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sane. Down under them were the ruins
of the village Borotoff had betrayed.
Flames speared into the sky from the
village's buildings, every one of which
was being devoured by the red de-
stroyer.

GREAT holes showed in the ground

all about the place, and the spot
whence Laube had taken off that morn-
ing was literally pockmarked with holes,
left after the bombs had exploded. The
plane rocked and bucked in the crazy
current of air set up by the pockets in
the hills and by the heat of the flames
that were consuming Nevsky.

Borotoff was still looking down. His
face was working wildly. It was pale,
even through the blood.

For a moment Laube cut his gun and
held the stick with his knees. while he
tried to quiet Borotoff.

“Listen,” he snapped. “Cut out the
heroics! T know the Chinese, and I
don’t blame you for squealing. T knew
vou would. There isn't a foreigner liv-
ing who could go through a Chinese tor-
turing hee without velling his head off
—babbling every secret he knew, includ-
‘ing his middle name. T knew you would
do it if you lived last night, and the three
who were with you said they had seen
vou taken alive. I gave the necessary
orders before I left this morning.”

Borotoff stared at Laube as though
afraid to believe his own ears.

His eyes became less wild as he

listened and read the truth in the eyes
of Laube.
- “You mean the villagers cleared out
hefore the planes got here?” quavered
Borotoff, the words disjointed and poorly
enunciated. Even his lips and tongue
had experienced the peculiar genius of
Chincse torturers.

Laube nodded.

“They're safe,” he said, “a darned
sight safer than we are, since we haven't
a place to land. They got away before
sunrise, and the flyers probably never
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even missed them. Nobody ran out of
the houses, true. But they would have
expected the people to remain inside as
being the safest. They believed that the
flames had accounted for all of your
people, else they would still be here,
dropping bombs and using their machine
guns. They're gone, and will report to
Shan that the village of Nevsky has been
wiped out completely!”

Borotoff shuddered and Laube read a
question in his eyes.

“Your people need never know that
you babbled,” he said, “unless you wish
me to tell them, or you tell them your-
self! But if you do tell them, every
last one of them, man or woman, will
forgive you. No man can stand up to
the Chinese torture chamber.”

“Then.” repeated Borotoff, “my peo-
ple are safe!”

“As safe as though they werc in a
church!”’

Then he stiffened. He was still vol-
planing, with his prop barely ticking
over, so that Borotoff might hear his
words. In the ears of both, from some-
where in the more precipitous moun-
tains ahead, sounded the shrill yam-
mering of machine guns.

In that direction the people of Nevsky
had gone that morning before sunrise.

Had the flyers for Shan guessed or
noted the trail, and gone in pursuit?

Ruined Nevsky was left behind, as
Laube. gave the ship full gun and

“hurtled into the mountains like a mad-

man.
What would he find, up there where
machine guns chattered?

CHAPTER VL
STRANGE WINGS.

AVAGELY he fed the gun. while a
terrible doubt came up and gripped
his brain. Had the minions of Shan
seen the snow trail of the White Rus-
sians who had escaped into the moun-
tains? If they had, then they could









THE BARON FLIES

POPOV moved to meet Geda’s charge
as casually as though he were
merely going for a stroll.

But at the very moment of meeting,
Popov galvanized into swift action. He
stepped aside, forcing: Geda to miss his
first mad swing. Then he stepped back
inside those flailing arms, and his fists
cracked like exploding firecrackers
against the whiskered jaws of Geda.
(ieda reeled like a limb in the wind, but
he kept his feet. His lips, split and
bleeding, mouthed the wildest oaths
known to the Russian tongue.

But Popov was like a streak of light.
Savage blows hurled at him by Geda
scemed to slide off his head or shoul-
ders hike water off the back of a duck,
and his fists, white and small as those
of Laube’s, rattled and smacked against
the face and chin of Geda.

“Thirty seconds gone, Popov,”
Laube softly.

Popov nodded and dropped below a
wild swing at his jaw. which, had it
landed, might have broken his neck.
Then he was in once more, and his fists
were pounding in their never ending
tattoo. while Geda was striving to get
his balance for a new attack.

“T'll show you. Geda!” spat Popov.
“Tt 1sn't a light thing to curse your bet-
ters! Haven't you been taught that?”

Geda's answer was another stream of
oaths, and Popov increased his speed.
His fists landed with leuder impact, and
every time they landed the blood spurted
from the lips and face of Geda. Popov
had again become the royalist of old
Russia, administering punishment to a
peasant who had angered him.

“Ten seconds to go, Popov,” Laube
said at last.

With a fresh burst of speed, Popov
set himself to finish Geda. When the
big man finally crumpled to the floor,
his swollen eyes filled with sudden fear
of this man's hands, there were still
three seconds left of the promised two
minutes.

said
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“Dog!” spat Popov. “Over in Rus-
sia you might be my master, but we are
not in Russia, and if we ever meet again
outside that country, come to mec on
your knees, you comprehend?”

From the battered lips of the half-
conscious Geda came the quavering
answer:

“Yes, excellency!”

Then Geda seemed to relax with a
sigh, and for a second or two the men
at the door relaxed, too. Geda was on
his feet, had bowled them over, and
was out of the cave door before any one
could lay hands on him. He ran a 2ig-
zag course for the trees, while bullets
from several guns kicked up the snow
about his harging feet. But he gained
the woods and vanished into them.

“If he gets away,” said Laube softly,
“he’ll come back with a force big enough
to wipe this basin off the map! I
gather from what he said that Russia
would like to be sure that Nicholas
Feodor Popov is dead!”

But Popov’s face was cold as ice; he
made no answer to Laube.

“He can’t get far without food,” said
Laube. . But Popov said nothing. That
haunting shadow was back in his eyes
again. It seemed that he could see more
in the temporary escape of Geda than
could Iaube.

Laube was just preparing to call the
leaders of the exiles together to lay out
a plan of action, when over the basin
sounded suddenly a scream of savage
anger, the barking of a pistol, and the
shouts of men mortally wounded.

Mingled with that noise was the
scream of a woman. ending short as
though a hand had covered her mouth.

CHAPTER VII.

GEDA'S GET-AWAY.
AUBLE forgot his wounds as he raced
from the cave and darted out into
the snow, on the trail of the man who
had escaped them. They knew—Popov,
Laube and the others—that Geda was
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walked at Taube's right hand. The
darkness of a Siberian winter night
scttled over them, a pall of gloom—ut-
terly cold, utterly still, save that sounds
of revelry came from the direction of
Progranichnaya.

Laube set off at a fast pace, the smoke
from his pipe trailing behind him. He
could travel swiftly on foot, and the
others had to extend themselves to keep
pace with him.

He spoke but once as they approached
the town.

“Keep your ears open. People may
say something that will help us.”

The sounds of revelry came louder—
men shouting drinking songs, toasting
one another loudly—the banging of
tankards on wooden table tops—big men
with red-rimmed eyes, Cossacks, Reds,
some good men among the scum. Yet
all owed allegiance to some commissar
who had gained his post by sheer bru-
tality.

“The Russians Shan kicked off the
Eastern will be here,” Laube mused.
"They’ll all know me, too. But I've got
to take the chance.”

The darkness

gave no answer.

Steaming breath mounted skyward {rom-

the lips of the men at Laube’s heels.

They reached the cdge of the town.
[Laube paused. :

“We split here,” he said, “but keep
me in sight. And avoid any argument
whatever, and no fights unless I start
them, understand?”

A murmur of assent answered hin.
He waved his swagger stick. The six
others vanished into the shadows.

Laube was left alone and, for once. he
felt the pangs of loneliness.

He'd be forty in a few years, and
there wasn’t a living soul who cared
whether he lived or died. Hitherto, his
work had been sufficient for him. Now
it was inadequate, and Laube faced the
facts squarely. He needed Olga with all
his heart and soul. Well, she might not

feel the same way about him, and, any-
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way, he couldn't be sure that he'd ever
have a chance to discuss the matter
with her,

HE hurried down the street, looking
neither to right nor left. Yet his ears
missed no sound, his eyes took in every-
thing within his vision. He was a trained
observer. He had to be, in his business.
He met several hurrying soldiers,
muffled figures in high fur caps. He
caught a muttered curse, heard the tag
end of a lewd jest, coarse laughter. At
this moment, somewhere in Progran-
ichnaya, Olga Karnief was probably the
sport of men like this—but with Geda’s
mark on her. No one would really
touch her until Geda granted permission.
He heard steps behind him, crunch-
ing in the snow—and the words for
which he had been waiting.

“Geda is at"—naming some sort of
a restaurant—“and boasting as usual.
Brought some woman back with him.
But the commissar will probably. have
her before morning, if he wants her.
Good thing for Geda he wasn’t the flight
leader of that flock of planes that didn’t
come back. The commissar would have
his ears!”

“No, he's in the clear,” came the muf-
fled answer, “and may even lead the
flyers who go back to investigate what
happened over the border. But if the
woman were mine, I'd hide her out some
place.”

“It isn’t often that a pretty woman
falls into Geda’s hands, and I suppose he
wants to show off for the benefit of the
others.”

Laube quickened his pace as they
passed him, straining his ears to catch
every sound.

“Well, who cares?’ said the first
speaker. “Geda is spending the roubles
to-night, and there will be food and
drink!”

“And the restaurant so crowded it
will be impossible to get one or the
other!”
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difficulty on the return. Besides, even
off the ground and winging away, the
rescuers of Olga Karnief were still not
out of the woods—not by a great deal.

This time Laube rolled to the left and
calmly reloaded s pistol.

Then. when he saw that his friends
had gained a few more precious yards,
he leaped to his fect and raced toward
them. running across in front of their
pursuers.  Dullets whistled their anger
ahout his cars, vet by some miracle he
was not hit. He started zigzagging. He
would slow down and walk a pace or
wwo, then leap full speed into a run—
slow down—run again.

Now he could see the exhaust flames
of several ships. The props had been
spun, and the White Russians were
clambering into their planes.

Laube stopped with an oath. The
planes were taxiing away—looked as
though DPopov were not going to wait
for him. Then he grinned as he saw
the intention of the other. Popov was
speeding up the planes, getting the tail
skids off, to bring the machine guns
into play—and hearing down like devils
of doom on the Russian soldiers! If it
hadn't been for Olga, Laube would have
thought it a great maneuver.

Jut at any moment the wheels of
one of those ships might strike some-
thing, nose over and smash itself to
bits.  The Russians were running at
almost flying speed.

Lf\UBE saw one plane remaining be-
hind. It looked. like a two-place
from his position. The exhaust flames
were plainly visible.  He dashed toward
the ship.  His heart thudded against his
tibs as he saw therc was no one in the
pilot’s pit. but that the observer's pit
was occupied.
He knew without looking that the
observer was Olga Karnief.
He understood then. Popov had not
wanted ) put Olga in danger again and
hiad taken l.aube’s plane. Laube clam-
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bered into the pilot's pit and gave the
ship the gun.

When sufficient speed was attained,
Laube came back on the stick and lifted
the two-place plane off the snow. He
looked back at Olga and grinned. His
altimeter now said a thousand feet. Her
face was deadly white. But she man-
aged to smile at him. Five more planes
were wabbling into the air, and, with a
sigh of relief, he cut in toward them
and dropped into position at point.

They clung together, those six planes,
for it was now so dark that they could
easily lose one another. For an hour
they  deadheaded directly on their
course. No enemy ships showed against
the sky line, and Laube regarded it as
an ominous circumstance. He had heard
something of vital import in the restau-
rant where Olga had sung to her heredi-
tary enemies—that a troop train was
being made up for a irect attack on
Mukden.

“It's a feint, that attack.” said Laube
to himself, “to cover an attack of an
entirely different nature. Friends of
Geda and the commissar will not sit back
calmly after the death of that precious
pair. No, within a matter of hours, we
can look for plenty of trouble in the
Basin of the Dead!”

AS they circled over the Basin of the
Dead, which was perhaps a quarter
of a mile wide, Laube pcered over the
side. The exiles should hear their mo-
tor drone. There should be some signal
to guide them in. No light showed not
even at the opening of one of the tombs.

Laube swore softly to himself.

Were the exiles afraid that these
planes were Red or Chinese? What
could be the explanation of the silence
in the basin?

Well, he had to find out, and the only
way to find out was to go down. Yet
as he waggled his wings and his men
gave way to right and left to give him
room, he felt as though he were flying



















































DUMB CRUTCH

disconsolately down the mountainside.
Joce's conscience twinged hard.

“] hadda do it,” he muttered. “You
lost me my job once, you dumb crutch.
This time, it'd put both of us on the
spot. Things is just mixed enough here
so they won't stand no tamperin’. [
wonder could Gertz sce him from that
window "

LEvidently Gertz had not seen him,
for he did not come out. Between the
warning signal or seven fish, the whin-
ing bear pack and the appearance of
Crutch, Joe got little rest that day. He
was up and making his rounds, long

betore a full moon flooded the valleys’

and the open spots between the trees.
Moonlight would make it hard on tres-
passers.  Joe, remembering the seven
fish, put extra clips in his pockets. He
tried out the automatic against a tree.
There was something comforting in the
hard thud of bullets into wood.

He kept steadily to his heat—past the
cave with its mouth guarded by jutting
rocks, the passage hetween them so nar-
row a man could barely squeeze
through. Then there came pines again,
aspens, boulders. The house was a dim
bulk with a light in an upper window.
He came to a halt there, looking into

the sky.
“Thought 1 heard a plane. It was,
two—Aflyin’ low. Must he a forced

landin’. Hope he don't miss it.”" Down
the valley was an cmergency landing
field in a mountain meadow. Joe hoped
the pilot knew his business. Once he
had searched for a plane that overran
the landing field. Tt had been hard to
find.  He stood still, listening to the
stecadv drone.  Evidently it landed. for
the drone died quictly away without a
crash.

He started off, stopped again.  In
place of the drone, ran the throb of an
auto.  And it was coming up the wind-
ing drive to Gertz's mountain.

“Wonder where T oughta meet it?
I'm goin’ to stay here.”

H
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window just above him was

open. The drive and front steps
were in full moonhght.  He crouched
tight to the log wall, as a man came
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to the window and lcaned out. It was
Gertz.  Joe stopped breathine.  Then
Gertz was gone and the motor purred

up to the front.

A man got out. carrying a long,
clumsy bundle. Gertz met him. A mut-
ter ‘'of words followed. Thev went in.
A sudden wind slammed the door.
Back in the kennels. the hear pack set
up a racket, casing down until only one
barked at intervals. Otherwise the
night was ominously quict.

Joe stayed by the window. one hand
on the rough bark of a log. He knew
that the thing in the bundle was the
thing the hear pack were there to guard.
And it was the thing that caused the
seven fish to dangle on a linc in the
dawn. :
“l dunno if to go after Jones, or stay
an’ see what happens.  Ti 1 knew where
Gertz went ”

Then the two men went past the win-
dow. Joe promptly hooked his fingers
over the sill and climbed the logs. He
slid quietly through into an empty hall,
lit by a single bulb gethe far end. The
two men were passing under the hulb.
They turned into a stair going down.
Joc followed. A cool draft through
the hall and a squeaking told him the
wind had blown the front door open
again.

At the bottom of the stair was a door.
With his automatic elbow high, his left
hand turned the knob so slowly he was
hardly aware it moved. When a crack
showed, he saw two packing boxes. a
little way out from the wall. He slid
from the door behind the boxes.  IFrom
there, he could see Gertz and the other
man, a bent, skinny fellow in sagging
clothes.

They had put the bundle on the floor
and unwrapped it.  On the dirty com-
forter lay a lhitile girl of three, with
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“Annie.” he began slowly. “You n’
me——

IFrom outside, from the dircctioft of
the road, came the loud sound of a car's
horn. She rose rapidly.  He saw that
she had her coat and overshoes on.

“Who's that ¥ he asked sharply.

“Tony Lannion,” she said. *T called
him to come for me, right after vou
went out to the barn.™

She went out the front door.  He
stoud there Tor a moment in the middle
of the room. Then he Tollowed, almost
at aorun.

The roadster had plowed almost up
to his barnyard gate. Tt had swung now
and was headed towards the town road.
Once door was open, and beside it stood
a short, thickset man i a checkered
cap and a long fur coat.

Annie had gotten into the car. George
hurried forward.

“What d" you
[Lannion.

“I want to talk to .\nnie—Nliss Mar-
tin.”

[Lannion looked over his shoulder into
the car. When he turned back. his face
was set in a mocking grin.

“Looks to me like Miss Martin don't
want to talk to no retived dirt farmers,
an’

Ihs hands raised., and his powertul
body settled into a fighting crouch. For
the tall, gaunt-faced man hefore him had
just mumbled deep in his throat and
raised Ms right hand. as if to strike. His
eves gleamed murderously.

“Mecbbe,” T.annion asked in his low,
Larsh voice, “you want some of the
same yer old man got 7"

George dropped his hand and stepped
hack a pace.

“Naw. not now. But, vou 'n’ e,
we'll have plenty o° time fer all that.
'l be handlin® iron down in the shop,
too—next week.  An’ mebhe—mebbe,
l.annion, 1 can fix & murder jury like
vour pa did. Now, get to hell out o’
Lere!”

want, guy.” asked

L4

109

L2 and his mother said nothing all the

next day. It was not until he hegan
to lock up the barns and pack his few
clothes that her reserve broke and she
talked with him.  He would not answer
her.

At dusk. Humphries and  another
man came with two trucks. to load in
the cattle and the farm machinery,

Then she sat in the kitchen and wept.
He stood in the door. his face oddly ex-
pressionless, looking down at her.

“C'mon, ma.” he sawid after a umec.
“Yer things is ready. 'l drive vou
over to—to Annie’s, now."”

She looked up at him, but he looked
away. At length, she rose and went out
to the car, where he had packed all her
hundles and clothes.  Behind her, she
could hear him closing the shutters, nail-
ing down the cellar door.  Fhen his
slow, steady tread came over the snow
towards the car.

Neither of them spoke or looked hack,
as he started the car and swung out into
the town road.  They said nothing until
he stopped the car beside the NMartin's
mail box and milk platiorm.

“T'll leave ver things here on the milk
platform.™ he told her.  “When you
walk up, you can tell the hired man to
come down an’ get 'em.”

She had stepped from the car and was
standing in the deep snow ruts.  Sud-
denly, he reached out and caught her up
to him.

“You ain’'t goin' to change yer nund,
George?”

“T can't, ma.”

He tried to kiss her. but she turned
her face away. He set her slight body
down. She turned her back on him and
walked rapidly away.

HE foundry was. to him, a rather
disappointing place. Tt was long,
high and wide. Big windows stretched
along one side. Below them were the
benches that held the molding machines,
where men were now already bheginning
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line, and to meet one of those gifted
people who painted or sculpted gave me
a great kick. T helped her on the train
when it came, like she was something
precious.  The train was crowded. hut

i managed to find her a scat beside a

courtly old guyv. | stood in the aisle
and tried to talk to her. She gave the
man beside her an appealing look out of
her black eyes. and he rose like a trout
to a fly.

“Take this seat heside your wife.” he
savs to me. “I'm going n the smoker.”

GOT red and tried to stammer out

that she wasn't my wife, but he was
pushing through the crowd and- didn't
hear a word I said. [ fell into the seat
keside her, feeling funny all over. My
wile—I'd expected Rose would be my
wilfe.  How did this guy get the idea |
was spliced to this dame? [t didn't faze
her at all.  She went right on talking
about modernistic art.  She was mad
aghout it Wasn't I7 [ didn't know
what it was. so just looked judicial and
said:

“Well, ves and no. if vou know what
I mean.”

All the way mto New York all T had
to say was “Yes.” “No,”” and [ don’t
know.” But -t scemed that my brief
comments were all she expected of me.

She talked a steady stream and had
me lascinated.  \When we got off the
train and across the ferry. she hops into
the first taxi she sces and just assumes
that I was going with her. [ hadn't
meant to. [ was going home to put up
my clubs, change my clothes. and go
around to see Rose. sShe acted so posi-
tive sure that I was seeing her home
that I couldn't do anything else but get
in the taxi with her.  She gave the man
the address and we started for the Vil-
lage. While I was paying for the taxi,
she suggested that T come up and see
her studio and some of her work. I'd
never seen the inside of a studio. I
wanted to, and this was the first chance
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—and might be the last-—I'd ever have.
So | said I'd be glad to.

Her studio was small and her work
was terrible. It looked like stufl some
little kindergartners had done to spite
their drawing teacher.  According to
her. I must have been all wrong about
it though. She said it was much ad-
mired and considered very daring and
advanced. She was going to have a
one-man show of it at a gallery up town
soon.

We hadn’t been in the studio long
hefore she shook up a drink. I had one
or two—maybe it was three. After
that. [ didn't care much what happened
to me. Before I knew it, T was dated
to take her out to dinner. We went to
some dump in a ccellar where the food
was bad but the booze good. It was
dight o'clock before I left her, and I
only did it then ‘cause she had a date
for the cvening. We got along fine and
I enjoved every minute I spent with

her. No harm if I found some one that
didn't consider me and my clothes
funny. I was free to chin to her as

much as [ wanted to. wasn't 17 After
all, it's a frec country.

Only oic thing went wrong that af-
ternoon. [ lost my golf bag and the
clubs, some place between the ferry and
the last place we went to have a drink.
I remembered carrying them off the
train with me, and that's the last T re-
membered seeing them. 1| was noncha-
lant about it. I told her that on Mon-
day I'd get mc a whole flock of new
clubs.

[ guess T was the least bit woozy
after all we'd had to drink, but she was
as fresh as when she started. She surc
could stand her liquor like a gentleman.
I felt quite man-of-the-worldish as T
started for Washington Heights, where
[ live. T had a date for Tuesday night
with the girl.  Her name was Madeline
Manning. The reason I had to wait till
Tuesday night was because she was
dated up for Sunday and Monday
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The rhyvthm in yvour writing and the
tall capitals indicate poise, dignity and
case ol expression. You have a strong
dramatic instinct—an asset in vour line
.of work. There ix vitalitv, force, will
power and originality all indicated. You
have a magnetic personality, are tena-
cious—see the tiny hooks on the t-bars
and terminals—and you are aggres-
sive.

F. G., Virginia:—I'm afraid that T
shall have to scold you a little. It is
donce in an mmpersonal manner.
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Those large, mtlated upper loops. as
well as the rounded. hooked lower loops.
are not a very pleasant sign.  The upper
ones are a sure indication of indolence
and, when taken into consideration with
the letters that lean to the left, they em-
phasize a self-centered and selfish na-
ture.  You lack poise and balance and
are blind to vour faults. Sometimes
that t-bar does not cross the stem of the
“t.” which means procrastination and
imntrospection. It is especially an indica-
tion of your lazy tendencies, because
there are evidences of a strong will
which can be used when necessary.

Yes, vou have artistic talent and
should develop it fully. You are intui-
tive and original. However. hefore all
that talent can be developed to its high-
est, you need to develop vour character.
You can do it, if you once make up

COMPILETE STORIES

vour mind, and will swallow vour pride
and vanity long enough.

S. D.. New York City :—You have a
very inature script for a boy of six-
teen, and it is encouraging to scc that
you are ambitious. You will be able to
go far with that strong, driving will
which those long t-bars show you have.
The fault is that you are too restless,
but [ am sure you are going to master
that soon. You are still young and it is
natural for you to feel that way. Don't
let dissatisfaction pull you down, how-
ever. Your writing rtuns downhill
somewhat, showing that you are de-
pressed.  Just remember that you have
vour whole life before vou and that
you have more than the ordinary
amount of ability and vitality.
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1 suggest that you study some more
—more of a general education for a
while—and then branch into the electri-
cal field later. I think you will find
chemistry interesting.

Remember the stamped. self-addressed
envelope.

Handwriting Coupon for COMPLETE
STORIES
This  coupon must accompany cach
specimen of handwriting which you wish
read.
Name ...l e
Address . ... i
























