L u n a , and had 
pursued th e ir researches in  p lanet
ology in  m any sectors o f the so lar 
system. D on  h im se lf had been born 
out in spate ; and h is b irth  certificate , 
issued by the Fed eration , had le ft the 
question o f h is n a tio n a lity  open. H e  
cou ld  c la im  d ua l c itizensh ip  by par
en ta l d e riva tio n . H e  d id  not th in k  
o f h im se lf as a V enus co lo n ia l; it  had 
been so long since His fa m ily  had last 
v isited  Venus th at the place had 
grow n u n rea l in  h is m in d . O n  the 
o ther hand , he had been eleven years 
o ld  before he had ever rested his eyes 
on the lo ve ly  h il ls  of E a rth .

“ I 'm  a citizen  of the System ,”  he 
said harsh ly .

‘ ‘M m n n ii—”  said the headm aster. 
“ T h a t ’s a fine phrase and perhaps 
some day it  w il l mean som ething. In  
the m eantim e, speaking as a fr ien d , 1 
agree w ith  you r parents. M ars is 
l ik e ly  to be neu tra l te rrito ry : you ’ ll 
be safe there. A g a in , speaking as 
you r fr ie n d —tilings m ay get a litt le  
rough here fo r anyone whose lo ya lty  
is not perfectly c lea r.”

“ N obody has any business question
ing  m y lo ya lty ! U n d e r the la w , I  
count as native-born !”

T h e  m an d id  not answer. Don 
bu rst o u t: “ T h e  w hole th in g  is s illy ! 
I f  the Fed eration  wasn’t try ing  to 
bleed V enus w h ite , there w o u ld n ’ t be 
any war ta lk .”

Reeves stood up . “ T h a t  w i l l  be a ll, 
D o n . I ’m  not going to argue po litics 
w ith  yo u .”

“ I t ’s true! R ead  C h a m b e rlin ’s 
T  heory of C o lo n ia l E xp a n s io n !’ ”

Reeves seemed startled . “ W here  
d id  you lay hands on th a t  book? N ot 
in  the school lib ra ry .”

Don d id  not answ er. H is  fa ther 
had sent it  to h im , b u t had cautioned 
h im  not to le t it  be seen; i t  was one 
o f the suppressed books—on E a rth , 
at least. Reeves w ent on : “ D o n ,
have you been d ea ling  w ith  a b o o k -  
l e g g e r l ”

D o n  rem ained  s ilen t.
“ A nsw er m e!”

Presently Reeves took a deep breath 
and  sa id : “ N ever m in d . G o  u p  to
your room and pack. T h e  ’copter 
w il l  take you to A lb uq uerq u e  at one 
o ’c lo ck .”

“ Yes s ir .”  H e  had started to leave 
w hen the headm aster ca lled  h im  back.

“ Ju s t a m om ent. In  the heat of 
o u r—uh—discussion , I  alm ost forgot 
that there was a second message for 
you .”

“ O h?”  D on  accepted the s lip ; it  
sa id : Dear Son, be sure to say 
good-by to Uncle Dudley before 
you leave Mother.

T h is  second message su rprised  h im  
in  some ways even m ore than the 
firs t; he had troub le  rea liz ing  that h is 
m other m ust m ean D r . D u d ley  Je f
ferson—a frie n d  of h is  parents, but no 
re la tio n , and a person o f no im p or
tance in  his own life . B u t Reeves 
seemed not to see an yth ing  odd in  the 
message, so Don stuck it  in  h is levis 
and  le ft the room .

L ong as Don H a rve y  had been 
earthbound, he approached packing  
w ith  a true  spacem an's sp ir it . He 
knew  that h is passage w ou ld  en title  
h im  to o n ly  fifty  pounds o f free l i f t ;  
he started d iscard ing  r ig h t and le ft, 
shortly  he had two p iles , a ve ry  sm all 
one on his own bed—indispensable 
c lo th ing , a few  capsules o f m ic ro film , 
h is  slide-ru le , a sty lus, and a v r e e th a ,  
a flu te like  M artian  in stru m en t w h ich  
he had not played in  a long  tim e, as 
h is schoolm ates had  objected. O n  his 
room m ate’s bed was a m uch la rger 
p ile  o f d iscards.

H e  picked u p  the v r e e th a ,  tried  a 
couple o f ru n s , and  put it  on the 
la rger p ile . T a k in g  a M artian  prod
uct to M ars was coals to Newcastle . 
H is  room m ate, Jack M oreau , came in  
as he d id  so.

“ W h a t in  tim e goes on?”
“ L e a v in g .”
Jack dug a finger in to  h is ear. “ I  

m ust be getting deaf. 1 could  have 
sworn you said you were leav in g .”

“ I  am .”  Don stopped and ex
p la in ed , show ing Ja c k  the message 
from  h is parents.

Ja ck  looked distressed. “ 1 don ’t 
lik e  th is . O f  course 1 knew  th is was 
o u r last year, bu t I  d id n ’ t figure on 
you ju m p in g  the gun . 1 probab ly 
w on ’t sleep w ith o u t yo u r snores to 
soothe me. W h a t's  the rush?”

“ I  don’ t know . I  re a lly  d on 't. T h e  
H ead  says that m y fo lks have w ar 
jit te rs  and w an t to drag th e ir  litt le  
d a rlin g  to safety. B u t th at’s s illy , 
don ’t you  th in k? I  m ean, people are 
too c iv ilize d  to go to w a r today.”

Ja c k  d id  not answ er. D o n  w aited , 
then said  sh a rp ly : “ Y o u  agree, don ’t
you? T h e re  w on 't be any w a r.”

Ja c k  answered s lo w ly ; “ C o u ld  be. 
O r m aybe no t.”

“ O h , come off i t ! ”
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H is  room m ate answered: “ W a n t
me to h e lp  you pack?”

“ T h e re  isn ’t anyth ing  to pack.”  
“ H o w  about a l l  that stuff?”
“ T h a t ’s yours, i f  you w an t it . P ick  

it  over, then c a ll in  t. c others and let 
them take w hat they lik e .”

“ H u h ? Gee, D o n , I  don ’t w ant 
you r stuff. I ’l l  pack it  and sh ip  it 
after you .”

“ E v e r  sh ip  anyth ing  'tween planets? 
I t ’s not w orth  it .”

“ T h e n  sell it . T e l l  you w hat, we’ll 
hold an auction  r ig h t a fte r su pper.”  

Don shook h is head. “ N o  tim e. 
I ’m  leaving  at one o’c lo ck .”

“ W h at? Y o u ’re re d ly  b litz in g  me, 
k id . I  don ’t lik e  th is .”

“ C a n ’t be he lped .”  H e  turned  back 
to h is sorting .

Several o f h is  friends d rifted  in  to 
say good-by. Don h im se lf had not 
spread the news, and  he d id  not sup
pose that the headm aster w ould  have 
ta lked ; yet somehow the grapevine 
had spread the w ord . H e  in v ited  
them  to he lp  themselves to the p lu n 
der, sub ject to Ja ck 's  p r io r c la im .

Presently he noticed that none of 
them  asked w hy he was leaving . I t  
bothered h im  more than i f  they had 
ta lked  about it . H e  wanted to te ll 
someone, anyone, that it  was r id ic u 
lous to doubt h is lo ya lty—and any
how , there w asn ’t going to be a war!

R u p e  Salter, a boy from  another 
w ing , stuck h is head in , looked over 
the preparations. “ R u n n in g  ou t, eh? 
I heard you were, and thought I ’d 
check u p .”

“ I ’m leaving , if  that’s w hat you 
m ean .”

“ T h a t ’s w hat I  said . See here, Don 
Ja im e , how about that c ircus saddle 
o f yours? I ’l l  take it  oil you r hands 
if  the price  is r ig h t .”

“ I t ’s not fo r sale .”
“ H u h ?  N o  horses w here you’re go

ing . M ake me a p rice .”
“ It  belongs to Ja c k , here .”
“ A nd  it ’s s t ill not fo r sale ,”  M oreau 

answered p rom ptly .
“ L ik e  th at, eh? S u it yourse lf.”  

Sa lte r w ent on b lan d ly , “ A no ther 
th ing—you w ille d  that nag of yours 
yet?”

T h e  boys' m ounts, w ith  few excep
tions, were owned by the school, but 
it  was a cherished and long-standing 
p riv ileg e  of a  boy g raduating  to “ w i l l ” 
h is tem porary ow nersh ip  to a boy of 
h is choice. D on  looked u p  sharp ly ; 
u n t i l that m om ent he had not thought 
about La z y . H e  realized  w ith  sudden 
g rie f that he could  not take the litt le  
fa t clow n w ith  h im —nor had he made 
arrangem ents fo r the horse’s w elfare . 
“ T h e  m atter is settled ,”  he answered, 
add ing  to h im se lf: as fa r  a s y o u  a r e  
c o n c e r n e d .

“ W h o  gets h im ? I  could  m ake it  
w o rth  yo u r w h ile . H e ’s not m uch o f



a horse, bu t I  w an t to get r id  of the 
goat I 'v e  had to pu t u p  w ith .”

“ I t ’s settled .”
“ B e  sensible. I  can see the H ead  

and get h im , anyhow . W ill in g  a 
horse is a g raduating  p riv ileg e , and 
you ’re  d uck in g  out ahead of tim e .”  

“ G e t o u t!”
Salter g rinned . “ T o u c h y , a ren ’t 

you? Ju s t lik e  a l l fog-eaters, too 
touchy to know  w h at’s good for you. 
W e ll, you ’re  going to be taught a les
son some day soon.”

D o n , a lready on edge, was too angry 
to tru st h im se lf to speak. “ Fog-eat
e r ,”  used to describe a m an  from  
cloud-wrapped V enus, was m erely 
ragging, no worse than “ L im e y ”  or 
“ Y a n k ” —unless the tone of vo ice and 
context made it , as now , a deliberate 
in su lt . T h e  others looked at h im , 
h a lf  expecting  action .

Ja c k  got up  hastily  from  the bed 
and w ent tow ard Sa lter. “ G e t going, 
Sa lty . W e ’re too busy to m onkey 
around  w ith  yo u .”  Salter looked at 
D o n , then back at Ja c k , shrugged and 
sa id : “ I ’m  too busy to hang around 
here—b u t not t o o  busy, i f  you have 
an yth ing  in  m in d .”

T he noon b e ll pealed from  the mess 
h a ll and broke the tension . Several 
boys started fo r the door; Sa lte r moved 
Out w ith  them . D on  hung back. 
Ja ck  sa id : “ f^ m e  on—beans!”  

“ Jack?”
"Y e ah ?”
“ H o w  about you tak in g  over La zy?”  
“ Gee, D on ! I ’d lik e  to accom m o

date you—but w hat w ou ld  I  do w ith  
L a d y  M aude?”

“ U h , I  guess so. W h a t ’l l  I  do?” 
“ L e t  me see—”  Ja c k ’s face b rig h t

ened. “ Y o u  know  that k id  Sq u in ty  
M orris? T h e  new k id  from  M a n i
toba? H e  hasn ’t got a perm anent yet; 
he’s been tak in g  h is ro ta tion  w ith  the 
goats. H e ’d treat L a zy  r ig h t ; I  know , 
1 le t h im  try  M aud ie  once. H e ’s got 
gentle hands.”

D on  looked re lieved . “ W i l l  you 
f ix  it  fo r me? A n d  see M r. Reeves?”  

"H u h ?  Y o u  can see h im  at lu n ch ; 
come on .”

“ I ’m  not going to lu n ch . I ’m  not 
h un g ry . A n d  I  don ’t m uch w an t to 
ta lk  to the H ead  about i t .”

“ W h y  not?”
“ W e ll, I  don ’t know . W h en  he 

ca lled  me in  th is m orn ing , he d id n ’t 
seem exactly—frie n d ly .”

“ W h a t d id  he say?”
“ I t  w asn’t h is words; i t  was h is m an

ner. M aybe I  a m  touchy—bu t I  sort 
o f thought he was g lad to see me go.”  

D on  expected Jack to ob ject, con
v ince  h im  that he was wrong. Instead  
he was s ilen t fo r a m om ent, then said 
q u ie t ly : “ D o n ’t take it  too h ard ,
D o n . T h e  H ead  is probab ly edgy 
too. You  know  he’s got his orders?”  

“ H u h ?  W h at orders?"

"Y o u  knew  he was a reserve officer, 
d id n ’t you? H e  pu t in  fo r orders and 
got ’em , effective at end of term . M rs. 
Reeves is tak ing  over the school—for 
the d u ra t io n .”

D on , a lready overstra ined , fe lt h is 
head w h ir lin g . F o r  the duration? 
H o w  cou ld  anyone say that, w hen 
there w asn ’t any such th ing? “  ’S fact,”  
Ja c k  w ent on. “ I  got i t  stra ight from  
cookie .”  H e  paused, then he asked: 
“ See here, o ld  son—we’re pals, a ren ’ t 
we?”

“ H u h ?  Sure , su re !”
“ T h e n  give it  to me stra ig ht: are 

you actu a lly  going to M ars? O r are 
you heading  for V enus to sign up?” 

“ W h ateve r gave you that no tion?” 
“ S k ip  it , then. B e lieve  m e, it  

w o u ld n ’t m ake any d ifference between 
us. M y o ld  m an says that w hen i t ’s 
tim e to be counted , the im p ortan t 
th in g  is to be m an enough to stand 
u p .”  H e  looked at D o n ’s face, then 
w ent on : “ W h a t you do about it  is
up  to you. You  know  I ’ve got a b ir th 
day com ing u p  n ext m onth?”

“ H u h ?  Yes, so you have .”
“ Com e then. I ’m going to sign up 

fo r p ilo t tra in in g . T h a t ’s why I
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w anted to know  w h at you p lanned  
to do .”

“ O h - ”
“ B u t  it  doesn’ t m ake any d ifference 

—not between us. A nyh ow , you ’re 
going to M ars .”

“ Yes. Yes, th at’s r ig h t .”
“ G oo d !”  Ja c k  g lanced at h is watch. 

“ I ’ve got to ru n —or they’l l  th row  m y 
chow to the pigs. Sure you ’re not 
com ing?”

“ Su re .”
“ See you .”  H e  dashed out.
D on  stood fo r a m om ent, rearrang 

ing  his ideas. O ld  Jack  m ust be tak
ing  th is seriously—g iv ing  up Y a le  for 
p ilo t tra in ing ! B u t  he was w rong—he 
h a d  to be w rong.

Presently  he w ent ou t to the co rra l. 
L a zy  answered h is ca ll, then started 

searching h is pockets fo r sugar. “ So rry , 
o ld  fe llo w ,”  he said sadly, “ not even 
a carrot. I  fo rgot.”  H e  stood w ith  
h is face to the horse’s cheek and 
scratched the beast’s ears. H e  talked 
to it  in  low  tones, e xp la in in g  as care
fu lly  as if  Lazy  could  understand a ll 
the d ifficu lt words.

“ So th at’s how it is ,”  be concluded. 
“ I ’ve got to go aw ay, am i they won't
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let me lake  you w ith  m e ." He 
thought back to the day th e ir associa
tion  had begun. L a zy  had been 
h a rd ly  m ore than a co lt, bu t D on  had 
been a fra id  of h im —he seemed huge, 
dangerous, p robab ly carn ivo rous; Don 
had never seen a horse before com ing 
to E a r th , and Lazy  was the first he 
had ever seen close up .

Suddenly he choked, could  ta lk  no 
fu rth e r. H e  flung h is arm s around 
the horse’s neck and leaked tears.

Lazy  n ickered  so ftly , know ing  that 
som ething was w rong , and tried  to 
nuzzle h im . Don raised his head. 
"Good-by, boy. T a k e  care o f you r
se lf.”  H e  tu rned  ab ru p tly  and ran  
toward the dorm ito ries.

C h a p t e r  T w o

"M i-.se , M ere, T ekel, Ui’harsin” 
D a n ie l  V. 25

■ HE school's 'copter dum ped 
Ih im  down at the A lb uq uerqu e  
I  field. H e had to h u rry  to 
Ica tch  h is rocket, for traffic 

contro l had req u ired  them  lo 
sw ing  w ide around  Sand ia  W eapons 
C en ter. W h en  he weighed in , he ran 
in to  another new security w rin k le . 
"G o t a cam era in  that stud , son?”  the 
w eighm aster had in q u ire d  as he 
passed over h is bags.

“ N o . W h y?”
"Because we’l l  fog you r film  when 

we fluoroscope, th at’s w h y .”  A p p ar
ently  X -ray  fa iled  to show any bombs 
h idden  in  his u nderw ear; h is bags 
were handed back, and he went 
aboard the w inged-rocket S a n ta  l e  
T r a i l , sh u ttlin g  between the South
west and N ew  Ch icago . Inside , he 
fastened h is safety belts, snuggled 
down in to  the cushions, and waited.

A t  first the noise of the blast-oil 
bothered h im  m ore than the pressure. 
B u t  the noise dopplered away as they 
passed the speed of sound, w h ile  the 
acceleration grew greater—and he 
b lacked out.

H e  came to as the sh ip  went into 
free ffight, arch ing  in  a h igh  parabo la 
over the p la in s . A t once he fe lt great 
re lie f no longer to have unbearable 
w eight rack in g  h is rib-cage, stra in ing  
h is heart, tu rn in g  his muscles to w ater 
—but before he co u ld  en joy the 
blessed re lie f , he was aw are of a new 
sensation; h is stom ach was try ing  to 
craw l up his g u lle t.

A t  first he was a larm ed , being un
ab le to account fo r the unexpected 
and unbearab ly unp leasant sensation. 
T h e n  he had a sudden w ild  suspicion 
—could  it? O h , no, it  c o u l d n ’ t be— 
not space sickness, not to h im !  W hy 
he had been born in  free fa ll ; space

The rocket continued glider fashion 
on a long screaming approach to New 

Chicago
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nausea was fo r Earth -craw le rs , g round
hogs 1

B u t  the suspicion  grew to ce rta in 
ty ; years o f easy liv in g  on a p lanet 
had w orn  ou t h is im m u n ity . W ith  
secret em barrassm ent he conceded 
that he ce rta in ly  was acting  lik e  a 
groundhog. I t  had not occurred to 
h im  to ask fo r an  anti-nausea shot be
fore blast-olf, though he had  w alked  
past the counter p la in ly  m arked w ith  
a red  cross.

Sh o rtly  h is secret em barrassm ent be
came p u b lic ; he had bare ly  tim e to 
get at the p lastic  conta iner provided 
tor that purpose. T h e re a fte r he fe lt 
better, a lthough  w eak , and listened 
half-hearted ly to the canned descrip
tion  com ing out o f the loud-speaker 
o f the country  over w h ich  they were 
fa llin g . P resen tly , near Kansas C ity , 
the sky tu rned  from  b lack  back to 
pu rp le  aga in , the a ir  fo ils took ho ld , 
and  the passengers again fe lt w eight 
as the rocket continued  g lid e r fash ion 
on a long , scream ing approach to 
N ew  Ch icago . Don folded h is couch 
in to  a ch a ir  and sat up.

T w e n ty  m inutes la te r, as the field  
came u p  to meet them , rocket u n its  in  
the nose were triggered by rad a r, and 
the S a n ta  F e  T r a i l  b raked  to a lan d 
ing . T h e  en tire  t r ip  had taken less 
tim e than the ’copter ja u n t from  the 
school to A lb uq uerq u e—som ething 
less than an h o u r fo r the same route 
eastw ard  that the covered wagons had 
made westward in  eighty days, w ith  
lu ck . T h e  lo ca l rocket landed  on a 
fie ld  ju st outside the c ity , n e xt door 
to the enorm ous fie ld , s t i l l  s ligh tly  
rad io active , w h ich  was both the m a in  
spaceport of the p lanet and the fo r
m er site o f  o ld  Ch icago.

D on  hung  back and let a N ava jo  
fa m ily  d isem bark ahead of h im , then 
fo llow ed the squaw out. A  m ovable 
slidew ay had craw led  out to the sh ip ; 
he stepped on it  and let it  carry  h im  
in to  the station . O nce in side , he was 
confused by the bustling  size of the 
p lace, leve l a fte r leve l, above and be
low' ground . G a ry  Station  served not 
m erely the S a n ta  F e  T r a i l , the R o u t e  
6 6 , and  o ther lo ca l rockets sh u ttlin g  
to the Southw est: i t  served a dozen 
other lo cal lines, as w e ll as ocean 
hoppers, fre ig h t tubes, and space ships 
operating  between E a r th  and C ircum - 
T e r r a  S tation—and thence to L u n a , 
V enu s, M ars and the Jo v ia n  m oons; 
i t  was the sp in a l cord of a more-than- 
w orld-w ide em pire .

T u n e d  as he was to the w ide and 
em pty N ew  M exico  desert, and be
fore that, to the w id e r wastes o f space, 
D on  fe lt oppressed and ir r ita te d  by 
the noisy sw arm ing  mass. H e  fe lt the 
loss o f d ig n ity  th at comes from  m en 
behaving  lik e  ants, even though his 
fee ling  was not thought out in  words. 
S t i l l ,  it  had to be faced—he spotted

the tr ip le  globes of In  ter p i a net L in e s , 
an d  fo llow ed  g low ing  arrow's to its 
reservation  office.

A n  uninterested  c le rk  assured h im  
that the office had  no record o f h is 
reservation  in  the V a lk y r ie . P a tie n tly  
D on  exp la in ed  th a t the reservation 
had been made fro m  M ars, and  d is
p layed the rad iogram  from  h is par
ents. A nnoyed  in to  a c tiv ity , the c le rk  
fin a lly  consented to phone C ircurn- 
T e r r a ; the sate llite  station  confirm ed 
the reservation . T h e  c le rk  signed off 
and tu rned  back to D o n . “ O kay , you 
can pay fo r it  h ere .”

D on  had a s in k in g  feeling . “ I  
thought it  was a lready pa id  fo r?”  Pie 
had on h im  h is fa th e r’s letter-of-credit, 
b u t i t  was not enough to cover passage 
to M ars.

“ H u h ?  T h e y  d id n ’t say anyth ing  
about it  being p rep a id .”

A t  D o n ’s insistence, the c lerk  again 
phoned the space station . Yes, the 
passage was p repaid , since it  had been 
placed from  the other end ; d id n ’t the 
c le rk  know7 h is ta r if f  book? T h w a rte d  
on a ll sides, the c le rk  g rudging ly is
sued D on  a ticke t to couch 64, R ocket 
S h ip  G lo r y  R o a d , l i f t in g  from  E a rth  
fo r G ircu m -T e rra  a t 9 :03 :57  the fo l
low ing  m orn ing . “ G o t you r security 
clearance?”

“ H u h ?  W h a t’s that?”
T h e  c le rk  appeared to g loat at w?hat: 

was a leg itim ate  o p p o rtu n ity  to de
c lin e  to do business a fte r a l l . Pie 
w ith d rew  the ticket. “ D o n ’t you 
bother to follow7 the news? G ive  me 
you r ID .”

R e lu c ta n tly  D on  passed over his 
id en tity  ca rd : the c le rk  stuck it  in  a 
stat m ach ine and handed it  back. 
“ N ow  yo u r th u m b p rin ts .”

D on  im pressed them  and  sa id : “ Is
that a ll?  C an  I  have m y ticket?”

‘“ Is that a ll? ’ he says! Be here 
about an  hour early  tomorrow7 m orn
ing. Y o u  can p ic k  u p  you r ticket 
then—provided  the L B .  I .  says you 
can .”

T h e  c le rk  tu rned  aw ay. D on  feel
ing  fo r lo rn , d id  likew ise . H e  d id  not 
know  q u ite  w hat to do n ext. H e  had 
told Headm aster Reeves that he 
w ou ld  stay overn igh t at the “ H exton  
C a ravan sa ry ,”  that being  the hotel h is 
fam ily  had stopped at years e a rlie r , 
and the on ly  one he knew7 by nam e. 
O n  the other hand  he had to attem pt 
to locate D r . Jefferson—“ U n c le  D u d 
ley” —since h is m other had  m ade such 
a p o in t o f it . I t  was s t i l l  ea rly  after
noon; he decided to check h is bags 
and start looking .

Bags disposed o f, he found- an 
em pty co m m unication  booth, looked 
up the D o cto r’s code, and  punched  it  
in to  the m ach ine . T h e  D octo r’s 
phone regretted p o lite ly  that D r . 
Jefferson  was not at home and re
quested h im  to leave a message. H e 
was d icta ting  it  w hen  a w arm  voice
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in te rru p ted : “ I ’m  at home to you,
D o n a ld . W h ere  are you, lad?”  T h e  
view7 screen cu t in , and he found h im 
self lo okin g  at the som ewhat fa m ilia r  
features of D r . D u d ley  Jefferson.

“ O h ! I ’m  at the station , D octo r— 
G a ry  Station . I  ju st got in .”

“ T h e n  grab a cab and come here 
at once.”

“ U h , I  don’t w ant to put you to 
any troub le , D octo r. 1 called  because: 
M other said to say good-by to you .”  
P r iv a te ly  he had hoped that D r. Je ffe r
son w ou ld  be too busy to waste tim  
on h im . M uch  as he d isapproved of 
c ities, he d id  not w ant to spend h is 
last n ig h t on E a r th  exchanging po lite
nesses w ith  a fam ily  fr ie n d : he wanted 
to s t ir  around and find  out ju st w lia i 
the m odern B aby lo n  d id  have to o ile r 
in  the way of d ivers ion . H is  letter- 
of-credit was b u rn in g  a hole in  his 
pocket: he wanted to bleed it  a Hit.

“ N o  troub le! See you in  a few 
m inutes. M eanw h ile  I ’ l l  p ick  out a 
fatted ca lf and bu te lle r it . By the 
w ay, d id  you receive a package from 
me?”  T h e  Doctor looked sudden!) 
in ten t.

“ A  package? N o .”

D r . J e ff e r s o n  m uttered some-' 
th ing  about the m a il service. Don 
sa id : “ M aybe it  w i l l  catch up w ith  me. 
W as it  im p ortan t?”

“ U h , never m in d ; we’ l l  speak of it  
la te r. You  le ft a fo rw ard ing  address?”

“ Yes, s ir—the C a ravan sa ry .”
“ W e ll—w h ip  u p  the horses and see 

how q u ick ly  you can get here. Open 
sky !”

“ A nd  safe g round ing , s ir .”  T h e y  
both sw itched ,off. D on  le ft the booth 
and looked around fo r a cab-stand. 
T h e  station  seemed m ore jam m ed 
than ever, w ith  un ifo rm s m uch in  
evidence, not on ly  those of p ilo ts and 
other sh ip  personnel, bu t m ilita ry  
un ifo rm s of m any corps—and always 
the ub iq u itous security po lice . Don 
fought h is way through the crow d, 
down a ram p , along a slide  w alk  tu n 
ne l, and f in a lly  found  w hat he wanted. 
T h e re  was a queue w a it in g  fo r cabs: 
he jo ined  it.

Beside the queue was sp raw led  the 
b ig , u ng a in ly  sau rian  form  o f a Ven- 
e rian  “ d ragori.”  W h en  D on pro
gressed in  lin e  u n til he was beside it , 
he p o lite ly  w h istled  a greeting.

T h e  dragon sw iveled  one f lu tte r in g . 
eyes ta lk  in  h is d irection . Strapped 
to the “ chest”  of the creatu re , betweetC 
its forelegs and  im m ed ia te ly  below 
and in  reach  o f its h and ling  tendrils , 
was a sm a ll bo x, a voder. T h e  tendrils 
w rith ed  over the keys, and the V ene
t ia n  answered h im , v ia  m echanical 
voder speech, ra th e r than by w h istling  
in  h is ow n language. “ G reetings to 
you also , young s ir . I t  is p leasant in 
deed, am ong strangers, to hear the 
sounds one heard  in  the egg.”  Don



noted w ith  d e ligh t that the ou tland er 
had a d istin c tly  Cockney accent in  the 
use of h is m ach ine .

H e  w h istled  h is thanks and a hope 
that the dragon m ig h t die p leasantly .

T h e  V enetian  thanked  h im , again 
w ith  the voder, and added : “ C h a rm 
ing  as is yo u r accent, w i l l  you do me 
the favor of using yo u r own speech, 
that I  m ay practice it?”

D on  suspected that h is m odulation  
was so atrocious that the V enerian  
could  h a rd ly  understand  it ;  he lapsed 
at once in to  hum an  words. “ M y 
nam e is Don H a rv e y ,”  he rep lied , and 
w h istled  once m ore—b u t ju st to give 
h is own V enerian  nam e, "M is t  on the 
W ate rs” ; i t  had been selected by his 
m other, and he saw noth ing  fun ny 
about it .

d id  the dragon. H e  w h istled  
fo r the first tim e, nam ing  h im se lf, 
and added v ia  voder: “ I  am called
'S ir  Isaac N ew ton .’ ”  Don understood 
that the V enerian , in  so tagging h im 
self, was fo llo w in g  the com m on dragon 
custom of bo rrow ing  as a nam e of 
convenience that of some Earth - 
hum an  adm ired  by the borrow er.

D on  w anted  to ask “ S ir  Isaac N ew 
ton”  if  by chance he knew  D o n ’s 
m other’s fa m ily , but the queue was 
m oving  u p , and the dragon was ly ing  
s t i l l ; D on  was forced to move along 
to keep from  losing h is place in  lin e . 
T h e  V e n e rian  fo llow ed h im  w ith  one 
osc illa ting  eye and w h istled  that he

hoped that D on  too m ight d ie  pleas
an tly .

T h e re  was an  in te rru p t io n  in  the 
flow' of autocalls to the stand; a man- 
operated flatbed tru ck  d rew  up and 
let dowm a ram p . T h e  dragon reared 
up on s ix  stu rdy legs and clim bed 
aboard . Don tvh istled  a fa re ive ll— 
and became suddenly  and unp leasant
ly  aw'are that a secu rity  po licem an 
■was g iv ing  h im  und iv id ed  attention . 
H e  was g lad to c ra w l in to  h is auto
cab and close the cover.

H e  d ia led  the address and settled 
back. T h e  lit t le  car lu rched  fo rw ard , 
c lim bed  a ram p , threaded through a 
fre ight tu nn e l, and m ounted an e le
vato r. A t first D on  tried  to keep 
track o f w'here it  was tak in g  h im , but 
the to rtured  convo lutions of the ant
h il l  ca lled  N ew  Ch icago  w ou ld  have 
m ade a topologist dyspeptic; he gave 
up . T h e  robot cab seemed to know  
w'here it  was going, and no doubt the 
master- m ach ine from  w'hich it  re
ceived its signals knew . D o n  spent 
the rest of the t r ip  fre ttin g  over the 
fact that his ticke t had not yet been 
tu rned  over to h im , over the u n w e l
come attention  of the secu rity  po lice
m an , and fin a lly , about the package 
from  D r . Jefferson. T h e  last d id  not 
w o rry  h im ; it  s im p ly  annoyed h im  to 
have m a il go astray. H e  hoped that 
M r. Reeves w ou ld  rea lize  that any 
m a il not fo rw arded  by th is afternoon 
w ou ld  have to fo llo w  h im  a ll the way 
to M ars.

T h e n  he thought about S ir  Isaac. 
I t  w'as n ice to ru n  across somebody 
from  home.

Dr Jefferson’s apartm ent tu rned  
out to be fa r underground  in  an e x
pensive q u arte r of the c ity . D on  a l
most fa iled  to a rr ive ; the cab had 
paused at the apartm ent door, but 
w hen he tried  to get out, the door 
w'ould not open. T h is  rem inded  h im  
that he m ust first pay the fare showm 
in  the m eter—o n ly  to d iscover that he 
had pu lled  the b u m p k in  tr ick  of en
gaging a robot veh ic le  w ith o u t having  
coins on h im  to feed the m eter. H e  
was sure that the lit t le  car, clever as 
i t  was, w ou ld  not even deign to sn iff 
at h is letter-of-credit. H e  was e x
pecting d isconsolately to be carted 
by the m ach ine off to the nearest po
lice  station  w'hen he was rescued by 
the appearance of D r . Jefferson.

T h e  D octo r gave h im  coins to pay 
the shot and ushered h im  in . “ T h in k  
noth ing  o f it , m y boy; i t  happens to 
me about once a week. T h e  lo cal 
desk sergeant keeps a d raw er fu l l  of 
hard  m oney ju st to buy me ou t of 
hock from  our m echan ica l masters. 
I  pay h im  off once a q uarter, cum shaw 
ad d itio n a l. S it  dow n. Sherry?”

“ E r —no, th ank  you, s ir .”
“ Coffee, then. C ream  and sugar at 

yo u r e lbow . W h a t do you hear from  
yo u r parents?”

“ W h y , the usua l th ings. B o th  w e ll 
and w o rk in g  h ard , and a ll th a t.”  Don
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looked around  h im  as he spoke. T h e  
room  was la rge, com fortab le , even 
lu xu rio u s , a lthough books sp illin g  
la v ish ly  and u n t id ily  over shelves and 
tables and even chairs m asked its true 
richness. W h a t appeared to be a rea l 
fire bu rned  in  one corner. T h ro u g h  
an  open door he cou ld  see several 
m ore room s. H e  made a h ig h , bu t 
grossly inadequate , m ental estim ate 
of the cost o f such an estab lishm ent 
in  N ew  Ch icago.

F a c in g  them  was a v iew  w indow  
w h ich  should  have looked in to  the 
bowels of the c ity ; instead it  reflected 
a m ounta in  stream  and f ir  trees. A  
trou t broke w ater as he watched.

“ I'm  sure they are w o rk in g  h a rd / ’ 
h is host answered. “ T h e y  alw ays do. 
Y o u r fa ther is attem pting  to seek out, 
in  one short life tim e , secrets that 
have been p ilin g  up fo r m illio n s  of 
years. Im possib le—bu t he m akes a 
good stab at it . Son, do you  realize 
that w hen yo u r fa ther started h is ca
reer, we hadn ’t even dream ed that the 
F irs t  System E m p ire  ever existed?" 
H e  added th o u g h tfu lly : “ I f  i t  w a s  the 
firs t!”  H e  w ent on : “ N ow  we have
fe lt ou t the ru in s  on  the floors o f two 
oceans—and tied them in  w ith  records 
from  fo u r o ther p lanets. O f  course 
yo u r fa ther d id n ’t do it  a l l ,  o r even 
most o f it—bu t h is w ork has been in 
dispensable. Y o u r fa ther is a great per
son, D o n a ld —and so is yo u r m other. 
W h en  I  speak o f e ither one, I re a lly  
m ean the team . H e lp  yourse lf to 
sandw iches.”

D o n  said , “ T h a n k  you ,”  and d id  so, 
thereby avo id ing  a d irect answer. H e  
was w arm ly  pleased to hear h is par
ents praised , bu t it  d id  not seem to be 
q u ite  the th ing  to agree heartily .

B u t  the D octo r was capable of car
ry in g  on the conversation  unassisted. 
“ O f  course we m ay never know  a ll 
the answers. H o w  was the noblest 
p lan et o f them  a ll , the home o f em 
p ire , b roken  and  dispersed in to  space 
ju n k? Y o u r  fa ther spent four years 
in  the Astero id  B e lt—you were along, 
w eren ’t you?—and  never found  a firm  
answ er to that. W as it  a pa ired  
p lanet, lik e  E a rth -L u n a , and broken 
u p  by t id a l strains? O r  was it  b low n 
up?”

“ B lo w n  Up?”  D on  protested. “ B u t 
that is theoretica lly  im possible , isn 't 
it? ”

D r . Jefferson brushed it  aside. 
“ E ve ry th in g  is theoretica lly  im pos
sib le , u n t i l i t ’s done. O ne cou ld  w rite  
a h isto ry o f science in  reverse by as
sem bling the solem n pronouncem ents 
of highest au th o rity  about w hat could  
not be done and  cou ld  never happen. 
Stud ied  any m athem atica l ph ilosophy, 
Don? F a m il ia r  w ith  in fin ite  universe 
sheaves and open-ended postulate sys
tems?”

“ U h —I ’m a fra id  not, s ir .”

“ S im p le  idea, and  very  tem pting. 
T h e  n otion  that everyth ing  is possible 
—and I  m ean everyth ing —and  every
th ing  has happened. E v e r y th in g .  
O ne universe in  w h ich  you accepted 
that w ine and got d ru n k  as a skun k . 
A no the r in  w h ich  the fifth  p lanet 
never broke up . A no ther in  w h ich  
atom ic power and  n uclear weapons 
are as im possible as o u r ancestors 
thought they were. T h a t  last one 
m ight have its po in ts, fo r sissies, at 
least. L ik e  m e!”

H e  stood up . “ D o n 't eat too m any 
sandwiches. I ’m  going to take you 
out to a restauran t w here there w i l l  
be food, am ong other th ings—and 
such food as Zeus prom ised the gods 
—and fa ile d  to d e live r .”

“ I  don’t w an t to take u p  too m uch 
o f you r tim e, s ir .”  D o n  was s t i l l  
hoping to get ou t on the tow n by 
h im self. H e  had a d ism aying  v is io n  
o f d in n e r in  some stuffy r ic h  m en’s 
c lub , fo llow ed  by an  even ing  of h ig h 
fa lu t in  ta lk . A n d  i t  w a s  h is  last n ig ht 
on E a rth .

“ T im e ?  W h a t is tim e? E a ch  hour 
ahead is as fresh as was the one we*just 
used. Y o u  registered at the C a ravan 
sary?”

“ N o  s ir , I  just checked my bags at 
the sta tio n .”

“ Good. Y o u 'l l stay here ton ight; 
we’l l  send fo r yo u r luggage la te r .”  
D r . Jefferson’s m an ner changed slig ht
ly . “ B u t  yo u r m a il was to be sent 
to the hotel?”

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t .”
D on  was su rprised  to see that D r . 

Jefferson looked d is t in c tly  w orried . 
“ W e ll, we’l l  check in to  that la te r. 
T h a t  package I  sent to you—w ou ld  it  
be forw arded  prom ptly?”

“ I  re a lly  don ’ t kno w , s ir . O rd in a r i
ly  the m a il comes in  tw ice a day. I f  
it  came in  a fte r I  le ft , it  w ou ld  o rd i
n a r ily  w a it over u n t i l m orn ing . B u t  
i f  the headm aster thought about it ,  he 
m ight have it  sent in to  town special, 
so that I  w ou ld  get it  before up-ship 
tom orrow  m o rn in g .”

“ M ean  to say there isn ’t a tube in to  
the school?”

“ N o  s ir—the cook brings in  the 
m orn ing  m a il w hen  he shops,, and  the 
afternoon m a il is ’chuted in  by the 
R o sw e ll ’copter bus.”

“ A  desert is land ! W e ll—we’ l l  check 
around m id n ig h t. I f  i t  hasn ’t a r
rive d  then— N ever m in d .”  N ever
theless he seemed perturbed  and h ard 
ly  spoke d u rin g  th e ir  ride  to d in ne r.

T h e  restauran t was m isnam ed the 
B ack  R o o m , and  there was no sign out 
to ind icate  its lo ca tio n ; it  was s im p ly  
one of m any doors in  a side tunnel. 
Nevertheless m any people seemed to 
know  w here it  was and  to be anxious 
to get in , on ly  to be thw arted  by a  
stern-faced d ig n ita ry  guard ing  a ve l
vet rope. T h is  am bassador recognized 
D r . Jefferson and sent fo r the m a itr e
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d 'h o te l .  T h e  D octo r made a gesture 
understood by head w aiters th rough
out h isto ry , the rope was dropped, 
and  they were conducted in  roya l 
progress to a ringside table. D o n  was 
bug-eyed at the size of the b ribe . 
T h u s  he was ready w ith  the proper 
fa c ia l expression when he caught 
sight of th e ir waitress.

H is  reaction  to her was sim p le ; she 
was, it  seemed to h im , the m ost beau
t i fu l sight he had ever seen, both in  
person and in  costume. D r . Jefferson 
caught h is expression  and chuck led . 
“ D o n ’t use u p  you r enthusiasm , son. 
T h e  ones we have pa id  to see w i l l  be 
out there .”  H e  waved at the floor. 
“ C o ck ta il first?”

D on  said that he d id n 't believe so.
“ S u it yourse lf. Y o u  are m an-high, 

and a single taste of the fleshpots 
w o u ld n ’t do you any perm anent 
harm . B u t suppose you le t me order 
d in n e r fo r us?”  D on  agreed. W h ile  
D r . Jefferson was consu lting  w ith  the 
captive  princess over the m enu , D on  
looked a round . T h e  room  sim ulated 
outdoors in  the late even ing ; stars 
were ju st appearing  overhead. A  
high b rick  w a ll ran  around the room , 
h id in g  the non-existent m id d le  d is
tance and patching in  the floor to the 
false sky. A p p le  trees hung  over th ' 
w a ll and stirred  in  the breeze. A n  
old-fashioned w e ll w ith  a well-sweep 
stood beyond the tables on the fa r 
side of the room ; D on  saw another 
captive  princess go to it , operate the 
sweep, and rem ove a s ilve r p a il con
ta in in g  a wrapped bottle.

A t  the ringside opposite them  a 
table had been rem oved to m ake room  
for a large transparent p lastic  capsule 
on wheels. D on  had never seen one, 
b u t he recognized its fu n ctio n ; it  was 
a M a rt ia n ’s “ peram bu la to r,”  a port
ab le a ir-cond ition ing  u n it  to provide 
the ra re , cold a ir  necessary to a M ar
tian  aborig ine . T h e  occupant could  
be seen d im ly , h is  f ra i l body supported 
by a m etal a rticu la ted  servo fram e
w o rk  to assist h im  in  cop ing w ith  the 
robust g rav ity  of the th ird  p lanet. 
H is  pseudo-wings drooped sad ly ; he 
d id  not m ove. D on  fe lt sorry fo r h im .

A s a youngster he had m et M artians 
on L u n a , but L u n a ’s feeble fie ld  was 
less than that of M ars ; it  d id  not tu rn  
them  in to  cripp les , paralyzed by a 
g rav ity  field  too p a in fu l fo r th e ir 
evo lu tionary  pattern . I t  was both 
d ifficu lt and dangerous fo r a M artian  
to r is k  com ing to E a r th ; D o n  w on
dered w hat had induced  th is one. A  
d ip lo m atic  m ission , perhaps?

D r . Jefferson dism issed the w a it
ress, looked up and  noticed h im  star
in g  at the M artian . Don sa id : “ I  was 
ju s t  w ondering  w hy he w ou ld  come 
here. N o t to eat, su re ly .”

“ P rob ab ly  w ants to w atch  the 
an im als feeding. T h a t ’s part o f m y



own reason, D on . T a k e  a good look 
around  you ; you ’l l  never see the lik e  
ag a in .”

“ N o , I  guess not—not on M ars .”
‘ “ T h a t ’s- not w hat I  m ean. Sodom 

and  G om o rrah , lad —rotten  at the 
core and sk id d ing  tow ard  the p it. 
‘—T h e se  o u r actors, as I  foreto ld  you 
—are m elted in to  a ir—’ and so fo rth . 
Perhaps even ‘the great globe itse lf .’ 
I  ta lk  too m uch. E n jo y  it ; it  w on ’t 
last long .”

Don looked puzzled. “ D r. Je ffe r
son, do you l ik e  liv in g  here?”

“ Me? I ’m as decadent as the c ity  I  
in fest; i t ’s m y n a tu ra l e lem ent. B u t  
th at doesn’t keep me from  te llin g  a 
h aw k from  a handsaw .”

T™ orchestra , w h ich  had been 
p lay in g  so ftly  from  nowhere in  par
t ic u la r , stopped suddenly , and the 
sound system announced “ A  rew s  
fla sh !”  A t  the same tim e the d arken 
in g  sky overhead tu rned  b lack , and 
lig hted  letters started m arch ing  across 
it . T h e  vo ice over the sound system 
read  a loud the words stream ing across 
the ce ilin g ; Bermuda: Official: T he 
Department of Colonial A ffairs 
HAS JUST ANNOUNCED THAT THE PRO
VISIONAL Committee of the V enus 
Colonies i-ias rejected our note. A  
source close to the Federation
CHAIRMAN SAYS THAT THIS IS AN EX
PECTED DEVELOPMENT AND NO CAUSE 
FOR ALARM.

T h e  lig h ts went up  and the m usic 
resum ed. D r . Je fferson ’s lip s were 
stretched back in  a m irth less g rin . 
“ H o w  ap p ro p ria te !”  he com m ented. 
“ H o w  tim ely! T h e  h an d w rit in g  on 
the w a ll.”

Don started to b lu r t  out a com m ent, 
bu t was d istracted by the start of the 
show. T h e  stage floor by then had 
su nk  out of sight, unnoticed , d u rin g  
the news flash. N ow  from  the p it  thus 
created came a d rift in g , floating  cloud  
lig hted  from  w ith in  w ith  pu rp le  and 
flam e and rose. T h e  cloud  m elted  
aw ay, and D on cou ld  see that the 
stage was back in  place and peopled 
w ith  dancers. T h e re  was a m o u nta in  
in  the stage background .

D r . Jefferson had been rig h t ; the 
ones w orth  staring  at were on the 
stage, not serving the tables. D o n ’s 
attention  was so taken that he d id  
not notice th at food had been placed 
in  fro n t o f h im . H is  host suggested: 
“ E a t  som ething, before you fa in t .”

“ H u h ?  O h , yes s ir !”  H e  d id  so, 
b u s ily  and w ith  good appetite , bu t 
w ith  h is eyes on the enterta iners. 
T h e re  was one m an  in  the cast, por
tray ing  T a n n h d u s e r ,  bu t D o n  d id  not 
know  and d id  not care whom  he rep 
resented; he noticed h im  o n ly  w hen  
he got in  the w ay. S im ila r ly , he had  
fin ished  two th ird s of w h at was placed 
before h im  w ith o u t notic ing  w hat he 
was eating .

D r . Jefferson saici: " L ik e  it?”
D on  d id  a double-take and realized  

that the D octo r was speaking o f food, 
not of the dancers. “ O h , yes! I t ’s 
a w fu lly  good.”  H e  exam ined  h is 
p late. “ B u t w hat is it? ”

“ D o n ’t you recognize it?  Baked  
baby gregavian.”

I t  took a couple o f seconds fo r D on  
to place in  h is m in d  ju st w hat a gre- 
garian  was. As a sm all ch ild  he had 
seen hundreds of the lit t le  satyr-like 
bipeds—fa im  ns g v eg a r iu s  v e n e r is  
S m y th ii—bu t he d id  not at first asso
ciate the common com m ercia l nam e 
w ith  the fr ie n d ly , s illy  creatures he 
and  his p laym ates, along w ith  a l l 
other Venus co lon ia ls , had alw ays 
ca lled  “ m ovc-overs,”  because of th e ir 
ch ro n ic  h ab it of crow d ing  u p  against 
one, sh ou ldering , nuzz ling , s ittin g  on 
one's feet, and in  o ther ways d isp lay
ing  th e ir in satiab le  appetite fo r physi
ca l affection .

E a t  a baby move-over? H e  fe lt lik e  
a can n ib a l, and  fo r the second tim e in  
one day started to behave lik e  a 
groundhog in  space. H e  gulped and 
contro lled  h im se lf—bu t he could  not 
louefi another b ite .

l i e  looked back at the stage. Venus- 
berg d isappeared , g iv ing  w ay to a 
tired-eved m an w ho kep t up  a rap id  
fire of jokes w h ile  jug g ling  flam ing  
torches. D on  was not am used; he 
le t h is gaze w ander around  the room . 
T h re e  tables away a  m an m et h is eyes, 
then looked casu a lly  aw ay. Don 
thought about, it , then looked the m an 
over ca re fu lly  and  decided that he 
recognized h im . “ D r . Jefferson?” 

“ Yes, D on?”
“ D o you happen to know  a  Venus 

dragon who ca lls h im se lf ‘S ir  Isaac 
N ew ton ’?”  Don added the w h istled  
version  of the V e n e tian 's  true  nam e. 

“ D o n ’t !”  the o lder m an said sharp ly . 
“ D o n ’t w hat?”
“ D o n ’t advertise you r background 

unnecessarily , not a t th is tim e. W h y  
do you ask about th is—u h —S ir  Isaac 
N ew ton?”  He kep t h is vo ice low  w ith  
h is lip s  ba re ly  m oving .

D onald  told h im  about the casual 
m eeting at G a ry  S tation . “ W h en  I  
got th rough , I  was dead sure that a 
security  cop was w atch in g  m e. A nd  
now that same m an is  s ittin g  over 
there, o n ly  now he’s not in  u n ifo rm .”  

“ A re  you sure?”
“ 1 th in k  I ’m  su re .”
“ M m m —you m ig h t be m istaken . O r 

he m ig h t s im p ly  be here in  h is off 
hours—though a  secu rity  po licem an 
should  not be, not on h is pay. See 
here—pay no fu rth e r attention  to h im , 
and don ’t speak o f h im  again . A n d  
don ’t  speak of th at d ragon, n o r o f 
an yth ing  else V e n e rian . Ju s t  appear 
to be hav in g  a good tim e. B u t  pay 
ca re fu l attention  to  an yth ing  I  say.”  

D on  tried  to ca rry  ou t the in stru c
tions, b u t it  was h ard  to keep h is m in d
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on gayety. Even  w hen the dancers 
reappeared , he fe lt h im se lf w an tin g  
to tu rn  and stare at the m an  w ho  had 
dam pened the party . T h e  p late of 
baked  gregarian  was rem oved, and D r . 
Jefferson  ordered som ething fo r h im  
ca lled  a “ M o un t E tn a .”  I t  was ac
tu a lly  shaped lik e  that vo lcano , and 
a p lum e o f steam  came ou t o f the tip . 
H e  d ipped  a spoon in to  it ,  found  
that it  was fire and ice , assau lting  h is 
palate w ith  con flicting  sensations. H e  
wondered how  anyone cou ld  eat it . 
O u t of politeness he cau tiously  tried  
another b ite . P resently  he found  that 
he had eaten a l l o f it , and was sorry 
there was not m ore.

A t  tlie  b reak  in  the stage acts D on  
tried  to ask D r . Jefferson w h at he re a l
ly  thought about the w ar scare. T h e  
D octo r f irm ly  tu rned  the ta lk  around 
to h is parents’ w o rk  and branched  out 
to the past and fu tu re  o f the System . 
“ D o n ’t fre t yourse lf about the present, 
son. T ro u b le s , m erely troubles—nec
essary p re lim in a rie s  to the consolida
tion  of the System . In  five hundred  
years the h isto rians w i l l  h a rd ly  no
tice it . T h e re  w il l  be the Second 
E m p ire —s ix  p lanets by th en .”

“ S ix?  Y o u  don ’t honestly th in k  
we’l l  ever be ab le to do an yth ing  w ith  
Ju p ite r  and Satu rn? O h —you m ean 
the Jo v ia n  m oons.”

“ N o , I  m ean s ix  p r im a ry  planets. 
W e ’l l  m ove P lu to  and N ep tune in  
close by the fire  and w e 'll d rag M er
cu ry  back and le t i t  cool o ff."

THE idea of m oving  p lanets star
tled  D on . I t  sounded w ild ly  im pos
sib le , b u t he le t it  rest, since h is host 
was a m an w ho m ain ta ined  that every
th ing  and an yth ing  was possible. “ T h e  
race needs a lo t of room ,”  D r . Je ffe r
son w ent on . “ A fte r a l l ,  M ars and 
V enus have th e ir own in te llig en t 
races; we can ’t  crow d them  m uch  m ore 
w ith o u t genocide—and i t ’s not dead 
certa in  w h ich  w ay the genocide w ou ld  
w o rk , even w ith  the M artian s . B u t 
the reconstruction  o f th is system is 
ju st engineering—noth ing  to w hat 
else we’l l  do. H a lf  a m ille n n iu m  from  
now  there w i l l  be m ore Earth-hum ans 
outside th is system th an  in  i t ;  we’l l  
be sw arm ing  around  every G-type star 
in  th is neighborhood. D o  you kno w  
w hat I  w ou ld  do, i f  I  were yo u r age? 
I ’d get me a berth  in  the P a th f in d e r  ”

D on nodded. “ I ’d  lik e  th a t.”  T h e  
P a th f in d e r , star sh ip  in tended  fo r a 
one-way tr ip , had been- b u ild in g  on, 
and  near, L u n a  since before he was 
bo rn . Soon she w ou ld  go. A l l  o r 
nearly  a l l  o f D o n ’s generation  had  at 
least dream ed about leav in g  w ith  her.

“ O f course,”  added h is  host, “ you 
w ou ld  have to have a b rid e .”  H e  
po inted  to the stage w h ich  was again 
fillin g . “ T a k e  that b londe down 
there. She’s a like ly-lo oking  la s s ie -  
hea lth y , at least.”



D on sm iled  and fe lt w o rld ly . “ She 
m ight not h anke r after p ioneering . 
She looks happy as she is .”

“ C a n 't  te ll t i l l  you ask her. H e re .”  
D r . Jefferson sum m oned the m a itr e  
d’hotel;  m oney changed hands. Pres
ently  the b londe came to th e ir table 
but d id  not sit dow n. She was a tom 
tom singer and she proceeded to boom 
in to  D o n ’s ears, w ith  the help  of the 
orchestra , s .. im ents that w ou ld  have 
em barrassed h im  even if  expressed 
p riva te ly . H e  ceased to feel w o rld ly , 
fe lt q u ite  w arm  in  the face instead 
and confirm ed h is reso lu tion  not to 
take th is fem ale to the stars. N ever
theless he enjoyed it .

T h e  stage was just c learing  when 
the lights b lin ke d  once and the sound 
system again brayed fo rth : “ S p a ce
ra id  w a r n in g !  S p a ce  ra id  w a r n in g !”  
A l l  the lights w ent out.

C h a p t e r  T h r e e

H unted

O R  an in fin ite ly  long m om ent 
there was u tte r blackness and 
silence, w ith ou t even the 
m uted w h ir  of the blowers. 
T h e n  a tin y  lig h t appeared 

in  the m idd le  of the stage, il lu m in a t
ing  the features of the sta rrin g  com ic. 
H e  d raw led  in  an in te n tio n a lly  r id ic u 
lous nasal vo ice , “ T h e  next sound you 
hear w i l l  be—the T ru m p  of D oom !" 
H e  giggled and w ent on b r isk ly : “ Ju st 
sit q u ie t, fo lks , and hang on to your 
m oney—some of the help are re latives 
of the m anagem ent. T h is  is ju st a 
d r i l l .  A nyh ow , we have a hundred  
feet of concrete overhead—and a d u rn  
sight th icker mortgage. N ow , to get 
you in to  the mood for the n ext act— 
w h ich  is m ine—the n ext round  of 
d rin ks is on the house.”  H e  leaned 
fo rw ard  and ca lled  ou t: “ G ertie !
D rag  up that stuff we cou ld n ’t un load  
N ew  Y e a r’s E v e ."

Don fe lt the tension ease around 
the room , and he h im se lf re laxed . 
H e  was doub ly  startled  w hen  a hand 
closed around  h is w rist. “ Q u i e t ! "  
whispered D r . Jefferson in to  h is ear.

D on  le t h im se lf be led  away in  the 
darkness. T h e  D octo r ap paren tly  
knew , or rem em bered, the layout; 
they got out of the room  w ith ou t 
bum ping  in to  tables, and  w ith  on ly  
one u n im p o rtan t b rush  w ith  someone 
in  the d ark . T h e y  seemed to be going 
dow n a long h a ll , b lack  as the inside 
o f coal, then tu rned  a co rner and 
stopped.

“ B u t you can ’t go out, s ir ,”  D on  
heard  a voice say. D r . Jefferson spoke 
q u ie tly , h is words too lo w  to catch. 
Som ething ru stled ; they m oved fo r
w ard  again , th rough a doorw ay, and 
turned  le ft.

T h e y  proceeded along th is tunnel 
—D on  fe lt sure that it  was the p u b lic

tu nn e l ju st outside the restaurant, 
though it  seemed to have tu rned  n in e 
ty degrees in  the d a rk . D r . Jefferson 
s t i l l  dragged h im  along by the w rist 
w ith o u t speaking . T h e y  tu rned  again 
and w ent down steps.

T h e re  were other people about, 
though not m an y . O nce someone 
grabbed D on  in  the d a rk ; he struck 
out w ild ly , smashed h is fist in to  some
th ing  flabby and  heard  a m uffled 
g run t. T h e  D octo r m erely p u lled  
h im  along the faster.

T h e  D octo r stopped at last, seemed 
to be fee ling  a ro und  in  the d ark . 
T h e re  came a fem in in e  squeal out of 
the blackness. T h e  D octo r drew  
back hastily  and m oved on a few feet, 
stopped again . “ H e re ,”  he said  at 
last. “ C lim b  in .”  H e  pu lled  Don 
fo rw ard  and placed h is hand  on some
th ing ; D on  fe lt a round  and decided 
that it  was a parked  autocab, its top 
open. H e  clim bed  in , and D r . Jeffer
son got in  beh in d , closing the top 
after h im . “ N ow  we can ta lk ,”  he 
said ca lm ly . “ Someone beat Us to that 
first one. B u t we can ’t go anywhere 
u n t il the power comes on ag a in .”  

D on  was suddenly aw are that he 
was shaking  w ith  excitem ent. W h en  
he cou ld  tru st h im se lf to speak, he 
sa id : “ D octo r—is this, actu a lly  an  at
tack?"

“ I  doubt it  m ig h tily ,”  the m an an
swered. “ I t ’s alm ost ce rta in ly  a d r i l l— 
I  hope. B u t  it  gave us ju st the op
p o rtu n ity  that I had been looking  for 
to get aw ay q u ie t ly .”

D on  chewed th is over. Jefferson 
w ent on : “ W h a t are you fre tting
about? T h e  check? I  have an  ac
count there ."

I t  had not occurred  to D on  that 
they were w a lk in g  out on the check. 
H e  said so and added : “ Y o u  m ean
th at security  po licem an?”  

“ U n fo rtu n a te ly .”
" B u t—I  th in k  I  m ust have m ade a 

m istake . O h , it  looked lik e  the same 
m an , a l l r ig h t, but I  don ’t see how it  
w ou ld  have been h u m an ly  possible 
fo r h im  to have fo llow ed  me even i f  
he popped in to  the n ext cab. I  d is
tin c tly  rem em ber th at at least once my 
cab was the on ly  cab on an  e levator. 
T h a t  tears it . I f  i t  was the same cop, 
it  was an  accident; he w asn ’t looking  
fo r m e.”

“ Perhaps he was looking  for m e.”  
“ H u h ? ”
“ N ever m in d . A s to fo llo w in g  you 

—D on , do you  kno w  how these auto
cabs w ork?”

“ W e ll—in  g enera l.”
“ I f  that security  cop w anted to ta il 

you , he w ou ld  not get in to  the next 
cab. H e  w ou ld , c a ll in  and  rep o rt the 
num ber of yo u r cab . T h a t  num ber 
w ould  be m on itored  in  the control-net 
board  at once. U n less you reached 
you r destination  before the m o n ito r
ing  started , they w ou ld  read  the code
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o f you r destination  rig h t out of the 
m ach ine . W hereupon  another se
cu rity  officer w ou ld  be w atch ing  fo r 
you r a rr iv a l. I t  carries on from  there. 
W h e n  I  rang  for an  autocab m y c ir 
cu it  w ou ld  a lready be m on itored , and 
the cab that answered the rin g  lik e 
wise. Consequently the first cop is 
a lready seated at a table in  the Back  
R o o m  before we a rr ive . T h a t  was 
th e ir one s lip , using  a m an you had 
seen—but we can forg ive that, as they 
are overw orked at present!”

“ B u t  w hy w ou ld  they w an t me? 
Eve n  if  they th in k  I ’m —u h —d isloya l, 
I ’m  not that im p o rtan t.”

D r . Jefferson hesitated, then said : 
“ D o n , I  don't know  how long we w il l  
be able to ta lk . W e  can ta lk  free ly 
fo r the m om ent, because they are just 
as lim ite d  by the pow'er shut-down as 
we are. B u t  once the power comes 
on, we can no longer ta lk  and I  have 
a good deal to say. W e  can ’t ta lk , 
even here, after the power comes on.

“ T h e  p u b lic  isn ’t supposed to 
know , b u t each of these cabs has a 
m icrophone in  it . T h e  contro l fre
quency for the cab itse lf can  carry 
speech m odu lation  w ith ou t in te rfe r
ing w ith  the operation  of the veh ic le . 
So we are not safe, once power is re
stored. . . . Yes, I  kno w ; it ’s a shame
fu l set-up. I  d id n ’t dare ta lk  in  the 
restauran t, even, w ith  the orchestra 
p lay ing . T h e y  cou ld  have had a shot
gun m ike  tra ined  on us.

h J o w ,  listen  ca re fu lly . W e  m ust 
locate that package I  m ailed  to you— 
we m u st. I  w ant you to d e live r it  to 
you r father—or ra th e r, w h at’s in  it. 
P o in t num ber tw o: you m u st  catch 
that shuttle  rocket tom orrow  m orn
ing , even i f  the heavens fa ll . P o in t 
num ber three: you w on ’t stay w ith  
me ton ight, after a l l . I ’m  sorry, but 
I  th in k  it  is best so. N um ber fo u r : 
w hen the power comes on, we w il l 
r id e  around for a w h ile , ta lk ing  of 
no th ing  in  p a rticu la r and never m en
tion ing  names. Presently  I  w il l see 
to it  that we end up  near a p u b lic  
com m  booth, and you w il l  c a ll the 
C a ravansary . I f  the package is there, 
you w il l  leave m e, go back to the 
S tatipn , get you r bags, then go to the 
hotel, register and p ick  up you r m a il. 
T o m o rro w  m orn ing  you w il l get your 
sh ip  and leave. D o n ’t ca ll m e. Do 
you understand  a l l that?”

“ U h —I  th in k  so, s ir .”  D on  w aited , 
then b lu rted  ou t: “ B u t  why? M aybe 
I ’m  ta lk in g  out of tu rn , bu t it  seems-^ 
to me I  ought to know  w hy we are 
doing th is .”

“ W h a t do you w an t to know ?” 
“ W e ll—w hat’s in  the package?”
“ Y o u  w il l  see. Y o u  can open it , e x 

am ine it , and decide for yourse lf. I f  
you decide not to d e live r it , that's 
you r p riv ileg e . A s fo r the rest—w hat 
are yo u r p o lit ica l convictions, D on?”



“ W h y—that’s ra th e r hard  to say, 
s ir .”

"M m m m —m ine  w eren ’t too d e a r 
at yo u r age, e ithe r. L e t ’s pu t it  th is 
w ay : w ou ld  you be w illin g  to string  
a long w ith  yo u r p a re n ts ’fo r the tim e 
being? U n t i l  you fo rm  your ow n?”

“ W h y , of course!”
“ D id  it  seem a b it  odd to you that 

yo u r m other insisted  th at you look me 
up? D o n ’t be shy—I  know  th at a 
"young fe llo w  a rr iv in g  in  the b ig  town 
doesn’ t look u p  semi-strangers through 
choice. N ow —she m ust have consid
ered it  im p o rtan t fo r you to see m e.”

“ I  guess she m ust have .”
“ W i l l  you let i t  stand at that? W h at 

you don ’t  know , you  can ’t te ll—and 
can 't get you in to  tro u b le .”

D on  thought it  over. T h e  Doctor's 
w ords seemed to m ake sense; yet it  
w ent m ig h tily  against the grain  to be 
asked to do som ething m ysterious 
w ith o u t know ing  a ll the -why’s and 
w herefo re ’s. O n the other h and , had 
he s im p ly  received the package, he 
undoubted ly  w ou ld  have delivered  it  
to h is fa the r w ith ou t th in k in g  m uch 
about it .

Me was about to ask fu rth e r ques
tions when the lig h ts came on and the 
lit t le  car started to p u rr . D r . Je ffe r
son sa id , “ H e re  w c go!”  leaned over 
the board  and q u ic k ly  d ia led  a desti
nation . T h e  autocab m oved fo rw ard . 
D on  started  to speak, b u t the D octo r 
shook h is head.

T h e  car threaded its way through 
several tunnels, down a ram p  and 
stopped in  a large underground 
square. D r . Jefferson paid it  off and 
led  D on  th rough  the square and  to a 
passenger e levator. T h e  square was 
jam m ed, and one could  sense the 
crow d ’s frenetic  mood consequent 
upon the space-raid a la rm . T h e y  had 
to shove th e ir way through a mass of 
people gathered around  a p u b lic  
telescreen in  the center o f the square. 
D on  was g lad to get on the e levator, 
even though it  too was packed.

D* Jefferson’s im m ediate desti
nation  was another cabstand in  a 
square several levels h igher. T h e y  got 
in to  a cab and  moved aw ay; th is one 
they rode fo r several m inutes, then 
changed cabs again . D on  was com 
plete ly confused, and  cou ld  not have 
to ld  w hether they were n o rth , south, 
h igh , lo w , east, o r west. T h e  Doctor 
glanced at h is w atch  as they le ft the 
last autocab and sa id : “ W e ’ve k ille d  
enough tim e. H e re .”  H e  ind icated  
a  com m unication  booth.

D o n  w ent in  and phoned the C a ra 
vansary . W as there any m a il being 
held  fo r him ? N o , there was not. He 
exp la in ed  that he was not registered 
a t the h o te l; the c le rk  looked again . 
N o—sorry , s ir .

D on  cam e out and to ld  D r . Je ffe r
son. T h e  D octo r chewed his lip .

“ Son, I ’ve made a bad e rro r in  ju d g 
m ent.”  H e  g lanced a ro un d ; there 
was no one near them . “ A n d  I ’ve 
wasted tim e.”

“ C an  I  he lp , s ir? ”
“ E h ?  Yes, I  th in k  you can—I'm  

sure you can .”  H e  paused to th in k . 
“ W e ’ l l  go back to m y apartm ent. W e  
m ust. B u t  we w on ’t stay there. 
W e ’l l  find some other hote l—not the 
C a ravan sary—and I ’m  a fra id  we m ust 
w o rk  a l l n ig h t. A re  you u p  to it?”  

“ O h , ce rta in ly !”
“ I ’ve some ‘borrow ed-tim e’ p ills ; 

they’l l  he lp . See here, D o n , w hat
ever happens, you are to catch that 
sh ip  tom orrow . U nderstand?”

Don agreed. H e  in tended to catch 
the sh ip  in  any case, and  cou ld  con
ceive of no reason fo r m issing it . 
P r iv a te ly  he was beg in n in g  to w on
der i f  D r . Jefferson was q u ite  r ig h t 
in  h is head.

“ Good. W e 'l l w a lk ; i t ’s not fa r .”
A  ha lf-m ile  o f tunnels and a de

scent by e levato r got them  there. As 
tliey  tu rned  in to  the tu nn e l in  w h ich  
the D octo r’s ap artm ent was located, 
he g lanced u p  and  d ow n ; it  was 
em pty. T h e y  crossed ra p id ly , and  the 
D octo r le t them  in . T w o  strange m en 
were seated in  the liv ing-room .

D r . Jefferson g lanced at them , sa id , 
“ Good even ing , gentlem en,”  and 
tu rned  back to h is  guest. “ Good 
n ig h t, D o n . It 's  been ve ry  pleasant 
seeing you, and be sure to rem em ber 
me to you r parents .”  H e  grasped 
D on's hand  and firm ly  urged h im  out 
the door.

T h e  two m en stood up . O ne of 
them  said : “ I t  took you a long tim e 
to get hom e, D o cto r.”

“ I ’d forgotten the appo intm ent, 
gentlem en. —N o w , good-by, D on— 
I  d o n 't  w a n t  y o u  t o  b e  la te .”

T h e  last re m ark  was accom panied 
by increased pressure on D o n ’s hand. 
H e  answ ered : “ U h —good n ig h t, D oc
tor. A nd  thanks.”

H e  tu rned  to leave , but the m an 
who had spoken moved q u ic k ly  be
tween h im  and the door. “ Ju s t  a mo
m ent, please.”

D r . Jefferson answ ered : “ R e a lly ,
gentlem en, there is no reason to delay 
th is boy. L e t  h im  go along , so that 
we m ay get down to ou r business.”  

T h e  m an d id  n o t answ er d irectly  
bu t ca lled  o u t: “ E lk in s !  K in g !”  T w o  
m ore m en appeared from  a back room 
o f the ap artm ent. T h e  m an who 
seemed to be in  charge said  to them : 
“ T a k e  the youngster back to the bed
room . C lose the door.”

“ Com e along, bu d dy .”
D o n , w ho had been keep ing  his 

m outh  shut and  try in g  to sort out the 
confusing  new developm ents, got 
angry. H e  had m ore than a suspicion 
that these m en w ere security  po lice , 
even though they were n o t in  u n ifo rm  
—bu t he had been brought u p  to be
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lieve  that honest citizens had  noth ing  
to fear. “ W a it  a m in u te !”  he pro
tested. “ I ’m  nor. going any place. 
W h at's  the idea?”

T h e  m an w ho had to ld  h im  to come 
along moved closer and took h is arm . 
D on  shook i t  off. T h e  leader stopped 
any fu rth e r action by h is m en w ith  a 
very s lig h t gesture. “ D on  H a rve y —”

“ H u h ? Yes?”
“ I  cou ld  g ive you a num ber o f an

swers to that. O ne o f them  is th is” — 
he d isp layed a badge in  the pa lm  of 
h is hand—“ bu t that m ight be faked. 
O r , i f  I  cared to take tim e, I  could  
satisfy you w ith  stam ped pieces of 
paper, a ll proper and leg a listic  and 
signed w ith  im p o rtan t nam es.”  Don 
noticed that h is vo ice was gentle and 
cu ltu red .

“ B u t  i t  happens that I  am tired  and 
in  a h u rry  and don 't w an t to be 
bothered p lay ing  w ord  games w ith  
young punks. So le t i t  stand that 
there are fo u r o f us, a ll arm ed. So— 
w il l you go q u ie tly , o r w ou ld  you 
ra th e r be slapped around a b it  and 
dragged?”

D on  was about to answer w ith  
yo u th fu l bravado ; D r . Jefferson cu t 
in : “ D o as they ask you , D o n a ld !”

H e  dosed h is m outh  and  fo llow ed 
the subord inate  on  back. T h e  m an 
led h im  in to  the bedroom  and closed 
the door. “ S it  d ow n ,”  he said pleas
an tly . D on  d id  not m ove. H is  guard  
cam e u p , placed a p a lm  against his 
chest and  pushed. D on  sat dow n.

T h e  m an touched a button at the 
bed’s con tro l pane l, causing it  to lif t  
to the read ing  position , then lay 
dow n. H e  appeared to go to sleep, 
b u t every tim e D on looked at h im , the 
m an ’s eyes m et h is . D on  stra ined  his 
ears, try ing  to hear w h at was going 
on in  the fro n t room , bu t he need not 
have bothered ; the room , being a 
sleeping-room , was fu l ly  soundproof.

So he sat there and fidgeted, try ing  
to m ake sense out of preposterous 
th ings that had happened to h im . He 
recalled  alm ost w ith  u nb e lie f th at it 
had been on ly  th is m orn ing  that La zy  
and he had started ou t to c lim b  
P edd le r’s G ra ve . H e  w ondered w hat 
L a zy  was doing  now , and  w hether 
the greedy lit t le  rascal missed h im .

P rob ab ly  not, he adm itted  m ourn
fu lly .

H e  s lid  a g lance at the guard , w h ile  
w ondering  w hether o r not, i f  he 
gathered h im se lf together, d raw ing  
h is feet as fa r und er h im  as he cou ld—

T h e  guard  shook h is head. “ D o n 't 
do it ,”  he advised.

“ D o n ’t  do w hat?”
“ D o n ’t try  to ju m p  m e. Y o u  m ight 

h u rry  m e, and  then you m ight get 
h u rt—bad.”  T h e  m an appeared to go 
back to sleep.

D o n  slum ped in to  ap athy . E ve n  if  
he d id  m anage to ju m p  th is one, slug



h im  m aybe, there were three more out 
fro n t. A n d  suppose he got away 
from  them? A  strange city , where 
th e y  had everyth ing  organized, every
th ing  u nder co n tro l—w here w ou ld  he 
ru n  to ?

O nce he had come across a stable 
cat p lay ing  w ith  a mouse. H e had 
w atched for a m om ent, fascinated 
even though his sym pathies were w ith  
the mouse, before he had stepped fo r
w ard  and put the poor beastie out of 
its m isery. T h e  cat had never once 
let the mouse scam per fa rth e r than 
pouncing  range. N ow  he was the 
mouse—

"U p you com e!"
Don jum ped to his feet, startled 

and having  trouble p lacing  h im self. 
" I  w ish  I had your easy conscience," 
the guard said ad m irin g ly . “ I t ’s a 
real g ift to be able to catch forty 
w inks any tim e. Come on ; the boss 
wants you .”

Don preceded h im  back in to  the 
liv ing-room ; there was no one there 
but the m ate of the m an who had 
guarded h im . D on  tu rned  and said ; 
“ W h ere  is D r . Jefferson?"

“ N ever m in d ,”  his guard  rep lied . 
“ T h e  lieu tenan t hates to be kept w a it
in g .”  H e started on out the door.

D on  hung back. T h e  second guard  
casually  took h im  by the a rm ; he fe lt 
a stabbing pa in  clear to h is shoulder 
—and he p rom ptly  went along.

O utside they had a m anually-oper
ated car larger than the robot cabs. 
T h e  second guard  slipped  in to  the 
d riv e r ’s seat; the other urged D on in to  
the passenger com partm ent. T h e re  
he sat down and started to tu rn —and 
found that he could  not. H e  was u n 
able even to raise h is hands. A n y  at
tem pt to m ove, to do anyth ing  other 
than m erely sit and breathe, fe lt like  
struggling  against the w eight of too 
m any b lankets. “ T a k e  it  easy,”  the 
guard  advised. “ Y o u  can p u ll a 
ligam ent fighting  that fie ld . A nd  it  
does not do any good."

Don had to prove to h im se lf that 
the m an was rig h t. W hatever the in 
v is ib le  bonds were, the harder he 
stra ined  against them , the tighter they 
bound h im . O n  the other hand , when 
he re laxed  and rested, he cou ld  not 
even feel them.

“ W h ere  are you tak ing  m e?" he 
dem anded.

“ D o n ’t you know? T h e  c ity  I .B . l .  
office, of course.”

“ W h a t for? I  haven ’t done any
th in g !”

“ In  that case, you w on’t have to 
stay long .”

T h e  car pu lled  Up inside a large 
garaging-room ; the three got out and 
w aited  in  fro n t of a door; D on  had a 
fee ling  that they were being looked 
over. Shortly  the door opened, and 
they w ent inside.

T h e  place had the odor of bureauc
racy. T h e y  went down a long cor
rid o r past endless offices filled  w ith  
clerks, desks, transtypers, filin g  m a
chines, w h irr in g  card-sorters. A  li f t  
bounced them  to another leve l; they 
went on through m ore corridors and 
stopped at an office door. “ In s id e ,”  
said the first guard . Don went in ; 
the door s lid  shut beh ind h im , w ith  
the guards outside.

“ S it dow n, D o n ."  It  was the lead
er of the g roup of four, now in  the 
u n ifo rm  of a security officer, and 
seated at a horseshoe desk.

Don sa id : “ W h ere  is D r . [efFerson? 
W h at d id  you do w ith  h im ?"

“ S it dow n, I  sa id ."  Don d id  not 
m ove; the lieu tenan t went on ; “ W h y  
m ake it  hard  for yourself? Y o u  know  
w here you a re ; you know  that I  could 
have you restra ined  in  any w ay that 
su ited  me—some o f them  q u ite  u n 
pleasant. W i l l  you s it dow n, please, 
and save us both troub le?"

Don sat down and im m ed iate ly  
sa id : “ I  w an t to see a law ye r ."

T h e  lieu tenan t shook h is head 
slow ly , looking  lik e  a tired  and gentle 
schoolteacher. “ Y o u ng  fe llow , you ’ve 
been read ing  too m any rom antic  
novels. N ow , if  you had stud ied  the 
dynam ics of h istory instead , you w ould  
realize that the logic of legalism  a lte r
nates w ith  the logic of force in  a pat
tern dependent on the characteristics 
o f the cu ltu re . E a ch  cu ltu re  evokes 
its own basic logic. You  fo llo w  me?"

D on hesitated ; the other w ent on : 
“ N o  m atter. T h e  po in t is, you r re
quest fo r a law yer comes about two 
hundred years too late to be m ean
in g fu l. T h e  verbalism s lag beh ind 
the facts. Nevertheless, you sh a ll have 
a law yer—or a lo llip o p , w h ichever 
you prefer, after I  am through ques
tion ing  you. I f  I  were you, I ’d take 
the lo llip o p . M ore n o urish in g ."

“ I  w on ’t ta lk  w ith ou t a law ye r,"  
D on  answered firm ly .

“ No? I ’m sorry . D on , in setting 
up your in te rv ie w , I  budgeted eleven 
m inutes fo r nonsense. You  have 
used up four a lready—no, five. W hen  
the eleven m inutes are gone and you 
find yourself sp itting  out teeth, re
m em ber that I bore you no m alice . 
Now  about th is m atter of w hether or 
not you w il l ta lk ; there are several 
ways of m ak ing  a m an ta lk , and each 
method has its fans who swear by it . 
D rugs, for exam p le—nitrous oxide , 
scopolam ine, sodium  pentothal, not 
to m ention  some of the new, m ore 
subtle and re la tive ly  non-toxic de
velopm ents. Even  alcohols have been 
used w ith  great success by in te lligence 
operatives. I  don ’t lik e  drugs; they 
affect the in te lle ct and c lu tte r u p  an 
in te rv ie w  w ith  data of no use to me. 
Y o u ’d be amazed at the am ount of 
ru bb ish  that can co llect in  the hum an

P r e s e n t l y  t h e  t o m -to m  s in g e r  
c a m e  t o  th e i r  ta b le

b ra in , D on , if  you had had to listen 
to it —as I  have.

“ A nd  there is hypnosis and its m any 
varia tions. T h e re  is also the a rt if ic ia l 
s im u la tio n  of an unbearab le need, as 
w ith  m orph ine add iction . F in a lly  
there is old-fashioned force—pain . 
W h y , I  know  an a rtis t—I b'elieve he is 
in  the b u ild in g  now—who can suc
cessfu lly question the most reca lc i
tran t case, in  m in im u m  tim e and us
ing o n ly  h is bare hands. T h e n , of 
course, u nder that category, is the ex
trem ely ancient sw itch  in  w h ich  the 
force, or p a in , is not app lied  to the 
person being exam ined , bu t to a sec
ond person whom  he cannot bear-to  
see h u rt , such as a w ife , or son, or 
daughter. O ffhand , that m ethod 
w ou ld  seem d ifficu lt to use on you, as 
your on ly  close re latives are not on 
th is p lan e t.”  T h e  security officer 
glanced at h is w atch and added: 
“ O n ly  th irty  seconds of nonsense s t ill 
ava ilab le , D on . S h a ll we start?”

“ H u h ? W a it  a m inu te ! Y o u  used 
u p  the tim e; I ’ve h a rd ly  said  a w o rd ."

“ I  haven ’ t tim e to be fa ir . Sorry . 
H o w ever,"  he w ent on , “ the apparent
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objection to the last m ethod does not 
app ly in  you r case. D u rin g  the short 
tim e you were unconscious at D r . 
Jefferson ’s apartm ent, we were ab le to 
determ ine that there actu a lly  was 
ava ilab le  a—person w ho meets the 
requirem ents. Y o u  w il l  ta lk  free ly  
ra th e r than let th is person be h u rt .”  

“ H u h ?"
" A  stock pony nam ed L a z y / ’
T h e  suggestion caught h im  com 

plete ly off guard ; he was stunned  by 
it . T h e  m an w ent q u ick ly  on ; “ I f  
you in sist, we w il l  ad jo u rn  fo r three 
hours or so, and 1 w il l  have your 
horse sh ipped here. I t  m ight be in 
teresting , as I  don ’t believe the m ethod 
has ever been used w ith  a horse be
fore. I  understand that th e ir ears are 
rather sensitive. O n  the other hand , 
I  feel bound to te ll you that if  we go 
to the troub le  of b r in g in g  h im  here, 
we w on ’t send h im  back bu t w il l 
s im p ly  send h im  to the stockyards to 
be butchered. Horses are an anach
ron ism  in  N ew  Ch icago , don ’t you 
th in k?”

D o n ’s head was w h ir lin g  too m uch 
to m ake a proper answer, or even to 
fo llow  a ll of the h o rrid  im p lica tions 
of the comments. F in a lly  he burst 
ou t: “ Y o u  can ’t! You  w o u ld n ’t ! ”  

“ T im e ’s u p , D o n .”
Don took a deep breath , collapsed. 

“ G o  ahead ,”  he said d u lly . “ Ask 
your questions.”

T h e  lieu tenan t took a film  spool 
from h is desk, fed it  in to  a pro jecto r 
w h ich  faced back tow ard h im . "Y o u r 
nam e, please.”

“ D onald  James H a rve y .”
“  A nd  you r V enerian  name?”
D on  w h istled  “ M is t  o n  th e  W a te r s .”  
“ W h ere  were you born?”
“ In  the O u tw a r d  B o u n d ,  in  tra jec

tory between L u n a  and G anym ede.”

T hc  questions w ent on and on. 
D on ’s in q u is ito r appeared to have a ll 
the answers a lready d isp layed in  front 
of h im ; once or tw ice he had Don 
elaborate, or corrected h im  on some 
m in o r po in t. A fte r rev iew ing  his en
tire  past life , he requ ired  Don to give 
a detailed  account of the events start
ing w ith  his rece iv ing  the message 
from  his parents to jo in  them  on 
M ars.

T h e  on ly th ing  Don le ft out was 
D r . Jefferson’s rem arks about the 
package. H e  w aited  nervously , e x 
pecting to be hau led  up short about 
it . B u t i f  the security po licem an 
knew  of the package, he gave no sign 
of it . “ D r . Jefferson seemed to th in k  
that this so-called security operative 
was fo llow in g  you? O r h im ?”

“ I don ’ t know . I  don ’ t th in k  he 
kn e w .”

“ ‘T h e  w icked  flee when no m an 
pu rsu eth ,” ’ the lieu tenan t quoted. 
“ T e l l  me exactly  w hat you d id  after 
you le ft the Back  R o o m .”

“ W as that m an fo llo w in g  me?”  Don 
asked. "So he lp  m e, I  had never la id  
eyes on that dragon before; I  was ju st 
passing the tim e o f day, being  p o lite .”  

" I ’m  sure you  w ere. B u t  I ’l l  ask 
the questions. G o  ahead .”

“ W e ll, we changed cabs tw ice—or 
m aybe three tim es. I-don ’ t know  ju st 
w here we w ent; I  don ’t know  the city 
and was a l l tu rned  a round . B u t 
even tua lly  we came back to D r . Jeffer
son’s ap artm ent." H e  om itted  m en
tion  of the ca ll to the C a ravan sary ; 
again , i f  h is questioner was aw are of 
the om ission, he gave no sign of it .

T h e  lieu tenan t sa id : “ W e ll , that 
seems to b ring  us up to date .”  He 
sw itched  off the pro jecto r and sat star
ing  at no th ing  fo r some m inutes. 
“ Son, there is no doubt in  my m ind  
but that you are po ten tia lly  d is lo ya l.”  

“ W h y  do you say that?”
“ N ever m in d  the guff. T h e re ’s 

no th ing  in  you r background to m ake 
you lo ya l. B u t  th at is no th ing  to get 
excited  ab out; a person in  my position  
has to be p ractica l. You  are p lan n ing  
to leave for M ars tom orrow  m orn ing?” 

“ I  sure am !”
“ Good. I  don ’t see how you could  

have been up to m uch  m isch ie f at your 
age, isolated as you  were on that 
ran ch . B u t you fe ll in to  bad com
pany. D o n ’t miss th at sh ip ; i f  you are 
s t ill here tom orrow , 1 m ig h t have to 
revise my o p in io n .”

T h e  lieu tenan t stood up , and so d id  
D on . “ I ’ll ce rta in ly  catch it ! ”  Don 
agreed, then stopped. “ U n less—”  

“ U nless w hat?”  the lieu tenan t said 
sharp ly .

“ W e ll, they he ld  up  my ticket for 
security c learance ,”  D on  b lu rted  out.

“ T h e y  d id , eh? A  ro u tin e  m atte r; 
I ' l l  take care of it . You  can leave now. 
O pen  sky !”

Don d id  not m ake the conventional 
answer. T h e  m an said : “ D o n ’t be
su lky . I t  w ou ld  have been sim p le r to 
have beaten the liv in g  daylights out of 
you, then questioned you. B u t I 
d id n ’t: I  have a son about you r age 
m yself. A nd  I  never in tended  to h u rt 
you r horse—it  happens I  lik e  horses; 
I ’m  a country boy o rig in a lly . N o 
hard  feelings?”

“ U h , I guess n o t.”
T h e  lieu ten an t put out h is hand ; 

Don found h im se lf accepting it —he 
even found  h im se lf lik in g  the m an . 
H e  decided to chance one m ore ques
tion . “ C o u ld  I  say good-by to D r . 
Jefferson?”

T h e  m an ’s expression changed. 
“ I ’m  a fra id  n o t.”

“ W h y  not? Y o u ’d be w atch ing  me, 
w o u ld n ’ t you?”

T h e  officer hesitated . “ T h e re ’s no 
reason w hy you sh ou ld n ’ t know . D r . 
Jefferson was a m an in  very poor 
h ea lth . H e  got exc ited , suffered an 
attack  and died of heart fa ilu re , e a r li
er to n ig h t.”

D on  sim p ly stared. “ B race  u p !”  
the m an said  sharp ly . “ I t  happens to 
a l l of u s.”  H e  pressed a bu tton  on 
h is desk; a guard  came in  and was 
to ld  to take D on  out. H e  was led  by 
another route , bu t he was too be
mused to notice it . D r . Jefferson 
dead? I t  d id  not seem possible. A 
m an so a live , so obviously in  love w ith  
li fe — H e  was dum ped out in to  a 
m a jo r p u b lic  tu nn e l w h ile  s t ill th in k 
ing  about it .

Suddenly he recalled  a phrase he 
had heard in  class from  h is biology 
teacher: ‘" I n  the end, a ll form s of 
death can be classed as heart fa ilu re .’ ”  
D on  held  u p  h is r ig h t hand , stared at 
it . H e  w ou ld  wash it  as q u ick ly  as 
he could .

C h a p t e r  F o u r

T he G lory R oad

E  s t ill had th ings to do ; he 
could  not stand there a ll 
n ight. F ir s t , he supposed he 
had better go back to the sta
tion  and p ick  up  his bags. 

H e  fum bled  in  h is pouch for his 
claim -check w h ile  he w orried  about 
ju st how he w ou ld  get there ; he s t ill 
d id  not have hard  m oney w ith  w h ich  
to pay off an autocab.

H e  fa iled  to find the claim -check. 
Presently  he rem oved everyth ing  from  
the pouch. E ve ry th in g  else was there; 
h is le tte r of cred it, h is id en tification  
card , the messages from  h is parents, a 
flat photo of La zy , h is b irth  certificate , 
odds and ends—bu t no claim -check. 
H e  rem em bered pu tting  it  there.

H e  thought o f going back in to  the 
L B . I .  w a rre n ; he was q u ite  sure now 
that it  m ust have been taken from  h im  
w h ile  he slept. D a rn  fun ny , h is fa ll
ing  asleep lik e  that, a t such a tim e! 
H ad  they drugged h im ? H e  decided 
against going back. N o t on ly  d id  he 
not know  the nam e of the officer who 
had questioned h im , no r any  other 
way of id en tify in g  h im , but m ore im 
po rtan t, he w ou ld  not have gone 
back in to  that place for a l l of the bag
gage in  G a ry  Station . L e t  it  go, let 
it  go—he’d p ick  u p  m ore socks and 
shorts before blast-off!

H e  decided instead to go to the 
Caravan sary . F irs t  he had to find out 
w here it  was; he w alked  slow ly along, 
looking  for someone who d id  not seem 
too busy nor too im p ortan t to ask. 
H e  found  h im  in  the person of a lo t
tery-ticket vendor at the n ext in te r
section.

T h e  vendor looked h im  over. 
“ Y o u  don ’t w an t to go to that p lace, 
M ac. I  can f ix  you up w ith  some
th ing  re a lly  good.”  H e  w inked .

D on  insisted that he knew  w hat he 
w anted. T h e  m an shrugged. “ O kay , 
chum p. S tra igh t ahead u n t i l you 
come to a square w ith  an  e lectric
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fo un ta in  in  it , then take the s lid ew a lk  
south . A sk  anybody w here to get off. 
W h a t m onth  were you born?”

“ .M y .”
“ Ju ly !  B o y , are you lu cky—I ’ve ju st 

got one ticket le ft  w ith  yo u r horoscope 
com b inatio n . H e re .”  D on  had. no 
in ten tion  at a l l of bu y in g  it ,  and he 
thought of te llin g  the g rifte r that he 
considered horoscopes as s illy  as 
spectacles on a cow—but he found  
that he had purchased it  w ith  h is last 
co in . H e  pocketed the ticke t, fee ling  
foolish . T h e  vendor sa id : “ A bout
h a lf  a m ile  on the s lid ew a lk . B ru sh  
the hay out o f yo u r h a ir  firs t.”

D on  found the s lid ew a lk  w ith ou t 
d ifficu lty  and discovered th at i t  was 
a pay-as-you-enter express. T h e  m a
ch ine  not being interested in  lo ttery 
tickets, he w alked  the ca tw a lk  a long
side i t  to the hote l. H e  had no 
troub le  find ing  it ;  its b r il lia n t ly  
lig h ted  entrance spread fo r a hundred  
yards a long the tu nn e l.

N o  one scu rried  to h e lp  h im  as he 
came in . H e  w ent to the reservation  
desk and asked fo r a  room . T h e  
c le rk  looked h im  over d o u b tfu lly . 
“ D id  someone take care o f you r bag
gage, sir?”

D on  exp la in ed  th at he had none. 
“ W e ll—that w i l l  be twenty-two fifty , 
in  advance. S ign  here , please.”

D o n  signed and  stam ped h is thum b
p r in t , then got out h is fa the r’s letter 
o f cred it. “ C an  I  get th is cashed?”

“ H o w  m uch  is it? ”  T h e  c le rk  took 
it , then sa id : “ C e rta in ly , s ir . L e t
me have yo u r ID , please.”  Don passed 
it  over. T h e  c le rk  took it  and the 
fresh th u m b p rin t, p laced both in  a 
com parison m ach ine . T h e  m ach ine 
beeped agreem ent; the c le rk  handed 
back the card . “ Y o u  are you , a ll 
r ig h t .”  H e  counted out the m oney, 
deducting  the room  charge. “ W i l l  
yo u r baggage be along , sir?”  H is  
m anner ind ica ted  that D o n ’s social 
status had jum ped .

“ U h , no , b u t there m ight be some 
m a il fo r m e.”  D on  exp la in ed  that 
he was going out on the G lo r y  R o a d  
in  the m orn ing .

“ I ’l l  query the m ail-room .”
T h e  answ er was n o ; D on  looked 

d isappo inted . T h e  c le rk  sa id ; “ I ' l l  
have the m ail-room  flag you r nam e. 
I f  anyth ing  a rrives before up-ship, 
you ’l l  be sure to get i t —even if  we have 
to send a messenger to the fie ld .”

“ T h a n k s  a lo t .”
“ N o t at a l l . —F ro n t!”  A s D o n  let 

h im se lf be led  aw ay he suddenly 
realized  that he was groggy. T h e  b ig  
foyer c lock  to ld  h im  that it  was a l
ready tom orrow , had been fo r hours— 
in  fact, he was paying  seven-fifty an 
h o u r, about, fo r the p riv ileg e  o f a 
bed ; b u t the w ay he fe lt , he w ou ld  
have pa id  m ore than that s im p ly  to 
c ra w l in to  a hole.

H e  d id  not go im m ed ia te ly  to bed. 
T h e  C a ravan sary  w as a  lu x u ry  hote l; 
even its “ cheap”  room s had the m in i- 
m um s o f c iv ilize d  liv in g . H e  ad
ju sted  the ba th  fo r a cycling  hot sitz, 
th rew  off h is clothes, and le t the foam 
ing  w ater soothe h im . A fte r  a b it he 
changed the patte rn  and floated in  
tep id  stillness.

H e  came to w ith  a start and got 
out. T e n  m inutes la te r , d ried , pow 
dered and  tin g lin g  w ith  massage, he 
stepped back in to  the bedroom  feel
ing  alm ost restored. T h e  ranch  
school had been in te n tio n a lly  m on
astic , w ith  o ldstyle  beds and mere 
showers; that bath  was w orth  the price  
of the room .

T h e  d e live ry  chute ’s an nu nc ia to r 
shone green; he opened it  and found 
three item s. T h e  first was a la rg ish  
package sealed in  p lastic  and m arked 
“ Caravansary Courtesy Kit” ; it  con
ta ined  a com b and  toothbrush , a 
sleeping p i l l ,  a headache pow der, a 
story film  fo r the bed’s ce ilin g  pro
jector, a N ew  Ch icago  N e w s , and a 
breakfast m enu . T h e  second item  
was a card  from  h is room m ate; the 
th ird  item  was a sm all package, a 
com m on m a ilin g  tube. T h e  card 
read :

D e a r  D o n :  A  p a c k a g e  c a m e  f o r  
y o n  o n  th e  p.m  —l  g o t  th e  H e a d  t o  le t  
m e  r u n  it in t o  A l b - Q - Q ,. S q u in ty  is 
ta k in g  o v e r  L a zy . M u s t  s ig n  o f f ;  V v e  
g o t  t o  la n d  th is  h e a p .  A l l  th e  b e s t -  
j a c k .

Good o ld  Ja c k , he said  to h im se lf, 
and p icked  u p  the m a ilin g  tube. H e  
looked at the re tu rn  address and  rea l
ized w ith  som ething of a shock that 
th is m ust be the package* over w h ich  
D r . Jefferson had  been so m uch  con
cerned, the package w h ich  ap paren tly  
had led to his death . H e  stared at it  
and  wondered if  it  cou ld  be true  that 
a citizen  cou ld  be dragged ou t o f his 
own hom e, then so m altreated that 
he d ied .

W as the m an he had  had d in ne r 
w ith  o n ly  hours ago re a lly  dead? O r 
had the security  cop lied  to h im  fo r 
some reason o f h is own?

P a rt of it  was ce rta in ly  tru e ; he had 
seen them  w a itin g  to arrest the Doc
to r—w h y, he h im se lf had been a r
rested and  threatened and questioned, 
and had  had h is baggage v ir tu a lly  
stolen from  h im , fo r noth ing ! H e  
h adn ’t been doing  a th in g , n o t a con
founded th in g , ju st going about his 
la w fu l business.

Suddenly  he was shaking  w ith  
anger. H e  had le t h im se lf be pushed 
a ro u n d ; he m ade a solem n vow  never 
to le t i t  happen again . H e  could  
see now  that there were h a lf  a  dozen 
places w here he shou ld  have been 
stubborn . I f  he h ad  fought r ig h t at 
the outset, D r . Jefferson m ig h t be 
a live —i f  he a c tu a lly  were dead, D on  
am ended.

B u t  he had let h im self be b u ll
dozed by the odds against h im . He 
prom ised h im se lf never again to pay 
any attention  to the odds, bu t on ly  to 
the issues. . . . H e  contro lled  his 
trem b ling  and opened the package.

A  m om ent la te r he was looking  
baffled. T h e  tube contained nothing  
bu t a m an ’s r in g , a cheap p lastic af
fa ir  such as one m ight find on any 
sou ven ir counter. A n  O ld  Eng lish  
cap ita l “ H ”  fram ed w ith  a c irc le  had 
been pressed in to  the face o f it , and 
the. grooves filled  w ith  w h ite  enam el. 
I t  was flashy but com m onplace, and 
of no va lue  at a l l to any but the ch ild 
ish and vu lg a r in  taste.

Don tu rned  it  over and over, then 
pu t it  aside and sorted through its 
w rappings. T h e re  was nothing  else, 
not even a message, just p la in  w hite  
paper used to pack the ring . Don 
thought it  over.

T h e  ring  obviously was not the 
cause of the exc item ent; it  seemed 
to h im  that there were ju s t  two possi
b ilit ie s ; first, that the security  police 
had sw itched packages—il  they had, 
there was probab ly noth ing  he cou ld  
do about it —and  second, i f  the ring  
were u n im p o rtan t but it  was the righ t 
package, then the rest o f the contents 
o f the package m ust be im p o rtan t e v e n  
th o u g h  i t  l o o k e d  l ik e  n o t h in g  b u t  
b la n k  p a p e r .

T h e  idea that he m ight be carry ing  
a message in  in v is ib le  in k  excited  h im  
and he started th in k in g  of ways to 
b ring  out the message. H eat? C h em 
ica l reagents? R ad ia tio n ?  Even  as he 
considered it , he reg re tfu lly  realized 
th at, supposing there were such a 
message, i t  was not h is place to try 
to m ake it  leg ib le ; he was s im p ly  to 
d e live r it  to h is father.

H e  decided, too, that it  was more 
lik e ly  that th is was a dum m y package 
sent along by the po lice . He had no 
way of te llin g  w hat they m ight have 
forced ou t of D r . Jefferson. W h ich  
rem inded  h im  th at there was s t ill one 
th ing  he cou ld  do to check up , fu tile  
as it  p robab ly w ou ld  be; he stepped to 
the phone and  asked for l ) r .  Jefler- 
son’s residence. T ru e , the Doctor 
had told h im  not to phone—but the 
circum stances had changed.

H e  had to w a it a b it ; then the 
screen lighted  up—and he found  h im 
self staring  in to  the face o f the securi
ty po lice lieu ten an t w ho had  g rilled  
h im . T h e  po lice officer stared back. 
“ O h , m e!”  he said in  a tired  voice. “ So 
you d id n ’t believe me? G o  back to 
bed ; you have to be up in  an hour 
o r so.”

D on  sw itched oft w ith o u t saying 
anyth ing .

So D r . Jefferson was e ithe r dead or 
s t i l l  in  the hands of the po lice . V e ry  
w e ll ; he w ou ld  assume th at the paper 
came from  the D octo r—and he w ou ld
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A  fa m i l ia r  f ig u r e  lu m b e r e d  o n t o  t h e  c a r g o  l i f t  n e a r b y — S ir  I s a a c  N e w t o n , h is  d r a g o n  a c q u a in ta n c e .

d e live r th at paper in  sp ite of a ll the 
s lim ily  po lite  storm troopers N ew  C h i
cago cou ld  m uster! T h e  dodge the 
D octo r had  ap paren tly  used to fake 
the purpose of the paper caused h im  
to w onder w h at he cou ld  do to cover 
u p  its im portance. P resen tly  he got 
h is stylus from  his pouch , smoothed 
out the paper, and started a letter. 
T h e  paper looked enough lik e  w rit in g  
paper to m ake a le tter on it  seem 
reasonab le—it  m ight be w rit in g  paper 
in  tru th . H e  started: “ D e a r  M o t h e r  
a n d  D a d , 1 g o t  y o u r  r a d io g r a m  th is  
m o r n in g ,  a n d  w a s 1 e x c i t e d ! ”  H e  
con tinued , s im p ly  covering  space in  a 
sp raw ling  hand  and fin ish ing , w hen 
he was about to ru n  out of paper, by 
m ention ing  an in ten tio n  to add to 
the le tter and have the w hole th ing  
sent off as soon as h is sh ip  was in  ra 
d io  range o f M ars. H e  then folded 
it , tucked it  in to  h is w a lle t , and put 
the w hole in to  his pouch.

H e  looked at the clock as he fin 
ished. Good heavens! H e  should  be 
u p  in  an h o u r; it  was h a rd ly  w orth  
w h ile  going to bed. B u t  h is eyes were 
try ing  to close even as he thought it ;  
he saw that the a la rm  d ia l o f the bed 
was g raduated from  “ G e n t l e  R e m i n d 
e r ”  to “ E a r th q u a k e " —so he p icked  the 
extrem e setting and craw led  in .

H e  was being bohnced a ro un d ; a 
b lin d in g  lig h t was flash ing  in  h is eyes, 
and  a siren  was ru n n in g  up  and down 
the scale. D on  g rad u a lly  became 
aw are of h im se lf, scram bled ou t of 
bed. M o llif ie d , the bed ceased its 
up roa r.

H e  decided against breakfast in  h is 
room  fo r fear that he m ig h t go back 
to sleep, choosing instead to stum ble

in to  h is clothes and  seek out the 
hote l’s coffee shop. Fo u r cups of 
coffee and a so lid  m eal la te r, checked 
out and arm ed w ith  h ard  m oney for 
an  autocab , he headed fo r G a ry  Sta
tion . A t  the reservation  office of 
In te rp lan e t L in e s  he asked fo r his 
ticke t. A  strange c le rk  hunted 
a round , then sa id : “ I  don ’t see it . I t ’s 
not w ith  the secu rity  c learances.”  

T h is ,  D on  thought, is the last straw . 
“ Lo o k  a round . I t ’s bound to be 
there 1”

“ B u t  i t ’s— W a it  a m om ent!”  T h e  
c le rk  p icked  u p  a s lip . “ D o n a ld  Jam es 
H arvey? Y o u ’re  to p ick  u p  your 
ticke t in  room  4012 on the m ezzanine .”  

“ W h y?”
“ Search m e; I  ju st w o rk  here. 

T h a t ’s w h at i t  says.”
M ystified  and annoyed , D o n  sought 

out the room  nam ed. T h e  door was 
p la in  except fo r a notice “ W a lk  I n ; ”  
lie  d id —and found h im se lf again fac
ing  the security  lie u te n an t of the n ight 
before.

ThE officer looked u p  from  a desk. 
“ G e t th at sour look off you r puss, 
D o n ,”  he snapped. “ I  haven ’ t had 
m uch  sleep e ith e r .”

“ W h a t do you w an t of me?”
“ T a k e  off yo u r clothes.”
"W h y ?"
“ Because we are going to search you. 

Y o u  d id n ’ t re a lly  th in k  I 'd  let you 
take off w ith o u t it ,  d id  you?”

D o n  p lanted  h is  feet. “ I ’ve had 
ju s t about enough push ing  a ro u n d ,"  
he sa id  s low ly . “ I f  you w an t m y 
clothes off, you ’l l  have to do i t .”

T h e  po lice officer scowled. “ I  cou ld  
g ive you a couple o f con v inc ing  an
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swers to that, bu t I  am  fresh  out of 
patience. K e lly !  A rteem ! S tr ip  
h im .”

T h re e  m inutes la ter D an  had an 
in c ip ie n t b la ck  eye and was nursing  
a dam aged arm . H e  decided that it  
was not b roken , after a ll. T h e  lie u 
tenants and h is assistants had  d isap
peared in to  a re a r room  w ith  his 
c lo th ing  and  pouch. I t  occurred to 
h im  that the door b eh ind  h im  d id  
not seemed to be locked , bu t lie 
dropped the idea ; m ak ing  a dash for 
i t  th rough G a ry  Station  in  h is sk in  
d id  not appear to m ake sense.

Desp ite the in ev itab le  defeat h is 
m orale  was better than it  had been in  
hours.

T h e  lie u te n an t re tu rned  presently 
and shoved h is clothes at h im . “ H ere  
you are. A n d  here’s you r ticket. Y o u  
m ay w an t to pu t on clean clothes; 
yo u r bags are back of the desk.

D on  accepted them  s ile n tly , ig
nored the suggestion about a change 
in  order to save tim e. W h ile  he was 
dressing , the lieu ten an t said  sudden
ly , “ W h e n  d id  you p ick  u p  that ring ?”

“ Fo rw ard ed  to me from  school.”
" L e t  me see i t . ”
D on  took it  off and flung  it  at h im . 

“ Keep  it , you b loody th ie f!”
T h e  lieu ten an t caught it  and said 

m ild ly : “ N ow , D on , i t ’s no th ing  per
sonal.”  H e  looked the r in g  over care
fu lly , then said , “ C a tch !”  D on  caught 
it  and  put i t  back on , p icked  u p  his 
bags and  started to leave . "O p en  
sky ,”  said  the lieu tenan t.

D on  ignored h im .
“  ‘O pen  sky ,’ I  sa id !”
D o n  tu rned  again , looked h im  in  

the eye and sa id : “ Some day I  hope



to meet you so c ia lly .”  H e  w ent on 
out. T h e y  had spotted the paper, 
after a l l ;  he had noticed that i t  was 
m issing w hen he got back his clothes 
and pouch.

T h is  tim e he took the precaution  
o f getting an anti-nausea shot before 
up-ship . A fte r he had stood in  lin e  
fo r that, he had bare ly tim e to be 
weighed in  before the w arn in g  signal. 
A s he was about to get in to  the ele
vato r, he saw w hat he believed to be 
a fa m ilia r  figure lu m berin g  onto the 
cargo l i f t  nearby—S ir  Isaac New ton . 
A t  least it  looked lik e  D o n ’s passing 
acquaintance o f the day before, though 
he had to ad m it that the d ifference in  
appearance between one dragon and 
another was sometimes a b it subtle for 
the hum an eye.

H e  re fra ined  from  w h istlin g  a greet
ing ; the events of the past few  hours 
had rendered h im  less na ive  and  more 
cautious. H e  thought about those 
events as the e levato r m ounted up 
the sh ip ’s side. I t  was unb e lievab ly  
on ly  tw enty-four hours—less, in  fact— 
since he had got that rad io  message. 
I t  seemed lik e  a m onth , and he h im 
self fe lt  aged ten years.

B itterly he reflected that they had 
ou tw itted  h im , after a ll. W hatever 
message lay concealed in  that w rap 
p ing  paper was now  gone for good. 
O r bad.

Co uch  64 in  the G lo r y  R o a d  was 
one of a scant half-dozen on the th ird  
deck; the com partm ent was alm ost 
em pty, and there were m arks on the 
deck w here other couches had been 
unbolted . Don found  h is place and 
strapped h is bags to the rack at its 
foot. W h ile  he was doing  so, he 
heard a r ic h  Cockney vo ice beh ind 
h im ; he turned  and w h istled  a greet- 
ing .

S ir  Isaac N ew ton was being cau
tiously  in troduced  in to  the com part
m ent from  the cargo hold  below , w ith  
the help  of about s ix  spaceport hands. 
H e w h istled  back a courteous answer 
w h ile  con tin u in g  to supervise the en
g ineering  feat v ia  voder. “ Easy, 
friends , easy does it ! N ow  if  two of 
you w il l  be so k in d  as to place my 
le ft m idsh ips foot on the ladder, bear
ing  in  m in d  that I  cannot see it— 
W u ps! M in d  you r fingers! T h e re , I 
th in k  I  can m ake it  how . Is  there 
anyth ing  breakab le in  the way of my 
ta il? ”

T h e  boss stevedore answered: “ A ll  
c lea r, ch ie f. Upsy-daisy!”

“ I f  you m ean w h at I  th in k  you 
m ean ,”  answered the V e n e rian , “ then, 
‘O n  yo u r m a rk ; get set—g o ! ” ’  T h e re  
was a cru nch in g  m eta llic  sound , a 
t in k le  of b reaking  glass, and the huge 
sau rian  scram bled up out of the hatch. 
O nce there, he tu rned  cautiously 
around  and settled h im se lf in  the 
space le ft vacant fo r h im . T h e  space

port hands fo llow ed h im  and secured 
h im  to the deck w ith  steel straps. H e  
waggled an eye a t the straw  boss. 
"Y o u , I  take it , are the ch ie fta in  o f this 
band?”

“ I ’m  in  charge.”
T h e  V e n e tia n ’s ten d rils  q u itted  the 

keys of the voder, sought out a pouch 
by it , and rem oved a sheaf of paper 
money. H e  la id  it  on the deck and 
retu rned  to the keys. “ T h e n , s ir , 
w il l  you favor me by accepting th is 
evidence of my g ratitude for a d ifficu lt 
service w e ll perform ed, and d istribu te  
it  among you r assistants eq u itab ly  and 
according to you r customs, w hatever 
they m ay be?”

T h e  hum an  scooped it  u p  and 
shoved it  in to  h is pouch. "Sure  
th ing , ch ie f. T h a n k s .”

“ T h e  honor is m in e .”  T h e  labo r
ers le ft, and the dragon tu rned  his 
attention  to D o n , bu t before they 
could  exchange any words, the last of 
the com partm ent’s hum an fre ig ht 
came down from  the deck above. I t  
was a fam ily  p a rty ; the fem ale head 
thereof took one look inside and 
screamed.

She sw arm ed back u p  the ladder, 
Causing a traffic ja m  w ith  her descend
ants and spouse as she d id  so. T h e  
dragon sw iveled  two eyes in  her d i
rection  w h ile  w av ing  the others at 
D on . “ D ear m e!”  he keyed. “ Do 
you th in k  it  w ou ld  he lp  if  I  were to 
assure the lady  th at I  have no anthro- 
pophagic tendencies?”

D on fe lt acu te ly  em barrassed; he 
w ished for some w ay to disown the 
wom an as a blood sister and mem ber 
of h is race. “ She’s ju st a stup id  fo o l,”  
he answered. “ Please don ’t pay any 
attention  to h e r.”

“ I  fear me that a m erely negative 
approach w il l  not suffice.”

D on  w h istled  an u ntranslatab le  
dragon sound o f contem pt and con
tinued  w ith : “ M a y  h e r  l i f e  b e  l o n g  
a n d  t e d io u s .”

“ T u t- tu t ,”  the dragon tapped back. 
“ Unreasoned anguish  is none the less 
rea l. ‘T o  understand  a l l , is to fo r
g ive a l l ’—one of yo u r ph ilosophers.”

D on  d id  not recogniz,e the quota
tio n , and it  seemed pretty extrem e to 
h im , in  any case. H e  was sure that 
there were th ings he w ou ld  never fo r
g ive, no m atte r how w ell he u nder
stood them —some recent events, in  
fact. H e  was about to say so when 
both th e ir attentions were arrested by 
sounds po uring  dow n the open hatch
way. T w o  and perhaps m ore m ale 
voices were engaged in  an  argum ent 
w ith  a s h r il l  fem ale voice ris in g  over 
them  and sometimes d row n ing  them 
out. I t  appeared (a ) that she w anted 
to speak to the cap ta in , (b ) that she 
had been ca re fu lly  brought u p  and  
had never had to p u t up  w ith  such 
th ings, (c) that those h ideous m on
sters should  never be a llow ed to come

to E a r th ; they should be exterm inated , 
(d) that it  A d o lf were h a lf  a m an, 

he w o u ld n ’t just stand there and let 
h is own w ife  be treated so, (e) she in 
tended to w rite  to the com pany and 
that her fam ily  was not w ith o u t in 
fluence and, (f) that she d e m a n d e d  
to speak to the cap tain .

Don wanted to say som ething to 
cover it  u p , but he was fascinated by 
it . P resently the sounds moved away 
and d ied  ou t; a sh ip ’s officer came 
down the hatch and looked around. 
“ A re  you com fortab le?”  he said to S ir 
Isaac New ton .

"Q u ite , thank you .”
H e  tu rned  to D on . “ G et your bags, 

young m an , and come w ith  me. T h e  
captain  has decided to give his nibs 
here a compartment: to h im se lf.”  

“ W h y?”  asked D on . “ M y ticket 
says Couch  S ixty-fou r, and 1 lik e  it 
here .”

T h e  sh ip ’s officer scratched his ch in  
and looked at h im , then tu rned  to the 
V en erian . “ It  it  a ll r ig h t w ith  you?” 

“ M ost ce rta in ly . I  sha ll be honored 
by the young gentlem an's com pany.” 

H e  tu rned  back to D on . “ W e l l-  
a ll rig h t. I ’d probab ly have to hang 
you on a hook if  I  moved you, any
w ay ." H e  glanced at his watch and 
swore. “ I f  I  don ’t get a move on. 
we’l l  m iss take-off and have to lay 
over a day.”  H e  was up and out of 
the com partm ent as he spoke.

T ire  f in a l w arn in g  sounded over 
the announcing  system; a hoarse voice 
fo llow ed it  w ith : “ A l l  h a n d s! S trap  
d o w n !  S ta n d  b y  f o r  lift.—"  T h e  o r
der was fo llow ed by a transcrip tion  of 
the brassy stra ins of L e  Com pte ’s 
“ R a is e  S h ip !”  D o n ’s pulse quickened : 
excitem ent m ounted in  h im . H e  felt 
ecstatica lly  happy, eager to be back 
in  space again , back w here he be
longed. T h e  bad , confusing things 
of the past day washed out of his 
m in d ; even the ranch  and Laz.y grew 
d im .

So tim ed was the transcribed m usic 
that the rocket-blast effect o f the final 
chorus merged in to  the real b last of 
the sh ip ’s tubes; the G lo r y  R o a d  
stirred  and lifte d —then th rew  herself 
away in to  the open sky.

C h a p t e r  F i v e

C ircum-T erra

H E  w eight of acceleration 
was no worse than it  had been 
the day before in  the Santa  
F e  T r a i l , but the d rive  per
sisted for m ore than five m in 

utes—m inutes that seemed like  an 
endless hour. A fte r they passed th- 
speed of sound , the com partm ent was 
re la tive ly  q u ie t. Don made a great 
effort and managed to tu rn  h is head 
a lit t le . S ir  Isaac N ew ton ’s great b u lk  
was flattened to the deck, m aking  Don
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th in k  unp leasan tly  o f a liza rd  crushed 
in to  a road . H is  eyestalks drooped 
lik e  lim p  asparagus. H e  looked dead.

D on  stra ined  fo r b reath  and called  
o u t: “ A re  you  a l l r ig h t?"

T h e  V e n e tian  d id  not s t ir . H is  
voder in stru m en t was covered by the 
sagging fo lds o f h is n eck ; i t  seemed 
u n lik e ly  that h is ten d rils  cou ld  have 
m anaged the delicate touch req u ired  
fo r its keys, even had it  been free. 
N o r d id  he re p ly  in  h is ow n w h istlin g  
speech.

D on  w anted  to go to h im , bu t he 
was as im m o b ilized  by the b last w eight 
as is  the bottom m ost p layer in  a foot
b a ll p ile-up . H e  forced h is head back 
w here it  belonged so th a t he m ight 
breathe less p a in fu lly , an d  w aited .

W h e n  the b last d ied  aw ay, h is  stom
ach gave one protesting  flip flop , then 
qu ieted  d ow n ; e ither the anti-nausea 
shot had w orked , o r he had h is space 
ba lance again—or both. W ith o u t 
w a it in g  fo r perm ission  from  the con
tro l room , he q u ic k ly  unstrapped  and 
h u rr ie d  to the V e n e rian . H e  steadied 
h im sd lf in  the a ir , ho ld in g  w ith  one 
hand  to the steel bands restra in in g  
h is  com panion.

T h e  dragon was no longer crushed 
to the deckp lates; o n ly  the steel hoops 
kep t h im  from  floating  around  the 
com partm ent. B e h in d  h im  h is g ian t 
ta i l waved loosely, b rush in g  the ship 's 
plates and kno ck ing  off p a in t ch ips.

T h e  eyestalks were s t ill lim p , and 
each eye film ed over. T h e  dragon 
stirred  o n ly  in  the m eaningless m o
tio n  o f s tring  in  w ater; there was 
noth ing  to show th at he was a live . 
D o n  clenched a fist and pounded on 
the creature 's flat sk u ll. “ C a n  you 
hear me? A re  you a l l r ig h t?”

A l l  he got out o f it  was a bru ised  
h an d ; S ir  'Isaac m ade no response. 
D on  hung  fo r a m om ent, w ondering  
w hat to do. T h a t  h is  acquain tance 
was in  a bad w ay, he fe lt  su re , b u t h is 
tra in in g  in  first a id  d id  not extend  to 
V e n e rian  pseudo-saurians. H e  dug 
back in to  h is ch ildhood  m em ories, 
try ing  to th in k  o f som ething.

T hE same sh ip ’s officer w ho had 
rearranged  the b e rth ing  appeared at 
the fo rw ard  o r “ up p er”  h atch , float
in g  head “ d o w n ." “ A l l  okay th is 
deck?" he in q u ire d  p e rfu n cto rily , and  
started to back out.

“ N o !"  D on  shouted. “ Case o f blast 
shock ."

“ H u h ? "  T h e  officer swam  on in to  
the com partm ent and looked at the 
other passenger. H e  swore u n im ag i
n a tive ly  and  looked w orried . “ T h is  
is beyond m e; I  never ca rried  one be
fore . H o w  the deuce do you g ive a r t i
f ic ia l re sp ira tio n  to a th in g  as b ig  as 
that?"

“ Y o u  don’t ,"  D o n  to ld  h im . “ H is  
lungs are com plete ly enclosed in  h is 
a rm or b o x ."

“ H e  looks dead. I  th in ks he’s 
stopped b rea th in g ."

A  m em ory floated to the top in  
D o n ’s m in d ; he snatched it . “ G o t a 
cigarette?"

“ H u h ?  D o n ’t bo ther me! A nyh ow , 
the sm oking  lam p  is o u t."

“ Y o u  don ’t und erstand ,”  D on  per
sisted. “ I f  you ’ve got one, lig h t it . 
Y o u  can b low  sm oke at h is n o stril 
p late , and  see w hether o r not he’s 
b reath ing .”

“ O h . W e ll, m aybe it ’s a good id ea ." 
T h e  spacem an got out a  cigarette and 
struck  it .

“ B u t  be c a re fu l,"  D on  w ent on . 
“ T h e y  can 't stand n ico tine . O ne big- 
pu ff, then put i t  o u t ."

“ M aybe it's  not such a good id ea ,”  
the sh ip ’s officer ob jected . “ Say, you 
sound lik e  a Venus co lo n ia l!"

D o n  hesitated , then answered: “ I ’m 
a Federation  c it ize n .”  I t  seemed lik e  
a poor tim e to discuss po litics . H e  
m oved over to the dragon's ch in , 
braced h is feet against the deckplates 
and shoved, thus exposing the Ve- 
n erian 's n o stril p late  w h ich  was lo 
cated und er the creatu re ’s head in  the 
fo lds o f h is  neck. D o n  cou ld  not 
have m anaged it , save that they were 
in  free fa ll , m ak in g  the b u lk y  mass 
weightless.

T h e  m an b lew  smoke at the e x
posed opening . I t  eddied fo rw ard , 
then some of i t  cu rled  in s id e ; the 
dragon was s t i l l  a live .

S t i l l  very m uch  a live . E ve ry  eye- 
sta lk  sprang to r ig id  a tten tio n ; he 
lifte d  h is ch in , ca rry in g  D o n  w ith  it ;  
then he sneezed. T h e  b last struck  
D on  as he floated loosely, and  it 
tu rned  h im  ove r and over. H e  
threshed in  the a ir  fo r a m om ent be
fore catch ing  a handho ld  on the hatch  
ladder.

T h e  sh ip ’s officer was ru b b in g  one 
w rist. “ T h e  beggar clipped  m e ," he 
com p lained . “ I  w on 't try  that again 
soon. W e ll, I  guess he’l l  be a l l  r ig h t ."

S ir  Isaac w h istled  m o u rn fu lly ; Don 
answered h im . T h e  spacem an looked 
at h im . “ Y o u  savvy that stuff?"

“ Som e."
“ W e ll, te ll h im  to use h is squaw k 

box. I  d on ’t !"
D on  sa id : “ S ir  Isaac—use you r

vod er."
T h e  V e n e rian  tr ie d  to com p ly . H is  

tentacles hun ted  a ro un d , found  the 
keys o f the a rt if ic ia l vo ice bo x, and 
touched them . N o  sounds cam e out. 
T h e  dragon tu rned  an  eye at D on  
and w h istled  again .

“ H e  regrets to say that its s p ir it  has 
d eparted ," D o n  in terp reted .

T h e  sh ip ’s officer sighed. “ I  w on 
der w hy I  ever le ft  the grocery busi
ness? W e ll, i f  we can  get i t  unlatched  
from  h im , I ' l l  see i f  Sparks can f ix  i t .”

“ L e t  m e ," said  D o n , and  squirm ed 
in to  the space between the dragon’s 
head and  the deckp lates. T h e  voder
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case, he found , was secured to fo u r 
ring s rive ted  to the V e n e tia n ’s sk in  
plates. H e  cou ld  not seem to find  the 
com b in atio n ; the dragon’s ten d rils  
flu ttered  over h is hands, m oved them 
gently out of the w ay, unfastened the 
b o x , and handed i t  to h im . H e  w ig
gled out and gave it  to the m an . 
“ Loo ks as i f  he k in d  o f slept on it ,"  
he com m ented.

“ A  mess," the other agreed. “ W e ll, 
te ll h im  I ' l l  have them  fix  i t  i f  pos
sib le , and th at I ’m  glad he wasn’t 
h u rt ."

“ T e l l  h im  you rse lf; he understands 
E n g lish ."

“ Eh ?  O h , of course, of course." 
H e  faced the V e n e rian , w ho im m ed i
ately set u p  a long sh r il lin g . “ W h a t ’s 
he say?"

D on  listened. “ H e  says he appreci
ates yo u r good wishes, b u t that he is 
sorry to have to disagree; he is u n w e ll. 
H e  says th at he u rgently  requ ires—”  
D on  stopped and looked puzzled , then 
w h istled  the V enerian  equ iva len t o f: 
“ Say that again , please?”

S ir  I sa a c  answered h im ; D on  went 
on : “ H e  says lie ’s just got to have
some sugar sy ru p ."

“ H u h ?”
“ T h a t ’s w h at he says."
“ I ’l l  be— H o w  m uch?"
T h e re  was another exchange ol 

w h istles; D on  answered: “ U h , he says 
he needs at least a q u arte r of a—there 
isn ’t any w ord  fo r i t ;  i t ’s an am ount 
about equal to h a lf  a b a rre l, I ’d sav.”

“ Y o u  m ean he wants h a lf  a b a rr e l  
o f waffle ju ice?”

“ N o , no , a q uarte r of that—an 
e ighth  o f a b a rre l. W h a t w ou ld  that 
come to in  gallons?"

“ I  w o u ld n ’t attem pt it  w ith o u t a 
s lip stick : I ’m  confused. I  don’t even 
know  th at we have any on bo ard .”  
S ir  Isaac set u p  m ore fra n tic  w h istlin g . 
“ B u t  i f  we don ’t, I ’l l  have the cook 
w hop u p  some. T e l l  h im  to hold  
everyth ing  and  take it  easy." H e  
scowled at the dragon, then le ft q u ite  
suddenly.

D on  attached h im se lf to one o f the 
steel straps and asked, “ H o w  are you 
fee ling  now ?"

T h e  dragon rep lied  apologetically  
to the effect that he needed to re tu rn  
to the egg fo r the m om ent. D o n  shut 
u p  and w aited ."

T h e  cap ta in  h im se lf showed u p  to 
attend the sick  passenger. T h e  sh ip , 
being  in  free tra jecto ry fo r the sate l
lite  space station , w ou ld  not req u ire  
h is presence in  the con tro l room  u n til 
w e ll past noon, N ew  Ch icago  tim e; he 
was free to m ove around  the sh ip . H e  
a rr ive d  in  com pany w ith  the sh ip ’s 
doctor, and  fo llow ed by a  m an  herd
in g  a m eta l tank .

T h e  two conferred  over the dragon, 
at first ig n o rin g  D o n ’s presence. H o w 
ever n e ith e r o f them  knew  the p ip ing



speech of the dragon tr ib e ; they were 
forced to tu rn  to D o n . T h ro u g h  h im  
S ir  Isaac again  insisted  th at he re
q u ire d  sugar so lu tion  as a s t im u lan t. 
1 he cap tain  looked w o rried . “ I'v e  

read  som ewhere th at sugar gets them  
d ru n k  the same as a lcoho l does u s .”  

D on  again translated  fo r the V e
n e tian ; w hat he had asked fo r was 
s im p ly  a m ed ic ina l dose.

T h e  cap ta in  tu rned  to the m ed ical 
officer. “ H o w  about it , surgeon?” 

T h e  doctor stared at the bu lkhead . 
“ C a p ta in , th is is as fa r outside m y 
d uties as tap d ancing .”

“ C o nfound  it , m an , I  asked fo r 
yo u r official o p in io n !”

T h e  m ed ica l officer faced h im . 
“ V e ry  w e ll, s ir—I  w ou ld  say that if  
th is passenger shou ld  d ie , you  hav in g  
refused h im  som ething he had asked 
fo r, it  w ou ld  look very , ve ry  bad in 
deed.”

T h e  cap tain  b it  h is l ip . “ A s you 
say, s ir . B u t  I ’l l  be sw itched i f  I  w an t 
several tons of in to x ica ted  dragon 
bang ing  a ro und  in  m y sh ip . A d m in 
iste r the dose.”

“ M e, sir?”
“ Y o u , s ir .”
T h e  sh ip  being in  free fa ll , i t  was 

q u ite  im possib le to pour out the syrup  
and  le t the V e n e tian  lic k  it  u p ; no r 
was he physica lly  equipped to use the 
“ baby bottle”  d r in k in g  b ladders used 
by hum ans w hen weightless. B u t  that 
had been an tic ip ated ; the tank  con
ta in in g  the syrup  was a type used in  
the galley to hand le  soup o r coffee in  
free fa ll . I t  had  a hand  pum p and 
an attachab le hose.

I t  was decided, S ir  Isaac con currin g , 
to place the end of the hose w e ll 
down the dragon's th roat. B u t  no
body seemed to w an t the jo b . G ran ted  
that D r a c o  V e n e r is  W i l s o n i i  is a c iv i l
ized race , to stick  one’s head and 
shoulders between those rows of teeth 
seemed to be in v it in g  a breach in  
fo re ign  re latio ns.

D on vo lunteered  fo r the job and 
was sorry w hen  they took h im  u p  on 
it . H e  trusted S ir  Isaac, but recalled  
tim es w hen  L a z y  had stepped on h is 
foot q u ite  u n in te n tio n a lly . H e  hoped 
that the dragon had no u n fo rtu na te  
in vo lu n ta ry  reflexes; apologies are no 
use to a corpse.

W h ile  he kep t the end o f the hose 
firm ly  in  p lace , he he ld  h is b reath  and 
was g lad he had  taken  th at a n t i
nausea in je c tio n . S ir  Isaac d id  not 
have ha lito sis , as dragons go, but 
dragons go ra th e r fa r in  th at d irec
tio n . T h e  jo b  done, D o n  was happy 
to back! out.

S ir  Isaac  thanked them  a l l ,  v ia  D o n , 
and assured them  that he w ou ld  now 
recover ra p id ly . H e seemed to fa ll 
asleep in  the m idst of w h istlin g . T h e  
sh ip ’s doctor peeled one eye sta lk  and 
sh ined  a hand torch at it . “ T h e  stuff

has h it  h im , I  th in k . W e ’ l l  le t h im  
be and  hope fo r the best.”

T h e y  a l l le ft. D on  looked h is 
fr ie n d  over, decided that there was 
no p o in t in  s itt in g  u p  w ith  h im , and  
fo llow ed them . T h e  com partm ent 
had no view7 po rt; he w anted  at least 
one good lo ok  at E a r th  w h ile  they 
wore s t i l l  close by. H e  found w h at 
he sought three decks fonvard .

T h e y  were s t i l l  o n ly  fifteen thou
sand m iles o u t; D o n  had to crow d in  
close to the v iew  po rt to see a ll o f 
E a r th  at one tim e. I t  wras, he had to 
ad m it, a m ighty p retty p lan et; he was 
a lit t le  b it  sorry to be leaving  it . 
H an g in g  there against ve lvet b lack 
and p in p o in t stars, d renched in  sun
lig h t so b lig h t it  h u rt  yo u r eyes, it  
alm ost took you r b reath  away.

T h e  sunrise lin e  had swung fa r in to  
the Pacific; past H a w a ii , and  N orth  
A m erica  was spread out to h is gaze. 
S torm  blanketed  the P ac if ic  N o rth 
west, b u t the Midwrest was fa ir ly  c lea r, 
and the Southw est wras sharp . H e  
cou ld  m ake out wdiere N ew  Ch icago 
w’as w ith  ease; he cou ld  see the G ran d  
C anon , and from  it  he cou ld  alm ost 
figure out wdiere the ran ch  had  to be. 
H e  was sure that w ith  a sm a ll tele
scope he cou ld  have spotted it .

H e  gave u p  h is place at last. H e  
was soaking in  the p leasant m elan
choly of m ild  hom esickness, and  the 
com m ents of some of the o th er pas
sengers were beg inn ing  to annoy h im  
—not the cheerfu l in an it ie s  o f tou r
ists, b u t the know -it-a ll rem arks o f 
self-appointed o ld-tim ers, m ak in g  
th e ir second tr ip  out. H e  headed 
back to h is own com partm ent.

H e  "was startled  to hear h is nam e 
called . H e  tu rned , and the sh ip ’s o f
ficer he had m et before floated u p  to 
h im . H e  had w ith  h im  S ir  Isaac ’s 
voder. “ Y o u  seem to be chum m y w ith  
that over-educated crocodile  you ’re 
b u n k in g  w ith ; how7 about tak in g  th is 
to h im ?”

“ W h y , ce rta in ly .”
“ T h e  rad io  officer says i t  needs an  

o ve rhau l, but at least it ’s w o rk in g  
ag a in .”  D on  accepted i t  and went 
aft. T h e  dragon seemed to be sleep
in g ; then one eye waved at h im  and 
S ir  Isaac w h istled  a sa lu ta tion .

“ I ’ve  got yo u r vo ice b o x ,”  D on  told 
h im . “ W a n t me to fasten i t  on fo r 
you?”

S ir  Isaac p o lite ly  refused. D on  
handed the in stru m en t to the fidget
ing  te n d rils , and the dragon arranged 
i t  to su it h im . H e  then ra n  over the 
keys as a check, producing  sounds 
lik e  frightened  d ucks. Satisfied , he 
began to speak in  E n g lish ; “ I  am  
enriched  by the debt you have placed 
upon  m e.”

“ I t  was n o th ing ,”  D on  answered. 
“ I  ran  in to  the m ate a couple o f decks 
fo rw ard  and he asked me to fetch  it  
a long .”

“ I  do not re fer to th is a rt if ic ia l 
vo ice , bu t to you r ready h e lp  w hen  I  
was in  distress and p e ril. W ith o u t 
yo u r q u ick  w it , you r w illingness to 
share m ud w ith  an untested stranger, 
and—in  passing—yo u r knowledge of 
the true  speech, I  m ight have lost m y 
chance to a tta in  the happy d eath .”

“ Shucks,”  Don answered, fee ling  
som ewhat p in k , “ it  was a pleasure .”  
H e  noticed that the d ragon ’s speech 
was slow and som ewhat s lu rre d , as if  
h is tentacles lacked th e ir custom ary 
d exte rity . Besides that, S ir  Isaac ’s 
ta lk  wras m ore pedantic than ever and 
m uch more Cockney-flavored — the 
voder wras m ix in g  aspirates w ith  aban
don and tu rn in g  the th e ta  sound in to  
“ / ” ; D on  fe lt sure that the E a r  thru an 
who had taught h im  to speak m ust 
have been born in  earshot o f Bow7 
B e lls .

H f. noticed as w e ll that h is frien d  
cou ld  not seem to m ake u p  h is m ind  
w h ich  eye he w anted to use on h im . 
H e  kept w aggling  one after another 
at D o n , as i f  seeking one w h ich  w ou ld  
le t h im  focus better. D on  wondered 
i f  S ir  Isaac had overestim ated the 
p roper size o f a m ed ic in a l dose.

“ P e rm it m e,”  the V e n e rian  w ent 
on , s t i l l  w ith  ponderous d ig n ity , “ to 
judge the w7o rth  of the service you 
have done m e.”  H e  changed the sub
jec t. “ I l l i s  w7ord ‘shucks'—I  do not 
recognize the use you m ade of it . 
H u sks of p lants?”

D on struggled to e xp la in  how7 lit t le  
and how7 m uch  “ shucks”  cou ld  m ean. 
T h e  dragon thought it  over and 
tapped out an  answ er. “ I  believe 
that I  gain  a portion  of understand
ing . T h e  sem antic content of th is 
w ord  is em otiona l and va riab le , ra th e r 
than orderly  and descrip tive . Its  ref-, 
e rent is the state of one’s sp irits?”

“ T h a t ’s i t ,”  D on  said h ap p ily . “ I t  
m eans ju s t  w h at you w an t it  to m ean. 
I t ’s the way you say it .”

“ Shucks,”  the dragon said e xp e ri
m en ta lly . “ Shucks. I  seem to be get
ting  the feel of it . A  d e lig h tfu l w ord . 
Shucks.”  H e  w ent on : “ T h e  d e li
cate nuances o f speech m ust be learned  
from  the liv in g  users thereof. Per
haps I  m ay re tu rn  the favo r by he lp 
ing you in  some sm all lvay w ith  your 
a lready great m astery of the speech of 
m y people? Shucks.”

T h is  confirm ed D o n ’s susp icion  that 
h is  own w h istlin g  had become so v i l
la in ous that i t  m ight do fo r .popcorn 
vend ing  b u t not fo r reg u la r com m uni
cation . “ I  ce rta in ly  w ou ld  appreciate 
a chance to b rush  u p ,”  he answered. 
“ I  haven 't had a chance to speak ‘ true 
speech’ fo r years—not since I  was a 
k id . I  was taught by a h isto rian  
w ho  was w o rk in g  w ith  m y fa ther on 
the (w h istled ) ru in s . Perhaps you 
know  h im ? H is  nam e w7as Professor 
C h arle s  D a rw in .”  Don added the
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w h istled  o r true version of the Ve- 
n e rian  scho la r’s nam e.

“ Y o u  ask me i f  I  know  (w h istled ) ? 
H e  is  my b ro ther; h is g randm other, 
n ine  tim es rem oved, and  m y grand
m other, seven tim es rem oved, were 
the same egg. Sh ucks!”  H e added. 
“ A  learned  person, fo r one so very  
young .”

Don was a b it taken aback to hear 
“ Professor D a rw in ”  described as 
“ young” ; as a ch ild  D on  had classed 
h im  and the ru in s  as being about the 
same age. H e  now  had to rem ind  
h im se lf that S ir  Isaac m ight see it  d if 
fe ren tly . “ Say, th at’s n ice !”  he an
swered. “ 1 w onder i f  you knew  my 
parents—D r . Jo nas H a rve y  and D r. 
C y n th ia  H arvey?”

T h e  dragon tu rned  a l l  eyes on h im . 
“ Y o u  are th e ir  egg? I  have not had 
the honor o f m eeting them , bu t a l l  
c iv ilize d  persons know  of them  and 
th e ir w ork . I  am  no longer surprised  
at you r own e xce lle n ce .' Shucks!”

D on fe lt both em barrassm ent and 
pleasure. N o t know ing  w h at to say, 
he suggested that S ir  Isaac coach h im  
for a w h ile  in  “ true  speech,”  a sugges
tion  to w h ich  the dragon re ad ily  as
sented. T h e y  were s t i l l  so engaged 
w hen the w arn in g  signal sounded, 
and a vo ice from  the con tro l room  
sang o u t: “ S trap  dow n fo r accelera
tion! P repare  to m atch  tra jecto ries!”  

Don placed h is hands against h is 
friend 's arm ored  sides and shoved 
h im se lf back to h is couch. H e  paused 
there and sa id , “ A re  you going to be 
a l l righ t?”

T h e  dragon made a sound w h ich  
D o n  construed as a h iccu p , and 
tapped o u t: “ I  feel sure o f it . T h is
tim e I  am  fo rtified .”

“ I  hope so. Say—you don ’t w an t to 
bung u p  yo u r voder again . W a n t me 
to take care o f it? ”

“ I f  you w il l ,  please.”
D on  w ent back and got it , then 

fastened it  to h is bags. H e  had bare
ly  tim e to fasten h is safety belts w hen 
the first surge o f acceleration  h it  them . 
I t  was not so bad, th is tim e, n e ither 
as m any g ravities as the blast-off from  
E a rth  nor o f as long d u ra t io n , fo r 
they were not b reak ing  free o f E a r th ’s 
cru sh ing  g rip  but m erely ad justing  
tra jecto ries—m od ify in g  the outer end 
o f the G lo r y  R o a d ’s  e ll ip t ic a l pa th  to 
m ake it  agree perfectly  w ith  the c ir 
c u la r  o rb it o f C irc u m -T e rra , the cross
roads station  in  space w h ich  was th e ir 
destination .

T h e  cap ta in  gave them  one long 
po w erfu l shove, w aited , then blasted 
tw ice m ore fo r short in te rva ls—w ith 
out, D on  noted, find ing  it  necessary 
to in ve rt and blast back. H e  nodded 
ap prova l. Good p ilo tin g —the cap ta in  
knew  h is vectors. T h e  bu 11-horn sang 
ou t, “ Contact! U n strap  at w il l .  P re 
pare to d isem b ark .”

D o n  retu rned  the voder to S ir  Isaac, 
then lost track  o f h im , fo r the dragon 
again  had to be taken  a ft to be trans
fe rred  through the cargo hatch . D on  
w h istled  good-by and  w ent fo rw ard , 
tow ing his bags beh ind  h im , to go out 
through the passenger tube.

C irc u m -T e rra  was a great confused 
mass in  the sky. I t  had been b u ilt , 
re b u ilt , added to, and  m odified  over 
the course o f years fo r a dozen d if
ferent purposes—w eather observation 
station , astronom ical observatory, me
teor count sta tion , te levision  re lay , 
guided  m issile  con tro l station , high- 
vacuum  stra in-free physics laborato ry , 
stra in-free germ-free b io log ica l e xp e ri
m ent station , and  m any other uses.

B u t  most im p o rtan tly  i t  was a 
fre ig h t and passenger transfer station 
in  space, the p lace w here short-range 
w inged rockets from  E a rth  m et the 
space lin ers that p lied  between the 
p lanets. F o r th is purpose it  had  fu e l
ing  tanks, m ach ine shops, re p a ir  cages 
that cou ld  rece ive  the largest lin e rs  
and the sm allest rockets, and a sp in 
n in g , pressurized d rum  — “ G oddard  
H o te l”  — w h ich  p rovided  a rt if ic ia l 
g rav ity  and  E a r th  atm osphere for pas
sengers and fo r the perm anent staff of 
C ircu m -T e rra .

G oddard  H o te l stuck out from  the 
side o f C irc u m -T e rra  lik e  a cartw heel 
fro m  a p ile  o f ju n k . T h e  h ub  on 
w h ich  it  tu rned  ra n  through its center 
and pro truded  ou t in to  space. I t  was 
to th is hub th at a sh ip  w ou ld  couple 
its passenger tube w hen  d ischarg ing 
o r load ing  hum ans. T h a t  done, the 
sh ip  w ou ld  then be w arped  over to a 
cargo port in  the non-sp inn ing , m ajo r 
body o f the station . W h en  the G lo r y  
R o a d  made contact, there were three 
other sh ips in  at C irc u m -T e rra ; the 
V a lk y r ie  in  w h ich  D on  H a rve y  had 
passage fo r M ars, the N a u ti lu s ,  ju s t 
in  from  V enu s, an d  in  w h ich  S ir  Isaac 
expected to re tu rn  hom e; and the 
S p r in g  T i d e ,  the L u n a  shuttle  w h ich  
a lternated  w ith  its  sister the N e a p  
T i d e .

T h e two lin e rs  and  the m oon sh ip  
were a lready tied  u p  to the m a in  body 
of the sta tion ; the G lo r y  R o a d  warped 
in  at the hub  of the hotel and  im 
m ed iate ly began to d ischarge pas
sengers. D on  w a ited  h is tu rn , then 
pu lled  h im se lf a long by handho lds, 
dragging h is bags beh ind  h im , and 
soon found h im se lf inside  the hotel, 
bu t s t ill in  weightless free fa ll in  the 
c y lin d rica l hub of the G oddard .

A  m an in  covera lls  d irected  D on  
and the dozen passengers he was w ith  
to a p o in t h a lfw ay  a long the hub 
w here a la rge l i f t  b locked fu rth e r 
progress. Its  c irc u la r  door stood open 
and tu rned  ve ry  slow ly  aro und , m ov
ing  w ith  the sp in n in g  hotel proper. 
“ G e t in ,”  he ordered . “ M in d  you get 
yo u r feet po inted  toward the floo r.”
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D o n  got in  w ith  the others, and 
foun d  that the inside o f the ca r was 
cu b ica l. O ne w a ll was m arked  in  big 
letters: Floor. D on  found a hand 
ho ld  and steadied h im se lf so that h is 
feet w ou ld  be on the floor when 
w eight was ap p lied . T h e  m an got in 
and started the car out toward the 
r im .

T h e re  was no feeling  of w eight at 
first, at least not tow ard the “ lloo r.”  
D o n  experienced  a dizzy sensation as 
increasing  sp in sloshed the liq u id  
about in  h is in n e r ear. H e  knew  that 
he had rid d en  th is e levato r before, 
w hen  he was eleven and  heading for 
E a rth  and  school, b u t he had forgot
ten its unp leasant aspects.

S oon the e levator stopped; the 
floor became the floor in  earnest, 
though w ith  considerab ly less than 
one g rav ity , and  the upsetting  sensa
tio n  ceased. T h e  operator opened the 
door and shouted: “ Everybody o u t!”

D on  w alked  in to  a large in n e r com 
partm ent, ca rry in g  h is bags. I t  was 
a lready crowded w ith  m ore than  h a lf 
o f the sh ip ’s passengers. D on  looked 
around  fo r h is dragon fr ie n d , then re
m em bered that the sh ip  w ou ld  have 
to be m oved around to a cargo port 
before the V e n e tian  could  d isem bark. 
H e  pu t h is bags on the floor and sat 
dow n on them .

T h e  crow d, fo r some reason, seemed 
u nq u ie t. D o n  heard  one w om an say: 
“ T h is  is  preposterous! W e ’ve been 
here at least h a lf  an  h o u r and no one 
appears to know  that we’re  here .”

A  m an answered: “ B e  pa tien t,
M a rth a .”

“  ‘P a t ie n t ,’ he says! O n ly  one door 
ou t o f the p lace, and it  locked—sup
pose there were a fire?”

“ W e ll, w here w ou ld  you ru n  to, 
dear? N o th ing  outside but sorne 
m ighty th in  vacu u m .”

She squealed. “ O h ! W e  should  
have gone to B erm ud a as I  wanted 
to .”  .

“ A s y o u  w anted  to?”
“ D o n ’t be petty!”
A no ther e levator load discharged 

and then another; the sh ip  was em pty. 
A fte r m any m inutes m ore of g rum 
b lin g , d u rin g  w h ich  even D on began 
to w onder at the service, the on ly  door 
other than the e levator door opened. 
Instead  o f a hote lm an anxious to 
please h is guests, in  came three m en 
in  u n ifo rm . T h e  two flan k  m en were 
ca rry in g  mob guns crad led  at th e ir 
h ip s ; the th ird  m an had o n ly  a hand  
p isto l, s t i l l  bolstered. H e  stepped fo r
w ard , p lan ted  his feet and set h is  fists 
on h is h ips. “ A tten tio n ! Q u ie t, 
everybody.”

H e  got i t ;  h is voice had the rin g  of 
com m and w h ich  is obeyed w ith o u t 
th in k in g . H e  w ent on : “ I  am  As
sau lt Sergeant M cM asters o f the H ig h  
G u a rd , V enus R e p u b lic . My com-



**Attention! Quiet/  Take it easy. Nobody's going to get hurt—-if you behave.**

m anding  officer has d irected me to 
advise you of the present s itu a tio n .” 

T h e re  was an ad d itio n a l short mo
m ent of silence, then a ris in g  m utter 
of surprise , a la rm , d isbe lie f and in 
d ignation . “ P ipe d ow n!”  the Ser
geant shouted. “ T a k e  it  easy. N o
body's going to get h u rt—if  you be
h ave .”  H e  went on : “ T h e  R e p u b lic  
has taken over th is station , and every
body is being cleared out. You 
groundhogs w il l  be sh ipped back to 
E a rth  at once. T h o se  of you who are 
headed home to Venus w il l  go h o m e - 
provided you pass ou r lo ya lty  check. 
N ow , let's get sorted o u t.”

A  fussy, p lum p  m an pushed his way 
fo rw ard . “ D o you realize , s ir , w hat 
you are saying? ‘Venus R e p u b lic ,' 
indeed. T h is  is p ira cy !”

“ G e t back in  lin e , fa tty .”
“ Y o u  can ’t do this. I w ish  to speak 

to your com m anding officer.”
“ Fa tty ,”  the Sergeant said slow ly , 

“ back- up before you get a boot in 
you r b e lly .”  T h e  m an looked dum- 
founded, then scuttled back in to  the 
crow d. T h e  Sergeant con tinued : 
“ T h o se  of you going to Venus form  a 
queue here at the door. H ave  your 
I D ’s and b irth  certificates read y .”

T h e  passengers, up  to that tim e a 
fr ie n d ly  g roup o f fe llow -travelers, 
sp lit in to  hostile cam ps. Someone 
shouted, “ Lo n g  liv e  the R e p u b lic !”  
w h ich  was followed by the beefy sound 
of a fist s trik in g  flesh. O ne of the 
guards h u rr ied  in to  the crow d and 
stopped the im pend ing  rio t. T h e  
Sergeant drew  h is sidearm  and said in  
a bored vo ice: “ N o  po litics, please.
L e t ’s get on w ith  the jo b .”

Somehow a lin e  was form ed. T h e  
second in  lin e  was the m an who had 
cheered the new n ation . H is  nose 
was d rip p in g  blood, but his eyes were 
sh in ing . As he offered h is papers to 
the Sergeant, he sa id : “ T h is  is a
great day! I ’ve w aited  a l l m y life  
for it .”

“ W ho hasn ’t?”  the Sergeant an
swered. “ O kay—on through the door 
for processing. N e x t !”

Don was busy try ing  to q u iet down 
and arrange his w h ir lin g  thoughts. 
H e  was forced at last to ad m it that 
th is was it , th is was w ar, the w ar that 
he had to ld  h im se lf was im possible . 
N o cities had been bombed, not yet 
—but th is was the F o rt  Sum ter of a 
new w a r; he was sm art enough to see 
that. H e d id  not have to be th reat

ened w ith  a boot in  the be lly  to see 
w hat was in  fro n t o f his face.

He rea lized  w ith  nervous shock that 
he had just bare ly got away in  tim e. 
T h e  V a lk y r ie  m ight be the last sh ip  
to M ars in  a long, long tim e. W ith  
the transfer station in  the hands of 
the rebels, it  m ight be the last one 
for years.

T h e  Sergeant had not said anyth ing  
about passengers fo r M ars as yet; Don 
told h im self that the Sergeant’s first 
effort m ust n a tu ra lly  be to sort out 
the citizens of the two belligerents. 
H e  decided that the th ing  to do was 
to keep h is m outh  shut and w a it.

T h e re  was an in te rru p tio n  in  the 
queue. Don heard the Sergeant say: 
“ You 're  in  the w rong pew, bud . You  
go back to E a r th .”

T h e  man he was speaking to an
swered: “ N o, no! T a k e  a look at
m y papers; I ’m em igrating  to V enu s.”  

“ Y o u ’re a lit t le  b it late to be em i
grating . T h e  s ituation  has changed.” 

“ W h y? Sure , I  know  it has changed. 
I  declare for V enu s.”

T h e  Sergeant scratched his head. 
“ T h is  one isn ’t in  the book. A tk in 
son! Pass th is m an on th rough ; we’l l  
le t the lieu tenan t figure it  o u t.”
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W h en  he had com pleted the group 
th at w anted to go to Venus, the Ser
geant w ent to a speech-only w a ll 
phone. “ Jim ? M ac speaking , from  
the nursery . T h e y  got that dragon 
out yet? No? W e ll, le t me know  
w hen the R o n d  is back at the chute ; 
I  w an t to lo ad .’’ H e  tu rned  back to 
the crow d. “ A l l  r ig h t , you ground
hogs—there’l l  be a delay, so I ’m  going 
to move you in to  another room  u n t il 
we’re ready to send you back to 
E a r th .”

“ Just a m om ent, Sergeant!”  ca lled  
out a m ale passenger.

“ Yeah? W h a t do you w ant?”
“ W here  do passengers fo r L u n a  

w ait?”
“ H u h ? Service d iscontinued . Y o u ’re 

going back to E a r th .”
“ N ow , Sergeant, le t ’s be reasonable. 

I  haven ’ t the slightest in terest in  p o li
tics; i t  does not m atter to me w ho ad
m in isters th is station . B u t 1 have 
business on the M oon. I t  is e s sen tia l  
that I  get to the M oon. A  delay 
w ou ld  cost m illio n s !”

T h e  Sergeant stared at h im . “ N ow  
isn ’t that just too bad! You  know , 
b ro ther, I ’ve never had as m uch  as a 
thousand at one tim e in  m y life ; the 
thought of losing m illio n s  scares m e.” 
H is  m anner suddenly changed. “ Y o u  
stup id  je rk , have you ever thought 
w h at a bomb w ou ld  do to the roof 
of T y c h o  C ity ?  N ow  lin e  up , a l l of 
you, double file .”

Don listened to this w ith  d isqu iet. 
S t i l l , the Sergeant had not said any
th ing  about M ars. He got in to  lin e , 
bu t at the very  end. W h en  the ta il 
of the lin e  reached the door, he 
stopped. “ G et a move on, k id ,”  said 
the Sergeant.

“ I ’m  not going back to E a r th ,"  D on  
to ld  h im .

“ H u h ?”
" I ’m  headed for M ars in  the V a l

k y r ie .”
JJO h, I  see. Y o u  m ean you were— 

now you 're  headed back to E a rth  in  
the G lo r y  R o a d .”

D on  said  stubb orn ly : “ Lo o k ,
M iste r, I ’ve g o t  to get to M ars. M y 
parents are there ; they are expecting  
m e.”

T h e  Sergeant shook h is head. “ K id , 
I  feel sorry fo r you. I  re a lly  do. T h e  
V a lk y r ie  isn ’t going to M ars .”

"W h a t?”
“ She’s being recom m issioned as a 

c ru ise r of the H ig h  G u a rd . She’s go
ing  to Venus. So I  guess you had bet
ter go back to E a rth . I 'm  sorry you 
w on ’t be able to jo in  yo u r fo lks, but 
w ar is lik e  th a t.”

D on  breathed slow ly and forced 
h im se lf to count up  to ten. “ I ’m  not 
going back to E a rth . I ’l l  w a it righ t 
here u n t il a sh ip  does go to M ars .”

T h e  Sergeant sighed. “ I f  you do, 
you ’l l  have to ch in  yourse lf on a star 
w h ile  you w a it .”

“ H u h ? W h a t do you m ean?”  
“ Because,”  he said slow ly , “ a few  

m inu tes after we b last off, there w il l 
be noth ing  in  th is neighborhood but 
a n ice , pretty rad io active  cloud . W a n t 
to p lay a lead ing  rq le  in  a Geiger 
counter?”

C h a p t e r  S ix

T he Sign in the Sky

■ O N  could  not answer. H is  
sim ian  ancestors, beset w ith  
perils every m om ent of life , 
m ight have taken it  ca lm ly ; 
D on ’s soft life  had not pre

pared h im  fo r such  repeated blows. 
T h e  Sergeant w ent on : “ So it  had
better be the G lo r y  R o a d  fo r you , k id . 
T h a t ’s w hat yo u r parents w ou ld  w ant. 
G o  back and find you rse lf a n ice spot 
in  the cou n try ; the cities are lik e ly  to 
be u nhea lthy  fo r a w h ile .’’

D on  snapped ou t of it . “ I ’m not 
going back to E a rth ! I  don ’t belong 
there ; I ’m not a n ative  o f E a r th .”  

“ Eh ?  W h a t is you r c itizenship? 
N o t that it  m atters ; anybody who 
isn ’t a citizen  of V enus goes back in  
the G lo r y  R o a d .”

“ I ’m  a Fed eration  c it ize n ,”  D on  an
swered, “ bu t I  can c la im  Venus c it i
zensh ip .”

“ T h e  Fe d e ra tio n ,”  the Sergeant an
swered, “ has had a slum p in  its stock 
la te ly . B u t  w h at’s th is about Venus 
citizenship? Stow  the double-talk 
and le t ’s see you r papers.”

D on  passed them  over. Sergeant 
M cM asters looked first at h is b irth  
certificate , then stared at it . “ B o rn  in  
free fa ll!  I ’l l  be a cross-eyed p ilo t! 
Say, there a ren ’t m any lik e  you, are 
there?”

“ I  guess no t.”
“ B u t just w hat does that m ake you?” 
“ R ead  on dow n. M y m other was 

born on Venus. I ’m  Venus native- 
bo rn , by d e riva tio n .”

“ B u t  you r pop was born on E a r th .”  
“ I ’m  native-born there too.”
“ H u h ?  T h a t ’s s i l ly .”
“ T h a t ’s the la w .”
“ T h e re  are going to be some new 

laws. I  don ’t kno w  just w here you 
fit. See here—w here do you w an t to 
go? Venus or E a rth ? ”

“ I ’m  going to M ars ,”  D on  answered 
sim p ly .

T h e  Sergeant looked at h im  and 
handed back the papers. “ I t  beats 
me. A n d  I  can ’t get any sense out of 
you. I ’m going to re fer i t  on up. 
Com e along .”

H e  led D on  dow n a passageway 
and in to  a sm all com partm ent w h ich  
had been set u p  as an  orderly-room . 
T w o  other sold iers were there ; one 
was using a typer; the other was just 
sittin g . T h e  Sergeant stuck h is head 
in  and spoke to the one who was lo af
ing . “ H e y , M ik e —keep an eye on this

120

character. See that he doesn't steal 
the station .”  H e  tu rned  back to D on . 
“ G ive  me those papers again , k id .”  
H e  took them  and w ent away.

T h e  so ld ier addressed as M ike  
stared at D on , then pa id  no fu rth e r 
attention  to h im . D on  put his bags 
down and sat on them , i

A fte r several m inutes Sergeant Mc- 
M asters re tu rn ed , bu t ignored D on . 
“ W h o ’s got the cards?” he in q u ire d .

“ I  have .”
“ N ot your readers, M ike . W here  

are the honest cards?”
T h e  th ird  so ld ier closed the typer, 

reached in  a d raw er and pu lled  out a 
deck of cards. T h e  three sat down at 
the desk and M cM asters started to 
shuffle. H e  tu rned  to D on . Care  fo r 
a fr ie n d ly  game, k id ?”

“ O h , I  guess no t.”
“ Y o u ’l l  never learn  any cheaper.”  

T h e  sold iers played for h a lf  an hour 
or so w h ile  D on  kept quiet and 
thought. H e  forced h im se lf to believe 
that the Sergeant knew  w hat he was 
ta lk in g  about: he cou ld  not go to 
M ars in  the V a lk y r ie , because the V a l
k y r i e  was not going to M ars. He 
could  not w a it fo r a la te r sh ip , be
cause the station—this very room  he 
was s ittin g  in —was about to be blow n 
up.

W h a t d id  that leave? E a rth ?  No! 
H e  had no re latives on E a rth , none 
close enough to tu rn  to. W ith  D r. 
Jefferson dead or m issing , he had no 
o lder friends . Perhaps he could  
craw l back to the ran ch , ta il between 
h is legs—

No! H e  had outgrown that sk in  
and shed it . T h e  ran ch  school was 
no longer fo r h im .

D own in side  was another and 
stronger reason: the security police in 
N ew  Ch icago had m ade of h im  an 
a lie n : he w ou ld  not go back, because 
E a rth  was no longer h is.

H o b $ p n ’ s c h o i c e ,  he told h im se lf: 
i t ’ s g o t  to  b e  V en u s . I  ca n  fin d  p e o 
p l e  th e r e  I  u s ed  to  k n o w —o r  w h o  
k n o w  D a d  a n d  M o t h e r .  I ’ l l  s c r o u n g e  
a r o u n d  a n d  fin d  s o m e  ivay t o  g e t  fr o m  
th e r e  to  M a r s ; th a t ’ s b e s t . H is  m in d  
made up , he was alm ost content.

T h e  office phone called  out: “ Ser
geant M cM asters!”  T h e  Sergeant 
la id  down h is hand  and w ent to it, 
p u llin g  the privacy sh ie ld  in to  place. 
P resently he sw itched off and turned 
to Don. “ W e ll, k id , the O ld  M an  has 
settled yo u r status; you ’re £  ‘d isplaced 
person.’ ”

“ H u h ? ”
“ T h e  bottom  fe ll out fo r you when 

Venus became an independent re
p u b lic . Y o u  have no c itizensh ip  any
where. So the O ld  M an says to sh ip 
you back where you come fro m —back 
to E a r th .”

Don stood u p  and squared h is shou l
ders. “ I  w on ’t go.”



“ You w on ’t, eh?" M cM asters said 
m ild ly . “ W e ll, ju s t  s it  back down 
and be com fortab le . W h en  the tim e 
comes, we’l l  drag yo u ."  H e  started 
to deal the cards again.

D on  d id  not s it dow n. “ See here, 
I ’ve changed m y m in d . I f  I  can ’t get 
to M ars r ig h t away, then I ’l l  go to 
V enu s ."

M cM asters stopped dea ling  the 
cards and  tu rned . “ W h e n  Com m o
dore H ig g in s settles a p o in t, i t ’s set
tled . M ik e , take th is p rim a donna 
across and shove h im  in  w ith  the 
o ther ground-hogs."

“ B u t—"
M ike  stood u p . “ Com e on, yo u ."
D on  found h im se lf shoved in to  a 

room  packed w ith  in ju re d  feelings. 
T h e  E a rth lin g s  had no guards and no 
co lon ia ls in  w ith  them ; they were 
g iv in g  ven t free ly  to th e ir  op in ions 
about events, “ —outrage! W e  should  
b last every one o f th e ir settlem ents, 
leve l them  to the g ro un d !" “ —I  th in k  
we should  send a com m ittee to th is 
com m anding  officer of theirs and say 
to h im  firm ly—"  “ I  t o ld  you we 
shou ld n ’t have com e!" “ —Negotiate! 
T h a t ’s a sign of weakness." “ —D on 't 
you realize that the w ar is a lready 
over? M en , th is place isn ’t ju st a 
traffic depot; i t ’s the m ain  guided- 
m issile  contro l station . T h e y  can 
bom b every last c ity  on E a rth  from  
here, lik e  ducks on a po nd !"

D on  noticed the la st re m ark , p layed 
it  over in  h is m in d , le t it  s ink  in . H e  
was not used to th in k in g  in  term s of 
m ilita ry  tactics; u p  to th is  m om ent 
the significance o f a ra id  on C ircum - 
T e r r a  had been lost on h im . H e  had 
thought of it  in  pu re ly  personal term s, 
h is own convenience.

W o u ld  they actu a lly  go that far? 
Bom b the Fed eration  cities r ig h t off 
the map? Sure , the co lon ia ls had 
p lenty to be sore about, bu t— O f 
course, it  had happened lik e  that, 
once in  the past, bu t th at was h isto ry ; 
people were m ore c iv ilize d  now . 
W e re n ’t they?

H a r v e y ! D onald  H a rve y !"
Everyone  tu rned  at the ca ll. A  

Venus guardsm an was stand ing  in  
the com partm ent door, shouting  h is 
nam e. Don answered: “ H e re !"

“ Com e a long ."
D on  p icked  up h is bags and fo l

low ed h im  out in to  the passageway, 
w aited  w h ile  the so ld ier re locked  the 
door. “ W h ere  are you tak ing  m e?"

“ T h e  C . O . wants to see y o u ."  H e  
g lanced at D o n ’s baggage. “ N o  need 
to drag that stu ff."

“ U h , I  guess I ’d  better keep i t  w ith  
m e."

“ S u it yourse lf. B u t  don ’ t take it  
in to  the C . O .’s office." H e  took D on  
dow n tw o decks w here the “ g rav ity "  
was appreciab ly  greater, and stopped 
at a door guarded by a sentry. “ H e re ’s

the guy the O ld  M an  sent fo r ,"  he an 
nounced, “ —H a rv e y ."

“ G o  rig h t on in ."
D on  d id  so. T h e  room  was large 

and  o rnate ; it  had been the office of 
the hotel m anager. N o w  i t  was occu
p ied by a m an  in  u n ifo rm , a m an s t ill 
young , though h is h a ir  was shot w ith  
gray. H e  looked u p  as D o n  cam e in ; 
D o n  thought he looked  a le rt bu t tired . 
“ D o n a ld  H arve y?"

“ Yes s ir ."  D on  got out h is papers.
T h e  com m anding  officer brushed 

them  aside. “ I ’ve seen them . H arve y , 
you are a headache to m e. I  disposed 
of yo u r case once ."

D on  d id  not answ er; the other 
w ent on : “ N ow  it  appears th at I 
m ust reopen it . D o  you know  a 
V ene tian  nam ed—"  H e  w h istled  it.

“ S lig h tly ,"  D on  answered. “ W e 
shared a com partm ent in  the G lo r y  
R o a d .”

“ H m m . . . .  I  w onder i f  you p lanned 
it  that w ay?"

“ W h at?  H o w  cou ld  I? "
“ I t  cou ld  have been arranged—and 

it  w ou ld  not be the first tim e th at a 
young person has been used as a spy.”

Don tu rned  red . “ You  th in k  I  am  a 
spy, s ir?"

“ N o , it  is  ju st one o f the p o ssib ili
ties I  m ust consider. N o  m ilita ry  
com m ander enjoys p o lit ica l pressure 
being used on h im , H a rve y , b u t they 
a l l have to y ie ld  to u t . I ’ve yie lded . 
Y o u  a ren ’ t going back to E a r th ; you 
are going to V e n u s ."  H e  stood up. 
“ B u t let me w arn  you ; i f  you are a 
r in g e r w ho has been p lanted  on me, 
a ll the dragons on V enus w on ’t save 
yo u r sk in ? ’ H e  tu rned  to a sh ip ’s 
phone, punched its  keys, and w a ited ; 
presently ' he sa id : “ T e l l  h im  h is
frien d  is here and  th at I ’ve taken care 
o f the m atte r.”  H e  tu rned  back to 
D o n . “ T a k e  it ."

Sh o rtly  D on  heard  a w arm  Cockney 
vo ice : “ D on , m y dear boy, are you
there?”

“ Yes, S ir  Isaac .”
T h e  dragon sh rille d  re lie f . “ W h en  

I  in q u ire d  about you , I  found  some 
preposterous in te n tio n  of sh ipp ing  
you back to that d read fu l place we 
ju s t q u itted . I  to ld  them  that a m is
take had been m ade. I ’m a fra id  I 
had to be q u ite  f irm  about it . Sh ucks!"

“ I t ’s a l l fixed u p  now , S ir  Isaac. 
T h a n k s ."

“ N o t at a l l ;  I  am  s t ill in  yo u r debt. 
Com e to v is it  m e w hen  i t  is  possible. 
Y o u  w il l ,  w on ’t you?”

“ O h , su re !"
“ T h a n k  you and cheerio!* Sh ucks."
D on  tu rned  aw ay from  the phone, 

to find  the task-force com m ander 
studying  h im  q u izz ica lly . “ D o  you 
know  w ho you r fr ie n d  is?"

“ W h o  he is?" D on  w h istled  the 
V e n e rian  nam e, then added: “ H e
calls h im se lf S ir  Isaac N ew to n ."

“ T h a t ’s a l l  you know ?"
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“ I  guess so.”
“ M m m —”  H e  paused, then went 

on : “ Y o u  m ig h t as w e ll kn o w  w hat 
in fluenced  me. ‘S ir  Isaac ,’ as you ca ll 
h im , traces h is ancestry d ire c tly  back 
to the O r ig in a l Egg , placed in  the m ud 
o f V enus on the day o f C rea tio n . So 
th at’s w hy I ’m  stuck w ith  you. 
—O rd e rly !”

D o n  le t h im se lf be led aw ay w ith 
out saying a  w ord . Fe w  i f  any  E a r th 
lings have been converted to the 
d om in an t re lig io n  o f V e n u s ; i t  is not 
a proselyting  fa ith . B u t  none laugh 
at i t ;  a l l take it  seriously . A  te rrestria l 
on Venus m ay not be lieve  in  the 
D iv in e  Egg  and a l l  that th at im p lies ; 
but he finds it  m ore profitab le—and 
m u c h  safer—to speak resp ectfu lly  o f it .

S ir  Isaac a C h ild  o f the Egg! Don 
fe lt the sheepish awe th at is lik e ly  to 
str ike  even the most hard-boiled  demo
cra t w hen he firs t comes in  contact 
w ith  established ro ya lty . W h y , he 
had been ta lk in g  to h im , ju st as i f  he 
were any o ld  dragon—say, one that 
sold vegetables in  the c ity  m arket.

Sh o rtly  he began to th in k  o f it  in  
m ore p ractica l ways. I f  anyone could  
w angle a w ay fo r h im  to get to M ars, 
S ir  Isaac was probab ly  ju st the b ird  
who could  do it . H e  tu rned  it  over in  
h is m in d —he’d get home yet!

B u t  D on  d id  not get to 'see his 
V enerian  fr ie n d  a t once. H e  was 
herded in to  the N a u t i lu s  a long  w ith  
Venus-bound passengers from  the 
G lo r y  R o a d  and a  h an d fu l o f techn i
cians from  C irc u m -T e rra  whose lo ya l
ties lay  w ith  V enus ra th e r than  w ith  
E a r th . B y  the tim e he discovered 
that S ir  Isaac had been transsh ipped 
to the V a lk y r ie , it  was too la te  to do 
anyth ing  about it .

T h e  flag o l the task-force com m and
er, H ig h  Com m odore H ig g in s , was 
sh ifted  from  C irc u m -T e rra  back to 
the N a u t i lu s , and  H igg in s m oved at 
once to ca rry  ou t the rest of the c o u p .  
T h e  storm ing  o f C irc u m -T e rra  had 
beep m anaged alm ost w ith o u t b lood
shed; it  had depended on tim in g  and 
su rprise . N ow  the rest o f the opera
tion  m ust be com pleted before any 
d islocation  in  sh ip  schedules w ou ld  
be noticed on E a rth .

T h e  N a u t i lu s  and the V a lk y r ie  had 
a lready been prepared fo r th e ir  long 
ju m p s ; the S p r in g  T id e 's  crew  was re
m oved , to be sent to E a rth  and a  crew  
supp lied  from  the task fo rce ; she her
se lf was fueled and provisioned  for 
deep space. A lth o u g h  designed for 
the short ju m p  to L u n a , she was q u ite  
capable of m ak in g  the t r ip  to Venus. 
Space trave l is n o t a m atter of d is
tance but o f g ravity-potentia l leve ls; 
the ju m p  from  C irc u m -T e rra  to Venus 
req u ired  less expen d itu re  o f energy 
than  d id  the te rrib le  business o f fight
in g  u p  through E a rth 's  fie ld  from  N ew  
Ch icago  to C irc u m -T e rra .



A s  s o o n  a s t h e  N au tilu s  h a d  p a r k e d ,  t h e  s h u t t l e s  b e g a n  to  sw a rm  u p  t o  h e r .

T h e  S p r in g  T i d e  shoved off in  a 
le isu re ly , econom ica l parabo la ; she 
w ou ld  m ake the t r ip  to Venus in  free 
fa ll a l l  the w ay. T h e  V a lk y r ie  b lasted 
aw ay to shape a fast, alm ost flat, hy
perbo lo id  o rb it ; she w ou ld  a rr ive  as 
soon o r sooner than  the N a u tilu s .  
T h e  N a u t i lu s  was la st to leave, fo r 
H ig h  Com m odore H igg in s had one 
m ore th ing  to do before destroying 
the station—a te levision  broadcast on 
a globe-wide netw ork .

A l l  g lobal broadcasts o rig inated  in , 
o r were re layed  th rough , the com 
m unications center of C ircu m -T e rra . 
S ince the N a u ti lu s  had touched in  at 
C irc u m -T e rra , a cosm ic T ro ja n  horse, 
the reg u la r broadcasts had been a l
low ed to continue u n in te rrup ted . T h e  
Com m odore’s G-6 staff officer (p ropa
ganda and  nerve w arfa re ) p icked  as 
the tim e fo r the Com m odore’s an
nouncem ent to E a r th  of the c o u p  the 
tim e o rd in a r ily  g iven  over to “ Steve 
B ro d ie  Says” : the most w id e ly  heard  
g lobal news com m entator. M r. B ro 
die im m ed ia te ly  fo llow ed  the im 
m ensely p o p u la r " K a ll ik a k  Fa m ily "  
se ria l d ram a, an  added advantage 
audience-wise.

T h e  G lo r y  R o a d  had been allow ed 
at last to b last off fo r E a r th  w ith  her 
load of refugees, bu t w ith  her rad ios 
w recked. T h e  N a u ti lu s  la y  off in  
space, a h un dred  m iles outside, hang
ing  in  a p a rk in g  o rb it , w a itin g . In 
side the space station , now u tte rly  de
vo id  of life , the te levision  center con
tinued its functio ns unattended . T h e  
Com m odore’s speech had a lready been 
canned ; its tape was threaded in to  
the program m er, and it  w ou ld  start as 
soon as the throb show was over.

D on  w atched it  from  a recreation  
lounge on the lin e r  along w ith  a h u n 

dred-odd other c iv il ia n s . A l l  eyes 
were on a big  te lev ision  tank  set in  the 
end of the com partm ent. A  m on ito r
ing  beam , ju ry-rigged  fo r the purpose, 
brought the cast fro m  C irc u m -T e rra  
to the N a u ti lu s , and  the rad io  w atch 
in  the sh ip  was passing it  on th rough
out the sh ip  so th a t the passengers 
and crew  m ight see and hear it .

A s the day’s se ria l episode closed, 
C e le s t e  K a ll ik a k  had been arrested 
for suspected husband m u rder, B u d d y  
K a ll ik a k  was s t i l l  in  the h osp ita l and 
not expected to liv e , F a th e r  K a ll ik a k  
was s t i l l  m issing , and  M a w  K a ll ik a k  
was herse lf suspected of cheating  on 
ra tio n  stamps—b u t she was facing  it  
a l l b rave ly , serene in  her knowledge 
that o n ly  the good d ie young . A fte r 
the usua l com m ercia l p lug  (“ T h e  
O n ly  Soap w ith  G u aran teed  V ita m in  
C o nten t fo r greater V ita c ity !” ) the 
tank  faded in to  Steve B ro d ie ’s trade
m ark , a rocket t ra i l condensing in to  
h is features w h ile  a voice boomed, 
“ Steve B ro d ie , w ith  tom orrow ’s news 
t o d a y ! "

I t  cu t suddenly ; the tan k  w ent 
em pty and a vo ice sa id : “ W e  in te r
ru p t th is broadcast to b rin g  you a 
special news flash .”  T h e  tan k  filled  
again , th is tim e w ith  the features of 
Com m odore H igg in s.

H is  face lacked  the synthetic sm ile 
ob ligato ry fo r a l l  w ho  speak in  p u b lic  
telecast; h is m an ner and vo ice were 
g rim . “ I  am  H ig h  Com m odore H ig 
g ins, com m anding  T a s k  Fo rce  E m a n 
cipation  of the H ig h  G u a rd , Venus 
R e p u b lic . T h e  H ig h  G u a rd  has 
seized E a r th ’s sa te llite  station  C ircum - 
T e r ra . W e  now have a l l of E a r th ’s 
c ities u tte rly  at o u r m ercy .”

H e  paused to le t i t  s in k  in . D on  
thought i t  over an d  d id  not lik e  the
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thought. Everyb ody knew  that C i r 
cu m -Terra  carried  enough A-bom b 
rockets to sm ear any force o r com 
b in a tio n  of forces that cou ld  be raised 
to oppose the Fed eration . T h e  exact 
num ber of rocket bombs carried  was 
a m ilita ry  secret, va rio u s ly  estim ated 
between two hundred  and a thousand. 
A  ru m o r had spread through the c iv i
lian s  in  the N a u t i lu s  that the H ig h  
G u a rd  had found  seven hundred  and 
th irty-tw o bombs ready to go, w ith  
com ponent parts fo r m any m ore, plus 
enough d euterium  and  tr it iu m  to 
m ake up about a dozen he ll bombs.

W h eth e r the ru m o r was true o r not, 
C irc u m -T e rra  ce rta in ly  held enough 
bombs to tu rn  the T e r ra n  Federa
tion  in to  a rad io active  abatto ir. N o 
doubt w ith  so m uch  underground , 
m any in h ab itan ts  of cities w ou ld  su r
v ive ; bu t any c ity , once bom bed, 
w ou ld  have to be abandoned; the 
m ilita ry  effect w ou ld  be the same. 
A n d  m any w ou ld  d ie. H o w  m any? 
Fo rty  m illio n s? F if ty  m illio n s?  D on  
d id  not know .

T he Com m odore w ent on : “ M e rc i
fu l ly , we stay ou r hand . E a r th ’s 
cities w il l not be bom bed. T h e  free 
citizens of Venus R e p u b lic  have no 
w ish  to slaughter th e ir cousins s t i l l  
on T e r ra . O u r on ly  purpose is to 
estab lish  ou r own independence, to 
m anage ou r ow n affa irs , to th row  off 
the crush ing  yoke of absentee ow ner
sh ip  and of taxation  w ith o u t rep re
sentation  w h ich  has bled us poor.

“ In  so do ing , in  so tak ing  ou r stand 
as free m en, we c a ll on a ll oppressed 
and  im poverished  nations everywhere 
to fo llow  ou r lead, accept ou r help . 
L o o k  up in to  the sky! Sw im m ing  
there above you is the very station



from  w h ich  I now address you. T h e  
fa t and stup id  ru le rs of the Federa
tion  have made of C irc u m -T e rra  an 
overseer’s w h ip . T h e  threat of this 
m ilita ry  base in  the sky has protected 
th e ir em pire from  the ju st w ra th  of 
th e ir v ictim s for m ore than five score 
years.

"W e  now crush it .
“ In  a m atter of m inutes th is scandal 

in  the clean skies, th is pistol pointed 
at the heads of men everyw here on 
you r p lanet, w il l  cease to ex ist. Step 
out of doors, w atch  the sky. W atch  a 
new sun blaze b rie fly , and know  that 
its lig h t is the lig h t of L ib e rty  in v it in g  
a l l E a rth  to free itse lf.

"Sub ject peoples of E a rth , we free 
m en of the free R e p u b lic  of Venus 
sa lute you w ith  that s ign !”

T h e  Com m odore continued  to sit 
and gaze steadily in to  the eyes o f each 
o f h is colossal audience w h ile  the 
h eart-lifting  beat of M o r n i n g  S ta r o f  
H o p e  fo llow ed h is words. D on  d id  
not recognize the anthem  of the new 
n atio n , but he cou ld  not he lp  bu t feel 
its surging prom ise.

Suddenly the tank  w ent dead, and 
at the same in stan t there was a flash 
of lig h t so intense that it  leaked 
through the shuttered ports and tor
m ented the op tic nerve. D on  was 
s t ill shaking  h is head from  it  when 
over the sh ip ’s announcing  system 
came the c a ll: “ Safe to unsh u tte r!”

A  petty officer stationed at the com 
partm ent’s view  port was already 
c ran k in g  the m etal sh ie ld  out of the 
w ay ; D on  crowded in  and looked.

A  second sun blazed w h ite  and 
swelled v is ib ly  as he watched. W h a t 
on E a rth  tvould have been—so m any 
te rrib le  times h a d  b e e n —a c lim b ing  
m ushroom  cloud was here in  open 
space a perfect geom etrica l sphere, 
grow ing u nb e lievab ly . I t  swelled s t ill 
la rger, d ropp ing  from  lim e lig h t w h ite  
to s ilve ry  v io le t and became blotched 
w ith  pu rp le , red and flam e. A nd  s till 
it  grew , u n til it  b lanked out E a rth  
floating beyond it .

A t  the tim e it  was transform ed into 
a rad ioactive  cosmic cloud C ircum - 
T e r r a  had been passing over, or op
posite, the N o rth  A tla n t ic ; the swollen 
incandescent cloud was v is ib le  to most 
of the hab itab le  portions of the globe, 
a b u rn in g  sym bol in  the sky.

C h a p t e r  S e v e n

Detour

IM M E D IA T E L Y  after the de
struction  of C ircu m -T e rra , 
the sh ip ’s w arn ing  signal 
how led and loud-speakers bel
lowed, o rdering  a ll hands to 

acceleration  stations. T h e  N a u tilu s  
blasted aw ay, shaping her o rb it for 
the w eary tr ip  to Venus. W hen  she 
was u p  to speed, and sp in  had been

placed on her to p e rm it sure footing , 
the contro l room  secured from  blast 
stations. D on  unstrapped  and h u r
ried  to the rad io  room . T w ic e  he 
had to argue to get past sentries.

H e  found the door open; everyone 
inside seemed busy and pa id  h im  no 
attention . H e  hesitated , then stepped 
inside . A  long hand  reached out and 
grabbed h im  by the scruff. "H e y ! 
W h ere  the deuce do you th in k  you ’re 
going?”

D on answered h u m b ly , “ I  ju st w ant 
to send a message.”

“ Y o u  do, eh? W h a t do you th in k  
of that, C h arley?”  H is  captor ap
pealed to a so ld ier who was bending 
over a rig .

T h e  second so ld ier pushed one ear
phone up . “ Lo o ks lik e  a saba-toor. 
P rob ab ly  an A-bom b in  each pocket.”  

A n  officer wandered out of an in 
ner room . “ W h a t goes on here?”  

“ Sneaked in , s ir . Says he wants to 
send a message.”

T h e  officer looked Don up and 
dow n. “ So rry , N o  can do. R a d io  
s ilence .”

“ B u t ,”  D on  answered desperately, 
" I ’ve ju st g o t  to.”  Q u ick ly  he e x 
p la ined  h is pred icam ent. “ I ’ve got 
to let them  know  w here I  am , s ir .”  

T h e  officer shook his head. “ W e 
co u ld n ’t raise M ars even if  we were 
not in  rad io  s ilence .”

“ N o s ir , bu t you cou ld  beam L u n a , 
fo r re lay to M ars .”

“ Yes, I  suppose we cou ld—bu t we 
w on ’t. See here, young fe llow ; I ’m 
sorry about your troub les, bu t there 
is no po ssib ility , s im p ly  none at a ll, 
that the com m anding  officer w il l  per
m it silence to be broken  for any rea
son, even one m uch m ore im portan t 
than yours. T h e  safety o f the sh ip  
comes firs t.”

D on  thought about it . “ I suppose 
so,”  he agreed fo r lo rn ly .

"H o w e ve r, 1 w o u ld n ’t w orry too 
m uch. Y o u r parents w il l find out 
w here you a re .”

"H u h ?  1 don ’t see how. T h e y  
th in k  I ’m  headed for M ars .”

“ N o , they don ’t—or w on 't shortly . 
T h e re  is no secret now about w hat 
has happened ; the whole system 
know s it . T h e y  can find out that 
you got as fa r as C irc u m -T e rra ; they 
can find out that the G lo r y  R o a d  d id 
not fetch you back. B y  e lim in a tio n , 
you m ust be on yo u r way to Venus. I 
im agine that they are query ing  In te r
planet about you rig h t now .”

T h e  officer tu rned  away and sa id : 
" W ilk in s , pa in t a sign for the door 
saying, ‘ R a d i o  S i l e n c e —N o  M essa g e s  
A c c e p t e d . ’  W e  d o n ’t w an t every c i
v i l ia n  in  the sh ip  barg ing  in  here try 
ing  to send greetings to A u n t H a tt ie .”  

D on  bunked  in  a third-class com
partm ent w ith  three dozen m en and 
a few boys. Some passengers w ho had 
pa id  fo r better accom m odations corn-
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p la ined . Don h im se lf had had first- 
class passage booked—for the V a lk y r ie  
and M ars—but he was g lad  that he 
had not been s illy  enough to object 
w hen he saw the d isg runtled  re tu rn 
ing  w ith  th e ir ta ils between the ir 
legs. First-class accom m odations, up 
fo rw ard , were occupied by the H ig h  
G u a rd .

H is  couch was com fortab le enough; 
and a space voyage, d u ll u nder any 
circum stances, is less d u ll in  the noise 
and gossip of a bunkroom  than  it  is 
in  the q u ie t of a first-class stateroom . 
D u rin g  the first week out, the senior 
surgeon announced that any who 
w ished could  a va il themselves o f cold- 
sleep. W ith in  a day or two the bunk- 
room  was h a lf  deserted, the m issing 
passengers hav in g  been drugged and 
ch ille d  and stowed in  sleep tanks aft, 
there to dream  aw ay the weeks ahead.

D on  d id  not take cold-sleep. H e  
listened to a bunkroom  discussion, 
fu l l of h a lf  facts, as to w hether o r not 
cold-sleep counted against a m an ’s 
life tim e . “ Lo o k  at it  th is w ay ,”  one 
passenger pontificated : “ Y o u ’ve got
so long to liv e —right? I t ’s b u ilt  in to  
your genes; b a rrin g  accidents, you live  
just that long. B u t  when they pu t you 
in  the freezer, you r body slows down. 
Y o u r clock stops, so to speak. T h a t  
tim e doesn't count against you. I f  
you had eighty years com ing to you, 
now you ’ve got eighty years p lus three 
m onths, o r w hatever. So I ’m  tak ing  
i t .”

“ You  cou ld n ’t be w ronger,”  he was 
answered. “ M qre w rong, I  mean. 
W h a t you’ve done is chop three 
m onths r ig h t out of you r life . Not 
fo r m e!”

“ Y o u ’re crazy. I ’m  tak ing  i t .”
"S u it  yourse lf. A nd  another th ing —”  

T h e  passenger who opposed it  leaned 
fo rw ard  and spoke co n fid en tia lly , so 
that on ly  the entire  bunkroom  could  
hear. “ T h e y  say that the boys w ith  
the bars up  fro n t question  you why 
w h ile  you are going und er. You  
know  why? Because the Com m odore 
th in ks that s p ie s  s lipped aboard  at 
C irc u m -T e rra .”

Don d id  not care w h ich  one was 
rig h t. H e  was too m uch  a live  to 
re lish  d e liberate ly  “ dying”  for- a tim e 
sim p ly to save the boredom  of a long 
trip . B u t  the last com m ent startled  
h im . Spies? W as it  possible that the 
L B . I .  had agents r ig h t under the noses 
of the H ig h  G u ard ? Y e t the l .B . I .  
was supposed to be able to s lip  in  
anyw here . H e  looked around  at his 
fe llow  passengers, w ondering  w h ich  
one m ight be trave ling  u nder a false 
id en tity .

H e  put i t  out of h is m in d —at least 
the I .B . I .  was no longer interested 
in  h im .

H a d  D on  not know n that he was in  
the N a u t i lu s  headed for Venus, he



m ight w e ll have im agined  h im se lf in  
the V a lk y r ie  headed fo r M ars . T h e  
sh ips were o f the same class, and  one 
piece of em pty space looks lik e  an 
other. T h e  Sun  grew  d a ily  a lit t le  
la rger ra th e r than sm alle r—b u t one 
does not look d irectly  at the Su n , not 
even from  M ars. T h e  sh ip ’s rou tine  
fo llow ed the same G reen w ich  day kept 
by any l in e r  in  space; breakfast came 
sharp  on the b e ll; the sh ip ’s position 
was announced  each “ n o o n ;”  the 
lights were d im m ed at “ n ig h t.”

E ve n  the presence o f sold iers in  the 
sh ip  was not conspicuous. T h e y  kept 
to th e ir ow n quarters fo rw ard , and 
c iv il ia n s  were n o t a llow ed there ex
cept on business. T h e  sh ip  was forty- 
tw o days out before D o n  again had 
any reason to go fo rw ard —to get a cu t 
finger dressed in  s ick  bay. O n  h is way 
a ft , he fe lt a  hand  on h is shou lder and 
tu rned .

H e  recognized Sergeant M cM asters. 
T h e  Sergeant was w earing  the star 
of a master-at-arms, a sh ip ’s police
m an . “ W h a t are you do ing ,”  he de
m anded, “ sk u lk in g  around  here?”

D on held  up h is damaged d ig it. 
“ I  wasn’t sk u lk in g ; I  was getting th is 
attended to .”

IV IcMasters looked at it. “ M ashed 
you r finger, eh? W e ll, you ’re  in  the 
wrong passageway. T h is  leads to the 
bom b room , not to passengers’ q u a r
ters. Say, I ’ve seen you before, haven ’t 
I ? ”

“ Su re .”
“ I  rem em ber. Y o u ’re the lad  who 

thought he was going to M ars .”
“ I 'm  s t i l l  going to M ars .”
“ So? Y o u  seem to favo r the long 

way around—by about a hundred  m il
lio n  m iles. Speaking  of the long way 
aro und , you haven ’t exp la in ed  w hy I  
find  you headed toward the bomb 
room .”

D on fe lt h im se lf getting red . “ I  
don ’t know  w here the bom b room  is. 
I f  I ’m  in  the wrong passage, show me 
the r ig h t one.”

“ Com e w ith  m e.”  T h e  Sergeant 
led h im  dow n two decks w here the 
sp in  o f the sh ip  m ade them  s lig htly  
heavier and conducted D on  in to  an 
office. “ S it  dow n. T h e  d uty  officer 
w il l be a long .”

D on  rem ained  stand ing . “ I  don’ t 
w an t to see the d uty  officer. I  w an t 
to go back to m y b u n kro o m .”

“ S it  dow n, I  said . I  rem em ber you r 
case. M aybe you were ju s t  tu rned  
aro und , but cou ld  be you took the 
w rong tu rn  on purpose.”

D on  sw allow ed h is annoyance and 
sat. “ N o  offense,”  said  M cM asters. 
“ H o w  about a slug  o f solvent?”  H e  
w ent to a  coffee w arm er and poured 
tw o cups.

D o n  hesitated , then accepted one. 
I t  was the V enerian  bean, b lack and 
b itte r and very  strong. D on  found

h im se lf beg inn ing  to lik e  M cM asters. 
T h e  Sergeant sipped  h is , g rim aced , 
then sa id : “ Y o u  m ust be bo rn  lu cky . 
Y o u  ought to be a  corpse by now .”  

“ H u h ?”
“ Y o u  were scheduled to go back in  

the G lo r y  R o a d , w eren 't you? W e ll? ”  
“ I  don ’t track  yo u .”
“ D id n ’ t the news filte r aft? T h e  

G lo r y  d id n 't m ake i t .”
“ H u h ?  Crashed?”
“ H a rd ly ! T h e  Fed era tion  ground

hogs got ju m p y  and  blasted her out 
o f the sky. C o u ld n 't  ra ise h er, and 
figured she was booby-trapped, I  guess. 
A nyhow  they blasted h e r.”

“ O h - ”
“ W h ic h  is w hy I  say you were born 

lu cky , seeing as how  you were sup
posed to go back in  h e r.”

“ B u t I  wasn’t. I ’m headed fo r 
M ars .”

M cM asters stared at h im , then 
laughed . “ B o y , have you got a one- 
track  m in d ! Y o u ’re  as bad as a ‘move- 
over.’ ”

“ M aybe so, b u t I ’m  s t i l l  going to 
M ars .”

T h e  Sergeant pu t dow n h is cup . 
“ W h y  don ’t you w ise up? T h is  w ar is 
going to last m aybe ten o r fifteen 
years. Chances are  there w on 't be a 
scheduled sh ip  to M ars in  that tim e .”  

“ W e ll—I ’l l  m ake it ,  somehow. B u t 
w hy do you figure i t  w i l l  la st so long?”  

M cM asters stopped to lig h t up. 
“ Stud ied  any h isto ry?”

“ Som e.”
“ Rem em ber how  the A m erican  

colonies got loose from  Eng land? 
T h e y  fooled a long for e ight years, 
fighting  ju s t now and  then—yet En g 
lan d  was so strong that she should 
have been ab le to lic k  the colonies 
any week-end. W h y  d id n ’ t she?”

D on d id  not kn o w . “ W e ll ,”  M c
M asters answered, “ you m ay not be a 
student o f h isto ry , b u t Com m odore 
H igg ins is. H e  p lanned  th is strike . 
A sk  h im  about any reb e llio n  that ever 
happened ; he’l l  te ll you w hy it  suc
ceeded, o r w hy i t  fa ile d . E n g lan d  
d id n ’t l ic k  the colonies because she 
was up to her ears in  bigger wars 
elsewhere. T h e  A m e rican  reb e llion  
was ju s t  a ‘po lice  action ’—not im 
po rtan t. B u t  she co u ld n ’t g ive proper 
attention  to i t ;  a fte r a w h ile  it  got to 
be ju st too expensive and too m uch 
troub le , so E n g la n d  gave u p  and recog
n ized th e ir independence.”

“ You  figure th is the same way?”  
“ Ŷ es—because Com m odore H igg ins 

gave it  a shove in  the r ig h t d irection . 
F ig u re d  on fo rm , the V enus R e p u b lic  
can ’t w in  against the Federation . 
M in d  you , I ’m  ju s t  as p a trio t ic  as the 
n ext—bu t I  can face facts. Venus 
hasn’ t a fractio n  o f the popu lation  of 
the Fed era tion , n o r one per cent of 
its w ea lth . V enu s c a n 't  w in —unless 
the Fed eration  is  too busy to fight. 
W h ic h  i t  is , o r w i l l  be soon.”

D on  thought about it . “ I  guess I ’m 
stu p id .”

“ D id n ’t you grasp the significance 
o f b low ing  u p  C ircu m -T e rra ?  In  one 
ra id  the Com m odore had E a r th  ab
so lute ly  helpless. H e  cou ld  have 
bom bed any o r a l l  o f T e r ra 's  cities. 
B u t  w hat good w ou ld  that have done? 
I t  w ou ld  s im p ly  have got the whole 
globe sore at us. A s it  is , we’ve got 
two-th irds of the peoples of E a rth  
cheering fo r us. N o t on ly  cheering, 
b u t fee ling  fr is ky  and ready to rebel 
themselves, now  that C ircu m -T e rra  
isn ’ t s ittin g  u p  there in  the sky, ready 
to 'la u n c h  bombs at the first sign of 
unrest. I t  w il l  take the Federation  
years to pacify  the associate nations— 
if  ever. O h , the Com m odore is a sly 
one!”  M cM asters g lanced up. “  'Ten - 
sh u n !”  he ca lled  out, and got to h is 
feet.

A  lieutenant of the H ig h  G u ard  
was in  the doorw ay. H e  sa id : “ T h a t  
was a ve ry  in teresting  lecture , P ro 
fessor, bu t you should  save it  fo r the 
classroom .”

“ N ot ‘professor,’ L ie u te n a n t ,”  M c
M asters sa id  earnestly. “ ‘Sergeant,’ 
i f  you please.”

“ V e ry  w e ll, Sergeant—bu t don’t re
ve rt to type.”  H e  tu rned  to D on . 
“ W h o  is th is , and w hy is he loafing 
here?”

“ W a it in g  for you, s ir .”  M cM asters 
exp la in ed  the circum stances.

“ I  see,”  answered the duty officer. 
H e  said to D o n : “ D o  you w aive  your 
r ig h t not to testify against yourse lf?”

D on  looked puzzled . “ H e  m eans,”  
exp la in ed  M cM asters, “ do we try the 
g im m ick  on you , or w ou ld  you ra th e r 
f in ish  the t r ip  in  the brig?”

“ T h e  g im m ick?”
“ Lie-detecto r.”
“ O h . G o  ahead. I 'v e  got nothing  

to h id e .”
“ W ish  1 cou ld  say as m uch . S it 

down over here .”  M cM asters opened 
a cupboard , fitted electrodes to D on ’s 
head and a b ladder gauge to his fore
arm . “ N o w ,”  he sa id , “ te ll me the 
rea l reason w hy you were sku lk in g  
around the bomb room !”

D on stuck to h is story. M cM asters 
asked m ore questions w h ile  the lie u 
tenant watched a “ w igg le”  scope 
back of D o n ’s head. Presently lie 
sa id : “ T h a t ’s a l l ,  Sergeant. Chase 
h im  back w here he belongs.”

“ R ig h t , s ir . Com e along .”  T h e y  
le ft the room  together. O nce ou t of 
earshot, M cM asters con tin ued : “ A s I  
was saying w hen we were so crudely  
in te rru p ted , th at is  w hy you can ex
pect a long w ar. T h e  ‘status’ w il l 
stay ‘quo ’ w h ile  the Federation  is 
busy at hom e w ith  in su rrections and 
c iv il d isorder. F ro m  tim e to tim e 
they’l l  send a boy to do a m an ’s jo b ; 
we’l l  g ive the boy lum ps and send 
h im  home. A fte r a few  years o f that,
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the Fed eration  w ii 1 decide that we 
are costing m ore than we are  w o rth  
and  w il l  recognize us as a  free n ation . 
In  the m eantim e there w i l l  be no 
sh ips ru n n in g  to M ars. T o o  b ad !"

“ I ’l l  get there ,”  D on  insisted .
“ Y o u ’l l  have to w a lk .”
T h e y  reached G  deck. D on  looked 

a ro und  and sa id : “ I  kno w  m y way 
fro m  here. I  m ust have gone down a 
deck too m an y .”

“ T w o  decks,”  M cM asters corrected, 
“ b u t I ’ l l  go w ith  you u n t i l you are 
back  w here you  belong. T h e re  is one 
w ay you m ig h t get to M ars—probab ly 
the on ly  w ay .”

“ H u h ?  H ow ? T e l l  me how?”
“ F ig u re  it  out. T h e re  w on ’t be 

any  passenger ru n s , not t i l l  the w ar is 
over, b u t it  is a dead c inch  that both 
the Federation  and the R e p u b lic  w il l  
send task forces to M ars even tua lly , 
each try ing  to preem pt the fac ilit ie s  
there fo r the home team. I f  I  were 
you , I ’d en list in  the H ig h  G u a rd . 
N o t the M id d le  G u a rd , not the 
G ro u n d  Forces—but the H ig h  G u a rd .”

D on  thought about it . “ B u t  I  
w o u ld n ’t stand m uch chance o f get
ting  to go along—w ould  I? ”

“ K n o w  anyth ing  about barracks 
po litics? G e t yourse lf a job as a c le rk . 
I f  you ’ve any s k il l at k issing  the 
proper foot, a c le rk ’s job w il l  keep you 
around M a in  Base. Y o u ’l l  be close 
to the ru m o r factory , and you ’l l  kno w  
w hen  they f in a lly  get a ro und  to send
in g  a sh ip  to M ars. K iss  the proper 
foot again and put you rse lf on the 
roster. T h a t ’s the on ly  w ay you are 
lik e ly  to get to M ars. . . . H e re ’s you r 
door. M in d  you don ’t get lost up  
fo rw ard  ag a in .”

D o n  tu rned  M cM asters’ words over 
in  h is m in d  fo r the n e xt several days. 
H e  had clung  stubborn ly  to the idea 
th at, w hen he got to V enus, he w ou ld  
find  some way to w angle passage to 
M ars . M cM asters forced h im  to re
group h is thoughts. I t  was a l l very 
w e ll to ta lk  about getting in  some sh ip  
headed fo r M ars—som ehow, lega lly  or 
ille g a lly , pa id  passenger, crew  m em 
ber, o r stowaway. B u t  suppose there 
were no sh ips heading fo r M ars? A  
lost dog m ight beat h is w ay back to 
h is m aster—but a m an  cou ld  not 
trave l a sing le m ile  in  em pty space 
w ith o u t a sh ip . A  to ta l im possi
b ility —

B ut th at notion  o f jo in in g  the 
H ig h  G u ard ? I t  seemed a  d rastic  so
lu t io n  even i f  it  w ou ld  w o rk , and—li t 
tle  as D on  knew  about the w ork ings of 
m ilita ry  o rgan ization—he he ld  a d a rk  
suspicion that the Sergeant had  over
sim p lified  th ings. U s in g  the H ig h  
G u a rd  to get to M ars m ig h t prove as 
unsatisfactory as try ing  to h itch-h ike  
on a Kansas tw ister.

O n  the other hand , he was at the 
age at w h ich  the idea o f m ilita ry

service was g lam orous in  itse lf. H a d  
h is feelings about V enus been ju st a 
touch stronger, he cou ld  easily  have 
persuaded h im se lf th at it  was h is duty 
to th row  in  w ith  the colonists and 
sign u p , w hether i t  got h im  to M ars 
o r not.

E n lis t in g  he ld  another attractio n : 
it  w ou ld  g ive pattern  to his life . H e  
was beg inn ing  to feel the basic, gnaw 
ing  tragedy of the w artim e d isp laced 
person—the loss of roots. M an  needs 
freedom , bu t few  m en are so strong 
as to be happy w ith  com plete free
dom . A  m an needs to be pa rt o f a 
group, w ith  accepted and respected 
re latio nsh ip s. Some m en jo in  foreign 
legions fo r ad ven ture ; s t i l l  m ore 
swear on a b it of paper in  order to 
acq u ire  a fram ew ork  of duties and 
ob ligations, customs and  taboos, a 
tim e to w ork and a tim e to lo a f, a 
com rade to d ispute w ith  and a ser
geant, to bate—in  short, to b e lo n g .

Don was as “ d isp laced”  as any w an
derer in  h isto ry ; he had  not even a 
p lanet of h is ow n. H e  was not con
scious o f h is s p ir itu a l need—b u t he 
took to staring  at the sold iers o f the 
H ig h  G u a rd  w hen  lie  ra n  across them , 
im ag in ing  w hat i t  w ou ld  be lik e  to 
w ear that u n ifo rm .

T h e  N a u t i lu s  d id  not la n d ; no r 
d id  she tie up  to a space station . In 
stead her speed was reduced as she 
approached the p lan et, so that she 
fe ll in to  a two-hour, pole-to-pole p a rk 
in g  o rb it o n ly  a few  hundred  m iles 
outside the s ilve ry  c loud  b lan ke t. T h e  
Venus colonies were too young , too 
poor, to afford  the lu x u ry  o f a great 
o rb it in g  station  in  space, b u t a fast 
pole-to-pole p a rk in g  o rb it caused a 
sh ip  to pass over every part o f the 
sp in n ing  globe, an  “ orange s lice”  at 
each pass—lik e  w in d in g  string  on a 
b a ll.

A  shuttle  sh ip  u p  from  the surface 
cou ld  leave any spot on V enus, 
rendezvous w ith  the sh ip  in  o rb it, 
then la n d  on its po rt o f departu re  
o r on any other p o in t, hav in g  e x
pended a theoretica l m in im u m  o f fu e l. 
A s soon as the -N a u tilu s  had parked , 
such shuttles began to sw arm  u p  to 
her. T h e y  were m ore a irp lan e  than 
spaceship, fo r a lthough  each was 
sealed and pressurized to operate out
side the atm osphere w h ile  m ak ing  
contact w ith  o rb it in g  spaceships, each 
was w inged  and was powered w ith  
ram je t atm osphere engines as w e ll as 
w ith  rocket jets. L ik e  frogs, they 
were adapted to tw o m edia.

A  shuttle  w ou ld  be launched  to 
ca tap u lt from  the su rface ; her ram jets 
w ou ld  take ho ld ; and  she w ou ld  c lim b  
on her w ings, reach in g  in  the th in , 
co ld  heights o f the u pper stratosphere 
speeds in  excess o f three thousand 
m iles an h our. T h e re , as her ram jets 
fa ile d  fo r w an t o f a ir , her rocket jets 
w ou ld  take over and  k ick  her fo rw ard

to o rb iting  speed o f a ro und  tw elve 
thousand m iles an h o u r and  perm it 
her to m atch  in  w ith  a spaceship.

A  n ice m aneuver! I t  req u ired  both 
precise m athem atica l ca lcu la tio n  of 
tim es, o rb its , fu e l exp en d itu re , and 
upper a ir  w eather, and p ilo tin g  v ir 
tuosity beyond m athem atica l ca lcu
la tio n —but it  saved pennies. Once 
the shuttle  was loaded at the space
sh ip , it  was necessary on ly  to nudge 
it  w ith  its rockets against the o rb ita l 
d irectio n , w hereupon the shuttle  
w ou ld  d rop in to  a low er o rb it  w h ich  
w ou ld  even tua lly  in tersect the atmos
phere and let the p ilo t take a  free 
r id e  back to the surface, glider-fash
io n , k il l in g  h is te rrib le  speed by d ip
p ing  ever low er in to  the th icken ing  
a ir . H e re  again the p ilo t m ust be an 
artist, fo r he m ust both k i l l  h is  mo
m entum  and conserve it  so th at it  
w ou ld  take h im  w here he w anted  to 
go. A  shuttle  w h ich  landed  out in  
the bush , a thousand m iles fro m  a 
po rt, w ou ld  never m ake another tr ip , 
even i f  p ilo t and passengers w alked  
away from  the land in g .

D on  w ent dow n in  the C y ru s  
B u c h a n a n , a t r im  lit t le  c ra ft o f hard 
ly  three hundred  feet w ingspread. 
F ro m  a port D on  w atched her being 
w arped  in  to m atch  a ir lo cks , and 
noticed  that the tr ip le  globes o f In te r
p lan et L in e s  had been h astily  and  in 
adequately pa in ted  out on h e r nose 
and over had been stenciled : M iddle 
G uard—Venijs R epublic. T h is  de
faced in sign ia  brought the reb e llion  
hom e to h im  alm ost m ore than had 
the bom bing of C irc u m -T e rra . In te r
p lanet was strong as g o ve rn m e n t- 
some said  it  w a s  the governm ent. N ow  
hardy  rebels had  dared to exp rop ria te  
sh ips o f the great transport trust, 
to p a in t out the proud  tr ip le  globe.

Don fe lt the w inds of h isto ry b low 
ing  co ld ly  around  h is ears. M cM asters 
was r ig h t ; he now  believed  that no 
sh ip  w ou ld  ru n  fro m  here to M ars.

W h en  h is tu rn  cam e, he p u lle d  h im 
se lf along th rough  the a ir  locks and 
in to  the C y r u s  B u c h a n a n . T h e  c ra ft ’s 
stew ard was s t i l l  in  the u n ifo rm  of 
In  ter p lanet, bu t the com pany’s in 
sign ia  had been rem oved and chev
rons had  been sewed to h is  sleeves. 
W ith  th is  change had come a change 
in  m an ner; he h and led  the passengers 
e ffic iently , b u t w ith o u t the pa id  defer
ence of the sem i-servant.

T h e  t r ip  dow n was long , tedious 
and  hot, as an  atm osphere-braking 
series alw ays is . M ore than  an  h o u r 
a fte r touch-off the a irfo ils  firs t took 
h o ld ; sho rtly  D o n  and  the other pas
sengers fe lt  alm ost fu l l  w eight press
in g  them  in to  the cushions; then the 
p ilo t lifte d  her as he decided h is  sh ip  
was g row ing  too hot, le t her r id e  out 
and u p w ard  in  free fa ll . O ve r and 
over again th is happened, lik e  a stone
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sk ip p ing  on w ater, a nauseating  cos
m ic  roller-coaster.

D o n  d id  not m in d . H e  was a 
spacem an again ; h is stom ach was in 
d ifferent to surges o£ acceleration  or 
even the absence thereof. A t  first he 
was excited  at being back in  the 
clouds of V enu s; presently he was 
bored. A t  long , long last he was 
aw akened by a change in  m otion ; the 
cra ft was w h istlin g  down in  its fin a l 
g lide , the p ilo t stabbing ahead w ith  
rad a r fo r h is land in g . T h e n  the 
C y ru s  B u c h a n a n  touched, bounced, 
and q u ivered  to the ru sh in g  w ater 
u nder her h u ll. She slowed and 
stopped. A fte r a considerable w a it 
she was towed to her berth . T h e  
Stewart stood up and  shouted: “ New 
Lo n d o n ! R e p u b lic  of Venus! H ave  
you r papers read y .”

C h a p t e r  E ig h t

“ Foxes have holes and birds of the
AIR HAVE NESTS—”

M a tt h e w  V II1 :2 0

O N ’S im m ediate purpose was 
to ask his way to the I .T .& T .  
office, there to file  a rad io 
gram  to h is parents, bu t he 
was unab le  to leave at once; 

the passengers had to have th e ir papers 
inspected, and they themselves were 
subjected to physica l exam inations 
and question ing . D on  found h im se lf, 
hours la te r, s t i ll s ittin g  outside the 
security  office, w a itin g  to be ques
tioned . H is  ir re g u la r status had sent 
h im  to the end of the lin e . 1

In  ad d itio n  to being hungry , tired  
and bored, his arm s itched—they 
were covered from  shoulders to w rists 
w ith  needle pricks caused by exten
sive testing fo r im m u n itie s to the 
m any w e ird  diseases and funguslike  
in fections o f the second p lanet. H a v 
in g  once live d  there, he re ta ined  im 
m u n ity  to the p ecu lia r perils  o f Venus 
—a good th ing , he m used, else he 
w ou ld  have had to waste weeks in  
q uaran tine  w h ile  being inocu lated  
H e  was ru b b in g  h is arm s and w onder
ing  w hether o r not he should  k ic k  u p  
a fuss w hen the door opened and his 
nam e was called .

H e  w ent inside . A n  officer o f the 
M id d le  G u a rd  sat at a desk, looking 
at D o n ’s papers. "D o n a ld  H arvey?”

“ Yes s ir .”
“ F ra n k ly , you r case puzzles me. 

W e ’ve had  no troub le  id en tify in g  you ; 
your p r in ts  check w ith  those recorded 
w hen  you were here before. B u t  you 
aren ’t a c it ize n .”

“ Sure I  am i M y m other was born  
here ."

“ M m m m —”  T h e  officia l d rum m ed 
on h is desk top. " I ’m  not a law yer. 
I  get yo u r po in t, but a fte r a l l , w hen 
you r m other was bo rn , there w asn ’t 
any such nation  as Venus R e p u b lic .

Lo o ks to me as i l  you were a test case, 
w ith  precedent s t i l l  to be estab lished .”  

“ T h e n  where does that leave me?”  
D on  said slow ly .

“ I  don ’t know . I ’m  not sure you 
have any legal r ig h t to stay here ."

“ B u t  I  don ’t w an t to stay here! 
I ’m  ju s t passing th rou gh .”

“ E h ? ”
“ I ’m  on m y way to M ars .”
“ O h , th atl I ’ve seen you r papers 

—too bad. N ow  le t ’s ta lk  sense, sha ll 
we?”

“ I ’m  going to M ars ,”  D on  repeated 
stubborn ly .

“ Sure , sure! A n d  I ’m  going to 
heaven w hen I  d ie. In  the m eantim e, 
you are a resident of Venus w hether 
we lik e  it  o r not. N o  doubt the 
courts w il l  decide, even tua lly , w heth
er you are a c itizen  as w e ll. M r. H a r 
vey, I ’ve decided to tu rn  you loose.”  

“ H u h ? ”  Don was startled ; it  had 
not occurred to h im  that h is liberty  
cou ld  be in  question .

“ Yes. Y o u  don't seem lik e  a threat 
to the safety of V enus R e p u b lic  and 
I  don ’t fancy ho ld in g  you in  q u aran 
tine  in d e fin ite ly . Ju s t  keep yo u r nose 
clean and phone in  yo u r address after 
you find  a place to stay. H ere  are 
yo u r papers.”

D on  thanked  h im , p icked  u p  his 
bags and le ft q u ic k ly . O nce outside, 
he stopped to g ive his arm s a good 
scratching .

A t  the dock in  fro n t of the b u ild in g  
an  am phib ious la u n ch  was tied u p ; 
its coxsw ain  was lounging  at the helm . 
D on  sa id : “ E xcu se  m e, bu t I  w an t to 
send a rad io . C o u ld  you te ll me 
w here to go?”

“ Sure . I .  T .  & T .  B u ild in g , B u ch 
anan Street, M a in  Is lan d . Just down 
in  the N a u t i lu s ? "

“ T h a t ’s rig h t. H o w  do I  get 
there?”

“ Ju m p  in . I ’l l  be m ak in g  another 
t r ip  in  about five m inutes. A n y  more 
passengers to come?”

“ I  don ’t th in k  so."
"Y o u  don ’t sound lik e  a fog-eater." 

T h e  coxsw ain  looked h im  over.
“ R a ised  on the stu ff,”  D on  assured 

h im , “ bu t I ’ve been away at school 
fo r several years.”

“ Ju s t s lid  in  under the w ire , d id n ’ t 
you?”

“ Y e ah , I  guess so.”
“ L u c k y  fo r you . N o  place like  

hom e, I  guess.”  T h e  coxsw ain  looked 
h ap p ily  around at the m u rky  sky and 
the d a rk  waters.

Sh o rtly  he started  his engine and 
cast off lines. T h e  lit t le  vessel slopped 
its way through narrow  channels, 
a round  is lands and bars bare ly above 
w ater. A  few  m inu tes la te r D o n  d is
em barked at the foot of B uch anan  
Street, m ain  thoroughfare o f New 
Lo n d o n , cap ita l of the p lanet.

T h e re  were several people loafing  
around  the land in g  dock; they looked
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h im  over. T w o  of them  were ru n 
ners fo r room ing houses; he shook 
them  off and started up B uchanan  
Street. T h e  street was crowded w ith  
people b u t was narrow , m eandering , 
and very m uddy. T w o  lighted  signs, 
one on each side of the street, shone 
through the perm anent fog. O ne 
read : Enlist N o w !!! Your Nation 
N eeds You; the other exhorted : 
D r in k  Coca-Cola—N e w  L o n d o n  B o t 
t l in g  W o r k s .

T h e  I .  T .  & T .  B u ild in g  tu rned  out 
to be several hundred  yards down the 
street, alm ost at the fa r side of M a in  
Is lan d , but it  was easy to find , fo r it 
was the largest b u ild in g  on the is land . 
D on  clim bed over the coam ing at the 
entrance and found h im se lf in  the 
lo cal office of In te rp lan e ta ry  T e le 
phone and T e le v id e o  Co rpo ratio n . A  
young lady was seated beh ind  a coun
ter desk. “ I ’d lik e  to send a rad io 
g ram ,”  he said to her.

“ T h a t ’s w h at we’re here fo r.”  She 
handed h im  a pad and stylus.

“ T h a n k s .”  D on  composed a mes
sage w ith  m uch w r in k lin g  of fo re
head, try ing  to m ake it  both reassur
ing and in fo rm ative  in  the fewest 
words. Presently  he handed it  in .

T he g ir l ra ised  her brows w hen she 
saw the address but made no com 
m ent. She counted the words, con
sulted  a book, and said , “ T h a t ’l l  be a 
hundred  and eighty-seven fifty .”  Don 
counted it  out, noting  an x io u sly  w hat 
a hole that m ade in  h is assets.

She glanced at the notes and pushed 
them  back. “ A re  you k id d ing ?”  

“ W h a t ’s the m atter?”
"O ffe rin g  me Fed eration  money. 

T ry in g  to get me in to  trouble?”  
“ O h .”  D on  fe lt again a sick fee l

ing  at the p it of his stom ach that was 
getting to be alm ost a h ab it. “ Loo k  
—I ’m  ju s t down in  the N a u tilu s . I 
haven ’t had tim e to exchange th is. 
C an  I  send the message collect?”

“ T o  M a r s ? ”
“ W h a t should  I  do?”
“ W e ll, there ’s the bank ju st down 

the street. I f  I  were you , I ’d try 
there .”

“ T h a n k s .”  H e  started to p ick  up 
h is message; she stopped h im .

“ I  was about to say that you can 
file your message i f  you lik e . Y o u ’ve 
got two weeks in  w h ich  to pay fo r i t . ” 

“ H u h ? W h y , thanks!”
“ D o n ’t thank  me. I t  can ’t go out 

fo r a couple of weeks, and you don ’t 
have to pay u n t i l we are ready to 
send i t .”

“ T w o  weeks? W h y?”
"Because M ars is l ig h t  smacko back 

of the Sun now ; i t  w ou ld n ’t punch 
through . W e ’l l  have to w a it on the 
sw ing .”

"W h a t ’s the m atter w ith  re lay?”  
“ T h e re ’s a w ar on—or h adn ’t you 

noticed?”



M o v in g  v e r y  fa s t , C h a r l ie  h e a d e d  h im  o f f ,  ta k in g  h im  b y  t h e  ea r .

"O h —”  D on fe lt foo lish .
"W e ’re s t ill accepting p riva te  mes- 

»ages both ways on the Te rra -V e n u s 
ch ann e l—subject to paraphrase and 
censoring—bu t we cou ld n ’t guarantee 
that you r message w ou ld  be re layed  
from  T e r r a  to M ars. O r cou ld  you 
in stru c t someone on E a rth  to pay for 
the second transm ission?”

" U h —I ’m  a fra id  n o t.”
"M aybe  it ’s ju st as w e ll. T h e y  

m ig h t not re lay  it  fo r you even if  you 
cou ld  get someone to foot the b ill . 
T h e  Fed eration  censors m ig h t k i l l  it . 
So give me th at traffic, and  I ’l l  file  it . 
Y o u  can pay for it  la te r .”  She glanced 
at the message. “ Loo ks lik e  you sort 
o f ra n  in to  hard  lu ck . H o w  old  are 
you , Don H arvey?”

D on to ld  her.
“ H m m m . . . . Y o u  look o lder. 

I ’m  o lder th an .yo u  a re ; I  guess that 
makes me yo u r g randm other. I f  you 
need any m ore advice , stop in  and 
ask G rand m other Isobel Co ste llo .”  

“ U h , thanks, Isobel.”
"N o t at a ll. U su a l I .  T .  & T .  serv

ice .”  She gave h im  a w arm  sm ile . 
D o n  le ft, fee ling  som ewhat confused.

T h e  bank was near the center of 
the is lan d ; Don rem em bered having  
passed it . T h e  sign on the glass read : 
Bank of America & H ong Kong. 
O ve r th is had been stuck strips of 
m asking tape and u nder i t  was an
other sign h and w ritten  in  w h itew ash : 
N e w  L o n d o n  T r u s t  ir  I n v e s tm e n t  
C o m p a n y . Don w ent in , p icked the 
shortest queue, and presently ex
p la in ed  h is wants. T h e  te lle r hooked 
a thum b toward a desk back of a ra i l . 
“ See h im .”

A t  the desk was seated an e ld erly  
Ch inese dressed in  a long b lack  gown. 
A s D on  approached he rose, bowed, 
and sa id : "M ay  I  he lp  you , sir?”

Don again exp la in ed  and la id  his 
w ad  of b ills  on the b an ke r’s desk. 
T h e  m an looked at it  w ith ou t touch
ing  it . “ I  am  so sorry—”

“ W h a t ’s the m atter?”
“ Y o u  are past the date w hen  one 

m ay legally  exchange Fed eration  cu r
rency for m oney of the R e p u b lic ."

“ B u t  I  haven ’t had a chance to be
fore! I  ju st got in .”

“ I am very sorry . I  do not m ake 
the reg u latio ns.”

“ B u t  w h at am  I  to do?”
T h e  banker closed his eyes, then 

opened them . “ In  th is im perfect 
w o rld  one m ust have m oney. H ave  
you som ething to offer as security?”  

“ U h , I  guess not. Ju s t  m y clothes 
and  these bags.”

“ N o  jew e lry?”
“ W e ll, I ’ve got a rin g  but I  don ’ t 

suppose it ’s w o rth  m u ch .”
“ L e t  me see i t .”
D on  took off the ring  D r . Jefferson 

had m ailed  to h im  and handed it  
over. T h e  Ch inese  Stuck a w atch

m aker's loop in  his eye and exam ined  
it . “ I ’m  a fra id  you are rig h t. N ot 
even true am ber—m ere ly  p lastic . S t ill 
—a sym bol of secu rity  w il l  b in d  the 
honest m an q u ite  as m uch  as chains. 
I ’ll advance fifty  cred its on it .”

D on  took the r in g  back and hesi
tated. T h e  r in g  cou ld  not possibly 
be w orth  a tenth o f that sum —and his 
stomach was re m in d in g  h im  that flesh 
has its insistent dem ands. S t i l l—his 
m other had spent at least tw ice that 
am ount to m ake sure that th is ring  
reached h im  (or the paper it  had 
been w rapped  in , he corrected h im 
self) , and D r . Jefferson had d ied  in  a 
fash ion somehow connected w ith  this 
same bauble .

H e  pu t it  back on h is finger. “ T h a t  
w o u ld n ’t be fa ir . I  guess I  had better 
find a jo b .”

“ A  m an of p rid e . T h e re  is alw ays 
w o rk  to be found  in  a new and grow
ing  c ity ; good lu ck ! W h e n  you have 
found em ploym ent, come back and 
we can arrange an  advance against 
yo u r wages.”  T h e  banker reached 
in to  the folds of h is gown, p u lle d  out 
a single cred it note. “ B u t  eat first—a 
fu ll be lly  steadies the judgm ent. Do 
me the honor of accepting th is as our 
welcom e to the new com er.”

H is  p ride  said n o ; h is stom ach said 
Y es ! D on  took i t  and sa id : " U h ,

thanks! T h a t ’s aw fu lly  k in d  o f you . 
I ’l l  pay it  back, first chance.”

“ Instead , pay it  fo rw ard  to some 
other b ro ther who needs i t .”

Don said good-by and le ft.
T h e re  was a m an lo ite rin g  at the 

door of the bank . H e  le t D on  get a 
step or two ahead, then fo llow ed h im , 
bu t D on  paid h im  no atten tion , be
in g  very busy w ith  h is ow n w orries. 
I t  was slow ly beg inn ing  to grow on 
h im  that the bottom  had dropped 
out of h is w o rld , and that there m ight 
be no way to p u t it  back together. 
H e  had live d  in  security  a l l  h is l i fe ; 
he had never experienced  em otiona l
ly , in  his own person, the basic h is
to rica l fact that m an k ind  lives always 
by the sk in  of its teeth, sometimes 
w in n in g  bu t m ore often losing—and 
dying.

B u t  never q u itt in g . In  a hundred  
yards o f m uddy street he began to 
grow u p , take stock of h is  s ituatio n . 
H e  was m ore than a hundred  m illio n  
m iles from  w here he m eant to be. 
H e  had no way at once to le t h is par
ents know  w here he w as; no r was it  a 
sim ple m atter of w a it in g  tw o weeks— 
he was flat broke.

B ro ke , hun gry , and no place to 
sleep—no friends , not even an  ac
q ua in tance—unless, he reca lled , one 
counted S ir  Isaac, bu t, fo r a l l he knew ,
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his dragon friend  m ight be on the 
o ther side o f the p lanet.

H e  decided to settle that problem  
at once by spending the note the 
b an ke r had given h im . H e  reca lled  
a  restauran t a short d istance back and 
stopped suddenly ; w hereupon a m an 
jostled  h im .

D on  sa id , “ Excu se  m e/' and noted 
that the m an was another C h in e se -  
noted it  w ith o u t su rprise , as nearly  
h a lf  of the contract labo r sh ipped  in  
d u rin g  the early  days of the V enerian  
colonies had  been O rie n ta ls . I t  d id  
seem to h im  that the m an ’s face was 
fa m ilia r—a fe llo w  passenger in  the 
N a u t i lu s ? T h e n  he reca lled  that he 
had seen h im  at the dock at the foot 
of the street.

“ M y fa u lt ,"  the m an answered. “ I  
should  look w here I ’m going. Sorry 
I  bum ped yo u ."  H e  sm iled .

“ N o  harm  done,”  Don rep lied , “ but 
i t  was m y fau lt . I  suddenly decided 
to tu rn  around  and go back ."

“ B ack  to the bank?"
“ H u h ? "
“ N one o f m y business, bu t I  saw 

you com ing out of the b a n k .”
“ A s a m atter of fac t ,”  D on  an

swered, “ I  w asn ’t going back to the 
b an k . I ’m looking  for a restauran t, 
and I  rem em bered seeing one back 
there ."

T hk m an glanced at h is bags. “ Just 
get in ?"

“ Ju s t  down in  the N a u t i lu s ."
“ Y o u  don ’t w an t th a t  restauran t— 

n o t unless you have m oney to th row  
aw ay. I t ’s s tr ic t ly  a tou rist trap ."

D on  thought about the single cred it 
note in  h is pocket and w orried . “ U h , 
w here can a chap get a b ite  to eat?
A  good, cheap restauran t?"

T h e  m an took h is a rm . “ I ’l l  show 
you. A  place down by the w ater, ru n  
b y  a cousin of m in e ."

“ O h , I  w o u ld n ’t w an t to put you 
to any  tro u b le ."

“ N o t at a l l . I  was about to refresh 
the in n e r m an m yself. B y  the w ay, 
m y nam e is Jo h n n y  L in g ."

“ G la d  to kno w  you, M r. L in g . I ’m 
D on  H a rve y ."

T h e  restauran t was in  a b lin d  a lley 
off the foot o f Buchanan  Street. Its 
sign advertised  T w o  W orlds D ining
room— T a b le s  f o r  L a d ie s — W elcome 
Spacemen. T h re e  move-overs were 
hanging around  the entrance, sniffing 
the odors and pressing th e ir  tw itch ing  
noses against the screen door. Johnny * 
L in g  pushed them  aside and ushered 
D on  in .

A  fa t Cantonese stood beh ind  the 
counter, presid ing  over both range 
and  cash register. L in g  ca lled  out, 
“ H i ,  C h a r le y !"

T h e  fa t m an answered, “ H e llo , 
Jo h n n y ,"  then broke in to  fluent curs
ing , m ix in g  Cantonese, E n g lish , Por
tuguese, and w h istle  speech im p ar

t ia lly . O n e  o f the move-overs had 
m anaged to s lip  in  w hen  the door was 
opened and  was m ak in g  a bee-line 
fo r the p ie  rack , h is  lit t le  hoofs c lic k 
ing  on the floor. M oving  very  fast 
despite h is size, the m an ca lled  C h a r
ley headed the fau n  off, took h im  by 
the ear and  m arched  h im  out. S t ill 
cursing , C h a rle y  re tu rn ed  to the pie 
ra ck , p icked  out h a lf  a pie th at had 
seen better tim es and  re tu rned  to the 
door. H e  tossed the p ie  to the fauns, 
who scram bled fo r it , b leating  and 
w h im pering .

“ I f  you d id n 't feed them , C h a rle y ,"  
com m ented L in g , “ they w o u ld n ’t 
hang a ro un d .”

“ Y o u  m in d  yo u r own business!"
Several custom ers were eating  at 

the counter; they pa id  no attention  to 
the inc iden t. L in g  m oved closer to 
the cook and sa id : “ B a ck  room
em pty?"

C h a rle y  nodded and tu rned  h is 
back. l i n g  led  D on  through a sw ing
ing  door; they ended up  in  a booth 
in  the back of the b u ild in g . D on  sat 
down and p icked  u p  a m enu , w onder
ing  w hat he cou ld  get that w ould  
stretch h is one c red it as fa r as pos
sib le . L in g  took i t  from  h im . “ L e t 
me order fo r you. C h a rle y  re a lly  is  a 
num ber-one cook ."

“ B u t—"
“ Y o u  are m y guest. N o, don ’t 

argue. I in s is t ."  C h a rley  showed up 
at that p o in t, stepping s ilen tly  
through the booth ’s cu rta in . H e  and 
L in g  exchanged rem arks in  a rap id  
singsong; he w ent aw ay, re tu rn in g  
sho rtly  w ith  crisp  hot egg ro lls . T h e  
arom a was w o n d erfu l, and D o n ’s 
stom ach pu t a stop to h is protests.

T h e  egg ro lls  w ere fo llow ed by a 
m a in  d ish  w h ich  D on  cou ld  not place. 
I t  was Ch inese  cooking , b u t it  cer
ta in ly  was not the chop suey o f the 
trade. D on  thought that he could  
id e n tify  V e n e rian  vegetables out of 
h is ch ildhood  in  it , b u t he cou ld  not 
be sure. W h ate ve r it  was, it  was just 
w h at he needed; he began to feel a 
w arm  g low  of content and ceased to 
be w orried  about anyth ing .

W h ile  he ate, he found  th at he was 
te llin g  L in g  h is li fe  h istory w ith  em 
phasis on recent events, th at had 
landed h im  unexpected ly  on Venus. 
T h e  m an was easy to ta lk  to, and it  
d id  not seem po lite  to s it w o lfing  his 
host’s food and saying  noth ing .

L in g  sat back presently and  w iped 
h is m outh. “ Y o u ’ve  ce rta in ly  had an 
odd tim e of it , D o n . W h a t are you 
going to do now?"

D on  frow ned . “ I  w ish  I knew . 
I ’ve got to find  a  jo b  o f some sort, and 
a place to sleep. A fte r th at I ’ve got 
to scrape u p , o r save u p , o r borrow , 
enough m oney to send w ord  to m y 
fo lks. T h e y ’l l  be w o rr ie d ."

“ Y o u  brought some m oney w ith  
you?”

“ H u h ?  O h , sure, bu t it 's  Federa
tion  m oney. I  can ’t spend it ."

“ A n d  U n c le  T o m  w o u ld n ’t change 
i t  fo r you. H e 's a flinty-hearted old  
so-and-so in  sp ite of h is sm iles. H e ’s 
s t ill a paw nbroker at bottom ."

“  ‘U n c le  T o m ’? T h e  banke r is 
yo u r uncle?”

“ E h ?  O h , no , no—just a m anner 
of speaking . H e  set up  a hock-shop 
here a long tim e ago. Prospectors 
w ou ld  come in  and paw n th e ir  G e iger 
counters. N e x t tim e out he ’d g rub
stake ’em. P re tty  soon he owned h a lf  
the hot p its around  here and  was a 
banker. B u t  we s t ill ca ll h im  U n c le  
T o m .”

Don had a vague fee ling  that L in g  
was too anxious to deny the re la tio n 
sh ip , bu t he d id  not pursue the 
thought, as i t  d id  not m atter to h im . 
L in g  con tinued : “ Y o u  kno w , D o n ,
the bank isn ’t the on ly  place w here 
you can change Federation  m oney."

“ W h a t do you m ean?"
L in g  d ipped  h is forefinger in  a 

puddle  of w ater on the tab le top and 
traced out the un ive rsa l cred it sign. 
“ O f course, i t ’s the on ly  legal place. 
W o u ld  that w o rrv you?”

“ W e l l - ”
“ I t  isn ’t as i f  there were anyth ing  

wrong about changing it . I t ’s an  a rb i
tra ry  law , and they d id n ’ t ask you 
w hen they passed it . A fte r a l l , i t ’s 
you r m oney. T h a t ’s r ig h t, isn ’ t it? "

“ I  suppose so."
“ I t ’s yo u r m oney, and  you can do 

w hat you please w ith  it . B u t this 
ta lk  is s tr ic t ly  on the q u ie t—you u n 
derstand that?"

D o n  d id n ’t say an yth ing ; L in g  w ent 
on : “ N ow , ju st speaking hypothet
ic a lly —how  m uch Federation  m oney 
do you have?"

“ U h , about five hundred  cred its ."
“ L e t ’s see it ."
D on  hesitated . L in g  said  sh arp ly : 

“ Com e on. D o n ’t you trust me? 
A fte r a l l , i t ’s just so m uch  waste 
paper."

D on got ou t h is m oney. L in g  
looked at it  and took out h is w a lle t, 
started counting  out b ills . “ Some of 
those big b ills  w ill be hard  to m ove,”  
he com m ented. “ Suppose we say fif
teen per cen t." T h e  m oney he la id  
down looked exactly  lik e  that D on  
had placed on the tab le except that 
each note had been overp rin ted  w ith  
V enus R epublic.

Don d id  a rap id  ca lcu la tio n . F i f 
teen per cent o f w hat he had came to 
seventy-five cred its, m ore o r less—not 
even h a lf  w h at he needed to pay fo r 
a rad iogram  to M ars. H e  p icked  up  
h is m oney and  started p u tting  it  back 
in to  h is w a lle t.

“ W h at's  the m atter?"
“ I t ’s no use to m e. I  to ld  you 1 

needed a hundred  eighty-seven fifty  to 
pay for m y rad io g ram .”
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“ W e ll—tw enty per cent. A n d  I ’m  
doing you a favo r because you ’re  a 
youngster in  trou b le .”

T w e n ty  per cent was s t i l l  on ly  a 
hundred  cred its. “ N o .”

“ B e  reasonable! I  can ’t m ove it  at 
m ore than a p o in t or two over th at; I  
m ight take a loss. C o m m ercia l money 
draws eight per cent now , the way 
things are boom ing. T h is  stuff has 
to go in to  h id in g , losing e ight per 
cent every year. I f  the w ar goes on 
very long, i t ’s a net loss. W h a t do 
you expect?”

F isc a l theory was over D o n ’s head; 
he s im p ly  knew  that anyth ing  less 
than the price  o f a message to M ars 
d id  not in terest h im . H e  shook his 
head.

L in g  shrugged and gathered up  his 
m oney. “ I t ’s you r loss. Say, that’s a 
handsom e r in g  you ’re w earing .”  

“ T h a n k s .”
“ H o w  m uch  m oney do you say you 

needed?”
D on repeated it . “ Y o u  see, I ’ve 

ju st got to get w ord  to m y fam ily . I  
don ’t re a lly  need m oney fo r anyth ing  
else; I  can  w o rk .”

“ M in d  i f  I  look at th at ring ?”
D o n  d id  not w an t to pass it  over, 

b u t there seemed no way to "avoid it  
w ith o u t being ru de . L in g  slipped  it  
on ; i t  was q u ite  loose on h is bony 
finger. “ Ju s t  m y size. A n d  i t ’s got 
m y in it ia l ,  too.”

“ H u h ? ”
“ M y m ilk  nam t , „ H e r t r y .  I ’l l  te ll 

you, D o n , I ’d re a lly  lik e  to he lp  you 
out. Suppose we say tw enty per cent 
on you r m oney and I ’l l  take the ring  
for the ba lance of w hat you need to 
send you r ’g ram . O kay?”

D on cou ld  not have to ld  w hy he re
fused. B u t  he was beg inn ing  to d is
lik e  L in g , beg inn ing  to regret being 
obligated to h im  for a m eal. T h e  
sudden sw itch  aroused h is stubborn 
streak. “ I t ’s a  fam ily  keepsake,”  he 
answered. “ N o t fo r sa le .”

“ Eh ?  Y o u ’re in  no position  to be 
sen tim enta l. T h e  r in g  is w o rth  m ore 
here than  it  is on E a r th —bu t I ’m  s t i l l  
ofEering you m uch  m ore than i t ’s 
w orth . D o n ’t be a fo o l!”

“ I  know  you a re ,”  D on  answered, 
"an d  I  don ’t understand  w hy you are. 
In  any  case the r in g  is not fo r sale. 
G ive  irb a c k  to m e.”

“ A n d  suppose I  don ’t?”
D on  took a deep breath . “ W h y  

then ,”  he said s low ly , “ I  suppose I ’l l  
have to fight you fo r i t .”

L in g  looked at h im  for a m om ent, 
then took off the r in g , d ropped it  on 
the tab le and w alked  out of the booth 
w ith o u t saying an yth ing  more.

D on  stared afte r h im  and tried  to 
figure it  out. H e  was s t i l l  w ondering  
w hen the cu rta in  was pushed aside 
and the restauran t keeper came in . 
H e  dropped a ch it  on the tab le. “ O ne 
and s ix ,”  he said sto lid ly .

“ D id n 't  M r . L in g  pay for i t ? ,  H e  
in v ite d  me to have d in n e r w ith  h im .”  

“ O ne and s ix ,”  C h a rley  repeated. 
“ Y o u  ate. Y o u  p a y ."

D on  stood up . “ W h ere  do you 
wash dishes around  here? I  m ight as 
w e ll get started ."

C h a p t e r  N i n e

Bone M oney

■ E F O R E  the even ing  was over 
the jo b  of w ash ing  dishes for 
h is d in n e r developed in to  a 
fixed  arrangem ent. T h e  sal
ary was sm a ll—D on  calcu lated  

that it  w ou ld  take h im  rough ly  fo r
ever to save enough m oney to send 
a rad iogram  to h is parents—bu t it  in 
cluded three m eals a day of C h a rle y ’s 
superlative  cooking . C h arley  h im se lf 
seemed a very decent sort und er h is 
gruffness. H e  expressed a co m p li
cated and most d isparag ing  o p in io n  
of Jo h n n y  L in g , u sing  the same h ig h ly  
spiced lin g u a  fran ca  that he had used 
on the move-overs. H e  also denied 
any re la tio n sh ip  to L in g  w h ile  a ttr ib 
u ting  to L in g  o ther re lationsh ips 
w h ich  were on the face o f them  im 
probable.

A fte r the last custom er was gone - 
and the last d ish  d ried , C h a rle y  made 
up a p a lle t fo r D o n  on the floor of 
the back room  in  w h ich  D on  had 
d ined . A s D on  undressed and craw led 
in to  bed, he rem em bered that he 
should  have phoned the spaceport 
security  office and to ld  them h is ad
dress. T o m o rro w  w ou ld  do, he 
thought s leep ily ; anyhow  the restau
ran t had no phone.

H e  woke u p  in  darkness w ith  a 
fee ling  o f oppression. F o r a terrified  
m om ent he thought someone was 
ho ld ing  h im  down and try ing  to rob 
h im . A s he cam e w id er awake he 
realized  w here he was and w hat was 
causing the oppressed fee ling—move- 
overs. T h e re  were two of them  in  
bed w ith  h im ; one was snuggled up 
to h is back and was h o ld ing  onto his 
shoulders; the o th er was crad led  in  
h is lap , spoon-fashion. B o th  were 
snoring gently. Som eone had u n 
doubtedly le ft a door open for a mo
m ent and they had  sneaked in .

Don chuck led  to h im se lf. I t  was 
im possible to be angry w ith  the affec
tionate lit t le  creatures. H e  scratched 
the one in  fro n t o f h im  between its 
horns and sa id , “ L o o k , k id s, th is is m y  
bed. N ow  get ou t of here before I  
get tough.”

T h e y  both bleated and snuggled 
closer. D on  got u p , got each of them 
by an ear and evicted  them  through 
the cu rta in . "N o w  stay o u t!”

T h e y  were back in  bed before he 
was.

D on  thought about it  and gave up. 
T h e  back room  had no door that

cou ld  be closed. A s fo r chuck ing  
them  outside the b u ild in g , the place 
was d ark  and s t i l l  strange to h im  and 
he was not sure of the lo cation  of 
lig h t switches. N o r d id  he w an t to 
wake C h arley . A fte r a ll there was no 
harm  in  bedding down w ith  a move- 
over; they were c lean ly  lit t le  th ings, 
no worse than hav in g  a dog c u r l up 
against one—better, fo r dogs harbor 
fleas. “ M ove over,”  he ordered , u n 
in te n tio n a lly  renam ing  them , “ and 
give me some room .”

H e  d id  not go at once to sleep; the 
d i£nm  that had awakened h im  s t ill 
troub led  h im . H e  sa*t up , fum bled  
in  the d ark , and found  h is m oney, 
w h ich  he tucked  u nder h im . H e  then 
rem em bered the rin g , and, feeling  
som ewhat foo lish , he pu lled  on a sock 
and stuffed the r in g  fa r dow n in to  
the sock.

Presently a ll three were snoring .
H e  was awakened by a frightened  

b leating  in  h is ear. T h e  next few 
m oments were q u ite  confused. H e 
sat u p , w h ispered , “ P ip e  d ow n!”  and 
started to sm ack h is bedm ate, when 
he fe lt h is w rist grasped by a hand— 
not the thum bless lit t le  paw of a 
move-over, bu t a hum an  hand .

H e  k icked  out and  connected w ith  
som ething. T h e re  was a g run t, more 
anguished b leating , and the click- 
c lick -c lick  o f lit t le  hoofs on bare 
floor. H e  k icked  again and alm ost 
broke h is toe; the hand  let go.

H e  backed away w h ile  getting  to 
h is feet. T h e re  were sounds of 
struggle near h im  and loud  bleating . 
T h e  sounds d ied  down w h ile  he was 
s t i l l  try ing  to peer through the d a rk 
ness to find out w h at was happening . 
T h e n  a lig h t came on b lin d in g ly  and 
he saw C h a rle y  standing in  the door, 
dressed in  a w rap-around and a big, 
sh iny c leaver. “ W h a t ’s the m atter 
w ith  you?” C h a rle y  dem anded.

D on d id  h is best to e xp la in  but 
move-overs, d ream s, and c lu tch ing  
hands in  the d a rk  were bad ly  m ixed  
together. “ Y o u  eat too m uch  late at 
n ig h t,”  C h a rle y  decided. N everthe
less he checked the place, w ith  Don 
tra ilin g  after.

W h en  he came to a w indow  w ith  a 
broken hasp, he d id  not say anyth ing  
bu t w ent at once to the cash register 
and the lock bo x. N e ith e r seemed 
to have been d istu rbed . C h arley  
n a iled  u p  the broken catch , shoved 
the move-overs back in to  the n ight, 
and sa id , “ G o  to sleep,”  to D on . H e  
retu rned  to h is own room.

D on tried  to do so, but i t  was some 
tim e before he could q u ie t down. 
Bo th  h is money and the ring  were 
s t i l l  at hand . H e  put the ring  back 
on h is finger and w ent to sleep w ith  
h is fist clenched.

( T o  b e  c o n c lu d e d  in  th e  f o r t h c o m 
in g  O c t o b e r  issu e  o l  Bi ije Book.)
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To Ae W orld’s End
The ancients of the Mediterranean w orld made their weapons of bronze; for this 
tin was essential; and Britain was the best source of supply. Y et a voyage be
yond the Pillars of Hercules (Gibraltar) was a faring desperate indeed.

hy D avid  Cheney
Graven b y  Palmos on the Sacred Disks of Crete for the Records of Cnossos

ON the tw entieth  year of the 
F o u rth  M inos, L o rd  o f L a 
b y r in th  and R u le r  of the 
M id  Sea, he .the G iv e r  of 

Law s sat on the sh in ing  sun-throne 
and  held  court.

U p o n  e ither side of the throne-seat 
stood a ta ll lam p of a labaster, in  
whose broad sa lve r a w ick  floated on 
green o il and burned  b rig h tly , casting 
m ellow  lig h t over the g low ing m ail 
of the lords of C rete , and the b rig h t 
b lue , scarlet and gold of the wom en. 
I t  was m id-m orn ing , but the throne- 
room  is ever shadowy and d im .

T h ro u g h  the clustering  courtiers 
strode a  ta ll young w a rr io r , w earing  
a b lue ch lam ys o f fine T y r ia n  d o th . 
H is  q u ilte d  m a il flashed w ith  golden 
plates.

T h e  greaves of h is legs, h is back- 
plates and breastplates, a ll were of 
b r ig h t gold. H is  slender w aist was 
bound w ith  a broad belt cu riou sly  
w rought o f golden w ire  and adorned 
w ith  scarabs of Eg yp t enam eled azure 
and scarlet. A t  h is side swung a 
heavy sword w ith  ivo ry  h ilt  em bel
lished  w ith  a sm all crim son d o lp h in : 
fo r the d o lp h in  is sym bol, not of 
Poseidon o n ly , bu t of C rete also, ru le r  
of the sea-w'ays.

T h is  golden youth  took from  under 
h is b lue ch lam ys a long arrow  w ith  
broken shaft and b lack  obsid ian  
p o in t, and a strange-shaped ingot of 
w h ite  m etal. H e  cast broken arrow  
and ingot rin g in g ly  upon the stone 
tiles before the lio n  sk in  that la y  at 
the M in gs’ feet.

H e  made low  obeisance to the 
M inos, to the Q ueen in  her w om an’s 
seat beside h im , and to the M inos-son 
near, and the court. H e  clapped 
rig h t hand  upon the ivo ry  dolphin- 
h ilt , and stared around w ith  fearless 
b u t restless eyes.

T h e  M inos raised to h im  h is staff 
o f ebony and ivo ry . A  short and 
stocky lo rd  of Flues Los, whose plates 
o f m a il were enam eled green and ye l
lo w , and who stood near M yenides,

K in g  of the South  Palace—he w ho is 
know n to m en as the Bronze W a rr io r  
—started  and m oved one step fo rw ard .

“ O  V o ice  of the L a w !”  c ried  the 
young w a rrio r. " I  come to w arn  
Cnossos!”

“ T o  w a rn !”  repeated the M inos in  
his deep vo ice. H e  stared down at 
b roken  a rro w  and m etal ingot. “ A n  
arrow  w ith  a b roken  shaft. A n  ingot 
o f t in . W h a t sym bols are these? 
W a r n  is a perilous w ord . W e  th in k  
we have not seen yo u r face before. 
O ffer you counsel o r th reat?”

“ I  am  A lces, P rin ce  of Phaestos. I  
am  too near ak in  to that tra ito r lo rd  
of Phaestos to have been seen in  your 
cou rt before th is , o r to be know n  to 
you : I  m ean th at lo rd , S ire , who
went down in to  Egyp t against M ye
nides the B ronze W a rr io r , and was 
s la in  by h im  fo r his treachery near 
the ro ya l palace a t T h e b e s .”

“ B u t  the arrow ! T h e  in g o t!”  cried  
the M inos im p atien tly .

P rin ce  A lces th rew  back h is chlam ys. 
H e  th rust out h is bared le ft a rm . A  
w ound la te ly  healed  showed deep and 
red in  the flesh.

“ T h e  arrow  is from  th is a rm ,”  he 
said . “ T h e  ingot is Cassiterides tin . 
I  got the arrow  w hen  I  got the t in .”

T h E stocky lo rd  moved another 
step fo rw ard . H e  spoke hoarsely:

“ T h e  youth  A lces is a breeder of 
troub le  and  a l ia r ! ”  he said .

“ W h y  so hot, fr ien d ?”  asked the 
K in g  of K in g s . “ Is  not the scar e v i
dent? W e  know  such wounds. A n  
arrow  has been d raw n  from  h is arm . 
L e t  the L o rd  Dentos be s ile n t t i l l  I  
ra ise to h im  the ivo ry  scepter. M ye
nides, know  you  th is young prince?"

“ H e  is of m y fo llo w in g ,”  said  the 
B ronze W a rr io r . “ I t  was he who 
brought home on h is sh ip  T r i t o n  the 
Lo rd s  Orestos and T h e rs ite s , and the 
G reek  slaves a fte r th e ir fligh t to 
A thens. Y o u  w il l  rem em ber, S ire , 
that A rbyces, A rch o n  o f A thens, 
nam ed h im  in  h is le tter. I  know
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noth ing  of th is m atter; b u t you may 
put fa ith  in  P rin ce  A lces. H e  is son 
of that w 'arrior M eriones w ho , w ith  
spear-famed Idom eneus, led eighty 
ships to the a id  of the- G reeks em bat
tled upon the p la ins o f T r o ia .”

“ M eriones,”  mused the M inos, 
stroking  h is b lack  beard . "W e  knew  
M eriones w e ll. D id  not H om er sing, 
M eriones was equal to m an-slaying 
Ares? A h , ah! W h e n  m y sire  and I  
sought o f Agam em non and the Greeks 
the loan of ships fo r the sea-fight 
against m ad A rch ite s , th is M eriones 
com m anded the eighty galleys from  
hundred-towned C re te , given back in  
ou r need by Agam em non—and  died 
in  bloody battle  off Patm os. T h in k  
you, we cou ld  forget? V e r ily , we owe 
som ething to the son of M eriones! 
Say on, P rin ce  A lces .”

“ L e t  the Bronze W a rr io r  exam ine 
the a rro w ,”  said P rin ce  A lces, "and  
say if  he know  it .”

]V I yenides stepped fo rw ard . H e  
picked u p  the broken shaft and the 
part w ith  the head that la y  by it . H e  
looked upon the black-stone po int 
and upon the shaft, and upon the 
feathered bu tt.

“ T h e  feathers green and ye llow  and 
these odd barbs upon the p o in t I  
kn o w ,”  declared M yenides. “ T h e  
L o rd  Dentos should  kno w  th is arrow . 
I t  is from  one of h is own q u ive rs .”

“ I t  is no shaft of m in e ,”  grow led 
Lo rd  Dentos. “ A n y  m an can dye 
feathers ye llow  and green. G iv e  any 
shaper of heads a feather and hot 
w ater, and he can ch ip  out Dentos 
barbs. T h is  is a fo u l p lo t—”

“ Y o u  speak too soon,”  said  the 
M inos stern ly . “ M ost points now  are 
bronze. Ye t you s t i l l  use the black- 
glass stone. I t  is  not yo u r tim e, 
Dentos. D id  we ask you to speak? 
W h en  you r tu rn  comes, you sh a ll an
swer the P rin ce . W e  listen  now  to 
h im .”

" I  crave yo u r patience, S ire ,”  said 
P rin ce  A lces ca lm ly . " I  w ou ld  m ake
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T her sites, with 
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warriors rag- 
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deck.

a ll c lea r; bu t I m ust first touch on 
m atters know n  to a ll M inoa .

“ C rete has two cities that are great: 
th is Cnossos in  whose city-palace we 
now  stand, upon  the n o rth  coast, and 
Phaestos w ith  the G rea t South  Palace 
and the lesser pa lace* of L o rd  Dentos 
upon the south . E a ch  c ity  from  of 
e ld  has had its fleet and its w arrio r 
host, and each has had its ow n sea- 
paths fo r the trad ing . M y L o rd  K in g , 
I  am  young—bu t I  am a trader in  fat- 
land s.”

“ H e  is o il-w ealthy ,”  assented Mye- 
nides. “ H e  has h is own fleet.”

“ W h a t I  now say touches not the 
B ronze W a rr io r ,”  declared Alces. 
“ F ro m  the tim e of the m ad A rch ites , 
K in g  o f Phaestos and fa ther o f you) 
queen, O  M inos, when he drew  oil 
from  the T h ir d  M inos you r sire , and 
set flames to L a b y r in th , to the evil 
days o f that L o rd  o f Phaestos who 
plotted in  Egyp t to overthrow  you 
and brought w orsh ip  of an im a l gods 
in to  C re te , Phaestos was r iv a l to 
Cnossos and ever p lotted to m ake her 
kings overlords o f Crete . W h en  that 
tra ito r d ied  in  Th eb es , and you 
crow ned M yenides the B ronze W a r
r io r  ou r k in g , you m ade sure fo r that 
tim e the peace of C re te .”

“ 1 see not w here a l l th is leads—" 
began the M inos.

"M y  house has ever been lo ya l to 
Cnossos and to the M inos; I  believe 
in  one ru le r  and one power fo r M inoa . 
1 s p e a k , O  M i n o s ,  f o r  th e  p e a c e  o f  
C r e t e ! "

, ‘ Modern archeologists, in excavating 
the royal palace at Phaestos, have uncov
ered the remains of this smaller palace.

D. C.

“ H arken  not to th is babb le r,”  
grow led L o rd  Dentos. " H e  seeks not 
peace, but to bare blades in  w a r!”  

“ Y o u ’d best be s ile n t ,”  said Orestos, 
who stood near, in  low  vo ice : “ K n o w  
you not the custom  o f the R o ya l 
Co urt?  Is  not the M inos ju st to a ll 
men? W h en  you r tim e comes, he w il l 
hear you. Speak not t i l l  he raise to 
you h is scepter."

B u t  the patience o f the M inos was 
near an  end.

“ I f  the L o rd  Dentos speak again 
before h is tim e and  ere we raise to 
h im  the scepter,”  he cried , r is in g , “ we 
w il l  load  h im  w ith  chains and bid 
h im  th in k  on the v ir tu e  of silence in  
the dungeons und er L a b y r in th !”

“ I  com m and a thousand  Cretes—" 
began Dentos.

“ A nd  I ,  you r overlo rd , com m and 
ten thousand ,”  exc la im ed  M yenides 
ho tly , “ and am  m aster of a l l  the 
troops that guard  the coasts. A n d  the 
K in g  of K ing s can raise fifty  thousand 
heroes!”

A lces tu rned  toward the Lo rd  
Dentos. “ T h e  power is s t ill w ith  the 
K in g  of K in g s !” , he c ried , and tu rned  
back to face the throne. “ Is  not the 
peace of a ll M in oa  made sure by the 
strength of our fleet and the m ight of 
ou r host? .Mycenae and T ir y n s *  have 
w a lls : fo r w hat city in  the south of 
G reece has a navy strong enough for 
its defense? B u t Phaestos and Cnossos

‘ Minoan cities on the mainland of 
Greece. Mycenae is famed for- its lion- 
gate, still standing.
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have no w a lls . W e  need no w a lls— 
we have ships that contro l the sea.”  

“ I f  you and Dentos have had a 
b ra w l,”  said the M inos, ‘ ‘let M yenides 
hear you. Is  th is not h is business? 
L e t  M yenides judge yo u r w rongs.”  

“ M y own wrongs are o f lit t le  m o
m ent,”  said A lces. “ I  speak for 
Cnossos, fo r the green is le  o f C re te , 
fo r a l l M in o a !”

“ Say. on ,”  bade the M inos, s ittin g  
dow n again.

“ Is  not the m ig h t of the fleet de
pendent on the strength of o u r sea- 
w arrio rs? Is  not the power o f ou r 
host based on the good m etal bronze? 
H ere  is an  ingot o f precious t in , O  
M in o s : Is  n o t  b r o n z e  c o m p o u n d e d  o f  
c o p p e r  a n d  o f  t in ? ”

“ T r u ly ,  copper and  tin  are precious 
m etals,”  assented the M inos, nodding 
h is head, “ and w orth  m ore than s ilve r 
o r g litte rin g  go ld .”

“ O u r  fathers used copper p u re ,”  
con tinued  the p rince , “ too soft fo r the 
q u ilted  m a il, too soft fo r the s h ie ld -  
before they knew  o f ca ss ite ro s  o r t in . 
W ere  they not fa in  to use stone fo r 
the blades o f th e ir swords and for 
th e ir knives? A ye , and fo r heads lik e  
the Dentos barbs fo r the tips o f the ir 
shafts? B u t  those w ise in  m etals 
learned  that i f  soft copper were m ixed  
w ith  soft t in  in  r ig h t proportion , they 
w ou ld  have hard  bronze. S o  M in o a  
m u st h a v e  t in ! ”

to-r\
1 in is the life  of M in o a ,”  as

sented the M inos, lean ing  fo rw ard .
“ L o r  long tim e, we m ined  us ou r 

copper upon C rete  and o u r t in  from  
not-distant is les,”  the prince  w ent on . 
“ T h e n  we had to range fa rth e r afield 
even unto  the L a n d  o f.th e  I t a l ic i  fo r 
o u r t in . E v e r , as o u r need fo r tin  
grew , we were forced to go fa rth e r in  
quest o f it . A ye , ou r galleys at last 
fared even to Cassiterides, the Isles 
o f T i n * ,  the isles o f the coasts o f the 
B rito n s , a fierce, and  savage race , fa r 
beyond the P illa r s  o f H e rcu le s upon 
the r im  o f the w o rld .”

“ R a re ly , ra re ly ,”  objected the 
M inos. “ T h ro u g h  the in te r io r of 
E u ro p a , through the Lan d s o f the 
D o lm en-m akers* ”

“ I  was com ing  to th a t,”  sa id  A lces. 
“ W e  learned  to ba rte r w ith  the in 
lan d  peoples at the m outh  of E r i-  
danus on u pper A d r i , a t the m outh 
o f the R h o n e  at M arse lla , and  a t the 
fa rth er trading-posts o f the M inos on 
the south coast o f the L a n d  o f the 
L io n  R o ck .

“ F ro m  C rete  to the Cassiterides is a 
long  and w eary voyage, and a danger
ous one. S w ift is that g a lley w h ich  
makes the T in  Isles in  three moons.

♦The Scilly Isles, off the coast of Corn
wall, England.

♦♦The dolmens of Europe mark the 
ancient trade routes.

A re  not fo u r m oons o r even five often 
passed in  that faring? So we began 
to barter fo r o u r t in  w ith  the in lan d  
tribes: fo r from  trib e  to trib e  the tin  
passes, from  Cassiterides and the B r it 
ons to the G au ls , t i l l  i t  reaches the 
coast at last and  the traders o f C rete .

“ O u r strength is in  th is m etal t in . 
Co nsider, then, i f  t in  fa il , how sh a ll 
we have bronze fo r ou r arm or, bronze 
fo r o u r arm s?”

“ W h a t! H ave  we not tin ?”  cried  
the M inos, sp rin g ing  up . “ R u n s  the 
su pp ly  low? W h y —”

“ I f  Cnossos have no t in , L a b y r in th  
fa lls ,”  said A lces. “ I f  Plraestos have 
t in , a lo rd  o f Phaestos m ay b u rn  L a b y 
r in th  ag a in !”

“ Y o u  are m ad to say it ! ”  cried  Mye- 
n ides.

“ T h is  m atter touches not M yenides 
—have 1 not said  it? B u t  there are 
other lo rds w ith  pow er, w ith  galleys, 
lords o f the South  Palace! H as not 
L o rd  Dentos a host and a fleet? 
Stands not h is arrogant palace by the 
R o y a l House o f Phaestos? T h e  arrow  
cries ou t, the broken a rro w : D e n to s  
h a te s  M y e n id e s !  D e n t o s  h as d e a th  i?i 
h is  h e a r t  f o r  th e  M i n o s ! ”

T h e  sword of L o rd  Dentos swept 
w ith  a c lash  from  its  scabbard.

“ T h e  boy raves!”  he shouted. “ M y 
b lade sh a ll prove h im  false! H e  sh a ll 
eat m y bronze!”

M yenides and  T h e rs ite s , w ho were 
near, sprang and seized h im . T h e y  
p in ioned  h is arm s. M yenides tw isted 
the h ilt  from  D entos’ g r ip  and 
dropped it  w ith  a c lash  in to  its  sheath.

“ Loo k  to yo u r stock-piles,”  cried  
A lces. “ I f  the su p p ly  o f t in  from  
E u ro p a  be cu t off, how  long w il l  you r 
w orkers in  m etal be able to m o ld  the 
pu issant bronze? H o w  m u c h  tin  h a v e  
y o u ? ”

“ C a ll Bardos, M aster o f the M eta l
w orkers!”  exc la im ed  the M inos. “ I f  
t in  be short, w hy have not o u r galleys 
sa iled  fo r A d r i, fo r  M arse lla? I f  tin  
be short—”

“ Q uestion  B a rd o s ,”  sa id  A lces. H e  
stooped and picked up  the broken 
arrow  and the ingot. “ T h e  L o r d
D e n to s  h as t in  ”

“ T h e  brazen-coated l ia r ! ”  shouted 
Dentos, struggling  w ith  those who 
held  h im . “ Free  m e! L e t  us to the 
arena! L e t  h im  prove it  in  the arena! 
M y blade sh a ll sp lit  h is false thro&tl 
H e  lie s !”

“ T h e  L o rd  Dentos has been amass
ing t in ,”  declared A lces ca lm ly . “ He 
has been long im p o rtin g  the ingots 
from  E u ro p a ; b u t instead o f tu rn ing  
in  a ll h is m etal to the ro y a l stock-pile 
fo r h is cred it-d isks, w hen h is ships 
came in , as req u ire d  by law , he turned 
in  not one ingot in  tw enty .”

“ A l l  lies! L ie s ! L ie s ! ”  shouted 
Dentos.

“ H o w  know  you th is , P rin ce  A lces?”  
dem anded the M in os ste rn ly . “ You
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b rin g  b lack  charge against a lo rd  of 
C re te ! I f  he be g u ilty , he w i l l  face 
the M in o ta u r!”

“ T h e  a rro w  was in  m y a rm ,”  said 
A lces. “ T h e  arrow  was shot from  
Dentos’ bow because I  knew  about his 
t in . I sought his son A m entias in  
Dentos’ palace. A  slave to ld  me 
Am entias was in  the baths. I  thought 
to jo in  h im  in  the pool, fo r the day 
was hot. B u t  I  was confused by the 
slave ’s d irections—I  lost m y w ay.

“ I  ended, S ire , in  a narrow  passage 
under the palace. G ro p in g  a long in  
that d im  place, I  heard  voices, saw a 
lig h t. A n d  I  stum bled  in to  a broad 
storeroom . M y L o rd  Dentos was 
there, w ith  Egastes, cap ta in  of h is 
guard . H is  great botv and q u ive r 
stocked w ith  shafts lay  beside h im . 
A n d  the cham ber was packed w ith  
ingots of tin  from  stone floor to lo fty 
v a u lt .”

“ Y o u  had w arm  welcom e from  the 
L o rd  Dentos, I  th in k ,”  said  M yenides, 
ho ld ing  h ard  to that lo rd 's le ft arm .

“ Dentos cursed me w ith  curses of 
Egyp t—by Set and by P ta h  he cursed 
m e, and ran  fo rw ard  against m e. B u t 
he wore not h is sword.

“ Egastes snatched up the bow" from  
the stone floor and  the q u ive r by it . 
H e  ran  to Dentos, and dropped the 
straps o f the q u ive r over Dentos’ head 
and  th rust the bow in to  h is hand .

“  ‘Skew er the spy!’ he c ried . ‘H e  
w il l  b lab! H e  m ust d ie !’

“ I  stooped and picked u p  th is ingot 
of tin , and I  ran  ou t th rough  the d im  
w ay, u p  the narrow  sta irs , and fo rth  
to the gates. Not t i l l  then d id  Dentos 
get a fa ir  shot. H e  bent h is bow  and 
p ierced me through the arm . T h is  
is"the a rro w .”

“ Y o u  d id  not stand , to fight?”  ex
c la im ed  the M inos.

“I  was w ith o u t a rm s,”  said  A lces. 
“ I  ca rried  not even m y sm all d irk . I  
ran  across the open w ay to the stairs 
of the G re a t Palace .

S armentes of M in opo lis  was de
scending, and  Lyxergo s and  others 
w ith  h im . A t  sight o f them , Dentos 
and those fo llo w in g  tu rned  about and 
w ent back in to  h is palace. M y L o rd  
K in g , I  s ilenced Sarm entes and those 
w ith  h im  t i l l  I  should  ask them  to 
speak.”

“ H o w  silenced them ?”  asked the 
M inos.

“ I t  was M inos-business, 1 sa id . 1 
sa id  that, w hen the h o u r was rig h t, I  
w ou ld  sum m on them  to L a b y r in th  to 
speak. S ire , they are captains o f my 
fleet. T h e y  are here .”

“ Is  there m ore to the tale?”  asked 
the M inos, staring  at Dentos.

“ N o  m ore, S ire . So it  was I  escaped 
from  Dentos, and broke the shaft 
near the flesh and drew  fo rth  the bo lt. 
I  have asked, since, and  find  that lit t le  
t in  has come in to  C rete  in  the la st s ix



‘The arrow is from this arm,”  Alces said. “1 got the arroiv when I got the tin.'

moons. L it t le  t in , S ire : but th is m an 
has abundance!”  . . .

A  m an  in  lea thern  ap ron  entered 
the throne-room , from  the fa rth e r 
door that leads to the section of the 
workshops and the storage-rooms. 
H e  m ade obeisance to the K in g  and 
to the court.

“ M y  L o rd  K in g ,”  he said in  harsh 
vo ice. “ W h a t is the pleasure of my 
L o rd  K in g ?"

“ Bardos, you are M aster of the 
M etal-w orkers ,”  said  the M inos. “ Y o u  
have also charge of the stock-piles of 
C rete?”

“ T h e  brass and the bronze, the cop
per and the t in , the s ilve r and the 
gold—aye, and e lektron  from  the 
B a lt ic , and p u rp le  dye from  shells of 
T a ra s  B a y :*  a ll these are in  my 
charge." H e  rubbed sooty hands on 
h is lea thern  apron.

“ W h a t w eight of tin  have you in  
the great bins?”  dem anded the M inos.

“ O f t in , S ire? W h y —w hy, I  know  
not. I  have not heeded—do not the 
galleys b r in g  in  the ingots o f t in  w ith  
alm ost every tide? T h e r e  is a lw a ys  
t in .”

*The purple dye from the Murex 
shells of the Tarentine Gulf rivaled the 
famed Tyrian purple.

“ I f  the supp ly were cu t o ff,”  the 
M inos insisted , "h o w  long  w ou ld  the 
tin  in  the storeroom s last?”

“ N ow , Hephaestos fo rb id !”  cried 
the M aster o f the M etal-w orkers. 
“ W h y  should  the in flo w  of tin  ever 
cease? T h e r e  is a lw a y s  t in —”

" B u t  if  it  xvere cu t off? I f  we got 
no m ore?”

“ I  can on ly  guess,”  stam m ered B a r
dos. “ A t  rough estim ate, s ix  moons, 
e ight moons—not m ore than eight 
moons. B u t su re ly , th e r e  is a lw a ys  
t in .”

“ H o w  m uch tin  have you in  the 
b ins of Phaestos?”  asked the M inos of 
M yenides.

“ I f  the supp ly cease th is d ay ,”  an
swered M yenides, “ if , S ire , as I  dread 
to hear, fo r any reason the supp ly 
has a lready ceased, I  doubt ou r tin  
w ou ld  last three m oons.”

“ A nd  how  m uch  t in  have you h id 
den u nder you r palace?”  c ried  the 
M inos, tu rn in g  ab ru p tly  and po in t
ing  at Dentos.

“ T h e  fe llo w  lies! I  have no t in !”  
" A l l  copper and  tin  brought in to  

C re te  is to be tu rned  over to the roya l 
stock,”  said  the M in os ste rn ly . “ D id  
not the w ise R had am an tho s em body 
i t  in  the L a w  o f  M in o s ?  You  know , 
you receive credit-d isks fo r the m etal
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—your p r o f i t  is secure. Y o u  w ou ld  
not ho ld  out tin  fo r p r o f i t , then . B u t 
t in , as the wise young prince  has said, 
is pow er; and the possession o f tin , 
should  ou r supp ly  fa il , w ou ld  assure 
h im  w ho has. i t  con tro l o f a l l M inoa! 
M y L o rd  Dentos, h o w  m u c h  t in  h a v e  
y o u ? ”

“ W h y  should  I  hoard  tin?”  cried  
the m an , h is face aflam e. A n d  he 
struggled w ith  h is captors to free h is 
arm s.

“ W e  sh a ll see,”  said  the M inos. 
“ M yenides, take yo u r guards and 
search the storerooms of L o rd  Dentos’ 
palace. T h e  L o rd  Dentos shou ld  con
sider that if  we find  he has heaped 
there ingots of t in , he goes to M in o 
tau r—and h is palace sh a ll be razed to 
the Phaestian sod.”

L o rd  Dentos roared  lik e  a b u ll o f 
L a b y r in th in e  sta lls . H e  gave a heave 
fo rw ard . H e  broke loose from  the 
ho ld  of M yenides and of T h e rs ite s . 
A n d  shouting :

“ T o  m e, D e n ti! T o  m e , D e n t i l "  he 
w h ipp ed  out h is bronze b lade again 
and plunged tow ard the gates.

A  tu rm o il broke out by the sw ing
in g  gates. S lash ing  th rough , cu ttin g  
r ig h t and  le ft w ith o u t heed w here | 
th e ir great blows fe ll , the guards of 
L o rd  Dentos in  fly ing  wedge charged



I llu s tra ted  by  F R E D E R I C K  C H A P M A N

shouting  in to  the presence of the 
K in g  of K ing s. B ronze clashed w ith  
bronze, and the red  b lood flowed.

Befo re  the ro ya l guards cou ld  re
cover from  th e ir su rp rise , the w arrio rs  
of Dentos had ringed  h im  around , 
and that e v il horde rushed  fro m  the 
C ity  Palace , and down the broad 
stairs.

T h e ir  chario ts aw aited  them  be
low . W ith  ru m b le  of heavy wheels 
and sharp  c la tte r of hoofs, they were 
off down the W ay of the A xes toward 
the sea.

T h e  M inos h im se lf had snatched 
u p  h is great sword, w h ich  he kept 
ever by h im , and sprang down among 
his courtiers to take pa rt in  the fray . 
N ow  he shouted, “ A fte r them !”

B u t  A lces touched h is arm .
“ Dentos has ships in  the haven ,”  he 

said . “ T h e y  are in  the B ay  o f Sea 
G u lls , w a itin g . H e  w il l  pu t to sea.”

M yenides came back, panting . 
“ T h e y  are safe aw ay,”  he said . “ I  
wager I  w i l l  find  no tin  u nd er the 
palace of Dentos! H e  w il l  see to it , 
the ingots are h idden  away in  the 
h il ls .”

“ W o u ld  he attack  the South P a l
ace?”  dem anded Orestos.

“ W e  are too strong, and he too 
w ily ,”  said M yenides, and laughed. 
“ I  th in k  he w il l try other tr icks .”

“ M in oa  m ust have t in ,”  said the 
M inos. . "Y o u  m ust find  h is hoard . 
A lces, M inoa m ust have t in  o r La b y 
r in th  fa lls .”

“ M y galleys are in  the port, ready 
to sa il,”  said  A lces. “ T h e y  are pro

v isioned  for sea-warriors and the long 
voyage. L e t  me have T h e rs ite s  and 
Orestos and a bo ld  fo llow in g , and I  
w il l  fetch you t in , S ire .”

“ Dentos w i l l  pursue, to destroy 
yo u ,”  w arned  M yenides. “ H e  holds 
that bo lt in  h is Set-cursed q u iv e r !”

- A lces looked at h im  w ith  steady 
eyes: “ Fe a r / any bo lt o f Dentos?”
he said softly. “ H ave  we not sh ips, 
and battle-fam ed heroes to m an them? 
H e  can w ound the arm  of an u n 
arm ed m an : b u t th in k  you he could 
skewer the K in g ’s fleet? W ith  T h e r 
sites and Orestos by me 1 w ou ld  board 
O s t r e o n  h is  great galley itse lf, and 
strike  h im  d ow n!”

"T h e rs ite s  is b u t ju st w ed ,”  said 
the M inos, th in k in g  alw ays first of his 
w arrio rs , as h is m an ner was, and look
ing  at that m adcap lo rd  soberly.

"M y  lo rd  has o n ly  ju st snatched 
me from  sea-ways and  lifte d  me from  
slavery ,”  said a soft voice beside h im . 
"M y  lo rd  has ju st wed m e. W i l l  he 
fare fo rth  now fo r a year’s tim e to 
risk  h is life  in  the unknow n ?”

A lcm ena stood by h im . H e r cheeks 
were flushed.

“ W o u ld  the M inos and the Princess 
of G reece try me?”  cried  T h e rs ite s . 
“ W h o  doubts w here my heart w ill 
stay, w h ile  I  toss upon  the sea-horses 
beyond Scy lla  and  Charybd is? T h is  
tin  sword you have forged, A lces, 
stands to the h ilt  in  m y heart! B u t  I  
w il l  go w ith  you , young P rin ce , in  
M in o a ’s need—even to the w o rld ’s 
end, fo r t in .”

A lcm ena clapped her hands. "Y o u  
hear T h e rs ite s , m y L o rd  K in g !”  she 
cried  in  triu m p h an t voice. “ W o u ld  
he su lk  in  terraced gardens of L a b y 
r in th  w hen M in oa  calls?”

“ Y o u  are g lad that I  go?”  cried  
T h e rs ite s , astonished.

" I  am h a lf  fish ,”  said A lcm ena , 
laugh ing , her face tow ard the M inos. 
“ I  am  a d o lp h in ! T h in k  you A lc 
m ena bides here?”  A n d  she tu rned  
her b rig h t head and looked at T h e r 
sites. “ N ay , m y lo rd  husband !”  she 
said. “ I  fare w ith  you to the w o rld ’s 
end! Su re ly , Orestos w i l l  go w ith  
you : fare you tw ain  ever two ways? 
I  m ust be there, lest you and he cross 
blades in  comedy ag a in !”

“ I t  was no com edy—”  began T h e r 
sites, flush ing .

“ Good, th en ,”  approved the M inos. 
“ T h e rs ite s  and his bride sh a ll rid e  on 
you r galley , P rin ce  A lces; and lo , I  
w il l  lend  you for th is fa ring  the royal 
sh ip  M in o s -e y e  and the D r a g o n  o f  
A d r i . T h is  D r a g o n  is aged, but s t ill 
tough of beam. O restos!”

“ I  am ready, my L o rd  K in g .”
“ You  have not been wed yourself 

so long as to lose the name b ride
groom ! W i l l  your queen of Egypt 
fare w ith  you to Cassiterides?”

"A nkh sen  is not present, S ire ,”  re
p lied  Orestos. “ B u t  I  w il l  speak for 
her. She w il l  not bide home, w ith  me 
a-voyaging. She w il l be com pany for 
A lcm en a .”

" I  should  be a bridegroom !”  g rum 
bled A lces. “ T h is  w il l be no pleasure- 
ja u n t, w ith  pipes and tim bre ls and
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festoons o f flowers. D o  we not sa il 
fo r tin? A re  we not m enaced w ith  
sea-battles on th at faring? B u t  here 
be a troop o f lovers! Someone fetch 
me cushions of dow n fo r the cabins! 
I  w il l  bedeck the spars w ith  ribbands. 
I  w i l l  set up  dovecotes on the decks.”  

“ Dovecotes?”  cried  A lcm en a . “ W h y  
dovecotes?”

“ F o r  the b ill in g  and cooing—”  be
gan A lces.

“ Y o u  are a com ely yo u th ,”  retorted 
A lcm en a , sm iling . “ O ld  sea-tales have 
it ,  the daughters o f the B rito n s  are 
fa ir , w ith  eyes lik e  sky and h a ir  lik e  
gold . W o u ld  you  trade w ith  them  for 
t in  and  give yo u r heart in  the barter? 
M eth inks you m ay need you r dove
cotes fo r the hom e-faring!”

“ I t  w i l l  take tim e to m ake ready for 
the long voyage,”  said the M inos, w ith  
som ething lik e  a groan, “ and we i l l  
can spare one h our! T h e re  m ust be 
provisions fo r the w arrio rs—arm s and 
food—”

“ H o w  long  w il l  it  take to have 
M i n  o s -e y e  and D r a g o n  o f  A d r i  ready?”  
dem anded A lces. “ A l l  is aboard  m y 
galleys, fo r a l l m y sh ips can c a r r y -  
have I  not to ld  you so? Dentos, I  
th in k , has seven sh ips. I  have five, 
bu t m ine  are sw ifte r. W ith  yo u r sea- 
houses, S ire , we sh a ll m atch  h im , sh ip  
fo r sh ip , m an fo r m an .”

“ O u r galleys are alw ays ready,”  said 
the M inos. “ A n d  w hat sh ips on the 
w ide waters of the w o rld  can m atch 
M i n  o s -e y e  o r D r a g o n  o f  A d riY *  

“ G ood ,”  said  T h e rs ite s . “ W e  can 
c lear fo r sea in  one h o u r .”

“ B u t  the goods fo r trad ing?”  cried  
Orestos. “ Needs m ust we have palace 
ja rs  and jew els o f price , bronze swords 
of cu nn in g  w orkm ansh ip , and—”

“ I t  w il l  take longer than  an  h o u r,”  
sa id  A lces. “ M y  sh ips are w e ll stored 
w ith  a ll needfu l m erchandise. B u t  
those o f the M inos?”

“ T h e y  w il l  carry  the heroes, arm s, 
provisions fo r the fleet,”  sa id  Myen- 
ides, “ and a ll is aboard . W o u ld  I  
cou ld  go w ith  yo u !”

“ T h in k  you  the M inos is happy to 
ta rry  at home?”  dem anded the K in g  
o f L a b y r in th . “ B u t  o u r place is here, 
M yenides. T h is  tra ito r is c lea r away. 
H e  has a strong fo llow in g . H e  m ay 
fo llow  A lces; o r he m ay strike  Phaestos 
or even Cnossos, w h ile  yo u r fleet is 
out. A lces. you do a brave th ing  for 
M in o a . M in oa  sh a ll not forget.”  

A lces bowed.
“ Fe tch  us w in e ,”  the M inos bade h is 

cup-bearer “ th at we m ay pour a lib a 
tion  and  d r in k  to the success o f the 
exped ition  o f A lces !”

W in e  was brought in  golden u rns. 
T h e y  sp illed  w in e  to the gods and 
d ran k—a ll bu t M yenides. H e  poured 
no w in e , b u t lifte d  h is cup tow ard the 
sun.

“ I  d r in k  to the O n e ,”  said he, “ to 
Jeh o vah  o f Moses. F o r long life  to

P rin ce  A lces and success in  the quest 
fo r t in ! I  d r in k  fo r  success to m y L o rd  
Orestos and h is b r id e , to T h e rs ite s  
m ighty in  battle , and  to A lcm en a , 
peerless am ong the wom en of G reece!”

So they d ran k  an d  parted , on  the 
palace sta irs . I t  was late on  th at day, 
how ever, before the goods fo r barter 
were checked, and  the fleet o f A lces 

' spread pa in ted  w ings and pu t forth 
to sea.

B u t  h idden  ro u n d  the fartherm ost 
western po in t o f C re te , und er the 
lan d , w ou ld  lie  the sea-hawks of 
Dentos lu rk in g  to strike .

T h e  w in d  was fa ir  fo r the westward 
fa ring , w hen the galleys of Cnossos 
w ent fo rth  ou t o f h arbo r and passed 
by the Is le  of D ea. T h e  sea was calm . 
T h e  deep b lue  w aters sc in tilla ted  in  
the sun as i f  sp rin k le d  w ith  gems.

T h e  sh ips o f Dentos had fleetly 
swept beyond v is io n  o f the M inos-m en. 
T h e  on ly  c ra ft in  sight was a slant- 
sa iled  Eg yp tian  trad e r from  N ile ’s 
m outh sw ift ly  g row ing  la rger as she 
swept tow ard  C rete .

N ow . the golden-arm ored A lces led 
fo rth  from  the B a y  of Sea G u lls  seven 
ships in  h is exp ed itio n  to Cassiterides 
in  quest o f t in  fo r the puissant bronze; 
and every galley was both  m erchant
m an and w arsh ip . A lces com m anded 
the fleet: and T h e rs ite s  was lo rd  of 
the sea-warriors—to h is d iscontent, as 
I  sha ll show.

T h e  greatest o f th at fleet was the 
ro ya l sea-house M i n o s - e y e , whose nam e 
is  m ighty th roughout the w orld . 

9  M in o s - e y e  bore pa in ted  in  red  upon 
each leathern  sa il the head o f a b u ll. 
She was three-jnasted, as o u r seals 
show, and  bore banks o f oars upon 
each side, great sweeps to push against 
the sea.

T h e  prow  o f M in o s -e y e ,  lo fty  
against heaven, lif te d  h igh  in  m ighty 
forks. H e r  fo rks were shod w ith  
bronze w here they bowed outw ard  
upon the bow an d  slanted  backw ard  
to the kee l: fo r w hen her ru sh ing  
w eight bore dow n in  sea-battle upon 
the doomed ga lley , lik e  a  sword o f the 
gods she w ou ld  cleave it  th rough  and 
through . Aye, she w ou ld  stave in  the 
decks o f that lost sh ip ; th e ir goodly 
beams w ou ld  b reak , th e ir tim bers 
sp lin te r u nd er h e r fo rked  prow , and 
strew  the cu rd lin g  seas w ith  g leam ing 
bodies o f the crew . Zeus, w h at a sh ip ! 
H e r , A lces h im se lf com m anded, and 
second u nder h im  that Ascopas o f 
C a n s  who had been m aster o f the 
S e a -D o g  su nk  by Coreyraean pirates 
w hen Orestos and  T h e rs ite s  battled  
them  off the coast o f H e lla s  and the 
mad w a rr io r T h e rs ite s  rescued the 
G re e k  m aid  A lcm en a  the A rch o n ’s 
daughter, w hom  la te r he wed.

M i n o s - e y e  had a house in  the stern 
know n as the R o y a l H ouse : fo r oft 
in  p u rp le  robes the K in g  o f K ing s
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voyaged in  h e r ; and fo r h im  was set 
there in  the h igh  throne-seat o f carved 
and g ilded  cedar. A m id sh ip s, she had 
a  house fo r the lo rds and captains o f 
w a rrio rs ; and fo rw ard , steps led  down 
in to  the quarters o f her crew . She 
was decked a l l  over w ith  cypress wood.

T h e  w a lls  o f the R o ya l House and 
o f the Lo rd s ’ House were painted 
lik e  cham bers o f L a b y r in th : w ith  
gardens and sh in in g  lakes, w ith  but
terflies and w ith  b ird s ; and golden 
and s ilve r fish deceived the eye and 
came a live  am ong ta ll reeds.

T h e  D r a g o n  o f  A d r i , once false 
A rch ites' sh ip , whose cap ta in  was 
O ry x  m ighty in  sea-fights, was as great. 
H e r  tim bers were brought by the 
sh ip w rig h t C h lio s  from  the L a n d  of 
the S ic u li, from  fum ing  shadows of 
the fire-m ountain ’s reek, w here ham 
m er of Hephaestos upon a n v il o f the 
earth ’s heart in  the insu fferab le heat 
beats soft the eternal ro ck , and E tn a  
spews fo rth  the m olten  mass to w helm  
the towns o f m an .

T h e se  tw a in  were M inos-ships. 
W ith  them  rushed w ith  rh y thm ic  
sweeps and stra in in g  of lo fty  sails 
L e v ia th a n ,  a two-master, that Sarmen- 
tes of M in opo lis  com m anded; T r i 
d e n t ,  a two-master, whose cap ta in  was 
that Aspartes of G o rtyn a  w ise in  sea
ways, sa id  once to have brought gold
en apples from  Hesperides to soothe 
the fever of Daedalus w hen , o ld  and 
s ick , he lay upon h is last bed ; and 
three sw ift single-masters: A m p h i t r i t e ,  
that Lycan tos o f Ch yteu m  oft steered 
to E rid a n u s  m outh  fo r w ax  and  honey 
and am ber and  t in ; F lo w e r  o f  th e  S ea , 
Lyxergos of Phaestos’ b eau tifu l floater, 
whose oarsm en were cham pions in  the 
sea-races; and  P u r p le  F ish —Asm adios 
o f Phaestos steered h er, he w hom  the 
priests o f G e ia  crowned w ith  la u re l 
fo r h is  g ifts o f onyx-stones.

S oon , D ea’s green mass was lost to 
sight, and w estward along the C re tan  
coast fared the fleet. W h en  Id a ’s 
w h ite  crow n was past, then the P rin ce  
A lces sum m oned the captains to the 
R o y a l H ouse , and he sat on the throne 
of golden cedar and o f ivo ry  to receive 
them , and a great tab le of ebony 
stood before h im .

T o  A lces came Orestos, to stand 
upon h is le ft hand , and T h e rs ite s , now 
P rin ce  o f M in o p o lis , upon h is righ t. 
T h e  dark-tressed A nkh sen , she who 
had been Tu t-ankh-A m m o n's queen, 
w hom  Orestos wed after the Pharaoh ’s 
death and h is rescue o f her in  N ip p u r 
o f B a b y lo n ia ; and  A lcm en a , she who 
was princess o f A thens and one o f the 
T r ib u te  C om pany, whom  T h ers ite s  
freed by grace o f the M inos and made 
h is b r id e , a fte r she was crowned P r in 
cess of L a b y r in th —she o f the golden 
h a ir : these tw a in  sat by.

O ry x  came from  D r a g o n  o f  A d r i ,  a 
proud sea-lord whose cup-bearer and



.whose shield-beaver stood beside h im  
as he were a k in g ; and  Sarm entes, 
from  lo fty  L e v ia t h a n ;  aye, and As- 
partes o f the T r i d e n t ,  he of Hesperi- 
des fam e; and  Lycan tos the far-trader 
from  A m p  h i t r i t e ,  and Lyxergo s, w in 
ner o f sea-races, from  F lo w e r  o f  th e  
S ea ; and Asm ad ios o f the P u r p le -F is h ,  
gift-g iver to the earth-m other G e ia , 
to g ive w isdom  to the cou ncil.

T h e n  the gold-arm ored A lces rose 
and spoke:

“ W e  sa il fo r t in , as a l l k n o w /' he 
sa id . “ Perchance we m ay find  t in  at 
T a ra s ; o r we m ay get t in  in  M arse lla  
o r in  the L a n d  o f the L io n  R o ck  by 
the P illa r s  o f H ercu les . B u t  there 
m ay be no t in  fo r us at any trading- 
post. I f  so, we needs m ust fare  fo rth  
out of the w ide M id  Sea in to  the u n 
know n , aye, even to Cassi ter ides.”

“ W e  w il l  find no t in  sufficient fo r 
our need on the m a in lan d  o f Euro- 
p a ,”  asserted Orestos, shak ing  h is head. 
“ I f  there were t in  there , we w ou ld  
have no shortage now .”

“ I f  the gods w il l ,  we fare  even to 
the T i n  Is les ,”  said  A lces again . “ B u t 
the L o rd  Dentos o f Phaestos has gone 
fo rth  out o f L a b y r in th  in  w rath . H is  
fleet has sa iled . Som ewhere, before 
we pu t the utm ost cape o f C rete  at 
o u r backs, he w i l l  come fo rth . I  ca ll 
you to con su lt: i f  Dentos come fo rth , 
sh a ll  w e  f ig h t  o r  s h a ll  w e  runV *

T h e rs ite s  strode fo rw ard  t i l l  he 
stood in  fro n t o f the tab le o f ebony 
before the P rin ce  A lces. T h e  hot 
blood was in  the w a rrio r's  face.

“ B y  H ercu le s , w hy should  we ru n ?”  
he cried , h is  vo ice h igh .

“ W e  have sa iled  to fetch  home t in —”  
began P rin ce  A lces.

“ W e  fear no sh ip s!”  raged T h e r 
sites. “ W h y  should  we ru n ?  W h en  
in  a l l  tim e d id  any fleet o f Cnossos 
avo id  sea-battle w ith  a rebel lo rd  of 
Phaestos?”

Orestos spoke so ftly , a lit t le  sm ile 
on  h is lips .

“ Y o u  rage before you th in k , T h e r 
sites,”  he sa id . “ T e l l  m e, com rade, is 
th is a fleet o f w ar? O r  fare we fo rth  
fa r  to fetch  home t in  fo r the m akers 
o f bronze?”

“ W h y —w hy, we fare  to fetch  t in ,”  
stam m ered T h e rs ite s .

“ I f  we stop to fight, then, sh a ll we 
not lose tim e? A n d  perchance ships? 
A n d  lives o f men? A n d  w il l  we not 
thereby be delayed in  the long  ven
tu re , w hen present need o f t in  d is
tresses M inoa? T h is  is a sm all fleet, 
i f  strong. H as not the M inos other 
ships? H as he not h is w a r fleets of 
L a b y r in th  and  the Phaestian galleys of 
M yenides m ighty in  arm s and men? 
L e t  them  take on D entos: we are fo r 
western seas.”

“ W o u ld  you le t th is tra ito r Dentos 
ho ld  us back in  ou r great purpose, 
Th e rs ite s?”  cried  A lces. “ Is  sea-battle

m ore precious to T h e rs ite s  than t in  
fo r h is  bronze b lade?”

T h e  flush  paled from  T h e rs ite s ’ 
cheeks. H e  stared at h is  long-time 
com rade. O n  a sudden, he unbuckled  
h is great sword-belt.

A n d  then he cast the bronze-bossed 
be lt and the broad-bladed sword in  
its  heavy sheath o f ivo ry  and o f gold 
crash ing  upon the ebony table.

“ W h en  w ith  the T h ie f  o f Th ebes 
we stood on the height above the 
p la in  of Sum er in  B ab y lo n ia ,”  he 
cried , “ and you sent m en in  g leam ing 
m a il to show them selves upon  the 
h il ls  and  befool the host o f N a rb u ta li, 
I  scoffed and p layed  the foo l. B u t 
yo u r fe in t, O  w ise com rade, caused 
N a rb u ta li to spread out h is pu issant 
host, and we carved  the B ab y lo n ian  
ran ks lik e  butter and  smashed through 
then to enter N ip p u r  the H o ly  C ity . 
A n d  now—I  p lay  the fool ag a in .”

“ P ic k  up yo u r be lt and sw ord , 
T h e rs ite s ,”  said Orestos. “ W o u ld  
the M inos name you L o rd  o f Sea- 
w arrio rs , i f  you were a fool?”

“ T h e re fo re  I  cast off m y be lt and 
sw ord ,”  cried  T h e rs ite s , ra is in g  a 
clenched fist and  sh akin g  it . “ Set me 
to sw abbing decks! G iv e  me a p ike 
to stand by the b u lw a rks , shou ld  hos
tile  galley board  us! W h y  shou ld  the 
M inos nam e m e , L o rd  o f W arrio rs?  
'T is  an  in su lt  to Orestos! Com rade , I  
w il l  not brook the s lig h t! W i l l  /  be 
L o rd  of W a rr io rs , and  you , m y liege- 
lo rd , subm it to a  fool's com m ands?”

“ M y dear lo rd !”  c ried  A lcm ena . 
“ P la y  you aga in  the com edy of the 
swords o f the A th e n ia n  sh ip , when 
you strove w ith  Orestos in  b rie f 
m elee that you m ig h t stay w ith  me in  
Athens? B u ck le  on  yo u r b e lt, dear 
lo rd !”

Orestos laughed . H e  strode round  
the tab le , p icked u p  T h e rs ite s ’ be lt 
and  sheath, and  w ith  a slap  g irded  it  
upon h im  again.

“ C o m rad e ,”  he sa id , g rave ly  and 
lo w , “ you forget I  am  no longer over- 
lo rd  to T h e rs ite s ! I  know  w e ll you 
w ou ld  sp ill the la st d rop o f yo u r hot 
ve ins in to  the ro llin g  sea, fo r me. 
B u t  you take yo u r honors a l l aw ry , if  
you th in k  Orestos slighted  w hen  T h e r 
sites was nam ed L o rd  o f Sea-w arriors!”

“ W h y  should  1  com m and—”  began 
T h e rs ite s , but m ore ca lm ly .

“ Y o u  have proved  yo u r w o rth  on 
field  and sea,”  Orestos to ld  h im . 
“ T h in k  you the M in os has forgotten 
how  you sent h is sh ip  a-rushing to 
shear off the starboard  sweeps of the 
p ira te  galley , and boarded and  took 
it  w ith  the fu ry  o f Ares? Y o u  have 
become great in  M in o a . A n d  the 
M inos sa id : ‘Orestos, I  have raised  
T h e rs ite s  to be k in g  o f a c ity . A nd  
lo , has he not proved in  the sea-fight 
and in  B ab y lo n  w ith  you h is lo ya l 
heart and h is cunn ing? W ith  you by 
h is  sword-arm  to counsel—’

“ ‘N am e h im  L o rd  o f Sea-warriors!' 
I  urged o f the M inos. ‘I  w ou ld  fare on 
th at fa r w ay as counselor o n ly : fo r 
w i l l  I  then not l i f t  the burden o f com 
m and from  m y back to his? A n d  
have the m ore tim e to be w ith  A nkh- 
sen?' A nd  the M inos answered, sm il
in g : ‘Good . L e t  T h e rs ite s  be L o rd  
of W a r  fo r A lces ' fleet.’ ”

“ Is  th is  tru th?”  dem anded T h e r 
sites, c lapp in g  a  hand upon  h is h ilt .

“ W h en  d id  Orestos speak other than 
true words to T h e rs ite s?”  dem anded 
the conqueror o f the a rm y o f N ip p u r. 
“ S u re ly , i f  never before th is h ou r, 
not now , w ith  the scar fresh  healed in  
your shoulder that you took for my 
sake!”

T h e rs ite s  swung round  and  bowed 
to the P rin ce  A lces and  flashed a g rim  
sm ile  to A lcm en a .

“ H a rke n , M inoans,”  he said . “ I  
w i l l  then com m and the sea-warriors. 
A n d  le t o u r host beware! I  w i l l  be 
a  g rim  leader! Y o u  are answered, 
P rin ce . W e  w il l  ru n  fo r it —tow ard 
G reece, tow ard  T a ra s . B u t  i f  Dentos 
broach th is fo rm atio n , we w il l  stave 
h is h u lls ; we w il l  d row n  h im  fathom s 
deep in  the sa lt waste!”

A n d  he strode u p  the w ide steps and 
ou t upon  the w in d y  deck.

A lces looked afte r h im . “ T h e  
M inos is w ise ,”  he sa id . “ Y o n d er goes 
one q u ick  and hot o f tem per—and the 
m an to lead  o u r host.”

A lcm en a rose, swept a lo w  bow  to 
A lces and  to the lords o f the fleet, and 
fo llow ed her own lo rd .

W h e n  the captain-lo rds had re
tu rned  to th e ir ow n galleys, the fleet 
of A lces ra n  dow n the coast o f C re te  
some twenty-five leagues t i l l  they 
raised  the long  cape th at extends lik e  
a g ian t ja w  on the fa rth e r side o f the 
G u lf  o f C anea . T h e n c e  they came 
opposite the deep G u lf  o f K isam os; 
and the other ja w  o f that gap ing  m aw 
is Buso .

A l l  th is w ay , the great sh ips ran  
w ith in  sight of the la n d : fo r a l l  sea- 
traders hug the shore. T h e re  lies 
haven in  storm . T h e  m id d le  sea is 
peopled w ith  m onsters, and lashed 
w ith  the w rath  o f sea-gods. W h o  
know s, in  M id  Sea w h at huge sea- 
beast w il l  rise? L e v ia th a n , th at can  
stave a h u ll w ith  h is b lu n t sku ll?  In k 
sp ittin g  octopus w ith  arm s reach ing  
and long , that w i l l  en tw ine  a sh ip  and 
p u ll her dow n to co ra l caverns o f 
Poseidon? S irens, to bew itch? Fu rie s , 
to destroy?

A ye , the fleet of A lces now  stood off 
the G u lf  of K isam os. A n d  stra ight 
there rushed from  out that bay the 
flashing-oared ships o f Dentos.

T h e  trum pets sounded from  sh ip  
to sh ip  the w arn in g  b la re . T h e  bow
m en and  the p ikem en took th e ir 
places. T h e  sh in ing  shields were 
ra ised  beside the to ilin g  oarsm en.
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A lces flew h is signals from  the 
fo rked  beak o f M in o s -e y e .  H is  ships 
stood off northeastw ard  tow ard the 
Is le  of A n tik y th e ra  and the S tra it of 
K y th e ra —tow ard Greece.

Dentos w ent after them . H is  bare
backed oarsm en sweated at the sweeps. 
T h e  w in d  fa iled . Y o u  cou ld  hear the 
creak of the hundreds of tholes of oak. 
T h e  sound of the sweeps roared  across 
the q u ie t sea.

T h e  m any-oared galleys M in o s - e y e  
and D r a g o n  o f  A d r i ,  though the ir 
lo fty  sails of b u ll ’s-hide flapped and 
drew  no m ore, fleetly outsped the 
surge o f the Phsestian fleet. B u t  the 
sm a lle r sh ips, though w ith  bare poles 
sw ifte r than any of Dentos' c ra ft, were 
slowed by those now useless b u lls ’- 
h ides, flap p ing  and em pty of w ind .

F lo w e r  o f  th e  S ea  fast closed the 
gap between her forks and the D r a g o n  
o f  A d r i ’s stern , bu t A m p h i t r i t e  and 
P u r p le  F ish  lagged w ith  the two- 
m asted T r i d e n t ,  ever a sluggish cra ft.

T w o  great galleys of Dentos swept 
up , one on e ither side of the T r id e n t .  
T h e y  came in  upon her sweeps and 
shattered them .

T h e y  threw  over brazen hooks and 
la id  down boarding-bridges. A n d  the 
m en of Dentos poured shouting  in  
upon  the deck of the L o rd  Aspartes.

N ow  this same T r i d e n t  was one of 
the eighty sh ips led by M eriones, fa 
ther of A lces, and by spear-famed 
Idom eneus to the he lp  o f the Greeks 
at T r o ia ;  and by M eriones was it  
steered in  the fleet at the sea-fight off 
Patm os. H e r  w arrio rs  were a l l of 
G o rtyn a , veterans of the T ro ja n  w ar, 
m en m ighty of va lo r. So that the 
battle  on the T r i d e n t ’ s deck w axed 
fu rio u s and great, and the smooth 
deck was in carn ad in ed .

T h e rs ite s , looking  back across the 
q u ie t sea, w h ipp ed  out h is great sword 
w ith  a clang. H e  shouted to Orestos, 
w ho stood in  the h igh  stern looking  
back:

“ M ay Baal-zebub, G od  of F lie s , feed 
on the flesh of m y heart, i f  I  ru n  for 
i t  w ith  Aspartes at the p o in t of 
Dentos’ b lade! H a ! Sw ing  round  
the great steering-oar! A  rescue! A  
rescue!"

O restos looked to the no rth , to
w ard  the green isle ris in g  nearer. H e  
looked back, where G o rtyn a ’s heroes 
were fighting  and dying.

Orestos sprang to the t i lle r  that 
Ascopes of Canae held , and seized it  
w ith  h im . T h e  tw ain  pushed hard  
upon  that massy beam.

T h e  port oarsm en rested upon th e ir 
shafts. T h e  starboard  rowers d ipped  
strong blades in to  the r ip p lin g  sea. 
M in o s - e y e  came about, and went 
zoom ing sou thw ard ; and D r a g o n  o f  
A d r i  a fter her.

T h e n  the A m p h i t r i t e  wheeled 
about, and Sarm entes tu rned  L e v ia 

th a n . B u t  the P u r p le  F ish , as the 
fleet charged dow n, was ram m ed by 
the O s tr e o n ,  D entos’ huge galley , and 
broke u p  and sank in  the w ine-red 
sea.

T h e  A m p h i t r i t e  stood over against 
the s in k in g  ga lley , and  p icked  up 
Asinad ios of Phaestos out of the w reck
age, and forty-six of h is crew . H e r 
bowm en showered the O s t r e o n  w ith  
th e ir death-tipped bolts.

M in o s - e y e  swept down upon the 
beleaguered T r i d e n t  w ith  the fu ry  of 
M in o tau r. T h e  Dentos galleys were 
s t i l l  fast to the T r i d e n t ’s  sides, the 
battle  s t i l l  in  doubt.

A n d  M in o s - e y e  jabbed  her bronze- 
shod and  lo fty  p row  hard  in to  the
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side o f the nearer Phaestian ga lley , and 
smashed her. T h e  force o f th at ru sh  
drove the broken  h u ll against the 
side of the T r i d e n t ,  and the T r i d e n t ’ s 
th ick  bu lw a rks crashed , against the 
fa rth e r galley. T h e  brazen grappling- 
hooks sprang free.

Orestos and T h e rs ite s , w ith  fu riou s 
blades, led  the M in o an  w arrio rs  rag
ing  across the T r i d e n t ’s  deck and 
swept the foem en over the sides. A n d  
they broke the boarding-bridges and 
set torch to the hostile  galley .

T h e  T r i d e n t  and  M in o s - e y e  stood 
off from  the wrecks they had  made. 
T h e  one galley of Dentos settled and 
san k ; the other bu rned  fu rio u s ly  
upon  the open sea.

In the still night a light flared on and off, as if a 
torch were moved back and forth behind a shield.



were moved back and fo rth  beh ind  a 
sh ie ld .

A lces looked fe a rfu lly  southw ard . 
F a r  off, on the horizon ’s r im , a lit t le  
star gleamed and was gone and 
gleamed again : an answ ering  flash.

A lces ran  to the cab in  and called  
Orestos, fo r it  was T h e rs ite s ’ hour 
fo r rest.

Orestos’ head and shoulders were 
ba re ly  above deck, d im ly  seen in  the 
lig h t of the m oon, w hen A lces spoke 
to h im —softly , because of the q u ie t.

“ Some tra ito r makes signals upon 
F lo w e r  o f  the. S ea ,”  he whispered. 
"T h e re  is an  answ ering flash upon 
the r im  of the waters southw ard . 
Someone has told Dentos of our 
position . Com e and see!”

Orestos gave a sm othered exc lam a
tion  and ran  w ith  h im  fo rw ard . T h e y  
stood in  the bows, staring  across from  
the port bow  at the near galley deck. 
A s they looked, the lig h t flashed 
again.

“ A  to rch !”  w h ispered Orestos.
“ Lo o k  to the south ,”  A lces w h is

pered back.
Orestos tu rned  h is head. F a r  in  

the n ig ht, a sta r w in ked —lo w  i t  glowed 
out and was gone and glowed again.

“ T h e  galleys o f D entos!”  excla im ed 
Orestos softly. “ H e  renews the 
chase!”

“ I  w il l take the lit t le  boat,”  said 
A lces. “ T h e  sh ip  is in  you r charge. 
I  w i l l  see w hat tra ito r bu rns the 
p itch-pine yonder.”

“ M ake haste,”  said  Orestos. " I f  
the fleet of Dentos pursue, we m ust be 
off apace. B u t who w ou ld  do th is 
th ing?”

A lces fetched two seamen from  fo r
w ard . T h e y  lowered the lit t le  boat 
w ith ou t sound , and paddled h im  to 
the h igh  sides of the F lo w e r  o f  th e  
S ea. A lces sought and found  ropes 
hanging near the stern and drew  h im 
self aboard.

O n  the fa rth e r side, w e ll a ft , a dark  
figure stood. E ve n  as A lces watched, 
the concealing  sh ie ld  m oved ; the lig h t 
shone out an in stan t—b r il l ia n t  and 
w h ite , a f la r in g  torch.

A lces sprang across the deck. H e  
seized the m an by the shoulders and 
rough ly  tw isted  around h is face. T h e  
fe llow  w renched away and  tossed the 
torch over the side, h issing  in to  the 
q u ie t w ater.

B u t  A lces had seen h is face.
“ A m entias!”  cried  A lces. “ W h a t 

does the son of Dentos upon  a galley 
of Cnossos?”

Am entias spoke sm oothly. “ P rin ce  
A lce s !”  he cried . "W h en ce  came you? 
W o u ld  not a M in o an  yearn  to voyage 
to the w o rld ’s rim ? I  came to L a b y 
r in th  in  my fa the r’s tra in . W h en  
he fled seaward, I  w ent dow n to the 
sh ips. I  offered to sa il as a  seam an: 
fo r is not the C ap ta in  Lyxergo s h im 
self from  Phaestos?”

T h e rs ite s , upon h is own deck again , 
tu rned  to Orestos and to A lces by h im .

“ Lo o k  to the Phaestian dogs!”  he 
cried . “ T w o  other of h is galleys 
flam e, and A m p h i t r i t e  has ram m ed a 
th ird !”

“ Dentos has had enough, by Zeus!”  
cried  A lces. “ See! T h e  O s tr e o n  
tu rns about! T h e  shattered fleet ru n  
back fo r haven in to  K isam os!”

“ W e  have lost a sh ip , bu t we have 
the v ic to ry ,”  said Orestos. “ S h a ll we 
not m ake w ith  a ll speed for the 
G recian  coast?”

“ Dentos s lin ks in to  K isam os,”  g rum 
bled Th e rs ite s . “ W e  cou ld  destroy 
h im  there—”

" In  the cab in , at the counsel, you 
voted to ru n ,”  began Orestos. “ M in o a  
m u s t h a v e  t in ! ”

“ A ye , b ro ther," said  T h e rs ite s , 
sigh ing . “ I t  tears my heart. H o , 
helm sm an! A bout sh ip ! W e  are fo r 
the n o rth !”

T h e  fleet of Cnossos tu rned  about. 
A  strong breeze rose. T h e  b u lls ’- 
h ides filled . T h e  ta ll ships ran  w ith  
sing ing  sheets tow ard the S tra it of

K y th e ra  and the d istan t Cape of 
M atapan .

T h e y  passed n o rth w ard  to the coast 
of the G reeks. T h e n c e  A lces led  the 
fleet northw estw ard  tow ard islands 
off the w ide m outh  of the Sea o f A d r i. 
O n a m oon light n ig h t, A lces, pacing 
the deck of M in o s - e y e ,  d iscovered 
treachery upon the F lo w e r  o f  th e  Sea.

A l l  the long 'day before th at m oon
l i t  n ig h t, there had been a flat calm . 
T h e  great sa ils were fu rle d , the poles 
bare. A ll  that day and in to  the n ight, 
the sinew y oarsm en had to iled  at the 
great sweeps. T h e y  now rested at the 
shafts. T h e  galleys lay  q u ie t and 
clustered together by a great is land  in  
the m idst o f the sea.

A  lig h t flared upon  the stern df 
F lo w e r  o f  th e  S ea . . . . M in o s - e y e  lay 
n ext to her. In  the s t i l l  n ig h t, the 
creak ing  of spars and  rigg ing , the l i t 
tle lapp in g  of waves against the h u ll, 
an occasional laug h  o r sh r il le r  vo ice 
from  the m en’s q uarters, were the 
o n ly  shatterers o f th at silence. T h e  
lig h t flared  on and  off, a j i f  a torch
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They broke the boarding bridges and set fire to the galley.



"A s  am  I , ”  said A lces , "an d  a i 
M yenides h im se lf. B u t—Lyxergo s ac
cepted the son of a tra ito r?”

“ A m  I  tra ito r because m y father 
is?”  dem anded A m entias ho tly . “ O r 
is he tra ito r, who should  be k in g  of 
Phtestos? D id  not the M in os crow n 
M yenides in  m y fa the r’s stead? B u t 
that is not at issue, here. I  have no 
desire to be in  lin e  fo r k in gsh ip . I  
am  fo r L a b y r in th , 1 stand fo r M ye
nides. A n d  Lyxergos praised me for 
lo ya lty  to the M inos and took me 
in to  h is House o f the Lo rd s . W h a t 
have I  done?”

"W h a t have you done!”  c ried  A lces. 
"Y o u  have signaled  you r sire w ith  
to rch  and sh ie ld ! Y o u  have g iven 
them  our position , so they can come 
u p  and seek to end our quest fo r t in !”

“ M y sire?”  A m entias laughed . “ D id  
he not ru n  in to  the G u lf  of Kisam os 
w ith  broken  ships? H as he eyes 
keener than eagles’, to see from  K is a 
mos to A d r i?  N ay , fr ien d , I  had bu t 
come off duty at the h e lm , and reach
in g  the cab in , found  1 had le ft m y 
chlam ys here. So I  lighted  torch  and 
came th ith e r seeking the c lo ak .”

“ I f  you looked for the c lo ak ,”  de
m anded A lces, “ w hy m oved you the 
to rch  back and fo rth  beh ind  the 
sh ie ld?”

“ T h e  calm  b reaks ," said A m entias. 
“ L i t t le  puffs of breeze stir , and the 
torch  smoked and threatened to go 
out. I  bu t m oved m y sh ie ld  between 
the torch  and the y i r  of a ir .”

A lces let go o£ A m entias ’ shou l
ders. “ I t  is true that there is m ove
m ent o f a ir  across the ste rn ,”  he ac
know ledged, w ith  doubt in  h is heart. 
“ B u t  there was an  answ ering  lig h t 
upon the ho rizon ’s r im .”

"Y o u  saw a lo w  sta r,”  sa id  A m en
tias, laug h ing . “ G ro w  you fidgety, 
a fte r the battle? T h e re  is a sea ru n 
n in g , southw ard : N ow , the waves
leap  u p  on the w o rld ’s r im  and h id e  
the star; now they h o llow  in to  
troughs, and  the star shines c lear. 
T h e  ro llin g  sea makes the low  star 
to w in k .”

“ D id  you fin d  your ch lam ys?”  asked 
A lces.

“ I t  is n o t here ,”  said  A m entias . “ I  
m ust have been m istaken—it  is  in  m y 
cab in  a fte r a l l ! ”

“ F o r th is tim e, I  m ust needs take 
yo u r w o rd ,”  said  A lces. “ B u t  to me 
i t  s t i l l  sm ells o f stale fish . Step 
w a r ily , son of Dentos! Y o u  sh a ll be 
w atched. I f  you are seen at n ight 
again  w ith  to rch  upon a deck, I  w i l l  
b in d  you , arm s and legs, and fling  you 
in to  the deep.”

A lces tu rned  on h is heel and  w ent 
to the side tow ard h is w a itin g  boat. 
T h e re  he tu rned , and  ca lled  back;

“ A n d  i f  by i l l  adventure , the gal
leys of the L o rd  Dentos ra ise m ast
heads above ou r horizon , tow ard  the

Iapyg ian  coast o r the G u lf  o f T a ra s , 
I  w i l l  b in d  you to a m ast and  m ake 
you a target fo r the bowm en! W e  
bear on th is fleet the fate o f L a b y 
r in th !”

A m entias on ly  laughed.
T h e re a fte r the trum pets b lared , 

the oarsm en bent to the task , and the 
galleys shot sw ift ly  over the moon- 
b rig h t waves. T h e  w in d  rose. W ith  
ra ttle  and creak , the sa ils were raised 
and filled . T h e  sea roughened, and 
the w in d  b lew  h ard .

N ow  the fleet labored through 
fro th in g  seas. A ye , the fu ries rode 
upon the b last and w h ipped  that 
cu rd lin g  tu m u lt in to  rage o f w in d  
and w ater. T h e  sa lt spray drove 
h issing  across the ro ilin g  decks.

A  g a lley cou ld  not ca rry  sa il in  
such a storm , and the lea thern  catch
ers o f the w in d  were dropped and 
stored aw ay. T h e  heaving  h u lls , w a l
low ing , r is in g , d ropp ing  aw ay again , 
w renched  and beaten and tossed 
about, groaned lik e  d yin g  bu lls .

W h en  daw n broke , there was no 
g lory in  the east. T h e y  caught gray 
g lim pse o f the fa r Iap yg ian  coast; and 
the fog pursued the ta in tin g  gale , and 
covered the s t i l l  d isq u ie t sea.

T h ro u g h  that im penetrab le  hum or 
of the sea stra ight overhead the great 
b a ll o f A p o llo ’s ch a rio t ro lle d  as red 
as fire , as b lood . T h e  w inged sons of 
Atrseus and  A u ro ra , Boreas and  Aus- 
ter, Argestes and C acias , Sirocco and 
A fe r , h av in g  m et arid  fought a l l n ight 
upon  the torm ented ocean, roared  off 
to the Cycladean  C ave , and  drew  after 
them  the fog.

T h e n  shouted from  the d rip p ing  
deck o f M in o s - e y e  the sten to rian  cry 
o f Ascopas o f Canas:

“ T o  arm s! T o  arm s! T h e  Dentos 
fleet!”

A n d  A lces , rag ing , answered: “ Y o u  
shout the death of A m entia s !”  he 
cried . “ B y  Zeus, he d id  signal from  
the F l o w e r  o f  t h e  S ea ! Th e rs ite s ! 
T  h e r s ite s !”

T h e  sh ields aga in  were stood by the 
to ilin g  oarsm en. T h e  great sa ils were 
u n fu r le d . T h e  sea-warriors stood to 
th e ir arm s.

Speeding up from  the southw ard  
against them , w ith  favo rin g  gale at 
th e ir backs, rushed  the sh ips of 
Dentos. T h e  Cnoss ian  fleet m ade 
tow ard  the G u lf  o f T a ra s , and the 
galleys o f Dentos sped a t an angle to 
cu t them  off.

T h e rs ite s  stood fo rw ard , and held  
to a h a lya rd , fo r the sh ip  p itched  in  
a s t i l l  angry sea. “ N ow  we m ust 
fig ht!”  he shouted to Orestos. “ I t  
w il l  be a  great battle ! T h e  odds are 
against us, fo r the t ra ito r has got h im  
m ore sh ips. N ow  Ares be praised! 
W e  have no excuse! W e  fight o r we 
s in k !”

“ W e  should  s t i l l  seek to m ake the 
po rt o f T a ra s ,”  asserted Orestos. “ Y o u
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m in d  the pact we made? W e  ru n  for 
it ! T h is  is a trad ing  fleet, com rade! 
W e  sa il f o r  t in ! ”

“ T h e re  is  no t in  at bottom  o f the 
M id  Sea,”  said  T h e rs ite s . “ H ave  we 
tu rned  aside from  the long ru n  to 
lapyg ia? B u t  you need no Dsedalus 
to te ll you w h at befa lls off the heel 
o f the G re a t Boot! T h e  sides o f an 
acute angle m ust perforce meet, com 
rade. Because we sa iled  the long way 
and they cu t hypotenuse across th is 
triang le , they w i l l  be w a it in g  fo r us 
off the cape. B u t  I  have a p la n .”

“ Zeus on ly  can avert the m eeting. 
T h e rs ite s , you know  I  fea r not the 
Phaestians. B u t  I  beat m y m in d  w ith  
the one w ord , t in !  ‘T in !  T in !  T i n ! ’ 
1 shout in to  m y own ears th at I  m ay 
not th in k  on sea-battle! H a ! Need 
I  te ll T h e rs ite s  th at Orestos loves a 
good fight?”

“ T h e rs ite s  is r ig h t : we cannot es
cape th is ba ttle ,”  sa id  A lces, w ho 
stood by, ho ld ing  to a  stay to keep 
h is footing .

“ T h e re  shou ld  be calm  in  close by 
yonder shore,”  sa id  T h e rs ite s .

“ T h e  w in d  and  the sea w i l l  d rop 
there, ce rta in ly ,”  agreed A lces, and  
Orestos nodded.

“ A n d  the Dentos sh ips outnum ber 
u s,”  said  Th e rs ite s .

Orestos stared at h im . “ T h e  m ad 
w a rr io r w axes sane!”  he averred  to 
A lces. “ A  ca lm , in shore ; the enem y 
aw a itin g  us; the Dentos sh ips out
num b er us. H e  h a s a  p la n !  Say on , 
Th e rs ite s . I  am  ahead of yo u .”

“ W ith  sa ils and oars d raw in g , D e n 
tos w i l l  ou tm aneuver us,”  sa id  T h e r 
sites w ith  a ru sh . “ B u t  w hen sa ils 
d raw  not, o u r sweeps w i l l  outspeed 
the tra ito r oars!”

“ G ood ,”  sa id  A lces.
“ W e  w il l  steer stra ight fo r the 

Iap yg ian  shore. In  the lee o f the 
lan d , we w il l  tu rn  and ru n . W i l l  not 
then the Phaestian galleys pursue, and 
being slow er in  the ca lm , s tring  out 
a long the coast?”

“ A n d  then?”  cried  A lces.
“ T h is  is w h at we sh a ll do ,”  said  

Th e rs ite s , and la y  bare h is p lan .

" W h e n  they had  come in  under the 
coast o f la p yg ia , the sa ils flapped and 
the sea was fla t. A lces com m anded 
that the lea ther be fu rle d . A n d  they 
ra n  along the coast, w e ll in , close to 
the rocks and  ye llow  sands.

T h e  sh ips of Dentos came u p  rac
ing , and drove in to  the lee, and  the 
w in d  fa ile d  them . T h e ir  great sails 
hung  loose and useless upon the 
spars. T h e n  they took in  th e ir lea th
e r, in  th e ir tu rn , and  bent to the 
sweeps.

T h e rs ite s  had the trum pets sound. 
T h e  horns o f Cnossos shouted in  the 
s t i l l  a ir . T h e  Cnossian  fleet, w ith  
ro a r o f m yriad  blades flash ing  in  the 
sun , rushed down that coast, and



Dentos a lte r them . A n d  h is sh ips 
were strung  out fa r along the wave- 
beaten strand ; no r were any two o f 
them  n ear together.

T h e rs ite s  then swung the fleet 
about; fo r as the battle  neared, the 
com m and was h is. A n d  he deployed 
the fleet by twos: in  two ran ks, he set 
the great galleys.

L e v ia th a n  and  T r id en t , he sent fo r
w ard  firs t, ta ll two-masters, o f oak and 
cypress th e ir  beam s, sw arm ing  w ith  
heroes; and A m p h i t r i t e  and F lo w e r  o f  
th e  S ea  fo llow ed them . B u t  M i  n o s 
e y  e  and D r a g o n  o f  A d r i ,  m ightiest of 
the w o rld ’s sh ips, m oved sw ift ly  out
w ard , one inshore , one seaward, s lan t: 
in g  away from  the course taken by the 
others.

So m aneuvering , the sh ips o f L a b y 
r in th  bore down upon Dentos’ own 
proud  ga lley , the O s tr e o n .  T h e  L e 
v ia th a n  and  the T r i d e n t , approaching  
one to her port and one to her sta r
board , darted  in  at h e r; and  each Cnos- 
sian  galley as she neared the O s tr e o n  
sh ipped her oars on the Phaestian 
side, and. w ent surg ing  and  crashing 
th rough  her sweeps. A n d  the tw a in  
cleared aw ay and drove tow ard the 
n e xt enem y galley.

M in o s - e y e  now  w ent charg ing in  
fro m  seaward and smote w ith  bronze- 
shod prow  the O s t r e o n ’s  stern , stav ing  
the L o rd  Dentos’ house high-m ounted 
there , and backed from  the wreckage. 
Fro m  the land-side, D r a g o n  o f  A d r i  
rushed crash ing  upon  the doomed 
craft's bow. H e r  lo fty  fo rks shattered 
and fe ll. A nd  the O s t r e o n  spun , bro
ken fo rw ard  and  aft, upon the q u iet 
sea.

•A s the great galley lay  helpless, be
in g  now  w ith o u t sweeps, w ith  sa ils 
dow n, and w ith  the sea pouring  in to  
her bow  and her stern , as she w h irled  
upon the ca lm  w ater, the La b y r in th  
ships shot in  showers o f flam e-bearing 
darts. T h e  O s tr e o n  burst in to  flam e 
and bu rned  fiercely an d  d rifted  la n d 
w ard  t i l l  she struck  upon a rock  and 
sp lit  apart.

So d id  T h e rs ite s  to the second, the 
th ird , and the fo u rth  o f the galleys of 
Phaestos. B y  then, two great sh ips 
came up to fight, and la id  fast to the 
A m p h i t r i t e ;  bu t her heroes forced 
back the helm ets of the Sou th  Coast. 
T h e y  pierced th e ir buck le rs ; they 
slashed through th e ir sh in in g  m a il.

O ne Dentos sh ip  the Cnossians took; 
bu t the Phaestians poured on to the 
A m p h i t r i t e ’s  deck from  the other 
side and caught them  in  the rear. 
T h e n  surged the T r i d e n t  in to  that 
fu ro r on the one side and the L e v ia 
th a n  upon the other, but the A m p h i 
tr i t e  began to b u rn . A n d  the rest 
of Dentos’ fleet fled no rthw ard  in to  
the A d r i Sea.

T h e  heroes from  the Cnossian  sh ips 
drove the foe over the b u lw arks in to

the sea. T h e y  let dow n buckets in to  
the waters and  quenched  the fires 
upon A m p h i t r i t e .  So, w ith  two 
prizes, the fleet m oved about, and 
near the t ip  o f the la p yg ian  land  
m eeting a breeze, u n fu r le d  th e ir 
pa in ted  w ings and rounded  the cape 
in to  the G u lf  o f T a ra s .

I t  was believed that Dentos d ied 
in  that ba ttle ; b u t he escaped upon 
a floating  m ast to  the beach, and 
thence was taken off by Ag leon of 
the South Coast. N ow , th is Agleon 
had gone in to  th a t struggle because 
Dentos was h is lo rd , b u t h is heart 
c lave to the M in os and to La b y r in th . 
A n d  Agleon stra ig h t bound the t ra i
tor and  bore h im  p risoner east and 
south to Cnossos. So Dentos lived  
to d ie  und er the golden hoofs o f the 
M in o tau r.

A s fo r A m entias , the tra ito r ’s son, 
he was not seen after the battle . 
W h eth e r he was swept overboard  in  
the fu ro r of the fighting , o r leaped 
in to  the sea w hen  the sh ip  was near 
the beach and  so escaped to the 
shore, no m an knew .

T„e v icto rious fleet poured lib a 
tions to the gods, and  chanting , rode 
triu m p h an tly  in to  the b e a u tifu l gulf. 
T h e  coast thence w estw ard  is a very 
garden of the gods. A ye , slanting  
down tow ard  the Isle  of the S icu li 
and the sm oking  fire-m ountain  E tn a , 
and the narrow  and  dangerous way 
between the G rea t Boot and the vast 
is land , even between Scy lla  that lures 
and  k il ls , and C h aryb d is  that draws 
and destroys, the coast is  flower- 
grow n and palm -bedight. T h e  Greeks 
now begin to settle there. B u t  the 
M in o an  traders were first—and the 
Iapyg ians are of k in d re d  blood.

O n  the w ay in to  the G u lf  o f T a ra s , 
the carpenters and  the crews w orked 
to heal the w ounds of battle  on the 
ships. W h en  they cam e near the tow n, 
stand ing  in  w ith  stream ers o f p a rt i
colored fine lin e n  fly ing  from  the ir 
fo rks, Am ados K in g  of T a ra s , he who 
was blood-brother to the Fo u rth  
M inos, pu t out to meet them  in  a long 
b lack  galley b rig h t w ith  banners and 
sh in ing  shields.

K in g  A m ados’ galley and  n um er
ous other T a ra n t in e  ships great and 
strong escorted the far-voyagers to 
the shore. A n d  the sm alle r craft 
were beached upon  the golden sands, 
and the greater rode at anchor in  
the fa irw ay .

T h e re  abode the fleet fo r a fu ll 
m oon, the lo rds and  m en resting  and 
feasting , the sh ips being furb ished  
and m ade ready, and stocked w ith  
fresh w ater and provisions of a ll 
k inds.

T h e y  burned  a hecatom b upon 
the beach of tw enty young lam bs and 
ten k in e , and num berless doves, and 
poured lib a tio n s to the im m orta ls .
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T h e  lords gave g ifts unto  K in g  
Am ados, and he brought them  fru its  

. and great tuns of w ine , and sent to 
h is ro ya l brother a jeweled co lla r 
and an hundred  talents of pure gold.

L e a v in g  T a ra s , the P rin ce  A lces 
led the fleet w estward a long the south 
coast of the L a n d  of the It a l ic i .  N ow , 
o f that long voyage from  T a ra s  to 
the L io n  R o c k , is it  not recorded for 
fu tu re  m en in  T h e  H u n d r e d  B o o k s  
o f  C r e t e ? B u t  these the M inos had 
recorded upon parchm ent: against 
w h ich  I ,  Palm os, counseled h im — 
for parchm ent hath  affin ity fo r dam p 
and for fire , but the baked clay d isks 
of C rete sh a ll last to the end of tim e. 
1 am  m inded  on my ow n account, 
i f  I  can find  tim e, to copy the H u n 
d r ed  B o o k s  upon  clay , that they may 
have th is d iv in ity : to become im 
m orta l.

H ow ever a l l th is m ay be, the H u n 
d r ed  B o o k s  record : how  day became 
n ight in  the stra it between Scylla  
and C h aryb d is , and great gales lashed 
m ountainous seas and threatened to 
d rive  the fleet upon S cy lla i w here the 
sirens sang in  the w ind y blasts to lu re  
m en deathw ard  to ragged rocks; and 
iiotv upon C h aryb d is , whose N ereids 
ca lled  from  the cliffs in  the gale w ith  
voices to d raw  the heart from  the 
body and  b rin g  the stout h u lls  crash
ing  lik e  eggshells upon th e ir steeps.

H o w  there was lost the S ea S er
p e n t ,  g ift  of Am ados K in g  of T a ra s , 
and the fleet was to rn  and rad d ied  by 
w in d  and  sea. H o w  the sh ips put 
in to  the bay of the fire-m ountain  past 
the isle of ceru lean  caverns and 
found  there d w e llin g  on that fa ir  bay 
M ycenaean fo lk , to welcom e them  
w ith  M in o an  words.

H o w , reach ing  M arse lla , they got 
them  no t in —and here they were told 
there was w ar am ong the in te rio r 
tribes. A n d  they fared on along the 
seem ingly endless coast, on the edge 
of the lost, d row ned w o rld : that P a ra 
dise of w h ich  ancien t bards have 
sung, w hen  a dam  of rock  shut off the 
M id  Sea from  the u nkno w n  ocean 
beyond, ris in g  between the L io n  
R o ck  and  the A f r ic  la n d —and a ll the 
basin  of the M id  Sea was then d ry  
land  and a paradise indeed. B u t  the 
angry gods, fo r that m an  had sinned , 
bu rst that great dam , and the flood 
that fo llow ed destroyed a l l that then- 
know n w o rld .

T h e re  was one m an escaped w ith  
h is fam ily  and  h is flocks and his 
herds upon a galley he had  b u ild e d : 
the Hebrew s te ll of h im —N oah h is 
nam e. I  know  not the tru th  o f th at; 
—b u t along th is coast of E u ro p a  from . 
M arse lla  w estw ard , round  the great 
cu rve  of the con tinent, you sh a ll see, 
an  you be v a lia n t and voyage fa r , 
the r im  of beauty to rav ish  the hearts 
of gods. T h e  rest of the Parad ise



that was before N oah , lies d row ned 
under the deep M id  Sea.

A n d  the H u n d r e d  B o o k s  te ll that 
the exped ition  of A lces fared on and 
reached in  long tim e, at last, the port 
that lies in  the shadow o f the L io n  
R o ck .

T h e y  w ent in to  that po rt, sing ing  
hym ns to Poseidon and to A thena . 
B u t  w hen they neared the shore, the 
lan d  spewed fo rth  b lack boats that 
came up sw arm ing  w ith  death-bolts 
and w ith  shouting . A n d  the fleet 
was sore beset.

Sm ashing through that demon 
n avy , M in o s - e y e  and D r a g o n  o f  A d r i  
lead ing , the noble ships o f L a b y r in th  
ram m ed and sank a b lack  p irate  gal
ley. O ne of the slaves on that cra ft, 
bend ing  over the sweep, was freed 
of h is chains by the crash. H e  leaped 
in to  the sea, and sw im m ing  w ith  
great strokes, came up  under the 
side of M in o s -e y e .

T h e  P rin ce  o f A lces, seeing that the 
w retch  was lik e  to d row n, leaped 
down to h im  w ith  a rope, and helped 
h im  over the lo fty  bu lw arks to the 
deck.

S o  it  came presently that the P rin ce  
A lces , seated upon  the g ilded  throne, 
had the galley-slave brought before 
h im  in  the R o y a l House.

T h e  galley-slave stood naked , save 
fo r a b lue lo in-clo th , w ith  sinew y 
back scarred by the lash and long h a ir  
tangled and u nkem pt. H e  held  h im 
self p roud ly  and made no obeisance, 
but was sm itten  suddenly w ith  aston
ishm ent.

“ Y o u  are the m an  who leaped in to  
the sea to save m e!’’ he cried .

“ A m  I  cripp led  o r age-broken that 
it  should  su rprise  you?’ ’ asked A lces, 
sm iling .

“ W h e n  before, since earth  was 
shaped out of chaos, d id  a k in g  risk  
his life  fo r a galley-slave? A re  not 
the K ing s of M in o a  proud?”

" I  am  not a k in g ,”  answered A lces. 
“ I  am  P rin ce  A lces of Phaestos. A nd  
you are not a slave .”

" D id  you not see? I  was chained  
to the b ank  o f the p irate  sh ip ! W hen  
you ram m ed h er, m y fetters snapped, 
and I  leaped free. I  am  a galley- 
slave ."

“ N ay , m an , you e rr ; I  deal w ith  
no slave ,”  said  A lces. “ F ro m  that 
m om ent I  touched you in  the cold 
sea, you were free .”

T h e  m an drew  h im se lf u p  proud ly . 
“ Good, then : you are a p rince . B u t 
you carry  yourse lf lik e  a k in g ,”  he 
said . “ O n ly  a great k in g  could  be 
o f such h um b le  m in d .”

"X hum b le?”  A n d  the young gold- 
arm ored L o rd  of the F lee t laughed 
a loud . “ A  m an ’s life  is a life , be 
he p rince  o r slave. Is  not yo u r degr ee 
o r m ine  an  accident o f b ir th , a 
chance of the gods? D id  I  choose

S e e in g  t h e  w r e t c h  w a s l i k e  t o  d r o w n , A l c e s  l e a p e d  d o w n  w i t h  a  r o p e .

to be noble, or was I  he ired  in to  it 
by the gods? Beho ld , you sh a ll be 
laved in  scented w ater and clad  in  
fine lin e n , and g iven a staff of ivo ry . 
T h e n  should  I  be stripped  o f this 
pretty m a il and d irt ie d  and scarred 
and clad  in  b lue  lo in c lo th , and  stood 
before you here in  the R o y a l H ouse, 
w ho, looking  upon us, should  say, this 
one is the prince  and that one the 
galley-slave? W ere  you bo rn  a slave?” 

“ N ay—the savage horde smote us 
in  the n ig h t, and  looted and  slew ; 
and they took me in  m y sleep, and 
they chained  me to the oar-bank.”
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“ W h y , when you found  you r chains 
had snapped, d id  you d ive overboard  
and sw im  to this sh ip?”

“ Y o u  come from  the isle of C re te ,”  
the m an declared . “ I  know  your 
ships. You  have come a fa r w ay, to 
reach the L io n  R o ck  and the P illa rs  
of H ercu les . D o  I  not know  of La b y 
r in th  and  the m akers of bronze? F o r 
w hat purpose w ou ld  you be faring  
so fa r from  hom e, save fo r tin? I t  
is to ld  by o u r o ld  men that o f e ld , 
galleys of C rete  came even to Cassi- 
terides fo r t in . T h e re fo re  I  swam  
h ard  fo r yo u r sh ip .”



"W e  sai] to Cassiterides," said  
A lces.

“ So it  was I  to ld  m yself, the m ighty 
sh ip , the tall-m asted galley of the 
w ealthy  M inoans is bound for Cas
siterides. I  am  from  Cassiterides.
I  am  B r it is h . I  knew  t cou ld  be 
usefu l to you when you come to our 
isles—and  so w ou ld  get me home. 
Y o u  w il l  bear me hom e. L o rd  P rince?
I  w i l l  repay you there—for I  w il l  
m ake an  eterna l pact between yo u r 
people and m y people, and I  w il l 
repay you w ith  a thousand ta le n ts ' 
of t in , w ith  hides and w ith  wool. 
A n d  I  w il l  be you r in te rp re te r; for 
I  th in k  you know  no B r it is h .”

“ M in o a  has no q u a rre l w ith  the 
B r it is h  fo lk ,”  said  A lces. “ W e  come 
to trade ; we come fo r t in .”

“ M y people w i l l  be hostile  to 
strangers. B u t  fear not—I  w il l  speak 
to them , and they w i l l  crow n y o u , 
w ith  oak-leaves and we w il l  m ake 
m erry  together in  the m ead-hall. You 
w il l  be great in  m y country , because 
you restore me to my hearth . A re  
you wed?”

A lces stared and laughed. “ W ed? 
N ay , by H ercu les! I  am a free m an !” 

“ Y o u  w il l  need the vo ice of B ran  
i f  you w ou ld  trade in  Cassiterides. 
B u t  you are a p rin ce , and b ig  of 
body and fa ir  to see. A ye , P rin ce  
A lces, I  w i l l  show you a princess of 
beauty to d im  you r goddess A p h ro 
d ite ’s g low . I f  you r heart and  Bo- 
dercea’s meet, she sh a ll be your 
b r id e .”

“ N ay, nay, B ra n !”  protested A lces. 
“ I  seek no b ride . I  w ou ld  ra th e r 
have a s ilve rn  ingot of t in  in  m y arm s 
than the fa irest m a id  in  B r ito n !” 

“ Y o u  have not yet looked in  Bo- 
dercea’s eyes,”  declared B ra n . “ H e r 
h a ir  has sheen of the sun ; her eyes 
are b lue  as fla x , her fo rm  as shapely 
as that o f the queen of the gods; her 
vo ice, lik e  sound of sweet w ater ru n 
n in g  in  fern-banked b rook ; her mood 
joyous, w insom e; and th e ,li t t le  bow 
of her scarle t lip s , L o rd  P rin ce , of 
proper height to meet you r own! 
F le e t as a law n , cunn ing  w ith  bow 
and arrow  as D ia n a —”

“ E n o u g h !"  cried  A lces. “ Y o u r 
Bodercea is a goddess, and I  on ly 
m orta l. L e t  her wed a prince  of 
B r ito n . B u t  you—how know  you 
Palace M in o an , fr ie n d  B ran ?”

“ In  my yo u th ,"  said  B ra n , “ my 
father, w ho was a trader that loved 
adventure , took me w ith  h im  even 
to M arse lla . T h e re  the M inos had 
a trading-post. T h e  son of the K in g  
of T a ra s  came to study the trad ing . 
W e  became frien ds , and fo r s ix  
moons were we together. T h e  P rin ce  
of T a ra s  taught me you r tongue.”  

“ H is  nam e?” asked A lces. 
“ A m ados,”  answered B ra n .
“ H e  is K in g  of T a ra s  now ,”  said  

A lces. “ M eth inks B ra n  needs m ust

be o f noble b ir th , to have had 
a b ro ther of the M inos fo r a frien d . 
Good. I  w i l l  d e live r you in to  -the 
hands of Ascopas, who w il l  see that 
you are p roperly  clad . W e  put out 
of this e v il bay at once, and clear fo r 
Cassiterides!”

A lces ca lled  Ascopas, who con
ducted B ran  to the Lo rd s ’ House. 
T h e re  he bathed in  scented w ater. 
T h e y  clad h im  in  fine lin e n  and in  
q u ilted  arm or w ith  bronze plates, 
and fastened greaves to h is legs, and 
strapped to h im  goodly shoulder- 
pieces. T h e y  gave h im  helm et w ith  
lo fty  p lum e, and bow and q u ive r 
stocked w ith  darts. T h e y  gave h im  
a double axe , and  a C re tan  kn ife  
w ith  ivo ry  h ilt , w ith  socket at the 
t ip  of the hand le  fo r the lit t le  finger 
—fo r such a k n ife  w i l l  not tu rn  in  
the hand  at a stro ke .* A n d  they gave 
h im  a r in g  w ith  a cameo stone set 
on it , on w h ich  was carved the image 
of the M in o tau r.

Trn fleet of A lces passed out of 
the M id  Sea in to  the unkno w n  ocean. 
T h e n  B ra n  the B r ito n  w ent u p  in to  
the bow , and p ilo ted  M in o s - e y e  and 
the fleet u p  the long  way t i l l  they 
came to a sharp  tu rn  of the land . 
T h e n ce  he crossed bo ld ly  a storm y 
sea, and presently out of a fog there 
lifte d  w h ite  cliffs .

“ T h e  cliffs of B r it a in ,”  B ra n  said , 
po in ting . T h e y  w ent in  u nder the 
lee of the lan d , and sa iled  southward 
again , and a long way ro u n d  the 
southernm ost t ip  t i l l  they came off of 
country  at the end o f B r it a in ; thence 
looking  southwestw ard  they cou ld  see 
a fa ir  arch ipelago of is lands.

B ra n  ca lled  Orestos, A lces, and 
T h e rs ite s  and po inted  to the isles 
ahead.

“ Cassiterides!”  he cried .
N ow  the fleet sang hym ns, and 

sacrificed  to the gods, and poured 
lib a tio n s of r ic h  v in e  in to  the sea. 
A n d  they came in to  a sm all bay.

Beho ld , .the people of that land , 
the B r it is h  fo lk , sw arm ed out from  
shore in  th e ir ro u n d  boats of h ide , 
w h ich  m en ca ll coracles o r czorzvgls in  
th e ir barbarous tongue. Notv these 
lit t le  boats were lig h t, w ith  cross-seat 
in  the m idst. V e r ily  a B r ito n  could  
bear his coracle upon  h is back.

T h e  bay was b lack  w ith  the lit t le  
boats, and those w ho  paddled them

“ Such a knife, made in the ancient 
fashion near the ruins of Labyrinth , has 
been given the author by Michael Biska- 
duros, of Clinton, Massachusetts, who is 
a Cretan from near the Palace, and who 
has read a ll this author’s Cretan stories 
in  Blue  B o o k . H is father was a helper 
of S ir A rthur Evans, the archeologist who 
excavated the Labyrinth , and he himself 
is well-versed in  M inoan story—and has 
made this author proud by asserting these 
Bronze Age tales ring  true.
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wet e stained w ith  a m in e ra l red  and 
th e ir faces were smeared b lue  w ith  
woad. T h e y  cast spears and shot 
darts, and raised a raucous d in  w ith  
furious voices.

T h e n  B ran  w ent up  in to  the bow 
and showed h is face to the nearest 
coracle, and cried  out to the B rito n s . 
T h e y  suddenly changed th e ir w ra th 
fu l cries to shouts of jo y . A n d  fo rth  
from  the shore came a long b lack 
and slender galley , bearing  w arrio rs 
in  copper m a il, and a w om an rode in  
her bow.

B ra n  ran  to A lces and p lucked  h im  
by h is q u ilted  sleeve.

“ B e h o ld ,”  he said , “ the Princess 
Bodercea !”

A lces then for the first tim e saw the 
m aid . She was stand ing , ba lancing  
herse lf featly to the rise  and fa ll of 
the galley , and her h a ir  hung in  a 
golden cloud  about h e r face : and  her 
face was the face of C irce , o f a l l love
liness praised of bards. A n d  she, not 
w a it in g  fo r the he lp  of any m an , 
seized the rope-ladder that hung  over 
the side, and m ounted to the deck of 
M in o s -e y e .

Bodercea ran  stra ight tow ard  A lces. 
H e , looking  in to  her b lue  eyes, saw 
that she w ept. B u t  she came u p , not 
to h im , bu t to the m an  w ho had been 
a galley-slave, and weeping, clasped 
h im  in  her arm s.

B ra n  tu rned  to the two younger men 
and sm iled .
, “ M y daughter, the Princess B o 
dercea,”  he said.

A lces stared, speechless. T h e rs ite s  
cleared h is th roat. B u t  i t  was O res
tos who found voice:

“ Y o u r daughter is the Princess? 
T h e n  you are—”

“ B ra n , K in g  of the isles you ca ll 
Cassiterides,”  said  he p roud ly . “ Said 
I  not I  w ou ld  heap yo u r ships w ith  
tin? Bodercea, th is is P rin ce  A lces, 
com m ander o f the F lee t o f Cnossos,” 
and he took her by the hand  and led 
her to the P rin ce , and  placed her u n 
w illin g  hand  in  that of A lces.

“ T h is  is the P rin ce  w hom  it  is my 
w il l  that you w ed ,”  he said.

Bodercea tu rned  an g rily  to her fa 
ther, and the blood flam ed in  her 
cheeks. A n d  she answered h im  in  
sweetly broken  M in o an ;

“ Y o u  sh a ll not spo il you r hom e
com ing !”  she cried . “ I  wed h im  on ly 
to whom  m y heai;t is g iven . You  
come in  b a rb a rian  sh ip , w ith  ou tland  
fo lk , and stand me before an  ou tland  
w a rr io r and  b id  me h im  to wed. D o 
I  know  h im  or the life  he leads? H e  
m ay be e v il; he m ay be cru e l as the 
m en of the north ! H e  m ay be—”

“ I  m ay be a l l th a t,”  sa id  the P rin ce  
A lces ca lm ly . “ W h a t is i t  to the 
Princess w hat I  am? I  come to Cassi
terides to trade ; I  come fo r tin . T h e  
K in g , you r fa ther, cannot speak fo r 
m e. I  have no desire to w ed .”



T h e  Princess looked at h im . T h e  
sun shone upon h is golden m a il. 
"Y o u  lo o k ,”  she then said  wondering- 
ly , “ l ik e  a god.”

She tu rned  away and ran  for the 
sh ip ’s side, and  descended to her gal
ley. B u t  her fa ther laughed.

W ^ tE N  they w ent ashore, B ra n  took 
the lo rds and the ladies to h is own 
house: a vast stockade o f wood w ith  
m ound and w ith  m oat around  it , and 
an in n e r palisade of sharpened stakes. 
A n d  the cen tra l b u ild in g  had in  i t  a 
great h a ll , w ith  firep lace o f  rock  and 
w ith  a great stone hearth  before it . 
T h e  tim bered ce ilin g  of the h a ll was 
b lack w ith  smoke. T h e re  was a fire 
flam ing  there, the log of an oak at 
the back as th ick  through as a temple 
p illa r  and as long as a great lance.

T h e re  they gave to the heroes of 
L a b y r in th  a sp lend id  feast. T h e  r ich  
m ead flowed lik e  w ater, there was an 
ox roasted w hole , and the lo rds were 
crow ned w ith  oak leaves. T h e  B r it ish  
bards brought in  silver-toned harps, 
and chanted in  th e ir strange tongue 
of g lory in  battle  and v a lia n t deeds.

T h e  M in oan  lords abode as guests 
in  the House of B ran  fo r three moons, 
w h ile  the ingots of tin  were made 
ready and the holds of the fleet stowed 
w ith  them . A lces bartered  fo r w ool, 
also, as w e ll as fo r t in , and for hides. 
H e  traded w ith  them  the palace jars 
and the jewels of p rice , the cu nn in g ly  
h ilted  swords o f bronze, bronze heads 
for bolts, and craftsm ansh ip  o f the 
artisans of .L a b y rin th  and of the 
South  Palace.

A n d  B ra n  sought ever to bring  
A lces and h is daughter Bodercea to
gether; bu t the m aid  was haughty to 
h im  and proud , and w ou ld  have none 
of h im .

A s fo r A lces, though B ra n  saw h im  
looking  at the Princess now  and again 
w ith  d ream ing  eyes, he d iscla im ed  a ll 
interest. So that the K in g ’s w iles and 
hopes seemed doomed to fa ilu re .

T h e n  that wise k in g  ca lled  in to  
co u nc il Orestos and T h e rs ite s , and 
sa id  to them :

“ I t  is my desire that the P rin ce  
A lces take Bodercea m y daughter to 
w ife , fo r I  love the boy as he were my 
ow n son. B u t  they w i l l  have none, 
e ithe r, of the other. So as the tim e 
nears w hen  you m ust c lear away for 
C rete , I  w ish  you , w hen you have 
pledged secrecy, to help  me p la n .”

“ H o w , p lan ?” asked Th e rs ite s . 
“ T h e  g ir l is lo ve ly , and 1 too have 
great fondness fo r the P rin ce . B u t  if  
he is not interested in  you r daughter, 
and  she cares not fo r h im —”

“ I  seek to find  a way to b rin g  them 
together,”  said B ra n . “ T h e y  are des
tined  the one fo r the other. I  w ou ld  
see m y daughter happy, and this 
noble youth  can m ake her so. T h e re  
m ust be a w ay .”

“ T h e  g u a rd s  s l e e p , "  s h e  sa id . “ 1 g a v e  th e m  a p o t io n  s o  t h e y  w o u ld .”

" I  lik e  the id e a ,”  said  T h e rs ite s , 
"b u t w hen it  comes to such m atters, I  
am helpless. M y head is as em pty as 
yon d ra in ed  m ug!”

“ T h e  Princess cou ld  not do better 
than to wed A lce s ,”  said  Orestos. “ I  
have studied the you th  from  Crete to 
Cassiterides. H e  is a great m an , and 
gentle. W h en  he leaped overboard 
for you, he knew  n o t that a k in g  was 
in  danger of d row n ing . H e  risked  his 
life  fo r a galley-slave. B u t  w hen it  
comes to find ing  answ er to yo u r prob
lem , lik e  T h e rs ite s , I  have none. Is 
not th is w om en’s business? W h y  not 
consult A nkhsen  and  A lcm ena?” 

“ G oo d ,”  said  the K in g . “ W i l l  you 
ca ll them ?”

W h en  the wom en were ca lled , O r
estos sa id  to them :

“ K in g  B ra n  has it  m uch  to heart 
that ou r Alces wed his daughter 
Bodercea .”

“ A n  exce llen t outcom e to this long 
voyage, i f  you can b rin g  it  about,”  
said  A nkhsen .

" T h e y  are w ell-m atched ,”  mused 
A lcm en a . “ B u t  w h at can  A nkh sen  
and  I  do about it? ”

“ T h e re  m ust be some w ay, in  the 
lit t le  tim e rem a in in g  before you 
spread w ings and fly hom e, to b ring  
the tw a in  together,”  said  B ra n . " Is  
i t  not the jo y  of wom en to m atch  
m an and m aid?”

T h e  two wom en looked at each 
other and both laughed .
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“ Leave  us here a lit t le  w h ile , and 
we w il l  pu t o u r w its together. Su re ly , 
some good th ing  should  come out of 
Egyp t and of Greece together,”  said 
A lcm ena .

So the m en w ent fo rth  and left 
them  to consu lt. A nd  when they re
tu rned , A nkh sen  sa id :

“ W e  have m ixed  a brew that sha ll 
w o rk  you r m agic, K in g  B ra n ! L is te n  
now , a l l  of you. T h is  is w hat B ran  
m ust do !”

A n d  w hen the three m en had heard 
that p lan , they declared it  good.

A t  the feasting that n ight K in g  
B ra n  d rank  overm uch of the mead. 
A n d  he fixed h is eyes upon A lces, and 
sa id : “ A m  I  not k in g  of th is land?”

“ S ire ,”  answered A lces, “ you are 
k in g .”

“ A s k in g , I  am  the law  of th is land . 
Does any w a rr io r gainsay me?”

"V e r ily , you are the law  in  Cassi
terides,”  answered A lces, not seeing 
w h ith e r the ta lk  w ou ld  trend.

“ Good—I ,  K in g  B ra n , am the la w ,”  
said  the K in g , and held fo rth  his 
beaker fo r the cup-bearer to f i l l ,  and 
sp illed  the m ead over h im se lf w ith  
shaking  hands. “ A n d  you are on ly  a 
p rince , young w a rr io r , and in  my 
d o m a in .”

“ I  am your guest—” began A lces.
" In  these isles, you w il l  do as I  say. 

Yonder sits Bodercea my daughter. Is 
she not beau tifu l?  B u t she w il l  not



obey her fa th e r ; she loves h im  not. 
T h e re  is a D ru id  priest in  the outer 
cou rt. R ise , A lces, and take my 
daughter, by force i f  you m ust—m y 
guards w il l  a id —take m y disobedient 
daughter to the priest. W ed  h e r!"

T h e  Princess sprang to her feet.
P rin ce  A lces also rose. “ N ay , K in g  

B ra n ,"  he sa id , “ you m istake me! I  
am yo u r liegem an in  a l l th ings, e x 
cept in  the heart. W h a t k in g  is so 
great that he ru les the heart? I  w il l 
not take yo u r daughter, u n w ill in g , 
to the p riest.”

Bodercea sw irled  round  and stared 
at h im . “ W h a t mean you , P rin ce  
A lces ,”  she dem anded ho tly , “ you w il l  
not take m e, u n w il l in g ?  Y o u  have 
to ld  m y fa ther a hundred  tim es, i f  
once, you w ou ld  not wed A rtem is 
herse lf, though from  O lym p us she 
descended to woo you! Y o u  are 
wedded to a t in  ingot, to golden 
arm or, to the beauty of sh ips—the 
K in g  o f B ab y lo n  has not m ore w ives; 
b u t never one o f yo u r w ives o f flesh 
and  b lood !”

. A l c e s  laughed . “ T h e  K in g  you r 
fa ther is lo rd  of th is la n d ,”  he sa id , 
“ and I  lik e  h im  m uch , and am  loya l 
to h im . I  w i l l  go fo rth  from  th is h a ll 
g lad ly  and  subm it to the priest, and 
wed the m a id  w illin g . B u t  no u n 
w il lin g  m aid  sh a ll be b ride  o f A lces 
of Phaestos.”

T h e re  was a s t ir  about the table. 
K in g  B ra n  h iccoughed and  stared.

“ T h e re  is  m ore w arm th  in  the 
golden p late upon you r breast than 
in  the heart u nd er i t ,”  said Bodercea 
sco rn fu lly . “ Y o u  do not love m e. I  
wed o n ly  one whom  I  love—and  w ho 
loves me m ore than earth  o r sky o r 
hom e o r im m o rta l gods!”

“ Know s fa ir  Bodercea ought of the 
heart u nder m y breastp late?”  A lces 
was ho ld in g  a ta l l golden beaker of 
mead. H e  opened h is hand  and let 
the beaker crash  to the straw-strewn 
floor. “ W h e n  I  first saw you , ru n n in g  
wet-eyed to greet yo u r father, I  loved 
you. B u t  m y heart is not upon  my 
sleeve. N o r w il l  I  m easure m y love 
fo r Bodercea w ith  w ords that other 
ears than hers sh a ll hear. B ra n , I  
w il l wed yo u r daughter w illin g , any 
tim e she reveals her w il l .  B u t by the 
O lym p ian  gods, I wed no m aid  u n 
w il l in g !”

“ H e re , you are in  m y fa the r’s 
pow er,”  said the m a id , her cheeks 
aflam e. “ Y o u  fear m y fa ther. M y 
fa ther the K in g  should  know  I  w il l 
not wed th is m an .”

“ A n d  you , P rin ce  A lces? D id  1 put 
an i f  to m y order? Y o u  are to wed 
m y daughter fo rth w ith , be she w illin g , 
o r be she lik e  one o f the Fu rie s  rag ing 
and c law ing ! W i l l  you take her fo rth  
to the priest?”

“ T h e  K in g  knows w hat I  feel 
tow ard  h im . T h e  K in g  has quaffed

the m ead deeply th is  n ig ht, and  is  not 
h im se lf. W ere  the K in g  h im se lf—”

“ Y o u  say I  am  d ru n k?”  shouted 
B ra n , sp ring ing  u p , and overtu rn in g  
h is h ig h  seat.

“ You  are n o t yo u rse lf,”  said  A lces 
coo lly . “ I  w il l  n o t wed the m a id .”

“ I  have a cryp t of stone beneath 
th is house,”  said  B ra n . “ I  cou ld  keep 
a. m an there t i l l  h is days end , an I  
w i l l  it . T h e re  is  a bronze r in g  in  the 
w a ll, and strong chains. Choose, 
then, A lces : the m a id  o r the ch a in s!”

A lces laughed . “ I  w i l l  shed no 
blood in  yo u r great h a ll ,”  he said. “ I  
th in k  the m en of C rete  w i l l  not long 
brook m y im p risonm ent. B u t  let 
there be no feud between C rete  and 
Cassi ter ides, fo r yo u r daughter’s sake, 
K in g  B ra n ! I  m ust needs choose you r 
dungeon .”

“ A w ay  w ith  h im !”  shouted the 
K in g . “ T h e  craven  sh a ll ro t before I  
release h im !”

A n d  guards o f B ra n , who had 
m oved so ftly  b e h in d  the P rin ce  A lces, 
sw ift ly  seized h im  by the arm s, and 
led h im  fo rth .

Bodercea stared after h im . She 
looked at her fa the r as i f  she d id  not 
kno w  h im , and  tu rned  and w ent forth  
to her own cham ber.

T h e rs ite s  stirred  uneasily , and he 
w hispered to A lcm en a , w ho sat by 
h im :

“ Is  th is  play-acting? B ra n  seems 
overserious, to me! I  lik e  not to le t a 
b ro ther w a rr io r  be haled  fo rth —and 
m y b lade sleep ing !”

“ H u sh !”  w arned  A lcm ena . “ Be pa
tient! Y o u  sh a ll see.”

N ow , the P r in ce  A lces found  h im 
se lf ly in g  on d irty  straw  in  a sm a ll, 
ro u n d  room . H is  w rists were chained  
to h is ankles, and the chains were fast 
to a bronze stap le in  the rock .

So he lay a great w h ile . A n d  he 
heard  a c reak ing : the b a r of bronze, 
that he ld  the door fast shut, clashed. 
T h e  heavy oaken door m oved out
w ard .

D azed ly , he beheld  Bodercea stand
ing  in  the door, a  p itch p in e  to rch  in  
her le ft hand , h is ow n scarab-studded 
sw ord b e lt w ith  its sheath, and Pteras 
h is sword w ith  the d o lp h in  h ilt  of 
ivo ry  in  her rig h t.

“ O h , A lces!”  she cried  to h im . “ M y 
fa ther was not h im se lf! M y father 
w ou ld  not do th is th in g , were he h im 
se lf!”  A n d  she choked , and  wept.

A lces b lin ke d  u p  at h er, dazzled by 
the lig h t.

“ T h in k  noth ing  o f i t ,”  he said. 
“ T h is  a ll w il l  pass! I  b lam e not you r 
fa ther. B u t  how come you  here? 
T h e  guards!”

“ T h e  guards sleep,”  she said . “ 1 
gave them  a po tion  so they w ou ld  
sleep. See—I  have brought yo u r belt 
and sw ord !”

“ F o r  w hat purpose?”  dem anded 
A lces.

“ D o you not know ?”  she cried. 
" T h e  C re tan  fleet w il l  sa il—at d aw n !”

“ A n d  w hat is that—to you o r me?”  
dem anded A lces.

“ T o  m e, death ,”  said  the Princess. 
“ T o  you—the hom eward fa rin g , the 
green is le  of C re te , L a b y r in th  of the 

^thousand cham bers!”
“ Su re ly  Bodercea know s,”  said A lces 

gently. “ I  sa il not hom eward w ith  
the fleet.”

“ Y o u —you sa il not w ith  the fleet?” 
She gave a lit t le  gasp, an d  th rust the 
torch in to  a socket on the w a ll. “ W h y  
do you n o t sa il?”

“ T h e  gods g ive m an  one l i fe ,”  he 
said . “ A n d  to some m en, the gods 
g rant b u t one love. I  w il l  not pu t 
the w o rld  between me and the m a id  I  
lo ve—-nay, not fo r a l l Crete! I  had 
to ld  T h e rs ite s  and Orestos I  w ou ld  
never leave Cassiterides w ith o u t you 
at m y side. G o  back to yo u r cham ber. 
I  stay in  the cryp t.”

She w ent dow n on her knees beside 
h im  and her tears fe ll upon h is bound 
hands as she tugged at the clasps. “ I  
have been cru e l and foo lish  and over- 
p roud ,”  she sa id , “ and you m ake me 
prouder! A lces, do you not know , 
can ’t you see? I  set you free , as you 
set m y fa the r free, and  I  fare  w ith  
you—to the w orld 's end, I  care not 
w h ith e r—if  on ly  you do love m e!”

T h e  chains fe ll clang ing  from  h im . 
H e  lifte d  her as he rose and  he ld  her 
tight-clasped in  h is arm s.

A n d  beyond the lig h t, in  the d a rk  
co rr id o r, the vo ice o f K in g  B ran  
sounded:

“ I f  you tw o lovers hope to escape to 
M in o s - e y e  ere she sa il, you  had  better 
h u rry ! A nd  m ayhap on yo u r long 
voyage hence, you w il l  fo rg ive the o la  
K in g : fo r how  else cou ld  I  b rin g  you 
two to yo u r senses? I  kno w  th is w i l l
fu l ch it , P rin ce  A lces! She w il l  not 
accept o rders; she w i l l  on ly  share 
com m and!”

T h en  he led  two speechless lovers 
fo rth  to the great h a ll , w here T h e r 
sites and A lcm en a , Orestos and A nkh- 
sen, aw aited  them  w ith  a sad-faced 
priest of the D ru id s .

A n d  there A lces and Bodercea were 
wedded. . . .

So v e r ily  d id  the exped ition  o f A lces 
sa il to w orld 's end , to Cassiterides, 
and  fetch  hom e the t in  to keep L a b y 
r in th  strong. O f the voyage hom e
w ard , is not a l l  w ritten  in  the H u n 
d r e d  B o o k s ?  Patm os waxes o ld : but 
the ta le  is ever young. M eth inks it  
w i l l  s t i l l  be fresh fo r the read ing  w hen 
L a b y r in th  is bu ried  in  dust, and  the 
fleets of C rete  have rotted  to nothing  
in  the last ports.

W a rr io r , is the sw ord im m orta l? 
T h e  bronze b lade w il l  ou tlast the 
ivo ry  h ilt , b u t in  long tim e a l l  weap
ons fa i l :  and o n ly  love and the Im 
m orta l Gods endure.
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First Photographer of War

IT  has been said that republics are 
ungratefu l. Conspicuous in  our 
own history is the ingratitude 
shown one of our citizens who 

performed a great and gallant service 
for us—M athew B . B rad y , who devoted 
four years and a ll his resources to 
photographing the C iv i l  W a r, and 
died in  poverty.

T h e  son of an Ir ish  im m igrant, 
young M athew had litt le  form al 
schooling, but he had the g ift of p ick
ing up knowledge, and the greater 
g ift of m aking friends. T w o  of these 
were of special help to h im . T h e  por
tra it pa in ter W ill ia m  Page taught him  
something of draw ing and composi
tion, and introduced him to another 
artist, Sam uel Morse. Now chiefly 
remembered for his invention  of the 
telegraph and his w ork w ith  Cyrus 
F ie ld  on the A tla n tic  cable, Morse was

at that tim e m uch interested in  the 
photographic process introduced in  
1839 by Daguerre, and q u ick ly  com
m unicated his enthusiasm  to his 
young friend  B rady.

A t once B rady began experim enting 
w ith  the new discovery; improvements 
soon made its p ractica l va lue obvious; 
and in  1842 B rady opened a portra it 
studio at the corner of Broadw ay and 
Fu lto n  .Street in New Y o rk . T h e  new 
venture caught on, and great numbers 
of prom inent people patronized the 
studio.

B rady soon won a succession of 
medals fo r the excellence of his work 
at nationa l exh ib itions, and presently 
introduced a popular innovation—col
ored daguerreotypes on ivory . In  
1850 he published his ‘ G a lle ry  of 
Illu str io u s Am ericans”  and the fo l
low ing year took a collection of his

portraits to e xh ib it at the London 
W o rld ’s Fa ir .

I t  was shortly after this that the wet- 
plate process invented by Scott-Archer, 
w h ich  perm itted the m aking  of m any 
prints from  one negative, came to 
B rady ’s notice. He thereupon im 
ported A lexander G ardn er, an Eng 
lish artist sk illed  in  the process, and 
discarded the daguerreotype. B u s i
ness boomed, and in  1858 he opened 
a branch studio in  W ashington, and 
shortly afterw ard another uptown in  
New Yo rk .

- N o w  came the W a r Between the 
States, and the great work for. w h ich  
Destiny had been schooling M athew 
B rady. T h e  story of that w ork is 
told by T .  T .  F ly n n , under the title  
“ B rady of B roadw ay,”  beginning on 
page 18 of this issue.
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THE JUDGE JUST LAUGHED by D o n a ld  B a rr  
C h id se y ; PICTURE FLIGHT by A rch  W hite- 
h o u s e ; THE CRAMPED LEFT HAND by Jo e l  
R e e v e ; HOME IS THE HUNTER b y  G en e  
C a e s a r ; SPIES IN THE SKY by K u rt S in g e r




