
READ THE BEST-STREET & SMITH'S MAGAZINES
SECONO OCT NUMBEf

1930OH CENTS 2^/ VZ 25<*IN CAN ADZ

TWI CE
-A- 

.MONTH

BARON FLIES 
A NOVEL BY 

ARTHUR J. BURKS

Robert Carse 
Charles Lent

Stories

THE

omDieie



yoursforfull *
10 Days Trial
Yes—this world-famous Underwood No. 5 is 
yours for full 10 days’ trial. (Positively the 
lowest price and easiest terms ever offered.) 
See how beautiful and new it looks—compare its 
neat, perfect work with any typewriter costing 
twice as much.

i Prices Smssnee Jw

Save overfaMfgs. OriginalPrice
Only by an exceedingly fortunate purchase direct 
from the manufacturer’s am I able to offer this 
amazing low price. While they last—less than 
half (%) the manufacturer’s original price— 
and easy terms besides. (Do not confuse this 
genuine late model Underwood with inferior or 
frail machines worth only one-half as much.)

Complete ( oii.’se in Speed Touch Type, 
writing Given During This Oller

Also Office Supply Set

Late Model
No. 5

Underwood

This is the full-sized late model Un­
derwood with Standard universal 
4-row keyboard of 84 characters and 
has all late improvements. Manufac­
tured to sell originally for $102.50. 
Fully Guaranteed in writing.

Easy Terms—Only 12c a Day
With Modern 

Improvements.
1. Genuine Underwood 

No. 5
2. Standard 4-row Key­

board (84 Characters)
3. 2-color Ribbon—Ris­

ing Scale
4. Back Spacer
5. Ribbon Reverse
6. Tabulator
7. Automatic Release
8. Shift Lock Key
9. Lowest Price

10. Easiest Terms
11. 10-Day Trial
12. Fully Guaranteed

Think of it—a genuine late 
Underwood No. 5 reduced to 
(Cash).
Send only $1 deposit for a 
Trial. Then only 12c a day

model 
$44.90

10-day 
on my

easy year-to-pay plan. Use and en- e 
joy your typewriter all the time. Re- J 
member this famous No. 5 Under- • 
wood all renewed and refinished is ’ 
without question one of the greatest • 
values ever offered at this rock-hot- 1 
tom price. (See column to left for 1 
its many outstanding features and 1 
improvements.)

Money Back Guarantee!
Accept my liberal 10-day trial offer. See . 
for yourself the wonderful bargain this famous , 
Underwood really is. Your deposit returned at - 
once if you are not perfectly satisfied. Send now. i

International Typewriter Exchange I

Learn Speed Touch typewriting. Complete 
Home Study Course 
of the Famous Van 
Sant Speed Typewrit­
ing System, fully il­
lustrated, given dur­
ing this offer. Eas­
ily learned. Used in 
schools, business of­
fices everywhere. We 
also give complete 
office supply set dur­
ing this sensational 
sale.

International Typewriter Exchange, 
231 West Monroe St., Chicago, III., Dept. 904.
Please send the Underwood No. 5, F. O. B. Chi­
cago, at the special reduced price for 10-day Trial. 
I am enclosing $1.00 deposit with the understanding 
that if I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it 
Express Collect and get my deposit back. If I keep 
it I will pay $3.50 a month until I have paid 
$49.90 (term price) in full.

Name Age

Address

231 W. Monroe St. Chicago Town State



Go to High School at Home
You (Bin secure a high school education right at 
home by studying the splendid new courses re­
cently prepared by the International Correspon­
dence Schools.

These courses are equivalent to the courses 
given in resident high schools. Thej- have been 
specially arranged for men and women who 
wish to meet college entrance examinations, to 
qualify for a business position, or to make up 
the education they missed when forced to leave 
school too soon,

The College Preparatory Course, the High 
Schoo] Commercial Course and the High 
School English Course include English, algebra, 
ancient, medieval, modern and U. S. History, 
physiology, literature, geography, Latin, book­
keeping, drawing, geometry, shorthand, physics, 
chemistry, salesmanship, advertising, civics, 
trigonometry, economics, corporation finance, 
money and banking, business and trade eco­
nomics and other subjects. A diploma is given 
at graduation.

The lessons are easy to understand and you 
will make rapid progress because you will be 
in a clriss by yourself and you will study under 
the guidance of instructors who are sincerely 
interested in helping you to get ahead and 
achieve the bigger things in life.

Just mark and mail the coupon and we will 
gladly send you interesting free booklets 

describing the High School Courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools or any 
other subject in which you are interested.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
“The Universal University”

Box 490I-C, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book­

let. “Who Wins and Why,’’ and full particulars about the subject 
before which I have marked X in the list below;

□ College Preparatory Course
Q High School Commercial Course
□ High School English Course
O High School Vocational Course
[J High School Agricultural Course

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
Business Management 

Ij industrial Management 
[1 Personnel Management 
LJ Traffic Management 
f 1 Accounting and C, P. A.

Coaching
□ Cost Accounting
□ Bookkeeping 
□ Secretarial Work 
Lj Spanish □ French

TECHNICAL AND

“] Salesmanship
1 Advertising
J Business Correspondence
□ Show Card and Sign Lettering
□ Stenography and Typing
J English □ Civil Service
□ Railway Mail Clerk
□ Grade School Subjects
□ High School Subjects
J Illustrating □ Cartooning

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Electrical Engineering 
□ Electric Li gifting
□ Mechanical Engineer 
□ Mechanical Draftsman 
Cl Machine Shop Practice 
D Railroad Positions 
Cl Gas Engine Operating
UCivil Engineer □ Mining 
□ Surveying and Mapping 
□ Steam Engineering 
□ Plumbing and Heating

Architect
Architects' Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Aviation Engines 
Agricidtuie □ Navigation 
Mathematics □ Radio

lanw ..

Street Address............................................................................................... .

City. .State

Occupation..........................................................................................................
Persons rtsidinr} in Canada should send this coupon to the Inter i~ 
tional Cc,'i-• spordeuee Sduals Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada

COM-1B



On sale the second and fourth Friday of each month

Single
Copies

20 Cents
Complete 
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Stop clowning!"
.HE WHISPERED

—but when I began to play
I HAD been trying—unsuccess­

fully—to make an impression 
on Helen for weeks. But she 
didn’t seem to see me at all. 
Naturally, I was pretty down­
hearted at the turn affairs had 
taken. For, at the beginning of our 
acquaintance, she had certainly 
been far more friendly with me 
than now. Utterly perplexed, I 
turned to her brother for advice.

“Forget it,” he laughed. “Helen 
isn’t annoyed by anything you’ve 
done. It’s something you haven’t 
done. . . . Oh, I say, I'm sorry !” he 
broke off suddenly, red as a beet.

“What were you going to say?” I 
demanded. “What haven't I done?"

“It's nothing. Just a slip of the 
tongue,” he evaded clumsily. But I 
insisted that he tell me and at last 
he consented.

“Well, you know, Helen has al­
ways been fond of music. I once 
heard her say she ceuld never care 
for anyone who didn’t know how 
to play some instrument or other. 
Of course, that’s ridiculous. Lots 
of perfectly nice people—congenial, 
charming — have no 
musical ability. But 
you know how girls 
are. Once they get a 
notion, they stick to 
it, come what may!’’

I almost broke out 
into three cheers at 
Jerry’s explanation. 
But that would have 
spoiled my secret—the 
secret I had kept so 
well all these months. 
Instead, I said,

"I wish you had 
told me this before. 
For I can play a bit, 
you know—one-finger 
stuff.”

He laughed. “Why 

Pick Your Courte
Plano Violin
Organ Clarinet
Ukulele Flute
Cornet Saxophone
Trombone Harp
Piceolo Mandolin
Guitar ’Cello

Sight Singing 
Hawaiian Steel Guitar

Italian and Gorman Aceordion 
Piano Aceord ion

Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 

Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger

Control 
Banjo (Plectrum, 

5-String or Tenor)

not try it at the party to-night? 
It ought to show her your heart’s 
in the right place, anyway !”

A Dramatic Surprise
That night I sat down at the 

piano and did a chop-stick version 
of “Yes, We Have No Bananas!” 
to everybody’s intense delight.

Calls of “What technique!” 
“When are yon going to give a Car­
negie Hall recital?” came from all 
over the room. But suddenly Jerry 
was at my side.

“Stop clowning!” he whispered. 
“Helen thinks I put you up to this 
to make fun of her!”

Instead of jumping up and apolo­
gizing to Helen, as he expected me 
to, I calmly swung into the open­
ing bars of that beautiful ballad, 
“Garden in the Rain."

At first, astonishment kept them 
silent, but before long the whole 
crowd was singing—even Helen.

It must have been an hour be­
fore they allowed me to leave the 
piano. During that time I had 
played everything they asked for 
—songs, dance music, classical se­
lections, jazz. . . .

My Secret
“Why on earth didn’t 

you tell me you knew 
how to play?’’ de­
manded Jerry as we 
went home. “Why 
have you been keep­
ing it a secret? I dis­
tinctly remember you 
once said you couldn’t 
play- Yetto-night. .

I looked at Helen. 
“There was a special 
reason for playing to­
night,” I said. “I 
couldn’t have done it 
months ago. Even 
last year Jerry’s re­
mark about my not 

being able to play, wouldn’t have 
been an exaggeration.

“You see,” I continued. “I dis­
covered a method of learning music 
by mail, in one’s spare time, at 
home, without a teacher.”

Then I told them all about the U. S. 
School course. How It does away with 
tiresome scales and exercises—eliminates 
expensive private teachers.

“Why. I played simple tunes and melo­
dies right from the start!” I enthused. 
“But I didn’t want to tell you folks until 
I was sure I could play well enough to put 
it over. Resides, I didn’t know Helen 
was so crazy about music. . . .”

"Not only about music,” she murmured, 
with a shy smile.

Demonstration Lesson 
and Book—FREE

This is not the story of one Isolated case. 
Over half a million men and women have 
learned to play their favorite instruments 
the U. S. School way.

To prove how practical this course is, 
we will be glad to send you a typical 
demonstration lesson and explanatory book­
let, without charge. They show how any­
one can learn to play by note in less than 
half the time and at a fraction of the cost 
of old, slow methods. The booklet will 
also tell you all about the amazing new 
Automatic hunger Control.

If you really want to learn to play send 
for the free booklet and test lesson today. 
No obligation. (Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit.) U. S. SCHOOL 
OF MUSIC, 3599 Brunswick Bldg., New 
York City.

U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC,
3599 Brunswick Bldg.. New York City.

Please send me your free book, “Music 
Lessons in Your Own Home,” with introduc­
tion by Dr. Frank Crane, Free Demonstra­
tion Lesson, and particulars of your easy 
payment plan. I am interested in the fol­
lowing course:

Have you 
.......................................Instrument? ................ ..

Name ........    ................

Address ........... .........................U.........................

City ................ ....................... State ..........



Quality

ABig RED WHITEsBLUEft,///

Guaranteed

LIMITED LOW
PRICE OFFER 

Send No Money

I
SAVE
OVER 
HALF
ON THIS
OFFER

save still more if you"'BUT you ___ __________
JJ buy now. Everything’s Included

Smashing 
Bargain NO MORE BIG / 

TIRE BILLS.' 
| GOODXYEAR • FISK f Firestone •U.S.A’V%Vnr“ 
ojt^RegularPrices.
C Tire, Ton Knew and PvsSer
' AT NEW LOW PRICES!

You can rely upon Chicago** oldest and moat 
reliable rubber company to deliver tire mileage 
at lowest cost. Actual tests on the worst roads 
In the country prove that our standard brand, 
reconstructed tires deliver 60 to 60 per cent 
more service. A trialardwwilj convince you.

BUY | 
NOW I

BALLOON Tiro#
Sira ffim Tires Tuba*

29x4.40-21“ $2.30
29x4.50-20" 2.40

Neck Muscles.

In this special low price offer. 
Big, rugged 10 Cable Exerciser 
adjustable to 200 lbs. resistance. 
Complete Wall Exerclsini Parts 
for Back and Shoulder develop­
ment. Hand Grip that builds 
husky Wrists and Forearms. Head
Gear to bring out those dormant

_____________ Foet Stirrup and Harness that devsl^i sinewy 
Calf and Thigh Muscles Regulation Heavy Skip ROpe for 
Endurance and Wind And a oomplet^y illustrated Ceurse sf l»- 
struetisn. All This—-Far Only $4.48! Take advantage of this tem­
porary low price offer NOW.

Just send ysur name and address. We’ll ship everything put by 
return mail. Pay postman only $4.48 plus postal charges. Out­
side United States, Cash With Order.

INSTITUTE FOR PHYSICAL DEVELOPMENT, INC 
13 East 22nd 8trset Dept. K-J3,New York, N. Y.

YOU
WANT A

BIGGER INCOME

SELL SHIRTS
Earn big money from the start. Let Quaker help you. Won­
derful sample Outfit gets orders. Finest Men’s Shirts,Ties, 
Underwear, Hosiery. Unbeatable values. Unique sales 
features. Ironclad guarantee- FREE Shirts, Tics, Cash 
Bonuses. Write for Free Outfit NOW! Dept. U-9
QUAKER SHIRT CORP.,1107 Broadway,N.Y.

Play the Hawaiian Guitar 
like the Hawaiian?/ - ;

Only 4 Metlons used in playing this fascinatir 
ment. Our native Hawaiian instructors teach 
master them cpickly. Pictures show how. E 
thing explained clearly.

Play in Half Hoar
After you get th* four

eery little practice. No 
previous mueical knowl­
edge needed.

Even if you don't know 
one note from another, 
the 52 printed lessons 
and clear pictures make 
It easy to learn quickly. 
Pay as you play.

GIVEN —• sweet toned

Outfit—
HAWAIIAN GUITAR, Carrying 

Playing______
Value Sia to S3*

No ertrae-evervthiftff included

WWE AT ONCE for attract... off.r 
•nd eUy ter ma. You have everything 
to gain. A postcard will do, ACTI

TENOR J and other courses. The bmuo thorough instruction on Tenor Banjo, 
BANJO 1 Violin, Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulele, Banjo Ukulele. WeU- 

' known instructors. Write for full information.
FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Iro* 
•th Floor, Woolworth Bldg. Dept. 239 New York, N. Y.
Apprnsd m a Corruy>tndene» School Under the Lave of the State of Neu Yorii

—Member National Home Study Council

80x4.50-21
28x4.76-18“ 
30x4.96-21“ 
80x5.00-20“ 
28x5.25-18“ 
80x5.25-20“ 
81x5.26-21“ 
80x5.77-20“ 
81x8.00-19“ 
82x8.00-20“ 
88x6.00-21“ 
82x6.20-20“

Hi 
2.95

81.10 
1.15
1.20 
1.20 
1.36 
I
1.85

2.0s 1.86 
J .20 1.85 

.20 1.40 
3.20 1.40 
3.20 1.40 

1:8

Reg. COTO Tires 
Size TiresTubes 
80x8 52.20 81.00 
80X8M 2.2a 1.00

Efi !
;<214' 
88x4

Lu 
i.ii, 
1.16 
1.15 
1.15 
1.45 
1.45

84x4M 3.45 1.45
80x5 3.00 1.75 
88x6 3.60 1.75 
85x5 4.45 1.75 
All Other Sizes

Send only Sl.od'deposlt with each tire ordetwd*; bakmce C.O. D. 
If you send eaah in full deduct S per cent. You ar* guaranteed 
• year's service or replacement at half price.

MIDLAND TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY
Dept. 1T-C iOOO-IO W. Slxty-Thlrsl Street Chicago

SONG WRITERS!
SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES 
are paid on work found acceptable for publica­
tion. Anyone wishing to write either the words or 
music for songs may submit work for free ex­
amination and advice. Past experience unnecessary. 
New demand created by "Talking Pictures” 
fully described in our free book. Write for it 
Today. NEWCOMER ASSOCIATES 

TH Earle Building, New York

Picture Play
The Best Magazine of the Screen

Price, 25 cents per copy
ON SALE AT ALL, 

NEWS STANDS

HAVE YOUR PICTURE
ON YOUR

Writing Paper
New—Individual—Distinctive. This writing 
paper expresses your personality. Think of 
the thrill your sweetheart, relatives and dear­
est friends will get when you write them on 
this new paper. 24 sheets and 24 envelopes. 
Fine grade Hammermill Bond paper—ripple 
finish used. Fold over sheets for ladies in 
White, Blue or Buff—full size flat sheets for 
men in. white only. Photoscript is a mile ahead 
of monograms and printed stationery.

.Send your best print or negative, we enlarge 
or reduce the head and shoulders as required 
and reproduce on every letter sheet. Your pic­
ture returned unharmed.

Any clear picture will do—snap shot or por­
trait. Send your picture with 51.98 or pay 
postman $2.15 on delivery.

THE PHOTOSCRIPT COMPANY 
Dept. B, 6333 Germantown Ave-, Phila.



Let us send you these latest Style, New Comfort 
Spectacles with Clear Vision Lenses on 100 Days’ 
Trial. The most beautiful spectacles produced in many 
years. Worn by multitudes of people. Popular every­
where. Distinguished in appearance. Leaves no marks 
on bridge of nose. Light Weight. Will enable you to 
read the smallest print, thread the finest needle, see 

। FAR or NEAR. Beautiful case included Free. Satis­
faction guaranteed. If you are not amazed and de­
lighted, if you do not think our spectacles at only 
$2.98 better than those sold elsewhere at $15.00, you 
can send them back. You don’t risk a cent. SEND 
NO MONEY! Just mail the coupon. We will also 
tell you how to get a pair for yourself without cost. 
----------MAIL COUPON TODAY —--------------  
Dr. S. J. Ritholz, 
1447 W. Jackson Blvd ,
Dept. X. C. F.-637,
Chicago, Illinois.
I want to try your New Comfort Spectacles for 
100 days and learn how I may get them without cost.
Name ................................................... Age .................
St. & No....................................... R.F.D.........Box........
Town ..............................................State ......................

Steady Work / Franklin Institute
Paid /
Vacations Rush 

/ charge, ; 
z full descrip Common ' below. (2) . 

Education ' eminent jobs t 
« * 18 to 50. TellUsually meat job.

Dept. N 190 
Rochester, N. V.

to me, entirely free of 
12-page book with: (1) A 
tion of the position checked 
i list of steady U. 8. Gov- 
ow open to men and women 
me how to get a govern-

Sufficient Rai)way pwh) c|erk (J1900 (# $2700)
Maii / Postoffice Clerk..............................($1700 to $2300)
Coupon / City Mail Carrier.............................. ($1700 to $2100)
today- / Mail Carrier............................... ($2100 to $3300)
SURE / Genera! Office Clerk................................($1260 to $2100)

/ Inspector of Customs............................................... ($2100 up)

Name



CometoChicago—the electrical Center of thewwM.Come to Coyne 
—learn electricity in 12 weeks. Thousands of dollars worth of 
electrical apparatus. Complete training on everything from door 
bells to power plants. Radio, Aviation Electricity and Auto Elec­
trical courses included without extra charge. Fit yourself to 
earn $200 to $600 a month. Get started now -our employment de­
partment will assist y.ou to EARN WHILE YOU LEARN and to 
a big pay job on graduation. Big newly enlarged course. I allow 
your railroad fare to Chicago.

Learn 
inl2 
Weeks

Great 
School 

of 
Coyne

MOULDING A

MIGHTY ARM

MAIL for FREE BOOK 
rOYWF Electrical School IjVA H. C. Lewis, President Founded 189*
500 SOUTH PAULINA STREET DEPT. 00.45 CHICAGO, ILL.

H. C. LEWIS, Pres.

Nami.................................

Addrsaa

City

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. BO-45
500 S. Paulina Street, Chicago, ill.

Please ••nd me FREE your biff catalog1 and your special offer of railroad 
fare and tbroo extra courses.

State

EVERY DEAF PERSON KNOWS THAT 
George P. Way made himself hear, after being deaf for 
25 years, with Artificial Ear Drums 
—his own Invention. He wore them
day and night. They stopped head 
noises and ringing ears. They are 
Invisible and perfectly comfortable. 
No one sees them. Write for his 
true story, “How I Got Deaf and 
Made Myself Hear." Also book­
let on Deafness. Address
a*org« P. Way, Inc.. 789 Hofmann BoDdinc.

Get a 17 Inch Bicep
Complete Course on Ann Ba&Ming

ONLY 25c

Artificial
Ear Drum

Detroit. Mwht«a»

SCREEN GRID Sets 
LOWEST

WHOLESALE Prices 
The latest in Radio at lowest 
wholesale prices—New 1931 
Screen Grid Humless All- 
Electric Sets.remote control.publie 
address, phono-combinations—all 
dynamic speaker equipped. Also 
battery operated sets. Beautiful 
consoles. Values you never saw be­
fore in accessories, parts, kits, eleu 
trie appliances, etc. Get this FREB 
book today. Most complete catalog 
in radio- 168 pages of big money­
savingvalues ... highly illustrated.

Get an arm of might with the power and grip t® 
obey your physical desires. You can now build your 
arm from a scrawny piece of skin and bone to one 
of huge muscular size. I don’t mean just a 17-inch bicep 
but a 15-inch forearm and an 8-inch wrist. This specially 
prepared course will build every muscle in the arm be­
cause it has been scientifically worked out for that purpose. 
You can develop a pair of triceps shaped like a horseshoe 
and just as strong, and a pair of biceps that will show 
their double head formation. The sinewy cables between 
the biceps and elbow will be deep and thick with wire cable 
ligaments. In that arm of yours, the forearm will belly 
with bulk, and the great supinator lifting muscle yon can 
make into a column of power, while your wrist will grow 
alive and writhe with cordy sinew. AD this you can get for 
25 cents—send for this course today and you can have 
a he-man’s arm built to be as beautiful, brawny and 
magnificent as the village blacksmith’s.

You can’t make a mistake. The guarantee of the strong­
est armed man in the world stands behind this course. I 
give you the secrets of strength illustrated and ex­
plained as you like it. Build for yourself an unbreak­
able grip of steel end a Herculean arm. Mail your order 
now while you can still get this course at my introductory 
price of only 2 Sc.

RUSH THE COUPON TODAY
To each purchaser will be given a FREE COPY of THB 

THRILL OF BEING STRONG. It is a priceless book 
to the strength fan and muscle builder. Full of pictures 
tsi marvelous bodied men who tell you decisively how you 
can build symmetry and strength the equal of theirs.

REACH OUT—GRASP THIS SPECIAL OFFER

JOWETT INSTITUTE of PHYSICAL CULTURE
422 Poplar Street, Dept. 14 J, Scranton, Penna.

Dear Mr. Jowett: I am enclosing 25c. Please send mo 
the coarse “MOULDING A MIGHTY ARM" and a 
free copy of “THE THRILL OF BEING STRONG.”

ALLIED^RADIO
C O O PCRAT ION

K 711W LAKE ST Dept. 74 CMCAftO >

Name_____ ____________________________________ _

Add rerr----------------------------------------------------------------------- ----------- !__________



New Soles in 3 Minutes for 9<
AMAZING DISCOVERY OFFERS YOU

4L CHANCE TO MAKE WW'

HERE’S an absolutely new. 
amazing chance for big

I soles on old shoes IN 3 MINUTES—AT 
। spread SHU-SOLE over old, worn-out s 

women’s and children’s shoes last as long as the uppers bold out. 
bills. A sensation everywhere.

$29 IN 4 HOURS
If you’re looking for quick profits, fill out and mail the coupon. MAIL THIS NOW
Give me a chance to prove that you can 
dollars in clear cash. Let me tell you how

>ocket hundreds of 
R. Solomon made

$29 in 4 hours. Korenblit cleared $110 in a week. Mrs. Jewell 
Hackett, $33 in first 7 hours’ spare time. And there’s Frederick­
son who cleared $20 in half a day. Think of the tremendous 
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FOG
By JACK ASTON 

/'CREEPING down the Narrows, 
Where the fog hangs low; 

Calling to each other.
Cautious freighters go.

This one’s bound for Rio;
That one's bound for Rome— 

Tramps that plod the ocean, 
Calling no port home.

Grayish-white and clinging, 
Shrouding stack and sail;

Fog makes steamers frightened— 
Their sirens slowly wail.

Transatlantic greyhounds. 
Lean and big and fine;

Creep past pug-nosed ferries 
Churning through the brine.

Toil-worn scows and tugboats, 
Puffing through the gloom;

Sound their haunting warnings, 
Calling: “Give us room!’’

Fog enwraps the Narrows.
Blanketing the bay ;

Slow and mightv solemn.
The shipping moves to-dav.
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The Baron Flies
By Arthur J. Burks

The snow-covered barriers of China fling their challenge to this American 
ace at large, but the Baron knew no fear—and no retreat.

CHAPTER I.
DISCHARGED.

NO one knew exactly where he had 
received his title of “Baron,” nor 
why he always carried a swagger 

stick; and few people ever asked him 
questions about either, if they knew or 
had even heard about Laube. Some 
said that the “Baron” had been tacked 
onto him in Germany, with the personal 
remarks of the kaiser in red ink on the 
edges.

The truth was that he had been born 
in Brooklyn, where there are few, if any, 
barons. He never visited Germany in 
his life, except when a lot of his fellow 
citizens had done so, during the occu­
pation.

Just now, Baron Laube was the head 
of the Mukden Arsenal, the largest in 
the world. He had taken it over during 
the regime of the late Chang Tso-Lin.

The Baron weighed around a hundred 
and thirty-five pounds. His blue eyes 
were inscrutable. Not even a Chinese 



could ever read his thoughts. His hair 
was sandy, and everybody saluted him 
because he was a general in the armies 
of northern China, commanded by the 
Young General. He returned salutes 
merely by waggling his hand whose 
thumb was invariably hooked in his 
trousers pocket. In summer he wore 
British shorts. Nobody had ever seen 
him wearing the Chinese uniform, and, 
though he was heart and soul in his 
work, he vowed that nobody ever would.

Nobody tried to force him to, either. 
The Chinese thought of him as—what­
ever the Chinese equivalent is for “hell 
on wheels.” They called him the 
“Swagger-stick Baron," and the “Little 
Un," but never to his face. He insisted 
on Baron, and was so called.

Now things were popping for fair. 
The Young General, whom Laube felt 
sure had none of his dad's spunk, had, 
on a visit to Nanking, thrown in with 
the Nationalists—against whom his dad 
bad died fighting. As a result a new 
general, known to Laube only by report, 
was to take command of the fifty-odd 
regiments of the armies of the Man­
churian war lord.

The man had arrived and was in com­
mand. His name was Lung Hsi Shan, 
and Laube didn’t like the name. He be­
lieved he would like the man even less.

A JAPANESE officer, of whom there 
were several serving with the Man­

churian armies, entered Laube’s office 
without knocking and bowed a bit mock­
ingly.

“Haven’t I told you.” said Laube 
easily, talking around his disreputable 
corncob, “never to enter my office with­
out knocking, or having some one find 
out if I want to see you!”

“But I have a message of importance,” 
said the Japanese, still with that appear­
ance of knowing a jest whose point was 
hidden from the Baron, “from General 
Lung Hsi Shan, now in command of 
the armies of Manchuria. He instructs 

you to proceed at once—to his residence 
—that formerly occupied by General 
Chang Tso-Lin.”

“You will send back to General Lung 
Hsi Shan,” said Laube softly, a glitter 
in those dead-blue eyes of his, “my com­
pliments, and inform him that if he 
wishes to see me I’m always to be found 
at the arsenal.”

The Japanese grinned.
“I am afraid, Little Un.” he said, 

“that you’ll have to take your message 
yourself, whether you like it or not!”

The officer raised his voice, and four 
other officers, all Chinese, stepped into 
the office, pistols in hand. Laube drew 
his slim legs under him, and the knuckles 
of his right hand grew white as he 
gripped his swagger stick. He would 
have liked very much to show these 
four just what an active man could do 
with a swagger stick, but decided against 
it. An appearance of meekness, in 
times past, had served him well.

Twenty minutes later, Laube stood 
slouchily before Lung Hsi Shan, who 
had kept him waiting for ten minutes in 
a room where there were no chairs.

“Laube!” snapped the Chinese. “The 
erstwhile commander of the arsenal!”

“Baron Laube, to the chinks!” re­
torted Laube. “And you look like all 
the rest of them!”

The face of Lung Hsi Shan dark­
ened, and his eyes shot flames of fury. 
He almost choked, and Laube grinned 
as he watched him fight for self-control.

“I could have you shot for inso­
lence!” said Lung Hsi Shan. “But it 
pleases me to have you publicly stripped 
of your command and your commis­
sion. You will proceed, under the guard 
of these four officers, to the arsenal, and 
will occupy your usual quarters for to­
night. To-morrow you will leave China 
for good!”

“What’s wrong? Services unsatisfac­
tory? Not getting out the munitions 
fast enough? Any definite charge

-against me?”



“That I say you are to be relieved of 
your post is sufficient, Baron,” replied 
Lung Hsi Shan. “I’m merely going to 
make a few changes for better in a 
large and important command that has 
been unbelievably inefficiently handled!”

Laube grinned, and his eyes roved 
away from the general to his four 
guards. Four officers—Lung Hsi Shan 
must regard him as important. That the 
general hadn't answered his questions 
troubled him not at all. The Young Gen­
eral in his absence, had been double­
crossed—that was all. Laube had been 
expecting this very thing to happen. 
Some fanatical Chinese officers were 
beginning again the old plaint, “China 
for the Chinese,” and all foreigners had 
to go. Laube knew where the fuss 
would start—on the Chinese Eastern 
Railway.

“You know anything about bears, 
Shan?” demanded Laube.

“General Shan!” roared the general. 
“And what*<io you mean about bears?”

“I was just thinking about a particu­
lar breed of bears, about one particular 
individual bear—in other words, the 
Russian bear.”

"If you’re laughing at me------” be­
gan the general.

Laube merely grinned and spoke to 
the four officers in rapid Mandarin.

“Come on, children. Father must be 
tucked into bed.”

qpHE four had scarcely caught their 
breath, marveling that lightning had 

not struck Laube for the sacrilege of 
baiting a great Chinese general, when 
the five rickshas, with Laube uncon­
cernedly riding in the first one, entered 
the gates of the Mukden Arsenal. 
Snappily the Chinese sentries smacked 
their rifles up to present arms as Laube 
entered. He returned the salutes by 
waggling the fingers on the hand the 
sentries could see, thumb tucked into 
his pocket.

The Japanese officer was in Laube’s 

office when Laube entered, sitting in 
Laube’s seat, with his feet on Laube’s 
desk.

“You have my chair,” said Laube 
quietly, as the Chinese officers came in 
behind him.

“Which I shall keep, since I’m to have 
temporary charge of the arsenal,” re­
torted the Japanese captain. “I no longer 
take orders from the Little Un, you 
comprehend ?”

“That’s twice you’ve called me that 
nickname,” said Laube, grinning. “I’m 
surprised you don’t know better, consid­
ering the months you have served with 
me, learning my job, so that you could 
relieve me. My chair, please!”

“My chair, please!” retorted the of­
ficer, insolently. “I keep it!”

Laube shrugged his shoulders, turned 
and looked casually at the four officers, 
who were watching this byplay with 
much interest. They'd heard about the 
Little Un, and they had thought him a 
tough fellow indeed. Yet here he was 
being browbeaten by one of the very 
officers he had, until this afternoon, 
commanded.

They were openly grinning at Laube’s 
apparent discomfiture.

Then gasps of amazement burst from 
their lips, as the Little Un went into 
action.

Quick as a flash, he stepped toward 
the Japanese officer, and his swagger 
stick,’three feet in length, slashed at the 
Japanese like a sword. It wasn’t a 
sword, and one could scarcely stab a 
man with it. But in the hands of Laube 
it was a terrible weapon. With it he 
had no need at close quarters for rifle 
or sword.

The tip of the swagger stick seemed 
to slide whole inches into the midriff of 
the Japanese officer. With a gasp, his 
face going white as ashes as the wind 
went out of him like an explosion, the 
Japanese doubled up, hands over his 
stomach. The stick, withdrawn as quick 
as light, shot forward once more. This 



time its tip struck the Japanese on the 
chest, straightening him up. His hand 
leaped to his side where his holster 
hung. He had the weapon out, and its 
muzzle was almost in line with Laube 
when that terrible stick got into play 
again.

The pistol was flung-across the room, 
and the Japanese shrieked with the pain 
of a snapped wrist. But his shriek broke 
off as Laube’s stick again went into 
play. This time its tip seemed barely to 
touch the Japanese on the forehead. 
The brown man fell to the floor, over­
turned the chair and kicked the desk 
two feet out of position.

Laube stooped, righted the chair and 
turned to stare into the blank faces of 
his four guards. Surprise and conster­
nation were written on those four faces, 
and four hands hung close to four hol­
sters. But the smile of the Little Un 
was disarming.

raised his voice and shouted around 
the stem of that disreputable pipe.

An orderly entered.
"Has any one here heard of a change 

in the command?"
“No. sir,” replied the orderly.
“Then see that my single-seater is run 

out at once. In ten minutes I am taking 
off for—well, somewhere outside of 
China, maybe.”

As the orderly turned away after the 
salute, Laube, apparently having forgot­
ten his four guards, followed the orderly 
to the door, stepping over the body of 
the unconscious Japanese as he did so.

“Be sure there is plenty of gas, and 
have a few extra tins stowed on the 
wings near the fuselage.”

“But, Baron.” suddenly interposed one 
of the guards, touching Laube on the 
shoulder, “the general’s orders!”

Laube grinned and shifted his pipe 
to the other side of his mouth, without 
using his hands.

“Oh, yes,” he replied, “the general’s 
orders—I’d forgotten about them. And 

what the devil do you mean by putting 
your hands on me?”

The officer was looking at the swagger 
stick in Laube’s right hand, as Laube’s 
voice warned him that action might be 
momentarily expected. But while the 
stick did not move, Laube’s left hand, 
ridiculously small, exploded against the 
man’s jaw like a charge of nitroglycerin. 
The fellow dropped like a log.

A second later the next officer fell. 
On his skin was the imprint of a dime. 
Laube had struck him with the tip of his 
stick, and that tip was a dime.

“Three!” said Laube dispassion­
ately, drawing easily on his dead pipe.

The next blow—for Laube never 
wasted a single one in a fight like this— 
struck the third officer behind the ear. 
He dropped to his knees, then to the 
floor, sighing like a man who is ex­
hausted.

The fourth man, in the act of pulling 
the trigger of his pistol, was so badly 
frightened that he shot through the 
window. But he didn’t know about it 
until many minutes later. He, too, went 
down, and a welt was forming on his 
forehead.

jjWBE sighed and took his seat be­
hind the desk, painstakingly cram­

ming his corncob pipe with tobacco. He 
looked down at the handiwork of his 
swagger stick.

“Four!” he stated. “And five! I 
wonder how many more there’ll be be­
fore the end of the chapter!”

He began to smoke placidly, hitting 
his heavy brogans with that deadly little 
swagger stick. The Japanese officer was 
regaining consciousness. His eyes 
opened. He finally sat up. His face 
was a mask of terror as he looked at 
Laube. He was close enough to him for 
that swagger stick to come into use 
again.

Then he looked at the four guards.
“Baron,” he choked, “I’m very sorry, 

but—but, Baron, the general will have 



you shot for this! You've killed four of 
his officers!”

“No, I haven’t! I've merely demon­
strated my right to a seat that belongs 
to me until to-morrow morning.”

“But what will you do? Where will 
you go?”

“Nothing that’ll interest you. Away.” 
It pleased Laube to answer questions 
painstakingly in the order they were 
asked.

“But------” objected the officer, start­
ing to rise.

“Stay down,” snapped Laube, his 
swagger stick suddenly freezing at 
point, “and after I’m gone, take a look 
at your forehead in the mirror, and if 
your eyes are good, you’ll find a motto 
that, being good enough for my country, 
is good enough for me.”

“And that?’’
“‘In God we trust!’ If you try to 

stop me from going, there’ll be another 
motto right beside the first one, exactly 
like it—but more heavily embossed, if 
you understand me!”

Five minutes later, Baron Laube was 
heading straight into the wastes beyond 
Ta Ling, toward the hills which angle 
away inland through Manchuria from 
Shanhaikwan, where ends the Great 
Wall of China.

As Laube flew, his blue eyes stared 
unblinkingly ahead. Those eyes mir­
rored a brain which could vision a 
strange trail etched in crimson, leading 
away into the future.

CHAPTER II.
THE OUTCASTS.

j^AUBE knew exactly where he was 
going. As far as he knew there 

was no one in Mukden who knew that 
place. The Young General knew it, but, 
though the young chap was soft in some 
ways. Laube believed in him. Expe­
rience, Laube felt, might make a man 
of the Young General. Wherever he 
went, as long as he held his commis­

sion—which Lung Hsi Shan had wholly 
failed to have stripped from him—he 
would serve the Young General as 
faithfully as he had in the past.

Half an hour out of Mukden he 
looked back and grinned. He looked 
at his guns but shook his head. Those 
flyers who were after him were merely 
obeying orders—they could not help 
themselves. Even at this distance he 
could tell who they were by the way 
they flew—wasn’t decent flying sense in 
the lot of them!

Laube was perhaps the best flyer in 
China. He had flying sense to a mar­
velous degree. He could start for a 
given place on the darkest night, doze 
over his stick until he was within ten 
minutes of his destination and then go 
down literally feeling his way to a safe 
landing.

Something soft and wet touched his 
cheeks. He grinned. He hadn’t really 
hoped for such luck. It was snowing, 
and, looking back, he could scarcely see 
the four flyers who were coming to 
jring him back to the vengeance of Lung 
Hsi Shan.

One of them, one Captain Kung, was 
a tenacious sort of cuss—might even 
have to manhandle that baby. As a 
subordinate of Laube, that habit of 
tenacity had been great stuff. As his 
pursuer it wasn’t so good, but the little 
Baron never crossed bridges before he 
reached them.

IN his mind he thought of the spot 
1 where he intended to land—and stay 
if it were possible. As he flew he began 
to plan out in his mind what he would 
do.

Those four ships were getting closer, 
One of them fired a few rounds from 
his guns, but Laube wasn’t worried. 
Unless by accident, he wouldn't be 
struck at this range.

Thinking of his landing place—which 
was one of the few secrets China had 
kept—Laube knew that those four must 



never know of that spot, even if he 
had to take drastic steps to prevent it.

The snow was now a smother of 
white, and Laube hunched his thin frame 
deeper into the heavy clothing he had 
worn for this fateful hop.

Bullets were smashing all about him, 
but he didn't even look back. However, 
he started to swing to the left, toward 
Shanhaikwan, knowing that if he did 
it gradually, the four behind him would 
scarcely be able to note the progressive 
change of direction.

When he was finally flying at right 
angles to his former course, he started 
veering to the left a bit farther. He 
flew in this great curve for half an 
hour, while the four behind him got no 
closer, though they sent a few more 
angry bursts in his direction.

Then, all at once, he cut squarely to 
the right and let his ship full out. Sav­
agely the motor bellowed and the four 
behind him seemed to travel backward 
at top speed.

"And they'd swear, one and all of 
'em," he said to himself, "that I’m now 
flying straight toward the Sungari, or 
Vladivostok, or some other jumping-off 
place in Siberia. All their flying sense 
is in their hands and feet.”

hour longer he flew, sometimes 
dozing over the stick. There were 

no landmarks, but Laube needed none. 
He knew when he reached the moun­
tains, and he smiled to himself with sat­
isfaction. A slight swerve to the right, 
and fifteen more minutes would bring 
him to his goal.

He was positive he had lost Kung and 
his crowd. Even if he hadn’t, they had 
lost all sense of place and direction, 
which was really what he wanted.

Fifteen minutes later, he started drop­
ping, jazzing his motor, knowing that 
mountain peaks were now above him. 
He sought through the swirl of white for 
lights below.

Finally he saw it, a yellow blur against 

the ground. He jazzed his motor again 
-—and the lights went out.

"Poor devils,” he muttered, “afraid to 
call their souls their own. I’m glad of 
this chance to give ’em back some of 
their courage and their self-respect, if 
they haven't slipped too far.”

He couldn’t see the ground. He knew 
that in one place there was a precipice 
over which a man and plane might easily 
plunge to destruction. He didn't mind 
—he knew where it was as well as if he 
could see it. Down and down he went, 
feeling for the ground with his trucks.

Wheels and tail skid struck together, 
and Laube had successfully made an­
other blind landing. Fur-clothed figures, 
huge and black through the snow, ma­
terialized like monsters out of the white 
wilderness. Mittened hands caught at 
his wings.

"Good evening!” he said, as he cut his 
motor.

The furred figures made no answer. 
A feeling that all was not well came to 
Laube. He had never landed here be­
fore, but he had flown over many times 
and had talked with some of these exiles. 
They behaved strangely.

“Good evening!” he said in Russian 
this time.

Quickly the answer came in Russian.
“So you are one of the traitors who 

would give us into the hands of our 
most deadly enemies ? Baron Laube, 
whom we have always regarded as our 
greatest benefactor! Climb out and 
walk as you are told. At the first wrong 
move, you will be shot without mercy!”

Laube did as he was bidden. He 
walked straight ahead, after hearing 
some one give orders to house his plane. 
A door opened for a second, disclosing 
a great, rough-hewn room. He entered, 
prodded forward by the muzzle of a 
pistol. There must have been a hun­
dred people in that room about a table, 
loaded with rich food such as only Rus­
sians would have prepared. There were 
beautiful women, their faces white, and 



men whose faces were stern—and every 
face seemed to be that of a deadly 
enemy.

“I have not betrayed yon!” he said.
There was not even a stir in answer. 

Then every one stiffened as, from high 
above, sounded the roaring of a motor— 
an airplane coming down for a landing.

“If you have not betrayed us, why 
have you brought the planes of Lung 
Hsi Shan, who would give us all up to 
be executed?”

Laube stiffened. There was no use 
explaining to these people. It did look 
bad, all right. Under his breath he 
cursed the tenacity of Captain Kung, 
which so many times in the past he had 
praised.

The door opened and closed again, 
while everybody waited.

It opened. Laube turned. Captain 
Kung, pistol in hand, stood with his back 
against that door, staring at Laube.

A moan went up from one of the 
women. A man quieted her.

“Where are the other planes?” 
snapped Laube, then could have bitten 
his tongue off. For many of these peo­
ple knew Mandarin—the tongue he 
spoke to Kung—and his words would 
seem to prove their indictment of him.

“I lost them,” said Kung. He looked 
about him, grinning at the faces of the 
Russians. There seemed now no anger 
in those faces—only a deep, ghastly 
hopelessness.

Laube’s right hand raised. Something 
that looked like a streak of light flashed 
from it. Kung’s pistol barked. Laube 
whirled halfway around and crashed to 
the floor like a man shot through the 
heart.

CHAPTER HI.
WHITE RUSSIANS.

A WOMAN screamed. Laube’s swag­
ger stick had struck Kung between 

the eyes, tip first. His eyes were glazed 
and his knees trembled, threatening to 
drop him to the floor. He tried to raise 

his weapon again, but the blow he had 
received seemed to have rendered his 
whole body nerveless.

Laube had fallen flat on his face, but 
even as he struck he was gathering his 
knees under him. There was a splash 
of red on his forehead, and his cheeks 
were twin rivulets of crimson. Only 
his eyes did not change.

Kung’s pistol dropped from his. 
fingers, which clenched themselves into 
a bludgeon of a fist. Kung had always 
liked Laube and had gone with him into 
many adventures. Nevertheless many 
times he believed the little man had 
been much overrated. Now he was a 
little ashamed that he had drawn a pistol 
on such a small man, in the presence of 
a great number of people.

Laube was getting to his feet when 
Kung charged, his great arms bent at 
the elbow and held wide from his sides, 
as though he would catch the smaller 
man between them and grind him to a 
pulp. Laube was reeling. His hand 
went up to flirt the blood out of his 
eyes.

With quick murmurs of apology for 
their doubt, the Russian exiles cried out 
to him to get away. Two men, wearing 
the high kubankas which the tempera­
ture made necessary, sprang at Kung.

Laube barked at them in Russian, 
even as Kung’s long arms wrapped 
themselves around him:

“Keep out of this! If I require help. 
I’ll ask for it!”

His cap was gone, and his tow hair 
looked like that of an old man. It was 
nearly white. He looked like a little, 
old man fighting a huge gorilla, and 
there wasn’t a man in the place who 
would have given him a fifty-to-one 
chance against the huge Chinese officer.

Kung swung Laube high in his arms 
and hurled him from him, as though 
Laube had been a babe in arms. Laube 
flew through the air, apparently doomed 
to crash out his brains against the wall 
of the building.



GASP burst from the lips of the 
watchers as Laube turned in mid­

air like a cat, and landed squarely on 
his feet. He was not even breathing 
heavily, and there was a slight smile on 
his face. Me paused for a second, as 
though surprised to note that he had 
been hurled completely over the long 
table at which most of the White Rus­
sians were seated.

He grinned at Kung and spoke softly 
in Mandarin:

“You should have kept your gun, 
Kung! It would have given you a 
chance you no longer possess!”

A great burst of rollicking laughter 
rumbled from the throat of the Chinese, 
but it ended in a gasp of amazement. 
For Laube had put his right hand on a 
woman’s shoulder, his left on the arm 
of her partner and vaulted squarely onto 
the table, his legs astride a bottle of 
vodka.

From this point of vantage he hurled 
himself directly at Kung. The big man 
held up his arms to catch Laube as he 
landed. Laube’s hands, however, struck 
Kung's shoulders, and Laube swung 
quickly to the right. He landed squarely 
on his feet, facing Kung, who still 
stared stupidly toward the table whence 
Laube had leaped upon him.

"This way, Kung, and take your medi­
cine !”

Laube’s left hand caught the shoul­
der of the Chinese and swung him 
around. While Kung was still slightly 
off balance, Laube’s right fist cracked 
against Kung’s jaw—cracked with a 
sound audible through all the great 
room. Kung staggered.

A roar of approval went up from the 
men at the table. They banged their 
vodka tankards on the rough, wooden 
table. Kung went berserk. He dived 
at Laube’s legs, trying to grasp him 
about the knees. Laube leaped lightly 
into the air, and Kung slid directly un­
der him, measuring his length on the 
floor.

Straight ahead of Kung was the pistol 
he had dropped. Laube could have 
reached it ahead of him, but he chose, 
instead, to sweep across the room and 
catch up his swagger stick.

Kung swung to a sitting position, 
holding his pistol in both hands, which 
shook like those of a man with the palsy.

“Look out, Kung!” called Laube 
softly. “You might kill some of these 
people with that gun!”

pOR a second the big man hesitated, 
and Laube’s swagger stick descended 

squarely upon his wrist, disarming him 
once more. Then Laube stepped back. 
Kung stared for a moment at the swag­
ger stick, and memory flooded back upon 
him, for he knew of what that slender 
piece of wood was capable, in the hands 
of Laube.

Laube, however, was tired of being a 
showman to these White Russians. Al­
ready he had decided what to do with 
Kung.

Kung hurled himself forward. Laube 
stood, right foot advanced, his swagger 
stick hanging down his right side. At 
exactly the right moment he raised it, 
and Kung ran squarely into it. His 
head snapped back as though he had 
been shot. His legs ran straight ahead, 
out from beneath his body, which 
crashed supine to the floor. So heavy 
w’as the Chinese that the room seemed 
to shake on its foundations.

Laube stood for a moment. The Rus­
sians rose to their feet and raised their 
tankards. They were preparing to give 
him a toast.

“Please, my friends,” he said, “you 
were right about me. I gave away your 
hiding place, without in the least intend­
ing to do so. This officer somehow 
managed to follow me here, probably by 
keeping in sight of my exhaust flames. 
But, save that we are in the mountains, 
I am sure he does not know the exact 
location. Whatever you have seen here, 
this man is a good officer and is really a 



friend of mine, though just now it would 
be difficult to persuade him of that! He 
must be returned to his people. Who 
is in authority here?”

For a moment no one answered. Then 
a tall, slender, young man, dressed in 
garments which must many times have 
been seen at the court of the czar, 
stepped up to Laube.

“I am,” he began, with a deep bow, his 
hand almost sweeping the floor, “Feodor 
Popov, and, though no one is really in 
authority here, I am at least a compe­
tent spokesman.”

“Your title, sir?”
Popov flushed, the deep red running 

down into his gold-braided collar, and 
for a moment he seemed to have diffi­
culty in breathing.

“I mean,” said Laube quickly, “the 
title which you lost when you left Rus­
sia to come into exile?”

“My title was—and is------” replied
Popov, “Prince Nicholas Feodor 
Popov!”

“To which, if right were right,” said 
Laube, “you still would be entitled in 
your own country. I have many things 
to say to you, but first some disposition 
must be made of Captain Kung. His 
plane remains here. I will be blamed 
for its disappearance by General Lung 
Hsi Shan, but we will surely need it in 
our business. Please give necessary in­
structions to three or four men whom 
you trust------”

Again Popov's face reddened, this 
time with anger,

“There is no one in Nevsky whom I 
do not trust! We are all together here, 
and------”

Laube quickly raised his swagger 
stick, and Popov hesitated.

“I am a blunderer,” stated Laube, 
his eyes roving over the assemblage. “It 
should certainly not have been necessary 
for Prince Popov thus to rebuke me, and 
I most richly deserved it. My humblest 
apologies! But to continue. Have these 
men take Kung, blindfolded, in what­

ever conveyance you can find, and get 
him as far as possible on the road to 
Mukden. It is snowing, and the snow 
will hide your tracks. Leave him bound 
and gagged, where he will not freeze, 
and start back here before sunrise. I 
cannot find it in my heart to injure a 
man who has been as loyal to me as 
this man has. Will you see to it?”

popov spoke swiftly. Three men 
stepped forward instantly. Kung 

was lifted from the floor, and a bandage 
immediately put over his eyes. He re­
covered consciousness while this was 
being done, but, at a sharp word from 
Laube, he made no outcry and did not 
resist.

“Will you keep your hands away from 
the bandage if I leave them free so that 
jou can eat something before you start 
your return?" Laube demanded of 
Kung.

Kung nodded stiffly, though Laube 
knew that Kung would have given much 
to see the faces of the men at the table. 
For Kung must have certainly guessed 
that Laube had business with the Rus­
sians, and any business of Laube’s 
would be of extreme interest to Lung 
Hsi Shan, whom Kung perforce served. 
But Kung had passed his word, and he 
kept it. He ate from the table, as in­
visible hands filled his plate.

Now and again Laube spoke to him, 
hurrying his repast.

Then Kung was led away, and the 
door closed behind him. When it 
opened the roaring of a high wind came 
in, savage and terrible, and Laube knew 
that in such a wind no plane could fly 
in safety. He was safe from further 
attacks for the. night—from the minions 
of Lung Hsi Shan.

Quickly Laube’s eyes roved over the 
people at the table. There were per­
haps a hundred of them, men and 
women. But Laube knew that here, in 
this village of exiles, there were many 
more dwellings like this one, and that 



Nevsky had a population of a thousand 
or more men. and almost as many 
women.

They all were watching the little man, 
waiting for him to speak—-men and 
women of fair skin, fragile hands, 
luminous eyes over which hovered clouds 
of haunting sadness. Laube could un­
derstand those shadows. White Rus­
sians were everywhere in China. Men 
walked the streets barefooted—proud 
men who, not so long ago, had been 
"prince" or "count" or “grand duke.’’ 
He did not have to hear their individual 
stories to know them, and he closed his 
mind against the thought of what many 
of the women could have told if horror 
jf remembrance had not held them mute.

"What would it mean to Nevsky,” 
said Laube at last, his eyes boring into 
the group at the table, “if Russia were 
to send a punitive expedition across the 
Manchuria-Siberia border ?”

A gasp of consternation burst from 
the hps of the men. The women said 
nothing; but their eyes became pools of 
terror, and their white faces grew whiter 
still.

Popov answered.
“It would," he said softly, measuring 

his words carefully, "be the end of 
Nevsky. Death for us all—quickly or 
slowly, depending upon------”

He could not finish.
“I have come to ask you to help me 

prevent such a catastrophe,” said Laube 
softly, “and to show you how to do it!”

LAUBE moved to the table and placed 
his hands on the back of a chair.

“In a matter of days, under the policy 
of Lung Hsi Shan hell will break loose 
>n the border. China believes that China 
should be reserved for the Chinese. I 
have become a refugee because I am an 
American. The same thing will happen 
to every other foreigner. He will be 
sent back to his own country. Where, 
then, would you people be sent, my 
friends?”

A gasp went around the circle. How 
well they knew! To be sent back to 
Russia would mean death to them all, 
for once they had served the czar—• 
who had been hurled to oblivion and 
death. The names of every one of them 
were marked in red—for slaughter.

"The first mistake of Lung Hsi 
Shan,” Laube continued, "will be to 
dismiss Russians from control of the 
Chinese Eastern Railway. Russia will 
fight. She will cross the border with 
arms in her hands—and if she finds 
former imperialists in the little village 
of exiles called Nevsky------”

“We understand. Baron,” said Popov 
harshly. “Why paint a picture afresh, 
that we all see every waking hour of 
our lives and dream of when we sleep? 
We have suffered enough. Show us 
how to keep this refuge which, poor 
though it is, is yet a refuge.”

“I am still an officer in the armies of 
the Young General.” replied I-aube. "I 
am working in the interests of the Young 
General—I’m working against the mis­
takes of Lung Hsi Shan. If the Young 
General knew, he could not command me 
to do what I intend doing—with your 
help! But when it is done—if I suc­
ceed—I will receive his thanks and the 
silent gratitude of all China.” 

pOR a long moment there was silence.
Then Laube continued:

“If there is any man among you who 
can fly an airplane, I wish to meet him 
at once!'”

"Many of us do, naturally,” said 
Popov. “It will be a war in the air, 
then ?”

"Yes, and for the moment we will be 
outlaws, and whoever finds us may slay 
us!”

Popov smiled and turned to look from 
face to face. The women were white 
and silent, their ears drinking in every 
word, their eyes missing no move. Many 
eyes turned to Laube, but he met none 
of them. He believed there was no 



place in the lite of a soldier for women. 
Some day, and that soon, he wasj;o know 
better.

“Gentlemen!” rang loud the sudden 
shout of Popov. “What do you say? 
Do we form a legion of the condemned 
to serve with this man, this American, 
Lau.be?”

The storm broke. They shouted until 
the room seemed to quiver. They 
pounded the table with their tankards, 
calling the names of Laube, of Popov, 
of Markov, and others which Laube did 
not know. Here and there a tear 
streaked down a feminine cheek, as some 
woman looked into a crimson-dyed fu­
ture.

Laube raised his hand for silence.
“Set the women to packing their 

household possessions,” he said quickly, 
“and gather all the men together and tell 
them!”

Here a woman spoke up for the first 
time, standing stiffly across the table 
from Laube. Her lips were red as ripe 
cherries, and her cheeks like cameo.

"We are all equal here.” said the 
woman in a low voice, “and what the 
men do, we do. What they say, we vote 
on with them. What they do. we all 
do!”

Laube bowed.
“So be it, your ladyship." he mur­

mured. He had caught her name as 
OlgarKarnief, and she had been a prin­
cess. Beyond making a mental note that 
she still looked the part, Laube reserved 
opinion, as he did with all women.

Half an hour later, with Laube in the 
background, smoking his corncob pipe 
the entire colony of exiles stood in a 
great circle about a roaring fire in the 
center of Nevsky.

The exiles were singing sullen old 
folk songs, with an undercurrent of 
crushing sadness which expresses the 
heart of old Russia. Their white faces 
were turned toward the blizzardy sky; 
snow fell and melted on their cheeks. 
Now and again a subtle wave seemed to 

pass through them, so that they all 
swayed in unison as they sang.

At last the fire burned down, and the 
night was quiet. In the great room he 
had first entered, Laube sat beside the 
table, tersely outlining his plans to half 
a dozen of the leaders of the village of 
Nevsky.

“It is the wildest thing I ever heard 
of,” Popov whispered.

“It is unbelievable," replied Laube 
softly, “which is exactly why it may suc­
ceed—why it must succeed. Well, 
what do you say? We have two 
planes. They can conceivably carry 
two extra men each, if they won't freeze 
bundled up on the lower wings against 
the fuselage. Draw cards to see what 
four men ride there. Popov pilots the 
plane Kung left behind, I pilot my own 
—for an unexpected call on Lung Hsi 
Shan.”

“If we are caught----- spoke one of
the men softly.

Laube shrugged.
“A firing squad in the morning!” he 

snapped.
CHAPTER IV.

THE CLAWS OF SHAN.

AT ten o’clock next night, two planes 
took off from the village of Nevsky.

Laube flew one, Popov the other. Be­
cause of their exposed positions, the two 
extra men on the lower wings of each 
ship were swaddled in furs, until they 
seemed thrice their usual size.

Both ships staggered off an icy run­
way and bored into the night, their props 
whining, their motors screaming a wild 
paean of defiance at the cold, black sky.

The watches of them all were syn­
chronized to the second. The four who 
rode the wings could fly planes them­
selves. Laube had instructed them in 
every detail, even telling them the 
number of strides between certain points 
in the arsenal parade ground. There 
seemed no possibility of a hitch if the 
men came through, but the merest slip 



would spell disaster—and the six men 
would die.

To himself Laube had assigned the 
most difficult task, though any one of 
the other five stood excellent chances 
of being riddled by btillets if they be­
trayed themselves by so much as a 
sound.

The planes climbed to a freezing ele­
vation—twelve thousand feet above the 
mountaintops-—and flew away toward 
Mukden.

Laube had noted the direction of the 
wind. If it did not veer, he would come 
in with the wind in his face, and no­
body in Mukden would hear him. Even 
if his motors were detected, none would 
think the sounds important. Many 
planes now flew the skies of China.

\\/lNG and wing, the two planes 
hurtled toward Mukden. Popov was 

guided by Laube. for Laube could not 
be lost in the air. His living sense 
would spell success or disaster for this 
mad mission. But he was unafraid. 
His cold corncob was tightly gripped 
between his firm, white teeth, and his 
narrowed eyes peered toward Mukden, 
while his thoughts raced fantastically 
ahead.

Lung Hsi Shan had assuredly sent 
word to the armies of the North that 
whoever killed Baron Laube would be 
rewarded. That worked in with 
Laube’s plans.

Now and again Popov looked across 
at Laube. He had his orders—so had 
the others. If the others failed. Popov 
and Laube might get back, though it was 
doubtful. Laube intended to return 
with a squadron of six planes, or lose 
their lives in the attempt

Twelve thousand feet above Mukden, 
Laube raised his right hand high and 
beckoned to Popov. Popov raised his 
own hand to show that he understood.

The guns were cut, and the two 
planes startea spiraling down. As their 
struts and wires began to sing and whine 

in the wind of their dive, they leveled 
off until the singing and the whining 
stopped. Grimly they held to their 
courses, while the eyes of them both 
studied the black area which indicated 
the arsenal, where lights were out and 
soldiers asleep. They watched for mov­
ing lanterns which might indicate dis­
covery.

But no slightest hint guided them as 
they dropped lower and lower. Laube 
intended to land on the arsenal’s proving 
grounds, a dangerous place—but it was 
open and no sentries were used there. 
The barking of a single motor would 
rouse the entire arsenal force, and there 
were several regiments in garrison 
there.

LAUBE and Popov landed side by 
side and stepped from their planes.

To the south they could make out the 
main buildings of the arsenal. Not a 
thing moved. There was no light—only 
occasional sounds, as sentries called to 
one another near the important build­
ings-

“Are you ready, Popov ?”• whispered 
Laube, talking around the stem of his 
pipe and flicking his leg lightly with his 
swagger stick.

“Yes,” replied Popov. His voice was 
calm and even.

They hurriedly unfastened the four 
men bound to the under wings of their 
ships. Despite their wrappings, the 
four were almost frozen and had to be 
walked about before they were capable 
of moving alone.

They compared watches for a second. 
The four men breathed deeply: but 
there was no fear in their faces, as they 
strode toward the arsenal.

Laube spoke again to Popov.
“When you hear either the roaring 

of motors or the firing of rifles, take 
off—and take off fast. If you hear only 
rifles, take off and make for the moun­
tains, as these four will then be beyond 
help. If they get away, fall in behind 



them. You and I will cover their re­
treat with the planes.”

To Laube the plan seemed simple. He 
knew where every plane was stored, how 
much gas each would have aboard, and 
where extra gas could be found.

The rest depended upon them. Their 
lives were in their own hands. As for 
Laube, he had an appointment with 
Lung Hsi Shan.

At exactly the appointed time, he en­
tered the compound by a way he had 
used when the Young General had lived 
in this place, known only to certain of­
ficials. He moved toward a lighted 
window. There were several figures 
moving inside, and, as he looked in, he 
saw faces unfamiliar to him. Lung Hsi 
Shan, it seemed, had replaced the Young 
General’s staff with officers of his own. 
Laube drew his breath in sharply, as he 
realized what this meant. Lung Hsi 
Shan was renovating from the ground 
up. That meant that even his flyers 
would be men whom Laube did not 
know.

That satisfied Laube’s scruples 
against firing at any flyers who might 
attack him. He smiled with grim sat­
isfaction.

Then he heard the excited voice of 
Lung Hsi Shan:

“The Russians, on the Chinese East­
ern must go. All foreigners, of what­
ever nationality, will be instructed to 
leave the country. What is it to us if 
the so-called White Russians will be 
executed upon reaching their own coun­
try? That is no affair of ours.”

j^AUBE' S eyes narrowed ominously.
It was as he had thought.

“There’s no telling what Laube may 
do,” went on Lung Hsi Shan savagely. 
“He may throw in with the Russians 
against us! There should be some way 
of preventing that, and Laube must be 
stopped—brought back here dead or 
alive, or proof furnished that he is 
dead I”

“He is a dangerous man, excellency,” 
safd another officer, blandly. “Do you 
not think he might have been handled 
a bit more diplomatically!”

“Who are you to question my motives 
in handling the pigs of foreigners!”

“I am an officer of China,” said the 
man quietly. "And I warn you that you 
are deliberately inviting war. You have 
ousted the Russian employees of the 
Chinese Eastern Railway a concession 
that is a matter of treaty. Russia will 
take drastic action about it !"

“Let her do so! We are ready. 
There" are fifty-two regiments of sol­
diers in Manchuria alone!”

“And most of them are loyal to the 
Young General! There will be grum­
bling in plenty if they are forced into 
war against Russia."

“Grumblers will be shot or decapi­
tated !”

Laube raised his head. There came 
the sudden roar of several airplanes, 
revving up in unison. He knew that the 
props had just been spun—that four 
men were racing to their cockpits. He 
counted the seconds, visualizing as he 
lid so the outlines of the arsenal grounds 
and the landing field. Now the four 
pilots, with their motors still cold, were 
taxiing out onto the field, not yet daring 
to take off.

For several minutes they would taxi 
madly around the field, targets for hails 
of bullets, while their motors warmed 
up-

Laube’s teeth glistened on the stem 
of his pipe as a new sound broke 
through the roaring of motors—the rat­
tling crash of guns. That ability of the 
soldiers to leap swiftly into action had 
been part of Laube’s own military prep­
arations at the arsenal. Now it was 
turned against his own men.

But it couldn’t be helped.
Laube knew that under cover of the 

savage uproar at the arsenal. Prince 
Popov would spin his prop and take off. 
He studied the sky for a moment or 



two. Yes, there were the wings of a 
plane against the night, the exhaust 
fires trailing behind like the twin tails 
of a comet.

At the field four planes, props 
whirling wildly, were taxiing over the 
great open space. Flashes of flame from 
all directions lanced toward the ships. 
It was as though the soldiers at the 
arsenal had been expecting this looting 
expedition.

But Laube was listening for another 
sound. It came—the strident ring of 
Lung Hsi Shan’s telephone.

The call was for the general. Laube 
watched him through the glass, keeping 
an eye out as he did so for prowling 
sentries.

Lung Hsi Shan listened for a minute, 
while his face grew black as a thunder­
cloud. d'hen he whirled on his officers.

“Somehow or other.” he cried, “that 
renegade. Laube. has managed to get 
four planes out of the hangars, and he 
will be taking them off in a minute or 
two, as soon as their motors are warm 
enough. That call was from Captain 
Usami, and he wants to know what to 
do. Those four planes must be stopped, 
and ypu will issue orders at once to the 
new flyers I have assigned to the 
planes----- ”

|T was for this that Laube had waited.
Flicking his swagger stick against 

his leg, Laube went to the door of Shan’s 
quarters, opened it quickly and stepped 
inside. Every officer there whirled as 
he entered. None of them were armed, 
for it was bedtime and the place was 
guarded by double sentries.

“Good evening, Shan!" said Laube 
softly. “Did I hear you say that I was 
stealing your precious planes? Absurd ! 
How could I be stealing your ships, 
when I have the perfect alibi of being 
in your presence while they are being 
stolen ?”

“Laube!” bellowed Lung Hsi Shan.
“Baron Laube, to chinks! The first 

man who makes a move toward me. or 
raises his voice to call for a guard—will 
get the surprise of his life! ’

It was a tribute to the reputation of 
Laube that every officer froze in his 
place and listened. If one man moved, 
they all would move: Laube would be 
easily* and swiftly overcome. But who 
would move first ? Laube grinned as he 
studied the faces of the officers and saw 
them look at one another, mutely asking 
that question.

“Shoot him!” choked Lung Hsi Shan. 
“Seize him! Tear him to pieces!"

“You remember what I said about 
bears, Shan?" asked Laube, his ears 
cocked for a certain sound. “Isn’t it 
true that you have already heard the 
growling of the Russian bear?"

Shan seemed likely to choke with his 
own wrath. His eyes blazed at his of­
ficers but not one of them stirred. Shan 
raised his head. Laube knew that in a 
second his shout would go out to the 
sentries.

“Open your mouth,” snapped Laube 
savagely, “and I’ll shove this stick down 
your throat to your short ribs !"

Laube was fighting for seconds of 
precious time—delaying Shan’s inevi­
table orders which would put his Can­
tonese flyers on the tails of the fugi­
tive Russians.

A plane suddenly roared over Lung 
Hsi Shan’s own compound. It was 
Popov's signal that the planes had taken 
off and were racing for the rendezvous.

Laube moved nonchalantly toward 
Shan, staring at him as though he would 
tear him apart if he moved. Then be 
swerved with lightning swiftness. He 
reached the window and struck twice 
with his swagger stick. There was a 
crash of glass, and Laube was gone.

Behind him rose the rasping bellow 
of Shan.

“Get that man! Fill him full of 
lead! Lose him and you lose your 
heads in the morning!”

Bullets rained about the head of
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Laube as he raced for the secret way 
out of the compound. But he got 
through, unscathed, though the sentries 
outside spotted him and knelt to fire at 
his racing figure.

Laube ran like a hare. He was leav­
ing the palace behind, but he knew that 
the dragnet was already out for him. 
There was every possibility that his 
plane would be discovered before he 
could reach it. He could be hunted 
down and shot like a dog.

He clutched his stick tighter in his 
hand and let out another burst of speed.

As he raced for his plane, half a hun­
dred soldiers were running to cut him 
off, firing as they came. He must spin 
his prop, climb in and take off. One 
bullet would settle him.

To his amazement his prop was tick­
ing over. Popov had decided that it 
wouldn’t be heard in such a bedlam, and 
apparently it hadn’t been. Laube clam­
bered in and took off right in the faces 
of the charging soldiers, who knelt as 
he passed over their heads and hurled 
their lead at this catapulting plane that 
sprang straight into the sky. His plane 
soared higher and higher.

Laube leveled at nine hundred. Four 
planes were taking off from the field 
right under him. Far ahead he saw four 
planes dead-heading for the mountains, 
and in that instant he knew two things.

One of his flyers had failed. These 
four now taking off had to be downed.

Laube’s hands went to the trips of 
his guns.

y^FLL out of Mukden, too far from 
their field to make a quick land­

ing, Laube turned savagely on the four 
enemy flyers and tripped his' guns to 
make sure that they were in working 
order.

They spread out in the form of a 
quarter circle as they saw Laube’s in­
tention. One or two, he understood, 
were to meet his attack; the others were 
to continue pursuit of the stolen planes
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or to get Laube himself in a deadly 
cross fire. Laube grinned coldly.

The first Chinese plane opened with 
a savage rat-tat-tat-tat. To Laube’s 
amazement the gunner did not swerve 
at all but came at him head-on, appar­
ently unafraid.

“They’ve been trained well, these Na­
tionalist officers," he thought.

Then Laube started a series of dives 
and zooms in the face of his enemies— 
to save his prop from bullets and to 
bother the aim of the flyer immediately 
facing him.

His guns were chattering savagely, 
and the enemy was yawing right and 
left to throw off his aim. But Laube 
clung tenaciously, even though two ships 
which had swung wide were now an­
gling in—one on his left, the other on 
his right—to rake his wings and fuselage 
with bullets.

The man on whom Laube was con­
centrating had plainly been expecting 
Laube to make some attempt against the 
two planes which were laying down the 
cross fire. The man banked swiftly, not 
noting that one of his friends was over 
to his right, angling in. Quickly Laube 
stood on his left wing tip, and his guns 
were never silent. Fie had noted that a 
collision was imminent, but he did not 
wish these flyers to die by accident. 
That would in no way add to the repu­
tation and prowess of Laube. He must 
use some other method.

He knew that his bullets were stitch­
ing patterns of lead through the bottom 
of the cockpit of that one plane. He 
moved the nose of his pfane as though 
it had been the nozzle of a hose. Fully 
a score of bullets must have gone 
through the .pilot’s body,

As the plane started to fall away. 
Laube deliberately covered that portion 
of the plane where the motor was lo­
cated and gave it a couple of savage, 
stuttering bursts. He saw black smoke 
creep from the motor to crawl up the 
surface of the elevated wings.



'THEN a sheet of yellow flame bathed 
the plane, bringing' out the other 

three around it. They were like moths 
coming in to get their wings singed. 
Laube grinned and watched the burn­
ing plane go hurtling down to the white 
ground below. His altimeter said six 
thousand feet. A long drop and a hard 
bump, but the flyer would never know 
the one nor feel the other.

The glare lighted up the planes of 
the other three. Laube could even make 
out the face in the nearest one—a brown 
face covered by huge goggles, below a 
padded helmet. The man’s mouth was 
open as though he gasped in horror. He 
was looking at Laube, after watching 
the fiery plummet of his comrade’s burn­
ing plane.

Laube gave him no time to gain con­
trol of nerves which must have gone 
a-jangling at the gruesome sight. His 
guns were clattering and yammering, 
and his bullets were whipping the air 
about the face of that second flyer. The 
man’s face turned crimson but that 
might have been the dying reflection of 
the fire from the downward rushing 
flamer. It might have been blood.

Laube was grinning, as he switched 
the sights to send a burst into the motor 
of his enemy.

At the same time bullets snapped past 
his ears. The glass on his dash was 
demolished, and splinters of it, fine as 
steel wool, cut his • face in a score of 
places. He could taste his own blood, 
salty on his lips. His face seemed 
afire.

He sideslipped quickly, then allowed 
his plane to fall earthward, tumbling 
over and over as though completely out 
of control.

His sideslip had brought him out 
of the sight of the two who had sat 
on his tail. As soon as he was sure of 
this, even as the other two started div­
ing upon him, he leveled at top speed, 
gave his ship the gun, pointed her nose 
at the sky and climbed under the belly 

of that wabbling plane whose pilot’s 
mouth had hung open with horror.

J7VEN as the two above Laube started 
stitching patterns on his wings and 

fuselage, he sent two more swift bursts 
into the plane of his second enemy. 
Lazily, the plane seemed to turn over, 
right wing down. Then the weight of 
the engine pulled its nose toward the 
earth. Its motor screamed wildly. 
Laube knew that a dead man rode the 
controls. At full speed, screaming 
wildly, the prop a great roaring blur, 
the second plane streaked it for the 
earth below.

A sledge hammer seemed to strike 
Laube in the back. He felt a gush of 
blood to his lips. But his eyes still were 
clear, though his whole body felt numb. 
Wildly he sideslipped away again, and 
the two were after him like terriers after 
a mastiff.

Bullets rattled all about him. A strut 
appeared to be nibbled by mice. A 
flying wire snapped with a shrill whine 
and streamed*'out straight in the slip 
stream. Laube was going out, unless 
something------

And then another ship dropped like 
a dead weight from the skies, and bul- 
ets streaked across first one enemy cock­
pit and then the other. Laube noted 
that plane. It was Kung's, now flown 
by Prince Popov, who had come to the 
rescue like a sportsman.

This definitely made Popov and all 
his people outlaws in the eyes of Shan. 
Yet Popov had returned as though the 
fact-—which he knew full well—both­
ered him not at all.

In a trice one other plane was going 
down—under control, however, though 
its prop was gone. It landed in the 
snow, then stood grotesquely on its nose. 
A man was hurled from the pit, but he 
instantly stood up, and Laube saw him 
shake his fist savagely at his enemies 
aloft. The fourth plane refused to 
face odds of two to one and leveled 



for Mukden. Wearily, Laube signaled 
to let it go.

Wing and wing, he flew back toward 
Nevsky with Popov. Now and again he 
nodded over the stick his teeth tight 
clenched against the pain of his wounds. 
But he must go on, must get through— 
for the Young General to whom he 
owed his allegiance—for the White Rus­
sians whom he had made outlaws—for 
the sake of a man who was now a 
prisoner in the hands of Shan.

He scarcely remembered landing. 
There was a dim vision of a white­
faced woman whom he remembered as 
Olga Karnief. She cut away Laube’s 
clothing above his waist and bent over 
him with probes and bandages.

“Do all that’s necessary,” he said, 
“but plug all the holes against bleeding. 
I’ve got to be over Mukden again at sun­
rise !”

She pursed her lips, studied him for a 
moment and nodded. Laube grinned 
and fainted dead away.

CHAPTER V.
THE FIRING SQUAD.

|N the bitter cold of a Manchurian 
dawn a barefooted man was escorted 

across the frozen parade ground at the 
arsenal toward a stone^wall. The man’s 
head was held erect, but his face was a 
mass of blood, and his feet were crimson 
horrors. They must have caused him 
untold agony, but he had suffered so 
much that nothing more could hurt him. 
His eyes were all but closed, and he 
stumbled as he walked with his armed 
guard.

Blood had frozen on his lips, and his 
clothing was harshly rasping—it, too, 
was dyed with blood which had frozen. 
Horror sat on the man's face like a 
mask. Pie was Karl Borotoff, who had 
failed to get away. There was a bullet 
somewhere inside him, but it hadn't 
killed him.

Tears ran down his cheeks, despite 

the proud erectness of his head—for 
Karl Borotoff had betrayed the exiles 
of Nevsky into the hands of Lung Hsi 
Shan. He cursed himself bitterly, for 
there was no atonement sufficiently great 
that he could make. His life would be 
sped within a few minutes now, but that 
would not be enough. In the eye of his 
tortured mind, he could see his friends 
and comrades and the gentlewomen of 
Nevsky lying stark and cold and crim­
soned in the surrounding snows. Karl 
Borotoff was a traitor.

He was not the first man who had 
babbled secrets under the knives of 
Chinese tortures. Through the evolu­
tion of ages Chinese have become 
ghastly adepts in the art of loosening 
tongues. In an agony of sweat and 
blood, his body covered with crimson 
the knives had released, he had called 
out names and places.

Lung Hsi Shan himself had come to 
hear the tortured Russian give away his 
secrets. Laube and the exiles were 
given into his hands, and there were 
none to warn them. It was a grim jest 
—-this judicious wielding of heated 
knives—hot stove lids on the soles of 
bare feet.

“Don’t kill the fool!” Shan had com­
manded. “He must live until morning 
to face the firing squad!”

“Kill me now, for the love of God!” 
Borotoff had shrieked at Shan.

“You would not suffer enough.” re­
plied Shan with a cruel grimace, “and 
God means nothing to me!”

Borotoff' could not even lose con­
sciousness, though the agonies he suf­
fered were beyond description. Even 
when he had babbled all the secrets he 
knew, they continued their torture, ap­
parently believing that he still held some­
thing back.

But at last Borotoff had toppled for­
ward in his bonds, and his naked hodv 
was allowed to remain there. The winds 
of Manchuria blew into the barnlike 
building, froze the blood upon him and 



gored like the horns of bulls at his 
wounds.

JUST before sunrise they had roused 
him. Full memory flooded back upon 

the tortured man. Now the end was 
close, and he was glad. If only he 
could somehow warn his friends that 
he had betrayed them 1

But he knew that was impossible. 
They placed him against the wall. Shan 
had not deigned to come to the execu- 
ion. But already three planes had taken 

off—flying south to fool any spies for 
Laube that might be abroad—with the 
exact location of Nevsky in their minds. 
They would head into the mountains 
and reach Nevsky perhaps an hour af­
ter Borotoff had paid the final price for 
trying to steal planes from Lung Hsi 
Shan.

Borotoff was placed with his back 
against the wall. A grinning Chinese 
approached him with a black piece of 
silk. Borotoff tried to spit in the man’s 
face, and his head lifted weakly with a 
touch of his old defiance.

“So.” said the officer in charge of the 
firing squad, “you can die like a man 
now! Last night, when the knives were 
biting, your heart turned to water! It 
must be pleasant to go but with the 
knowledge that your betrayal will cost 
the lives of all your people!”

“Hurry and get it over with!” 
groaned Borotoff. The officer laughed 
and dawdled with his arrangements, 
prolonging them, wishing the foreigner 
to suffer to the uttermost the torments 
)f the damned. They did not bind Boro­
toff. for he could scarcely stand as it 
was.

Lazily, the officer gave the command 
which formed the firing squad of eight 
men into a single rank, facing the con­
demned. The soldiers were grinning, 
and not one of them used blanks. The 
Chinese soldier does not like to be 
cheated, and blood on his soul troubles 
him not at all.

The officer strode to the right of the 
line. He faced Borotoff and stood for a 
full minute, staring at the prisoner.

To his ears came the sound of an air­
plane motor, but it meant nothing to 
him. He knew that Shan was sending 
out planes in many directions.

“Listen to the plane, Borotoff,” said 
the Chinese officer, “for it is the last 
time you’ll ever hear the sound, and it is 
fitting that the drone of a motor should 
be your requiem, don’t you think?”

Borotoff, who had been holding his 
breath, bracing himself for the bullets 
which would soon come, let his breath 
out in a veritable explosion, and the 
officer laughed again. He drew his 
sword with ghastly deliberation, watch­
ing the bloody face of the condemned 
for any sign that Borotoff might yet beg 
for mercy.

But Borotoff gave no sign. He 
1-7 closed his eyes, swayed a little, but 
snapped them open again and stared, 
unafraid, at death, trying to forget in 
his last moments his awful betrayal.

The officer snapped a command at the 
firing squad.

“Firing squad, load!”
A rattle of bolts as cartridges slashed # 

into chambers and bolts clicked home.
“Make ready!”

z Left feet advanced to steady the body 
for firing from the standing position. 
Closer now sounded the roaring of that 
airplane motor invisible behind the wall 
against which Borotoff leaned. Its 
sound caused the officer to speak louder, 
to make sure that his killers heard.

“At the heart take aim!”
Up came the rifles, butts against shoul­

ders, brown cheeks against cold stocks. 
A nervous finger might launch a bullet 
before the command came, but every 
man knew that he might die by decapi­
tation if he fired prematurely, and not 
a rifle spoke. The officer grinned at 
Borotoff, saw his chest swell as he stared 
at those grim rifle muzzles. It pleased 



the officer to tantalize the men he exe­
cuted.

His lips opened to call out “fire.” It 
was necessary to shout at the top of his 
lungs to make himself heard, for the 
plane’s roaring would drown his voice. 
The officer decided to hold the final, 
fatal command until the plane had flown 
over, since it would give Borotoff that 
much longer to ponder on his sins.

The propeller of the plane slipped 
over the wall, the wheels of the ship al­
most touching. Right over the wall the 
nose of the plane dipped, and the pilot 
was fish-tailing his ship, so that its nose 
worked from right to left and back 
again.

A hail of bullets poured into the faces 
of the firing squad. At the first rattle 
of machine-gun fire, Borotoff dropped 
to his knees. Several bullets smacked 
into the wall behind him, through the 
space he had occupied a moment be­
fore.

Laube had caught them with their 
fingers on the triggers. His first bullet 
smote the Chinese officer in the chest. 
Then lead sprayed into the firing squad, 
which fell like ninepins.

The convulsive gripping of dying 
hands fired four or five of the rifles held 
on the prisoner but no bullet touched 
him.

THEN Laube, as the barracks began 
to empty at the sound of firing' 

banked on a dime, cut his gun, and slid 
down onto the familiar parade ground to 
a landing. He could not roll clear up to 
Borotoff, for the dead firing squad ob­
structed the passsage.

Already rifles were hurling bullets at 
him from all directions.

Laube kicked his ship around, its right 
wings covering the soldiers who now lay 
motionless on the ground.

‘‘Hurry, Borotoff,” he called. “They'll 
get us any second !”

The face of Borotoff was transfig­
ured, but he seemed incapable of moving.

“I’ve been tortured,” he mumbled, 
“you’ll have to help me!”

“I'm tied into this crate as tight as a 
sardine,” called Laube, “and if I could 
even get out, I’d probably fall apart. 
Try to make it, for the love of God!”

Borotoff reached the plane somehow, 
and Laube helped him in. He fainted 
beside Laube, and Laube, as he taxied 
about for the take off, had to hold his 
body to keep Borotoff's tortured nether 
limbs from interfering with the rudder 
bar or the stick.

Laube took off in the face of hun­
dreds of soldiers, and his plane's wings 
looked like a sieve as he jerked her off 
the frozen parade.

High over Mukden he looked down, 
wondering why no planes took'off after 
him. There were plenty at the arsenal, 
despite those he had stolen or destroyed. 
He shook bis head as no move was made 
against him.

Even as he wondered, three planes, 
teavily burdened with Sutton projectiles, 
were within five miles of Nevsky, clos­
ing in with the certainty of a trio of 
winged juggernauts.

Beside Laube, Borotoff stirred and 
moaned. There was something he must 
tell Laube.

Two hours later, just before Nevsky 
came into view through a cleft in the 
mountains, Borotoff regained conscious­
ness and screamed until his voice could 
be heard even above the roaring of the 
motors:

“By now they’ve wiped out Nevsky 
and my people!”

Laube grinned at him and shook his 
head, but Borotoff was too nearly insane 
to comprehend.

At last they peered down on Nevsky, 
and for a minute or two Laube had to 
let the plane fly out of control. Both 
his hands were needed to keep Borotoff 
from plunging over the side.

Laube finally had to hit him in the 
face to quiet him. There was little 
wonder that Borotoff was practically in­



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.

/“JREAT 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 1 I know the Chinese, and I 
don't blame you for squealing. I knew 
you would. There isn’t a foreigner liv­
ing who could go through a Chinese tor­
turing bee without yelling his head off 
—babbling every secret he knew, includ­
ing his middle name. I knew you would 
do it if you lived last night, and the three 
who were with you said they had seen 
you taken alive. I gave the necessar)r 
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 
before the planes got here?” quavered 
Borotoff, the words disjointed and poorly 
enunciated. Even his lips and tongue 
had experienced the peculiar genius of 
Chinese 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 

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 1 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 were 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 VI.
STRANGE WINGS.

QAVAGELY 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
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have killed them all in perfect safety, 
from the vantage point of the sky.

Laube jerked impatiently in his seat, 
angry because, though the plane was 
revving up to the limit, she still did not 
travel fast enough to suit him. His con­
vulsive shudders caused Borotoff to 
wince, and a pain to shoot through 
Laube’s body—which reminded him of 
his own wounds, and that he was likely 
to open a few of them. He had already 
lost quite enough blood.

The way led down a snaky valley, un­
marred by the habitations of men. 
Crags to the right and left gave vistas 
of strange, weird ravines, in which 
many things might happen.

The valley curved and ended in a 
cul-de-sac, but Laube merely nosed up, 
and slid over into the Basin of the 
Dead.

There, in the center of the valley, 
a battle of the skies was taking place. 
Three planes against three, and three 
of the planes were not from Mukden! 
Laube stared, his eyes very wide, as he 
hurled toward the thick of the melee.

What planes were these, and who flew 
them ? They were two-place jobs, and 
they seemed to be piloted by men who 
knew their air—two men in each plane.

Then the idea came. These planes 
were Russian ships, from near the Sun­
gari or Progranichnaya, and they had 
been patrolling inland from the border, 
keeping to the mountains to make sure 
they encountered no Chinese flyers— 
because war had not actually been de­
clared between Russia and China, though 
the talk between the two countries was 
plainly belligerent.

Their planes had encountered the 
planes of the White Russians! Popov, 
knowing the insignia on those ships, 
had attacked or had been attacked.

A S he closed in, one of the two-place 
planes nosed over and dived swiftly 

down to the valley floor. It burst into 
flames before it struck, and its gas tanks 

went with a roar. Laube laughed aloud 
into the slip stream, as he saw a second 
plane start an erratic course for the 
ground.

These flyers of Nevsky were poison! 
They were in and out like falcons, strik­
ing, getting away, easily eluding the 
fangs of their enemies. The two-place 
ships were fully armed with prop-syn­
chronized guns and had bracketed guns 
in the after pits. They had plenty of 
bullets, but the little planes of the exiles 
were too fast to form other than the 
most fleeting targets.

The second plane went down, struck 
the basin floor and stood on its nose. 
Off to the right was a strip of woods, 
out of which raced a score of furred 
figures. The Russians on the ground 
were taking prisoners. The two from 
the plane came to their feet, with mit- 
tened right hands lifted and flames 
spurting from their hands. A White 
Russian went down, floundering in the 
snow; but he was only wounded, and 
before the visitors could fire again they 
were overpowered.

One man fought on until he was 
killed. But the other was marched 
away.

The three planes ducked, dived and 
swooped above the last of the Red 
planes.

Then, at an imperious gestured com­
mand from Popov, the plane started 
down, feeling for a landing. It struck 
and skidded all over the place, but re­
mained upright. Its pilot and observer 
were taken prisoner.

The three planes swung in behind 
Laube. Popov drew alongside and beck­
oned Laube to follow him, after which 
he curved away toward the walled amphi­
theater to the right, where he started 
down in a stall landing.

Then, one by one, the four planes of 
the exiles went down and landed. Grin­
ning Russians came to take them in 
charge, and Laube watched them dis­
appear into the woods near at hand. .



They were absolutely swallowed up in 
a matter of seconds.

Five minutes later and Popov, his two 
other flyers and Laube and Borotoff 
were inside a cave that had been hand- 
hewn out of the living rock of the walls 
surrounding the basin. Laube knew 
where he was, but he looked about him 
with interest. Heretofore he had 
merely flown over.

The cave was a huge place, and the 
merrily blazing fire in its center was 
cheery in the extreme. The smoke went 
up through a hole, barely visible in the 
ceiling. Centuries past, the caves had 
been used as tombs for the royal 
Manchus.

Laube turned to Popov. “Let's have 
a look at our prisoners.”

rpHE men who had been brought down 
by the planes of the exiles were 

hustled into the cave. They were stocky, 
with thick lips and dark eyes. Sullenly, 
they stood, three of them, staring from 
face to face in the cave.

Then one of them caught the eyes of 
Popov. His own eyes flamed furiously. 
It took three men to keep him from leap­
ing upon Popov. His lips drooled bitter 
curses, which were unintelligible because 
fury made it impossible for the man to 
enunciate. Laube studied the face of 
Popov. It was cold as marble, and the 
eyes bored into those of the prisoner. 
In the old days, Laube knew, Popov 
would have stared thus at a serf.

“Popov!” he finally shrieked. “Popov, 
of the house of Romanov! And it is I, 
Serge Geda, who have found you! The 
word has been out for you all through 
Siberia. Any man who finds you, 
wherever he finds you, may slay you and 
claim a reward of a million roubles------”

"The price of princes, my dear 
Laube,” said Popov with a grin, “is not 
as high as one might expect, consider­
ing the value of roubles!”

He spoke in Russian deliberately, so 
that the prisoner might understand.

“It is too high!” shouted Geda. “I 
would do it for nothing! I would pay 
for the privilege of cutting you to 
pieces! We thought we had made a 
clean sweep of the Romanovs! Now 
nothing in the world can prevent war. 
The lily-handed Popov, who never did 
a day’s work in his life! A woman in 
the shape of a man! Even now, he al­
lows his friends to hold me, fearing that 
I may get my hands on him!”

Popov was goading Geda, hoping for 
disclosures. He had got them. But un­
less Geda got back across the border, 
no one in Siberia would know‘of the 
White Russians who flew in Chinese 
fighting planes. On his part Serge 
Geda, inoculated with hatred for any­
thing that even savored of the mas­
sacred Romanovs, was trying to bait 
Popov into a fight., Popov removed his 
bolstered pistol, which he tossed to 
Laube.

Serge Geda grinned, as his captors 
made sure that he bore no arms.

Popov looked at his watch.
“It will take me two minutes," he 

said to Geda, “to prove to you that 
white hands may be controlled by brains, 
brains that are real and aren't like mag­
gots working!”

A chill had touched the eyes of Popov. 
In them was shadowed the memory of 
the past. This man, and others like 
him, had overthrown the czar and sent 
Popov and his people into exile. In 
Serge Geda, Popov could visualize the 
Red destruction which had turned Rus­
sia into a flaming hell.

Geda, released from his captors, 
hurled himself at Popov. Laube, non­
chalantly smoking, stepped aside to be 
in the clear.

Geda would have made two of 
Popov. He was a bull, Popov a terrier. 
One swipe of Geda’s mighty fists, and 
Popov might be killed. He was as 
slender as a woman. His arms were not 
half the size of Geda’s, but they were 
well proportioned.



DOPOV 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. 
Geda 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 
seemed to slide off his head or shoul­
ders like 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," said 
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,

■'I’ll show you. Geda!" spat Popov, 
“ft isn’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 louder 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.

"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 me 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 zig­
zag course for the trees, while bullets 
from several guns kicked up the snow 
about his barging 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 Laube.

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 VIL 
geda’s get-away.

j^AUBE 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 



behind that scream. Laube, with a 
queer, unaccustomed tugging at the 
heart, was sure that the scream had come 
from the lips of Olga.

Yet, what was she doing out there in 
the woods where the planes were hidden ? 
He had thought she was caring for the 
tortured Borotoff. However, no use to 
ask questions now, as he raced with the 
others in the direction whence the sound 
had come.

Just before they reached the edge of 
the woods there came the sound of a 
blasting motor!

Laube did not pause. He bit the stem 
of his corncob until he almost snapped 
it, and his knuckles were white on the 
handle of his swagger stick.

They broke through the woods to the 
place where the planes stood.

Two of the exiles had apparently 
pulled the prop for him, and tailed the 
ship around for a run out into the 
snow. They had done it to save the lite 
of the cameo-cheeked Olga, the good 
Samaritan of the exiles. Two men lay 
dead in the snow, which was dyed red 
with their blood. Two other men, their 
faces cold and savage, were holding the 
wings of the. plane at Serge Geda's 
command.

LJ E was holding them back with Olga, 
whom every man of the White Rus­

sians all but worshiped—a princess. 
Laube had been told, and a thorough­
bred. His teeth grated together as he 
thought of the hands of Serge Geda, al­
ready stained with the blood‘of murder, 
touching the person of Olga.

She was standing beside the fuselage 
of the plane, with her back to it, and 
her eves were staring up toward the 
heavens. The heavy hand of Serge 
Geda, fastened in her long golden hair, 
twisted it until Olga could not move.

Serge Geda saw them coming and cut 
the. gun of the plane to grin at Popov.

“You see how a man can make a fool 
of a so-called gentleman, Popov!” he 

yelled. “In your place I would shoot me 
full of lead, no matter how many of 
them hit this white-faced trollop here. 
But with you in your place, and me in 
mine, you’ll let me get away because 
you wouldn’t have a bit of harm come 
to the hair of this woman’s head!

“Keep back! I know there are some 
good shots among you, and that you 
could easily hit me without touching 
this woman, but you won't. You know 
that, even if I were dying, I’d kill her 
before you could get to me! All I'd 
have to do would be to yank her head 
—against the side of the plane, right 
where the ribs are.”

Laube dragged to a stop. From all 
sides the exiles were racing to the scene 
of the trouble. Laube stared at the 
faces of the two dead men on the 
ground. One of them was Borotoff. 
But how had Borotoff come there? 
That Geda had killed the two men he 
knew. But Borotoff was supposed to be 
in bed, and Olga was supposed to be 
nursing him.

“Of course," Geda went on. “I know 
perfectly well that as soon as I get off 
all your planes will be after me—and a 
lot of bullets will fly about my ears as 
I start away, and before I get off----- ’’

His voice was drowned out by the 
roaring of the motor. The mouth of 
Olga opened, but the sounds drowned 
her words, though Laube could plainly 
read them on her lips.

“Go ahead and shoot, for the love of 
God!”

But there was no man among them 
who would chance it. not even Laube. 
At any other time he would have drilled 
Geda between the eyes, knowing that 
with all his boasting he would die in­
stantly, before he had a chance to carry 
out his threat against Olga Karnief. 
But Laube made no move. For the first 
time since he could remember, he trem­
bled in a tight place. Was it because 
of Olga? He knew he could drill Geda, 
but he simply couldn't force his hands 



to obey his will, and his weapon rested 
in his holster, untouched.

gOME'PHI NG he had never expe­
rienced before, some new feeling, 

tore at his heart as his eyes fastened to 
the white face of Olga. Even to him­
self, he would not admit the presence of 
that feeling. He had scarcely exchanged 
half a dozen words with her. Yet here 
he was, as motionless as the others, be­
cause she was in danger.

A dense crowd of white-faced men 
stood in a semicircle about the plane, 
while Geda laughed at them all. He 
knew his audience, and he was enjoying 
himself. The motor was sufficiently 
warmed. It hadn’t cooled appreciably 
since Popov had landed. The stage was 
set for a quick get-away.

Geda cut the gun to idling again, and 
shouted to the exiles.

“It is a great jest. Popov ! You might 
whip me with your fists, but I show you 
that a peasant may have brains, is it not 
so ? And to prove that I understand ex­
actly what would happen to me the min­
ute I flew away from here, I’m going to- 
make it impossible to do anything against 
me!”

A gasp of horror burst from the lips 
of the watchers as Geda suddenly half 
rose, caught Olga Karnief by the shoul­
ders and dragged her quickly up into 
the plane with him. She fought at him. 
He caught her wrists with one hand and 
held her helpless. Geda was a bear of 
a man.

Then he spoke again.
“I like this woman.-’ he shouted, '‘and 

in new Russia when we like a woman—■ 
well, the matter is always easily ar­
ranged ! She goes back with me, and 
what happens to her in Siberia depends 
entirely upon her! But bullets fired at 
me may strike her. and if any one fol­
lows me, there are so many women in 
this world that one is unimportant, and 
I will not mind throwing this one over 
the side! You understand me?”

Frozen to stone, like so many graven 
images, the exiles stood, and Serge 
Geda, one man against a thousand, was 
winning ®^t.

Geda shouted again.
“This is a nice place, but when I 

come back, to pay Popov for that drub­
bing and the nasty things he said, there’ll 
be plenty of people with me, some by 
air, some by train—for foot troops must 
consolidate ground positions, eh?”

Laube started. In his desire to bait 
these White Russians, Serge Geda was 
talking too much. His words hinted that 
Russian soldiers were already en route 
into Manchuria, or soon would be. That 
his action against his hereditary ene­
mies would be swift went without say­
ing, for he would not wish to give them 
a chance to move to a safer place.

THE ship blasted savagely and headed 
through the lane in the trees out 

into the snow. Serge Geda swung into 
the wind, and the plane roared. Then 
it was off. circling for altitude.

“Popov,” said Laube grimly, “we can’t 
be soft-hearted about this. Get those 
other two prisoners and make them talk. 
Find out where Geda will head for, what 
town in Siberia. Torture them as ruth­
lessly as Borotoff was tortured by the 
Chinese! If you get chicken-hearted, 
■just remember what their friend. Serge 
Geda, has done to Olga Karnief! Get 
the information if you have to kill them 
to get it!”

“I’ll do that,” said Popov coldly, “and 
I know how to handle such swine !”

“Take them to the most distant cave,” 
continued Laube savagely, “where the 
women won’t be able to hear! I’ll be in 
the cave we just left when you are 
ready. But make it fast. We’re all fly­
ing again—soon!”

“In ten minutes I will have the in­
formation, or the prisoners will be 
dead!" As Popov said it, it did not 
sound savage or brutal, for he spoke 
almost casually, as a man speaks who 



states a fact of no particular impor­
tance.

Laube stepped forward and peered 
down at Borotoff and a s^pond man 
whose face he did not know.

“Borotoff, old-timer,’’ he said, “you've 
got a little more than your share of 
tough breaks hereabouts, but somehow 
it’ll be atoned for—everything!”

Laube turned his back on the two 
dead men, whose heads had been cracked 
open by savage blows of a club, and 
calmly knocked out the dottie in his 
pipe, refilled it and struck a match.

But he scarcely knew what he was 
doing, did not see the things on which 
his eyes were focused. He saw Olga 
Karnief, in the hands of Serge Geda, 
flying over the cold wastes into Siberia.

But he did not hurry.
His knuckles grew white on the handle 

of his swagger stick, and as he strode to 
the cave, he would have walked straight 
into people, had they not noted the icy 
glitter in his eyes and made haste to clear 
the way for him.

For the light in his eyes was a light 
that meant murder.

CHAPTER VIII.
WINGS OF VENGEANCE.

IN less than ten minutes Popov came 
back. There was no change of ex­

pression on his face. Fie merely 
nodded at Laube. Beside Popov were 
five others. One was a small man named 
Semenoff, who might have been blood 
brother to Laube. One was named 
Dimitri Radziwill, and Dimitri was as 
big as Serge Geda. Then there was 
Markov, a silent, morose man, and Ivan 
Karkovitch, slender as a woman, but 
with a paw that spoke of resolution be­
yond the average—and Boris Domzalski.

“The name of the place?” snapped 
Laube.

“I have it,” replied Popov, naming a 
town just beyond the border of Siberia, 
“and our prisoners are still alive!”

“Keep them under guard!” rasped 
Laube. “From now on we take pity on 
no living soul. There will be none to 
pity us if we fail.”

There was a moment of silence. Hun­
dreds of the exiles stood about. A 
murmur rose among them, a murmur 
that grew and grew in volume until it 
became a menacing roar of savagery. 
Behind that roar, Laube could see a 
thousand deeds of Red violence.

Laube nodded his approval.
“Two of the Russian planes can be 

used. We have four of our own. Get 
extra men to ride the after pits of the 
two-place ships. We take off as soon as 
you are ready.”

“Gasoline?” barked Popov.
“We take off with what we have. 

When it is exhausted, we get it where 
we can.”

“Where do we go?”
“Into Siberia to return Olga to the 

basin!”
“And if we are seen by Lung Hsi 

Shan’s flyers?”
“We do not swerve from our course 

for any living thing! You understand ?”
“And what happens when we re­

turn?”
' "Every cave will be barricaded as well 

as it can be managed. For twelve hours 
a day every able-bodied man and woman 
in the basin will work. Some caves 
will be set aside for storage purposes. 
They will be stocked with food. The 
water supply will be checked and water 
rationed out. Foraging parties will 
travel at night to pick up goats, sheep, 
pigs, chickens—anything that is edible!”

LESS than an hour after Serge Geda
J had vanished over the mountains, 

the two-place ships and the four Chi­
nese planes were lined up, ready to take 
off.

The gasoline had been properly appor­
tioned. Every man was armed to the 
teeth. Laube’s swagger stick was in 
its holster in the side of his pit. There 



were bombs in the bomb racks of the 
Russian two-place planes.

Laube was first off the ground. Then 
the other planes were off and climbing 
swiftly out of the Basin of the Dead. 
When they had full clearance, Laube 
began to circle for altitude. At five 
thousand feet above the basin, he leveled 
off. Laube flew point, with the two- 
place ships to his right and left, and 
the Boeings bringing up the rear.

They were flying at eight thousand 
when the observer in the two-place 
plane to Laube’s right pointed off to­
ward Mukden. Off there, rising and 
falling in the chill afternoon air, was a 
flight of eight planes 1

The planes were plainly coming to cut 
off those led by Laube. But how had 
Lung Hsi Shan known that they were 
a-wing? Laube was sure that the planes 
which had destroyed Nevsky had re­
turned without discovering that the)’ had 
been cheated.

Laube shook his head. He looked 
right and left. The faces of the White 
Russians were turned toward him, and 
he could read the question in them. But 
he gave no sign. After one look at the 
swiftly oncoming planes, he looked 
straight ahead, his pipe gripped tightly 
in his teeth.

A bit later he looked at his flyers 
again. Each one looked straight to the 
front, their faces grim and harsh. Laube 
half smiled. He was leading a squadron 
which could be depended upon, even to 
death.

They held steadily to their course. 
Not a man would fail him.

Half an hour later, the eight planes 
were almost paralleling their course—- 
close enough for them to make out that 
the planes were indeed those of Lung 
Hsi Shan.

Out of the tail of his eye, Laube saw 
the flight leader of the Shan squadron 
give the signal to attack.

But he himself gave no signal. He 
held steadily on his course.

The Shan flyers swept into forma­
tion and began angling in.

rJ"‘HE safest way to break out of a for­
mation when there is no warning 

signal is to dive. Laube dived. He did 
not signal to his flyers, and five ships 
flew straight on as Laube put bis nose 
down and fed the gas to his Boeing. 
His lips were a straight line, his eyes 
ominously narrowed, his face a mask of 
determination.

Had the White Russian formation 
broken up and banked to face the at­
tack of the Chinese, they might have 
understood the maneuver and known 
how to meet it. But this method of at­
tack, used by Laube. took them by sur­
prise—it was unorthodox besides.

Laube dived and was instantly below 
his own planes. Below he banked right, 
leveled off, brought his stick back into 
his stomach, held it steady with his 
knees and his hands fell to the trips of 
his guns.

His guns set up their savage song of 
death, and Laube held his ship steady, 
her prop boring straight at the center 
of the Shan formation. He had no in­
tention of changing his course until he 
had passed completely through the for­
mation. No formation, he knew, could 
stand such an attack. Every flyer would 
fancy that whirling prop, with smoke 
bathing the spinner cap to show prop- 
synchronized guns in action, was aimed 
directly at himself.

Each one would swerve, or at least 
hesitate, and the whole formation would 
thus be thrown instantly into confusion. 
There might even be collisions.

The first plane ahead of him zoomed. 
He let a burst go rocketing into the 
flyer’s belly but shook his head slightly 
as he realized that the bullets were miss­
ing the pilot. Behind the zooming flyer, 
another man stood on his tail to escape 
collision and hung for a moment before 
falling away—a perfect target.

Laube dropped the nose of his Boeing 



to cover. His guns bucked and clat­
tered.

Laube concentrated on this for a sec­
ond. while his Boeing sliced right into 
the Shan formation. His teeth were ex­
posed in a snarl of intense fury. What 
right had these men to betray the Young 
General ? What right had they to try to 
prevent these exiles from reclaiming 
their own from Serge Geda?

Into the formation, yawing to right 
and left, stick held between his knees, 
guns spewing their leaden hail up and 
down, to right and to left, Laube hurled 
his Boeing. Planes gave away, and, 
when Laube had passed through, the 
formation looked like a flock of chick­
ens, frightened by the shadow of a dart­
ing hawk.

Laube stood on his tail in a mighty 
zoom, guns still, and looked back at the 
demoralized Shan squadron.

fAXF. plane, wreathed in black smoke, 
was rolling over and over, down the 

sky. Laube watched it with satisfac­
tion. until the inevitable orange-and-red 
flames burst from under the motor hous­
ing and bathed the tip-tilted wings.

He saw a bundle catapult from the 
cockpit and go somersaulting over and 
over. The Chinese pilot had jumped to 
keep from roasting. Laube shrugged. 
The pilot showed wisdom—for a tool 
of Shan. Yet the end in either case was 
inevitable, for the ground was several 
thousand feet below.

Laube went back through that for­
mation. his guns spitting again.

The Shan flyers gave way fearfully. 
Laube dived down under his squadron, 
which had not faltered one iota from its 
course, save that Popov, by a cross­
over, had slipped into the point posi­
tion.

Laube looked up and .saw Popov peer­
ing over the coaming, down into his 
face. Laube nodded and began to nose 
up. Popov dived like a plummet, and 
Laube zoomed into position at point. 

The other ships still held their posi­
tions, deadheading at the speed of the 
slowest ship toward the border.

Laube looked straight to the front, 
until he had got the direction in his 
mind again. Then he held the stick with 
his left hand and watched Feodor 
Popov. The Russian prince was climb­
ing upward into the thick of the Shan 
planes, and the bullets were spewing 
from his guns in steady, twin streams.

One Shan ship broke free and tried 
to ape Laube’s recent maneuver. He 
headed straight for the center of the 
White Russian juggernaut of planes.

Quick as a flash Popov saw the move. 
His nose swerved to take in the belly of 
that other plane, and Laube saw his 
tracers slash across the cockpit of the 
Shan plane. The plane seemed to falter 
in mid-stride. Its left wing was down, 
its right toward the sky.

Laube saw the flyer slump on the 
downward edge of his cockpit coaming; 
he even saw the blood smear over his 
face. With a vast swoop, motor full on, 
the sideslip began.

Laube saw the plane right itself and 
fly level for a moment. Then its nose 
came up, and its tail pointed at the 
ground. Thus for a moment it fell, 
seeming to diminish in size as it dropped. 
Then the nose got down, and the fatal 
dive continued. Laube saw the plane 
drop into the soil and scatter its wreck­
age over the virgin white of the snow.

DOPOV, unconcerned, unmarked, was 
back at his proper position in the 

formation, and the White Juggernaut 
headed straight on toward Siberia, while 
the Shan flight cut away to lick at its 
wounds and to formulate a new plan of 
attack. Laube stared at the faces of his 
pilots, such of them as he could see.

On his right was a two-place ship, 
whose observer was watching Laube. 
When their eyes met. the Russian patted 
his bracketed gun and grinned. Laube 
shook his head.



The man on Laube’s left was look­
ing straight to the front. So were the 
other pilots. Laube had brought home 
to them that this was not an expedition 
for mere fighting. The White Jugger­
naut was en route to Siberia—to bring 
back Olga Karnief.

Laube looked at the Shan flyers.
Their formation was breaking up. 

Six planes left, and it seemed that every 
man was for himself.

Then Laube guessed what they 
planned. Each of the Shan flyers had 
been assigned an opponent in the 
squadron led by Laube. He looked 
again at his flyers, as the Chinese planes 
circled away, some to climb, some to 
dive, some to drop back behind the Rus­
sians, some to race ahead.

His pilots studied him, watching for 
signals.

When the Shan formation was no 
longer a formation but merely six scat­
tered planes, Laube suddenly rocked his 
wings—to signal that every man was 
for himself.

Instantly the White Juggernaut broke 
into its several component parts. Each 
flyer picked out his Chinese opponent 
and banked toward him with deadly in­
tensity of purpose.

CHAPTER IX.
SIBERIAN DARKNESS.

PQ OW the Chinese flyers were circling 
in. But Laube’s flyers had beaten 

them to the initiative by picking out 
their respective opponents and charging 
at top speed. The White Russians were 
fighters, fearless ones, and they were 
men whom life had embittered.

“I’d hate to have them as enemies,” 
Laube told himself, as his plane hung on 
its right wing and its nose cut about to 
take the sixth of the Shan flyers. The 
prop of his enemy was visible in his 
sights, and Laube let go a long burst. 
The prop of the other ship vanished. 
Finally, when the flyer frantically cut 

the gun to keep his motor from vibrat­
ing out of her bed, what was left of the 
prop was visible—just a few splinters 
about the spinner cap. The Chinese 
flyer was fighting his ship, starting down 
for a forced landing. Laube let him go 
and looked around at the battle.

The two-place ships had little trouble. 
The Chinese were afraid of those prop- 
synchronized guns, whose play was 
backed by the bracketed guns in the 
after pits. They refused to join in bat­
tle. Two ships cut out for Mukden, and 
the two-place jobs swung in swiftly be­
hind Laube.

Laube looked over and back. .*The 
three other Boeings were fighting matlly. 
They were like hawks after sparrows, 
their flying far superior to that of the 
Chinese, despite the fact that the Chi­
nese also flew Boeings, and had the same 
armament.

One Chinese flyer went down. An­
other was locked wing to wing with one 
of the White Russians. Laube studied 
that Russian ship dispassionately. It 
was the ship flown by Semenoff. Laube 
shrugged and shook his head. He had 
hoped to get through without a casualty. 
But it seemed too much to expect. The 
two ships were falling, still welded to­
gether. Flames were shooting from un­
der the motor housing of the Boeing of 
Semenoff. The flames bathed both 
ships.

Laub saw Semenoff poise on the cock­
pit coaming, then leap straight across the 
space, his arms clutching at the figure of 
the Chinese pilot—a futile gesture, sines 
the fate of them both was sealed. But 
Laube’s eyes glowed, just the same. 
Semenoff was going out like a man. So 
was the Chinese. His arms swept around 
Semenoff, and Semenoff pulled himself 
into the pit with the Chinese. There 
they fought savagely, while their flam- y 
ing ships plunged down to the snow- 
covered plain, which almost entirely sur­
rounds Mukden and extends for miles 
in all directions.



CEMENOFF won. The Chinese pilot 
somersaulted over and over, diving 

for the ground. Then his somersault­
ing ceased, and he fell head downward. 
The flames were licking at the form of 
Semcnoff, who stood in the pit.

Scmenoff raised his eyes, then lifted 
his hand in salute to the White 
Squadron. Laube waved back. Serri- 
enoff’s hand dropped to his side. His 
eyes peered over the side and studied 
the licking tongues of flame which 
reached out at him.

Without another glance at Laube and 
his own comrades, Semenoff dived over 
the side, head foremost. It was better 
than roasting.

Two Boeings closed swiftly on the 
White Juggernaut. Three other Boeings 
raced top speed for Mukden, and Laube 
grinned wryly as he thought of how 
Lung Hsi Shan would receive these fly­
ers who had failed.

“He’ll try to locate the hide-out of 
the White Russians,” thought Laube, 
“and wipe it off the map by the ground 
route.”

He shrugged. Things must be taken 
as they came.

Three single-seaters and two two- 
place ships headed straight for Siberia. 
When darkness fell over the land they 
came in closer to Laube, who flew as 
straight for his destination as though he 
had been a homing pigeon. Just what 
would be Geda’s first act upon arriving 
in Progranichnaya ?

"He’d want to boast—-to make Olga 
feel his power—before he actually tried 
to harm her,” Laube concluded.

Russian troops, he knew, were mass­
ing on the border. Russian officers 
would know what ships were out. 
These six planes would be instantly 
spotted as those of enemies. But Laube 
scarcely expected an attack by air, until 
afterward.

Chance, he hoped, would lead him to 
Olga Karnief. After that—well, mat­
ters usually arranged themselves.

Far ahead Laube saw the lights of 
Progranichnaya. Below he knew there 
would be Russian troops, and perhaps 
planes. But the Russians would scarcely 
be expecting the Chinese to fly so cas­
ually across the border. They might 
watch and report, but they would do 
nothing—such was Laube’s hope.

He cut away to the left of the town 
and waggled his wings. His flyers eased 
their throttles as Laube dived down to 
look over the land. Laube studied it 
carefully, as carefully as he could with 
the poor light. Then, taking a deep 
breath, he felt for the ground with his 
wheels. He touched, bounced, ground 
to a stop. He climbed out and looked 
over the land quickly.

THEN he took out a flash light, 
1 pointed it at the sky and blinked it 

on and off. The five other ships came 
swiftly down. Without hesitation, 
afraid of nothing, the Russians landed, 
rolling to a stop. Swiftly their ships 
were tailed around beside Laube’s 
Boeing. Their faces, as they strode to 
Laube, were white and strained.

They were back under Red dominion, 
and the fact weighed upon them— 
brought back memories. On an impulse 
which he scarcely understood, Laube 
clapped each one of them on the shoul­
der before he spoke.

“Have to take a chance on some one 
finding the planes,” he said. “If we 
left a guard, they’d get him and the 
planes, too. Ready?”

A soft murmur of assent rose from 
the Russians. Laube flicked his leg 
with his swagger stick. No need to tell 
these White Russians of the deadly dan­
ger into which they were going.

“We’ll separate at the edge of the 
town,” he went on, “but each of you 
keep me in sight. When I get into ac­
tion, close in, and we’ll all do the best 
we know howI”

They nodded quickly. Their hands 
made sure of their weapons. Popov
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walked at Laube’s right hand. The 
darkness of a Siberian winter night 
settled over them, a pall of gloom—ut­
terly cold, utterly still, save that sounds 
of revelry came from the direction of 
Progranichnaya.

Laube set oft' 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 Eve got 
to take the chance.”

The darkness gave no answer. 
Steaming breath mounted skyward from 
the lips of the men at Laube’s heels.

They reached the edge 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 him. 
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, anv-
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way, he couldn't be sure that he’d ever 
have a chance to discuss the matter 
with her.

LIE hurried down the street, looking
1 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, Pd 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!”



A tautness came to Laube as he 
listened. 'L'liey were coming into the 
brighter part of town, and, at any mo­
ment now, some one might wonder about 
hint and ask questions. His pipe and his 
swagger stick were dead give-aways, 
but he never flew under false colors. 
He wouldn't have left them behind, even 
if the thought had occurred to him.

In the lighter places he pulled his 
neck deep into his fur flying togs and 
bored ahead. Louder and louder came 
the sounds of revelry.

Then a door opened, and sounds 
spilled out into the street.

The two whom Laube had been fol­
lowing, paused before a door, opened it 
and went inside.

Laube turned and looked about him. 
There were moving figures, but he had 
marked the stride of each one. Casually 
he lighted his pipe, allowing the flame of 
his match to show his face for an in­
stant. The moving figures vanished. He 
knew they were closing in on the restau­
rant from all sides—six men against an 
unknown number, each one of whom 
would shoot to kill these exiles.

Laube waited for five minutes. One 
or two people came out of the restau­
rant, and Laube’s ears tingled at the 
things he heard. But he did not even 
glance at the men, though he could feel 
their eyes, curious, suspicious, boring 
into his back.

He knocked the dottie out of his pipe, 
watching the sparks drop to the snow 
and blot themselves out. Then, he 
gripped tighter the handle of his swagger 
stick, opened the door of the restaurant 
and strode in—alone.

CHAPTER X.
THE VEILED SINGER.

THE restaurant was a huge place, 
filled with the odor of food, liquor, 

and unbathed humanity. There were 
little tables about the wall at which 
were seated nondescript Russians. 

Down the center of the room ran one 
long table, filled to groaning with food 
and vodka.

There was standing room only in the 
restaurant, and most of that was in use. 
Laube had to squeeze in. The whole 
crowd moved when he pushed against 
the nearest man to find a place for him­
self. The man did not even look around 
as Laube pushed him. Everybody was 
pushing everybody else, anyway.

Laube studied the big man at the head 
of the long table and knew that he was 
looking at the brutal face of the commis­
sar, whose name for the moment he 
could not recall. To the commissar’s 
right sat Serge Geda, whose face was 
red. Geda was enjoying himself to the 
utmost. Officers banged their tankards 
on the table and shouted his name—and 
he flushed becomingly.

Laube, his eyes narrowed, studied the 
faces of Geda and the commissar and 
allowed his breath to slide through his 
lips in an inaudible whistle.

“The commissar is patting him on the 
back," mused Laube, “with the handle 
of a knife!”

When Geda faced his superior, that 
superior smiled and called Geda a very 
devil of a fellow. When Geda looked 
away or rose to acknowledge a toast, the 
eyes of the commissar glittered mur­
derously. Laube wondered why. Had 
the commissar, then, already seen Olga 
Karnief ?

Unobstrusively, Laube worked his 
way along the wall. Ahead, behind the 
far end of the table, there was a plat­
form, and below the platform an orches­
tra of four pieces.

The orchestra was striking up a wail­
ing sort of tune. Some one at the long 
table began to sing. The pounding of 
tankards began again, and the voices of 
men. who had drunk deeply of the fiery 
vodka, caused the rafters to tremble. As 
the Russians sang, their eyes glittered, 
and now and again a firm hand fell to 
the hilt of a sword.



last, still with many yards between 
him and the platform, Laube was 

blocked and could go no nearer. Since 
he could see Geda, it did not matter 
especially.

The song died away. The drapery 
at the back of the platform parted and a 
slender girl stepped out. She began to 
sway and swing to the strains of the 
orchestra. Her dance was a lithe, snaky 
movement at first; but, as the song 
mounted in cadence and increased in 
volume of sound, her body became a 
wild fountain of activity. Her hips 
moved quickly, yet with feline grace, 
while bits of song bubbled from her 
lips. Her eyes seemed to play mock­
ingly over the men at the tables, who 
were stamping their feet in time to her 
singing and her dancing.

Then the girl reached the climax of 
her dance. She was down to a position 
on her heels, hands on hips, feet kick­
ing out, yet always getting under her be­
fore she actually sat upon the floor— 
a Russian folk dance, as old as the race.

The men in the place rose as the speed 
of the dance increased. They yelled at 
the girl, on whose face Laube could see 
a trace of fear—enough to tell him that 
this girl did not dance because she willed 
to, but because some one else so willed. 
They called ribald jests at her, but they 
liked her dancing. Their stamping feet 
developed into a mad dance. It was 
thrilling—in a crude, savage way.

The dancer kissed her hands at the 
men and darted behind the drapery.

A sudden silence fell over the restau­
rant. Laube stiffened. He did not know 
what to expect.

“Now, comrade,” came the silken 
voice of the commissar, “let us see if 
this royalist beauty of yours is all that 
you claim.”

“She can sing,” retorted Geda, arch­
ing his chest. “Do I not know? Did 
she not sing to me at my quarters, be­
fore I brought her here?”

A roar of laughter answered this sally.

Geda clapped his hands. Silence 
gripped them all like a vise. The orches­
tra began to play. A white hand ap­
peared against the drapery. Laube 
stared. He knew that hand. He could 
see it clench tightly and knew that Olga 
was fighting for courage.

She came out. Her face was hidden 
behind a mask. Only her lips and eyes 
were visible. Slowly, swaving slightly 
from right to left, as though her steps 
were uncertain, Olga Karnief advanced 
to the edge of the platform.

SHE raised her hands in a little ges­
ture, then dropped them to her sides 

as though realizing the futility of any 
appeal to these men. Her lips opened, 
and Laube froze to immobility with the 
rest. For Olga Karnief could sing!

Only, a woman of courage could have 
sung to those men—a woman who knew 
herself a prisoner, with unknown ter­
rors in prospect. Olga was proving that 
such courage was hers.

Her voice seemed to mount over the 
heads of the audience and to wing its 
way about the vast restaurant—to bat­
ter futile, invisible wings against the 
walls and the ceilings. Her song, a 
simple, Russian melody, gripped and 
tugged at the heartstrings of them all— 
as it gripped at the heart of Laube, who 
had some understanding of Russian 
music.

Eyes were shining, lips moving sound­
lessly, as men followed the words of 
the singer. Tankards moved to and fro, 
without banging the table tops. Then 
even this movement ceased. Geda only 
seemed unmoved. He studied the faces 
of his comrades, his lips parted in a 
smile, which seemed to say to them all:

“She is marvelous, isn't she? And 
she belongs to Serge Geda!”

Then his eyes met those of the com­
missar, and Geda seemed to freeze in his 
place as their eyes locked. Laube saw 
the sweat break out on Geda’s face. 
But, of this byplay between Geda and 



his superior, none save Laube was 
cognizant. He was looking away from 
Olga now, studying the men about him, 
noting how they were armed.

Then his eyes went back to Olga. For 
just a second she had hesitated in her 
singing. He wondered, turned and saw 
that her eyes were fixed directly upon 
Laube himself. He grinned quickly and 
turned away. Olga Karnief’s voice 
seemed suddenly to be endowed with 
new hope, new life, as it trilled forth 
from her red lips and gripped the audi­
ence as though she held them all in the 
palms of her two small hands.

Laube looked around, then dropped 
to his knees and crawled toward the 
table, between the legs of the standing 
men. It was a dangerous proceeding, 
but the only thing he saw to do.

In a second Olga would finish her 
song. Wriggling his way, Laube came 
erect with only one man between him­
self and Geda.

\I7ITH a crashing roar, the audience 
broke into wild applause as Olga 

ended and turned to vanish behind the 
drapery.

Loudly over the sound rang the voice 
of the commissar.

"Certainly, Comrade Geda," he called, 
"a woman who sings so wonderfully 
must dance divinely as well!”

"Of course, there is nothing the divine 
Olga cannot do. She will be pleased to 
do it for us, above all others!”

A great burst of laughter followed 
this sally. Laube made no move. The 
time was not yet ripe.

"Hsing her back, Comrade Geda,” 
continued the commissar, "and have her 
dance for us! Waiters, clear the table 
top I Sit. comrades, she will dance on 
the table!"

Laube started and his eyes narrowed. 
Geda leaped to his feet, as the men 
nearest the table started to sit down 
again. Geda vanished through the dra­
pery and came back grasping the right 

wrist of Olga Karnief, now unmasked. 
Men gasped as they saw the beauty of 
her face.

"(pnto the table, loved one!" cried 
Geda. "And dance your best for the 
commissar!"

A man suddenly prtt his hand to his 
hip as he felt his weapon taken from 
him. His eyes fell on a little man, 
eeling his way through the press. He 
started to open his mouth in a wild 
shout, but Laube spoke first, an easy 
drawl. His left hand held the stolen 
pistol, his right gripped the swagger 
stick tightly at the handle.

“Commissar," he said slowly, "bid that 
cur to release Olga Karnief, or 1'11 blow 
the back of your head off !”

That Laube could easily do it. every 
man in the place realized, for the muz­
zle of the.weapon was directly against 
the back of the commissar's head.

"Unhand her, Geda!" choked the 
commissar. Geda, his face fiery red as 
he recognized Laube, obeyed.

"Now command the big lout to come 
within reach of my swagger stick!” 
drawled Laube again.

A menacing murmur went through 
the crowd as the commissar gave the 
order. Geda, however, did not move 
closer, and Laube performed a lightning­
swift movement. He knew that if the 
crowd expected him to make such a 
move, he would never live to make an­
other like it. He was depending upon 
the effect of surprise.

He stepped away from the commis­
sar. The tip'of his swagger stick darted 
out like the tongue of a serpent and 
struck the forehead of Serge Geda. 
Geda’s legs started to crumple: his eyes 
went glassy. Laube, still holding his 
stick, caught the shoulder of Geda and 
pulled him forward. Geda sprawled at 
Laube’s feet, and Laube, all in the same 
movement, was back behind the com­
missar. his pistol pressed against the 
back of the man's fat, red neck.

"You filthy curs!” said Laube softly.



“I am only sorry that I can't punish you 
all as I intend to punish Geda.”

SIBILANT hiss went through the 
crowd, which swayed toward Laube.

"Stay back, for God’s sake!"
It was the voice of the commissar, in­

spired by a bit of added pressure on 
the muzzle of the pistol. The crowd 
froze. Geda was moaning at Laube’s 
feet.

Olga had dashed back through the 
drapery. He heard her speak a name. 
It sounded like "Nicholas,” but he could 
not be sure. Something cold, like an 
icy hand, seemed for a second to touch 
his heart. There had been something 
in the way she had spoken the name that 
had never been in the tone of any 
woman who had ever pronounced the 
name of Laube.

Geda was getting to his feet, his face 
toward Laube. Recognition was dawn­
ing there. Now, holding the pistol muz* 
zle against the fat neck of the commis­
sar, Laube went to work with his swag­
ger stick. He prodded Geda in the 
stomach, causing him to gasp with pain. 
Geda’s big hands reached out for 
Laube. They were drawn quickly back 
as, with two lightninglike blows, Laube 
smashed Geda on either wrist.

Then the tip of his stick, as though it 
had been the point of a saber, slashed 
at the face of the stealer of women. 
Blood instantly burst from the man’s 
split cheeks. Another straight stab, and 
Geda’s hands went to his nose, which 
was split across cheeks, distorted in 
agony.

"This isn't all, Geda,” rasped Laube, 
"for I'm going to kill you before I 
finish! I always keep my promises! 
And I made one to you!”

Geda was whimpering. Laube won­
dered why he did not back away. He 
heard another sibilant hiss from the 
crowd and, for a brief second, raised 
his head to stare. Popov and Domzalski 
were standing on the platform, hands on 

hips where their weapons hung, their 
cold eyes surveying the crowd.

Laube was quick to grasp the advan­
tage. He shouted a command at the 
crowd.

"Get your hands over your heads, as 
high as you can reach! Popov, Dom­
zalski, shoot any man who is slow!”

Pistols leaped into the hands of Popov 
and Domzalski, and the hands of the 
crowd reached for the ceiling. Laube 
lowered his own pistol to his side and 
sailed into Geda with his swagger stick 
before him like a rapier. In two min­
utes Geda was on his knees, sobbing 
with pain.

Laube desisted at last, then turned 
to Domzalski and took his place beside 
him, while he mouthed a sharp order at 
Popov.

"Go among them and get their 
weapons. Throw them out of the door.”

But that order was never destined to 
be carried out. From behind the dra­
pery there came a scream of terror, the 
report of a firearm. The three turned as 
one man.

"Out you go!” yelled Laube. "Meet 
me where we------”

But he did not finish the order. They 
knew where to go. Laube sprang aside 
as Domzalski and Popov went through 
the drapery, and most of the men in the 
crowd went for their guns.

D ULLETS smashed into the drapery 
and sang about the ears of Laube.

But he fired coolly, twice with the pistol 
in his left hand. The commissar, in the 
act of turning, sprawled face foremost 
on the floor. Geda, rising to his feet, 
his face a mask of fury, screamed in 
agony and put his hands over his tor­
tured stomach.

Laube had sent a bullet into his 
abdomen.

“I keep my promises. Geda,” he 
drawled, then sprang through the 
drapery.

He stumbled over a body, as he heard 



heavy feet strike the platform he had 
just left. He looked at the dead man. 
It was a stranger. One of Laube’s men, 
behind the drapery, had been surprised 
and had fired instantly, the only thing 
to do. There was a door giving into an 
alley. Laube went through it. hurling 
his stolen weapon aside as he did so.

Outside the door Domzalski stepped 
to his side.

“This way, Baron,” he said, and there 
was a lilting exultation in his voice. He 
pressed an automatic into Laube’s hand.

“Popov is getting away all right. He 
just turned into that street. We’d bet­
ter cover his retreat. He’s got Olga.”

Laube grinned. Domzalski seemed 
not to think it strange that Laube still 
gripped the stem of his odorous pipe.

The men from the restaurant began 
to pour from the door. Side by side 
stood Laube and Domzalski, and seven 
shots each spewed from the muzzles of 
their automatics—seven shots, emptying 
the weapons. But they were too close 
to miss, their target too plain. Men 
sprawled in the street, others thrust for­
ward from behind stumbled over them. 
Some saved their lives by stumbling out 
of line; but the bullets struck men be­
hind them.

“Time to go,” said Laube. “Let’s 
make tracks!”

“Heavens!” answered Domzalski. “I 
never thought I’d have this chance 
again! It helps a little.”

Laube knew what he meant. It 
helped a little to bear the solitude of 
exile, to which Domzalski and the rest 
must return.

They turned and ran. As they 
rounded the corner on the heels of the 
others, bullets from pistols fired by fresh 
men pouring out the door smashed into 
the walls of houses they were passing. 
Around the corner they broke into full 
speed, the little man and the big one 
r inning swiftly, side by side.

As they ran, they reloaded.
“This way!” cried Domzalski.

Ahead, as they turned again, they 
could see six running figures. One was 
a woman. Laube let out another burst 
of speed. From a side street suddenly 
darted half a dozen soldiers, who knelt 
in the street to fire at the backs of the 
fugitives with rifles.

Laube cursed. If they opened fire 
on the soldiers, they had an excellent 
chance of hitting their own friends.

But they raced on. Laube yelled a 
command at the kneeling soldiers.

The men whirled and turned their 
guns. Popov and his crowd turned right 
and vanished. The pistols of Laube and 
Domzalski flamed, while they slackened 
their speed not at all.

Up came the rifles. Three men were 
down.

One more went down, a bullet be­
tween his eyes as Laube fired again.

Another fell, but, lying on the ground 
brought up his rifle, aimed it with glaz­
ing eyes and fired. Domzalski leaped 
high, like a deer shot through the hear' 
and crashed to the ground.

CHAPTER XI.
RETURN OF THE EXILES.

j^AUBE paused for a fraction of a 
second. He turned Domzalski over 

and examined him. He was dead. 
Laube whirled back, as the last soldier 
was aiming his piece. He leaped aside 
and fired. The soldier’s bullet whistled 
through the place where Laube had been 
standing, but the soldier himself slid for­
ward to the ground, like a man stretch­
ing out to sleep.

Laube, as more soldiers debouched 
into the street at the sound of firing, 
sprang to the first door and pounded 
frantically for admittance. A sleepy 
voice demanded his name.

“Open,” he shouted in Russian, “in 
the name of the commissar!”

The door opened partially. Then, as 
the man behind it noted the smallness 
of the man who had pounded on the 



heavy panels, he opened the door wider, 
and Laube stepped quickly inside.

“Is there another way out of here?” 
he demanded. “I’m trying to head off 
a spy believed to have cut through to 
the next street.”

The man sleepily^ led the way to a 
back door, and Laube was gone, grip­
ping his swagger stick tightly in his 
right hand.

He raced along street after street, first 
turning right, then left, but always bear­
ing in the general direction of the spot 
where the planes had been left. He 
paused once to listen. He could hear 
the savage pounding of his own heart 
and the rattle of musketry in the dark­
ness ahead. He leaped into a run again. 
He did not expect any one to return 
for him.

A rifle cracked as he passed a side 
street, and his cap shifted oddly on his 
head, but he did not pause. He reached 
the outskirts of the town, still running 
at top speed. The darkness swallowed 
him. Far ahead he could make out 
moving figures. Laube could hear the 
crack of bullets fired by his friends.

yHERE must have been half a hun­
dred soldiers on the trail of the 

White Russians. He wondered if Olga 
Karnief was running by herself, or if 
she was carried by Popov. It gave him 
a heartache to think of Popov and 
Olga. They were both his friends. He 
would have done much for Olga, because 
he loved her—he knew that now. But 
he would do more for her because Popov 
loved her—Popov, his friend.

He increased his stride, and the yards 
and rods dropped swiftly behind him. 
He was gaining on the pursuers of the 
White Russians. He wondered if he 
dared risk firing into them.

As an idea came, he started away at 
a sharp angle to the right. He could 
take the pursuers from the flank with­
out endangering his friends.

At the end of five minutes his pistol 

was out again, fully loaded. As swiftly' 
as he could pull the trigger, Laube fired 
at the pursuers of his friends. He saw 
two men fall. Cries of alarm broke 
from the lips of the others.

A shrill yell from Popov, and those 
with him dropped to their knees and 
fired at their pursuers, taking advantage 
of this diversion created by Laube. 
Bullets whistled about the ears of 
Laube, who flung himself flat to the 
ground, fired once again, rolled swiftly 
over to the right, fired again.

Bullets smacked into the ground near 
the spot whence he had first fired. Fie 
grinned. He had expected them to fire 
at the flash of his weapon. But the 
second flash would show them that he 
was rolling to the right. He waited 
after that second shot, calmly reloading. 
Bullets kicked up the snow off to his 
right.

He grinned and fired three times as 
fast as he could pull the trigger. There 
was a scream of pain. Fie saw a tall 
shadow measure its length on the 
ground. Then he rolled to the right 
again, and bullets smacked into the snow 
where he had been.

“I can’t always outguess them,” he 
muttered. “They’ll lay down a barrage 
here in a minute.”

But he risked holding his position for 
a couple of seconds. He was peering 
through the gloom at his friends. Ahead 
of them, running well, was a single 
figure—that of a woman. While Popov 
and the rest paused to fight, Olga was 
making for the planes.

Laube raised his voice.
“Popov!” he yelled in French. “Keep 

going! I’ll keep 'em back!”

LIE realized he had bitten off quite a
1 large morsel, but it seemed the only 

thing to do. More soldiers were com­
ing on from the town, and there were 
all too few of the White Russians. Some 
of them must inevitably go down, and 
every one lost meant that much more 



difficulty on the return. Besides, even 
off the ground and winging away, the 
rescuers of Olga Karnief were still not 
out x^f the woods—not by a great deal.

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

Then, when he saw that his friends 
bad gained a few more precious yards, 
he leaped to his feet and raced toward 
them, running across in front of their 
pursuers. Bullets whistled their anger 
about his ears, yet by some miracle he 
was not hit. He started zigzagging. He 
would slow down and walk a pace or 
two, 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 Popov 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 bearing down like devils 
of doom on the Russian soldiers! If it 
hadn't been for Olga. Laube would have 
thought it a great maneuver.

But 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.

I AUBE 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 
ribs as he saw there 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 So put Olga in danger again and 
had taken Laube’s plane. Laube clam­

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 direct 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 peered 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 



into some sort of trap and taking Olga 
with him. But they couldn’t stay up 
there above the basin all night.

He went down without hesitation and 
landed. The soft snow dragged his 
plane to a swift stop.

He cut the gun and spoke to Olga.
“Something wrong, Olga,’’ he said 

softly. “You’d better come with me.’’
Without a word Olga clambered from 

the cockpit and was helped to the ground 
by Laube. Then, with his swagger stick 
tight gripped in his right hand and his 
automatic in his left, he led the way to 
the nearest cave.

There was a heavy piece of cloth over 
the door. Laube paused for a long mo­
ment before it, listening intently. He 
put his face close against it and sniffed. 
The odor of smoke came out but no 
sound. With a deeply drawn breath, he 
pulled the cloth aside and leaped inside.

There was a thin glow of fire on the 
floor of the musty, aged place.

Against the wall to the right, propped 
up like so many mummies, were the 
Russian prisoners! It needed no second 
glance for Laube to see that they were 
dead. They had been stabbed to death.

gPRAWLED on the floor before the
Russians was a stranger, a huge 

Chinese. He, too, was dead. Half of his 
head had been blown away by a bullet!

Laube backed toward Olga.
Her face was deadly white, her eyes 

wide with horror, as she gazed at the- 
dead men. No other sounds could be 
heard. The five other planes were still 
aloft, circling, waiting for a signal from 
Laube.

If there had been danger of attack on 
landing, he and Olga would long since 
have felt the brunt of it, unless the 
mysterious presences he sensed in the 
basin were waiting for all the flyers 
to come down.

With Olga’s hand on his arm. they 
quitted the gruesome tomb and hurried 
back into the basin to Laube’s plane. 

Quickly, one after the other, he lighted 
three matches. Instantly one of the 
planes above nosed over and started 
down. It landed and taxied up close to 
Laube’s ship. Its motor coughed and 
died.. One after another, the other four 
planes came down and were silent.

Then, for the first time, Laube heard 
a noise.

A strange, weird tinkling of bells 
sounded all through the basin!

Laube held his own breath to listen. 
He had heard bells like those before, 
but never under such circumstances.

The bells were the bells which Mon­
gols string on the arches over the heads 
of ponies, which drag their sleds in 
winter.

Yet in this mountainous country there 
was no possibility that there could be 
such sleds, especially in such numbers 
as the bells would seem to indicate.

“Mongol sleigh bells,” he said softly 
to the others, “but what are they doing 
here, and why? First it’s Chinese, then 
Reds, then Mongols. I wonder what 
next.”

“Could Mongols pass as Chinese?” 
queried Popov, in a subdued voice.

“They might, after dark, but they 
couldn't fool other Chinese, nor could 
they fool any one who knows either 
Mongols or Chinese.”

“At night, you say, however, they 
might get away with it?”

“What are you driving at, Popov?”
“Only this. Those bells are the sleigh 

bells of Mongols. What’s to prevent 
the Reds from enlisting Mongols to 
attack us here ? It would save them the 
trouble of actually invading Manchuria, 
with all the attendant complications, na­
tional and otherwise.”

Laube stiffened.
“If Mongols are being used,” he said, 

“then who knows which side is using 
them? Lung Hsi Shan might be using 
them to cover a later charge that he 
killed foreigners, or he might even be 
able to blame it on the bandits of this 



section of the country. And the Reds 
might use ’em for the purpose you men­
tion.”

Popov did not answer. The only 
anstftb which came was a continued 
tinkling of the bells—never louder, 
never lower of tone, monotonously the 
same. In time, such a sound would 
drive men crazy, send women into hys­
terics.

J^AUBE suddenly raised his voice in 
1-4 a shout to the exiles.

“This is Baron Laube calling! Show 
a light some one!”

As though by magic, the sound of the 
bells ceased. But no answer came from 
the tombs. After a second or two, 
the bells began again. It was a nerve- 
racking business. Laube suddenly 
turned on his heel. ‘‘I am afraid I did 
not look closely enough at the dead 
Chinese. Let's have another look.”

“Oh,” exclaimed Olga suddenly, “I 
can’t go back into that dreadful place!”

"Sorry,” vetoed Laube, “but you can’t 
stay outside by yourself, when we don’t 
know what’s going to happen in this 
basin. Stick close to Nicholas, and 
stand just outside the door if you want 
to.”

The small party filed into the cave. 
Laube bent over the yellow man who 
sprawled at the feet of the dead Rus­
sians. He turned the man over.

“He could easily have fooled me,” 
stated Laube, “and I’m an old hand 
among these people. This dead man is 
a Mongol! Now what the devil is com­
ing off?”

The drape which covered the door 
was suddenly thrust aside and Popov 
entered with his arm about Olga Kar­
nief. Laube’s eyes flickered as he 
noticed, then his face became express­
ionless.

“I had to come in, Laube,” said Popov 
softly, “for I saw something that puz­
zled me, against the opposite wall of 
the basin.”

Laube stiffened.
“Yes?” he said softly. “What?”
“Moving figures—human figures, that 

jumped along against the white of the 
snow with the speed of mountain goats.”

Laube whistled softly. The lowering 
of the drapes had almost deadened the 
sound of the bells.

“If any attack were being planned 
immediately,” Laube said after a mo­
ment of thought, “it would have been 
launched before the planes came back, 
because even Mongols know how deadly 
planes with guns can be. Put a guard 
on the planes, Popov, and then get word 
to each tomb that holds any of your 
people to barricade the mouths of their 
tombs as fast as they can do so. The 
barricades must be high enough to pro­
tect kneeling men against machine-gun 
fire.”

“Then you have an idea?”
“Those bells, besides giving everybody 

the willies, have quite another purpose,” 
snapped Laube. “Their sound drowns 
out other sounds, the sounds made by 
men going into position. But it can be 
nothing worse than a siege for the time 
being. Nobody, especially Mongols, 
would charge across that basin at our 
people, when our people have a field of 
fire.”

“But precious few arms and a dread­
ful lack of ammunition,” interrupted 
Popov.

“The enemy,” replied Laube, “would 
not know that. Now, Popov, I want 
you to stay here and assume command, 
as soon as you’ve convinced your friends 
that we are not Chinese or Reds. The 
rest of us will be taking off very soon. 
I wonder how much gas we still have? 
Enough, do you think?”

“There can’t be much,” said Popov 
gloomily.

“Did any of you hear of a troop train 
crossing the border into Manchuria?” 
asked Laube.

One of the observers had, and said 
so. He was the man who had flown 



back the ship of the ill-fated Dom­
zalski.

“We're meeting that train,” said 
Laube quietly, “and making sure it 
doesn't get too far into the Young Gen­
eral's territory. After we've done that, 
there are certain supplies in Mukden, 
we must have.”

“You mean.” gasped Popov, “that 
you’re going right into Mukden?” •

“Just that!” said Laube shortly. His 
shoulders sagged with weariness. There 
were deep lines of worry about his eyes. 
He looked at Olga Karnief, still sup­
ported by the arm of Popov.

“Olga," he said, smiling—and it was 
rare that any one saw a smile on the 
face of the Little Un—“I wonder if 
you’d change the bandages on me be­
fore we get going again?”

He knew it would be a relief to her 
to have something to think about. Be­
sides. his bandages needed changing.

In the neighboring tomb, which had 
been turned into a crude hospital, she 
bent over him. He studied her face 
hungrily. Her eyes met his, and for a 
second she stiffened.

“Of what," she said softly, “are you 
thinking?"

“You,” he replied, “wondering if I'd 
ever see you again, after to-night.”

She gasped, and her hands trembled. 
Laube closed his eyes as her fingers 
worked swiftly. Behind the lowered 
lids, he could see a group of planes div­
ing through a hail of lead at a Red 
troop train. This picture gave place to 
one he knew better than any other—the 
arsenal at Mukden—and racks and racks 
of three-inch Sutton projectiles.

CHAPTER XII.
LEADEN HAIL,

AS Laube lifted out of the basin a few 
hours before dawn, he realized that 

he had had practically no sleep for 
something like seventy hours. He shook 
his head to clear it of cobwebs.

He looked back into the basin. Now- 
lights were visible—proof that Popov 
had somehow' reassured the mystified 
exiles. Laube dismissed them from his 
mind. Popov was capable.

The sun was just above the eastern 
horizon when Laube and his squadron 
passed sw'iftly beyond Harbin and swept 
down to follow the snaky trace of the 
rails. They had passed a train of Chi­
nese soldiers, headed out of Mukden. 
Far ahead Laube could make out the 
length of another train—and circling laz­
ily above it a score of airplanes. The 
Reds were coming across the border. 
The train out of Mukden had been sent 
to throw them back.

Laube patted his guns and fired a 
burst, to make sure they were in work­
ing order. He glanced right and left 
to see that his men were doing the same. 
There were satisfied grins on their faces, 
but occasionally one of them looked 
aloft at those circling planes. Six 
against twenty were great odds.

Laube, as they approached the train, 
waggled his wings and started his dive. 
He was wasting no time. The Russians 
would think this small flight was a Chi­
nese patrol, out to gather information. 
Laube intended not only to disabuse 
them of the idea but also to take advan­
tage of their carelessness.

His heart leaped high with hope when 
he noted that the Reds had comman­
deered a Chinese train—a train of gon­
dolas, in which the soldiers stood up­
right.

Laube himself headed straight for the 
engine cab, coming down at an angle. 
When he caught the open window of 
the cab in his cross wires, he took a deep 
breath and set his guns to clattering.

He thought he saw a man fling up his 
hands and fall back into the cab, but he 
did not wait to see. He swept over the 
train, banked right, came back like a 
shot, right wing straight down, and 
hurled burst after burst into the fire­
man’s side of the cab.



He could not see the effect of his 
fire, but he was sure of one thing: that 
engine, hauling the Red troops, was 
smashing along the rails with no guid­
ing hand on the throttle! The engineer 
and fireman, if not slain outright by 
those two bursts, had made some sort of 
break for safety, if only to crawl into 
their tool boxes. And they would stay 
there.

J AUBE zoomed. One behind the 
other, noses tilted down a little, the 

White Russians were passing along that 
train, and their guns were spitefully 
crashing out their shrill staccato of 
death. Rifles answered them from the 
gondolas. But they were fleeting tar­
gets, and when they had passed over, 
there were forms hanging half in and 
half out of the cars—and the train was 
hammering on toward Mukden.

Laube cast a glance up at the cover­
ing planes. Every last one of them had 
nosed over for the. dive.

Then Laube saw the White Russians 
execute the prettiest and most difficult 
maneuver he had ever seen. They were 
flying one behind the other, mere yards 
from prop to tail.

The leader signaled. Noses went 
down, spewing lead. Motors yelled 
shrilly. Noses came up with a rush, 
and, at a bare three hundred feet from 
the racing train, five planes were on 
their backs, and half rolling out, as 
though they had all been worked by a 
single string.

Then, with the formerly rearmost 
man in the lead, they were slashing back 
along that train, guns spitting again with 
savage fervor. Laube studied the div­
ing Reds. Would the White Russians 
make their return trip of the train in 
time, or would the Reds get them ?

Then he grinned. As long as the 
White Russians were above that troop 
train, the)' were safe. The Reds could 
not fire, unless they callously disregarded 
the lives of Russian soldiers, quite too 

many of whom had already paid the pen­
alty of guerrilla warfare.

Laube waved his arm frantically at 
the White Russians. The leader saw 
him. Laube swooped close to the 
ground and let his Boeing out to her 
best speed. He gasped as he looked 
over the side. A half mile ahead of 
the train, was a wrecked box car, di­
rectly across the track—and piled under, 
over, all around it, masses of railroad 
ties. On all sides of the box car were 
Chinese soldiers, ready to fire. Laube’s 
heart sang.

The train crashed in. The engine 
turned over. Three or four cars piled 
on top of it, then rolled down the em­
bankment. The other cars bowed their 
backs and spilled out the Ruskies who 
were still alive.

The Chinese soldiers, in wave after 
wave, rose from their places and 
charged.

At the same moment, with a stut­
tering snarl of bullets, the winged min­
ions of the Soviet crashed down upon 
the White Russians!

'THERE remained but one thing to do. 
1 Twenty planes against six was in­

conceivable. The only thing to do was 
to run for it.

Laube swept his arm in a comprehen­
sive gesture which said plainly:

"Make for Mukden, and give 'em the 
gas!”

He dived and took his place at the 
front of the White Russian formation.

He beckoned his flyers on, then cut 
swiftly back, guns flaming, to angle 
across the face of the Russian flight, 
loosing bullets as fast as his guns could 
spurt them forth. It wasn’t much of an 
effort, but it did gain for Laube’s men 
a few precious yards. If their gasoline 
held out, yards meant life—and a chance 
to perform the mission Laube had in 
mind.

Bullets riddled his wings, lashed 
through and through his fuselage as he 



cut to the right, spraying lead. Not 
comprehending the purpose of his mad 
attack, the Reds hesitated and started to 
bunch. Then Laube was diving away, 
nursing his ship to every bit of speed 
she could manage. He had gained a few 
yards for his people, which made them 
just that much harder to hit.

The exiles guessed his purpose and 
gave their ships all they would take. 
If a motor so much as faltered now, 
they were done for, and none would go 
on if one went down.

BY1 the motors bellowed a mad chal­
lenge to the sunrise, and the planes 

held a steady course for Mukden. 
Laube, angling back in on his flyers, 
gave a signal to dive. Instantly the 
noses of the White Russian planes 
dipped, and Laube himself led the mad 
plunge toward the ground. When his 
wheels were about to touch, he leveled 
off. and with the speed of the dive, to­
gether with every possible rev that could 
be coaxed from the motors, they hedge­
hopped for Mukden.

The Reds dared not dive upon them, 
for they would never be able to pull out 
in time to avoid crashing.

Laube grinned. Harbin was far be­
hind. Mukden would be showing up be­
fore long. There he expected to pull off 
his best coup—and the most difficult. 
He said to hiifiself that it was impos­
sible, but in a long and checkered career 
he had done a great many things he had 
considered impossible.

A lot depended upon what Lung Hsi 
Shan decided to do.

By now word must have reached Shan 
that a score of Russian planes were 
bearing down on Mukden.

Shan would be frantic at the thought 
of foreigners invading the domain he 
considered his own. He could be de­
pended upon to send out his entire air 
force to repel the attack.

About the only thing that mattered, 
as far as the Young General was con­

cerned, would be whatever planes were 
shot down.

There ought to be some way of mak­
ing Shan pay out cash to reimburse 
Young Chang for those planes! He 
probably paid, or promised to pay, those 
Mongols------

Laube whistled into the slip stream as 
another idea came. If the Mongols 
cleaned out the basin they would be paid, 
secretly of course, by Lung Hsi Shan. 
If they failed, Shan was too good a 
business man to pay.

‘'And they'll fail,” cried Laube, “and 
Shan will keep the money—until I have 
a word or two to say about it!”

Laube looked ahead, and a cheer 
burst from bis lips. Coming on from 
Mukden was a flight of two dozen or 
more ships—ships of every kind, de­
crepit, two-place planes, Vought Cor­
sairs, Boeings.

“And not one of ’em will bother us,” 
thought Laube, “until something is done 
about the Reds that are still riding our 
tails!"

There had been a couple of regi­
ments of Chinese around that smashed 
box car and another regiment or so in 
the train which had pulled out of Muk­
den. There were only four regiments 
in Mukden. That meant that the ar­
senal was almost deserted.

j^AUBE climbed his ship swiftly for 
thirty or forty feet. Coming straight 

toward him, down the ribbon of rail 
along which they were flying, was the 
Chinese troop train of which he had 
been thinking.

He looked back and up at the Reds 
who still had been unable to down a 
single one of his meager little flight. 
Would they turn on the Chinese sol­
diers in the train?

But before he had a chance to find 
out, Shan’s flyers were racing in on the 
Reds. Laube signaled the White Rus­
sians to fly on, and, though he could see 
disappointment on their faces as they 



shook savage fists at the Reds, they 
obeyed without hesitation.

Laube was going through, and his 
exiles were obeying him to the letter.

Mukden was showing up now through 
a steamy haze, which seemed to be ris­
ing from the snow. Laube, looking 
neither to right nor left as he stared at 
the city, picked out the arsenal.

There was a secret of the arsenal 
known only to Laube. He grinned as 
he thought of it.

Waggling his wings to break forma­
tion, Laube dived straight down and 
landed on the old familiar parade, with­
out so much as a preliminary recon- 
naisancc. lie taxied swiftly up to the 
gate which led to the office buildings, 
stepped from his ship, which he left 
idling, gripped his swagger stick 
tightly and strode through the office 
door.

A CHINESE soldier leaped to atten­
tion, snapping Laube a salute. 

Laube waggled his fingers at him, as 
though too lazy to bother about a salute. 
The Chinese scarcely knew whether to 
run or smile.

"Hello, Mong,” said Laube, easily. 
“How’d you like to be my orderly 
again ?”

"I’d like it, master!”
“Any news about the return of the 

big master?”
"Yes, he is returning in about two 

days!"
“Good! I’ll be here to meet him. 

How do the soldiers like. Lung Hsi 
Shan ?”

“Pit Jiao!” snapped Mong, which 
means "no good.”

“How are our bombs and mortars?" 
said Laube next, watching the face of 
Mong carefully.

"They are all right, master! I tell no 
one!” Mong grinned.

“However, unless I leave you tied up, 
your head will be chopped off when 
General Shan hears. So you’ll be tied 

up, gagged, and maybe even cracked 
over the head to make it look good!”

One gathered, watching Mong, that a 
crack or two over the head for his 
master’s sake was a mere bagatelle. 
But nothing was done until Laube went 
out and signaled the other flyers.

They landed. Gasoline was quickly 
poured into tanks. Three-inch projec­
tiles were placed in the racks of the 
Boeings and piled carefully in the after 
pits of the two-place jobs.

Satisfied that he bad such bombs as 
he would need, Laube brought out the 
pride of his heart—six of the three- 
inch Sutton mortars. The plates were 
placed flat in the pits, the barrels and 
bipods strapped on the wings against 
the fuselage. Laube did not hurry, 
though any moment they might be in­
terrupted.

They took off with a roar and beaded 
for the basin. As his mind went back 
to the previous night, Laube fancied he 
could hear the plaintive, weird, monot­
onous tinkling of Mongol sleigh bells.

CHAPTER XIII.
BLACK DESTRUCTION !

A S they came within sight of the 
** basin, Laube signaled to break for­
mation and to cut guns.

As the roaring of the motors died 
away, and only the wind, passing 
through struts and braces, was audible, 
sounds of evil portent rocketed up from 
the basin.

A long line of bearded men were 
charging across its floor, straight to­
ward the barricaded tombs. The exiles 
were nowhere to be seen, for machine 
guns, in the tombs opposite, were spray­
ing their barricades with hails of lead. 
The Mongols were advancing under a 
machine-gun barrage, which probably 
meant that the exiles had used up all 
their ammunition.

Laube and his flyers, it appeared, 
were arriving just in the nick of time.



He studied the situation for a mo­
ment. He had eailed these bearded sav­
ages Mongols for the benefit of the 
morale of his Russian friends. But he 
knew when he saw their beards, stained 
red. that they were a horde of China’s 
most ferocious bandits—the famous 
Hung hu Izu.

Laube signaled to the man on whose 
wings none of the Sutton mortars were 
lashed—ordering him to remain aloft.

Laube meant that none of the Hung 
hit tzu should escape. He grinned as he 
recalled how, for years and years, for 
decades even, the Red Beards had prac­
ticed banditry throughout Manchuria 
almost with impunity. Their hide-outs 
were impregnable, and their name was 
feared in all the land.

Now, with a single armed flyer aloft, 
Laube had the Red Beards at his mercy. 
Lung Hsi Shan, delivering the White 
Russians into the hands of the Red 
Beards, had delivered the Red Beards 
into the hands of Laube!

Motors cut in again, all the flyers, 
save the one whom Laube had ordered 
to remain aloft, dived down on that 
thin line of men which was advancing 
against the tombs.

The Red Beards scurried back to 
their hide-outs.

Laube grinned. It was just what he 
wanted. A score of them fell under the 
rashing of White Russian steel, before 
they could get back into their rock 
chambers. Like rats scurrying to their 
holes, rabbits to their burrows, the 
bandits went up the face of the cliffs 
and disappeared from view.

Without giving them time to marshal 
wits, Laube signaled his flyers to go 
down to a lauding and himself led the 
way.

LIE knew that, the moment they 
stopped, machine-gun bullets would 

make of those ships, loaded with explo­
sives, very unsafe, places in which to 
be. But they must take the chance.

Ele landed and taxied up even with 
the opening of the cave where Olga had 
played nurse to him. As he landed a 
half dozen exiles, one of them with a 
useless arm dangling and his clothing 
covered with blood, raced to the ship. 
Laube fairly tossed the turnip-shaped 
projectiles into their arms, and, small as 
he was, raced to the tomb with the essen­
tial parts of the Sutton gun in his arms.

Bullets from across the basin slammed 
into the walls and ricocheted off the bar­
ricade which had been raised at the 
mouth of the tomb.

Laube looked out. to discover that his 
plane was almost a wreck. But wreck 
though it was, a half dozen exiles were 
dragging it into the shelter of the trees. 
As fast as the planes landed, Russians 
dashed out to meet them.

The transfer of mortars and projec­
tiles to the tombs was the fastest job 
of the kind Laube had ever witnessed. 
The last of the Russians left alive— 
four bandits on the snow showed that 
the Red Beards could use those guns— 
vanished into the tombs. For a time 
silence hung over the basin, save for the 
monotonous droning of the single plane 
still aloft.

Laube knelt to the task of setting up 
the Sutton gun in the mouth of the 
tomb, while bullets from across the way 
crashed against the rock, and the echoes 
of machine guns mounted to a deafening 
rattle in the basin.

He called his flyers about him.
"I'll tell you about this jigger. When 

you've got instructions down pat, you 
chaps make a run for it, and get the 
other mortars set up. When you’re 
ready, get word to me here. Now listen 
closely. We haven't any time to 
waste!"

Two men held the projectile, with the 
snub nose uppermost and the smaller, 
rear end into the muzzle of the gun.

"Like this," Laube explained eagerly, 
holding the projectile in position while 
his audience held their breath, "But, 



with two men holding it, there is less 
likelihood of dropping it. Whatever 
you do, be sure the small end goes into 
the muzzle first. When the projectile 
starts sliding down toward the base of 
the barrel, its cartridge aimed directly 
at that nub in the base of the gun— 
which becomes a firing pin when struck 
•—be sure you're well away from the 
mortar’s muzzle!’’

Carefully Laube went over the whole 
thing twice more.

“Go get the other guns set up," he 
snapped, “just as I have set up this one. 
As you get your gun set up, send a man 
to me to report—a man with a watch! 
You understand ? Now get going."

AS. one by one, they cut from the 
tomb and raced the bullets from the, 

opposite wall to reach the tombs where 
other Sutton guns had been taken, Laube 
squatted on his heels and waited. The 
rattle of machine guns had mounted to 
a wild crescendo, and he wondered if all 
his men had reached their tombs.

Ten minutes passed.
A runner entered the tomb. His face 

was bloody where a bullet had plowed 
through his cheek.

"The gun in the next tomb is ready, 
sir," he reported excitedly.

"Wait!" replied Laube. "Here, set 
your watch exactly by mine!”

The man complied, wonderingly, and 
his hands were trembling. He wasn’t 
afraid. It seemed that in crises none of 
these Ruskies were afraid.

A second man burst in, uninjured, 
though the machine guns across the way 
had not paused once. Laube wondered 
how many White Russians had been 
killed in the first wild bursts.

Fifteen minutes after the men had 
left to assemble their Sutton guns, their 
reports were in.

Their watches had been synchronized 
to the second. Laube looked at his own.

“You will leave me one minute apart, 
beginning in thirty seconds from now,” 

he said quickly. "Tell the crews of the 
guns to aim their muzzles at the nearest 
tomb opposite from which the bullets 
are coming. Get through, whatever you 
do, though this time the gunners oppo­
site will be watching for you! It is now 
ten minutes after three. At twenty min­
utes after, exactly, the men holding the 
projectiles will allow them to slide down 
the muzzles of the guns—and then we’ll 
see what happens!"

The men nodded, grimly smiling. 
One by one, at one minute intervals, 
they swept through the door and out. 
Laube was acting as his own crew, but 
he knew exactly what he was doing. 
When there still were two minutes to 
go, he stared at one of the tombs oppo­
site upon which he had already aligned 
his Sutton gun. He could see a ma­
chine gun there, bucking and chattering 
on its tripod.

He looked at his watch. Then, with 
thirty seconds to go, he held the projec­
tile over the muzzle of the gun, with 
the small end tilted to slip into the 
barrel. Twenty seconds to go—fifteen 
—ten—five—three—one!

The minute hand pointed exactly to 
the twenty-minute mark when Laube re­
leased his projectile. It slid down the 
muzzle of the gun.

Less than a second and it would 
strike!

Laube stepped back and his teeth 
were exposed. All along the line of 
tombs, other projectiles were dropping 
down to contact with those invisible fir­
ing pins, and their crews were holding 
their breath, waiting.

"FuHgM said the Sutton gun, with a 
sound like an asthmatic giant.

Laube stepped boldly to the door of 
the tomb, whose drape had been tossed 
back far enough to allow the bomb 
to fly free. Regardless of the bullets 
which smashed against the wall all about 
him, he watched that grim projectile go 
awkwardly whirling across the fifteen 
hundred meters to the tomb in the
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face of the wall opposite. It spiraled, 
looking oddly like a punted football, 
and, keeping pace with it on the deadly 
journey, went five other projectiles just 
like it.

rJ'HEN the whole Basin of the Dead 
seemed to shiver and shake, as 

though a volcanic monster in the bowels 
of the earth had suddenly wakened and 
was eager to free himself, shaking the 
earth with his struggles. For a second 
the wall opposite seemed merely a mass 
of lifting debris, as the bombs smashed 
into the solid rock.

Through the wall of debris, which 
was just beginning to sink back, dashed 
scores and hundreds of screaming fig­
ures. The Red Beards, yelling at the top 
of their lungs, were breaking from 
cover, throwing their arms in all direc­
tions, racing like maniacs from the 
deadly destruction which had struck in 
their midst. Laube did not even hazard 
a guess at the number which had fallen.

The roaring of monsters, such as the 
Red Beards had never experienced be­
fore, turned their hearts to water. They 
raced in all directions from the spot 
whence they had been firing their ma­
chine guns—-a spot which had become a 
place of deadly menace.

"No Red Beard,” said' Laube softly, 
"will ever again return to this place!”

Wildly, the Red Beards raced across 
the floor of the basin. Some were run­
ning straight toward the tombs of the 
exiles; some were trying to climb the 
walls in which their tombs were hewn; 
some ran toward one end, some toward 
the other.

Laube stepped boldly from the tomb. 
The flyer whom he had left aloft was 
diving, and his guns were roaring 
madly. The shrieks of the Red Beards 
mounted to the sky, drowning out the 
still sounding echoes of the six mighty 
explosions.

The flyer was doing his duty. No 
bullets struck the Red Beards, though
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they slashed into the snow so close 
ahead of those who raced to safety that 
the bandits knew they could be killed at 
the whim of the flyer. In a minute he 
had them all milling, as he circled about 
them, hemming them in with an invisible 
wall of leaden hail.

They gathered at last in a vast crowd, 
almost in the center of the basin, while 
the flyer circled and kept his guns go­
ing to see that they remained where they 
were. They understood the mute com­
mand without the slightest difficulty.

T AUBE raised his voice slightlv and 
shouted across to the frightened 

Hung hit tzu.
“Will you surrender yourselves with­

out firing another shot, or shall I signal 
the flyer above you to shoot to kill?”

Instantly came screams of entreaty, 
vows of abject allegiance to any one and 
every one who would let them live. 
Laube called again!

“Is there any one with any of the 
guns in the tombs?”

It seemed there wasn’t a soul.
'‘My men are coming to bind you all.” 

he called, “and I have one of those black 
bombs to drop right into the middle of 
you if you put up any resistance. Will 
you' submit?”

They would.
“All right, men !“ cried Laube. Out 

of the tombs to the right of Laube raced 
a score of the exiles, carrying ropes, 
pieces of cloth—anything that could be 
used as bonds to hold the bandits 
prisoners.

When they were all securely bound, 
Laube strode down among them. Some 
had real beards, some wore huge false 
beards. All were stained the villainous 
red which had given the Hung hit izu 
their grim name.

“Who paid you to kill these for­
eigners?” demanded Laube.

A score of voices answered him:
“The big master at Mukden—Lung 

Hsi Shan I”



Laube whirled and barked a command 
at Popov.

"Start them immediately, under stout 
guard, for Mukden. T am going to sell 
them to Lung Hsi Shan! The outfit 
must arrive at the home of the Young 
General at exactly ten o'clock day after 
to-morrow morning—not earlier, not 
later !"

In an hour the Basin of the Dead was 
empty of Red Beards. There remained 
no sign of them save the trail through 
the snow leading outward—and the trail 
showed many drops of crimson.

Laube did not look at the tombs from 
which his brief bombardment had routed 
the enemy. He was watching the sky 
toward Mukden. If Shan won that air 
fight, the thing was finished until the 
return of the Young General. If the 
Russians won, they would bring ven­
geance to the White Russians who had 
beaten them. Serge Geda had surely 
told others of the location of the Basin 
of the Dead.

Just before dark, the roaring of mo­
tors sounded from toward Mukden, the 
planes themselves still hidden by the 
mountains.

“Into the planes,” said Laube. “Your1 
dearest friends are coming for an ac­
counting !”

He knew by the sounds that the ships 
which came were from beyond the bor­
der—and that the forthcoming fight 
would be a fight to the death.

CHAPTER XIV.
RETRIBUTION.

/'ALGA KARNIEF came out and 
touched the shoulder of Baron 

Laube.
“So many thanks," she said, with a 

catch in her voice, “for everything."
Laube, because he could not trust 

himself to speak, said nothing. But his 
eyes spoke for him, and, being a woman, 
she could read those eyes. For a long 
moment she studied them. Then she 

was beside Popov. Just before he 
clambered into the plane which might 
take him to his death, she kissed him.

“Well," thought Laube, “I've always 
maintained that the service man could 

'have but one mistress—his military 
career—no wife but the army he serves. 
I’m still right, and it’s just as well. I 
would look odd, dancing with Olga."

But his eyes, now that she was not 
looking his way, were very wistful. 
Then he glanced at Popov.

“He must come out of the fight alive,” 
he said to himself, “and it’s up to the 
Little Un to see that he does. I’m 
beginning to like that nickname. It’s 
better than Baron!"

The roaring of the oncoming motors 
was louder. Laube estimated that there 
were perhaps twelve planes.

“All right, men!" he snapped. “Let’s 
take ’em off!’’

They warmed their motors for a short 
time and took off wildly, pawing for 
altitude with thrashing propellers. Guns 
were tripped to make sure that every­
thing was in readiness.

Then Laube signaled for formation 
flight to the front, and the six planes, 
with grim-faced men at the sticks, 
roared on to meet the unknown menace 
ahead. Laube did not so much as look 
back. He knew that Olga was stand­
ing back there, waving, but it didn’t mat­
ter so much, after all.

Then, out of the gathering darkness 
ahead, loomed the outlines of the planes. 
Laube saw instantly that Shan’s flyers, 
while they had lost tp the Russians, 
had given a fairly good account of them­
selves. He signaled to break forma­
tion, and without waiting to see his sig­
nal obeyed, he went into the thick of the 
Red formation like a thunderbolt.

HP. guns flamed, barking staccato fury
1 into the faces of the Reds. In the 

first minutes of the engagement he sent 
a two-place Red plane down in flames. 
The orange tongues lighted up the 



darkening sky on all sides as it roared 
down. It exploded in mid-air as its gas 
tanks let go, and Laube, who had seen 
planes fall before, took advantage of 
the fact that the Reds must be watch- , 
ing the falling plane in horror. He 
almost brushed his prop against the belly 
of a second plane as he let go another 
burst.

The other planes faltered, dropped a 
wing down and started corkscrewing for 
the white earth below. Laube in two 
minutes, with nothing in his mind but 
sky combat, had accounted for two of 
the enemy. If the others did as well, the 
fight would soon be over. Then he 
glanced around, seeking Popov.

The prince’s ship was slicing in on a 
Russian two-place plane, and already red 
tongues of flame were playing back over 
pilot and observer, attesting to the 
deadly effect of Popov’s fire. Laube 
grinned and circled tightly, to note 
whether any other of the White Russians 
needed his assistance.

One man did, but Laube was too late 
to help him. The man had just sent a 
Red down to a sure crash landing—but 
he had lost his own propeller in the 
interchange. He was going, down, but 
there was a I?ed ship under him. He 
took it down with him, his engines 
buried halfway through the fuselage.

The White Russian waved at Laube 
and deliberately folded his arms over 
his chest as the two ships, lovingly inter­
twined, rolled down and down to the 
mountainside.

“And that’s a man’s way to die,” 
muttered Laube.

The White Russians were taking out 
on the Reds the bitterness of their 
years of exile—paying them for memo­
ries of horrors they had witnessed in 
the Red deluge.

Ten minutes after the battle had be­
gun, the Reds turned tail for the border 
and Progranichnaya—and three planes 
banked about to return to the basin 
where the exiles lived. Laube waved 

them on. He noted that one of the 
flyers was Popov.

Laube raised his hands high so that 
the Whites could see them and shook 
them—it was the Chinese gesture of 
good-by.

IT was ten o’clock in the morning, and
the Young General had returned. In 

his own quarters he was facing Lung 
Hsi Shan.

“So, my good general,” the Young 
General was softly saying, “you failed 
to have my four Mukden regiments 
destroyed, as you intended. They ut­
terly routed the Russians this side of 
Harbin, or was it the other side?”

“I did what I was sure you would 
have done had you been here,” main­
tained Lung Hsi Shan uncomfortably.

“And where is Laube? He is my 
representative when I am gone, espe­
cially when I am in conference with 
your superiors at Nanking.”

“He persuaded a group of White Rus­
sians from somewhere in the mountains 
to help him steal most of the airplanes 
attached to the arsenal------”

“But how could he have taken them 
all ? And why did he leave you ? It 
isn’t like Laube to desert in time of 
need. He is faithful to me. It appears 
that, since you came here to reform my 
mode of government, you have cost me 
a great number of men and have caused 
the destruction of all my planes. They 
total something like three hundred 
thousand dollars in value.”

“The fault is Laube’s,” snapped Lung 
Hsi Shan, “and if he were here I would 
prove it before his face. He should face 
a firing squad!”

“Well, my dear general,” said a 
drawling voice from the door, “Baron 
Laube—if you please—is right here! 
What was it you were saying? About 
firing squads ? Or was it about behead­
ing knives ?”

Lung Hsi Shan’s face was livid as 
he faced the diminutive Laube, who 



strode nonchalantly forward and took 
the hand of the smiling Young General.

"You—you—traitor----- ” he began.
Laube raised his hand.
"Before you say anything that may 

be used against you,’’ he said softly, 
“perhaps you might care to look into 
the street outside this house?’’

Shan fairly ran for the door outside 
which a squad of soldiers with bared 
bayonets was standing. They looked up 
and stiffened as Lung Hsi Shan reached 
the threshold,. Shan turned back.

“You were saying?" Laube said 
coldly, striking his leg with his swag­
ger stick.

But Shan, it seemed, was saying noth­
ing. How could he, when he had just 
seen the street before the house packed 
from side to side with red-beard 
bandits, guarded by a dozen White Rus­
sians ? He knew that the Red Beards 
had probably talked.

Laube grinned at him, but the grin 
was cold as ice. Even generals may feel 
the edge of the beheading knife in revo­
lutionary China.

Shan stiffened and said nothing.
“Am I right in understanding that 

you have offered, out of your private 
fortune, General Shan,” said Laube 
softly, “to supply the Young General 
with new Vought Corsairs in place of 
the Boeings that were destroyed?”

BLANK dismay spread over the face 
of Shan—but this was better than 

the business end of the executioner’s 
knife. He gulped and nodded. When 
he got back to Nanking, he could laugh 
at Laube and the Young General. They 
could whistle for their Vought Corsairs.

“I understand, too,” continued

Laube, “that, until we have taken de­
livery of the Vought Corsairs, you will 
personally supervise—aided and advised 
by certain White Russians—the rebuild­
ing of the little village of Nevsky.”

So he was to be held in the moun­
tains, where none would know his 
whereabouts, until he had paid. Still, 
even that was better than the knife.

He nodded.
“The Red Beards,” went on Laube, 

“will do the actual labor. They will un­
derstand your wishes, my dear general. 
And the Russians have certain machine 
guns----

But Shan hastily' broke in.
“I shall be pleased to do what I can.”
Laube grinned. Shan was touchy 

about those machine guns.
“Who knows?" grinned Laube. “The 

Red Beards may turn honest before 
Nevsky is restored—if you set them a 
good example!” Later, alone with the 
Young General, Laube and that young 
gentleman shook hands again, and 
seemed immensely pleased with the state 
of things.

At ten thirty Laube strode through 
the gate of the arsenal, headed for his 
office, to instruct Captain Usami to con­
tinue the work of construction on the 
buildings Laube had started. As he 
passed through the gate, the sentries 
gave him the military salute.

Laube, smoke mounting from the evil­
smelling bowl of his corncob pipe, wag­
gled his fingers at the sentries, his 
thumb hooked in his side pocket.

He had merely done a day’s work. He 
had flown out—and now he was back 
again.

And back in the hills, at least two 
people whom he could name were happy.



Dumb Crutch
By Cole Richards

JOE MAHON knew there was going 
to be a fight the instant his Aire­
dale spied the white bull terrier, sit­

ting beside Gertz in the roadster. It 
was prophetic that the Airedale’s stubby 
tail and bristling ruff were on a line 
with Gertz's mountain. Joe had had a 
job on that mountain. As the Airedale 
plunged for the bull terrier, its sheer 
cliffs, the light green of its aspens and 
the darker green of the pines seemed to 
recede into the warm, blue haze of 
morning. The white dog jumped from 
the roadster, meeting him more than 
halfway.

“Hey. yub, dumb crutch!" Joe yelled. 
His voice was lost in the uproar.

They plunged into the battle head­
long, teeth bared, growling deep in their 
throats. The Airedale fought in slash­
ing snaps. He tried to get at the other’s 
foreleg. In and out he leaped, now stiff­

legged, now supple as a swordsman. 
The terrier lunged for the neck each 
time, red jaws open. If ever those jaws 
closed on a throat, they stayed.

The Airedale had fought dogs of that 
breed before. Each time he darted in, 
he leaped out at a different angle. Both 
dogs were rapid fighters. In half a 
minute their maneuvering kicked up a 
cloud of dust; both bled from small 
wounds; and'the racket of their barks 
and snarls had brought every person in 
the village into the road. Goaded by the 
pain, the terrier rushed.

The jump brought his foreleg in front 
of slashing jaws. He was whipped 
from his feet and flung bodily into the 
dust. After that they were a tumbling, 
yipping, chewing mess, now with the 
smooth, white hair in the dirt, now the 
brown and black curls. Teeth cut deep 
and blood splattered both of them.



Joe had only a light fish rod in his 
hand. He jumped a low. stone fence 
and seized a stick from a pile of fire­
wood. He got to .the dogs just as Gertz 
came out of the roadster, brandishing 
a heavy cane, his eyes glaring. The ter­
rier was on top. Gertz waited until the 
Airedale was on top again. He brought 
the cane down so hard it whined. The 
Airedale yelped as the cane hit his back, 
but it was a muffled yelp. His mouth 
was full of terrier, and his back must 
be broken to break his hold.

“'Lay off that dog. Why didn't you 
hit the other?” Joe demanded.

f~JERTZ did not answer. A line of 
froth appeared at his lips and the 

cane smashed down again. That blow 
would have broken the dog’s back, had 
not Joe caught it on the stick. The 
force of the hit wrenched his wrist. 
Gertz's eyes went blank in amazement, 
then he turned his fury on Joe. For a 
furious moment, cane and stick added a 
clacking to the noise of fighting dogs.

Gertz could have beaten Joe down, 
had not some one thrown a bucket of 
water on the dogs. The cold splash 
of it struck the two men, wetting their 
ankles and leaving mud spots in the 
dust on their shoes. A sudden quiet 
fell. The spectators moved in, hope­
fully.

They looked at Gertz, heavy-set, blue- 
chinned, with a pursed, domineering 
mouth. He leaned on the cane, wiping 
his lip with a long forefinger. The rage 
gave way to self-control that was as 
dangerous as a leveled gun. A flicker 
of surprise in the steel of his eyes told 
how seldom such rages struck him. The 
level steel of him explained why he 
lived on his mountain in comparative 
peace, though a dozen jail cells yawned 
tor him.

Joe turned the stick of wood over in 
his hand, looked at it and tossed it away. 
He was a lithe youth in worn, khaki 
trousers and elk-hide shoes. His tanned 

hands, one seared by a trap, were wiry. 
His mouth was tight, his eyes lined by 
wind and sun. His were the light, quick 
movements of a man who pits his mind 
against animals in high altitudes. Joe 
trapped all up and down the Colorado 
peaks.

He broke the silence with a clipped 
but courteous:

“Well?”
Gertz looked down at the bull terrier, 

crouching beside him. The terrier 
whimpered, nosing his slashed forelegs, 
and pawing a ragged ear. Then he 
looked at the Airedale. He stood off, 
asking neither quarter nor sympathy. 
His ruff still bristled. He licked a 
wound on his leg and on his side, ac­
companying the licking with snorts and 
warning growls.

“I want that dog killed,” said Gertz, 
in a tone that matched the level steel of 
his eyes.

Joe moved over in front of the Aire­
dale. “Aw. he’s a dumb crutch,” he 
said apologetically. “Somebody dumped 
him outa their car. He never fell. They 
throwed him. Dumpin’ him, they busted 
his leg. 1 fixed him up. Like I said, 
he’s a dumb crutch.” The apology was 
over suddenly. He added crisply: “But 
he ain’t gonna be killed.”

<~1ERTZ’S domineering mouth tugged 
down at one side in a smile. His 

fists slowly went to rest on his hips, in 
a motion that might easily have veiled 
a quick snatch for a gun. Joe's muscles 
tightened, ready to jump Gertz should 
the gun show. At the gunman's motion, 
Crutch stood up. A reader of men, was 
Crutch. He knew what a man thought.

"Anything dumb," said Gertz, evenly, 
“should be got rid of.”

“Crutch,” replied Joe, his voice 
equally even, “is dumb in this way—- 
he’d fight anythin’. An’ he don’t know 
when he’s licked.”

“I hired you as a guide and to keep 
trespassers off my mountain.” said



Gertz. “When a man works for me, he 
follows orders. Shoot the dog.”

"The terrier ain’t much hurt----- ”
Joe began.

A villager piped up. “He's hurt 
worse'll seems, Joe. That Crutch, he 
c'n fight. I bet that terrier's bleedin’ 
inside.”

Joe brushed flat palms together. 
‘‘Then I’ve quit my job.” There was a 
tremor in his voice, a tremor he could 
not help. Gertz had offered him three 
hundred a month to keep off trespassers. 
It meant better traps, a new gun, a 
Denver school for the kid sister. He 
could throw that over now, or shoot 
the dog—the dumb crutch.

“I was goin’ to bring Crutch with me. 
You lost a good watchdog there.”

“I can stand the loss,” was the icy 
reply. He loaded the terrier into the 
roadster and climbed in at the wheel. 
“You can have the job if you get rid of 
the dog. Well?” Domineering mouth 
and level eyes met controlled mouth 
and narrowed eyes. Gertz snorted. 
“Well! The dog’s not the only dumb 
crutch.”

He was gone in a roar and clouds of 
dust.

Joe snapped his fingers at Crutch and 
walked up the road toward the creek. 
The dog limped after. The villagers 
watched him, spat in the dust and went 
back to the store, shaking their heads. 
Too bad Joe had to lose the job—but a 
good dog was a good dog.

Joe got as far as the wooden bridge 
over the creek, when a voice under the 
bridge said cautiously:

“You. Joe Mahon! Lean on the 
railin’ like you was lookin’ in the water.”

Joe leaned. Under the bridge re­
clined a bright-eyed young man. He 
leaned on his elbows^ thumbs in his 
pockets and gray hat tilted back on his 
head. “My name's Jones. There’s 
things goin’ on up at the Gertz rancho 
that I’d like to know about. I’ll take 
care of your pooch. Tell Gertz you shot 

him. D’you think wc can arrange a 
deal ?”

Joe restrained an impulse to vault 
over the railing and throw the fellow in 
the water. The mountains had taught 
him patience. He pulled off a splinter 
and breaking it into bits, replied, “I’ve 
got no grudge. My dog won.”

The other grinned. “Straight from 
the shoulder, and I had it cornin’. I 
know you ain’t a two-timer or you’d 
shot the dog. Can you see this from 
there?” From his vest pocket he drew 
a shield. Joe read it and nodded in sol­
emn respect. The other went on. “It’s 
Uncle Sam wants to know, boy. Here’s 
Gertz, underworld baron—bootlegger— 
dope runner, wholesale only—partner in 
a little business that lets his friends win 
on the ponies all the way from New 
Orleans to Agua Caliente. More re­
cently, he’s took up credits an’ collec­
tions.”

“Credits an’------”
“Yeh. Business houses he picks out 

can credit him with a bonus or they col­
lect a bomb.” He exchanged grins with 
Joe. “Know how many times that house 
on the mountain has been raided?”

“Three or more. They, even moved 
boulders. Say, some of them big rocks 
has been there since the mountain was 
made. That mountain is big. There’s 
a cave up there I know of, a bear’s 
hibernatin’ in.”

“Uh-huh. An’ the raiders found 
nothin’. No booze, no dope, no let­
ters, no ladies—nothin’ incriminatin’. 
Now Gertz steps out and buys a pack 
of bear dogs. Bear dogs, I guess you 
know, is tough babies.”

“This pack is,” Joe agreed. “Not a 
pure-bred in ’em. They was all sired by 
the devil. I’ve seen ’em tear a strange 
dog to pieces—scrappers.”

“Gertz bought ’em for a reason. He 
bought ’em to guard somethin’ he’s 
never had up there before. Will you 
leave your pooch with me and lend us 
a hand ?”



JOE brushed flat palms together. “Hl 
do it for Uncle. But, mark me, 

Gertz is like them hounds he bought. 
He likes to kill and he’ll go down fight­
in'.’’ He fingered the Airedale’s silky 
ear. ’’Don’t let my dog get away. No 
tollin' what he’d do. He’s a dumb 
crutch.”

When Joe Mahon reported to Gertz 
in the big log cabin that he had killed 
the dog. Gertz’s heavj- lip pulled down 
in a wry smile. He had expected it. 
Let a man think he’s going to lose 
money, and he comes to time. His dom­
ineering manner was tinged with con­
tempt as he gave orders to Joe, together 
with a .45 automatic. The orders were 
to keep inquisitive visitors away from 
the mountain. Joe was to wander over 
the mountain, ask one question of sus­
picious persons and then shoot. That 
one question was a password, changed 
every day.

“And if you shoot while you’re work- 
in' for me, you don’t have to be afraid 
of consequences,” he said levelly.

Joe felt the steel of those eyes like a 
knife at this throat. There were never 
any consequences, as far as Gertz was 
concerned. Men he could not buy, he 
killed. Men who entered his employ 
could expect to be killed. Gertz alone 
was safe from himself.

Joe walked his beat circumspectly. 
The first few days he worked in the day­
time, then he was changed to night. 
T wo or three times a night he challenged 
or was challenged by other men, prowl­
ing in the dark through pines and aspens 
and big piles of rock.

The bear pack was kept in a kennel. 
At first they were given a two-hour run 
each night, and he could hear them bark­
ing far off in the wood. Once, he knew 
by the shrill yipping that they had treed 
something. There had been a time 
when the sound would have set him 
trembling with excitement. Now it 
turned him strangely cold. For they 
were devils—those dogs.

"Tie ’em up and cut down their feed, 
and they’ll do the same to a man. Gertz 
don’t even fish. It ain’t likely he’s 
keepin’ them for huntin’.”

From that night on, the dogs were 
kept kenneled.

His method of communicating with 
Jones, the Federal man, was to toss 
stones from the cliff’s edge, if he noted 
anything unusual. In the valley below 
was a cabin. The owner apparently was 
a good fisherman. He hung his trout 
outside each dawn. For a week, they 
were the same number. One dawning 
he caught seven. That was the signal 
to be on sharper guard. In the night 
just passed, the dogs again had not run. 
Joe threw the stones from the cliff.

He walked back to the house. Look­
ing up suddenly, he saw Gertz standing 
with folded arms in a side window. His 
level, steely gaze met Joe’s eyes with­
out sign of recognition. When Joe 
looked again, he was gone.

Joe walked toward the rear. “Queer 
duck," he commented as to himself. 
“Wonder what he was lookin’ at? 
Nothin’, more’n likely. Just starin’. I 
wonder what he’s gettin’ ready to pull? 
He ain’t sure of hisself. He ain’t 
sleepin’ well.”

A BRUPTLY he stopped and slid into 
the trees, with his heart a hard 

stone in his throat. Directly in front 
of him sat Crutch, braced on stiff fore­
legs, head tilted to the side. Once, he 
changed position and his tongue showed 
pink. He panted in expectation, watch­
ing the log house. He was waiting for 
Joe.

Joe bent swiftly, snatched up a rock 
and hurled it. It knocked Crutch to his 
feet. He looked around uncertainly. 
Two more thumps in quick succession 
set him running with his tail down. 
Nothing was said on either side. Out 
of reach of the stones, the dog stopped. 
Joe remained hidden in the pines. 
Crutch debated the matter, then trotted 



disconsolately clown the mountainside. 
Joe's conscience twinged hard.

"1 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’. I 
wonder could Gertz see him from that 
window?”

Evidently 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 
before a full moon Hooded 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 beat—past the 
cave with its mouth guarded by jutting 
rocks, the passage between 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 I heard a plane. It was, 
too—flyin’ low. Must be a forced 
landin’. Hope he don’t miss it.” Down 
the valley was an emergency 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. It had been hard to 
find. He stood still, listening to the 
steady drone. Evidently it landed, for 
the drone died quietly 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 I oughta meet it? 
I'm goin’ to stay here.” 

qpHE window just above him was 
open. The drive and front steps 

were in full moonlight. He crouched 
tight to the log wall, as a man came 
to the window and leaned out. It was 
Gertz. Joe stopped breathing. 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. They went in. 
A sudden wind slammed the door. 
Back in the kennels, the bear pack set 
up a racket, easing down until only one 
barked at intervals. Otherwise the 
night was ominously quiet.

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 bear pack were there to guard. 
And it was the thing that caused the 
seven fish to dangle on a line in the 
dawn.

“1 dunno if to go after Jones, or stay 
an’ see what happens. I f I 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 the far end. The 
two men were passing under the bulb. 
They turned into a stair going down. 
Joe 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 slowlv 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. From 
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 little girl of three, with 



brown curls against a face oddly white. 
Joe wondered why she slept so soundly.

“You shouldn’t do that,” said Gertz 
irritably.

“Why not? Only enough to make 
her sleep. Won’t hurt.”

“I don't like this business,” Gertz per­
sisted, and for once his voice was not 
level. “It’s not worth the risk.”

“Not worth it I When you only spent 
two grand and her old man’s good for 
a hundred? Kids is valuable. They 
ain’t no game like it.”

Joe had his gun on the fellow and his 
finger on the trigger that instant. The 
kidnaper stood in the gates of death, 
but they closed again and left him out­
side. For Joe lowered the gun. Noth­
ing was to be gained by disturbing the 
men upstairs, or some watcher • who 
might be too near the house. Here was 
the evidence Jones wanted. The thing 
to do was to summon him, and let prac­
ticed raiders go through the house.

LIE crouched for a quick slide through 
the door—then halted with bated 

breath as the door swung abruptly open. 
Joe knew that moment how it feels to 
get a knock-out blow on the jaw. His 
sight blurred. He was stunned. In 
his hand was a gun and he had no 
strength to use it. Through the pound­
ing in his temples, he heard the steel 
click in Gertz’s voice as he reached for 
his gun.

“So he wasn’t dead! He will be this 
time.”

In the door stood the Airedale. For 
this Joe had given up a good job—had 
stoned the dog away at risk of Gertz 
seeing him.

The dog’s ears had been perked up, 
his tail wagging. The tail wag stopped. 
He stood with partly opened mouth, 
eyes on Gertz. Crutch knew what the 
gunman was going to do, but he did not 
flinch.

Abruptly Joe came to life. He 
grabbed Crutch by the neck and jerked 

him behind the box. In the same mo­
tion he drew down on Gertz.

“Put ’em up,” he rapped. “You ain’t 
killin' my dog, Gertz. Put that gun 
down on the floor. Kick it this way.” 
The gun came spinning along the floor. 
He pocketed it. “Now, you little runt, 
back up here.” Another gun weighted 
his pocket. “One of you bring the kid 
here. And watch your step.” He glared 
at Gertz.

Gertz and the other exchanged bitter 
looks. The little man brought the baby 
over, and at Joe’s direction laid her on 
the floor. He backed away slowly, eyes 
intent on Joe. Gertz remained un­
moved, but his muscles tightened and 
his mouth got thick and ugly.

As Joe bent to pick her up, both men 
jumped for him. They came up short 
in the face of a crouched gunman. The 
Airedale bristled at his side. They held 
that pose—threatening on one side, de­
fiant on the other—until Joe broke it 
by a step backward. Gertz did not 
move, but he glanced at the ceiling. Joe 
knew what thought lay behind that look. 
There were men upstairs and at least 
two out on the grounds.

Fie did some quick thinking then. If 
these men knew he was going to Jones, 
they would simply escape. He wanted 
them to stay on the grounds and that 
they would do, if they thought he had 
hijacked them.

“I c’n use a hundred grand myself. 
Thanks for your help, Mr. Gertz.”

“You’re not out of here yet,” said 
.Gertz, and again the level steel was like 
a knife at Joe’s throat.

He maneuvered the dog out, whisked 
the key to the outside and locked the 
door. A moment later he pushed the_ 
dog out the window and slid out him­
self, holding the baby like a stiff little 
doll. The night was silent except for 
a wind running in the trees.

The Airedale bounced around his 
feet. Joe shoved him away roughly.

“You done enough damage, you 



dumb crutch!” he whispered. “Git fer 
home!”

Crutch slunk into the shadows. Joe 
heard a hammering in the cellar and 
struck off into the pines. He headed 
for a stone stair that ran steep and 
direct to the foot of the mountain. 
Many a time he had trapped or had 
followed the tortuous trail of a fugi­
tive animal. Now it was his turn to 
dodge and mislead. The hammering at 
the house' stopped and there came the 
clatter of men running. In his arms, 
the baby squirmed and whimpered. If 
she started to yell, thought Joe, it was 
all off. He headed for a high boulder, 
intending to put it as a sound breaker 
between them and the house. As he got 
there, a man stepped out, rifle in hand.

“Where you goin’ with the kid?”

JOE was holding the gun elbow high.
In one swift movement, he swung 

it shoulder-high and rapped a hard 
blow to the jaw with the muzzle. The 
man sank down. The rifle dropped and, 
striking a stone, went off. The roar 
of it shattered the night.

“An’ I was tryin’ not to make a 
noise!”

He darted off to the left. He would 
have to cross a streak of moonlight, 
but it was the quickest way to the 
stair. Just then a man stood up on 
another boulder, peering down at the 
lighted place. Joe got a tighter hold 
on the baby, whirled and ran the other 
way into the trees.

That way led to a precipice, and he 
intended doubling back until he came to 
the down trail. Something, dark and 
heavy, sprang up against his leg, almost 
tripping him. He threw an arm around 
an aspen and kept his balance without 
letting the baby fall. A shrill cry es­
caped her. Behind him, he heard yells 
of “There he goes!” The dark thing 
that had tripped him jumped at his 
knee. He kicked at it but it only cir­
cled and came back.

“You’re goin’ to get me into trouble 
yet, yuh dumb crutch!”

It was almost a sob. Even had he 
been alone, he was in a tight place— 
but with a three-year-old baby girl, and 
bullets!

At that moment he skirted a boulder, 
thinking the trees were thick on the 
other side. Instead he ran into a moon­
lit stretch, glaring like a spotlight. A 
rifle cracked and a .45 rattled out its 
clip like a miniature machine gun. The 
Airedale raced on across the moonlit 
stretch. Joe pivoted on one toe and 
jumped back into the shadow.

The bullets tossed up dirt and pine 
needles around the dog. Just as he 
went into the shadows on the opposite 
side, he emitted a sharp. “Yipc!" But 
when he saw that Joe was not with him, 
he turned and came back across the 
open space. That time only the rifle 
spoke. The bullet whined far over, but 
Crutch jumped like a dog who has been 
kicked more than once in the same place.

He caught up with Joe and trotted be­
side, looking up at him.

“You common yella cur,” Joe thought, 
“you’re scared yella.”

The baby drew in her breath for a 
long yell, and Joe put his hand over 
her mouth. It was not easy, holding 
her mouth-and a .45 at the same time. 
He skulked through the pines, intending 
to try again for the stone stair.

He had gone but a few steps, when 
he saw a shadow detach itself from the 
trees and glide down the stair. They 
were everywhere. Gertz had not hired 
a plane and brought a kidnaped young­
ster that far to let a trapper get away 
with her. He had sunk two thousand 
dollars in that venture, and he meant 
to get something out of it.

THEY had Joe cut off now from all 
but one way of escape. Above the 

cave rose a rock, which guarded a steep 
trail down the cliff. It was his only 
chance.



“How I'll make it with the kid, I 
dunno. But I’ll make it.’’

He got to the big rock, casting a long­
ing glance at the cave under it. The 
high rock was sharp in the moonlight. 
The cave lay in the shadow. It was 
almost inaccessible, with the rocks close 
about the entrance. But to go in there 
was to invite starvation. It was the 
cliff or nothing.

Crutch clung to his heels, as though 
he knew they were cornered. When Joe 
looked down at him, Crutch looked up 
with a wide, frightened expression and 
glanced uncomfortably to each side. 
Once a rifle cracked. Crutch crouched 
against Joe’s leg.

“He’s goin’ to have to stay here,” 
thought Joe, “I can’t get him down, too. 
Mcbbe he'll know better next time—if 
there is a next time, the dumb crutch.”

Joe cowered only an instant from the 
moonlight on the rock. Holding the 
baby close, he crept over the rocks flank­
ing the cave entrance. He reached the 
big boulder and faced a five-foot band 
of light. His hand traveled up, feeling 
for a hold, only to jerk down as a gun 
cracked. A bullet ricocheted off the 
rock where his hand had been.

He set his teeth, locked his hand in 
a hole and prepared to pull himself up 
for a quick run over the rock. A vol­
ley of shots crackled out. He let go 
and dropped to the rocks below. Had 
he stayed, he would have been riddled. 
He saw a dark figure moving in the 
shadows and fired at it. An answering 
slug whined into the recesses of the 
cave beneath. Joe crept around to the 
front of the cave, with an idea of trying 
for the rock from the other side. His’ 
hand, tight over the baby’s mouth, 
smothered her cries to muffled sobs. His 
own breath rasped in his throat, and he 
was icy cold. He could have under­
stood Gertz killing a man without com­
punction. It horrified him to think they 
would rather see the tiny girl killed than 
let some one else have the reward.

He got in front of the entrance and 
started up the nearest rock. Then it 
was that the guns poured such a storm 
of lead at him that he had to drop and 
squeeze through into the cave. Above 
him, the slugs rattled on the rock in a 
hail, screeching off it at all angles. He 
ran into the cave and put the baby 
down in a crevice shielding her from 
three sides. She was screaming at the 
top of her lungs. Her screams were 
lost in the crash of firing.

Joe went out to the narrow passage 
and slid down behind a rock to fire. He 
judged at least half a dozen men were 
in the trees, judging from the rapidity 
with which guns flashed in different 
spots. They kept up a constant rattle of 
bullets against the rocks. Some whined 
through, to drop far back in the cave. 
It was the ones ricocheting off the rocks 
at the side that were dangerous. One 
man fired at an angle, trying to hit the 
inside of the rock and drill Joe.

Joe fired at the flashes, trying to snap 
a shot back fast enough to nail a man. 
He counted his shots, for he had none 
to waste. One after another went and 
still he could count six guns, as each 
burst blazed red in the darkness. Sud­
denly, out of the uproar of the firing, 
one bullet sung like an angry hornet. 
He dodged, too late. It sliced hot across 
his shoulder, which began to stiffen and 
burn. Other slugs, coming in quick suc­
cession, kept him down behind the rock. 
The besiegers had located him. They 
fired in succession, keeping him con­
stantly in danger. Sweat poured into 
his eyes. He wiped it away, cracked a 
shot at a shadow—and took a slug in 
the arm.

•“THE gun dropped from his hand. He 
felt around for it and grasped it with 

his left hand. He put it between his 
knees to change the clip. His breath 
came in hoarse gasps. His mind felt 
battered, as though every bullet banging 
the rocks had thumped against his head. 



The night whirled, so that the gun 
flashes ran together like a pinwheel.

Still holding the gun with his knees, 
he felt for more clips. His mind went 
cold and clear. His last clip was in the 
gum

“W onder how long me an’ Crutch can 
stand 'em off, hand to hand?”

For the first time, he missed the dog. 
He called him. “Crutch!” And louder, 
“Crutch!” The incoming bullets did 
not strike as rapidly as they had. Now 
and then he got a chance for a shot. He 
knew why the guns had quieted, firing 
only at intervals. They were prepar­
ing to rush. Fie had, at most, three 
shots left.

He went back into the cave and called 
again. “Crutch!” Echo taunted him 
by howling the name back. “Crutch!” 
Just then the firing stopped, and there 
was a sound of running feet. He 
whirled, stumbled back to the narrow 
passage to face the rush alone. He was 
dizzy and heartsick. Crutch, whom he 
had defended at the cost of his job— 
Crutch, whose foolish audacity had put 
him in this hole—Crutch had deserted. 
When he was most needed, he had run 
like a yellow cur. It seemed impossible 
to believe.

As he reached the rock where he had 
fought, the passage rang with yipping 
barks. He heard the run, close by, of 
padded feet. And he knew he had 
something worse to face than men.

“The bear pack—devils at the best. 
And they’ve been tied, an’ kept hungry 
for----- ”

A big, lean hound came through with­
out touching rock on either side. Joe 
stopped him with a bullet. Another 
came, snarling, over the rock, and a 
third squeezed himself through the pas­
sage. Joe fired at the one on the rock, 
then at the other. That instant he lived 
an eternity. He saw the two dogs, com­
ing with bared fangs and dripping jaws. 
He thought he had fired at both—only 
to realize that he had but turned the 

gun. He could not pull the trigger on 
an empty gun.

He threw the weapon into the face of 
the one on the rock. The dog yelped 
in pain and slid down, only to run up 
again. Joe whirled to meet the other 
with his bare hands.

And then a third dog sprang in from 
the rocks. He struck Joe’s shoulder 
and hit the ground, growling deep in his 
throat. He drove at the hound's fore­
leg. the force of his leap propelling him. 
The hound tried to get at his attacker's 
throat. His head darted to one side 
and then the other.

Suddenly his snarls gave way to 
pained cries. Instead of fighting the 
other dog in. he pulled away from him, 
fighting frantically to get out. An­
other jumped in to help him. Instantly 
the dog released the first attacker and 
lunged for the second. The leap threw 
him into relief against the moonlight. 
It was Crutch—tail stiff, ruff bristling, 
eyes flashing, teeth bared !

'pHE cave echoed to the growling, 
chopping bites of the two dogs, 

fighting muzzle to muzzle in a narrow 
space. Crutch clamped over the other’s 
ear, and the growls changed to shrill 
yelps. The maddened dog ripped away 
and lunged with teeth clashing like 
knives.

Outside, the pack barked and leaped 
over each other in their eagerness. The 
night was hideous with the racket of 
their yelping and snapping. Joe stood 
back to defend the baby, should any get 
past Crutch. But none did.

One at a time, he took them on. He 
slashed forelegs, broke bones, tore into 
undefended stomachs, bit ears and sides 
and eyes. Every one of them left some 
part of the Airedale ragged, but none 
of them got past. One of them died 
when Crutch's teeth went into his jugu­
lar. Crutch twisted his body to meet 
another.

As the next rushed, with teeth gnash­



ing, slobbering in his anger, a third dog 
appeared on the rocks. Joe quickly un­
snapped his belt, but he had no need of 
weapons. As Crutch suddenly backed, 
the third dog, lunging in, caught the 
other on his back. They separated in­
stantly, but not before Crutch had 
smashed into them. There was a mix­
ture of bodies and a raging wrangle of 
teeth. Joe could not tell in the half 
light which was which.. He saw flashing 
teeth—stiff, clawing legs—a whirl of 
dogs. Xow one was on top, now the 
other. Then there was only one dog.

Back to Joe, he barked a joyous, 
throatv bark, daring the bear pack to 
battle an Airedale. One of them, snarl­
ing his challenge, rushed.

Crutch backed and crouched. The 
other lunged, jaws open. He got his 
teeth into the Airedale’s neck. Both 
went up on their hind feet. Claws dug 
in. Long streams of blood flowed from 
the gashes, There were growls—a 
choked snarl from Crutch. With a 
wrench of the head he tore away. The 
twist ended with a duck and grinding 
teeth. The howling dog dropped, with 
foreleg bitten to the bone.

As Crutch released his hold, the 
hound jumped up again, bristling and 
stiff-legged, teeth bared under the fiery 
lights of his eyes. Tight between the 
rocks. Crutch met a dog who fought 
like himself. His attack was rapierlike, 
rapid anti slashing. His head darted 
from one side to the other. He, too, 
went for the foreleg, and he forced the 
tiring Crutch to the last ounce of en­
durance.

Every trick Crutch tried, the hound 
knew. Of a sudden Crutch gave vent 
to an excited whine. He backed. The 
other drove in, mouth open. Crutch, 
with a vicious snarl, locked his jaws 
over the hound’s jaw—followed a long, 
horrible crunching. The other dog 

pulled away, pulled away, gurgling and 
choking in his pain. Suddenly Crutch 
let go and his teeth sank into the neck.

WHEN the hound fell, the Airedale 
stood over him, swaying with ex­

haustion, ears ragged, his curly coat 
soggy with blood. ' He was prepared to 
go on fighting. But the dogs did not 
come on.

“Now the men'll come,” said Joe to 
himself.

He heard shots, but they were not 
aimed at him. Men shouted and ran. 
Then he heard his name called, and 
knew it was Jones yelling.

A little later they carried Crutch into 
the living room of Gertz’s home. Jones 
\valked close beside. They set the Aire­
dale down on the rug in front of the 
log fire. Jones started to look at the 
wounds, but Crutch nosed off his hand. 
He looked at the cuts himself, licking 
and sniffling, almost turning himself in­
side out to get at his sides and flanks. 
He licked and grunted—snorted to him­
self. At last he stretched out on his 
side, closed his eyes and lay limp.

“I sure thought he’d deserted when 
the shootin’ was on,” said Joe.

“You know where he went?” replied 
Jones. "He come down for me. I knew 
the way he acted somethin’ was up. At 
first, I wouldn't come ’cause I was 
watchin’ that plane. But he made me 
come. He don’t know when he’s licked, 
that pooch don't.”

“So that's what he was doin’!” By 
way of asking forgiveness for his unbe­
lief, Joe said, “You ain't such a dumb 
crutch.”

Crutch apparently did not hear. He 
lay unmoving. Joe started for him, 
thinking he had lain down to die. Then 
he saw the Airedale had one eye open, 
observing him. The one eye twinkled 
—and danced—and twinkled.



The Wax Voice

IN the workroom of Miles Abadie, 
New Orleans jewel importer, Ivan 
Kremoff leaned over a spinning disk 

polishing the last facets of the great 
Brazilian diamond, “Star of Amazon.” 
A long Russian cigarette glowed from 
his bearded lips. He removed the ciga­
rette at times to mutter angrily.

“Recheck” Steve Malone, private de­
tective. lounged in a chair behind the 
diamond cutter, alone with him in the 
little room. That was according to Aba­
die’s order; he had employed Malone 
to watch the diamond—and Kremoff. 
Two weeks Malone had been on the 
tiresome job. He amused himself by 
checking everything in sight. He knew 
how many of those long cigarettes the 
diamond cutter smoked, and when. For 
example, there were now seventeen 
cigarette ends on the grinding table; 
that meant it was nearly two thirty. 

By three, when Kremoff quit work, 
there would be twenty-four. Twenty- 
four since one o’clock; twelve every 
hour. Day after day the count was 
the same.

Checking things was Malone’s hobby; 
he found it paid sometimes. He asked 
casually;

“What’ll the big rock weigh, Krem­
off, when it’s done?”

The Russian shrugged. He shut off 
the power, skinned the gloves from his 
long fingers, and rose.

“Exactly two hundred and six Eng­
lish carats.” He tossed the cigarette 
oh the grinding table. “Come, the fog 
is too bad, and electric light blinds one; 
I will work no more to-day.”

“You don’t like your boss,” Malone 
said, though the question was superflu­
ous. Kremoff was constantly betray­
ing his dislike for Abadie. Now, with 



a guttural exclamation. he waved Ma­
lone away, and, lighting another ciga­
rette—the nineteenth, Malone noted— 
sat down before his lathe.

The detective, carrying the diamond, 
crossed the hall to a glass door directly 
opposite the polishing room, lettered 
“Miles Abadie. Importer." As Ite 
stepped into the office, Abadie, a tall, 
sour-featured Englishman, was just en­
tering from his private room. He 
frowned at the detective, glanced 
sharply at his watch, then asked:

“I say. what the devil’s this? Krem- 
t.'lT's not stopping, is he? At half after 
two ?”

His thin voice was querulous, as if 
lie held Malone to blame. The detec­
tive shrugged. "

“Too dark. He says he can’t see by 
electric light.’’ Malone nodded to the 
window that looked out on the alley.

"It is thick outside to-day—regular 
New Orleans winter fog.”

E handed the Star of Amazon to 
.Abadie. The diamond merchant 

pocketed the stone. He stood tapping a 
bony finger on his teeth, regarding Ma­
lone with his pale, blinking eyes. .At 
her desk near the door the stenogra­
pher, Miss Dumont, clicked steadily on 
a typewriter, the headpiece of a dicta­
phone clamped to her ears. Abadie’s 
glance swung to the girl; to the clerk, 
Trimble, standing at a high bookkeep­
er’s desk by the window.

Then he beckoned the detective to 
his room and closed the door. Malone 
sat down beside the littered desk. Aba­
die had been answering his correspon­
dence ; a second dictaphone stood by the 
swivel chair. He rolled it away.

"Kremoff's acting queer,” he said 
moodily. “Y’ know, of late I’m get­
ting jumpy, suspicious, of every one 
about. It's the Star—be jolly glad to 
see it done, and sold. I’ve had it a 
long time. Never should have cut it 
now. but I'm pressed for cash. Danger­

ous to possess a diamond of such 
value.”

Shaking his head, Abadie reached in 
his pocket for the diamond, regarding 
it with strained eyes.

“I'm a gem expert of sorts,” he said.. 
“I was a grader at Kimberly, and the 
Minas Gereas in Brazil. And I never 
saw a big stone’s history but what car­
ried murder somewhere on the page.” 
He stared at the winking jewel, mut­
tered, then went on: “Silly, but all week 
I’ve had a feeling hanging over me— 
that I was to be done in—and it might 
be Kremoff as well as another.”

He repressed a shiver. Malone 
laughed, but he wondered at the strange 
expression in the other’s face.

“Done in? Not while I'm on the 
job," he said. “Kremofif’s sore, that’s 
all. Says you don't pay enough. A 
diamond cutter in New York or Lon­
don gets half again as much, he says.”

“New Orleans is not New York or 
London." Abadie defended. “This dia­
mond—worth twenty thousand pounds 
in London—will go begging here." He 
shifted uneasily, looked at his watch 
once more. "Well, keep a keen eye 
on Kremoff. It lacks a minute until two 
thirty-five; I shan’t go to the vault for 
another quarter hour. You may wait 
outside now7—and send Trimble with 
the vouchers.”

As Malone went out, he checked his 
own watch against Abadie’s, a matter 
of habit. The two timepieces were ex­
actly together. He called to the clerk, 
John Trimble.

“Abadie w'ants you.”
Trimble rose, shuffling a handful of 

loose checks. He was an intelligent, 
clear-eyed young man with a direct 
glance.

“The ghost walks to-day,” he smiled, 
holding up the checks. “Yours is the 
biggest, as usual.” The detective nod­
ded. Then Trimble stepped close, 
whispered: “Mr. Malone, there’s some­
thing I’ve wanted to ask you for a long
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time. Are these correspondence courses 
any good? Can a fellow learn detective 
work from them?'’

Malone grinned. “Guess so.” he an­
swered. “The finger-print stuff and all 
that, you have to get it from a book. 
Why ?”

Trimble hesitated, then said, low­
voiced, as if half ashamed:

“Well—I’ve been studying a course 
at night. I don’t want to be a book­
keeper all my life. And, look at you 

■—making as much every day as I earn 
in a week.”

"Yeah, but I had to get wise; work 
out a system. I got one, y’ know. They 
call me ‘Recheck.’ And it took time, 
kid. Still—why not go up for the po­
lice exams?”

Laying a hand on the detective’s arm, 
Trimble said earnestly:

“I want to talk to you about that, 
Mr. Malone.”

THERE was the impatient sound of 
a window slamming open in Aba­

die’s room. Trimble broke away, but 
paused long enough to ask: "Would 
you eat dinner with me to-night?”

"Sure,” answered Malone. He 
grinned at Trimble. After the clerk 
had entered Abadie’s room and closed 
the door the detective winked at Miss 
Dumont. He moved to her desk.

"Trimble wants to be a dick," he 
said. “He thinks it’s gravy.”

Miss Dumont switched off the dicta­
phone, glanced up at him. She was a 
handsome girl with piercing black eyes. 
They always made Malone feel that she 
could look clear through him. Her 
hands were funny, though; something 
queer about the way they moved.

“A dee-ck,” she repeated, twisting 
the word into a foreign sound. "I 
think you mean—like you? Well,” and 
a sudden, bitter edge was in the girl's 
voice, “I do not blame Trimble that 
he has a wish to leave this place.”

"Abadie doesn't stand so high with
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you. Why?” Malone asked easily. 
“What’s your grievance?”

Miss Dumont turned her black, 
searching eyes on him. Her answer 
had a steel-hard ring.

"I hate him.” she said.
“Why do you hate Abadie?” he 

asked.
Glancing up, he saw a queer thing. 

On Miss Dumont’s lip a tiny spot of 
blood stood out; Malone realized her 
teeth had done that. She leaned down, 
bent almost double, and with an awk­
ward movement wiped the blood away. 
That odd gesture the detective had ob­
served before. Something was strange 
about Miss Dumont's arms. They 
were always at her side or resting on 
the typewriter keys. Malone studied 
her face.

"It is nothing. I have no wish to 
------” The door of Abadie’s office 
swung open and Miss Dumont halted. 
Abadie’s voice came from within:

“That will be satisfactory.”
Trimble backed out.
"Yes. Mr. Abadie,” he replied, and, 

closing the door, turned. “Here’s your 
check, Miss Dumont------” The clerk’s
voice halted, “Why, what’s the mat­
ter?” He looked at the girl’s flushed 
cheeks, swung to the detective. But 
Malone blandly waved his hand.

“Not a thing wrong,” he answered. 
“Why?”

Again Trimble stared at the girl, but 
Miss Dumont had gotten hold of her­
self.

“Yes, why do you ask that?” she 
echoed. Trimble shrugged.

“Thought you looked excited is all— 
Abadie wants to sign his letters before 
he takes the diamond to the vault.” 
Trimble moved on toward his desk, 
then turned, sorting the checks. "Let 
me give you yours, Mr. Malone,” he 
said.

Miss Dumont had been in Abadie’s 
office half a minute perhaps. As Ma­
lone waited for Trimble to find his 



check he heard a suppressed cry. He 
swung. The girl was standing in the 
doorway, her eyes wide.

“Where is he?” she asked of Trim­
ble. The clerk looked up from the 
checks.

“What’s that?” he asked absently. 
Then sharply: “What------”

ALONE had darted through the 
door. He reached the desk, halted. 

Abadie was not in the room. The lower 
sash of the long window had been 
raised, and smoky wisps of fog were 
drifting in. Malone strode to the win­
dow. looked out. A narrow iron bal­
cony ran along the outer wall, crossing 
the face of the building. The detec­
tive stepped over the low sill to the 
balcony floor, and, gripping the rust- 
eaten rail, gazed down.

The fog was dense; he could not see 
the alley pavement. Even the down­
spout from the roof that ran down be­
side the window disappeared in the 
mist. He noticed the pipe was newly 
painted. Then the detective glanced 
along the balcony to his right. A dif­
fused yellow glow from the office win­
dow touched the rail, and farther on 
was a second gleam of light. Malone 
started. That light was from the win­
dow in the workroom. Malone thought 
of Kremoff. But first he had better 
find Abadie. The detective sprang back 
into the room.

Trimble was standing by Abadie’s 
desk; his face showed bewilderment, 
alarm. Miss Dumont remained in the 
doorway; a cold fire burned in her eyes. 
Malone touched Trimble’s arm and 
nodded his head significantly.

“Come along,” he said tersely, and 
darted through the office to the hall. 
Abadie’s offices were on the third floor 
of the old building. The detective took 
the creaky stairs two at a bound. He 
reached the street, rounded the corner 
of the building to the alley below the 
iron balcony. He heard Trimble run­

ning close behind. The fog was like 
a curtain. Malone moved more slowly, 
feeling his way. Then a voice came 
from the mist, a faint whisper, but 
it halted the detective in his tracks.

“Kremoff—you have done me in, 
you------”

Malone’s breath suspended. He 
baited, waiting. There was no further 
sound. He moved on three steps, halted 
once more. Before him, on the alley 
pavement, lay a bloody, crushed shape 
—Abadie!

The detective knelt, lifted the body, 
but life had gone. Perhaps with the 
words Malone had heard. Trimble be­
side him, was saying over and over:

“He can’t be dead—he can’t be 
dead!”

Malone looked up grimly.
“He is, though.” His voice hard­

ened. “Snap out of it. Call the sixth 
precinct station, tell ’em to send a de­
tail from the homicide squad.”

“From the homicide squad,” repeated 
Trimble dully. Then he turned, ran 
back into the fog.

Malone drew out a tiny pocket flash 
and examined the body closely. Aba­
die had struck on his skull: it was liter­
ally battered in. There was no wound 
that he could find. Then the detective 
searched the pockets for the diamond. 
The Star of Amazon was gone! He 
took out Abadie’s watch; the crystal 
had splintered. The hands were stopped 
at two forty-two. Malone’s timepiece 
pointed to exactly two forty-six. Quick 
work.

The detective rose, slipped his gun 
from its holster under his left arm. 
Kremoff, if he was still upstairs, might 
be hard to handle. He moved swiftly 
to the building entrance, ascended the 
stairs to the third story. Trimble and 
Miss Dumont were in the hall by the 
office door.

“They are on the way,” the clerk 
whispered.

“O.. K.,” said Malone.



THERE was a light burning in the 
polishing room. Malone released 

the safety catch of his automatic. Hold­
ing the gun ready at his hip, he turned 
the knob of the work-room door, stepped 
in.

Kremoff was seated by the work­
bench, puffing at his ever-present ciga- 
ictte. '1'wo things stamped themselves 
instantly on the detective's brain ; first, 
that the man showed no surprise or 
fear on seeing him; second, that the 
window to the balcony was raised. 
Then Kremoff glimpsed the automatic. 
He leaped to his feet. He glared at 
Malone.

‘‘Steady, Kremoff," said Malone. 
"You better stick 'em up. too. till I 
frisk you for a gun.”

The cigarette dropped from Krem- 
off’s lips.

"Gun?” he rumbled with a fright­
ened stare. “I have no gun. Why is 
it you do this?” But the automatic 
pointed, and he lifted his huge hands 
above his head.

The detective went through him 
quickly. There was no weapon, but he 
found a railroad ticket (or New York 
dated that day. Malone’s eyes nar­
rowed. He thought a moment, then 
motioned to the chair.

"Sit down," he ordered. "Lift up 
your feet; ,1 want to give your shoes 
a look.” Kremoff. with a dumb stare, 
obeyed.

What he saw brought a queer frown 
to the detective’s face. He said slowly: 

"Kremoff, Abadie's been murdered. 
Before he died he named you. You’ll 
have to come along."

Kremoff gazed at him blankly. Then 
his jaw fell; his muddy eyes widened.

"I kill? Me. a Dukhobor? No, it is 
against religion!”

"Well, that doesn't stop 'em some­
times,” returned Malone. He looked 
down at the railroad ticket he still held 
in his hand. “You were leaving town, 
huh? In a hurry. That looks bad.”

“I could earn more in New York." 
Kremoff twisted his big hands. "I have 
told you that many times."

"You picked a bad day to start.” 
Footsteps scraped in the corridor, and 
Malone opened the door. Three men 
in plain clothes were coming riown the 
hall. One, Detective-sergeant Bassett, 
Malone knew. He pushed Kremoff out 
before him, greeted the sergeant.

"Been a killing, Bassett," he said 
briefly, "and it looks like this man 
here."

“Yeah?" Bassett sized up the dia­
mond cutter. “L'gly mug. Well, let’s 
hear about it."

"Better send a man downstairs; the 
body's in the side alley. I left it for 
you to see." Bassett nodded and dis­
patched one of his two men. He 
turned:

"All right, Malone, unload.”
Malone sketched in the story of the 

last quarter hour.
"Cuff him, O’Day. I’ll have a con­

fession outa him by night. Let’s see 
that office. Might get my finger-print 
man in, huh?" He swung to the clerk 
Trimble. “You come on, I want to talk 
to you."

IVA ALONE went with Bassett and 
Trimble into the room.

“Nothing's been touched,” he said. 
“Might be some prints on the sill. I 
climbed through, of course.”

Bassett turned and gazed out the open 
window.

"It’d be a cinch to cross the balcony 
from the workshop, all right.” He 
turned to Trimble. "Where was your 
boss standing when you went out? 
Just what happened while you were in 
here?”

Trimble pointed. "He sat at this 
desk. He signed the checks, then got 
up, pushed his chair back and walked 
to the window."

"Did he say anything?" pursued the 
detective sergeant. "You were the last 



in here with him. Anything look 
wrong?”

Trimble wet his lips. He half turned. 
The two men, following his glance, 
saw Miss Dumont at the office door. 
She was gazing at Trimble, level-eyed.

“Huh!” exclaimed the sergeant. 
"You mean this girl saw Abadie after 
the------”

“No,” the clerk broke in in some 
agitation. “She was in here hardly a 
minute.”

“Say. you act funny.” Bassett 
cocked his head on one side. “Maybe 
you know something, hey?”

Trimble’s lips quivered. ' Then he 
drew up.

“I don’t know what you mean,” he 
answered, ‘"but I’ll tell you exactly 
what happened. Mr. Abadie was lean­
ing back in his chair. He .asked me, 
just before he got up, if I would take 
the pay checks to the workroom. I 
said: ‘Just as soon as I post them in 
the pay-roll book.’ He stood by the 
window then, and I was at the door. 
Then he said, ‘That will be satisfactory’ 
----- ” The clerk paused, swung to Ma­
lone and Miss Dumont. “You heard 
him say that, surely you did. Just as 
J came out.”

Malone said: “Right, Trimble, I 
did.”

Miss Dumont nodded, too. Bassett 
snorted.

“Why alf the goofy looks at this girl, 
then? Why couldn’t you talk straight 
up?” . His voice showed disgust. But 
Trimble had recovered.

“I’m not used to murders, that’s 
why,” he answered angrily.

Malone was staring at the floor. Sud­
denly he dropped to his knees by the 
window. When he rose he held in his 
fingers a crumpled scrap of paper. Bas­
sett leaned over his shoulder.

“What is it?” he asked.
Malone shook his head. “I don’t 

know. But it wasn’t here before.” He 
smoothed out the scrap, a piece of white 

paper scarcely an inch square. On it 
was written:
253 l-(2/3) 2-(9) 3-(8) 4-(l/6)

The detective sergeant shrugged.
“It’s nothing. We don’t need any 

more than what you heard Abadie say 
to put this Kremoff on the sjwt. 
Where’s your phone? I’ll call the 
wagon. Don’t want to walk a guy down 
Canal Street at this time of day."

“The telephone's in the next room,” 
Malone said.

Bassett strode through the door, 
called the precinct station and the 
morgue.

I'LL have ’em pick up the stiff. Have
a look at it first." Bassett swung 

around. Kremoff, manacled to O’Day, 
leaned stolidly against the wall. The 
detective sergeant thrust his chin into 
the other's face.

"Where’d you hide out the big rock 
after you croaked him''" he asked 
threateningly. "Sing, or you'll take a 
dose of rubber hose when 1 get you in.”

Kremoff's eyes smoldered.
“Who is it says I kill? He lies. I 

know nothing of the Star since Malone 
take it.”

Bassett struck him twice across the 
mouth; hard blows with the heel of his 
palm. “Like it, you punk?" he sneered. 
"You get plenty more; yeah, and you'll 
sing, too, ’fore this night's done." He 
nodded to O’Day. “Bring him along; 
we’ll wait for the wagon downstairs. 
You coming, Malone?"

Malone shook his head.
"I’ll be where you can reach me any 

time. Here, or at home.”
“O. K." The sergeant turned and 

followed O’Day and his prisoner out 
into the hall.

Malone looked at his watch. It was 
just three thirty—an hour since he had 
held the Star of Amazon in his hand. 
Abadie’s prophecy of murder had come 
to pass—and swiftly. He looked about 



him. Trimble sat dejectedly on the 
stool by his desk; Miss Dumont, with 
Abadie’s letters in a neat pile before 
her, was signing them coolly. She 
looked at the detective.

“These are routine letters. I will 
mail them.*'

“Better write Abadie’s partner in 
New York what’s happened.” said Ma­
lone. “Trimble, check up on the work­
men's stock and lock it in the vault. 
Tell them they can go. You can go. 
too, both of you. I want this place 
to myself.”

Trimble stood up.
“I guess you won’t go to dinner with 

me, then?”
“Why, yes," answered Malone. 

“Come back about six. I’ll be ready.”
After they left and the police gong in 

the alley signaled the departure- of the 
sergeant, Malone returned to Abadie’s 
room and seated himself in the swivel 
chair. He was disgruntled. Murder 
and robbery had happened; right un­
der his eye. And Kremoff, as the killer, 
didn’t fit. It had been too transpar­
ently clear. He closed his eyes, tipped 
up the chair.

The back struck something and 
stopped. Malone, turning, saw it was 
the frame of the dictaphone. That was 
odd, because Trimble had told Sergeant 
Bassett how Abadie had leaned back 
just before going to the window. If 
Trimble was right, some one had moved 
the dictaphone. Malone looked it over.

On a shelf below the body of the 
machine were a dozen boxes containing 
the wax cylinders. Malone observed 
that each carried a penciled number on 
the cover. One number touched a mem­
ory chord. “253 to 260.” He recalled 
then the paper he had found caught in 
the baseboard by the window, took it 
from his pocket. Yes, the number 253 
was on it. He removed the wax cylin­
der from box 253, tried to fit it on the 
platen of the dictaphone But there 
was a cylinder in the machine already;

Malone did not know how to remove 
it. It might mean nothing. He dis­
missed the matter for a time, and his 
thoughts turned back to Kremoff.

BL7 as Malone revolved the murder, 
the confusion in his thoughts grew.

Those last words of Abadie’s: “Krem­
off, you have done me in," were proof 
enough. Yet something ticked a con­
stant protest in the detective’s brain. 
Habit was too strong; he must recheck. 
At last Malone got to his feet, crossed 
the hall to the workroom and switched 
on the light. As he looked about him, 
the detective’s eyes narrowed. He stood 
a long time gazing at the cutting table.

He reentered the office and began a 
systematic search through the two 
desks. Trimble's and Miss Dumont’s. 
Not with a hope of finding anything; 
it was a mechanical process with Ma­
lone. Trimble's desk drawers were 
neat, preciseljr kept. There was an en­
velope marked "Personal,” in which 
were many letters, none of conse­
quence ; receipts covering the down pay­
ment on the course in criminology, 
another in accounting: and some bills 
from a Professor Fontain at an obscure 
address on Gravier Street.

But in Miss Dumont's desk Malone 
found something that brought a quick 
gleam to his eyes. A duplicate of the 
paper he had taken from the baseboard 
by Abadie’s window. He studied the 
string: of numbers, his forehead plowed 
bv deep lines. "253 l-(2/3) 2-(9) 
3-18) 4-(l/6)."

The sound of a step in the hall in­
terrupted him. Malone closed the 
drawer and glanced at his watch. He 
had not realized that it was six o’clock. 
The clerk, entering the office, sent a 
sharp, puzzled glance at Malone, still 
seated by Miss Dumont’s desk. It 
seemed there was a faint alarm in his 
eyes.

"Am I too early'” he asked. The 
detective shook his head.



“No; it's all right," he answered 
briefly, and rose from the desk chair.

The two left the building and went 
out into the fog of old Triades Street.

They ate dinner in a quiet restaurant 
of the clerk’s selection. Malone, with 
an effort, threw off his abstraction, and 
after a time became genial, friendly. 
He asked many questions. Trimble 
was frank to talk about himself. His 
replies amused Malone. The clerk had 
been a craft without a rudder, it seemed. 
He had attempted everything—the stage 
engineering by mail, aviation, ship’s ra­
dio. Now he was set on the detective 
profession. Malone gave him his own 
system.

“None of this mystery stuff works— 
in a real crime. Just study the facts 
and check ’em—check ’em a dozen times 
if you have to. Don’t miss looking at 
everything twice. That’s my idea.”

Trimble, when he left the restaurant, 
was enthusiastic.

“I appreciate all you’ve told me, Mr. 
Malone. You’ve given me a real boost.”

Malone walked to the corner, stopped. 
He laid his hand on the clerk’s arm.

“You can,” he said, hesitating. “I’ll 
tell you plain; we haven’t touched bot­
tom on this murder. I want you to 
come back with me to the office. 
There’s something I’ve found that I 
don’t savvy. Maybe you can help un­
ravel it. Will you?”

Trimble’s face lighted up.
“Will 11” he exclaimed. “I hope to 

say I will.”

FEW minutes later Malone un­
locked the office door, asked:

“How well do you know Miss Du­
mont ?”

“Pretty well,” Trimble replied. His 
tone implied more than that. Again 
there was a faint suggestion of dis­
quietude in his glance. A look of in­
decision crossed the detective’s face. 
But he opened the door and led the 
way to Abadie’s room.

The wax cylinder from the box num­
bered 253 was on the desk. Malone 
pointed to it.

“I want to hear this. Put it on the 
machine, will you?” he requested. 
Trimble looked at him wonderingly. but 
obeyed. He set the dictaphone on re­
verse, and Malone, with a queer thrill, 
heard Abadie’s voice:

“Memo 253. February 21st.
“Ivan Kremoff. You are aware of 

the great value of this stone, and will 
understand why I have employed a spe­
cial police guard. It is done to protect 
me from outside thieves, and in no way 
is it a reflection on your honesty. The 
facet design will be seventy-two above 
the girdle------” The voice droned on,
giving technical instructions. Finally 
it stopped.

“That’s all,” said Trimble. His look 
of bewildered surprise was still in evi­
dence. The detective pointed to the 
cylinder.

“What was Abadie’s idea, telling all 
that into the machine?” he asked. “And 
the ‘Memo 253'—what’s that for?”

“All of Mr. Abadie’s instructions he 
gave by dictaphone. Miss Dumont cop­
ied and numbered them; it was her 
idea,” explained the clerk.

“Let’s hear the record again,” said 
Malone.

This time he was studying the scrap 
of paper with the cryptic numbers. 
Suddenly he held up his hand. The 
clerk, at the signal, shut off the machine.

“The words on these cylinders aren’t 
numbered, are they?” he asked.

“No, but there’s a line index; like 
on a typewriter,” Trimble explained. 
“So you can find your place if you 
want to check back on what you’ve 
said.”

“Check back?” repeated the detec­
tive. He glanced down at the scrap of 
paper. “Well, can you hit line No. 1, 
the second and third words—and then 
stop ?”

“Don’t think I can hit words,” said



Trimble. “I’ll try. though.” He bent 
over the dictaphone.

“Kremoff—you----- ” came from the
mouthpiece startlingly. The detective's 
eyes glittered.

“Now see if you can catch.the ninth 
word on line No. 2; the eighth on line 
3. and------”

“Wait." protested Trimble. “Two's 
enough ; I can’t remember more.” The 
needle scratched, then the voice of the 
dead man said faintly: “have—done 
now------”

Suddenly the clerk threw down the 
mouthpiece.

“My God!" he cried. “It’s Abadie's 
last words!" He gazed at Malone, a 
look of horror, a terrible fear growing 
in his eyes.

“Try line 4 now, the first and 
sixth words,” Malone said steadily.

“I—I can’t,” muttered Trimble. He 
stared at the detective with a weak 
defiance. Then, as if hypnotized, he 
turned to the dictaphone once more. 
The motor whirred, and after a mo­
ment, from the mouthpiece, came two 
words:

“—me—in----- ”

rpi4E room was still a long time. At 
last Malone said:

“You were in on this, Trimble. How 
did you work it?"

The clerk stared at him, his face 
gray-white.

“Me? I—I don’t know what it all 
means,” he said hoarsely. “I swear I 
don’t!” He started. “Why, Malone, 
those words—they couldn’t be heard 
across the room! How could they 
carry down three stories? Malone, 
you’re not accusing me of murder? 
I’m as innocent as you.”

The detective looked about him un­
swervingly. Of a sudden he sprang 
to the dictaphone, lifted the tube. 
There was a tiny smear of red on the 
black rubber of the mouthpiece. Paint, 
red paint—the detective’s memory gave 

him the answer. He wheeled, ran to 
the window, and. opening it, flashed 
his pocket torch on the down-spout. A 
joint in the spout close by the window 
had been dented, leaving a gap in the 
telescoping pipes. It was large enough 
to admit the mouthpiece of the dicta­
phone.

Malone turned. Trimble had ad­
vanced to the window. The detective 
said, as if thinking aloud:

"A joint in the down spout’s been 
hammered in. The tube of that ma­
chine was shoved through; the paint 
smear proves it."

The clerk shook his head, a hopeless 
and yet a stubborn gesture.

”1 still say the sound wouldn’t carry,” 
he denied. Then, conviction hardening 
his voice: “How could I have moved 
the machine from this desk to the win­
dow? I was with you every second 
till”—he shuddered—“we found Aba­
die. Besides, he was alive when I left 
this room. You heard his voice—you 
said so."

“Perhaps the words I heard came 
from this machine, too." Malone began 
slowly. With desperation in the ges­
ture, Trimble started the dictaphone.

“Now go to that door,” he cried. 
"Listen—it’s only a murmur. How 
could you—any one—be deceived?”

The detective shook his head. Trim­
ble was right, the voice did not carry 
to the door. As for a device, an attach­
ment, to magnify the sound, there was 
none on the machine. It did not need 
an expert to see that.

And yet the scrap of paper was a 
key. Trimble’s alibi was ironclad, but 
—there was Miss Dumont! A dupli­
cate of the cryptic numerals he had 
found in her desk. She had been alone 
in Abadie's room while he and Trim­
ble had gone down into the alley. She 
could have moved the dictaphone. Last, 
she hated Abadie.

The clerk came to him, his eyes sick 
with horror.



“Mr. Malone, you can’t stop now. 
Those ghastly figures are a coincidence. 
That voice could not have come from 
this room. Try it; prove for yourself 
I’m right.”

Malone stared at him. "What do 
you mean ?”

“J mean—put the dictograph tube in 
that pipe and start the motor. Go to 
the alley and listen.”

Malone laughed. “Yeah?” he said 
quizzically. Trimble clenched his 
hands.

“You think I'll cheat. Why should 
1 r' Trimble straightened. “I have 
proved my innocence. Now I want a 
chance to clear”—he hesitated—“Marie 
Dumont.”

I'he detective studied Trimble care­
fully. The youth's face had reddened 
slightly, but his eyes were earnest, 
pleading.

“Miss Dumont is what—to you?” 
asked Malone.

“Nothing—now.” replied Trimble 
with significance.

For a time Malone was silent; think­
ing fast. He made his decision, nod­
ded.

“All right," he said, "we'll try it.”
He watched Trimble roll the machine 

to the window, fit the tube. Then the 
detective went out, down the stairs to 
the alley. Miss Dumont was Trimble’s 
sweetheart. He smiled grimly. He 
was positive he would not hear the 
voice.

DEACHING the alley, he moved 
' along the building wall to the down­

spout, and stopped. He hammered the 
pipe, listened. He heard the faint 
scrape of the needle, the motor whir­
ring. Then, distinctly, almost like a 
living voice, Malone heard again:

"Kremoff—you have done me—in.”
He backed against the wall, as­

tounded. Trimble's last proof had 
turned against himself; he had, uncon­
sciously, betrayed the woman he loved. 

Malone returned to the building, 
climbed the stairs slowly. His thoughts 
were in a tangle. The finger of sus­
picion that had . first touched Kremoff, 
and then Trimble, had lifted from them 
both; rested heavily on Marie Dumont. 
Malone recalled that she had shown no 
surprise at hearing Abadie was dead.

In the office doorway Trimble was 
waiting. He asked, his voice strained, 
eager:

“Well ?”
"You were wrong. The voice car­

ried. The pipe gave it volume, maybe.”
The clerk stumbled into the room. 

He gave Malone a wild stare of unbe­
lief, then, sinking to the chair by Ma­
rie Dumont’s desk, buried his face in 
his arms. It was unpleasant for Malone, 
too, but duty was duty. He said:

“I can’t chance it that you’ll see the 
girl between now and morning. You'll 
have to sleep in the station house to­
night.”

Trimble leaped up.
“You can’t do that!” he cried. “I'm 

in the clear—no court would hold me.”
“Maybe not,” replied Malone. “But 

you’re a material witness; you'll do 
what I say. What’s this girl’s address? 
1 can find it if you don’t give it to 
me, Trimble.”

“It’s 1627 St. Charles,” the clerk 
muttered after a pause.

Malone switched off the office lights, 
locked the door. He started down the 
dark hall with Trimble, then paused. 
He had ' forgotten something; some­
thing he must recheck. Malone touched 
the clerk’s arm.

“Have to go back a minute. Come 
on.” The two retraced their steps. As 
the detective halted at the door, fum­
bling for his key, he caught a tap of 
footfalls, faint but unmistakable. Some 
one was coming up the stairs. Listen­
ing a moment, he pulled Trimble back 
into the deeper shadows by the balcony 
window.

“Quiet,” he whispered.



The footsteps became more distinct. 
Then—at the stair head, Malone judged 
—they again ceased. More confidently 
they came on, approached the office, 
halted once more. As the figure leaned 
down to fit the key in the lock, Malone 
recognized Marie Dumont.

rpRIMBLE gave a sudden cry, but 
the wind slammed the opening door 

against the wall; covering the sound of 
his voice. The next instant Malone’s 
gun jammed his ribs.

The girl had not heard. She closed 
the office door. Through the opaque 
glass Malone saw the beam of an elec­
tric torch flickering. He pushed Trim­
ble to the workroom, unlocked it, 
shoved the clerk inside. Then he 
snapped one bracelet of a handcuff on 
Trimble’s wrist, and the other to a heat­
ing pipe. He warned:

"Make a noise—and it’ll be tough for 
you.”

Moving into the corridor, Malone 
locked the door. Then, crossing to the 
office, stood listening. He heard the 
faint rustle of paper, desk ■ drawers 
opening. Carefully Malone tried the 
office door. He slipped inside.

The flash light played over the desk 
m Abadie’s room. Marie Dumont was 
searching through it. Evidently that 
for which she looked was not there. 
The torch beam moved, touching the 
walls, exploring every corner.' Malone 
felt for the wall switch, pressed it. The 
lights flashed on blindingly. Marie Du­
mont, with a stifled scream, snatched 
out for something on the desk.

Her arm moved with that awkward 
hitch. The detective reached the desk 
and picked up a woman’s handbag. He 
sprung the clasp. There was a small 
revolver inside. Malone broke the gun, 
pocketed the cartridges, then looked up 
gravely.

“Ready to shoot it out, eh?” he said.
The girl’s eyes were menacing.
“Yes—if that were necessary.”

“You came back—for the Star of 
Amazon?” continued, the detective, a 
question in his voice. “Of course— 
not safe to carry it away this after­
noon. Was that it?”

Marie Dumont’s face did not change. 
Malone took the scrap of paper from 
his pocket.

“You are smart,” he said. “But I 
found this under the window. It is 
yours, isn’t it?”

The girl stared at the sheet; still her 
white face betrayed nothing. “I have 
never seen this before,” she said. 
“What is it?”

Malone lifted his shoulders, tried a 
new tack.

“Tell me, how long had you been 
planning to kill Abadie?”

At this Marie Dumont only laughed, 
but it had a chill sound.

“Come.” Malone's voice hardened. 
“You did it. Pushed him through the 
window, over the balcony rail. Timed 
it just right, didn’t you?”

“I would make no denial if I had 
killed Abadie. I told you I hated him,” 
rejoined the girl coolly enough. “Un­
fortunately, as you may have observed, 
T cannot lift my arms.” With a slow, 
painful effort, she rolled her dress 
sleeves, first the right, then the left. 
Both forearms were wasted, shriveled. 
Malone remembered those awkward, 
slow gestures that had puzzled him. 
“There is not a child’s strength in 
them," she said. “I find it difficult 
enough to press the keys of the writing 
machine.” Her eyes flamed. “An in­
jury to the spinal cord. A bullet—Aba­
die’s bullet—did that.”

“Abadie’s bullet!” exclaimed Malone.

MARIE DUMONT bent her head.
Then her eyes lifted; they met his, 

carrying a sinister gleam.
“But that is not why I hate him. 

Do you know from where the Star of 
Amazon came? I will tell you. It 
was stolen with other stones from my 



husband, who had his small workings 
near the great Minas Gereas in the Bra­
zilian field. Stolen at night from his 
pillow, while I slept by his side. A bul­
let in the dark killed him; a second crip­
pled me. But not before my husband’s 
knife had struck; left one thief dying 
in the room. And in death this man 
gave me the name of the one who had 
paid him to rob us.”

She paused. Malone’s face was rigid. 
“Well?” he muttered.
Marie Dumont gazed coldly at him.
“It was Miles Abadie,” she answered. 

“He was overseer at the Minas Gereas 
then.” A long silence followed. The 
girl resumed. “Before I recovered he 
had gone away. I have searched five 
years to find him," she concluded wear­
ily, “to be cheated in the end—of my 
revenge; and the Star of Amazon.”

The detective, half bewildered, said: 
“But Abadie—he must have known 

your------”
She laughed bitterly. “He only paid 

the thieves. They robbed where they 
pleased. He did not know—or care— 
whom.”

Again there was silence. The detec­
tive tried to get his thoughts in order. 
Every clew was shattered.

“Do you intend to marry Trimble?” 
Malone said at last, an abrupt, harsh 
question.

The girl gazed at him searchingly; 
shook her head. “That does not con­
cern you. Well, he has not asked yet. 
I think he knows my heart is buried 
with Hernando, my husband.”

“You told him of Abadie?”
Marie Dumont nodded. She stepped 

forward eagerly.
“Now you understand why I came 

to-night. To find the Star, which is 
mine by right. And it is hidden in this 
room. I sense it.”

“Sense it!” ejaculated Malone.
“Yes.” Marie Dumont bent her head. 

“I have lived in the diamond fields all 
my life. Those who know will tell you 

there is a sense, a feeling, when one is 
near to a great diamond.”

The detective gazed at her with an 
incredulous smile.

“It will be hard to convince the courts 
that the Star of Amazon is yours. They 
will agree that what you’ve told me is 
motive for a murder.” Malone flashed 
a sudden glance at Marie Dumont. “It’s 
nearly midnight,” he resumed, “I’ll have 
to ask you to leave now—but be back 
to-morrow. And I’ll want a doctor’s 
certificate on your injury.” He paused. 
“And you’re sure you don’t know what 
the figures on this paper mean?”

“I have said I did not.” Reluctantly 
the girl moved to the door. “Doctor 
Maras, at the Gravier Clinic, will tell 
you my arms are cripples. Yes, I will 
be here to-morrow.”

Malone waited till her footsteps on 
the stairs had died away. Then he re­
leased Trimble from the workroom. 
The clerk frowned at him angrily as 
he unlocked the handcuffs.

Malone said: “Another shock-proof 
alibi, maybe!” And Trimble’s face 
lighted. The detective went on: “You 
can go now, but be here in the morn­
ing.”

“I’ll be here,” replied the clerk. His 
anger had suddenly evaporated. “Un­
til this thing’s all straight; or Marie’s 
cleared, anyway. An alibi, eh? That’s 
good.”

AT nine o’clock the morning follow- 
ing the murder, Detective Sergeant 

Bassett had a phone call from Malone. 
Bassett’s temper was short. The whole 
card of the third degree had failed to 
shake Kremoff’s denial of guilt. How­
ever, the detective sergeant agreed sul­
lenly to meet Malone at the office of 
the diamond merchant in a half hour.

On arriving he found a stranger with 
Malone, a cadaverous man in flashy 
clothes. The private detective intro­
duced him as Mr. Klinger. Marie Du­
mont was clearing out her desk, Trim- 



We making desultory entries in the 
books of account. Malone led the de­
tective sergeant and Mr. Klinger to 
Abadie's room and closed the door.

“\ou failed to get Kremoff’s con­
fession?" he asked.

Bassett agreed sourly. Malone bent 
close. He told the officer all that had 
occurred during the hours following the 
murder. He gave the sergeant some 
details as to Mr. Klinger, which Bas­
sett accepted doubtfully. Then Malone 
called Trimble and Miss Dumont.

“I’m going to rehearse what hap­
pened yesterday," he said. “Miss Du­
mont. Trimble—I want you to help me 
act it out. I believe we may clear up 
this thing. Come.”

The detective moved to the window. 
Raising the sash, he stepped out on the 
balcony, swung around. His gaze fixed 
on Marie Dumont.

“Abadie stood here,” he began. “Not 
inside the window. There were rust 
marks from the gratings on his shoes. 
So—a child might have thrust him off 
balance. Why, you, Miss Dumont, 
could strike me with your shoulder now 
and I would fall.”

The detective paused. Marie Du­
mont's lips were bloodless; there was a 
defiant glitter in her eyes.. Malone con­
tinued ; his tone was casual, but his eyes 
never left the girl's face. She glared 
at him.

“Of course Kremoff would be sus­
pected. But Kremoff has a habit that, 
for me at least, proves him innocent. 
Cigarettes. I mean. Each afternoon, 
between one and three he smokes 
twenty-four cigarettes; one every five 
minutes, as regularly as a clock ticks." 
He turned to Bassett. “I have re­
checked that fact daily in the weeks I’ve 
been here. Now, then, ten minutes be­
fore Abadie was killed, I left Kremoff 
in his workroom—with seventeen ciga­
rette ends on his workbench. The time 
was two twenty-five. At two forty, 
fifteen minutes after the murder, when 

I arrested Kremoff in his workroom, 
there were twenty cigarette ends—one 
for each five minutes while I had been 
gone. Kremoff did not throw a man 
off the balcony—commit murder—with 
a cigarette between his lips. Did he, 
sergeant ?”

Bassett scowled.
"Damned if I know. He might 

have."
“He might have,” Malone agreed 

dryly, and resumed: “But there were 
no rust marks on his shoes! Well, let 
that go. I’ll make a guess at the where­
abouts of the Star of Amazon, though, 
while I'm here. Now. this water pipe 
with a dented slip joint; it has been 
painted recently; any one would say it 
was too conspicuous a hiding place. 
Still------" He reached up into the
crevice between the lapped joints, and 
after a moment drew out a round ob­
ject in a bit of chamois. Malone shook 
from the cloth into his palm—the Star 
of Amazon!

DASSETT, with a harsh exclamation, 
sprang close, staring at the cold, 

radiant jewel. The thin man sucked 
in his breath. From Trimble's face he 
might have been gazing at a miracle. 
Only Marie Dumont showed no sur­
prise. Her eyes held that glitter of 
defiance. She held herself rigidly erect 
and belligerent.

Malone scrubbed at his paint-smeared 
fingers with a handkerchief.

“This red stuff sticks. We noticed 
that last night, eh, Trimble?"

The clerk’s eyes flickered. He shot 
a quick glance at Marie Dumont, then 
turned away.

The detective climbed down into the 
room.

“Now,” he said, “we’ll go over what 
happened in the office outside.” The 
three men and Marie Dumont followed. 
He pointed through the door. “Sit 
down there at your desk, Miss Dumont, 
as you were yesterday when you told 



me how you hated Abadie. Trimble, 
you had just come out with the checks.”

From his wallet Malone withdrew the 
check the clerk had given him the day 
before. He passed it over.

“Take it. We will assume you are 
holding all the checks,” he said, smil­
ing. “Now place your hand on the 
knob. Let’s see; that is about as you 
stood yesterday.” Malone moved Trim­
ble around. “Yes ; like that. You were 
looking through the door, it was partly 
closed, and Abadie said------What did
he say?”

From the room beyond came a voice 
—Abadie's voice!

“That will be satisfactory.”
It was weird; uncanny. Marie Du­

mont screamed, put her head down on 
the desk. Bassett’s lips twisted in a 
clear scowl. The tall man, Mr. Klinger, 
held a handkerchief before his face. 
But Trimble’s face was like ashes.

Malone turned to him, gave a quick 
nod.

“Correct,” he said. “And next, 
Trimble gave me my pay check.” He 
took the check from the clerk, reversed 
it. “And I find, on the other side, 
this!”

Suddenly Malone’s voice rang, metal 
hard.

“How did it get there, Trimble?”
The clerk, staring at the check, began 

shaking like a palsied man. He tried 
to speak, but the words trailed off to 
muttering.

“Perhaps the hand that murdered 
.Abadie,” the detective said, “left that 
smear there! Trimble, when you had 
the Star of Amazon safely hidden, after 
you hurled Abadie from the window, 
you failed to recheck. You were too 
sure. You thought your double alibi, 
that faked voice of Abadie’s—then the 
dictaphone trick which put the crime on 
Miss Dumont—could not be broken. 
But you failed to remove all the paint 
smears from your fingers.”

TRIMBLE whipped a hand inside his 
coat, but Bassett clamped his fore­

arms in a viselike grip and twisted. 
Trimble’s weapon fell. The sergeant 
clicked a pair of handcuffs on the clerk’s 
wrists.

“Gun play, eh?” he gritted. "That’s 
as good as a signed sheet. I won’t 
need to work a confession outa you.”

Trimble said dully: “Yes, I killed 
him.” He glanced at Malone under his 
brows. “I wanted the stone. I thought' 
you were fooled. You were, part of the 
time ?”

Malone looked up at the question. He 
smiled slowly.

“Too many alibis, Trimble: too in­
genious, this voice out of the dictaphone. 
Miss Dumont was smart enough to have 
done it, yes; but too smart to leave 
two numbered papers—-clews—where I 
would stumble on them.” He shook his 
head. “And you found the words on 
the cylinder so easily. 1 checked it 
again after you’d gone; I couldn't do 
it. Then I hooked up the dictaphone to 
the drain pipe, went down to the alley; 
a recheck again. But the sound didn’t 
carry.”

The detective took a letter from his 
coat.

“And in your desk was this receipted 
bill from Professor Fontaine. ] always 
recheck, I told you that. So J looked 
him up this morning. A ventriloquist. 
You’d taken lessons in voice projection 
—for the stage. He said you could 
do it well. Then that thick fog in the 
alley helped; I couldn’t see you. So 
I paid Klinger to come over here. He's 
on at the Orpheum this week, a clever 
ventriloquist. I put a cylinder on the 
dictaphone, let him hear Abadie's voice. 
It upset you, Trimble. 1 counted on 
that. More than on the smeared check. 
I thought you might remember how the 
check looked when you gave it to me. 
Because—I smeared that spot of paint 
on it myself—this morning.”



Lazy For Convenience
By William Bruner

REACHING down from his saddle. 
‘‘Or Man" Barnett picked up a 
long spear of grass, upon which 

he chewed thoughtfully with strong, 
horsy teeth. He cursed expressive!}'. 
His two companions nodded glum!}', in 
complete agreement.

'lull}’ Maddux, who squinted with his 
left eye, and Bert Sanford, of the San­
ford boys. could offer plenty of sym­
pathy but no advice. This outrage was 
something new in their varied experi­
ences. The}' had encountered plenty of 
rustling, to lie sure, but nothing quite 
so wholesale and high class.

"Here comes yore boy," said Tully 
Maddux, squinting his eye toward Mid­
dle Pass. ‘‘Don’t see how come he got 

here so quick. Reckon he ain’t much 
account on a ranch after puttin’ four 
years in the navy, hull, Michael?"

01’ Man Barnett’s shaggy, gray eye­
brows lowered in a heavily disapproving 
frown.

"It all depends." lie said irritably, 
‘‘Mike knows a heap about tying knots 
an’ such, as well as considerable infor­
mation you might call useless. Steerin’ 
a ship an’ shippin' a steer may be two 
altogether different things----- "

"But yuh can't do neither when ytili 
ain’t got neither." Bert Sanford inter­
rupted, his dee]> voice booming unhap­
pily. Bert was a little man, twisted like 
a mesquite and as hard, but his voice 
was a thing to hear and to remember.



"May be two altogether different 
things,” OF Man Barnett continued 
grouchily, “but, knowing about one 
might help when you’re doing the other. 
Mike's sorta lazy, since what he calls 
his cruise, but he's bright an’ very ob­
serving. Also, if he ain't no smarter 
than his old man, I stand to lose about 
ten thousand dollars I could maybe use.”

Mike Barnett clattered in at a gallop, 
puzzled by the lack of either cattle or ac­
tivity. Mike’s eyes, gray and clear like 
his father’s, were wide open and staring 
against the tropic tan of his lean face; 
and his black brows, meeting as they did 
over his straight, short nose, heightened 
this effect.

"What’s up?" he asked.
Ol’ Man Barnett pointed at the fence, 

which was down in a tangled mass of 
barbed wire and spindling, crooked 
posts, for more than a hundred feet. 
A broad trail ran from the break across 
the rough fringe of foothills toward the 
brown valley.

"Somebody,” said Ol’ Man Barnett, 
"has saved us the trouble of shippin’ 
them steers of our’n—all two hundred 
of ’em. In other words, they have been 
removed to parts unknown by persons 
unknown—which is a damn sight luck­
ier for them than it is for us 1”

“Done anything about it?”
01’ Man Barnett snorted. “Sure, 

we’ve done something about it. We 
followed ’em, son, to Welton, an’ then 
we sorta gave up in disgust. They was 
loaded on a train, an’ I guess by now 
they’re in Yuma.”

“El Paso,” suggested Bert Sanford. 
“I lost mine, too—’bout a hundred head. 
Ninety-two, to be exact.”

“We was thinkin’ bout notifyin' the 
inspector,” Tully Maddux said, “when 
we saw you coinin’. Bert says he was 
to be at his brother’s place very early 
this mornin’.”

Bert Sanford nodded.
“That inspectors’s a pain in the hip,” 

he growled. “But I reckon he’s our 

best bet. He might know what to do, 
if anything.”

It was decided, after considerable 
argument, that the three ranchers would 
ride to their neighbors’—the Randalls, 
the Cendoyas, and the Martins—to 
spread the news, while Mike went to 
Sam Sanford’s place, just beyond Bert's, 
and got Mr. Higgs, the new cattle in­
spector. • They were to reunite, as soon 
as possible, at Welton.

“You might find Sam in a pretty nasty 
humor,” Bert Sanford said, as he rode 
away, “because he’s sick. Sam always 
gets onery when he’s sick.”

DY the time Mike reached Sam San­
ford’s place, it was hot. There was 

no one around the house, but Sam’s rat­
tletrap of a car was there, along with a 
new sedan, which Mike took to be the 
inspector’s. Sam’s place was a wea­
ther-worn remnant of a once extensive 
adobe, lacking in every convenience. 
The yard was littered with tin cans and 
all manner of useless junk, including 
the scattered parts of at least two auto­
mobiles. Even the tall cottonwoods 
which shaded the place seemed forlorn.

Mike dismounted, dropping his pony’s 
reins on the ground. As he scuffed past 
Sam’s car, he could feel the glow of 
heat from the radiator. The motor 
meter on the inspector’s car indicated 
that Higgs’s engine was cool.

As Mike walked across the yard, com­
bining the peculiarities of a sailor’s walk 
and a cowpuncher’s in his rolling, awk­
ward stride, a man appeared in the dark 
oblong of the ranch-house door. He 
was tall, narrow shouldered and bent 
in the middle. His nose was thin and 
crooked, as though habitual sleeping on 
his left side had twisted it to the right; 
and his eyes were a pale, almost-yellow 
brown. Though he had never seen the 
man before, Mike knew it was Mr. 
Higgs, the new cattle inspector.

Introducing himself, Mike casually 
told the inspector that nearly three him- 



dred head of cattle had been stolen from 
his father and Bert Sanford. Higgs 
seemed to be annoyed.

“And I guess they expect me to find 
their cattle for them?" he inquired.

“They sort of acted that way.” Mike 
admitted. “How's Sam?"

“I think he’s got the pip!” Higgs 
snapped. “1 just got here about ten 
minutes ago. and all I've got out of him 
is groans. Come in.”

Mike followed the inspector into the 
dim, cool adobe. A greasy table stood in 
the center of the room, piled high with 
unwashed tinware and glass jars of 
salt, sugar and moldy preserves. The 
rusty range was likewise cluttered with 
frying pans and battered kettles. The 
oven door was missing. Mike remem­
bered seeing both of them in the yard.

“Howdy,” Mike said, looking at Sam, 
who lay fully dressed on a bunk in the 
corner. His forehead was smudged 
with black, and his face was in need of 
a shave.

“I’m sick," Sam Sanford groaned. 
His voice was querulous and thin—as 
different from his brother’s as were the 
two men themselves. Once, Mike had 
wondered why the Sanford boys lived 
apart, but now he knew. Very few 
people would care to live with Sam.

“You're Mike Barnett, back from the 
navy, ain’t you?” Sam continued.

“The same,” Mike grinned. “Came 
over to get Mr. Higgs', and to tell you 
that Bert lost all the steers he was plan­
ning to sell, along with two hundred 
head from the Bar X. They were on 
this side of the range, so it’d be handier 
when it came time to ship. Some one 
came along—last night, we figure—an' 
saved us all that trouble by stealing 
every cussed one of ’em!”

“I ain’t surprised," Sam said—almost, 
it seemed to Mike, with mean satisfac­
tion. “Bert an’ your old man was al­
ways too trusting. Tell 'em I’m all cut 
up over it, but I'd die if I tried to help 
any. I was even too sick to show Mr.

Higgs them bulls he came to see me 
about."

Mr. Higgs made uncomplimentary 
noises in his throat and suggested that 
he and Mike get going.

“If you’re as sick as you sound," he 
advised from the doorway, "maybe you’d 
better hunt up a doctor. And if you 
manage to pull through, Mr. Sanford, 
I'll be around again next week."

“ Maybe I’ll go to Wilcox." Sam said. 
"You might tell Bert I was thinking 
about it."

“Nice-looking bus there," Mike said, 
as Higgs climbed into his car.

The deputy grunted. “New," he said. 
“Can’t make more than twenty in it, or 
it heats up. You coming with me?”

“Thanks. I’ll ride back. The road’s 
much farther and pretty rough. I 
ought to make Welton about the same 
time you do.”

QL’ MAN BARNETT had already 
arrived at Welton, along with Cen- 

doya—a tall, lean and very dignified 
young Mexican—when Mike got there. 
Bert Sanford had come in with Ran­
dall : but Tully Maddux, who had a 
longer ride than any of them, was still 
out.

"Find Higgs?” 01' Man Barnett de­
manded.

Mike nodded. “He’ll get here. Seems 
like a slow and deliberate sort of cuss.”

Mike joined the others on the top rail 
of the cattle pen and waited in the hot 
sun for the arrival of Mr. Higgs. There 
was no shade at Welton, and very little 
else, save a two-story, frame section 
house, painted yellow, long since 
boarded up and deserted. The railroad, 
with its many spurs into the adjoining 
mountains, had been put through in the 
days when the country knew a mining 
boom. Only one train a week puffed 
over it now—from Klecson, in South 
Pass, to a junction on the main line. 
The fireman and engineer, who lived in 
Kleeson, were the only ones in the 



country who took the once-a-week serv­
ice seriously.

It was nearly noon when Mr. Higgs 
arrived, with a bubbling radiator. He 
gave each of the ranchers a curt, busi­
nesslike nod as he approached, rasping 
his bony hands together.

"Now about those steers." he said. 
"Young Mr. Barnett tells me you missed 
them this morning?"

"He was exaggerating," 01' Man 
Barnett snapped. "As you know, we 
was planning to ship in a couple days. 
Fella from Imperial Valley was buying 
'em outright—fifty dollars a head. Nice 
man to deal with, too—named Yancey. 
But some plenty-sWart hombre—some 
one. Mr. Higgs, who ain’t no stranger 
in these parts—beat us to it. Drove ’em 
down here to Welton, an’ loaded 'em 
right out of our own shipping pen. 
They're darn near to Yuma by now, I 
reckon."

“Bl Paso," insisted Bert Sanford.
Mr. Higgs surveyed the angry group 

calmly.
"Cut the fence?" he asked. "I'd like 

to take a look.”
"Hell’s bells I” 01' Man Barnett's 

snort was most uncomplimentary. 
"What for? It looks like any cut 
fence'd look. What we want is for 
you to locate them steers. Mr. Higgs."

"He’s gotta have the facts," Mike 
said, disengaging his long legs from the 
rails of the pen. "This is gonna be an 
A-l investigation, see?" He turned to 
the inspector with an apologetic smile. 
"You can't blame ’em, sir, for being 
sorta worried about those steers."

"Three hundred cattle," Mr. Higgs 
explained patiently, "don’t vanish like 
so much smoke."

"You don’t know how comforting it is 
to hear you say that," the owner of two 
hundred of the missing animals muf- 
tered.

Higgs borrowed Sanford’s horse and 
rode with the Barnetts and Cendoya to 
the break in the Bar X fence. NTo one 

spoke during the fast ride. The ranch­
ers did not put much faith in the new 
inspector’s ability. They wished Tom 
Larkin was back, but Tom had hit a cow 
on the Patagonia road one night while 
doing fifty miles an hour, and this Higgs 
had come to replace him. Tom had been 
a fool for speed, but he got results as 
long as he lasted. Ol’ Man Barnett 
murmured something about it being 
hard to trace veal cutlets, which was 
what they’d have to do unless some one 
showed some activity, at least pretty 
soon.

While Mike and the inspector care­
fully examined the break, the cattlemen 
leaned on their saddle horns as patiently 
as possible and watched the proceedings 
with unmasked contempt.

"Ve sorta figured you'd maybe get in 
touch with the railroad an’ try to locate 
them steers that way," Ol’ Man Barnett, 
said at last.

"My job," snapped Mr. Higgs irri­
tably, "is to discover and arrest the men 
who did this. Of course, I'll also try to 
loacte your cattle."

yULLY MADDOX arrived on a 
sweating horse.

"Hey, listen,” he announced, “no­
body's home on the Martin place. I 
ain’t castin’ no suspicions, but you-all 
know what a reputation Martin used to 
have around here."

"Martin’s in Douglas,” Higgs stated 
wearily. "I saw him there yesterday. 
Y’ou can’t accuse a man just because he 
happens not to be home.”

"Oh, howdy, Mr. Higgs," Maddux 
said, chagrined. "Searchin' for hoof­
prints ?’’

Mr. Higgs failed to say.
Mike looked up from a piece of wire 

he was trying to cut, with little success.
"Mind lending me your pliers?" he 

asked. "These I got wouldn’t cut spa­
ghetti.”

The inspector, knowing his job, car­
ried such things. He pulled a pair from
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his coat pocket and handed them to 
Mike, who clipped off a foot length of 
wire, bent it and wrapped it in a hand­
kerchief. He placed the small bundle 
in his shirt pocket and returned the 
pliers with thanks.

"What the hell?” demanded his fa­
ther, irritated by Tully Maddux’s dry, 
unneighborly chuckle.

“Exhibit A,” Mike grinned. He 
swung into his saddle and favored his 
father with a wink which escaped the 
others. “We might have to prove that 
fence was cut.” He turned respectfully 
to the inspector. “What next, Mr. 
Higgs?”

Mr. Higgs thought he would return 
for his car and then drive over to Klee- 
son. where he could get in touch with 
the railroad by long-distance phone. 
Welton and Kleeson were nearly ten 
miles apart by road, Mike knew, though 
the practically deserted mining town of 
Kleeson was little more than two miles 
from where they were now assembled.

“Seems like we’re wasting a heap of 
time,” said Tuljy Maddux, “but maybe 
you know what's best, Mr. Higgs. Can 
we go along with you?”

“You could do more by staying here 
and going over the ground again,” 
Higgs pointed out. “Maybe some one 
dropped something."

Mr. Higgs rode away, his thin shoul­
ders apparently sagging’ under the 
glances of heavy disapproval which 
rested on them. The cattlemen won­
dered which of their neighbors had 
stolen and shipped the steers. They 
were certain that no Mexicans could 
have carried off the job so smoothly, and 
it seemed equally evident that some one 
who lived close by had done it. Every 
rancher in a radius of many miles was 
named and discussed with mounting ire, 
and they finally ended by all but accus­
ing each other.

"Shucks,” said Mike in disgust, “I 
bet there ain’t a one of you who hasn’t 
stretched his imagination a little when
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branding some calves. Ain’t no sense 
in getting sore, either. Just trail along 
with Mr. Higgs—who’s considerably 
more smart than you think. Notice how 
he gets all the facts before he does any­
thing ?”

“Yeah,” said OF Man Barnett, “but 
what makes you so sure Higgs is going 
to help us any?”

“Did you ever hear of ballistics?” 
Mike asked.

“No, son,” confessed OF Alan Bar­
nett, “I never did.”

“It's something he larned in the 
navy,” Tully Maddux explained wearily. 
“Let’s mosey Back to Welton an’ look 
around again, like Higgs suggests.”

Mike said he was going over to Klee­
son, to be on hand when Higgs arrived, 
and he urged his father to go with him. 
OF Man Barnett was undecided, but he 
knew Mike was no fool. He waved 
Maddux and Cendoya on their way.

"This ought to be exciting enough for 
you,” Barnett said. “If the navy handed 
you anything more puzzling to chew 
on—”

"Shucks,” Mike said, grinning very 
broadly, “there ain't nothing especially 
hot about this party—not yet, there ain’t. 
Not when a fella knows where the steers 
are maybe, an’ who took ’em.”

OF Man Barnett took a heroic bite 
from a plug of tobacco. He got it in 
working order while he stared solemnly 
at his son. Then he shook his head.

“I reckon not,” he admitted. “Do 
you ?”

“Sure, I know.” Mike jerked his 
thumb in the general direction of Klee­
son. “It was Mr. Higgs!”

M:OW, look here, Mike,” protested OF
Man Barnett reproachfully, “this 

ain’t no time for foolin’. If you ain’t 
kidding, why the name of low-down sin 
ain't you mentioned this trivial fact be­
fore?”

“Because,” Mike told him, “when you 



can't trust an inspector, who’s supposed 
to be an honest man, it’s time to stop 
trusting any one, sec?. Higgs couldn't 
do the job alone. Did you notice behind 
his cars? Coal dust and cinders!"

"You’re the observin’est fool," 01’ 
Man Barnett grunted admiringly, "1 
ever did see an’ I wouldn’t mind hearing 
some more.”

"Haven’t time,” Mike said. ‘‘We've 
got to beat Higgs over to Kleeson."

The once rip-snorting town of Klee­
son was reminded of its former glories 
by many ruined shacks, chiefly of rat­
tling galvanized iron. A few depressed 
Mexican families still lived there, as 
well as several old-timers whose mem­
ories were more important than their 
comfort. Two businesses had survived, 
a general store and a pool hall. Each 
had a telephone, connected on a party 
line.

"Higgs'll go to the pool hall.” Mike 
decided, "where there’s a booth. We'll 
listen in from the store."

They left their horses out of sight be­
hind some crumbled adobes and went 
in the store to await the inspector's ar­
rival. The storekeeper, a dried-up little 
man who was willing to oblige a couple 
of good customers, told Mike he could 
hang on the receiver of the party line 
all day for all he cared, and no ques­
tions asked.

Higgs was not long in coming, and his 
radiator was boiling again when he ar­
rived. As Mike had foreseen, he went 
into the pool hall. Mike gently lifted 
the receiver and listened to the inspec­
tor's long-distance conversation. When 
Higgs came out again, he drove back in 
the direction of Welton without suspect­
ing the presence of the Barnetts in Klee­
son.

Mike grinned at his father.
“He called the railroad, all right.” 

Mike said, "but not to trace any cattle 
trains." Ol’ Man Barnett’s face got 
long and solemn. "He told ’em he 
wanted a train to-night at Dos Caballos.

Some one’s shipping about four hundred 
head.”

“The hell!” snorted Ol’ Man Barnett. 
"There ain’t that many cows up that way 
any more—not since the T Lazy T went 
under.”

“There’s that many now,” Mike said. 
“They’re yours an’ Bert Sanford’s. 
This is how I've got it figured out. 
Higgs is the brains of this stunt, and it’s 
up to us to find out who else is mixed 
up in it—maybe just some Mexicans.

“Anyhow', he took the train that lays 
up here at Kleeson—it's over in the next 
gulch, an’ no one’d notice or even hear 
it—an' there’s enough cattle cars on the 
siding for his use. He runs it down 
to Welton, loads our steers an’ shoots 
’em up to Dos Caballos. No one knows 
it, of course. There’s nothing at Dos 
Caballos any more, except the T Lazy 
T shipping pen and some abandoned 
mills. The whole line being practically 
out of use, there ain’t no one along the 
w’ay to know whether a train passed or 
not. See ?”

“Sorta,” admitted 01' Man Barnett,
“After that, it’s simple enough. He 

brings the train back to Kleeson. He’s 
already told Bert Sanford that he’d be 
at Sam’s place this morning. Why? So 
we could find him easy. He figured 
we’d put everything in his hands, which 
would save him a couple days. Now 
he's ordered a train to Dos Caballos. 
The railroad doesn’t know and doesn’t 
care whether there's cattle there. 
They’re taking the inspector’s word for 
it.”

“Mike,” said Ol’ Man Barnett, “you 
didn’t come back from the navy any 
too quick. But I don’t savvy a lot of 
it. F.’r instance—how come you got sus­
picious of Higgs in the first place?”

IVA IKE shook his head.
“Maybe I better not say,” he de­

cided. “I’d hate to make trouble for 
some one who wasn't guilty."

On their way back to Welton, Mike 



and his father stopped by the end of 
the branch line to have a look at the en­
gine. It was hooked up, as usual, to the 
combination passenger-and-baggage car 
which served the countryside. But there 
were plenty of cattle cars, all coupled, on 
a near-by switch. Mike poked around 
in the fire box and found a few live 
coals. That was enough to end all Ol’ 
Man Barnett's doubts.

“This engine ain’t supposed to been 
used since last Monday,” he said glumly. 
“No coals’d last that long.” He smashed 
his big fists together. “I sure would like 
to lay hands on that inspector!”

At Welton, they found only Tully 
Maddux and Bert Sanford. They re­
ported that Higgs had returned and told 
them that the railroad was tracing all 
cattle trains, and that they were bound 
to learn, sooner or later, what had be­
come of the stolen steers.

“I reckon he’s gone to Douglas?” 
Mike asked.

“Yeah,” said Tully Maddux. "That’s 
where he’s gone.” He squinted at a 
high-flying buzzard. “I don’t like that 
hombre. He’s too sanctified!”

“That,” growled OF Man Barnett, “is 
all you know about it. Higgs is the 
hombre who stole the cattle!”

“Who told you that?” Bert Sanford 
demanded, his deep voice booming in 
anger.

“Mike,” said OF Man Barnett 
proudly. “Mike may be lazy, but it’s 
only for convenience.” He glared at 
the others belligerently, as if daring 
them to doubt his statement. “An’ if 
you want us to prove it, come along to­
night—to Dos Caballos!”

It was fifty miles from Welton to 
Dos Caballos by road, though the rail 
distance was considerably less. They 
decided to ride to Bert Sanford’s place 
and get his car. Mike was confident 
that he could drive them to Dos Cabal­
los before either Higgs or the train got 
there, even after taking time to eat at 
Bert’s.

“We’d stop for Sam,” Bert said, “only 
I reckon he’s too sick.”

“Yeah,” Mike grunted, adding a few 
more miles to their already reckless 
speed, “I reckon he is.”

There was no one in sight on the 
single, forlorn street of Dos Caballos. 
Mike ran the car into a deserted livery 
stable. The four of them circled over 
the hills in order to approach the ship­
ping pen, a mile or so beyond, unseen.

Because Mike had refused to explain 
his full reasons for suspecting the in­
spector, Tully Maddux was frankly 
skeptical about Higgs’ implication. 
There were moments when even OF 
Man Barnett, with all the faith he put 
in Mike’s ability, was disturbingly 
doubtful.

THEY heard the steers before they 
saw them, bellowing at the setting 

sun.
“Michael,” said Sanford with a sigh 

of relief, “them’s my cows. I'd know 
’em, after all the dehornin’ and brandin’ 
and innoculatin’ I’ve done on ’em, even 
if they was in a stew!”

OF Man Barnett felt the same way, 
and the two were almost of a mind to 
rush out and fight for their cattle then 
and there. But Mike had other plans. 
He suggested that they wait until the 
steers were loaded, and then persuade 
the train crew to turn south toward 
Welton when they reached the junction, 
instead of north toward the main line.

“That way,” he explained, “we’ll get 
’em home easier. Railroad might get 
sore, but they’ll forget it when they find 
out they’ve been saved the trouble of 
hauling some cattle they’d never get paid 
for.”

Mike and his father crawled away to 
see how many men were at the pen, 
while Tully Maddux and Bert Sanford 
made dire predictions as to what would 
happen to the guilty parties when 
caught. After a careful and almost 
soundless approach, the Barnetts could 



look directly down on the pen. 01’ Man 
Barnett cursed in a half-hearted whis­
per.

"Look!” he muttered. “That’s Sam 
Sanford down there with them four 
Mexicans.”

"Yeah,” Mike admitted, “it's Sam, all 
right. I was afraid we’d find him tan­
gled up in this. When I got to his place 
this morning, his car was still warm, an’ 
Higgs’ bus was cold, though he told me 
he’d just drove up. I guess maybe I 
wouldn't got suspicious if he hadn’t lied 
to me like that.”

Ol’ Man Barnett was silent for a long 
minute.

"Sure will be hard on Bert, finding 
his own brother in on this,” he said 
slowly. “An’ Sam ain't such a bad cuss, 
even if he is maybe a little shiftless an’ 
no-account.”

"That’s what I was thinking,” Mike 
said. "Of course, it might be possible 
to arrange this thing.”

They looked at one another squarely. 
“It might,” 01’ Man Barnett agreed. 
The moon was full, rising at sunset, 

and in that clear air it would give 
enough light for the loading. At the 
same time, a man would not be recog­
nized at even a short distance. Mike 
and 01’ Man Barnett made their plans 
before returning to Maddux and San­
ford.

"Higgs likely brought those Mexicans 
across the border for this one job,” 
Mike said, discussing his scheme with 
the others. “They’ll shove off at the 
first sign of trouble. That leaves the 
train crew—engineer, fireman, conduc­
tor and two brakemen—and Higgs and 
this other hombre. The train crew 
won’t want to get mixed up in any fight 
over some steers.

“The train’ll be going through Dos 
Caballos pretty slow, on account of so 
many switches which aren't any too sure 
any more. Tully and Bert will hop on 
down there somewhere and persuade the 
engineer and the rest of them that the 

best thing to do is to go to Welton. 
They’ll likely agree if you can convince 
'em that they’re hauling stolen cattle. 
If not—you got guns, and they haven’t. 
Meantime, dad and me will take care of 
Higgs and this other bozo.”

"Who is he, anyhow?” Bert Sanford 
asked. "Any one we know?”

“That," Mike answered truthfully, 
“would be hard to say."

At seven o'clock, they heard an auto­
mobile. Mike went over to take a look 
and came back with the report that it 
was Higgs. A little less than an hour 
later, the empty train came puffing up 
the grade to Dos Caballos, and, shortly 
after that, the night was made noisy by 
the bellowing of the steers as they were 
driven up the chute into the cars.

AA ADDUX and Sanford slipped back 
toward Dos Caballos, while Mike 

and his father crept down on the pen. 
They were not noticed. Mike looked 
in Higgs’ car and discovered that the in­
spector had left the key in the ignition 
lock. He turned it, took it out, and put 
it in his pocket. On Sam Sanford’s, he 
lifted the hood and disconnected the 
spark-plug cables.

“Just in case," he whispered, "our 
plan misfires."

The work of loading was quickly 
done. The usual delay, caused by the 
cattle inspector himself, was absent to­
night. Higgs had nothing to inspect. 
The engine chugged, and the train 
creaked into motion. From their place 
of concealment behind the cars, the 
Barnetts saw Higgs pay the Mexicans, 
who ran to catch up with the train.

Higgs came and put his foot on the 
running board of his sedan.

“Well," he said to Sam, “that's done. 
The railroad won’t suspect this shipment 
until Barnett and your brother start to 
squawk, and maybe not then. By that 
time, it will be too late." He laughed 
disagreeably, through his long nose.

“Hope not," Sam said. "To tell the 



truth, Higgs, I cuss the day I ever met 
you—but it's too late to think about that 
now.”

"You're damn right,” Higgs snapped. 
He climbed into the car and fumbled for 
the ignition key. “I’m pulling out. 
You'll get your share, and no one will 
suspect you as long as you keep your 
mouth shut.”

“Which is more, inspector,” Mike 
said, thrusting his head above the body 
of the car, “than you can say for your­
self I"

At the same moment, Ol’ Man Bar­
nett stepped in front of Sam. Both 
Mike and his father had their guns 
drawn. There was a moment of deep, 
startled silence, broken only by the 
rumble of the departing train. Higgs 
and Sam slowly raised their arms.

“Well,” Higgs finally said, “pretty 
smart, aren't you? Got us red handed. 
What are you going to do about it?”

"You'll be surprised.” Mike told him. 
“A Mexican got’one year a few weeks 
back for stealing one cow. At that 
rate, you ought# get three hundred, but 
seeing as that ain’t possible, and there 
can't be no justice nohow, we thought 
maybe we'd let you both go.”

"Witty, too,” Higgs said. “Sam got 
you all wrong. Said you were too lazy 
to worry about.”

“That was unneighborly of you, 
Sam,” Mike said reproachfully. "But I 
won't hold it against you if you do as 
I say. If you're convicted, all the ranch­
ers in this county will get to suspecting 
each other again, and there’ll be war in 
less than a month. Also, we figure it 
would be pretty tough for Bert, who's 
a special friend of ours. So we're let­
ting you go, Sam, and the only way we 
can do that is to let Higgs get away, 
too. But Higgs has got to take the 
blame by clearing out of the country, 
and not coming back!”

Higgs grunted. “AiVhat if I refuse?” 
he asked. “You can't run me out and 
expect me to keep quiet, see? You 

haven’t got any more on me than you 
have on Sam.”

“Sam’s supposed to be sick,” Mike 
reminded the inspector. “If he's smart, 
he's going home pronto an’ get sick.”

He pulled the handkerchief-wrapped 
piece of barbed wire from his pocket 
and held it in front of Higgs, the two 
ends together.

"Both those cuts are chewed in the 
same way,” Mike explained patiently, 
“the only difference being that you made 
one last night—and I made the other 
this morning, with your pliers. You’re 
going to give me those pliers before 
you go. ■ They are rotten pliers, Higgs, 
and cut crooked, leaving a trade mark 
on the wire same as the rifling of a gun 
does on a bullet.”

"Oh," said Ol' Man Barnett, “is that 
ballistics ?”

“Yeah,” Mike grinned. "You might 
call it that.”

Higgs considered a minute. "All 
right,” he said finally. "You win.”

Mike took his gun, along with the 
pliers, and then he gave the inspector 
his ignition key.

“Now,” he advised, “beat it—an’ drive 
like hell! This has to sound like a get­
away, see? And don't forget that no­
body'll miss you if you don't come 
back!”

QAM got the same advice while Mike 
helped him replace the spark-plug 

w;res. Then the two cars started out, 
racing madly down the rutty road, while 
Mike and his father fired shots into the 
air. Then the Barnetts ran to the livery 
stable. The train, just beyond the de­
serted town, had come to a halt. There 
were shots as the two machines rattled 
past. The street and the tracks were 
widely separated, so that there was little 
danger of Sam’s car being recognized. 
Mike found a horseshoe nail in the old 
stable and forced it into a rear tire 
with Higgs’ pliers.

"Now,” he said, "we have an excuse 



for not following. Let's catch the train 
and put the run on those Mexicans.”

'I'he train crew had been convinced, 
although somewhat forcibly, that the 
cattle did not belong to the men who 
were shipping them. Maddux, proud 
with this success, was inclined to be 
bitter over the escape of Higgs and Lis 
unknown companion.

" Too darn much seamanship in this 
here cow country." he complained.

Bert Sanford was satisfied. For 
him, the important thing was the recov­
er)’ of the steers, and that had been ac­
complished.

"I ain't hankerin’ for more trouble.” 
he said, “an’ there’d be plenty if we 
had to go to trial.” He turned to Mike.

“I’ve been tryin’ to figure out how you 
knew it was Higgs.”

“Too long a story,” Mike said.
“Or why you cut off that piece of 

barbed wire,” Maddux added. "That 
was real intelligent."

“That.” Mike grinned, "was to make 
a back scratcher.”

"You lazy cuss 1”
Ol’ Man Barnett chuckled.
“It’s convenient.” he said, winking at 

Mike. Then he began to snort. 
“C’mon 1 C’mon! Let’s get goin’. 
Gotta put these cows to bed. They was 
up all last night, an’ now again to-night. 
They’ll be so wore out an’ lean at this 
rate that we won’t get a dollar eacli 
for ’em!”



By

Bad News In. Blue

Introducing the Canary

HE big, bluff man in the blue 
serge suit, Charlie Roe, bustled 
up importantly. The "law” is 

usually conscious of its advantages. 
"Well,” the man chuckled heavily, “once 
in a while I know my oats. How about 
it, Abe?” he asked the bookmaker, a



dapper, slim little man. A pace away, 
the "Canary Kid" saw something not 
unlike a fleeting expression of pain 
cross Abe's face.

"I'll say you do, Mr. Roe,” replied 
the bookie.

"I'm bad news in blue'. Every one 
finds that out sooner or later." He 
whisked out a silk handkerchief and 
mopped his brow. “What have you got 
on the cuff now. Abe?”

The bookie consulted several loose 
sheets of memoranda. “You're in me 
for three grand."

"I’ll kick back one of it in the fifth 
hop.” answered Roe. He leaned con­
fidentially forward, his voice pitched in 
an unintelligible key: "Right on the 
beak—understand ?”

A minute later he was pushing 
through the Saturday-afternoon crowd 
that had come to Empire City on the 
"hilltop," for the get-away-day card. 
There would be no metropolitan racing 
until September, when the horses re­
turned to Belmont. The Spa loomed 
ahead with its month of waters, pretty 
women, fashionable clubhouse parties, 
gaming rooms by night and rich purses. 
The Canary Kid watched the man in 
blue disappear. He glanced down at 
his penciled program. Once more his 
eyes narrowed at the name of the colt 
in the fourth race. This horse was 
Channing Westervelt's entry. This was 
going to be a lucky day.

Coming up from Times Square on the 
bus, the Canary Kid imagined he had 
a hunch. Perhaps it was because Wes­
tervelt. the young millionaire and sports­
man. so nearly resembled himself. On 
three consecutive Saturdays he had 
glimpsed Channing Westervelt on the 
porch of the clubhouse. Like himself, 
the other was tall and blond, with a 
pink-and-whitc complexion and the trick 
of wearing smart clothes.

The Canary Kid frowned. Black- 
Satin was the young sportsman's entry 
in the handicap. Was there anything in 

his present hunch? The Canary Kid 
asked himself, did a chance resemblance 
to an elegant spendthrift justify him in 
wagering all or part of the eighty dol­
lars in his wallet?

“What’s the price on Black Satin, 
Abe?"

“Five to two. Seven to ten a place. 
One to three show,” the little bookie 
informed him.

“Big hearted to-day, aren’t you?”
“Try and do better,” the other re­

plied succinctly.
“Give me fifty bucks’ worth on the 

nostrils,” the Canary Kid requested. 
“Nobody'll ever wear diamonds playing 
favorites.” When the bookie made a 
note of the transaction, the Canary Kid 
flipped open his cigarette case. “By the 
way, who is the big boy in navy blue? 
I’ll bet a whistle went with that suit. 
You called him Roe.”

“That’s right—Charlie Roe. He 
must have been born under a Christmas 
tree. A hard-working fella can’t get no- 
wheres with him. He’s playing sure 
shots—get his info out of the feed box.”

“A capper?”
The bookie nodded his head. “Don’t 

fool yourself. Roe blasts his wise stuff 
right out of trainers and owners. You 
can’t tell me. It’s a gift!” He laughed. 
“I wish he’d give it back. Guess what 
he always says when I try and pump 
him ?”

The Canary Kid glanced in the direc­
tion of the lawn. Joe Traill was waiting 
for him somewhere near the rail. It 
still lacked twenty minutes of post time 
for the fourth race. He flicked a lighter 
for his cigarette and inhaled. He looked 
haughtily at the bookie.

“I’ll bite, Al)®. What does the big 
boy say when you ask him, ‘How 
come?’ ”

The little bookmaker slipped his pa­
pers in his coat pocket. “The other day, 
I says, ‘Who's feeding you the arti­
chokes, Mr. Roe?’ Well, he laughs and 
says, ‘I do get the right word, don’t I, 



Abe?’ I sayS, ‘I'll tell the world!’ 
Then he laughs and answers: ‘Listen. 
I’ll slip you a tip because you're a 
square little somebody. Abe. Any one 
can cuddle up to the feed-box dope. It’s 
a cinch.’ This stops me for a minute 
or two. ‘How do you mean?’ I asks, 
and all he says is. ‘Save a guy from 
drowning some time when you haven’t 
anything better to do.’ What does it 
sound like to you?"

The Canary Kid fingered his green 
cravat which harmonized so perfectly 
with his gray flannels. "Code ! Funny, 
I sort of placed Roe as a square-toe."

The bookmaker looked up at him 
swiftly. "Him a cop? I’m laughing all 
over. Whcre’d you get that bright 
idea?”

“Don’t know. One of my bright in­
spirations, I guess."

"Trade it for a celluloid collar," the 
bookmaker advised, “and throw a 
lighted match at it. If he’s a dick I’m 
an opera star!”

THE Canary Kid made a leisurely way 
across the lawn. Traill, undersized, 

wizened and shabby, loomed up out of 
the crowd. He resembled a typical race­
track tout, but the Canary Kid knew 
that Traill had nothing in common with 
the sport of kings save the opportuni­
ties it afforded to mark out a heavy win­
ner or some woman whose jewels looked 
real.

In the vernacular of his underworld 
associates, Joe Traill was "a leather 
weeder, con man, and grifter.” In 
fact, he was a cheap little crook.

"Get a bet down, Kid?” he inquired. 
“Yes.”
“A dinge from the Butler outfit.” 

Traill continued, “was chinning with 
a swipe up at the paddock. According 
to him, it’s all High Flyer in the next 
romp. A twenty-to-one shot. You 
didn’t happen to get a ton of ’at?”

“I laid fifty on Black Satin to win,” 
the Canary Kid told him precisely.

Traill’s thin lips mirrored an ironic 
smile.

"Still playing the Westervelt goats, 
eh? You and your hunches, Kid! Just 
because you happen to look like that big 
shot------”

The sudden pressure of the Canary 
Kid’s hand on his thin arm silenced him 
abruptly.

"That’s enough 1”
"Can’t you ever take a joke? I’m only 

throwing bouquets at you!” Traill’s 
tone was conciliatory. “Say, if I had a 
front like you I’d be in the dough—on 
the level. And what do you do when I 
hand you a compliment—try and break 
my arm. What a pal!”

I'he Canary Kid shouldered a way to 
the rail. Distantly the brazen notes of 
a bugle sounded, and eight mincing 
thoroughbreds appeared and, started 
their parade to the post. The Canary 
Kid noted the Westervelt entry headed 
the procession, a black colt with a gleam­
ing coat. Its jockey wore the young 
sportsman’s lavender-and-old-rose col­
ors. The eight horses moved toward the 
distant barrier.

"I should have put the whole eighty 
on him,” the Canary Kid thought.

Beside him. Trail edged in closer. 
"What a lousy track. Only meant for 
exercise boys. Listen. This layout 
was intended for trotting horses. I re­
member my old man bringing me up 
here as. a kid. No admission, you just 
walked in, helped yourself. The turtles 
were hitched to rigs with bicycle wheels 
so------”

T HE Canary Kid glanced at the club­
house. Channing Westervelt this 

afternoon was conspicuous by his ab­
sence. His expensive automobile was 
not in its usual place. Westervelt was 
not present to see Black Satin run in 
the handicap. Probably, the Canary 
Kid mused, Westervelt was yachting off 
Oyster Reef, down on Long Island, 
where he had a summer place.



A sudden shout directed his gaze 
back along the track. The barrier had 
been sprung, and the field was away. 
Bunched, in a shifting haze of dust and 
color, they thundered past. The dis­
tance was one mile and an eighth. It 
took them around the oval track and 
would bring the winner across the wire, 
not a dozen feet away from where Traill 
and the Kid stood.

“High Flyer two lengths to the good 
at the three-quarter pole! Looks like 
he’s coasting along!" Joe Traill’s voice 
sounded through the shouts and cries. 
“You can’t tie the smokes when it comes 
to the inside, feed-box dope!”

The mile, and then the stretch. High 
Flyer had chucked it. Three horses, 
running with the same ground-devour­
ing strides, thundered out of the closely 
bunched field. The jockeys stood in 
their stirrups. Whips rose and fell. 
The roar of the crowd deepened into a 
hysterical, pleading volume. The fire 
of hoofs announced the finish in front 
of the judges’ stand and the satisfied ac­
claim vented upon a winning choice.

“Black Satin in the last nod!’’ some 
one to the right of the Canary Kid cried. 
“Did you see the ride the boy put up? 
One of those old Sande finishes. Pick 
’em up and put ’em down!”

The Canary' Kid buttoned his jacket 
and smiled at Traill. “Bum hunch? My 
lady of fortune is beginning to smile 
again."

The small crook’s face darkened. 
“Meaning you’re not going to Sara­
toga?"

"Meaning I shall stay here in town 
and see Nicholas Kane at six.”

“You’re off your nut!" Traill growled.
The Canary Kid shrugged. “Possibly. 

However, at the moment I am more in­
terested in some miniatures in jeweled 
frames, right here in town. Saratoga 
can wait.” He smiled thinly. “Five-to- 
two favorites won’t pay the overhead at 
the Spa. You know,” he reminded 
Traill, "how much I dislike cheap hotels, 

bad food, and the pinch-penny stuff. 
No, I’ll wait to hear what Nick has to 
say. Possibly I'll run up later.”

“In your big boat?” Traill sneered.
“Perhaps. What’s the mater with 

you to-day, Joe? Not in a very affable 
humor. You didn't happen to have a 
few dollars riding on High Flyer?”

/ “Yes, I did. A couple of tens," the 
other retorted. “Now I don’t get a 
berth in the sleeper. I sit up all night 
in a day coach. On the level, whoever 
got anywhere, listening to swipes?”

The Canary Kid laughed. “Not you, 
at least. Joe, I'm going back to town. 
I’m saying good-by here. If the mood 
moves me, I might see you at Saratoga 
within a fortnight: if not, let us part 
with a dash of advice. Keep your fin­
gers out of strange pockets and brush 
your teeth before retiring. By so doing 
you will retain your freedom and 
health.”

“On the level?”
The Canary Kid consulted his watch. 

“By sprinting,” he murmured, “I may 
make the four-fifteen bus.”

“What a pal!” Joe Traill mumbled, 
but the young man who wore his gray 
flannels with the jaunty elegance of a 
millionaire was already out of earshot.

l^ANHATTAN simmered in the de­
clining July afternoon. Times

Square, when the Canary Kid stepped 
from the bus, was wilted. Traffic 
seemed to go at a slower pace. The 
theater crowds were swelling the slug­
gish tide of pedestrians moving north 
and south.

The Canary Kid walked three blocks 
up Longacre; turning west, he reached 
the small hotel where, since the middle 
of June, a third-floor rear room had 
been his. It possessed that most cher­
ished asset, a bathroom boasting a 
shower. The Canary Kid loitered in its 
cool, drenching rain. As he dressed, 
putting gray flannel aside for tan serge, 
he was certain that New York in sum­



mer was an attractive spot if one had 
good clothes, money, and a shower.

With a cigarette the Kid now lounged 
comfortably before the open window 
and considered the appointment made 
with Nicholas Kane. Kane, the cus­
todian of an underworld fence and a 
man whose mind was a scrapbook of in­
formation, promised something of in­
terest. The Canary Kid smiled retros­
pectively. His luck was on its up and 
up, and he had Nick Kane’s tip.

At half past five the Canary Kid took 
a taxi through the Park, out the Sev­
enty-second Street gate and into a neigh­
borhood beyond the border of the thor­
oughfare Joe Traill referred to as the 
Rue de Ritz. Here the cluttered, untidy 
side streets have nothing in common 
with Park Avenue, only four or five 
blocks away.

When his taxi stopped, the Canary 
Kid paid his fare and went down a flight 
of rusty stairs to a small basement shop 
littered with furniture, battered musical 
instruments, rolls of carpet and bedding, 
and boxes of musty books. A second­
hand furniture store, was Nicholas 
Kane’s “front.”

A bell jangled when the Canary Kid 
pushed the door wide and stepped into 
the perennial twilight. In all of his 
visits it seemed impossible to grow ac­
customed to its moldy odor. The dust 
and grime offended his fastidious senses. 
So did the bent, shirt-sleeved, drab man 
who stepped out of the rear shadow’s 
and shuffled forward. This Nicholas 
Kane wore a distrustful, tight-lipped 
face and a collarless shirt. His eyes 
were cold and noncommittal.

“Sit down, Kid,” he invited.
The Canary Kid spread a handker­

chief across the wooden seat of a chair. 
Kane smiled faintly. .

“Well, it’s six o’clock, and I’m here, 
anxious,” the Canary Kid declared, “to 
hear what you have to say.”

“It’s plenty!” The man bent over 
and touched his knee with a long, 

crooked forefinger. “You only know 
it’s ivory miniatures, old heirlooms, in 
frames set with jewels?”

“That’s all, Nick.”
“Jessup told me about them first. Jes­

sup used to be a butler there. Was a 
butler until the girl’s wedding. He tried 
to get his hands on a string of pearls 
and only skipped out with a minute to 
spare. Now he’s stony—without enough 
guts to try and turn it himself. He was 
in here yesterday, wanting me to hand 
him fifty dollars on account. Fifty 
dollars, with the miniatures untouched. 
What does he think I am—some kind 
of a fool?”

“What did you do?”
“I told him to come back to-morrow. 

He stayed an hour, sketching plans. I 
have them here, for you, if you’ll go in 
on it with me.”

The Canary Kid narrowed his eyes. 
“I want the low-down. You talk about 
miniatures and floor plans, butlers and 
a fifty-fifty split, but I want to know 
whose house it is, how much the minia­
tures are worth, how much risk.”

ICHOLAS KANE inched his chair 
closer. “The miniatures belong to 

Westervelt—Channing Westervelt, and 
they’re in a secretary—in the bottom 
drawer—of the house on Seventy-eighth 
Street. Young Westervelt’s away, down 
at Oyster Reef, and Jessup had a dup­
licate key made for every room in the 
place. You walk in, help yourself, and 
walk out------”

The Canary Kid's mouth tightened. 
Westervelt! His thoughts of the earlier 
afternoon came back to him. Fortune 
or Fate, he knew not which, apparently 
was intent upon weaving the threads of 
his destiny with those of the man he 
superficially resembled. Picking up the 
pencil-lined drawings Kane laid beside 
him, the Canary Kid held them to the 
street light filtering in. Absently he re­
marked Jessup’s notations, the ex-but­
ler’s commentaries.



“The miniatures.” the man beside him 
murmured, “are family portraits, done 
by Verneuil, the French master—the 
man who did the miniature of Queen 
Victoria. They’re not worth much out­
side of the frames. I don't intend to 
break them up. We’ll hold them here 
until Westervelt offers a big enough re­
ward for their return. You see? It 
isn't like a string of diamonds, a brace­
let or loose stones. The householder 
takes the insurance money and lets it go 
at that. But miniatures are different, 
family stuff. You can't replace it. 
When it’s gone, it’s gone. Money won’t 
bring it back, unless there’s enough of 
it offered.”

The Canary Kid listened without 
comment. He knew enough of Nicholas 
Kane to understand the other spoke only 
of what he knew to be accurate facts. 
More than once Kane had supplied 
lucrative hints. He reflected, his glance 
intent upon the drawings that things 
which seemed so simple often proved 
to be the most difficult. But, after all, 
when luck is with you, why not lean on 
luck.

"A fifty-fifty split, Nick?”
The man nodded. “Exactly. As 

usual."
“ But if it’s such a cinch------”
“You’ve got the front, the class,” 

Kane pointed out. “I’ve seen pictures 
of Westervelt. You're him—in minia­
ture. If anything came up you could 
bluff and talk your way out of it.”

The Canary Kid reached for his cig­
arettes. “I’ll swing it.” he decided.

THE city’s heat was tempered by a 
faint, stirring breeze after the twi­

light merged with evening. The Ca- 
nary Kid, emerging from a bench in the 
Park, where he had idly viewed the traf­
fic parade, looked at the luminous dial 
of his watch. It lacked something of 
being eleven o'clock—an hour from 
midnight, on an evening when the city 
had no wish to return indoors.

He walked leisurely up Fifth Avenue, 
turned east at Seventy-eighth Street and 
at once was in a quiet, aristocratic neigh­
borhood, where private houses were 
boarded up for the summer. On the 
south side of the block, five buildings 
from the avenue beyond, the Westervelt 
house stood, unboarded and with light­
less windows.

The Canary Kid eyed it with some 
curiosity as he went past. The house 
had been in the Westervelt family for 
many years.

The stoop of brownstone led to a 
double-doored vestibule. The outer 
doors swung easily inward. The inner 
door yielded to the first of Jessup’s keys. 
With a breath of satisfaction the Can­
ary Kid closed it after him and took 
stock of his surroundings. Shadowy 
rooms were on the right. A suit of ar­
mor stood rigidly on guard in the mid­
dle distance, and to the left a circular 
flight of stairs lost themselves in the 
murk of the landing above.

The lower floor contained nothing of 
any particular value. His business lay 
within a second-floor library, where 
stood an antique walnut secretary. With 
Nicholas Kane’s floor plans in his mind, 
the intruder soon located the proper 
room. A wall switch kindled a chan­
delier overhead.

The blaze of light revealed a massive 
secretary on the north side of the room.

The Canary Kid shot a swift glance 
about before he sauntered over to in­
spect the bottom drawer. A turn of 
the second of Jessup’s keys, a neatly 
tagged key. and the drawer slid open, 
disclosing among other things a large 
mahogany box, resembling a cigar 
humidor.

The Kid raised its lid and found him­
self contemplating at least a dozen small 
chamois bags, methodically laid out in 
rows. The first of these, as well as 
the others, secreted an oval ivory minia­
ture. Its dull-gold frame was set with 
precious stones. The Canary Kid re­



placed the miniature in its chamois bag 
and the bag in its mahogany box. Keep­
ing $ the box he closed the drawer, 
straightened up. turned—and went sud­
denly stiff.

A young man lounged in the door­
way. a slender, tall young man with 
blond hair, blue eyes, and a hand fon­
dling an automatic revolver. Channing 
Westervelt in person ! The Canary Kid 
recognized the other immediately. His 
identity brought no particular satisfac­
tion. ft clearly explained those un­
looked for details which marred the 
simplest of tasks. Young Westervelt, 
yachting off Oyster Reef that afternoon, 
had exchanged the salty cool of the 
countryside for the sultry heat of Man­
hattan.

'‘Please." the Canary Kid murmured 
affably, "be careful with the artillery. 
It might go off all of a sudden. Then 
think how uncomfortable you’d be with 
me ruining this splendid rug.”

“It will go off all of a sudden,” Wes­
tervelt replied, equally as affable, “if 
you don't do as ] say.”

“Just what is that?”
“Place the box on the table, then turn 

around, with your hands above your 
head, and stand with your back to the 
wall, so 1 can search you.”

“It really isn't necessary,” declared 
the Kid. “J haven't a weapon. How­
ever, you're at liberty to look, of 
course."

He set the mahogany box down care­
fully on the table, obediently7 fulfilling 
the order. In so doing, the Canary Kid 
picked out a certain spot along the 
wainscoted wall. The man in the door­
way took no heed of its significance. 
The Canary Kid laughed under his 
breath.

“Now, then," Channing Westervelt 
continued briskly, "we’ll stage a little 
playlet. entitled ‘Patient Waiting.’ I 
might add J took the precaution of tele­
phoning the police before I came down­
stairs.”

THE Canary Kid considered the other ;
with unfeigned interest. At the race­

track Westervelt was of about the same 
height and build, the same appearance. 
At close range the resemblance was not 
at all marked. Had it not been for 
blond hair and blue eyes Westervelt’s 
likeness would have been decidely 
negligible.

"You telephoned the police?"
“They promised,” the young million­

aire declared, "to send some detectives 
over immediately. They should. I imag­
ine, arrive at any moment.”

"Promptness,” the Canary Kid 
lamented, "is not one of their virtues. 
And, holding my hands up is not what 
might be called comfortable. With your 
permission------”

Westervelt shook his head.
"As you are, please!”
The Canary Kid pressed his shoulder 

to the wall. The protruding button of 
the light switch made its presence known 
in no uncertain manner. He mentally 
calculated the distance separating him 
from the young man with the gun. 
Then he pressed hard and smothered a 
sibilant exclamation, as the lights in the 
chandelier winked out. Nimbly he 
darted to one side.

Westervelt's trigger clicked impo- 
tently. In the next breath the Canary 
Kid had him by the throat. He dug his 
thumb into the vulnerable spot near the 
windpip? and held him in merciless, 
throttling hold until he felt Westervelt 
grow limp. Now he let him drop to 
the floor, switched back the lights, and 
strained his ears. A car entered the 
cjuiet street outside and was coming to 
a stop. Swiftly the Canary Kid whipped 
out his silk handkerchief, bound Wes­
tervelt's jaw securely, and shot a glance 
about. A circle of curtain cord served 
to pin the unresisting arms of his victim 
stoutly behind his back. The Canary 
Kid threw open the door of a closet. 
But before he bundled him into it he 
made a hasty inspection of Westervelt’s 



pockets. A wallet, some letters, keys, a 
roll of money.

It was when he had transferred the 
last of them to his own pockets that the 
eerie stillness of the house was disturbed 
by the staccato ring of a doorbell. The 
Canary Kid produced a pocket mirror 
and smoothed his hair. With a pull at 
his cravat, he buttoned his coat, as the 
bell continued its metallic summons, 
lighted a cigarette, and descended the 
stairs.

The door opened, and three men en­
tered the foyer—sharp-eyed men, with 
questioning glances and bluff, blunt 
methods of approach. Upon the trio the 
Canary Kid bent a quizzical, wondering 
look.

“Is there something I can do for you 
gentlemen ?" he began, with the proper 
amount of puzzled curiosity.

“Who are you?” the spokesmen for 
the three began. Then, before the query 
could be answered, he continued: “I’m 
Dugan from headquarters. A call came 
in about fifteen minutes ago from Wes­
tervelt over here. He said——”

The Canary Kid’s quizzical look 
changed to one of amiable amusement.

“Somebody’s been playing a practical 
joke on you boys. I think I know who 

> it is. I'm mighty sorry you were trou­
bled. I'm Channing Westervelt, and 
I’m quite certain I did not send for 
you."

The plain clothes man’s cold eyes 
wandered over him. “Young Wester- 

, velt, eh?" He grunted. “What are you 
doing in town?"

The Canary Kid returned his look. 
“I fail to see what business it is of 
yours. As a matter of fact, I ran in 
from Oyster Reef a couple of hours 
ago. Look here, are you doubting my 
identity ?”

He laughed with genuine relish, reach­
ing for and producing Westervelt’s wal­
let. Its transparent left face contained 
an automobile license. The Canary Kid 
hi Dugan look at it before, with the 

bored amusement of one making the 
identification complete, he careless!)' dis­
played letters addressed to Westervelt’s 
Long Island residence and New York 
office. Dugan's gaze lost some of its 
suspicion.

“A joke, you say? No joke on a 
night like this—with a pinochle game 
going on, Mr. Westervelt.”

“I imagine not." The Canary Kid’s 
smile was sympathetic. “Here's a little 
something you can divide with your two 
men and put in the pot—with my com­
pliments.”

Westervelt’s roll of money contained 
several twenty-dollar bills. The Canary 
Kid thumbed off three of them and 
handed them to Dugan to distribute. 
The detective grunted.

“Well, this is nice of ypu, Mr. Wes­
tervelt."

“Not at all. Sorry you were chased 
out on a false alarm. By the way, 
Dugan, just keep a sharp eye on the 
house while I’m down on Long Island, 
and I won’t forget you. I’ve a collec­
tion of miniatures I never seem to re­
member to put away, and, of course, I 
don’t want them stolen.”

“Trust me. Mr. Westervelt. Good 
night and thanks again. All right, Joe? 
Let’s get back."

'P'HE Canary Kid watched them return 
to their car and chug off down the 

street. He lighted another cigarette and 
went back to the library. The closet, 
once he opened its door, showed a per­
spiring and acutely conscious Channing 
Westervelt.

“Sorry,” the Canary Kid murmured. 
“I've been entertaining the gentlemen 
you telephoned. They’ve gone now. I 
gave them special orders to watch this 
house carefully and reimbursed each 
with a double ten spot. Sixty dollars 
of your money. I'll leave the door 
slightly ajar, so you can get some air 
and, just to show my heart’s in the right 
place, I’ll put in a call when I’m safely 



away. Don’t worry. I'll send some one 
around to release you.”

Westervelt’s eyes followed him, as the 
Canary Kid picked up the mahogany 
box containing the miniatures. There 
was a small hand bag on the shelf of the 
closet. The box fitted into it, and the 
Canary Kid snapped it shut. Then 
with a word to Westervelt he switched 
off the lights and let himself out of the 
library, went down the stairs and 
stopped short, as the thunderous bell 
rang again.

The Canary Kid narrowed his eyes. 
Dugan and his friends returning? Who 
—what ?

A hanging lamp lighted the foyer. 
The Canary Kid turned to the front 
door, swung its bronze knob over, and 
frowned at the man in the vestibule, who 
greeted him with all the geniality of an 
old friend.

“Hello, Mr. Westervelt. Mind if I 
come in? I was just passing by and 
happened to notice the light upstairs. I 
want to thank you for——

For the second time that day the Can­
ary Kid found himself confronting a 
big, bluff man in a blue serge suit, the 
same man who had given Abe, the little 
bookmaker, near heart failure with his, 
winning bets. He stepped in, and the 
next instant the Canary Kid dropped 
the bag he carried and lifted his hands 
quickly, stretching for the vaulted ceil­
ing overhead. The round mouth of the 
police revolver moved an inch closer to 
him.

“If you don’t mind-——”
“Not at all. I’m Roe from the pre- 

cinct two blocks east—a square-toe, a 
dick. Neat the way you fooled Dugan, 
but not so neat now, big boy. Chan­
ning Westervelt is one of my friends, 
ever since I hauled him out of the deep 
and briny when his speed boat went 
blooie. You know,” he confided, pick­
ing up the bag the Canary Kid had 
dropped, “I love to grab you slick birds 
when you’re all set for a nifty get-away. 
I'm bad news in blue to you guys. You 
all find it out—sooner or later, too!”
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Danse Macabre
By F. B*. Watt

SIX hard days on the trail had done 
much to put ’‘Shrub's" conscience 
to sleep, but it rose and hit him like 

a blow between the eyes when he 
rounded the familiar bend in the river 
that brought his cabin into view. There 
was a thin spiral of smoke rising from 
the chimney, a square of soft, rose-col­
ored light marked the single window 
the building poss&Ssed.

Uis lead dog sniffed the crisp air and 
uttered a single, sharp bark. Like an 
oft-repeated echo came a shrill, staccato 
chorus from the direction of the cabin. 
Some one. obviously, was paying a call 
or using the shack for the night in the 
free-and-easy camaraderie of the North­
ern traveler.

Who the devil could be using the 
cabin ? No native, he was certain. He 
didn't get along with the Chippewans or 
Dogribs. As for whites, he and ‘‘Slag” 
were the most remote on the river. And 
it couldn't be Slag. Slag was dead.

He pulled up before the cabin, 
marked a train of dogs chained in the 
shelter of his woodpile, and then drove 
his own beasts into their corral. Fight­
ing down the temptation to investigate 
the house immediately, he walked casu­
ally to his fish cache and filled his arms 
with frozen, sticklike conies. He re­
turned to the dwelling unhurriedly, re­
trieving his self-possession with every 
step. He kicked open the door and 
stepped into the light.
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By the stove, a stranger bent over a 
merrily sizzling moose steak. He had 
removed his outer clothes, revealing a 
khaki shin and blue trousers with the 
broad yellow stripe of the Mounted Po­
lice down the seams. For an instant the 
conies rattled in Shrub’s arms. Then a 
harsh laugh rose in his throat—to be 
choked off sharply. What the devil was 
the matter with him, anyway? This 
policeman was here in answer to his 
own message, sent south by a passing 
Indian two days after Slag had died,

yn E officer raised a smooth, ruddy 
face and grinned a welcome. He 

was no more than a boy for all his six 
feet two of rugged body. Shrub ex­
perienced a great wave of relief. He 
had expected that Corporal Wilder, the 
dour-featured, nosey bloodhound he had 
met at the fort, would be the one to 
investigate the tragedy. Apparently, 
however, Slag’s death had been consid­
ered of little importance—a bit of 
routine investigation with which to 
break in a new recruit.

“Hello,’’ said tire policeman, “Are 
you Shrub?”

“The same," admitted the trapper 
agreeably.

“I’m Lytlewaite.” announced the 
stranger, offering his hand. “Came in 
to go through the motions of investigat­
ing old Slag’s death. You sent word of 
it. didn’t you?"

“Yes," assented Shrub. "Apparentlv 
the poor chap------"

“Let's wait until we’ve got our teeth 
into this.” the constable cut in. indicat­
ing the steak. “Knocked the brute over 
about fifty miles back.”

Shrub dumped his conies into a pail 
and placed them close to the fire, where 
they could thaw.

"A chap’s got to get a long way off 
the beaten track if he wants the fur 
these days,” he said. “At that. Slag’s 
line was the last on the river.”

“Get out the tools,” ordered l.vtle-
COM—7B 

waite, apparently not the least bit inter­
ested in old Slag, "the feast is ready 
for serving."

The officer reminded Shrub of a big, 
overgrown youngster—a mass of brain­
less, animal spirit. It seemed incongru­
ous that he should be a member of the 
grim, tenacious force of which lean- 
jawed Corporal Wilder had always, as 
far as Shrub was concerned, been the 
perfect example.

“You’re new to this part of the coun­
try. aren't you?" the trapper suggested.

“Uh-huh," assented Lytlewaite, his 
mouth full.

"Like your new post?”
"It’s not much different from thfe 

last, as far as I can see—same old chilly 
patrols, same old useless inquests. Keep­
ing law anywhere in the North is only 
a matter of wearing the uniform.” 

'T'HE policeman, his plate empty, left 
the table and stretched out on his 

sleeping bag with a luxurious sigh.
"This is the only decent hour in the 

day," commented the officer, without 
bothering to direct his eyes in his com­
panion's direction. “A good meal, a 
smoothly drawing pipe, a warm spot to 
stretch out in, and not a worry in the 
world. Aren't you going to feed your 
dogs?"

The latter sentence, delivered in an 
offhand way, brought Shrub up with a 
start. Instinctively he felt that no de­
tail of his cabin or himself was escap­
ing the eyes of his guest, even though 
the latter’s senses seemed to be cen­
tered in his stomach.

“By golly, I almost forgot them,” he 
said, jumping to his feet. “It’s not so 
easy to remember that some one else 
is hungry when your own belly's full."

He lifted the pail of fish and stepped 
into the open, taking his time as he fed 
his happily snarling train. It had turned 
decidedly cold as darkness had settled, 
and the brittle air assisted him in clear 
thought. There was nothing about 



which to get panicky. The policeman 
was a numskull, one of the pretty boys 
of the new force. It was his own 
imagination thdt was causing him to see 
danger behind 1 .ytlewaite's healthily 
Stupid exterior. If there had been any 
suspicion of foul play in the case ot 
Slag's death. Corporal Wilder would 
have Ix'en on the job himself.

Refreshed and easy in his mind again. 
Shrub reentered the cabin. I.vtlewaite 
was still sprawled on his bag—blowing 
smoke rings at the ceiling. With the 
trapper's return, however, he got to his 
feet, stretched himself with an evident 
enjoyment, and sat down to the table 
with a pencil and notebook before him.

"We might as well get this business 
over with. I suppose." he announced. 
"Imagine, weeks on the trail for a writ­
ten page or two about an old codger who 
might never have lived for all that it 
interested any one. Oh, well, I sup­
pose I'd be out of a job if it wasn't 
for such hocus-pocus. What do you 
think happened to him? Any chance 
of locating the body r"

"I think not—in fact, I’m sure you 
can't." said Shrub. "'There's no doubt 
that he threw himself in the open water 
above the falls. I dropped in on him 
six weeks ago. and found his dogs lying 
dead outside the cabin. They had all 
been shot. ] knew what had happened 
right away, even before I followed 
Slag's tracks to the edge of the open 
water. 1 Ie had been down in the dumps 
all winter, and had talked about push­
ing oft. 1 hadn't taken him seriously, 
of course.”

"What was the matter with him?”
"Oh, things had been going badly 

with him." There was regret in Shrub's 
voice. "Ile'd been ill off and on. Twice 
1 had to cover his line for him. To 
make matters worse, a wolverene 
started to make the round of his traps 
and tore up what looked like some 
lovely pelts. Trapping was the only 
thing in the wor'd that mattered to Slag.

The trouble started to hurt his pride. I 
think, even though I picked up two of 
the nicest black-fox skins you ever saw 
when I was going around for him. I've 
got 'em here for safe-keeping." 

gHRL'B unlocked a cupboard high on 
the wall and produced a pair of pelts 

that shimmered in the lamplight. 'The 
policeman ran his hand over the glossy 
fur, which seemed to cling to his 
lingers.

"Lovely things." he grunted, "though 
1 don't know much about them. If I'd 
been you. I'd have pocketed them after 
you found he'd done himself in. and 
claimed they'd come from your own 
traps.”

Shrub's scandalized eyebrows rose.
"Slag was my friend," he protested, 

"about the only one I had. 1 would 
as soon have stolen something from my 
own mother. Lord knows, he caught 
little enough this year, as it was. while 
I was having all the luck."

"D'you get any of these?" asked the 
policeman.

"No,” admitted Shrub, "but I’ve had 
a good catch of other fur."

"Did you bring the rest of the old 
bov's stuff with you from his cabin?"

"Just the fur,” replied the trapper. 
"'The rest of the things could be identi­
fied. and no native would touch them— 
even if he raked up the courage to en­
ter a dead man's borne.”

"How far is it to the cabin from 
here ?"

"About six,miles.”
"1'11 trot down and give it the once­

over to-morrow." announced I.vtlewaite. 
"Might as well make a pass at looking- 
for the body, so as to round out my re­
port.”

"Vnu can save your time on that ac­
count.” said Shrub quickly. "'There's 
no open water for as far down the river 
as any one has traveled after you pass 
the rapids near Slag's place. He's gone 
for good."



"Well, that's all right with me." an­
swered the constable easily. "1 never 
did appreciate the undertaking pro­
fession. You’ve got nothing further to 
add to the report?"

"No,” said Shrub definitely, "that's 
all I know—except that I spotted John 
Great Bear on his way to the fort, and 
sent the message with him that brought 
you here."

"Too bad," yawned the policeman. 
"If you’d waited until the spring, they’d 
probably have had enough sense to write 
'suicide' after Slag's name, and let it 
go at that. W ell, how about one more 
pipe'"

11‘- representative of the law again 
consigned himself to the floor, this 

time making complete preparations for 
a night's slumber.

"I'll go over to Slag’s with you to­
morrow if you wish," the trapper of­
fered. "1 know the lay of the land, and 
can probably save you time."

"Thanks a lot." replied the constable, 
"but 1 wouldn't think of it. You’ve 
been on the go enough, what with at­
tending to two trap lines----- ’’

"1 haven't been paying any attention 
to Slag's since he died." interrupted 
Shrub with emphasis. "I just went 
around and sprung all the traps. It 
would have been a waste of fur. and 
cruelty to animals, to have left them set. 
Any decent trapper would have done the 
same."

"Quite so." assented Lytlewaite, com­
mendation in his tone. ‘‘That's all the 
more reason why I shouldn't put you to 
additional trouble. After all. there’s 
nothing for me to do except browse 
around a bit and take a photograph. 
I’ll probably be back within a day’s time. 
Good night."

Five minutes after he had laid aside 
his pipe, he was asleep. His breathing 
was as easy and as effortless as that 
of a healthy child. The very restfulness 
of the slumberer again aroused unrea­

sonable apprehensions in the mind of 
Shrub. The absence of vigorous, gusty 
breathing in so large a chap was suspi­
cious. Uis whole attitude suggested a 
man holding his breath and listening— 
listening cautiously through intermin­
able minutes that lengthened into hours. 
Probably his eyes, hidden in the 
shadows of his sleeping bag, were open 
and marking every movement Shrub 
made. Not that the trapper was unduly 
active. He merely locked up the fox 
furs again, stoked the stove, and rolled 
into'his bunk, where he lay rigid and 
wakeful for the remainder of the night.

Lytlewaite woke, as though aroused 
by a silent alarm, when the first streak 
of dawn drove the northern lights 
from the sky. It was obvious to the 
trapper, covertly watching his brisk 
movements, that there had been no sham 
to the policeman’s easy slumber. Si­
lently and with surprising speed, Lytle­
waite garbed himself, ate a quick break­
fast. and got his dogs into harness. 
Twenty minutes after he had arisen, the 
jingle of his train died away in the di­
rection of Slag’s cabin. Not until then, 
did Shrub close his eyes with success.

He woke in the early afternoon. The 
constable had not yet returned. It was 
probable that he would be in by dark, 
though. The trail to Slag's was broken 
and he should be able to make the run 
each way in an hour. That would give 
him plenty of time to make his cursory 
examination, and take his photos. The 
signs of the tragedy were evident 
enough. Any one, even an unimagina­
tive bullock like Lytlewaite, could read 
them in five minutes. There were the 
dead dogs—if the wolves had left any­
thing of their frozen carcasses. There 
were the empty shells, ejected from 
the rifle that had brought them death. 
There was the rifle itself, with Slag’s 
initials carved on the stock. There 
was the cabin, as neat as a pin. and 
speaking of an owner who believed in 
doing things in the most methodical 



manner. Ol’ course, there were no foot­
prints down to the open water above the 
rapids, but that could hardly be ex­
pected. Falling snow had no respect 
lor the convenience of officers of the 
law or any one else. It blotted out evi­
dence on some occasions as readily as 
ii provided it on others,

|^1-.SPITF the simplicity of his job.
Lytlewaite failed to appear by eve­

ning—too lazy, apparently, to make a 
quick day's work of it. Shrub spent a 
restless night. The policeman was still 
downriver at the end of another twen­
ty-four hours. Shrub hitched up his 
dogs and started down the trail, unable 
to bear the suspense longer. Halfway 
to Slag's, his reason returned. It would 
be an admission of a guilty conscience 
il he came tearing after the investigator, 
just because the latter had spent two 
days on the job.

’1'he third and fourth davs passed in 
a welter of mental agonv. A new fear 
rose to shake the man further. Su]> 
pose Lvtlewaite had I alien in the river 
in a futile search for Slag's body? 
What would be more naturaj. than for 
the outside world to suspect that the po­
liceman had been done away with in an 
attempt to prevent the discovert’ of a 
previous crime?

During the night, one of Shrub's dogs 
look to howling, not with the histv 
venom of a half wolf, protesting a life 
of bondage, but with the low. moaning 
note of a house animal before a dwell­
ing in which there was a serious illness. 
After an hour of attempting to ignore 
the wail, the trapper strode to the dog 
corral and administered a two-footed 
attack on the guilty beast that left it 
very little wind with which to carry on 
the ghastly serenade, h et Shrub was 
scarcely back io the house before the 
howl again rose eerily into the night.

Shrub endured it until four o’clock 
in the morning. He pulled the blankets 
over his head until he almost suffocated, 

yet never finding relief for his ringing 
ears. Finally his control broke. Oaths 
sputtered from him like the discharge 
of fireballs from a Roman candle, as 
he grasped his rifle, and once more 
strode to the corral. The moaning dog 
stood out plainly enough beneath the 
stars, his head raised in a taut line to­
ward the heavens. There was a sharp 
report, a flash of lire. A leaden pellet 
cut off the ghostly song in the brute's 
throat. The man paid no attention to 
the twitching carcass, nor was there any 
need. Sledge dogs are accomplished 
cannibals, ami those in the corral, at 
the mercy of the distracted Shrub, had 
gone hungry for three days.

As dawn broke, the trapper suc­
cumbed to mental and physical weari­
ness. \\ hen be again became aware of 
his surroundings, he found that it was 
mid-day. and that he was lying, fully 
clothed, on his bunk, From the direc­
tion of the river came the silvery tinkle 
of sleigh bells, barely audible to Shrub's 
alert ears. It had been the presenti­
ment of an approaching crisis, rather 
than the actual sound, that had awak­
ened him.

Standing in the doorway, he hailed 
Lvtlewaite in a relieved voice, as the 
constable topped the bank and directed 
his train toward the woodpile. The of­
ficer waved a cheerful whip in return.

"Ready for grub if 1 get some 
ready ?" demanded Shrub.

"Sure thing," replied the other, "i'll 
be in as soon as I get the hounds set­
tled."

Shrub whistled as he worked about 
the stove. Well, the damn thing was 
over with. It had been proved to Lytle- 
waite's satisfaction that Slag had been 
an obvious suicide. Probably the lout 
had been taking his ease in the dead 
man's cabin for the past five days, rest­
ing his lazy body for a long trip back 
to the fort. Certainly he had discovered 
nothing of unusual interest. In the first 
place, there, had been nothing to dis­



cover, and, in the second, he wouldn't 
have lost any time in letting Shrub know 
about it if there had been. Through 
the window, the trapper could see him 
unharnessing his dogs and chaining 
them up, pausing indolently to stroke 
one animal’s head or to slap another af­
fectionately over the hind quarters. 
Such actions were typical of him. A 
decent dog driver wouldn’t touch an ani­
mal with anything softer than a six-foot 
thong.

|—11S task finished, the poliognan 
walked directly to the house. Si­

lently. he pulled off his parka and took 
his place at the table. His boyish fore­
head was furrowed as he regarded the 
man sitting opposite him. Shrub's 
dark, bearded features reacted to the 
ominous frown almost instantly.

“What’s up?" he questioned sharply.
"Oh. nothing very much,” replied the 

constable, the puzzled expression turn­
ing to one of embarrassment, "but it's a 
bad break for you. I'm afraid you’ll 
have to go back to the fort with me."

Shrub gripped the edge of the table 
desperately, and his hawklike nose quiv­
ered.

“You're arresting me?" he gasped.
I.vtlewaite shrugged his great shoul­

ders disparagingly.
"Not a bit of it," he said. "Why 

should 1 ? It’s only to protect you that 
I'm suggesting it. You see, there'll be 
bound to be a post-mortem and a full- 
sized inquest over Slag’s bodv. You, 
having been the last man to sec him 
alive, should be on the spot to knock 
on the head any silly rumors that might 
arise. They always do, worse luck, 
where a death occurs in the wilderness."

"That's true enough." agreed Shrub 
hollowly, “but how. when, and where 
arc they going to produce Slag's bodv?"

“I found it yesterday." announced 
I.vtlewaite. "It's out in the cariole."

“You’re kidding me," accused the 
trapper harshly.

"Not a bit of it," replied the officer. 
"I must admit it was a stroke of luck- 
locating him, but 1 deserved some re­
ward for the work 1 put in searching. 
He was just at the foot of the rapids, 
hung up on a snag in a backwater. Had 
a hell of a time pulling him out with a 
grappling iron of my own making. He 
was frozen solid and coated with ice. 
Had probably been stranded on a rock 
farther up the rapids, and then been 
pushed off by a block of ice."

"He's in good shape, then?" sug­
gested Shrub woodenly.

“Not bad, as drowned men go." ad­
mitted the policeman. "Of course, he'd 
had a bit of a shaking up going over 
the rapids, and was slightly battered. 
I didn't attempt to thaw him out, much 
less make an examination. That'll be a 
job for the doctor at the fort. By the 
way, will you give me a hand hoisting 
him up on the fish cache? We can't 
have the dogs nosing about him."

"Sure." assented Shrub mechanically.

rpid!'. corpse occupied the entire bot­
tom of the cariole Lytlewaite had 

utilized an old tent as a shroud, lash­
ing it securely about the body with 
ropes. He grasped the tragic, gray bun­
dle at the head and lifted the rigid form 
into a slanting position.

“Here," he ordered Shrub, "grab the 
feet. He’s dashed heavy, what with the 
ice and all."

With evident distaste the trapjjer 
obeyed.

“Righto." continued the policeman. 
“When I say ‘heave.' hoist him right 
over your head and up on the platform. 
One—two—three—heave I"

On the last word. Slag clattered up 
among the frozen conies, lying at right 
tingles to the beams of suspended fish.

"Fine," exclaimed Lytlewaite heartily. 
"He’ll be safe there until we get on the 
move. By Jove, man. you’re trembling. 
That’ll teach you to put on your parka 
when you go out."



"I h-huh," mumbled Shrub. “Man 
can't be too careful even if he’s used 
to the country. Say, it’s going to be 
tough on me and the fur. too. if I have 
to go to the fort now."

"There’s no doubt about that," com­
miserated the constable, "but it would 
probably be a lot tougher if you con­
vinced the corporal that you were 
nervous about coming. There have 
been no end of innocent people sent to 
'clink' just because they were nervous 
or stubborn. Why, it's not unbelievable 
that you'd find yourself suspected of 
murder. Of course, it’s out of the 
question, but stranger things have hap­
pened."

Shrub’s sudden fit of trembling ceased 
abruptly at the sound of the single, 
ugly word in Lytlewaite’s speech.

“You’re quite right,” he said lowly. 
"1’11 hunt up an Indian to go around 
and spring my traps. If 1 can find one. 
we'll start south in the morning."

“Good lad,” approved the policeman.
That evening was much the same as 

the first one they had spent together. 
Their meal finished. Lytlewaite retired 
to his rude lounge on the floor, and to 
his pipe.

“You don't think." he demanded sud­
denly, “that there could have been any 
dirty work in connection with Slag, do 
vou? No native with an axe to grind? 
It just struck me as strange that he 
should clean up on his dogs before he 
took his last walk."

“Nothing strange about that." ex­
plained the brooding man by the table. 
“Slag would never stand for unneces­
sary cruelty. Better to put the brutes 
out of their misery on the spot, than to 
let them starve to death."

"'[’hat's right," agreed Lytlewaite ab­
sently.

qpiii-.Ki' was another long period of 
1 silence, broken only by the steady 

puffing of the constable’s pipe. Shrub’s 
eves were drawn toward the window. 

A new moon was bathing the Northern 
forest in the intense light known only 
to the white wilderness. Stark in the 
foreground rose the fish cache, topped 
by the long, ominous bundle the men 
had placed there. Detesting the sight, 
yet fascinated by it, Shrub could not 
draw his eyes away until Lytlewaite’s 
voice again broke in.

"How long had it been," he asked dis­
interestedly, “between the time you last 
made the rounds for Slag and the time 
you found him missing?”

"About two weeks,” replied the trap­
per shortly.

"How was his health?"
"Better than it had been. He was 

able to get about again, but still had a 
grouch. I think his illness was mental 
rather than physical.”

"Strange.” muttered Lytlewaite. 
"What’s strange?” snapped Shrub.
"Oh, I'm only thinking out loud.” 

said the officer, with a little laugh. "It 
just skeined funny that he wouldn’t 
have sprung his own traps, seeing he 
hated cruelty and was preparing so 
methodically to step off the deep end. 
Of course, it’s not evidence or anything 
like that, but it's an interesting point iu 
psychology.”

"What’s psychology?” asked the other 
bluntly.

“A pastime for people with nothing 
better to do,” yawned Lytlewaite, “and. 
occasionally, a labor-saving device for 
certain brands of work.”

“What the devil are you talking 
about ?’’ Shrub almost shouted.

"Damned if I know,” came the con­
stable’s voice, muffled in his sleeping 
bag. “Lucky you were able to get that 
Nitchi to go around and spring your 
traps so soon. We’ll start at daybreak. 
The faster we travel, the sooner you'll 
be back. Sweet dreams.”

There were to be no dreams for 
Shrub—nor sleep, for that matter, other 
than an occasional, fitful doze. He was 
glad to rise long before daylight, armed 



with the excuse that he wished to put 
the cabin in order, and prepare a last, 
well-cooked breakfast before hitting the 
trail. Lytlewaite remained in his bag 
until half an hour before they started, 
and, when he turned out. appeared to 
be as refreshed as his companion was 
weary.

Once again, as the cariole was loaded, 
Shrub had to apply his strength to the 
feet of the rocklike bundle atop the fish 
cache, assisting, like a conscripted un­
dertaker. in fitting the body into the 
buckskin-walled interior of the sleigh.

■'Just the same as slipping it into 
a Collin." The thought struck him with 
barbed force. To make it worse, Lytle­
waite whistled a bar of ancient jazz 
while the transfer was being made.

ASSISTED by clear, cold weather and 
an undrifted trail, the policeman set 

up a stern pace from the moment the 
cariole slid out on the river. He drove 
his powerful team steadily, not forcing 
them beyond a reasonable limit, but 
keeping every trace taut as long as the 
rangy animals were on the move. He, 
himself, was tireless, his narrow trail 
shoes moving ahead at the ends of his 
long legs as effortlessly as well-oiled 
pistons. His body, with its customary 
lazy swing, seemed to be drawn easily 
ahead by an unseen force. It was too 
much for Shrub, tired even before he 
had slipped on his snowshoes. He be­
gan to lag after the first ten miles, and. 
at the constable’s order, traveled the 
greater part of the day’s run on the 
little platform behind the corpse.

"Too bad Slag can’t appreciate what 
a funeral we’re giving him,” grinned 
Lytlewaite, without changing his stride. 
"It isn’t every old codger who has a 
two-hundred-mile procession, complete 
with driver and groom."

Shrub glanced with a wan smile at 
the canvas-clad package, half buried be­
neath the other contents of the cariole. 
but essayed no answer.

They camped in the open that night, 
with forty miles of travel to their 
credit. The trapper made a clearing 
in the brush, and lit a fire, while Lytle­
waite attended to the dogs and unloaded 
the sleigh. When everything was out 
except the grim bundle, the policeman 
slipped the noose of a rope about the 
upper part of it. Then he pushed the 
cariole beneath a tall spruce that flanked 
the camp.

"Hi. Shrub, give us a hand," he 
shouted.

Expressionlessly, his companion stood 
by. while he tossed the loose end of the 
rope over a lower branch of the tree, 
and caught it as it fell on the far side.

“One—two—three—heave !” chanted 
the policeman.

Gritting his teeth, Shrub lifted on the 
body, while the other pulled on the 
crude block and tackle. Slowly Slag- 
rose until he swung Sufficiently high 
above the ground to escape the atten­
tion of the most agile animal. Lytle­
waite secured the rope about the tree 
trunk.

"Weil." he said philosophically "I 
don’t suppose anything will trouble him.”

The moon shone with the same bril­
liance as on the previous night. Not 
until he had climbed into his bag did 
Shrub notice that the tall spruce, with 
its grisly fruit hanging from a lower 
limb, stood directly between the camp 
and the baleful source of light. A 
sharply outlined, black shape. Slag- 
rocked peacefully to every breath of 
wind, occasionally varying the stately 
dance with a slow, courtly turn of the 
body. Shrub's every sense cried out 
for sleep. He turned his head away 
and clamped his eyes shut, until they 
ached. And then, some minutes later, 
he discovered that Slag was again in 
his line of vision, and that a monoto­
nous. unhappy tune was echoing 
through his brain—to the beat of which 
the canvas parcel stepped its fantastic 
measure.



This kept up for four days, each of 
them identical. During the daylight 
hours there was the companionship of 
the Northern hearse, with I.vtlewaite as 
a cheerful but relentless shadow in the 
background. During the hours of night 
there was the moon, acting as a spotlight 
for Slag's dance of death. The ironical 
part of it was that Shrub, with every 
fresh camp, was compelled to assist in 
setting the stage for the grim comedy 
that was robbing him of his sleep—and 
his reason.

QN the fifth night they stopped at a 
caliin within a day's run of the fort. 

The owner of the place, a trapper, was 
absent, and they had the house to them­
selves. It represented a haven to Shrub 
—a haven in which he would be rid of 
the featureless dancer, and be presented 
with an opportunity of obtaining a new 
grip on himself for the ordeal of the 
morrow. He chuckled inwardly as he 
assisted in hoisting Slag to the tree 
Lytlewaite had chosen for the night's 
sojourn.

They ate supper quickly, and lost no 
time in extinguishing the lamp and sett­
ing their beds. It had been a hard 
day’s going, even for the policeman. 
To sooner had Shrub’s eyes become ac­
customed to the darkness, however, 
than they were attracted to the window. 
He started, but scarcely from surprise. 
Framed in the square of glass was the 
familiar form that had been driving 
him out of his mind—swaying, dipping, 
and turning with insolent abandon in 
the moonlight. Lytlewaite had chosen 
the tree well—great eye for dramatic 
effect. Strange, thought Shrub, that he 
hadn't seen through the policeman’s plan 
before.

He turned from the window, but to­
night Slag refused to give him even a 
moment of peace. His shadow, like a 
victim of the gibbet, was etched against 
the opposite wall in the square of re­
flected light. For fifteen minutes the 

trapper eyed it stonily. A low laugh 
rose in his throat and bubbled between 
his lips. With every moment it grew 
in volume. Then he suddenly found 
himself standing rigidly in the middle 
of the floor, shaking his fist in the di­
rection of the midnight dancer. and 
screaming:

“Get down, you beast. You're dead, 
damn you, you’re dead.”

He felt Lytlewaite's big hands grasp­
ing his shoulders and shaking him.

“Look here, old boy.” the policeman 
was saying in a shocked voice, “you 
mustn’t carry on like this. Old Slag 
can’t hurt you.”

“You're bloody right he can't," yelled 
Shrub. “I ought to know. I killed 
him.”

I YTLEWAITE’S ha)f-sympathetic
attitude never changed, but much 

of the boyishness vanished from his 
good-natured features.

“1 know that,” he said quietly. "It's 
too bad. Better tell me all about it. and 
get a good night's sleep.”

“Sleep?” muttered Shrub, as though 
in a daze. “Sleep? Oh, yes. I might 
as well get it over.”

He slumped to a bench before the ta­
ble, while the constable lighted the lamp. 
“There’s really nothing much to tell. 
We hated each other. I always disliked 
him because he caught so much more 
fur than T did. He never lost an op­
portunity to rub it in. When he took 
sick and couldn’t attend to his own line. 
I couldn’t pass up the chance to steal 
some of his best pelts and blame it on 
a wolverene. He didn’t let on when 
he was wdl again, and set a snare for 
me.

“He went part way over his line and 
found one of those black foxes caught. 
Then he hot-footed back to his cabin, 
leaving it dead in the trap. When J 
went around for him, I dumped the fox 
among my own catch. Slag went after 
me when T got back to his shack. I 



don't know whether he intended to get 
me or not—but he had his rifle in his 
hand. He didn't get a chance, anyway. 
I shot him first—not cold-bloodedly, like 
I'm telling you, but in a red rage. I’m 
not a regular murderer, you know."

Lytlewaite nodded his head. He 
looked older in many ways than his hag­
gard prisoner. „

"There aren't many regular murder­
ers," he said, "but it only takes a min­
ute to make one in the eyes of the law. 
Do you want to sign your name to what 
you’ve told me?”

"Might as well." said Shrub, shrug­
ging his shoulders wearily.

Ten minutes later the document was 
complete and in the policeman's pocket. 
He rose and hung a blanket over the 
window, shutting off the view of the 
swinging shroud.

"Roll in and sleep.” he ordered. “I’m 
not going to put the bracelets on you 
or anything like that. You know as 
well as I do that it wouldn't do you 
any good to make a break. It would 
only mean a slow death or a case of 
giving yourself tip at the nearest police 
post.”

"I realize that,” admitted the trap­
per. He crawled gratefully into his bag. 
"Queer old world, isn’t it? You'd 
never have suspected anything if fate 
hadn't stopped that body from going 
under the ice. It was the only evi­
dence you had. Slag’s cabin didn’t offer 
you anything after I was through 
with it.”

“Not a thing,” assented Lytlewaite.
They ate a silent breakfast in the first 

light of the new day. It was evident 
that Shrub had at last known sleep. He 
was almost cheerful, and the furrows 
on his leather)' face seemed to have been 
smoothed over.

"The last act. eh?" he suggested, as 
they collected their gear for the final lap 
of the journey.

Lytlewaite nodded dully.
Shrub’s rifle was resting against the 

wall near the door. As the policeman 
knelt on the floor to roll up his sleep­
ing bag, the trapper made a sharp move­
ment toward the weapon. Lytlewaite 
leaped to his feet, his revolver flashing 
from its holster as he rose.

"None of that." he roared.
Shrub and the rifle were already out­

side the door. As the constable plunged 
in pursuit, there was a single report. 
Shrub was lying on his face when Lytle­
waite reached him.

The officer examined the body very 
methodically, then shrugged. He walked 
to the lazilv swinging form on the 
spruce tree, slowly lowered it, and 
rested it across his shoulder as he would 
a stick of firewood. He retraced his 
steps to where Shrub lay, and deposited 
his burden alongside the warm body. 
Producing his bunting knife, he slit the 
bonds of the shroud and rolled out a 
mass of ice, moss, and stones, molded 
about a five-foot sapling. With a sigh, 
he commenced incasing the stiffening 
form of Shrub in the canvas sheet
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Red Metal
By Robert Carse

DOW'X from the north tile snow 
gale roared. The cold fury of it 
was all about him, here in the 

little valley, rocking the old flivver, bat­
tering aside the torn curtains, cutting his 
face and eyes with incessant blows.

George W hite was on the top of a 
high, stonv ridge. Below, through the 
snow waves, he saw the vellow lights of 
a house.

'Tor, box’,” he told himself thicklv. 
"I'm gonna >top an’ have Annie gi‘ me 
some o’ that hot cider. .\Ia ain’t wor­
ryin'. She knows I'll get back all right.”

lie released the foot brake, .and the 
car whimpered, slid and shook on down 
the •*fe>pe Here high, .-trong snow­

fences had been put tip along the road, 
and he rode in sort of a calm tunnel, 
the wind and snow slanting fiercely 
overhead.

"Make me some o' those when T get 
back” he whispered. "Put ’em out lie­
hind the cow-barn. I ain't got the lime, 
or the money now----- ’’

Before him appeared the snow-whit­
ened shape of a big mail box. I Ie slowed 
the car, thinking he would have to get 
out and walk through the drifts to the 
house. But the way had been freshly 
cleared by a heavy and powerful car.

He shook his head slightlv as he 
turned into those tracks.

“Ain’t no car round here like that.



Who's callin' up in here, time like this? 
Must be—--- ”

He did not finish that sentence. His 
mittened hands grasped the steering 
wheel tightly, and little knots of mus­
cles came into prominence on his jaws. 
Tn the glow of the house’s lights he saw 
the car which had opened the way for 
him. It was a new roadster, equipped 
with a costly searchlight mounted on the 
running board, special chains and heavy 
side curtains.

"Yeah,'’ he said hoarsely, "you callin' 
tip in here, Tony Lannion? Callin’ on 
Annie, huh? Well, I’ll see you down 
to Lancor, next week—see yon more'n 
once!"

He backed his own machine into the 
highway.

IT was a quarter of ten when lie 
stopped in the carriage shed at the 

end of his own barnyard. He got out 
and staggered towards the house. Snow 
was piled deeply before the front door, 
and he bad to kick the stuff away before 
he could enter. There was a lamp burn­
ing in the rear parlor, and he could hear 
the slow creak of a rocker.

He pulled off his mittens, cap and 
sheepskin. dropped them in a corner of 
the little hall and stumped forward 
through the darkness.

His mother heard his step.
"George?"
“Yeah, ma." He came into the room, 

crossed over to her clumsily, reached 
down and kissed her. 'Phen he 
stretched out his hands to the log fire 
behind her.

"Boy, boy, that's good!"
"George,” she said softly.
He straightened up from the fire and 

looked at her.
"What happened over to town ?" she 

asked.
His hands were still stretched out 

towards the warmth of the fire, but his 
eves remained steadily on hers.

“I told Humphries to go ahead, ma.”

She repeated the words slowly alter 
him, as if she had not yet fully gotten 
their meaning:

"Go ahead ?”
“Yep. Monday.”
Her yellowed, veined hands reached 

out a bit towards him and then settled 
back on the bare arms of the rocker.

“You ain’t------”
"Yes, J am. I’m goin' down Mon­

day afternoon. Frank} Gillieu’ll get 
me on."

She had lifted her hands to her face, 
and he could see that she was silently 
weeping.

"Ma," he said hoarsely, "look up, ma. 
an' listen. Humphries an’ me figgered 
it out this mornin’. If I sell the stock 
—everythin' but’the house and the land 
—there ain’t no more mortgage. An' 
then------”

He stopped. She had taken her hands 
from her face, looked past him. toward 
the kitchen door.

"Annie's in the kitchen," she whis­
pered. “She come over this mornin’ 
right after you left. She brung a thou­
sand dollars her gran’ma left her. She 
wants to give it to you----- "

But be was no longer looking at her.
"Annie!” he called.
The door opened slowly, and she 

stood there in one of his mother's faded 
aprons, her thin face flushed with lean­
ing over the wood range in the kitchen.

“Come get yer supper, George." she 
said (juictly. “It’s been waitin' since 
close to eight."

“I et," he said slowly, “in the town. 
Tony Lannion's over to yer place in his 
new car. Come straight from Lancor 
to see you.”

A LITTLE color flowed up into the 
x “ girl's cheeks. But her voice was 
still calm.

"Come get yer supper, George. Them 
horses ain't been fed yet.”

An unreasonable anger came over 
him.



“I don't want no supper. Annie Mar­
tin," he said. "An’ I don’t want no 
thousand dollars from you nor no one. 
Monday, ma an’ me is movin'. I’m 
goin down to Lancor an' work in the 
foundry. I'm goin' to handle hot iron 
as pa did. I'm goin' to make me some 
real money!’’

“Lookit yer ma. George," said the 
girl. “She can't stand a thing like that."

"That's it." he said hoarsely. “That's 
the whole thing. Time 1 start to talk, 
ma starts to weep, an' we never get 
nowheres. Now. you listen, you two! 
Pa got killed, down in the foundry— 
sure. But that don't say I’m goin’ to. 
That don't say I ain't goin' to come 
hack. I am. I ain't selfin' this place. 
I’m keepin’ it. I’m goin’ down an’ make 
some real money. I'm coinin’ back, an’ 
have me a real dairy farm here. No 
more dirt farmin', no more pilin' rock. 
Yeah—an’ no more borryin' from the 
bank. Now—what's wrong with that?”

His mother spoke:
"Did yer pa come back? He was 

goin' to do the same thing, after we was 
married five years. An' how about all 
the rest o’ them that went down—did 
they come back? Ten places from here 
to town line—not a man on any of 'em.”

“Yep, an’ why? Because there ain't 
a decent livin' on the land—not from 
here to Vermont line. Can't blame a 
feller, when he gets his twelve dollars 
a day fer moldin’------"

From the door the girl spoke:
“An' what happens to 'em when they 

get it. George? Seven years—four er 
five fer some—and they ain't no good 
lor anything. No more lungs—an’ you, 
yer pa----- ”

He had raised up from over his 
mother and come a pace or so toward 
her.

"Mv pa got killed in a fight with Tony 
l.annion’s pa. I ain’t forgot that. If 
yer feelin’ like it, put my supper out. I 
got those horses to tend to. Then I'm 
goin’ to take you home You ain't 

forgot Tony Lannion come sparkin' 
you t'night ?"

“No," she said, “I ain’t forgot that, 
George." Her eyes narrowed slightly. 
“You ain’t give me much chance to fer- 
get it.”

He picked pp his lantern and started 
for the barn.

^7 HEN his work was done, he sat in 
the barn for over an hour, con­

sidering the situation, justifying his own 
conduct. He was thinking of Annie and 
of what he had said to her.

"Aw—she'll see, later. She ain’t 
stubborn, like ma. You talked kind o' 
quick to her in there—quicker'n you 
should."

He went out into the night. Low 
fragments of snow cloud lay against 
the black sky. From behind them the 
moon broke, turning to soft fire the 
snow-covered mountains and valleys. 
From this ridge he could see to the 
north and west for forty miles.

"I ain't leavin’ this." he thought, “not 
for long. Annie—she must know that."

He went on toward the house.
In the kitchen the light was out. The 

milk pails were washed and on their 
drying stand. His supper was placed 
on the table. He strode across to the 
range and lifted up a lid. It was banked 
for the night with green wood. Annie 
had done all this.

He smiled and looked toward the door 
into the parlor. Underneath the door 
lay a bright crack of light Annie was 
waiting there for him. He ate the meal, 
blew out his lantern and opened the 
door.

His mother and Annie sat beside the 
fire place. His mother was asleep. 
.Annie, too, seemed asleep, but she stared 
up at him when the kitchen door creaked 
as he shut it.

He stood there, looking at her. Re­
membering what she had done in the 
kitchen. he felt sorry for what he had 
said.



“Annie." lie began slowly. "You n’ 
me----- "

i’rom outside, from the direction of 
the road, came the loud sound of a car's 
horn. She rose rapidly, lie saw that 
she had her coat and overshoes on.

“Who’s that?" he asked sharply.
"Tony Lannion," she said. “I called 

him to come for me. right after you 
went out to the barn."

She went out the front door. He 
stood there for a moment in the middle 
ol the room. Then he followed, almost 
al a run.

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

\nnie had gotten into the car. (Jeorge 
hurried forward.

"What d' you want, guy." asked 
I .annion.

“J. want to talk to Annie—Miss Mar­
tin."

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

“I»oks to me like Miss Martin don’t 
want to talk to no retired dirt farmers, 
an'------”

IIis hands raised, and his powerful 
body settled into a fighting crouch. For 
the tall, gaunt-faced man before him had 
just mumbled deep in his throat and 
raised his right hand, as if to strike. His 
eyes gleamed murderously.

"Mebbe,” Lannion asked in his low, 
harsh voice, "you want some of the 
same yer old man got ?"

George dropped his hand and stepped 
back a pace.

"Naw. not now. But. you n' me, 
we'll have plenty o' time fer all that. 
1'11 be handlin' iron down in the shop, 
loo—next week. An' mebbe—mebbe, 
Lannion, 1 can fix a murder jury like 
vour pa did. Now, get to hell out o’ 
here I”

ai”l his mother said nothing all the 
next day. It was not until he began 

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 said after a time. 
“Yer things is ready. I'll drive you 
over to—to Annie’s, now."

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

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

“I’ll leave yer 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 mind, 
George ?”

"I 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.

'T'HE foundry was. to him. a rather 
disappointing place. It 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 beginning 



to work. Directly across the dirt floor, 
pocked with its cooling- pits for the hot 
iron, was the door to the car shops. At 
the far end, in front of him, were the 
two hunched forms of the furnaces.

A hand jarred his elbow. He swung 
his head. Tony Lannion, dressed in 
clean overalls and a black silk cap, stood 
beside him.

“Come on. you. This ain't no barn 
dance. See that hammer? Go get it, 
an' get to work. Knock all the rough 
ends off them castin's over there. When 
you got enough, pile ’em in a barrow an' 
take 'em into the shaker-cans, over in 
the car shop. An’ when yer through 
with that, come to me—over by Num­
ber One furnace—an’ I’ll find more!"

A very slight flush came up into 
George’s cheeks.

“All right—boss.’’ he said slowly.
Lannion stopped at that and swung 

halfway back. His fingers were locked 
in the wide belt about his waist, his 
head was thrust forward.

“ ‘Boss’ is right." he answered. 
“Don’t forget that! It won't be no 
hardship fer me to tear yer time-card in 
half. There's plenty of cow-kickin' 
rubes just like you, lookin' fer jobs in 
this shop. Now. get that hammer!"

Tony Lannion did not see him again 
until a quarter past eleven. The big- 
warning bell had just rung. Every 
other activity in the plant stopped. 
Down the wide floor, locked in their 
:<rong wooden forms, the beautifully 
made molds of damp sand lay ready. 
Numbers One and Two furnaces were 
prime to ]>our.

Along one wall, facing towards the 
furnaces, stood ever)- foundry-man in 
the place. They stood in couples, feet 
spread, heads a bit forward, eyes on the 
black forms of the furnaces before 
them. Between each couple rested the 
big steel ladles, held by long steel arms 
and handles.

1.armion swung along that line, bands 
in his belt, his shiny cap pushed far 

back. The great oxerhead gong jarred 
again. There was a terrific diffusion of 
red light into the murky, dark room. 
They were beginning to pour Number 
One.

Already the first pair in the line were 
trotting forward, faces and torsos 
turned from the fierce heat of the open 
furnace mouth. Their ladle was jjUlecl. 
They swung on toward the first mold, 

slowed, grunted together and canted the 
ladle. The red. molten stream of metal 
slopped, scorching and smoking, into 
the dam]) sand.

“Get along! Get along!" barked Lan­
nion., watching that pair. “Hey. what 
uni doin' there, cow-kicker? You want 
to fry some guy's foot fer him? Outa 
that line!"

'[’he tall, brown-faced man he had 
spoken to let down, for a moment, his 
end of the empty ladle. He turned 
slowly to face Lannion.

"No. boss," he said slowly. "1 give up 
kickin' cows Sat'day night. I'm plannin' 
to make me a foundry-man. You catch 
me fryin’ any feller’s foot out o’ clum­
siness, do what you was talkin' about 
this mornin'—and tear up that time- 
card !"

'T'ONY LANNION'S hands came
down from his belt. He started

forward. But the line was moving
rapidly toward the pouring furnace,
and many of the men, who had known 
his father and the other man’s father, 
were smiling broadly at the answer he 
had been given.

"O. K.!" he muttered, stepping back 
and trying to smile in turn. “O. K.. 
rube!”

But he could not take his eyes off that 
tall, raw-boned form as it loped for­
ward. to stand in relief against the red 
heart of the furnace. Slowly, almost 
unconsciously. Lannion shook his head. 
That man was green : it was his first 
day in any sort of shop. But he was 
quick and sure, wholly unafraid, as 



skillful in his movements as the old 
molder who had paired off with him.

He held his own hands out before 
him. They were white and soft. now. 
He had not handled iron for over a year. 
He was—-he knew deep down within 
him—afraid to handle it again. Two 
years of it—twice a day before the sear­
ing breath of the furnace mouth—bad 
been too much for him. He knew his 
business, yes. Thev had made him a 
foreman.

He looked up across the room, search­
ing for the other man again. They were 
done with Number One furnace and 
were beginning to pour Number Twn. 
Great clouds of steam and acrid, sooty 
smoke were rising up from the opened 
forms. Molders and knockers were 
busy with hammers and steel hooks, re­
leasing the forms, pulling the steaming 
pieces of metal towards the cooling pits, 
slaking them in the black and stinking 
water there.

Through that weird haze ol steam 
and writhing smoke, Lannion found the 
man he sought. He had cast aside his 
overall jumper now and turned back his 
shirt sleeves from his long arms. In 
his hands he held a steel hook. With it. 
he tugged, spun and immersed casting- 
after easting, moving with long, awk­
ward steps. But he never stepped on 
a hot piece of metal, never stumbled 
over an opened form, and he went just 
a bit faster than the men beside him.

Lannion reached up into his shirt 
pocket, found a cigarette and lighted it.

"Ambitious boy. ain't you?” he said 
under his breath. "All set to pick off 
a molder's job an' some real money. 
Well, maybe you will, Georgie White. 
An’ then, after about four years of 
it, you’ll find out yuh can't move a 
damn bit. an’ that one lung flutters an' 
chokes up on yuh.” ».

At four o’clock, when the haggard, 
soot-grimed men fell into line again, 
Lannion came back.

"Well, what you think of foundryin' 

now, farmer? There ain't been a 
George White in this shop fer twenty 
years."

"I like it all right.” George said in 
his slow voice. "Mavbe it's because 
they ain't been a White in this shop fer 
twenty years that a Lannion got to be a 
boss, hey?” 

'Y'HOSE two men watched one another 
for three years. It was Tony Lan­

nion who seemed to lose. For George 
White had shortly become one of the 
fastest and surest men in the plant. In 
three months, his straight hour-by-hour 
pay had been raised twice. At the end 
of those three months, he was made a 
.molder and went on piece work.

He came to love that work. His 
lingers were deft with the little molding 
.-tick: his castings came out of the 
forms practically perfect. By the end 
of his first year in the ]>lant. he had the* 
highest individual record—and three 
thousand dollars in the Lancor Savings 
Bank.

But that year had told on him, he 
knew. He had lost weight; he was thin : 
the tan of long years in the wind and 
sun had gone from him. Sometimes at 
night, lying on his flat, uncomfortable 
cot in the boarding house, he could not 
sleep; and in the mornings there was a 
tight, hot feeling in his head. He had 
to force himself to eat.

He could though, he told himself, 
stand two more years of it. Then he 
would have ten thousand dollars. That 
would get for him what he wanted. 
After he had that, he would never see 
a molding machine again.

Sundays, he got out the old flivver, 
scrubbed himself raw and clean and 
drove into the bills, towards what he 
silently called home. By the Martin's 
mail box, he would meet his mother. 
They talked very little during those 
meetings. There was still that awful 
barrier of silence between them. Look­
ing down at her, into her tired, pale



eyes, he knew that she was aware of the 
change those months of toil in the foun­
dry iiad made in him and feared that 
what had happened to his father would 
happen to him. Some Sunday, he would 
not be here. A note would come from 
the foundry superintendent, or from the 
I .anc< >r Hospital-----

Several times, during the first months, 
he tried to talk her out of that fear. But 
she gave him her one answer:

"Yer pa said them things, too."
Once, terribly lonely, shaken deeply 

in his belief that he was doing the right 
thing, he broke the promise he had made 
to himself and sought out Annie. Tony 
Latinion’s roadster was parked beside 
her father's truck. He could see her 
father and Lannion out beyond the silo.

Annie opened the screen door and 
came to the head of the porch steps. 
She stopped (there and stared down at 
him silently.

"Annie." He tried to smile. "1—T 
just come to see if you was the same."

Still she said nothing, just stared at 
him. From the barnyard, he could hear 
1 .annion’s voice, loud and confident. 
The sound of that voice enraged him.

"Suppose yer sparkin round with 
him now, hey?"

Iler expression did not at all change.
"I'm not,” she said quietly, “sparkin’ 

with anv man from Lancor. Nor will 
1."

She turned, and went back into the 
house.

UK did not go to the Martins any 
1 1 more on Sunday. He went instead 
to his own farm. The house and build­
ings needed paint. Boys walking home 
from the school house had smashed 
some of the window lights with stones. 
Inside, frost and chipmunks had been 
at work. The place was cold, dirty, 
desolate.

Standing on the little back stoop at 
twilight, looking out across the rocky, 
ridged fields, he visualized what he 

could do with that ten thousand dollars 
when he got it—what he could do to the 
barns—the new concrete floors he would 
put in—the silo and wind-mill he would 
build. The house—he would fix that, 
too—he and .Annie. He smiled as he 
thought that. For. he told himself, she 
had not turned him down. She prac­
tically said she was not in love with 
Tony Lannion.

He worked harder than ever that 
year, with a grim, mechanical speed no 
other man in the plant could equal. At 
nights, in his little room at the board­
ing house, he sat up late with his bank 
book, planning what he would do with 
his money.

At the end of that year he had over 
seven thousand dollars in the bank. Ac­
cording to his calculations, he would be 
able to quit at the end of the summer. 
Then, by spring and the open weather, 
he would have almost everything ready 
and would be able to bring his mother 
back—and Annie.

In July that year, the drought came. 
From Canada to Virginia, crops burned 
tip in the fields. Cows lowed all day 
for water, waiting with patient, glazed 
eyes for the dew that came with night.

In Lancor. the macadam of the streets 
was soft and sticky underfoot. Con­
crete sidewalks and the brick walls of 
houses and factories retained and inten­
sified the heat. Over the town, over the 
foundry, the smoke from the chimneys 
lav low, in a great black cloud.

They kept two ambulances at the 
doors of the foundry all day that sum­
mer. An average of twelve men a day 
went out into them, sometimes to their 
homes, usually to the Lancor Hospital. 
On the floor, they were pouring twice 
a day. and the heat was suffocating.

George White remembered very little 
of that summer. There was in his mem­
ory an impression of awful heat, ot 
acrid smoke, of burning steam, of pud­
dled, scorching metal.

His mother and Annie he had seen
COM—7B 



once, in the middle of July. He had 
driven to his own place, then to the 
Martins. They had both been there by 
the mail box to meet him. He had read 
in their eyes the fear they held for him.

They had talked to him then—asked 
him to quit, to stop, to come back to the 
farm.

"No." he had replied. “No. I ain't 
quiltin' until September first." 

'T’ONY LANNION he saw every day. 
standing silently at the door of the 

car shop, when they poured the iron— 
at eleven and at four. He wore a clean, 
white shirt, had a bandanna handker­
chief tied around his neck. There was 
no sweat on his face or body. His 
hands were soft and white and clean.

He was there in the door of the car 
shop on the morning they poured, when 
the thermometer registered one hundred 
and eighteen. Fourteen men had gone 
out that morning. They had laid them 
in rows by the door, until the ambu­
lances could come to take them.

Then, at eleven, the gong sounded. 
They were going to pour. George White 
and his partner, old Franky Gillieu. led 
the line that day. They were the first 
ones to step into the fiery breath of the 
furnace and stagger away again, the 
ladle of red metal held between them.

They did not stop when their ladle 
was empty and the forms kicked clear. 
They went into the line again. For 
men were stumbling and falling before 
that open furnace hearth. Some lay 
still, hands up over their faces. Others 
were crawling away on their hands and 
knees, through the blazing puddles of 
spilled iron, toward the air, the sunlight.

They did not, though, make that sec­
ond ladle-fill. In front of George 
White, a sandy-headed boy, stripped to 
the waist, his thin trousers slick against 
his body with sweat, suddenly caved in 
at the knees and fell forward, his bare 
back against a red-hot wheel casting.

For a moment there was a scream of
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agonx'. The boy rolled over and lay 
still. Between them, old Franky Gil­
lieu dropped the ladle and. stepping to­
ward the boy. started to gather him into 
his arms.

"No. It is impossible. Me. 1 can't!"
George White slid his great, calloused 

hands down the sides of his grimed 
trousers, drying them of their sweat.

"Stand clear. Franky. an' I'll take 
him."

He stooped swiftly down, back and 
should r muscles flexing. Then he 
strode on. staggering just a bit, through 
the rows of locked molds and the red, 
smoking castings. There was a blurred 
sensation in his own head. He was 
having great difficulty in breathing. It 
seemed that invisible hands were against 
his panting chest, pushing him. holding 
him back.

Before him lay two carelessly opened 
molds and their blue-hot castings. Be­
yond. a blazing lake of iron dropped 
from the ladle of a fainting man. Be­
tween those he started to stride. In 
his weariness and exhaustion, he half 
trod on the blue-hot end of a colliding 
casting

The heal seared up through the sole 
and side of his heavy boot. A grunt of 
pain came through his lips. He tried 
to go on—then knew that he could not. 
Before him was the spilled ladle-fill; at 
his side, another smoking casting; be­
hind him. the coupling he had just trod 
upon. He cried out. attempting to 
stand erect. A gray blankness came 
over his brain, and he felt his knees giv­
ing beneath him. He tried, with the last 
of his conscious energy, to fall to his 
left, away from that red metal.

I_1 EARING the same voice, time and 
1 1 time again, he opened his eyes and 
looked up. Annie Martin sat beside 
him.

“Annie," he said. It was a whisper. 
But he saw her face clearly. "What's 
the matter, Annie? I’m all right.”



- One of her hands came out across the 
bed. She sjxtke, so softly that he could 
barely hear:

“Your ma------" She held his hand
with fierce, nervous strength.

“What, Annie?”
"Your mother—— "
Then he understood. He raised up 

in the bed and leaned toward her.
“How, Annie? Why?”
1 fer voice came to him—a whisper :
“'Pony Lannion called up—said you 

were—dead. Killed in the foundry. 
And your mother—she was at the 
phone. She just------”

He lay back and was still. He could 
feel her hands, cool and steady, on his 
face and eyelids.

“But, why, Annie? I'm all right. 1 
ain't hurt bad. Nob'dy could------"

"1—he thought that if—he came out 
last night------Told me he was ready
to quit the foundry. Said he would 
—— 1 sent him away and came—came 
here."

She stared at him, her hands on his 
shoulders, trying to hold him back.

“Nope. .Annie. Get out o’ here now I 
(jet out I I'll—be back!”

He swung and staggered past her. 
towards the grimy pile of clothes in the 
corner of the room.

“Lannion.” he muttered, jerking back 
his leather belt. He jammed his ban­
daged foot into the scorched, torn shoe.

“Lannion ! By God !”
She was in the hall with the nurse and 

the doctor, waiting for him to come out. 
He did not seem to see them. When he 
felt their hands on him, he turned and 
snarled, tearing their hands away.

Old Franky Gillicu, who had worked 
with his father, was the first to see him 

come into the foundry. The old man 
tried to stop him.

“Get back, Franky. No—1 ain't, l ie 
ain't worth that much!”

Then he saw the man he wanted. He 
did not yell or even raise his hands. He 
strode silently^ toward him. Tony Lan- 
(jion could have run—might have gotten 
away. For some reason, he only stood 
there, like a man in a trance.

When the other was close in upon 
him. Lannion crouched swiftly and 
struck, up and tn. That was his only 
blow. The other had him by the throat, 
holding him at arm's length beating him 
across the face and head with open- 
handed blows.

No one stepped in; no one tried to 
interfere. When it was over, the ring 
broke and let George White through. 
He held the other man by the torn neck 
of his white shirt and dragged him limp 
and bloody, across the wide room— 
through cooling pits, over locked forms, 
to the huge windows beside the mold­
ing benches.

He picked up a mold and hurled it 
through the window. Then he turned 
and .viped his hands on his bare chest. 
Reaching down, he grasped the body of 
Tony' Lannion and hurled it through the 
hole he had made.

Behind him the warning gong rang. 
Automatically, the crowd, which had 
stood behind him, began to fall away. 
They picked up their ladles and formed 
in line.

There was that sudden, beautiful 
burst of light. They were pouring the 
iron. But he did not seem to see that 
light. He was walking slowly toward 
the door. He knew Annie Martin 
waited for him.



Experience is bound to teach you something—espe­
cially if it hands you a wallop and provokes your 

“best girl" to ask questions.

A Committee Of One
By Charles Lent

THERE are some guys that just 
love to be on committees. It 
makes them feel important and 

al! that. You can take it from me that 
it’s not so hot, I’ve been on one and 
' know. Also, women arc stubborn— 
they hang on to an idea like a dog to a 
bone. And golf is a game that’s not 
all it’s cracked rip to be.

I found out all these things just 
lately. Experience. that's it. You have 
to be awful dumb if it doesn't teach 
you something, especially when it hands 
you such a wallop over the old bean as 
it did to me.

'I'he trouble started when somebody, 
who was not quite bright, suggested we 
all chip in and buy a chest of silver for 
the chief clerk. It was hi* twenty-fifth 
wedding anniversary and they thought 
something should be done about it. 
Ours is a big office--the Cosmopolis 

I ru>t ( ompanv in \\ al! Street —and 
they have plent} of excuse.-- for coming 
around to collect coin off you.

Miss Boylan, one of the stenogra­
phers. is going to get married. Let her. 
says 1. She looks considerable over 
twenty-one, old enough to know her 
own mind. But no, 1 ain't let off that 
easy. They are buying a radio set or a 
parlor rug or some other nonsense for 
a wedding present. 1 low much will I 
chi].) in? Horton has a new babv at 
home ami some goofy individual comes 
around to collect some jack off of me 
to buy the kid a porringer. What the 
hell is a porringer, anyway? I didn't 
like to seem ignorant at the time and 
ask. All I know is that when I was a 
kid 1 didn’t have one. Yeah. 1 dug as 
usual. Say. I’ve given till it hurts in 
that office.

I'd niy mind all made up to say, 



"No,” real loud and rough, to the next 
panhandler that came around to me 
with a subscription list. I changed my 
mind when I found out it was for the 
chief clerk they were buying this chest 
of silver. You see, he is-—well—the 
chief clerk. The main guys don’t know 
we're alive except through what he tells 
them of our work. So 1 didn't even 
growl, but gave as usual, and foolishly 
thought that was the end, so far as I 
was concerned.

1 didn't like the guy who was chief 
clerk—never did and never wilt. I 
wondered how it leaked out that it was 
his anniversary. It wasn't in the papers 
or nothing. Could it be that the foxy 
old guy let it out to some of his toadies 
with a hint that a chest of silver would 
be acceptable? 1 wouldn’t put it past 
him. 1 thought his wife was entitled 
io a consolation prize after twenty-five 
years with him, but I didn’t say so.

I coughed up a five spot that 1 could 
have used in other and better ways and 
thought 1 was through. You never 
know, do you?

Somebody took the money that was 
collected and bought the chest. It was 
kept under cover at the office and most 
of us had a squint at it—all we got for 
our money. The dames in the office 
were all atwitter about it The plan 
was to present it one Saturday after 
banking hours with speeches and every­
thing. That was a swell program, with 
all of us anxious to leave promptly at 
one o’clock. If they had any money left 
over—they wouldn't—they never do— 
they were going to blow it in on a bunch 
of roses as big as a house for the chief 
clerk to take home to his frau. That 
was the plan. It didn't work out just 
'hat way though.

DOSE works in the same office with 
me. that’s how we met. I was 

strong for Rose from the first minute 
1 saw her taking dictation from one of 
the main guys. Pretty.'' You bet! I 

didn’t know then how stubborn she was. 
Oh, I fell all right—me that had laughed 
at other guys that were in love.

"Love ’em and leave ’em,” had been 
my motto up to then. I’d looked at 
girls as sharpers, trying to ease some 
lellow into the position of good pro­
vider so that they wouldn’t have to work 
any more. Still, they seemed to like me 
pretty well. I bad only to raise my 
finger, and they’d come a-running.

Rose was different—polite and pleas­
ant, but indifferent. She didn’t seem to 
care whether the boys in the office liked 
her or not. The other dames had it 
figured out that she had a steady they 
didn't know about. 1 gave her some 
encouragement and thought she was 
beautiful but dumb when she didn't 
seem to catch on. I made it plainer that 
• was open for dates. She never batted 
an eyelash. Simp that I was to think 
>he was dumb! Why, that girl is 
smarter than any man in our office. 
That is something else I found out re­

cent.
bunny, but when she didn’t see that 

1 was trying to flag her, «t made me 
keener than ever. 1 made up my mind 
I'd make her notice me. T did it. 
though it wasn't easy. By the time I'd 
made her realize I was on the map, I 
was sunk. 1 cared more for that kid 
than I’d ever thought I would care for 
anybody. I sure was caught—me. the 
guy who’d been giving girls the merry 
ha-ha ever since I left school.

Everything was going fine. She was 
wearing my ring, and I’d never been so 
happy in all my life. If you’d just 
seen Rose once, you’d understand bow 
lucky I was.

Then 1 took up golf. I had a right to 
if I wanted to, didn’t I? 1 still claim 
I was within my rights.

It started from a circular I got. It 
seems they were forming a new coun­
try club out in New Jersey. This cir­
cular said all the golf courses in the 
metropolitan area were crowded and 



congested; the new club would fill a 
crying need. The invitations to join 
were being sent to a selected list of ris­
ing young business men. You could 
btiy your membership on the deferred- 
payment plan—the way most people buy 
their cars. They had pictures of the 
links and the proposed clubhouse on the 
circular and said how easy it was going 
to be to jump into your car. at the close 
of a strenuous day at business, and, in 
less than an hour, be on the porch of 
the clubhouse—proposed—storing up 
energy for the next day's grind. Sign 
here if you wished further particulars. 
No obligation.

I signed and in no time at all I was 
a member. They explained that there 
was no clubhouse—yet. But a golf 
course of six holes was ready, and I 
could go out and play any time I wanted 
to.

T had to dress for it, didn’t I? If you 
didn't, the other fellows would think 
you were just plain ignorant. Sure. I 
had to have the clothes.

I had a car. a second-hand one. T 
could breeze out there in it. but the train 
service wasn't bad, ami I decided to go 
by train the first few times till I got 
the lay of the land.

CO I went to a place where they keep 
the togs and the tools and shot the 

works. I got me a golf suit with the 
baggiest pair of trousers you ever saw, 
a sweater and golf stockings that 
matched, shoes with special soles, a cap, 
and everything. Then I picked out a 
golf bag and some clubs. I went easy 
on the clubs and only bought the ones 
the man said were absolutely required. 
The clothes set me back so much I was 
feeling poor when it came to getting 
clubs.

The Saturday morning after this 
orgy of buying, I hopped out of bed 
and looked at the weather. It was a 
peach of a day. I decided to go out to 
my club and try out those six holes. I 

didn’t anticipate any trouble in learning 
to play. If I could learn to drive a 
flivver in two days, the way f did, I 
ought to learn all there was to learn 
about a game in a couple of weeks.

I got into the subway and started 
down town with my bag of clubs and 
wearing my new clothes. When I got 
out on the street in the bright sunlight. 
I suspected that my clothes were the 
least bit loud. I was sure they were 
O. K. though. The man in the store 
said they were an unusual pattern, the 
cloth imported from Scotland. Those 
Scotchmen ought to know what's right 
for the game. They invented golf, 
didn't they?

Nobody noticed me much in the 
crowd. That’s one nice thing about 
New York—nobody bothers you. 
When I started to leave the subway 
train at Wall Street, some young kids 
saw me and yelled:

“Fore'"
I paid no attention, just walked along 

looking as snooty as I knew how.
It was a lot different when I struck 

the office. Most of the fellows in my 
department had something to say about 
my new outfit. I put it down to plain 
envy. They didn’t belong to an exclu­
sive club for rising young business men. 
But it was Rose—my Rose—that gave 
me the dirtiest dig of all. She didn't 
like my clothes, said they were loud 
and in wretched taste, told me she cred­
ited me with better sense. All I could 
think to say was:

“Yeah ?’’
I was stunned the way she went at 

me. Never a cross word between us 
before. She kept on till she'd said too 
much. I shot some hot ones back at 
her and left her.

I went out to the club though. This 
was my first visit and I’d expected to 
enjoy it, with Rose watching me play. 
I didn’t have a good time and I was 
disappointed in the place. It looked 
like a real-estate development gone 



wrong, that had been turned into a golf 
course as an *»f tert bought. I didn’t ex­
pect a clubhouse. The circular plainly 
said it was a proposed clubhouse that 
they had a picture of. Say. tell me this, 
will you ? How can they take a picture 
of a clubhouse that is only proposed, 
showing motor cars at the main en­
trance. a servant in livery taking a 
member's clubs out of his car. and a lot 
of swell folks sitting on the veranda 
drinking high balls? At least, in the 
picture they looked like high-ball 
glasses.

T 11E six holes were finished, and there 
were folks playing around. One 

guy, who seemed to know what he was 
talking about, said the course would be 
O. K. when it was finished—that play­
ing there beat waiting in line at otic, 
of the public courses. He could play- 
golf. 1 guess, but he certainly wasn't 
any rising young business man. You 
should have seen the way he was 
dressed, downright shabby with an old 
green sweater and a hat I wouldn’t have 
offered to a tramp.

1 didn't get along so good in my play­
ing either. .After fighting that way 
with Rose, my heart wasn't in it. 
Maybe there is more to the game than 
you'd think to watch it. I walked 
around those links with a funny feeling, 
like where a tooth had been pulled out. 
1 kept thinking about Rose. I was still 
mad at some of the things she had said. 
It might be just as well, I thought. 
Regular cat-and-dog life we'd have led. 
if she was that sort. I'd never suspected 
she had such a temper.

1 got tired of looking for my ball all 
the time and called it a day. There 
being no clubhouse, the only thing to 
do. when I was through playing, was to 
go back to the station and wait for my 
train. I discovered there wouldn't be a 
train for twenty minutes. There was a 
girl waiting for the train. I looked at 
her sort of absentlikc and thought there 

was something funny about her. Ei* 
nally, it registered. She hadn't any 
stockings on and she was carrying a 
cane. Her shoes looked like straw san* 
dais or bedroom slippers. Funny rig 
to be out in the street in. I let it go at 
that. I wasn’t interested in this girl or 
any girl but Rose, and since this morn­
ing I wasn’t so darn interested in Rose. 
Xo, I’d been right at first in keeping 
women at a distance.

I f some women waiting for the train 
hadn’t gawped at her. like she was 
something escaped from a circus, I 
wouldn’t have noticed that girl further. 
I heard one woman say to another with 
a sniff:

“Of all the ridiculous get-ups. It's 
downright immoral. She ought to be 
spanked; and, if she was my child, she 
would be.”

Then I gave her another look and 
saw she was a damn pretty girl. Her 
eyelashes nearly touched the ground in 
front of her when she walked, and she 
had a pair of black eyes that sent a thrill 
right through you when she looked at 
you. After hearing those women, my 
heart went out to her, then and there. 
'The world seems to be full of funda­
mentalist females who think if you 
jazzed up your clothes a bit you were 
ridiculous. That girl was a peach, a 
pippin. Those old hags—they’d never 
see forty again, any of them—were en­
vious of her youth and beauty.

I let the girl see she was not unap­
preciated and some way we got to talk­
ing. She told me she was an art student 
with a studio in Greenwich Village. I 
told her I was a banker with one of the 
largest firms in Wall Street. That was 
no lie. the part about being with a big 
firm. The Cosmopolis is about as big 
as they come. I knew that some of my 
talk was hot air and boasting, but I 
could see she was what she said she was. 
and I believed every last word she said. 
Silly of me, but you see Art was over 
my head. I couldn't draw a straight



line, and to meet one of those gifted 
people who painted or sculpted gave me 
a great kick. I helped her on the train 
when it came, like she was something 
precious. The train was crowded, hut 
I managed to find her a seat beside a. 
courtly old guy. I 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 beside your wife," he 
says to me. "I'm going in 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. I fell into the seal 
heside her, feeling funny all over. My 
wife—I'd expected Rose would be my 
wile. How did this guy get the idea I 
was spliced to this dame? It didn't faze 
her at all. She went right on talking 
about modernistic art. She was mad 
about it. Wasn't I? I didn't know 
what it was. so just looked judicial and 
said:

"Well, yes and no. if you know what 
1 mean."

All the way into New York all I had 
to say was ‘Wes." "No," and ‘‘I don’t 
know." Rut -it seemed that my brief 
comments were all she expected of me.

She talked a steady stream and had 
me fascinated. When we got off the 
train and across the ferry, she hops into 
the first taxi she sees and just assumes 
that I was going with her. 1 hadn't 
meant to. I was going home to put up 
my clubs, change my clothes, and go 
around to see Rose. She 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 I 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 

—and might be the last—I'd ever have. 
So I said I'd be glad to.

Her studio was small and her work 
was terrible. It looked like stuff 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 
before she shook up a drink. I had one 
or two—maybe it was three. After 
that. I didn't care much what happened 
to me. Before I knew it, I was dated 
to take her out to dinner. We went to 
some dump in a cellar where the food 
was bad but the booze good. It was 
eight o'clock before I left her, and I 
only did it then 'cause she had a date 
for the evening. We got along fine and 
1 enjoyed 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 I wanted to, wasn't I? After 
all, it’s a free country.

Only one thing went wrong that af­
ternoon. I 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 I re­
membered seeing them. I was noncha­
lant about it. I told her that on Mon­
day I’d get me a whole flock of new 
clubs.

I guess I was the least bit woozy 
after all we’d had to drink, but she was 
as fresh as when she started. She sure 
could stand her liquor like a gentleman. 
I felt quite man-of-the-worldish as I 
started for Washington Heights, where 
I live. I 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 



nights. X girl like that was sure to be 
popular. So I wasn't surprised.

| X my sober senses, T wouldn’t have 
chosen that evening to go around to 

see Rose, but I told you I was the least 
bit woozy. I ain’t used to booze. Bank 
clerks are not supposed to drink, not 
till they get to be bank presidents any­
way. I meant to be dignified and cool 
but wasn't either. Rose sailed into me 
lor being drunk and, in no time at all, 
1 was out of there on my ear, so to 
speak. 1 had my ring. Rose had given 
it back to me.

J did not feel so good next day— 
which was Sunday—and didn't go out 
of the house except to get some cigar­
ettes. 1 didn’t make a move in Rose's 
direction, just hung around the house 
waiting for a phone call from her that 
didn’t come. My kid sister was wise. 
She wanted to know if I’d fought with 
Rose.

“1'11 bet it's all your fault, if you 
have,’' she said.

I told her to mind her own business, 
and she grinned.

“1 thought so."
It sure is uncanny how women dope 

things out. They don’t reason the wav 
we men do—just jump at conclusions 
-and more than half the time they're 

right.
Rose didn't speak to me the next dav, 

nor the next. I thought that, if she was 
waiting for me to make any advances, 
she'd have a long wait. It was darn 
unpleasant to be in the same office with 
her and not speaking. It was a relief 
to meet Madeline that Tuesday night. 
She seemed to appreciate me. if some 
other girls did not. She still had bare 
legs; she wore a red dress and a red 
scarf tied around her head; and her 
cigarette holder was red. too. She 
looked like a pirate.

We drifted around the \ illage, danc­
ing sometimes, talking sometimes, and 
drinking always. It was an old story 

to her; she’d lived down there eleven 
months. But it was all new to me. I 
got a great kick out of it. Everywhere 
wc went were artists, writers, singers, 
dancers. They all seemed to know and 
like Madeline.

Next day at the office I let fall a 
few hints about my new girl. That’s 
all I needed to have it broadcast. In a 
big office like ours there is a lot of gos­
sip and it travels as fast as in any small­
town sewing circle. I wanted the news 
to get back to Rose. Funny, isn’t it, how 
you want to hurt the person you are 
fond of? If she heard it—and she must 
have—she never gave a sign. She was 
pale, but not unusually so, and she still 
wasn't speaking to me. As the days 
went by, I got reckless and saw Made­
line as often as she'd let me. She had 
a lot of dates, but managed to go out 
with me a lot.

Then came the Saturday of the pres- 
entation of that chest of silver. Talk 
about Hamlet with Hamlet left out 1 
The chief clerk was sick and not down 
to the office that day. His wife tele­
phoned. As near as I got the dope, he 
didn't have anything more serious than 
a bellyache the matter with him. though 
his wife was afraid it was appendicitis. 
There was a fine how-do-you-do about 

it in the office. That was the day ol 
the anniversary, and that present had 
to be delivered. They asked the assist­
ant secretary what they were to do. and 
he decided right off the bat. I was un­
lucky enough to be passing his desk just 
then and he called to me.

LJOW about it. Fred, have you an en­
gagement this afternoon ?"

1 didn't have. Fine chance 1 had to 
have an engagement. Rose still wasn't 
speaking to me. and Madeline had a 
date.

“No, sir, 1 haven't."
"Then I appoint you a committee of 

one to take this chest of silver and de­
liver it. If Mr. Morris is well enough 



to see you, tell him we all regret his 
illness, will you ?"

And that was that. The assistant 
secretary turned to somebody else. The 
thing was settled. Me. that didn't like 
this chief-clerk bozo at all and didn’t 
approve of giving him the stuff—I was 
the one they picked on to take it up to 
hint and make a speech saying we hoped 
he would be better soon, f was elected; 
I couldn’t back out.

Well, it wouldn’t take me long. I’d 
stop on West Ninety-something Street 
where he lived, on my way up to Wash­
ington Heights, and that's all there 
would'be to it. Any speech about wish­
ing he’d soon get well would be mighty 
short. 1 really hoped he'd choke.

Just before twelve o’clock, when the 
bank closes, 1 had a telephone call from 
Madeline. She was in great trouble, 
she said. Could 1 come up to her 
studio ? 1 told her I sure could and that 
I’d be tip almost immediately. I’d fix 
things when I got there. I hung up, 
wondering what could be the trouble. I 
was flattered that she turned to me 
when she was in a jam. She knew 
slews of more important people than me

-she was always telling me about them. 
Yet she had turned to me when she 
was in trouble. My chest measurement 
swelled about two inches as J thought 
that these girls who were so ambitious 
to carve out careers for themselves were 
just women after all and needed a 
strong, level-headed man around to ad­
vise them. I took the chest of silver 
tinder my arm arid hot-footed it up to 
her studio.

She cried on my neck when 1 arrived. 
She was in trouble. Some very impor­
tant people were coming in that after­
noon with a buyer of her work in tow. 
It was the turning point of her career, 
and the poor thing didn’t have a drop 
of gin in the place—no booze of any 
sort. She’d Spent her allowance that 
her folks sent her. What was she to

Apparently it was impossible to in­
terest a buyer in her work unless she 
filled him up with booze first. Having 
seen her pictures. I could understand 
that. No one that was cold sober 
would pay good money for one of them.

I offered to lend her the money she 
needed. That made her indignant. 
Certainly not I She liked and respected 
me. but a young girl alone had to be 
careful. She made me feel as if I’d in­
sulted her. 1 couldn’t see just how, but 
she cheered up when she thought of a 
way out. 1 could go to Henri's and get 
the things she needed. She'd make a 
list. Lots of her boy friends sent her 
booze, just the way they sent her flow­
ers. 1 couldn't see the difference my­
self but had sense enough not to say 
so. I said I'd go and get what she 
needed and for her not to worry her 
pretty head. It seemed that she needed 
a lot of things. I had a list as long as 
my arm when I started out. As I was 
leaving, she called to me not to forget 
plenty of cigarettes.

I got everything on her list—-Scotch, 
rye-^giri—and I didn’t forget the ciga­
rettes. She was so grateful when I got 
back, and insisted that I stay and help 
her through the ordeal. She said the 
afternoon meant so much to her. I 
couldn’t leave the poor girl in the lurch, 
all nervous and excited as she was. I 
stayed, and that was the start of as wild 
a party as I've ever been on. I didn't 
plan it. certainly not. I meant to get 
Madeline all set for these important vis­
itors and then beat it up town with that 
chest of silver I had to deliver. The 
party just happened.

T‘HERE were six people in the gang 
that came to the studio. We made 

out. by holding our arms high, the wav 
you do in the subway, and some of them 
sat on the others' laps. I was busy 
serving drinks.

Lee. but they were a high-brow lot, 
with their talk about "values" and "at-. 



mosphcre.” Thej' meant art® things, 
not the price of things or the air. Just 
at first. [ felt like an ignorant gink that 
didn't know about such things; but that 
was to begin with. Before long. I was 
fed up with all the talk. It sounded 
just like words with no meaning that 
any one with any sense would want to 
know about.

1 never did find out which of the 
three men was the prospective buyer of 
some of Madeline's work. They were 
all there with a thirst, and by five o’clock 
the supply I’d brought in was gone. I 
gave Madeline the high sign and asked 
should T go out and get more. She said 
instead we’d go down to Joe's for more 
of the same. I tried to duck for home, 
meaning to leave the silver on my way. 
They wouldn’t hear of it. So I went 
along. We had drinks at Joe’s and 
went along to another place for dinner 
and dancing. It was taken for granted 
by every one of that bunch, including 
Madeline, that I was the host. Anyway 
I paid and paid and paid. We were in 
the Gypsy Lair at two o’clock Sunday 
morning, still dancing and drinking, 
when 1 struck the bottom of tny roll. 
The waiter gave me the check for what 
we'd had there, and it was thirty-eight 
dollars.

All 1 could dig tip out of my pockets, 
by fishing in every one of them, was 
four dollars and some odd cents—about 
enough for the tip. I had an all-gone 
feeling when I realized that. What a 
fool I’d been to come out on this party! 
I looked down the table to where Made­
line sat. She was just as good looking 
as she’d ever been, but, for the first time 
since I’d known her, she didn’t look- 
good to me. 1 yvatched her for a min­
ute or so and felt that I positively dis­
liked her.

I’d blown in all the money I had 
with me and was thirty-eight dollars 
in the hole besides. And what for? 
When you came to think of it, what was 
it to me if she was broke and in a 

hole with a crowd coming in to see her 
work ? There she was. laughing, and 
talking first to the man on one side of 
her and then to the man on the other. 
She acted like she hadn’t a care in the 
world. I looked the three men in the 
party over careful—no help there. Not 
one of the three looked as if lie had 
thirty-eight bucks on him or would let 
me have them if he did. Not one of 
them had offered to buy so much as a 
pack of cigarettes since we started, 
hours ago. on this party.

| 'D seen the boss of the Gypsy Lair 
earlier in the evening. He was 

small and fat and smiling, but, behind 
the smiles, he looked as hard boiled as 
they come. I knew I hadn’t a chance 
to persuade him to let me sign the check 
and pay him Monday after I’d got the 
money some place. Then my eve fell 
on that chest of silver I'd lugged around 
with me from place to place. It was 
worth a lot of money. It was solid 
silver and came from a swell place—se­
curity enough for ten thirty-eight-dollar 
checks.

I jumped up like I'd been stung by a 
bee, grabbed that chest of silver, tucked 
it under my arm and rushed off to inter­
view the proprietor.

Say, he was a hard-boiled baby. He 
wiped the smile off his face about the 
second word I said, and, by the time I'd 
finished explaining, he was looking 
meaner and uglier than any one I’d run 
up against in all my travels around New 
York. I ripped open that package of 
mine quick and let him lamp the silver, 
and he calmed down some. I nearly 
talked his arm off before he said reluc­
tantly that it would be O, K. for me to 
sign the check and leave the chest of sil­
ver with him as security.

1 certainly did heave a big sigh of 
relief when he said that. I walked back 
to the table, picked up the check that 
was lying by my plate, signed it with a 
flourish and handed it and three of the 



four dollars f had left to that surly 
waiter, lie took it like something that 
was germy, looked at my three dollars 
as if he was disappointed, hesitated a 
minute and then walked away. 1 looked 
down the table and hoped that I'd never 
see any of that bunch again, and an­
nounced loud and firm that I was leav­
ing.

They yelled to me that 1 couldn't do 
that. We'd make a night of it. If I 
was bored here, they knew of other 
places that were livelier. They weren't 
going home—they were going to make 
a night of it. 1 told them real polite 
that they could do what they wanted to 
do but that I was through, was going 
home to hit the hay. Their enthusiasm 
for going on to another place waned 
sudden when they got it through their 
heads that their host was leaving them 
flat.

Madeline came around and tried to 
persuade me to change my mind. She 
pouted, pleaded, and almost cried, but I 
was firm. She gave it up as a bad job. 
left me flat and let another guy take her 
home to her studio, which was certainly 
O. 1\. with me. 1 never wanted to see 
her again.

That crowd piled into a taxi and left 
me on the sidewalk with a headache and 
a bad taste in my mouth. 1 walked to 
the subway and dragged myself home 
somehow.

| HAD some sleep, but that chest of 
silver was on my mind. I thought 

I’d better get it delivered before noon. 
I’d have to tell my old man just how 
big a fool I’d been, borrow the money 
from him. take the lecture he was sure 
to give me, and get down town as quick 
as I could. So about ten o’clock 1 man­
aged to drag myself out of bed, take a 
shower, dress, and walk into the dining 
loom. 1 felt pretty rocky, but some 
coffee would straighten me out. I 
thought.

1 wasn't looking forward to what my 

old man would say, and took a brace as 
I opened the dining-room door and 
walked in with my head up, shoulders 
back and a pippin of an alibi I’d thought 
up. There was no one there but my 
kid sister.

"Hello," I said, slumping into a chair. 
1 felt relieved that dad wasn’t there that 
minute. It was like going to the den­
tist to have a tooth out and finding that 
the dentist wasn’t home—a reprieve, 
you know.

“Where's dad?" I asked mv kid sis­
ter. staring at the food on the table with 
dislike.

"Mother and dad have gone to Aunt 
Mary's to stay over Sunday. Thev will 
be back to-morrow night."

1 just stared at her. Dad away, gone 
to Connecticut' Where was I going 
to get the money to get that chest of 
silver out of hock? What would hap­
pen to me if I didn't? I felt a sicken­
ing certainty that last night's foolish­
ness was going to cost me mv job.

It was downright silly of me to get 
so upset. I’ve thought since of a dozen 
places I could have gone—of a dozen 
friends who would have helped me out. 
I had plenty of money in my savings 
account at the Cosmopolis. Xo need at 
all for me to get as steamed up over it 
as I did.

It must have been something I’d 
eaten the night before—cucumbers, 
maybe. I remember we had some. Cu­
cumbers never did agree with me. 1 
must have looked pretty awful for mv 
sister gave a little scream:

"Freddie, what is the matter?"
1 started to tell her that nothing was 

the matter, when the queerest thing 
happened. The room went black, and 
I could feel myself falling. Yeah. I 
keeled over in a faint. Can you imagine 
that? I'd never done such a fool thing 
in all my life before. The more I think 
of it, the surer I am it was the cucum­
bers.

1 don't know how long it was before 



1 opened my eves. Mv kid sister was 
kneeling beside me. crying and fright­
ened. Some way I got to my room and 
threw myself face down on the bed. 
My sister said she was going to tele­
phone for the doctor. I tried to tell 
her f didn't need a doctor, but I couldn't 
get the words out. I heard her at the 
telephone, and then I must have gone to 
sleep, or something, for that's the last 
1 remember for a long time.

The next time I opened my eyes Rose 
was sitting by my bed. My kid sister 
was standing at the foot, looking as 
frightened as ever. I was so glad to see 
Rose that I didn't even wonder how 
she got there. I forgot all about our 
fight and that we weren't engaged any 
more, and just reached out my arms for 
her. and she fell right into the^i. I 
must have had ptomaine poisoning, for 
I was sicl< and weak. That’s why I 
cried like a babv. Rose did too. My 
kid sister tiptoed out of the room and 
left us.

|T wasn’t hard telling Rose about it 
all. ! started in by saying what a 

fool I’d been. 1 said worse things 
about myself than Rose could have 
thought up to say to me. I came clean, 
including the chest of silver in hock in 
Greenwich Village.

Rose made me drink something. I 
went to sleep again holding her hand 
for dear life. T was scared she’d go 
away and leave me. I wouldn’t have 
blamed her any if she had, after the 
way I’d acted. Say, ain’t it wonderful 

the way women will stick by the awiul 
fools we men are sometimes?

It was the middle of the afternoon 
when I woke up again. I was better. 
1 could get up and dress, and those two 
girls fussed over me like 1 was a real 
invalid'. They explained that my kid 
sister couldn’t get our doctor. l ie was 
out of town. In her fright she hadn't 
known anybody to turn to but Rose. 
The minute she heard there was any­
thing the matter with me. Rose came 
running.

That’s all. I guess. Oh, the chest of 
silver? Sure, I got that out of hock 
that very afternoon and delivered it to 
the chief clerk’s house. I told him the 
delay was caused by my having had an 
attack of ptomaine poisoning. Rose 
went with me to get it. She loaned me 
the money I needed. She knew how 
important it was that 1 get it and de­
liver it pronto.

By ten o'clock Monday morning I'd 
repaid her loan. It was in the office, 
and I couldn't say much when I handed 
her the money—“Thanks a lot." or 
something like that. But that night I 
thanked her proper.

And saw it's a funny thing. Do you 
know what? I was a fool, I'm not 
denying that. But out of that mix-up 
with Madeline Manning came one good 
thing. It’s this:

I thought I loved Rose before. 
Pshaw. I didn't know what love was till 
thi.> happened. I didn’t half appreciate 
her. I do now. though. She’s sure one 
sweet kid.

FROM THREE TO FOUR by Bernard Breslauer
Tom McNamara, disarming speakeasy proprietor, stumbles 
on Romance in a city park, and then discovers the high 

cost of romance.
In the First November COMPLETE



Chink Logic
By Bernard Breslauer

Tom McNamara 
may be a fool 
but he is also an 
Irishman — a 
chink-Irishman.

Till-, barroom was noisv. but, in 
the back room of the speakeasy 
where Tom McNamara sal fac­

ility Detective Sergetint Jerry Sullivan, 
it was comparatively puiet.

"Well?" said Sullivan.
McNamara's answer came slowly, in 

low. distinct tones that had in them a 
trace of bitterness and hopelessness.

"1 am going to the I’avilion where 
Saurel and his mob hang out. I'm go­
ing to-night."

Sullivan sprang io his feet. "You're 
crazy,“ he said.

Sullivan had come to McNamara's 
speakeasy fifteen minutes before and 
had found McNamara drawing beer be­
hind the crowded bar.

"thought I'd drop in and wise you 

up that the truce is over." Sullivan said, 
lighting a cigar.

McNamara received the news impas­
sively, with a nod of his head.

" 'Snowv' Rogers was bumped <>fi not 
more than an hour ago at the corner of 
North Third and Dorsey," Sullivan ex­
plained. "Same old story—stolen car. 
machine gun. body riddled with bullets, 
couple of scared witnesses who don't 
know nothing. Not that Snowy is im­
portant. It’s the fact that his killing 
means that the truce is over. .And so's 
mv vacation. And." he added after 
some deliberation, "so's vours."

"Why?" asked McNamara. attempt* 
mg a smile without success.

“It’s no secret in this town." Sullivan 
said bluntly, "that you were the big 



cheese in the Gatti round-up, although 
the cops got the credit. Well, Saurel 
and Gatti were partners. It so hap­
pened that the truce came along. Sau­
rel and Rucker and—and the authorities 
smoked the peace pipe. Otherwise 
you'd hat e been bumped off by Saurel's 
mob soon after you potted Gatti. To­
night's murder says the pipe is out.”

McNamara looked at Sullivan curi­
ously. "How much better off am I.” 
he asked, “now that you've wised me 
up?”

"Lots," said Sullivan. "Forewarned 
is forearmed, ain’t it?"

"I guess so," said McNamara.
"Thanks, Jerry."

"Ah, that’s all right. I'd a-felt ter­
rible if you was bumped off without 
knowing what hit volt."

This time McNamara managed to 
smile. But the next instant his face 
was once more intensely somber.

"Sure," he said, “I'd hate to be sur­
prised with a bullet. I’d rather see it 
coming, so's 1 can shake hands with it 
before it kisses me on the brow like a 
sister."

I f there was sarcasm in this speech, 
the detective did not get it.

"Of course," he said, "you’ll be leav­
ing town. That's the best thing to do. 
Take a six-month jaunt to Canada."

"No." said McNamara. "I'm not 
leaving town."

"The hell you say I Whv not?"

| DON’T run away from anybody," 
McNamara answered, with a slight, 

pathetic shrug of his broad shoulders.
It was as though, he could find no 

other words to explain what was so pat­
ently a piece of folly. It was as though 
he had said:

“I know I ought to run away. I 
know I’m a fool to stay. Let it go at 
that. I'm a fool."

“Then what in hell are you going to 
do?” Sullivan demanded.

McNamara's face was drained of 

blood. His eyes were wide and fixed on 
the detective without seeming to see 
him. Behind them was the full knowl­
edge of what being on the spot meant.

“Well?" Sullivan demanded.
It was then that McNamara’s answer 

came slowly. There was, in his low. 
distinct tones, the bitterness acquired 
from his experience as a speakeasy 
proprietor, who bucked the racket al­
most single-handed.

“I am going to the Pavilion where 
Saurel and his mob hang out. I’m go­
ing to-night."

Sullivan stared at him, a trifle awed 
by what he saw in the other’s face. It 
was the look of a man who was seeing 
something strange and terrible—his 
own corpse perhaps, his hearse, his 
funeral.

“Listen. Jerry,” McNamara con­
tinued, wetting his dry lips, “you’re a 
cop and it's your business to bump off 
a gangster. You don’t get put on the 
spot for it. But I’m on the spot. I'm 
no cop. I'm just a fool who has been 
bucking the racket for—for the hell of 
it maybe. Or maybe it’s because I just 
happen to hate the big shots with the 
big gats and the yellow bellies. Any­
way, I've been bucking them from the 
start and now I’m not leaving town. 
I'm crazy and I’m going to be bumped 
off. I might just as well take my own 
gun, stick the muzzle in my ear and pull 
the trigger."

Jerry Sullivan mopped his brow. 
“Ye-ah,” he said with an effort. “Once 
they got you ticketed, you’re a stiff un­
less you skip."

"You've got no choice except to sit 
around and wait for them to kill you,” 
McNamara said.

“Ye-ah,” said Sullivan, “but ain’t that 
better than walkin' right up to ’em and 
asking for it, like you plan to do to­
night ?"

“No, it isn't better. And I’ll tell you 
why—in words that aren’t mv own, 
words I heard a chink use not so long 



ago. He said: ‘Life in the shadow of 
death is not worth living.’ My experi­
ence has taught me that 1 could escape 
death for a day, for a month, for many 
months. But you can never escape the 
fear of it. which is mtich worse."

"Huh,” grunted Sullivan. "That's 
chink logic. Bad for a white man."

“I don't know about that." McNa­
mara answered. "It happens to be ex­
actly the way I feel about it. I can see 
it as plainly as though it only happened 
yesterday."

"See what?"
"That chink, Lee Foo. I can hear 

him talking between sips of tea. 1 re­
member all that he said to me. 1 know 
exactly how he felt."

"Say, have you got anything in that 
pipe besides tobacco?"

“A memory," McNamara retorted 
gently.

Sullivan snorted.

AYBE I'll be dead before morn­
ing," McNamara said. "Let me 

tell you a little about that chink."
"Fire away."
"My sister is an interior decorator, 

you know, and some one told her about 
Lee Foo’s curio shop. Well, sister was 
scared to go alone. So she asked her 
tough, younger brother to escort her. I 
did. Lee Foo entertained us like a lord 
and lady, served tea and rice cakes. My 
sister selected a few things and we left. 
I dropped into the shop the next day 
to see if the articles had been sent. Lee 
Foo was having his tea. So of course 
I had to sit down and join him.

"You seem to have forgotten who 
Lee Foo was, Jerry. He was an Ox­
ford graduate and the head of the Hip 
Sing Tong in Chicago. You know as 
well as I do that he was bumped off 
exactly two months ago to-day!”

"1 remember," Sullivan said. "These 
chink names all sound alike to me."

"And I was there when it happened," 
McNamara said.

"The hell you say 1"
"Yes, I was there—in at the death 

you might say. It was a year after I’d 
first met him, and eight months after 
I’d last seen him. Eight months previ­
ous to that, the curio shop had closed 
down and Lee Foo had disappeared. 
Driving' through the neighborhood, two 
months ago to-day, 1 noticed the shut­
ters were up and the door open. So 1 
walked in. There was Lee Foo. sitting 
by the taboret, sipping his tea. But the 
Lee Foo 1 had last seen was only thirty 
years old. This Lee Foo looked twice 
that, and his hair was gray. 1 can tell 
you. it frightened me. When I asked 
him what had caused such a terrible 
change, he told me this story, with a 
strange smile on his face all the while.

" ‘My son,’ he began, and I didn't 
think it strange that a man scarcely 
older than myself should call me son. he 
looked so old and gray. ‘My son.’ he 
-aid. after pouring me some tea. ‘I was 
young, now I am old. Yet scarcely 
eight months have passed since you saw 
me last. Once again my shop is open, 
and once again we are having tea to­
gether. But you are a young man still, 
and 1, who was young then, am old."

McNamara paused. "Lee Foo knew," 
he muttered. "He knew what it was to 
be marked for death."

Sullivan lit a cigarette. "Those 
chinks give me the heeby-jeebies,"

" Tn New York, eight months ago.' 
Lee Foo went on, ‘five minutes after 
eleven o'clock at night, a Hip Sing was 
killed by an On Leong. At midnight, 
we in Chicago, and our brothers in far 
away San Francisco, knew what had 
happened. Before morning twenty-one 
of both tongs were dead throughout the 
country. After a truce of a year, the 
tongs were again at war.

" ‘A panic seized me. and I ran away. 
I was afraid to die. I knew that if I 
remained I would be dead before an­
other twenty-four hours had passed. 
So for eight months I have been a 



wanderer, from city to citv. from town 
to town, homeless, friendless, some­
times penniless, always limited and 
afraid.

" ‘Toward tlie end of those long 
months, mysteriously, a larger wisdom 
came to me. T asked myself—what good 
is living like this, always hunted, al­
ways afraid, always running away? 
And I answered—death is better. 
Therefore 1 have come back and re­
opened my shop only an hour ago. 
Think you that the On Leongs do not 
know I have come back? They know— 
they know. And 1 sip my tea and wait. 
1 am not afraid. T know that death is 
better than my life has been in the last 
eight months. 1 wait—I wait----- ’

|_| If was refilling iny cup," McNamara 
went on. ‘‘when three chinks came 

into the place. ()ne of them poked me 
with a gun and told me to get up and 
get out. I got out, but not before I had 
seen on Lee boo's face a look of perfect 
peace and contentment. He lifted his 
hand and waved it gently, saying good- 
bv to me. 1 walked out in a daze. 'I he 
next second they blazed away inside. 
Lee Foo was dead.

“Do you see now, Jerry? 1 can't run 
away, and I can’t go about in continual 
dread of being bumped off. Lee Foo 
taught me something 1 can never forget. 
I don’t want my hair to turn gray with 
waiting and dodging. 1 want to sleep 
at nights or eise sleep for good. That’s 
about the size of it. If I’m on the spot, 
I want to have it over with right away. 
I don't want to go through what Lee 
Loo went through. That’s why I'm go­
ing to the Pavilion to-night. I'm going 
toward death instead of away from it. 
If you think l‘m a fool, you’re welcome 
to your opinion.”

“No,” said Sullivan. “1 guess you’re 
just an Irishman—a chink-Irishman.”

“And,” said McNamara, disregarding 
the forced witticism, “if I croak, I 
croak. But,” he added solemnly, “it I 

come through all right, i quit this racket 
for good. I've earned a rest.” 

’’J' 11L Pavilion was a resort on the
Lake Shore, frequented for the 

most part by the sporting element. It 
was a combined night club and gambling 
house and was reputed to be owned by 
Sam Saurel himself. McNamara en­
tered it at midnight and took a seat at 
an empty table. The jazz band blared 
and the chorines went through the com­
plicated steps of theilr dance number. 
McNamara looked around nervously, 
gazing from the dance ilvor to the mez­
zanine and back again. He saw that 
Saurel and two companions had entered 
from the rear and had taken seats at a 
table not ten paces away.

A strange feeling of peace took pos­
session of him. Lee Foo was wise, but 
he. McNamara, was wiser. The yellow 
m:m had embraced death finally as his 
only friend. The white man would 
make a game of it before he passed out.

A waiter stood over him and he 
looked up.

“A planked steak, rare,” be said 
“with plenty of mushrooms, and a 
pitcher of beer.”

He noticed that Saurel was looking 
at him with poorly concealed amaze­
ment. The three were evidently talking 
about him.

“Thcv won’t dare pull a murder on 
the floor here,” he thought. “And my 
coming here wasn’t a bad move. They 
don't know what to . make of it, and 
they'll have to proceed with caution. 
Jerry Sullivan is just a copper—no 
imagination. Imagination can lick a 
machine gun if you know how."

McNamara was not hungry. Never­
theless, when the steak was brought to 
him. he attacked it as though he had not 
eaten for a week. The beer revolted 
him, but he continued to fill his glass 
and drain it until the pitcher was empty. 
Now and again chewing on a mouthful 
of food, he would gaze placidly over to
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Saurel's table and keep" on chewing, 
slowly, cowlike in his apparent content­
ment. An hour later he rose from the 
table, danced with one of the hostesses, 
treated her to a caviar sandwich and a 
glass of bad champagne and sent her 
away. Later he ordered a pot of coffee 
and a package of cigarettes and settled 
himself to watch the rest of the enter­
tainment. At three o’clock he was still 
there. Saurel and his two companions 
had not moved. McNamara called for 
his check and walked off the floor. At 
the cloakroom he retrieved his hat. A 
minute later he was in a cab, homeward 
bound, trembling in every limb, but 
puffing on his pipe.

He was still alive. He had faced 
Saurel on his own ground, and he was 
not dead. The idea that had come to 
life in his overstrained brain was work­
ing. He had taken the first trick.

Lor three nights in succession McNa­
mara went to the Pavilion and for three 
nights he repeated the same perform­
ance. He ate a steak ; he gulped down a 
pitcher of beer; he danced: he looked 
across at Saurel as he chewed; he paid 
and he walked out unharmed. On the 
fourth night it was Saurel who did not 
show up at the Pavilion.

JAYO days later a dinner was ten­
dered to Judge Villard. at which the 

upper world and the underworld were 
about equally represented. Among the 
guests was Samuel Saurel, beer baron 
and gambling-machine racketeer. Mr. 
Saurel was ill at ease. Sitting next to 
him, sipping his drink with an air of 
great boredom, was Thomas McNa­
mara. Mr. Saurel was puzzled as to 
how McNamara had come to be invited 
and was extremely annoyed at McNa­
mara's proximity.

"How’s the champagne?" McNamara 
said, by way of making conversation. 
"As bad as the stuff you hand out to the 
suckers in your joint?”

"You been one of the suckers lately,
COM—9B

I notice," Saurel answered, barely mois­
tening his thin lips with the sparkling 
liquid.

“Your steaks are good," McNamara 
said, "only you charge too much for 
them. As for me being a sucker, maybe 
that's so. But I'm a bigger sucker for 
coming to this dinner. When I was a 
boy, judges didn’t eat with gunmen."

"Who invited you?”
"Oh. I dug up an invite somewhere. 

Funny they should put me next to you, 
Saurel."

“What's funny about it?"
McNamara chuckled. "Well, don’t 

you think it’s funny?"
"Why should T ?”
“Have some salt for your celery,” 

McNamara answered irrelevantly.
McNamara left the table early, on the 

pretext of making a phone call. Saurel 
ate with a poor appetite. Saurel was 
puzzled. For three days now he had 
had two of his friends stationed at the 
Lakeview Apartments, around the time 
McNamara was known to return from 
his speakeasy. These unobtrusive gen­
tlemen had reported that they had not 
seen McNamara either going in or com­
ing out. This was not strange, since 
McNamara had formed the vert- health­
ful habit of entering by way of another 
building and from the roof, anti of mak­
ing his exit in the morning in the same 
wav. A taxicab was always waiting for 
him. Fie entered his speakeasy in the 
same way. There he remained in his 
office and no longer stood behind the 
bar.

In his office mysterious phone calls 
came to him. A voice on the other end 
would say;

“Saurel is going out to the races. 
Smith will have the sedan at Halstead 
in ten minutes. Be ready."

“O. K.." McNamara would say and 
hang up.

An hour later McNamara would be 
at the races, and ten or fifteen minutes 
later, guided by a person who seemed 



to know his way about, he would be 
standing at Saurel’s elbow.

"How you betting, Saurel?”
Sattrel would give a frightened start, 

turn round and go white to the lips.
‘Tunny how we run into each other,” 

McNamara said with a short laugh, not 
giving the other a chance to reply. “Tell 
you what, Saurel, you ought to bet on 
all the sorrel-colored nags. What’s in 
a name? And I’ll bet against them. So 
long. See you some more, Saurel.”

McNamara would stride away, know­
ing full well that Saurel would not dare 
to shoot in a place so public. Nobody 
would notice that two men preceded and 
two men followed him, nor that when 
Saurel left the track, himself accom­
panied by a bodyguard, another man 
would follow.

The next day Saurel went to a doctor. 
He complained of not being able to 
sleep. In the doctor's waiting room sat 
McNamara.

"Hello. Saurel. What brings you 
here ?"

The gang leader swallowed hard. 
Tears actually welled up in his eyes. 
He had not slept for two nights and 
he was in a state of nervous exhaustion. 
Now, seeing McNamara again, a super­
stitious dread came over him lor an 
instant and he had the mad impulse to 
fling himself upon the other. McNa­
mara watched him narrowly and with a 
wolfish satisfaction. Saurel was in a 
panic.

When McNamara's turn came, he 
insisted that Saurel go first.

"Go ahead, Saurel. I only have en­
larged tonsils, but you look badly shot. 
Go ahead in. I can wait.”

When Saurel came out McNamara 
was gone.

DOR three days after Saurel had the 
* feeling of being shadowed, but he 
did not once see McNamara. He slept 
less than ever. On the fourth day. 
which was Sunday, Saurel and McNa­

mara came flkce to face on Michigan 
Boulevard near a police booth.

"You look rotten. Saurel." McNa­
mara said. "Worried about something. 
Taxi I”

The cab drew up to the curb. McNa­
mara got in, waved to the speechless 
Saurel and drove off.

That night as Saurel stepped out 
upon the pier of his Pavilion for a 
breath of fresh air, a motor boat back­
fired and Saurel fainted.

The next day, at the railroad depot, 
Saurel saw the face of McNamara 
everywhere. Even the face of the por­
ter who carried his bags became sud­
denly McNamara’s.

Saurel was attempting to eat lunch 
in the dining car of the train, speeding 
toward the coast, when McNamara en­
tered.

Saurel. white as a sheet, got up. It 
was not possible, he told himself. Nev­
ertheless it was McNamara who was 
coining toward him. Something snapped 
in Saurel’s brain. He turned and ran 
stumblingly toward the platform.

The account of the eyewitnesses in 
the observation car was meager enough. 
They saw a man, apparently demented, 
dart among them, casting fearful looks 
over his shoulder meanwhile. .And be­
fore they could realize what he was 
about, this man had thrown himself 
from the swiftly moving train.

McNamara had come among them 
a moment later, but none of them saw 
any connection between the entrance 
of this calm young man and the sui­
cide of the other. The train, of course, 
was brought to a stop. The man was 
pronounced dead. He was identified 
by papers in his pocket. All the eve­
ning papers in the big cities carried ac­
counts of the suicide that night.

McNamara had bucked the racket for 
the last time, not with a gat but with 
psychology. He took a Chinaman's 
chance.



‘They hadn t ought to 
gang up on a guy like 
that, except in the way 
of legitimate business.”

Stevedore
By Laurence Jordan

WIIEX Vince Cornman first saw 
Graw Sullivan the latter was 
preparing to sock somebody in 

the jaw.
\ ince. who had an eye for a fight, 

stopped as he lounged past the two tall 
men who faced each other in argument. 
He leaned against the warehouse wall, 
and unconscious! v rolled up his sleeves 
ami hitched up his old. paint-specked 
pants. tie smiled a surprisingly sud­
den, warm smile as he listened, un­
abashed. to their conversation.

‘‘You," said the black-browed, tlat- 
tiosed one whose shoulders were ever 
so slightly stooped, "had might as well 
collect your boys and get the hell out 
of this district. Go north. Go south. 

Get on the other river. But get the 
hell out. because this is a juicy section, 
and ‘Bugle Bill’ an' his boys are movin’ 
in.”

‘‘Who,” asked Gravv Sullivan with a 
shy kindly smile, “is Bugle Bill?”

The stoop-shouldered one swung his 
heavy body a step nearer.

“He’s the toughest, slickest stevedore 
boss on the water front,” he snarled, 
"an.’ besides, he’s me!”

Xow Graw Sullivan ran his left hand 
through his red curly hair, and then 
scratched his long stubbled jaw, still 
smiling as shyly as ever, but Vince 
noted that his right fist clenched as it 
hung at his side.

“Well. then. Bugle Bill.” said Graw.



'’there's only one thing for me to do. 
1 want you to know I got nothing 
against you personal. I want you to 
understand that I’m just protectin' my 
business, see?”

Bugle Bill, mouth half open in a 
sneer, waited for him to go on. Then, 
abruptly, the mouth closed, the sneer 
disappeared. For Graw’s fist had risen 
from the ground in a tremendous, flay­
ing arc, and had crashed against Bugle 
Bill’s jaw and lifted him from his feet. 
Weakly he brought his arm up, but 
Graw’s other fist had connected with 
his nose. He dropped his arm and 
stumbled peacefully to the cobbles. Still 
smiling shyly, Graw Sullivan swung 
about and walked away.

pROM the warehouse door beside 
Vince a low laugh sounded. Vince 

turned, and saw a florid bald man with 
a pencil behind his ear propped against 
the door side.

"He’s a wonderful boy," said the bald 
man, turning toward Vince, "a pleasure 
to have around.”

"Must be." said Vince. "Work for 
you ?’’

"Sort of. J hire him and his gang to 
do the loading and unloading. Thev're 
good boys."

\ ince walked up to the bald man and 
stood beside him.

"Loadin’ and unloadin'?” he asked.
"Sure.”
"Then you're the man 1 want to see. 

I'hat’s my profession too. Got any 
jobs?"

The bald man lifted colorless eye­
brows and stepped a pace backward, 
lie looked Vince slowly up and slowly 
down. Then he heaved a long, tortured 
sigh.

"Listen." he said. ‘You’re big and 
healthy, but you got a smile that chil­
dren love and an innocent face. I like 
you. 1 can't help it. I'm that way. I 
like you fine1. No, I won’t give you no 
job.”

"What's the matter?” asked Vince, 
"I'm good. I can work like a man an’ 
a half. You won’t be wastin’ your 
jack.”

“Don’t make it hard for me,” said 
the bald man. "I got orders to hire the 
first likely men every day—an’ you look 
likely enough. But kid, I want to give 
you a break. I don’t want to see you 
half murdered by Graw Sullivan and his 
boys.”

"Who the hell is Graw Sullivan ?” 
asked Vince, drawing himself up. The 
bald man opened a yellow-toothed 
mouth.

"You crazy ?” he asked sympatheti­
cally.

“Why should I know who he is. I’m 
just in from Detroit.”

“He,” said the bald man, “is the guy 
that just conked yonder carrion before 
our very eyes.”

"I see,” murmured Vince. "I see.” 
Then an amused twinkle appeared in 
his eyes and he smiled. “He’s a steve­
dore boss is he? He won’t let no 
strange stevedores work in his territory. 
Arn 1 right?”

"You are right," said the bald mam 
"I'm on, mister," he said. "Thanks 

for warnin’ me, but I'm an independent 
stevedore by profession. It’s my busi­
ness to beat dock rackets. 1 thrive on 
it. Let’s go.”

"Suit yourself,” said the bald man.

QRAW SULLIVAN’S men, who had 
orders—orders that were enforced 

strictly if good-naturedly—not to inter­
fere unless called upon, worked away 
at loading boxes onto trucks. All 
twelve of them, however, kept one eye 
on the boss as he walked briskly toward 
Vince Cornman and stood before him 
staring diffidently into his humorous 
eye. Vince rested his wooden box 
against the truck and returned the gaze. 
The two men were the same height, 
approximately the same build, and not 
too dissimilar in features.



‘'Listen, boy," said Graw smoothly, 
‘‘not to bring up an unpleasant subject, 
but your workin' here sort of slows up 
the work. You see, the boys are used 
to workin’ for me. 1 boss the job, an’ 
it all goes off tine. You sort of ain't 
used to the system. Why don't you get 
a job up a Hundred an' Twenty-fi't’ 
Street or somewhere?"

"I'll take your orders." said Vince 
pleasantly.

"Come now," smiled Graw. "Be 
reasonable. That ain’t the question. 
It ain’t natural that you should work 
good wit’ the boys. They ain't used to 
you, an’ you ain’t used to me. It just 
sort of wouldn't work. Get me?"

"Not quite,’’ said Vince, shoving his 
wooden box to the back of the truck 
and picking up another. "I'm a good 
man."

Graw shook his head, and stood 
thinking for a moment.

"Well, now.” he said, "I’ll tell you. 
Unfortunately I like your face. It's 
kinda like my own. Go on an' work 
away till we've got rid o’ this batch o’ 
trucks. Then you an’ me'll go an' 
have a beer. I think I can make you 
see reason. I don't hold much wit’ 
violence."

“O. K.," nodded Vince. "I'll listen 
to any man's story." And he went back 
to work.

It was an hour before the string of 
trucks were loaded. The men worked 
fast and efficiently under Graw Sulli­
van’s lazy direction. Graw himself did 
almost nothing. He wandered about 
shifting men from truck to truck, and 
sat on the warehouse step talking with 
the bald man. When the trucks moved 
off he at last said :

“Stick around, boys. There’s more 
coming yet."

Then he took Vince’s arm.
"This way," he said, and half pushed 

him toward a saloon on the corner 
whose doors still swung free to the 
street as in time long past.

J E.KNLNG against the dented bar, 
both had a beer and ordered an­

other before speaking. Then Graw 
said :

"You see it's this wav.”
"What way?"
"This way. I control stevedorin’ 

rights on the East River front between 
Delancey an' Grand. I own my own 
gang. They pay me a percentage. 
That's my business. You sec where 
I’d be if 1 let floaters like you in on it."

"You’d have to work for a livin'," 
smiled Vince.

Graw smiled back, shy and shame­
faced.

"That's just it." he said. "An' I 
don't like to work for a livin'. I 
wouldn't do it. No. sir. Not if you 
paid me."

“Then where do I come in?" asked 
Vince.

"That's the tragedy of it." Graw 
murmured. "You don’t.”

“Well," said Vince, "now I know 
about you I’ll tell you about me. I'm 
what I call an independent stevedore. 
I like to travel, I do. I go from water 
front to water front an' get me a dollar 
or two ahead. Sometimes 1 stay a 
month. I may stay here in the big town 
for two months. Anyway, I don't pay 
nobody. Not any. It would irritate 
me. It would make me nervous. I'm 
delicate that way. Now you let me 
alone and I’ll leave you alone. O. lx..-"

“Sorry," said Graw, "but it ain't. 
Have another beer."

“Thanks.”
"I can see," Graw went on., "that this 

is a fight of wills. 1 don’t want it to 
go no further than that neither. Tell 
you what I'll do, just because I like 
you. First time in my career. 1'11 take 
you in for a ten per cent cut.”

"Thanks," said \ ince. "But I 
couldn’t. I couldn't tie myself down. 
It would make me nervous.”

"You can see,” Graw said, "that 1 
mar have to take drastic measures. 11



I let you get away with this 1 could 
never handle another gang/ If I do 
anything to annoy you you'll understand 
I’m fightin’ for my life. I don’t want 
you to get sore at me none.”

“Me.'” asked Vince. “Never. Go 
back to work?”

“1 suppose so,” sighed Graw. “But 
1 wish you’d go half wav with me on 
this business.”

“Me,” said Vince, “1 never comprom­
ise. Let's go.”

In silence they walked slowly back to 
Whitman’s warehouse. Another fleet 
of trucks had already drawn up before 
it and Graw’s men were busy loading 
the heavy wooden boxes into them. 
Vince turned his back to Graw and went 
over behind a truck. Quietly he joined 
in the work, swinging the boxes into 
the truck and whistling to himself.

But as Graw, after watching him for 
a moment, went to join him. the others 
stopped their work and gathered round 
on tiptoe. Vince continued to swing 
boxes without looking around. Graw 
tapped his back. Vince straightened up.

I WANT you to know.” said Graw.
“1 ain’t got nothin' against you per­

sonal------”
Vince stared at him with a knowing 

eye. Graw ran his left hand through 
his red curly hair, then scratched his 
long, stubbled jaw, smiling shyly. But 
Vince could see, since he was watching 
for it, that his right list clenched as it 
hung at his side.

“1 want you to understand." Graw 
went on, “tha< I'm just protectin' my 
business------"

Vince swung, and hit him in the jaw 
scarcely in tirfie. Graw staggered and 
his own haymaker glanced off Vince's 
neck. Vince followed immediately with 
;iis left.

The stevedores grouped round, stared, 
but did not move. Always they had 
been ordered not to interfere, and now 
they could hardly realize what was hap­

pening. Vince did not give them a 
glance, for he was busy pressing his 
advantage, pummeling Graw with both 
fists while he still had the advantage.

Graw did not land so much as a blow. 
He had been caught so completely off 
his guard and off his balance that his 
fists could do little but flail and miss. 
In a very little while he sank to the 
street. Even in his nearly unconscious 
state his face held that look of shy 
friendliness.

Vince jumped back to prepare for 
new opponents; by now7 Graw’s men 
had awakened. Two caught him from 
behind and the rest swarmed upon him 
from the front. It was hardly a strug­
gle. Numberless fists connected with 
Vince’s jaw and body. They did not 
hurt. There were so many and they 
came so swiftly that Vince had the 
sensation of taking an anaesthetic. The 
pain grew’ fainter and fainter until it 
had become almost pleasant. When the 
twelve stevedores abandoned him. a 
very unconscious heap upon the cob­
bles. his face also, bore a kindly, 
friendly expression. For a moment he 
and Graw lay side by side, looking like 
two sweetly sleeping angels.

Then the twelve stevedores carried 
Graw into the warehouse and resumed 
their work. The bald man standing in 
the doorway shook his head and clucked 
his tongue. The water front, he allowed, 
was no place for babes and sucklings.

yiNCE awakened from his enforced 
v slumber sneezing. The wind had 

risen, and small particles of sawdust, 
dried garbage and other foreign matter 
blew up his nostrils. South Street was 
thick and foggy with whirling specks of 
refuse.

Vince was, bruised and sore. I k- 
pushed himself to his feet and looked 
about. Trucks and men were gone. 
The door to Whitman’s warehouse was 
shut and padlocked. Painfully Vince 
walked four blocks uptown and pushed 



open the door of the dirty brick room­
ing house where, that morning, he had 
taken a cubby-hole room. The bos’n’s 
widow who ran the place stood in the 
hallway, hands on hips, and regarded 
him trucently.

"You look beat up," she said.
"1 am beat up."
Hand on bannister he dragged him­

self upstairs. In the cubby-hole room 
he lay on the narrow bed and undressed 
slowly, kicking off his shoes and smok­
ing a cigarette between the removal of 
shirt and trousers. Then he fell asleep.

He did not awaken till twilight. 
Wrapping himself in a towel he crept 
down the hall to the bathroom, bathed 
in tepid water, shaved himself, and re­
turned. Out of a long bundle he took 
a clean shirt, a threadbare coat and a 
pair of blue-denim pants, and dressed. 
Then he went downstairs again. A 
little of the soreness was gone from 
him.

The bos’n’s widow was still in the 
hall, and it did not seem that she had 
changed her position in the slightest.

"You still look beat up," she snorted.
"■ still am." said Vince, smiling, "but 

not so bad."
"You’ll come in worse." said the 

bos’n’s widow.
Vince lounged down South Street, 

finding a little difficulty in maintaining 
his usual gracefully lazy swing, toward 
the saloon where he and Graw had 
drunk beer together. A strange blue 
light was coming down over the water 
front. Brooklyn, across the river, was 
incredibly blue. Even the cobbles of 
South Street seemed faintly coated with 
blue light.

The yellow lights in the saloon were 
ven- garish and dirty. A few dirtier 
men were lined up at the bar. The 
night bartender had brown streaks of 
tobacco juice at the wrinkled corners 
of his mouth. Vince sat at a small table 
in the corner and ordered a whisky. 
Presently he collected himself many 

slices of bread from the free-lunch 
counter. Upon these he laid liverwurst, 
cheese, mustard and pickle. He chewed 
and washed his food down with the 
whisky.

As he looked about the stuffy room 
he noticed that the black-browed, flat- 
nosed, stoop-shouldered man who, that 
morning, had introduced himself to 
Graw Sullivan as Bugle Bill, was sit­
ting at a large table in the middle of 
the room, surrounded by as tough and 
unpleasant a group of men as \ ince had 
ever seen.

QCARS. broken noses, thick ears, and 
red, battered eyes were distributed 

freely among them. The table was 
large and six of them sat about it. All 
leaned forward on their elbows and 
talked at each other in thick, guttural 
undertones. Vince found the sight of 
them something more than unpleasant, 
but he could not draw his eyes from 
them. Bugle Bill, particularly, fasci­
nated his unwilling eye. He was shak­
ing his finger at the men. telling them 
something with force, and as tar as 
Vince could gather, without tact.

And then they fell silent, for Bugle 
Bill tapped his fingers on the table and 
turned in his chair. Graw Sullivan had 
entered the saloon and was standing at 
the bar.

Graw drank two beers, then turned 
his face to the room. He did not look 
at Bugle Bill and his boys, but saluted 
Vince with his hand and shouted across 
the room:

"I feel pretty lousy. How do you 
feel ?’’

Though he shouted, his voice was still 
solicitous, questioning, shy. \ ince half 
laughed, and answered:

"Not so good. Sort of sore."
"Me too. You did a good job. Sorry 

the boys had to gang up on you. It 
ain’t very fair, but it’s the racket. You 
understand?"

"Sure."



"Well," said Graw, with another sa­
lute. "see you later," anti he walked over 
to Bugle Bill’s table and sat down in an 
empty ehair.

"Attything you want to add to what 
we said this morning?” he asked with­
out lowering his voice.

"Plenty." Bugle Bill’s voice swelled 
to an angry bellow. His flat face was 
growing purple and his jaws worked 
automatically as if his anger were a 
tangible bitter thing which had to be 
chewed and swallowed. "Plenty."

"Better add it." said Graw. "Better 
have it out in the open. 1 hate to waste 
my time worryin’ what people was goin’ 
to say an’ didn’t get said.”

"You," said Bugle Bill, "are gonna 
get took. You are gonna wake up with 
a harp in y'r hand. You’re out o’ luck. 
1 got you down on Bugle Bill’s list."

“I’d like to see that list,” said Graw, 
his voice full of genuine interest.

"You ain't never gonna see no list,” 
growled Bugle Bill, "but when me an’ 
my boy.-, are workin’ vour prettv terri­
tory you’re gonna be awful sorry about 
some things if you can be-sorrv about 
anythin'. ” "

"J been sorry about at lot o' things 
in my life," Graw admitted.

"Glad you got practice," growled 
Bugle Bill.

Graw tipped his chair back and called 
to the bartender for another beer. 
Bugle Bill and his boys bore down on 
him with stares from angry and con­
temptuous eyes. Graw drank his beer 
slowly and lit a cigar. Then he stood 
up.

"Well," he asked, "have «e finished 
talkin'?”

"We have finished talkin’," said Bugle 
Bill.

Graw paid up at the bar and walked 
out of the saloon. Immediately Bugle 
Bill and his boys got up. They too 
paid, and filed quietly onto the street.

Then, when they had gone, Vince, 
hands in pockets, followed them. He 

was half smiling, and his step was 
easy, as if he had forgotten his aches 
and bruises.

"There’s somethin' about this 1 don't 
like," he said to himself. "They hadn't 
ought to gang up on a guy like that ex­
cept in the way of legitimate business.”

QRAW SULLIVAN walked up De­
lancey Street, neglecting to keep a 

wary eye cocked. Not that he did not 
expect attack, but he did not see what 
he could do about it. Furthermore, he 
was in the habit of waiting for a situ­
ation to develop a little before he de­
cided upon a definite course of action. 
For instance, he was thinking, if he 
should go home and lie in hiding until 
he could collect his own gang about 
him. he might be invaded. He might 
even be met at the door. On the other 
hand, if attacked in the street he might 
find it easy to make his escape, or even, 
with luck, to come out the winner.

Unfortunately at the moment he was 
thinking these thoughts, seven men were 
collecting in an alley waiting for him to 
pass, and as soon as he had decided that 
he was safe for another ten minutes, 
these seven leaped at him and bore him 
to the ground.

This was the second unexpected at­
tack that Graw had experienced in a 
day, and this time he was not com­
pletely off his guard. His mind worked 
fast and well, and as he fell his power­
ful fist smashed into the jaw of one of 
the enemy yeggmen. That yegg fell to 
the ground stiff and straight and did 
not get up.

Once on his back. Graw got his knees 
and feet to work. In a moment he 
heard the comforting sounds which told 
him that his left foot had found the 
groin at which it was aimed. The right 
foot in another’s stomach disposed of 
him for a moment, but soon he was 
back full of negative emotions of hate 
and revenge.

Things were fast getting out of



Graw’s grasp. Bugle Bill, for one, 
was twisting his left arm like a cork­
screw and some one with sharp teeth 
was biting the left ear from his head. 
Another was sitting on his stomach do­
ing obscure things to his feet. The 
object, apparently, was torture.

Graw wriggled and kicked, and in a 
moment his own teeth found something 
to bite. His breath was coming short, 
and a blow in the solar plexus made him 
dizzy.

Then, miraculously, the weight was 
removed from his stomach, and the man 
who was biting him was wrenched 
away, carrying with him only a small 
and unimportant piece of ear. Graw 
rolled over, getting the arm from Bugle 
Bill and leaped to his feet, arms flailing 
wildly in the air.

And incredibly, the number of his 
attackers had dwindled to four. And 
even more incredibly another man, of 
about his height and build, was lighting 
beside him. The new man w as engaged 
in knocking the heads of two of his 
enemies together. Graw brought a joy­
ous and rejuvenated fist against a gaping 
mouth near by and leaped upon Bugle 
Bill. The two stumbled, fell to the 
ground and rolled over and over.

nr 11HWsomehow, his knee was press- 
1 ing down on Bugle Bill's chest, one 

hand held his wrists together, and an­
other was pushing the flat nose.

"Say ‘uncle,’ " said Graw.
"I won’t.”
The pressure increased. Bugle Bill 

began to gasp.
"When vott say ‘uncle,’ " said Graw, 

"it means you're licked. It means you 
ain't never goin’ to bother me an' my 
bovs again. Now sav 'uncle.'

‘No.'’
Again the pressure increased. Bugle 

Bill began to wriihe and groan.

“Say ‘uncle.' ”
“If 1 say it will y’ stop?”
“Yeah.” But still the pressure in­

creased.
“Uncle,” screamed Bugle Bill.
Graw got off him and stood up. 

Bugle Bill pushed himself to his feet, 
cringing; then, suddenly, with all his 
weight and force he jumped at Graw.

But halfway in his leap, he met a fist 
which knocked the wind from his lungs, 
and another which crashed against his 
temple.

Docilely he crumpled to the ground.
Graw swung to face new enemies, but 

there were none. Only the gay smile of 
Vince Cornman met his shy one.

"I guess they learned their lesson," 
said Vince.

“For one day." said Graw Sullivan, 
"you and me has done a lot of fightin’."

The twelve men who were loading 
wooden boxes onto the Blue Queen, 
Channing and Biddle's new 10,000 ton- 
ner. stopped work and gathered into an 
angry huddle as Vince. Cornman rolled 
up his sleeves and began piling boxes 
in the heave net under the derrick.

“Don't some guys never learn?" 
asked one, incredulously.

“Sooner or later," said another, and 
the twelve began to advance on him 
with a slow but purposeful step.

They halted, however, when Graw 
Sullivan jumped from behind a truck 
with clenched fists.

"Get back to your work, you guys," 
he shouted. "No rough stuff."

"Hey,” asked one, backing away from 
the boss's squared shoulders, “what the 
hell is that guy, anyway ?”

“Around here,” said Graw, "he's 
w hat we know as an independent steve­
dore.”

And Vince Cornman went on work­
ing, whistling and smiling gayly.



If you are just starting out to find your first job; or if you are dissatis­
fied with your present occupation and are thinking of making a change; or *
if the character of your friends—as revealed in their handwriting—interests ’
you; or if, as an employer, you realize the advantage of placing your em- ;
ployees, in factory or office, in positions for which they are best suited— |
send a specimen of the handwriting of the person concerned to Handwriting i
Expert, COMPLETE STORIES, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y., and \
inclose a stamped, addressed envelope. All samples submitted will be ana- ’
lyzed by Shirley Spencer, and her expert opinion will be given, free of charge. i

The coupon, which you will find at the end of this department, must |
accompany each handwriting specimen which you wish to have read. If I
possible, write with black ink. ;

Your communications will be held in strict confidence. Only with your !
permission will individual cases be discussed in the department, either with |
or without illustrations. It is understood that under no circumstances will I
the identity of the person concerned be revealed. I

Miss Spencer will not assume any responsibility for the specimens of j
handwriting, though every precaution will be taken to insure their return. |

S. V. L)., Pennsylvania :—Very heavy 
yen pressure indicates materialism.

Those people who are generous with the 
ink are the ones who love the materia; 

things of the world—the comforts and 
pleasures—and are usually interested it: 
making money, though, there i> an ar­
tistic type that is creative.

Your handwriting is quite typical of 
the materialistic person who is gener­
ous and good-natured. The rounded 
letter formations, the wide spacing, and 
the large writing all indicate you have 
a warm heart, are very sincere and 
frank, and that you wish others to en­
joy the good things of life, too.

There i- vitality and endurance por­
trayed in the thick strokes and the even 
pen pressure. You are independent and 
are able to stand on your own two feet, 
squarely and firmly. Indolence may be 
counted against you, perhaps, for sou 



do like to be comfortable and hate to 
be hurried.

W. T., California:—In contrast to 
the deliberate gentleman from Pennsyl­
vania, is this native son of California! 
See the speed with which the pen and 
mind have worked. The writing is 
angular instead of rounded, indicating 
a very keen and quick mind. Here is 
nervous energy, and a great deal of it 
is scattered needlessly. Better try to 
conserve some of it. young man.

Those letters which are tied up tight 
like a sailor's knot are the signs of a 
very secretive nature. This sign con­
tradicts those open "o's" and “a’s” 
which mean an open and trusting na­
ture. Those peculiar loops in the “y” 
loops bear out this inconsistency and 
indication of eccentricity. I know that 
you are rather odd and erratic, proud 
and egocentric, but impractical and eas­
ily influenced. The light, even pen pres­
sure shows that you have fine feelings. 
You certainly have a clever mind, but 
you need to straighten out the kinks 
in your thinking that are tripping you 
up.

I.. B.. Canada:—Yours is a scholarly 
-cript and shows that you have had a 
background of culture* and advantages 
of training and studv. Small, fine writ­
ing with artistic capitals and well- 

formed letters is always the indication 
of literary tastes and ability, as well as 
artistic appreciation. The size is the 
mark of concentration, and powers of 
concentration come from study and ap­
plication.of the mind.

The Greek "d” is to be found in your 
writing, which is another sign of cul­
ture and fine taste. Then the loop of 
your "y” swings to the right instead of 
to the left, which indicates an altruistic 
and kind person. The joining of words 
bv the terminal of the preceding word 
shows continuity of thought and logic. 
The conclusion is. then, that you are a 
man of fine tastes, culture and refine­
ment. with a well-trained and interest­
ing mind, who is kind, considerate, 
gentle and affectionate.

A. B., Chicago:—In your script we 
see the combination of heavy pressure 
and nervous energy, and the result 
should be something creative. .Adver­
tising writing is surely right in your 
field, for you have ideas and you know 
how to express them forcibly.



I'lie rhythm in your writing and the 
tall capitals indicate poise, dignity and 
ease of expression. You have a strong 
dramatic instinct—an asset in your line 

.of work. There is vitality, 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., VirginiaI'm afraid that I 
shall have to scold you a little. It is 
done in an impersonal manner.

Those large, inflated 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 your faults. Sometimes 
that t-bar does not cross the stem of the 
“t." which means procrastination and 
introspection. 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, you have artistic talent and 
should develop it fully. You are intui­
tive and original. However, before all 
that talent can be developed to its high­
est. you need to develop your character. 
You can do it. if you once make up 

sour mind, and will swallow your pride 
and vanity long enough.

S. D.. Xew York City:— You have a 
very mature script for a boy of six­
teen. and it is encouraging to see 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 1 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 runs downhill 
somewhat, showing that you are de­
pressed. Just remember that you have 
your whole life before you and that 
you have more than the ordinary 
amount of ability and vitality.

I 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 each 
specimen of handwriting which you wish 
read.

Name . ............................................................

Address ............................................................



Get-Together Club
TH I. regular readers of Complete 

Stories need not be reminded 
that the Get-Together Club is 

nothing more th:m a Iriviidiv chat bv 
she editor wnlt the triends ol the maga- 
. mi a lust-among-oursclvc- informal 
■ itscus'ion i.; the mteresi- and prob­
lem- m reader and editor, Pigs and 
"coins' and compliments are till m or- 

o tlie\ arc ol general interest, 
i'.vcn wader of Complete is as much 
; milled io this space, for the expression 

t his opmiom as the editor. i here are 
no strings attached u> tin- cordial invi- 
'anon.

l< )l. SI.\ . tile editor mat not be 
m a position to adopt votir sug- 

gest’a>ii- immediately. and -oinetimes 
:’n< editor better judgment iliac sec in 
bicse s.amt -ugge-tions the personal and 

prvaft taste- o: an mdit idttal rather 
than tiit common preferences and con­
ic rns o; tin average reader. But an 
•dilo- ■- aht iivS' mlcrc-ted in the opin- 
.ons m every reader, and every reader 
i'k<-■ to in ar whir the other fellow thinks 

. !)<•■,)< a story.

'T’HI.S is the place, too. to reply to the 
many requests that come to me by 

would-be writers to read their intiiiu- 
scrijits and to give them soidc detailed 
criticism of their stories. Here is a 
tvpica! example ol this kind.

Martins b'erry. Ohio.
( hc< her 25, 1930.

{ I'jii i'oR : 1 Tin •'Cihiini; you my >t<>ry
and hope you will buy it for Couplete. I 
scad your magazine regular, and I have wrote 
it for \our Com pi i-.te because 1 know it is 
a> good as some stories you publish. I have 
wrote poetry before. and now 1 have wrote 
this >tory became ! got ail the facts from 
the early life of my husband in the West. 
Send me a check for my 'lory or tell me 
why you won't publish it. I'm not yet a 
regular author, but I aim to b<* one, and you 
-night to be able to tell me why you won't 
publish -his one if you semi it back.

Why do editors always -end my writings 
back to me with only a prmted slip? Ain’t 
new aufho-> entitled to some consideration, 
and how do you break into this writing 
game? 1 want a quick repl\. because I 
know another place where I can send my 
story and where 1. know die; will read it 
and buy it. Yours truly,

Mrs. Martha Evans.



|N the course of a month several doz­
ens of such letters find their way 

to my desk, and it is impossible for a 
busy editor to reply to each one per­
sonally. These good people are labor­
ing under a common delusion—that any 
one can write a story who has had an 
interesting experience or who has heard 
the life history of a pioneer. Tt is com­
monly supposed that there is nothing so 
easy in the world as to write and “there 
is big money in it.” It never occurs to 
these aspirants to authorship that writ­
ing is a highly specialized profession 
and requires not only a special techni­
cal training, but certain natural gifts 
which the gods give to some people and 
deny to others.

|F the plumbing in your house gets out 
of order or you want to install elec­

tricity, you do not call in the first man 
you meet on the street who is looking 
for a job, but you consult a union 
plumber or a qualified electrician. Even 
then, if you want to get the best results, 
you will shop'about among plumbers 
and electricians to find a good man.

'JMIE same is true of writing. Not 
only a general education is neces­

sary, but a long and difficult training in 
the art of writing. No editor and no 
author can turn a would-be writer into 
a successful author.

If you have no pronounced talent for 
writing, no one can give it to you. You 
have to find or create that talent within 
vourself, and no external agency out­
side yourself can create it for you. A 
good teacher in a short-story course at 
one of our many colleges can analyze 
for you a famous short story by a cele­
brated writer and point out for your 
guidance certain technical tricks by 
which he has secured his effects, but he 
cannot point out to you. nor can he 
pound into you, that peculiar something 
which makes a good story. Moreover, 
very few great writers could themselves 

point out the so-called technical tricks 
by which they achieve their effects. 
They' arc not conscious of employing 
any tricks or literary devices to make 
their story register. They are born 
writers and instinctively employ certain 
literary methods to achieve their results.

FANE. may know al! the rules of the 
game of tennis and still remain a 

dub. And one may have conned by 
heart and put down in a book all the 
rules for successful writing and still 
be unable to write a readable story. As­
sociation with a physician will not cure 
a sick man. and no number of classes 
in a short-story course will make a 
writer out of any man or woman who 
has not some born instinct for writing 
fiction.

^ND here are two more sad illusions 
about authorship which must be dis­

posed of here. Writing is an easy 
game and there is big money in it. 
Given the most pronounced natural tal­
ents for writing, authorship is one of 
the most wearing and arduous profes­
sions in the world. When a writer says 
to me, ”1 don’t know if you will get a 
kick out of reading this story, but I 
sure did get a kick out of writing it— 
it was such fun,” I know he is either 
an ass or a liar, and in most cases both. 
Joseph Conrad, who wrote one or two 
of the finest short stories in the English 
language, said he worked harder than 
any galley slave or ditch digger. As 
for the big money—well, Conrad was 
always in debt and always in need of 
money. Certain very successful and 
popular writers have made vast sums 
of money. but thousands of professional 
writers just manage to make a living.

A PERSON who is not prepared to 
write many stories before a single 

story of his is recognized by an editor 
had better forgo his literary ambitions. 
The world is overcrowded with bum 
writers and would-be authors.



READ THE BEST- 
STREET & SMITH’S Magazines

This year we celebrate our seventy-fifth birthday.

When a publishing enterprise like this occupies first place 
in its particular line of industry after that period of time, it is 
not accidental. ♦

Since 1855, when Francis S. Smith and Francis S. Street 
shook hands over their partnership agreement, the firm of 
STREET & SMITH has specialized in the publication of fiction.

• • •Early in our publishing experience we were brought to the 
realization that he profits most who serves best. Therefore, we 
spent millions of dollars in determining the wants of the reading 
public and we supplied those wants. We did not try to force our 
own ideas of literature on any one.

The service rendered by the firm of STREET & SMITH is 
a vital one. Through the media of weekly story papers, maga­
zines and books, we afforded mental relaxation, entertainment and 
a love for reading that could not be supplied by anything else.

Therefore, when we print on the covers of our magazines 
the slogan, “READ THE BEST—STREET & SMITH'S 
MAGAZINES,” we sincerely believe that the advice is sound. 
Our various publications are the best of their respective classes.

Look for the name of STREET & SMITH on the magazines 
you buy. You cannot go wrong by relying upon it.

You will know them faSHy by this trademark.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC.
79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. T.



READ THE BEST-
STREET & SMITH’S Magazines
AIR TRAILS....................Monthly, 20 cents the copy...............................Subscription Price, $2.00

A magazine devoted to the thrill, the glamour and the high adventure of man's 
conquest of the air.

BEST DETECTIVE MAGAZINE - Monthly, 20 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $2.00 
This magazine contains one hundred and sixty pages of actual reading matter— 
stories of crime, mystery, and detection, that are absolutely the very best published.

COMPLETE STORIES - - Twice a month, 20 cents the copy - - Subscription Price, $4.00 
Every story in every issue is complete. A full-length novel and eight to ten short 
stories of the wide open spaces.

DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE • Weekly, 15 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $6.00 
Stirring tales of the most baffling crimes. The excitement of the chase, mystery, 
romance, and adventure crowd its pages.

EXCITEMENT - - - - Monthly, 20 cents the copy - - - - Subscription Price, $2.0b 
Not a dull line in this magazine. It teems with excitement. Stories of high adven­
ture, unequaled for action and speed.

FAR WEST STORIES - - - Monthly, 20 cents the copy - • - Subscription Price, $2.00 
The fiction in this magazine is written by authors who have established enviable 
reputations as writers of clean, vivid. Western stories.

HIGH SPOT MAGAZINE - - Monthly, 20 cents the copy - - Subscription Price, $2.00 
Stories that hit only the high spots. Adventure of the swiftest kind—air, sea. West, 
mystery, wherever men do and dare.

LOVE STORY MAGAZINE - - Weekly, 15 cents the copy - - Subscription Price, $6.00 
Clean sentiment, enthralling mystery, dramatic and thrilling adventure, make it a 
magazine which appeals to every one who enjoys a real good love story.

PICTURE PLAY - - . . Monthly, 25 cents the copy - • - - Subscription Price, $2.50 
Splendidly illustrated, stands for the very best in motion pictures.

POPULAR MAGAZINE - - Twice a month, 20 cents the copy ■ - Subscription Price, $4.00 
Clean, wholesome fiction, vigorously written by America’s best writers of adventure, 
business, and the great outdoors.

REAL LOVE MAGAZINE - Twice a month. 20 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $4.00 
A magazine of intense interest to every female reader—really a mirror in which 
people’s lives are reflected. Actual experiences.

SPORT STORY MAGAZINE - Twice a month, 15 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $3.00 
Published in the interest of all that is keen, exciting, and wholesome in sport. It 
represents youth and stands for all those things that youth is interested in.

TOP NOTCH MAGAZINE ■ Twice ■ month, 15 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $3.00
Tn Top-Notch you will find the very thrills of life itself—the kind of stories that depict 
men as they really are—stories with a punch.

WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE - Weekly, 15 cents the copy - Subscription Price, $6.00 
Read this magazine and become acquainted with the West as it really is. with its men, 
mountains, prairies, and herds of cattle.

WILD WEST WEEKLY - - Weekly, 15 cents the copy - - Subscription Price, $6.00 
Contains complete, rapid-action stories of the West in its wildest aspect. Galloping 
hoofbeats and roar of six-guns fill every page with fire and action.

Extra postage required on Canadian and foreign subscriptions.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC.
79 Seventh Avenue, New Tork, N. Y.
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Grocer’s “Slip of the Tongue”
Reveals Secret

That Gets Friend $3500 
CASH in Six Months

A success story more romantic than fiction because 
it is true. Now the secret is told here so that 
readers may use it to help end their money worries 
too. And a million dollar company offers to pay 
a cash penalty to any man or woman who does not 
make $15 the first day they try this plan.

As related by

HOWARD L. ADAMS

"1\/[Y NAME is Adams—Howard 
lyl L. Adains. Like thousands 

x of other men I’ve been am­
bitious wanted to make money. 
But •luck’ has been against me. 
At least I blamed ‘bad luck’ for 
my failures. Then suddenly—a few 
months ago—a peculiar thing hap­
pened that changed the whole 
course of my life.

“My corner grocer made a ‘slip of 
the tongue.' He let slip a secret that 
I recognized at once as being price­
less. I jumped at his suggestion.

"Ten weeks later I had made 
over $1,123.00—CASH ! Now. six 
months since I talked to my grocer 
I have made $3,520.18. Figure it 
out for yourself: that’s way over 
$500 a month every month for six 
months. At that same rate I would 
make over $7,000 a year. Not bad 
for a ‘failure’ I

“But that isn’t all. I have also 
received bonuses for my work- 
free gifts that didn’t cost me an 
extra cent. I’ve received two 
Chrysler automobiles, two kitchen 
cabinets, a sweater, a tine blanket, 
a beautiful fountain pen, a set of 
glassware, hosiery, neckties, a peach 
of a watch and thre- sets of dishes.

“You might think that I’d be 
excused if I were a little proud. 
But I’m not proud. In fact. I 
haven’t done anything that anyone 
else can't do. The secret I learned 
and the fact that 1 was willing to 
carry out a few simtde instructions 
should get the credit. But this I 
do say : Any man who will follow’ 
this plan, use this secret, and carry 
out the simple instructions—and 
any woman too. -can make good 
money. No reason why they 
shouldn't make as much as I have 
made. Here's the secret. I had 
been struggling all my life W’ith 
blind alley jobs at small pay. I 
had tried everything. I was com­
plaining to my grocer about my 
luck. Right out of a clear sky he 
said, ‘Listen. Howard—if you want 
to make real money get into sup­
plying something that everyone has 
got to have.’ It came like a jolt. 
I had been struggling with poverty 
while my grocer had been getting 
rich because he was supplying some­

thing that he didn’t have to sell. 
Instead people had to have his 
goods—they came to him for them 
—they brought their money to his 
pocket.

“That was it. I would handle 
something people had to buy. But 
what ? What w’as more natural 
than to think of food, household 
necessities, things people have to 
USE UP—and things that they 
have to buy again and again, day 
after day.

“Just by chance I heard of that 
‘Miracle Man of Cincinnati’—Cur­
tis W. Van De Mark. The stories 
told about him were so crazy as 
to be almost unbelievable. For ex­
ample. people told me that he manu­
factured a complete line of over 
three hundred everyday household 
necessities—just what I had been 
looking for. But they said he would 
send me $18.00 worth of his prod­
ucts (at retail) without any risk 
on my part. He would do this so 
I could try his plan of selling. 
By his plan all I had to do w’as 
give away ten bottles of perfume— 
say what he called ‘Twenty Magic 
Words' to ten housewives in my 
neighborhood—follow his simple in­
structions.

“Then -and this is the part I 
couldn’t believe,—IF I DIDN’T 
MAKE $15 PROFIT THE VERY 
FIRST DAY. he would send me a 
company check and pay me cash for 
my time. And I could return the 
outfit and owe nothing. Think of 
it : A man willing to pay me cash 
if I didn't sell a single thing—if I 
didn't take a single order. And on 
top of that he was willing to give 
me a Chrysler car as an extra bonus 
if I sold my quota.

“Well, there must be a catch in 
it. I was sure of that. But I 
couldn’t lose anything by trying, so 
I wrote for his outfit. It came. 
I went out and used it according 
to his instructions. And you al­
ready know the result. I can hon­
estly advise any man or woman 
who wantrf to make money to try 
‘Van’s' plan. You can’t lose and 
I’ve proved to my own satisfaction 
that even a ‘Failure’ can make a 
wonderful, big income.’’

The same offer that Mr. .Van De Mark 
made to Mr. Adams is now open to you. 
Don't send any money at all. .lust send your 
name and address. ''Van'' will send you a 
letter and a booklet explaining all about his 
plan. It doesn’t cost you a cent. Then If 
you want to test his "Twenty Magic Words." 
here is what he’ll do for you: He’ll send 
you his big outfit worth $18.00 at retail. 
He’ll send you ten bottles of perfume. This 
is in addition to the 30 full size packages 
of his products that come in the outfit. 
He'll send you his "Twenty Magic Words’’ 
and his secret instructions for their use. 
He'll send you a written agreement, legal 
and binding upon him, and if you don’t 
make $15.00 the very first day in what you'll 
say is the easiest way you ever heard of, 
just send back the case of products and 
"Van” will mall you a company check to 
reimburse you for the time it to<»k to .live 
aw-y the perfume.

If you are really looking for a chance to 
make real money—get steady, permanent work 
—remember the grocer’s slip of the tongue 
and start now to cash in by selling some­
thing that everyone MUST HAVE. You 
can't lose, and six months from now there 
is no reason that we can think of that you 
can’t have $3,50(1 profits-just as Adams did. 
Remember, you send no money And "Van” 
does not ship you a C. O. D. package of any 
kind when you send your name. Just send 
the blank below and you’ll get "Van's” 
cash penalty offer by return mail. Address 
your envelope to Curtis W. Van De Mark, 
President. Dept 1094-ZZ. Ninth & Syca­
more Streets, Cincinnati. Ohio.

I CURTIS W. VAN DE MARK. President. 

| Dept. 1094-ZZ, Ninth &. Sycamore Streets, 
I Cincinnati, Ohio.

I hereby apply for opening in my town 
_ to start on your new cash penalty plan. 
I Send me your cash penalty agreement, 
- your guarantee bond and offer of $18.00 
I worth of your products (retail value» 
_ without risk to me. Tell me your 
I "Twenty Magic Words” and explain you 
I plan so I can decide if I want to try 
I at your risk This is not an order a 

you are not to ship anything C. O.

| I want $ per hour and

| willing to give you .........................

I per week.

I
। Name......................................................

| Address or R. F. D....................

I Postoffice...........  Stat*



Pleasure Ahoy!

Camels are companions for any occasion 

. . . mild, mellow, gloriously fragrant . . . 

enjoyable as the sparkle of sun and 

spray ... a smoke that’s all pleasure!

Camels
© 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.




