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FANTASY FICTION

SHAPE OF DESIRE . ..... Cleve Cartmill

It was—something. It was an ancient, fahled
gem, it was a pair of tailor’s shears. It was a
gun, a great emerald, or a hacksaw blade. It
was—the shape of desire!

YESTERDAY WAS MONDAY . Theodore Sturgeon

Slight error somewhere! He got behind the
scenes, and woke up Wednesday morning
although Yesterday was Monday. The Build-
ers hadn’t finished making Wednesday yet—

NOT ACCORDING TO DANTE . Malcolm Jameson ;

Hell wasn’t what it used to be, what with all
the imps on relief, and a steady rain of broken
shoelaces, inoperable gadgets, and hroken-down
cars. But there was a very special hell for him—

THE FOUNTAIN............. Nelson S. Bond |

Ponce de Leon was right—the Fountain of Youth
was there in Florida. But he was wrong—for it
was the fountain of death, too!




HEN ugly flakes and scales begin to speck
your clothes, when your scalp begins toitch
annoyingly, it’s time to act—and act fas#!

- Nature may be warning you that infectious
_dandruff has set in...may be telling you'to do

something about it before it gets any worse. .

Start now with Listerine Antiseptic. Just douse
it on your scalp and hair morning and night
and follow with vigorous and persistent massage.

This is the simple medical treatment which has
shown such outstanding results in a substantial
majority of clinical test cases . . . the easy method
used by thousands in their own homes.

Listerine often brings quick improvement, be-
. cause it gives both hair and scalp an antiseptic
* bath. The loosened dandruff scales begin to
- disappear. Your scalp feels healthier, more invig-
orated. And meanwhile, Listerine is killing
millions of germs on scalp and hair, including the
queer “‘bottle bacillus,” recognized by outstand-
ing authorities as a causative agent of the.
infectious type of dandruff.

Clinical results of this simple, pleasant treat-
ment_have been literally amazing. In-one test,
769 of dandruff sufferers who used Listerine
and massage twice a day, within a month showed -

complete disappearance of, or marked improve:
ment in, the symptoms. '
If you've got the slightest symptom of this
trouble, don’t.waste any time,.- You may have a
real infection, so begin today with Listerine
- Antiseptic and massage. To save yourself money,
buy the large economy-size bottle. y

Lausert Puaraacar Co., St. Louis, Mo.
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THE TREATMENT

that brought improvement to
76% of cases in a clinical test

MEN: Douse full strength Listerine on the

scalp morning and night. WOMEN: Part

hair at various places, and apply Listerine

right along the part with a medicine drop-

per, to avoid wetting the hair excessively. .
Always follow with vigorous and per- .

sistent massage ‘with fingers or a good hair

brush. Continue the treatment so long as

dandruff is in evidence. And even though

you're free from dandruff, enjoy a Listerine i

massage once a week to guard against in- :

fection. Listerine Antiseptic is the same

antiseptic that has been famous for more

than 50 years as a mouth wash and gargle.
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. underékood, ac'cepted, and acted reasonably on Nightmare Island! .-
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IN the folklore of most nations there appears some type of ‘mischievous being
—the personified essence of the orneriness of the inanimate. Considering the
fiendish skill with which a collar button’ can conceal itself, or a pencil seen in its
proper place not ten minutes ago can vanish, it is abundantly clear that :ome
invisible—and ill-natured—rvisitant must be at work. -

The English—see Shakespeare—called it the work of Puck, the jokester fairy.
The Irish seemingly had more trouble; they required a whole race of jokester-
tricksters to explain -away their difficulties. Ireland had the Leprechaun—or at
least they were so called in the Leinster district. -In south Ireland they were the
Cluricaune, but Cluricaune or Leprechaun, they were a troublesome lot.

Normally, they were pretty much solitary beings, unlike the friendly fairy
folk who generally went in troops. There were suggestions, as a matter of fact,
that the Leprechauns were outcasts from' the fairy folk, exiled for their bad dis-
positions, a fact which naturally did nothing to improve those dispositions.,

Sometimes they were—or became—attached to a place or a family, If such -
was the case, they’d -do many good turns—but cause more than enough trouble to -
recompense. Many a family moved out of their house to seek a _home elsewhere,

~ hoping to escape the unwelcome help of the local Leprechaun, only to discover to

their despair that the Leprechaun was attached to the family, not the house. Many -

‘are the sad tales of.the hard-working peasant family that packed its bag and

baggage, labored twenty or thirty miles across the countryside with ox-drawn cart
to 2 new home—only to find, as they began the task of unpacking, that high on top

of the goods rode the Leprechaun they'd hoped to leave behind.

Among the richer members of the community, the Leprechaun was unpopular -
for his sottish tendencies. They couldn’t be kept out of a cellar of good wine, no

~ matter how stout the bolts—or such was the report the lord of the-manor received.

One way or another, at least, good wines vanished, and empty bottles remained
behind, with many a butler or footman to swear to the inexplicability of the whole
affair, : : _ .
Such haunters of wine cellars tended to he dandies, too, if somewhat sottish.

'The Leprechauns who settled themselves on a peasant family, however, tended to

adopt a less foppish manner of dress, still with a brave touch withal. One was
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seen dressed in a Jeather apron,’ w1th a httle red mghtcap ori fiis " head llght blue
stockings, and shining little shoes w1th huge. sﬂver buckle% ‘His Tface. was l1ke a
withered winter apple;. brightened a- bit by a cnmson nose mth a pmple t1p

Still others of the outlaw fairy type were. enttrely ‘:olttzu v, llvmd alone and
ou their own, though frequently seen to be domg cobblmg worl\ (Perhaps the
fairy folk gave their outlaws a bit of help by way of shoe 1epam ?) ) “Oné seen so-
engaged was described as “A bit of an old mar, nota- quarter 50 big as a new-horn
child; with a little -cocked hat on his head’ and a- stump of a little’ clav pn)e in " his-
teeth, smokmg away, ‘and a plain, old- fashioned coat with ‘hig buttons on its back, .
and a pair of massy silver -buckles on his: shoes; and he wonlxed away as hard as
could be heeling a little pait of brogues EEESRE RIS

Now evidently so unpopular a type of supernatuml character was fair game
for anybody who could catch him and make him reveal the secrets his magical |
nature made clear to him. They were small, and feared human sttength—the :
str ength of ‘giants—if they were once caught. Burled treasures were plainly evi-

.dent "to their magical ways, but their naturally sullen disposition and general

cussedness made them:keep it hid—or hide it somewhere else so the proper owner
couldn’t find it again. Now.if a man could once catch a Leprechaun, he could be
forced to reveal the hiding place of such treasure—unless he slipped away.

But that was the trouble. - They were a slippery folk, and let the lucky man
take his eyes off the wée one for an instant, and he was vanished for good by his,
magic. Many and sly were the tricks reported by which the Leprechaum induced
the human captor to look the other way for that v1tal mstant—and w.zooosh' and
the wily bit of a fellow was gone? :

Or, if he were ﬁnaliy forced to leveal the treasure many and sly were the
tricks by which he made the revelation’ useless. - One qtu:dv farmer having caught
his Leprechaun, and kept him under eye every instant, finaily forced him to reveal
the secret—a treasure hidden beneath the foots of a sinall sapling in a nearby forest.”

. Joytully the peasant tied a scarf about the sapling, and made the Leprechaun swear -

not to disturb that marking while the farmer was off getting tools to dig. But the
sly rascal outwitted the man still, for when' the farmer returned, exactly similar
scarves were tied in the identical manner about all the trees in the whole forest"

The Cluricaune had one advantage over their - Leinster cousins; they were
equlpped according to those who had seen them, with a little leather pouch con-.

' tammg a single shilling. But the shilling was there; no matter how many times

the Cluricaune might find reason to’spend-it. With the Cluricaune, the dream of

~every'man who thought he knew' wheré one might be, was to get that little leather

pouch—but the Cluricaune were 1o less wily than" ‘their northern ‘kin. - Now and -
then a human captor succeeded in laying hands on the precious pouch, but always,
to his sorrow, it wound up back in the tmy hands of the Clurxcauue by one means

or another, * © : _
But anothier man was always 1eddy to try, for while most supernatural beings
were to be placated, appeased in any needful way, the Leprechauns and Cluricaunes
didn't warrant that, lee the famous even—tempcred man, they were always mad.
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‘Don't spend your life hoping for'a better job.and-a better salary. Let me show you how lo -
2rain for positions that.lead to $35.00, $40.00 a. week and-up in the great field of Electricity.

NOT by correspondence but by: actual sho
on my “PAY.AFTER GRADUATION’

IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS AFT ER YOUR TRAINING RERIOD 15 OVER.

. In the Big.Coyne Shops you have fne
dividual help by expért fnstructors so
that you quickly and-easily learn Elec<
tricity by actual work. No advanced -
cducatxon or previous electrical expe-

‘rience is needed. You are taught .. .7’

* mot by’ correspondence, not by
books or éembarrassing reciting.. .,
but by the I‘amous Coyne ‘‘Learn
By-Doing’’ training -method which
has helped hundreds of successful
graduates to get and hold the job they
like, or go into business for themselves.

At Coyne you do PRACTICAL BB
ELECTRICAL WORK on teal elec-' \
_ trical cqulpmcnt.

Eam While
Learning

If you are short of money and need
part-tlme work to help pay for your,
Jrooin and board while trainitig, my §
Employment Department will help .§
you' get a part-time job. -When you -
- have graduated, they will give you
Lifetime Employmcnt Service. -

No Books

No Classes

Nodull books, no bafflxng

" charts, no classes, you get in=
dividual training . .. all real
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, Teal ‘patteries .« . Wind-
ing real armatures, oper< -
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COYNE
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Electrical School,

H. C. LEWIS, President
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@ There was a Fountain of Youth—and it was in
. Florida; so far Fonce de Leon was right. Boi—he
didn't know the strange way im which it worked.

It didn’t fool Jonathan Preston one tiny bit to see that misty haze 'sifting-v

lazily from the swamp beds that lined the road; he was not beguiled by that
ruddy, cheerful, Iying sun, nor by the galaxy of gaudy-plumaged birds flashing
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from tree to tree, fluttering and tw1tter1ng and chirping angrily as the throb
of a motor violated their woodland sanctuary. ' .

It was cold.” The mist was an evil, marrow- chlllmg fog the sun s'”rays
thin and feeble ; those damned birds Just another Chamber of Commelce prop,
like the daily temperature reports on the beach and in the newspapers, like the
bathing beauties and the lemonade stands and the palm trees, to make tourists .
believe it was 'warm in Florida. :

Actually, it was cold. . Bitter cold Preston ¢ould feel it in his veins, in
his very bones; he shrugged himself more snugly into his camel-hair coat and
glared with mmgled amazement and anger at Squnes who, on the other side
of the thick, plate-glass panel that separated the tonieau from the chauffeur’s
seat of the town car, slouched behind the wheel, hatless, topcoatless, umform
]acket unbuttoned, defying the damp, chill winds that ruffled his hair.

Only a fool, thought Preston irately, would venture out on a day like
this. Especially with other home problems demanding immediate attention.

- That business about Enid and Ralph, for instance. If they thought for a

moment he didn’t know what they had up their sleeves— And Robertson,
with his glib talk of a merger! And that quack doctor Foster—
“Bah!” said Jonathan Preston. o - 5

~ Squires peered into the rear vision. glass; his lips sought the speaking
tube. “I beg pardon, sir?” - B o
“Nothing!” growled Preston. “Keep going!” He added sharply, “And

'slow down! Watch the road! Are you trying to kill us both?”

For an instant he had glimpsed his -own reflection in the mirror; the

~ sight was a frightening one ; it reminded him of a never-absent fear. The fear

of death. The face he saw was seamy and lined ; his hair was a frosty smudge.
Jonathan Preston frowned and looked away swiftly. He dreaded age; he

~ hated being old. Only a fool, he thought; a fool or—a man with a purpose.

*

But he had a purpose. Recollection of it came back to him now, suddenly,
and he thrust a thin, blue-veined hand into his coat pocket, drew forth a scrap
of paper. His lips moved as he read its legend for the hundredth time.

“Wher stinkinge Fennes a skulle shoop Tor surrond, -

Wher Treen are alwey yonges, and Beestes kenne feres,
This Playce let him all Men bewair, wher's fond

Th’ Espayniard’s curséd Font that sheddes Men's yeers.”

TuE sLow puLsE surged unsteadily m Preston’s veins as once again he
read a hopeful message into the awkward Old English-phraseology. This was

_his. purpose—to somewhere in these stinking Florida marshes find a skull-

shaped hill, and a spot avoided by animals wherein the trees were always
young and green, and a fountain of water—
For Jonathan Preston knew, or thought he knew, what this fountain was.
The “Font that sheddes Men's yeers”; the precious well of life which an .
ancient Spaniard sought vainly, and seeking, died. Juan Ponce de Leon’s
long-lost Fountain of Youth! - T |
It-was a fantastic thought, yes. But no more fantastic than that this kcy
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ot thleat,or warmng, this scrap of papm he now clutched “should h'we sur--
wved the centuries in the pages of an old volume recently meed up at a used-

bool\ stall. It was no more fantastic, thought Pleston defiantly, than the
legend oi El.Dorado, which modern search had proven to be based on fact,
" than the elde1 tales of aIchemlc transmutation, .now validif fied by tw emleth
century cy dotrons ‘or than a thousand other ne\\tancled 1dcaa for the pI'CbCI-'
vat10n of }outh vitamin capsules, gland treatments, sulphur eompounds

"He held in hls hands believed Jonathan Preston, an’indubitable gmde 10
= the locauon ol the one spa at- whlch he might lave himself of a fear w hich, each

passmor da} hOvered more dark]y about hrm - f he fear of emroachmg 'we—- :

rand- age s dour companion,- ‘Death. - o <
‘Thereiore, he dared-the bleak and miserable dw. the long ride through

mlelmmable wastes ; ~thérefore, he strained- his eyes ‘for swht ot that skull-

shaped hill, hatf hopmg to see if, half fearing to hope— - I
And suddenly; roundinga curve—-:t was there!.

\Tot a high hill, for there are no high hills in low 1"101 ida.” A rorinded ..
m.e, sharp -limned-against the sky Tts shape was that of a skull, fleshless, -

- base ueatled a patchof vivid, green; young trées! Sl

L vuth shallow pockmarks for eye socketa, a noseleaa, b"lCl\ Jawed thing. But
the sight of it wakened a swift, hot gleam in Pr eaton 5 eyes. BCCHU!:»C at :ts'

l:\utedlv, Preston ‘hanched forward and rapped homy knuekles on the o

- pane; - “Squires!’ Stop here ! he ‘said. - When the- car gt fonnd to a standbtdl '

- he was aheady tumblmg with the door handle. S uxre: let him-out. Despnte '
hlS pleoccupatnon Preston not:ced that the ch'luiteur s blO\V was beaded with -
" per ::p]l&thl] and this’ Was a most’ amazmg thmg, ror as he stepped hom the =~

car thew ind that greeted hnn “was chill. i
‘But now was 1o time to worry about ‘trifles. Be}o’nd the’load lay the,
swamp, beyond the swamp the tor; beyond the tor—what? . Rreston was afire

with anxiety. Ovel the swamp hovered a sultry, brooding silence, but to Preés™

ton it seemed that a myriad of wraiths peopled these lonely depths Young

figures, all of them. . Gay, laughmg cavaliers in gaudy silk and br 1'711’( plumed )

bonnets eoppex -skinned braves; lean-_]awed buccaneers ; scouts, lithe in buck:
skin trappings ;. ’quistadors, breasted and helméd in gleiming silver.

These beckoned him to the hidden F0L111tan1 welcomed him to-fellow ship -

in their company of eterna] .youth. A cold wind blew, and Jonathan PI'Cthﬂ.

pulled his coat more tightly about him: “\/Valt hele P he mdeled
Squires. stared at lnm mc1edulously
“But, Mr. Preston, sir " he said. *The damp—

“Wait nere' ’ repeated P1 eston pettxshly Don t go away I lI be baek= .

i -

dm_ct*ly SR e . : - : ;

-

"of gleen-—— v

‘Hr pip Nor at first see the other man.” He saw only murky swanp
waters-and the fading of golden sunlight as tree boughs; joining above him,

hl

. He: btepped from the road ulto the swamp and t0wa1 d the drstant patch- .

—
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filtered the rays to a wan’ ocher He saw the black rich 5011 and the profuse

wealth of living things squandered on this wasteland by-a lavish nature. The '

" live oak and citrus, the cucumber, pawpaw- and custard apple, ‘the’ wild riibbet,
the multi- hued and delicate orchlds everywhere the razor-edged sédge ‘thrust-
ing its fronds up from the mossy slime.. He saw the gray .mourning veils of

Spanish moss that hung like faded bantiers of defeat and.felt the wet mud suck\

- at his plodding feet
Then he felt the mud give way to more solid ground and the swamp was

gone ; mth it had vanished the gray moss and the ancient>oaks, and he moved -

through a copse that was all cypress. All sapling growth' He noticed with
a swift excitement. All young trees! = .
Then the sky brightened before 'him, and he was past the trees, standing

in a-tiny, circular glade. The “skulle-shoop” hill was on his right, and before -

him— : ) . .o B b
. The Fountain'! ‘

Fd

There was no doubt in ]onathan Preston’s mind that he had {ound the

spof he aought For fiever elsewhele had he looked upon a fountain just like
this. Surrounded by a pool of emerald green, rising from a mossy hillock
- fr esh and new, its frail plume. wavered and spiraled and played in the restless

breeze. like a live thing ; now dancing, now twisting—ever tossing its mist, of

' moiten silver into the pool beneath with the abandon of:a wastrel king.

"With-a.choked cry, Prestor surged forward. e felt no coldness now, no-

slow paralysis of years; there was an- ur ge within him to plunge his hands, his
arms, his face, into theqe green-flaming waters, to- hurl himself into the pool
bodlly, opening his lips and pores to its. 11fe~g1vmg savor,

But “the silence livened only by the tinkle -of fallmg drop; was brokcn

now by a ruder sound, the sound of a movmg body ]onathan Preston looked ,

up It was then that he saw the other man. L

Lo ~

THE STRANGER wasAstariding on the other side.of the fountain. Who or
what he w da; ]onathan Preston could not rightly say; certainly .he had no
business in such an out-of-the-way spot-as this, for he appeared to be a trades-
man ot a peddlet of soime sort.. Slung over one shoulder he carried a found
wheel: Preston, recognized it &s the kind of grindstone which, in his ‘youth,
. itinerant scissors grinders had béen in the custom of bedring. _ Over the other
shoulder was slung a“leather bag. and: in his left hand’ he’ held—though his
hand concealed it, and Preston could not be quite sure—something that looked
very much like—of all thmgs I—an old-fashioned hourglass.

These things Preston noticed only_subconsciously. Corisciously, he was

SLl/ﬂqu:d with a petulant anger that anyone should be here at this: moment to
share his hour of triumph. He spoke; and his voice was harsh.
“Who,"” he demanded, “are you? "And what are you doing here?” -
The stranger pushed a batteréd old fedora back from his eyes and’studied

Prest’on calmly., He stroked his cr opped beard with a calloused’ hand and his . -

- beard was, Preston noted with some disgust, stained and untidy. o
- . e

. -
-
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“I might,” he said, “ask the same thing of you, Mr. Preston.”

Jonathan Preston started: “How—" he began, then paused. If the man
knew who he was, it was obvious that he was from, or around, Miami. Every-
one there—even the white trash—knew the wealthy Prestons. And he was v
no mood to bandy words with a swamper. A poacher, most likely.

“Well, get along with you!” he said roughly. “This is no place for you.
Get on about your business!” '

“Why,” said the scissors:grinder, “I am mmdmg niy business.” And he
pawed his untidy beard reflectively. “By any chance, Jonathan Preston,” he
said, “would you be thinking of taking a little dip in.that?” He nodded at
the pool, and Preston felt a flush staining his cheeks.

“I might,” he said stiffly, “or T might.not. But I don’t see where that
concerns you one way or another. So if you'll move along,

“I wouldn’t if T were you,” said the stranger earnestly. “You see—it
wouldn’t do any good. It would merely complicate matters.”

Preston glared at him wrathfully.

“What? I don’t know what you're talking about!”

“Oh, yes, you do! We understand each other perfectly, Jonathan Pres-

- ton. But, you see, it’s this way. Nothing will really help. Your story is
‘already written in the book of time. The beginning and the end. Three. score

and ten is your allotted span, and not even the Fountain can help that! Of
course, it may alter things a bit. But I'm not so sure you'd take a dip if you
understood the situation, : ‘

“Now, look, Jonathan Preston,” he continued gently, “why don’t you give

- up this nonsense and go home? You'll be better off in the long run; I guaran-

tee you that. How about it? I don't like to see you make a mistake.”

“For the last time,” said Preston, “will you go?”

“Well,” shrugged the scissors grinder, “if that’s the way you feel about it.
I'm sorry. But, look, Jonathan Preston—you didn’t find this place all by
yourself. If I 'go away and leave you alone, will you do me a little favor?
Will you give me the clue that led you here?” :

“Anything,” snarled Preston; “to get rid of you!” The dancing laughter
of the Fountain had roused an echoing tumult within him; he was aflame with
the desire to be alone by this wondrous pool. “Anything!” He hurled the
scrap of paper at the other man. “And now—" he said..

But he was speaking to himself. The scissors grinder had kept his bar-
gain. He was gone. But Preston wasted no time in pondeéring his departure.

. The chill had fled from his bones; the air was soft and warm on his naked

flesh as he prepared himself for the pool—

How LoNG he lingered in that well of lambent green, he could not after-
ward say. Hours, perhaps. . Surely hours—for when he finally returned to

‘the road, a dozen cigarette stubs and a crumpled, empty pack littered the road-

way beside the driver’s seat, and Squires was dozing. _
But Preston was not in the least tired. His dip in the Fountain had re-

-
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freshed him enormously; he felt gr atefully alive in every fiber and muscle.
Warm, too! He carried his topcoat over lus arm, wondermg why he had ever
worn it on a sultry day like this,

He felt good, better than usual, but he felt a pang of disappointment, too.
Completely unreasonable disappointment, he tried to tell himself. CAfter all,
legends of magic fountains, EEternal Youth, were so much poppycock Yet,
in an innermost chamber of his heart he had nur tured a éredence in this ancieat

tale. The hope had budded when he actually saw the skull-shaped hill and
evergreen grove, had flowered when he looked upon that sttange woodland
pool. '

But meeting a strander——and an insolent mendicant at that!—had taken
some of the edge off his enthusiasm. And when he had stepped from the
emerald waters to study his body carefully, pamstalmwly, heart-poundingly,
to find its flesh still creased and old, his veins no less swollen, his hair no
less scant and silvered, hope had died, and Jonathan Preston realized his
quest had been only a mad example of an old man’s folly.

Yet—and he shrugged—the. afternoon had been good for him. The Foun-
tain might not be magic, but its water was tonic. He stepped forward and
tapped Squires’ shoulder, and the chauffeur wol\e with a start,

“Oh! Sorry, sir!. I didn’t mean to—

- “That’s all right, Squires. We'll go home now.’

Squires turned the car. With him_ had awakened his Cl.l['lOSlty As he
drove, he kept peeking at his employer in the rear-vision mirror. The miles
sped by ; the tires hummed a soggy reel on the road. Finally he could re-
strain himself no longer.

"~ “You were gone quite a while, sir.’
( “Yes,” said Preston. . “I suppose I was.’ : ,
A moment’s silence, then, “I trust you en]oyed your little stroll, sit ?”’

It amused Preston to ignore the implied query.

“Why, yes, Squires, I did. Thank you, Squires.” .

“Not at all, sir. T , . . I hope you didn’t overexert yourself, sir.”

Preston smiled. “Not a bit; thanks. I feel fine.” | -.

“Yes, sir,”” said Squires politely. ‘“You're looking well, sir.” Again
he glanced at his employer in the mirror, There came a faint look of sur-
- prise into his eyes, a greater tone of surprise to his voice. “You . . . you
are looking well, sic! Very well!” _ .

“Why, thank yoy, Squires,” said Preston, gratified. “I feel—” And
stopped suclden’ly He had glimpsed, in the glass panel, that which had elicited
rare surprise from the usually emotionless Squires. His own reflection. The
sight was—startling. '

His cheeks seemed somehow rounder, more bright with color. In his
eyes was such a sparkle as they had not known for years. And it seemed
to Jonathan Preston that his hair was less gray than he remembered it as
being !

He was not just looking ¢ well " He was looking—younger!

/ .
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c-0 1 likélem that way"’ growled Pleston “And dont call me POpay,
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I?r WAS SATURDAY and as usual, Enid was entertammor week-end guests.

A cocktail party was in 16ud progress when Preston got home. The house,

the grounds, the swimming pool were n01sy mth people he neither l\new nor
wanted to meet, " :

He enteled ‘through a blde door hopma to escape .to his prwate apart-

“ment without l)enw Secn., He might have ‘succeeded, too, had not an over-
. Tipe bloiide: in an underripe swimsuit, playlully evading theé "pursuit of a
by Ol\(i] old enough-—but 1ot sober ‘enough—to know better, bumped into him
“ as he sl.lpped through; a,darkened : hallway ' -

She: sueamed and the commotlon blOllO‘l]t a thrond of. cuuous peop]e

»--mduclurT Tl]l(l herselfi¥Enid’s nornial reaction to any situation was to burst

into an-immediate’ and-meaningless torrent of w ords.” She reacted nor 111allv
“Why, Lana, darlmor ‘whatever is. the mattel, s\xeet" * What is-all the

fuss about ? - Dld you lmrt )our:,elf? Someone ffet 11e1 a d1mk -Poor thld
Ther nerves—? - T 7 S : SRR
. “She’s all nﬂht . bnappcd Preston and bhe d1d11t hmt he)w f—she:
knocked thé wind out of inef- And dont O'et her a drml\ 3 she S lncl too many

already.. Young. lady,- please btop malnng l_hObe nomes You re Splﬂlmﬂ"-_-

+

my eardruins!”

v Enid said, “Oh,”: you' ? btarl-.ly, and for-a-"§plit second the tight Tines L

“with an ice pack on hér head' Now, if you'll all excuse me—-

. He7started~ to elbow ln: . way:- tlnough the 0’1'1:5)7 eved Gloup that hadi
_ 0'athe1e(l " He “anted "to be alone in his’ rooms ‘with his mirror. \Vlnle he -
" har dly (lalc(l admit it to himself, Squires’ comment and that brief- ghimpse
of his str :maely altered features in the glaSs had reawakened a hope within ;
him that his earlier fancy nnght yet prove fact. . That, the green. pool mwhf

—Jmoht barely possibly—have ‘been the" legendary ofe he “hdd :,ouorht
But Tinid, perlormmg magnificently before her house- ‘guests, 1elu:ed to

Tet him go mthout loo:mg a"full barrage of dauohterly affection. . She clung
‘to him, pursing her lips in the petit moue which Préston 50 detested "

“Now, Popsy! You mustn’t run off You haven't met all thebe mee

.people.  Comie out into- the patlo, ‘where. it’s mce and shady. We’ll have—-

\:Vhy, Pop yf” Ch]dmfr 1eproof in- he1 llttle cry "Your bhOCS are all damp

"’

damn if!
“You run right upstair_s,” insisted Enid, ‘and put on dry shoes. Rwht
away, now! Before you catch your death of cold. They'll forgive you for

Do settlmg about: he1 llpn and eyes told’ Ter real teelmgs toward hLer Tather- 111--"7’:";_'- -
: jlaw Then she. gamed pOSSbelOl‘l of herself Preston fotind llCl eﬁusl\e affec="- _
.. tion more sickening than-hér -concealed dislike. *Why, Lana, dear—lt ]ust";":'. e
. Popav' You niust be hlcrhtened honey cnld' He didn’t mean ‘to, acale }ou o
"-'dld}ou Po—-“‘ T L o |
. o "For Heaven's sake,”” e\plodcd Pleston dont call me Popsy' I'le_“-_,_:;
glared. -“That clnld should -be; wlnpped -and put to bed,” he: bal(l onmlv
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not staying-

won't you?” This last

pletely disinterested and lnore than

‘We. _wouldn’t want youw to. take. a
.- chill, Popsy'”

Preston- petulantly, and fled. A
- trifle too precipitately,- ‘pethaps, be-
- - cause he found himself winded at the
ro * ' - second landing. He paused to rest
' ' ' for a moment. Thus, quite by acci-

_dent he gamed a- vantagc pomt for the antlchma)\ to the Ilttle play let” Just.

-enacted below. .

~

‘THE GroUP dispersed, and as the last guest went back’ to the portable
- bar, ]ona*han Preston's son, Palph appeated. -Ralph was “plump, pale- and.

puffy; his bloodshot eyes were - supported by dusky, vemed lumps of flesthi.
He walked with a revelatory dehberatlon -

. —
—

[y . . L.

‘to.her party,’ most-‘of whom, coin---

T a little bewildered, nodded owhshly’
- ‘and took another sip. “Now hun‘y'

. “Don't—- Oh hell!” 1)lurted-

$
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- “Whuzzup?” he demanded muzzlly “Whazzall the noise about? - Who
came in? The old man?”’ : : -

There was no sugariness in Emd s voice mow.

“Who else? - Your dehghtful father breakmg up one of 'my parties
again. He never fails!” :

Ralph gestured precarxous apology with lus highball. “Sklp it! Old
boy doesn’t mean any harm. Have a drink!” '

“I won’t have a drink! I won’t have anything. T'm sick and tired of
this! Ralph, you've got to do something! We simply can’t go on this way,
_with that doddering old wreck snooping around my house, frightening my
guests, sticking his nose into everything, sunply . simply haunting the
house like a ghost too" stubborn to die!”

Ralph said cautiously, “Now, wait a minute! Mustn't get e\uted ‘What
would we do without him? Can’t just kick him out, y’ know. - He's the
moneybags around here.” o ' ‘ -

“You know what to do! T've told you a hundred times. -Speak to your
lawyer ; have the old man’s financial interests transferred to your care. Any
court will give you a judgment.” Why, he’s sixty-nine years -old; seventy,
week after next! And getting crustier and crabbier and more. annoying every
single day!” e

Jonathan Preston stifled a snort of outrage also a desire to mform Enid
that he was listening, He awaited his son’s reply Ralph’s veice was wor-
ried. . o
“Don’t talk nonsense, Enid! The courts won't strip him of his powers
just because he’s old and crochety. Don’t forget the old man’s still pretty
keen. He'll fight us— -

" “We won't get a commitment on those grounds. There are other more
convincing proofs that his mind is weakening, Did you see what happened
. this afternoon? He came home with his feet soaking with mud! He must

‘have been out walking in the glades. No sane man would do that. And
besides—" : _ ' 3

Enid’s tone was suddenly shrill with triumph “And another thing—
did you see what he did to Lana? Caught her in the dark hallway and tned
fo kiss her! The poor girl was terrified !” -

Ralph said thoughtfully, “He did that, eh?”

“Did it?. Why, I have a dozen witnesses—"

“Sure, I know. But how about Lana? Waill she swear to it in.court?
hat he tried to kiss her, I mean?”

Jonathan Preston could not see his daughter-in-law, -but in hlS mind’s
eye he could see the smug, satisfied smile on her lips. :

“But, darling! Lana? Why, she and I are just like sisters,”

- There was grudging agreement, now, in Ralplh’s tone. “Well, maybe
you're right. Perhaps he would be better off in some institution with men
his own age for company. I'll speak to Rodgers tomorrow.. No—today’s
Saturday, isn’t it? Monday, then.” . :
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“You will? Grand, darling! Now perhaps. we should join our guests.
They'll be wondering where—" 7
" A door slammed, and their voices faded away. Jonatnan Preston, his
face heavy with anger and disgust, stalked to his apartment. He had sus-
pected that something like this was in the wind for some time. Now he knew.
So Ralph would get in touch with Rodgers on Monday, eh? Well, Monday
would be twenty-four hours too late, as Ralph and Enid would learn to their
sorrow. Not without reason had Jonathan Preston at one stage of his Wall
Street career been known as Lightning Preston. His legal . representatives
were paid fatly to dance attendance at an instant’s notice. His wire would
bring one flying from Manhattan. Meanwhile, a pen, ink, foolscap, and a
brace of servants to witness his signature would stop this nonsense' Preston
fumed. If he were a. younger man—

The thought reminded him of his mission. A younger man! And what
—he thought dizzily—and what if he were?

With suddenly quickened “stride he hastened to his rooms.

Frrreen miNutes later he -sat on the counterpane of his bed, staring
dazedly before him, weakened not so much by overexertion as by the stu-
pendous discovery he had made.

There was no longer any doubt about it! The mirror in the auto had
not-lied, nor had-the several mirrors in his apartment, from one to another
of which, in those first panic-stricken moments of awareness, he had darted
frantically. : N

There was no doubt about it. He—Jonathan Preston—had found the
true, the veritable Fountain of Youth! And he was getting youngei!

Oh, he was no beardless stripling, callowly abustle with eagerness; nei-.
- ther was he the firm-bodied Preston he had been in middle life. He was still-

an old man, as the world reckons age; he was still lean-shanked and gray,
blue-veined and rounded of shoulder. But there were changes. He was,
he thought, much as he had been—oh, say a year or so ago! At.the time
that a “PIC” photographer had done a full-page tale on his daily- activities.
“Retired Tycoon Basks 'Neath Southern Sun—"

Yes, that was it! It was as though he had sloughed a year off his true
age. . Jonathan Preston remembered, of a sudden, that it had beet just about
a year ago his eyes had started to bother him. Had begun blurring images,

throwing a veil about faraway objects. But now—that haze was quite gone. .

He sat numbly on the edge of his bed and read without difficulty the tiny
numerals on his deskcalendar. March 3, 1941. Yet yesterday, on March 2,
1941, he could not have read those figures without hunching over them. '

Some one tmy cell within his brain keened over and .over again, “But
it can’t be! It.is too incredible! Men do not grow younger!” But this
tiny message faded into 11151g111ﬁcance before the stronger evidence.of his
eyes. Logic be-danmed; it was so!

“And how far,” thought Preston, “will it continue?” He studied the

RN
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glass intently. as though by watching sharply he might see the marks of age
dissipating. But he could see no. further change.

Perhaps the powers of the pool were limited. Maybe the regaining of
his lost vigor required that he bathe regularly in its emerald waters, each
time sloughing off another modicum of his age? - He laughed happily. Well,
why not? He had a clue to the Fountain’s location. “Wher stinkinge—"

‘What in blazes was that doggerel, anyway? He could not remember
offhand. But he had the scrap of parchment; or no! He had given it to
someone. Who? - Oh, what difference? - He could find the place again;
would do so tomorrow. Or the next day. -

Meanwhile, there was something he should do. About a telephone calt
to someone. TIt, too, was vague in his memory. Everything was"becloudcd .
by the wonder that had overcome him,

Deliberately he cast aside all bothersome thoughts Like an elder Nar-
cissus, he lingered before his mirror, wondering at the change he saw, not
daring yet to share his awe with anyone else.

Later, dinner was served to him-in his room. Still later he bathed and
prepared himself for bed. He slept well.

He woks the next morning ravenousty hungry. Tt was an unfamiliar
sensation, this feeling of gaunt hollowness in the belly. For a moment fear
seized him; this emptiness was another symptom of the creeping age he
dreaded. He had not, for a number of years, had a good appetite. His diet
was an old man’s diet of milk toast and eggs, cereal beverages and light
gruels.

Then suddenly he recognized the pangs for what they were, and recol-
lection of yesterday’s astonishing adventures flooded back on him. He sprang
from his bed nimbly, noting as he did so that his clock gave the hour as 10:30,
That, too; was surprising. Age had made Jonathan Preston a light sleeper.
Not since his retirement from business had he lingered so long abed.

He sought the full-length mirror of his closet door. What he saw
reflected therein brought a gasp of amazement to his lips. The potency of
the IFountain had not failed. This Preston who stared back at him from the
~glass, gasping, was a younger man than the Preston who had gone to bed
last night. He was a Preston who could not possibly be a day over sixty-five! "

A great exultation welled up within Preston, but he did not have time
to savor this moment as he desired. A rap sounded on his bedroom door,
and Lorrimer entered, bearing a breakfast tray. Tt.was one of the unplumbed
mysteries of the household how Lorrimer always divined the exact time of
each member’s. rising, and appeared instantly with steaming food.

He moved directly to Preston’s bedside table.
“Good morning, sir. You slept well, sir?”

“Very well, thanks.” Preston moved to the butler’s side, eyed disdain-
fully the single, melancholy poached egg that stared back at him with ua- -
UN—2
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- winking 1eproach sniffed the weak, watery cotfee substitute. “Ugh!” he
said. -

“TI . . . I'beg your pardon, sir?” : _ ,

“I said,” repeated -Preston firmly, “‘ugh’™! You can march that pap
right back to the kitchen, Lorrimer. Bring riie some decent food. Real cof-
fee—pancakes—sausage—" ' X o ‘

“P-pancakes!” said the startled Lorrimer. “S-sausage, sir? But your
‘diet—". For the first time within the. recollection of man, Lorrimer’s aplomb
was shaken. He gazed at his employer blankly. Then his brain accepted
the testmlony of his eyes, and his jaw dropped.

“Well, what are you stdring at?” demanded Jonathan Preston testily.
“Pancakes, I said.” And country sausage—plenty of it! Get along!”
= “Y-yes, sir!” said Lorrimer bleakly. He whlsked up the tray and scut-
~ried to the door. Preston halted him there.

“A moment, Lorrimer. My appearance seems to have su1pr15ed you.
No doubt you think I look younger?” ~

Lorrimer said cautiously, “You look very fit, sir.” -

“There’s no need to say anything about it to anyone downstairs,” said
Preston. “I've been taking a series of .. . er . . . health treatments re-
cently. This can be our secret for a little while. The others wﬂI ﬁnd it out
soon enough.”

“Yes, sir. Very well, Sir,” said Lorrimer, “and - was gone ’When he .
returned with the heartier breakfast Jonathan Preston had demanded he was
once again the impassive butler who had served the Prestons for a decade.
Neither by deed, word, nor éxpression did he show any signs of ever hav-
ng seen anvthmg out of the ordinary. o 4

jONATH-AN PrESTON, howevér, was finding a great many things out of -
the ordinary. His bewilderment hegan when, as he ate, Le read his morning
_newspaper. The name of the paper was known to him, the format familiar;
he found no startling changes in tlie stock markeét report to which, from old
habit, he first turned.. '

- But the news! The headlmes on Paoc 1 were utterly nuomprehen51ble' J

Preston stared at the bold-face type, completely at sea. “RAF Blasts
Cologne!” read one. “Churchill Hints Nazi Blitz Stalled!” claimed another,
and “FDR Repledges American All-out Aid to Britain,” a third.

“Rai?” muttered Preston. “What in thunderation is a rai? And why
should it blast Cologne?” What, too, he wondered, was a “Nazi blitz”?
And why was Churchill blowing off his face?” Which Churchill, by the way?
Old Winnie? But he was practically in retirement. The Conservative mem- -
ber from Epping, playing no active part in" the good sound “business-as-
usual” Baldwin government. _ :

He read the columins avidly, but such information as he gleaned ‘left
him even more confounded. When he paused at last, shaken, his forehead
- was damp with perspiration.
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Something was. fnghtfully wrong! Either the entire world was mad—
or he was!s This paper spoke glibly, and as.if all its readers would under- _
stand, of a war in Europe! "It was Great Britain against the “mighty armed
forces” of that comic-strip jackanapes in Berlin—Hitler! And that was, of
course, ridicilous. Everyone knew the French army was the world’s great-
est mlhtal y machine. Yet these articles spoke -of ‘occupied France”-—and
of a' Graeco-Roman struggle in Albania—and of Australian troops in Libya!

Preston stared suspluouslv at the date line of the paper. Had he some-
how lost track of time? Was this a crazy April Fool's Day joke? News-
papers sometimes issued prankish sheets on "April Ist. ] )

But no! As he -had thought it was Malch 4 1941 And this news
" purported to be trie! - '

A sudden dizziness assailed him, and a bram chlllmg fear. The-whole
“world could not be mistaken. It was he who was at odds with mankind,
and with mankind’s history. A period of time had élapsed of WhICh he -was
tomplctely 1gnmaut It was insanity ! Insanity, or—

AMNESIA! He g\asped at the straw. gratefully Yes, that w as 1t' That
Musl be it. Amnesia. He had suffered a loss of memory—for Row long he
coufd not tell—and awakened in a strange. new world. But his body was _
sound, more strong and healthy than for many months, and his brain still
retained its vigor, for he could remember a lifetime of: experiences. Fis
schooldays—~hls young manhood——the snule on Beth' s face as he stepped for-

ward to take her hand at the altar. ™ - :

. Their first child, Walter, and his bursting parental. prlde at the clitch -
of the baby's tiny fist about his finger. Then Ralph’s coming. Then long
years of strugglé in a highly- competitive world. . The first tiny- successes—
the greater ones that followed. His progress gathering momentum as he
took unto himself assurance, The ffamé dwelling supplanted by a brown-
stote mansion on Park Avenue. Work and -play -and scheming. Grover
Cleveland—Teddy Roosevelt—the Rough Riders at San Juan Hill. The
corner'on wheat that inade him a nnlhonalre Years of business success and-
_ prosperity. Happy years. -

. And then—the ‘shadow of an ancient pam hovered in his eyes—-less joy-
ous years. Beth's midnight operation, and the numb; lost ache in his heart

~as he realized she was gone forever. The World War—and its aftermath.

His quartrel with Walter, and his command that Walter's name never again
be spoken in his presence. Ralph’s marriage to Emd ‘Then his retirement
from business. The home in Miami— .

And thén—what? v ' -

It was at this point that a darkness descended over intervening years.
"His last clear recollection was of a day in 1936. After that—nothing. Un= .
-til this mmnmg “when he awoke feeling much thé same, looking much the
same, as on that- fateful day when forgetfulness claimed him.

 Or—wait a minute! There was something else. D_li}l recollection of

4
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trmw7 somevx hm e-—-meetmv someone—doing :,omethmg unu%ual Green, and
aw oodland de}l-—ot couue' The Fountam‘ : : o . T

qlhen the full 1mphcauon of what had happencd burs,t upon hnu The
Fountam S mlraculous rejuvenescence was not yet ‘at an end. ‘As he slept,
more years had been sloughed fromi him. He was now the ]onathan Pres-

ton he had_ been back in 1936. A man.of approumately :,1\tv-ﬁve veals of 7

aoe‘ ..'.'_i A . R

fee s . e

Excitedly he rose and sttidmd hlmsclt‘ ur the “]asb' He scarcely _knew
he 5])01\e aloud: - ' - T LI S SR

“It’s t1 ue, then' e’ bald It s true ‘fl'he. magic sti]l' }"U}]S_il]; my ,\-'eins;
I \\ il be young again, and :;tronof'” et T s

Once again Lox rimer’s polite rap inter rupted lmn The butIm ignor cd
with polite acquiescence, his employer’ s changed appe'u ance..” . oo '

“T beg your pardon, sir, but \Ils Pleton sa)s Grood morning, and vnll
.,\'ou join them- on 'the: terrace, sir.”. = . Lo Cea

Preston nodded. TelI my dauohlm—— he befmn S ey

" Then he Stopped. \0——he would.not see them nnmedlatcly " He Svould:
wait unt11 Lhzs TDeriod: of slow change- cnd%d sthen. he _would (.011110111 them
witlf the mll Ummphant eudence of his’ rejuven'itmn

: "Tell \Ijs Preston,” he said, - “that I am sorry, but'Y pr c_ju to Fefain

in n my apal tmcm 1oday ‘_’_I‘ell -}1_e_1f7011, ‘au} thl_ug. X .T_e,l} her VI l1a\ e\_,,a, “slight -
cold Lonlmer ST i e .

-.:.

i Vei Y g ooocl sn » Lorumm \\‘1thdrew. ‘\nd ]onathan P;eston 1'ctmncd'
to thc mmo] th'u held lnm hke a magnet, Lo CL

1ol Y

’ thouﬂht lhat thmc was somethmg he had meant to do an(l had not done 'I,t‘
~was not untll after he had- sought lus bed at_ ele\en hom_\ er, that’ hc sud- -

denly Iemembeled \\hat it was. T
I—I;: Ia\\}els' He had 1mended to wire them bl ng a k al representa-

tive dow n from va Xorlx Ra_]ph_. End., ‘He yawned. -Drowsiness over-

came lum and he slept e

I]E WAKENED -in an unt"umhzu room. A quanrrely \md sun’ lwlned_

walls and_furnishings Complctely ney. to lum He lay there b]mkmg stupldlv_,'_f.

for a moment, \.mﬂy attempting to orient’ hlmself Then he rose and walked
to the wmdow - And looked mcredulous]y upon a garden riotous w ith m,h :
‘tloplcal blo:soms Coconut and palm—ﬂammor hlbletlS—‘LhE bOH \\ axen
petdls of magnolia. - - St T e T T

\/Vhy—why this was flonda ‘———he thouoht conluaed]y 'But' what 6n
earth was he domo heJe He had bmme 5 obhgat:ons to, meet in New RY o;k“
Con[e1 ences’ to anend Boalds ) 51t con. . And how; had he~—.

5o -

- A mowement at the dool of h]b bedmom :,tmtled hnn spun hiny abeut e

He was relieved to find his visitor only the hutler, Loxumei Lorrimer had

been with him for just g 1ew months, but he was a 000(1 “man. Perhdps he

couwd e\phm ?
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“Lortimer—" he said. _ , .

“Good tﬁorning, sir,” said Lorrimer., “Yes, sit?” A hland mask aver-
lay the butler’s features, but his hands were not altogether steady on the tray.
There were, Lorrimer was thinking, limits. Yesterday’s experience had been
unnerving ; this morning’s was even more so. It was, thought the butler, most
disconcerting to look upon a Jonathan Preston who was the exact image of
the man for whom you had gone to work ten years ago! “Yes, sir?” he
repeated uncertainly. ,

“Where are we?” demanded Preston “This is Florida, isn’t it? How
did we get here?” . . : ‘

Lorrimer stared at him biankly

“But we've been here, sir, for almost seven years!”

“Seven—"" It was Preston’s turn to look stunned “You say we've
lived here for seven years? [ . : '

“Yes, sir. Ever since your retirement, sir.” Lorrimer uncovered the
s tray nervously. He felt a most unseemly desire to do- his duty and get away.
“I took the liberty of ordering you a more , . . er.. . . substantial break-
fast this mogning, sir. Bacon and omelette. Very tasty, sir.”

“Bacon and omelette! Are you crazy, Lorrimer? You know perfectly
well I'm under medical orders to avoid gr easy foods' Take that bacon away!
And where are my tablets?”

“Y-your—" Lorrimer's voice squeaked He cleared his throat and
tried again. “Your taeblets, sir? But . . . but you haven't found it neces-
sary to take tablets for years!” ‘ :

. Preston sat down suddenly on the edge of the bed.

“T haven't, Lorrimer?”’

“No, sir.”

“And this is Florida? We ve hved here for almost seven years?”

“Seven years come April, sir.”

“That will do, Lorrimer. You may go,” said Preston faintly, The but-
ler said, “Thank you, sir,” and slipped away hurriedly. Preston placed his
hands to his temiples, rocked his head gently. It didn't make sense. Unless—

Understanding burst upon him. Of course! That was it! Amnesia.
Loss of memory! For ten years he must have been living under a cloud of
forgetfulness, from which, this morning, he had suddenly emerged.

- Ten years of his life a total blank! Preston groaned. Then he was
ten years older than at the time this tragedy had befallen him. Ten years
farther along the pathway of age he detested; ten years nearer the death he
~ feared! .

_ He moved to his nnrror, fearful of what he might see there. But the.
‘image reflected was that of a lean but well-conditioned man in his late fifties
" or early sixties. Gray of temple, but still bright of eye, keen of sense. In
other words—he had not changed a particle! He was exactly as he remem-
bered himself being!

A host-of questions flooded his brain. If he was in Florida, where were
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Enid and Ralph? What had happened to his business affairs? What of
that deal in Consolidated he had been planning in 19317 And had the mar-
ket ever recovered? Or had the whole ﬁnancml world gone smash as every-
one feared? : :

He ate his breakfast has‘nly, so eager to dress and get out, learn some-
thing about this new world in which he had awakened that he forgot to
worry about his stomach ulcers=—which, apparently, the passage of time had
cured. He found suits in.a dres:,mg closet The coats had three buttons,
and they looked sﬂly R : N ' |

. HE had just finished dressmg when someone knocked on his door. At
his invitation, Lorrimer entered dubiously,

“A . . . a Dr. Ormerod to examine you,. sir. :

“Aah!” said Preston. Then he did still have those ulcers eh? Am-
nesia or no.amnesia. He glared at Lommer “Well, send him in!” he said.

Dr. Ormerod was brusque and noncommittal and coolly. efficient. - He
parr:ed Preston’s queries with.evasive grunts and went about the task as-
signed to him ‘with evidence of neither approval nor distaste. . He poked and
peered and fiddled; he took Preston’s temperature and txmed his pulse.

“All this,” said Preston, “for ulcer§?”

Ormerod said, “M-mp!” - He wrapped a clammy somethmg around
Preston’s arm and measuréd his blood pressure ; he made Preston jog across
the roomi dnd back; he tapped-the.old man’s knees with a rubber-tipped mal-
let;- he punctured the tip of Preston’s thumb and took a blood smear. -

Preston said-indigrantly, “Tnnes have changed! This is rank nonsense.
A little bismuth subcarbonate— '

Ormerod stood up. He said, “I don’t know anythmg about your ulcers
Mr. Preston. I was sent here to. examine your general physical condition.
It will probably please you to Iearn that, considering your advanced years,
you are in perfect shape.” :

“Well!” said Preston, gratified. .

Ormerod unbent. The shadow of a smile touched his lips. “As a medi-
cal man it ‘'makes me happy to see such physical condition. . As a native
Floridian, I take pride in the good health cur beautiful Sunshine State has
endowed on you. Cases like yours almost make one believe in the ancient
legend of the Fountain of Youth.” :

- The words were like a charm.: Suddenly it was as if a mantle had been
lifted from some clouded chamber of Preston’s mind. He started, the events
of yesterday-and of the day before yesterday suddenly returmng to h1m in
vivid completeness. His reply was spontaneous.

“The Fountain! Why, yes—that’s it, of course!" I did bathe in the
Fountain. That’s why—" C ' : -

“Eh?” Ormerod looked startled. :

“I found it. An old verse told me where it was. T bathed in it last.
Saturday. And I've been growing. younger ever siﬁcq.,”' Having started,
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'now the words flowed' eagerly. “I'm going‘to be young again, doctor!

Young agam. No fear of age nor death’ ]ust thmk a whole new life be<
fore me—" :

Ormerod snappt:d shut the little bool\ .in which he had been wntmg '

His eyes narrowed -

thoughtfully. He said,

“You aren't joking,

Mr. Preston? You

mean you really be-

lievethis . . .er ... N
about the Fountain of _
Youth?” .

“But of course!
Look at me. Isn't my
physical condition
proof that T'm telling
the truth? Two days
ago I was an old man,
just two weeks short
of seventy. TQda_V
‘I'm the same Jona-
than Preston . I was
' ten years ago. Hale
" and hearty, strong.
Except,” added Pres-
ton, “'for these damned
ulcers.”

) “I see;”" said Or-
merod. “I see.” He
picked up his bag. , :
“Well, good day, Mr. . - 7 _ _ cs

Preston. TI'll” give . Y : - . S
’ . T ~ \ A
a repott to your som. _ . . R
“Wait!" said Preston: ~“You méan Ralph? -Is he—~" ) ’

But the doctor was gone. -Preston stood lpoking-after him uncertainly
for a moment, mind tumultuous with half-formed thoughts. Tt was as though
he possessed a dual mind, one half of which recalled the days of. his years
up to 1931, the ‘other half of which’ held a dimmed, hazy recollection of the
past two days only. . - : :

This shorter second memory was evanescent, hard to gtasp, harder to
retain.  Only by an effort could he hold-his thoughts upon it. But he made -
that effort now. Aund making it, suddenly he realized who- Dr. Ormerod was
—aund why he had come! N : =

He was the physician, employed by Ralphs barnstercf The man on -
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‘whose. testimdny Jonathan “Preston ﬁ)ifrh't'bé stripped of all his legal rights,

"And to this man Preston had -babbled a fantastic tale of a magic fountain—

Preston sprang to the door. Up the stairw ell thme drifted the sound

of conferring voices; two mascuhne voices, Oife femmme Ormerod was
speaking. C - L ' '

‘—ph\ sique and ‘stamina ot a ﬁitv nine-year- -old man, Mr. Preston.

Any doctof. 'would be iorced to admlre your 18.1]161 S, ~upcnb physical colldl—
tion—""" " ' : CoTee e S -
]:m( mtenuptlon sharp, incisive ‘ . :
“But Qmely there must be some Grounds on whmh our’case can be bmlt
dm,to: A man of that age nust have some pl hy sical dhabzhtv——

.

“Not.physical, Mrs. Preston. But mental! . There is absolutely no doubt

but that your father is suffei'ing a’laté, and perhaps.dangeraus form of para-

- noia. He is prey to one of the. most remarkabie delusions 1t has ever been .

my e\peucnce to .encounter. The behef that—-—but neve1 mmd' I necd not
upati you by . dc:cnbmrr its mature, .- . 0 C ‘. R ;
“However, T :h;lll turn in my rep01t nnmedlatclv I ﬂ]ihk -I-mav assurc‘
_:}ou that your ‘claim will be sustained.” . -
Ra]ph said hesitantly, “And . .. and my’ Iﬂher j SRR R
“I.shall send-an ambulance for Thim immediately upon fny return to the
'ho:.p}tal 1. considet 1t most. essentxal that he be p)aced mstantly “wider
benev oicnt supervision,’ Olmerod sald.s “And now, if you \\111 excuse- me—"
- Preston heard. ﬁo more “The voices faded away as h:s :on dccompmued

the ph\ :nuan, to the door e R T

TI\'F ﬁﬁmntcs late ]onathan Prc:tou rgused hxmseli from the da/ed tor-

p01 itito- which the overheard conv crsatlon had' stunned him. Five full min

utes hie had wasted in bootless. belt"pltv ‘Now, suddenly, a flash of the old |
. Lightning-in- him sho“ul forth; he rose determmed!y with the. com iction
that he must do- aomethmg, and do it now! S ' v

- Looking hack, he realized that it had been stupid. of h;m to Lonhde his
secret to the' stranger physmlan It did ‘sound like a T'll]uhllc story. But

hc Pxebton knew it was true. And if this reaction contnmed for.another

(hy or so, Convcrtmd hlm—aa he hoped—to a strong stal\\ art- man .of nid-
dle age; he would be able to Lontront his would-be usur pers and any court,
physician, oz corps of ph} sicians they Cho:e to- sunithon, -mth demonst:atne
proof that he was,- mdeed a re]mfenated son of the fabulous 10111 '

But—an ambuhme was’ coining for “him immediately ! “He could not

_rhnofm here Onice 111carcerated in an a;ylum his task would bécome a thou-
‘ scmdrold more dlfﬁu.llt S6 he:must remain at. lll)elty uritil- ~:L‘l(_h flme ‘as he.

‘wa: Je'ldy to appeal before them.” FUIHIGI "OTE, - “he miist Ia\e lis hecdom sl

in “order to commumcate with his own’ lawycrs—— -

He did not burden hlmselt with bothersonie. lufrgage‘ "He *bafhefc'd up

~all the money he could find in his apartment and tore a handiul of blank
checks from his LhﬁC]\l)OOk.' A glance at his clock told him it was almost

Y




THE FOUNTAIN 27

noon, another at his mirror heartened him for his flight. Then, fearing lest
he meet Enid or Ralph, he sl1pped down the back stair way and out through
the kitchen.

No one saw him. He fled across the grounds like a marauder on his
own premises, and within a few minutes was boarding a bus for downtown
Miami.

For aLt he recognized the city in which he found himself, he might have
been a visitor from an alien planet. It was not so much the City of Miami

" itself—that he had not expected to remember, having never laid eyes upon

it until his sixty-second yéar. And Preston had realized by now that the -
curious, bifurcation of his memories was due to the fact that as his body was
‘rejuvenated, so, correspondmgly, were his memories returned down the path-
way of time to that point which corresponded with his apparent age.

In other words, at every stage of his backward progress, his mind became
exactly that mind which he had possessed at the age he returned to. Per-
haps the very convolutions of his brain were ironed out; about that he was
not suge. There was, though, he knew, only one minor difference between
his mind here, at this moment, as he strode through downtown Miami, and
the mind he had possessed when he was a matdte man in the year 1930. -
Superimposed upon his basic memories was a recollection, ever increasingly
dim and hard to retain, of those events which had actually transpired since
his dip in the maglcal Fountain.

Thus the world in which he found himself was quite new to him, and
strange. Fantastic were the buildings, with their black, glistening facades;
there had been nothing like that in his knowledge of architecture. More
fantastic still were the automobiles that scudded past him on the street like
thick, purring beetles. . The automobiles of Preston’s memory were disk-

wheeled boxes, recognizably divided into tonneau, hood and undercarriage.

These newer vehicles were all of one piece, all of one glissading form;
many of them had no running boards, and the wheels were fat-tired little
things concealed beneath huge, dripping fenders.

There were other changes. An ubiquitous new material called “plastic”—
unfamiliar magazines on the corner newsstands—as dusk fell over the city,
hatsh illumination from. glaring, twisted tubes of glass; crimson, green, blue,
gold. .
He knew, of course, that it was too late to contact his representatives in
New York tonight. Nor did he see any particular need for doing so, There
was time and aplenty for that. Just now he was enjoying the experience of
seeing the world of 1941 through the eyes of a visitor from 1930.”

He had dinner at seven in the evening; a light dinner, ordered with care-
ful avoidance of greasy foods. He had been right about the ulcers; tiny, gnaw-

~ing fangs of discomfort had bothered him all afternoon. Preston  sincerely

hoped that when the Fountain’s magic ceased, ‘it would be at some period
wherein his bodily condition was perfect; he pledged himself that he would,
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. in the future, take every precaution to avoid any painful illness to which he”
had._ in- the past been prey. :

And that night he engaged rooms in one of the older, quieter hotels He .
used a fictitious name in registering, since he felt positive that before morning
~Enid and Ralph alarmed by his absence, would set up a hue and cry. He read
his evening paper long before turnmg out the light. It was no newspaper to
~ him; it was an elaborate tissue of fancy he could admit, but never quite con- -
ceive, A Sino-Japanese war—peacetime conscription in the. United States—
Franklin D. Roosevelt president for the third tlme—the Cmcmnat1 Reds
holders of the baseball World’s Championship—

A mad, mad world thought Preston. Then weariness overcame him.
He slept. ! ‘

WHEN he wakened, his hand stretched automatlcally to the head of his
bed. When it found no button there, he sat bolt upright, unable to compre-
hend the room in which he found himself.

This surely was not his home! No sound- proofed walls to bar the dm of
- Manhattan traffic, no servant to answer his signal, no stock ticker convemently
located beside his bed.

Blazes! Had he been drunk last night? He couldn’t risk such e:capades
as that, With the market going hog-wild, fortunes being made: by those who
bought heavily and wisely, money dzrt -cheap and cred1t unlimited. He had
work to do! ~ ‘

But his head felt all fight And the blanket at the foot of his bed bore the :
interwoven legend, Fountain House.

Fountain House! ~The name roused a spark- in the slower less certam
portion of his brain.. And mstantly it was clear to him that this morning was
but a repetition of yesterday morning, and of the morning before that. Again,
while he slept, years of his lost youtli had been regained. He was now—he

paused to search the knowledge of his “other mind”—~he was J. R Preston.
The year was 1926. ~He was fifty-five years of age.

And he had much to do! : -,

He rose- swiftly, phoned room service for his breakfast, showered and -
dressed before it was brought to him. The fragrance of. steammg coffee put an
edge to his appetite. He attacked the food with relish. ' ~

With relish, too, he read the headlines and saw. that his premonition of the
night before had been verified. Pushing secondary war conmuniqués com-
pletely off Page 1 was a screamer concerning hiinself. “AGED TYCOON
MISSING FROM MIAMI MANSE!" Then, in smaller type, “Jonathan
Preston Disappears; Son Posts $1,000 Reward Offer; Retired Financier
Feared Victim of Mental Collapse.”

\/Iental collapse!” sniffed Preston. That was some of Enid’s work. .
Clever, though. Femininely, devilishly neat bit" of busmess Taking advan-
tage of his disappearance to establish the question of his sanity. “Well, we'll

- . . -
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~ soon see ahout that!” snorted, Preston, He reached for the telephone‘. “Long

distance,” he said. Then, “New York, operator—"

_/ o
His LEGAL representatives were over]j oyed to get his call. They had heard

of his. disappearance Was he feeling . . . perfectly ‘well? Wehere was

_he? What was this all about? Was there anvtlnng they could do— - -

“There most certainly is!” snapped Lightning Preston. “For one thing, -

(VOU can catop blithering llke an old-maid schoolteacher. Fotheringham! This
- call's costing me money. "I want you to hop a plane and be down here in jig

time. Ask for me at the desk of the Fountam Housc under’the name of James
Smith.” ) - ° - ’
. Oh, yes, sir! 'Thcy'd send a man down right away.
" “You'll send no one, blast you! “Come yourself! And, by the way—"—
Preston was overlooking no loopholes from now on. “By the way—that con-
foundeéd son of mine may attempt-to tie up my ﬁnances in some way or othet.

‘Keep him from doing so.. Stall him. Get an injunction,.or-a stay; or a writ

of hoopy-coopy or something. But stop him, understand 2
Fothelmgham understood, and would leave for Florida lmmecltately
Preston said, “Good!" and hung up.

It,was-almost eleven o'clock. Fothér ingham would have mlqsecl the daily -
'New York-Miami now; he could not very well get hele untll late tomght ot
pelhaps not until tomorrow. -

And tomorrow morning might brmg Preston anothel of those temporary
fogs of forgetfulness, such as had disturbed him for the past three days. -But
he had a-plan to counteract that. He sat down at his (l_éSl{, cu_dgelecl'his brain,
and began writing. '

He-wrote down everything he could recollect of his experidnces durmg
the past three days. " Some of it™was already. more than a-little diim in. his
memory. He knew he had been served by a butler in his own home 1in Miami,
but could not, for, the llfe of him, remember what this butler's name was, nor

~.what he looked like. Only by strenuous effort could he recall the location of

his' Miami~“home.” A curious anomaly, he thought, He had lived in that
home for seven years. Yet this body he now inhabited had never set foot.
within it, and there was no recollection of it in this body’s younger brain. _

But by the dint of much effort, he forced his other brain—his three-day-
old brain—to relieve his recent experiences. Thus he prepared a diary of the

* events dating from his ride into the Everglades up to the. present moment.
He prided himself on remembering such small details as the name of the

squawking young woman whom, according to Enid’s lie, he had “tried to kiss.”
Lana. And he remembered the name of the restaurant in which he had eaten
last mgllt And there was something about a stranger—a peddler—a scissors

. grinder—whom he had met at the pool. The scoundrel had threatened hlm

with—what? The exact nature of his threat escaped Preston.
When this task had be,en completed, he collected the closely written sheets

~and pinned them securely to the head of his bed where they would meet his eye

= . RS
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" Walter's retui*n from

~half”’ . of Preston’ s

‘now? ~Was Hhe

‘tion, and Preston*.

realized the in-

‘dered © hriefly, -
-~ .was- . Walter
mow?  Still out ~

matter?. - Jona-

fifty-fiveé-year=-

‘old brain vstill
“harboréd an- an-
vbendmg gluclﬂe.'--

N

't011'10rr0w morning. . He then set hmmelt to. the ta&k of devmmg how best tolj_.‘-,: |
- cope with Ralph and Enid.” Race at their perﬁdy was the ole violent emotion

of his renascentsexistencé. Preston was firmly resolved that, ‘come what
might, from this moment hencefor ward nelthel -of theny should ever ploht ove
penny. from his wealth, oo T :

- When FotHeringham cdme, he would alter his will, Hc was not quite
sure whom he -would make his beneficiary.. Both-his sons now came under
the shadow of his dmpleaame Ralph, becduse of his recent. treachery.; Walter,
Vécause of marrying that cheap stenographm imn dehancc of his mthm s wishes.

How long “ago, . ..t el
thought . Preston, had* = ¢ '
that been? * I'ive—no,
almost eight years ago. .

1’18, Right - after .«

France. The shorter -’
memoiy cried cor rec— '
srmled crumly as he
texlude had

taken  place "al-- -
most .twenty-two .-

actual years ago. -
‘Where, he: won-

i Cincinnati?
Had he-a family "~ .

doing well ? _
‘Well—what

than Preston’s

,_iaorambt liis eldel B

son. - There was L T o I
oné solution. bhould anythmg happen to hm] hls money ~w0uld go to Lharlty
Or perhaps to the foundation of.a gleat permanent. sanitarium- heside the

magic Fount'\m' Marvelous thought!. A spa, a refuge of health for all aging -

‘ - ~

¥
e
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humanity. A-mecca for the old to which, journeying, they might bring their
years and exchange them for new ones! , )

Not that Preston expected anything to happen to him. Judging by these
past few days,.he would soon have regained the youthful health and vigor he
had mourned. He would have another life before him. After that, another
dip in the Fountain, and again Youth! Perhaps, thought Preston dizzyingly,
he was immortal! Only by accident— ' :

But it was for the possible accident that he must provide. He had found
a way to defy Death, but if anything shouid happen to him, those he despised
must not profit by his death. ' ~

He had sat long in speculation. He rose, now, and left his room. With

-time to waste, he wished again to taste the enjoyment he had experienced yes-

terday; that of seeing a new world through the old world’s eyes. The clerk
was not at the desk when he left.hi_’s'_room‘key. He went out into the streets.

THE THING that amused him most was that he walked, unnoticed, the
white Miami thoroughfares, while his picture blazoned the front pages of news-
papers at every corner stand. Ralph, he noticed with grim enjoyment, had
raised the ante. There was now a-$5,000 reward posted for information lead-
ing to the recovery of the missing Jonathan Preston. Preston’s photograph
was four columns wide dcross the top of Page 1; newsboys were hawking
his name like a litany.’ But there was little similarity, thought Preston, be-
tween that newspaper halftone and the face he saw mirrored in shop windows.

Thus, unnoticed, he spent the late afterncon strolling the business district
of this - strangen city, reveling in the scents the sights and sounds of it.

He dined at a quiet restaurant, experiencing a pleasant surprise to learn
that wine lists were offered along with the menu. There was, then, no Pro-
hibition in _194_1 He had a bottle of excellent white burgundy with his fowl,
Chablis "29-Sichel et Fils, and even as he savored its dryness, could not help
but marvel at the fact that this wine was warming a body three years its junior.

His greatest thrill, however, came later that night, whein he visited a
motion-picture house. He was stunned, morientarily, to hear the voices of
the actors apparently emanating from their vividly colored images on the
screen ; then he remembered that both of these devices had been tested experi-
mentally at the period of his last “true” memory. There had even been some
talk of an “all- speech” picture in the process of making—a thing called “The
Singing Fool,” starring a chap named ]olson

Preston wondered, vaguely, if that picture had ever been finished ; if so,
had it béen successful?” Then he stopped trying to rationalize, and surren-
dered himself to the enjoyment of tonight's film. He espec1ally hked the antics
of a character named Donald Duck.

By eleven, he was tired. There was an outside p0551b111ty that Fother-
ingham might have chartered a special airplane, too. So he hurried back to
his hotel, questioned the night clerk at the desk.
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“Has a Mr, Fotheringham of New York come in?”’

~ The clerk leafed his records languidly, shook his head. “No, sir.”

“T feared not.  Very well—let me have the key to.my room, please ?”

The clerk stared at him. “I beg your pardon, sir?”

“The key,” repeated Preston, “to my room. 803.”

“Eight-oh—" The clerk’s lips tightened, his eyes narrowed suspiciously.
He said in a cautious voice, “Your name, sir. I’'m afraid—"

“Pres—" began Preston; then stopped. ‘“Why, James Smith, of course!
Come, come, my. dear fellow; what’s ailing you? What’s all this about ?” -

The clerk’s eyes were definitely hard and suspicious now. He made a
slight gesture with his hand, and Preston saw a lounging, derby -hatted figure
stir from a foyer chair and slouch toward the desk. -

_ “That’s exactly what I'd like to know,” sneered the clerk. “]ames Smith,
eh? Well, it'so happens I checked Mr. Smith in last night, and he’s a much
older man than you are, I never saw you before in my life!”

Then another voice rumbled over Preston’s shoulder.

“0. K., wise guy!” said the House detective. “Will you scram peaceable,
or shall I call the cops?” - '

IT was that night, when despite fatigue, Jonathan R. Preston-hunched

" Jate over the desk of the new hotel to which he retreated, frenziedly scratching
a new diary for the morrow’s adv:sement ‘that he first began to feel the cold

~ shadow of fear upon him.

It was not so much that he had lost hls hotel room, and the portion of his
money which he had cached there in the desk drawer. He could still contrive
to meet Fothermfrham in the lobby of the Fountain House, and he had blauk-
checks.

) His fear was twofold. First, that should this happen to -him again he
~would not be able to write'a “diary” for himself—tonight he found his task
ten. times as difficult as it had been this morning—and second, that if this
- sloughing of age continued, he would not be able to convince anyone that he
was Jonathan Preston!

There was a third fear, an increasingly stronger and more logical fear,
that he did not even dare frame mentally. It was too utterly terrifying. He
thrust this thought from his brain, forced himself to bed and to sleep.

His wakening the next morning w‘asagain’ a moment of agonizing uncer-

S

tainty—but this time he took a grasp on normality quickly. with the help of the . -

mnemonic aid on his bedpost. ,

A glance at his watch told him 1t was nine o’clock. A glarice at the bath-
room mirror told him his veins still ran with the magic of the Fountain, His
face—somehow tauntingly familiar to him, only slightly gray of temple, firm~
ﬂeshed and ruddy—was that of a hale, well-exercised fifty-year-old man!

Fothermgham !

Preston went 1mmed1ately to the Fountain House.. ~ Happily, neither the
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mght clerk nor the house detective was on duty. His query bréught'a nega- '

tive reply ; Mr. Fotheringham had ot yet come in.

Preston went to tife Coffee- Shoppe of the hotel, ate his bleakfast in reck- .

less haste. The waltress brought him a morning paper. but he could not even
° interest himsel{“in the headhnes concerning himself; he 16t it lie'unopened.
His réturn to the lobby was perfectly. timed. JI._lSt as he entered the side
door, Fotheringham came in the front, squirreling his head from side to side
anxiously, searching for—Pr’eston supposed——him. He’hurried forward.
. “Fotheringham!” he cried.
vou. Mr. Preston. I was afraid /e might see me first.” He added, ‘iYou’re
- looking e:\ccptlonally well, sir, The Florida climate—') ‘
“Never mind that! 'We have more important mattérs to attend to.”

Préstoti literally draggedwhxm to a concealed conversation niche. - “You got

my telephone call? * Did you do what T told you to?”

Fother mqham nodded. - “Yes, Mr. Preston. It’s all taken care ofs  It’s

strange that you should call just five mmutes after hie did—

“He? Who?” S s

The little lawyer smiled faltermgly, and heaved a sngh of rehe[ “Oh, it's -

' “Why your father of course. I told ypu when you spdlce to me on the

phone—

-

THE 1MpacT of the words struck Jonathan Preston like the crush of a
‘massive fist: For a moment, all was confusmn Then, suddenly, he realized
"what was in F otheringham’s mind. ' , :

The lawyer thought he was Ralph Pneston' "Tha‘t' was why his face in
" the glass hatl been doubly familiar to him this morning. * He not only looked
as he himself had looked in 1921 ; he also looked like a- healthler less dlssq)a.tcd
image of his younger son! T

And apparently Fothermgham in whom he had placed implicit trust, was

no worthier of that trust tham was this son.' He wore the guilty air of a con- = -~
spirator, ‘and even now he was again caamug about to make sure Jonathan

- T

Preston was not in sight.
- Not meaninglessly, however, had Jonathan Preston been called “Light=
ning™ by his business associates. He took .the blow to the heart. but didn’t
crack under it. - His quick brain sought a way to tum thls startling denoue-
ment to his advantage B . . .
“Yes,” he said. swiftly. “Yes, of course. I forgot for a moment. I've

been S0, upset about this whole, tmhappy aftair. But tell me—what did you

do?” .
“Just what you suggésted sir. Got a court order restraining your father
from incurring any new obligations, establishing new contracts or disturbing

old ones without your consent. His securities are tied up completely. Also.

his bank capital. The only persons who have not yet been placed under legal
restraint are his investment brokers. I couldn’t withdraw his powers there
without your signature as power-of-attorney.. I've prepared the document—"
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“Preston waved it away. ‘
“Forget it!” he 01deled Tean 1t up!” 4 : - :
Fotheringhan stared at hlll‘l eonluaedly “But 1f‘=he =nouid take a whim
" to dal)ble in the market, sir, he could run throwfh all his m_aa_n_cna].,Leaomees
desplte our other efforts: He—" o : e T Le
“1 know' that!”. thought Jonathai Preston :g'r-»iml_\'r.\, S“T-know.that very
well, you damned, double-dealing blackguard ! Bur, aloud; he said, “T'm.sure
wé can jgnore that angle.- Too much red-tape to bother with. . And with niy
. father’s present mental state what it 1s—” H(. pdused swmhcantly Fother;
mfﬂnm looked ﬁrhouhshly eager. ..l . LIl ' R

- TIsit="  He licked his® Jips.- Ib he——bad R
P!L;ton nodded gravely., -~ % 00 oL T e
“Awiul!  He think do }ou know what he thmks* EE >
“No.” - T R O L o R

. 7 AT
“He Lhml\s . mtoned PreSton "solénmly,':f""h‘e_.’s fou_n‘d.v the ],-‘-‘Olll:ltéili'l“_()"f“_’
Xomhf’ Lo e e D T e T e e LT

- -

FOTPI]‘R]\CII/\\T Oa:ped scand'llu.ed o T SR

“Gracious! * And to think that for. }eals “his ‘brain w as S0 I\Len‘ T

“Was!” thought Preston. Was, you h\pom itical old muh It 8 :11]]
]\een Wait and see! | : : ' o

But; .110ud he sdid, in what Yie thmmht was’a goorl imitation wof Ra!ph S .

unctuots’ \01ce “Yes, wve're all te111bly g1 ieved about”it. “Well, M F othu-:'r -

ingham, Tim sorry to’have mused you all"thlb tlouble “Had T 1\110\\ n yésterday
what 1 know - now I x\pt1ld ha\e adnsed }ou 10 :,tay 11‘Tht t]]ClC 11 \ew
\011\__ S S e
_ \u\ York?"” N B S :‘L"'

“Why, yes. You see, the. police have pu,]\ed up his 'uall They ~ve ICd.ll]C(l
i’gfljr he has
sonie_idea’ of \mtmg you. 1 thmk it w ould Ve wisest; ‘Lh(_.n:, ore; if you re-
turned 1mmed|ate1y 1f he comes to yom ofhce call Bellevue——

“But T’ Jjust got here!” wailed I‘othennrrhmn Vel .

o know. It’s 1eally too bad But you do warit to co- ope1 ate, doir’t you?
Or—" " Préston put an édge .on his voice. “Or dont )ou Pelhapb you d
rather I fetained-some other firm: to—"" - co

"Oh IlothmO‘ of the sort, Mr. Plebton”’ Tothernwhmn babbled habtlly- :
L “Of course. Il be dehghted to do”ainything you thml\ best.: ~And we wouldn’t
think of havitg you go elsewhere. ‘Our fifyiv has served - your hther Ialthmlly

e

. and well for more than thirty years—"

\\\\\

falthiully and “well 2= thouﬁht Pri eston : Tlm' I]uml)wﬂ Benedut
Amold in modein”dresst  But he said; That’s, settled sthen: You take: the
first train bad\ to Néw York and wait. Don’t '1ttempt £ communicate with
me; I'm’ havmg our liome telephone watched. day “and: mﬂfht oIt anythmfr
comes up, I'll give you a call; Good-by; Fotheringham!” :
: “G-Oood by, repeated the lawyer ml:,erably “He 118.(1 a Vaffue teelmg that -
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he was hcmg shoved around: But there was. nothmg e could do about it
Now that old Tonathdn was roaniing the streets with the delusion he had d}q—
covered the Fountain of Youth: Ralph Preston was in the .driver’s- seat.
“Good-by!" he said. --He: star ted toward the- d001 remeihered aomething

and tumcd. FOh, by the ‘v\a\-—-—d]d you I\nm\, your br other was on hisway to

Mnml : . . V-

Fora moment Preston was cauqht oﬁ guald “\\ hat¥""he said. "Brothcr—? ‘

‘T have no—oh ! - Te w as alert again:  “You mean V\’a]tu P e
‘“Yes, He saw’ the new spape1 accounts of your. ‘fathet’s.- dls'lppcarancc

phoned mc in New York.. 1...1 gave him your Miami address:”

"The wolves, thought Pleston grimly, were. dcscendmo no“ \\ alter’ was

: mm ng in for his shazc of the spmls -t00,- He said; mth mo1c meamuq than

F othcxmqham could ever hope to grasp, “Well, I'll take care 0[ liim \\lmn hc

- comes. “Now Immt 8o Tother mgham .Good- by !t - Lo

-~ The lawvc1 trudged away.. Preston let him dlaappem tl]éxi'siaz*ted to
cross the foy er, He had taGCﬂ balch a stcp when the entrance of another

ﬁgmc caused Ium 10 ducl\ behitid a comy enient potted p'{lm A% the ﬁgmc

paused, looked about querulously, then moved to.the desk for-information,

Preston suﬂcd swiftly ot the side door. - As he hirrried ‘down -the street;-he,

chud\led at the confusnon Tte had taused both conspirators. The man who had’
ar rn cd a’ few minutes too l'lte was his son Ralph : '

THI: CA.SIIING of lns last tw cnt) doll'u b;]l at.noon reminded him' that hc

must get some moncy. The problem of domg 50, though stnmped him for a

little \(hilg He had lots of blank checks; but he could not just walk into a
bauk and 1)1eseut a check bearing his own signature and payable to himself.
\or could he cash & check made out to “Bcatex w:thout being known to
qomcoue it the banl\— -

T othenngham s error gave. lum the answer. If the lawver had thought

he was Ralph Ple'«ton 80, 100, might the teller ‘at Ralph's bank! A check
bearing Preston’s 51q111tmc would pass unchallcnved likewise, since PI eston
lnd for years supplicd his son with- {unds , : : '

The onlx risk was that of actually’ meumg Raiph at the bank, That,-
how ever, was a mild onc “and ¢ne that~must’be taken. He hoped Ra]ph s
bank was the one on which these: checks were drawn. At any rate, that was
the bank he went to,- aifd apparently: his guess had been correct, {or as he
‘entered, the uniformed domman modded” politely and said; “Good aftemoon
M. Preston. Any news of \out father yet?” , .

Preston shook his head and moved to the counter. He wrote a check {of
five hundred—uot an unreasonable sum, and. one sufficient to tide him over

until this period of change should come to an- end——then plec.ented it to the

teller: | : . ‘ R : .
The clc11\ 012111Lcd at the check ‘1hen up at.its passer.. @Jhen the qmd\
suspicion in his eves faded. He said, “Oh, it's you Mx qulon ’
UN—3 '

-
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“Of course it’s me!” snapped Preston. “Please QOn-’t ke_ep-'me waiting.

I'm in quite a rush.” . ~ S S

, : ¢
The teller riodded sympathet:ca]ly “I know you must be, sir, I've been

readmg about your, father, Too bad. ‘H_gz was ‘a fine old man. ‘41 always
said— . . ST ' ’

L3

“Look said Pleston “I have no tinie to waste M-ay 1 have ‘thé monk;y?_

Tens and twenties will do.” SN = .

. The teller said, “I know Mr Preston --And I m sure we can fix this up’
in a few seconds if you 1l ]ust wait till gl call. Mr. Flint. Your crédit is abso~
Tately unlimited here, of & Course, but as a mere matter of form—" :

“Wait-a minute!” said .Preston. . Lansmg,Flmt was the last man on earth

he wanted to meet face to face. Flint was his son’s closest crony, a golfing- -

drmkmg-mghtclubbmcr associate ; if anyone couid pierce his masquerade, Flint -

was the man. *“Mere matter of poppycock' Is therg sqmethmg_ the -matter.

with that check?” ; -
The teller said soothingly, ‘If you'll forglve my mentmmnv 1t sir, wasn't
e ~ there something in the paper about your
" - father’s ... er .. .mind bemg-aijfected

" just before his disappearance ?”

.. “Well?” demanded Preston.

. "I’'m afraid it was becrmmng to
slip,” said-.the:clerk regretfully, “when
he wrote this check.” He tossed it hack
‘through™ the w1cket “We ha\f no
authority to honor thrs blgnature sir.’

. Preston gazed at the loose; sc1aw1—

i34

of failure. Again, his hfty—year—o]d
‘habits had bet1 ayed him. The check

- was signed, “J. Robert Preston”—
a signature he had not used for
more than twenty years— ~ -

-

noonn = comprised . the least:
hagpy day Jonathan Pres-
“ton. had known since his
: renascence started

fromr the bank before the
.. sing Flint. He went to

‘\i . the reading room of the
/< Y, tlrereswasted several

ing liandwriting -with a sickening sense

~

= THE REST of the -afters

‘Somehow he beat an exit.

teller summoned, Lan--

hours and a dozen :heets

~
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of paper trying to recall the sighature that meant the difference between
hunger and solvency

Try as he mlcrht he could not seem to get it. His reflexes were trained
to the scrawl that spelled “J. Robert Preston”; they could not smoothly create
“Jonathan R. Preston” as some instinct told lnm it should appear. And he
could not take a chance on bemg arrested on a forgery charge. To be appre-
hended at this stage of the game would be to give up, forever, all chance of
defeating Ralph’s aims.

. For that matter, he could not go back to that bank again. By this time;
some word may have leaked to Ralph of his “visit” there. And Jonathan
Preston’s “short-term’ mind knew of no other bank used by his son.

For the first time in his either existence, Preston went-into a sort of
funk. He left the Y and wandered through darkening streets, thinking furi-
ously, viciously, but getting nowhere because his every thought was surfeited
with a sense of overwhelming odds. '

So intense was his preoccupation that he did not even notice the red

_light, nor hear the cry of warning from the sidewalk, nor the raucous klaxon
of the suddenly braking van. His first intimation of anything amiss was the
clutch of a hand on his shoulder—a toppling over backward. Then. suddenly
he realized that his ears were deafened with the scream of grinding brakes.
the squeal of tormented rubber on asphalt. A shaken truck driver was leaning
down from his cab, swearing jerkily at him through ashen.lips. “Ya wanna
git killed, mister? Good goddlemitey, ya bline? Cancha see the lights,
mister?” ' o

It had all happened so quxcklv that Jonathan Preston could not, now,
know fright. He felt ‘ashamed of himself for having thus disturbed the poise
of a fellow man; he said to the van driver, “I'm sorry. It was my fault. " Tll
be more careful.” Then, as the truck groaned away, he turned to the one who
kad saved him. “Thank you,” he said. “Thanks ever so much. I didn't even
nctice—" ~ - ' : o

“Why, that's all right, Jonathan Preston.” said the other man. “That’s
perfectly all right. Don’t give me credit. ‘I just did what I had to.”

Preston peered at this man who, in a citv where none recognized him,
called him by name. In the gathering dusk the stranger’s face was dim, but
there was something vaguely familiar about him. Somewhere he had seen a
man in a battered old fedora—a man with a stained, urtidy beard, carrying -
over one shoulder an old-fashioned grindstone, and in one hand a— ‘

“I know you!” said Preston suddenly. “You're the man I met at the
Fountain !” ‘ , B R I

“That’s right,” said the scissors grinder.. “I see you did take that dip
after all, Jonathan Preston. You look remarkably weli. I hope you're fecl-
ing well?” ' ' S . .

“I'm feeling fine,” said Preston. “Never better in my life. You threat-
encd me that day, didn't you? I'm pretty sure you did, but I can't exactly
remember.” ’
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The scissors grinder clucked réproachfully. They were walking down the
street together. e said, “Why, now, I wouldn’t put it that way, Jonathan
Preston. Warned, perhaps. But not ‘threatened.” You see, I'knew it would
do no good. And I didn’t want to see you make a mistake.”

Preston laughed. .It felt good, because it was his first laugh in hours.

He said, “Well, that’s where you made your mistake, friend. It did do me

good. You'll find out. Everyone will see—pretty soon.’

“Maybe,” replied the stranger cautiously. They had come to a street

corner. He stopped, and Preston with him. “Maybe so. I hope everything’s

going to be all right, Jonathan Preston. I like to be friends with everyone, you
knew.. And I don't want to be hard on you.”

“You talk,” said Preston fussily, “nonsense! What do you mean—hard

on me? I don't understand—"

“But I've got to go now,” said the mendicant. “I have a lot of errands
to run, a lot of work to do before tomorrow morning. But, look, Jonathan
Prestori—and remember this. If ever you regret your. little dip, remember

what I tell you now. ‘All things end in the beginning.” Have you got that,

now? I’ll feel much better about it—

P1eston demanded irately, “Are you crazy? What do you mean?. Why,
damn you, fellow, you don’t know what that Fountain did for me!. It made
me sound again. I'm going to be young again, and strong—"

But onee again he was talking to himself, for his companion had vamshed
There was only one small house on the lane up which he had strode, and he
could not have gone in there because Preston; facing the d_oér, had not seen 1t
either open or close. Besides, the only lighted room in the house was one up-
stairs, a bedroom. And, as Preston watched, someone within drew down the

blind very gently. He thought there came from within the house the sound of
quiet sobbing. :

He felt better, though for having talked with someone: He ate and went
to his new hotel. He had retained his key this time, and got in without diffi-

culty, He carefully brought his “diary” up to date, ‘pinned it to his bedpost,
and went to sleep. : -

-

WuEN he woke the next-morning, the first thing his. eyes lighted upon
was the newspaper placed- under his bedroom door with the compliments of
the hotel management. He got a not inconsiderable shock when he read the

headlines: .“ITALIANS  LOOSE COUNTEROFFENSIVE AGAINST
BRITISH!

But that was impossible! “The British and Italians were allies. Only

yesterday he had delivered an address to the Brokers’ Club on the necessity ’

for unlimited credit to the 'impecunio'us Ttalian government, so hard-pressed
by the Kaiser’s Austrian partners-in-crime !

Then he saw the other headline, the one devoted to hlmself and his “short

- memory” functioned. He rose, moved to the mirror, knowing what he would

-
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- see, for his re]uvcnated brain had already advised hlm that it was the year of

1916, and that he was a trifle over forty=four. years of age.
He gained completc command of Hlmse]f by rereading. as he br ealsfasted
his dlal}. He supplemented this anmledge with a careful perusal of- the

- newspaper story. Ralph Preston was becoming i increasingly- anxxous ‘about his

father. - He-had again raised the reward offer. His wife. “one of Miami’s ’
most charming social leaders,” to quote the new spapcl. W as, p1 osuaied mth '
guef and apprehension— - . Pe T TTeTEes 0T L e DT

- At 'this point, Preston-shiffed: qu1tc loudl\ If I:md were plostl ated, hc
knew the reason uln - Because-his (hsappearance would delay her getting het
hands on his monev [ora- long ume—se\ en \ears wasn’t 1t 7 ﬂunul the comts
could declare hmrlegalh dead.” C e D s D

A small,- boxeéd iten mu“ht hm e\e RS : e
—-—mcanwhlk Walter ngton ‘of ‘Cincinnati; Olno. his wife® and two

children, took up residerice i in one of- the 1ocal hotels. | . “Thouigh niy father- and

I have been estranged-for’ many - \eals " M Pieston told -a reporter, ‘T feel I
qheuld be here to: help. in- ani-w av. possnble Since my brother does not seem
. to, vseicomc my offer of aqmstance. L ow 11] couduct private mqun\ Am in-'
formation will be gtcath appr: ecmcd R : ,
“Ralph Preston, c\plammg his 1cfusa1 to admit h}Svl)IOth(,I to the palatul
‘Preston mansiony :zud smlpl\ T but try to carry: out my pooy father’s wishes.
More than t\\ enty years-ago he, fm bade \\ alte: to év c1 again set foot within.
hlS home - e e T .
Preston Stc_ ed at thc item ‘ing r‘edulous]\ What was- that “Estrange’d”?'
- Waltet forbidden the Prestén h"‘_ﬁé'?"'" But Walter was his first- horn his.
féled 2* And for -what mason ¥
- This was some further proéf: of-T\alph s skullduggery. "Or. no, it couldn’t
be that, since-Walter himself-adffiitted to being at odds with his father. Pres-
- ton stopped to puzzle it out. Te found the answer finally. -His © long mem-
ory” carried him-fortv-four \eam up ‘to a-day in 1916. - His “short memory”
- had.no recollection w hatsoeyver. “of a “Walter Pleston save ’as’ a nanie men:
tioned by Fot11e1111g1131n 1hc lawyer.” : . S :
- There was w 1tlnn thie lieart of thc rejuvcnated P1cston no rancor for has
son-Walter. - There w as. mdced qmle -the" opp051te' A gleat hear twatmmg
“affection. - Evidently, then his quarrel.w /ith"Walter had ocellr red subscquemly
t6 1916; lhc1e was 1o recolection of it-in s present ‘mind." :
Piestonosnghed ‘He was ‘tranécendently happy at lus new health and
heartiness, he looked forward “with joyous anticipationt to the ‘conclusion of
~this 1‘e_1menat10n process, a scttling into rormality. Buit damn it! the magic .
- had its drawbacks, too.- [rightful confusion! . B
But—his jaw .stiffencd—today .was the day on w hicli he had planncd 10
. dispose of Ralph. . He had pledged himself -that should any unexpected fate -
strilce him, Enid and her- wcak husband would not. profit by 1. There was np
time like the present. He seiit for some br eakf'lst As he ate, he scanned the
' pages of the. IocaI tclcphonc directory. = - - .. ... Tl e

>
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b

HF FOUND his party at the fourth hotel he cal]ed Yes, they had a Mr
Walter Preston reglstered Who was calling, please? _
“Never mind that!” said Preston crisply. *‘Give me his rooms,”

A childish:treble answered the'ring. Preston, who had been expecting to

hear. his son’s bass voice, almost dropped the telephone in his astomshment
“Hello?” someone said, "“Hello ?”

~“Who,” demanded Preston, “‘are you?” T
“TI'm johnny, replied the vo;ce - “Who are you?™ . 7 T
- Johnny! Would that be, wondered Preston, \a diminutive for ]onathau?
A strange, almost forgotten emotlon choked him. Wlth dlfﬁculty, he spoke
agaln ignoring the question.
!
. “Let me’speak to your : father he sald

3

L~

A moment later, Walter’s boommg tones rephrased the query. “Hellp? ~

Who's ca]lmg P

- Preston said, “Hello, son!” He éou]d almos_t {e'el thc; eleotrlc shock of his
son’s excrtement B

Walter’s voice came bauk to hlm ina bhout happy, mcredu]ou:., dazed

“Dad ,n - B A : / ) . . ) . R -
“How -are.you, boy 7 asked Preston. o T o
: “] m fine. But. .. but I don’t matter. How . are you ? Aud where are

you?. And what in the world is this all about? Did you run away on pus-

] I)Obe? Are Ra]ph and Enid up to somethmg phony? They're ar.tmg damned

queer 1f thére’s auythmg wroig, so help me, I'll tear them apart—"
“Jasy, boy"’ said Preston \’“Easy does -it!" Alwaya m}patlent aren’t |

.

“T'm 1mpat1ent to see you.- Where.can I meet—- ' :
Preston thought of his changed appearance, realized suddeu]y that it

-would be altogether too great a shock to Walter to meet a father whom he

had not seen for over tweuty years, and find him younger-looking than he | had

been at the time of their parting.” He said, “You can’t, son. . Not just now,

anyway. Later, perhaps.. Now, listen—" -

" He chose his words caretu]ly There was lOtb to be done, and he wamnd

to get it over with- qu1ckly “Listen,” he said, “how much .money have you? ’
. “Money? Why ... why,not much with me, but my credit is good. T've

done prrtty well.these past few years.”

“Good I said “Preéston. - “I had to,be sure. Now T tell - you what you '.

must do.  Get in touch “with your bankers. Scrape together every. single penny
you can beg, borrow, and- steal. Tomosrow morning when the market opens,

‘the Preston holdings are going to be thrown onto the floor. -I want you to get

control of those holdings, So start buymo from the word go. .And continue

to buy, buy, buy, until you've bought up every last iota! Do you underbtaud?

“No,” said Walter frabkly. I don’t. . 'Why should you do this, Dad?
L realize you're offering me a tremendous gxft in a roundabout ‘way. - But- -
why—" N , ) ,
-“Becausé it’s ‘the last ounce of control ” explamed Preston bxtierly, “1
\. : :

-

S .

\ : : ) . . —
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exercise over my own capital! Ralph and Enid have tied up everything I
own but my corporation holdings. But if I milk my estate of those, they’lt
be left high and dry. Broke! And that's what I want to do. '

"“Oh, stop asking questions, will you? I'm too busy to e)\plam any more
now. I'll tell you all about it later, You just do what I say. You can
swing it?” -

Walter said, “I . . . I suppose so. Yes. I'm sure of it. But, Dad—if
you'll let me come see you—" -

“Stay away!" ordered Preston, “If Ralph found out where I am, they
might spoil the whole scheme, He’s trying to have me committed on grounds

. of insanity. Nonsense. I'm saner than Icever was. :
~ “There’s one thing you can*do, though—"" he added as an. aftel thought.
“Slip a couple of hundred dollars in an envelope and send it to mé at this
address. Robert Thompson is the name I'm using. You will? Good! Well
—see you in a few days then, son. You you have a youngster, haven’t
you?” ‘

Walter said proudly, “Two of them, Dad. Johnny and Sue 1 want you
to meet them. And my wiie, too. I m glad our . . . our fuss is a thing of the
past.” -

A thing of the past, thought Preston. To him it was a thing that had
- never occurred: But he said, “So am 1, boy. VVelI ‘don’t forget. Buy! and
keep buying !"

Then he called New York,

“EVERYTHING. Mr. Preston?” bleated his broker wildly. “Everything?
But .- . but it will knock the bottom out of the whole market, sir? You can’t
mean to—-'

“Do as I tell you! P snapped nghtmng Preston. “I know what_: I'm do-
ing, McLeod. Start selling the moment the market opens And keep selling
until T give you the order to stop.” : ‘

There was a moment’s studious silence, Then McLeo‘d‘said, “There’s
been some talk up here, sir. I hope youlll forgive my mentioning it but—are
vou sure you're well, sir?” : :

Preston glanced at his reflection in the mirror of a lowboy and chuckled.

" “I haven't felt better,” he said, “for decades! McLeod, I'll give you a little
private tip. Start buying this stuff as it goes on the market and you'll clean
up big! But don’t pass the word around to any-of your pals and don’t try to

_grab too much, or by the pmk horns of hell, I'll smash you! Do you under-
stand 2"

There was 1e11ef in McLeod’s voice, and admlratxon

“I think so, sir.” It’s a return to the good old days, eh? You're going to
show ’em that you can still twist the old cat’s tail?”

And the young one’s, too, thought Preston grimly. But he grunted
assent. “That’s right. Now, remember—sell! And keep on selling till T tell
you to stop. Understand 2" : :
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“Yes, sir. But if anything goes wrong—"

“C:iH me here!” Preston gave him the number. . “But nothing will go
wrong.”” ‘And he hung up. ' : ’

He took it easy the rest -of the day He wrote his diary with especial
detailsas to his plan, lest it escape him overnight, then went out for a stroll.
He. h_ad dinper-in town and complained bitterly about the inferior quality of a
white "liur'gu'ndy served him.  He was thrilled by a motion picture in color,
wnh speech apparently’ emanating from the actors on the screen, though a
dlmly tantalizitig- pseudomemory adv1sed him he had experienced this same
pleasure a-day or so before. He found an envelope waiting for him upon his
return to his room ; it contained money from \Naltex and a plea that they meet

“as soon as p0<s1ble :

He had beer and sandwiches before retiring. Jonathan Preston, at mid-
dle age, had- always heen 4 hearty eater. His doctor had warned him that such
midnight snacks’ pawed the.way for painful stomach ulcers, but this, Preston
knew, was so much balderdash Ulcers were the bogy man of weak-bellied
hypochondriacs. L

The beer made 111m comfortably drowsy.-

HEe was WAK"E'NED in the morning by a clamorous jangling at his bedside.
He groped for the alarm clock, but it wasn’t an alarm ; the bedlam came from a
telephone. An odd-lgoking telephone in which mouthpiece and earpiece were
curiously joined in.one twisted unit. He snatched it up and growled into what
he hoped was the right hole. - -

“Yes?” he said.

The excited voice of his stockbroker yammered into his ear. “Mr. Pres-
ton—are you sure you want me to keep on selling? Somebody’s buying up
the stuff as fast as I put it on the market! At this rate—"

Preston didn’t know what the man was talking about, but he had pres-
ence of mind enough to keep his mouth shut until he found out. He said, “T'll
call you hack in a few minutes!” and reached for the closely written sheets of
paper at his hedside which, some -instinct told hini, were essential to com-
prehension of this weird affair. ‘

A few minutes later he was able to call McLeod with reassurance- that
‘everything was running according to- expectancy. The broker mollified,
though still apprehensive, Preston called his elder son. Walter was almost
as apprehensive as had been the broker, ' '

“Dad—is everything going all right?”

“Perfect ! - ,

_ _“I've been buying ever since the tape started. But tlie more I buy, the
more comes on thé market!”” ' :

“Well, what do you care? You're getting it cheaper now, aren’t you?”

“That’s just it. The Street’s panicky. If Preston securities are value-
less, what is worth anything? They’re wondering. The S. E. C.—"

“Damn the S. E: C.!” roared Lightning Preston. “Has a man the right
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to diddle his own affairs; ..~ -
or hasn’t.-he? Keep on
buving! The price- will- -

When sit does, \ou ll be -

in tlle driver's seat.’
Walter “said; "But '

- “Then borrow!. Or
i hold up a.-bank. Get -
bu\-—bm—buv’ g ']mn-‘ o

than Preston-added.
more . quictly. - "You've

trol. Walter. - This is the -

other powers.™ . -~
“I\alph—-oh,'_‘.yes!’

about-to have” 4 1ervous
breakedown. . He knows

“Good !"+Faid Pres- °
ton. “I"wanted him to

) Q@
"HE soucHT a
stockbroker's office
shortly thereafter;

maining morning
hours and the carly

hours of the after-

noon watching, with grnn satrsfacuon the crvptlc svmboh of h:gh finance
shide across:the illumindted screen.

He saw his-own corporation holdmgs drop steadily for hours. 14—
112; 7%#—109 A-103—dou n to 100 even. Walter was making money now, he
thought ; thesecurities had a higher appraisal. value than that!  Then 96-—92"

‘
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—down to an a]l tinme low of 88, matchmﬂ the Blad\ Frlchy pr1ce of 29 wh:ch L

“Jonathan Presten now no longer remembered. : : —
Then the reaction set ifi.- The bulls sharpened their l'lOl'Hb, and the bears
turned tail-for cover. Walter’s steady. huying began to make its influence felt ;

a few hopeiulb ]eaped on the bandwaaon and the Street went inteo a buying .

frenzy. -Preston’s holdmffs, which had ]ed the general collapse, now Ted the
upward surge. o -

A sudden ledp to 95: Anothm to 100 as the mvestcnb be]ated]y 1eahzed ,

théy had. let a good thm«r slip through their fingers. ' Then 105—10875—
110— “No Preston stocks available !” Preston heard the .local: stockbrokeér

wail to a- hundred eager would- be buyers. - *“No ~C’onsol-iclated’—lao_\;ﬂil')eic——laot'\' ‘
a share at any- pr:ce_!”_ 113—114—then auz’zr \yest(;i‘d‘ay’s 'qstiot“aition—li-}6—

120—122—

The ]ugg]ed holdmgs were stabilized at 122 when the market C]Osed
" Jonathan Preston returned to his hotel. * The camb]erb in the hoard reem did
not recognize m thé neatly dressed, thnty-mne year-old stranger who had
stood qtiletly watching the rise-and-fall of the. market the Tonathan Pw:ton

. they were so wholehear tedly cussmg out. - ) D :

*His phone was screaming madly when he got back to 1'115 TOOM., It'was
McLeod. McLeod’s yoice was the worse for wear, He croaked: hoarse relief
wat ﬁnql]y getting Preston.. S L. N b

“Mr, Preston where have )ou been? I tned to get you a]l afternoen.
Have you seen the papers?”’ . . -
“I've “seen the tape,” said Preston.‘ ‘.‘Com?z:, my _deaj fel]ow ' Don't
chatter like that?” . = S0 ) '
“B-but you don’t understand, Mr. P1eston‘ [It’s awiyl! You.. yoﬁ"ve
lost everythmg' Your tail-twisting plan didn’t work: Someone was huying
all afternoon. You've beencompletely wiped out!” Your estate will be en-
‘tailed for'your debts. Everything is‘gone!” =N R ‘
Preston chuckled. He said, “How did you make out “McLeod P
o McLeod admitted, “T . .-. I made a slight pr ofit, sir. I bought, as yeu
told me to. But'l clont want 1t sir! Not at such a cost. . You're welcome to
what Jittle T gained—"" . I '

Preston was Stranvely tOUChed‘ Odd thaf this chap, whose veins had’

- always seemed to run with the dust of facts and figures, whose fingers. were
grimy with’ the ink of stocks.and bonds, should turn out to have a heart and

-a conscience. He said gently, * “That won’t be” neceSbary, ‘\IcLeod That s, -

“my gift to~you. Thanks for evelythmg _Good by o S
McLeod cried, “But, Mr, Preston— ' X

v “Good-by!” repeated Pxeston with ﬁnahty The’n’ he caﬁe@ .VWaiter;'

“Well; we swung it; son!” o _
Walter Preston seemed stunned w1th h]s good fortune. He said; ““YVou

swung it, Dad! I'm rich. Fabulously, rottéfi, stinking rich! But-I still

* don’t understand why— o o
““PlL explain it /to you,” said ‘Preston, “shortly.”
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“When, Dad? Now? Shall I come over?” . »

“No! Don't try to find me. I'm checking out of here in a few mmutes

' Preston, seeing in the mirror that faced him the image of a man little beyond
the prime of life, did not want his son to meet him without being prepared for
a shock. If this constant rate of rejuvenescence continued, Preston figured
that by tomorrow it would have reached its conclusion. He would have re-
gained, then, the youth and vigor for which he had yearned. That was the
time to meet Walter, “Perhaps tomorrow, Walter. Surely not later than
the next day,” - _ :

“Very well, sir. As you say.”

Preston said, “By the way, son—don’t be.surprised if you notice some

. er. change in me when we meet,”

“C mnger Walter was suddenly anxiots. “You're not ill, Dad [l

“Far from it. . But you'll see. Good-by, boy!” :

He had, he felt, lived a full and glorious day. He deserved a rest. So
he spent the rest of the afternoon and evening luxuriously enjoying the fruits
of his newfound well-being. He took a long, sweat-bringing walk through
. Miami’ s lovely and extensive suburbs, thrilling keenly to the feel of young,
springy muscles beneath him, savoring to the full the rich, tropical scents of
orange, palm and mimosa that mingled with the salt of nearby ocean air.

And at night, as he sought his-bed in the new hotel to which he had gone,
lest Walter impatiently seek him out, he read and reread the columns devoted -
to this latest evidence of Lightning Preston’s financial acumen. '

TREMENDOUS COUP ROCKS WALL STREET EDIFICE! |

Walter Preston, Son of Missing Findncier, Seizes Control of Father's Empire in
- Daring Ahack' :

Jonathan Preston chuckled heartlly over that, He gained even more
pleasure from a brief addendum to the story, though.

- Reporters were unable to get a statement from the vounger son of Jonathan Preston

at the time the paper went to press. Ralph Preston, who was reduced from riches to

_ rags in this afternoon’s four-hour cataclysm, was reported to be hovering on the brink of
' a nervous collapse. ‘

HEe umap morED that when he wakened the next morning it would be to
look in the mirror upon a Jonathan Preston little changed from the Preston
who had gone to bed. That hope, however, was blasted. His reflection
showed him a man of thirty-four, a young man, black of hair and keen of eye,
somewhat too heavy for the garments he wore; and certainly too youthfu! in
appearance to be ‘wearing an Oxford gray business suit with a piped vest.

He would, Preston knew, have to do something about the clothing situa-
tion. It was vitally essential that he be inconspicuous for a while; he could
not be so in clothes too old for him and so tight that.they strained at every
seam. : -
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He went to a clothier’s. The salesman looked disapprovingly at the style
of suit Preston was wearing, but with approval at its-cut and cloth. He said,
“A nice suit, sir. TLancaster Brothers, New York, isn't it? The touch is
unmistakable. Bﬁt too old for you, sir! Oh, much too old! A young man
like you needs—

" He brought forth.a dazzling creation of. angular hues gone mad—and
Preston shuddered. They compromlsecl ﬁnally on a somewhat less gaudy,
but still rather blatant, three-button. job in shark’s- 1ooth gray, w1th peaked
lapels and welted seams. It needed alterations. "

The salesman called the shop’s tailor ; the tailor sketched soapmarks and
mumbled around a mouthful of pms,' “You wan dit by dumorrow mehbe? Or
nexd day?”’ ‘

“This afternoon,” said Prebton

The tailor looked pained. “I god ten, perhabs twel, odor SUldS come
first? Dumorrow morning first thing ?”

“Never mind,” said Preston, shrugging off the -coat. “r g‘o'so'me-
where else.”

The salesman had sudden Visions of seventy—ﬁve dollars winging bhthely ’

into a competitor’s pockets, He said hastily, “It will be ready this afternoon,
Mr. Er-umm! -Won't it, Jake? Won't it?” he repeated dangerously. :
~ Jake sighed but nodded. “HOkay,” he assented -glume. “Bud tree
o’clock. Can’d ged dit done sooner.’ :

" Preston went to a movie. His “short memory clasmﬁed these pldonal
interludes 'as a pleasant form of amusement, “but his “long memory,” which
every day seemed to waken fresh and new and startlingly naive, interpolated
a metif of surprise. One part of him thoroughly enjoyed the heroic antics of
the handsome Hollywood juvenile and his lissom companion ; the other half
commented acidly that this form of .entertainment could never replace the
legitimate stage. These monstrously aggrandized Titans, weaving across a
screen in a blaze of light, were no match for the theater of his day. '

His day? What was his day? That thought, intruding on him, spoiled

- his pleasure. Furthermore, he did not feel_particularly well. But he re-
mained to the end of the picture, then returned to the clothing store.

The salesman bustled forward buoyantly.. “Right on time, Mr. Hrrumph!!
Your suit’s all ready for you. Beautiful suit, sir! You're going to like it.
— Here you are—"

He thrust it upon Preston who carrled it into the telephone-hooth-sized -

dressing room and stlugg]ed into it. It didn’t feel exactly right. He didn’t
know just how poor a fit it was until, a few minutes later, he looked into a
full-length mirror.” Then he, like the salesman and the tailor who stood beside
him, staréd hopelessly at a coat which draped on hini like a quilt, at trousers
too full in the waist which literally bagged at seat and knee. /

The tailor wailed aloud, and pins flew. “Votisid? Tventy years 1 been |

dailoring gloze; never in my life did I such a misdake make? Id cen’d bel
Either the wrong suid god aldered, else you been shringink, misder!”

~1
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YTt L. L at's the suit!™ faltered Preqton , “You must have ‘altered the
" wrong suit!” he said dcspcmtel\ B

But in his heart of hearts even as he spoke, he knew he hcd H_e under- .

stood.” because he knew something that these .two men did not.  He under-

stood, becauce the Preston whori he looked upon. in the mirror was leaner of
 face and body-than the Preston who had risen this- morning. e’ understood '

_ for he remembered with" a dull, slck(‘mng ~dar1tv that the voung ]onathan‘._
Preston had always been slender —that it ‘was_not- until his. tlmt\ -fifth year

. that he llad begun to gam uc1g]n? T L

L, .

HE BOL GHT-a smallci suit, one that dld not requnc alte1 ations,. and “ orc
it Emm the store. - He dumpcd his old- suit .into. & Bundles for- Britain’ con-

tainer and set, anxious-eved, about lns search

Tor he knew only too well, now, what he mu<t do Tlns thmg had- gonc.
. toodar. The Fountain’s magic was w orking- not. only up to but far. bevond his
g e\pectatlons _He had hoped to find his youth. Well. he had {mmd 1t Thirty -

“or thirty -one; he thought, was the perfcct age. -+
But the nec1 omancy showed no signs of coming to an end V\ ould 1t
’~tomorlow say, when he was twenty-five? Or the_ next day, when he was
-twenty?  Any.age bevond that— - : :
- He must find the mysterious stranger whom he had met at the Fountain.
Somehow and dimly e felt that- this queer-talking old codger, with his un-

sightly beard and'old-fashioned: gr1nde1 knew the answer to his riddle. Could -
U a(h ise him what to do. Perhdps there was somethmg he had- not done right? -

Pethaps another dip in the. Fountdin? - He knev. where it was, or—he
_stopped in his tracks—did her The glades. It was somewliere in the glades.
A piece of doggerel verse— o

But, of com:e' ‘He had given that to the old chap: He must get it,

* Thus he began s&uclnug His search was necessarily an aimless, hap-
h'12'1rd one. He did not know the old chap s name, nor did he have a par-
- ticularly clear mental picture of him.-“To further Comphcate matters, he dared
not riske ‘going to the police: for ald He did not: fear identification. The

change had gone too far for that; no“ “But he feared qucqnomng With his
-altered mind in it§ present chaotic state, thcre was no telling what fantastic
thing. he might say, w hat anathomsm of specch or deed- nnght rouse their

suspicionss - : : . L r
But he had qtlength and voutly. and ugor and- unlnmted tlmc ‘He began
searching Miami for a 51gn of the old inan, - T :

’

IHis QuEsT was even more hopeléss than he had feared. e did not find

him that day nor the next. After the first few fearful hours, he began asking
“questions. Guardedh of course. “Excuse me, friend—have you seen -an old
chap with a dirty white beard around here? Scissors grinder?”

Always the shake of the head, often the blank response. “NQ; can’t say

- that'T have. Sorry. But.I'm a stranger-here myself.” )
. _ > y

A}

O
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Stopping people in downtown Miami. “Excuse me, but have you seen
an old scissors grinder around here?” o o
“Sorry, bud!” _— I -
“Iixcuse me. A’scissors gi‘indef. He mlght be carrymg somethmg hke

an hourglass.” ‘ '
“Sorry.”,. People looking at h1m strangeI)

He a}mOst found him- once. -That was on the afternoon of the 1h1rd day

w -,

hY

of his search. By then he had- sloughed off-all signs of his once withered age. -

He was now the slender, tousle- halred Bob Preston he had been at “the age-

of twemy four. And by now, tormented by fatigue, despair, and a growing .

anxiety he hardly dared consider, he was willing to ask’ anyone h1s questlon
He asked a traffic officer at a:main intersection. - :
“Pardon me, officer, but have you s seen a bearded old fellow around here
lately? " Scissors grinder-chap?’ . T
The pohceman bawled, “O. K., wise guy! . C ancha see the lzghts? What

Preston’s heart leaped: - "You did ¥ !Which"way did be' go?”’

- 7 '“I didn’t notice. Think it was down that way. ~ Hey, 'Izuddy'!'. Walk' in
-the lanes!” - . ' : <

"“Please try to remémber,” pleaded Preston. *‘Can’t 'yi){l? It’s very
important, officer. . Well—down that way?” And he started to run in the
direction the officer had desighated.” But the pohceman grabbed his arm. .

“Hold it, mister ! Don t go bustin’. out into the traffic like that' Seen a -

guy get knocked oﬁ' here no more’n ten minutes ago doin’ the same crazy
thing!” - ~

say, nnster? ~ A sc1ssors grmder? Why, 1t seems hke I did see him, ]ust a .
_few minutes ago.” ' '



THE FOUNTAIN 49

Preston did not find his mysterious friend that day. He did not find
him the next morning, either. But he solved his' f)roblem. And the manner
of its solution was strange. :

He woke at seven, his sensations oddly torn betwecn those of superb
well-being and a deep-rooted mielancholy., He knew, even before he glanced
into the mirror which was fast becorting a horror to him, that he would look
upon a stripling barely out of his teens. He was right. The Preston he saw
was the voung, volatile Bob Preston he had been at the age of twenty."

His faithfully kept diary was more than ever needful these days. Only

with its aid could he each morning rebuild about him a recognizably logical-

world. Otherwise his 1896 brain would have been strained to 1nsamty by
. the strangeness into which he stepped when -he left his room.
He read the diary, realizing with Tertainty that he must, today ﬁnd the
- stranger in whose hands lay the answer to his problem. Adfter breakfasting,
he turned his footsteps toward the one remaining section of town as yet un-
. coinbed ; the tenement district. - : - : '
All 1 morning he subjected its residents to the query now grown loathsoiie
to his lips. “Excuse me, but—"" And all morning he listened to the inevitable
reply. “Sorry—” Noontime was approaching: when he came upon a small,
heavy-eyed Italian sitting upon the steps of his tenement howme.

Preston almost didn't stop. . There was such dejection in the little for-
eigner’s attitude that he was inclined to pass him by. But force of habit, the
desire to leave not a single stone unturned, the pressing urgency of his own
need, halted him. “Excuse me, friend—"" he said. o

The little man looked at him, and Preston saw that his eyes were red.

He had been weeping. “Yes?”
' “I'm sorry to bother you. But—have you happencd to see an old fellow
around here? Bearded man with a grindstone slung over one shoulder.”

“Yes,” said the little man in a lackluster voice. “YesTT saw 1_1im, He
was here.”

“You saw him!” Prestons hopes flamed. He gripped the Itahans
shoulder fiercely. “You mean this is where he lives?”

“No, signor.  He visited. Last night he was here. I passed him on
these steps. But he is gone now. - He called on one of my neighbors pcrhaps :
‘who knows? I have not seen him today

“But if he visited here,” exulted Preston,“‘someone in’ these ﬂ'ats knows

him! Tl find him now!” He pushed by. the Italian, started up the steep

-

steps. But the man halted him. “Please, signor! There is no one there now .

but . . . but my wife.” .

“Perhaps she knows? Women know all .the peddlers—”

The little man shook his head. “I am sbrry, stignor. But my wife, she
is dead. She died last night.” - :

It was then that Jonathan Preston terribly knew the 1dent1ty of the man
he had been sceking—
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HE courp wNot afterward account for the remainder of the afternoon
hours. All he knew was that he walked. And as he walked, there walked
with him a cold, brain-maddening comprehensmn as weighty as the brazen
scales of doom. :

. He should have known!" That was the one tormenting cry that returned

to him ever and again, beating at him with the insistence of a recurrent
symphonic motif. How could he have been so blind? ‘He should have
guessed in the beginning. An old and bearded man—a scissors grinder—a
sharpener of scythes—who bore in one concealed hand an hourglass— ™~

‘The death of the sun, and the cool, scented breezes of evening soothed
the chaos of his brain. His madness left him, and he sat down on a park
bench te take calm appraisal of his situation, —

With the application of reason, all things which he had con~adered mys-

teries now became clear. The old scissor grinder’s warning. The frightening- .

swift action of the Fountain. His own rejuvenation, and.its only logical end.

The Fountain he found had been the Font of Ponce de T.eon. That, now,
was undeniable. And it did, as legend and the verse betold, “shedde men’s
yeers.” But not as most men thought. Not in the way Jonathan Preston
had hoped when; an agéd semi-invalid, he had bathed.in its lambent green
water, : .

What it did was turn backward the clock of life for him who dipped in
it! Stayed evolution toward age, returning the bather back through the days
he had lived. Back to the day of his beginning'!

To some men, a dip in the Fountain would be a boen. Preston could

see where a man of, say, forty, with an allotted span of eighty,years, would

benefit magnificently by the pool’s magic. The days of his years would halt’

and reverse themselves; he would relive, day for day and hour for hour,
twenty years of youth and twenty years of childhood. - -
How many men, long gone, thought Preston, had done just that? Fow
many of those shadowy ﬁgmeb his imagination had conjured from the depths
of the evergreen glade had lost their years through the Fountain’s “curséd’
necromacy? Many, perhaps. Some, of a certainty, else there would have

- been no legend, no cryptic warning—"“Let him all men bewair!” There were

folk tales, too, of changelings. Were these once-mature men upon whom the
Fountain had worked its magic?

But in his case, time had not returned upon itself at a lelsure]y pace.
The days of his years had sped by like lightning—Preston stopped to calcu-
late the rate of speed at which the years had sloughed from him—and since
his dip in the Fountain, he had been W]’lll‘lll‘lo’ back to infancy at a rate of
five years per day! -

' Ifive years per day! Two and a half months per houi——thxrty-odd hours
each minute—each breath -he drew into his lungs sped him backward in time,
inexorably, toward that which was now ‘at once the beginning and the end!

That was what the eld scissor grinder, whose other name Preston now
Jmew, had meant when he said, “Nothing will really help. Your story is

I/‘
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already written in the book of time—not even the: Fountain can help that!”

He had known that the return of youth, to Preston, could be but a brief, dizzy
moment of gladness. And then—the finale. The book of time closed Pres-
ton’s chapter in his seventieth year; it was but a monstrous joke that he should
relive his entire sixty-nine years eleven months and two weeks in fourteen
days’ time! :

Yes, that was how it was. That was how it must be, No other explana-
tion so perfectly dovetailed with Preston’s experiences.

And having gone thus far, he took the last remaining logical step. He
computed the little time that was left to him. Even as he sat here pondering,
precious moments of this time had slipped away. It was now seven o’clock
on the evening of Tuesday, March 13th. He was Jonathan R. Preston, whose
age ‘was perilously close to seventy, but whose brain and hody were those of
Bob Preston, aged .eighteen.

There remained to him, figured Preston, approximately th1ee days and
sixteen hours. After that—

" He stood up. He dired not think beyond that point.

Now that he ultimately knew what lay before him, it was as though a
great, oppressive burden had been lifted off his shoulders. Al his lie,
Jonathan Preston had lived beneath a cloud. The secret, dark-flowering fear
of Death. - It was a fear that had dulled the keen edge of every joy, every
triumph and excitement, he had ever known. It had stolen the pleasure of
his business successes, had stilled the delights of travel and adventure; its gall
had flavored every bite of food he ever ate, fouled every scent he smelled,
thrummed an undertone to every music he heard. Fear of Death had been
a dark, unwelcome guest wherever Preston had gone. But now it was gone.

It was gone—and his house was in order! His last great fling in busi-
- mess had avenged him of a present wrong, atoned an older one. Ralph’s
treachery was punished. Enid was broken. Yet Preston knew, somehow,
that Enid and Ralph would never know need. Walter would see to that,
Thxs, too, pleased Preston. In his present mood he harbored. no resentment
toward anyone. He did not want his younger son’s fate to be too harsh—
‘ Yes, his house was in order. And an ancient dread was gone from his
heart. And time was a precious nectar he must drink in haste and riotously
before it drip away. -

His last night of warm-flowing youth was a night to long remember.
What places he went, what sights he saw. and what sounds he heard, what
things he .did with wild, lavish abandon, what joys of youth he embraced
feverishly before it should be too late—these were memories to braven a man’s

heart whatever might afterward come., _
' But Preston did not renieniber them. When he wakened .the next morn-
ing, clear-eyed and quick with health though he had been but three hours
abed, his memory was that of young Bobby Preston—whose age was fifteen
years. : : '
UN—4¢ , -
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_ It was in leaving his hotel, stealing furtively -out bv a side entlancc lest
“the desk clerk question his right to be there, that' Preston realized. thele was
one loose end left dangling in the skein of his waning existence.

The diary he had left in the room of the Fountain House! It must not
be found. If Jonathan Preston must fade from the knowledge of man, it were
better that his fate forever remain a mystery. The diary must still be where
he had left it. The Fountain House was a quiet hotel, and his room rent had
been paid in advance; apparently 803 was. still reserved" in the name of the
absentee, James Smith. :

It took some little doing. Bobby Preston lingered for more than an hour
in the lobby of the Fountain House, trying to figure some way of getting the .
key to 803 from its pigeonhole. Tt was impossible. The day clerk hovered
before the-racks like a brooding mother hen. - . :

Bobby even went to the manager, applied for a job as bellboyv. He had
- some idea of getting hold of the master key—  But the manager laughed at
" him and patted his back pleasantly. “Come back in a couple of years, sonny.
You're too young. You should be in school—say, uhy arew’t you m school,
anyway " : -

‘Preston fled, fuming indignantly, He dared not use the clevators ‘ but.
he went around through the music room-and climbed the back stairway to
the eighth “floor. Legitimate means were vain, thercfore he must force -an
~ entrance to the room. He remembered, suddenly; that the maid was accus-

tomed to “airing’ the rooms about this time of day. The windows would be -
open, S ' a - .

Blind 1UC1\ played into his hands Beneath the windows of the eighth-

- floor rooms ran a foot-wide ledge. - Plenty wide enough for an agile youngster

to walk out upon, skirting the sharp corner of the building after Lie had

gained an exit through the corridor window, facing-the wall, pressing hands’
hard against too-smooth stone, sliding one foot at a time forward, not. daring

to look down at the streets below, where pygmy humans scurried back and -
forth, darted in and out of buildings like restless ants..

And then—he was in the room! It was just as he had. left it e:\cept that
~ his few spare articles of clothing, now. valueless to a boy who had that
morning been forced to swap “his brother’s’'new suit for w earmg appmel
had been hung tidily in the wardrobe. :

The money he had left in the drawer was . untouched Bobby stuﬁed it
hastily into his pocket - Better yet, his diary still lay, sealed and unfolded,
on his bedside table. He picked it up—

And at that moment a key grated in the lock!

IT was ins_tinct rather 'than reason that made Bobby Preston leap to the
door,.slam on the deadlatch As he did so, he heard a startled exclamation
from without; a woman’s voice cried shrill alann The chambermaid. slip- -
slopped down the hall, bleating. . o

The ten-dav-old brain of ]onathan Preston growled “D'tmn"' and the
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- word sounded strange in the piping veice of Bobby Preston He was in for
it now ! But they niustn’t find these sheets— o '

He struck a match and cupped it to the envelope—ielt the’ hclung flame

- scorch his fmge1s then tossed the blazing pages out the window. They drifted

lazily- downward, shedding black, feathery sca]e:. as they fell. Bebby ducked E

for the window ledge.
‘But even as he did ‘so, the babble of voices sounded behmd hun a head

' popped from- the window of the réom he had _]USt qultted startled eyes g]eamed -

angrily as: they saw him. . i
- “Why, it’s a kid! A lousy little sneak thief. You can’t get away, kid!
Head him off at the hall window, Bill. ‘1011 mwht as w ell come back you
~ httle punk!” '

He was trapped, fio doubt about that. There was ho way out save down:

And down was a long, long way. Bobby Preston gave up. Meekly he

crawled back and surrendered himself to the ear- cuﬁmg ire of the hotel_

detective.
' The ride through Miamt’s bustling thoroughtal es in a bright- red police
car was thrilling. Bobby Preston would have enjoyed it much more if the
gruff, burly officer who drove had let him sound the siren. _But he wouldn’t.
" ‘Bobby decided maybe he wouldn’t become a cop, after all; he d be a fireman,
mnstead. Cops were darn old grouches. = . b Cm
‘Thus swiftly, as the efferyescent thought-processes of boyhood claimed

him, did Bobby Preston forget the reason.for his being kere. A few minutes

later he stood studying with wide-eyed interest the interior .of the city -

hoosegow as an halabsed desk sergeant grumbled violently. ' .
“There ain’t no kid’s court till tomorrow morning! We can’t keep him

here!- If any.body found out about it, they'd raise— What's your name,

kid 7" '

some reason’ he should not tell.; He didn’t know why not, but there was
fome reason. — .- - C. _

“See ?”” complained the sergeant. ‘A feeb! He don’t-even know his own
name. . Ain’t'that flatfoot got nothin’ better t&"do than nip hali-wit youngsters?
 Lock- hlm up overmght Flanmgan We'll send him up to J."C. i the
morning—"" -

Thm three days short of his seventleth ybirthday, at the apparent age of
fourteen,_Jonathan Preston, lifelong member of the Civic Purity League and
outspoken exponent of firm treatment for petty criminals, was for the first
time in his dual existence heaved into durance.vile.

Bobhby Preston thoroughly enjoyed.it.  The barred cell was glamorous
and, he liked the funny folding cet. that.hung irom the wall, It made him
-ig'ch, tlmugh, whén he went to sleep that night.

WHE’\I HE-WOKE in the mornmg he was scared, because he didn’t know

where he was. Everythmg was. all w1ong He was not in’ his room, a,nd'

CYHuli 77 said Preston, “My name? Why—" "He stopped. There was -
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instead. of the soft farm sounds he heard mysterious, {rightening noises from

outside. Barking noises like firecrackers made at the Ian on the Tourth of-
'Tul\ except they were-more muffled and regular SRR IRE L

» - Then. a man-‘came and unlocked the doot.” “Come.on, le‘ he. s_aid..' ’
‘Bobby shuffled out.miserably. - His clothes: dldnt ﬁurlght He-was hungry.
and scared. . He. didn't hnow whe1e he’was.- T T S I j

-+ He. sa1d “Where - .- ; VshClC are we. gomg,-mlstel S e
“The “man _had.a lJluc, suit . with shm) “biittons. He had a plsml too

Hc took:such long steps that Bobbx was {orced to- trot I-Ic answered lmeﬂy,‘

“« s . T T
’ J C ' P :‘.*,. '. O f. L Y o

“Ir ain’t'a where, - It Sa W hat " Juvenile ~Cou‘lt & Thc pohcunau looked

“-at lnm snanoclv AT hev mist have been nuts; puttmnr a kid ‘vour:iage in’-.
.- .hmln O\’elﬂlo'ht B i \ou oot am {oll\s thcv can ra15e an aw {ul stml\ ahout .t

“Whatr” Sald ‘Bobby. =+ o A R
\hothm Sl\lp it-kid.” B T

-

" A few. mmutes later: thcv were.. standmg in_a tremendous room, all oaL,__
L and plaster and slunmrr brass, and an old'man’in a black suit- was sianng at
..Bohh\ cunouslv _ “What's the charge against-this. boy?" R :
A man wnh sputacles read ‘words -Bobby - didn't undelstand “Pettv’

lauun - Breaking and “enter mg a. hotcl 100 W 1th mtent to steal: 1muaud

. -';and othennse—u' B TR T o
‘Pctt\ nonsenseel ; snappcd the old man.: “VV ho'-brings - this. charge_;? -
YOU thme "o cyoure” the house’ detectﬂc of the Fountam Housc aren’t .

-~ youi W hats 111@ complami“

A bng man with a red.face:came forwazd from the back of thc room:
He _sa;d "'\Vell it was- like: this, “your thonor. The ch'mlbetmald .(.m thie

“eighth floor- called--and says-somebody- was in’ ~one: of the rooms. \;\"hcn.-l

come -tunmin’, . I- found thls here kid—"

e paused ‘10” Jelk a thumb at Bobb} saw the boy and stopped in 1md-

e suncncc

“'(Jo on" plodded thc Ju\emle Comt Judge i “6’6 on?"‘- L
L but that amt lum' . sald the dctectne ) “That am 't thc kid!"

e, The old. fan tumed tow drd the pohceman ' “Wcll’" 11c demandcd Tl\xé' )
cop, slwook lus head It s thc onh kid-was br ought in last mght e dcclaierl

“lt. amt hml'_ 1epeatcd the detectwe stubbornly.. Y oughm know; 15
. oseen hnn He was a lot older th'm this, hele youngstcr Th,c_\,must,_o[.mddc.

.a 1111‘-‘-ta1\(:—-— ’

Xom honor, this is thc onlv \oungster we kcpt ove'mghtY

=seen-—"'.-_ L
“RBoner! Listen, ﬂattool if ambody pu]leJ a—" N
“Stop.it!". : The old man.banged a wooden hammer on lus desk d.ﬂd
Babby. Jumped An embarlassed sﬂeuce settled over thc room. “Am 1to

“Nuts!. .Y ou.dumb cops pulled a boner. - This ain't the kid. " L. ne’.vci'_

=
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understand,” demanded the old man, “there is no charge against this boy?”
“He brought it,” said the policeman “He’s supposed to Identlfy the kid.”
“Not me!” The house dick’s face was scarlet. “Not me! I never seen -
this kid before in my life. Your honor—". R
- “That’s enough of this nonsense! Case dismissed! T hope this child’s
parents don’t press-suit against you, sir; they can make it most uncomfortable
for you. Officer, see that the boy is given a good breakfast and turn him
loose.” The old man leaned forward. “Sonny, can you find yotr way home?”
Bobby's lips trembled. “I , . . T don’t know, mister. I—"
“Well, if you have any trouble, go to the nearest police officer. He'll
he]p you. All right—next case!”

‘AN HOUR LATER he was trudging the unfamiliar streets of an unfamiliar
city, seeking something of someone he could not name. All he knew was that
he was Bobby PleStOI] whose home was in Burton’s Cr ossing, who was nine
years of age and terribly confused because he didn’t know where he was,

He was the more confused because way back deep'in his mind there was
a tantalizing little meniory that told him this was as things were and as they
should be. Which, Bobby knew, was false. Because he should be in school
now. Today was Parents Day. There would he visitors and recitations and
prizes for the best at spelling and history and ’rithmetic.

He came at last to a broad, green lawn, sprawling up to a great white
house with pillars. He felt, dimly, that he had somewhere seen-this house
before. But that was a fleeting thought, for as he stood staring at it a boy
his own age appeared from behind a clump of hedge, looked at him apprais-
ingly and said, “Hello.”

“Hello!” said Bebby. “What you got there?”

“A ball,” said the other boy proudly. ‘““An official "Merican League ball.
I've got two gloves, too.” He looked lonely. He said, “Want to catch?” .

‘Sure!” said Bobby. They played, and as they did they moved farther
up onto the lawn, nearer the house. The sun was warm and fragrant. After
a while the other youngster said, “I'm Johnny Preston. Who are you: 2

“I’'m Bobby.” Again some instinct stronger than himself restrained him
from giving his last name, so surprxsmgly identical with his playmate’s. He
couldn’t explain why, He wasn't ashamed of his name. -His father was one
of the bhiggest farmholders around Burton's Crossing. Maybe Johnny did
have a bigger front yard but they had a farm and barns and cows at his
house. '

“Bobby what?” demanded ]ohnny, then forgot his question in disgust
as a slim, excited figure came skipping down the lawn. “Aw, nuts!" Here
comes Sue! Now she’ll want to play!” '

Bobby didn’t like Crlrls, elther but he had to admit Sue had ' 2 good idea.

She suggested swimming, and the three of them had a good time in the pool
beside the house, He had to admit, too, that it was fun plavmg at Johnny’s
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house. Tn the late afternoon a tall, quiet, horse-faced man whom Johnny called
“Lorrimer” brought them lemonade and cookies. Later, as they were sprawl-
ing on the grass playing like somebody had given them three wishes—"a
solid-gold airplane,” Johnny would wish for, “with ‘diamond wings!”--a
pleasant woman came down to speak to them. Johnny's mother. o
It was, she said, almost dinner time. Hadn’t they better run along now
and get-ready? I“ather would be home any minute. .-And who. was this
little hoy? )
This was Bobby explamed Johnny, Hls new fr1end -
That was nice. But it was getting late. ~His mother and father. wou}d :
be worried about -him. ~Hadn’t he better run along home now?
Inexplicable ,Ionclmess settled once again on Bobby. His eves glistened:
He had a home—somewhere—but it -had disappeared that morning. Dis- "’
appeared into a strange, warm world where the buildings and the trees and:
even the things people wore were strange. He shooL his head.
“I ., . . I don't have any home,” he said. . —
“But your parents, child!” - - : x : -
“They're gone,” said Bobby, wistfully. T
Alice Preston looked at him, swift sympathy shining in her eyes. -She
noticed then, for the first time, that his clothes were someone’s cast-ofls, too
large for his slender frame.. His hair needed cutting. His face—
She gasped! Tt was remarkable! Walter would have to see this boy—
and there was Walter now, walking to join them. ‘Walter!” she cried.
~ The. tall, heavy-set man with pleasant smile wrinkles about his eyes -
linked his arm in hers, kissed her. He shook his head. '
“No luck, darling.” Not a sign of him anywhere.- T don’t understand 1t i
I went to the hotel he called me from. They said no man answering that.
de%crlptlon had registered there. ‘Robert Thompson' was a man younger than
myself.” : : '
~ “Enid and Ralph?” :
“Gone back to New. York. They might as. well .use the town house.
- Ralph’s a changed man. He asked me if T could put him to work in one of
Dad’s . . . my ... companies, I'm going to give him a chance. He used
to he a pretty fair businessman before he started this ‘heavy-society’ stuff.”
He laid aside his personal troubles, scooped his daughter into his arms and
:rufﬂed his' son’s hair. “Well, what have you two been doing all dav? ‘And
who's this young man?’ : :
“I'm Bobby,” said Bobby. He liked ]ohnny’s father.. He was nice.
Alice Preston said eagerly. “Look at him, Walter! Doesn’t lie remind
 you of—someone?” ‘ ‘ ‘
“Hm-m-m? “Why, T don’t know that—— :
. “Look. closely' Remember that picture your mother gavc me year:.
ago? The one vou used to pretend you hated?”
“By Jove!” Preston’s eyes widened. “\th he does doeant he? An
- amazing resemblance!” TR -

g : - e -
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‘hurry now. .
Lobby saw it was an hourglass something like the one his mother used
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Sue demanded “Who does he look like, mamma? Who does Bobby look

like?”
2 “Your father, déar. He's the image of your father when he was a

little boy—"’ , | , _ -

~ -

Bossy had dinner at the Preston’s home that night: It was.a good

* dinner.  Afterward, as he and Johnny and Sue played parchesi, he heard

Mr. and Mrs. Preston discussing him. He pretended not to hear, but he
hoped Mrs. Preston would have her way. -

“We can’t just turn him out into the mght dear,” she ar «rued “He has

_no home, no family, nowhere to go.. We must let him ‘stay here.”

Preston’ said, “We-e- -ell—I guess it would- be all right. = For- tomght
anyway But in the morning I'll try to see'if I can find out where he came
from. The child can’t snnply have dropped trom nowhere Where_shall we
put him?” ' :

“In your father’s room ?”

So:it. was that an hour or so later Bobby, with the Preston children,

was bund]ed off to bed in a huge room on the second floor. It was as he -

entered this room that, for the last time, a dying flicker of memory stirred
through him. He experienced a strange sensation of having some. time been’
here before. . - -

Buf he was too tired to thmk much abeout it. The butler, Lorrimer,‘

tucked him into bed and turned the lights out. And Bobby—Bobby what ?—

"Preston? No, that was his friend’s last name. Bobby yawned.. And slept.

HE was WAKENED in the darkness that precedes dawn hy, the touch of
a hand on his.shoulder. When he.sat up in bed, there was a figure beside

him. The dim silhouette ‘of an old man with a close-cropped beard; a man,

" whose shoulders were welghted with a heavy, awkward wheel..
“I think we’d better hegoing now, Bobby,” said the scasscns grmder
“Going 7’ said Bobby.." -
C“It wouldn’t do to stay here you know. There.’s very Iitt]e timé_/]eft,
and we have a long way to go.” ~ :
Bobby didn’t understand, any more than ‘he understood what he was

‘doing’in this strange, big room. But the old man seemed friendly: enough,
even if his whiskers were untidy. ~Bobby rose ohediently and dressed. The

scissors grinder waited patiently. He held something in his hand—a some-
thing on which the gray light of false dawn glinted. Bobby reached for it,
touched it. - A . :

““What'’s that? he asked. - - :

“It’s the Sands, Bobby. You can see they've h'ear}y rnn out. We must

»

“in the “kitchien, only bxgger He saw how nearly all_the sand had dripped,
now, into the lower bell. But a few scattered graind re_mamed on top, and
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these made; a hmucd ever mcreasmglv fast whlrlpool of black as thev trlcl\led
inio the bottom glacq ey o o o RN
-+ I'mrready now, he said. s, e

He pip EOT-K'\* 'w-h'o“" long they traveled or how far.they went. Tt
was a long, long way, - Tt was, dark of morning’ ‘when they started :- they left
the city and. walked into. the rrxrdlmg woodlandq Thc trees .in the qlndow s

,1ustlcc1 and -the trees in thc moonhght ghstened ‘The' mad was Icmz, and -
« dusty. . Sl L LT .

Thcn the sun carrie - up;, grav frold and waj m. Bobbx waa lltmf"l‘\ 'rjut

'-‘;'-:'thc‘, ‘did_not stop. to. edt They hurned ‘on.; .-Away. from the- pav ed Toads.

'TlH]l’lSﬂHC sw amp]ands bu:auac m sh ape was 1he sll'zpe of a nosclc« :kull. aﬂd

“lonto-old, fordotten paths tluck with: neglect Bobbx took. thc old man’s umd s
) vfm comfmt R T . e B e

Thc qussms g1 mdc1 szud \ou re. not afrald of nie any morc. ’o'hlw‘ ?""

Lobb\ qald stoutly.” “I'm not -afraid" oflanvthmg I'm’ gomg to be a« :

sokhel when I grow up. U'm going jout W est to fight Indians.? .
The sun climbed: higher and higher,: and Bobbv grew. more w (::u\ *Tor ’

x._a w lule louﬂe1 he m'ltched thc; old SCissors gtmder' slow {or\\ard mal(‘h
.Then he could 1o longm keep .up.to him.- . He was 'S0 \c1v small; .when.. he
" tried- to.walk.it.w as heel- and-toce.;-he fell. down once, and. &Lalled to cry..

e It's not-far now, Bohl)\ " said the old ‘man. ;*Just.a httlc ulnlc—— a.
But he picked him up- and carried him. - . .o LT L
Thm “camie_at last-1o.a: 101111(1(:(1 hill, -strangely otit- of placc m theqe‘

at. its b'l:c was a little gladc of shmmo ev ergreen. N
- ‘To this the-old-man bove. Lin.. “In the heart of the gm\c thu came upon
a.pool . Tts waters were cool 'md gncen' from its-center jetted a lountam

-whose soft- plummg waters -were- 111\(_ the. 0101}* of :aunhght on Loumless pre-

cious genis. v 7 - - .- AR ST .
- Wee. Bobh\_slurcd in hls truatdum s arms as his eye was L&ll{fht b\ the

: danch beauty ; he stirred cmd cooed and str etched. forth tiny, formless hanck

Jhm‘o was 1no 1huunht n hls b'tl)\ mind save a dcsnc to touch thls w ond(:i

“The old man put- him dOu n. He crauled weavmg and uncuuun touard

the beckoning TFountain. . .. - . .. . ... L S

He gained it as the bright sun, 1011chmg noon, smotc the F oumdm mth
a ﬂammg burst of light. I or an. instant his senses Lnew the war mth of wel-
coming waters; the music’ of the Fountain was soft c1oonmg to- his’ cars.

“Then there was the rocking-sweet caress of llqmd depths——*a 510\\ and puhant

happiness beyond conceptlon-——theu no- more— C :
- Thelast dark miote of sand drifted lazily into the bottom of the glaqs

) “Sleep well, Bobby,” said. the old _scissors gundel HSleep 'you wcll,

]on'lthan Pxeaton— o S - '«'.
Then he, to6, was off and away. ~ Tt.was only noon, and 11c;_ﬁad much

-uorktodo e i

. - .. THE €D
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it used-
waiting

@ Hell wasn't what
t9 be—but he found,
for him, a very special,
private hell all his awn—

IHustrated by R. Isip

For a long time he continued to lie
face down on the hard pavement in the
cold, gray light of that curious land
where there was neither night nor day.

BING TO.

long, he could not guess.
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\ANTE
by MALCBLM IAMESBN

He had no way of knowing how long
he had slept, nor did he care. His sense
of time had long since left him. - How
It could have
been a matter of hours, it might easily
have been an zon or so. He only
knew that after seemingly intermin-
able wanderings through dark glades,
and after the passage of many rivers,
he had eventually come to a place
where a path struck off from the breoad,
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downward highway and led straight up
the steep mountainside. He had looked
dully upon the two signs, then chosen
the easier road. . And then, faced with
yawning .portal in a- great, gloomy
wall that barred his ‘way, he had lain
down to rest. S
Before arousmg hlmself he thought
for a while on his previous journey, but
it was all very vague and nebulous. In

the beginning there had been another-

gate, and chained to-it was the carcass
. of a dog—a three-headed dog, as he re-
membered it, badly emaciated. He had
gone through it and walked along a river
—the Acheron. He knew the name, for

~ some historical societv had evidently
been along before him and marked the .
old historic -spots with neatly embossed
“metal signs on iron stakes stuck into the
ground. He had- crossed another river-
lined with gaunt trees whose charred
limbs still overhung the now dark river,

It must have been a great sight once,
that flaming Plegethon, but no longer,
Cales -of liardened asphalt was all that
there was left of it now. -

And he remembered vaguely crossing

the Stvx at least fourteen times and .
He had.

wondering at its splral course.
~ done that by means of a modern cause-
way that cut straight across-it, but
he had not failed to note the aboriginal

ferry iénding at the place he first.-en-,

countered it. He wondered whether
the crude skiff lying there with ‘wide-
open seams had been the ferry; a peel-
-ing sign announced the fare to be one
obolus.
a low, rambling building covering many
acres. It said, “Waiting room for
shades.” Somehow it suggested that the
ferryman was inefficient—or tempera-
mental, which comes to the same thing.

At another river, prompted by the

sign, he had washed the blood off his

Another- sign pointed toward

forehead and face and o&' his bloody
knuckles. Somehow he could not re-
call the other details that went before.
That river had been “named Lethe.
Miles beyond—thousands, for all. he
knew, and a long way past the dead
town of Tartarus—he had come:to that
steep hill and the path leading up it.
He chuckled as he remembered the

- signs.. The one a little way up the cliff
said: “To the Pearly Gates.” The one
by the road said: “To—"  The rest

was blotted out, and scrawled bg}ow
were- the words, “thc’ other place.”
That was the work, no doubt, of a png
bound up the mountain. R

PerE GALVAN stirred uneasity and
began to think of getting up. The stone
flags he .was lying on had already made-

.deep dents in him and he had rested .

long enough. The impulse to go on was °
strong within him. He dragged himself
to a half-sitting position and began to
regard the dreary landscape about him.
It, like the rest, was gray and form-
less. Only the wall farther down the
road had shape. He dropped his gaze
to the stones underneath him and cast

‘about to see whether any of his belong- -

ings had dribbled from his pockets to the’
pavement. His eye caught the inscrip-
tion ow.the stone 1mmedxate1v below. .

1t said, curiously enough, “Take this,

it will make you feel better.” Just that
and nothing more.

He looked at the next one. - It said,
“I'm sure she will like it.” . How odd,

he thought.. The adjacent four or five
had simply this: “Never again!” Hé¢ let
it go. He couldn’t hope to understand
everything he saw. He got up and
strolled on down toward the gates. .
They were big ebony gates, each leaf

- a hundred feet wide and three times as

high. At the bottom of one a smalt door
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had been "cut, and in it a sli(_iing.'panel,
for all the world like the door of a pre-
repeal .speakeasy. ‘Above the keystone

of the granite arch were cut these words:

“Abandon all ihope, ye \;vho enter.”
B “Hﬁh ')’ B
Then he knocked.™

-

commented Pete Galvan

- No one answered, so ) he steppe’wd back
. 2 few paces and began tearing up the

pavement. It was after about the third:

or fourth of the paving blocks had '

bounced off the black doors that the

‘cover to-the peephole slid back and a |

- beady black eye glared out.

- “Knock that off!” came a snarling,
screeching voice. But on the instant its -
tone changed to ]ubﬂatlon Galvan saw

- the eye dlsappeat and at the same time -

‘heard:

“Hey, fe]lows what do you thmk?
. A customer! Whee!” -
" There was a rattle of chalns and the
small door stood open. Galvan at once
pushed on in. -

‘He was considerably startled by his

reception. "It was hearty, but brief.
He was hardly inside the place than
hundreds of little red imps rushed him,
abandoning their.card and crap games.
The helhons were none of them over
four feet high, and all wore stubby little
horns like those of a bull yearling. The

. tiny, ruddy. devrls were also .equipped

with venomous, barbed tails which they”
lashed furiously all the time. Galvan
would have been completely bowled over
by them, despite their small size, if it
had not beén that they rushed him from~

) alI sides-at once.

“He’s mine, I saw him ﬁrst"’ was

_ what they were yelling.

~ But just then a superior demon of
some ' sort made. his_appearance. - He,
unhke the i nnps, was qu1te tall and had a ’

‘sphttmg yowl. -
-toward Galvan..

' categorically.

- absurd faces.
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set of really fearsome horns. He car-

‘rled along b]acksnake wlnp, with which,

in conjunction-with his tail, he promptly
began lashing the howlmg little fiends.
- “Scat!” he thSCd “Back—all of you

- —or I'll take you off the bench and put -

you back on Cave Relief,” He planted
a sharp, cloven hoof squarely in the.
stern- sheets. of one . and drew an ear- _
Then he ]erked a nod
“Come into the T)fﬁce

Let’s see what you rate

 GALVAN FOLLOWED stohdly into " a
room let into the rlght -hand tower flank-
ing the gates The demon sat down on

.a handy pothellied. cast-iron stove that

was gleaming - ruddily, and began in-
specting the grime under his hideous
talons. Behind a.desk sat a sour-looking
and very bedraggled angel. S
“Name and denomination 7, she asked,
acidly, poising a quill pen. = -
“Galvan, Pete. None,” he answered
Then, “Say, what’s gomg
“on? - Where in Hell am I
“At the gate, dumbbell,” spoke up the .
demon, shifting his seat slightly. The
hair ‘on his goat’s-thighs was beginning
to smo]\e It smielled -abominably.
“Where else in Hell did you think?”
- “But I don’t believe 'in Hell ” pro—
- tested Galvan, L )
“Oh yeah 7 said the demon, resum—
ing his manicure. = - :
“Silence !” snorted the angel, cross]y
She was Jabbmg a buzzer In a moment
an 1mp,came capermg about and makmg
\“Get me file Nrumber KF—Z 008—
335, " she snapped. “And ask Mortality.

" whether they have anything on a P.

Galvan, and if so, why they didn’t notify
me. We could have had the quarantine
furnace lit off.”
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- “Yessum,! said the imp,.and- tumed a
) bdd\ handsprmg out 1he door .oiils

P .

“ \OT for us, shc announccd ' dl‘:gusr-.

cdl\. after acursory study.of.the ds---

' l)esioa—bound dossier - the * little . hellion -

: larought back with: him.. . “Hec's. mot. a”

s . Methodist, or a -Baptist.~or - amthmg;
Belong:. in” Psx -

. He's not even dead'
dmpatlnc. I guess.” S
L\uL e rremarkcd thc dcmon

cand’ there.-was & faint. aloma of:
‘\VIU‘IOE in .the- office, -
'customcr i months

fm

he: betioaned.

“You - are being redundant . againy .
“What- ’

Meroz, "> she rebuked hini, primiy.
othu' kind ‘of -castomer could: you get?’
Al nght “all- ught 1cphc(l Meroz,:

He'
spat v1c10usly at. a" rat ‘thiat- had- just - -
-~ noséd -into the mom .
o pemd back into its helc with- smokmfr

The ‘rat .scam-

;“Not - a - damned:

some nitwit lets him. 1.

Now I'm
stuck.” . - .. - -0
“1. know' she cned

cort».h]m_ across, [l nmlg_e out ‘a pass-:

‘port-for him and you can get a receipt -
-from-the’ psychos.”;

She reached for a

- sheet of blank asbestos. e

-ice ]ust as. \\cll
w lth lleavv sar casm

““You could. sc1atch it on a sheet Of‘
- ohserved the - demorn’

Cily. “Hell svas not- what -it_used: 10 be.-

;bothex the rest: 0{ 1t

tesulv" “Well, “what do 1 dowith the -
gink? ecan't guback,amd ifowe send:

“him-on: by ~hirhself - as:likely as*not that ™

WAL gang- ins

~ grah it atid go to work:Gu- T,

- there would be Hell to pay—""" .2
“Oh;- those unemployed- wraith pr od-

‘mid{Gelienna " w ouldzf. :
“Thenr

ders,” she admxtted rcluctauth and with

ol)vmus annoyance, -.} ou ;c 1_1grh‘t,‘_

'\[6107—_ I SN :

S Hal? snortcd he c;cctmg two - shm';;'

"'clouds of smol\e {rom lm shmv er-'

~ milion llOSlI‘lIb
~ millennia of 1 naggmg Eh \’Iemz 18, nght
~once, huh’ Think of that!” =~ " -

The Deputy Rccoxdmg Angel “bit her
- 11p It was a regrettable slip. -~

<1 miean.” -she hastcncd 1o say, still
ﬂmtued “that we can't afford to have-
any more ]lll‘lSdlCthllal dispuités.- After

that last cas€ the Council of Imera]hed

Hells—"" "~ . e :
" “Yeah, I~ki10w;.’_". yvawned- Me’roz, ‘»‘but
T'm -asking -you—what :am { supposed:

to do ?;-This-boio shows up here and

~

“So “dfter- ughu -seven -

“went on setcueh

“NOW.
the booze I've drunk and—"

Solar S'\ stem she: motc

1,009—VUniverse. = 3 8/6,901;7—_ i
T/wv"][ ‘know:”

She Wiote sonie. monc = Then ‘she. af-

ﬁ\cd thc Greal ‘Seal. of Hcll and- under. S
the- stamped ‘namc* of’ Samn Impemtor
 “she- scrlbbled 1181 lnltlal\ RTINS SN

. “And: he1e $ the I'CLGI])I shc addcd‘

‘ “Dclu er ed i in good condition the sou]— S

“'j}“I ‘haven't ffot a soul 9a1d Galvqn.
sullenly, =~ :,i.'_ RO o
Hthe soul of onc Pete Galv'm '- s'he'
a-Class D+ qmner

- “Class. D denrmdcd G'll\ an,
“*Ts.that.the best T'get? AAfmr. all'

- “Come . along “said Meroz; takmg a

“couple of turus around lns_ gesticulating -
“You rate the D for
S vanify—otherwise . you'd .cop no more’n
a Gor'an H "You gotta be really tough.

arm"with his tails

to- get up in the pictures i this place.

Somie day you might read “Torilinsgn’.”

- THE ROAD inside was just as dreary.
as tliat outside: the big black gate’ On
every side was the same ‘monotonous

*gra\ landscape, bioken only by the pro-
file of ugly’ blaclx dikes.
a lifeless pall more like the roof of a
The only -

vast, unlit cavern than a sky.:
hellish - touch was the whiff of sulphur
dioxide - that Galvan scented once 1'11-‘a

“You can es-.

. He 51ghed wear-

“Galvan Petc—«U bel"—L‘nth——;: .
“Galor bian-~ .
: Gala\:\——-—Subclustel 456——\[1]@1 ‘cluster.

1011_.‘:," :

angry

\

Overhead was:

o
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while. On the horizon, far off to'the
left, was a single spot. of light. That
was the ruddy gléw on the underside of

some low-hanging smoke that seemed to”

indicate a minor conflagration beneath.

* Meroz, who had walked this far in
silence, gestured toward the glow with
his remarkably flexible tail.

“That,” he said, moodily, “is the only
‘job we've had this year. A train hit a
bus in the Ozarks, and there were a lot
of people in it—coming back froin a re-
vival meeting,” ' ‘

“Hillbillies,” said Galvan, scornfully. .

“Yeah,” grinned the demon, “but they
look good to us. They believe in us.
It helped a lot with the ynemployment
situation. We’re practically shut down
now, you know.” -

“I don’t get it,” said Galvan, ducking
and striking at something that had just
pinged down and hit him in the back
of thé neck. He fished out a bit of
brown string and threw it away. “I
thought you did your stuff for all
eternity. What’s the line about the ‘fire
that is never quenched’ or something like
that? How ahout the ten hillion dead
sinners that did believe in you? Awk!”

Something stung him on’ the cheek,
then fell to his lapel, where it stuck., He
flicked it off, it was another string—a
black one this time. _ o

“Oh, those? They're still "going
strong. It’s this Billy Sunday Wing
that’s so hard hit. It's the same old
story—overexpansion. You see, during
that wonderful war you put on to end

war there was a great revival of the’

old-school hell-fire and dammnation brand
of religion. The Stokes trial may have
helped, too, though some of us think
the other way. Anyhow, we built this
wing. Now lobl_c at it. Thousands of
square miles of brimstone lakes and not
2 pound of sulphur has been burned in

more than one or two percent of ’em.”

“It don’t add up,” objected Galvan,
doinig a little mental arithmetic. ‘““You
made a crack back there about a lot of
millennia. How do you fit that mnto
a quarter of a century?” ‘

“Oh, me?” the demon said. “That’s
easy. You see, His Majesty knew I was
a very earnest tormentor and was al-
ready at the top of the imp classes. He
promoted me to Demon, Second Class
and transferred me here to handle the
gate detail. I jumped at it. How was
I to know the place was going to be a
flop 7" '

He paused in his stride and produced
a flask -from somewhere—probably a
kangaroo pouch, for the fellow wore no
clothes. '

“Have a slug?’ he offered, hospit-
ably. “It’s Nitric, C.P.—a lot better
than issue vitrioI._”-

“Thanks, no,” said Galvan, sniffing.

The demon took a long pull and vented
a grateful hiss.

Galvan winced again as a shiny object
bounced off his forehead. IHe stoeped
and picked it up. It was a gilt collar
button, and had evidently been stepped
on. He tossed it away, wondering where
it had come from, but Meroz, bucked -
up by his liquor, was tdlking again.

“Well, to make a long story short,
Old Nick had to establish Relief—"

“In 1920 or so?”’

“Yes—way back there. He's very
proud of it. It’s his own invention,
you see, and quite appropriate to the
locality. It appears he'd been keeping
books on us all along, and everybody
knows we are not exactly saints. So
first there was Cave Relief, then came
the W.P.A—"

“That sounds familiar.” '

“Really? Wraith Prodders Aid is the
full of it. * Nine tenths of our work 1is
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- sticking the sinners with. pxtchforks, as  of prodders. Besides those you've got
you probably know, Nowadays the old to figure two blacksmiths on the ]ob all’
boy keeps ‘em busy—well reasonably the time— '
busy—cleaning up the grounds—" - - “Blacksmiths?”

Blam! A complete 1918 model tin  “Yeal. Those prongs melt down.
lizzy struck the road not ten yards in  They have to' weld new ones on every
front’ of them .and disintegrated into hour or so. Of course, they could throw
flying fragments of cast iron. It must - the shafts away .and simply use new
have fallen froin a great height. - ~ ones—Satan Knows there are stacks -

“—just such stuff as that,” went on enough of them around, rusting—
the demon serenely, onI} it'’s mostly only”—wistfully—“business miight pick
little things—half strmgs with knots in up” '

‘'em and such trash.” : Eventually they came to the other
“Where,” Galvan wanted to know, . side. There was another wall, but not
- “does the stuff come from?” - . so high. In it was set a moderately

- “T'll bite,” said the _demon,‘ “where small gate, with ornamental bronze
does it come from? -You know the doors. The demon led the way on up
. habits of the living better’'n I do. All to it and stopped.

- we know is that it just shows up. It's - “End of the. line,” he said.. “Here’s
mostly junk, but-why do . thcy send it  where you get off.” : -

" here?" - . . . Pete Galvan had passed through two
_Galvan enhgntencd him. gates of Hell ahead) with the minimum
“I'm damned,” was all ‘Meroz could of emotion, but as he stared ‘at this one

say. , ' . - something flopped inside his viscera and

~ : turned clean-over. It was with a defi-
Mices farther on they could hear ite catch of the breath that he read the
tibald singing ahead. As they came inscription over the door. It was:
closer they could see a string. of trucks . . ‘ c o
" going by on a crossroad. By then the ' Welcome, Petie!

duli-red reflection on the horizon was 4 bronze plate beside it - carried fur-

abreast of them. ther interesting news. The first two
The trucks were piled 111gh with - lines read: : -

lemon-colored sulphur, and on the top - Marantha Middlebrook, .
of each truck there sat a group of wild Architect and Donor

itps, waving trxéents and singing lust- - Anna Middlebrook Galvan
ily. Upon ‘sighting~Galvan they broke
into a string of invective that would - .
have delighted and astonished. an old Below was t.hls mfox:matlon:

bos'n. But after a sharp snarl from ~Messrs. Freud, Jung and Adler, Con-
" Meroz they cut that out and Teturned | sultant Soul Engincers, have inspected

_“and -mapped this place..
to their singing. _ : - o
“The next shift going over to No. 16 “Well, well,” said Meroz, cheerfully,
—that’s where the Arkansas hillbillies- reading over Galvan’s shoulder. “Look
are. That job took quite a lot of ’em who I've been with all -this time. A
oft relief, what with the loaders and guy with a private, personal Hell, no
the brimstone haulers. and three shifts less. Unholy Beelzebtﬂ ' It must be

Assxstant and Co-donor
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something to work in a joint tike that.”
“He suddenly sprouted a pair-ol flap-
ping bat’s wings ending five feet above
his head in curving clawed finials.
~“But then,” 'he added,
fangléd stuff is_out of my line.
-kid, and take, it easy. It's the,ﬁrst nul-
lion years that are the hardest.”. -,

With. that. Meroz pohshed off an-
_other swig of his bonded Nitric and
swirled upward and off with a heavy
Mlapping of wings.
him go with considerable regret. Then
he ‘turned and- walked slowly. toward
the door,. Those inscriptions had wor-
ried ‘him a lot. For Marantha Middle-
brook was his :maternal grandmother,
and she had died before he was_born,
_Why should she have designed a Hell
for him?
why should the other one—Anna, his
_mother? ~ And then .he saw that the
door was ornamented with bas-relief.

. THE LEFT LEAF carried a representa-
tion of a beetling, overhanging cliff
with a narrow path winding along the
face of .it supported by jutting ledges.

In the canyon below twisty things were
- until he fell pantmg and sobbmg to the

intertwined~—sriakes or .giant worms,
they might be either. The right- hand
panel was covered with diminutive fig”
ures,
with hands clapped to the ears.

to surround - them. And as Galvan
looked wondermgly at the designs, the
doors opened smoothly and quietly of
their own .accord. = On' the other side
was—blackness,- velvety utter ‘blackness.

There was no one, either human or dia-
The doors, appar--

bolical, in sight.
ently, had opened of their own accord.

" Like a ‘somnambulist, Pete Galvan
marched straight ahead into the dark-

-

“this ‘new-
S’long, .

“Pete Galvan watched

And yet more:mysteriously, -

-.and

some running -about frenziedly
Other_
agonized ones were clawing. at the
smooth inner sides of eggs that seemed-

o I

ness, and did not notice that the doors.

'foldgd shut ‘behind him as he did.

It was not until he came up against
a ‘wallof cold, hard granite that he
looked hackward and:realizéd that the
dark was all about- him.
a hand to one side.
dripping granite wall; on the other sxde
the same thing, beaded with cold mois-
ture. Galvan experienced a momentaly
fright—he, had walked into a blind “al-

ley. He took three hasty steps back-—_

he wanted to get out-badly ; he had- sud-

‘denly ' rerhemberéd that- Meroz was to
- get a receipt “signed by somebody and
‘had gone off without it.
him back.- Then he came up agdinst -

He must call

a fourth wall, squarely frapping him.

Cold -sweat trickled down his taut,

face. Something brushed his hair and

an” upflung hand scraped its knuckles

against more damp granite, close over-
head this time.
screamed. - Shrieking; he beat
wildly against the hard barrners that
shut him in. He_felt as if he was suf-

- focating and that his life’ depended upon

his being let -out on the instant.
For a long-time he kept. that up,

stony floor, weal ‘and exhausted.

He must have slept, .or fainted. For
wlen he returned to consciousness his
environment was so different he knew
that the ¢hange could not have taken’
place without his being aware of it.
A smooth surface hore down on him

- from above, bately touching the -point
of his nose, his chest and the tips of his

- toes.
" He tried to raise his hands, but could

He tried to rise, but could not.

not. They were at his sides, and the
pressure’ against his knuckles-told him
there. weré also hoards penning him in
lateral]y -Then the "awful truth burst '
upon him.° It ‘was a_ coffin he was in,

‘He put out
There was another

Galvan ‘lost all control

-

pe
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.Hc wa.s burxed alive! |

. STREET & SVIITHS U\TK\’OWN , -

~vised by twenty. ﬁvc u:ntm ies of ances-.

Again” he stluggled {or: btcath—that*\wtors .and: been- none, the: worse: for it?

last one.-it :seemed to- be. Yet+in: his
fren;'v"of _despair he, qmeamcd ~without:
' 1c‘~uamt ulml he could scream rio more

“but. lay quivering, witlh hclples: pamc_.

Ta umc he lapsed’ into”a-.state of dull

apaih; “too weak and- hopclcss to strug-. :

glé moxc And that W as when ‘he no=

ticed the cold draft of au blomng dou n

upori his shoulders. " - s -

- He pulled: lnmself ;togetliers and tu(d
- to think the thmg through:
that if he,was in a coffin, it was one \\1th
open ends, Inch by inch he wuergled
apward. -.And mch N mch he . made:

pmgmss» -There was. nothmg to,. stop:

“him, Hc Commncd., and=— after he had:,
gone a’ lono‘ foot. of "so, he was: ‘aware.
.there vas a little more rooii-around him.,

A few. \atds nlolc andthere .was some

gray hght enough to dethin1.sée he-w as: .

in a narrow -tunnel.’; At 1he cud of
what could have.beenan hour, he: thted
the full hght of- dav—a circular- blob
of b! tght sunshine shinitg into hlS mb-
- hit warren.

and ‘make thc rest” of the way on hands

and knees. - SRR ., g

" Ouce he was. outside, m the- blessed
space: and light,” he " drew’ & d(cp lJrcath
and 'rested,” 1eproachmg himself- for lis
mad panic. "If he had not:let:the shut-
* ting of_ the -door "upset: him. hc would;
no doubt have found the tight-tunnél and:
eseaped.- thlough it long - before.
faritingahe-had doubt]esc fallen directly.
before it, and Jldter, in his testlessicoma,
he must liave wrlggicd well-into-it. ~So
in - that- manner,- strengthened by the-
glorious sunlit:and: unlimited ~space; he .
laughed-the iricidésit -off: - Nou he could:.
get about his’ businésg of e\plmmg this-

- Hell -his forbears' -had so -kindly :.b(,-v_

queathed him. ~“What;had:he to fear?
Had hc not ah cad\ pa<SCd the Hells: de-

It must be

empt\' air.

~ He' could roll over- ‘then -

time "came -he’ crawled: C'lutloush
.ward until hc was oncc ‘niore” on: le\ el

Ill' '

. te mnothing. -

He' began- to take stock of.llus sunlit
place where:he was. PR y

- He .appeared .to be:on-a l)road st(me
platfoxm at the base of a:lugh. clift:! He.
got.up.and: walked out a- llg}lc way, fromE .
the chPf 50 he coild look: up-at: it better..
But to liis - smpuse’ the _fat. 10(:1\ was
riot .s0,; w1de as’he thought, nm so- flat.

_,A few paces away it began to; slope’

d(m n, untﬂ it “took such-ashiarp anglé:
that he daubted his. footmg Then. to his

-'1101101' he obseuccl that .1t” caine’ to at:

endfanothel 3a1d ‘below:hin:  And: be-. -
yond | that. was . nothmg——nothmg but.
Thlough the: violet- haze -of
great dxqtancc he ‘could.: ]ust -iake-out -
. another mountam rapge’ on the - other

..51de of the- mc1cd1blv déep’ xalle\ tha’c.
,-lav between the, one’ he.was. on and-it.-

He, stood plecauoush oti-the  brink: of-,'
a precipice of unﬂucqsablc height And-
-at.that moment of horrid 1‘c111/at10n hls

foot shppcd'
X GAL-VAN fcll ﬂat, oti
clung for. a: while. with outquetchcd
hands .to the-slippety” rock:- This time -
~he’ resolutely” fought- off> panic, - but.-he:

hl% fac e dhd

: did 1ot dare move until e was ‘quite:

sure of the grip on hmmelf When 'that-

.up--

stone R :
- It-was cléar-that’ he ‘was on' the shoul-‘ _
der of a moumam and:the lédge he was :
on curved. both ways. ‘out - of sight.
Which led- tip-and- which down. he could-
only. guess and he- tald himself it -did:
not matter, though, all tlnnm conqd(md -
he preferred: to go down. “But the na-"
ture of the:ledge soon settled that. plob-
lem- for hinr - To: the lefts aftcr'ql)out‘
forty- steps he found that it ‘narrowed-
He -retraced his step: and-

~ . -
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--- teok the other trail:
« path; he noticed now, led from the motith
of the cavern he had come out. of.
The ledge narrowed.in that direction,
too, but-not unbearably. - At the. end of -
some mmutes he found-himself- walking
along the ledge that was still all of four
- feer wide, -and he.e._tf'o.ok; the precaution
to keep his--cycs;gﬁzed to the-path -
‘mediately in advance ‘of ‘his -feet:
(]dtt.d not. so. imuch- as fflance over the
edge, for the earlier glimpse of that sheer ..
(hop of many thousands. of feet had °
‘frozen him-to the marrow and covered
- him with goose pimples. - \Tor did -he:

. .neglect to keep -his left haud trailing
. ~against -the chiff: wall, caressmg it . mth :

“his. luwerl:ps ‘as he- went- alonv “He. .

. W ﬂb hxdeom]\' uncomrortable neve1tﬁe-‘

- less, *and Aat awvas onlv the occaaxonal 51ght
~of. old ‘footpritits ‘in ’sandy palche"?'that

~ - “reassured -hinr- sufhmemly ‘to- keep._ 3
. -going:" If othérs-had come this wa

'.Loulﬂ make-it too, he told hlmself fran- ;

..tlcallv ,.:“.:.. P

It was w hen the ILdve and clrff turned‘-

-from stone: to ahv that -cold; Eear 1gam
<beset him.~ His fitst. w ammg was: -whén:~
h)s\tr'ulmg hngem struck arn’ embedded
-stoné and -clurigto it a- moment -while

“he debated e\actlv w ht;le, he ~waseﬁomfr :

to plau, lns torcmo':t toot ne : “_\s he
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For a wcll—deﬁned.

‘He’

-

-

bccamc dl’v]Od“C‘d and thundcred down
the face of the precipice in the \'mffuard
cof an a\a}aﬁche of leose earth that tum- ’
bled down in the. wake of it. "Galvan '
‘gasped and flattened- himself against the
vertical clay bank as the tor rem ol dirt
and gravel roared past him. When the
‘dust had - dissipated, he -stared -with
bulging eves at the path he had just -
come;.over. - It was not there!  Behind -
him)therc wil's‘ only a crumbly,- vertical
wall dow n .which a few belated pebbles -
were boumlmg Faint sounds from be- .
‘low, told him' that the’ avaianche was-still. .
“crashing earlhwald, deaplte 1ts ahea«ly o
long/tall R : .
\Pete Gd]\ an sl\m Was.w hlte ae'snow _
and as- u)ld as he *‘ood theu: 1gamstp- CLA .
‘the ueadmrous ‘wall of | clay~' He 'wa
al1a1(l to make akmo»cment vet he,]mew

h mpal}um : he 01 self:: o
alond hrile farthcr'he dmgovered‘;u
U)‘-hls-llol FOr- that the path was not only

Ov ao’mét-‘hing"le’s;s‘tli_an a’ yard -
nd- 3 'uer hut- blocked here anrl thcre_

nf thanbut eventually he came to.one

“tiat W as «100 b1g It was a boulder that .

U N-—S

- *-hpn-&!us mudemnly byfepsu-&h Cmpun, l.ong lsland City; N: Y hﬁled Iocally by cuihonzed bomers.
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-~ for a long time..

6 -

stood waist high, and he woridered how
it got there, for the cliff above: hung
- out over him like a gldewalk awning.
He paused and studxed that boulder
He' ‘must ‘pass it, but
how? . It touched the bank on_ the one
’ hand and protruded over the. prec1p1ce s
‘edge on the other..

unstable to sustain a body laridirig from
a jump. There" ‘was but one coursé left. -
He mu’s/t climb. up onto it. then down
again. : °

Peté Galvan bent over and placed
“both hands atop  the ,boulder,f then
brouglit up‘a wobbly knee.
-trembled a little and Pete: froZe. in lns
awl\ward position.. - But the’ rock_d;_d
not- foll,-so. he. transferréd a few more” -
pounds of his- we;ght to the pressute of
lus hands and.the advanced kneg. Agam
‘the rock - trembled but did not roll,
- With the courage of despalr Galvan put
his full welght tpor it and drew up’
the 1dle leg.. The boulder . teetered
wxldlv dust rose from* the ' canyon - as’
the vrotten soil below. the boulder began
shedding " itself away. The boulder-
turned sluggnshlv then like -a startled
‘hare it bounded downwarg. tons of dry
clav tumbling after it.” . . -

" Galvan leaped wildly forward as he

felt the rock turn beneath -him. - His
heels- struck ‘the path- beyond, and 'it'in
turn . crumpled beneath him and. fell -
“rumbling down the cliffside.
knew how hxs hand . managed tG .con-

nect w1th _that root, but it did. . An in-
~ stant latér he’ was danglmg over- the -

chasm, clinging to"a gnarled- treé root
‘that stuck out.of the face of the cliff.~
To his tortured mind it was all'of a-

- century that- he hung theré expecting

every. moment to ‘have to let go:and
drop. ~ Though his\eyes were firmly
_shut, the bare thought of the bottomless

¥ : : . .

It was. too hlgh to .
step over; and the .path beyond was too

~The rock -

He never

SIR-EET: & SMITH’S UNKNOWN

- “ized .arm muscles.
-end was at hand, yet he clung on'to the - <
-last eternal moment. -

abyss under lnm was vastly more painful-
than his cramped «hand and the “agon-

‘He knew . that the .

‘And then, just

- as s_h_eer ‘horrof was about to.turn to
~ black and irrevocable. despair ‘he ‘made .

_ing up his last ounce of reserve; he

that last superhuman effort. Summon-

tw1sted and grabbed w1th the other hand.
It, too, caught a root -He had a res-

'p1te' ST . - _ .

~

" THAT TRIP. up the face of the crum-

“bling cliff was 'as arduous a orfe as man -

- was winded- and weak as a baby, he did
‘not_ cease -his’ exertions until he® had

~a spot among sofiie trees o top’ of that

) grass

<N

_‘changed its rhythm Tt not oniy dropped ; -

ever made, but he ‘madeit. Though he

placed a long" distance. between himself
and the, maddening” brink.. "He’ found. .

 tableland and threw himself down in the' :
He trled to ‘sleep. - .

FA tree-nearby creaked. Yes, crmked
“He thought at first it was a. rocklng )
chair with a’ loose rail, ‘then it seemed ™
that it was . a'dom ‘with. unoiled hingés.

.

“He listeried to- its rhythm with growing - -

disgust, but hardlv chad he adapted his. .
ears to it. than the -dammnable thmg‘

one creak- from ‘the series; but the next; .-

K that meant nothing to him, but- ahnoyed

; blI'dS

three were 1rregular1} spaced. : Then jt

‘took up another rhythm. . .~ _.

More sounds were added-——the zoom-
mg buzz of- some wheelmg insect, now

" blatant, now reqmrmg strammg ears to -
-keep up w1th i’t Then came a- patter—

ing, as of fiaked feet on concrete, a noise *"

hlm mtensely,_last of all, the raucous
“caws” of "a race" of cynically -derisive
. Galvan stood it as long as he -
could, then rose and fled the place. A
“flock of: carrion-birds-he had not noticed -
earlier rose as he did and sailed 1 in ever-

-
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widening circles above him, swoopmg
now and then as if to bite at him, :
‘Galvan -ran on, until he could run
no more. Then he stopped, panting.
His feet were sore and cut and he won-
dered how he had become unshod. ‘He
had quite forgotten that he had thrown
his shoes away while on the slippery
ledge. ‘But he wished now he had not,
for his feet felt indescribably uncom-
fortable. . They were not only hurt from
the running, but some nasty, oozy stuff
had stuck to thém and was squeezing
up between his toes. He looked down
at.thém, wishing for water with which
to wash them. :
Despite the other horrors of thls in-
herited Hell, he knew when he looked
at those feet that he had attained the
ultimate. He was standing barefooted
-in. two inches of blended caterpillars
and groveling, blind worms, and as far
as the eye could reach the ground was
covered with them. The vile creatures
slithered and crawled, working over and
under each other, and both varieties
trailed a repulsive slime. - But the most
sickening detail was that fully half the
- caterpillars were covered with ulcerated
knobs that grew.and grew until they
hurst with a faint plop, throwing gouts

of dirty orange liquid in every direc-

tion. And wherever those drops of in-
fection struck, fresh ulcers grew. . Gal-

van's own legs were ‘speckled halfway

to the knees with dirty orange droplets,
and ‘those spots itched’ unbearably. He
watched wild-eyed as the ulcers formed.

He paused in his wild race away just
once. . That was in a sand spot not quite
covered by the odious caterpillars. The
“wviolent rubbing with sand that he gave
his rotting flesh was only.an added pain.
Then he knew that sand, or even water,
if he had it, would not be enough. He
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treatmcnt—-amputation,' ~ perhaps—was
available, for he could net bear the
thought of baving those ulcers climb

higher than they were already—at rmd—

thigh.
* He charged on, tramplmg the squirm-
ing, hateful pests underfoot, not caring
any longer where he went, so long as it
was away from those diseased foul
worms. He did not see the edge of the -
cliff until he was at it. Nothing could
check the momentum of his plunge.
Down, down he went, turning slowly
over and over as he fell, now glimpsing
bliie sky and bright sun, now the gaunt
face of the unstable cliff, now the can-
yon bottom rushing up to smite him.
He set his teeth and waited—waited
for that terrible final impact that would

“blot out ail the other horrors of this

must get.somewhere where more drastic -

-tormentors

Hell.

When it did come it was a blessed
relief. He struck headfirst and -there
was one sharp crack—hardly worse than
an ordinary knockout. There was a _
brief explosion of light, and he slipped
into cool darkness,

“HE’LL po now,” Pete heard a femni-
nine voice say, and he felt cool fingers
relinguish his wrist after placing it back

on the bed.. He opened his eyes to-see

a girl in nurse’s uniform and two white-
smocked men standing. looking at him.

“A-are you demons, too?”’ Galvan
stammered, looking at them with one
eye. The bandage over his head covered
one. The question seemed to him to be
a perfectly logical one. If, as the in-
scription on the gate suggested, this was
his ewn private and personal Hell, doc-
tors would do as well as anything for
He couldn’t forget a cer-
tain dentist, -

One of the doctors laughed “That
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is a matter of -opinion, sonny - But
you'd better knock. off going “around
breakirg up religious services or you'll
have some real demons after you. The
way those Holy Sons and Daughters
of. the Pentecost went after you when
you tried-to bust up their service should
have taught you- that:

.3

ear.”

-~ “I don’t remember  nothing-since I

washed my face in that River Lethe,”
mumbled Pete Galvan, sullenly. -

one qmzzmally The other nodded.’

- “It’s all in-here,” he said, tappmg a
of .

“He was. delmons ‘most of, the
The. nurse on, duty 1ecorded the
Most of 1t 15" cornmonplace ,
but what- mterests “me _in- the
case is:that it was, his’ own unp1 ompted o
mind that de51gned that, last gate——es—'_

roll of shorthand- covered
paper. _
night.

high spots.
enough,

“sheets -

pecially . . . uh .’ . the. inscription over
it. It is httle mysterles like - that that
‘make my job fascinating - at tlll'lCS

THE END,
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Do you remem-
ber? You started a free-for-all and they -
crowned you and tossed you out ol your

STREET & SMITH'S UNKNOWN =,

“Oh, You mean the stuff about his
mother and grandmother?”

“Exactly. Of course, we already had
a history of dipsomania, and in these

ravings we get a glimpse of demono-

mania, claustrophebia, acrophobia and

‘mysophobia, but those, as you know, are.

run-of-the-mine symptoms. ‘But he also

.rather clearly indicates that his grand-
- mother was one of the old. orthodox -
- with af active New England conscience.

I suspect his tother tried to do without

~any, .. He inherited the inevitable con-
‘ﬂICtS arid -no “doubt added .a few em-
- ',Lhe ﬁrst _doctor looked at the second 5

belhshments of his own

. “Say, doé ” interrupted Pete Galvan, :
_bored with ‘talk that - tad” nothmg to do
with him"that he cotild: seei-£did you
._r;know T've been_.to Hell:. ‘and _ back?
- And: what’s more, ‘it's a private, spec1al
. Hell built just for me? Gee amt that
:.-esmnethmg"’ '

But the doctor was Iookmc'r at him dlS-

r‘japprovmgly

- “Ohj you don t behevc 1t huh P
9'; “Yes. son, I dov You were in Hell
the 11ve Iong mght e

-

wa R
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THE I]REST OF THE WAVE'

o | - .. 7 by FANE RICE
@ He was riding the crest— . Bi¢ MikE setiled back agamat the
'til a Delilah and a Jadas dove -gray velour upholstermg with a
. o, ‘o o well-fed grunt. His little eyes imbed-
tipped him inte the river. . ded in rolls of fat-gazed serenely out
Mler ﬂlﬂl—hﬂ rude them' .. -at the shiiting scenery of Lindell Boule-

Miusirated by Edd Cartier vardsliding past the car windows, three-
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Linch and bulletproof

. Women in. furs, thelr tiny hats and
‘sheer” hose belymg the scurrying ‘wind ‘
that nipped at their-silken ankles, and
shook-cascades of rusty leaves from the .
threadbare trees to send them whirling
.in the gutters the stuccoed Coronado

tall, thin apartment buildings with” blank't

mscrutable fronts; a house, +Incohgru-

~ously out of phce draped with. dried -
brown ivy; the Park Plaza with 1ts cir-

cular drive of crushed stone and swank’
iron gnllwork an old crone huddled in
her shapeless coat and exhibiting shoe-
laces, and -toothless gum‘s', to passersby;
~ the Chase, its ¢lipped shrubbery ctirtsy-
ing to:the wind, its doormian spanking
his white gloved "hands for warmth.
And beyond, Forest Park-—the baseball
dlamoncls deserted and forlorn, the trees

trying. desperatelv to make their tatteredt

garinents cover their. ‘twisted limbs;

_trickle of people, bent against’ the wmd -

coming ‘up’ the- walk ‘from the Monkey
Houqe

tain, its bowl, stained ,and dlscolored'
and choked with trash:. <

"~ "The car. tumed left. Neon- 51gns be- .
gan to make thelr slow " appéarance :

- Italian Spaghetti; /Clark Gable in “Boom
Town": Beer To-Take Out; Hamburg-
ers 10c; “Gone with the Wind” at Popu-
lar  Prices; - Thrifty Dry Cleanmg,

Pants . Pressed ‘While You 'Walt Clos- -
ing Out, Evetythmg Must Go, PrlceS'

~Slashed; ‘Edward ~ G. Robinson® 'ir;'
“Brother Orchid” Al Seats 15¢;.

* Poske's Barbesue; a policeman on the'
- corner teetering back and forth on his -
“heels;
- Gold and Silver; a walnut- faced man in
a dirty-newspaper apron yellmg “Read
all about it; big jewel- robbery ;
all ABOUT it, read ALL. ABOU—"
His vmce was lost 'in the derlswe toot

AS

"~ thousand biscks, easy, o
boys had_to get their cut but he could:
toné that down some.

a’ small -boy jumping up and.
“down on the’ Pedaliof a drinking foun- -

Ladies” Entrance; We. Buy Old

_’insteada just’ Mike,
fead’

STREET & SMITH'S UNKNOWN

a2
the chauffeur- gave the horn as Blg

Mike swept by.
" Big Mike.picked up the speakmg tube
.“Mebbe we shoulda bought a papet,.

_hey, Joe? and he laughed a thick,

gurgling laugh of padded contentment.
The chauffeur only smiled.” It was'a
mirthless sinile,-barely curved, and: did’

not come anywhere_near the outer cor-
‘ners ‘of his lips. |
Which was’ as’ it should be for Big .

He ,dld'nt answer.

Mike had let . the speaking tube slip-
from his pudgy fingers and had gtven
hlmself up: to ‘meditation.

It had. been A haul, all r1ght
- Of .course.” the

He knew .how to

soap “the boys. And then that crook”

- Zacchus wouldirt handle anything hot. -
,for less. than a third. He ought to have
~ his can spiked. He was_ going to hau-

dle it, though;"and the way the D. A.

- was putting on- “the. 'screws mpst of the
mobs let out.a squawk fit. to bust your .
“eardrums, if: _you brought in - anythmg .

that didn'? have Six' ionths’ age on it.
Oh well, say twenty thousand take aftér

~the payoff. Twenty G’s complete Not -
bad. . Not bad at-all. ) ‘
_Big Mike laughed agam Silently. ’

HIS stomach ‘shaking liké ‘pastry” dough.
. Nobody cottld: say he hadn’t-made good. -
Seven, yedrs ago slicing up -codfish~in
the Market, resting -his: hands on the:

porcelam counter and saying," ‘\Vhats
yours?’ to a lot of beefv—faced house-

. wives' who' watched the scales 11ke a

brood of hawks Well; that. was seven
-years ago. A lotta water’d gone over
the dam since’ “then. . -Seven’ years.
done O. K. Plenty O. K. Big Mike

of them called lnm That Wanhln'l all
right: . The Kingpin. .

~B1g Mlke heaved hlmqeif up by the

- T

" Fifty -~

He’d

The Kingpin some - -

/|
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window strap and unanchored his watch

from its hiding: place among the folds of
his blue-serge paunch. He picked up
the tube. _ o _
. “Slow down, Joe. .Ain’t no rush.”
‘He settled back once more against the
~velvety cushions. Never wait for a doll.
That was his policy. Keep them wait-
ing. Made ’em feel like they was lucky
he come at all. Of course, Flo wasn’t
no ordinary doll. She had class. Well,
wait’ll she laid her blinkers on . what he’d
save out for her. Them sparklers was
class, too, all right.
The short, stubby fingers caressed a
Jewel box beside him on the seat.-
Twenty thousand clear,
even take Flo down to one of them
resorts.

Nothing was too good for Flo. Funny,
her calling him up and asking him to
pick her up way out here. She’d never
done that before. It'd been his place,
or her place, or Garselli's downtown.
But that was Flo for you. Just when
you thought you had her tagged and fig-
gered, she’d do something and you was
right back where you started. She was
a pistol,-all right. Yes, sir, mebbe one

of them ritzy joints with a swimming

pool right inside the building. That’d
suit Flo to a T.

The car swerved over, to the curb and
purred to a smooth stop so the rear
door was exactly even with the yawning

- cave of a faded green canopy flaunting

on its canvassed stdes the legend, “Floor
Show Every Hour.” g

_ A GIRL in a squn'rel -skin coat, with a
Jeweled butterfly caught in her platmum—
blond hair, was standing just inside the
gloomy shelter, She was nervous. You
could tell by the way she kept touching
a sausagelike ringlet that drooped be-

v

- as piano wire.

He might ~at him.

One of them smart jobs with .
mineral springs  and - all the fixings:

comingly low over one mascaraed eye.
As the car drew up she seemed to grow
tense, as if every nerve had gone taut
But that was only for a

moment—a split second. An instant

* later her powdered face was wreathed in

smiles and, letting her coat hang loosely
so that the decided V of her neckline
showed like a demarcation on an ale-
baster column, she stepped swiftly to the
door of the car.

Big Mike hmsted himself up and :
pressed down the ‘safety catch. The

- door swung open.

~ “Keep yuh waiting 7"’ he asked.

The girl flashed two. rouged dimples
“Don’t you always,” she said
archly and kissed him. 'Big Mike’s face
was momentarily buried in a full shirred
collar of squirrel skin faintly redolent
of pertume And that was where Big
Mike made his first and only mistake.
And his final one.

Two men, slim-hipped, pinch-waisted,
with dark slouch hats, swung from the
shadowed twilight of the canopy and
when Big Mike looked up he looked
right down the barrels of two .38s. His
hand darted underneath hls coat but he
was too late. .

- Flo, the rouge standing out in sym-
metrically round spots on her chalky
cheeks, backed away—Big Mike’s gun
concealed in the voluminbus squirrel-skin
sleeves. Her blue eyes were locked with
the blazing slits that were Big Mike’s
and a muscle at the corner of her mouth
twitched, as if it held a hidden spring.
She whirled suddenly and ran back un-
der the canopy and up the steps. The .
blare of a band playing “My Gal Sal,”
sounded brassily as she opened the door
and was cut off with its closing.

The silver and maroon custom-built
Cadillac swept away from the curb and
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out into the stream of traffic headed
north.

All in all the entire performance- had
taken one and three-quarter minutes.

“WHAT's the gag, boys?”’ Big Mike
asked softly.

“It’s no gag,” the slimmest ef the men
answered: Straight-browed, clear, round
eyes, a sensitive flaring nose, he just es-
caped being ‘handsome. It was hard
to say why. Was 1t the very clearness
of those eyes, as if they had been chosen
carefully from a wvast selection in an
optician’s drawer? Or was it the immo-
bility of those’ chiseled features, or the
lines of the jaw—too soft, perhaps?

“You wouldn’t kid me, would you,
Tole-#”

“No, T wouldn’t kid you,” Toki said.

There was a long silence broken only

by the traffic noises and the distant mel-
ancholy “aug—aug—aug” of a paddle-
wheeler loaded with crated poultry and

machinery and bolts of bright cdlico,

going down the Mississippi bound -for
Natchez and Shreveport and New Or-
“leans.

Big Mike picked up the speakmg
tube.

“You in on this, joe?’

- Joe ‘looked in the rear-view mirror
and away again. Muffled and toneless
his voice came through the tube.

“Whadda you think, Fatso?”

- Fatso! He, Big Mike, being called

Fatso! His neck above his collar turned -

an angry mottled shade of red. These
—these pipsqueaks with their “patent-
leather hair and their pasty pusses daring
to—why he'd made them, What'd they

been hefore he took’ over.

on corners and cadging -drinks in sa-
loons, and rolling drunks in areaways.
And Flo.

getting a cut on the bill.
she would do this to him, to Big Mike.

Poolroom -
Johnnigs, penny matchers, hanging out

She'd been a hostess at Sae-

beck’s guzzling ginger ale for_Scofch and
: Flo! That

Smiling that smile and taking him for

‘what he was worth. And him not know-

ing it. That was what rankled. Him

_being played for a dumb gimp and not

conning to it. And all the while Toki
biding his time and waiting for a chance

_to step in.  Waiting for a haul like this.

Waiting until the stuff 'was planted with
Zacchus ‘and the all-clear signal had gone _,
through, Flo and Toki. Toki and Flo.

“You won't get away with it Tokl "

“NO p”

“No.” : _

“Where you're going it’ll be too hot
to worry about it. - If I were you, I'd
concentrate on saying prayers—if you-
know any :

“It may be hot,” Big Mike said
slov.ly, “but it won’t be too hot for me
to make a retum tnp to see you. That
goes for Flo, too. Tell her for me I'll
be seeing her. Soon.”

“Stow it.” . -

“T'll square this if it’s the last: thmg
I do.”

“The 'last thing you Il do will be to
kiss the Buckley Bridge good-by.”
~ #So that’s it.”
 “That’s it. Now cut the gab. You
talk too much.”

There was this to be said for Blg
Mlke, he took it without belly-aching.
He didn’t bat an eyelash. They trussed
him up with baling wire and weighted
him. . Weighted him good. So he'd
stay down.” When they carried him over
to the railing he even derived a sort of
grim pleasure out of the fact that it took
the three of them to do it and that they
breathed heavﬂy, in great, gulping lung-
fuls. B

Funny, he thought looking up, he’d
never noticed before how many stars

~

W
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there were. .

skv
-« .

Kind of. 'prétty. And the

downtown hghts hit it..
_ The three men gave a heave and he
was clear,
but he couldn’t, l)eca11:§e't_lle1'e was’ ad-
liesive tape over his mouth.

There was a splash and-a white spray

of water and finally only ever-widening’

_ripples mirroring the wavy reflection 0[
the nleen dmnnel marker.” )
_“Aug—aug—4aug” went the paddle-
w hcdm' bound for Natchez and Shleve-
pmt and \cw OI’]CEH]::. e

a : : g I
M =

~ THE " SIL\]"R and maroon C'lchllac, )ou aiiyway ¥

.nosed up to the g;een canopy.” Toki-
got, out and’ said, "fIall'e it 611e ‘o’clock,
. Joe Tslamniéd the . déer and: watdmd
-lhe red: td]lhght until it. dlsappe'ued He
- lighted: a cigarette, ﬂlpped the:inatch .

‘into the'! SUrEet;, “irihaled. deeply, et~ the ~

smo]\e (Inbble hom
Lluu_l\lmo

1115« nostrils - :_md,
he wem lllblde

-hat” thiough: thie. air "to “the “chedk -giil -

- zind.walked. down the fed-carpeted. hall

"as' ‘he” prepared "to . move 'off.

~rto stand for.a’ moment” looking “at-ihe . -

jamméd dance floor, pocket size, and thie

-perspiring. I\’cglo band; and the ‘cavort-

“ing . patrons,“before  he descended -the
“steps. o’ cushiony: tiptoe "and threaded

“his wav llnouo'h the 1maze of ‘tables and

:1bhc:rmnr humamty'to Flo-
“Hi ya. gorgeous,”
s proprietary han(l on -her . shoulder:
She jumped. -
cared the m?zard out of me.

-"What you $o jittery aboutr”- “Toki

“sat’ down ‘and signaled to ‘a waiter in a -

hmp Tuxedo. - “A bottle of - cham-
- pagne,” he said. . “Best you got in the’
“house.” ~ - N

The waiter grinned ah‘.’ably.r “Surc
llnng, Toki.” :
“Toki’s hand shot out and stopped him

“From

v

=L \
> L L

all pinky in one spot where the’

-

He would've screamed then

- He spun.his-

he said laying a‘

“Cripes,” she bald Myou

now omn it’s Crujeppl see.
seppi. -~ Got it !”

The grin vanished from the waiter's
face as if it llad been wxped \\nh a damp _
\sponfrg S :

“Yes, sir,” he said hmncdi\ and, giv-
ing a jerky little bow, he hastened away
calling, “A bottle of Mums for Mr! Cru-

seppi.”” He knew his psychology.

Tl relaxed. - “Then you did ‘it. No

hitch:” . I
“Listen, baby, w hen I do somtthm

Tdoit” - R
You'rer sure he’s dead? " o
m“Sll]C I'm :ure. Say, ‘\\;hafs"ieya';iing
o

- " Nothing. - Onlv sitting -hefe waiting
Jike this Ga\'e e’ the wnnmma
‘thinking buppan A suppcme e didi't
- diel” quppo»nw he ffot ‘away bOlUChO\\
Thc wav lie- lool\ed at. me Tt \x as’ Tike
. it was Tike's. L it \‘xas awful

o he d- have—- Oh,- Tokl { 1t.\-\«a:r9§j\i'-." B
{U] ~’\;._ . P S ey
“The g guy's dcad I tcll you In 1hree»

pld\cd him clean.”

Mister Cru- 4

T Kept-

*like

‘days those" \Ilssxsmppi nver cat 1] ha\ze T

S~

“What if he come up’ Lo o
“He won't.” '_ B o
+Did anyhody: see-you . s 1 vl
"Do T look like a. croop?” s e Y
D:d hc say- an}thmﬂ’ - Wbout: e,
I areaniF s T e el e e P

“He " szud 0 te]l \ou ‘he'd be seung:

.

“you, soon.” AT
Flo shivered.’ """l'.he‘way he looked'at
meltshe said. - U

“Oh, come off it, From now on, baby,

you ain’t got-a thing on your mind but

-me. - Look, I got something for vou.”
‘He edged a ‘jeweler’s box under'. the
table. - “Open it under your napl\m _

‘Flo liited the hmﬂed velvet cover and
gave .a delighted squeal. -
“Qoooooooh, Tokil” = =~ -
" “Likeit; eh?

We'll get ‘you a new.
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outfit- to match and do one’ of- them.

soup-and-fish jéints. Whadda you.say? * turned - back -into the room:

How about the- \j\/’mdelmerc, Satiddy. =

They're opening up a new night club -

~_on the top floor. The .Crazy House. I
scen the announcement in the papers.
We'll put on the dog. Ttiis place stinks.
Am't got no atmosphere.  Hey!

W suteH Where’s that there . cham-
pagne. \Ve amn’t going tosit around
here all our hves

“Yes, .Mr.. Cruseppi:
Mr. 'Cruseppi I'm sorry to have kept
you waiting, Mr. Cruseppt.” \

“Oh, Toki, you're wonderful.” 24
Toki leaned back and pelmltted him-
self to expand. i .

“I'm riding” the crest of the wave,
‘ 'baby.,‘ ' Y es siree, the crest ofthe wave.”

IT was qmet down in the shanty boat. -
Axel Kohler puffed at his pipe and-
squinted at, the oil lantem qlung from -
the cross .beam. -

“River mighty fidgety,” he said.

_His -wife- wiped her hands on her
“apron and . listened, = “It’s the wind. .
- Been chopping-at the river all dav

~Axel Kohlel puffed "on in sﬂence

After a.while, he said:

" “T can feel her swellmg Uneathke
* Like maybe she had got something in
“her” craw that wasn't settlmg -any too
well.” :

His wife put hez hands on’ her ample

hips. and surveyed “him exasperatedly :

“If you're thinking of getting out of
mending those ﬁslnng nets you've got
‘another think coming.” " She ‘waddled
over and tapped the homemacle barome-
ter. . “It’s steady. Tluq time of year-
there s alw ays wind.” - -
Her husband arose and, shielding his
eyes _w1th his cupped hands, _peered out.
the .dingy window, i
“Crested waves,” he said. “she’s a-try-

Right' away,

. streetcars, .
" shoulder in the busses, overflowed the . -

. wagons . or

ing mlghty hard ‘to spit it up He
SO_.me-“
thing’s heavy on her . stomach. S'he’s.
riled; underneath.” R -

~ “You talk. about that river like 1t Wwas
human _ the woman snapped. . “Get
started on those nets, Axel Kohler, afore

-1 get my “darder -up.”

I;r WAS dusl_g.- fl:l;e 'h_ﬁﬁ'i_(td Busﬂé-@f

early” Saturday night “was -acccntuat—ed_ )
The streets -

by a cold drizzle’ of rain.
~were gcapped with umbrellas. = Men

. walked with their heads down, cmt col-

lars' up.” and here and there a wom:m
scurrled for shelten with a newspapcr
held over her hat. Clell:\, salesgirls,-
. bookkeepers, bundle-laden' shoppet:S
streamed out of the stores ‘and office.
‘buildings, hung by straps in the crowded.
jammed - shoulder vagamsth

corners and the yellow concrete safety
islands.” Liglits were going out one by

“one in the high.” sootstained.’ rain-

_streaked towers of business, . whose
empty corradors were beginning to echo

. with  the shuf’ﬂmg footsteps of bent-

backed cleaning._women and the slosh of

sudsy mops and the scrape of buckets -

.along the tiled floors. And lights were

going on in kitchens, in homes in apart~ f
ments, in the murky: back rooms_of tav— :

erns, shmmg out all over- the. city in
tiered squares, chacung endlessly around
and around the . glittering’ names -ou
theater marquees, - pohshmg'\the white

raincoats of traffic cops and the drenched -

_ boulévards - which danced with a “thou-
"sand smeary, upside-down’ reflections:

A swell night for a job, Toki t hought ,
going up the steps of the brownstone: .

front; its iron balustrade Ullstenmg and

- wet.. A helluva swell night. All of the

coppets warming themselves in lunch
. parking  their’ number



twelves in doorways outta the rain. Oh

well, what. the hell. - He was in the
bucks or would be soon as Zacchus
coughed up. He didn’t have to worry
none for a while. Tonight was hi% and
Flo's night. They were going to eat
lobster tails and drink some of that there
sparkling Burgundy and have some of
them little glasses of stuff—cordial was
it ——after they’d finished putting on the
feed bag. Nore of this apple pie
a'lamode. Roquefort cheese with crack-
ers and a cordial, please.
That was the way the highbrows did it.
Oﬁ’handhke Didni’t even have to pop

. a ﬂander at the menu.

He opened the door with hls latch-
key and -went upstairs. Place smelled
like cabbage.
for something more elite. . Apartment
_ hotel, maybe. A quiet one. Genteel. But
" classy. With a fire escape handy.

He unlocked the do¢r of his room and

switched on the light. A faded Brus-
sels carpet, nodescript wallpaper show-
ing pale oblongs and ovals attesting to
the pictorial habits of former tenants,
a dirty sock hanging limply from the
open drawer of a cheap, vencered
" dresser, a white iron monstrosity of a
bed, its thin mattress veiled by a sleazy
pink rayon counterpane with a cigarette

- burn in the center of it, a table boast-

ing a soiled, crocheted doily and a vase
of flyblown artificial roses, and a brown
paper package. - .
. Toki stopped. His eyes narrowed.
His nostrils dilated like a hound dog
casting for a scent. That package.
hadn’t ordered no package. He ap-
proached it warily. There wasn’t no
name on it. No writing. What ‘th—
Maybe Flo’'d sent him
Maybe the boys had bought him a foun-
. tain-pen set with engraving on it like

they’'d done for Big Mike. There wasn’t

That was it.

He’'d have to look around-

" He

" most awful racket. Fit to wake the dead.

something.

>
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'no tick coming out of it,-so it wasnt

no pineapple, anyway.

He gave it an experimental push It
was heavy. Probably a gift from the
boys. Bronze, maybe. He took out
his knife, slit the package open and
spread the flaps. In the bottonr of the
box, half covered with a layer of silt and

. mud, was a roll of baling wire, a jumble

of sash weights and a water-soaked atr;p
of adhesive plaster.

Involuntarily Toki took a step back-
ward, his breath hissing out from be-
tween . his clenched teeth. For a full
moment he stood there, his eyes glued
to the parcel, the color slowly draining
out of his face. Then inch by inch he
backed across the room, felt for the
China knob with his hand, wrenched
open the door and was out in the hall
—his heart hammering against his ribs.

He went downstairs and knocked on
Mrs. Weatherbee’s door. " Hard.

Mrs. Weatherbee, a worn, ‘straw-
flower of a woman with her hair strained

- tightly back from a worried forehead,

eased her door open a crack and peeped
out nearsightedly, clutching with one
scrawny ‘hand a shoddy Japanese ki-
mono. _ ‘ '
. “Yes?”. Oh. Mr. Cruseppi! I was
just laying down. I declare this weather
gets in my bones something terrible,
though I'm not one to complain if I do
say so mysel— ‘ _ :

“I got a package and I—"

“Oh dear, I hope I didn’t break any-
thing. It was so heavy. I could’'ve
died when I dropped it,-and it made the

I thought I—
“Who brought it?”
“A man. I was out in ‘the c:lmmor

room setting the plates and the doorbell
rang. And I answéred it. Raining cats
and dogs it was. And there was this
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man holding the- package and he—" .
“What'd he look like?” -

“He was big, and kind of solid fat,

~and he had little squinched-up eyes. I

remember his eyes because they didn't

move. They stared right straight ahead

all the time he was talking.. Set, they

was.” Mrs. Weatherbee drew her dress-

ing gown closer around her.neck. “And
wet. He was. wet as water. Looked
like he was soaked through. T'll bet

you could’ve wrung out every last stitch
he had on.” Mrs. Weatherbee patised
in her recital. “He ... he... he looked
—drowned,” she said.

“What'd he say?”

“He said. to put the package in your
room and to tell you not to forget he’d
be seeing you soon. Why? Is some-
thing the matter, Mr. Cruseppi? If
I broke anything I’ll be glad to—"

“No,” Toki said in a staccato .voice,
“You didn’t break nothing. It was
some_, . . some tools I ordered—some
‘wood-working tools.” :
~ Mrs. Weatherbee sighed gratefully..

“Oh. Well, ’'mglad I (}_idﬂ‘it break any-
thing.” She peered at Toki. “Why
you loolk like you've caught a chill, Mr.
Cruseppi. - I declare you're real blie.
Come in and I'll fix you up a nice cup
of hot tea. I declare this weather gets
right into the marrow. Makes you feel
the nearness of the grave, that's what it
does. Come in and--" , ‘

“No. thanks,” Toki said, “I've got a
date.” He forced his lips into. a stiff
semblance of a . smile and left Mrs.
Weatherbee shaking her head and- “de-
claring” to herself. x

Toxr wWeENT pownN the hall,
nickel in the coin box of the telephone
and dialed a number. He stood with
“his back against the. wall -and his body
rigid; only his eyes were alive, darting

'me?
‘me up .tonight.

put a -

up and down the hall and investigating
the def!per shadows.

“Hello. That you, Joe? Toki spedk--
ing. Any of the boys been looking for
Ain't, eh. Weli, look, don't pick-
No. No, I got some

things to do. If I want you, I'll give

you a buzz. That’s right. Yeah, I got
a date with Flo. ~The Crazy House.
Yeah, What's that? Yeah, I'm kinda

hoarse. Got a cold. O K., Joe.”
He replaced.the receiver, sent a prob—

" ing glance along the hallway, and started

rsack upstairs. He looked over his shoul-
der twice before he reached the top and
he pushed open . his door with his fQ(_)t
and stood outside flattened against the
jamb, listening, before he went in.

When hé opened his door_ again he
was wearing a Tuxedo undet his belted
overcoat and was carrying a satchel.
A heavy one. There was a nick on his
chin as if he had shaved not only hastily
but unsteadily. He stood for a moment -
on the threshold and then. went back into
his room and took an empty box off the
table and stuffed it under the hed. He
switched off the light, looked quickly up
and down the hall, went down the stairs
and let himself out into the night.

It had stopped raining but the side-
walks were still wet and puddles had
collected where the paving had settled.
An occasional car droned by, its tires
making a rlz‘,zzzmng sound on the slick
streets. :

Toki walked to -the corner, turned
went half a block and.entered an alley _
He lifted the lid off a garbage can,
snapped the catch on the satchel and up-
ended it There was a'series of dull
thuds. Swiftly -he. replaced the lid,
closed the satchel and retraced his steps.
At the corner he hailed a roving cab.
“The he said as he

»

‘Windermere,”

- climbed in.
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" to watch though, wouldn’t you?
" wasit't 1o point” in giving -the bov. to ~

Tt

{liere in plain” sight. .

“days and had gotten hack.
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The thing to do.was to keep your
eyes and ears_peeled and your yap shut.
Toki patted a bulge in lns coat pocket.
And vour safety catch off. It might be
the boys” 1dea of a joke. Rig some one
of- 'em out. like B;ig Mike and send him
over to see if he crawfished. What was
it Mrs. Weatherbee had said? Te
looked—drowned. The old bat couldn’t
“see -worth a hoot without her specs.

- Lzhe as .not it was one of thie boys.

You'd think thcyd have stucl\ around
There

Mrs. Weatherbee. Besides it was- 100
damn risky. bhe nnghta, took it on
‘herseli to ol)en it. - Where'd - they get.
.them :ash - uextﬂ]ts anyhov&ﬁl He'd
Jal swore the ones they used -on Bzcr.
M:Lc awas’ the last of the'lot.. What was
1t she’d’ said . hey said—tell ;him- 110t o,
Iowet IIl he seeing ‘him, soom: - - -',-*
© Toki birawhtcned his lips into'a knife-.
drrul line; " \\’hcu you: was dead; you -
“was ‘dead. “That’s all theré was to it~
There .wasn't no way-of getting’ around
He'dhad .2 aunt wheid he;\’iras-a-.- ’
“kid who used to claim she saw. spooks :
Used' to¢arry on regular- coiwversations -
“with-
“And. she'd becn

clappéd in. the nut hatch. - Well,. they

wasn’t * gomng™ to- clap i “in-no‘nut

hatch. | Big Mike was déad.. He d been *
dead for going on -to three days and

~ When you was dead for:three days: and

rubbuw clbows with. rner cat ‘you was
deader'n_a -doornail. . '
"Mrs. \\ eatherbee had dished. hmn up
a lot of mush. once about some guy in
the Bible who'd been dead for three
Resurrected

was the -word.  Supposing there was.

- something in this resurrection business,

this wasn’t no Bible. This
It- was probably one

Aw nuts,
was” St. Louis. -

- pin his nose up for him.

‘ent” like they was setting no'htf--’

. :'lee
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of the boys, Probably Joe. Or Nick-
els. Well, let “im try it again; - He'd
~They wasn't
going to ‘make no booby outta hin. .
The taxi-crawled up in front of the
cream-brick fagade of the hetel and a
doorman resplendent in plum livery and
gold epaulets’ opened the door with a
practiced twist of his wrist. Toki got
out and put the satchel on the sidewalk.
He paid the fare and waved away the

“nickel change with a-lordly gesture.

- The domman picked up the. satchel.

ST carry dt,” Toki said qmd\Iv

“Be glad. to ‘help- ),ou sir.

“I'll carry it. It ain’t heaV\ _

- “VYes, sir.” The doorman gave hnn
an odd. looI\ '

Tolxl took 1he bad and l]Edl’l'\ drOpped L
-"1 - For~ one spmmng mmute he thought -
- he was_gding: to, be. smk -and ‘his lmees AP

feh a8 s they were = ﬁ]lcd ~with 1111”\

He D*atped roolnhly at_the. :salchel ‘his
-mouth ‘tightened” into.a h1deous cartoon} S

of a- bll]l]e aud,\ movmfr as if -his- Icet

L were: lcaden he - maneuvered the ‘xtcps-

and - deappeared thlough the rey o]\mff
d001s Fo e -

“Waart thcy w ont do to save -4 -
dime.” ‘-'"Ahe
cab tdl 1ver Tt amt heavy
icked.. “N Ot much, it ain't!”,
oi 1he _payementiand 1ubbed it in mrh .
his foot. . “Fely like it was loaded \\ln

he i

4b1 1cl\bats

I'al\ea all kinds to mal\c‘a \xorld
the cabby said . philosophically. | He
vawned, pocketed his mci\el switched
on the ceiling light and plcked up a dog-

eared copy of a magaune irom-the seat

beside him. . -
ghost »stories P
“There’s a dandy in this isue.

he - -asl;ed .
Abhout a

- bloke haunting” another - bloke because
,\“"this here second bloke, which was his

doorman obser\cd to. tz?(.;" :

Heu 5pat~
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\partner, .(_iouble-cross:éd- hir: - Boy; he’s

“Not me,” the doorinan said: “Ghosts
“got -this here "second bloke sweating _

is"the -bunk.~ Give me something real, "~

i

) + something that actually happens, some-

The Tight Faded éﬁéy‘abn@a'-és he sank threagh- murky waler.

CiEal
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thing I can get my teeth into. West-
erns, now that’s my ticket.

. stories.’

Toxrr . didn't go through the lobby.
He went downstairs to the lower level,
paused. at’a door lettered neatly “Men,”
and stalked inside. ‘He took the Tast

~_stall in the row and waited unnl a florid- -

: Jowled man finished “wiping his hands
on-a paper towel and left. . Then he put
the sitchel on the floor and opened it,

i In-the bottom was a roll of baling -

wire, some sash"- welghts and a strip of
watér-soaked adhesive. .

' He 'mopped his clammy forehead with
lns handkerchlet
open and someone came in whistling
. merrily, blundered into the last stall,
- said; “Oh, sorry,”: and retreated. Toki
waited until he had gone.

the gleaming expanse of white tile and
mirrors and wedged the satchel behind a

* low-slung sofa. He went over to a wash-

basin and rinsed his face.

« {A youth in his early-twenties came

in and surveyed him with tipsy glee.

“You looksh like yoush dwon-dwron- © -

drownded,” he hiccuped.
the bottonr of the ‘shea.”
But Toki had gone. Hurriedly.’

“Dwronded in

The youth’s eyes blurred and with in-

- tense concentration -he re-focused them
and stared in bew11dered puzzlement
around the empty Toom.

“Sh’funny,”
"~ would’ve shworn there wash a man in
here.” He held up -two fingers and
wiggled them hefore “his nose. “Twoo.
A grea’ big man. ' An’ a eenshy-weenshy
midde-shized man. Dwroned man . . .
men.” A look of vague queasiness over-
spread his countenance. He put -his
hand over his mouth and btat,gered into

. the Iabt stall,

Theyre

_ in no nut hatch.

The door whished -~
»There was Flo.

/ itil Then he
locked the bag, went cautiously.out into

he said - musingly, “I '
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Toki hoped F!o had arrived. He
needed company. Needed it-bad. And
he wantéd a jolt. A good three fingers.
Neat. Clear his head. It felt like 1t
was full of flies. Or angleworms. Like

“his head was a jar and his brains was

squirming around the sides trying to
get out. Like they was alive and mak-
ing snail tracks -inside his skull. He'd
better get hold of himself. . As long as
he didn’t shoot off his yap he’d be hunky
dory. Nobody’d know.. 'No matter
what, they. wasn’t going to clap him

sleeveless nightgowns and give him the
bye bye. They wasn’t going to do it!
Now, easy does it.

Sweet-talk her. Act natural. Give her
the old sauce and sit tight. Don’t keep
gawping over your shoulder: And get

a table agamst ‘the wall
against the wall.

© “Hi ya, gorgeous.
ing ?” .
Flo coquettishly lowered ~one - blue
shadowed eyelid. “Don’t you élwajs,”
she said, dimpling. ‘ i

Yeah, smack

Keep yuh wait-

c .

and were shot upward by a -uniformed
attendant who intoned with nasal bore-
dom, “The Crazy House, floor show’ in
twenty minutes, dinner” from three-
ﬁfty, check room on your right, watch
your steppleasembcarmakesnostopsgmna
down.” -

Toki checked- their wraps, _unobtru-
sively transferring the .38 from his over-
coat to a cleverly designed inner pocket

* of his Tuxedo, while Flo with the aid

of a vanity case apphed another layer
of powder on her pert nose. She linked
arms with Toki and they went down the

House.
It was' that llterally Except for a

They wasn't going to
lage him- up the back in one of them

o

They gravitated toward the elévator -

thickly carpeted steps into The Crazy
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lurid, surrealist mural over the bar,
which was doing a tremendous business
at the far end of the room, the walls
were solid sheets of mirrors, the kind
that aré so popular with amusement park

concession, and whose sole purpose is to

distort one’s image as-grotesquely as
possible. Add to this a red-velvet cei]iﬁg
draped like a circus tent, a close-packed
thicket of zebra-skinned chairs and
tables, a maze of white shoulders and
“brocade and satin and taffeta and fire-
struck jewelry, punctuated by the black
coats of men, and hazed ovér with a

flickering sheen of candle shine, and all

this bounding and rebounding in carica-
tured deformity from the mirrored walls
—and you can well imagine the effect
was indeed all that the decorator had
striven for. Yea, and full measure, and
pressed "down; and running over.

Flo squeezed Toki’s arm delightedly.
“It’s the berries,” she said.

The maitre d’hétel advanced with re-
mote hauteur. He bowed from the
waist. ‘ -

“You have a reservation?” The man-
ager had sent him up from below to add

- tone to the proceedings and he was—
- as a result—in none too good a humor.

“No,” Toki said. “But I want a
table against the wall.” ‘

The maitre d’hotel shrugged ex-
pressively. “T am sorry but T am afraid
there is nothing available.” He brushed
an imaginary fleck from an impeccable
coat sleeve and waited. T

TOKI EXTRACTED a bill from his wal-
let and folded it carefully so that the
denomination was uppermost. The
~maitre d’hotel assumed a thoughtful ex-
pression. ‘ .

* “But, perhaps,” he said, “someone has
turned in a reservation.” |

The bill changed hauds.

_ four.

“Right this way, m'sien,” said the
maitre d'hotel. The only difference be-
tween this man and his lowly brethren
at Saebeck’s, and Kitsy Dikes, and
Roy’s Casino was that the maitre d'hotel
capitalized on his psychology. -

Toki ordered a Martini for Flo and .
a double brandy for himself. “And don't
die,” he told the waitér. The waiter
didn’t. He knew a sure thing when -
he saw one. This gink” was good for
about three double ones and the lobster-
tail dinner with an imported wine, and
an excellent chance to pad the bill on
the side. ;

As a matter of fact he was good for
They warmed his stomach and
relieved the constricted feeling - across
his chest. They acted as a sporofic and.
lulled his subconscious into a sense of

- security.

.When he’d dumped out them sash
weights there was probably some stuck
in the bottom, or something: .Musta
been. After all he hadn't sedh nothing
had he? It was like circumstantial evi-
dence, more or less. Hearsy mostly.
And any goof knew you could beat the
rap every -fime on circumstantial evi-
dence. He was Toki Cruseppi, wasn’t
he? The boss. Sure he -was, He
didn’t have to take shenanigans from

-anybody. Dead or alive.

He even danced with Flo. And en-
joyed it. And he ordered the lobster-
tail dinner with the imported wine. And
ate it. And he was entertained by the

- floor-show, although in his own opinion

they wore too many clothes. And he-ac-
tually remetmbered to. order Roquefort
cheese and crackers and a cordial with-
out having to refer to the menu.

Flo was having the time of herlife.
When balloons had appeared she had
popped the nearest ones with her ciga-
rette. Her blond hair was spangled
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with multi-colored confetti and the
bracelets on her bare -arms tinkled to-
gether and sparkled red and green and
violet when she threw serpentine at the
other tables. She wished the other
tables would throw some back at her.
And she had a hat of cone-shaped crepe
paper with rosettes pasted on it.
had one, too.

" She twisted lier neck so she could see
their irregular reflections in the mirrors.
She giggled. " They looked like dwarfs.
Little bitty. The hats hardly showed
She punched Tok1

“Look at us,”
scrooched up.”

Toli obediently swiveled his head to-
ward tie wall. And the fatuous smirk
vanished from his face. Not all at once,
but gradually, as if it had melted by
degrees, or had slipped, or been jarred,
from 1its moorings.

Drifting toward him through the mir-
mor was the figure -of a man, his lips
parted in a frightful, gloating grin. He

-moved slowly with a curious bubyant
lift and his scant hair stood about his
head and was wafted gently back and
forth as if it were washed by invisible
ripples of water. His features had the
swollen stretched appearance of the
drowned and the pallor of his skin was
accentuated by a mottled bluish tinge.
There was a fragment of muddy weed
like a makeshift patch plastered over one
 of the small piglike eyes, The figure
came on, deliberately, and, when it was
separated from Toki by only a thin layer
of glass, it began to raise its dripping
hands, the pudgy fingers curved to fit
smoothly around Toki’s throat.

There was a crash, the brittle sound
of splintering crystal, and Toki, pale as
death, faced the amazed Flo across the
overturned table, A bevy of waiters
materialized, apparently from thin air.

UN—§

she said, “we’re all

.

Toki
agely.

- buzzer would he.
-care of those bahies. Let

"‘I’m sick,” Toki said harshly. “T’ll

be back in a minute,” and he fled, heed-
less of the sea of questioning upturned

faces, of the dancers, of the tables, of

anything at all except the wild desire to
get away—as far away as he could—
from where he was.

He jabbed the elevator button sav-
Again and again.

He had to get that bag outta the
men’s room, too. It had his initials on
it and, if it was turned in, and the house
dick saw them weights, and got to in-
quiring around, and if the bee was put
on him— He felt like he was hollow
inside and somebody had poured fizz
water in the hole. Big Mike! It
couldn’t have been Big Mike. Big Mike

- was dead. Cold as a cucumber. But

it was Big Mike. And he'd looked at
him outta- them marble eyes just like
he’d looked at Coky Gailagher when

Coky had held out on some of the num-’
bers, And two days later Coky had

been found doubled up in a trunk in the
check room at Union Station.

It couldn’t have been Big Mike. But
it was. It was. Where was that ele-
vator? He pressed his thumb on the
buzzer and held it there.

The metal door clanged open to emit
a stream of chattering people. Toki was
the .only one going down.

The elevator plummeted to the lower
level and Toki lurched out and in the
direction of the washroom. The attend-
ant sniffed. Keep his finger on the
He knew how to take
‘er ride,
straight” down the shaft, and bring ’er
up short. Look at 'im wobble. PAhfzt,
stick your finger on the buzzer again
sometime, buddy.

The men’s room was vacant.
let the door swing to behind him and
leaned against it breathing deeply.

Toki

i
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drops of perspiration beaded his brow,
and his tongue was heavy and thick and
glued to the roof of his mouth. Over

and over the words chased through his -
mind in an endless circle of monotony—

“Big Mike—he had to get outta here
—get that bag—and get out. Big Mike
—it was. Blg Mike—get the bag——:md
- get out— .

The hrrht 01ared from the white ‘walls
and r_uoclleted from the tiled floor."

Wadded paper towels spewed from the
wire baskets and one of the basins was
The room-

filled with stagnant water.
was odoriferous with tobacco, and dis-
infectant, and hqmd soap, and of stale,
e}:hausted air.,

Toki swayed over teo the sofa- and
dragged it out from the wall.. He
grasped the handle of- ‘the satchel and
tugged it free. ‘

out.
"Tox1 froze. His eyes strove fran-

tically to pierce the darknéss which was
illumined only by the dull, red glow of

a bulb showing faintly through from the’

other side of the frosted transom. His

ears sang with- the desperate yamn’xer-»

ing of his heart.

“Who's there,” he called softly

There was no answer.

The satchel slid from h:s cold hands.
He drew his revolver from his pocket
and, pressing close to the wall, began

to work his way toward the door. There -

was no sound except. that of his own
labored.” bredthing. - He was haliway
around before he saw the form standma
-by the door waiting for him.

- The gun fell with a clang from Toki’g‘
nerveless fingers and Toki, his arms.

‘outthrust before him .as if to ward off

the thing confronting him, began to back

away, his throat working convulsively,

There was a click and the Lghts went

“the switch'and snicked it on.

his voice a shrill, babbling' squeal of
horror. ' S '

The figure came on. Relentlessly.
And Toki's very. brain reeled with the
damp river smell that seemed to perme-
ate the atmosphere. His'hip"strucl\‘ '

a washbasm he stumbled, and would

‘have falléen if he had not been - gripped

firmly by two icy hands that slowly, in-
exorably. forced - his -head down, down,
-down. into the :oap-scu_mmed water of
the bowl. -

. He kicked out frantically and his arms
ﬁaxled in a vain endeavor to grapple
with . his unseen adversary. But his
strugg gles were impotent on the shad--
owy mist that surrounded lnm—a niist
‘as intangible as river fog.

There was a succession of gurgles, the
- water spilled over the sides of the basin
and splashcd on the floor. Toki’s limbs
twitched once, twice, and went lax. And

there was silence, except for the dlop—

dlop—dlop -of dripping water.

“Hiy, where’s the light " The florid-
jowled man was just.a bit tight. . “By
Harry, "it’s an_outrage.”
“Damned
outrage that’s wha—" His voice tore
‘raggedly .and. his complexion changed
quickly from apopléctic to -tubercular.

He blinked at the sprawled torm with-
its head in the basin. '
' “Good heavens!” he said and wheeled
on his heel. His voice could be ‘heard
diminishing -down the corridor. “Help!
Murder! Police!” He was not the
type of clientele cherished by mnkeep—'
‘ers who want to keep their hotels out

* of the newspapers.

- Fro POWDERED her nose and rerouged
her lips for the tenth time. Her rhine-
stone slippers beat an impatient tattoo
under the table.” She consulted the di-

He felt for -
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" cellars. _ _
“hatiled for the bill, did he.

il she said demurely.
the check?” ‘

-hands on Toki
And raked for fifty bucks to boot. Just :

: powdet room.

minutive watch on her wrist and her
eyes were angry blue slashes. . -
Well !~ This was the first time in her
young life she’d been ditched. Ditched.
Plain, ‘common, ordinary ditched. . And

" that waitér hanging around _the table

emptying ash trays, and putting water in
the glasses, and rearranging the salt
Thought he was going -to ‘get
She'd show
him. R o

She summond him imperiously.

The only one who was gomng to get
hauled was Toki Cruseppi. -And sure as

her name was Flo Davis hewas going to -

get hauled and what I mean hauled.
She’d make hlm wxsh he'd never known_
anyhody named Flo, Dayvis. she'd fix him’
so he-~ She halted her thoughts to
smilé sweetly at the ‘hovering waiter,

“T'm afraid m) escort has been taken
A '\/Iav I have

Tt came to fortv-one ﬁfty
they really laid it on.

. Flo put -a ﬁfty-dollar bill “on the sil-
ver salver and said. graciously, “You’
keep the_change.”
she” wasn't no .two-timer. -

The waiter “hecame. suffused with
chéer. “Could he gef’ modom’'s coat,
could - he call the starter” and see that -
modom’s car was waltmg could ‘he—"

*“Thank you no,” Flo sald Modoms
car in a pig’s eye. " Modom’} jitney cab’

Criﬁes,

W

: and it'd better not cost moren ‘three

mnetv or there was going to be a sore
taxi driver. Just wait’ll she got her
Cruseppi., Ditched.

wait, ,
. She gathered up her long kld gIoves

' zmd evening bag, arose and swept across
* the floof and up the steps, ‘trying to act -

as if .she .were only on her way to the

<That'd show. him~

" cab, and to pay the bill.

x.
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She collected: her coat from the check .
girl and went down in the elevator. -
Maybe Toki was sick hke he'd said.” So’
what? If he 'had any ‘manners, he'd
have sent a bellhop or somebody to tell”
her, and to—see that she was put in a -
As far as she
was concerned he could go take a fast
runrung jump in the resetvoir.

Liitle clusters of people stood about™™
in the lobby talking excitedly and the
manager, looking very harassed, was
trying his best tp break up the groups.
and keep them’ movmg , s

There was an ambulance drawn up

out51de The doorman whlstled a cab ~

for her. . = -

C“What! s.the matter,” she asked him.
“Nothing,” he said.. “I guess it’s

" some lame brain’s idea of a lark.,” Hed
had his instructions direct from the
manager, himself. .. - ° :

Flo climbed in and gave her address.

The driver folded down the corner of

a page of a dog-eared copy of a maga-
zine, shoved in the gears, .and they

‘moved out into the night. !

~That left fifty cents.

‘.

THE METER read three (lollars and ten
cents when the cab drew up in front
“of the remodeled flat. Thirty,cents tip. "
Just enough to
buy a few lilies. " And Toki'd be ripe
for them when she got through ‘with
hitn.. '

She ran hghtly up the. steps and into”
‘the building. - -

CAfgirl with er hair in tin curlers
and a pink bath towel over her arm
trailed her froufrou housecoat down the
hall of the second floor. N

“Hi,” she said. “Have a good time?”

“Swell * Flo answered.

“My, you're sure all diked out.” The
'glr!__s;ghed enviously. “I don’t know
what you've got I hdven't got but
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whatever it is, it’s potcnt GO out \\nh :
one guy and ha\c anothel O'uv aend vou
ﬂcm ers.” 7
lt 5
Gmduna:.
in the box.

Flowers v
I nea1ly snuffed a ‘hole
You get gardenias and I'm
Tucky if my boy friend buys me a bunch
of cloth daisies for my last year's coat.’

“Wlien did ‘they come?” -

“About half-hour aiter you leit. T
put them out on my wmdow sill so-
they'd Kéép. - Just a sec and I'll get
them.” - The girl ‘gave her a knowing
look and she wcnt off dovm the hall
saying, \n)nme\\ou want to mve me
lessons, “dearié, holler. o :

Half- an. “hour” after she'd left: T'oki
h'ldnt sent: them then~ AW ho ha(P
Could 1t be lhat nmn i the Buick coupé’
w ho d rnven 11el"a rzde home that day -
\hc d’ "one 0 the,njatiriee at the B1]0u\
ar the tlombone’:‘plavel "t Saebecks
_Hc d Had-"a-¢rush “on™ ‘hed
scared- ot Blo ‘\IlLe 1hough Big Mike.
He~ usul t "Say b Phhh’ ‘Gardenias ¥
 Smell hlm tunela}s I'lo felt a Jittle *
- ~chain of goose’ pnnples quiver anno* her
spme ‘She wondered if she'd ever tor-
get the way ‘Big Mi ke had: lool\ed -at
her. Tt "was - enouwh to give you the
bejums. s She pulled’ herbelf togethen at

=
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room. She always made it a-point to -
.ddd “Suite 2, when she gave her
address to depar tmem stores for a de-
livery. ' s
She turned on the lamps, thrcw her
coat across the flowered-brocatelle arm
of a chair and went into her bedroom.
Flo 1ca]ly prided herscH on her bed-
room. ‘Tt had been lifted bodily out of
the Louis Quinze section at Stix, Baer
& F}lllel' and- was, as Flof‘s_ai_d_.'_a dilly.
To be sure the brocade drapes’ were
Streaked froin the radiator, and I]iL‘ v :‘m’i‘

ity had a'w hm-;h irregular. splotch. on its,

Cilaid” top mbexc she had splllul nails

pollah remover, “butlit still locked  like

the kind “of- delOOﬂl that- rmnrhl ha\

for: aoeb—‘ .

bc]onﬁed 0 \Julamc DuBany
a bit’ ha7v as to Madame. Dubalr} S

w;(lennt\—-dmr“ aya ng had béen gi- ﬂa _
“about her, and that Avas’ cuough ruom—

- -

incindation’ for Flo. . L0 2o

‘bhe Awsually civ 'ﬂke(l Ianguldlv ar f)und
her hedroom - \\hen shie: came ™ in.: le}')-
1)111“ friny: hLﬂp‘: ot (,lothmg hgre and

R

Lhe1c Ii gme “hera scube of; Taxury, f:

Céven if bh(‘ w ould have ro 1)1d\ ‘thcm up

her self m the mm,nmg ol
But 101110111 she ~didn’ v bother‘"

resentmient at’ “Tokis nmmentanly shel v edi

the slap, slap of returning bedroom slip-" -

. perss -Well, \;hou'er d sent el - “ould
v have put a’card in the hox. - -
-She accepred "the white: pabteboard
: cauon W 1Lh caleless nomhalame o
“Sure,” she - “said, an},tsme Tive
bucks a lesson.  Give me a knock E\yhéu\ '
you're through with thestub, will you?”
“Oke doke I'll leave the watu‘ run-

nmﬂf ”, e . ‘

TLO LET hcrsdf into her suite. - She -
'callcd it a suite to- dlstmgmbh it from

the other apartmenls wliose™ boudoirs
-pullcd down’ from -a closet in "the Tiving

rs

“she snappcd gutlie rose silk. bed- hmp
She lifted. ﬂ]e “
- She shool\ ‘the” mper.-‘

aniong the silver stems-and créamy peials

'of'tl’le'd)r«‘%iﬂé There blmply wasi‘t a,
ccard, “Anywhére.

That was dammed: queer.” If }',-'ou' sent
somebody flowers, you wanted to get
tlie credit for it, didn’t you? -
it was. the man ‘in the Buick coupé.

“Maybe. he was ‘married "or. something. -

“You'd think he’d have written :a line on

it though, wouldn't you?. Like; “here’s

Tlo* was

Unless _‘

4
A

and pmucedcdwmthout furthct delay-to "_'4'
_'opm the florist’s: hox..
'_'-v"ai(lcums out -and Tunted for thg card:
~There w :LJ none.’
and ransacked ihe’ cattonand € even poked

T

Irer F"

-
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to the Bijoux,” or, “To a'n‘ enjoyable
ride,” or something like that. You
couldn’t tell about married men, though.
They were cagy. They might want to
eat cake but, by gosh, most of them
were darn careful they wesre going to
keep what cake they had at home, too.
Well, whoever it was would turn up.
They always did.

She’d wear her black crepe tomor-
row. They'd look well on black, and
the fox furs, and that off- the-face tur-
ban with the veil.

. She slipped out of her gown and into
a full-skirted moire negligee. And
she’d wear the diamond bracelet Toki
had given her, over her gloves llke in
the ads.

She took a jar of theatrical cold cream -

and a container of tissues off the shelf
of the closet and walked across to her
dressing table to light the tall, thin,
lace-shaded lamps on either side of the
-scrolled mirror. And she’'d wear her
new doeskin pumps and her— She gave
a stifled gasp and the jar of cream fell
from her grasp, bounced off the grained
wood and rolled bumpily around on the
rug. .
On the mirror was written in bold,
blood-red letters, “It’s your funeral.”
A lipstick, i.ts's'carlet tongue blunted, lay
on the table top.

—

"Fro rooxep wildly around the room

and back at the scrawled words, The
cloying scent of gardenias arose chok-
ingly in her nostrils. Her head swam
and she gripped the edge of the table to
retain her balance

Who? Her door was locked. No-
body had a key. except Toki. Toki
had one. Big Mike had one. But he
‘was dead. Toki. Toki must have done
it. Why? Why would he do a thing
like that? Had he ditched her to come

down here and write that on her mir-
ror? That wasn’t like Toki. But he
must have. Why? Why? What was
her funeral? Was this his way of telling
her she. was washed up? That there
was somebody else? It looked—it
looked nasty hanging there in midair
like that, Damn those gardenias. They
did smell like funerals. They did! If
Big Mike wasn’t dead—but he was dead
—his eyes that night she’d—she’d
stood there under the canopy—but he
was dead. He was. He had to be.
There was a rap on the hall door.
With an immense effort Flo said, “What
is it?” Her voice quavered and broke.
“Your bath’s running.” ‘
“Thanks.” :
“What’s the matter?
kind of shaky.” :
“Nothing. Nothmg at all.
in the morning.’
“Qke doke.
“G’night.” ,
Flo took a handful of tissues and
wiped the mirror frenziedly, The
words smudged and ran together. An-
other handful, ‘another and another and,
finally, there was no trace except for
faint pinkish film. She sat down on
the French-blue bench and stilled the

You sound
See you

"Night.”

~trembling of her lips with a cold fore-

finger. _

There was no sense in getting ex-
cited. It was some of Toki’'s doings
and that’s all there was to it. He just
had a perverted sense of humor, She'd
make him wish it- was his funeral.
She’d knock his props for him! Lord,
those gardenias. They made her sick
to her stomach. ' '

She put them outside on the window
stll,

And nuts wnth a bath. She wasn’t
dirty. And, besides, the masseuse at
the Adelphia Turkish Baths said that
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' too inany of them weren’t good for your
skin. Dried it out. - Shed turn the
water off and nuts with it. What she
needed was sleep. She wanted to be in
fine fettle tomorrow when she saw Tokl
She’d funeral him! .

She wrapped her negligee around her

.and went out and down the hall mto the ‘

bathroom.
The place was black as pitch Gladys
must have turned on the taps full tilt.

Couldn’t hear yourself think.- Smelled

like the pipes could stand some cleaning.
A muddy, river smell;
“was the light chain? -

She felt in one of her quxlted pock-

ets, found. a paper packet of matches k

‘and struck one.
The door closed behmd her
‘ IZasily. '

She whirled. The Jnatch burned her

fingers. She dropped it and tore off
" another. - It broke in the mlddle
“Gladys ?"”

‘There was no answer, ~ «
“Who is it?” she said hoarsely, tear-
" ing at the matches. -But there was no
 reply—only the rush of water into the
tub. L. '

. A third match flamed and 1h1s time
Flo didn’t ‘know when it burned her
fingers. She was conscious of nothing
 but the blotched, bloated features of
"the man moving toward her with drip-
ping outstretched arms. She couldn’t
even shriek. She tried. But her voice
was locked fast in her throat.

and went out.

'\/Irs O Donnell broke off in the mid- )

dle of a snore, turmed over in her niam-
moth bed and began-on a different note.
Tink—tink—tink—
She wrinkled her nose sleepily and

Dank. Whe’re

Softly, '

The
-~ match burned” down to the end, ﬂared'

hitched up her covers.
—Tink—tink—tink—, -
\fIrs O’ Donnell sat up. and hstened

She switched on the light. A dark,
wet- stain' was spreading over Mrs.
_ O’Donnell’s ceiling and a miniature pond
was collectlng, drop by drop, on "vIrs ’
- O’Dennell’s plllow

. Her lips blew. out in an exclamatory
‘poof, and she got out of bed with an
alacrity astonishing for one of heér pon-
derous bulk, to shrug into a shabby
bathrobe and stuff her archless feet into
broken-down Damel Greens

These boarders! Forget 't tum the
lights out, forget to close the windows
so that most of the time she was heat-
~ing up all outdoors, and the ‘bathtub!
This would make the third time in six _
months. Did "they care how much a.
.'plasterer charged. Did they care-if the
ceilings fell down? Did they_care‘about
“anything <but their own sweet selves?” -
Not them! She’d bet dimes to dill
pxckles it was that Flo Davis again.
The - worst of the lot. Shiftless, no
‘count: What did Flo Davis care if
the Celhng fell down and killed mnocent —
people, not to speak of the mess after
the plasterer got through, and the prices
he charged! - ‘

Mumbling and muttering, Mrs.
O’'Donnel climbed the stairs and padded

“down the hall to the bathroom.
was seeping along the baseboards and
the runner was a soggy mush.

Mrs. O'Donnel bunched her night-

" gown and bathrobe around her knees,
“opened the bathroom door, felt blindly.

for the light chain, and gave it a violent
yank., . -
The_bunched clothing unbunched and '
fell to her ankles where it sloshed loosely
in the running water. Mrs. O’'Donnell

Water



THE CREST OF THE WAVE -

put a hand on the wash bowl . to steady
herself, and _without takmg her gaze
from the- bathtub, she began to scream
methodically, evenly, and with monoto--
nous persistence. '

e

THE MORNING sun tried its best to

plerce the-gray sky and did succeed i

striking a brassy response from the por-

_tals of the Windermere_ before it retired.

for the day behind its conglomerate layer
~ of sulphurous clouds, gasoline fumes and
coal smoke. _ . -
The cabby- Jooked - up. from hig paper
and frowned One dumb day, if you
asked him. Dead as ditch water. Quiet _
as an-old maid's parlor. The funnies
weren't even any good. Same brand of.
news, too. . . .
Fire on Tenth Street. The fegular
run of accidents. The Windermere had
managed to keep their little accident out

of the papers, he'd noticed. - Some pull.

‘Shucks, he couldn't blame them, though.
It wasn’t their fault a bloke with a skiz-

zler. full had to pass out face down in’

a washbasin..

And, let’s see..a streetcar smashtup,
and a beer truck, and the usual school-
bus and train, and a hit-and-run in a
silver-and maroon Cadillac.
killed -outright. Joe Somebody and
‘Nickels Somebody-else.  The guy driv-
ing had escaped.  Well. he wouldn't

¢Stay escaped with that car and’ that de”

scription.  Big and fat with small eyes,
height ﬁve-ten welght two fiftv. wear-

t

“Two people,

Y

> not much change in temperature.

griping for a new ice box.

mg ‘a ‘blue- -serge suit heheved to. be’ wet
- And a "dame had jumped out of a
window,-or been pushed. during a party
and another dame had slipped in a bath-
tub and knocked herself out long enough -
to get drowned. He'd had a fare last
night at that setoiid address. Or near
* Some looker. ~Acteéd like she knew
her way around tovm He'd bet she
didn't fall in no bathtub ‘Not that babe.”
Not, unless there was a bunch of pearls

Jor a stack of dollar bills in the bottom

of it. He wondered if it was true that

_ there w rere more deaths caused in bath- |

tubs. tlfan . automobiles.” He grinned.
He'd have to ‘tell that to the old lady

“next Saturda) : _ :
"The jewel robbery had been solved.

A fence named Zacchus—ctiminently the

names some of these birds sported—

had been -catight with the goods. Only
- one piece missing, a bracelet. '
And the ads. Pages of 'em. .Sears

were having a sale. . The old lady was
get her one. Christmas was coming.
-And- one of those shantyboat dodos—
Krohler was it?—Kohler—had caught a
,stiff in his fishing net. Haw, bet that
played hob with your ‘breakfast, brother.
And the weather. Clear" tomorrow,
River

;_408 40.8. 40.8, calm.

The .cabby put . the paper. alongmdc,

him .on thé seat, pulled- his hat down

over his eyes, scounged on the back of
his neck, snghed guqtlly and slept

.o : THE .I:ND

8¢

‘Maybe, he’d
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Q On all th.ll ll][hlli plam, thare was.
nnly a hmlﬂm I]l[l tlm ur—that huwled' .

Illustrated by M Issp ‘

TH E SQ,U[\'b was - ‘not loud,. yet. it
~seemed: 10 fill the whole vast, darkening..
. .}])Lun and. the palely - luniinous, hollow
. -sky) A wailing “and howlmg, 0 faint, -

‘and anl]OlOHOUb that; it might; have been”
) ‘maud]bk sav “for the pul:,m‘T rise and.’

fallo* Ane ancient,’ ommous ‘sound: that-

“was somehow i har mon} with the w;ld -

: ~p'1rber vegetated  landscapes: and the‘--
- strange, harbdrm Uarb of the threc en - -

who | shdtcncd ~a littde': dip in. 111(:
or ound Iving. L]OS(. tola dymg fire, = =7
“Walves, | “ou}d }ou say, I‘athrd”’
Tc{uc:,uoned ther csmall man. Sy

. The tall -barbarian nxsed hlmseh un

“one elhow tand- pushed * back “his Iongfﬁ :

~tangled, . ~copper hair “to” listen * better. -
THis sh'lggy cloalk [ fell” away - from is -
mdssl\ shoulders.

“on ' brooch of beaten gold and a brass

_r__l.}gger pommel; olinted in-his’ sombcr '

'wn-é(,h éyes. * Aftes' a 'while he lay back.
“Wolves: le‘hd])b +T have lfeard thein
XA ho“l that way on the Cold \Vaste when
-~ they hunted e down. Yet. thcr "'a
' d)t ferénce, Gray Mouser.” :
" The Mouser pu]lgd his gray woolen
.L_lm]\ closer around him.” Then “tlmy
looked at the third man, who had not
< 'spoken. The. third man was meanly -
clad, and liis cloak was a little ragged
and the scabbard of his short sword was
frayed. With- ‘surprise, they saw that
his eyes stared, white circled, from his

- pinched. leuhery 1ace and that ‘he trem-
bled. ST

-

1
=5

'sald in‘a quml\, \abue voice.

T‘lrehcrh[ gleamcd,“

. chmblmrr now ;
. himseli. -

- grasses.

HI]WLING TI]WER

hy I—'HITZ I.EIBEB JR.

Y ou've bt,en over, these p]auis many
times  hefore, " Faihrd said to him,

5])011\1110‘ the \"futturalf languave of the

‘guide. I‘lnts \\hy wé've asked you
0 bhO\\ us the way. You must know
this country well.”
pointed. the queatlon. _
-nodded jcrkﬁy
not so loud;” he
"""\ot at

The guide : Gulped
I\'e hea1d 1t belme

tlns Ume or year. \Ten
lmown to v‘lma}
ThC) 51\* meix: hem qt-in ‘their~ dreama

and ale lmcd aw a} -——110t a frood smmd

) 0 woh‘
Tathrd ‘a‘nmsedly L

,ﬂ..

[t v\a-b '31111 hfrht cnouwh 101

_nor -spoke with a_man who 1\1]1(_(1 one.]

~He -paused. then Iaml)led off d.‘):l.l'i\.t-
=T hev te]l of an 01(1 tow et somc—__' s
: A,where out on the phms

L(“ y.

bOUHd is- ptrOllgeat there. o
“seen it lhcy 5'1)——— Cr e
\bruplly he stopped
hnn

1]1@ \[ousel prodded -

with a few. Lemptmg quesnons but the

answ ers” were a- httle nore than mwouih’

" noises, ncnher affirmative nor- ‘negative.’
"The fire “lowed through whitc-ashes, .
A liule- wind rustled the scant -
or

died.
“The sound had ceased siow,
else- 1t had sunk so deeply into their
-minds  that- it was no longer audible.

~ The- Mouser, peelmw bleeplly over the

 humped” horizon. of ' Fafhrd's great

- cloaked body, turned his thoughts to far-

The hst SIX W ords_

The\ suy“the .-
I ha\e-not__'}___

T

ha\e been
Thcne care’ stoneq -

thc ‘
\Iouber to Latch lhe obbtmate “ndl'dcd

ook un ‘the guide’s ‘face. as hc answ cred S
“T. nc\erSaw a wolf in these par ts,’__;--'

He, \\"as ‘ nht o
seeme(l thhdrzm n into

[P R

"a ‘good \\ olt, rumb]ed a T

.

‘ \\— [ -
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You'll drink it yourself this time, Wizard!” -
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off, many-taverned Lankhuiar', . the

homeland to which he and Fafhrd were .

seeking to return, leagues and leagues
away across alien lands and a whole un-
charted ocean. The hmltless darkness
pressed down. -

 NEXT MORNING.the guide was gone.
Fafhrd laughed and made light of the

occurrence as he stood stretching and

snuffing the cool, clear air. :
“Foh! I could tell these plains were
not to ‘his. liking, for all his talk of hav-
“ing crossed them seven times. A bundle
of superstitious fears! You saw how he
quaked when the little wolves began to
‘howl.
his friends we left at the last water.”

- The Mouser, fruitlessly scanning the -

mpty horizon, nodded. - Indeed, there
cemed no other’ expl:matlon. To have
. ’g'otten away without waking them, the

man must have crept with intentional-
The Mouser felt through :

no:selessness.
his pouch.
“Well, at least he’s. not robbed us—
c:mept for the two gold pleces we gave
him to bind the bargain.” '
Fafhrd's - laughter pealed and he
thumped the Mouser between the shoul-
der blades. The Mouser caught - him
by the wrist, threw him with a twist and

-a roll, and they wrestled on the ground )

until the Mouser was pinned.

- “Come on,” grinned Fafhrd, aprmg-
mg up. .
traveled strange country alone.”

. They tramped. far that day:
springiness of the Mouser’s wiry body
enabled him to keep up with Fafhrd’s
long strides. Toward evening. a whir-
ring arrow from Fafhrd’s bow brought
' down a sort of small antelope with deli-
cately ridged horns. A little earlier they
had found a ¢lear, unsullied waterhole
and filled their ‘skin bags. When the

My word on it, he’s run back to _

The - like a bee.

late summer sunset came, they made
camp and munched carefully brox]ed loin

-and crisped bits of fat.

The Mouser sucked his lips and fin-.
gers clean, then strolled to the top of a
small nearby- hummock to survey the
line of their next day’s march. The sun

haze that had -curtailed vision during
‘the afternoon was gone now, and he

could peer far. over the rolling, swelling -
grasslands through the cool, pellucid air.

At that momeént the road to Lankhmar .
. did not seem so long, or so weary. Then

‘his sharp eyes spied an irregularity in
~ the horizon toward which they were
tending. Too distinct for trees, too

evenly shaped for a rock: and he had .

_seen no-trees or rocks in this country.

It stood out sharp and tiny against the .
pale sky.. No, it was built by man; a
tower of some sort. _

At that moment the sound returned.
It seemed to come from everywhere at
once; as if the sky itself were wailing
faintly, as if the wide, solid ground weve
‘baying mournfully. Tt was louder this
time, and there was in it a strange con-

* fusion of sadness and threat grief and
. menace.

- Fafhrd jumped to his feet and waved .
his arms wildly, and the Mouser heard
him’ bellow out in a great, jovial voice,
“Come, little wolves, come and share

- our fire and singe your cold noses. I
.. will send my bronze-beaked birds wing-
“It won't be the first time we’ve

ing.to welcome you, and my- friend will
show you how a slung stone can buzz .
We will teach you the mys-
teries of sword and ax. Come, little |
wolves, and be guests of Fafhrd and the

“Gray Mouser!”

The huge laugh with whxch he ended

this challenge drowned out the alien

sound, and it seemed slow in reassert-
ing itself, as though.laughter were a
stronger .thing. The Mouser felt

S




5 A Thr o
2 TAII R Rt 0 G Raman

S THEHOWLINGTOWER S )

.cheered and it- was_with a- light heart
that he told Fathrd of what he had seen,
and reminded him of ‘what the guide had
said- about the noise .and the tower.

* Fafhrd- only ~ laughed again. and
‘guessed, “Perhaps the sad, furry ones
have a den there. We
morrow, since we go that way.
like to kill a wolf.” - '

The big man was in a jolly mood and

‘would not talk with the Mouser about
serious or melanghoiy things. Instead,
he sang drinking songs and repeated old
tavern jokes,
claiming that they ‘made him. feel as
drunk as wine. - He kept Gp such an in-
© Cessant clamor that the Mouser could
" not tell whether the strange howling had
ceased. though he’ rather imagined he
- heard it once or twice. Certainly it was
gone by the. time they. wrapped- them-
- selves up for sleep in the ‘wraithlike star-
hght '

- ) e

-NEKT MORNING Fafhrd was gone.,

Even before the Mouser had halooed for
“him and scanned the nearb}; terrain, he
knew that his foolish, self-ridiculed
fears had become certainties. He could

still -see the tower, although in the flat,

yellow light ‘of -morning it seemed to
" have receded, as though it were seeking.
to evade him. He even fancied he saw
" a tiny moving figure nearer to the tower
than to him. That. he knew, ‘was only
“ifmagination. -
great, Nevertheless, he wasted little fime -
in ‘s»»allbwinq some cold meat, which
still had a savory taste, in wrappmg up
some more for his pouch, and in taking
a crulp of water.. Then he set out at a

long, springy lope, a. pace he knew he

could hold for hours. .

At the bottom of the next swell in
the plain he found slightly softer ground,
cast up and down it for Fafhrd’s foot-

shiall find out-to-.
I would -

a little wobbly.. -

qhuEk:ling hugely and-

_den.

The distance was too.

man.

.The wide thouth was set.
. grim, fixed look to the: black eyes above

-prints and - found them.. “‘They" were
wide-spaced, miade by a mard ‘running.
" Toward ‘midday. he found a water-

*‘V-ho'le, lay down to drink and rest a little.
‘A short way back he had again seen

Now he rioted another
set in the soft earth; not-Fafhrd's, but
roughly parallel to his. They were at
least a day older, wide-spaced, too, but
From their size and
shape -they might very well have been
made by the guide’s sandals; the mid-
dle of the. print showed faintly the mark
of thongs such as he “had worn about”
the instep. .

The Mousér 1oped doggedly on. - His
_pouch, wrapped cloak, water- bag, and
weapons were beginning to feel a bur-
The tower ‘was-appreciably closer, .
although the sun haze masked any de-
tails. He calculated he had almost cov-
ered ha]f the distance. . ’

“The slight successive swells in the,
prairie land seemed as endless-as those
in a dream. He noticed them not so
“much by sight as by the infinitesimal
hindrance and easing they gave his lope.’
The little low clumps of bush and brush -
by which he measured his progress were -
all the same. .
of erosion were no wider: than could
be taken in a stride. Once a coiled
. greenish serpent raised its flat head from
.the rock on which it was sunting and
observed “his passing. - Occasjonally -

Fafhrd's prints.

‘gras'ihoppers‘ whirred out .of his"path..

"He ran with his feet close to the ground
to conserve energy, yet: there .was a
characteristic leap to his stride, for he
was used to matching that of a taller °
The fiat nostrils_of his.snub nose
flared wide, sucking and expelling air. .
There was-a

the wide—bqned, browned cheeks. He
knew that even at his best he would be

The infrequent gullies
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‘hard put to equal the apeed in I‘afhrd s
rangy; loncr-musrled frame.

Clouds sailed in from the north, cast-
ang great, hurrying shadows over land- -

scape, finally blotting out the sun alto-
He? could see the tower better
NOwW.

dows

It was W lnle he was, pausmg atop a
rise for a breatluug,,spell that the sound .

.recommenced, -taking - lnm-

-‘unaware;,

‘sending a shiver éver his. ﬂesh.: Tt might
‘have been. the low. clouds.that gave it
| gréater s power and an eerie, echomg-
It -might; ha've been. his” béing -
~.alone Lhaunade it seem.. less. sorrowful'
-and more,menaung But it \\:}15 unde-ﬁ
and its- rhythmrc Swells'ﬂ'

Jquality.

"nial)lv- louder.-
-canie hke.g l(.'lt fru:ts of w md

- T he Mauser: had counted on’ 1'eachmg
~the tower by sunset h But thie’ earlv\ap—f
" pearance of-the. aouud upset hisiéalci--.”
:lations and did ot bode well for F afhrd
Jis. Judfrment stold -him he: could COVEr :
‘the rest of the d]stauce ar somethmﬂ Tike ‘.
lnbtamly e, came tora, decr-l-
He: Iossed -his brrr pouch cwater .,
skm bundled doalx, %word -and harness'

top. speed
. slon.

.into-a clump .of: bushes ;.
hght anner - }Cll\lll
“sling. - Thus .
ahead ‘reet fiymg.: T, be low clouds ‘dark-
sened. A féw chopé of rain.. spattcred
-He kept hrs e} es on the 0*round* watch-

kept only his .

1<rhtened he

.ing for” mequalmes and shppery spots.-,

lhe sound seemiéd to mtensrfy—and gain
Tew. unearthliness of . timbre ' with every

’_.-L\.-erY,from the tower th'e pli).in had.
Been empty and vast, but here it was _
_desolate. .
- wooden
-grains and lierbs run 'wild and. dying ..
cout, the .

. The sagging
“outbuildinigs,

~or, tumbled
the .~ domestic

lines of stunted: and toppled

R . .
It was of a darkish color, with -
.darker specks Lhat might be small win-

' jcho .,.rui

lonfr\ dagger, . and--
.Spur ted: "

. fenders..

-

trees, _the"bumrestron of fences and p'xths

and ruts—all ‘combined to giverthe im-

pression that human life had once been-
here.but had long since departéd. Only

the great stone tower,- with “its air of .
, obstinate soh(hty and with sound pour-

ing from it or seemmg to pour from 1t

'was allve. L

_ The VIouser g pretty well mndcd

though not shal\y now changed his.

«course and ran in an obquue direction

to take advanfage of \the cover- provrded
by a thin line of trees and wind-blown

serub. Such eautron wvas second natur

Al hls instincts clamored
affambt the possmrhty of meéeting a,w olf
.or_hound: -pack: on -open: ground

W ith- lnm

He had ,,worked h):, way. past. and part’
et before he Lame .
t' here w ab no hne .

~or coneealmepl';
10 the base

fmded by - ieatlrér;f ) veled burkled
oulbulldmg, automatrcally searehed
about uptil he found a couple of sniall
stoues “hose -weight ~sitited - his;; sling..

II::; stm dy. chest. ':tlll worl\ed hke a-bel- .

.lows, " drinking _air. Then he - -peered .
.around a corner -at. the tower and atood
there crouched a- 11ttle, frownmg

It wds potias lugh as e had thoucrht
ﬁv' 'c,tone:, ‘or,. perhaps SEX, The nar-
“TOW wmdows _were 1rregularly phccd

and (l](l not give any clear idea of inner .

conformatron The _stones. wcre hrcre
and -rudely . he\m aeemed ﬁrmly set,

:save for lhObC of 1he baulement ulnch _

had . shifted some\\hat Almobt faun«

Jhim was the dark, umuformatxve rectan-
-gle of a doorway. . » -

There was no. rushmer sueh a place
_was. the Mouser’s, thought; no sense in
rushing ‘a place- that had'no sign of de-
There was_no way. of: getting

VS
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at it unseen; a watcher on the battle-
ments would have noted his approach
long ago. One could only walk up to
it, tensely alert for unexpected attacks.
And so the Mouser did that.

Before he had covered half the dis-

tance his ‘sinews were taut and strain-
ing. - He was mortally certain that he
was being watched by -something more
than unfriendly, A day’s running had
made him .a little light-headed, and his
senses were abnormalty clear.
the unending hypnotic background of
the howling he heard the splatters of the
separate raindrops, not yet become 'a
shower. He noted the size and shape
of each dark stone around the darker
doorway. He smelt the characteristic
odor of stone, wood, soil, but yet no
heavy animal smell. For the thousandth
time he tried to picture some possible
source for the sound. A dozen hound
packs in a cavern underground? That
was close, but not close enough. Some-
thing eluded him. And now the dark
walls were very near, and he strained
his eyes to-penetrate the gloom of the
doorway. -

The remote grating sound might not
have been enough of a warning, for he
was almost in a trance. It may have
been the sudden, very slight increase of
darkness over his head that released the

taut bowstrings of his muscles and sent

him lunging with catlike rapidity into
the tower—instinctively, without paus-
~ing to glance up. Certainly he had not
an instant to spare, for he felt an un-
yielding surface graze his escaping body
and flick his heels. A spurt of wind
rushed past him from b__ehind‘, and the
jar of a mighty impact staggered him.
He spun around to see a great square
of stone half obscuring the doorway.
A few moments before it”had formed
part of the battlement. '

_that hugged: the wall.
- dangerous now, bustnesslike.
Against

g

Tooking at it as it lay there denting

.the ground, he grinned for the first time

that day—almost laughed in relief.

THE SILENCE was profound, startling.
It occurred to the Mouser that the
sound had ceased utterly. e glanced
around the barren, circular interior,
then started up the curving stone stair
His grin was
On the
first level above he found Fafhrd and—-
after a fashion--the gutdc But he
found a puzzle, too. .

Like that below, the room occupied
the full c1rcumference of the tfower.
Light from'the scattered, slitlike win-
dows dimly revealed the chests lining
the walls, and the dried herbs and dessi-
cated birds, small mammals, and rep-

 tiles hanging from the ceiling, suggest-

ing an apothecary’s shop. There was
litter everywhere, but it was a tidy lit-
ter, seeming to have a tortuously logical
arrangement all its own. On a table
was a hodgepodge of stoppered bottles
and jars, stone basins and mortars, odd
instruments of horn, glass, and boune,
and a_ brazier in which charcoal smol-
dered. There was also a plate of
gnawed bones, and beside it a brass-
bound book of parchment, spread open
by a dagger set across the pages.

" Fafhrd lay supine on a bed of skins
laced to a low wooden framework. He
was pale and breathed heavily—Ilooked
as if he had been drugged. He did not
respond when the Mouser shook him
gently and whispered his name. But
the thing that baffled the Mouser was
the multitude of linen bandages wound
around Fafhrd’s limbs and chest -and
throat, for they were unstained and,
when he parted them, there were no

wounds beneath. They. were obviously

not -bonds. -
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“And lving beside Fafhrd so close
that his big hand touched the hilt, was
Fafhrd’s great sword, unsheathed.

It was only then that he saw the
guide, huddled in a dark corner. behind
the couch.
But the bandages were stiff with rusty
stains, and it was easy to see thai he
was dead. -

The Mouser tried again to “wake

Fafhrd, but the big man’s face stayed -
The Mouser did not
* feel that Fafhrd was acttiall‘y’there, and

the feeling frightened and angered him,

a2 marble mask.

It was as he -stood nervously puzzling

~that he became aware of slow steps de-

scending the stone stair.”

Slowly they
circled the tower.

The sound of heavy

. breathing was heard, coming inl regu-

larly spaced .gasps. 'The Mouser
crouched behind the table, his eyes glued
on the black hole-in the ceiling through
which the stair vanished. .
- The man who emerged was old and
small and bent, dressed in garments as

- tattered and uncouth and musty-looking -
"as_the contents of the room.

partly bald, with a matted tangle of gray -
When the

He was

hair around his large ears.
Mouser sprang up and menaced him
with a drawn dagger he did not attempt
to flee, but went into what seemed an
ecstasy of fear—trembling,

The Mouser thrust a stubby candle
into the brazier, held it to the old man’s
face. He had never seen eyes so wide
with terror—they jutted out like little
white balls—nor lips so thin and unfee]—
mgly cruel. -

The first intelligible words that 1ssued
‘from the lips were hoarse and choked;

the voice .of a man who-has not spoken

for a long time. /
“You are dead. You are dead!” he

7 ‘a touch would send it over? -
He was simifarly. bandaged.

I saw the stone fall.

“something more. | ‘
- ished and something else took its place.

babbling -
shrill, throaty sounds, and darting his -
~arms about meaninglessly.

became plaintive.

:c_ackled at the Mouser, pointing a shaky

finger. “You should not be here. 1
killed you.. Why else have I kept the
great stone cunningly balanced, so that
I knew
you did not come because the sound
lured you. You came to hurt-me and
to help your freind. So I killed you.
I saw you under
the stone. - You could not have ebcaped
- You are dead.” R :
And he tottered toward the Mouser,

- brushing at him as though he could dis- -
.sipate the Mouser like smoke.  But

when his hands touched solid flesh’ he -
squealed and -stumbled away. '
. The Mouser followed him, .moving
his knife suggestively. “You are right
as to why I came,” he said.  “Give me
back my friend. 'Rouse him.” ,

To his suxprlse, the old man did not
cringe, ‘but - ab;uptly stood his ground.
The look -of terror in the unblinking
eyes underwent a subtle change. The
terror- was still there, but there was
Bewilderment van-

He walked past the Mouser and sat
down on a stool by the table.

- “I am not much - afraid of you,” he
muttered, looking sideways. “But there
are those of whom I am very much

-afraid. And I fear you only because

vou will try to hinder me from protect-

ing myself against them—irom taking

the measures T know I miust take.”: He
“Yeou must not hin-

der me. You must not.”

. Thé Mouser frowned.. The ghastly

'look of terror—and something more—
-that warped the old man’s face seemed

a permanent thing, and the strange
words he spoke did not sound like lies.

“Nevertheless, you must rouse my
frlend i



- would be the next to go!”

- hands?
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THE oup MAN did ‘not-answer this.

Instead, -after one quick glance at the
. Mouser,

he stared vacantly at the wall,
-shaking his Liead, and began to talk.

“I do not fear you.” Yet I know the
depths of fear. You do not. Have you
lived alone with that sound for years
on years, knowing what it meant? I
have.

- “Fear was-born into me. It was in

iy mother’s bones and blood. And in

my father's and i my brother's., There
was too much magic and loneliness in
this, our home, and in my people. When
I'was a child they all feared and hated

- me—even ~the ‘slaves and the great
“hounds that- before

me- slavered and‘
growled and snapped.
“But my fears were stronger than

‘theirs, for did thiey not die one by one

in such a way that no suspicion fell upon
me ‘until the end? ~1 knew it was oné
against many, and I took no chances.
When it began, they always thought I
He cackled

at this. “They thought I was small and

. weak and foolish.» But did not my

brothers die as if strangled by their own
Did not my-miothér sicken and
languish? + Did- not my father give ‘a

\ < .
* great cry and leap from she tower’s top?

“The hounds. were the last to go-
They hated me most—even more than
my father hated me—and the smallest
of them could have torn out my throat.
They were hungry - because there was
‘no one left to feed them. - But I lured
them into the deep <cellar, pretending to
flee from them; and when' they were all
inside I slipped out and barred the door.

- For many a night thereafter they bayed

~and howled at me, but I knew I was

safe. Gradually the baying glew less
and less as they killed each other, but
the survivors gained new life from the
bodxeq of thie slain. They lasted a long

- what I must do.

time. - Eventually thexe was only one
single thin voice Teft to Liow! vengefuilly
at me. Each night T went to sleep, tell-
ing myself, “Tomorrow there will be si-
lence.” But ‘sach morning I was awak- .
ened by .the cry. Then I forced myself
-to take.a torch and go down.and peer |
_through the wicket in the door of_the
cellar. But though I watched for a long
* time there was no movement. save that
of the flickering shadows, -and ‘I saw
nothing save’ white bones and tatters of
skin. And I told myself that the sound

~ would sobn_go away.”

“The old man’s’ thin- hps were twisted
into a pitiful and miserable expression
that sent a chill over the Mouser.

“But’the sound lived on. and after a
long while ‘it began to grow. louder
again. Then T knew that my cunning

“had been in vain. I had killed their-

- bodies, but not their ghosts, "and” soon
they would gain enough power to return
and slay me, as they had always in-
tended. So I studied more carefully
my fatlier’s books of magic; and sough’c‘/
to destroy their ghosts utterly or to
curse them to such. far-off places that
-they could never reach me. For.a while
I semed to be stcceeding. but the scales
turned and they-began to get the better
"of me.” Closer and closer they came,
and sometimes I seemed to catch my fa-
ther’s and brothers’ voices.- almost lost .
among the ‘howling. .

“It was on a night when they must
‘have been very close that an® exhausted.
traveler came running to the tower.
There was a~strange look in his eyes,
and I thanked .the beneficent god who
had sent-him to my door, for I-kiéw

I gave him food and
drink, ‘and in his drink I niingled a
liguid that_enforced sleep and é_ellt his
naked ghost winging ‘out' of his body. .
They must have captured and torn it

-
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for prebunly the man bled ancl died.
But it satisfied them somuvhat for their -
‘Thowling went a long way off, dnd.it was
-a. long time hefore itbegan to creep
‘Thereafter the gods were-good
and alivays sent me a guest hefore the
sound ‘came too close.. I leariied to
handage those 1 &lljtigged_éo that - they
~would-fast longer,~and their deaths: sat-
isfy the howlmﬂ ones more fully.”

The 0](1 man paused then, .and shook

'prowhfdi, © clucking ﬁoise with. his
tonﬂue T e
“But -what troubles me now :he said,

"1 that- they- have ‘become greedier, or
perhaps they. haw seen through my. cuns -

ning. T01 Lhev ale “less easy.to: satisty,

faf :away, - Sometimes- T ~wake in" Lhe

feeling - their: munlea atrmys throat -

me, - I mmt ~He

pmmmﬂr at the stlrf

than a dry borie,- Thal ong’ —hl: hnger
wivered “over-towaid” Fafhrd—"is *big
aid strong. He ShOUld lold' ihem. hack
ior a long .nme R A T AL AV

N .,_‘ a ,-,'..,‘ P ‘,..-. ,.,_‘ e

¥

[T WAS! DARK outs}de now; sand: the;
‘ nnly Imht came, front. the: O'uttermﬂ' cans

'dle
where

soHIC “ungainly. pluuked fowl. |

~And at- that, a_ terrible .anger
and an unne'rvin ; boundless- irritation
- took- hold of him and he hurled hlmbelf
upon the old ‘man. - . = ;.

- But at'the instant he! started lns lonﬂr
_da_gg.,,- on -.the: downward -stroke - the
sound gushed: back.

I

There was 110 -"res‘pohse’.
‘the” voice of : Lhe old: man,
-and “half :dréwned. by ‘the sound, but it
‘carried an. almost ﬂloatmﬂ note of con-
-f.{hdcnce T

:md press at nie :closely zand | fever g0 ..

body of. the .- gmde— was., nothmfr 0 . zmt)dt')te
“them. - They took:no more: notice of ]um - 1o ta]\e aw 1y'al} hO}‘)L, ‘Bt he will not

eyes,foi: e Jsaid; -
Jhand..will. not _satisfy. those who howl. .
IF you :Kill 'me,” yourwill tot. save” vour
" Being: cheated’ .
shost, Lhc-y will rend his. utterly.”” -
The M/Lned hody . tlcmblcd m an ecs .
The
hands ﬂuuued.‘ “The head Thobbed back .

~friend;
of my g

“saticer-eyed - face.
-got :to- his feet...’
It seemed to over- -

fow ‘from some pit of darkness, and to -
“inundate the tower and plain so thacthe

walls vibrated and dust -puffed out from
the dead things hanging from the ceiling.

The Mouser stopped the blade a
hand’s breadth frem -the. throat of -the

old man, whose head, twisted back, jig-
gled in terror:

‘FHor.

sotind forcibly set the question:

Could

anyone _but.the old .man save J.*:lﬂu‘r_l
+ now? He wavered bet\\reen.altcrnati\'cs,
‘his héad queerly. and-made-a vague, re-"

pushéd . the old man away, kuelt by
- Fathrd’s side,. shook him, spoke to him.

“Then he'hcard
“Tt was 5h:1]\}

“Vour' fx 1011(1

itmay overbalance: s Ifyou bll'l]_) ot thc

I/ ‘bdndages Thewill onl3 dle Lhe qmd\u
Anust thave: more” -men -to: fight: *them for s,

“Thes- 1'(:'1dmo
sTquestion: "\o thereis. no:
22 The; haml), as if he féar odt -

“You cannot help hlm
' the: \Iouser’

be clueme]css ragainst; “them. - He
Cstr ung [Ils f’lloat may be strong, _too
He may. be able’ to"w cary- Lhem out.: It

: "/hc lives il m]dmfrht lie. .may. return.”

The: Motisersturnéd and looked up-at.”

him.- *Again the old man seemed to réad.
sotitething: An

- The_ Mouser-glafed at ‘the old man -
¢-he sat perched ‘on the -stool like.

. <Then- he.:
looked 'to where Faihtll lay, -.watchecl' ihe”
‘great:chest rise and fall, saw the strong,
“pallid jaw jutting: up -over high, wrap-.

" pings.

~the Mouser’s”
‘My ~death by ‘your,

‘merciless

but" db(ﬁil “hin.

stasy ‘of . exciteinent and relror'

and-forth, as if .with the palsy. - It was

‘hard to read éi}&‘illi116'i11 that twitching, -
Il]e \Iouaer‘ slowly-' '

- “Perhaps . ‘not,” -

L3

the return of the

body is" pcn:,cd O the _
: :hillﬂ\ of. lifer- Tf you~handle fit ‘roughly -
< right,; hcauué, them’ snufﬁng about, and

md the ‘-i\-‘fouse;'. .‘
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~“Perhaps as- - you -say,’ your -death rwill- .
doonv him.”
loud,

-measured tone. “Nevertheless, I

~ shall take the chance of killing you right.

now. unlessl you suggest something. bet-.

ter.” - . . .
“Wait,” said the old man, pushing.at.

the  Mouser’s dagger. and drawing "a -
There.ds. .

pricked hand away. “Wait.
a.way- you céuld help him. - Sorhewhere.
out’ there”—he made a s_weebing, up-.
ward . gesture ; with his _hand—‘your
friend’s ghost is battling them. . I.have..
more of the drug left. I w1ll give you.
~some. Then you can ,ﬁght them side-by
side. - Together’ you may defeat them,
But you must be quick. Look! Even
-now they are at him!"” '
The old man pointed at Fafhrd The

bandage on the barbarian’s left arm was

no longer unstained. There was a grow-. -

ing splotch -of réd .on the left .wrist—
. the very place where a hound might take
hold. Watching it, the Mouser felt his.
insides grow. sick and cold. The old
" man was - pushing . something into hls
hand “Drink. this. Drmk this now;”
he was saying. _

The Mouser looked down. . It,was a
small glass vial. - The deep purple-of the
liquid correspondéd with the hue of a
dried trickle he had seen at the corner
‘_of Fafhrd’s mouth. L1ke a .man " be-
.“,.'_W1tched he-plucked. out the stopper
raised it slowly to his.lips; paused:

- “Swiftly!  Swiftly!”. surged the old
man, alinost dancing” -with -impatience. -
““About half :is enough to -take you to

g your friend: The tinie s sho:t Drink !
Drmk " : ‘
BUT the. N[OUS€1 d1d not. Struck by..

- a sudclen new thought; he. -eyed- the .old

. man over his upraised. hand And the

‘old man must have mstantly ‘read’ the

import-of. that. thought, for he snatched
UN—7

- He spoke slowly and.in a.

up the' dagper. lying on. rthe-ubook -and. -
lunged:at-the -Mouser. .with- unexpected:
rapidity. .- Almost the-thrust went home,

-but. the-Mouser .recovered his wits- and- -
- struck- sideways with his free fist -at the

‘old man’s hand so that the.dagger clat-
tered. acro¥s the floor. Then, with- a
rapid, careful movement, the Mouser set
the vial. on the table. .
darted-after- him, snatching at- it, ‘seek-

ing- to_upset it, but the Mouser’s_ iron

grip closed on his wrists.. - He' was.
forced. to the floor, his -arms plmoned
his, head pushed -back..
. “Yes,” . said - the Mouser o |
drmk Have no feal on that. score “But
you shall drink, too.” . .. o
The old man gave a strangled scream
and\struggled convulsively. ““No! No!”-
he cried. “Kill me! Kill me with your
knife! But not the drink! Not the
drink!” . .The_,Mortser, kneeling on his

" arms to pinion them, pried at his jaw.

Suddenly he became quiet and stared up,
‘a peculiar lucidity in " his whlte—mrcled
pinpoint-pupiled eyes. “It’s no use. I
sought to trick you,”- he said. “T gave
the last of the drug to your friend. - The ,
stuff you hold is'poison. We shall both
die miserably, and your frlend w1ll be
" irrevocably doomed.”. :

But when he saw that the Mouser did
not heed_this, he began once more to
- struggle like a” maniac. The Mouser
was inexorable. . Although the base -of
his thumb was bitten deep, “he .forced
‘the old man’s jaws apart, held his nose
and- poured the thick purple Ilquor
down. - The face of the old-man grew
red and the veins stood out. - When the
sulp came it was like a death rattle.
. Then the Mouser drank off the rest—
it was. salty like-blood and ‘had-a sicken-
ingly sweet odor—and wa1ted

He was torn with. revulsion at what
he had dotie, ~Never had he inflicted

-

“The- old. man.

shall
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such terror on man or woman hefore.
He would much rather have killed. The

look on the old- mian’s- face was gro-

tesquely similar to that-of a child under
torture. Only that poor aged wretch;
thought the Mouser, knew the full mean-
ing of ‘the’ howlmg “that, even now,
dinned- menacingly: it their ‘ears.. The

Mouser almost let h1m reach’ the dagger

toward which he was- weakly squirming.

But he thought of- Fafhrd and. grlpped

~the old man tight. - S
Gradually the room filled w1th haze

and began to swing and’ slowly spm'
It was as if
the sound were dissolving - the  walls.
Something was wrenching at his body.

The Mouser grew dizzy,

and prying at his mind. “Then" came ut-
.ter blackness, “whirled and shql\en by a
pandemomum of howling;.

But thére was no sound at all on that

vast, aliert _plain to whlch the: blackness -

-'sudden]y gave way. Only sight- and a
sense of great cold.
less moonl:ght revealed endless sweeps
of sinooth black rock and sharply edged
. the featureless horlzon o
"He ‘was conscious . of a thmg that
stood. by him. and seemed to be trying
to hide -behind him.. "Then, at a dis-
‘tance, he. noted a- pale form ‘which he
instinctively knew to be Fafhrd.” And
around the pale form seethed a pack of
* black, shadowy ammal shapes leapmg
and retreatlng, worrymg at the  pale
form; their eyes glowing. w1th the color
of the nioonlight,., but- brlghter
: ']ong_muzzles_ s_oundlessly snarlmg The
.thing beside . him"~seemed " to  shrink
_closer. And then the Mouser rushed
forward toward his friend.’ N

The shadow pack turned on h1m and :

he- l)raced htmself to meet their- on-
slaught, But the Ieader leaped past his
O

. continued..

A:cloudless, source-.

thezr :
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-~ shoulder, and the rest cllvuled and
flowed by him like ‘a turbulént black
stream. Then he réalized that the thing

which-had sought to hide behind him

.was no .longer there: He turbed and
- saw- that the black shapes pursued an-
‘other small pale form.

. It fled fast, but-they followed faster
Over sweep-after sweep of rock the hunt
"He seemed. to_see taller,
“man-shaped figures ’ among the pack.-
Slowly " they dwindled in_ size, became
tiny, vague.: "Afd still the Mouser felt
.the horrible -hate -and fear that flow ed
from them.

~ Then the sourceless moonhcrht faded,
and only the cold ‘remained, and that
too, dissipated, Teaving nothing. - -
WHEN HE awoke F'lfl]l(l s face was
looking down at him, and Fafhld was
saying, “Lie still, dittle man.. Lie still.”
" No, I'm not’ badly hurt. “A torn h'md

Not bad. - No worse than your own.’

" But the \/[ouser shook his head’ 1m—'

patlently .and pushed his aching shoul-
~ders off the couch. - Sunlight was knif-

_ing in through the narrow wmdows re-
. vealing- thé” dustiness of the air.

" ‘Then
he saw the body of the old man.

.\ “Yes;” Faffird said as the Mouser. lay

back weakly, “His fears afe ended now.
They ve - done with him. . I should. hate
-him. But “who can hate such” tattered
flesh » When I came’here first he gave
me ‘the «drink.
wrong in'my head.’

“There was something
T believed what he

said. - He told mie it would make me a "

god.-

ont earth,”

The Mouser ymg the thorouohly
and unmlstakably dead things that dan-
gled from the cerlmﬁ, felt content.

THE END .

g

I drank,-and ‘it -serit me’ to hell.
" But now 1t s done -with and we're still

-3

-

;-
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DESIRE

@ [t was a-—something. [t
was anything, and everything,
it was what everyome maost

desired!  And it was ruin!

{ilustrated by F. Kramer

It was washed up out of the sea, that
is certain. But only a blind man, per-
haps, could have told its true size and
shape, by taking it into lns hands. Per-
haps—

DeatH, thought John Lackland as he
‘strode along the windy beach, was not
exactly what Harris Wildin deserved.
But, barring miracles, he would be
forced to kill Wildin in six hours, as
soon as darkness fell. :

He pulled his topcoat tighter agamst-
the raw wind which flung sullen waves
high on the sand, and concentrated his
furious thoughts on ways and means to
kill Wildin and ‘escape detection. That

—was his only hope to wriggle from under
that Damoclean sword of knowledge.

> that suspended by the fraying thread ot'
his ability to pay blackmail. ,

Another payment was due tonight.
He could not meet it. He must kill, for
Wildin, he knew, would brook no delay.
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Pay off or fry in the Blg House, Wlldm
had told him.
- In better days, Lackland had- owned
jewels ‘which would have bought back
the documentary evidence of his-one in-
fraction of the law.” Yes, Wildin would
have sold his soul for a small fraction
of that famed collection of gemsodd and
rare. ' -
A glint of -fire caught Lackland’s eye,
a glint of green fire near the scalloped
“edge of the water. John Lackland
checked his long-legged stride. There

it was again, a brilliant living flash..

Probably a bit of glass, he thought -as
he approached the spot but I'tl have a
look. . ‘

The look ]ackkmfed h1s long frame as
he snatched an object from the sand.

“The Seven Faces,”
of reverent ivonder..
Faces?t” .

He shot a quick dark glance along
~ the curving strip of sand. He was
alone, and the road was too far away
for passing motorists to see his find,
His burning eyes returned td the object.

' They saw an emerald as large as'a
baby’s fist. It was carved in the shape
of a beautiful woman withseven faces.
On each face was a living emeotion—
love, hatred, anger, fear, grief, joy, and
" lust. When revolved slowly, she- be-
came a succession of different women.
She was all women; yet such was the
-genius who created her, she was the
same person from each facial angle.

She was not a fameus jewel, but her
history, before she was lost in-the first
meonth of her creation, was bloody and
swift. A single paragraph in an obscure
volume told how the nameless artist who
fashioned her in the time of Genghiz
Khan was murdered by a common thief ;
who, in turn, was murdered by the bawd
whose- favor hé bought with the jewel.

‘ “The

- Seven

L

- pened so pat.:

that would allow” Wildin to live.

he said.in tones - Providence

‘more than I can ever pay you.

' Remember ?
‘say it is, bring it along. Maybe we €an |

‘away from me?’

~worth a fortune.
thousand carats.
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She was killed- within the week by an
unkneéwn, and' the Seven Faces vanished
from public life, . ‘

"That dry and factual parag1aph had
stirted John Lackland. He had read it
again and again. - His desire for the gem
caused him fiercely to believe that it had
survived seven hectic ‘centuries of suc-
cessive ownerships, and ‘that he would
see it some day before he died.

“Now,” he thought éxultantly, “I've

- got it in my hands -and it’s worth a for-
‘tune!

',)

‘Thoughts of -money brought Wildin

'to mind, and John Lackland wondered

for amoment how this could ‘have hap-
‘This was the miracle that
would end his payments of hush money, -
Had
intervened ?
shrugged away his questions.
happened. - That was enough. ,
He shoved the jewel in his pocket
and strode out- to the road, where he
hailed a bus to the city. He hurried

It had

.into a drugstore and telephoned Wildin.

“With the right .build-up,” he told
Wildin;, “it’s worth a hundred -times
In ten
days I could—" .
““Teonight,” Harris Wildin’s silky
voice ‘cut in.. “Tonight is the deadline.
If this rock is what you

make a deal.”

““And have one of:your thucs take it~
Lackland ’ ‘scoffed.
‘“Thanks, no. I'll come and talk about it
with you, though, and tell you my price.”

“Your price is whatever I'll' pay.”

“Wildin!: T tell.you this stone is
It weighs around two
I could sell it today,
but -without -a publicity campaign it

-won't bring one tenth its true value.

I'll make a deal with you. * T'll give it

Lackland

E
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to you aud outline a c‘ampaign--in-‘retui‘n“ speeches ; the thin, pallid men ‘who.came -

for certain papers you hold, in addition
to a sngned alibi for the penod in ques-
tion,”

“Why the alibi?”

“So you can’t use the photostatic cop-
igs you would undoubtedly have made.”

. “Bring it over at eleven, Lackland.”

“I'll come at eleven. If you have a
suitablé ‘alibi already signed, I'll get the
stone within fifteen minutes.”

“O. K. Tl be in my office.”

-Back on the sidewalk, John Lack-_

furtively away from the $2- ‘window-at
racetracks—these owned the pockets
where delved the supple cllglts of Gilpin
Bardley. .

- Pickings, he agreed were slunmet‘
than more catholic foraging—if-you got
away with_ it.- That, he often told
Molly, his c_onmmn-IaW'wife,rwa's the
crux of the matter. Sure, the big boys
who -handed out dollar cigars and yards

of toothy grins had fat rolls more often

than not, ‘but that jollity was only a

land-checked his habitual impulse to hail | veneer for a susp1c1ous. gop-calling na-

a taxi. With the market acting like a
dive homber, economies were necessary.

He patted his pocket to check the safety

of the emerald and -boarded the.next bus.
He did not even see the ‘dapper httle
man who followed him.

- GiLrrN BARDLEY sometimes -thought
of himself as the world’s most accom-
plished  pickpocket. If this were true,
~~ he.helieved it-was because picking pock-
ets was an activity  secondary to hlS
“study of psychology.’ S
. He loved crowds: subway, bus, bar-
gain day, baseball, political—all kinds of
crbwds. But he ﬂattere_d himself that
his\unerring and polished fingers never
touched a victim who might be danger-
.ous. He never picked the pockets of a
happy man,
purse.

The bhappy man, he reasoned, has

nothing in particular on his mind and

is all the quicker to notice any untoward
act. Purses, of course, were evidence,
no matter how quickly you dump them.

The frowners were Gilpin Bardley’s
feat. The pacers, on crowded train
platforms or, docks, who were afraid of
whoever, or whatever, was arriving ; the
speakers at political rallies wlo pushed

" through the crowd  memorizing their

T

object,
N .
and” he_ never snatched a

‘examine 1it. -

ture. _ .-

By sticking to the worriers, he had
kept' his name. off police l)lotters He'
had kept it off everything, in fact, and

not even Molly knew him by any. other -

than Gyp. . -

Gyp had not mtended to take the bus
with John Lackland until he ,saw the
harried dullness of Lackland’s ~ eyes.
Here was a man with something on his

mind and; - judging by the small bulge,

something in his pocket.

As he followed Lackland from the
drugstore, Gyp speculated-idly on the
nature of that object in the topcoat
pocket. The -coat had an expensive cut,
and the- man moved through the thin
stream of shoppers with authority. The
Gyp decided, was probably a
cigar case. ‘Then, as’ Lackland- patted
the- pocket, Gyp concluded it 1mght be ¢

. something valuable, and-swung on the

bus.- _ :
Before Lackland had paid his fare,
Gyp had transferred the object to his
own pocket ;
seated, Gyp had asked the conductor a
silly question and was on .the street
again.. - -

He did not take it out at -once aad -
He Tollowed the bus. with
his eves to the next stop and saw that

~
i
t

and befgre~Lackland was

-

~
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~ his victim dld not get off. ‘He was safe

then. .
- Gyp~ stlolled toward hIS boardma-
house, where_he and Molly lived in a

two-room apartment with-both hot-and
_ cold water.

Once there; he could exam-
" ine his booty w1thout fear, of the curi-
ous eyes. of prowling police. -
Molly was out when - Gyp arrived.
He locked the door and took thé ob]ect

_from his. pocket B
As he had thought a tooled leather.‘

case housed whatever of value—if any-
thmg»he had acquired. It was an ex-

pensive case with-an.intricate clasp, and :

Gyp felt that- something more: precxous
than-cigars lay.inside.

3

"_certain to be famous.

He ﬁnally worked it: open and caught }

his breath:  There, on
:,\{fhite‘ _véivet,— was the
largest. star sapphire

. Gyp had ever- seen!:
He had dreamed of
sapphires on lean and
“hungry afternoons, in
a whipping  rain, but
_even his hungriest
dreams had never as-
_ pired., to such a stone
as-this. . - =0 T~
It was a’ breathless
- blue against the.siiowy
velvet bed, and the
« murky sunlight that
filtered through the
- grimed window struck
every facet. Gyp felt,
- blazing " asters were
not reflected light, but

" . stars were made of.
He set the case on

at it. That stone was
hotter than a “basket of: stolen c1own

Jewels. It-was an -incredible rock, and

guy missed it; he was suré to yell for a

‘yard full of cops, and wae to the dip who.

tried” to hock it!- “Every pawnshop-in
* town would have a complete déscription
‘and: ordérs-to:hold the man who of-
fered it. .. o ' e
~The ‘Hail- door - ,rattled : and Molly
called: - Gyp .unlocked it and 1} Molly came
_in, her blond hauj m fixed new waves.
“Any. luck ?”’_she asked. . Her eyes fell

on the opefi. case and shé stared, crim-

son lips paited in wonder

she exclaimed tenderly
e", LN *

‘.‘Ohy. Gyp !v

“You ueedn’t

To Gyps astomshment she appar-

- glittering stars from’

for. a second, that the
 the hvmg stuff that

the tahle an\d' frowned® )

As soon-as -that ™~

,
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ently picked up this fabulous star sap-

phire and slipped it over her ring fin-
ger! _ .
She turned it this way and that under
moist blue eyes. “Gee, honey,” she said.
“’Course 1 been wantin’ one just ex-
actly like this, but I didn’t care, really.”

She came over to Gyp, laid her cheek.

against his and gave him a huge squeeze.

“This niakes it kind of legal now; don t.

lt PP’
Gyp, his eyes still frozen on the phe—
nomenon, rubbed moist brow with -

sweating palm

“How did you do 1t?" he ashed ’

Afaintly.

“Do what?”

. “Give it to me a minute.”
out his hand.

Puzzled, she laid the object. in hlS

palm. Gyp tried to push his rmg ﬁn—
- ger through it and failed.

“It's too little for you,” Molly said:

“Is it?” He put his hand beside hers
for comparison. “Is it?”

“No,” she said softly. “Your fingers
are slimmer than ‘mine. What
what’s the matter, Gyp? What are you
lookin’ like that for?” .

Gyp laid the stone back in the .case
and turned to Molly. “Do you know
you just pushed a-finger-through a star

"He héld

sapphire? What 1 want to know- <.is,
how did you do it?”" . . =
“What's this star- -sapphire talk o

Molly asked. “All T done was.to put
on that wedding ring. Wasn't T sup-
posed to? You didn't mean it for someé-
body else, dldja, Gyp?
ain't I?”

A xNock on the door sent Gyp into
a tense crouch, lips snarling. He looked
at the case, at Molly, then straightened
and said casually:

" they re costing, wholesale:

I'm the one, .
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“Who is it ?” |

“Me, Abrams,” said 2. voice.
bringing back the pants.”

Gyp opened the. door and the Ixttte

“I'm

_aproned tailor stepped inside. .

“As good as new,” he said proudly,
handing Gyp a pair of light trousers. _
“Their own loom couldn’t be telling they
been mended. Fot only a quarter,
yoi're getting a bargain.”

Gyp examined the mended spot neg11~
gently and reached into his pocket. The
little tailor’s sharp eyes fell on the object

" on the table. -~

“Oy!”" he said. “Such a beautiful‘
shears! Four dollars thirty-two cents
My Sammy

1s saying he’ll buy me some, which I'm
needing just like these, but Sammy he

ain’t working now. Maybe we could
‘make a trade, Mr, Gyp? Maybe I can
-be giving you Some work for the
‘shears ?” ‘ : :

“I'll let you know,” Gyp said thickly.
‘He handed the old man a twenty-five-

-cent piece and ushered him out. He
faced Molly, dark wonder in his eyes,
a creeping fear in his heart.

“Te me,” he said, half to himself,
“it's a star sapphire. To you it’s a wed-
ding ring, and Abrams sees a pair of
shears. I wonder what the guy I took

_it from thought it was?”

“What—I don’t uude_rstand, Gyp!”

“Me, either,” Gyp.said.. He sank into
the room’s single chair and stared at
the object on the table top. “You-only
see -one thing on there, don't 'you
Molly ?”

“Yeah, just the wedding ring, Gyp

H“Hm-m-m. Is anybody clse home in
the house?”

“That young Mrs Williams, upstairs,
Gyp. Her baby's. awful sick. I think
it’s gonna die. I keep askin’ her why
don't she get in touch with her husband



\
b

106 . STREET & SMITH'S UNKNOWN _

and get some money .
“Maybe she hasn’t.got a husband.

'Ask her to come: down a mmute, will -

you " .
‘Molly went out. and returned pres-
ently with 2 young and once-pretty dark-
haired girl with lusterless black eyes,
She smiled w anly at Gyp as Molly
closed the-door."

“\Vhat do you seé. on that tablc Mrs
Williams 2™ Gyp asked gently:

The: dark eyes’ “flickered to the table -

top and back to Gyp..
. time to. joke with'me,” she said.
“I'th not’joking,” Gyp said earnestly.
“T hen - it’s for. me?”? she asked, the
dull Eyes taking . on.a gleam.
“We-e-ell,” Gyp said, “not exactly.”

“This is a poor

“How can you do this to me!” she

said passmnately “Baby is dymg, m
willing to give my soul for a bhottle of
fresh milk and you. flaunt one. in my
face. You're inhuman!”’
blindly toward the door.

“Wait -a minute,” Gyp said. “Here.”

He reached into his pocket and. pulled .
“That bottle -

out a crumpled dollar bill.

- wouldn’t do your baby any good I'm
afraid.”

She took the bill, stammered embar-.

rassed thanks, and went out. - Gyp and

Molly once more stared into each other’s -

bewildered eyes. .

“It’s got the devil in it, Gyp P Molly
wh1spered
window! Now, Gyp!” She extended
a hand toward the case, but Gyp halted
her. " o
“Wiit;~Molly.  Let me figure.” - He

got to his feet and paced the floor, mut-.

tering a monologue.

“I've been wanting a star -sapphire
for years, an’ that’s what this turns out
to be. -
what it is, and the same with Abranis
an’ Mrs. Williams. It was what they

vue.

She turned -

would scream his lungs out. .

“Throw it away, out the .

You wanted a ring, an’ that’s’

wanted it to be... What would it be to.
a fence P .

Gyp thought thlS over for a moment,
then, whirled .on Molly, his eyes shining.

“Molly, we're rich!” He gave her no -
time to reply. “Harris \Vildin‘, by<
goliy"’ :

“But I thought he ‘was mad at’ you,
Molly said.

“Yeah, but he wants a blg ruby for
that dame he took out of the “Teasy Re-
AllT got-to do is tell. him I got
one worth. twenty grand. He'll: think .
I’'m boostin’ the-value, so maybe he'll
see a ten-grand pigeon’s blood and pay
me at least two for it!”

“But.not Harris Wildin,. Gyp' I'm
scared-of him. You know how- mad he

_ was over. that paste ring.”

“QOh, I got that stra;ghtened out with

- him.  Besides, before he tumbles to what

this is, we'll be on our way to the coast.

. They got premiers out there, an’ people
. with dough.”

“But not Harrls, Gyp' VVhy not Un- -

-cle Joseph?”

“Because Uncle Joseph. won’t pay.

 over twenty dollars for anything. If-
~you walked into his joint with a deed:
. for the Island of Manhattan and asked.

a hundred dellars for it, Uncle Joseph
.An’~ I
can’t take it to a jewelry store or a hock

. shop, even if it’s not hot like I thought
-1t was.
,guy with a backache.
‘appraisal on a mustard plaster.
gotta be Harris Wildin.” -~ -

Suppose 1 showed it to some
He'd give me an |
No, it’s .

JOHN LACKLAND dlscovered hls loss

 after hé had walked the two blocks from -

the bus line to his home. As he entered

. the gate he shoved-a hand into his coat

pocket. Its emptiness was instantly du-
plicated by a sick.feeling in his stomach.
He stood motionless, one clenched hand
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on the iron gatepost, lns long - face set
in grim lines.

‘Harris VVlldm must die, then

He went into the house with a dead,

expressionless face, mounted the wide:

stairs to his own room and took a .38
‘revolver from a dresser drawer. He
swung out the cylinder, saw that it was.
loaded, stuck the gun in his pocket and
hung his_coat in a closet. Then he sat
down_onhtlrle side of his bed to think.
He knew the interior of Wildin's
luxurious office. Big' chair facing the
ebony desk, second-story window open-

ing on an alley. He could shoot Wildin-

from the chair, grab the papers Wildin
would have ready, drop out the w mdow
and escape—maybe.

If he could get close enougli to - club -

Wildin to death with the gun ‘there
would be no sound of a shot. Such pro-

cedure, however, was fraught with a cer- |-

tain risk, for there was a silken, deédlv
quality, like a strangler’s cord, about
Harns Wildin: .

One plan or the other Lackland felt

he must use. .Circumstances would dic-
tate his choice. ‘
. He heard a chatter of arriving v01ces

" downstairs and stifled a groan. Carla*

had brought home dinner guests. The

+ prospect of dressing and donning a mask:

of politeness filled him with aversion.
- She came into his room in a few mo-
ments, slim and polished and bronze.

She was, he thought, llke a cluster of | .

preaous “stones: emerald eyes set in to-

paz between ruby hat and mouth,
“Hello, you,” she said. “We have the

Hartlords for dinnet.” ' .

“Send me up a crust,” he replied. “I

~don’t feel up to company.”

“Oh, sorry. What’s the- matter?”

~'Nothing in partitular. Hard day at

* the office. » _ s 3
She gave him a long, level stare.
“John, you've never seen fit to tell

e, but something has been' wrong for
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about 2 year ' I kiow.
help.”
Jmagmatlon editorial
writer.”
- YAl rlofht all rlght “If you're. not
ready yet to tell .me, "1l wait. /If you
need ine, thoubh I'Il"be right:in. there
pushing—up. Now, what say. I run the *

r d become, an.

Hartfords home and you ‘and I have‘

dinner alone for once?’
“Don’t disappoint  them,”

-~

swered. “I’ve got to go out on business
late, anyway Thanks though for both
offers.” ~ - - :

“I just:wanted to remmd you,’ She
sa1d over her shoulder as she went out,
“'that. you're still-my ‘favorite husband.”
With a feeling . of self-disgust,. ]ohn
Tackland thought of thé secret in Har-
ris Wildin’s possession and what its rev-
elation would do to Carla.-

alien mto the country,. bearmg forged
papers as Mrs. John Ieackland? More -
important, how would she feel?

If he had loaned his name to a refugee

ﬂeemg from some honest- t0-God men-.

ace, Carla would approve.
. land knew thaf.

]ohn TLack-

been ready to throw Carla over.

fice for .him, and make it wnth a green—
eyed, grin, - ~
When the'. voluptuous forelgner had
gone gayly off. with- Harris Wildin,,
Lad\]and had tried to ﬁnd her and klll
her. Somieone,
beaten -him to-it, for -her unidentified
body turned up on€ day under -a wharf.
- Wildin had not-been slow. to begm
collecting from John Lackland on- the
strength of documentary evxdence of
Lackland’s complicity. :

~

Lackland had never been afraxd fof '

/

o

' I'd like to -
S T _ ' ", -would take-care of his future;
He forced a lauoh " “If I:had your |

. he an-

What would A
she do 1f she learned that’ he brought an .

But he had: imagined
himself in‘love with the woman, and had -
This
._same Carla, who would make any sacri-

-“Wildin perhaps‘ -had-
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The '_,immi.g.ratic”m' department
-But he -
~shrank from- exposing- Carld to sordid
truths- that certain letters, held by
‘Wildin,swould reveal, and had paid out

himself.

-nearly all of his eonmdelable fortune.

Tonight it must” end, must end with-

. out involving Carla,

" A servant brought him food wh:ch he
ate automatically, fiot tasting or know-
ing its nature, - He chain-smoked until
it was, time to start for . Wlldms Club
Zero ' : o

-~ -.‘ ’. R

AFTER GYP had gone, Harris Wildin
‘held the huge ruby up to the light,
turned it this way and that, feasted his
. gaze on its scarlét fire. Then he set.it

_ on his desk blotter and looked ‘at’it for

a- long time, a blob of flanie agambt the
green blotter, He - clasped his mani-’
-cured-hands and-thought of Dixie.. The
ruby, suspended on 2 green gold chain,

- would be like a great drop of blood

adamst her slender white throat.

" He 'snapped the ruby in 1ts case,
pushed it ;to one side, took fountain pen
“and @ sheet of paper and began to .write
" a letter to John Lackland. He dated the

_letter back eighteen months and, began

a fictitious tale-of a woman. who boasted
“of obtaining illegal entry into the United
States. .with forged . papers 1dent1fymg
her as Mrs. John Lackland. ‘The woman -
‘had later- disappeared, he went on “to
say, but Lackland could count-on his,
" Wildin’s, testimony if- trouble ever arose
concermng the matter. : S
~He did not sign -the letter. He rose
and ghded silently across the room to a
‘tall filing case. "He unlocked one of -its

 drawers, took- out the Lackland papers,
“relocked~it- and put the papers in- his .

desk; ‘He looked at his wrist watch and
folded his hands again. Lacklaud was,
due any,minuté.
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© When Lackland came in, Wildin did
not rise or change expression. He

waved a slim hand at the big chair and

said, “What is this talk of an emerald
statite ?”.

John Lackland looked at the object
on Wildin’s desk and, for the third time

that day, murmured reverently, “The

Then his eyes slitted,
“You dirty, double-

Seven Faces!”
turned on Wildin.
- Harris Wildin said softly:- “That sort
.of talk will get you killed.””

Lackland's gun was- in his. hand
" pointed - steadily at Wildin's stomach,
. “I'm going to give you a chance. Give
me that passport and the letters and you
can have the damned jewel. Where are
they ?”

“In that filing cabinet.” -

“Where’s the key?”

“Here.” Wildin cautiously- ﬁshed a
key ring from his vest pocket and tossed
it across the desk. .

Lackland took the keys, backed across
the office to the filing cabinet, keeping
his gun trained on Wildin, and fumbled
~ for the lock. His eyes shifted for an
mstant, and Wildin leaped with desper-
ate speed.” Lackland twisted away and
smashed Wildin above the ear with the
gun barrel, Wildin “crumpled, and
Lackland smashed again and again, until
the skull was pulp— :

He straightened finally,
came back to him slowly, pul]mg lips
back over his teeth.

He searched the: office thén until he
found the documents he ‘wanted. He
put these and the great jewel in his

pocket, lowered himself out the wmdow

and dropped inte ‘the alley:

At home he burned the papers in the
library fireplace, He went quietly up
to his room and hid the Seven Faces in
the drawer with his shirts. He took a

“dow sill.
- many enlarged photographs of John
‘Lackland’s ﬁngetprints,' picked oft the

. tory trial.

and sanity

sedative, hoping that sleep would pre-
vent his thinking of what he had done.

Two. hours.later police came, charged
him with muarder, and took him away.

Joun LAckLAND's sole defense was a
flat denial of the charge. The prosecu- -
tor introduced witnesses who had seen
him enter Wildin's office and a small
boy who, foraging in the alley garbage
cans, had seen him drop from the win-
The prosecutor also produced -

filing case, the desL, and the window
ledge.
There was also the bloodstained gun,

still in his topcoat pocket—

The jury was out only a few minutes.

* Guilty of murder in the first degree was

the verdict, and the sentence was death.
- John and Carla had a short half-hour
together before he was taken to the
State penitentiary, where his execution
would be effected thirty days later.
“I'm not sorry, Carfa,” he told her,
haggard from the strain of the perfunc-
“T'm not sorry, except for
the fact that I won't see you any more.”
~“Oh, why,” she wailed, “why didn’t
you plead self-defense? They couldn’t
have disproved it! Your attorneys
pointed it out-to you time after time.”
His smile was one of tired triumph.
“Maybe I'm a little bit crazy,” he said,
“but I feel that I should pay this debt.
Not to the society which demands a hu-
man life for the life of a rat, but to—"
He caught himself, was abruptly silent.
“To what?” she prodded.
“Never mind,” he cvaded.
isfied with the verdict.

“I'm sat-
Please forget it.

You must readjust your life.”

“But vou are my life, you big fool!
And T won’t forget it! I'll get you free
if it’s humanly possible.” She blinked
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away tears and grinned. “They're not
gomg to snatch a man of mine away
from me if I can stop it!”. :
Carla Lackland laid .siege to. ofﬁczal-
dom during  the next two - weeks. . ‘She
conferred with attorneys, .checking. the
rre_co‘vr.d for p0551b111t1es of claiming a mis-
trial. . She haunted prominent politi-
-cians, promising anything for pressure
on the. governor to grant a reprieve,
The 'wording varied, but the answers

all added ‘up to: “Something’s fishy. I

don’t want to touch it.”

She prostrated herself before the gov-’

ernor in the final fortnight, a suppliant
for -her husband’s life, and came away
empty-handed and empty-hearted.

Then; .on the fifth .day before his '
scheduled. execution,. .a letter arrived

“from John— - e

* DEAREST: . «
In-the press of circumstances, I had almost
forgoiten to mention something -very .impor-
tant. I have succeeded in 'smuggling this let-
ter out fo you, so Ican be as specific as neces-
sary. “Look in my top dressef drawer, Un-
der a stack of shirts you will find a valuable
objéct.” Then, in-the library, on ‘the bottom
shelf,~ third beok -from the north window,
Page 38, Paragraph 2, you will find. its his-
tory. Guard coming—nc more time.

Jonv !

Abandoned hcpe sprang up anew in
her heart. Rerhaps he had remembered
something that would get him free. She

ran into _his room-and rummaged under

his shirts. Her fingers encountered flat

metal, and she pulled out a hacksaw'

blade

- She stared a puzzled frown tuggmg
at her brows.
word formed in her mind: escape.

Escape! Of course ! ]ohnscarefully

worded message was simply a request

-for: this conqueror of steel window bars.
But ' the book—why the book ?
_ She raced downstairs and found the

tHer eyes 11crhted .as a.

‘3,
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‘large‘old volume whose title, if ever it
‘had a title, had-been smudged away in
. forgotten years.
Paragraph 2—

“She turned to Paﬁe'38,

. Emerald—seven’ faces—1184 A D.—
. She could see no connection between

-the hacksaw blade and this description -
of a long-vanished jewel.

+Yet a con-

nection must exist. The note was defi-

-nite .on that point. -

struck her.

--She gave a little cry as the solution
-Phrases from:John'’s letter
—smuggle—book—a-  valuable: ‘object.
What simpler way to smuggle it to him

- than to place it between the leaves of
-the book, glue those two-leaves- together :

- and send it to him?

Suiting action to the thought, she

-soon had the book ready for mailing,
' with an innocent note accompanying it:

; ,JOHN

’tlme of great trlal

Once you recommended a certain paragraph.

I believe -that it will brmg you solace in’this

My everlastmg "adoration,
' CARLA

She dlspatched the package and began 3
p_reparatlons to sell all the Lackland pos-
sessions. She would scrape together all

~available cash, and she and John would

flee the country—

]0}11;: Lackranp found that, as the
hour drew nearer to executxon his hor-

-ror of "death in the electric. cha1r in-

.creased All the storres he had’ heard

© caine back

in fearful vividness; the
charred victims, not yet dead, who had
waited  with - smokmg flesh while a -

_blown-out- fuse was’ repaired and the

final shock made possible ; the man who

‘had cried out after doctors had pro-
-nounced him’. dead;
- which . had
_retching from the death. chamber.

of other scénes

sent. hardened ‘newsiien

‘He had faced ‘the thought of death

-~
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. verbatim.

!
-many:times without {fear. -

‘He had- been,

- .as .most-men_have,. close to the. edge of-

death on several occasions, and had been

- prepared to meet it with a certain equa- *

nimity net unmixed, it is true, with feat.
But never had he experienced this
slow waiting that dissolves the sinew of
~bravery, this agonizing crawl of time. to-

ward the inexorable hour of unimagina- -
ThlS hc knew, if anything
could be, was worse than death. itself. .
The changing of the guard, the bring- -
. ing'and taking away of untastéd meals,
_ these were the formal.rouﬁne"and nerve-

ble terror.

racking details of. official killing. . He

- could .understand how- many mei went

mad undér- this slow. pressure. and -won-
dered if he would do so..

. The arrival of Carlas no‘ge and the. .
book brought a return tq samty, for the .

event and the note were puzzling. He

, read the message, and the paragraph to.
which it referred .leaped into his mind

He derived no solace from

the well-remiembered passage except for

the knowledge that Carla would be kept
m comfort.

He opered the book and found Pages

38 and.39 glued .together. V agrant ex-

citement stirred his fingers to pry them
apart, and hope and gladness burned as-

he saw—a razor bladc'

blood on its

i
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A flat piece- of ‘metat, worthrless-than -~ .. -

a penny, but escape from the- wnthmg» :
horror of death in the chair. =

‘He computed the time 'l,)efore -a guard
would visit his cell again and dccnded
there was plenty. '

- Once more he:read the paragraph,
and the remembered beauty of the Seven
Faces brought- him a certain peace.
From a.lost treasure it had become a
symbol of Carla’s future safety.

"He sent out a silent prayer of thanks,
that he-had: been able to avert a terrible

»damage to her. life* and substltute for
‘himself a concreté security. '

Then he.went to the basm in the cor-
ner of . his cell. Extending his hands
over. the “white porcelain, he slit the
veins- of - first one wrist and then the
other;.and dropped the blade.

As he leaned against the wall and
drowsily watched his life splotch and
streak- the . porcelain bowl, he contem-
plated the phenomenon of a razor blade
that ‘app‘arent'ly‘ dissolved and joined his
s long journey _through
drams rivers, and, finally, to the sea.

It was washed up out of the sea, that
is certain. But only a blind. man, per-

_haps," could have told its true Size and

shape, by takmg it into his hands. Per-

' haps— K ‘.

THE END.
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@ The ;;:ene-Shiflers’ - slipp
and. a man woke up on Wednes-
day, Ihnuq]}i yesterday was’-Mﬂndsy.‘
But Wednesday wasn'i - finished —

liustrated by Edd Cartier-

by THEODORE STURGEDN

- Harry WRIGHT rolled over and said
something - spelled . - “Bzzzzhha-a-aw !”
He chewed a bit on a mouthful of dry
air and spat it out, opened one eye to
see if it really would open, opened the
other and closed the first, closed the

-
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second, swung his feet onto the floor,
opened them again and stretched, This
was a daily occurrenice, and the only

thing that made it remarkable at all was -

that he did it on a Wednesday morn-
ing, and— -

Yesterday was Monday

~Oh, he knew it was Wednesday all
right. It-was partly that, even though
he knew yesterday was Monday, there
was a gap between Monday and now;
and that must have been Tuesday.
When you fall asleep and lie there all

night without dreaming, you know, when

-you wake up, that time has passed.
You've done nothing that. you can re-
_remember; you've had -no particular
thoughts, no way to gauge time, and

yet you know that some hours have .
passed. So it was with Harry Wright, -
Tuesday had gone wherever your elght’

hours went last night. .~ .

But he hadn’t slept- through Tues-
day. Oh.no. He never slept, as a mat-
ter of fact, more than six hours at a
stretch, and there -was no particular
reason for him doing so now.. Mon-
day was the day before yesterday; he
had turned in and slept his usual stretch,

-he had awakened, and it was Wednes- -

- day.. .
It felt like Wednesday Ihere was a
Wednesdayish feel to the air.

Harry put on his socks and stood

up. He wasn’t fooled. He knew what

day it was. ‘““What:happened to yes-
terday?” he muttered,
‘day was Monday.” That sufficed until
he got his pajamas off. ‘“Monday,” he
'mused reaching for his underwear,

“was quite a while back, seems as
-though,” If he had been the worrying
type, he would have started then and
there. But he wasn’t. He was an easy-
going "sort, the kind of man that gets
‘himself into a. rut and stays there until

“Oh—yester~

he is pushed out. That was why he
was an automobile mechanic at twenty-
three dollars a week ; that's why he had
been one for eight years now, and would
be from now on, if he could only find
Tuesday and get back to worl.

- Guided by his reflexes, as usual and

‘with no mental effort at all, which was

also usual, he finished washing, dress-

"ing, and making his- bed. His alarm

clock, which never alarmed because he
was of such regular habits, .said, as
usual, six twenty-two whernr he paused
on the way out, and gave his room the
once-over. And there was a certain
something - about "the place that made
even this’ phlegmatic character stop and
think, :

Tt wasn’t finished.

The bed was there, and the plcture'
of Joe Louis. There.were the two

chairs sharing their usual seven legs,

the split table, the pipeé-organ bedstead,
the beige wallpape1 with the two swans

‘over and over and over, the tiny cor-

ner sink, the tilted bureau. But none
of them were ﬁmshed Not that there
were any holes in anythmg What
paint there had’ been in the ﬁrst place
was still there. But there was an odor
of old cut lumber, a subtle, insistent air
of building, about the room and every-
thing in it. It was indefinable, inescap-
able, and Harry Wright stood there
caught up in it, wondering. - He glanced
suspiciously around but saw nothing he
could really be suspicious of. He shook
his head, locked the door and went out
into the hall.

O~N THE STEPS a little fellow, just -
over three feet tall, was gently strok-
ing the third step from the-top with a
razor-sharp chisel, shaping up a new
scar in the dirty wood, He looked up
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as ‘Harry approached, and stood up
quickly.

“Hi,” said Harry, taking in the man’s
leather coat, his peaked cap, his wizened, .
bright- eyed little face. ‘“Whatcha do-
mg? ’ L

“Touch-up,” -piped the little man.
~ “The actor in the third floor front has
_a nail in his right heel. He came in late

Tuesday night and cut the wood here. -

I have to get it ready for Wednesday.”
“This is Wednesday,” Harry pointed
out. : '
“Of course.
ways will be.”

Always has been. Al-

He had achieved ‘his amaz-
ing bovinity by making a practice of
ignoring things he could not under-
stand.

the st‘ai rs.

floor front was an actor?”
“Yes. They're all actors, you know
- “You're nuts, friend, v said . Harry
bluntly.
docks.”
“Oh yes—-that s his part
what he acts.”
“No kiddin’. An’ what does he do
when he isn’t acting ?”
“But he— Well, that’s all he does
do! That’s all any of the actors do!”

© That’s

“Gee— T thought he looked like a
reg’lar guy, t0o,” said Harry. “An ac-
tor! ’Magine!”

“Excuse me,” said the little man,
“but I've got to get back to work., We
mustn’t let anything get by us, you
know. They'll be through Tuesday be-
fore long, and everything must be ready
for them.”

Harry thought: this guy’s crazy nuts.
He smiled uncertainly and went down
to the landing below. When he looked

back the man was cutting skillfully into .

the stair, . making a neat little nail

‘way. -
‘trucks and buses around, aplenty, but

. of them were quite complete.
Harry let that pass, started on down

But one thing bothered him-——
“Did you say that feller in the third

"were crowding. around the cars,

-“That _guy works on the-

- stained.,

usual activity, Harry stopped,

scratch. Harry shook his head. This
was a screwy morning. He'd be glad
to get back to the shop. There was a
'39 sedan down there with a busted
rear spring. Once he got his mind on
. that he could .forget this nonsense.
That’s all that matters to a man in a rut,
Work, eat, sleep,” pay day.. Why even
try to think anything else out?

The street was a riot of activity, but
then it always was. But not quite this
There were automobiles and

- And none -

This was
Harry’s own field; if there was any-
thing ‘he didn’t know about motor ve-
hicles, it wasn’t very important. And
through that medium he began to get
the general idea of what was going on.

Swarms of little men who might have
been twins of the one he had spoken to
the
All

none of them were moving.

sidewalks, the stores and buildings.

-were working like mad with every tool

imaginable. Some were touching up the

finish of the cars with fine wire brushes,

laying on networks of microscopic
cracks .and scratches. Some, with bail
peens and mallets, were denting fenders
skillfully, bending bumpers in an art-
ful crash pattern, spider-webbing .
safety-glass windshields. Others were
aging top dressing with high-pressure, -
needlepoirit sandblasters.. Still others
“were pumping dust into upholstery,
sandpapermg the dashboard. finish

around light switches, throttles, chokes,

to give a finger-worn appearance.
Harry stood aside as a half dozen of
the workers scampered down the street
bearing a fender which they riveted to
a 1930 coupé. It was freshly “blood-

Once awakened to this highly un-
shghtly -
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open-mouthed, to watch what else 'was
gomg on. He saw the same process be-
ing industriously accomplished with the
houses and stores. Dirt was being laid

on plate-glass windows over a coat of
Woodwork was being

clear sizing.
cleverly scored and the paint peeled to
make it look correctly weather-beaten,
and dozens of leather-clad laborers were
on their hands and knees, poking dust
and dirt into the cracks between the
paving blocks.” A line of them went
down the sidewalk, busily chewing gum
and spitbing 1t out; they were followed
by another crew who carefully’ placed
the wads according to diagrams ‘they
carried, and stamped them flat.

- Harry set his teeth and muscled his
rocking brain into something like its
normal position.. . “I ain’t never seen a
day like this or crazy people like this,”

he said, “but I ain’t gonna let it be any

of my affair. I got my job to go to,”

And trying vainly to ignore the hun-

-dreds of little, hard-working figures, he
went grimly on down the stfeet.

WHEN HE GoT to the garage he

found no one there but more swarms.
of stereotyped little people -climbing.

over the place, dulling the paint work,
cracking the cement flooring, doing
their hurried, efficient little tasks of
-aging. He noticed, only because he was

. so familiar with the garage, that they
were actually making the marks that

had been there as long as he had known
the place. “Hell with it,” he gritted,
anxious to submerge himself into his
own world of wrenches and grease
guns. - “I got my job; thls is none o’
my affair.”

He looked about him, wondermg if
be should clean these interlopers out. of
"the garage. Naw—not his affair. He
was hired to repair cars, not to police

UN—S8
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the joint. Long as they kept away from
him—and, of course, animal caution told
him that he was far, far outnumbered.
The- absence of the boss and the other -
mechanics was no surprise to Harry;
he always opened the place.

He climbed out of his street clothes
and into coveralls, picked up a tool case
and walked over to the sedan, which
he had left up on the hydraulic rack
yester— that is, Monday night. And
that is when Harry Wright lost s
temper. After all, the car was his job,
and he didn’t like having anyone else
mess with a job he had started. So
when he saw his job—his '39 sedan—
resting steadily on its wheels over the

- rack, which was down under the floor,

and when he saw that the rear spring.
was repaired, he began to burn. He
dived under the car and ran deft fin-
gers over the real wheel suspensions.
In spite of his anger at this unprece-
dented occurrefice, he had to admit to
himself that the job had been done
well, “Might have done it myself,” he
muttered.

A soft clank and a gentle movement
caught his attention. With a roar he
reached out\and grabbed the leg of one
of the ubiquitous little men, wriggled
‘out from under the car, caught his cul-
prit by his leather collar, and dangled
him at arm’s length.

“What are you doing to my Job?”
‘Harry bellowed.

"The little man tucked his chin into
the front of his shirt to give his wind-
pipe a chance, and said, “Why, I was
just. finishing up that spring job.”

“Oh, So you were just finishing up
on that spring job,” Harry whispered,
choked with rage. Then, at the top of
his voice, “Who told you to touch that
car?”’

“Who "told me? What do you—
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Aell, it just had to bz done, that’s all.
Youll have to let me go. I must
tlghten up those two bolts and lay ome'
dust on the whole thing.”

“You must what? You get within'

six feet o’ that car and I'll twist your:

- head offn” your neck with a Stillson!”

“But— It has to be done!”

- “You won't do it! - Why, I oughta—""

“Please let,me,gp' If T don't leave
that car the way it was Tuesday
night—" ' o
- “When was Tuesday night?”

“The last act, of course. Let me go,.
or I'lt call the district supervisor!” -

“Call the devil himself. I'm going to
spread you on the sidewalk outside;
and heaven help you if I catch you
near here agam 1

The little man’s jaw set; his e) es.nar=
“rowed, and he whipped his feet” up-
ward. They crashed into erghts
jaw; Harry dropped him-and staggered’
back. The little man began squealing,
“Supervisor! Supervisor! Emergency!”

Harry GrROWLED' and  started after

- him; but-suddenly, in the air between

~ him and the .midget workman, a long
white hand wppeared. The. empty air
was swept back, showing an aperture -
from the garage to blank, blind nothing-
ness. Out of it :stepped-'a tall man

in a single-loose-fitting- garment liter- -
The open o

ally studded with pockets.
ing’ closed BHehind the man.

- Harry " cowered  before l)lnl;' Neéver:
in his life had he seen such noble, power-
ful features, such .strength of purpose,
-such broad shoulders, -such a deep chest,
The man stood with the backs of his
hands on his hips, staring at Harry
as if he-were something somebody for-
got to sweep up.

“Thats him,” said. the littlg' man

~

- +'this?"” he wailed.
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shrilly.. He is trying to stop me . from
doing the work!”
- “Who are you?”
man, down his nose.
“I'm the m-mechanic -on thlS j j—
Who wants to know ?” :
“Iridel,. supervisor of the dlStI‘lCt of
Futura, wants to know )
“Where in hell did you come {rom [
© “T did not come from hell. I came
fromi Thursday.” ' ;
Harry held his head. - “What a5 all -
“Why 1is today Wed-
nesday? Who are all these crazy lttle .
guys? What happened to Tuesday?”
Iridel made a slight motion with his
_finger, and the little man scurried back
under the car. Harry was frenzied to

sked the beautxful

. l_healj the wrench busily tightening bolts.

He- half started to dive-under after the.
little fellow, but Iridel said, “Stop!™
.and when Iridel said, “Stop"’ Harry

stopped. : |
“This,” said Iridel calmly, “is an
amazing occurrence.” He regarded

~ Harry with- unemotional curiosity. “An
actor on stage before the sets are fin-
ished. Extraordinary.”

“What stage?” asked Harry. - “What
are you doing here anyhow, and what’s
the idea of all these lnttle guys worknw ;
- around here?” . -

“You ask a great ma.ny questions, ac-.

tor,” said Iridel. “I shall answer them,-
and then I shall have a few to ask you.
These little men are stage hands— L.
am surprised. that you didn't- realize
that. They are setting the stage for
W'ednesday Tuesday? That’s going .
on now.’ E

“Arrgh!” Harny snorted. “How can
Tuesday be going on when today's Wed-
nesday " :

“Today isn't \Vednesday, actor,”

“Huh?”

“Today is Tuesday.”
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Harry scratched- his head.
feller on the steps this mornin ——one of"
these here stage hands of yours.  He
said this was Wednesday.”

“It 1s. Wednesday Today is Tues—_
‘Today’ is
simply the name for the stage set which .
‘Yestérday’ means -
“To-"

day. -Tuesday is today.

happens to be in.use,
the set-that has just  been used;
morrow’ is ‘the set that will be used
after the actors have finished with ‘to-
day.” This is Wednesday. ' Yesterday

was Monday ; today is Tuesday See ?’"_'

Harry said, “No.”

Iridel threw up his long hands. “My,
you actors are stupid. Now listen care-
fully. This is Act- Wednesday, Scene
6:22. ‘That means that everything you
see around you here is being readied

for 6:22 a. m: on Wednesday: Wed-" ha
The” “tried to explain-to him how the air flow-

nesddy isn’t a time; it's.a place.
actors are moving aloﬂg toward it now.

-1 see you still don’t get the idea. Let’s

. Harry looked at it amazed..
but my gosh, man, that’s what time T
I walked here; an’ -1-

see . .. ah.

" Look at that clock. VVhat
does 1t say?

Harry erght locked at the blg elec-.

tric- clock on the wall over the- com-
pressor. ;
highly accurate, “and it ~said 6:22,

“Six tw—

left the house.
been here ten mmutes already !

Iridél shook his head. ‘“You've been
here no time at all, because there-is no

|’)

tune until - the " actors- make the:r en-.

i trances.”

Harry sat down ‘on a-grease drum

_ andwrinkled up his brains with -the
“You mean that -

effort he was making.
this  time  proposition . ain’t something
that moves along all the time? ~ Sorta—

well, like a road. A road don’t go no’
You jast go places along it.
Is that it?” - '
In fact,

place— .

“That’s the general idea.

< o

““Met a -

It was corrected hourly and.

that’s a 1‘>retty good example.
pose we say that it’s a road; a highway
built- of Paving blocks. Each block is

a day; the actors move along it, and go-

through day after day.. And our job
here—mine and the little men—is- fo

.. well, pave that road. This is the
clean-up gang -here. . They are fixing

‘up the last little details, so that’ every-

thing will be ready for the actors.” *

" HARRY SAT STILL, his mind creaking
with the effects of this information. He
felt as if he had been hit with a lead
pipe, -and the shock of it was bemg
drawn out mﬁmtely This was the
craziest-sounding thing he had ever run

into. For no reason at all he remem-

bered a talk he had had once: with- a
drunken aviation mechanic who. had

ing over an airplane’s wings makes the
machine go up in the gair.

understood a word of the man’s dis-

';Sﬁup' -.

" He hadn’t
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» mension—it is duration.

and the Bernouilli effect. That didn’t
make any difference; the things flew
whether he understood how or not; he
knew- that because ‘he had. seen them.
This.guy Iridel’s lecture. was the same
sort of. thing.
“all he said, how-come. all these little
guys-were working around here? Why
wasn’'t the clock telling time? \’Vhere
was ‘Tuesday ? . a
He thought he’d get that stmnght for
good and all. “Just where 1s Tues-
day?” he asked:
“Over there
Harry recoiled and fell off the drum
for when the man extended his hand it

~

\ disappeared! . - - T

Harry got up -off, the ﬂoor and said
tautly, “Do that again.” -
““What? Oh— Point toward Tues-
day? Certainly."" * -And he . pointed.
-His hand appeared agam when he with-
drew it.

Harry said, “My gosh " and sat down S
again on the drum, sweating and staring

at the supervisor of the district of Fu-
tura. “You pomt an’ your hand—
ain’t,” he breathed: “W hat - direction is
that ?” ' : S
“It 1s a direction lik‘e‘any» other di-

rection,” said Iridel. “You know your-

self there are four duectlons—-forward '

sideward, upward ‘and”"—he pointed

agam and again his hand vamshed—
“that way!” . -

“They never tokle me that i in S(;hool 7
said Harry.

“Course, 1 was just a kid
then, but—" = . o
Tt is the fourth di-
The . actors

_ Tridel laughed.
move through length,
height, anywhere. they choose to within
the set. But there is another movement

]

‘If there was nothing in

said Iridel, and pomted

_course, \-vhich was all about-eddies.and -
chords and cambers and foils, dihedrals.
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—_one they can’t -control-—and . that -8

" duration.”

“How soon will they come .. . eh . ..

“here?” asked Harry, waving an arm.

[ridel .dipped - into one of his number-
less : pockets and pulled out a watch.

_“It is .now eight thifty-seven Tuesday

morning,” -he said. -“They’ll be here as

soon as they finish the act, dnd the

scenes in VVednesday that have already
been prepared.”’
‘Harry - thought again for a moment

. whlle Iridel waited: patlently smllmg a

little. Then he looked - up. at the super-
visor . and asked; “Hey—thls - ‘actor’

business—what’s that. all, about?— .

“Oh—that Well; it’s a play - that’s.

- Just like any play—put. on. for the

-atpusement "of .an audlence

- “T was to a play once,’. Sald Harry
~ “Who's. the audience?”
Iridel stopped smllmg ‘Certam——-_

- breadth, and - - |

Ones who may be amused " he sald :
“And now I'm going’ to ask you some
questions;  How did you get here?” '
L“Walked” . -0 - .
" “You 'walked from Monday mght t0
\Vednesday mornmg?’ L
“Naw*—, From the house to here.”
“Ah— But how did you get to Wed--'
neésday, ‘six twenty-two?” - :
- “Well I— Damfino.. I just woke up
an’ came to work as-usual.”
. ,:‘Thls 15 an extlraordlllary ‘oce‘u‘r-j

rence,”’ said Iridel, shaking his head in
puzzlement. “You'll have, to see the
producer.” K :

“Producer? "Who's he?”.

“You'll find out: . In the meantime,
come along with me. I can’t leave you
hére ; you're too close to the. play I
have to make my rounds anyway

IRIDEL walked toward. -the. . door

-..Harry was tempted to’ stay and find
- himself some . more work to do, but

- =,
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when Iridel glanced back at him -and
motioned him out, Harry followed. It
was- suddenly 1mposs:ble to do anythmg
else.
- Just as he caught up with the super-
visor, a httle worker ran up, whipping
off his cap.’ :
* “Iridel, sir,” he piped “the weather
makers put .006 of one percent too' lit-
tle moisture in the air on this set.
There’s three seventenths of an ounce
too little gasoline in the storage tanks
under here.” -
" “How much is in the tanks "’
““Four thousand two hundred -and
seventy-three gallons, three pints, seven
and twenty-one thirty-fourths ounces.”
Tridel ‘grunted.- “Let it go this time.
That was very sloppy work.- Some-

one’s going to get transferred to Lirbo .

for this.” - -
“Very good, sir,” said the little- man.
“Long as you know :'we're not re-
‘sponsible.” He put jon his-cap, spun
around: three times and-rushed off.
“Lucky for the weather makers that
“the amount of gas in that tankdoesn’t
come ‘into Wednesday’s script,!” said
Iridel. “If anything interferes with the
continuity of the play, there’s the devil
to pay. Actors -haven’t sense enough to
-cover up, either, They dre liable to start

whole series of miscues because of a

little thing like- that. ~The play might
~flop and then we’d all be out of work.”
~ “Oh,” Harry oh-ed. - “Hey, Iridel
—what’s the idea of that patchy Iookmg
place over there?”’

" Iridel followed his eyes. Harry was
looking at a corner lot. It was tree-
lined and overgrown with weeds and
small saplings. ' The vegetation was true
to form around the edges of the lot,
and around the path that ran diagonally
“through it; but the ‘spaces in between
were a plane surface. Not a leaf nor a

day who will use that path.

mean?”’

“advarce!
“we could get our trees grown otherwise? = .

blade of grass grew there; it was naked-
looking, blank, and absolutely without
any color whatever. :

““Oh, that,” answered Iridel. “There
are only two characters in Act Wednes-
There-
fore it is as grown-over as it should be.
The rest of the lot doesn’t enter into
the play, so we don’t have to do any-
thing with it.” s

- “But—" Suppose someone ‘wandered
off the path on Wednesday,” Harry
offered.

“He’d be due for_a surprise, I guess. .
But it could hardly happen. Special
prompters are always detatled to- spots

like-that, to keep the actors from going
-astray -or missing any-cues.”

“Who are they—the prompters, I

“Prompters ? 2 G.A’'s—Guardian An-
gels. That's what the script wnters call
them.”

. .“I heard o’ them,” said Harry.

“Yes, they have their work cut out

for them,” said the supervisor. “Ac-

tors are always forgetting their lines

when they shouldn’t, or remembering
them when the scrip calls for a lapse.
\'Vell it looks pretty good herc Let’s
have a look at Friday.”

“Friday? You mean to tell me you' re
working-on Friday already ?”
" “Of course! Why, we work years in
How on earth do you think

Herée—step 'in!”  Iridel put out his
hand, seized empty air, drew it aside to

. show the kind of absolute nothingness
“he had first appeared from, and waved

Harry on.
© “¥Y-you want me to go in there >’
asked Harry diffidently. .
- “Certainly. Hurry, now!”’

Harry looked at the section of void
with a rather weak-kneed look, but
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could not withstand the supervisor's
strange compulsion,  He  stepped
-~ through, , - -

AND 1t wasn't so bad. There were
no whirling lights, no sensations of fall-
ing, no falling unconscious. ' It was just
like stepping into.another room—which

is what had happened.  He found him-
“self in a great round chamber, whose .
roundness was touched a-bit with the
That is, it had curved walls"

indistinct,
and a domed roof, but there was some-
thing else about it. It seemed to stretch
off in that direction toward which Iridel

had so astonishingly pomted The walls -

were lined with an amazing array of
control  machinery — switches  and
- ground-glass- screens, indicators and
dials, knurled knobs, and levers,
ing deftly before them was a crew of
men, each looking exactly like Iridel

except that their garments had no pock-

cts. Harry stood wide-eyed, hypnotized
by the enormous complexity of the con-
trols and the ease with which the men
worked among them. Iridel touched
his shoulder. “Come with te,” he said.

“The producer is in now; vw}e’ll ﬁnd_

out what is to be done with you.”

They started across the floor. Harry
had not quite time to wonder how long
it would take them to cross that enor-
mous room, for wheh they had.taken
perhaps a dozen steps they found thems-
selves at. the opposite wall. " The
ordinary laws of space and time sunply
did not apply in the place.

They stopped at a door of burnlqhed
bronze, so very highly polished that they

could see through it. It opened -and
~ Iridel pushed Harry through. The door
swung ‘shut, Harry, panic-stricken lest

he be separated from' the only thing in

thés weird world he could begm to get
used to, flung himself against the great

» 1\10\;? e

‘messing that up too.

‘nesday,”

-

bronze portal. It- bounced him back,

. head over heels, into the middle of the

floor. - He rolled over and got up to his o
hands and knees. : o

He was in a tiny room, one-end of
which was filled by a colossal teakwood =

. desk. . The than sitting there regarded

him with amusement. “Where'd you
blow in from?” he-asked; and his voice
was like the angry bee sound of an ap-
proaching hurrxcane

“Are you the producer? >

“Well, T'll be darned,” said the man,

~and sm1led It seemed to fill the whole

room with 11ght He was a big man,
Harry noticed; but in this deceptive

- place, there was no way of telling how

big. . “I'll be most verily darned. An
actor.  You're a persistent lot, aren’t
you? Building houses for me that.!
almost never go into. Getting together

.and sending requests for better parts.
Listening carefully to what I have to

say and then 1gn0rmg or misinterpret-
mg my advice. Always asking for just.
one more chance, and when you get it,

And now one of
you crashes the gate. W’hat s your trou--
ble, anyway ?”

There was somethmg about the pro-
ducer that bothered" Harry, but he could .
not place what it was, unless it was the
fact ‘that the man awed him and he
didn’t know why. “I woke up in Wed-
he stammered, “and yesterday"
was - Tuesday. I ‘mean Monday. I
mean—" He cleared his throat - and"
started over. “I went to sleep Monday

~night and woke up 'V\’fe'dnesday, and .
-I'm looking for. Tuesday.” '

“What do you want me to do about
it o
 “Well—couldn't you tell me how to
get back there? I got work to do.”

“Oh—I1 get it,” said the producer.
“You want a favor from- me. You



know, someday, some one of you fel-
lows is going to come to me wanting to

'give me something, free and for nothing,

and then I-am going to drop quietly

dead. Don’t I have enough trouble run-

“-ning this showwithout taking up. time
and space by doing favors for. the likes
- of you?” He drew a couple of breaths
and then™smiled again. “However—I
have always tried to be just, even if it
is a tough ]Ob sometimes. Go on out
and tell Iridel to show you the way
“back. I think I know what. happened
to you; when you made your exit from

the last act you played in, you somehow
managed to walk out behind the-wrong

. curtain when you reached the wings.
There’s going Eo be a prompter sent
to Lmlbo for this. Go on now—beat
]t,” - ]

' HARRY OPENED his mouth to “speak,
thought better of it and scuttled out the
- door, which opened before Thim.
stood in_the huge control chamber,
‘ l)reathmg‘ hard. Iridel walked up to
him. . ' :

“Well

“He says for you to get me out of

‘here.”

“All right,” said Iridel. “This way (
He led the way to a curtained doorway
“much like the one they had used to come
in. Besmle it were, two dials, one
-marked in days and the other in houra
and minutes. = - -

“Monday night good 'enough :
“you?” asked Iridel. T

“Swell,” 'said Harry.-

for

= Iridel set the dials for - 9 :30 p m. on'|

Monday. “So long, actor. Maybe I'll
see you again some time.” = -
“So long,” said Harry. .He turned

and stepped through the door.
‘He was back in the garage, and there
was no curtamed déorway behind him.

He turne(l to ask Iridel if this would |

enable him to go to bed again and do

He-
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.Tuesday\ right from the. start but Indel
was gone.~

The garage was a blaze of light.
Harry glanced up at the clock— "It
‘said fifteen séconds aftef nine-thirty.
That was funny; everyone should be
home by now except Slim Jim, the
night man, who hung out until four in
the morning serving, up gas at the
pumips outside.
sufficed. This might be Monday night,
but it was a Menday night he hadn’t

known

: ‘vertlble and

-~

" roofing “torn’ aw ay."

.sick, slow. -

The plagce was ﬁlled mth the llttle--
o men again!

Harry sat on the fender- of a con-
roaned. “Now what have’
I got myself into?”

He could see that he was at a dif-
ferent place-in-time from the one in
which he had met Iridel. Thele they
had been working to build, wmkmor with.
a precision_and nicety. that was a pleas-
ure to watch. But here— '

The little men_were différent,
first place. -

in the
- They were- tired-looking,
There' were scores of over-
seers about ‘aid Harry winced with one
of the little écllow; when one of t_he men
in white “Jashed out with a long whip.
As the Wednesday crews -worked, so the
Monday gangs slaved. - And the work
they were doing ! was different.
.here they were breakmg down; break-
g up; cartmg away. ~Before his eyes,
Halry saw sectlons of pavmg lifted out,
pulverized; toted away by’ the. sackload

by hines- of. trudgmg higwbeaten. little

men. -He saw- great heams. upended ‘tg
support’ the 100’5 while liricks were pued
out of* the wallsy. He heard the _gang
vmikmg oi the roof, saw patches of
'He saw walls and
roof ‘both melt’ away under that driv-

ing, driven onslaught and before - he

knew what was happemng he was stand- .

'STREET & ,SMITHLSs UNKNOWNz e o

A ‘quick glance around

self smaller.

he asked himself..

For .

?

. ing:alonezon:assection-of-the-dead-white~

plam ‘he: haci noticed hefore on the cor-
“ner lot. -

It was too much for his overburdened
mmd he ran out into the night, hreak-
mng through liness of laden slaves,
through meat and growing pnles of rub-
ble, screaming for Iridel. He ran for a
long time, and finally- dropped down be-

_hind a stack of lumber.out where the

Unitarian church used to be, dropped
because -he could go no farther. He
- heard footsteps and tried to make him-
They- came on steadily;
one of the overseers rounded the corner
and stood. Jooking at him.’ Harry W%S
in -deep shadow, but he knew the, man,
1,n__lvlnte could see 1n the dark.
“Cbme out o’ there,”
Harry came out.
“You the guy. was yelin’ for Irtdel? d
Harry nodded. -~ . - -
“What makes you think you'lt ﬁnd
~Iridel in Ltmbo? steered his captor.
“Who are.you, anyway ?” _
Harry had learned by this time. “I'm
an—actor " he said in a small voice.

gratéd .the mam.»

M got into Wednesday by mistake, and

they sent me back here.”

“What for?"

“Huh? W hy-ﬂ I guess it was a
mistake, that's all.” -

‘The man stepped forward and grahhed
Harry. by the’ collar. He was about

.eight -times as, povs erful as a hydrauhc\ -

jack. © “Don't - gwe e no guff pal,”
said the man. “Nobody gets sent: to-
._.mlbo by m1stal\e or. if, he didn’'t" do

somethin’ up there to make: hun_ deserve :

it. Come clean, now.” .
“T didn’t do nothin’,” Harry \wailed.
“I asked.them the way. back, and they

~ showed me.a, door, and 1 went. through

it and came: here. That’s all.I know!
Stop it, you're choking ‘me!”

The man dropped him -sudde_nl-y.



YESTERDAY WAS MONDAY

“Listeni; babe, you know who I am?
Hey?” Harry shook his head. “Oh—
you don't. Well, I'm Gurrah!” "~

T “Yeah?” Harry said, not’ being able
to" think of anythmg else’ at the mo-
ment. ' -

" Gurrah puffed out his chest and ap-
peared to be waiting for something more
from Harry. * When' nothing came, he
walked up to the ‘mechanic, breathed in
his ‘face. “Ain’t scaréd, huh? - Tough
guy, huh? Never heard of Gurrah,
supervisor of Limbo an’ the roughest,
toughest son of the devil from Inc1dence
to Eternity, huh

* Now Harry as a' peaceable nman, but-

if there was anything he hated, it was
to have a stranger breathe his bad breath
pugnaciously “at him.  Before hé kneéw
it had happened, Gurrah was sprawled
eight feet away, and Harry was ‘stand-
ing alone rubbing his"left’ knuckles—
qiiite the most surprised of the two.
"Giirrahi sat up, feeling his'face. “Why,
you . . . you hit me!” he roared. He
got up and came ‘over to Harry, “You
hit me !” he said softly, his voice slightly
out of focus in ‘amazement. Harry
wished he hadn’t—wished he was in bed
or in Futura or-dead or something.
Gurrah ‘reached out with a heavy fist
and—patted him on ' the. shoulder.
“HMey,” he said, suddenly * friendly,
“you're all right. Heh! Took a poke
at'me, didn’t you? Be'damned! First
time in a month ¢ Mondays anyone
‘ever made a pass’at me. Last was a
feller named Orton - I killed “im
Harry paled. A

* GurraH leaned back against the lum-
ber pile. “Dam’f T didn’t enjoy that,
feller.  Yeah. This is'a hell of a job
they palmed off on meé, but what can
you do? Breakin’ down—breakin’
down. No sooner get through oné job,
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workin' top speed, drivin’ the boys till
they bleed, than they give you the devil
for not bein’ halfway through another
job. You'd think I'd been in the busi-

ness long enough to know what it was

all about, after more thah enght hundred
an’ twenty million acts, wouldnt you?
Heh, Try to tell them that. Ship a
load of ‘dog houses up to Wednesday,
sneakin’ it past backstage nice as you
please They -turn right around and call
me up. ‘What's the matter with vou,
Gurrah? Them dog houses is no good.
We sent you a list o’ worn-out items
two acts ago. One o’ the items was
dog houses. Snap out of it or we send
someone back there who can read an’
put you on a toteline.” That’s what I
gé't——act' in and act out. An’ does it
do any good to tell ‘'em that my aid got
the message an’ dropped dead before he
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“mopped his brow.
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got it to me? No. Uh-uh. If T say
anything about that, they tell me to stop
workin’ ‘em to death. Ii I do that, they

“ kick because my shlpments don’t come

in fast enough.”
‘He paused. for breath. Harry had a

- hunch that if he kept Gurrah in a good
mood it might benefit him. He asked,

“What’s your job, anyway?”
“Job?” Gurrah howled. ~“Call this a
job?  Tearin’ down the sets, shippin’

what's good to the act after next,

junkin’ the rest?” He snorted.’
Harry asked, “You mean they use the

same props over again?”

- “That’s , right.” They - dont

though, Six, eight acts, maybe. Then

they got to build new ones and weather-

them and knock’em around to- make
'em look as if they. was used.”

There was:silence for a time. Gur-
rah, having got his. bitterness off his

chest for the-first time in literally ages,

was feeling pacified. Harry didn’t know
how to feel. He finally broke the ice.
“Hey, Gurrah—
get back linta the play?” o

“What's it to me? How'd you—
Oh, that’s right, you walked in from the
control room, huh? That it?”

Hairy nodded. :

“An’how,” growled Gurrah “did you
get inta the control room?”

“Iridel brought me.”

“Then what?” .

“Well, T went to see the producer,
and—" . .

“Th’ producer! Holy— You mean
you walked right in and—" Gurrah
“What'd he say?”

“Why—he said. he guessed it wasn't
my fault that I woke up in Wednesday.
He said to tell Iridel to ship me back?’

“An’ Iridel threw you back to Mon-
day.”. And Gurrah threw back his
shaggy head and roared.

last,

How'm 1 goin’ to .

“VVhat s funny, asked Harry, a little
peeved

“Iridel,” said Gurrah, ¢ Do you real-

_ize that I'v ve been trying for fifty thou—

“to the junkyard.

 phone!”

‘trotted up.

~

sand acts- of more to get something on

that-pretty ol’ heel, and he drops you

right in my lap. Pal, I can’t thank you

enough! He was supposed to send you

back into the play, and instead o" that

you wind up in yesterday! Why, T'll
blackmail him till the end of time!”

He whirled exultantly, called to a gloup

of bedraggled little men who were stag-
gering under a cornerstone on their way

“Take it easy, hoys!”

he_called. "“I got ol’ Iridel by the short -
hair. No more busted backs! No more

sno_tty- messages! Haw harw' haw!”’

HARRY a little amazed at all this, put.

in a timid word, “Hey——Gurlah What
about me?”

“Youp Oh. Tel e-
At his shout two little work-
ers, a trifle less bedraggled than the rest,
One hopped up and perched
on Gurrah’s right shoulder; the other
draped .himself. over the left, with his
head forward. Gurtah grabbed the lat-
ter by the neck, brought the man'’s head ,,
close and shouted into his ear, “Gwe
me Iridel!” There was a moment’s wait,
then the little man on his other shoul-
der spoke in Iridel’s voice, mto Gue- -
rah’s ear, “Well?”
‘ “H:yah fancy pa.ntS‘"
“Fancy— 1 beg your—
this ?” ,
“It’s Gurrah, you futunstlc parasxte

Gurrah turned.

Wh'o is

1 got a couple things to tell you.’

~ “Gurrah! How-—dare you talk to me
like that! T'll have you—

“You'll have me in your job if 1 tell
all I know. You're a wart on the nose
of prooress Iridel.”

“Whiat is the meaning of this?”-
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“The meaning ofthis is that you had ’
instructions-sent to you by the producer .
-Had an actor -

an’ you muffed them.
there, didn’t you?. He saw the ‘hoss,
_ didn’t he? Told you he was to Be sent
_back, didn’t he?  Sent him right over
to me instead of to the play, didn’t you?
, You're Sllppln Iridel. - Gettin’ -old.
Well, get off the wire. I m callm the
boss, right now.’ '
. “The boss?’

marn.
Ah—about that shipment of three-legged -
~dogs I was wanting you td round- up

Oh——dont do that, old

for-me; I guess I can do w1thout ‘them. - -
_ Any little favor I can do for you—

- —*“you’ll damn well do, after this. You
better, Goldilocks.” Gurrah knocked the
two small heads together breaking the
connectlon and probably the heads, and
turned grmnmg to Harry.  “You see,’

he explained, “that Iridel feller is a-
damn good supervisor, but he’s a stick-
ler for detail. He sends people to lebo
for the silliest little mistakes. - He never

forgives anyone and he never forgets a
slip. He’s the cause of half the misery

_back here, Wwith his hurry-up orders.
Now things are gonna be dafferent. The
boss has wanted to give Iridel a dose of

his own medxcme for a long time now,‘-

but Irrie never gave him a chance.”

Harry said patlently, “About me. get-

ting back now—"

“My fran’!” Gurrah bellowed.  He °

de]ved mto a pocket and pulled out a

- N LN
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watch like Iridel’s. “It’s eleven forty
on Tuesday,” he said. “We'll shoot
you back there now. —You'll have to
.dope out your own.reasons for dis-
-appearing. Don’t spill too much, or a
lot .of people will suffei for 1t—you the
most. . Ready.?” = - S

"Hdrry nodded; “Gurrah swept. out a
hand and opened the_ curtain' to noth-

ingness.
ways from where you started,” he said,

Look let's talk this thing over.. “because you did a little moving around'

here. Go ahead.” g
“Thanks,” said Harry.
Gurrah l]a_ughed. - “Don'’t thank me,
‘ You rate all the thanks! Hey

chiuim.

—if, after you kick off, you don’t make

out so good up there, let them toss you
over to me. You'll be treated good;
you've my word.on it. Beat it; luck!”

Holding his breath, Harry Wright.
stepped through the doorway.. ' -

He had to walk thirty blocks to the
garage and when he got there the boss
was waltlng for him. )

“Where”you been Wright 7

“I—lost my: way.”

“Don’t get wise.
this ls——vacatlon time?
“the spring j6b. < Damn it, it wont be
finished now till tomorra.”

‘Harry looked him stralght in the eye
and said, “Llst_en. It'1. be ‘finished to-
night. I happen to-know.” And, still
grinningy he went back mto the garage -
and took out Ins tools.

What do you think

THE END

“You'll' find yourself quite a -

Get going on
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‘h‘y' R. CREIGHTON BUCH
“Goop morning, sir. Mighty -bad..
storm we're having.” o
‘Professor Mackee jerked his head up
out of the -depths of his overcoat and
bobbed at the red-faced constable. " He
didn't seem cold; maybe a person could:

- get used-to it after ten or twenty years A
in this God-forsaken place: "He shiv--- -
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ered. What a ghastly thought! One
year m Aunt Agatha's frozen mauso-
leumn was enough. He’d be damned if he
stayed through another Maine winter,
in spite of her idiotic wlll' She’d drawn
1t up herself, and it. was full of tart, b}t-
ing sarcasm.’ : S g

I bequeath to my nephew, Arthur Qumcy
Mackee, who, I'am- to understand is " tedch-
ing English at. some. school m Alabama -the
balance; of my -estate.on the. provtso .that he
live for the. remamder pf hys hfe m my houte
in Mame "

So here he was, at the a.ge of ﬁfty-'
_three, spending a cold. winter nerth of
‘the Mason- Dlxon Line for the ﬁrsttnnc~

m ten years.

A sudden . gust of snow- laden arrl‘

swept around him..

again and- thrust his scrawny neck even- '

farther into. his -coat~collar. Tt was a
vain-. attempt for. the . S0ggY- ﬂakes
squirmed. their way. inside i in spnte of all

his efforts. S o
The house was as bad as the clxmate :

It had turned out to be ‘a museum piece,
full of Colonial relics;. somé weré; still
able to walk. . These, he’d, learned were
Aunt Agatha’s- servants: _ They came
with the house. A bevy of house-broken
ghosts would have been preferable.
After the warmth and informality of
Alabama, the cold austerity of Maine
was too much. Entirely too much.

At the corner, Mackee stopped and
peered through the flying snow at-the
signpost.
made his way down the street toward a
large sign, creaking in:the wind, .on
‘which were carved the words:

ANT QU ES
" Isaac Laquedem, Prop.

The door slammed behind him, set-
ting the little bell tinkling -madly. ~ He

(Slgned) ACATHA QUINCY

He tugged at his hat and

shook the show from his coat and, pulied
out a handkerchief to wipe the mist from
his bifocals.” The dumpy proprietor bus-

tled from: -the' rear, of the shop.

. “Good mommg, Mr. Mackee., It's

'about the clock that vou ve come? 'vVell
: here 1t is; just like T - got it”

-

Proudly he pomted to’ a- massue pan-
eled box . bearing ‘a multttude of clock
faces - Obviously: a- very old’clock, for

the’ carvmgs were worn and"the mark-
-mgs ofy the' dials were almost eﬁaced

Mackee bent forward to” examme it
more closely In appearance 1t resem-
bled the” elabbrate clocks butlt by the
seventeenth or- etghteenth century arti-

“sans.” Some of them, hé remembered, -
" made’ clotks that showed the day of the
’\/Iackee shtvered'-.-il"month as well as the time of day. Per-
"'haps this was one of those Cautiously

' he inquired the price."

_ “We]l for you it's cheap.
ﬁve dollars '
Mackee swallowed and pulled out his

_?‘.checkbook The habits of fifteen years
"_L; on a teacher's pay were hard to break.
+ +He filled in the amount and gave it to

the antique dealer with instructions for
the delivery of the clock.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Mackee, I'll bring
it up personal, tomorrow morning.”

Mackee wrapped his coat around him

tightly, wished that his spare shanks
weren’t so thinly covered, and leit the
shop. Leaning against the icy wind, he
slowly made his way homeward.

'SURPRISINGLY, the next morning was
clear. Mackee rolled out of bed, damned
the cold floor of the room, shiveringly
pulled on his clothes, and went down'to
breakfast. With the steaming oatmeal
instde him, his outlook - on things

changed and he eagerly fell to work,
shifting antiques around in the reom he

Ninety—‘

'
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called the “museum” until he had a
suitable place for the clocki By eleven
o'clock the workmen had come and gone

- and he was admiring lns new acquisi-

tion. . ~

. Closer ™ exammatnon convinced him -

that the clock was unusual in more ways
than one. The carvings on the panels
definitely did not date from the England
or France of the seventeenth or eight-
eenth century. They resembled iore the
Turkish or Arabic inscriptions he'd seen
on exhibit at the university. Odder yet

- was the string of characters that sur-

mounted the central panel, above the
three large clock faces. ~They were un-
mistakably old Hebrew!

* Shrugging his shoulders, Mackee
went to work to remove the layer-of oily
dust that clung to the surfaces.

arranged in a triangle. The top one was
marked into twelve divisions, probably
indicating hours. At a rough guess, the
ornate brass hands pointed to a few min-
utes before eight.-

sectors.

Carefully he finished wiping away the
encrusted: grimé that had covered the
front panel and turned his attention to
the side pancls. They were replete with
oriental imagery. The only figures he

“recognized were ibis-headed Thoth and

winged Asshur. :
Mackee walked around the clock

again and stepped back to admire it..
It didn’t look the same. His-
eyes narrowed as he tried to.catch the

Queer!

annoying diffefepce'. - His ‘pdzzled gaze
fell on the top dial and he gasped. The

hands now pointed to eight fifteen! The

clock was still running! He bent over
and placed his ear against the case. Not

a sound. Perplexed, he tried to find a

way of opening the clock. Nowhere

" sion.for rewinding!

‘Might as well set it, |
took hold of the long minute hand and .
-With a protesting creak that

- On the
front panel, the three clock dials were - instead . of- backward.
-He found himself squinting at the dial
in his efforts to see the markings. They
seemed to be getting more and ‘more
difficult to distinguish, |
The other two dials -~ prehension, he ran to the window. The

‘were divided mto seven and thnteen'

could he find a si{iglc sign that the case

was- meant to be opened.  This was

queer! A mechanism that ran without
a sound and with apparently no -provi-

petual imotion.
until he could get some expert.
tainly was no mechanic,
Curious, Mackee pulled out his watch
Three minutes of twelve.
was only about eight hours too fast.

tugged.
sent shivers trotting along his spinal
column, the hand moved.
forced it backward. The brass pointer

responded sluggishly, as though it were

moving in a viscid fluid. Perhaps he

He reached out,

_Sounded like per- -
Well, that better wait .
He cer-

The old clock -

“Slowly he .

should’ve moved it forward to twelve

Too late now.

In sudden com-

sky had become overcast again. Over-

head it was night black. Toward the
_east there was a faint lightness; almost,

he thought, like the first light of dawn.

no business of his.

. Shrugging, he dismissed the matter as
He vaguely recalled

some mention in the Sunday supplement -

of an eclipse that was to occur soon.
Let the scientists worry-about that. He
snapped on the’ lights and ﬁmshed set-
ting the clock. "

The door’ to the museum swung open
to admit the peering head of Hepzibah,
the housekeeper.

“Your dinner’s

ready, professor.

Mighty dark day, isn’t it? Reminds me

of the winter of '91." For two whole
days you couldn't" see the sun. Most
everybody was snowed in. Mlghty cold
winter.” ' |
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“Thanks, - Hepzibah. Il be. right
out.” L | R

-

MACKEE GLARED at ‘the closed door )
~ and thrust his hands into the, deep pock- |
ets of his jacket, She seemed to relish |
cold weather. And if thereé was one ‘
thing he hated, that- was,it. Winter. | ' PR
Br-r-r'r. What was it Shakespeare | . snver Star -
said? ‘“Blow, blow thou winter wind, | ' '

- thou art not so unkind as mari’s ingrati- WeSteﬂI Sto ry MagaZ“ﬂe

tude ? Bet he never felt. a cold Maine |

i

s o e e | $1500

Mackee gldnced outsxde once more,

.int? th'e_ bgv\{;lderlr{g blackm?ss .thep ?E"Z@ @@mpeﬁ ﬁ @Hﬂ V,h

switched on' the radio.

“—tesy of the Bliie label Baking:«
Powder Co Tke and Mike will come
to you tomorrow at the same time. This |.
i§ James McLiesh, speaking for Blue |

Label Baking Powder Co., and blddmg C ONDUCTED l°"'“|Y by Dodd,
you all a schlurp t— \. =2 Mead & Co. and Street & Smith
- for the 'best Western Novel-Serial of

“Special news flash! The Newfounda 1941, o )
land’ Observatory has Just released a | .
bulletin on the Stral‘lge darkness ﬂ’lat haS - The purpose of "'HS cOmpehhon is to
so suddenly caused a ‘blackout’ of al- | = ' give to.new writers—and to those
most the entire Western IHemisphere. | whose talent has not heretofore been
Here-is thie bulletin: ‘At 12:01 today | sufficiently recognized—a unique op-
h , observed to ston. reverse |- portunity to make a name for them-
the sun was 0 served 10 Slop, .TEVErSE | selves in the Westein story field.
direction and rapidly sink toward the Dodd, Mead & Co., publishers of
eastern horizon,- where it came to® rest books. founded in 1839, and Street
and resumed ‘its normal motion. Three'| > & Smith, publishers of  magazines,

founded in 1855, are among the -
oldest in their respective fields. “The
winning story in_ this prize -contest,

minutes later, ét 12:04, the sun changed
direction” again and disappeared below }.

the horizon. No explanation is as yety - therefore, gives the public absolute
forthcoming.’ . {  assurance of the hlghesf quality in *
“This station will keep you infor med : Western W"'""Q‘

with up-to-the-minute flashes. Wevnow
return you to the scheduled program.”
. The subdued music of an orchestra

The compehhon closes on July 1, 1941 -
—and_is open to anyone who has-
never had & book issued under the

filled the room. Mackee StOOd in the | -Silver Star.imprint. Write today for
center of the rug as an expresszon of ~full rules obout the contest, and ad-
shocked .dismay played ﬁtfu!ly across his | dréss your " letters. to WESTERN -

- STORY Contest, Street & Smith, 79

face. . )
. : Seventh Avenue, New York City.
It's "1’ncred1ble' Po_satwely unbe- This. is really. a wonderful chance for :
lievable! : _ any . author, of Western stories—so

' He ran his ﬁngers through his stringy . act now! .
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. consteuct .a: great. temple, and in ‘this’ temple.<

+
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hair and. then with faltermg steps he: - Perhaps -that - had notebeen~arfgura-c - .. -
: retumed to-the clock. "He hesitated for-- tive parable!. Perhaps it hadvheen-liter-—=-
" a mement, rubbed his unsteady hands:. ally true! - -OFf course; the clock -mustive -

together, and: began.to ‘tufn the hands been - actually ‘made-: by- :some--scientist-. - .

of the -clock forward; : When they.once .priest such as the great ]egcndary Kinar, ;3. -

more pointed to éight: twenty.he’took a  the-:craftsman. ‘A ‘thousand : different: :

deep breath -and “slowly: turned ‘arourid. ".. plans sw1r1ed“through ‘his bramw Edgar
The electri¢ lights séemed pale in the Perkins, fratgrmty brother; -had -beewr-

warmi. sunhght that . beat n through the w.professor of phv51c5 at- -the umversnty

windows! . -+ Tt * Wire himr to- come- up-at once: He ll-'»
His- brain. whirled. w:th the -implica- find out what-makes-it tick. .
tions -of his discovery. He'd ‘done Edit . “What. might have: happenedsif- Agatha "

son onevhetter !~ He changed. day- ‘intow - Qumcys house hadnt been - draity ASee 1t
night .. But- how did it work? -A.vague hard .to say...A pranknsh gust--ofsicy - -, :,:‘
recollection of a legend he'd once.read wmd whitled~in-“a decvish-dance-—-and
foamed to’ the: surface of his mind for a- brushed- lightly-across: the nape of “Pro--- _j_
moment ‘and then was gone. ~ His bhrow : fessor :Mackee's -moist neck. . His. long;-
-furroived as he concentrated. The li- . bony -nose- wrinkled ;- - he-sniffed” twice
bracy at Cauldwell UanE:l‘Slt) ‘He'd. and. then he sneezed’ ‘Not - just” ‘once,
béen classifying a . colléction " of - books’- j'Abut three- separate and distinct sneezes !~
donated to- the library. - ‘One rather . His face.:began..to_grow red, .dnd/-the---

dusty book—what was that title? Sud. words.he: ‘muttered might. have ‘shockeds -~

denly the fragmenta dmpped into place ** Hepzibah-dut of her respectability... For -
A page of printing dl‘]ftﬁl mto focus _ thej first time-in his life,. Arthur Qumcy
. Mackee: had- caught cold!" -

~ “Then did the Lord spake;unto_ the d_r'afts'- . Vlswns Ofu Alabama drlfted througlp

men of Gehalemot and command them. to"-_*hls mind. - Alabama - and..cotton- ﬁelds

_shall they place his:gift, .the ikon of Chronos . and the:sweet. nosmlg!a of- “Deep River”™
- that was the ordering of the carth and the . ﬂoatmg on: the- SultrY“ ait.; ‘Camla bed5‘~"w
heavens. And they shall know that.by this - and hollyhocks.” Wadrmth, sumimer:-
glft may they control the seasons, even. un'to-, - Summer' B '

™ the motion of the sun itself. And lo,. the '
~people did- and they were amazed Thus. did He san. toward the dOCk an(l then

the Lotd. God Jehovah overthrow the. 1dola-‘;.-h-CheCked himself.. . The hands had -been...

P

trous priests of ‘the sun’ worshlpers . '~d1fﬁcult -to. move In._order to. change— =&«

Y

I
\w}\}\:\\\w\\m" " ”//////////// i
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winter into summer he’d have to turn

the hands around nearly three hundred
times! Entirely too slow.
to be some way to work it. Electricity?
That ‘was it! He'd buy an electric mo-’
tor! r '

-~ Mackee ran to the hallway, fumblingly .
pulled himself into his heaviest over-
coat, yelled to Hepzibah to hold his din-
ner, and started off down, the street.

NexT poor, Miss Julia Par;ish starect
out of her window at the retreating fig-
ure of the usually sedate profeqsor Her
curiosity ' @roused, she ‘squashed her

- aquiline nose agamst the pane_ in orcicr
to see better. Suddenly the: professor
stoppcd and looked up. at the sky
followed his gaze but saw- nothmg She
shrugged her prim shoulders and turned
back to her tattmg Most men were
pikilated, anyway. ‘

In a way, it was a good thmg that .
Julia Parrish was slightly deaf.  Other-
wise the ]oud clap of thunder that fol-
lowed might have startled her. —

- Maine Evening Post

Jan. 23—Professor Arthur Quincy Mackee
died today as the result of being struck by
lightning. The accident, called by the coro-
ner an “act of God,” occurred a few minutes -
after ‘the strange phenomecnon that caused
.darkness over the whole Western Hemisphere
for a period of some ten minutes today. Wit-
nesses of the accident said that the sky was
clear at thé time the bolt striick.. Professor
Mackee moved to this city a year ago after
resigiing from:th'e faculty of the University.
of Alabama. He was a nephew of the late
Miss Agatha—

Maine Evening Post

Feb." 6—The antique collection of the late
~  Professor Mackee was scld at auction: today.
“The bulk of the collection was hought hy an
anﬂque dealer in the city, Mr. Isaac Laque-
dem .
A _quaint old clocl\ was purchased by a

Mr. L. G. Jehova of Kansas City.

There ought. |

Julia' ¢

THE END.
UN—9
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SUPRERIE
ARIONG NATIONS...

But do we want to be? Do we want to,

control @ weapon so devastating, so irresisti-

ble, that we could wipe every country off the ,
-face of the earth? .

“For just such a weapon is lound—and it be-

longs to the United States. If we don't make
use of it, other nations will get it. If we do
use it, how can we avoid being a world-
dictator . . . hated . . . feared? And how
~—most mporfont—can we keep it under
control"

it's a problem' that won't let you sleep nights
—which -is fair warning for sluggish brains
to ‘stay away from SOLUTION UNSATIS—
FACTORY, by Anson MacDonald, - in the
June ASTOUNDING. You'll. be perplexed
by it—but it wsll keep you,reading until the
very end! ' : .

 ASTOUNDING
SCIENCE-FICTION_ -

—

.. AT ALL NEWSSTANDS

=



@ If he halnt been so
thioroughly - drunk for se -

long, he couldn’i-have

. aceepted  the - situation—or.

acted ~so intelligently..

Iliustratedd by Schneeman

THE governor ‘took a -sight "‘betﬁieen'

two leaves of carefully imported mint;
lmmg the green notch up with the cor-
ner of the bamboo veranda and the
bowed" figure of the man on the beach.
He was silent so long”that his ‘guest

became restless missing the easy drone -

of the governor’s voice. That was the -

konly thing to do, he thought, watching -
the old man pressing the cool.rg-lass
‘against his cheek, peering ‘through the.’ .
the only -
thing a man could-do 1in this dreary, .

leaves at the beachcomber;

brilliant group- of - little islands—you
~ could only talk. If you didn’t keép 2
conversation going, you thought.of the.
heat and the surf-etched sﬂenceswaiﬁd
the weary raftle of palm fronds, and
that brought you ‘back’to, the heat' agam
God, he thought suddenly, the - gover~
nor dresses for dinner in thxs heat every’
‘last damn day. o .

“Poor crazy dev11 " mutte1 ed the gov-
‘ernor. -,

‘His American visitor, asked "‘Who [

—_The goverrior gestured with hlS glass .-
toward the sea and the beachcombe1
and. then s1pped ,

The -American swiveled and stared
The beachcomber stood dejectedly with

~ shouldered.

* by E. WALDD HUNTER

i't‘he surf tumbling about his knees, and_

the sun was sinking so rapidly that his
shadow -crept and crawled along the

" beach-like something with a life of its.
..own.

A trick of the light seemed to '

R make the man’s flesh . transparent for

‘a ‘split second, and it appeared to the
American that the man was a broad- -
skeleton - standing - there
staring out to sea. A slight shift of
.shades showed him up again for what
he was, the thin hisk of a man, sharp-
boned strmgy . :

" The ‘American grunted and tumed
- back toward his host. - “What s the mat—
ter with hlm [ C -

“The governor said, . “Him? He just
‘doesn’t give a-damn any more. He lost
-something and he can't—1I can’t let hlm
—get it back.”"
© “What did, he lose 7 .

The governor regarded- hini gravely.
“You're a- businessman. You deal in
dollars and cents and tons—— You.
wouldnt Believe me if. I told you; and
yog might not let me ,ﬁms,h L

The American. 6pened “his mouth to
protest, but the governor. held uyp “his
 hand and “said, “Listen to that.”

The beachcomber’s cracked wail

'drlfted out.over the-cluttered beach and

~“the whispering surf. Ahniroo!” Le
cried.  “Ahni— Ahniroot”.” Then for
a long ‘while he was silent, and’ it grew
’darker Just as-the sleepy sun pulled )
the blanket of horizon over its head,
- they saw the beachcomber’s. shoulders
slump He turned and walked up the
beach. |

The. Atperican squinted at him. “I

A - . .
v PR Y . , oo~
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As he drank, the room wabbleui.snm’e-»nﬁnm,
and the ’E'Haim]s grew bolder around him.
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- take it he isn't as cra?'y as he looks? »
The governor shook hrs head. “You
~ can“put it that way -
~ Thé American’ settled himself more
comfortably
‘comber - parttcularl), o?\the governor
- either, “for that ‘matter. “But he had to
' stay“here another fofty, -elght hours, and

there would be nothmg to do untll the
" mail steamer came" ‘except to sit and
‘talk ‘with the old: boy The man seemed

- to" have at least one good yarn to tell,
which was promrsmg

, _“‘Come. on—give,’ he, gunned
f take "your: word for it.

it. Who is he, anyhow? And why is
he calling out over the water? -Gives
me the creeps. \Vho’s AhniroHr
what is it 7"

The governor leaned back and looked :
" up at a spider that would probably drop:
down someone’s collar before the eve- .
ning ‘was over, and he said nothmg for .

quite a while. Then he began:.
AHNTROD was a.. . . a, friend of the
fellow’s. 1 doubt that any. man has
" had a friend like that. As far as
the . man himself 1s concerned—yes
you may be right. Perhaps he isn't
quite all there, -
: through the surprising thing is that he
can talk fairly sensibly.

He drdnt care about the

f‘I}]l ’
- Don’t forget ‘
I'm not used “to this kind of country,’

or the funny business that goes on in  not know where he will eat next,

But after what he went

Of course, he's.

: STREET & SMITH'S UNKNOWN

his money and spent it and lost it and
had it stolen from him, and like some:
other seamen he drank.

Being on the beach really started the
whole thing for him. A sailor’s unem-
ployment is unlike any other kind,
that it is sc'little dependent on the man’s
whereabouts. - A silk-mill worker must
starve around a silk mill before he can
get his job, but a seaman can starve
anywhere. If he is a real seaman, he
1s a painter and ‘a general handyman, a
stevedore and roustabout. Chances are
that he can “drive a truck or play a little

“ musie or can turn his hand at any of a

thousand semiskilled trades. He may ~
but
he can always find a bit of a drink to

‘warm him or cool him as the weather

dictates. _But Barry—our beachcomber
ove there—didn’t care much’ for - eat-
ing, and didn’t do much of it for- quite

~a while, except when it was forced on
“him. He concentrated on the drinking,

and the more he. drank the more reasons

“He found for- drinking, until he couldn’t

‘persuader.

pecuhar there, too—all he'll talk’ aboutfl

¢ is Ahmroo, but he does rt qmte ratron- '

- ally.

seaman, He had relatives ashore and
was going to marry one of ,thes_e years,
-perhaps;
place where he was bern, some day,

when he could- walk inte the town with ~

a hundred-dollar bill in every pocket of
a new suit. Like other seamen he saved

He was a seaman, much hke any other ,

and there was a visit to the -

walk or sleep or work or travel or stay
still without a little -snort or two as a
Not so good. He lost a
lot of jebs ashore and afloat., When

~ he had a job he’d guzzle to celebrate,

and when he lost one he'd guzzle to
console himself. You can imagine what
happened.

" It hit him in a small town on the
Florida coast. -He had just been fired

from 4 little four-thousand. ton frelghter

that.ran coastwise and’ found that stop-
ping in such half-forgetten whistle stops
paid expenses. It was on the North

. American continent, but aside from that

it hardly differed from these islands.
It was hot-and humid and a long, long.
Way from anywhere else.

- And Barry found himself sitting on
the edge of a wooden sidewalk with his
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Imcremses proguction
means more jobs fox

men

—~and MORE PAY for
who know‘ their work

This home- study course gives you the practlcal facts on modern
machines, up-to-date methods, you need to advancc in machine shop
work, Take advantage of the other mans experiente as found’
in books, to solve your problems, increase your efficiency, with

5 BIG, DURABLE VOLUMES
2014 PAGES, 1833 ILLUSTRATIONS, MANY CHARTS
. AND TABLES
ITHIN the covers of these five books are to be found all the
facts that you will want to increase your practical knowledge

of machine shop work and to give you the ability to handle all
kinds of jobs swiftly, smoothly, correctly. Each of the five vol-

COMBINED HOME-STUDY
COURSE AND REFERENCE LI-
BRARY BY PRACTICAL EXPERTS

FRED COLVIN and FRANK STANLUY,
well-known authors of many intensely prac-
tical books for machine shop wmen, have had
years of experience, not only in on-the-iob
practice themselves, bui also in Kkeeping |

oy

untes containg a complete record of work as it is done today in
America’s most progressive and efficient shops. The books answer
your questions on methods and machines—tell what you need to
know about the operation of machines of all types and sizes.for the
whole range. of metal cutting, forming, and finishing operations—

abreast of ldtest methods from one end of
the metal-working ~industry to the other,
through their editorial contacts with leading

" shops throughout the country.
In their books they give you the be';t of

WHAT. this Library GIVES YOU

—complete guide for everyhody, from shop
#xecutives to apprentices. interested in the -
operation of machines used in turning and-
boring practice

~—essential principles and  major problems in-
volved in turning and boring operations
- . r

~—description of all important varieties of
machiongs, both ‘manual and sutomatic, and
methods of oper.nmg them -

—data on speeds and feeds, new oumng al-
loys and materials, use of coolants, ete.

—practical information on grinding machines
and abrasive wheels, showing what they do,
how tu operate them, and how to-make best
use of them on various types of work

gshops, on-
automatic

—preferred methods of leading
speeds, feeds, precision grinding,
machines, special work, ete.

—training in the various operations performed
in drilling and surfucing mauterials in the
machine shop . -
—rvainable  data, methods, suggestions, and
illustrations from accepted practice, showing
plainly how to handle the cutting of ma-
tevinls, the carce of tools, methods of pro-
duction, ete. ) o

—exnet. fdescriptive data on  all aspects of
genr cutting practice, useful  im shops of
any size

—easentials of selecting machines,
work, and handling operations
- tapping, Dlaning,

L and broaching.

setting up
in reaming,
shaping, slotting, milling,

all the data, ideas, methods, and examples
coming from these sources——the gist of more
experience than any one mun could amass in
@ lifetime of wotk.

§how by text, diagram, and
illustration the essential
points of setting up work,

PUTS THE MASTERY OF MACHINE SHOP WORK AT YOUR
FINGER TIPS

‘These five big volumes aré clearly written in simple languagc
fully illustrated, easily understood. With them you get the facts
on modern machine shop practice, new machines, up-to-date
methods—the complete, practical training course-—that you can
usc to improve your skill and advance your eammg powcer now.

" NO MONEY DOWN—SPECIAL PRICE—EASY TERMS3

Let us send you these fact-packed books for 10
days’ free examination, with ne obligation to buy
the books unless you want them. Remember that,
if"you decide to keep the: books the special lis
brary price represents a saving of $2.00 on.the
price of the books if you were to buy them sepa-
rately. Furthermore, you may have, ‘the privilege
of paying in small montlllv mstdllms-nm while
you use the books. Send the coupon today. -

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON

McGRAW-HILL, BOOK CO., "Tne. , 230 W. 42ud St., N. Y. C.
fend mo the American Machinists’ Library, 5 volumes, for 10 doy¥ examination on

approval. In 10 days [ will send $1.50, and $5.00 monthly urdit the price of $L6.50 is
paid, or return the books postpaid, (Tu insure prompt shipment weite plately aid
fill in ail lines.) P :

_Name ...... e m 9 s 0erestsstsineennrrrstscsancastrnrenscenonanseasnsanssuane cesmuans
Address:. ™ . cuvesrrasasessriorans R Position  ~o.oieianes meceseneianias cens
City and- Btate. .. vvesvunnreaerorennsrnecseass COMPANT .. oo vvaeriatnoenna 88-6-41
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feet and his soul in the gutter, with no
money and no job and no food in his
stomach. ' '
just halfway between -a binge and a
. hangover.
utes at a painted stone in the dusty
road, just because his eyes happened- to
be directed that way. And before long
a scorpion crept out from behind the
stone and stood. looking at him.

It was like no other scorpion he had

ever seen. It was no larger than any
other, and the same dark color,

CLoarms.
pink ‘and soft, and had delicate hands
and little diamond specks of ﬁngernalls
And—oh yes; no joints, apparently.

They were as sinuous as an elephant’s
trunk.,

a long moment before he let himself
believe: what he had seen. * Then’ he

" shook hlmself shrugged drunkenly, and-

said :
“Pll be damned "
ing the strange scorpxon “Hit”

‘The. scorpion waved one of its per—;
i(YQu

fect, impossible arms, and said,
will be ! and then, “Hi yourself.”

-« Barry started so “violently ‘that hef.

came to his feet., -
been sopping. se_eh']ecl
lected in his knees;

to have col-

He stared for twenty min-.

but
instead of the formidable piricers, it had.

They were tiny and perfect and

It was such an unheard-of"
thirig. to see that Barry stared at it for.

at -any rate, those’

STREET ‘& SMITH'S UNKNOWN -

were nearly as red as their lids, and his

~ broad shoulders were built of toothpicks .

He felt pretty good, being

- strength.

_and parchment.
. with the solid nauséle.under it was now
loose and ‘dry, and fitted hint' as badly.

Skin that had been taut

as the clothes he wore.- He was a big
fellow—six ‘feet three at least, and he

weighed all of a hundred and* t\venty- :
~_ seven pounds

‘The scorpion was the start of it, and
the crack on the skull brought it on full
That s . nght—the horrors.
The good old creeping, crawling hor--
rors. When he came to and hauled his.
ragged body back up to the sidewalk, he

~ found himself in a new world, horribly

peopled by . things he couldn’t. under-

- stand. - There were soft white wriggling

things-—a carpet of them. under his feet.
Standing at'bay in "the doorway of a
general store. down the street was a

o gryphon .complete with ﬂammg breath,

And then, addrfess,—: !

- shrieked and tried-to run, and fell chok- -

‘horns and tail, frighteningly real, lifted

“bodily from an old book that had fright-

ened him when he was a clnld He heard

‘a monstrous rustle -over his head and

there was a real life prototype of Alice-
in-Wonderland’s

wock, -and it was out to get him, .He

_ing and splattering into the Slough of

The liquor he had .

members were quite liquid aind” buckledf

under ‘him, so that he fell on his face.

.He remembered the scorpion scuttling:

o

away, and then his forehead struckithe

painted stone and .the llghts went out
for h1m

I

.. ~

bottles, you wouldnt have _ known ]it.
He was no beauty.

leather face and a\purpl_e nose. His eyes

. He had' a long-

Despond from ‘Pllgrlms “Progress.”

There was sonieone else in there with™
., him—a scantily clad girl on skis from

the front cover ~of)a Paris magazine.

bucktoothed = Jabber- -

She laughed . and’ turned into. a_six- -

legged winged snake whlch bit at him.

viciously and vanished. He scrambled
to his feet and -plunged. -sobbing down

* the dusty- road_ .and people -on the side:-

. : *" walks turned
BARRY HAD. BEEN, a strong man but:', “Crazy. with th’ heat”

after ‘two  years of nursing from flat.

and stared and
A ( nd,
and went en
about their, busmess for heat -madness.

was. comimon among beached sa1lors in

that. country in August.

Barry staggered on out of town
- \

said, .’

;



NIGHTMARE ISLAND

which wasn't very far, and out among

He began to see things that he could
not describe, monsters made of other
monsters, devils and huge spiders and
insects. In the angry blaze of the sun
he slumped to his knces, sobbing, and
then something clicked in his mind and

tion. .

- It was NIGHT, and very cool, when
he woke again. There. Jvas half a moon

and a billion stars, and the desertlike

dunes were all black velvet and silver.
The black and the gleam were crowded
with strange life, but it was worse now
than it had been in the daytime, because
now he could feel what he couldn’t see.

He knew that twenty feet away from

hitn stood a great foul buzzard that
stared steadzly at him, and yet he could
not sec it. ~ It was more than a fear-

some sensation that the thing was there ;.

he could feel each feather, every wrinkle
of the crusted, wattled neck, each cal-
loused serration on its dry yellow legs.
As he stared tremblingly into-the mound-

ing distances, he felt the grate of a-

bison’s hoof as it eyed him redly, ready
to charge. The sound of a wolf’s teeth
impacted on his skin rather than his
eardrums, and he felt its rough tongue
on its black lips. He screamed and ran
. toward the town, guided by his omni-

~ present seaman’s instinct, dodging and

zigzagging among the silver dunes. Oh,
yes—he had ’em.
really thoroughly.

He reached town about eleven at
night. He was pretty much of a mess
" —covered with grime, cut and bruised
and sick.
rockily against the sun-dried wall -of a
gin mill, trying to revive himself with
the faint clinking of glasses and ‘the

~

he collapsed from sheer psychlc exhaus-

He had the horrors -

Someone saw him leaning

. 137

fainter odor of liquor that drifted from
the sand dunes and scrub and saw grass._— inside,

‘Someone else said, “Look at
the hulk; let's feed him a drink.” 1t

_ was a lucky break for Barry; with his

metabolism in the pickled state it was,
he would most certainly have dropped
dead if he had not had that snifter, -
They led him in and gave him a
couple more, and his garbled mutterings
were amusing to them for a time, but

" after a while they went home and’ left

him cluttering up a round table with
his spent body. _

Closing time—which meant the time
when there was no one left around to
buy a nickel beer—came, and the bar-
tender, a misplaced Louisiana Cajun,

-came over to throw the sailor out.
There was no one else in the place but -

a couple of rats and some flies. One
of the rats had only two legs and wore
a collar and tie even in that heat. The
other rat had some self-respect and scut-
tled under the beer pulls to lap suds,
being a true quadruped with inherited
rat reflexcs.

The two-legged rat’s name was Zilio.
He was a small oily creature with
swarthy skin, a hooked nose supported

by a small mustache, an ingratiating

manner and a devious way of making a
living. His attention was attracted to-
ward .Barry by the barkeep’s purpose-
ful approach Zilio shd off his stool and
said : '
.“Hold it, Pierre; I'm buymg for the'

‘gentleman. Pour a punch.”

‘The name did not refer to the in-

“gredients of the drink but to its effect.

The barkeep shrugged and went back to °
his bar, where he poured a double drink
of cheap whiskey, adding two drops -of
clear liquid from a small bottle, this
being the way to mix a Zilio punch.

Zilio took it.-from him and carried it
over to Barry. He set it on the table



138

in front of the seaman, drew up a chair
and sat close to him, his arm on Barry’s
shoulder.

“Drink up, old man,” he said in an
affected accent. He shook ‘Barry
- gently, and the sailor raised his head
groggily. “Go on,” urged Zilio.

Barry picked up the glass, shaking

and slopping, and sipped because he’

had not energy for a gulp. -
“You're a sailor, eh?”
Zilio.

murmured

‘Barry shook’ his head and 1eared back:
to try to focus his disobedient eyes on.
“Yeah, an” a damn good"

the oily man,
~ one.”

“Union member ?” .

“What’s it to you?’ asked Barry bel-
ligerently, and Zilio pushed the glass a
little closer. Barry realized that the
smooth, swarthy character was buying a

drink, and promptly loosened up.
“Yeah; I belong to the union.” He

picked up the glass.
“Good ! said Zilio.
Barry did. The raw liquid slid down
his throat, looped around and smashed
him on the back of the neck. He sank
tinglingly into unconsciousness. . Zilio
watched him for a moment, smiling.

“Drink up!”

Pierre said, “What are you going to
do with that broken down piece o’ tar?”
Zilio-began to search Barry’s pockets
diligently.
ing - for,™>

he. said; -“this broken- down

piece of tar'is going to-be removed from -

the rolls of the uneniployed. Another
minute’s searching - uncovered Barryls
seaman’s papers. ‘‘Ah—able seaman—
quartermaster—wiper ° and
He'll da.”> He stood back and wiped his

. hands on a large white handkerchief, "

-, “Pierre, get a couple of the boys and

have this thing brought down -to. my ;

_dock »

fishermen.

“If T can find what I’'m look-"

messman. .
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Pierre grunted and went out, return-
ing in a few minutes with a couple of
Without a word they picked
up the unconscious Barry and carried
him out to a disreputable old flivver,

which groaned its way out of sight down.

-

the dusty road. *

Zilio said, “’Night, Pierre.” . He
handed the bartender two clean dollar
bills for his part in the shanghai, and

left.

- WHEN Barry swam up out of the ef-
fects of Pierre’s Mickey Finn, he found
himself in all too familiar surroundings.
He didn’t have to open his eyes; his.
nose and his sense of touch told him
where he was. He was lying in a nar-
row bed; and the sparse springs beneath
him vibrated constantly. His right side
felt heavier than his left, and he rolled

* a little that way, and then the weight

shifted and he rolled back. He groaned.
How did he ever get werking again?

He opened his eves at last, to see
what kind of a box it was that he ‘had
shipped out on. He saw a dimly lit
fo'c’s’le with six bunks in it, only one
of which was occupied.” The place was
filthy, littered with empty hbeer cans,
dirty socks, a couple of pairs of dun-
garees, wrapping paper from laundry

-~

parcels, and cigarette butts—the usual -

mess of a merchant ship’s crew’s quar-
ters when leaving port.
eyes and shook his head violently to
Tid’ himself of this impossible vision—
. he didn’t remember catching a' ship,

He closed his

knew -he was on the beach, and was

. good and sick of seeing things he could
-So—he closed his eyes and’
. 'shook-his head to clear it, and when he

not belieye.

did that he groaned in agony at the
pain that shot through it. QOooh—that
must have been a party. Wow' He
lay very still until the pain ‘subsided,
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and then cautiously opened his eyes eight lousy dollars a month. No over-
again. He was still in a ship’s fo’c’s’'le.  time. Eighty-six-day runs.. .

“Hey!” he called weakly. Barry got up on one elbow and said
The figure on the lower bunk opposite  half to himself, “What did I do—ask
- started, and a man pushed his head for this job?” )

into the light that trickled in from the The other man 1011ed out and sat on

alleyway. the edge of his bunk, putting .on tank-
“Hey, where am I? ~T erman’s safety shoes. “Damfino. Did

this ?” R _ you ever meet a guy called Zilio?”
Apparently the man could make sense " “Ah— Yeh.” —

‘out of the vague question. “Tuesday,” The man nodded. “There you are

he said. That meant nothing to Barry. then, shipmate.  He gave you a drink.
“Ye're aboard th’ Jesse Hanck. Black You pasded out. You wake up aboard

oil. "Far East.” . this oil can. That’s Zilio’s business.”

Barry lay back. “Oh,” he moaned. “Why the dirty— I'm a union mem-

The Hanck ships were famous—or ber! I’ll tie this ship up! I'll have her
was it notorious? They-were old Fore struck! Tl report her to the Maritime -
River ships, well-deck tankers.. They Commission! . I'll—" .
were- dirty and unseaworthy, and they~ The-other man rose and came across
were hungry ships and paid ordinary . the fo'c’s’le to lean his elbows on Barry’s
seamen’s wages to their petty officers, bunk and breathe his gingivitis into
~grading it on down from there. Twenty- Barry's face. “You'll do your work
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his pounding head.

canal P’

. was in.

and shut up. When you scber up enough
to look around, you'll find out you're -
1lmg without seaman’s papers.
you're a good boy and play along with
the seahorse that calls. hlmselt a chief’

mate, you’ll get them hack. ~Step oft

the straight and narrow and youll be

-beached somewhere without your livin’. -

An’ listen—better dry_ up with that"
union talk. You got picked up by a
fink-herder and shipped on a fink ship.
They don’t go for that around here, that
fellow-workm' stuff.” _
“Yeah?” Barry swung his feet over
the side of the bunk and had to clutch
“TIL jump ship in
We got to go through the

Panama !

“Ain’t nobody jumpin’ no ship in
Panama. nowadays, friend. * They'll send
out a hith- colyu'm alarm fer you from
the ship an’ you'll spend sonfethin’ like
fifty years in a. military b'lStl”C ‘Be-
sides—time we get to Colon -you won't
want to be. jumpin’ “ship. . Better cool

*off now. "G’wan back to sleep T got
the eight to twelve. - You got the twelve

to four.” - -.
. L .

So Barry went to work again. = He
spent his days and nights in the utniost.
misery. The paCkIDU around the port-
hole beside his bunk had kicked out
some. years ago, and every’ time the
-weather got a little drafty, his bunk

shxpped water. The food was atrocious,

-and - the crew was composed of boot-
| ‘blacks,
' fariners, and: one or two bona-fide sea-
" men like hiiself, either-outright - finks
. or shanghaied wrecks:

kids on'- vacatlon &x-tenant

"But all .of this
didn’t stack up .to his horrors. They
i)ersistecl and they grew. . - . _
Tt isivt often a. man gets them that
ba’d]j‘; but then it isn’t-often that’a man

 lets himself get into the state that Barry

" He walked in a narrowing
circle~ of ravenous beasts. - When. he

- o 3

I -

- - 2

~
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slept he dreamed horrible dreams, and -

-when he lay awake he could feel tiny,
cold, wet feet crawling over his body.

He was ‘afraid to stand a lookout watch

by himself, and the mate had to.batten
down his ears for him before he would
go out on the fo'c’s'le head at night.
He was dead sure that there was some-
thing horrible hiding in the anchor en-
gine, ready to leap out at him and wrap
him up in the anchor cables. He was
just as afraid to be in a roomful of

men, because, te his sodden eyes, their-
faces kept running together fluidly, as--

suming the most terrifying shapes. So
he spent his hours off watch hovering
on the outskirts of small groups of men,
making them nervous, causing them to
call him Haunt and Jonah.

-He found out what the eight-to-twelve
man had meant when he'd said that
Barry wouldn’t feel -like jumping ship
in Panama. A day before they made

the canal, those who might make trou-

le were called to the second mate’s
room, each secretly, and fed rotgut
liquor. They hadn’t learned—not one
of them. It was a Mickey again. When
they- came to, they were in the Pacific,

The Jesse Hanck steamed well out
of the usual steamer lanes. The Hanck
fleet were charter boats, and they saw to
it that they were always behind sched-
ule sufficiently to enable the captains to

pad the fuel and store consumption ac-

counts enough so that pockets were lined
all around, except for those of the crews.
A thoroughly rotten outfit. At any rate,
Barry had his little -accident eight days
out of the canal.

The ship was sllufﬂing along some-

where on the tenth meridian, and it wds
hot. It was one of those evenings when

a man puts clothes on to soak up per-

spiration and rips them off thirty sec-
. onds later because he can’t stand the

heat of them; when sleeping in the
fo’c’s'le is 1mposs1ble and sleepmg on
deck i1s just as bad. ~ ‘

The men bunked all over the place,-

‘throwing mattresses down-on the after

boat deck, swmgmg hammocks from the
midship rigging, c1aw1mg undér the
messroom tables, which were out on

- .the poop now—sleeping anywhere and

everywhere in impossible attemptsito es-
cape the cruel heat, Calling the watch
was 2 hit-or-miss proposition ; you might
find your relief and then again you
might wake the wrong man from a rare
snatch of real sleep and get yourself
roughed up for your mistake.

Barry came off watch at four that
morning. He turned in somewhere back
aft. He never got up for breakfast
anyway, and when the eight-to-twelve
ordinary seaman tried to call him for
lunch at eleven-twenty, he couldn’t be
found. It was one-thirty before the
bos'n missed him., Sometime between
four in the morning and one in the
afternoon, then, Barry had left the ship.

It gave all hands something to talk
abotit for a couple of days. The captain

-wrote up a “lost at sea” item in the log
:and pocketed Barry’s wages.

An or-
dinary seaman was given Barry’s duties

‘with no increase in pay. Barry was for-
gotten.

Who cared, anyway? Nobody
liked him., He wasn’t worth a damn.
He couldn’t steer. He couldn’t.paint. -

He was a lousy lookout.

Barry HIMSELF always gets thdt part

- of his story garbled. How ‘a man trained

at sea, capable in any emergency of.
looking out for his own skin, no matter
what the weather or his state of so-
briety, could possibly fall off a ship at
sea is beyond understanding. I don't
believe he did. I think he jumped off.
Not because of the way he was being
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ireated aboard that slave ship; he hadn’t

self-respect enaigh left for that. It must
have been his horrors; at any rate, that,
according to him, is the last thing he
remembers happening to lhum aboard the
Jesse Hanck.

He had just drifted off to sleep, when
he was aroused by some shipboard notse
_—the boilers popping off, perhaps, or a
roar from the antiquated steering engine.
At any rate, he was suddenly dead cer-
tain that something was pursuing him,
and that if he didn’t get away from it,
he would ‘be horribly kllled He tried,
and then he was in the water.

As the rusty old hull slid past him in
- the warm sea, he looked up ‘at it and
blinked the brine out of his failing eyes
and made not the slightest attempt to
shout for help. He trod water for some
moments,
tanker was a low star swinging down on
the horizon, and then he turned over
on his back and kicked slugglshly to
- keep.himself afloat.

. Now. delirium tremens is a pecuhar. '

affliction. Just as the human bédy can
be destroyed by a dose of poison; but
will throw off an overdose,-so the hu-
man mind will reach a point of super-

"saturation, and return to something like -

normiality.. In Barry’s case it was a
- pseudosanity ; he did not cease to have
his recurrent attacks of phantasmagoria,

but_he became suddenly immunized to’

them. It was as if he had forcrotten how

to- be' afraid—how, even, to wonder at

the things he saw and felt. He simply
did not care; he became as he is. today,
just not giving a damn. In effect, his

mind was all but- completely gone, SO

that for the first time in weeks he could
. lie at ease and feel that he ‘was not
.mortally afraid.. It was the first-time

he had been in real danger, and he was’

" not afraid.

for weeks.

- and crying like small children.

- windward of a small island.

until the after light-of the -

" Barry awoke.

_only sea-soaked

_He says that he lay there and slept
He says that porpoises came
and played with him, bunting him about
And he
says - that an angel came down from the
sky and built him a boat out of sea-

‘weed-and foam. But he only remembers

one sun coming up, so it must have been -

that same morning that he found himself

clutching a piece of driftwood, rocking
and rolling in a gentle swell-just to
It was
just a little lump of sand and rock,
heaped high in the middle, patched with
vegetation and wearing a halo of shriek-
ing sea birds. He stared at it with ab-
solutely no interest at alt for about
four hours, drifting closer all the while.
When his feet struck bottom he did not
know what it meant or what he should
do; he just let them drag until his

‘knees struck also, and then he aban-
doned his plece of - wood and crept
ashore.

THE SUN was coming up. again when
He was terribly weak,
and his flesh was dry and scaly the way
skin can .be. . His
tongue was interfering with his’ breath-

ing. He lolled up to his hands and

knees and painfully crawled up the slop-
ing beach to-a cluster of palms. He col-

’,-ilapsed with his chin in a cool spring, and
“wotuld “have kllled himself by over-.
‘drinking. if he had". not fallen asleep

again.

The next time he pushed the groggy
clouds from him, he felt much better.
He was changed ; he knew that. He was
basically changed’; he felt different about
things. It took him quite a while, to
figure out just how, but then it oc-

curféd to him that though he was still -
surrounded with the monsters

and
visions and phantom$ of his own drink-
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crazed crea:tion, he did not fear them.
. But it was more than that. It was not
the disinterést he had experienced out
there when he was adriit. It was~a
-sullen hatred of the things, It.was an
eagerness to have one of them come near
enough for him to attack. He crouched
by the spring and looked craftily about
him, trying to find an object to kill and
tear. He found it. _ Near him was a
coconut. He picked up a stone and
hurled if, and cracked the coconut. e
caught it up and drank greedily from
the streaming cracks. and then broke it
and ate the meat until it made him sick.
He was enormously. pleased “with him-
self. | :
All around him the ground pimpled
and dimpled, and from the little de-
pression what he thought were strange
~ plants began to \grow. They were sinu-

ous stalks, and ‘they seemed to be made
of two rubbery sheaths that wound
about each other spirally, forming a
tentaclelike stem, and spreading out at
.. the tip in two fleshy ‘extensions like
snail’s eyes. . He reached out. and
touched one as it grew wvisibly, and it
writhed away-from him and began club-
bing the ground. blindly, searchingly.
‘He'd never dreamed up anything like
this hefore. But he was certain he had
~nothing to fear from them. He got up,
kicking one out of the way disgustedly,
and began to climb the central hill for
bearings. Just as he left, one of the
growths spurted up out of the ground,
. curved-over his head and smashed wetly
“down on the spot he had just vacated.
~He didn’t even look over his sheulder.
Why should he, for a figment of his
. mmagination? The nistake he made was
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that the things were real. Just as real,

my friend, as you and I!

BArry, poor crazed wreck, couldn’t -

-realize’ it then, - because. the growing,
writhing trunks all around him were

rixed and mingled with things 6f his
own creation; dancing and gibbering
around him. There were things harm-
less and beautiful, and things too foul to

_mention, and it is little wonder that the

stemlike things were “of little: impor-

Barry went on up the hill. ?Ié picked
up .a thorny stick, quite heavy, and
strode on, casually sw1pmg at his mon-
sters, real and imaginary. = He néticed
subconsciously that when he stuck at

d unicorn or ‘a winged’ frog, 1t} would
| vanish immediately, but when he swung

at a growing tentacle it would either
~when struck twist

stalks kept pace with- him, sinking back
mto the ground behmd him and sprout-
It st111 ‘eant nothing to.

A few hundred yards from the top he
stopped and smffed "There had been
a growing, fetid Qdor about the place,
and he didn’t like it. He connected it

“somehow with the smell of the ichor .
that exuded from the wounded stalks

after he had -slashed them, but he was
“he didn’t really care. He
shrugded and finished -his’ climb,

When he ‘had reached the top e

‘.stood a momeﬁ’t wiping his forehead. .

with hlS wrlst
around the horlzon
other islands in s:ght

and- then 51ghted all®
There- were no

Hexspotted
two more springs and a tight grove of .
coconut and breadiruit. That, was en-
couraging. He stepped forward as a
rubbery trunk poured out of the ground
A

o

This one was
small—nearly round and perhaps a mile
by a.mile and a quarter

N
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and lashed at his legs with its two pre-
heusile tentacles. It missed.

A puftf of wind bearing an unspeak-
~ able odor brought his attention back to
the ‘crest of the hill. Tt was . nearly
round, almost exactly following the con-
tours of the island, and fell in the cen-
ter to form a small crater. Down at the
bottom of the crater was a - perfectly

round hole, and that was the source of .

the noisome smell,

Barry walked down toward it because
he happened to be facing that way and
it was the easiest way to go. He was
halfway down the slope when two points
of what looked like pulpy flesh began
to rise out of the hole. They seemed
. to be moving slowly, but .Barry sud-
. denly realized that it was an illusion
due to their enormous size. Before he
could bring himself to stop, they had
risen twenty feet in the air. They be-
gan leaning outward, one directly to-
ward him, the other across the hole,
away from him. They grew thicker as
~ they poured upward and outward, and
finally they lay flat on the slope and the
near one began licking up toward him,

It was the most frightening phantasm
- that had yet- presented itself to Barry’s
poor alcoholic brain, but now he would
not be frightened. He stood there, legs
apart, club at the ready, and- waited,
When the thing reached his feet he
raised himself on his toes and brought
the thorny club down with all his
strength on its fleshy tip. It winced
away and then poured back. He hit
it twice more and it retreated. He ran
after it and smashed it again and again,
It suddenly rocketed up in the air, as
did its mate from the other side of
the crater. They struck together with
a mighty wet smack! and stood theére,
a pale-green, shining column of living
flesh, quivering in the sunlight. And

then, with unbelievable speed, they
plunged into the ground, back into their
hole. Barry. dropped his club, clasped
his hands over. his head and smirked.
Then he turned and went back to- his

. spring.

And all the way back, not another
trunk showed itself.

He sLepT WELL that night under a'
crude shelter of palm leaves. ' Not a
thing bothered. him but dreams, and of
course they didn’t bother him much any
more. His victory over the thing in
the crater had planted a tiny seed of-
self-estcem in that rotten hulk of a man.
That, added to the fact that he was too
crazy to be afraid of anything, made
him something new under the sun.

In the morning he sat up abruptly.
At his feet was a pile of breadfruit and
coconuts, and around him was a forest,
a wall of the waving stalks. He leaped
to his feet and cast about wildly for his
club. It had disappeared. He drew his
sheath knife, which by some miracle
had stayed with him since he left the
Jesse Hanck, and stood there, palisaded
by the thickly planted, living stems. And
he still was. not afraid, He took a deep
breath and stepped menacingly toward
the near wall of stalks. They. melted
into the ground .before he reached them.
He whirled and. rushed those behind
him. They were gone before he could

~get within striking distance. He paused

and nodded to himself. If that was the
way they wanted it, it was O. K. He

" put away his knife and fell to on -the

fruit, The stems ranked themselves at-
a respectful distance, as if they were
watching. And then he noticed some-

" thing new. Deep within his brain was

a constant liquid murmur, as if thou-
sands of people were talking quietly to-
gether in a strange tongue. He didn't
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mind it very much. He’d been through
worse, and he wasn’t curious.

After he was quite fimished he. no-
ticed a rustling. movement in the wall
surrounding him. - The creatures were
. passing something, one to the other——
his club! Tt reached the stalk nearest
him ; it was taken and laid gently by his
side.  The stalk straightened and
dropped into the earth quickly as if it
were embarrassed. _

Barry looked at the waving things
and almost grinned. Then he picked
up the club. Immediately the things
on one side of him melted into the
ground, and those on the other side
doubled in number.
began sprouting under his feet; he
jumped away, startled. More sank into
the earth from his path, and more sprang
up behind. He looked at them a little
uneasily; it occured to him that they
were a little insistent, compared with
his usual disappearing monsters, He
walked away from them. They fol-
lowed ; that is, they massed hehind him,
sprouting in his footsteps. And .the
murmuring in his mind burst into a
silent cacophony; gleeful, triumphant.

He wandered inland, followed by his
rustling. company of pale-green stalks,
When he turned aside they would spring
up around him, and it was no good
trying to press through. They made
no attempt to harm him at all. But

~—they were forcing him toward the hilkt

Perhaps he realized it—perhaps not.
Barry, by this time, was totally un-
hinged. Any other man could not have
lived through what he did. But his
pecubar conditioning, the subtle distor-
tion of his broken mind, gave him the
accidental ability to preserve himself.
Certainly he himself could take no credit
for 1it. His fantastic world was no more
strange to him than ours is to us. If
UN-—10

A couple of them .

“flung him down,

you or I were suddenly transported to
that island, we would be as frightened
as—well, a gorilla,in- Times Square, or
a New Yorker in the African jungle.
It’s all a matter of receptivity.

And so he found himself marching up
the central slope, being driven genily
but firmly toward that monstrous thing -
in the crater by his entourage of pale-
green stalks. They must have been
a weird-looking company. .

And the thing was waiting for him.
He came up over the crest of the rise,
and the tip of one of the two great green
projections curled up over his head and
lashed down at him. He threw himself
sideways and belted it with his club as
it touched the ground. It slid back to-
ward the hole. He took a step or two
after it. It was huge—fully sixty feet
of it stretched from him to the hole in
the center of the crater. And no telling
how much more of it was in there. = At
the first movement from the thing, there
had been a rustle behind him and every
one of the staltks had dropped from
sight. '

As Barry ran forward to strike again,
a shape shot up out of the ground at
his. side, whipped around his leg and
He rolled over. and:
sat up, to see the other great green arm-
come swooping down on.the stalk that
had tripped him and—saved his life.
The two huge tentacles slapped together,

. twisted the slender stalk between them,

and began to pull. The stalk tried to
go underground, and for a moment held,
while its spiraled body stretched and
thinned under, tons of pull. Then the
ground itself gave, and with a peculiar
sucking sound, the stalk came up out
of the earth. And for the first time
Barry saw it for what it was. _

" The “root” was a dark-green ovoid,
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five or six feet long, about two and a
hatf feet thick at the mid%ﬂe. It was
rough and wrinkled, and gleamed with
its coating of slime.. The stalk itself
was nearly eight feet long. The crea-

ture hung for a moment in: the twin’

tentacles of its captor, and then it was

. down the two -arms which had closed
together and twisted, forming a great
proboscislike tube. And Barry heard
it scream, deep down in his mind.
Barry ‘rose.and scrambled back over
the crest of the hill.. It had ocurred to
him that the monster-in the crater had
stuck at a victim—himself—and that the
stalk -had sacrlﬁced itself to save him.
Having a-victim, it would be satxsﬁed
for the time being., - He' was right.

Peering back, he saw the great column.
rise in the air and slip swiftly back into -

its hole. - And he realized something

else, as the two tlps disappeared under- ‘
i, - The divided proboscis—the
ability to rise from and sink into the

O'round

earth—why, the big. fellow there was

exactly the same as all the rest of these

creatures, except for its huge size!
What -was -it? Why, Barry never

knéw exactly, and though I took a great-
deal of trouble to find out, I never both- _ -

ered to tell him. - There they were;
more than that, Barry did not care.
He still doesn’t. . However, as closely

as I can dlscover T thmk that the crea-
tures were a species of ma,nne worin— -

one of the Echiuroided, to- be exact—
- bonellia viridis. They grow large- any-
where they grow, but I'd never heard
of one longer.than four feet, proboscis
-and all. However, I think it quite pos-
sible for a colony to develop in-a given
~ locality, and mutate into greater size.
As. for the big one—well, Barry did
find a thing or two out about that mor-
ster.

.astonished.

STREET & SMITH'S UNKNOWN

Barry went back down the hill and
headed for. cover. He wanted to sit
somewhere in the shade where he would
not be bothered by such things. He found
himself a spot and relaxed there. And
slowly, then faster and faster; the stalks

vas . began to spring up around him again,
infolded, the bulge of it sliding visibly -

They kept their distance, almost respect-
fully; but there was a certain bland in-

.sistence in their presence’ that annoyed

Barry.
“Go away!” he said sharply. .
And they did. Barry was utterly
It was the first really hu-
man reaction that had struck him in
weeks, But the sight of these curious

‘creatures, so dissimilar to anything that

he had ever "even heard about, obeying

‘him so implicitly, struck some long-
buried streak of humor .in the man.

He
roared with laughter,

“Hello.”

His™ laughter cut off and he pecred
around. Nothing.

“Hello.” The sound seemed to come
from no specific direction—as a matter

- of fact, it seemed to come from no direc-
“tion at all.

It seemed to come from
inside him, but he hadn’t spoken.

“Who said that?” he snapped.

“I did,” said the voice. He looked
around again, and his eyes caught a
movement down _low, to his left. There,
just peeping out of the ground, were

the twin tendrils that tipped the ubxqm— :

tous stalks. ‘

“You?’ asked Barry, pointing.

The creature rose another two feet
and swayed gently. “Yes.”

“And what the hell might you beP"

“I don't understand you. ‘What is
hell ?”

“It speaks Enorhsh' aasped Barry.

“I speak,” agreed the  monster.

“What is English?”

-~



" Barry rose to his knees and stared at
it. “What are you?” he repeated.

“Man.” -

“Yeah? What does that make me Fald

“You are different. I have only your
words for everything. ~Your name for
yourself is Man. , My name for mvself
“1s Mang too. 1 have no name for you.”

“I’h/i a man,” asserted Barry, half
truthfully. ‘

“And what would you say I am?:

r”.

Barry looked at it carefully. f‘A'

danmed nightmare.” .
The thing. said seriously, “Very

well. Hereafter we shall be known as

nightmares. T shal] ‘tell all thé people

“THE THOUGHT of actually having a
conversation with this unpleasant-look-
ing | beast struck Barry again and almost
overwhelmed him. “How the
can you speak with me?”

- “My mind speaks to your ; mmd 7

“Yeah? Gee!Z was the only comment

-Barry could think of.

“What are you cromg to do?” asked

the creatu re.

“Whatcha mean? ?” o
“You have proved yourself against
the Big One. We know you can de-
stroy him. 'Wilil you do it soon, please P’
“The Big One? You mean that thing
in the crater?” - = _
“Yes : - o
“What can T do? ' i
“You, will know, all- powerful one.’
© Barry looked around to find. out wvho

was being addressed in such prepos-

sessing terms, and then concluded | that .
it was he. He puffed his chest. “Well ?
he said, “I’'ll make a deal ‘with you Get
me a drmk and 'l fix you up.”

~Tt was an old’ -nlentql_reﬂex, one’ He

had used all over the coast to get him-.
self plastered when offered any kind of-
‘a job, aside from shipping out.

" His
technique was. to demand more liquor
until he was so drunk he was of no value

devil
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to any kind. of an employer; and they

would go away and leave him alone.
The stalk- said, “It shall be done.”
A whirring telepathic signal sounded

in Barry’s brain, and two or three dozen

‘of the things leaped out of the earth.

“The master desires a drink. And
pass the word; hereafter we are to be
known as nightmarés, 1t is his wish.”

The stalks dropped out of 51ght all
but the one Barry was talking with.

“Well; that’s something llke service,
breathed Barry.

“All things are yours for the service
you will do us,” said the nightmare.

“This is the damnedest thing.” said
Barry, scratching his “head. “Why
didi’t you talk to me before ?”

“I did not know what your intentions

| were, nor whether or not you were an
intelligent animal,”, said the nightmare.

“Y'know now, huhs” = .
“Yes, master.”” : 2
“Hey— How come - none of 'em ¢ lk

to me but you?” .. ,

“T differ. shrrhtly f_rom the rest See
-those birds ¥’

Barry . looked up at the wheelmg,
screaming cloud of gulls and curlews.
“Sp?” -

The mcrhtm'lre gave a peculiar tele-
pathic whistle. The birds wheeled and
hurtled downward toward them. Inan
instant the-gladée was filled with thent
Barry ‘was cuffed and slapped by their
wings as they crowded about him. He
‘snatched at a large bird. caught it by the
leg, and promptly tw1sted its neck.

At the nightmare’s sudden 51gml the
rest of the birds turned and fluttered
and soaréd up and away. .=

“Why did you do that?” asked the
nightmare.

“I’'m going to eat it.” _

“You eat birds?” . o

“\Nhy not ?”’ 4

“You shall have all you warnt. But
as T was saying— 1 am differerit from

\ s ®
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these others.
call the birds. Apparently, only I may
speak with you.”

“Seems like. I can—hear the others,
‘but 1 dunno what they’re driving at.
- What about this Big One? Where'd
he.come from?” "

“The Big One was one of us. - But
he differed also. He was a mutant,
like me, but he is unintelligent. He eats
his own kind, which we cannot do. He

1s very old, and every time he eats one’

of us, he grows larger, He can’t move
from the crater because it is rockbound,
and he can’t burrow through it.
larger he.grows the farther he can reach.
-If you were not going to kill him, he
would grow until he could reach the
whole island, or so they say. It used
to be, a thousand years ago, that he
could travel our roads—"

“Roads?

. “Oh, they are underground.
whole island 1s honeycombed with our
burrows. We nevér put more of our-
selves above the surface than our pro-
. boscis. We catch our food that way,
feeling about the ground and the water’s
edge for small plants and animals. We
can dig, too, almost as fast as we can
travel through our roads— Here’s your
drink.”

I didn’t see no roads.”

Barry wWATCHED fascinated as a col-
~umn of stalks
gourds of coconut shells
"~ water, coconut milk, and breadfruit
~juice. Never'a drop was spilled, as the
stalks progréssed. Two or three would

sprout swiftly, lean back toward the .

gourd bearers. They would take the

burden, bend swiftly forward and pass-

it on to some newly sprouted nightmares,
and then sink ‘into the ground and ap-
pear ahead.

Of all of us, I alone can '

" posited in it.

heer !

But the - _
the thirstier he got.

‘you—what’s yeur name?”

The

approached, bearing’
filled with -

"“VVhy ‘don’t. they carty’ it under—
ground 7, asked Barry.
. It might not suit you then master.

"You live in the sun, and the foods you

have eaten have grown in the sun. It
shall be as you wish it.”

Barry extended his hand and a coco-
nut shell fuil of cool water was de-
He sipped once and threw

- it down.. “Call this a drmk’ he roared.
“Get me a drink!”
“What would you like?”
“Whiskey, damn you! Gin, rum—

Wine, if you can’t find anvtl'nnﬂr
_The more ‘he thought of it,
T #Get me a drink,

hetter.”

“Ahnirco.”

“Well, get it anyway.”
slumped sullenly back.

“Master—we have none of these
thmgs you ask. Could we perhaps make
one of them?”

“Make one? I don’t—wait a minute.”
Barry did a little thinking. If he had
to make a drink—brew it up, wait for

Barry

it to ferment, strain it—well, he'd just

as soon do without. But it seemed as
if these goofy critters were aching to
work for him. “O. K.—I'll tell you
what to deo.” .
~ And so Barry gave his orders. He
knew very vaguely what to do, purely
because he had some idea of what alco-
holic drinks were made out of. And it
passed the time pleasantly. He had
plenty to. eat and drink and never had
to lift a finger to get it. For the hrst
time in his life he had the kind of ex-
istence he’'d dreamed about—even if it
was mixed up with nightmares.

The base- of his brew: was coeonut
milk, He’d heard somewhere- that an

“otherwise innocuous drink would fer-
.ment if you put in a raisin and closed

the container tightly, © No raisins,
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though. He tried several things and
finally got fair results with chunks- of
breadfruit dried on the rocks in the sun.
These were put into. a plugged coco-
nut shell, the opening carefuily sealed
with a whlttled ‘wooden stopper and

sealed . with . mucous f:om the” hides of

the ni ghtmares, Barry wasn't’ finicky.
It was a pleasure to “watch them work.
They co-cperated admlrably giouping

about a task, each suppl)mg one or

both of the “fingers” at the tips of their
proboscises. - To see a cocohut HLeld,
plugged, doctored with breadfruit and
sealed up again, was a real pleasure, so
swiftly and deftly was it done. Barry
had only to whittle one plug when the
knife was taken from him and three of
the stalls took over the task, one to
handle the knife, two to hold the wood.
And do you know how many coconuts
Barry had them prepare? By actual
count, according to Ahmroo—ovex nine
thousand !

And when. -t was; done Barrv an- -
. nounced that-it would be, anyway, six

months before- the stuff was worth
drinking, The mghtmares. in effect,

shrugged that. oft. They had lots of-
One of- them was - ‘detailed to

time.
"mark off the days, and in the mean-
time they waited on . Balry hand and
foot.. No mention ‘was made of. the
-Big One.
the days away, -thinking . of: the bmge

~ of home brew!

“Governor,” said the American, as
the old man stopped to light a .cigar,
“tell me . something. Isn't it a little
tough to believe this drunkard’s yarn?
That business of the worms having in-
telligence and talking with him. Isn't
_ that a little strong?”

-not overcrowded on the island.

And Barry lay and dreamed'
.close.
he was going to go on- when he could -
get his hands on nine thousand bottles_

The governor counsidered. “Perhaps.
But once you get over the initial sur-
prise of an idea like that, try taking it

apart. Why shouldn’t they be intel-
ligent? Just what is intelligence any-
‘way P

. “Why' —the Amencan fingered his
Adams apple uneasily—“T'd say intel-
ligence was what we have that makes
us the leading race on the planet.”

“Are we, though? We're outnum-
bered by thousands of “other species—

- worms, for instance, if numbers is your

idea of racial supremacy. We are not
as strong as the elephant or as quick
as the antelope—strength and speed
have nothing to do with supremacy.
No, ‘'we use our intelligence to make.
tools. We owe our position on earth
to our ability to make tools.” o
“Is that intelligence—tool-making 2"
The governor shook his head. “It

_ is one of the ways to-use intelligence.”

“What about these worms of Barry's,
then—why didn't they have cities and

“literature "and machines ?"

- “They didn't need them. They were
There

was plenty to eat for all. The only

menace they had was the Big One, and

even that wasn't a complete menace—

‘he could have lived another twentv thou-

sand-years without endangering the life
of - any but those who wandered too
His1presence was a discomfort.

«As to their literature—how -can we

know about that? Barry was.a sea-

_man, and a very low-type seaman, an

ignoramus.. What did he care about
the splendid brains that Ahniroo and
his people might have had? Intelligence
of that sort must have produced supeth
developments along some lines. Barry
never bothered to find out. -
“No, you can't judge the intelligence
of a race by its clothes or its automo-



biles or its fancy foods. Intelligence is
a cellular accident affecting the nervous
cysts of certain races. . It might strike
anywhere. It seems as if it is a beauti-
ful jest handed about by the gods, like
a phllanthmplst ‘giving away beautiful
grand pianos to uneducated children.
Some may learn to play them. Some

may build intricate machines with the -

parts. Most would destroy them, one
‘way or another. What do you think
our race is domg with its great. gift?
Well?” ©

_ The American grinned. “Bet.tber get
‘on with your story.”

WEeLL, for those. six months Barry
lived in the lap of luxury. Yes, raw
sea birds and coconut and breadfruit
and clams can be luxury, once you're
used to them. It isn’t what you have
that makes luxury; anyway ; it’s how it’s
given to you.. A raw albatross, care-
fully cleaned and cut up, is as. great
a luxury when it is brought to you in
style as is a twelve-dollar French meal
that you have. to cook yourself. Barry
had nothing to kick about. He had
never felt better in his life; he- hadn’t
sense enough to realize that it was
]arorely due to his bemg on the wagon.
He used to dream about coconut shells .
filled with rare old Scotch now, instead

. of winged dragons and snakes,

The months went by far _fast‘er than
- he realized; it was a real surprise to him
when Ahniroo.came to him one morn-
ing bearing a coconut.
“It is ready, master.”
“What 7’ - -
“The - drmk you asked to have us:
* make for you.”
““*Oh boy, oh boy!® Give it h‘eré’
Ahniroo leaned toward ‘him and’ he
took the nuf. A jab with his™ knifé'
drove the plug in, ‘and he took two
gulps. = One went down and the other
went immediately out. '
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“Phhhtoocy! - Ahni, take this some
place and bury it. Holy sweet Sue!
It tastes like th’ dregs of a city dump!”

- Ahniroo took the nut. gravely and
swayed away. “Yes, master.”

Barry sat there running his tongue
around the inside of his mouth to get
rid ‘of the taste. The tongue moved
more and nore slowly; he stopped; he
swallowed twice, then leaped to. his. feet.
“Hold it!” he bellowed.- “T've drank
worse’n that an’ paid money for it.’
Bring that back. Bring fifty of ’em.”
He snatched the nut and drained it. It
\\les‘aléol"lolic, after all. It tasted hke’
nothing on earth, but it had a slight
wallop. . T
" Three hours later found Barry
sprawled out amid ‘a litter of broken
coconut shells. There was a peacefyl
smile o his long horsy face, and in his
‘mind was unalloyed bliss. - Ahnirod hent
over and touched the back of his neck
with a slimy tentacle. Barry rolled his
head and lay still again. Ahniroo was
very ‘persistent. Barry finally volled
~ovex“ and sat up, promptly falling over
the other way and lying prone again.
Ahniroe and two of his fellows helped
to roll him over on his back dnd sit him
‘up again.

Ahniroo shook him gently
for 'some eight minutes until he began
to grumble.

“Master—it is time! = Come, please;
we are waiting.”

“Time? What time?"
" “Your promise, all powerful one. We
have fulfilled your desirc. You prom-
ised us.you would kill the Big One
when.we had brought you a drink. You
“have had your. drink, master.” '

Barry clapped his hand to his brow
and” winced.  Promised? . Was that
what— Theh t’his‘\_vqén’t all for noth-
ing? He had to pay off 22 The full im-
port of it struck hini. He was depu-’
 tized to rid the island 0f} that mon-
| strosity that lived in the crater!
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“Now let’s be reas’n’ble,” he coaxed.
~ “You can’t make me do that job, now;
vknow y'can’t, huh?” Getting no an-
swer from Ahniroo, he said belliger-

ently, “Listen, bean pole, you can’t push

me around. S’pose I don’t even try to
do that job?”

Ahniroo said quietly, “You will. You -

have promised. Come now.”

A shrill signal, and Barry found him-
self lifted bodily and set on his feet.
Spluttering and protesting, . he was

shoved by a solid wall of nightmares

toward the hill. Twice he tried to sim-
ply’ quit—sit down, the way he had on
the tank ships when he thought he was
getting the runaround. The Echiu-
roidia did not understand modern labor
methods, They picked him up and car-
ried him when he would not walk. And
once he tried to run away. They let
him—provided he ran toward the hill.
He fnally settled to a hesitant plod-
ding, and marched along, wishing the
island was ten times as big and bhe was
twenty times smaller,

WHEN they reached the\ top of the
hill, the nightmares disappeared into the

ground, all but Ahniroo. Barry was in

tears.

“Ahni—do I hafta?”

——

s

of the crater,

S\

“Yes—master.” -

Barry looked toward the hole. It
was sixty feet away and thirty feet in
diameter. “Big, ain’t he?”

“Very.” : -

“How’s abéut a little drink before
I go down there?” '

“Of course, master!”

-Ahni gave his signal. In a few min-
utes a stream of coconuts began to pop
out of the earth. They were the only
thing ‘of Barry’s that Ahniroo would
allow to be transported underground.

When fifty or sixty had arrived,
Barry broke and drained three. “I tell
you, Ahni,” he said, “just you keep
’em coming. I'll need ‘em.”

He gave a hitch at his belt and started
down the slope, .a coconut in each fist.
There was no sign at all of the Big
One. He walked to the edge of the pit
and looked down, trying to hold his
breath against the smell of the thing.
Yeah—there he was, ihe. lttle rascal.
He could just see the tips of his pro-
boscis. . "

- “C'mon up and fight!” Barry yelled
drunkenly.’ ’ o

Still no “movement. Barry grinned
weakly and looked back foward the edge
| Ahniroo was there,
watching. Barry felt a little*foolish.

/)
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“Come on,” he coaxed. “Here: have

a drink.” He cracked open a coconut -

and let the foul liquid run into the pit.
There was a stir of_moirement, and
then silence. - 0o
Ahni's mental voice came to him.
“The Big One is not hungry today.”
“Maybe he’s thirsty then, Roll me
downa- couple dozen nuts, pal.”-

The obedient nightmares shoved at ..
the pile of doctored coconuts. They -

came rolling and bouncing down the

slope. He broke them and pitched-

them in—about thirty of them. He had

not countermanded his order—they were

still commg up there.
The Big One thrust up a tent'lcie

waved it and let it slump back. The
last few drinks. were getting Barry

down. He was long past the stage

when he knew what he was doing:
“Hey! My pal wants more! Come

on—fill ’em up! Hes a big feller—

he needs a man-size drink. Couple o’

you guys give me a hand!”-.

Two stalks immediately appeared be-
side ‘him. He gdve no thought to the
fact .that he was possibly leading them -

ing coconut shells and pnurmg the con-
tents into the plt

Now _]LlSt why thlS happened I could
iot say. PRerhaps the Big- One was al-

Perhaps:it tripped .up
his co-ordination. so that he couldn’t

control a movement once it started. But’

suddenly, with a wheezing roar, the Big
One rose up out of his lair.

It is all but impossible to. describe .

that sight. The proboscis alone was
fully one hundred and twenty. feet long,
and it rose straight up in the air, twist-
ing slowly, and then fell heavily to the
ground. It lay on the floor ‘of the

crater, reaching from the center pit all

“cold sober.
_through his awed horror:

The three began break-

the way up and over and well down the
hill. If it had fallen on Barry it would
have crushed him instantly beyond all
semblance of a man. And it didn’t miss
him by much. The two tips of the
proboscis were out of sight now, but

" the whole mass, eighteen feet thick,

pulsed and twitched with the violent

movement that must have been going

on at the extremity.

Barry fell back aghast, in that instant -
- Ahniroo’s message cut
“The Dbristles, master! Cut  the
bristles!”

Barry drew his knife and ran to the
edge of the pit.. The actual body of the
thing, that thick oveid part, was just
visible, and he could see the bristles—
the powerful -muscled projections by
which the creatures, all of them, bur-
rowed. But the flesh about the Big
One’s bristles was soft and flabby—
it had been decadesjsmce he had been
able to use tliem. Barry leaned over .~

_and hacked hysterically at the base of

one of them, The steel slid through the
layers of tissue, and in a moment-the
bristle hung loose, useless. Barry
flung himself aside to avoid a foul gush
of ichor, and dove for the other bristle:
He couldn’t do as much to this one;

it sank into the side of the pit, trying

. to force the great body back into the
hole. The -earth yielded; the bristle
whipped up through the ground and
smacked into the Big One’s side. That
was its last anchorage, and its last re-
fuge was gone,

Immediately the crater was alive with
the wavering stems of Ahniroo’s” kind.
Like ants around a slug, they fastened
to the gigantic body, dragged and tore
at it, tied it to earth. Barry danced
around it, his mind drink-crazed again;

-
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he wayed a full coconut shell aloft in |, £p ARE TIME TRAINING
one hand and with the other cut and :
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back down and laid him on the beach. | motions and salary increases—get fullest benefits
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they found no shelter or anything that
might have belonged to him. And
when they got him. aboard and sobered
him up the island was miles astern.
He went stark raving. mad.w‘hen he’
discovered where he was. He wanted
to. go back.to his worms. And he’s
been here ever since. .He’s no use to
anyone. He. drinks when he can beg -
or steal it. He'll die from it hefore
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The governor shrugged. “T'll tell
yvou— I was aboard that launch. I
was the one who found Larrv on the
beach. And just before we lost sight

led me to look at the beach again
through my glasses. Know what I saw
therey . - T, T

“Tt was alive! Tt was one solid mass
of palegreen tentacles, all leaning to-
watd the launch and Barry. There was
an atr about them—the way they were
grouped, their 'graceful bending toward
us—T don’t know—that made me think
of a prayer meeting. * And I distinctly

heard~—not “with my ears, either—
‘Master, come back! Master!’” Over
and over again. ..

“Barry’s. a god to those damned
“things. So are the rest of us, I imagine.
That's why they w’er‘e'too'frightelyled by
,us to show ‘themselves when we went
ashore there. Ah, poor Barry. I sheuld
send him-back, T suppose. If’s not fair
to keep_ him here—but damn it. I'm a

man! 1 cah’t cater to. a”society of—
-Ugh!” ’

They sat sifently for a leng while.
Then the American “rose abruptly.

“Good night, governor, T don't—like
that story.” He smiled wryly and went
inside, leaving the old man to sit and
starg ouf to sea. ‘

Late that night the American looked
out of his bedroom window uncomfort-
ably. The ground was simoothly cov-
ered with a rather mdma}y lawn near
the governor’s house. Farther back,
there was mght shadowed Jungle '

e THE ‘END.

of the island, some peculiar prompting:,
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Do I like humor? Remember “En-
chanted Week-end,” ‘“Indigestible
Triton”? 1 don’t get enough, be-
cause humor is far harder to write,

Cheerio Campbell:

You know, I seriously doubt as to
whether or not a sufficient number of songs
m praise will be sung of A. M. Phillips’
“The Mislaid Charm.” Oﬂhand, 1 can think

of no man alive who possesses the vocabu--

lary to applaud it to my satisfaction. Oh,
if you only had more yarns like that for
Unknown!

It may, or it may not, be insulting to an
author to compare his work with that of
another, but not since I finished the last of
the super-gay fantasies of Thorne Smith
have I been so magnificently entertained,
so tremendously pleased by an author or a
story! In this story I think Phillips has
matched Smith word for word, situation for
sitvation, and laugh for ]aughnomlttmg
only those Smithish touches on capering
females, which, much to my regret, could
hardly be expected to be found in a maga-
zme like Unknotn.

Probably nine out of ten editors have and
hold dearly a warped opinion that humeor
in fiction must take the back seat. I have
had a good many of them fell me so per-
sonally. And I still think they are all wet
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and hope the returns on this yarn prove
them wetter than I think!  Humor pre-
dominates and is successful in every other
entertainment field—why not fiction maga-
zines?. Can’t remember ofthand whether
or not you have ever stated an opinion, but
if you have, and you are one of the nine
editors, 1t is my smcele hope that the
“laboratory” returns on “Mislaid Charm”

- jolt you a good one ught where you need it!

I shall always place “Mislaid- Charm” in

. the same brackets as “Sinister Barrier,”

“Death’s Deputy,” and “Darker Than You
Think.”—Bob Tucker, -+ P. 0. Box 260,

Bloomington, Ilineis.

Cést la guerre—and economic
bans from England, Canada, Aus-
tralia, and New Zealand. As long
‘as the Rand gold mines hold out, we
ought to have South Africa, though.

Dear Mr. C&mpbell

Unknown can’t turn bi-monthly.. At any
rate, I eertainly hope not. There has to
be some other explanation for that missing
issue.  Frankly speaking, I am worrying.
- Xou see, waiting two months for my favo-
rite magazine doesn’t exactly agree with
me. - -

Oh, well—a few comments on the sto-
ries in the February issue:
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“The Mlslald Charm '—Good. Left me
with an unsatisfied feeling, though Maybe
it was too short.

“Shottle Bop”—Sturgeon at his best.
Delightfully wacky." But remind him for

“me, will you, not to get too wacky? His
stories might stink, somewhat.

“The Crossroads”—What can I say about
Hubbard that hasn’t already been said?
An old plot on this story. But 1 ‘liked the
wrinkles he gave it.

“The Ultimate Egoist’ '—Vera fine.
other old plot,
Another good story.

“Carillon of Skulls”—Not bad. Not so

terribly good. But still—not bad.
" “The Professor’s Hobby”—Br-r-r! Who
is this man, Arthur? I don’t think I've
seen him in Unknown before. But let’s
have sormne more of him. .

“Oscar”—Too short. So far, so good

“Doubled and Redoubled”—Like whiskey,
Malcolm Jameson improves with age A
nice, monotonous yarn. '

Altogether one of ‘the best all-around is-
sues of Unknown sé far. Keep up the good
work, will you, Mr. Campbell—and ye au-
thors, too! I almost forgot the - artists.
They rate as follows :

Cartier—Good as ever. The ideal ﬂlus-
trator for Unknown—with the e‘cceptxon of
Virgil Finlay.

Isip—1 likes M. stp ﬁne R. Isip—mnot
so fine. : o
Schneeman—Swell | wnsh he . would

stick to Astounding, though. -
Kramer—Ugh!" Need I say more?

I'm looking forward to” the day when .

we’ll have an Unknown illustrated entlrelv
by Finlay and Cartier. Also to the day
when I'll' see a black-and-silver cover.—
James Causey,-Jr., 428 E. Tirst Street,
Long Beach, California.

“Dear Sir:
"Twas the day after Xmas,
"And all through the land,
Copies of Unknown
Were hitting the stands,
I bought a copy. ‘
Tell me, why have you gone bl-monthh 2
- Do you think it’s fair for fans to have to
wait two months for a copy of their favo-
rite fantasy mag? Nuff said, you know
what to do about it. '
1 have another complaint. The reader’s
column wasn’t large enough. Well? And
furthermore, you .forgot to let us know
what’s coming in the next issue. Well?

. —according to me.
An--
Another ﬁne new twist. .

.even less.

This copy—Fcbruary s—was the
since December’s.

“The Mislaid Charm” ranks with“Slaves.
of Sleep” and the other classics. Phillips
is one author I'd like more of; so is Stuc-
geon. .

. “Shottle Bop” is winning a friend of
mine over to Unknown. “The  Mislaid

best

.Charm” will probab]y do the trick.

“The Professor’s Hobby” was third best
T suspected the ending
nhen Arthur made reference to the profes-
sor’s nails. It was obvious after that.

I chuckled over “The Crossroads.”
L. Ron Hubbard can always be depended
on for a good story.

Then comes “The Ultimate Egoist,”

‘which I didn’t really care for so much.

I cared for “Doubled and Redoubled”
Why did Jameson have to drag -
in witches and sorcerers? The story was
all right till then.

“Carillon of SLulls.” and “Oscar” don’t
deserve mention. - .
I liked the poem “Tiction.” Is poetry

going to be a regular in Unknown? It's
- 0. K. by me.

And anyone who says Cartier isn’t a de-
lightfully wacky artist—well—

I can’t resist a final plea. GO BACK
MONTHLY ~—M. Eli Harlib, 2042 West
Seventeenth Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Unknown, invading new literary
fields, has a habit of finding new au-
thors, remember.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Compensating somewhat for Unknowns
new bi-monthly status is the all-around ex-
cellence of the February issue. As -if it
weren’t enough to spring Hubbard and
Sturgeon on us in the same issue, you intro-
duce a new name who can sling an -adjec-
tive with the best of ’em. :

. Note the use of “name” in place of “au-
thor.” Frankly, while not able to slander
Missouri by clalmmg that I came from thai
_worthy State, 1 have a suspicious nature.
" It manifested. itself in the opinion that no
new writer could handle a story such as
“The Ultimate Egoist” so beautifully, L
think it’s one of the favorites wearing a red
wig and a false mustache.. “E. Hunter
Waldo” indeed!

1 said “beautifully handled,” did I not?
The phrase is a gross understatement. The
story was one of the finest jobs of writing
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I’'ve ever seen since “Fear.” Another un-
derstatement. The finest job. There, now!
Not that the theme of the story was

114

particularly new; it wasn’t. But, man, was '

that theme worked out magnificently! It
was.. Personally, I'd like to see "a. great
deal more* of this chappie. Or, father—
this “name.” Quibbling is such fun, isn’t
in?

Sturgeon has done better or per]mps his
tale ]ust suffers in comparison with *“Wal-
do’s.”  Quite good, though; Sturgeon is
consistently so. Hubbard, like most really
fine writers, handles drama better than hu-

mor, although there wasn’t anything truly

wrong with “Crossroads.” The amazingly
prolific and able Mr. Hubbard must be do-
ing too. much writing of late; “Crossroads”
is not, certainly, up to his usual standard.

Plnlhps lead novel merits its distinction

. as such. Amusing, cleverly done, and most

satisfactory. That Duteh gnome—what’s
his name?—Wisken, was a real character.

Arthir can do much better work than
the sort of thing he’s been selling you
Jately. His story was Q. K., with hontr-
able merition to the ending. . The other
shorts were fair, with the exceptlon of
“Carillon of Skulls ” which was space filler,
and neither ‘more nor less. Poem: smooth:
Says nothing in a nice way.

Issue as a whole: splendid. I]]uétfations:;
say Cartier and you’ve exhausted the sub- |

ject completely.
Suggestions: more Hubbard, more Stur-

geon, more “Waldo’; more Hubbard, more’

Sturgeon, more' “Waldo”; more Hubbard,

more S;wﬂ, more—
Well, you 'get the idea.—Joseph Gilbert,
78911 Park Street, Columbia, South Caro—

lica.

Carollian spirijt?
‘Dear I\Ir Campbell: ~

If Myrna Loy had been in existence- in’

his time, 1 would say that the poem on
Page 102 of the February Unknown was
" by Lewis Carroll. - While it is easy 'to
parody meter and style, and—judging from

past efforts—Sturgeon is an accomplished |

poetic craftsman, there is something in this
bit of nonsense that Is reminiscent ‘6f the

very spirit of Carro]l—somethmg that’

would 'not be found in mere parody.”

However, thé Carrollian spirit—that of
logical nonsense—while present in small"
quantities throughout the story “Shottle’

Bob,” is lost at times in the general effort

to fit the story to a pulp formula. Does

that hurt, Mr. Campbell? -However, nim-
“ture Mr. Sturgeon well—he may grow up to
amount’ to something. Just noticed reaso:

for date switch. Why bimonthly? Ye gods!"

-—Murray L. Lesser Glendale, “Calif.

161

SMMMER@N@E, |

ONT let your friends poke
fun at your “bay window”!
The successful man of today ¥
appears trim-waisted, ready for
action . .. streamlined! Wa:stlme fat often
- ““Ifthe Vito Beltdoes not make  stretchesabdominal mus-
that paunchy belt line appear cles, allowing stomach
inches slimmer atonce...it will and intestines to fall for-
cost you nothing! wardanddownward. The
Take care of that ugly paunch - VitoBeltbringswelcome
the safe way, . . with a Vito Belt. -support to strained and
Excessive exermse may strain sagging internal organs
vour heatt ... dieting and drugs and helps prevent con-
may be dangerous. snpanon and fatigue.
The Vito Beltis made of pure - v
Para tubber, molded to_give
maximum support. Hundréds of
tiny perforations allow' sir to
penetrate, The special lace back
permits you to adjust the belt to
take care of any change in size.
Illustrated folder and details of |
10-day FREE #rial offer will be - |
sent an plain em.'elope o12 reqkest!
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DEFENSE INDUSTRIES offer Out-
standing Opportunities to _properly
trained*' Gommercial Welding Engineers
(1 year), Welding Technicians (5
months),”  Alrcraft Welders and_ Are
Welding. O erators (3 months). Learn
By Doing E Exnnnsus——Wrua for
fres 64- awu l]lnatnted Back —*'Dawn

A Giant * Mention course desired,
MILWAUREE SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING

85G-441—N, BROADWAY & E. STATE,
. MILWAUKEE, WIS.

Hﬂnn: IFlmsﬂn in 2 Veurs

P < Goasmpldlyasyourtlmeandabllitiesper-
“erawon" g, Equivalent to resident school work—-
prepares for entrance to college. Standard H. S. texta
snnphed Diplomas awarded. Credit for H, 8. subjects already
ted. Single subjects if desired. Free Bulletin on request,

American School, Dept. H-47, Drexel at 58th, Chicago
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0O THIS ... -

Use Poslém. as thousands do, it’s a concen.
trated ocintment that starts to work right away,
* no long waiting for results. Apply soothing Poslam
_Ointment to ease the burning torments of eczema—
the price 'is small—the relief is great! All druggists,

FREE‘" Genérous sample~write name and address tos
° l?oslam M. ‘Bﬂ 254 W. 54th 5¢.. M. V. C.




- from .4 description or from a

_ only thea, decide whcﬂler you

supply lasts, you can purchase the GREAT CLASSICS
regular edition of this beautiful EREEU
Encyclopedia for only 49¢c and the - a
deluxe edition for as little as §9c . .
each, (plus a few cents postage). : :-:a::e:n l.;l.'eeii?l:'l:o
No home — no office — po schoe!l “| ~ o Green Mansions
should be without one of these © House of Seven Gables
. remarkable Encyclopedias. As you With your first gift volume of
thumb thru it, you will find puge the STANDARD AMERICAN
aftar page of fascinating, inform- .] ENCYCLOBEDIA, you will re-
ative, essential facts that will ™~ ceive complete details of how
felp you and your children every z::"“':'n °b’:.',';°':::'° ‘.:'R“:QE“
single du.Y of your life. '.‘.“ won- your dtq-’co of any yof the 4
der they've been called "A col- outstanding books illustrated.
jego educotion in themselves.*® ,D:;E'E" ﬁde:uyl' Write dfor r"y:ur
rst volume and get de-
) HERE ARE FACTS Lmls of'l;ow ou moyF;‘:wEn Lhe
niverss OSSIGS e
ABOUT EVERYTHING sides the famous STANDARD'
UNDER THE SUN AMERICAN ENCYCLOPEDIA.

@E.
Simply SE

Read Fhis offer cerefuﬂv. it is
the opportunity of a lifetime to
own the big set of the STANDARD
AMERICAN ENCYCLOPEDIA vir-
tually as a gift! And you do not
have to buy these amarxing books .

picture. We want you to actually
see for yourseif what a sensa-
tioral walue Nloy represent. So—
send us your hame and we will .
forward FREE of charge the first
volumo. as a gift to you. 'Only
when you have fully examined it
. . . only when you feel that this
book can be of vital help to you
in your work—in your home . . .

want the r 19 .
And here's the most amazing port

of this offer. While the prescnt “CHOICE OF THESE 4

A lifetime of interesting reading = beautifully bound and
printed on fine paper. And now you may own this vast mine
of information. Let.us send you the first volume FREE, with-
out ‘any obligation on your part, and‘sée for yourself -what
an amazing offer this is. Act today! .

~————- SPECIAL GIFT COUPON —— ———

Dept. M
l National Committes for Education Enclose 10c in coin “and

147 W. 22nd Street, New York, N. Y. | 8o 3iaar®mhiting, “ote.

/Seud me FREE the first volume of your Encyclopedia and hold the l
other 19 volumes for me, to be sent according’to the terms of your _l
offer, ONLY IF | WISH THEM SENT. With my first FREE book, ’
1 am to-get full details of how | may receive FREE m Umversffy

Classics gift -bonus. it is understood, the special prﬁ:es on the I
other 19 volumes of the Encyclopedia will be only 49c each for

the reqular and &%c - for the detuxe (plus a few cents mailing ‘

charges}.

NAME i -
'STREET... -

ciry STATE

Check Binding You Prefer (] REGULAR (] DELUXE

The mailing charge is ihe same for either edition. ~
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- Superb Deluxe Edition
¥ You Want the Best!

Your frea Kook may be had in § -
the bﬁWan. simu-
lated {eather, lifetilie hindlng.
printad on fine opaque paper-—{f--
from new type, Costs but a :few
cehts more per volume but cotts
nothing extra to get your. FREE
book in .this deluxe edition.

o, Lo

Essential FOR YOUR HOMEI
FOR OFFICE! FOR SCHOOL!

4,500,000 WORDS' :

50,000 VITAL SUBJECTS -
4,500 ILLUSTRATIONS

5776 PAGES : -

1940 REVISED EDITION )
16 FULL COLOR PAGES AND MAI’S

E%@EEE [L') @EE L4 %ﬁ FE@E

S:mply ﬁll in ﬂle coupon below and mail it direct to
the Naticnal Commitiee for Education, 147 West 22nd
Street, New York City. Check whether you want Hlo‘ ¢
reqular or deluxe (Life Time Binding) edition. Enclose;
10c to cover the cost of-packing and handling-plus @
3c s‘lcmp for mailing. Your book- will be sent to vovﬂ
immediately and upon your requesf, one or more
volumes will be sent you each week untif yollr :e? i
completed! - - - o .

® 6 @ @ 0 0O




WGULDN'T TAKE $1,000 FOR COURSE

“The lessons are so simple, 1 have learned -
to play by note in a little more than a
month. "1 wouldn't' take a thousand dollars
for my course,”’ )

*8, E.. A, Kansag City, Mo.

for less +
7¢ad

Here’s your chance to learn to play your favorite musical

PLAYS ON RADIO

“I am happy to tell yourthat for four
weelts L have heen on the air -over our lo-
eal radio station, "So thanks to your insti-
tiition for such a wenderful eourse.'

FECET

FOUND ACCORDION  EASY

. *“I've always wanted to play the piano
caccordion,”” writes *H. 15, from Canada.
- 'But thought 1'd never learn it. Then I
read . ahout your lessons, 1 don't know

8., Alabama. Lhow {o express my satisfaction,

HOW LONG HAVE YOU
BEEN STUDYING ?

" JUST A FEW WEEKS

instrument — quickly and easily— in your own home.

YOU thought it was ezpensive to learn music? That
it took lots of money to pay for a private teacher,
sheet music and all the other essentials? ‘That it re.
quired years of study? :

Then here’s grand news for vou! You can learn to
play your favorite musical instrument, «ny instru-
ment, for less than SEVEN CENTS a day ! That's ALL
it costs. Not a penny extra for sheet music or_any-
thing else. And i doesn’t take years, either,

Play a Tune in One Lesson

Actually. vou start playing a familiar melody in your
very FIRST lesson. Then yvou go on from one tune to an-
other, until your friends are surprised to hear you play.
You learn to play by playing—ijust as you learned
- the English language

Easy as A-B-C by speaking it. There

: : is no lost time, no
waste motion.

You learn by a re-
markable short-cut
niethod! A modern.
simplified method that
skips all the tedious,
old-fashioned
and practice. A method
thathas literdlly swept
the world, enrolling
over 700,000 pupils.
It's actually FUN to
learn musie this easy
way.

Here’s the
Secret
“A picture is worth a
*Actualpupils’namesonrequest, thousand words,” says
Pictures by ProfessionalModels. the ancient Chinese

Look at the hotes above—they ars
F-A-C-E. _Could anything be
simpler? You are already learn-
ing to read musie. And it’s easy
to play, too, for a remarkable-
invention, the . *Note-Finder,”
tells you just where each note
is located on the keyboard.

study”

proverb. And that is the secret of this easy and fas-
cinating way to learn music at home in spare time.
Your lessons come tu you in print and picture form.
Large, clear illustrations show you every position,
every move. And the accompanying text is like the
voice of your teacher st your shoulder. explaining,
coaching and encouraging you. You can’t Lo wrong,

Send for [Hustrated Bookiet

See for yourself how easxy it is to learn your fa-
vorite musical instrunient this modern, short-cut way.
And how inexpensive. Mail the coupon below. check-
ing the instrument in which you are interested. Do
it now. Instruments supplied when needed. cash or
credit. 1. Scheol of bMusie, 3594 Brunswick Bldg.,

- New York City. Forty-second yeav, (Esxt. 1898)
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U. S. School of Music, 5594 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

I am interested in learning the musical Instrument checked.
| Please semd e your illustrated booklet explaining how I can l

learn quickly at home, for less than Te a day.

Piano Mandolin Trombone Piano Aceordion I
Violin Saxophone Banjo Plain Acecordion
Guitar Clarinet Ukulele " Hawaiian G.uatar I
- Cello Trumpet Cornet Other Instrument
: L
Have you instrument?............................. ... .. |

State........... |
3 Check here for Booklet ‘A" 1f under 1§ years of age.
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The lively, husky;
38y heman flavor of Wrigleys
117 Spearmint Gum is fun

to chew.

RN | aids &.momﬂmob.:
% brighten your teeth.
Buy some 10 day.
The Havor Lasls -
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