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BLOOD-RED CASH OF KUBLAI KHAN 13

smooth talker, very cagey, but finally it
came out that what he was offering me
was the Kublai cash! Of course I knew at
once he was dealing in stolen goods. I
knew Mr. Chung would never dispose of
the cash without giving me first chance
to bid for them—"

“Just a moment,” O'Hara interrupted.
“Isn’t it possible for other specimens of
the Kublai cash to turn up?”

“It's extremely unlikely,” Bishop re-
plied. “Johnstone warned me that the price
would be high, and payment must be all
in currency—no checks. I pretended to be
greatly interested, and finally Johnstone
made an appointment at his hotel, so we
could talk the matter over at more length.
As soon as he hung up, I called my cat
and drove down here to see Mr. Chung.
But Mr. Chung knew absolutely nothing
of the matter, and the Kublai cash were
safely locked away in his strong-room.

“But that didn’t case my suspicions,”
Bishop continued. “I'd never heard of
any dealer named Charles E. Johnstone,
and I know just about everybody in that
field. I concluded that there was a plan
to steal Mr. Chung's cash, and this man
Johnstone was trying to arrange a quick
disposal of the loot. So I went to Police
Headquarters, and Detective Winters here
was assigned to the case. He can tell you
better than I what happened after that.”

“We'd better call it, what didn’t hap-
pen,” the Headquarters man said with a
wry smile. “Mr. Bishop and I went to
Johnstone's hotel. The operator there
called Johnstone's room, but there was no
answer. He'd slipped out, and of course
he didn't come back.”

“Naturally!” O'Hara snapped in irrita-
tion. “Youre too well-known for an
assignment like that, Winters, Johnstone
was probably watching frem the lobby—
he saw you enter with Mr. Bishop, and
took it on the lam.”

“Well, we got this much out of it,”
Winters replied. "I took the hotel room
clerk over to Headquarters to look through
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our picture files. And who do you think
this ‘Charles E. Johnstone' turned out to
be? None other than Erik Meister!”

O’Hara straightened up alertly. “Meis-
ter—the art thief?”

WINTERS pulled a small photograph
from his inside pocket and handed
it to O’'Hara. "Here's his picture, Ser-
geant. Better study it well, because I think
he’s going to pay Chinatown a little visit
before long.”

O'Hara studied the lean face, sharp-
eyed and thin-nosed. “It’s not a very clear
focus,” he commented.

“It’s the only one we have,” Winters
declared. “A sneak picture. You see,
Meister’s not in our official files. He's
been picked up any number of times for
questioning, but he’s so damn slick we’ve
never been able to pin anything on him.”

O’Hara turned to the millionaire col-
lector. “Did Meister offer you all three of
the Kublai cash?”

“No, only one,” Bishop replied. “It's
quite possible he had already found pros-
pective buyers for the other two. Un-
fortunately, there are unscrupulous collec-
tors, as well as dishonest dealers.”

O’Hara took a last look at the blood-
red cash of Kublai Khan. Then he closed
the silver casket and slid it back across the
kang.

“Sah-jin, you think this No. 1 Rice
Thief come here to steal my Kublai cash?”
Chung Chao asked in a quavering voice,
the silver box gripped tightly in his bony
hands.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” O'Hara re-
plied. “Well, let him try it! He'll learn
a few things about Chinatown—the hatd
way.”

“I'm watning you, Sergeant, Meistet’s
as slippery as an eel!” Winters said. “If
you're figuring that this is unfamiliar terri-
tory for him, just remember Chinatown
houses have doors and windows, and that’s
all Meister needs!”

“We'll be ready for him,” O’Hara said
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with a grim smile. “I think we can put a
nice, big dent in Mr. Erik Meister’s per-
fect record!”

I

ERGEANT O'HARA stood in the

darkness of Paradise Court, looking

up at the lighted windows on the second

floor of No. 17—Chung Chao’s house.

He smiled with satisfaction as he cracked

a leechee nut and ate the spicy brown
fruit.

A full week had passed since his con-
ference with old Chung, Mr. Bishop, and
Detective Winters, and the priceless red
jade c¢ash of Kublai Khan still reposed
safely in Chung’s strong rooms—safe be-
hind iron-barred windows and a metal-
lined door secured by three separate locks.

Every night now Nang Yat the mafoo
made his bed outside the locked door of
the treasure rooms, but O'Hara’s confi-
dence was not based alone on the curved
knife whose handle projected from the serv-
ant’s belt, nor even on the revolver which
was hidden under Chung Chao’s pillow.

Let Erik Meister choose the darkest mid-
night hour, when all lights were extin-
guished in No. 17 Paradise Court—Ilet the
master-thief make an entry so noiseless
that both Nang Yat and Chung Chao slept
on—he would find the darkness only a
trap, the silence a snare.

For there was now a third Oriental in
the house—a fighting Cantonese named
Sang Lum, chosen by Sergeant O’Hara
himself, and secreted in No. 17 under
cover of darkness.

This Sang Lum slept by day, keeping out
of sight in a room on the top floot, but all
night long he kept noiseless watch, sitting
cross-legged in the darkness of Chung
Chao’s chamber, ears alert for the faintest
sound. And Sang Lum kept the windows
raised a few inches, for he was armed, not
with knife or pistol, but with a police
whistle!

So Sergeant O’Hara grinned into the

darkness of Paradise Court, quite satisfied
with his arrangements, and said half-aloud,
“All right, Meister, come and get it!”

Then O’Hara turned away and contin-
ued on his customary eleven o’clock rounds.
The sky overhead was sullen, the wind
rising, and he wondered if the gathering
storm would break before he returned to .
the Precinct.

As he passed along Mulberry Lane, the
Chinese war bulletins tacked to the side
wall of Long Jon's Tea House rattled and
crackled in the gusty wind. O’Hara pulled
his ‘hat tighter and increased his pace along
the familiar route, past the gilded doorway
of the Tsin Tien Tong-house, the pine-
boarded ruins of the Old China Theater.

In Half Moon Street the uneasy wind
stirred the maple trees into a noise like
snickering laughter, and the rusty hinges
of the creaking sign went “eek—aw . . .
eeek—aw” with maddening persistence.

O’Hara turned into Lantern Court, dark
and deserted. Only one window there was
still alight, where a lonely musician
dragged a tuneless Oriental ditty from a
squeaking moon-fiddle.

“If that Chink fiddler'd team up with
the rusty sign, they’'d have a swell duet,”
O’Hara grinned to himself as he moved on
into the dark openmg of Long Sword
Alley.

Then his ears caught the swift pad-pad
of slippered feet running toward him, and
he stopped in his tracks as a round-hatted
little Chinaman in a dark blue shaam
loomed up out of the shadowy ‘passage,
giving a startled squeak as O’Hara’s solid
bulk suddenly blocked his path.

“What's your hurry?” O’Hara - de-
manded, catching the Oriental by the arm
and swinging him around into the light
of the single gas-lamp. “Well, if it isn’t
my old friend Quam Lee the ccffin-maker!
Not out on a hurry-up business call, I
hope?” the sergeant added grimly.

“Sah-jin! Tao in his wisdom makes our
paths to meet!” Quam Lee gasped. “Come
chop-chop to Paradise Court! Plenty No. 1

10










































23 SHORT STORIES

at his heels. At the unscaled door of the
treasure-room stood Nang Yat, pointing a
trembling finger toward the cabinet which
had held the priceless jade disks,

“Cash gome, Sah-jin!” the mafoo said
in an awe-stricken whisper. “Door have
strong locks—windows have iron bars—
but nothing can stop the Rice Face Thief!
Az-yee—he is No. 1 devil!”

The glass-topped lid had been pried off
the little cabinet, its looted interior empty
now except for a small white card posed
carefully upright—the card of “J. Bertram
Chandler, M. A., Ph. D.!I”

ViI

HE three blue-coated men were alone in
the strangely looted treasure-rooms—

Sergeant O'Hara, Driscoll, and Burke.

O'Hara had summarily ousted Captain
Moy Kee and the clamorous Tsin Tien
tongsters, and firmly closed the door be-
hind them.

Driscoll, yardstick in hand, was calling
off floor and wall measurements which
O’'Hara jotted down on a sheet of paper
already liberally sprinkled with wvarious
calculations.

But when Driscoll had given the last
measurements, O’'Hara studied the sheet
and shook his head. “Well, boys, that
settles that.

There are no secret closets, sliding
panels or anything on that order. There
isn’t a square inch of spacc in these two
rooms not accounted for.” ‘

“Even if there were, Sarge,” Driscoll
pointed out, “how could Meister possibly
know about it? If there was any trick stuif
connected with these rooms, only Nang
Yat the mafoo would know about it.
There’d have to be a hook-up between
Meister and Nang Yat.”

“That wouldn’t make sense,” Burke
chimed in. “If Nang Yat were crooked,
why should he bother teaming up with any-
body? He had the full run of the house,
day and night—he knew where Chung

Chao’s keys were hidden—he could have
stolen the cash by a solo job any time he
wanted.”

O’Hara went over to one of the win-
dows and tested the iron bars.

“Go ahead, Sarge, yank all you like,”
Burke invited. “I've checked over every
one of those bars, and they’re absolutely
okay. However Meister got in here—and
out again—jyou can bet your bottom dollar -
it wasn’t the windows.”

O’Hara looked thoughtful. “Well, the
door’s an even tougher proposition, Cap-
tain Moy slept there all night, with his
chair actually tilted against the door, and
the padlock keys in his pocket. And the
door was sealed up, too.”

Driscoll made a baffled gesture. “Well,
Sarge, that leaves only one possible angle
—the Kublai cash must have been stolen
before the treasure-rooms were locked up
for the night!” ,

“No,” O'Hara replied slowly, “I'm con-
vinced the cash were still safe in the cabi-
net when the doors were sealed. Captain
Moy swears they were, and Nang Yat backs
him up. They made the last inspection
tour together—and they went in together
this morning.”

“They could both be lying,” Driscoll
countered.

“Yes, that's a possibility,” O’Hara
agreed. “But if you take that line—then
how did Meister leave his calling card in
the cabinet?”’

“The whole damn set-up is screwy,”
Driscoll said disgustedly. “According to
the evidence, nobody could possibly break
into the strong-room — but the cash are
gone, just the same, and gone without a
single, solitary clue.”

“We've got ome curious piece of evi-
dence,” O’'Hara teplied slowly, “if we
could make it mean anything.”

“What?” Burke asked.

“That mysterious, fluttering sound the
outside guard heard last night around mid-
night, when he gave the alarm. It sounded
something like a bird, he said, but quicker
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than a bird. A sort of whitt!/—short and
sharp.”

Driscoll’s head lifted. “Say, Sarge—
did you ever watch Moy Kee do his knife
tricks? When he throws a knife, it makes
a sharp noise something like that.”

“A thrown knife?” O’Hara frowned,
turning the idea over in his mind while his
eyes wandered slowly over Chung Chao’s
collection of antique weapons. Here were
knives of all descriptions.

“No,” O’Hara decided, shaking his
head. “The space between the window
bars is too small for a thrown knife to get
through. But wait, Driscoll — wait! I
think you've put me on the right track!”

O’Hara turned suddenly toward the dis-
play of weapons along the wall, pointing
to a curiously shaped Manchu bow and a
leather quiver filled with ancient hunting
Arrows,

“An arrow!” he exclaimed in mounting.

excitement. “That’s what the guard heard
whizzing through the air! Burke, look in
the catalogue and see how many arrows are
listed for this Manchu bow—Item 281.”
Burke hastily thumbed over the pages.
“Eleven arrows, Sarge.”

\@/{{ ~
A

“That's it!” O’Hara exulted. “There are
only ten in this quiver! . There’s an arrow
missing, and I know what*happened.to it!
It was shot through one of these windows
last mght There’s our first break, boys!
Now we’ve got something to wortk on!”

“But why an arrow?” Burke questioned.
“What good would it do the thief to shoot
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an arrow at the guard?
me!”

“Who said it was aimed at the guard?”
O’Hara demanded. “The arrow wasn't
aimed at anybody! But it wasn’t just a
random shot. It was for a purpose, all
right—a very special purpose.”

Driscoll gave him a puzzled look. “It’s
Greek to me, Sarge, but you sound like
you knew all about it.”

“I think I do!” O’Hara said grimly.
“I think I know a lot of things, all of a
sudden. But first we've got to find out
more about that arrow.”

And going to the rear windows, O'Hara
looked out, measuring with his eye the dis-
tance to the back of the neighboring
houses. “No—too far to shoot accurately,”
he muttered. “And those trees in the gar-
dens—the guard would have heard the ar-
row slashing through the leaves if it had
gone in that direction.”

He moved to the side window, staring
across at the side of the adjoining house
—No. 15 Paradise Court—and particularly
at the matching window which stood ex-
actly opposite him.

“That'd be the one,” O’Hara declared.
“You wouldn’t have to be an expert to
shoot an arrow through that window from
here, even in the dark.

“Yes, but breaking glass makes quite a
racket,” Driscoll remarked. “That win-
dow’s closed tight enough now. How do
you know it was open last night?”

“Let’s just assume it was,” O'Hara said,
and then grinned at his assistant. “I guess
you think I've gone nuts, eh? Just give me
a little more time, Driscoll. I think we're
ready to crack this case wide open!”

' Driscoll jerked his thumb toward the
opposite window. “Do you know who
lives in that room, Sarge?” ‘ ,

O’'Hara shook his head. “No, but it
won’t take us more than a couple of min-
utes to check up. It's a lodging house run
by a fat Chink named Tai Kuh. Come
along, Driscoll. And Burke—you go:
downstairs and make sure that no one

Sounds crazy to
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Cartier slopped water into his coffee to
cool it, gulped it down, dropped a coin on
the table, and departed, going in leisurely
fashion but wasting no time. Orders might
alrcady be out for his arrest; no one was
safe if the purge was here. He headed back
for his car.

ON THE way, he paused and dropped
in a little tabac. The shop was empty
except for the woman behind the counter.
He bought cigarettes from her.

“Any news, Mere Louise?” he asked
under his breath.

“Riots at Tananarive, the capital, M’sieu,
Shootings at Maintorano. The new native
troops are coming down the river and will
be here tomorrow. God help us all!” Her
stolid face was tragic. “What misery, that
the English did not seize all the island
when they took Diego!”

Cartier went his way, unlocked hxs car,
got in and drove off. Well, he had the
money anyhow, which was the main thing.
Now to see Lal Das about escape; not for
himself alone, either. It was make or
break, with life staked on the cards.

He headed for the Rue des Bijoutiers
Hindous, and halted before the unassum-
ing shop of one of those same Hindu
jewelers—who were, in reality, merchants
in everything from cut brass to Agra car-
pets. Debonair, humming a little tune, he
entered the shop and nodded to the at-
tendant.

“Lal Das?”

The young Hindu pointed. Cartier went
on to the rear, pulled aside a curtain, and
shook his hands with a wrinkled old
Hindu clad in white. He sat down, at a
gesture, and spoke. '

“No time to waste, Lal Das. Your ship’s
leaving at sunset or before, I understand.
Four of us at least.”

Lal Das nodded, donned spectacles, and
peered at the visitor.

“Who?" he demanded. “I must know.”

“Taking no chances on spies, eh?” Car-
tier smiled. “Right. Lieutenant Gros and

his sister—Gros of the Artillery. And Cap-
tain Renouf, just from the capital. We
may be pinched any minute, so we'd better
leave town in a hurry.” '

“I think you had,” agreed Lal Das.

“Yes; the ship leaves at five. She goes out
to sea; after dark, doubles back in through
the Outer Reef, and can pick you up about
midnight at the Andranolava inlet. She
will send 2 boat ashore; flash a light three
times. You can get there by a rough road,
with a car.” :

“Right,” said Cartier, and allowed him-
self one deep sigh of relief. “If we can get
General Gros to go with us, we will; I'm
afraid he’s too pig-headed. How much?”

“Twenty thousand francs. Now,” said
La] Das.

“Very well. Send your clerk out to the
car with me. He'd better carry something.
Make it one of those embroidered white
wool rugs.”

“That will be eighty francs more,” said
Lal Das, who was a careful man.

Cartier paid him the eighty francs, from
his pocket.

He went back to his car and dipped
into the thousand-franc notes, getting the
amount necessary. After a moment ot two
the clerk came out, carrying the Benares
rug which was tied in a roll. He put it
into the car and took the banknotes, paus-
ing to count them.

“Thank you, M’sieu,” he said. “The
master wanted me to warn you not to keep
Captain Trenchard waiting tonight.”

Cartier nodded and drove away. Trench-
ard! Englishman, no doubt; some broken-
down old Britisher commanding this
Hindu lugger, which was not even a
steamer, and not much better than an Arab
dhow. For a thousand years the Hindus
of Bombay and the Arabs of Muscat had
maintained a huge and steady commerce
with Madagascar. Cartier was just as glad
that in this moment of crisis he and the
others would not be dependent upon some
muddle-headed Arab rais or Hindu skip-
per. Even a bleary old whiskey-swiller
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would be an improvement, he thought. In
his mind lurked a hideous certainty that
the getaway would not be so simple.

S HE started for the Fort Hill road,

the words of Mere Louise recurred to
him: “The new native troops will be here

tomotrow.” New native troops! Too well

Cartier knew what this meant. Those new
levies, raised by Governor General Annet
and the Vichy administration, were in ef-
fect a fifth column arm. God help any
white troops who came out for Free
France! God help officers or men who led
protests against the heavy Japanese infiltra-
tion and the Japanese mission now at work,
or against the Laval policies!

At the crest of the mangrove-covered
hill, Cartier drove past the ancient Arab
fort which gave the height its name of
Rova, and his gaze went to the glorious
view below, picking up the smoke-smudge
of the paper mills far up the river.

“Good old Papeteries de Madagascar!”
he muttered. “Well, tomorrow your as-
sistant manager will be either in jail or
dead or safely on his way to Zanzibar and
British territory. It'll depend largely on
red-nosed Captain Trenchard to say
which.”

" Glimpses of the view from this locally-
termed “Corniche” drive reached him.
Outspread below was the city, beyond it
the wide delta of the Betsiboka River and
the great harbor. Out to far vistas of the
hills stretched rice-fields and forests—
those red, red hills that closed the horizon!
Red were the mountains, hills and very
earth itself of Madagascar; now a rusty
hue, again a bright and fiery deepness of
color, but always red. Only the coral sands
fringing these volcanic rocks were white.

And, westward, he glimpsed the Mo-
zambique Channel, swept by gusty rain and
‘squalls, usually electric-charged and swept
by almost incessant lightning. For the
monscon had changed, everything was dis-
tutbed and disrupted, and those watets,
the most dreaded and treacherous in the
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whole world, were fanged with coral and
alive with constantly changing currents. A
trifie over two hundred miles away lay
Mozambique and Africa—safety and ref-
uge barred to hapless victims of the Vichy
administration, for the great island had
become a prison none could leave.

~ Cartier was in the new city now, among
the villas and handsome residences high
on the hill where the air was always fresh
and clear. Apparently he was not fol-
lowed, but he could be sure of nothing.
His sentiments were too well known; he
was dangerous; for a week past he had
been shadowed, and arrest might come at
any instant. The tact that he was an
American citizen would not protect him,
for the men of Vichy held Americans in
deadly hatred.

He swung his car in beside a white villa
almost solid on one side with scarlet bou-
gainvillea. Locking the car with the money
inside, he sprang up the steps to the door.
It was opened before he could knock, by
the young officer who had been at the café.

“What luck, Raoul?”

“All set,” Cartier responded cheerfully,
and Gros closed the door with a sharp sigh
of suspense ended.

Three others were here. Cartier shook
hands with the old general; a veteran with
white hair and goatee, with Jacqueline
Gros, a tall young woman whose anxious
eyes warmed in greeting, and with Captain
Renouf, a thin, haggard man in the mid-
night blue of the aviation.

Exclamations burst upon the room,
everyone talking at once. Cartier laughed
and held up his hands for silence. When
he met the gaze of Jacqueline, one elo-
quent look passed between them, a look of
mutual understanding.

“My friends, there’s no time to lose in
idle chatter,” he said gravely. “I got my
money trom the bank. I saw Lal Das and
made the arrangements. His ship picks us
up at midnight on the coast north of town,
at the Andranolava inlet. We'll go in my
car and abandon it; and the quicker we get
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Trenchard was at the tiller. The rowers
were brown men, Arabs or lascars. Cartier
reached out and found Jacqueline’s hand;
it was cold, cold as ice, but her fingers
pressed his tightly.

AGICALLY, they were pulsing

through the phosphorescent water.
And suddenly Cartier realized vaguely why
they had been able to see nothing of any
ship. Why, here was distance! These reefs
were vast stretches; the starlit sea was end-
less, illimitable; darkness closed down so
shortly that now the shore was invisible.

“I barely got out of port,” Trenchard
was saying. “No end of rumors and so
forth. Riots in the city; troops moving in,
they say. A chap warned me that armed
patrol boats are out to watch the coast
and Outer Reef against native boats mak-
in’ off. Thought we saw lights, just be-
- fore I started in from the ship. May be
nip and tuck yet.”

“Are you going to Zanzibar?” Cartier
asked.

“No chance. Headin’ straight across for
Mozambique; we’ll meet a patrol ship over
there and trans-ship you chaps. That is,
if! Glad I'm able to stop playing half-
breed Arab, anyhow. Hasn't been a pleas-
ant job by half.”

They sped on and on. Upon Cartier,
these words loosed a glimpse of the truth;
this man had been under the greatest strain
and tension of them all, pretending to be
what he was not, a spy in enemy territory,
waiting there deathlessly to take off these
few people and the promised documents.
And he had mentally termed this unknown
savior a whiskey-swilling old brokendown
seaman! He laughed to himself, sharply.

Suddenly Trenchard leaned forward. His
voice lashed at the men with imperative
urge; he was speaking Swahili, His words
were lost, but the tone was urgent. The
oars bit deeper, the boat trembled and
surged anew.

“Lucky thing,” Trenchard observed,
with deadly calm, “we had time to break

out our hidden gun after we left port.
Down low, everybody. Down!”

“I can see nothing,” said Jacqueline.
“Has he cat’s eyes, this Englishman?”

Trenchard understood the words and
made response, as the group shrank down.

“Seaman’s eyes, Miss. We're in for it.
Damn those patrol boats! If we reach the
ship, I'll give 'em a lesson—"

It was unreal, to Cartier. He heard a
voice from the water, a thin, alarmed
voice; then whistling, shrieking things
flew overhead, and no one needed to be
told to duck. A burst of reports split the
night; a vicious rat-tat-tat of explosions.

The man at the stroke oar gave a grunt- .
ing moan and pitched down headlong
from the thwart, his oar hanging. Cartier
scrambled in heart-hurried, frantic move-
ment. He was on the thwart, he had the
oar, he was swinging the heavy ash in uni-
son with the others.

“Good man,” came the unemotional,
quiet voice. It thrilled him strangely, joy-
ously.

Explosive French voices were crying out
upon the night, not close by but from two
points. Now Trenchard spoke again.

“They’ve not found us; that was sheer
luck. Two of ’em. We're under shelter
of a reef now. One more dash and we’ll
make it.”

As he worked, Cartier strained to see;
he could see little. A spurt of red flashes
leaped in the darkness. No mistake or
luck about it this time. Bullets whined
and whistled; there was a splintering crash
forward and the bow man cried out some-
thing. His oar trailed, but Cartier could
not turn to look. ‘Like the others, he was
throwing everything he had into the work,
pulling his heart out. That calm, unex-
cited voice from the sternsheets held them
all to it. Until, abruptly, Trenchard flung
up his head and called vibrantly.

Voices made response. The ship! The
slatting of her cordage, the slap of her can-
vas, came like a blessed breath from
heaven, And then, just upon this burst
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Wade nodded.

“You're right.”

“There must be no one left hete alive.
No one.”

Wade glanced ‘at the doorway again.
He licked his lips. He gave Miehle a
meaning look.

“The girl,” he said with a little grin,
“Is very pretty.”

Miehle shrugged.

“That,” he said, “would interest you.
To me it means nothing.” '

Outside the plane motor sputtered.
Wade got up leisurely. On the floor, in
a corner, Flannery stirred and groaned.
His arms were tied tightly. After he re-
gained his senses the first time, Flannery
had been foolish enough to put up a fight.

No one would have recognized Flannery's

face now.
Wade said, “Schmidt brought his maps’
He can take us out?”
“He guarantees it.”
“I must say good-bye to our charming
guest,” grinned Wade, rubbing his beard.

HE had washed and dressed the ugly
wounds. One high in the chest, an-
other in the side, across the ribs. Matt
Heath had lost 2 good deal of blood, his
breathing was shallow and he was fever-
ssh. -

Good doctors might be able to save
him, but Kay Glenn knew how little
chance there was of getting Matt Heath
to a good doctor. In the meantime she
- did what she could.

The whole business was so incredible
that her brain was numbed. There had
been that first quick shock of suspicion
when she leaped lightly onto the whatf
and found strangers there. But no time
for recovery. Everything else had hap-
pened like lightning. She remembered
how seriously she had taken Flannery's
story about the Nazis and their plane.
But now that she was face to face with
the fact it seemed unbelievable.

Matt Heath was looking up at her from

the cot.
whisper.

“Steve?”

She couldn’t tell him ngston was
dead. Dr. Miehle had told her, politely
regretful, how Kingston had been-
drowned. “Accidentally.” '

“All right,” she whispered. “Steve's all
right.”

“Tell him—" Matt Heath shut his eyes.
His lips moved wordlessly. In the next
room she heard Miehle and Wade talking
in German. She heard the cot springs
creak in the other room as Wade got up.

“—didn’t find the dynamite—" whis-
pered Matt Heath. Then he muttered with
a sudden surge of strength. “Blow them
to hell-and-gone.”

He stared at the ceiling, blinking in a
puzzled sort of way, as if trying to remem-
ber. She heard a mannered cough. The
big, burly man—Wade he called himself
<—was standing in the doorway. She didn’t
like his eyes. Possessive, confident eyes.
They crawled over her body.

Wade beckoned with his head.

“You will come with me now,” he said.

She heard Matt Heath whisper, “Good
boy, Steve—partner—good man in the
bush—Ilike a son—"

His eyes rested on Wade. In the same
dead whisper Matt Heath murmured
thoughtfully:

“—look like us—talk like us—fool any-
body—but don't think like us—not like us
inside—not brothers—"

“Now, please,” grunted Wade.

“—be decent to them,” muttered Matt
Heath, “and God help you—God help
you—" ’

His voice trailed away.

The gitl got up from the bedside. She
faced Wade. She was trembling but she
tried to fight that down. She held her
chin up.

“What is it?”

“Matters are becoming a little difficuit.
Dr. Miehle wishes to leave no one here—"

She caught her breath.

His voice dragged out in a hoasse
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Schmidt was calling from the bush. The
search, he said, was hopeless, a waste of
time. Michle told them to come out.
After a few moments Engel came flounder-
ing down the trail, sweating.

“In the cursed forest, it’s almost impos-

sible—a man can't see two metres ahead of

him—" ‘

“If you’d had your wits about you he
‘wouldn’t have escaped,” Miehle rapped
out. He cursed the wretched Engel crisply.
Schmidt emerged from the bush, looking
sullen. This wasn’t his job, he growled.
His job was to fly a plane.

“The fellow is like a ghost,” he grum-
bled. “What's the difference? We leave
him here, destroy the canoe and the food.
He will starve.”

“Wade is dead,” said Dr. Miehle.

Schmidt’s doughy face was impassive.
Death was all in the day to Schmidt.

“And for that,” Miehle continued, “this
place will be wiped out. The prisoners
will be shot.”

SCHMIDT glanced at Kay Glenn. The
sun gleamed in her fine blonde hair.
Schmidt raised his eyebrows.

“And the wounded man?”

Miehle’s smile was acid.

“His sufferings will soon be over. The
execution will take place on the beach. Ma-
chine-gun. Immediately.”

Schmidt and Engel closed in, one on
each side of the girl. They walked down
to the cabin. The girl did not resist. Her
eyes were stony.

Flannery cursed them noisily when they
hauled him to his feet and bundled him
out of the cabin. Flannery was tough and
hard-bitten; he had courage and he had
played tag with death many times; but
most bitterly he resented dying in this
manner. '

“Just like in Poland, eh, Herr Schnick-
elfritz?” he snarled at Dr. Miehle. “Brave
boys!” Flannery’s invective was violent.
When he came outside and saw Kay Glenn
he wheeled on them.

“Good God!” he yelled.
going to kill her, too?”

Engel hit him across the mouth and
pushed him against the wall of the cabin.
Kay Glenn walked over and stood beside
him. _ ' '

“You murderers!” screamed Flannery.
“You damned, yellow—"

Engel hit him again. Kay said:

“It’s no use, Joe. Don’t give them the
satisfaction.”

“Kay,” blurted the pilot miserably, “I'm
sorry. I walked right into this—for me it
doesn’t matter, for you—"

“Don’t talk, Joe.”

“The other—" said Miehle.

“You're not

Schmidt and Engel went into the cabin. -

They came out with Matt Heath. He was
very weak but he could walk; he pushed
them away when they tried to help him.
“So this is what they do,” he muttered,
swaying a little. He braced himself with
one hand against the logs of the cabin. His
eyes rested on Flannery and the girl. Then
he looked at Dr. Michle. “Nazi!” he said,
thoughtfully, as if identifying some
strange species of animal. “Look like us

 —talk like us—not like us inside—"

“Get the machine-gun,” snapped Dr.
Miehle.

Engel scuttled back into the cabin.

Matt Heath straightened his shoulders,
clapped a hand to his bandaged chest,
shut his eyes with pain.

“At least,” he said to Miehle, his voice
strained with effort, “I may choose my
own place. Not here—" He gestured to-
ward the wharf. “Down there—so I may
face the cabin.”

Dr. Miehle shrugged.

“Very well.” It was a harmless request.
He told Schmidt to take the prisoners
down to the wharf, to the water’s edge.
Engel came out with the machine-gun.
It was a light weapon, a tommy-gun. En-
gel snapped a clip sharply into place. En-
gel’s eyes gleamed with eagerness.

“Go on!” shouted Flannery. “Get it
over with!”
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fabulous palace of Boon Par, the “Tiger
Balm” patent medicine king. He came,
instead, to a dingy house jammed between
thousands of other dingy houses on the
South Side, overlooking the dingy, garbage
infested river. That river jolted Sam into
his proper place in Singapore. South of
the bridge he was not Mister Lee of med-
ical school; he was, “Hi yah, Chink,” just
one of a subject race, yellow, thin-eyed,
slender, exactly like all the rest, to live
where and how they pleased under white
man freedom.

Sam swore an oath to himself in good
American. “Lemme get my hands on as
much as passage money and I'll get outa
this stinking coolie trap before I revert to
type.”

It was on the river's North Side that
was Singapore’s magnificence. Its row of
waterfront “godowns,” storage sheds for
the teeming business of the world's gate-
way between East and West—it seemed
to Sam that that dirty river was the divid-
ing line between East and West—and then
the palaces of the unbelievably rich white
man city. The pride of the Orient—and
its prize; with its tall spire of the Episco-
pal Cathedral flaunting its Christian char-
ity to brother man. Sam looked at it sourly
sideways, though he had been raised Chris-
tian in America.

Grandfather Lih’s house on the South
Side was exactly like all the swarming rest.
Outside plastered with pink paper charms
against devils covered with huge letters in
a weird brush script that Sam couldn’t even
read, inside full of musty, unventilated
smells—and Grandfather Lih.

As old and as frail and as yellow as a
carved ivory figure in a Chinatown cufio
shop back home—and as rigidly exact in
the formalities of speech and manner for
every occasion as prescribed by five thou-
sand years of tradition.

In that musty old house all of Sam’s
American-bred exuberance was smoth-
ered by the crushing realization that what
he had been in the West and what he was

here in the East were separated by those
thousands of years that had never changed,‘*
to which he was heir.

He helplessly hated all of it. Yet he
could not, as the days went on with the
rumble of invasion coming relentlessly
nearer, help respecting the old man’s un-
swerving faith in the rightness of the an-
cient rules of conduct, admiring his cour-
age, his exquisite antique courtesy. Even
when the old man disillusioned him about
the inheritance that had lured him to this
damned place.

GRANDFATHER LIH dressed up for
the occasion, all in the rich embroid-
ered robes of ceremonial. He said, “My
son”— He never called Sam anytning but
son; his own son was lost to him, dead,
even buried, in a foreign land without any
of the proper rites, and it was an added
sorrow that he had to speak to his grand-
son in English.

“My son, today the gods have favored
me with eighty years. My time will not
be long before I join the venerable an-
cestors. Let us then respectfully repair to
the room of shrines, and I will tell you of
your inheritance.”

For a moment Sam’s eyes lit up wide
and expectant. Then they closed down thin
again. He bowed to the old man and fol-
lowed respectfully. Sam was learning.

The room of the shrines was a sort of
holy-of-holies that Sam seldom entered and
very little understood. But Grandfather
Lih used to spend long hours in it, medi-
tating and muttering. Its walls were mel-
low with olden golden brocades and
dragon-blood red with lacquered cabinets
before which the old man would place
symbolic offerings of hand-lettered paper
strips and grains of colored rice and
things; and it always smelled of non-ven-
tilation and mouldy spiced fabrics.

“Prepare now to listen, my son; and,

- yeew t'eng ngoh kong.” Grandfather Lih

was always saying that to everybody, as his
age in a Chinese community gave him the
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moon. He chattered to the three guards.
They grinned, went out. The officer stood
spraddle legged, enjoying Sam there on
the couch. He said, "You have been a
nice smart fool. Now you get nothing—
unless perhaps I tell the boys to beat you
up a bit just as a lesson nobody can fool
with us. Only,” he debated the matter,
“the afternoon’s work has left me in a
good mood.”

Sam said only, “My grandfather?”

The officer shrugged. “"Oh! The old fool
was—difficult. But the servant knew, of
course, and he talked. Though it took
the boys two hours.”

Sam was standing up now. His reani-
mation was tingling away from his extrem-
ities, leaving his whole being cold. In a
chilled voice he said again, “And my
grandfather?”

The officer shrugged again, hissed dep-
recatingly through the even little teeth.
Quite impersonally he said, “It is a great
mistake, as you and a lot of other people
will learn, to interfere with our people’s
destiny of expansion.”

HE embroidered couch was near the

door, the door fitted with an inside
bolt. Sam pushed the bolt as he passed it
with his elbow. The officer still grinned at
him, contemptuously confident in the flush
of his triumph. Sam’s voice, tonelessly
frozen, told him,

“You are perhaps the first of your
people in Singapore to learn what a great
mistake you are making about your des-
tiny.”

He stepped round the pearl inlaid san-
dalwood table towatd the officer. The offi-
cer’s eyes opened in incredulity. His lips
drew away in the authoritative snarl. Sam
very deliberately told him: _

“I am not a practised shot; so—" He
pressed his cheap pistol close to the offi-
cet’s body and kept pulling the trigger till
no more bullets came. Stare and snarl both
opened wider on the officer’s face as he
hugged his hands to his stomach and bent

lower and lower. It looked as though he
were bowing before Sam.

Knuckles were knocking on the door.
Voices calling—asking—their tone inquir-
ing rather than alarmed.

Tonelessly Sam commented, “Damned
gorillas think it's the other way round.”
Then he climbed out of the window onto
the yellow porcelain tiles of an overhang,
scuttled along to its end, dropped into an
alley, ankle deep in the opium palace’s
garbage.

He ran all the way home. The door
was neatly closed. People went their way -
along the street. Life went on as usual.

Within the house everything was neatly
in order. Only the hot smell of the kitchen
charcoal brazier more than usually per-
vaded the usual mustiness. The old set-
vant was gone. Grandfather Lih was
neatly laid out on the couch in his room of
shrines. Only a little blood made a bright
smudge on the front of his black silk
jacket. His old ivory face was set in his
inflexible conviction of having done right.

Sam slowly knelt by the¢ couch. Slowly
his head bent till it rested on the thick-
slippered feet. His iciness of the past
hours slowly melted from him, slowly
overflowed from his eyes. He knew that
he had loved the old man. In spite of all
his quaint antique notions, his queer insis-
tence upon filial respect—perhaps because
of them—there had been a calm certitude
of the right principles about Grandfather
Lih that made everybody love him.

Sam knelt crouched at the old man’s
feet till a far clamor from across the river
filtered through the window. He knew
subconsciously that that was what he had
been waiting for. He stood up and looked
across to the rice godown with the purple
tiles. I

A bustle of activity was growing around
it. Little yellow men in steel helmets
stacked rifles and swarmed into it with
picks and shovels. Some dead bodies were
thrown out of it as callously as sacks of
dirt. Other men with fixed bayonets
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“All right, open yore eyes.”

Little Pardner’s eyes were wide as he
glanced wildly about the room. All their
many friends were gathered to celebrate
Christmas.  Sheriff Spike Haslam had
done himself proud in his decorations of
the room.

In the further corner stood a large
Christmas tree, fully decorated, and
beneath it were many presents. Little
Pardner took it all in, then he walked
over to the tree, ignoring the guests. His
eyes were wide with excitement. He
stopped before the tree and glanced about.

“Whete's Santa?”
his voice.

“He’ll be here shortly,” replied Haslam
as he winked at Peter Falls, who was
standing next to him.

“Who's going to be Santa?” asked Falls
in a whisper.

“Geography,” replied the sheriff. “He
had to take it when Ed Norton refused.
- Ed thought Christmas and Santa was a
lot of bunk, and he told me so in not
uncertain terms.

“He’s a queer fellow,”
“but, he’s reliable.”

Just then Little Pardner came over to
the two men. "Are yuh sure Santa knows
where we live?” he asked.

Haslam nodded. “I mailed your letter
to him, so he knows,” he replied. “You'd
better go around an’ see everyone.”

“Come on, Little Pardner,” said Red as
he took the youngster by the hand and
they moved over to where the people were
seated about the tree. There was Mrs.
Ryan, Jane Ryan, Art Ryan, and Buck
Ryan seated on the couch. In a chair next
to the couch was Mrs. McMann, while
standing at her side was Larry McMann.
Across from them sat Doc and Mrs. Bishop,
Henry McColl, and Andy Adams. When
they completed the rounds, Little Pardner
turned to the sheriff.

“Where’'s Geography an’ Jeep?” he
asked.
~ “Geography will be here pretty soon,”

sighed Falls,

he asked, a catch m
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replied Haslam. *“Jeep has to work, so he
won't be able to come.”

Red took Little Pardner by the hand
and they went over to the tree where they
sat down on the floor. Red Hatris was
sixteen years of age. His build was slight,
but his'mentality made up for it. His face
was lean, tanned, and freckled, with a
straight nose, small blue eyes and a wide
mouth. His flaming red hair was combed,
but a natural wave caused it to fluff up.
Red was dressed in a gray pin-striped suit,
with a white shirt and blue tie. He wore
black oxfords on his feet.

Little Pardner’s moon-like face beamed
as he looked at all the presents. He was
four years old, just the age to really en-
joy Christmas. He was short and stocky.
His pug nose was the recipient of a vio-
lent rubbing as his large blue eyes wan-
dered from package to package. His blond
hair was plastered down, but several stray
strands managed to stick up. The young-
ster was wearing a blue suit, a white shirt,
and a blue tie. He wore oxfords on his
small feet.

Red and Little Pardner were always to-
gether, in and out of trouble. Red drifted
into Ocotillo City an orphan, and Sheriff
Spike Haslam adopted him and gave him
a home. In return, Red took charge of
Little Pardner, a job that kept him very
busy.

Just then a sound on the front porch
caused everyone to look at the front door.
Little Pardner’s eyes lighted up as he hur-
ried forward.

“It's Santa,” he said as he grabbed the
doorknob and swung the door wide open.
As he looked out on the porch, the light
died in his eyes.

Standing on the porch, weaving back
and forth, was Jeep Carter, the stage driver.
His pinched face was streaked with blood,
mud, rain. His clothes were a sight; torn
and coveted with mud and blood. He
staggered into the room, where Haslam
and Falls grabbed h1m and eased him into
a chair.









RED PLAYS SANTA

the sheriff as they looked about the room.

“Let’s take a look in the main office,”
said Haslam as he crossed the rear room.
Slowly he opened the door and looked into
the main room of the bank. Everything
was still as they opened the door and
stepped into the room.

“Look!” said Red.
open!”

They moved over and inspected the
vault. It was cleaned out. Red whistled
softly and looked up into the hard features
of the sheriff.

“What next?” queried Red as he shook
his head. “Now I know why I was shot
at. He musta just came out of the bank.”

“And that wasn’t thunder,” added Has-
lam as he inspected the door of the vault.
“That was dynamite.”

They moved over to the counters, where
they found all the money drawers pulled
open and dumped on the floor. Haslam
set his lantern on the counter and sighed.

“Better ‘fetch McColl, Red,” he said.
“This is one Christmas Eve we won't for-
get for a long time.”

“Gosh, an’ I put my money in the bank,”
sighed Red. “Gee, I'm broke again.” He
turned and hurried out of the bank. He
ran, splashing mud all over his new gray
suit. By the time he arrived at the house,
he was a mess. As he opened the door,
Little Partner jumped at him and grabbed
him by the arm.

“Where's Santa?” he demanded.

“I wished I knew,” replied Red as he
told the people of all the trouble that had
struck Ocotillo City. They were dumb-
founded. Henry McColl grabbed his coat
and hat and hurried out of the house, Red
moved over to the couch where Jeep Car-
ter was propped up. He looked up at Red.

“Was it Santa?” he asked weakly.

- “I dunno,” replied Red. “I seen him,
but it was too dark to tell.”

“It wasn’t Santa,” protested Little Pard-
ner. “He’s a good man.”

Larry McMann and Andy Adams of-
fered their services, but Red said that the
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sheriff was getting along all right. The
women decided to go ahead with the
Christmas party so that Little Pardner
would be happy. Red left the house while
the women were explaining to the young-
ster that Santa Claus wouldn’t be able to
visit them, but that he would get his pres-
ents.

RED stopped on the front porch and
quickly removed his black oxfords
and socks. He rubbe!:l his pinched feet,
then with a sigh, he dashed down the steps
and toward town. He stopped by the stage
office and told Buck Ryan and Peter Falls
about the bank robbery. They closed the
stage office and followed Red down to
the bank where they found Haslam and
Henry McColl going over the losses.

“They cleaned me out!” wailed McColl
when he saw Ryan and Falls. “They didn’t
leave a red cent. This is terrible! It’ll
close the bank and break me.”

“It broke me,” sighed Red.

“One thing, my gold was insured when

- I placed it in the safe,” grunted Falls, "but

I still want it back.”

“Sheriff,” said McColl, “you've got to
do something. You've got to stop this
trouble—right now!” _ ‘

Haslam shook his head. “T can’t fight
the dark, you know that,” he said. “I've
got to have somethin’ to go on. As yet
we haven't anythin’, except that whoever
pulled the jobs knew that we’d all be busy,
so he picked a good night.”

“What about Geography?” asked Falls.
“Where is he? He has the Santa costume,
hasn’t he?”

“I don’t know,” replied Haslam. “He’s
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“Thanks,” said Johnny, and he moved
on into the office as Lou Ward disappeared
toward the garage, already bellowing at a
mechanic out there. ]

Johnny saw Mark Kirgan, the county
dick, talking to the girl who was the book-
keeper here at the terminal. They were
busy. Seated on a railing that separated
Lou Ward’s “office” from the remainder of
the room, was a lean, tall young man with
a driver’s cap resting precariously on the
back of his head. He had brick-red hair
and sharp, long features. He was munch-
ing on a candy bar, part of which he still
held in his hand. ~

He looked up and said cheerfully, “Hi,
kid,” as Johnny came into the room. He
pushed the confection at Johnny. “Bite?
A new one—'Crispy-coated Nougat Spe-
cial.” Pretty good, too.”

Blocky Edwards was a pushover for
candy bars. He was also one of the best
drivers in the employ of Wayburn Freight,
and Johnny's best friend.

Johnny said, “How’s it, kid?” and saw
Kirgan glance toward them, then start talk-
ing to the girl again. Johnny dropped his
voice lower and said, “I tried to reach you
when I rolled in this morning.” -

Blocky Edwards shot a glance toward the
detective. Kirgan’s back was to them. He
spoke swiftly and quietly around a mouth-
ful of candy bar. "I just got back from
Pittsburg. I just heard about it.” There
was an expression in his eyes, a somber, al-
most tense look that Johnny noted. “Meet
me around the corner at the diner in a few
minutes. I'll wait there.”

“Did you know that man I picked up?”

Blocky said, “T'll tell you something,”
quickly, and then slid off the railing as
Mark Kirgan turned away from the girl
and stepped toward them. Blocky Edwards
raised his voice. “Yep,” he said for the
benefit of the heavy-set detective. “The
best one I've found yet.” He indicated
the bar of candy. “Of course, the ‘Crunchy-
Snicker’ isn’t bad, either.”

Blocky’s features looked suddenly wor-
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ried and he looked up at Kirgan as the
detective came up to them. “How about
it, Kirgan?” he said. “Is it all right if I
run along and get a little shut-eye? You
want me any more?”

Kirgan shook his head.

“Where’s Lou Ward?” the county de-
tective asked Johnny.

“Out in the garage.” Johnny pointed.
“What have you found out?”

Mark Kirgan’s intense, dark eyes looked
at Johnny thoughtfully. “Not much.” Then
he said, "Seen your wife yet? I heard she
was in town.”

This man doesn’t overlook a thing,
Johnny thought. He grinned. “All right,
Kirgan. Where can we meet you, say, in
about half an hour?” He guessed maybe he
ought to tell Kirgan what Sue had told
him. Kirgan was all right.

“My office at the station,” the detective
said. “That’s just around on the next
block.”

“I know where it is.”

HE WATCHED Kirgan go through the
: doorway to the garage, then glanced
at the clock above him on the wall. It was
three-thirty. If the relay unit coming in
from Chicago was an hour late, that meant
Johnny would not be taking over until
after six o'clock. He could use that extra

. time now.

He got a fresh trip card, made a nota-
tion on it about the Chicago unit being
late, left the card in the rack until he
would leave for Philadelphia later this
evening. He kept thinking about Blocky
Edwards" remark, and that Blocky was
waiting for him around the corner at the
diner. Johnny had just swung toward the
street door when the woman came in.

“Oh, hello,” she said, and he thought
she appeared just a little startled as she
saw him.

Mrs. Ward was tall and slim, with yel-
low hair the color of butter. She wote a
short silver fox jacket and she used eye-
shadow. It heightened the fullness of her
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DANGER IN THE NIGHT

Philly sometime around dawn tomorrow
morning. Tonight was different. Lotd
knew when he'd get through!

He waited until the mechanic had

ducked back into the garage, knocking
snow from his coat collar, then swung and
headed toward a drug store located just
down the street. He had some time yet.
He was thinking about what Blocky Ed-
wards’ brother-in-law  had told him.
Blocky had left out there just a few
minutes before he himself had arrived at
Estelle Ward’s house. Just a few min-
utes—

He had ignored Sue’s question about
talking to Blocky’s brother-in-law. He
tried to ignore the question that burned
through his own thoughts now. He didn’t
want to think thoughts like this about a
friend, and yct

Johnny plodded into the store, shook
the snow off his cap and stepped into one
of the phone booths. He called Blocky’s
rooming house. The landlady answered.

And the woman told him, “No, he
hasn’t been in. I haven’t seen him at all.”

He hung up, standing there a moment
staring at the phone. He wondered, sud-
denly, if Blocky Edwards had told him
everything.

IN THE office of Wayburn Freight road

jockeys were gathered around an old-
fashioned oil stove. Some had just come
in off the road. They were warming their

hands and swapping news about road con-.

ditions. Others were preparing to leave
on night hauls to various points. But the
conversation, mainly, was about the brutal
assault on Lou Ward’s wife.

Johnny asked, “What's the latest news?”

One of the drivers shook his head. “Not
too good. Lou’s still up there. They say
she won’t regain consciousness for at least
twenty-four hours. I guess there’s nothing
they can do but wait.”

Johnny singled out another driver who
had just got through from Harrisburg,
eastern terminus of the Turnpike. “How
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does it look, Marty?” he wanted to know.
The heavy-set driver shook his head.
His eyes were red-streaked and tired.
“Bad,” he muttered. “It’s piling up faster
than the plows can get it off the road.”
Johnny was worried. Not about him-
self, but for Sue. He stepped over to the

" phone on one of the desks, called his

hotel. The clertk there knew Sue. He
asked the fellow if she was still there.

“They left ten minutes ago,” Johnny
was told.

He shouldn’t have let her start out!
But, at least, there was one thing. As soon
as the Chicago unit rolled in he would be
on the highway behind them. If Sue and
Mrs. Slater got stuck he would be there
to help.

Restless, Johnny kept walking to the
office window, staring out into the stormy
night, watching for the huge trailer job
that was due in. When he finally saw the
red and green and yellow riding lights of
the long trailer swinging the corner, he
jumped to the service garage doorway,
called out:

“Here she is, Luke! How about geiting
me out of here?” :

Luke Albers, tall and gangling and
chewing tobacco, was in charge during
Lou Ward’s absence. He called a grease-
monkey, slipped on a heavy sheepskin,
hurried out. to meet the huge trailer-unit
that was pulling up before the gas pumps.
Johnny turned up his leather collar and
went out to help them. There were ten
huge tires to be checked, two massive gas
tanks to be filled, over twenty-five riding
lights to be okayed. The sound of the
Diesel was a deep, powerful threb. Steam
rose up from the hood as the flakes of
snow touched it.

The Chicago driver, a wiry young fel-
low, swung down from the high cab. He’
handed over the delivery sheets to Johnny,
blew out his breath, said, “Anybody that
gets into this cockeyed business is nuts!”

Johnny grinned. “Sure. And let them
keep you off the road for a week and you'd
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