
























































flat. Demarest of the Attorney
General’s office called me not more
than half an hour ago and said
they were getting out a general
alarm to have you picked up.”

“Get it cancelled.”

“I tell you I can’t! What’s
more, they’'ve issued a subpoena
for your wife. Word's gotten
around she’s the one who gave you
that gadget, and this business of
her going around heavily veiled,
no one ever seeing what she looks
like, is beginning to look mighty
suspicious."’

““You think I give a damn how
it looks? I'm telling you, get these
alphabet boys out of my hair. Or
are you tired of being a senator?”

“Don’t you threaten me, you
young upstart! I was making laws
in this country while you were
still soiling diapers. My record — "

“‘Stick your record,” I cut in.
“You get that general alarm
withdrawn and those subpoenas
held up or I'll plaster the darker
side of your precious record over
the front pages of every news-
paper in the country.”

He was still sputtering when I
slammed down the receiver. 1
went into the Rough Rider Room
at the Roosevelt and had a couple
of bourbons to settle my lunch
and get the taste of politicians
out of my mouth. My strapwatch
showed 2:10. I went out into the
hot sun and slid behind the wheel
of the convertible and drove
through a blue fog of exhaust
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fumes until I reached the 700
block on West Thirty-first.

It was a crummy neighborhood.
Ancient loft buildings and sagging
tenements and fly-specked delica-
tessens and cut-rate liquor stores
and wise punks hanging around
corner taverns. It stunk of dirt
and poverty, with an occasional
whiff of stale water and dead fish
from the Hudson River a block to
the west. A puff of tired air moved
through the littered gutters and
blew dust in my face.

I parked behind a truck half
a block from 774 and waded
through dirty-faced brats and
sloppy-breasted housewives until
I reached a corner drugstore.
There were a couple of phone
booths at the rear and I called
Eddie Treeglos from one of them.

“What've you got, Eddie?”

‘““A thing or two. One, Sergi
Porkov, alias Sam Parks, is one
of the top Russian agents in this
country. At present he is reported
to be somewhere in Mexico. He's
a tall blond guy, in his early for-
ties, looks like a Swedish diplomat
— at least that’'s the way my
source of information described
him — and has three rather large
pockmarks on his left cheek. Two,
Maurice Anton, his former part-
ner in the importing firm, died of
cancer at Morningside General
Hospital four months ago. At that
time Porkov sold the importing
business to a man named Luke
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body slip to the floor and went
back to the desk. Nekko's last
words had been too vague to be
useful. ““A warehouse full of ra-
dios”’ could have meant anything.
I tackled the desk again, looking
for a lead.

At the end of half an hour I had
gone through those three offices
as thoroughly as it is possible
to go through anything. No file of
private phone numbers, no per-
sonal papers of any kind. Only a
lot of bills of lading, invoices, etc.,
on miscellaneous merchandise be-
ing shipped abroad.

I was at the washbasin in the
center office when the phone rang
again. Before it could ring a
second time I was in there and
lifting the receiver. I took a slow
breath and said, ‘ Max?"

““Yeah, Luke.” Nothing dis-
tinctive about the voice. ‘‘You
hear from Porkov?"

“Bring her to his apartment.
Ten tonight.”” I tried desperately
to think of a question that would
help me and not make him sus-
picious. The slightest doubt in
his mind could ruin everything.
But before I could come up with
something, the voice said,
“Check,” and I was holding a
dead wire. -

I returned to the center office
and looked at my face in the mir-
ror over the washbasin. There was
a bruise on my right cheek and
a slight discoloration under one
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eve. I rinsed the taste of blood
from my mouth, washed a few
evil-smelling spots from my coat
lapel and went back to wipe
fingerprints off the furniture and
the file cabinets. The two dead’
men lay where they had fallen.
Sight of the man called Nekko
brought his words back to me.
‘““Warehouse full of radios.” It
was entirely possible that Lodi
was being held in some warehouse,
but the fact that there were
radios in that warehouse was no
help at all.

A faint memory nagged at the
back of my brain. Somewhere in
Nekko's last words was a key —
a key that tied in with a piece of
information I had picked up dur-
ing the day. I went over it again,

word by word. ‘‘Warehouse”

. a blank. “Full” . . . just
asblank. ‘““Radios” . . . I frowned.
Was it ‘‘radios” or ‘‘radio’’?

All right, so it was one radio.
That made no more sense than —

And then the missing piece fell
into place. Eddie Treeglos had
told me earlier in the day that
Ann Fullerton had died in a fire
at a radio company — the Full-
bright Radio Company!

I grabbed the Manhattan tele-
phone directory and leafed through
to the right page. No listing for
Fullbright Radio. The classified
directory drew the same blank.
But there had to be a — wait!
The company was supposed to
have burned out; the fire that
























City of Stockholm at the port of
Dakar, in Africa, for the purpose
of transporting you and vyour
wife to America. Furthermore,
the cabin vou and your wife oc-
cupied during the crossing was the
one occupied immediately after-
ward by Mr. and Mrs. Mather.
An immediate investigation was
made of the ship and your cabin
by qualified scientists, and a faint
but unmistakeable trace of radia-
tion was found therein. By this
time the radiation was far too
slight to harm anyone, but the
fact remains that it was found
therein. In view of these facts,
and in view of the purpose behind
your original visit to Africa, this
committce again asks if you wish
to correct “vour previous testi-
mony."

“No, sir.’

There was a general shuffling
of feet and shifting of chairs by
the rest of the committee. Blake
leaned toward the man to his left
and whispered something in his
ear. The two of them engaged
Cavendish in a muttered colloquy
pitched too low for me to hear,
even if | had wanted to, which I
didn’t.

Senator McGill bent over me.
“Damn it, Karl, what are you try-
ing to pull? They've got enough
evidence to pin perjury on you
ten times over! This is your coun-
try; why aren’t you willing to
help it?"

I looked up at him. ‘‘Senator,
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if anyone’s going to teach me
patriotism, it won't be vou. Now
kindly get the hell away from
me!”

Lodi reached over and put a
gloved hand on mv arm and
squeezed it understandinglv. Be-
hind the heavy veil she was watch-
ing me, I knew, with deep concern.

Millard Cavendish had con-
cluded his discussion with the rest
of the committee members. He
looked me directly in the eve and
the lines of his face were stern.

“1 have some questions to ask
you, Mr. Terris. Please let me
remind you that this committce is
empowered to ask these questions
and to demand a truthful answer
to each. Is that clear?”

‘“Perfectly.””

He nodded shortly. ‘I will ask
you, Mr. Terris, if vou brought
into this countrv, at any time,
a device or machine having to do
with cosmic radiation or energy?"”

“No, sir.”

A wrinkle deepened between his
eyes. “Then how do vou explain
what happened to the Mathers,
and the finding of the experts who
examined your cabin on the City
of Stockholm?™” .

“That, Mr. Cavendish,” [ said,
‘“would be a matter of conjecture
on my part. | recognize this com-
mittee’s right to ask me ques-
tions, but I do not believe it can
demand conjectures."

The wrinkle became a frown.
“Then [ will ask you, sir: do you
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husband! I had to 'pawn my
wedding ring, to help pay my
way here. I've got to find him!
He was going to send for me
later — and then he never did.”

The black eyes had flicked
downward to the child, almost

unnoticeably, then up again.
Once more she pointed to the
snapshot.

The blonde nodded. ‘“‘It’s his.
Ours. I don’t think he even knows
about it. I wrote him, and I
never heard back. . . .”

The other’s head turned sharply
aside for a moment, conferring
with the old woman. In profle,
her cameo-like beauty was even
more expressive. So was the razor-
sharpness of its latent cruelty.

Abruptly she had reached out
with both hands. ‘Entra. Entra.
Come in. Rest. Refresh yourself."”
The door was suddenly open at
full width, revealing a patio in
the center of which was a profu-
sion of white roses. The bushes
were not many, perhaps six all
told, but they were all in full
bloom, weighted down with their
masses of flowers. They were
arranged in a hollow square.
Around the outside ran a border
of red-tiled flooring. In the center
there was a deep gaping hole —
a well, either being dug or being
repaired. It was lined with a
casing of shoring planks that pro-
truded above its lip. A litter of
construction effluvia lay around,
lending a transient ugliness to

THE MOON OF MONTEZUMA

the otherwise beautiful little en-
closure: a wheelbarrow, several
buckets, a mixing trough, a sack
of cement, shovels and picks, and
an undulating mound of mis-
placed earth brought up out of
the cavity.

There was no one working at
it now, it was too late in the day.
Silence hung heavily. In the back-
ground was the house proper, its
rooms ranged single file about
three sides of the enclosure, each
one characteristically opening on-
to it with its own individual
doorway. The old houses of
Moorish Africa, of which this
was a lineal descendant, had been _
like that: blind to the street,
windowless, cloistered, each liv-
ing its life about its own inner,
secretive courtyard. Twice trans-
planted — first to Spain, then
to the newer Spain across the
waters.

Now that entry had at last
been granted, the blonde girl
was momentarily hesitant about
entering. ‘‘But if — but if this
isn’t his house, what good is it
to come in?"’

The insistent hands of the other
reached her, drew her, gently
but firmly, across the threshhold.
In the background the old woman
still looked on with a secretive
malignancy that might have been
due solely to the wizened lines
in her face.

‘““Pase, pase,”’ the dark-haired
girl was coaxing her. Step in.
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* certainly does them no harm.

And because it held no solid
substance, the thought misted
away again.

She was so exhausted, her eyes
were already drooping closed
before the meal was finished.
She recovered with a start, and
they had both been watching
her fixedly. She could tell that
by the way fluidity of motion set
in again, as happens when peo-
ple try to cover up the rigid in-
tentness that has just preceded
it. Each motion only started as
she resumed her observation of

“at.

““Tienes sueno,” Chata mur-
mured. ‘¢ Quieresacostarte?’’And
she motioned toward the door-
way, without looking at it her-
self.

Somehow the American under-
stood the intention of the words
by the fact of the gesture, and
the fact that Chata had notrisen
from the floor herself, but re-
mained squatting. She was not
being told to leave the house, she
was being told that she might
remain within the house and go
and lie down with her child if
she needed to.

She stumbled to her feet awk-
wardly, almost threatened to top-
ple for a moment with fatigue.
Then steadied herself.

‘‘Gracia,” she faltered. ‘'‘Gra-
cia, mucho.” Two pitiful words.

They did not look at her. They
were looking down at the emptied
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food bowls before them. They
did not turn their eyes toward
her as when somebody is depart-
ing from your presence. They
kept them on the ground before
them as if holding them leashed,
waiting for the departure to have
been completed.

She draggingly made the turn
of the doorway and left them
behind her.

The patio seemed to have
brightened while she’d been away.
It was bleached an almost daz-
zling white now, with the shadows
of the roses and their leaves
an equally intense black. Like
splotches and drippings of ink
beneath each separate component
one. Or like a lace mantilla flung
open upon a snowdrift.

A raging, glowering full moon
had come up, was peering down
over the side of the sky-well
above the patio.

That was the last thing she
saw as she leaned for a moment,
inert with fatigue, against the
doorway of the room in which her
child lay. Then she dragged her-
self in to topple headlong upon
the bed and, already fast asleep,
to circle her child with one pro-
tective arm, moving as if of its
own instinct.

Not the meek, the pallid, gentle
moon of home. This was the
savage moon that had shone
down on Montezuma and Cuauh-
temoc, and came back looking
for them now. The primitive
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The rotten murderers! Then
Connors laughed.

They spent two billion dollars
to build a space cage for five

tigers!

Withington hated them all, but
for Purdy his hatred was deepest.
He'd have loved to get his hands
on Purdy’s throat and keep them
there: The rotten heel! To him
wonien are things to use. What if he
ever got his hands on Helen? Ile'd
break her in two! Such men should
die. Somehow I'll kill Purdy.”

Barton's hatred was demo-
cratic: They all think they're better
than I am. Them and their degrees.
Me— I came up the hard way.
I’ better than any of them. Before
this 1is over I'm going to split a few
skulls.

Grifith lived in terror: God help
me. Every man on the ship plotting
wmy death. Every one of them plot-
ting night and day to back me inito
a corner. God help me. What chance
lave I got?

Purdy also had no special
hatred: The sons-of-bitches. I'll get
every one of them before thev get me.

Dav followed day and the
Rachel Il ripped a long tunnel
through black void as she arced
gracefully toward the cold, dead
moon. Inside her hull men walked
like jungle beasts, always bal-
anced on the balls of their feet;
always ready to dodge or leap. By
common consent thev ate at dif-
ferent times so that no two men
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were in the commissary at once.
This was not worked out in con-
ference; but rather after the
fashion animals work out the
routine for visiting a water hole.
Connors, the strongest, went first.
Purdy followed him. Withington
and Barton had a savage battle
in the companionwayv and Barton
was pulled off his victim so he
went third. Grifith brought up
'the rear, fearful, trembling, and
he spent the off-hours crving in
his cabin.

They knew something decisive
had to happen. It came between
Barton and Purdy when the
former challenged the latter's
turn in the commissarv. Like two
bull elks they squared awayv and
charged each other.

With the fight at its height the
other three arrived ready to save
the loser from death. But both
men snarled on the rest.

‘“Keep your noses out!”’

“This is to a finish!”

““The ship ain’t big enough for
both of us!”

Purdy charged and Barton
caught him squarely in the face
with a savage kick. Retching,
Purdy went down, but managed
to recover in time to make a
stand, and the fight went on.

It turned eventually in favor
of Purdy and his hands closed over
Barton’s throat to apply lethal
pressure. Purdy was looking
through a red haze and he grinned
when he saw that the others were
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itself, like any Alpine valley, with
the glory of the fir and the silver
birch and the primrose. It was
this cutting that had first stirred
desires within the boy — desires
for something just a little differ-
ent, he knew not what, desires
that would return whenever things
were sunlit, as they were this eve-
ning, running up and down inside
him, up and down, up and down,
till he would feel quite unusual
all over, and as likely as not would
want to cry. This evening he was
even sillier, for he slipped across
the road towards the signposts and
began to run up the blank alley.

The alley runs between high
walls — the walls of the gardens
of “Ivanhoe” and ‘‘Bella Vista”
respectively. It smells a little all
the way, and is scarcely twenty
yards long, including the turn at
the end. So not unnaturally the
boy soon came to a standstill.
“I'd like to kick that Shelley,”
he exclaimed, and glanced idly at
a piece of paper which was pasted
on the wall. Rather an odd piece
of paper, and he read it carefully
before he turned back. This is
what he read:

S. AND C. R. C. C.
Alteration in Service

Owing to lack of patronage the
Company are regretfully com-
pelled to suspend the hourly
service, and to retain only the

Sunrise and Sunset Omnibuses,
which will run as usual. [t is to be

134

hoped that the public will pa-
tronize an arrangement which is
intended for their convenience.
As an extra inducement, the
Company will, for the first time,
now issue

Return Tickets!

(available one day only) which
may be obtained of the driver:
Passengers are again reminded
that no tickets are issued at the
other end, and that no complaints
in this connection will receive con-
sideration from the Company. Nor
will the Company be responsible
for any negligence or stupidity on
the part of Passengers, nor for
Hailstorms, Lightning, Loss of
Tickets, nor for any Act of God.

For the Direction.

Now, he had never seen this no-
tice before, nor could he imagine
where the omnibus went to. S. of
course was for Surbiton, and
R. C. C. meant Road Car Com-
pany. But what was the mean-
ing of the other C.? Coombe
and Malden, perhaps, or possibly
“City”. Yet it could not hope to
compete with the South-Western.
The whole thing, the boy reflected,
was run on hopelessly unbusiness-
like lines. Why not tickets from
the other end? And what an hour
to start! Then he realized that un-
less the notice was a hoax, an om-
nibus must have been starting
just as he was wishing the Bonses
goodbye. He peered at the ground
through the gathering dusk, and
there he saw what might or might
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can be purchased by coinage from
no terrene mint. And a chronom-
eter, though it had solaced the
vigils of Charlemagne, or meas-

ured the slumbers of Laura, can’

acquire by no mutation the double-
cake that charms the fangless
Cerberus of Heaven!" So saying,
he handed in the necessary ticket,
and while the boy said ‘‘Thank
you,” continued: ‘“Titular pre-
tensions, I know it well, are van-
ity. Yet they merit no censure
when uttered on a laughing lip,
and in an homonymous world are
in some sort useful, since they do
serve to distinguish one Jack from
his fellow. Remember me, there-
fore, as Sir Thomas Browne.”
‘“Are you a Sir? Oh, sorry!
He had heard of these gentlemen
drivers. ‘It 4s good of you about
the ticket. But if you go on at this
rate, however does your bus pay?”’
‘It does not pay. I't was not in-
tended to pay. Many are the
faults of my equipage; it is com-
pounded too curiously of foreign
woods; its cushions tickle erudi-
tion rather than promote repose;
and my horses are nourished not
on the evergreen pastures of the
moment, but on the dried bents
and clovers of Latinity. But that
it pays! — that error at all events
was never intended and never
attained.” .
“Sorry again,” said the boy
rather hopelessly. Sir Thomas
looked sad, fearing that, even for
a moment, he had been the cause

’

THE CELESTIAL OMNIBUS

of sadness. He invited the boy
to come up and sit beside him on
the box, and together they jour-
neyed on through the fog, which
was now changing from yellow to
white. There were no houses by
the road; so it must be either
Putney Heath or Wimbledon
Common.

‘““Have you been a driver al-
ways?”’

“I was a physician once.”

“But why did you stop? Weren't
you good? "’ :

““As a healer of bodies I had
scant success, and several score of
my patients preceded me. But as
a healer of the spirit I have suc-
ceeded beyond my hopes and my
deserts. For though my draughts
were not better nor subtler than
those of other men, yet, by reason
of the cunning goblets wherein |
offered them, the queasy soul was
ofttimes tempted to sip and be
refreshed.”

“The queasy soul,” he mur-.
mured; ‘‘if the sun sets with trees
in front of it, and you suddenly
come strange all over, is that a
queasy soul?”’

‘““Have you felt that?"

“Why, yes.”

After a pause he told the boy
a little, a very little, about the
journey’s end. But they did not-
chatter much, for the boy, when
he liked a person, would as soon
sit silent in his company as speak,
and this, he discovered, was also
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“I told them about you, and
how clever you were, and how
many books you had, and they
said, ‘Mr. Bons will certainly dis-
believe you.'"’

**Stuff and nonsense, my young
friend. You grow impertinent. I
— well — I will settle the matter.
Not a word to your father. I will
cure you. To-morrow evening I
will myself call here to take you
for a walk, and at sunset we will
go up this alley opposite and
hunt for your omnibus, you silly
little boy.”

His face grew serious, for the
boy was not disconcerted, but
leapt about the room singing.
“Joy!joy!I told them you would
believe me. We will drive together
over the rainbow. I told them
that you would come.” After all,
could there be anything in the
story? Wagner? Keats? Shelley?
Sir Thomas Browne? Certainly
the case was interesting.

And on the morrow evening,
though it was pouring with rain,
Mr. Bons did not omit to call at
Agathox Lodge.

The boy was ready, bubbling
with excitement, and skipping
about in a way that rather vexed
the President of the Literary So-
ciety. They took a turn down
Buckingham Park Road, and
then — having seen that no one
was watching them — slipped up
the alley. Naturally enough (for
the sun was setting) they ran
straight against the omnibus.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr.
Bons. ‘“Good gracious heavens!”

It was not the omnibus in which
the boy had driven first, nor yet
that in which he had returned.
There were three horses — black,
gray, and white, the gray being
the finest. The driver, who turned
round at the mention of goodness
and of heaven, was a sallow man
with terrifying jaws and sunken
eyes. Mr. Bons, on seeing him,
gave a cry as if of recognition,
and began to tremble violently.

The boy jumped in.

“Is it possible?’” cried Mr.
Bons. *‘Is the impossible possible?”’

“Sir; come in, sir. It is such a
fine omnibus. Oh, here is his name
— Dan someone.”

Mr. Bons sprang in too. A blast
of wind immediately slammed the
omnibus door, and the shock
jerked down all the omnibus
blinds, which were very weak on
their springs.

“Dan . . . Show me. Good gra-
cious heavens! we're moving.”

“Hooray!" said the boy.

Mr. Bons became flustered. He
had not intended to be kidnapped.
He could not find the door han-
dle, nor push up the blinds. The
omnibus was quite dark, and by
the time he had struck a match,
night had come on outside also.
They were moving rapidly.

‘ A strange, amemorable adven-
ture,” he said, surveying the in-
terior of the omnibus, which was
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